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Abstract

Title: Approaches to English colloquial vocabulary adaptation in Ukrainian literary
translation (based on the novel Vantage Point by Sara Sligar)

The present course paper focuses on the problem of adapting English colloquial lexis
(slang, informal phrasemes, vulgarisms, diminutives, and pragmatic markers) into Ukrainian
within literary translation. The relevance of the study is determined by the need for a systematic
analysis of modern translation strategies applied to the latest American prose. The research
material is Sara Sligar’s novel Vantage Point (2025) and its Ukrainian translation. The paper aims
to identify, classify, and evaluate the main approaches to transferring English colloquial
vocabulary into Ukrainian while preserving its stylistic, pragmatic, and expressive potential.

The theoretical section outlines the typology of colloquial vocabulary and key translation
techniques according to the classification by Lucia Molina and Amparo Hurtado Albir:
modulation, established equivalents, literal translation, calque, amplification, adaptation,
transposition, reduction, and generalization. The practical part presents a contextual analysis of
over 190 examples extracted by continuous sampling.

The dominant techniques for rendering informal speech units were identified — primarily
modulation (34%) and established equivalents (15%) — the degree of equivalence achieved was
assessed, and typical stylistic losses were noted, in particular the pragmatic softening of vulgar
vocabulary.

The author’s original contribution lies in the first systematic translation-theoretical analysis
of the novel Vantage Point, in the application of Molina and Hurtado Albir’s classification to
contemporary American prose, and in the identification of patterns in the adaptation of colloquial
vocabulary in Ukrainian literary translation. The results show that the translator employs a flexible
set of techniques, prioritizing functional equivalence over literal accuracy. The conclusions
summarize the most common difficulties and describe context-dependent strategies for
overcoming them.

The paper consists of an introduction, two chapters, general conclusions, and a list of
references.

Key words: colloquial vocabulary, modulation, adaptation, literary translation, English-
Ukrainian translation, Sara Sligar, Vantage Point, translation techniques, functional equivalence.

AHoOTAaNIi"A

Ha3sBa podotu: /7ioxoou 0o aoanmayii aneniticbkoi po3mo8Hoi 1eKCUKU 8 YKPAIHCLKOMY
nimepamypuomy nepexiadi (ha mamepiani pomarny Capu Cnitap “Baumaosic Iotinm”).

PobGota mpucBsyeHa mnpobiemi ajanTtamii aHITIHCHKOT PO3MOBHOI JIEKCHUKHU (CIEHTY,
HedopManbHUX (Pa3eosIori3MiB, BYJIbIapU3MiB, 3MEHILIEHO-TIECTIIMBUX (POPM Ta MparMaTHUHUX
MapKepiB) B YKpaiHCHKOMY JIITEpaTypHOMY IEpeKIaai. AKTyaabHICTh JOCITIKEHHS 3yMOBJICHA
HEOOXIHICTIO CUCTEMHOT0 aHaJli3y Cy4acHUX MEepeKIaJalbKiuX TEXHIK, 1[0 3aCTOCOBYIOTHCS 10
HAHOBIIIOT aMepUKaHChKOI Mpo3u. Matepianom pociipkeHHs ciyrye poman Capu Cirap
Banmaxc Ilounm (2025) ta ioro ykpaiHChkuMi mepekian. Meroro poOOTH € BUSBICHHS,
kimacudikaiisi Ta OIiHKa OCHOBHHMX IIIXOIB 1O Mepeaayi aHTIIHChKOI PO3MOBHOI JIEKCUKU
YKpaiHChKOIO MOBOIO 31 30€peXEeHHSM Ii CTHIIICTUYHOrO, MPAarMaTHYHOTO Ta EKCIIPECHBHOTO
MOTEHIIIaTy.

VY TeopeTWYHIM YaCTHHI OKPECIEHO THUIOJOTI0 PO3MOBHOI JIEKCUKHM Ta KIIOYOBI
MepeKyIafanpki TexHiku 3a kinacudikamiero Jlocii Momiaun ta Awmmnapo Yprago Amnwoip:
MOJIYJISIIIis, BCTAHOBJICHUH €KBIBaJICHT, OYKBaJbHUHN MIEPEKIIa, KajdbK, aMIUTi(iKallis, aJanTaiis,
TPAHCIO3MIIA, peyKIis Ta reHepatizamis. [I[pakTuyHa yacTHHA MICTUTh KOHTEKCTYaIbHUN aHai3
noHaz 190 npuknazis, BiliOpaHUX METOJOM PENPE3EHTATUBHOI BUOIPKH.

BusiBiieHO TOMIHAaHTHI TEXHIKM BIATBOPEHHS HEPOPMAIBHUX MOBICHHEBUX OJUHUIb —
Hacammepen Mmoxynsmito (34%) Ta BcTaHoBIeHHWH ekBiBaneHT (15%) — OIiHEHO CTYIIiHB
JOCSITHYTO1 €KBIBaJICHTHOCTI Ta 3a()iKCOBaHO TUIOBI CTHJIICTUYHI BTPATH, 30KpeEMa IparMaTuyHe
MOM'SIKILICHHSI BYJIbIrapHO1 JTIEKCHKH.



BrnacHuii BHECOK aBTOpa MOJSATa€e B MEPIIOMY CUCTEMHOMY MEpeKiIa03HaBUOMY aHawi3i
poMmany Vantage Point, y 3actocyBaHHi kiacugikanii Momninu ta Yprago Ans0ip 1o maTepiary
HOBITHBOI aMEpUKAHCHKOI IIPO3H Ta y BUSABJICHH] 3aKOHOMIPHOCTEH afanTailii po3MOBHOT JIEKCHKH
B YKpAailHCBKOMY XYJIOXXHBOMY Tepekiajai. Pe3ynpTatm 3acBiguyioTh, M0 Mepekianad
MOCTYTOBY€ETHCS THYYKUM IHCTPYMEHTapieM TEXHIK, HaJaioud MpIiOpUTET (PYHKLIIOHATBHIH
€KBIBAJICHTHOCTI HaJ OyKBaJbHOIO TOYHICTIO. Y BHCHOBKAaX Yy3arajlbHEHO HaWMOLIMpEHili
TPYAHOILI Ta OMMCAaHO KOHTEKCTHO 3yMOBJICHI CITIOCOOH iX MOIOJIAHHS.

PoGota ckmamaeTrscsi 31 BCTyMy, JIBOX pO3ALUIIB, 3arajlbHUX BHCHOBKIB Ta CIIMCKY
BUKOPUCTaHUX JKEPEIL.

KuarouoBi cjioBa: po3MOBHA JIEKCHKA, MOIYJIAIS, alanTallis, JITepaTypHUN TepeKias,
aHrmicbKo-yKpaiHcbkuil nepekian, Capa Cumirap, “Bantax [loiHT”, nmepexiaganbki TEXHIKH,
(byHKLIOHATbHA €KBIBAJICHTHICTb.
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Introduction

Relevance of the topic. The current stage of translation studies is characterized by
increased attention to the reproduction of non-standard layers of vocabulary, in particular
colloquial language, which reflects the living nature of speech, social and emotional characteristics
of characters. In the context of globalization and the growing number of translations of English-
language prose into Ukrainian, the problem of finding adequate equivalents for colloquial lexis,
slang, phraseological units, and vulgarisms becomes particularly significant. The adaptation of
English colloquial speech in Ukrainian literary translation is not only a linguistic but also a
cultural-pragmatic task, since colloquial vocabulary often conveys the character's identity,
psychological state, and the atmosphere of the work. The choice of the novel Vantage Point (2025)
by contemporary American writer Sara Sligar makes it possible to investigate the latest trends in
the translation of colloquial vocabulary, which determines the relevance of the chosen topic.

State of research on the problem. The problem of translating colloquial vocabulary is not
new in domestic and foreign translation studies. The theoretical foundations for the adaptation of
informal speech have been explored by scholars such as M. Baker (theory of equivalence) and C.
Nord (pragmatic aspect). Lucia Molina and Amparo Hurtado Albir made a significant contribution
to the systematization of translation techniques by proposing a functional classification of
translation techniques (2002). In Ukrainian linguistics, significant contributions have been made
by R. Zorivchak (theory of literary translation), L. Kolomiiets (patterns of reproducing English-
language vocabulary), and O. Rebrii (modern translation strategies). However, despite a wide
range of works, a systematic study of the adaptation of specifically English colloquial lexis in
translation into Ukrainian based on the latest prose (2020-2025) is lacking. The novel Vantage
Point has not previously been the object of translation analysis from this perspective, which
highlights the research gap that this paper aims to fill.

Object and subject of research. The object of research is English colloquial lexical units
extracted from the text of Sara Sligar's novel Vantage Point, as well as their Ukrainian translation
equivalents (the analysis is based on either the published Ukrainian translation or a working
translation produced by the author of this paper, should no official translation exist). The subject
of research comprises the methods, strategies, and lexical-grammatical transformations employed
for the adaptation of English colloquial vocabulary in Ukrainian literary translation, as well as the
degree of preservation of its pragmatic, emotional-expressive and stylistic potential.

Aim and objectives of the research. The aim of the paper is to identify, systematize and
analyze the main approaches to the adaptation of English colloquial lexis in the Ukrainian
translation of a literary work (based on the novel Vantage Point) and to evaluate the effectiveness
of the applied translation solutions for achieving pragmatic and aesthetic equivalence.

To achieve this aim, the following objectives have been set:

1. To clarify the concepts of “colloquial vocabulary”, “colloquialism”, “adaptation” in the
context of literary translation and to outline their typology.

2. To systematize the main techniques for translating colloquial English vocabulary into
Ukrainian according to the classification by Molina and Hurtado Albir.

3. To extract from the text of Vantage Point a corpus of English colloquial units (slang,
colloquial phrasemes, vulgarisms, diminutive forms, markers of informal communication, etc.).

4. To analyze the methods of their rendering in the Ukrainian translation and to identify the
dominant techniques (modulation, established equivalent, calque, amplification, adaptation,
transposition, and others).

5. To assess the degree of preservation of the stylistic colouring, pragmatic effect and
national-cultural specificity of the original in the translation.

Material of the research. The material consists of the original text of Sara Sligar's novel
Vantage Point and its Ukrainian translation The total sample comprises no fewer than 190 contexts
of use of colloquial lexical units, selected by means of exhaustive or representative sampling.



Methods of the research. To achieve the stated aim, a set of general scientific and special
methods has been employed: the method of exhaustive sampling — to form the corpus of examples;
the comparative method — to analyze the original and the translation; contextual analysis — to take
into account the environment of the colloquial unit; stylistic analysis — to determine the emotional-
expressive load; pragmalinguistic analysis — to assess the communicative effect; elements of
quantitative analysis — to identify the frequency of use of individual translation techniques.

Structure of the paper. The paper consists of an introduction, two chapters (each followed
by conclusions), general conclusions, a list of references, and appendices.



Chapter 1. Translation of Vantage Point by Sara Sligar

Source text
1 CLARA

The thermostat is fucking with me. For months, the display has
insisted that the conference room is a pleasant sixty-eight even
though it feels more like the steam room in a Russian banya.
I’ve only been in here ten minutes and sweat is already soaking
my shirt. Today’s guest (beneficiary? panderer?) is an old friend
of Teddy’s, a blond guy named Conrad Gaffney, and as he sets
up his presentation, my brother leans over to ask me quietly
whether I remembered to call down to facilities management
about the furnace.

“Yes, of course I did,” I hiss. “I told you. They’re holding a
grudge.”

“They’re not holding a grudge” Teddy whispers back.

“They are. They’re trying to sweat us out. Like bedbugs.” At his
skeptical look, I add, “You have to call down. They’ll listen to

2

you.
“They’ll listen to you, too. If you speak with authority.”

I want to roll my eyes, but that would be unprofessional, so I
grit my teeth and flip to a new page of my legal pad. When
Teddy told me he wanted me to take over as director of the
Wieland Fund for Community Investment, I told him he was
making a mistake. I can’t even keep a houseplant alive without
our gardener’s help. It isn’t my fault Teddy decided to
embarrass himself on the national stage with a run for a Senate

Target text
Po3nin 1 - KJIIAPA

TepMocTat 3BOAUTH MEHE 3 PO3YM

y. YKe MicsIi mochiyib Ha Juctiel B KOH(EpeHII-3alli BUCBIUY€ThCS IPUEMHA
TeMIepaTypa B ABaJLATh IPaIycCiB, X0ua HACIPAB/i TYT SIK Y apoBiii ia3Hi. S
BCHOTO JIECATh XBWJIMH y MPUMIIICHHI, a COPOYKa BXKE MPOMOKJA Bif MOTY.
CroroanimHii Ticte (6maromiitauk? minna®y3nuk?) — crapuit apyr Temni,
OinsBuit  xnomens Ha im's Kompax Tapdui. IToku BiH HanamroBye
Npe3eHTallilo, Miii OpaT HaxXWIAETbCS 1 TUXO MHTaE, YU s He 3a0yna
3areneoHyBaTH B TOCHIOJAPChKUI BiAIU 11010 00irpiBayva.

— 3BicHO, He 3a0yna, — muImIo 5. — S k kazana To6i. Bonu 3arainu Ha MeHe
o0pa3zy.

— Hixrto Ha TeOe He oOpaxkaeTbes, — menoye Teani y BIAMOBIAb.

— Obpaxatorecsi. Bonu xouyte Hac BumaputH. Sk kmomiB. Ha #oro
CKeNTUYHHUN TOrNIsA s aojaro: — Tobi Tpeba 3arenedonyBatu. Tebe BOHU
MOCTYXalOTb.

— Tebe Tex mocayxarTh. SIKII0 TOBOPUTH BIIEBHEHO.

XoueThCst 3aKOTUTH 04i, aje 1e 0yio 6 HenpodeciiiHo, TOMY 5 CTUCKAIO 3yOu i
NeperopTaio Ha HOBY CTOpiHKY cBoro 6iokHoTta. Komu Tenai ckazas, 1mo xoue,
1100 st ouosmna QoHI CTPHOTHUX 1HBECTHUIIIN Binanmis, s monepenuna iforo,
10 BiH MOMMJISETHCA. 51 HaBiITH KIMHATHY POCIHMHY HE MOXY BOEpErTd Bin
3arubeni 0e3 JOMOMOTH HAmoro cajiBHuka. He mMos mpoBuHa, mo Temmi
BUPILIUB OCOPOMHTHCS Ha BCIO KpaiHy, 6anorytounce y CeHar, i Ouible He Ma€e
Jacy Ha 0JIaroJIiiHICTh. A OT Te, 110 Yepe3 KiTbKa THKHIB POOOTH Ha Iili mocaii



seat and no longer has time for philanthropy. It maybe is my
fault that a few weeks into this role, I accidentally started a feud
with the facilities manager of the Brenner Science Center, where
WECI leases office space. Now here we are, five months later,
hearing pitches in what has essentially become a sauna with
whiteboards and task chairs.

At the front of the room, Conrad pulls up a deck so plain that at
first I think he’s accidentally opened a PowerPoint template
instead of his intended slideshow. He claps his hands once, like
Gather ’round, even though it’s only Teddy and me in the room
and we’re already seated. I roll my chair a few inches away from
Teddy’s and assume a virtuous expression.

I’ve met Conrad before. His parents used to be summer people,
and he was one of those interchangeable sailing-lessons kids
who were always stumbling around the docks in orange life
vests. Most summer kids vanished from our lives as soon as they
aged out of family vacations, but Conrad and Teddy eventually
ended up in the same class at Harvard, even roomed together a
couple years. I think that’s why Teddy felt obligated to invite
him to pitch WFCI, even though Conrad’s work experience is
limited to a few failed crypto start-ups with names like Jaggr
and PeskBall. He hasn’t grown up to be interesting. He has a
firm handshake and a pseudohipster undercut. His hobbies are
probably rock climbing and grilling meat. I’ve dated a thousand
men like him, back when I still dated men.

Not that personal mediocrity automatically disqualifies him
from receiving a grant. But if Teddy actually thought the project
was a contender, he would have told me to bring in Allan, the
chief scientific officer, and the rest of the team. He wouldn’t
have scheduled this meeting on a weekend afternoon, right
before the annual opening of Cicero’s Fish House. Teddy

s BUMAIKOBO PO3B's3aja BOPOXKHEUY 3 MEHEPKEPOM IOCHOJAPCHKOTO BiILTY
HaykoBoro nentpy bpennepa, ne ®CIB openaye odicHe npuMilIeHHS, — 11,
MOJKJIMBO, MOSI TPOBMHA. | OCh MU TyT, H'STh MICSILIB MOTOMY, CIyXaeMO
MpEe3eHTallil B TOMY, IO 110 CyTi CTaJI0O CAayHOIO 3 JIOIIKaMH JUIsI MapKepiB Ta
o(icHUMU KpicTaMu.

bins exkpana Konpan BiAKpuBaEe Mpe3eHTAIlil0, HACTUIBKU IMPOCTEHBKY, IIO0
CIIOYaTKy MEHI 3/1a€ThCs, HIOM BIH BHUIMAJAKOBO 3aBAaHTAXKWB MI1a0JIOH
PowerPoint 3amicTe motpibHOro ¢aitny. BiH muecHyB y 0JOHI pa3, Haue
knude: “30mpaiiTecs BCi”, — Xo4a B KiMHATI TUTbKH MU 3 Teani, 1 MU BKe
cuuMo. S BiIKOUYIO CBO€E KpiciO Ha KiIbKa caHTUMeETpiB Bix Temui 1 pobiro
YeMHUH BHpa3 00IHYYs.

A mxe 3ycrpiuana Kompana pamimre. Moro 6aTbkm KOmMCh GyiH JHTHIME
JaYHMKAMH, 1 BIH HalekaB [0 THUX B3a€MO3aMIHHUX MITe Ha Kypcax
BITPUJIBHOTO CIIOPTY, LIO 3aBXIU YOBraJd IO TNpUYajaX B OpaHKEBUX
PATYBAIbHUX JKWiIeTax. BimpImicTe AiTel JiTa 3HMKANM 3 HAIIOTO SKUTTS,
mOWHO TiepepocTanu ciMelHi kaHikynu, ane Kowpaxm 1 Teanmi 3romom
ONMMHWIINCS B OAHOMY kiaci B ['apBapii, HaBiTh KMJIM Pa3oM MHapy pOKiB.
l'agato, came Ttomy Tennai mouyBaBcs 3000B'SI3aHMM 3alPOCUTH  HOTO
npe3entyBatu npoekt PCIB, xoua nocBin poboru Konpama oOMmexyeTbes
KUTbKOMa HEBAAJIMMU KpHIITOCTApTalaMH 3 Ha3BaMU Ha KIITalT Jaggr i
PeskBall. 3 Hporo He Bupic ikaBuil 4OJIOBIK. Y HHOTO MillbKE PYKOCTHCKAHHS
i mcesnoximcrepchka CTpKKa. Moro Xo6i  HameBHO, CKeleNasiHHA Ta
CMaKeHHs M'sica Ha TpuJIi. Sl 3ycTpivyanacs 3 TUCAYCIO TAKMX YOJIOBIKiB, KON
11e 3ycTpidanacs 3 YOJIOBIKAMH.

He te mo6 ocobucra mocepeHicTh aBTOMATHYHO MO30aBIIsIE OTO IIaHCIB Ha
oTpuMaHHs TrpaHTy. Ane sxkOum Texni copaBal BBakaB 1Ed  NPOEKT
NPETEHIEHTOM, BiH OM TONPOCHB MEHE 3alpOCHTH AJulaHa, TOJOBHOTO
HAYKOBOT'O CIiBpOOITHHKA, Ta PeITy KoMaHau. BiH He mpu3Ha4MB OW IO
3ycTpiu Ha CyOOTHIM Beuip, sIKpa3 mepea IIOPIYHUM BIAKPUTTSIM PHOHOTO
pecropany “Y Hunepona”. Tenni 3anpocus KoHpasia npe3eHTyBaTH MPOEKT 3



invited Conrad to pitch as a favor, and I’'m pretending to have
organized it, also as a favor. So the world goes round.

I do my best to pay attention. Conrad’s pitch is, essentially:
National parks, digitized. He’s an avid rock climber (nailed it)
and studied business and computer science at Harvard (I was
wondering when he’d drop the Hbomb), and the combination of
those interests led him to create an immersive virtual reality
platform that people can use in their own homes to have the 3D
experience of communing with nature. All they need is his
company’s unique projector string and access to their library of
simulations, and they can visit Yosemite while the pasta’s
boiling on the stove. Because marveling at the Half Dome is
everyone’s top priority when dinner’s running late.

“Can we see it in action?”” Teddy asks.

“I’m not really set up to do that today,” Conrad says. None of
these people ever say what they really mean, but I’'m fluent in
bullshit. He means the technology isn’t ready. “But soon.”

“Soon” in bullshit means maybe in, like, a decade. If we double
their funding.

Conrad shows us an unimpressive prototype, a spool of cord that
looks like cheap Christmas lights, and I doodle a fern leaf in the
margins of my page. The loops make it look more like
handwriting from afar. Teddy looks at me askance and I turn the
leaf’s stem into the words patent pending.

When the presentation finally limps to an end and I shake
Conrad’s hand goodbye, his grip is looser, his shoulders tighter.
Somehow he’s sensed that it’s a wash.

“It’s a really neat project,” 1 say, trying to soften the

BBIYJIMBOCTI, a sl BJAO, 0 OpraHi3yBaia Ie, TeX 3 BBIWIMBOCTI. Tak CBIT i
KPYTHTBCSL.

S nmoxnajaro Beix 3ycuib, mo0 Oytu yBakHow. CyTh mpesenranii Konpana
TaKa: HaIllOHAJIbHI Mapku y mudposomy opmarti. Bin 3ataruii ckenenas (s x
ka3ana!) i BuBuaB Oi3Hec Ta iHpopmaTuky B ["apBapai (11ikaBo, KOJIU BiH CKHHE
rapBapJCbKy 00MOy), 1 MOeTHAHHS IIUX 1HTEPECIB CIOHYKAJIO HOTr0 CTBOPUTH
iMepcuBHY mIaTGOpMy BIpTyalbHOI peambHOCTI, SKYy JIOAH MOXYTh
BUKOPHCTOBYBATH BJIOMA, 11100 OTPUMATH TPUBUMIPHHMA JOCBIJ] CIIIJIKYBaHHS 3
npupozoro. Bee, mo iM moTpiOHO, — 11€ YHIKaIbHA MPOEKTOPHA CHCTEMa HOro
KOMMaHii Ta JOCTyHn 10 iXHBOi Oi10MIOTEKH CHUMYJIALIM, 1 BOHM 3MOXYTb
BimBizatu Mocemiri, moku Ha mumTi BapuThcs macTa. bo mmtyBamHs Xad-
JloyMOM — 11€ TIPIOPUTET HOMEP OJIMH, KOJIM BeUeps 3aIMi3HIOETHCSI.

— Uu MokeMO MU 100aYuTH cucteMy B Aii? — nutae Temnmi.

— CpOrojHi 51 He 30BCIM TOTOBHIA 0 11bOTO, — Kaxe Konpan. Hixto 3 rux moaei
HIKOJIM HE KaXke Te, 1[0 HAcTIpaB/ii Ma€ Ha yBa3i, ajie 51 BUIbHO BOJIOJIIF0 MOBOIO
OpexHi. Bin Mae Ha yBa3i, 1110 TEXHOJIOTiS HE TOTOBA. — AJIe CKOPO.

“Ckopo” MOBOIO OpexHi 03HaYa€e, MOXKIIMBO, J€Ch Yepe3 ECATIIITTS. K0 Mu
MoBOIMO iXHE (piHAaHCYBaHHS.

Konpaz nokasye HaMm HeBUpa3HUM MPOTOTUIT — KOTYIIKY 3 APOTOM, 1110 Haraye
JeIeB] Pi3/ABSHI TIPJSHIW, a s MaJIOI0 MANoOpPOTh Ha IMOJIAX CBOEI CTOPIHKH.
3aBUTKH POOIATH ii CXOXKOIO HAa PYKONMMCHHMHA TEKCT 37aneky. Temai Koco
JIMBHUTHCS HA MEHE, 1 s MEepPEeTBOPIOI0 CTEOJO MarmopoTi Ha CJI0Ba “TIATEHT
OYIKYy€ThCS .

Ko npesenTariist HapenITi KyabraBo 3aBepIuyeThes 1 s motuckaro Konpamosi
PYKy Ha IMpOLIaHHA, HOro XBarka cialIua, miedi HampyskeHimi. BiH sikoch
BiJTUyB, LII0 CIpaBa MPOBaJICHA.

— Ile cmpaBmi 1iKaBUi MPOEKT, — Kaxy s, HAMAralOYUCh IOM'SKIIUTH



awkwardness. “And it’s nice to meet you. I mean, see you again.
It’s been a while.”

He returns the smile, slightly strained. He wants to get out of
here as much as I do. “Nice to see you, t0o.”

As Teddy walks him to the elevator, I collapse back into the
nearest chair. It’s hot as fuck. I peel my shirt away from where
it’s stuck to my front and try to use it to fan myself, to no avail.

The screen has flipped back to its usual screensaver, a colorful
topographic map of the island, a repeating WFCI logo in the
background. I could draw the silhouette of this island in my
sleep. It’s shaped almost like a circle, except that the sound runs
right through the center, coming up from the south and going
more than halfway across before ending abruptly, as if someone
was sawing through flesh and stopped when their blade hit bone.
So instead of a circle, the island is more like a hoofprint, a
balsam leaf, its edges fringed with coves and inlets. Every
Locust Harbor boutique sells a million souvenirs printed with
that outline. Sweatshirts, dog tags, lampshades, throw pillows.
The silhouette is cartoonish, cute, inviting.

And misleading. Millions of years ago, glaciers formed this
island, slowly scraping away at the granite, pressing down until
it gave way. They left wreckage in their wake, gulches and
cliffs, shorn rocks, mountains that jut from the sea. This place
is the work of slow violence, and the topographic map shows
those battles. Red claw marks where the mountains were
dragged southward by melting ice. Marigold hills, yellow
valleys. And at the southern end of the sound, where land and
sea meet in noncommittal green, and the ground parts like a
curtain onto open ocean, you can see the telltale protrusion of
Vantage Point — our home.

He3pyuHicTh. — | mpuemHO mno3Haiiomutucsa. ToOTO, MOOAYUTHCA 3HOBY.
Munyn0 yumano yacy.

Bin BiAmoBiia€ MOCMINIKOO, TPOXHU HATATHYTOW. BiH Xoue 3Bincu BUOpaTHCsS
TaK camo, sK 1 1. — MeHi TeX IPUEMHO Bac OaunTH.

[Toxu Tenni mpoBoxKae Woro 1o midra, s manarw Hazaa y HAWOMIKYIe KPiclio.
TyT mekenbHO cnekoTHO. Sl BiMIHYNa COPOUKY, A€ BOHA NpHKIEinacs a0
TiNa, 1 HaMararocs 0OMaxyBaTHCS HEIO — MapHO.

Expan noBepHyBcs 10 3BU4aliHOI 3acTaBKU — OapBUCTOI TomorpadivyHoi KapTu
ocTpoBa 3 noBToproBaHuM Jyoroturiom @CIB nHa Tii. S MOXy HamantoBaTu
CHJIy€eT LIbOTO OCTPOBa yBi CHi. BiH Mae ¢popmy Maiike Koa, 3a BUHSITKOM TOTO,
10 MPOTOKA MPOXOAUTH MPSIMO Yepe3 IEHTpP, MiIHIMAIOYKUCh 3 MIBIHS 1
IPOXO/AAYM OiNIbIe HIJK HA TOJOBUHY, MEPII HIX PANTOBO 3aKIHYUTHUCS, HIOU
XTOCh HHWISAB IJIOTH 1 3yNUHUBCS, KOJIU JI€30 HATPANWiIo Ha KicTKy. Tomy
3aMiCTh KOJIa OCTpiB OiJIbIlIe HAaraaye BiIOMTOK KOMUTA, TUCTOK Oajp3amy, Horo
Kpai o0ssiMoBaHi OyxTtamu Ta 3atokamu. Koxna kpamauuka B Jlokact-I"ap6op
NPO/ia€ MUTBHOH CYBEHIPIB 3 IUM KOHTYpOM. TOJICTOBKH, XKETOHH, abaxypH,
JeKopaTuBHI NoAymKH. CUITyeT MyJIbTAIIHUNA, MUJIHHA, TIPUBAOIUBUI.

I omannuBuii. MinbiioHH POKIB TOMY JBbOJAOBUKU CHOPMYBaIM LIEH OCTPIB,
MOBUIFHO BUIIKPIOAIOUM TPaHIT, TUCHYYH JOHU3Y, MOKH TOW HE MOCTYIHBCS.
Bonn 3anummnu mo cobi pyiHu: sipu # ckeuni, oOifpaHi KaMeHi, TOpH, IO
3aiiimMaroTbes 3 Mops. Lle micue — pesynbTaT MOBUIBHOTO HACWIIBCTBA, 1
TornorpadiuHa kapra rmokasye i OuTBu. UepBOHI MOAPANUHHU TaM, 1€ TOPH
Oynu MPOTATHEHI HAa MiBJIEHb TaJUM JboJ0M. JKoBTOrapsui nmaropOu, KOBTI
JOJMHU. A Ha MIBICHHOMY KiHII MPOTOKH, JI¢ CyIlIa 1 MOpe 3yCTpiyaroThCs B
HEBU3HAUYEHOMY 3€JICHOMY KOJIbOPI, 1 3eMJIsl pO3CTYHA€eThCs, HaYe 3aBica, Ha
BIIKPUTUH OKeaH, MOXKHa MOOAaYUTH XapakTepHuil Buctyn Bantax IloHHT —
HAIIIOTO JIOMY.



Teddy comes back in and takes the seat next to me, a casual
sprawl.

“Well?” I ask. “Do you think we should give him the grant?”
“What do you think? You’re the director now.”

“Ha.” But he waits for an answer. “I don’t know,” I hedge. “It
doesn’t seem far enough along. And even if the technology was
perfect, and he could actually create the feeling of visiting a
place from inside the home, would that be good for the island?
People wouldn’t come here anymore. And everyone would be
out of a job.”

Teddy pretends to give me a noogie. “See? You’re good at this.”

“What, poking holes in people’s dreams?” “Taking care of
WECL.”

I pull back and smooth down my hair. “I’m only here until you
let me start a foundation for the study of British punk rock.”

Inside, I’'m preening. It’s nice to joke around with Teddy again
— we haven’t gotten a lot of one-on-one time the past couple
months. It’s even nicer to know he thinks I can run WFCI; I'm
helping him. He trusts me. I’ve been working a long time on
that.

“Should I wait a few days to let Conrad know?” I ask. “So he
thinks we debated it more?”

“No, I'll tell him in person.”

“I don’t mind telling him, if you want to preserve your
friendship or whatever.”

“Don’t worry. I’m going to say it was your idea anyway.”

Tenni moBepTaeThes i Ciae MOPyd 31 MHOKO, HEBUMYIIIEHO PO3CIIA0UBIIIHCH.

— Hy? — nurato 5. — Jlymaen, Ham citif 1aTH oMy TpaHT?
— A tu mo aymaem? Tu Tenep IUPEKTOpKA.

— Xa. — Aune BiH 4ekae Ha BianoBiab. — He 3Hato, — yxuistocs s. — 31aeThes,
BiH IIle HEJOCTaTHRO po3BUHEHWH. | HaBiTh sAKOM TexHoJoOriss Oyrna
JIOCKOHAJIO, 1 BIH CIIpaB/i Mir O CTBOPUTH BiXUyTTs BiJIBIyBaHHS MicCLisl, HE
BUXOASIUM 3 JoMy, uu Oynmo 6 me nobpe mist octpoBa? Jliogu Oinbine He
npuixmkanu 6 croau. I Bei 3amummnucs 6 6e3 poooTH.

Tenni Boae, mo gae meHi mumnka. — baunm? Y tede 11e 100pe BUXOUTh.

— o, mpokomoBatu moackKi Mpii? — [likmyBatucs nmpo ®CIB.

S BiAcyBaiocs 1 MPUITIAKYIO0 BoOJloccs. — S TyT JaMie AOTH, TOKH TH He
JI03BOJIMII MEH1 3aCHYBaTH (DOH/I BUBYEHHSI OPUTAHCHKOTO MTaHK-POKY.

Bceepenuni s numatocs. [IpueMHo 3HOBY >xkapTyBaTh 3 Teni — ocTaHHI napy
MicsIiB Y Hac He Oyno O6arato yacy HaoauHIl. [lle mpuemHinie 3HaTH, IO BiH
BBaXkae, HIOM 4 crpasisitocs 3 kepyBanHsaM DPCIB; s gonomararo fomy. Bin
MeHi JoBipsi€. S TOBro Ha/I MM TpalioBaIa.

— Moske, MeH1 3aueKkaTdu KiTbKa IHIB, mepmn HiX moBigomutu Koupama? —
nuTtaio . — {06 BiH moaymas, 110 MM JIOBIIIe 0OrOBOpPIOBAH 11e?

— Hi, 51 ckaxy iomy ocoOucro.

— 51 He poTH cKa3aTu oMy, SKIIIO XOUell 30eperTy Balry Apy>k0y 9u 110 TaM.

— He nepexxusaii. 51 Bce 01HO CKaxy, 110 11e OyJia TBOS i1esl.
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“Ha, ha.”

Teddy messes with my hair again as he stands. “I’'m going to
grab my jacket out of my office”

“My office.”

“Your office,” he corrects himself. “Then Cicero’s? I'm
starving.”

2 CLARA

Forget groundhogs, equinoxes, religious holidays. On our
island, spring starts the day Cicero’s Fish House plugs in their
deep fryer. By the time Teddy and I get there, the deck is
packed. Half the draft beer list is already crossed out. Every
available surface overflows with empty pitchers and crumpled
napkins. Empty fish crates litter the side yard like hunks of
marble.

Jess has claimed our usual table, but we’ve barely hugged hello
before Teddy’s swarmed by a group of middle-aged men. Ernie
Gluck wants to report Millie Powell for illegal clamming.
Teddy tells him that’s a task for the island police. Max Lisle
wants to ask when the town council will repaint the crosswalks
in Locust Harbor. Teddy reminds him that he stepped down as
mayor last month, so Max needs to talk to Dale Simonson. Joe
Michaud, who owns the hardware store in Chaumont, wants
Teddy to hire him to install security cameras around Vantage
Point.

“As protection,” Joe explains.

“From what? I feel safe on this island. I feel secure.” Teddy
grins. “Unless you know something I don’t.”

— Xa-xa.

Tenni 3HOBY KyHOBAWTH MEHI BOJIOCCS, KOJIH BCTA€. — S Bi3bMY Mi/IXKaK i3 CBOTO
KaOiHeTy...

— Moro ka0iHeTy.

— TBoro kaOiHery, — BumpaBisieTbcsa BiH. — [loTim o “Lluuepona”? S
CTPALIEHHO T'OJIOJHUM.

Pozaia 2 — KJIAPA

3a0ynpTe mpo OabakiB, piBHOJIEHHS, peuniriiiHi csata. Ha Hamomy ocTpoBi
BECHA MOYMHAETHCSA TOTO THS, KOJIM B puOHOMY pecropani “Y Iunepona”
BMUKaioTh (pputropuuiro. Komu mu 3 Tenai npuxoauMo TyIu, Ha Tepaci Bxke
NOBHO Hapo.y. I10J0BHHY CIUCKY PO3IMBHOIO IHBA BXke BUKpeciaeHo. KoxHa
JOCTYIIHA TIOBEPXHs 3aBajicHa IMOPOKHIMH TJIEYMKAaMH Ta TOM'SITHMHU
cepBeTkamu. [TopoHi SIIUKYU 3-1M1] puOH BalsIOThbcd Ha OOKOBOMY HOJBIp'T,
Hayue IIMaTK{d MapMypy.

Jl>xecc 3aliHsa HAIl 3BUYHUIN CTOJIHK, aJie MU JISJIBE BCTUTJIM MTPUBITATHCS, K
Tenni oTounna rpyna 4oJioBikiB cepenHix pokiB. Epni ['mak xoue moBimomMutu
npo Mimi [Tayenn 3a He3akOHHMIA BUJIOB MOMIOCKIB. Teasi kaxe oMy, 110 11e
3aBJIaHHs 711 OCTPIBHOI mouimii. Makc Jlaiin xoue 3anuTarty, KO MichbKa paja
nepedapOye mimoxiani nepexoau B Jlokact-I'ap6op. Tenni Haragye oMy, 1o
MUHYJIOTO MiCAllE BiH CKJIaB TMOBHOBAXKEHHS Mepa, ToMy Makcy Tpeba
ropoputu 3 Jletinmom CimoncoHoM. JI)ko Mimio, BIaCHHK TOCHOJAPCHKOTO
marasuny B lllomoni, xode, mo06 Tenmi HalHSIB HOTO BCTAHOBUTH KaMEpH
CriocTepexeHHs HaBkoy1o Banrax [1owHT.

— JIns 3axucry, — nosicHroe JIxo.

— Bin goro? {1 mouyBarocs B Oesmemni Ha bOMYy OCTpoBi. SI mouyBarocs
3axXUIIEHUM. — Tenal mocMixaeThbes. — X10a M0 TH 3HAEI I[0Ch, Y0r0 HE 3HAI0
s.
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“Faded crosswalks are a safety threat,” Max says.
“So are clam poachers,” Ernie says.

“I don’t think cameras would help with either of those,” I point
out.

Joe peers down the length of the table. “What do you think,
Jess? How do you feel about some cameras around your place?”

Wedged up against the railing, she nods thoughtfully. “Your
system definitely sounds top-of-the-line.” Jess is good at finding
answers that satisfy everyone.

Sure enough, Joe raises his hands in triumph, even though she’s
committed to nothing. “There you go, Teddy. Happy wife,
happy life.”

Teddy shakes his head. Before he has to reply, a frazzled server
arrives at the end of our table, struggling under the weight of an
overloaded tray of food and beer.

“Here we go!” she announces, out of breath. My stomach goes
tight. I didn’t even notice Teddy placing the order.

“Okay, that’s our cue.” Joe slaps the table and gets up. As he
shepherds Max and Ernie away, he points a finger at Teddy.
“But think about it, yeah?”

“Absolutely,” Teddy promises.

By the time the men have squeezed their way back into the
crowd, the tray is wobbling in the server’s hands. When she tries
to shift the weight to her left arm to distribute the food, beer
sloshes at the pitcher’s lip. Teddy leaps up and takes the whole
tray from her, moving it gallantly out of reach, so all she can do
is stand there and wring her hands as he passes the baskets down

— Bunsini nimoxiaHi nepexoau — 3arposa oesmeri, — kaxxe Makc.
— Tak camo sk 1 OpakOHBEPU MOJIOCKIB, — Kaxke EpHi.

— He mymato, mo kamepu gomnomoriu 0 y OyAb-SIKOMY 3 IIMX BHUIAIKIB, —
3ayBaxyIo .

JI>xo nuBUTHCS B3MOBXK croiy. — 1o Tu mymaem, Jxxecc? Sk 1001 igest kamep
HAaBKOJIO BAIlIOr0 ITOMEIIKAHHS?

[TputHcHyTa A0 OrOpoXi, BOHA 3aTyMIMBO KHUBAa€. — TBOSI CHCTEMa TOYHO
3BYYHUTH MEPIIOKIACHO. J[»ecc BMi€ 3HAXOUTH BiIMIOBI, SIKi 32I0BOJILHSIIOTh
yCiX.

Copasnai, ko TpiymdanbHO NifAHIMAE pyKd, Xoya BOHA HI O 4YOTO HeE
3000B's13amacsa. — Ock 6aunmi, Tenni. [l{acnuBa apyKHHA — IIACTUBE KUTTS.

Tenni xutae ronosoto. [lepin HiXk HOMy JOBOAWUTHCS BIAMOBICTH, OIS KiHIA
HAIIOTO CTOJNy 3'SABISETbCA 3HEpPBOBaHA oO(iliaHTKa, L0 JEABE TpPUMAE
NepeBaHTAKEHUH MiAHOC 3 TKEIO Ta TUBOM.

— Ocb, Oynib 1acka! — OroJoIrye BoHa, 3aJUXaBIINCh. Mili )KUBIT CTUCKA€THCS.
51 HaBiTh HE OMiTHIIA, SIK Tenai poOUB 3aMOBJICHHS.

— Tapazn, e mam curHan. — ko 1uieckae mo cromy i Bcrae. Komu BiH
npomtoBxye Makca ta EpHi Ha3aa y HaTOBII, BiH THKae nanblem y Temui. —
Ane nogymaii po 1€, Tak?

— O00B's13K0B0O, — 00i11151€ Temmi.

Jlo Toro yacy, SiK YOJIOBIKM MPOTHCHYJHUCS KPi3b HATOBII, IITHOC XUTAETHCS B
pykax oiniantku. Komu BoHa HamaraeTbcs IepeHecTy Bary Ha JIiBy pyKy, 100
po3aatu XKy, MUBO XJIIOMae Ot BiHI Tiednka. Tenml miackakye 1 3adupae
BECh MiJIHOC y Hei, TaJaHTHO BIAHICIINM HOTO T€Th, TaK MO 1H 3aIHUIIAETHCS
JMILIE CTOATH 1 JIaMaTH PYKH, MOKH BiH nepenae Komuku Ham. YizOyprepu,
no6ctepoBi Oynku, kapromist ¢ppi. Haxro 6araTo ki 11 Tphox 0cib.
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to us. Cheeseburgers, lobster rolls, fries. Way too much food for
three people.

“Thanks, Mr. Wieland,” she says, her tone a mixture of gratitude
and embarrassment.

I recognize her now: Lisa Cicero, the owner’s daughter. Last
time I saw her, she was in braces. Now the braces are off, and
her hair is striped with box highlights. Under her jacket, she’s
knotted her T-shirt at the waist to reveal a slice of stomach
spotty with cold.

Jess gives her a warm smile. “Lisa, how are you? How’s
school?”

Lisa wipes her forehead with the back of her arm. “Oh, it’s
good. I mean, I’m taking this semester off. There was, um, an
administrative issue? But I’'m going back in the fall.”

“I bet your parents are glad you’re here to help out.”

“Yeah,” she says with wan enthusiasm. “Well, I’'m looking
forward to the May Day party.”

“Us too. We can’t wait,” Jess says.
The fries pass under my nose, golden-white, wilted with fat.

To Teddy, Lisa adds, “I’m excited about the primary, too. I
registered just so I could vote for you.”

“Really? I'm honored.” He sets down the last basket with a
flourish and hands back the empty tray, adding a wink for good
measure. “Thanks for helping us out.”

She blushes and clutches the dull black circle to her stomach
like a shield. “Sure. Let me know if you need anything else?”

— Jsaxyto, mane Bimanng, — kaxe BOHa TOHOM, IO TMOEAHYE BISYHICTH 1
30€HTEKEHHS.

A Bmiznato ii Tenep: Jliza [{uniepone, nonpka BiacHuka. Konwm s OGaumna i1
BOCTaHHE, BOHa Hocuia Opekern. Temep OpekeTH 3HSAIM, a BOJOCCA
nodapboBane cmyramu. Ilig KypTKkoro BOHa 3aB's3ana ¢yTOOJNKY BY3JIOM Ha
Taii, BIAKPUBAIOYN CMY’KKY JKUBOTA, BKPUTOTO I'YCSUOIO IIKIPOIO BiJl XOJIONY.

Jlxxecc Terio BemixHynack. — JIi30, sk cipaBu? SIk HaBuaHHs?

Jliza Butupae 100 TribHUM O0KOM pyku. — O, mobpe. Hy, 51 B3sia neit cemectp
aKaJeMiyHy BigmycTKy. byma skace anmiHicTpaTMBHa mpoOiema. Ane s
MIOBEPHYCSl BOCEHH.

— T'oToBa 3akisaTHCS, TBOT OaTbKH paji, IO TH TYT 1 MOXKEII TOTIOMOTTH.

— Tak, — kaxe BOHa 3 MJISIBUM eHTy31a3MoM. — Hy, s 3 HeTepmiHHAM YeKaro Ha
NepuIoTpaBHEBY Beuipky 3 Haronu Jus [Iparii.

— Mu tex. He moxemo mouekaTtucs, — kaxe [xecc.
Kapromist ¢ppi mpoxoauTs il MOiM HOCOM — 30JI0TaBO-01J1a, B'sija BiJl JKUPY.

Tenni Jliza momae: — S Takok 3 HETEpPHiHHAM YeKal Ha mpaiimepis. S
3apeecTpyBasiacs CHeIialbHO, 00 MPOroJ0CyBaTH 3a Bac.

— Crpasni? S Basunuii. — Bid 3 po3Maxom CTaBUTh OCTaHHIM KOIIKK 1 TOBEPTAE
MOPOXKHIM MiAHOC, OAAI0UHN JUIS IEPEKOHIMBOCTI MiAMOpryBaHHs. — JIKyto,
I1I0 I0TIOMOTJIa HaM.

Bona 4epBoHi€ 1 MPUTUCKAaE MAaTOBY YOPHY TapiuJIKy 10 )KMBOTA, Haye LIUT. —
3BicHO. JlaiiTe 3HATH, SIKIIO BaM MIOCH III€ MOTPiOHO.
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When she’s scurried out of earshot, I lean over the table and
whisper, “She looks so different! Last time I saw her, she was,
like, twelve. Now she’s in college?”

“Was in college,” Teddy corrects. He removes a hamburger’s
top bun and arranges the onion with military precision. “Sounds
like she got suspended.”

“What are you talking about?” Jess asks.

“She said there was an administrative issue.”
“I think she meant a problem with the tuition.”
“She’d have said that.”

“Uh, no,” Jess says, “I don’t think she would have told the
Wielands she couldn’t afford a semester of college.”

He shrugs. “If you say so.” As he lifts the burger to his mouth,
he nods at me, then at the food baskets. “Want anything?”
Trying to sound casual; failing.

“Maybe in a second,” I say in an equally pleasant voice.
“You need to eat something.”
My lips tighten. “I will.”

Jess tries to redirect us. “I don’t think security cameras are a bad
idea,” she announces. “They could at least show us how the
raccoons keep opening the latch on the trash can.”

“I don’t want people thinking I don’t feel safe on my island,”
Teddy says.

“Your island?” she teases. “You own the whole thing now?”

Ko BoHa mocminrHo BiAansSeThes, 1 HAXWISIFOCS Yuepes CTif 1 menovy: — Bona
Burisigae Tak iHakme! Konu s 6aunna ii BoctanHe, iii Oyno pokiB JBaHAIATh.
Ternep BoHa B Kostemki?

— byna B xonemxi, — Bunpasisie Tenni. Bin 3HiMae BepxHio OyJKy ramOyprepa
1 3 BIiCBKOBOIO TOYHICTIO KJaje nuoymio. — Cxoxe, 11 BigpaxyBaiu.

— IIpo mo tv roBopui? — nutae /Ixecc.

— Bomna ckaszaia, o O6yna “aaMiHicTpaTHBHA pobiema’”.

— $1 ntymaro, BOHa MaJia Ha yBasi mpo0yieMy 3 OIUIaTOI0 HaBYaHHS.
— Bomna 0 Tak i cka3ana.

— E, Hi, — kaxe JIxxecc, — g1 He AyMato, 110 BoHa O po3mnoBina Binanmam, mo He
MOJK€ JJO3BOJIUTH COO1 CeMeCTp KOJEIKY.

Bin 3uu3ye mieunma. — SAkmio tu tak kaxenr. Ko BiH MigHOCUTE Oyprep 10
poTa, BiH KUBKOM BKa3ye Ha MEHe, MOTIM Ha KOIIMKHU 3 Dkero. Hamaraernbcs
3By4YaTH HEBHMYIIICHO; HE BAAE€THCS. — XOUYell YOTOCh?

— Moxe, 3a CeKyHIy, — KaXxy 5l TAKAM CaMO IIPHEMHHUM T'OJIOCOM.
— To0i Tpeba mock 3'icTH.
Moi ry6u ctuckaroTbes. — S 3'im.

Jlxecc HamaraeTbCs IiepeBecTH TeMmy. — S He naymar, 10 KaMmepu
CIIOCTEPEXKEHHS — [TOTaHa iJiest, — OroJIolIye BoHa. — BoHM npuHaiiMHi MOTTH O
MIO0Ka3aTH HaM, SIK €HOTH MPOJOBXKYIOTh BIAKPUBATH 3aILINIKy HAa CMITHUKY.

— 51 He Xouy, 00 JIOAX AyMaiy, 10 51 HEe TOYyBaiocs B Oe3Ieli Ha CBOEMY
OCTpoBi, — Kaxke Temi.

— Ha cBoemy ocTpoBi? — ApakKHUTHCS BOHA. — Ternep TH BOJIOMIEN yCIiM ITM?
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He waves his hand. “You know what [ mean.”

She gives me a smile that’s supposed to be triumphant — Look,
I changed the subject — but it only makes me feel worse,
incapable and pathetic. I didn’t need her to jump in.

And her ploy doesn’t even work, because as soon as Teddy
finishes his next bite, he pokes a basket of fries toward me with
his elbow. “Eat something. You’re hungry.”

I narrow my eyes. “Stop telling me to eat.”
“I will when you eat,” he says.

“Okay, okay, okay.” Jess pushes Teddy’s arm back to his side
of the table. “Let’s all relax.”

Teddy is relaxed. I’'m the one who’s wound up. It’s almost
magical, the way he manages to push all my buttons without
batting an eye. I was doing a good job of not thinking too much
about the food on the table, and now the thoughts are surging
back: how much I have to eat to get him off my case, whether I
could take one fry and chew it and store it inside my cheek and
spit it out when they’re not looking, or if I should just eat a
handful, and if so how long is the bathroom line, and is it loud
enough inside that people wouldn’t hear me puke, and then I’'m
thinking about how the purge would feel, how beautiful and
free.

I stand up. The table seems to have changed shape and grown
tentacles since I sat down: my knees knock against its underside,
a bolt of bright pain, and my feet tangle under the bench.

“Clara.” Teddy doesn’t bother hiding his exasperation.

“I’m just going to have a smoke.”

Bin maxae pykoro. — Tu % po3ymien, 110 5 Maro Ha yBasi.

Bona mocmixaetbes MeHi, HIOU 11e iepeMora — “JIMBHUChH, 1 3MIHUJIA TeMy, —
ajie e JIMIIEe 3MYIIy€e MEHE MOYyBaTHCS TipIie, HE3JaTHOIO 1 YKaJIOTiTHOIO.
MeHi He OTpiOHO OyI10, 100 BOHA BTpyYaacs.

I ii xuTpomi HaBiTH HE CIPANBOBYIOTh, 00 MOMHO Tei 3aKiHuy€e HACTYITHHMA
YKYC, BiH MiJICOBY€ KOLIMK KapTomui ¢ppi 10 MeHe mikteM. — 3'Dk mock. Tu
TOJIOIHA.

S npumpyxyrocs. — [IpunuHu 3aCTaBiIsATH MEHE ICTH.
— Ilepecrany, Koau TH 3'icH, — Ka)Ke BiH.

— I'apa3n, rapasn. — xecc Bincysae pyky Tenni Ha3an Ha #oro Oik croiy. —
JlaBaiiTe BCi 3aCITIOKOTMOCS.

Tenni pozcnabnenuii. Lle s Ta, mo Ha HepBax. L{e maiike MariuHo, sk BiH BMi€
HATHCKAaTH Ha BCl MOI Tayku, HE MOPTHYBIIM OKOM. S moOpe cmpasisuiacs 3
TUM, 100 HEe HAJATO AyMaTH MpO 1KYy Ha CTOJI, a TEHep JAYMKH HAKOUYIOTh
Ha3a/J1: CKIJIbKU MeHi TpeOa 3'iCTH, 11100 BiH BiYENTUBCS, Y MOXKY 5 B3SITH OJIHY
KapTOIUIMHY, MOXYBATH ii, CXOBaTH 3a IIOKOIO 1 BUIUTIOHYTH, KOJIU BOHH HE
TUBJISITHCSI, YA MEHI TPOCTO 3'ICTH JKMEHIO, 1 SKIIO TaK, TO HACKUIBKHU JIOBra
yepra B TyaJleT, 1 UM IOCTaTHBO TaM T'y4HO, 11100 JIF0IU HE TOUYJIH, SIK S OJII010,
a MOTIM 51 AyMaro Mpo Te, SKUM Oyze OJF0BaHHS, SKHUM IIPEKPACHUM 1 BUIBHUM.

S Bctaro. Crin, 31a€Thes, 3MIHUB ()OPMY H BHITYCTHB IIYNAJbI 3 TOTO Yacy,
SK 5 cija: MOi KoJiHa 0'FOThCsl 00 HOro HIDKHIO YacTUHY, CHalax SCKPaBOTO
601110, 1 MOT HOTH 3aILTYTYIOTBCS TTiJ1 JIABKOIO.

— Kuapo. — Tenni HaBiTh He HAMAraeThCs MPUXOBATH PO3APATYBAHHS.

— 51 mpocTo BUIY IOKYPUTH.
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I kick myself free of the bench and stagger back into the crowd.

On the other end of the deck, a set of rickety wooden steps leads
down to a stretch of rocks and the battered shed where the
Ciceros store dry goods. I unhook the NO ENTRY rope and step
gingerly down to the landing. It’s just past high tide, and the sea
spray has made the wood’s top layer mushy and slick.

I arrange myself against the railing and rummage through my
pockets until I find a half-finished joint and a lighter. When
Teddy announced his candidacy, his obnoxious campaign
manager gave me a cute soliloquy about “increased scrutiny”
and how maybe I shouldn’t do things like have rampant casual
sex or do drugs in public. Jess was there, too, but I was
obviously the lecture’s target. I asked Mike if he counted pot as
a drug and he said obviously. I said it wasn’t obvious at all, it’s
legal now. He said, “Still, it’s not a good look.” Jess nudged my
foot under the table, and I reluctantly agreed.

I take a big, deep drag. Smoke hums in my mouth. I hold it there
for a second, feel it soak into my palate.

Before me, the harbor has quieted for the evening. This time of
year, the lobstermen can dock on the slips, so the outer moorings
are mostly empty. Numbered white buoys hold spots for the
summer boats that have been jacked up on blocks in Jim
Hobart’s dry-storage lot or sailed down to the Caribbean for the
winter, swallows heading south. The few remaining boats look
small and lost. Their hulls rest in the water like open eggshells.
I picture myself swimming to one — arm over arm, through the
freezing water. Climbing aboard. Sailing away.

Then I exhale, fogging the view.

The planks under my feet wobble. Someone’s coming down the

S1 BIAIITOBXYIOCS BiJl JIABKH 1 XUTAIOYHCh IOBEPTAIOCS B HATOBII.

Ha iHmomy KiHIlI Tepacu XUTKa JAepeB'sHa IpaOuHa Bele BHU3 O CMYTH
KaMiHHS 1 oOmapnaHoro caparo, ae Llunepone 30epiraioTh cyxi ToBapu. S
Biquirumoro Moty3ky 3 Hamucom “BXIJ 3ABOPOHEHO” i obepexHo
cmyckaiocsi 70 Maiinanuuka. Ll{oifHO MHHYB NpUIUIMB, 1 MOpPCBKI OpH3KH
3pOOMIIN BEPXHii IIap IEPEBUHU M'SIKUM 1 CIIU3bKHM.

Sl BnamToBYyIOCS OIS OrOpoXi 1 IIyKal B KHUILIEHSX, IMOKH HE 3HAXO/IKY
HamiBAOKypeHHi Kocsak 1 3amanbHuuky. Komm Tennmi oromocuB cBoio
KaHIUIATYypy, HOro JpaTiBIMBUNA KEpPIBHUK KaMIlaHII MPOYMUTAB MEHI MHITY
IIPOMOBY TIPO “NiABUILEHUIA KOHTPOJB 1 MPO Te, K, MOKIMBO, MEHI HE BapTO
poOHTH Taki peui, IK BUMAIKOBUI CEeKC a00 BXXMBAaTH HAPKOTHKHU HA IyOJIiIli.
Jlxecc Texx Oyna Tam, ajie OYEBHIHO, IO JIeKIis Oyna agpecoBaHa MeHi. S
3anmuTana Maiika, 4M BiH BBa)XKa€ TPaBy HAPKOTUKOM, 1 BIH CKa3aB, IIO
oueBHIHO. S ckazaia, 110 1€ 30BCIM HE OYEBHJIHO, BOHA 3apa3 JierajbHa. Bin
cka3aB: — Bce o7HO, 11e morano Buriisgae. J[ecc MTOBXHYJIAa MO0 HOTY IIiJ
CTOJIOM, 1 51 HEOX04Y€ MOTOHIIACs.

S pobmio BenmuKy, rAOO0KyY 3aTsDKKY. MM I3MKYUTh y poTi. S Tpumaro Horo
TaM CEeKYHJy, BiTUyBal0, SIK BiH IPOCOYYETHCS B MiAHEOIHHS.

Ilepeni MHOIO raBaHb 3aTHXJIa Ha Bedip. Y If0 MOPY POKY pHOANKH Ha
700CTepiB MOXKYTh MPHUIIBAPTOBYBATUCS 10 MPUYAJiB, TOMY 30BHIIIHI MiCIIs
JUIsL CTOSIHKH 3/1€011b110T0 TopoXHi. [IpoHnymepoBani 6ii Oyi TpUMaroTh Micis
JUIS JIITHIX YOBHIB, sIK1 MiTHATI HA OJOKaX HA JUISHII A7 CyXOro 30epiraHHs
Jlxuma Xo6apra abo Biammusiu Ha KapuOcbki OCTpOBH Ha 3UMY, JaCTIBKH, 110
JIETATH Ha miBAeHb. KigbKa YOBHIB, IO 3aIHILMIKCSA, BATISOAIOTE MAIUMHU 1
3ary6neHuMu. IXHi KOpHycH COYMBAalOThH Y BOJ, Haue BiAKPHUTI MIKapalymu
BiJl si€tib. S ysiBisito cebe, SIK TUTMBY J0 OJTHOTO 3 HUX — pyKaMu 10 4ep3i, Kpi3b
Kpmxany Boay. [ligaimMarocs Ha GopT. Binmiusaro.

[Totim 51 BUIMXat0, 3aTYMaHIOIOYH BUJL.

Jlomky mij MOIMH HOTaMH XUTAIOThCS. XTOCh CIYCKA€ThCS CXOJaMH, 1 MEHi
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stairs, and I don’t even have to look to see who.

“Hey.” The landing isn’t big, but Jess slides in next to me,
bumps my hip with her own. “You okay?”

I make an irritated gesture. “He needs to stop telling me to eat.”

“I know.” She zips her coat up against the wind, loops her dark
hair over her shoulder to keep it from blowing in her face. The
cold has put a flush on her cheekbones, paled the rest of her skin.
“You know it’s because he cares.”

“Well, it makes me want to eat less.”
“I know.”

“Can you tell him that?”

“You can tell him.”

I pull a face. “But what’s the point of my best friend getting
together with my brother if she can’t do my dirty work for me?”

She snorts. “You’re right. I forgot my whole marriage was a
long con to help you avoid confrontation.”

The weed has started to loosen the knot in my throat. I offer her
the joint. She shakes her head, as I knew she would, the same
way I knew she would follow me down here. Jess has been my
best friend since we were nine. Her choices come to me as easily
as my own.

“I just want him to give me more credit,” I explain.

“It’s an adjustment.” We both know she’s not talking only about
WECI. “Plus, he has a lot on his mind lately.”

HaBITh HE Tpeda TUBUTHUCS, 10O 3pO3yMITH, XTO.

— IlpuBit. — MaiilaHYiK HEBEIHUKUI, ane J[Kecc BTUCKAETHCS TOPYY 31 MHOIO,
IITOBXA€ MEHE CTETHOM. — TH B mopsaKy?

51 pobimio po3apaToBanuii xkect. — Momy Tpeba NMPUIIMHUTH TOBOPUTH MEHI
icTh.

— 51 3nar0. — BoHa 3actifae KypTKy Bia BITPY, 3aKHJa€ TEMHE BOJIOCCS uepes3
rieye, o0 BOHO HE po3BiBajiocs Ha 0OaMuYi. X0J0J HaHIC pyM'sHElb Ha ii
BWIMIL, 30JiAMB pelTy IIKipH. — TH 3Haem, o e ToMy, 10 HOMYy He
Oaiiyxe.

— Hy, yepe3 11e MeHi XoueThCs iCTH 1€ MEHIIIE.
— 41 3naro.

— Mosxen ckazatu Homy 1e?

— Tu MOXkem ckazaTtu Homy.

51 ckpuBmIIacs. — Ajie B YOMy K CEHC, SKII0 MOS HaiKpala noapyra 3iimmiacs
3 MOIM OpaToM, SIKIIIO0 BOHA HE MOXe 3p0OUTH 32 MeHe OpyIHy poOoTy?

Bona nupxae. — Tu npaBa. S 3a0yna, 10 Bech Mii 11100 OyB JOBI'MM 0OMaHOM,
1100 JOTTOMOT'TH TOO1 YHUKAaTH KOH(POHTAIL].

TpaBa noyasna po3B'sa3yBaT By30J y MOeMy Topdi. Sl mpononyio iif kocsk. Bona
XHUTA€E TOJIOBOIO, SIK s i 3HaJa, 110 BOHA 3pO0OUTH, TaK CaMO SIK 5 3Haja, 110 BOHA
miie 3a MHOIO crou. JlxKecc — MOs Halikpalla ojpyra 3 AeB'sT pokiB. 1i Bubip
MPUXOJUTH 0 MEHE TaK CaMo JIETKO, SIK Miil BIIaCHUH.

— S1 mpocTo X0uy, 1100 BiH MeHi OiIbIIe TOBIPSB, — HOSCHIOKO 5.

— le apanraris. — Mu o6uaBi 3Ha€EMO, 1110 BOHa TOBOpUTH He nuie npo OCIB.
— IImtoc, ocTanHIM YyacoM BiH Jy’Ke 3aKIONOTaHHH.
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She’s right, of course. Still, I miss being able to talk to her
without having her argue his side.

“Come over tomorrow night,” I say abruptly. “Let’s do a girls’
night. I’ll finally watch that Hallmark Christmas movie.”

She raises a perfectly tweezed eyebrow. “I think you missed the
season by a couple months. Anyway, I can’t. We have some

events in Brunswick tomorrow, I don’t know what time we’ll
be back.”

I frown. “Tomorrow’s April first.”

“Yes, I know.”

“So you probably shouldn’t be traveling.”
“You want us to stay home all month?”

“Kind of.” I’'m only half joking. We’ve had this discussion
before.

“The campaign doesn’t stop for superstitions,” she says in her
pragmatic way. She doesn’t stop for superstitions, either. She
squeezes my shoulder. “But we’ll do a movie night soon. I’'m
going to go back up now.”

“I’1l be there in a sec.”

The stairs shake again as she mounts them. It’s March, so the
staircase stays intact, but tomorrow is April: The month a shake
portends a splintering. The month a scratch in the skin means
tetanus, and a long drive ends in a ditch, and a single misstep
becomes a long fall. Six hours left before the odds turn against
us.

I know I shouldn’t think like that. But with a history like mine,

Bowna npaga, 3BicHO. Bce 0/1HO, 51 CyMy0 32 MOXKJTBICTIO TOBOPHTH 3 HEIO, KOJIH
BOHA HE Ha Moro 0o1i.

— IIpuxoap 3aBTpa BBEUepi, — Kaxy s pantoBo. — [/laBaii BinamryemMo JIiBOYHit
Beuip. S HapemTi moauBIIOCS TOH pi3aBsHuiA ¢inbm Hallmark.

Bona miHimMae i1eanpHo BUIUNany OpoBy. — Jlymato, TH 3ami3HUIIacs Ha CE30H
Ha mapy MicsuiB. ¥ Oynp-sKOMy pasi, S He MOXY. Y Hac KiJIbKa 3aXOJiB Y
BpyHCBiKy 3aBTpa, HE 3HAIO0, O KOTPiii MU IIOBEPHEMOCH.

S xmyprocst. — 3aBTpa nepiie KBiTHsI.

— Tak, 3Hat0.

— To BaM, HaNIEBHO, HE BapTO IXaTH.

— Tu xouel, o0 MU CHILINA BIOMA BECh MICSIb?

— Hy tuny. — 51 nume Tpimku >xapTyio. Mu Bxke 00roBOpIOBajy 1€ paHilie.

— Kawmmnanis He 3ynuHseThCs uepe3 3a0000HH, Ka)k€ BOHA Yy CBOIl
nparMaTuyHii MaHepi. BoHa TakoX He 3ynHuHS€ThCS uepe3 3a0000HU. Bona
CTHCKa€ MOE Iieue. — Ajie MM BJIAIITYEMO KiHOBeuip ckopo. — S 3apa3 migy
Ha3al.

— 5] moBepHYCHh 3a CEKyHLY.

XOJM 3HOBY TPACYThCA, KOJU BOHA MiHIMaeThes. Lle 6epe3eHb, ToMy npabuHa
3aJIMIIAETHCS LIJI0K0, ajie 3aBTPa — KBITEHb: MiCAllb, KOJIM TPEMTIHHS BIILy€e
po3KoroBaHHs. Micsib, KOJIM MOAPSANUHA Ha IIKipi O3HAYa€ MpaBelb, a JOBra
JI0poTa 3aKiHIYEThCS B KaHaBI, 1 OIMH HEOOAUHUH KPOK CTA€ JOBTUM MAiHHIM.
[icTh rOJUH JUIIMIOCS O TOTO, SIK IAHCH 00EPHYThCSA MPOTH Hac.

51 3Haro, 10 HE MOBMHHA TaK JAyMaTd. AJle 3 TakKOIO iCTOpi€lo, SK MOs,

18



it’s impossible not to.

I stub out the joint and squint across the sound. With the fog
rolling in, Vantage Point is almost obscured. I can just barely
see the peak of the big house’s roof, the railing of the balcony
off my parents’ bedroom. I was born in that room. A home birth,
before they were trendy. My mother always said the first thing
she saw after she pushed me from her body was the surface of
the water in the sound, so bright in the morning light that in her
exhausted haze she could have sworn the trench was filled top
to bottom with diamonds.

She held me in her arms, sticky with vernix, and told my father
she had received a sign. For months they had been planning to
name me after a distant relative. Now she had changed her mind.
She wanted to call me Clara. Clear, bright. An omen of an easy
life.

My dad shrugged. Sure.

Secretly, he thought it was pointless. My last name was already
Wieland.

That was a kind of omen, too.
3 JESS

This afternoon’s campaign event is at Brunswick High School,
which is different from Friday afternoon’s event at Harpswell
High School, which is different from Friday morning’s event at
the Harpswell diner, which is in turn different from tomorrow
morning’s event at a diner in Sheffield. I am wearing a burgundy
skirt-suit and matching heels, which is different from
yesterday’s navy skirt-suit and matching heels, and also
different from tomorrow’s cobalt skirt-suit and matching heels.

HCMOKJIMBO HC AyMaTH.

S ramry KOCSK 1 IPUMPYXKYIOCS Kpi3b MPOTOKY. 3 TyMaHOM, IO KOTHUTHCH,
Bantaxx [loifHT Mmaibke 3arymanenuil. SI nexBe Oady MiK Jaxy BeJIHKOTO
OyauHKy, mepuiia OankoHa OIS crajbHI MOiX OaThKiB. I Hapoaumacs B Tid
KiMHaTi. JloMaIlHi MMOJOTH, A0 TOro, SIK BOHHM CTald MOAHUMH. Mosi Mama
3aBXKAM Kazaia, 10 Meplle, 10 BoHa modavnia micis TOro, sSIK BUIITOBXHYJIA
MeHe 31 CBOro Tina, Oyyia MOBEpXHS BOJAM B MPOTOL, HACTUIBKU SICKpaBa B
pPaHHBOMY CBITJII, 10 B ii BUCHa)KEHI MJl BOHA Morja O MOKJISCTHCS, IO
TpaHIIes 3all0BHEHA 3BEPXY JIOHU3Y JliaMaHTaMHU.

Bona Tpumaina MeHe Ha pyKax, JIUIIKY BiJl BEPHIKCY, 1 CKa3ajia MOEMY OaTbKOBI,
10 OTpUMaJja 3HaK. MicsIll BOHHU IUIaHyBaJId HA3BaTH MEHE HA YECTh JAIEKOi
poanuku. Tenep BoHa nepenymana. Bona xorina Hasuatu mene Kiapa. ScHa,
CBiTJIa. 3HAMEHHS JIETKOT'O JKUTTSL.

Miii TaTo 3HU3AaB IJIEYMMAa. 3BICHO

TaemHO BiH BBakaB 11e MapHUM. Moe€ Mpi3BuILe Bxke Oyino Biman.

Ie Texx OyB CBOTO POAY 3HAK.
Po3zain 3 — JIZKECC

CroronuimHid nepeaBubopunii 3axig y cepeaHid mkoni bpyHcBika, 1m0
BIJIPI3HAETHCS BiJ M'ATHUYHOIO 3aX0ay B cepenHiil mkoii ["apmcBerui, mo
BIJIPI3HAETHCS B M'STHUYHOTO PAaHKOBOTO 3aXOJy B 3aKycouHii ["apmcsen,
0, Y CBOIO Yepry, BiAPI3HAETHCA BiJ 3aBTPAIIHBOIO PAHKOBOTO 3aXOAy B
3akycouniii y Hleddinai. S Hotry 6opaoBuil CriiTHUYHAN KOCTIOM 1 ITiIX OIS
nia0opH, 10 BiPI3HAIOTHCS BiJl yUOPAIIHBOTO TEMHO-CHHBOTO CIIIJHHYHOTO
KOCTIOMA Ta MIAXOIAIINX MiA00pPiB, a TAKOXK BIIPI3HAIOTHCS BiJ] 3aBTPAILIHBOTO
KOOQJIbTOBOTO CITIIHUYHOTO KOCTIOMA Ta MiAXOASIUX migbopi. [HoMI, KoM
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Sometimes when the stylist sends me the week’s clothes, I
wonder if I could wear the exact same garment every day and
ask the news outlets to change the color in Photoshop before
they publish the images. Select, fill selection. Copy, paste.

The events could be copy-pasted, too. The populations change,
as do the refreshments. In Cape Elizabeth, there was brand-
name bottled water and the attendees had salon highlights. In
Farmington, we drank Diet Coke out of plastic cups and the hair
colors came from a box. But the rallies themselves are all
basically the same. A place, a crowd, a speech. A permanent
state of déja vu.

Today’s backstage is a maze of high school theater
paraphernalia: clunky set pieces, painter’s tape blocking marks,
ancient sound equipment. Beyond the curtain, the people in the
auditorium are getting restless. We were supposed to go on half
an hour ago.

“Hold still,” Phoebe whispers. Phoebe is a speechwriter, but by
virtue of her gender, has also become the person responsible for
making sure | am presentable before any event. She makes sure
my hair has no flyaways, my pantyhose have no ladders, my
underwear line is not visible, my bra straps are safely tucked
away, and generally sweeps away all other telltale signs that I
am a normal human woman. The first time she looked me over,
I was offended, because I take my appearance very seriously.
But it’s true there are always angles I can’t see, like now, when
she plucks a stray hair off the back of my jacket.

Another minute ticks by, then another. The temperature rises
another few degrees. The buzzing voices still sound upbeat, but
soon they will want to get home to dinner, off to their night
classes, on with their lives. It could happen any minute.

CTHIIICT HAJCWJIa€ MEHI TWKHEBHUU OJIAT, sl AyMar, 4d Moryia O s HOCHTHU
abCOJIOTHO TOM caMUil peaMeT OJATYy LIOJHS 1 MPOCUTH HOBHHHI areHTCTBA
3MiHIOBaTH Kojip y Dortomomi, mepm HDK MyOJiKyBaTH 300pa’keHHS.
Bupginutu, 3anoBuutH BuaiaeHHS. KoniroBaTH, BCTABUTH.

[Tonii Texx MoxkHa Oyno O ckomitoBaTH ¥ BcTaBUTU. HaceneHHs 3MIHIOETHCH,
Tak caMo sK 1 3akycku. Y Keiin-Enizaber Oyna ¢ipmoBa OyTHiboBaHa BoJa, i
BiJIBiyBaul Mayiy CajlOHHE MeipyBaHHA. Y DapMIiHITOHI MU MWIN Ji€THUHY
KOJIy 3 IJIACTUKOBUX CTAKaHYMKIB, a KOJIp BoJoOccs OyB 3 KOpoOKU. Ajie cami
MITHHTH B OCHOBHOMY OJHaKoOBi. Micie, HaToBM, poMoBa. [locTiliHuii cTan
JeKaBIo.

CroronHimHze 3akymics — 1e JaOipHHT TeaTPalbHOTO PEKBI3UTY CEPEeIHBOI
IIKOJIM: HEe3rpa0HMX JIeKopalliii, MapkepiB Ha MaSIPChKIA cTpiumi 3
MO3HaYKaM# OJIOKYBaHHS, CTAPOBUHHOI'O 3BYKOBOT'O OOJIaZiHAHHS. 32 3aBiCOIO
JIOAM B aKTOBOMY 3alli MOYMHAIOTh HEPBYBATU. MM Mainu BUHTH MiBrOJUHH
TOMY.

— Ilocriii cniokiiino, — menoue ®i6i. P61 — cmivypaiiTepka, ajge B CHIIy CBO€L
CTaTi BOHA TaKOX CTajia JIFOJMHOIO, BiANOBIIAaNBHOIO 3a Te, 100 s Oyna
npe3eHTabenbHoI0 nepea OyIb-sIKUM 3aX0/l0M. BoHa mepekoHyeThCs, 10 B
MO€EMY BOJIOCCI HEMA€ BOJIOCHHOK, 1110 CTUPYaTh, HA KOJTOTKaX HEMA€E CTPLJIOK,
miHii OLMM3HM HE BUAHO, OpeTenbku OrocTrajbTepa HaIIHHO 3axOBaHi, i
3arajioM MpuOUpae BCi iHINI O3HAKW TOTO, IO S 3BHYaiiHa sxiHKa. [lepiioro
pasy, KOJI1 BOHA OTJIsTHYJIa MeHe, s o0pasuiacs, 00 5 Jy»e Cepio3HO CTaBIIOC
710 CBOTO BUTJISAY. AJle IpaBaa B TOMY, IO 3aBX/IHU € KyTH, sKi 51 He Oady, 5K
3apa3, KOJIM BOHA 3HIMAE BOJIOCHUHKY 13 3a/IHhOT YaCTUHU MOTO TiKaKa.

[TpoxoauTs 1€ OJHA XBUJIMHA, MOTIM I oJHa. Temmeparypa MmiJIBUILYETbCS
IIe Ha KiJibKa rpaayciB. ['OMiHKI rojocu Bce 1€ 3By4aTh ONTHMICTUYHO, aje
He3a0apoM BOHM 3aX04yTh JI0JIOMY Ha BEYEpIO, Ha BEUipHI 3aHATTS, Aami 3i
cBoiM JKUTTSM. Lle Moxe crartucs Oyab-sakoi mutTi. HacTpiit 3MiHIOETHCS
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Sentiment turns on a dime.

My bladder pinches again, more insistently. The A/V guy is still
huddled by the control panel with the most tech-savvy campaign
staffer, frantically flipping through a thick instruction manual.
In the opposite corner, Teddy’s patient smile is slipping as the
high school principal drones on about the junior class’s average
SAT scores. Phoebe keeps adjusting the waist of my skirt an
inch to the left, an inch to the right, trying to center the zipper.
The more nervous she gets about the delay, the harder she tugs,
and I have to bite back a yelp as the skirt’s inner hook scrapes
across my back.

“Can’t we do it without a mic?” I ask Phoebe, trying to edge
subtly out of her grasp. “Teddy can talk loud.”

She shakes her head. Her fingers stay tight on my waistband.
“The acoustics are really bad.”

We’ve had this conversation four times already today, but I
don’t know what else to talk to her about. With all the dead time
on the campaign trail, shuttling between cars and hotels, I’ve
been working on making a taxonomy of all the different ways
people react to Wielands. Phoebe is Type C: the Clam. She will
converse as much as you want if it’s related to her job, but the
prospect of speaking to me about anything personal paralyzes
her with fear. Mostly, I don’t mind. Right now, I’'m bored, I
have to pee, my copy-pasted heels hurt like hell, and I’ve been
pushed around all day like Barbie in her Dream Car.

I peek at Teddy over the costume rack. He’s wearing chinos and
a fleece quarter-zip, because research says voters prefer their
women to look pretty and their men to look approachable. His
campaign quarter-zips are identical to his usual quarter-zips,
except that these ones are ironed and lint-rolled and can only be

MUTTEBO.

Miii  ce4oBuil  MIXyp 3HOBY CTHUCKA€ThCS, OUIbII  HAMOJETJIUBO.
AynioBi3yanbHUH TEXHIK BCE e CUANTH OIS KOHTPOJIBHOT MaHe i 3 HaHOIbII
TEXHIYHO TMIJKOBAaHUM CIiBPOOITHUKOM KaMIlaHii, HECaMOBUTO TOPTAIOYU
TOBCTY I1HCTPYKIIiIO. Y TPOTWIEKHOMY KYTKY Tepruisiua mocMimka Temmi
crnaliae, MOKU JUPEKTOP CEPeAHbOI IIKOIM MOHOTOHHO pO3IOBiIA€E MpPO
cepenniii 6an SAT monoammx knaciB. Pidi IPOIOBXKYE PEryIIOBaTH TaJiIO
MO€i CHiHWII Ha [IOWM JBOpPYY, Ha JMJIOMM MpaBOpydY, HaMarar4uch
BIJIICHTpYBaTH OnuMcKaBKy. UuM Oinbliie BOHA HEPBYE Yepe3 3aTPUMKY, THUM
CHJIBHIILIE TSATHE, 1 MEHI IOBOJUTHCA CTPUMATH KPUK, KOJIHM BHYTPILIHIA raqok
CIIIHUIII IpsITTa€ MEH1 CIIMHY.

Xiba Mu He MOXxeMOo 0biiiTucs 6e3 mikpodona? — nutato 1 Pi0i, HAMararOYuCh
HETIOMITHO BUCIIM3HYTH 3 11 00iiMiB. — Teaai Moke TOBOPUTH I'OJIOCHO.

BoHa XuTae rojoBolo. Ii majpli MillHO TPUMAIOTH MEHE 3a Mosic. — AKYCTHKA
TYT Ay’Ke MOTraHa.

M Bike BeJH 110 PO3MOBY YOTHPH pa3u ChOTOJIHI, ajie s He 3Hal0, PO IO I1Ie
3 HEI TOBOPUTHU. 3 yCIM MEPTBHM YacoM Yy MepeaBHOOpdUii Kammadii,
NEPEeCyBaIOYUCh MK MAIlIMHAMU Ta TOTEJISIMH, 5 MIPALloBajia HaJl CTBOPCHHAM
TAaKCOHOMII BCIX pi3HUX CHOCOO0IB, SIKUMH JIIO/IM pearyoTh Ha Binanmais. @i6i —
Tun B: MoBuasHung. Bona Oyzae criikyBaTHCsS CKUIBKH 3aBTOJIHO, SIKIIO L€
CTOCY€ThCS ii POOOTH, ajne MEepCHeKTHBAa MOTOBOPUTH 31 MHOIO MPO HIOCh
ocobwmcTe mapainiszye ii Bil cTpaxy. 3Ae0iIbIIOro MeHe IIe He XBHIIIOE. 3apa3
MEHI HyJIHO, MeHI Tpeba B TyajieT, MOI CKOmiiioBaHI miJ0OpHU CTpalIeHHO
6014Th, 1 MEHE BECh JCHB TAranu, sk bapOi B 11 MamHi Mpii.

S 3a3uparo Ha Tenni uepes Bilanky 3 KocTioMaMu. Bin onsraenuit y Oproku-
4iHOCH 1 ()1icOBY KO(DTY Ha YBEpTh-OJHMCKaBIl, 60 TOCTIIKEHHS MMOKa3ylOTh,
10 BUOOPIII BiAIAIOTh NepeBary, Mmoo >KiHKKA BUIIIAJAIN TapHO, a YOJIOBIKH —
npuBitHO. Moro mnepenBuGopui KO(GTH HA OINCKAaBLi iIEHTHYHI HOro
3BHUYAHUM, 32 BUHSATKOM TOTO, 110 IIi BUIIPACOBAHI 1 OYMINEH] BiJl BOPCHHOK, 1
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washed four times before they’re quietly donated to a nearby
charity. Too much longer and they start to look dingy on TV.

He catches my eye and smiles sideways at me, and warmth
uncurls in my stomach. Anyone else might think it’s just another
smile. Teddy is impossibly, unfairly handsome, handsome
enough to silence a room when he enters, even if he weren’t so
recognizable. Women unbutton their shirts for him, slip him
their phone numbers; after every meet-and-greet, he pulls
fistfuls of paper from his pockets. But I know things about
Teddy they’ll never know — like this secret smile, a little more
crooked, a little more dimpled, a smile that is mine and mine
alone.

A chant starts up in the auditorium. WIELAND! WIELAND!
Teddy turns toward the noise. WIELAND WIELAND
WIELAND - over and over, until my last name doesn’t even
sound like a word anymore, but like a meaningless sequence of
sounds, an alien distress call. Phoebe is so flustered she yanks
my skirt almost halfway around my waist, and my patience
disappears.

“Phoebe,” I whisper in a measured voice, “I have to run to the
ladies’ room.”

She freezes. “Right now?”

I gently disengage her hands from my body. Please, a moment
alone. “Yes.”

“It can’t wait?” “I’ll be fast,” I promise.

She looks around in panic for Mike, Teddy’s campaign
manager, who is marching toward the sound system with his

iX MOXXHa TpaTH JHIIE YOTHPU pas3H, MepIl HDK IX THUXO MOXKEPTBYIOTH
HaOmwKyii 6nmaroxiiHii opranizamii. Ille Tpoxu moBiie, i BOHM NOYMHAIOTH
BUTJISAATH TIOTEPTUMH Ha TejaeOadyeHHi.

BiH 10BUTH Miif IOTJISIT 1 TOCMIXA€THCS MEHI CKOCA, 1 TEIUIO PO3TOPTAETHCS B
MOEMY JKMBOTI. XTOCh 1HIIMKA MIr OM MOAyMaTd, IO 1€ TMPOCTO IIe OJHA
nocMmimka. Temai HEMOXIMBO, HECHPABEIJIMBO BPOMJIUBHUI, JIOCTaTHHO
BPOJUIMBUH, 100 3MyCUTH KIMHATy 3aMOBKHYTH, KOJM BiH BXOJHUTb, HABITh
aKkOu BiH He OyB TakuUM BIi3HaBaHUM. JKiHKU pO3CTiOArOTh AJIsi HHOTO COPOYKH,
MiICOBYIOTh HOMY CBO1 HOMEpH Tese(OHiB; MiCiIst KOXKHOI 3yCTpidi BiH BUiimMae
KMEHI MmarnepiB 31 CBOIX KUIIIEHB. AJie s 3HaI0 pedi mpo Tenmi, siki BOHH HIKOJIH
HE J13HAIOTHCS — SIK-OT LSl TAEMHA [TOCMIIIKA, TPOXH O1IbII KPUBA, TPOXH OLIBII
3 IMOYKaMH, IIOCMIIIIKA, SIKa HAJIC)KUTh MEHI, 1 TIJIbKH.

Y akrtoBomy 3am mounHaeThesi ckanmayBanHs. BIJIAHJI! BIUTAH/! Tenmi
nosepTaethes a0 mrymy. BIJIAH/] BUIAHJI BIUIAH/I — 3HOBY i 3HOBY, IOKH
MOE€ TPi3BUILE HABITh HE 3BYYUTH SIK CJIOBO, a SIK Oe3rimy3auii Habip 3BYKIB,
IHOILUTAaHETHUH curHai auxa. Pi01 HacTUIBEKK 30€HTEKeHa, M0 CMHKAE MOIO
CIIITHUIIIO MalKe HANIOJIOBUHY HABKOJIO Talii, 1 MOE TEPITIHHS 3HUKAE.

— @161, — menouy s, — MeHi Tpeba BUOIrTH B JaMChKY KIMHATY.

Bona 3aBmupae. — [Ipsimo 3apa3z?

51 0b6epexxHO 3BUIBHAIO 11 pyKH 31 CBOTO Tijla. Byab nacka, XBUJIMHA HAOIMHIII.
— Taxk.

— e He Moske nmouekaTu? — S MBUAECHBKO, — OOILISIO 5.

Bona o3upaethes B maniti B nomrykax Maiika, kepiBHUKa kammnaHii Temi, skuii
MapIIMpye A0 3ByKOBOI CHCTEMH 3 Tele(OHOM, MPUTHCHYTUM /10 Byxa. Pibi



phone pressed to his ear. Phoebe winces and waves over a
woman with a long frizzy braid. A guide. I suppress a groan.

“Fast,” Phoebe reminds me as she hands me off. Then she
remembers who I am and adds, “Please?”

The venue coordinator hurries me through a maze of cords and
cameras and out the heavy metal doors, the bar handle
depressing with a loud thunk. We are in a narrow hall lined with
green lockers. The fluorescent lights are blinding. The door
whooshes shut behind us, muffling the chant.

“I feel like I’'m back in high school, begging for a hall pass,” I
joke.

“Oh, no, you don’t need a hall pass,” my escort trills. “Actually,
we got rid of hall passes last year, because we had a student with
Crohn’s disease whose parents lobbied the school board and
now instead students are supposed to”.

Type D: the Chatterer. I put on my most attentive face. The
typology isn’t only for my own amusement. You have to know
how to interact with other people. Mike is always going on
about how we need to make personal connections with everyone
we meet. You especially, Jess, he said last week, with the sort
of brutal honesty that only mothers and campaign managers can
get away with, you can come across a little aloof.

I said, I think that’s just my face.
He said, Okay, well, get it under control.

What I do right now to control my face is I imagine what this
woman will say tomorrow, when people ask if she met Teddy:
I met his wife, and she’s so down-to-carth. I like “down-to-
earth” because people only ever use it for people they think are

KPUBUTBCA 1 Maxae pyKOH IKiHII 3
CymnpoBomxyBauka. Sl cTpuMyIo CTOTIH.

JOBIOI0  Ky4YepsiBOIO  KOCOIO.

— birom, — Haranye meni @161, mepenaroun mene. [loTiM BoHa 3raaye, XTo 4, 1
noxaae: — byap nacka.

KoopannaTtopka 3axo/1y mocmimae 3i MHOIO 4epe3 J1a0ipuHT IPOBOIIB 1 Kamep
1 uepe3 BakKi MeTaJIeBi JIBepi, pydKa SKOi OIMYyCKAE€ThCS 3 TYYHUM CTYKOM. Mu
B BY3bKOMY KOPHIOpi, BHCTIAHOMY 3eJeHMMHU Mmadkamu. DiyopecreHTHi
Jamnu cuinydi. J[Bepi 31 CBUCTOM 3auMHSIOTHCS 32 HAMH, MPUTITYLIYIOUYH
KPHUKH.

— IlouyBatocsi, HIOM 3HOBY B CEpeHii LIKOJI, Oaraloy Mpo MEPerycTKy B
KOPUIOP, — KapTYIO 5.

— O, Hi, BaM He mNoOTpiOHa mepemycrka B KOpPHIOp, — Inebede Mos
CYIIpOBOKyBauka. — Hacmpasi, MU CKacyBajiil MEPEIyCTKH MHHYJIOTO POKY,
TOMY III0 y HAc OyB y4eHb 3 XxBOpo0Ooto KpoHa, uui 6aThKu 10010BAIIN MIKUTEHY
pany, i Terep 3aMiCTh IIbOT0 YYHI MAIOTh...

Tun I': banakyuxka. 5 po6iito cBo€ HailyBakHilIe o0nyust. TUIIONOTIs HE TUIe
JUIE MOTO BJIACHOTO 3a/10BOJIeHHA. Tpe0a 3HATH, SIK B3a€EMOJIATH 3 1HIIMMHU
JToAbMHU. Maiik MOCTIHHO TOBOPUTH MPO T€, SIK HaM NOTPIOHO BCTAaHOBIIIOBATH
0COOWCTI 3B'I3KM 3 yciMa, KOro Mu 3yctpidaemo. Tu ocobnuBo, Jxecc, cka3as
BiH MHHYJIOTO THXHS, 3 TIEI0 >KOPCTOKOIO YECHICTIO, Ky MOXYTbh €001
JI03BOJIMTH JIUIIIE MaTepi Ta KEPIBHUKU KaMITaHil, TH MOXKEII 3/1aBaTUCS TPOXU
BiT4Y’>KEHOIO.

Sl ckazana: Tymato, 1€ IPOCTO MOE OOIUYYSL.
BiH ckazaB: rapasn, Hy, KOTPOJIOH 1.

Te, o s pobro 3apa3, 100 KOHTPOIIOBATH CBOE OOJINYUS, — II€ YABIISIO, 110
1151 J)KIHKa CKa)Ke 3aBTpa, KOJIM JIIOJU 3aIUTal0Th, UM 3ycTpiina BoHa Temni: s
3yCcTpijia MOro IpYy>XUHY, 1 BOHa Taka npuzemiieHa. MeHi mofo0aeThes
«TpHU3eMIIeHa», TOMY 10 JIOJM BUKOPUCTOBYIOTH 1I€ CJIOBO JIMIIE JUIS JIFOJCH,
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better than them. “Down-to-earth” means you would be allowed
to be be a bitch if you wanted to, but you are a good person, so
you try to be nice.

“love him,” she’s saying. “As a candidate. He’s such a great
guy. I mean, even aside from being so cute.”

I’'m pretty sure she’s talking about Teddy, although I doubt
they’ve ever met and under normal circumstances it would be
weird to talk about someone to his own wife this way. I’ve
gotten used to people namedropping my own husband to me,
total strangers talking about him as if he were a close personal
friend.

“You’re so lucky,” she finishes.

“Thanks.” I see the sign for the women’s room at the end of the
hall. We’re close, maybe thirty seconds. I hope she doesn’t
follow me in. What if I fart and then this total stranger hears it
and tells people I fart when I pee? What if that becomes my
thing? The brilliant senator and his wife who farts when she
pees.

“I remember when you got married,” says Type D.

I want to say That makes one of us, but I don’t know if she
would realize it’s a joke. “That’s nice.”

“Actually, my cousin went to elementary school with you.”
I start paying more attention. “Your cousin’s from the island?”
“No, Kattinocket.”

My foot lands wrong. My ankle twists under me. I stumble a
few steps, like a panicked bird, catching myself with one hand
on a locker. “Shit,” I say, forgetting myself.

SKHX BOHM BBa)KAIOTh KpalumH 3a cede. “TIpuzemiiena’ o3Havae, 1mo 1061 Oyio
0 103BOJIEHO OYyTH CTEpBOIO, SIKOM TH XOTiNa, aje TH J00pa JIOHHA, TOMY
Hamaraemuicsi 0yTu MHUJIOHO.

— ...000kHIOI Horo, — Kake BOoHAa. — Sk kanaumara. Bin Takuii uynoBuit
xJornens. S Maro Ha yBa3si, HaBITh OKPIM TOTO, 1[0 TAKUH MUJIHA.

51 maiike BIIeBHEHa, III0 BOHA TOBOPUTH Mpo Temai, Xxo4a s CyMHiBarocs, 110
BOHHM KOJIU-HEOY b 3ycTpiuanucs, i 3a 3BU4aifHUX 00CcTaBUH Oys0 O AUBHO TaK
TOBOPUTH PO KOTOCh JAPYXHHI Ili€l MoauHu. S 3BHKJIA 1O TOTO, IIO JIOAU
3raJyl0Th MOTO BIIACHOTO YOJIOBiKa MEHi, aOCOMIOTHI HE3HAHOMIII TOBOPSTH
PO HBHOTO TaK, HIOM BiH OyB OJM3BKUM iX Ipyrom.

— Bam Tak nomacTuino, — 3aKiH4y€e BOHA.

— Jlakyto. — 51 Gauy 3HaK XiHOYOi KIMHATH B KiHII KOpuaopy. Mu OIu3bKO,
MOJe, TpUAISTH cekyHa. CroiBarocs, BOHA He Tijie 3a MHOI0 Beepenuny. 1o,
SIKIIIO 5 yKHY, a TIOTIM 115l a0COIFOTHA HE3HAHOMKA TIOYYE 11€ 1 pO3KaKe JII0JISIM,
o s mykaro, koiu cikaro? Illo, skmio e crane moero dinrkoro? I'eHiambHMIA
CeHaTop 1 HOro apy’>KHHA, AKa MyKae, KO CIKae.

— $] maM'saTaro, KOJIM BU OAPYKAIUACH, — Kaxke Tum I
9 9

Xouy ckazaru: «To My 3 BaMu O/THaKOBi», alie He 3HAI0, YU BOHA 3pO3YyMie€, 1110
e xkaprt. — Lle muio.

— HacnpaBni, Most Ky3uHa X0/MIa 0 TOYaTKOBOI LIKOJIH 3 BAMU.
S moumHaro NpUALIATH OinbIIe yBard. — TBOSI Ky3HHa 3 OCTpoBa?
— Hi, 3 Karrinokera.

Mos Hora ctae HempaBwibHO. lllukonoTka migBepraeTbes. S croTukarocs
KiJIbKa KPOKiB, Haue 3JIsIKaHa MTaIIKa, JIOBIIIO ce0e O/IHIE€I0 PYKOIO 32 TadKy. —
Yopr, — Kaxy s, 3a0yBIIH 11po cede.
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“Oh my god!” Type D rushes forward. “Are you okay?”

“Yes. Yes! Sorry.” I pin my smile back on. “Just slipped. I’'m
fine.”

She retreats, but not far, holding her hands a few inches away
from me like a parent watching their child take their first steps.
The surprise has made my bladder clench tighter, and I move
forward steadily, trying not to limp. The restroom is twenty feet
away, ten, five. We’re almost at the door when Type D’s walkie-
talkie squeals. The sound system is working again, and I’'m
wanted onstage.

Two hours later, after the speech has been given and the hands
shaken and the babies held, another staff member ushers Teddy
and me through the school’s cavernous kitchen, past an
announcement for an active shooter drill next Monday, and out
onto the stairs by the loading dock. The town car loiters outside,
along with a few photographers and some fans who figured out
the exit plan. I wait in the background while Teddy works his
way down the line. He has perfected his handshake: firm and
inviting, while also communicating that he needs to move on,
so keep your comments concise.

At the end of the line, he opens the car door for me and I slide
in, sitting on the seat first and then pivoting my knees inside, the
way my etiquette teacher taught me, and he slips in after me,
and finally we are alone.

“Whew,” he says, with a comical grimace.

He leans in to kiss me. He smells like cedarwood and sage, from
the same artisanal soap he’s used since puberty. Underneath it,
a faint whiff of deodorant, and then, finally, sweat and warmth,
a long day, uniquely Teddy. I could crawl inside that smell.

— O 6oxe! — Tun I' kugaerbes Brepen. — Tu B mopsaxy?

— Tak. Tak! Bubau. — I 3HO0BY mocMmixatocsi. — [Ipocro mocnusnynacs. S B
MOPSTIKY .

Bomna Bincrymae, aje HeAaneKo, TPUMAIOYM PYKH 3a KUIbKa CAHTHUMETPIB BiJ
MeHe, Haue 0AaTbKH, [0 CIIOCTEPITal0Th, SIK IXHS TUTUHA POOUTH MEPIii KPOKH.
HecnoxpiBanka 3mycuiia Miil ce4OBUI MiXyp CTUCHYTHUCS IIE€ CHUJIBbHIIIE, 1 5
pyxarocst Bliepe]l HEyXuiIbHO, HAMaralounch He KyJabrat. Tyaner 3a ABaasTh
¢yTiB, necarTh, n'Th. Mu Maibke Ounsa nBepeid, konu pauis Tuny I Bepenurs.
3ByKOBa CHCTEMa 3HOBY IPALIIOE, | MEHE YEKAIOTh Ha CIICHI.

JIB1 rOAMHY TOTOMY, IICJISI TOTO SIK IPOMOBY BHUTOJIOIICHO, PYKH IOTUCHYTO, a
HEMOBJIST MMOTPUMAHO Ha pYyKax, IHIIHUH CIiBpOOITHUK MPOBOAUTH Hac 3 Temi
yepe3 BENUYE3HY LIKUIbHY KYXHIO, TIOB3 OTrOJIOIICHHS PO HABYAHHS Ha
BUIIAJJOK aKTUBHOTO CTP1JIKA HACTYITHOTO TTOHE1TKA, 1 BABOJUTH HA CXOIU OISt
BAaHTXHOTO JIOKy. Micbka MallliHa 4YeKae 30BHi, pa3oM i3 KUIbKOMa
¢dororpadamu Ta neskumu (panaTamu, sIKi po3rajaiu IuiaH BUXOAy. S yekaro
Ha 3aHbOMY IUIaHi, moku Temmi mpairoe B370BXK JiHil. BiH 1OBIB CcBO€
PYKOCTHCKAaHHS 10 JIOCKOHAJOCTi: MillHE ¥ TpPUBITHE, BOJHOYAC
MOBIIOMJISIOUH, 110 HoMy Tpeba MTH Jaini, TOX TpUMaiTe cBOi KOMEHTapi
CTUCIIMMH.

B xiHIi niHii BiH BiIKpuBae sl MEHE ABEpPi MAIIIMHU, 1 s1 KOB3al0 BCEPEIIUHY,
CillalouM CrovyaTKy Ha CHAIHHS, a OTIM pO3BEPTAIOUM KOJIIHA BCEPEIUHY, SIK
HaBYMJIA MEHE BUMTENIbKA €THUKETY, 1 BiH MPOCIHU3a€ 3a MHOIO, 1 HApeIITi MU
HAOMHII.

— DyX, — KaKe BiH KPUBJISIOUYHCh.

Bin HaxunseTbed, 100 MouiayBaTH MeHe. Big HOro naxue Keipom i maBii€ro,
BiJl TOTO CaMOT'0 KyCTapHOT'O MUJIa, IKUM BiH KOPUCTY€ThCs 3 myOepraty. Ilin
HUM — JIETKHI 3a1axX J1e30JJ0PaHTY, a MOTIM, HApEeIITi, MiT 1 TEIUI0, JOBTUH JCHb,
yHikanpHuA Teani. S Morna 6 3armoB3TH BCEpPEeIMHY IIBOTO 3aMaxy.
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“I’m exhausted,” I murmur against his mouth.
“Me too.”

His hand closes over my thigh, automatic and possessive, his
thumb settling in the crease behind my knee. The pantyhose
block most of the sensation. Before the campaign, I hadn’t worn
pantyhose in years. Political wives and church ladies must be
keeping the whole pantyhose industry afloat.

“Your speech was great,” I say. “After they fixed the sound.”

“I told Phoebe we have to work on the last section. It needs to
end with a bang.”

“You have a few days to figure it out.”
“Yeah, that’s true.” He frowns in thought.

I press my nose to his neck. “I was talking to this school
administrator inside and..”

The car door across from us opens, and I jerk upright. Mike gets
in.

“Uh, hi,” I say.

Teddy says, “Mike’s going to ride back with us, so we can go
over the week’s schedule.”

“Sorry, Jess,” Mike says.

I manage a weak smile as the car starts to move. Mike has been
with the campaign since the beginning — since before Teddy,
even. The DNC recruited him first. On the surface, there is
nothing special about Mike. He’s a nice, slightly loud guy with
a generic face, generic wire-rimmed glasses, and a generic

— 51 BUCHaxeHa, — OypMouy 5 611 oro pora.
— 5 Tex.

Moro pyka CMHKa€eThCS HA MOEMY CTETHi, aBTOMATHYHO i BJIACHHUIIBKH, HOTO
BEITMKUH MaJlelb BIAIMITOBYETHCS B 3aMainHi 3a KoJiHOM. KoJaroTku 6J10KyIOTh
OinmbIicTh BiquyTTa. [lo KammnaHii 1 He Hocuia iX pokamH. [loniTHaHi Ipy>XKUHU
Ta IEpKOBHI JamMH, MaOyTbh, yTPUMYIOTh Ha IUIaBY BCIO IHAYCTPIIO KOJITOT.

— TBost mpoMoBa Oyia yyJOBOIO, — KaxKy si. — [1icis TOro ik moJaroIuiu 3ByK.

— 51 ckazaB Di6i, 10 HaM Tpeba MompalroBaTi HaJl OCTAHHBOIO CeKIli€r0. Bona
Mae€ 3aKiHYUTHUCS TYYHO.

— VY Tebe € KiTbKa JHIB, 11100 11e po3i0paTucs 3 MUM.
— Tax, e nmpasaa. — BiH XMypuThCS B 3a1yMi.

Sl mputHckaro Hoca 10 Horo mmi— S po3MOBIsUIa 3 I€I0 MIKUIBHOIO
aJIMIHICTPATOPKOIO BCEPEIUHI, ...

JIBepi MaIIMHU HABIPOTH HAC BIAYMHSIOTHCS, 1 I CMHKAIOCS Bropy. 3aXOHUTh
Maiik.

— Eii, npuBiT, — Kaxy 1.

Tenni kaxe: — Maiik noizie Ha3aj 3 HaMH, 100 MU MOTJIN MEPETIAHYTH Tpadik
THOKHSL

— Bubau, /[xecc, — kaxe Malik.

51 BumaBmo0 3 cebe c1abKy MOCMILIKY, KOJIM MalldHa MOYMHAE PyXaTHUCH.
Maiik 3 KaMIaHi€ro BiJl caMOro moyaTtky — HaBiTh paimie 3a Temni. CriouaTky
fioro HaifHana HarioHanbHa aeMokpaTuyHa mapTis.. 30BHI B Maiiky Hemae
Hi4Oro ocobumBoro. BiH mpueMHHN, TPOXHM T'YYHHN XJIOHENb 13 3BHYAHUM
00NMYYsIM, 3BUYAITHUMU OKYJISIpaMHU B METaJIeBii OnpaBi Ta 3BUYAIHOIO CIM'€10
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family back in Arlington. His wardrobe comes exclusively from
the Ralph Lauren section of Saks. His only memorable attribute
is his hair, which he wears swept back from his forehead with
so much product you can still see the marks the comb left in it,
like the shiny grooves of a record. Everything else about Mike
is forgettable, which is how he likes it.

The problem between Mike and me isn’t personal. It’s that our
interests are fundamentally opposed. I want Teddy to stress less,
sleep more, say no to more things. Mike wants him to say yes
to as many things as possible. Mike wants me everywhere for
the visuals and wants me nowhere because I am inconvenient. |
am always introducing new problems, such as needing to pee,
but everyone has to be nice to me, because I'm sleeping with
their boss. If Mike had his way, he would probably run this
entire campaign as if Teddy were single; but married people poll
better.

“Here, let’s switch places,” I tell Teddy, so they can sit across
from each other. I clamber over his lap. Teddy’s hands clasp my
hips to help me move, and my skirt rides up my thighs. In
another world, it could have been sexual, but Mike’s presence
is the ultimate boner-killer.

When I’'m settled on the other side of the car, Teddy says, “What
were you saying about the school administrator?”

“She’s cousins with someone I went to school with in
Kattinocket.”

“Oh?” Teddy’s voice drops in concern. He knows I don’t like
talking about the place.

“You remember them?”

B Apninrroni. Moro rapaepo6 moxoauts BUKIOUHO 3 cekiii Ralph Lauren y
Saks. Moro eauna mam'staa puca — 11e BoJIoCcCS, SIKE BiH HOCUTh 3a4CCaHHM
Ha3aJ[ BiJl 40Jia 3 TAKOKO KUIBKICTIO 3ac00y ISl YKJIaJaHHS, 1110 BCE 1€ BUIHO
CIiJIH, SIKI 3aJIMIINB TpediHenb, Haue OMUCKYYl KaHABKU BIHIIOBOI IUIATIBKH.
Bce inme B Maiiky 3a0yBa€eThcs, 1 came e oMy mo00aeThesl.

[Tpobnema mixk Maiikom i MHOIO He ocoOucta. Lle Te, mo Hami iHTEepecu
¢byHnameHTanbHO npoTuwiexHi. S xouy, mo6 Teani MeHIe HepBYBaB, OijbIle
CMaB, yacTime roBopuB “Hi”. Maiik Xoude, m100 BiH rOBOpUB “Tak’ SIKOMOTa
OUbIIIN KUTBKOCTI peueld. Maiik xoue, m00 st Oyna cKpi3b Ui Bi3yaJbHOTO
edexTy, 1 xoue, o6 MeHe He OyIo Hije, 00 5 3aBaxkaro. Sl MOCTIHHO CTBOPIOIO
HOBI MpoOyieMH, Taki SK MOTpeda B TyalleT, aje BCi MaloTh OyTH 31 MHOIO
MUJIMMH, TOMY IO sI CIUTIO 3 iXHIM OocoM. SIkOu Maiik Mir mo-cBoemy, BiH,
MaOyTh, IPOBIB OM BCIO II0 KaMIaHilo Tak, HIOM Temmi HeonpyskeHUit; ane
OJIpY>KEH1 JIIOJIU OTPUMYIOTh Kpallli peHTHHTH.

— JlaBait HOMiHSIEMOCS MICIISIMU, — Kaxy st Tei, 1100 BOHU MOTJIU CUIITH OJTUH
HaBOPOTH 0o1HOTO. Sl mepenaxy depe3 Horo kosina. Pyku Teanai 00Xommmow0Th
MOT cTerHa, o0 JOMOMOTTH MEHI pyXaTHUCs, 1 MOS CITITHUIIS T1IHIMA€ETHCS IO
cTerHax. B iHmomMy cBiTi e Moryio 0 OyTH CeKCyalbHO, aje MPUCYTHICTh
Maiika — aGCoII0THAa BOMBIISI HACTPOIO.

Konu g BnamroByrocs 3 iHmoro 6oky mamuuy, Teqni kaxe: — [{o i xazana
PO WIKIJIBHY aJIMiHICTPATOPKY?

— Bona 1BoIOpiiHA CECTpa KOTOCh, 3 KUM S XOAMJIa 10 KoM B KaTTiHOKETI.

— O, cmpasnui? — I'onoc Tenni crae crypboBanuM. Bin 3Hae, 110 51 He 11000
TOBOPUTH IIPO II€ MICIIE.

— Tu ix mam'straent?
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“Probably not. I didn’t ask the name.”

“Kattinocket?” Mike says from the other side of the car. For a
split second, I forgot he was here. “I thought you went to
elementary school on the island.”

“I moved in fourth grade.”
“We have a town hall there in a couple weeks,” Mike says.
I glance at Teddy. “You do?”

“You don’t have to come,” Teddy assures me. He raises his
hand to the nape of my neck, rubs at the knot of tension there.
“It’s only one day. I asked them not to schedule you for it.”

I am both touched that he thought of that and slightly annoyed
that he didn’t ask. But he’s right: I wouldn’t have wanted to go.

Mike says, “It would be great if you could make it, though. If
you’re from there.”

The car rumbles up the ramp to the highway. I drum my fingers
against the pebbled leather of the door handle and make myself
sound flippant: “I don’t know. I haven’t been back in years.”
Ever. “I doubt anyone remembers me.”

“Obviously this person’s cousin does. You could even introduce
Teddy. I’ve told you before, you’re a valuable surrogate.”

What a strange word, surrogate. Until this campaign, I heard it
only in connection with pregnancy. Friends would spoon
through an alphabet soup of abbreviations, IUI and IVF, and
then find the word surrogate, arranged expensively at the
bottom of the bowl. Last year, Teddy’s cousins chartered a
private plane to fly them ten thousand miles to a military air
base because their baby was stuck in the womb of a woman

— HamnesHo, Hi. S He nuTana iMm's.

— Karrinoker? — kaxke Maiik 3 iHmoro 6oky mamuau. Ha Muts s i 3a0yna, 1o
BiH TYT. — S TymaB, TH XOJHJIa JI0 MOYATKOBOI IIKOJIXU Ha OCTPOBI.

— S mepeixasia B ueTBEpTOMY KJIaCi.
— Y Hac TaM MiChKHH 3aXiJl Uepe3 napy THXKHiB, — Kake Maiik.
S muBmocs Ha Tenni. — Y Bac?

— To6i He Tpeba mpuikIKaTH, — 3arneBHse MeHe Temi. Bin migHiMae pyky 1o
MO€i TOTHIIUIN, Macaxye By3os Hampyru Tam. — Lle nume oguH neHs. S
MIOTIPOCUB 1X He BKJItoYaTH Tebe B rpadik.

Mene BoJHOYAC 3BOPYIIYE, IO BiH MMOAYyMaB Ipo Iie, 1 TPOXHU JApaTye, M0 BiH
HE 3anuTaB. AJie BiH IpaBuii: 1 O He 3axX0Tina ixaru.

— Byno 6 uynoBo, sikOu TH MorJIa mpUixaTH, — kaxke Maiik. — SIK1o T 3BiATH.

MamuHa rypkoue Ha 3'{31 Ha aBrocTpany. S OGapabGaHIO HaJbLAMH IO
3epHUCTIH LIKIpi py4KH ABepeil 1 HamMararocs roBopuTH Heaoasno: — He 3nato. S
He Oyna Tam 6araro poki. CyMHIBarocs, 1110 XTOCh MEHE Mam'sTae.

— O4eBUIHO, Ky3UHA Li€l TIOIUHYN Nam'sTae. T HaBiTh MOTJIa O TIPEICTAaBUTH
Tenni. 51 Bxke roBopuB TOO1, TH LIHHUI Cyporart.

SIke nuBHE cnOBO — cyporar. [lo miei kammanii g 4ysa Horo JuIiie y 3B's13Ky 3
BaritHicTio. [loapyru nepebupanu aberkoBwuii cyn abpesiaryp, IOC 1 EK3, a
MOTIM 3HAXOAWIM CJIOBO «CypOTaTy, JOpOr0 pO3TAlIOBAaHE HA JIHI MHCKH.
Munynoro poky Ky3eHu Teasii opeHyBaiay NPUBATHUH JIiTaK, 100 MPOJETITH
JeCATh TUCSIY MWJIb J10 BiICHKOBOI aBiaba3u, TOMY IO iXHS IUTHHA 3aCTpsria
B yTpoOl >XIHKHM, IO 3acTpsAriia B KpaiHi, 0 3acTpsaria y BiiHi. Temep
«cyporaT» Mae iHIlle 3HaueHHs, 1 11e 3Ha4eHHs — 5. KammaHis HarnoBHUIA MEeHe
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stuck in a country stuck in a war. Now surrogate has another
meaning, and the meaning is me. The campaign has filled me
ripe and fertile with Teddy’s message. I am an extra body, an
extra voice. A copy. A stand-in.

“I’ll think about it,” I say.
“It’s only a couple hours awa..”

“She said she’ll think about it,” Teddy interrupts. I squeeze his
hand gratefully.

Mike lets the topic go. “So, Ted. Can we go over the channel 6
appearance? They changed the format a little.”

The ride back to the island is slower than usual. We’ve entered
roadwork season, the short window between when the ground
thaws and when the tourists descend. The bulldozers at least are
something new to look at. Otherwise, the view is so familiar it’s
like running laps around a track. Dense forest alternates with
strip malls, the parking lots dotted with puddles of melted snow.
In the past, I’ve found that life as a Wieland gets easier after
April, when the stories about the curse dry up and the crackpots
move on, and then summer hits and life in Maine gets easier,
too, as everything reopens and everyone’s mood improves. I've
been assuming this summer will be the same. Only now, as we
pass a motel with a sign that says GRAND REOPENING, does
it occur to me that the arrival of summer might actually make
things worse. Teddy has only been on the trail since November,
right after Senator McBay announced his surprise retirement.
We haven’t dealt with the extra events, the longer days, the
bigger audiences, the bumper-to-bumper Saturday traffic.

I should have anticipated this Kattinocket thing, the same way |
should have expected that Teddy would end up running for

IIOBHHUM 1 IUTIAHUM ITociaHuaM Tennal. Sl — momaTkoBe Tino, JOAATKOBHIA IOJI0C.
Komis. dy6nepka.

— 1 mogymaro mpo 1e, — Kaxy s.
— Ile mumre mapa rojauH 3Bi...

— Bona ckazana, mo noxymae, — nepepuae Temui. S BASYHO CTHCKaO0 HOTO
PYKY.

Maiik Binxomuth Big Temu. — O1xe, Ten. Un MokeMO MU OOTOBOPUTH BUCTYTI
Ha mocToMy KaHaji? Bonu Tpoxu 3MiHWIM opmar.

[Toi3nka Ha3am Ha OCTPIB MOBLUIBHINIA, HIXK 3a3BUYail. MU yBIHILIN B CE30H
JIOPOXHIX poOIT, KOPOTKUH NPOMIKOK MDK TaHEHHSM CHITy, 1 KOJIH
npuOyBaloTh TypuCTH. Bynbro3epu mpuHaiiMHI IIOCH HOBE, Ha IO MOXHA
MOOMBUATHCA. IHAKIIEe BUI HACTUIBKH 3HAMOMHM, IO II€ SIK OIFTH KOJaMH
HaBKOJIO TpeKy. ['ycTuil nic yepryeTbcs 31 TOPrOBUMH IIEHTPAMH, MApKOBKU
YCIisHI KaJTI0)KaMH1 TaJIOT0 CHIrYy. Y MUHYJIOMY sl TIOMITHJIA, 1110 KUTTS Y Binanni
CTa€ JIETIIMM MICHsl KBITHS, KOJIM 1CTOPIl MPO MPOKJIATTSA CTUXAIOTh, & TUBAKU
MEepPexXoaTh 10 iHIIOrOo, a MOTIM HAcTae JITO, 1 KUTTS B MelHI Tex cTae
JIETIIMM, OCKUTBKU BCE 3HOBY BIJIKPUBAETHCS, 1 HACTPIM Y BCIX MOKPAIY€THCS.
S mpunyckana, mo 1e J1ito Oye TakuM camuM. Jluiie Tenep, KoJIu MU MUHAEMO
motens i3 3HakoM “T'PAHJIIO3HE BIAKPUTTS”, meni ciagae Ha IyMKY, 1O
MPUXIiJ JiTa HaCIpaB/i MOXe 3poOUTH pedi ripmumu. Teaal B KaMnaHii Jiuie
3 JHUCTOMAaja, Bipa3y Micis TOro, sik ceHatop Mak-beli orosocus mpo cBoio
HECTO/iBaHy BiAcTaBKy. MU Ille HE MaJld CIPaBH 3 J0JATKOBUMH 3aX0JaMH,
JOBUIMMHU JHAMH, OUTBIIUMH ay TUTOPISIMH, 3aTOPOM Y CyOOTY Ha JIoporax.

51 mana nepenbaunTH 110 piv i3 KarriHokeToM, Tak caMo sIK 51 Majia O4iKyBaTH,
mo Tenni 3pemToro 6anoryBatumerbes 1o CeHaty. MeHe 1ie TeX 3/UBYBaIO.
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Senate. I was surprised by that, too. Teddy’s young, and he’s
never held a political office higher than mayor of a ten-
thousand-person island. But I forgot the crucial detail, that his
last name is Wieland. There are towns, banks, and schools with
that name. A bridge in Queens. A skyscraper in Boston. Gryllus
wielandis, a species of cricket. Steak Wieland, a tender cut of
beef taken from below the cow’s eye. Of course the DNC would
come to him as soon as they got news of McBay’s retirement.
And of course the campaign would ask things of me I don’t want
to give.

It’s fully dark by the time we make it back to the island. We
drop Mike at the apartment he’s renting, then the driver turns
away from the lights of the town, toward Vantage Point. Teddy
puts his phone away and takes my hand again.

“Hi,” he says.
“Hi,” I say.

I lean my cheek against his shoulder. “I really don’t want to go
to Kattinocket.”

“I know. I told Mike no.”
“He’ll ask again.”
“I’ll tell him no again.”

The more Teddy reassures me, the more unreasonable I feel. It’s
only a day trip, another copy-pasted rally. Would it really be
that bad? Well, yes, it would be. I would have to be there, after
I’ve worked so hard to get away.

When we reach our property, the car slows to rumble through
the open gates, which are spread like dark wings against the

Tenni momonuid, 1 BiH HIKOJIHM HE 3aiiMaB MOJITHYHOI MOCAJM BHIIOI 3a Mepa
JECATUTUCSIYHOTO OCTpoBa. AJie s 3a0yia BaXJIUBY JeTalb — HOTO MpPi3BUILE
Binang. € micta, 6aHku Ta mkoau 3 UM iMmeHeMm. Mict y KBinci. Xmapodoc y
Bocroni. Gryllus wielandis, Bua 1BipkyHa. Creiik Binana, HDKHHMIA IIMaTOK
SJIOBUYHMHHU, Y3ATHH 3HU3Y BiJl OKa KOPOBH. 3BICHO, MapTis Npuiliia 6u 110
HBOTO, IIOMHO BOHM OTPHUMAaJIM HOBUHY Ipo BifctaBky Mak-bes. I 3BicHo,
KaMIIaHist momnpocuia O Bil MEHE pedi, Kl 1 He X0uy JaBaTu.

V3ke MOBHICTIO TEMHO, KOJIM MU TOBEPTAEMOCS Ha OCTPiB. MU BUCAKYEMO
Maiika 61151 KBapTHPH, SKY BiH OPEH/Y€, TOTIM BO/Iii TOBEPTAETHCS BiJl BOTHIB
Mmicra 1o BanTax [loitaT. Temni xoBae TenedoH 1 3HOBY 6epe MO0 PYKY.

— IIpuBiT, — KaXke BiH.
— IIpuBiT, — Kaxy 1.

Sl mputynAioch HIOKOK A0 Horo ruieda. — S cmpaBai He Xody iXaTH [0
Karrinokera.

— 51 3nar0. S ckazaB Maiiky Hi.
— BiH 3amuTae 3HOBY.
— 51 3HOBY CKaxy Hi.

Uum Oinbmie Teami MeHe 3aCOKOIOE, TUM OiTbII HEPO3YMHOIO 51 TIOYYBAKOCS.
Ie nuie omHOIEHHA TOT3/1KA, 1€ OJIMH CKOMiioBaHMIA MITUHT. Un cripaBi 11e
Oyno 6 tak norano? Hy, Tak, Oyno 6. Meni noBenocs 6 OyTu Tam, micist TOro
K s TaK Ba)KKO TpalfoBaa, mod Budparucs.

Komu mMu moikmkaeMoO Hamiol BJIACHOCTI, MAalllMHA CIIOBIIBHIOETHCS, IIOO
IpoiXaTH 4epe3 BiAKPUTI BOPOTA, IO PO3KUHYIHUCS, K TEMHI Kpuia MpPOTH
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night. The headlights catch the narrow trunks of the birch trees,
the lumpy shapes of moss along the forest floor.

It takes another five minutes to reach our actual house. Vantage
Point covers more than a hundred acres. When Teddy and
Clara’s great-greatgrandfather started developing the property,
he had a long list of demands. Formal gardens, informal
gardens, tennis court, swimming pool, guesthouse, stables,
deep-water dock, artist’s studio, canoe shed, servants’ quarters,
and a separate building for cleaning the house’s many rugs and
textiles, so he wouldn’t have to smell the lye.

It was a big ask. Ambrose had first seen the property from the
ocean, with the mist hovering over the virgin pines, and what
looked gentle from the sea was fierce up close. Granite bedrock,
steep slopes, and loose soil. The land resisted being tamed.
Construction took fifteen years. The pi¢ce de résistance was the
big house, designed by Frederick Lincoln Savage, the architect
responsible for all the most glamorous summer cottages of the
1920s. Legend has it that Ambrose hired Savage with the
instructions: Whatever you usually make, I want more. Half the
house was torn down in the 1960s, to minimize the upkeep, but
what remains is still an architectural monster. Twelve
bedrooms, fourteen bathrooms, gable windows with scalloped
siding, a wraparound deck, finials carved with the family seal.

Now, when the car turns down the driveway and triggers the
security lights, the house emerges from the woods like an angry,
spitting animal being dragged forward by its collar.
A Savage house in more ways than one.

As I’m unbuckling my seat belt, a chime comes from the seat
pocket in front of me. My phone. As I reach for it, a ding in a
lower octave comes from Teddy’s phone on the seat next to him.

Houl. @apu OCBITIIOIOIOTH BY3bKi CTOBOYpH Oepes, rpyAKyBaTi hopMu MOXyY Ha
JCOBIH rajsiBUHI.

[ToTpiOHO mIe m'ATh XBWJIMH, 10O JAiCTaTHCSA A0 Hamioro OyauHKy. BanTax
[ToiinT oxommtoe moHaa cro akpiB. Komu npanpanin Tenni ta Knapu modas
PO3pOOIIATH BIACHICTh, Y HHOT'O OYB JJOBIHi CIIMCOK BUMOT. POpMaibHi caau,
HedopManbHI caau, TCHICHHHA KOPT, OaceilH, rocThOBUI OyAMHOK, CTaiiHi,
ITUOOKOBOJHMN TpHUYai, XyJIOXKHS CTy[is, capail s KaHoe, CIy>KOOBI
MPHUMIIIEHHST Ta OKpeMa OymiBIsl UIsl YWIICHHS YHUCICHHUX KWIHMIB 1
TEKCTHIIIO OYAMHKY, 100 oMY He JOBOAMIIOCS BiAUyBaTH 3amax JIyTy.

Ile Oyno Benmke npoxaHHa. AMOpOy3 BHeplle modaunB AUISHKY 3 OKeaHy, 3
TYMaHOM, 1110 BUTaB HAJl He3aMaHUMH COCHAMH, 1 T€, 1110 BUTIISLAAII0 M'SIKUM 3
Mopsi, OyJ10 TOTUM 30M3bKa. ['paHiTHA CKellsl, KPYyTi CXWIIM Ta IyXKHH IPYHT.
3emJIs YuHUIA OMip NpUOOpKaHHIO. By JiBHULITBO TpUBAJIO M'ITHAIISTH POKIB.
HaiironoBuimmm Oyno BelMKe NOMEIIKAaHHS, CHpoekToBaHe @Dpenepikom
JlinkonpHOM  CeBiJkeM,  apxiTEeKTOpOM,  BIANOBiZaJbHMM  3a  BCi
HairmamypHimn titHi Kotemki 1920-x pokis. Jlerenaa roBopuTh, mo AMOpoy3
HaitasB CeBi/ka 3 IHCTPYKUISAMU: 1110 O TH 3a3BUYail HE poOUB, g X0uy OiibIIe.
[TonoBuny OynuHky 3Hecan B 1960-x  pokax, 1mo0 MiHiMiI3yBaTu
00CIIyroByBaHHs, ajie Te, 10 3AJIMIIMIOCA, BCE 1€ apXiTeKTypHUH MOHCTD.
JIBaHAAUATH CHalieHb, YOTUPHAIIATH BAHHUX KIMHAT, BOCXWJI BiKHA 3
¢birypHUM  OONMUIIOBAaHHSM, TIaHOpaMHa Tepaca, (iHaJIbHI EJIEMEHTH,
BUPI3b0JICHI 3 CIMEHHOIO TIEUaTKOIO.

Tenep, konu MalyHa MOBEPTA€ HA MiJ'I3[HY ajlelo 1 CIpalbOBYE OXOPOHHE
OCBITJICHHS, OYZAMHOK BUPHHAE 3 JICYy, SIK PO3IIOYEHA TBAPUHA, SIKYy TATHYTh
BIIepe] 3a HarmMiHUK. bymnHok CeBimka B 6ararbox CeHcax.

Konwm s Bifcribaro peminb Oe3eku, A3BIHOK JIyHA€ 3 KUIICHI CUIIHHS Mepei
MHO0. Miii Tenedon. Komnu s TArHycs 32 HUM, I3BIHOK Y HHXKYil OKTaBi JIyHa€e
3 teneony Temni Ha cuninHi mopy4 i3 HUM. Lle He nuBHO. 3B'SI130K HAa OCTPOBI
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This isn’t unusual. Service is spotty on the island because of the
mountains, and we often get a cluster of notifications as soon as
we get back in Wi-Fi range.

But the chimes keep coming. One from Teddy’s phone, another
from mine, back and forth, until both phones are dinging and
dinging and dinging like a deranged orchestra.

“What the ..?” Teddy mutters, only to be cut off by his phone
ringing in his hand. He shows me the screen. Mike, already.

As soon as he answers, Mike starts shouting, a flurry of static.
“..called five times..”

“Slow down. We just got home. I have to get closer to the
router.” He slides over to get out the opposite door. Through the
tinted window, I watch him jog up the front steps, holding his
phone away from his ear as Mike keeps shouting.

I glance down at my own screen. Four texts from Mike, others
from the comms director, from a college friend, from the family
lawyer, even one from my mother. They all must have come in
within the last ten minutes. I open the first one, which is from
Teddy and Clara’s cousin Felicity.

Felicity Bayer-Wieland: Just saw!! Clara’s not answering. Are
you with her? Is she okay?

Fear shears down my spine.
I type: I haven’t talked to her today. What’s going on?

A dot-dot-dot appears. I go back to my messages. None from
Clara. The lawyer’s text says: Reaching out to chat. Have
messaged Clara and Teddy as well. Regards. My college friend
says: Oh my god!!! My mother says: Call me when you get a

IpaLioe 3 nepedosMu 4epe3 Topu, i MU 4acTO OTPUMYEMO KyIy CHOBIILICHb,
IIOWHO MOTPAIIIEMO B 30HY Baii-(hato.

AJne A3BIHKM MPOAOBXKYIOTh HagxoauTH. Onun 3 Tenedony Tenni, iHmUN 3
MOT0, TyIU-CIOH, TIOKH 00u1Ba TenedOHH HE T3BOHSATH 1 A3BOHSTH 1 A3BOHSITH,
K 00’KEBUIBHUN OPKECTP.

— o 3a...? — 6ypmoue Tenni, ane ioro nepepuBae TenedoH, MO I3BOHUTH Y
fioro pyui. Bin moka3ye mMeHi ekpaH. Maiik.

[loitHo BiH BiAmoBigae, Maiik MOYMHAE KpPHUYATH, 3 SBISETHCS IIyM. —
...JI3BOHHUB IT'SITh pPa3iB...

— IoBinbHinie. Mu moitHO npuixanu goaomy. Meni Tpeba migidT 6imxye 10
poytepa. Bin mepecyBaeThcsi, 00 BHIMTH uepe3 MpoTWiexkHi aBepi. Kpizb
TOHOBaHE BIKHO S CIIOCTEpiraro, sik BiH Mmia0irae cXogamH BXiJHHX JBEpeH,
TpUMalouM TesnedoH mojaat BiJ Byxa, OkH Mailk mpoIoBKy€e KpHUaTH.

S nuBmiocs Ha cBil exkpaH. YoTupu moBigoMIIeHHS Bij Maiika, iHII Bif
JTUPEKTOpa 3 KOMYHIKaIliid, Bi IOAPYTH 3 KOJEKY, BiJl CIMEHHOTO aJBOKaTa,
HaBiTh OJIHE BiJl MO€T MaTepi. BoHu Bci, MaOyTh, MPUNAIILIN MIPOTATOM OCTaHHIX
JecsaTH XBUIWH. Sl BinkpuBaw mepiie, ske Big Ky3uHu Temni ta Kiapw,
®demiciti.

@emniiciti baep-Binana: loiino nobaunna!! Knapa ne Bignosigae. Tu 3 Hero?
Bona B nopsaxy?

Crpax mpopizae Miit XxpeOer.
S npyKyto: s He roBopuia 3 Heto chorofHi. [{o BinOyBaeTbes?

3'IBISIETBCS TPU Kparnku. S moBepTarocs 0 CBOIX MOBiIOMIIeHb. JKOTHOTO Bif
Knapu. Tekct anBokaTa kaxe: 3B'sa3ytocs, 106 norosoputh. Hanucas Knapi ta
Tenni rakox. 3 moBaroro. Most mozipyra 3 KoJie/pKy muite: o 6oxe!!! Mos matu
nuie: 3atenedoHyi MeHi, konu Oyzaemr MaTH  MOXiMBicTh.  CTpax
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chance. The fear moves outward, across my back, down my
arms.

Another notification. Felicity again. This time, all she’s sent is
a link to a video. The preview image makes my throat go dry. I
fumble for the door handle. My fingers are clumsy. It takes me
a few tries to get it open. I trip out of the car and sprint after
Teddy, up our driveway and into the house.

4 CLARA

I learn about the video from a guy I used to party with, someone
I barely know.

He texts me out of the blue, while I'm on my sofa watching a
reality show where people have sex with their spouses’ best
friends as an “experiment”, and when I see his name pop up, I
figure he’s too broke to get his own drugs and wants to see if
I’'m in the city so he can bum some from me. But his message
says: shit Clara just saw, so sorry

I say:... saw what?
He says: the video?
I say: What video?
He says: oh shit

I say: What???

He sends the link.

The video begins with a girl sitting on a bed. The first thing I
notice — the first thing anyone would notice — is that she is very,
very skinny. There are divots between her ribs and shadows
around her collarbone and hips. Her breasts are flat coins. Her

MOLIUPIOETHCS MO0 MOTH CIIMHI, CITYCKAEThCA MO PyKax.

Ile omne crioBimenns. 3HoBy Demiiciti. [{poro pa3y Bce, 110 BOHA Hajiciana,
— 1e mocwiaHHA Ha Bizneo. I[loGaumBmIM momepenHid Meperisii, y MeHe
nepecoxJio B ropii. S mrykaro pydky asepeid. Moi nanbiii Taki He3rpabHi. MeHi
noTpiOHO KibKa crpob, m100 BiAKpuTH 1i. S cioTukarocs 3 MalmHM 1 01Ky 3a
Tenni, Bropy Hamor mia'i3AHOI0 aneero i B OyAMHOK.

Po3nmin 4 — KJIAPA

S1 nizHarocs mpo BifIeo Bij XJIOMIS, 3 SKMM KOJIUCh TyCyBajacs,ale JIeJBe Horo
3HAIO.

Bin nuire MeHi Hi 3 TOTO Hi 3 CbOT0, KOJIH sl HA CBOEMY JMBaH1 JUBIIFOCS PeaiTi-
110y, J1e JIIOAH 3aiMarOThCs CEKCOM 3 HAaHKPALTUMHU APY3sIMH CBOIX MOJPYHIKIB
SK “KCTIEpUMEHT ’, 1 KOJIH s 0ady, 110 3'SIBISIETHCS HOTO iM's, 51 JyMalo, 110 BiH
HAATO HA MUTHHI, 00 KYNUTH BIACHI HAPKOTUKHU, 1 XOUe MI3HATHUCS, YU 5 B
MICTi, 1100 MOMPOCUTH B MEHE TPOXHU. AJie OTO MOBIJOMIICHHS Ka)e: 4OpT,
Knapo, moitHo mo6ayuB, Tyske MIKOIYTO.

A nuraro: ...mo6ayuB 1mo?
Bin kaxe: Bizeo.

S kaxy: SIke Bineo?

Bin: o wopr

A xaxy: Ho???

Bin HajgcHIIae MOCHIIaHHS.

Bineo mounHaeThCs 3 AIBUMHY, 1110 CUIUTH HA JTKKY. [lepiie, mo s moMivaio —
nepiie, o MOMITUB OM XTO 3aBrOJHO, — 1€ T, [0 BOHA IyXe, Tyke xyna. €
3amauHK MiX ii pedpamu i TiHi HaBKOIO KJIIOUHIIi Ta CTEroH. Ii rpym — miocki
AK MOHETH. [i HOrM — nmaHAmadTu KicTOK i 3B'A30K. Ii cyrnodu — mubynunu. €
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legs are landscapes of bone and ligament. Her joints are bulbs.
There are other contexts (well-lit, draped in a designer dress)
where her body might be considered ideal. Here, it’s obvious
that she’s sick. Her eyes are dull, sunken in their sockets. Her
limbs hang oddly, as if she can’t summon the energy to hold
herself up. Her legs are spread apart. Spread for the camera. She
is a skeleton with a vulva.

I press play, which is more a reflex than a conscious decision.
The girl shakes out her hair. It’s well-cut but lank and
unwashed. She looks straight at the camera and moves her legs
farther apart. Her waxed pubic bone gleams. She touches
herself.

“Ready,” she slurs.

From out of frame, a man surges up the bed. We can’t see his
face. Average build, short hair.

My stomach crawls up my throat. Below the crook of her elbow,
there’s a black swoop of ink: the Wieland family seal.

My tattoo. It’s me

My body goes hot, then cold. I feel like I’'m going to puke, and
then I feel like I want to.

Because this is — it’s me, and I don’t remember any of it.

I want to tell the director that the video could use some editing.
We get the point. And yet it continues, on and on, brutal,
unavoidable.

Then it ends.

It was one minute and fifty-nine seconds long.

1HII KOHTEKCTH (M0Ope OCBITIIEHE, OJSTHEHA B IU3alHEPCHKY CYKHIO), ne ii
TiJI0O MOTJIO O BBakaTHCsl ieanbHUM. TyT OYEBHIIHO, 110 BOHA XBOpA. I oui
THMSIHI, 3amaji. [i KiHI[IBKM BHCSTh IHBHO, HiOM BOHA HE MOXE 3i0paTu
eHeprio, o6 Tpumatu cebe. [i Horu poscrasneni. PoscTaBneni s Kamepu.
Bona — ckener 3 ByJIbBOIO.

Sl maruckaro “BiATBOpUTH~ 10 Oinbine peduieke, HIX CBiIOME pIlICHHS.
JliBunHa cTpyiye Bojoccs. BoHO noOpe ocTprkeHe, ane MisiBe i HEMUTE.
BoHa JMBUTHCA NPAMO B KAMEPY i po3cyBae HOTU jaii. Ii Buronena 106koBa
KicTka OnumuTh. BoHa TopkaeTbes cebe.

— 'oTOBa, — HEBUPA3HO NTPOMOBJISIE BOHA.

3-3a KaJlpy YOJIOBIK HAKHJAETHCS Ha JIXKO. Mu He O6aummo ioro oOmmyds.
Cepennboi cTaTypu, KOPOTKE BOJIOCCS.

Meni minctynae no ropia. Ilix 3ruHOM ii JKTS BHUIHIETHCS YOpHA IUISIMA
YOpHUJIA: TIeYaTKa poaAuHU Biman.

Moe taryroBanHs. Le x 5.

MeHi TO rapsue, TO X0JI01HO. MeHi 3/1a€Thcs, 1110 MEHE 3apa3 3HYIUTh, a MOTIM
s BIJ4yBalo, 110 51 XO4Uy LOTO.

Tomy 110 11e — e 51, i S HiY0ro 3 LHOTO HE MaM'ATalo.

S Xxouy cKa3aTu pexxucepy, o Bieo MoTpedye MOHTaXy. MU 3p03yMilu CyTb.
I Bce %k BOHO IIPOJIOBXKYETHCS, 3HOBY 1 3HOBY, )KOPCTOKE, HEMHUHYYE.

[ToTiM BOHO 3aKiHUY€THCHS.

BoHo TpuBano ogHy XBWIMHY 1 I'ITAECAT JIEB'SATh CEKYH/I.
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I stare at the final, frozen frame. My vacant face. In the real
world, my face is hot and flushed. The room is wobbling. I hear
a high-pitched whistling noise, like a tire leaking air. After a
second, I realize it’s coming from me.

I have a sex tape.

Look, there are plenty of things in my life I don’t remember. I
challenge you to find any former party girl not familiar with the
morning-after Scroll of Shame. You can’t make a thirty-hour-
rave omelet without scrambling a few brain cells. And that’s not
even counting my bad habit of starving myself literally almost
to death. Years of bad decisions have worn down the fabric of
my memory, even rubbed some spots clean through.

But I thought I knew where all the blank spots were. Even when
I was blacking out more often, I always heard about my
transgressions soon after the fact. Evidence surfaced within a
day or two, a week at most. I didn’t know my mind was still
keeping secrets from me. I didn’t know the tapestry was still
coming undone.

I’'m not sure if it’s denial or masochism that makes me lift my
thumb — the only muscle in my body I can move — and press the
play button a second time. I watch the video again, willing
myself to remember.

This isn’t the first time it’s taken me a moment to recognize
myself. Every time someone tags me in a photo, there’s a split
second where I can’t find myself in the image. I couldn’t be the
tall girl, or the girl with brown hair, or the girl in the blue coat.
That’s not my nose, that’s not my smile. They must have tagged
me by mistake. Then something snaps into place, and I see that
this person in the middle is me, yes, of course — or rather, she’s
my body. She’s the thing people mistake for me.

Sl nuBdrOCs Ha OCTaHHIM, 3acTUrnuil kaap. Moe mnopoxkHe obmuuus. Y
peanbHOMY CBiTI MO€ 0O6muyYs rapsiue it uepBone. KimHara xuraetbes. S uyio
BUCOKHI CBUCTSIUMH IIIyM, HaUe IIMHA, 1110 CITycKae MoBiTps. Uepes cekyHy s
PO3yMilo, 110 IEH ITyM BUXOAUTH 3 MEHE.

VY MeHe € ceKc-BlIeo.

[Tocnyxaiite, € 6arato pedeil y MOeMy >KUTTI, sIKi 51 He mam'sitaro. Kunato Bam
BUKJIMK 3HAWTH XOY OJIHY KOJIMIIHIO TYCOBILMWIIO, HE 3HAOMY 3 PaHKOBUM
Csutkom Copomy. HeMOXIMBO BIAaIITYBaTH TPUALATUTOAMHHY BEUipKy, HE
MOILIKOMBIIN NIPU IIbOMY KiJIbKa KJIITUH MO3KY. | 11 HaBiTh HE BPaxOBYIOUU
MOIO [TOTaHy 3BHYKY MOPHUTHU ce0e Toj010M OYKBaIbHO Maibke 10 cMepTi. Poku
MOTaHMX PillIeHb 3HOCUIIN TKAHUHY MO€T ITaM'sTi, HaBITh IPOTEPIIN JIESKI MicLis
HACKPIi3b.

Ane s mymaa, o 3Hato, Je BCl mopoxHi mictis. HaBiTh Koy s BiAKTIOUAIacs
YacrTimie, S 3aBXKIM 4yJia Ipo CBOI MPOBMHM HE3a0apOM MiCIis TOTO, SIK BOHU
Tpamsuucs. Jlokasu 3'sBISIIHCS IPOTITOM JHS YU IBOX, MAKCUMYM THXHS. S
HE 3HaJIa, 1110 Mii po3yM BCe Il IPUXOBYBAB BijJ MeHE TaeMHHII. S He 3Hana,
KapTHHA BCE 1€ BUMAIbOBY€ETHCS.

51 He BIEBHEHa, YW II€ 3aNEPEUYCHHS YU Ma30Xi3M 3MYIIye€ MEHE IiIHSATH
BEJIMKHI TMajelb — €IUHUN M'S3 y MOEMY Tili, SIKMA S MOXY pyXaT, — 1
HATHCHYTHU KHOIIKY BIATBOPEHHS BApYyre. S AUBIIOCS BiZ€O 3HOBY, 3MYIIYIOUH
cebe mpuragaTH.

Lle He mepmwmii pa3, KOJIM MEHI MOTPiOHAa MUTB, 1100 BIizHaTH cebe. [llopasy,
KOJIM XTOCh IMO3HAa4a€ MeHe Ha (OTO, € YacTKa CEKYH]IU, KO s HE MOXKY
3HaiTH ceOe Ha 300paxkeHHi. Sl He MOXy OyTH Ti€I0 BUCOKOIO JiBUMHOIO, 200
JTIBYMHOIO 3 KallITAHOBUM BOJIOCCSIM, 200 B CHHHOMY MasbTo. Lle He miil Hic, He
Mosl TTocMmitka. Boru, MaOyTh, TO3HAYMIN MEHE TOMHIIKOBO. [loTiM Bce cTae
Ha CBOi Micli, 1 s 6ady, 110 L JIOJMHA [TOCEepPEeInHi — 11e 4, TaK, 3BiCHO — a0
panaie, e Moe Tino. Lle Te, o oAU MOMIIKOBO MPUHMAIOTh 32 MEHE.
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This time, nothing’s snapping into place. I mean, I know it’s me.
I'understand that. I see the details: My eyes, the right one a little
crooked. The freckles on the bridge of my nose. The indent in
my chin, a scar from when I was seven and wanted to touch the
bottom of the pool’s deep end, and I grabbed the edge and
levered myself half out of the water, intending to use the
momentum to shoot myself all the way back down, but when I
released I didn’t push back far enough. I caught my chin on the
edge. Blood everywhere, thin and watery, mixing with chlorine,
and for the rest of my life, this small indentation.

It’s all there. But as hard as I scour my brain, I can’t recognize
anything else. Not the guy, not the room.

I watch it again. Where was it filmed? I can’t see much of the
hotel room. The bed is nondescript. Full or maybe queen. The
headboard is wood. The sheets are polyester satin, thin and
shiny like a drugstore Halloween costume. On the wall, a corner
of a framed museum poster, a smattering of pointillist dots.

I watch it again. I can’t say when it was taken. During one of
my worst episodes, obviously, but there were a few of those. It
must have been after I got the W tattoo (nineteen) and before |
got any other tattoos (twenty-eight: the Sagittarius constellation
on my shoulder blade; thirty: birds flying over my ribs). That
doesn’t help much.

I watch it again. The girl doesn’t seem so skinny anymore. |
notice new things: a swell of fat beneath the belly button, a fold
in the neck. Little failures. What is sick in another person is a
mistake in me. We have to hold ourselves to higher standards,
my dad used to say.

The threads of my memory shiver and break.

I{poro pa3y HiuOro He cxoauThcsa. To0TO, 5 3HaK0, 1o 1e 5. S po3yMito ne. S
Oauy neraii: Moi 0o4i, IpaBe TPOXU KpuBe. BecHsHkH Ha nepeHiccs. Bm'stuna
Ha MA0OpiIi, IIIpaM 3 9aciB, KOJM MEHIi OYyJI0 CIM 1 51 XOT1JIa JOTOPKHYTHCS IO
1Ha TIMO0KOT YacTUHH OaceiHy, 1 s cxommiacs 3a Kpail 1 BaxeleM BUTSIIA
ceOe HAmMoOJOBMHY 3 BOJOM, MalOYd HaMip BUKOPUCTATH IMIYJbC, ILI00
BIJIIITOBXHYTHUCS Ha3aJl, ajie KOJU s BIAIMYCTHIIA, 1 HE BIAIITOBXHYIACS JOCUTD
naneko. S 3auenuna migdopinas o6 kpail. Kposi ckpisb, piakoi i BOASHUCTOT,
110 3MIIIYETHCS 3 XJIOPOM, 1 Ha PEIITY MOTO KHUTTS 1151 MaJeHbKa BM'ATHHA.

Bce Tam. Ane sk Ou st He HUIITOpUJIAa y cebe B TOJIOBI, sI HE MOXY BII3HATH
Hivoro. Hi xJromnus, Hi KIMHATH.

S nuBmiocs me pas. [e e Oyino 3uaT0? S He 6auy 6arato roTenbHOT KIMHATH.
Jlixkko He mpumiTHe. J[BocmaibHe a0o, MOXKe, MIBTOpachajibHE. Y3TOMiB's
nepes'sHe. [Ipoctupaznia 3 mosiecTepHOro ariacy, TOHKI W Onuckydi, sK
KOCTIOM Ha XeJoBiH 3 anTeku. Ha cTiHi KyT 0OpamiieHoro My3eiHoro nocrepa,
PO3KUIaH] MyaHTWIICTUYHI [SIBKY.

S muBmmocs 1ie pas. Sl He MOy cka3aTu, Koiu 1e Oyio 3usto. [1ig yac ogHOrO
3 MOIX HaWTipmIUX €mi30/iB, OYEBUIAHO, aye ix Oyio kinbka. Lle, MaOyTh, Oyio
micJis TOro, SIK 5 3poOuia TaTytoBaHHS “W” (IeB'SITHALAT) 1 10 TOTO, 5K 5
3pobmiia Oyab-sKi IHII TaTylOBaHHS (IBaIIsATh BiciM: cy3ip's CTpimbl Ha
JIOMATIIi; TPUALATH: NITaXu, 10 JIETATh HaJ pebpamu). Lle He nomomarae.

Sl nmepenuBnsiocs 3HOBY. JliBumHa Oiibllle HE 3JAETCS TaKOO Xyao0r0. S
MOMIYar0 HOBI peui: BUII'SYyBaHHS XHUPY WA IYNKOM, CKJIaJKa Ha MIHi.
Marnenbki HemockoHanocTi. Te, mo xBopoOa B IHIIO! JIOJUHH — y MEHI
BUTJISAA€E SIK IOMUJIKA. MU MaeMO TpUMAaTH IUIaHKY BHIIE, Ka3aB Mill TaTo.

Hutku Mo€i mam'siTi TpeMTATH 1 pBYTHCS.
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I watch it again, I watch it again. I watch it until my hands are
shaking so hard the screen blurs. I watch it again. The screen
darkens: an incoming call. My cousin Felicity, who only ever
calls to gossip. I decline. A banner descends at the top of my
screen, a new text message, a different cousin. [ watch the video
again. Another call comes in. Another banner, another text.
Another. Another.

I drop the phone. It lands on the rug with a muffled thud. The
video keeps playing. Ready. More! Harder! The texts keep
coming, an endless scroll of pity, the notifications nesting
together on the screen.

S nuBmiocs mie pas3, i me pa3. JuBmiocs, TOKH PYKH TPYCATHCS TakK, IO
300pakeHHsT PO3IUIMBA€ETHCS. Sl nuBmIocs mmie pa3. Expan TemHie: BXigHHMNA
n3BiHOK. Most ky3unHa @edmiciti, sika TenedoHye TIIBKH 100 NepeMHUBATH
Kicroukd. Sl Biaxwisto. 3BepXy MOTO €KpaHy CIYCKaeThCsl OaHep — HOBE
MOBIOMJICHHSI, 1HIIA Ky3WHA. $I TUBIIOCS Bifeo 3HOBY. HamxoauTs mie oauH
n3BiHOK. Ille omun 6anep, me oauH Tekct. [le. I me.

S xupato tenedoH. BiH magae Ha KWINMM 3 TIyXUM yAapoM. Bineo npomoBxye
BinTBOproBatucs. l'oroBa. binbme! CunpHimme! TekcTu NPONOBKYIOTH
HAJXOJUTH, HECKIHUEHHUH TOTIK KaJTt0, CIIOBIIIICHHSI HAIIAPOBYIOTHCS OJHE HA
OJTHE HAa TEMHOMY €KpaHi.
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Chapter 2. Theoretical foundations of colloquial vocabulary translation.
Comparative analysis of colloquial vocabulary in Vantage Point and its
Ukrainian translation.

2.1. Information about Vantage Point by Sara Sligar

Sarah Sligar is an American writer and university professor. She earned a Ph.D. in English
from the University of Pennsylvania and a master’s degree in history from the University of
Cambridge. She currently teaches English and creative writing at the University of Southern
California. Her debut novel, “Take Me Apart” (2020), received critical acclaim and was a finalist
for the Ned Kelly Award for Best International Crime Fiction. The second novel Vantage Point
was published by the same publisher in January 2025 and forms the basis of this study.

The novel Vantage Point is a psychological thriller with elements of family drama and
modern gothic fiction. The narrative alternates between two characters: Clara Wieland and Jess —
Teddy’s wife and Clara’s closest friend. This dual narrative perspective is key to understanding
the novel’s linguistic fabric: Clara’s voice is cynical, emotionally candid, and rich in colloquial
expressions and slang; Jess’s voice is more restrained, observant, and laced with controlled irony.
It is precisely this stylistic differentiation between the narrators that makes the novel particularly
valuable material for a translation-theoretical analysis of colloquial vocabulary.

For the purposes of this study, the original English text of the novel and its Ukrainian
translation are analyzed. The material consists of colloquial expressions, idioms, slang terms, and
stylistically reduced vocabulary, which constitute an integral part of the main characters’ idiolect
and serve as a representative field for observing the translation techniques employed to achieve
functional and stylistic equivalence in the target language.

2.2. General characterization of colloquial vocabulary in Vantage Point

Sara Sligar’s Vantage Point is a contemporary psychological thriller where narrative voice
and authentic dialogue are not merely stylistic choices but the very vehicles for character
development and psychological tension. The novel employs a rich and varied spectrum of
colloquial vocabulary, which serves multiple crucial functions. Primarily, it establishes the
distinctive, often cynical, and emotionally charged internal monologue of the protagonist, Clara
Wieland. Her first-person narration is deeply informal, laced with sarcasm, self-deprecation, and
sharp wit, immediately immersing the reader in her subjective and troubled perspective. Secondly,
colloquialisms define the characters’ idiolects, marking differences in personality, background,
and emotional state. Teddy’s speech, while also informal, often carries a tone of pragmatic
authority or fraternal concern, contrasting with Clara’s brittleness. Jess’s internal and external
dialogue reflects her controlled, observant, and sometimes resigned stance as an outsider marrying
into the intense dynamics of the Wieland family. Thirdly, the colloquial layer grounds the novel
in its specific social and cultural milieu — the world of wealthy East Coast elites, political
campaigning, and insular island life — adding verisimilitude and texture.

The colloquial vocabulary in the source text can be categorized into several functional
groups. A dominant category is emphatic and evaluative colloquialisms, often used by Clara to
express frustration, disdain, or intense emotion. These include standalone intensifiers (“ucking”),
adjectives (“neat,” “mediocrity”), and verbs (“to sweat out””). Another significant group is phrasal
verbs and verbal idioms, which are pervasive in English informal speech (“to figure out,” “to get
over,” “to hold a grudge,” “to poke holes”). Cultural and situational slang also appears, referencing
specific subcultures (“pseudohipster undercut,” “crypto start-ups”) or common social scenarios
(“to pull a sickie” implied, “to ghost someone”). Furthermore, the text uses discourse markers and
conversational fillers (“well,” “you know,” “I mean,” “like”) to mimic natural speech rhythms.
Lastly, there is a layer of modern colloquial nouns and adjectives describing states, people, or
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things in an informal register (“bullshit,” “sauna,” “a wash,” “draft beer”’). The translation of these
elements is paramount because they carry the emotional temperature of the scenes and the
authenticity of the characters’ voices. A failure to adapt them effectively would result in a flat,
disembodied narrative that loses the novel’s gripping psychological immediacy and the specific
social cadence of its characters' interactions.

2.3. Defining Colloquial Vocabulary: linguistic and stylistic features

Colloquial vocabulary constitutes a distinct functional layer of the lexical system, situated
between the standard literary norm and the sphere of vernacular, dialects, and slang. It is the living,
spontaneous language of everyday oral communication, characterized by its informality, emotional
expressiveness, and a strong dependence on situational context. Unlike formal or neutral lexicon,
colloquial words and phrases are often marked by a conscious deviation from codified norms,
serving not only a denotative function but also a plethora of connotative ones, such as conveying
the speaker's attitude, establishing social rapport, or creating a specific atmosphere of ease and
immediacy (Martynyuk, A., & Akhmedova, E. (2022), p. 344).

From a stylistic perspective, colloquial vocabulary is a primary tool for characterization
and verisimilitude in literary prose. Its usage allows an author to construct authentic idiolects for
characters, signal their social background, education level, age group, or emotional state. In
narrative discourse, it can bring the reader closer to the events, creating an effect of intimacy or,
conversely, of deliberate stylistic contrast. The core linguistic features of this stratum are
multifaceted. Semantically, colloquial units are often characterized by broad meaning, polysemy,
and a high degree of subjectivity.

They frequently belong to the core vocabulary but are used in specific, context-bound
shades of meaning. For instance, a simple verb like “to get” in colloquial English can express
acquisition, understanding, arrival, or even causation (“get it done”), each use carrying a distinct
nformal flavor (Britsyn, V., et al. (2021), p. 128). Morphologically, colloquial speech exhibits a
tendency towards simplification and the use of truncated forms, such as contractions (“‘can’t”,
“gonna”, “wanna”), abbreviated nouns (“info”, “pic”), or informal derivatives with specific
suffixes (e.g., “-ie”, “-0” as in “selfie”, “kiddo”). Syntactically, it favors elliptical constructions,
phraseological units, and specific discourse markers (“well”, “you know”, “I mean”) that structure
spontaneous speech. However, the most salient and challenging feature for translation purposes is
the profound cultural and pragmatic embedding of colloquialisms. These units are saturated with
cultural realia, implicit social codes, and connotations that are instantly recognizable to a native
speaker within a given linguistic community but may be opaque or carry different associations in
another (Chesterman, A. (2016), p. 215).

Slang is typically more innovative, short-lived, and often associated with specific social
or age subgroups (teenagers, professionals, online communities). It is a conscious act of linguistic
rebellion or group identification (Martynyuk, A., & Akhmedova, E. (2022), p. 567).

Jargon or professional slang serves a similar identificatory function but within occupational
fields. Vulgarisms occupy the lowest register of expressiveness, often tabooed. Colloquial
vocabulary, while it may incorporate elements of all these, is generally broader, more stable, and
widely accepted in informal communication across wider demographics. It is the informal
standard, as it were, rather than the marked deviation. In the context of Sara Sligar's Vantage Point,
a spectrum is encountered ranging from general colloquialisms to more specific academic or social
group slang, which must be accurately diagnosed before an appropriate adaptive strategy is
selected.

The functional load of such vocabulary in the novel is immense: it defines the narrative
voice, which often mirrors the protagonist's internal, informal monologue, and shapes the
dialogues, making interactions between characters believable and psychologically nuanced.
Therefore, a failure to correctly interpret and subsequently translate this layer would lead to a
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significant distortion of the novel's aesthetic and communicative fabric, flattening its characters
and alienating the reader from the intended emotional and social nuances of the original text
(Baker, M. (2018), p. 154).

2.4. Key challenges in translating Colloquial Vocabulary and techniques for solving them

The translation of colloquial vocabulary presents a constellation of challenges that test
linguistic proficiency, cultural competence, and creative intuition. These challenges stem primarily
from the inherent asymmetries between language systems and the specific nature of colloquial
speech as a context-bound, culturally saturated phenomenon. The first and most fundamental
difficulty lies in achieving functional-stylistic equivalence. The goal is not to find a dictionary
counterpart for a colloquial word, but to locate or create a unit in the target language that performs
a similar function in a similar register. The Ukrainian “taxuii co6i” and the English “so-so” may
serve as rough equivalents, but many concepts lack such direct correlations. The central question
to be addressed is: what would this character, in this situation, say naturally in Ukrainian? This
requires moving beyond lexical semantics into the realm of pragmatics and social linguistics
(Gudmanian, A., & Halytska, K. (2022), p. 73).

A significant cluster of challenges is cultural and contextual untranslatability.
Colloquialisms are often tied to specific cultural realities, historical references, or social
institutions that have no direct analogue in the target culture. References to systems of education,
popular culture phenomena, everyday rituals, or even food and drink can be encoded in simple
colloquial phrases. A functional analogue must therefore be identified — one that conveys the
essence of the action (swift, dishonest departure) with comparable informal energy, perhaps
through a Ukrainian idiom or a creatively adapted phrase. This process is further complicated by
the dynamic and evolving nature of colloquial vocabulary. While literary language is relatively
conservative, the colloquial stratum is in constant flux, with new words and phrases emerging
rapidly, especially in the digital age.

A contemporary novel like Vantage Point contains such neologisms and fresh idioms.
Acute awareness of the current state of the Ukrainian colloquial language is therefore required to
avoid producing expressions that sound dated or artificially borrowed, which would break the
illusion of modernity and naturalness (Borysenko, N., Slavova, L., Kodubovska, O., & Trykashna,
Y. (2020), p. 59). Another major hurdle is the dilemma of domestication versus foreignization.
This theoretical dichotomy, explored by scholars like Venuti and deeply relevant to Ukrainian
translation is particularly acute with colloquialisms (Venuti, L. (2018).

The adaptation of colloquial vocabulary is a strategic process carried out using clearly
defined translation techniques. One of the most systematic classifications was proposed by Spanish
researchers Lucia Molina and Amparo Hurtado Albir in their article “Translation Techniques
Revisited: A Dynamic and Functionalist Approach” (2002). Researchers distinguish between a
translation method (a global choice concerning the entire text), a strategy (a means of solving a
problem during the translation process), and a technique — a specific outcome at the micro-level
of the text that can be described and classified (Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002, pp. 507-509).
Techniques are functional and dynamic: their appropriateness is always determined by context,
genre, and the characteristics of the target audience, rather than being evaluated as “right” or
“wrong” in and of themselves (Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002, p. 509). In this study, the following
techniques are applied in the analysis of the translation of colloquial expressions in the novel
Vantage Point.

Literal translation

A literal translation is the word-for-word reproduction of a word or expression when form
coincides with function and meaning (Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002, p. 510). It is used when
somatic expressions, images, or colloquial constructions have natural structural equivalents in both
languages and do not require additional transformation.

Established equivalent
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The use of a term or expression recognized by dictionaries or linguistic usage as a
counterpart in the target language (Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002, p. 510). This is one of the most
common techniques when working with colloquial phraseology, since the Ukrainian language has
a well-developed system of established colloquial expressions that ensure the naturalness and
pragmatic equivalence of the translation.

Modulation

Modulation refers to a shift in perspective, focus, or cognitive category relative to the
source text; it can be lexical or structural (Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002, p. 510). This is the
dominant technique when translating colloquial and vulgar expressions, where the image of the
original has no direct equivalent in the target language with a similar register. Modulation allows
for the preservation of emotional charge by adapting the figurative mechanism to the conceptual
space of the target language (Chesterman, A. (2016), p. 227).

Adaptation

Adaptation is the replacement of a cultural element in the source text with a cultural
element from the target language (Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002, p. 509). It is used to render
culturally marked colloquial vocabulary — everyday realities, units of measurement, institutional
concepts — where a literal equivalent would be incomprehensible or foreign to the reader of the
target language.

Generalization

Generalization is the use of a more general or neutral term in place of a specific one (Molina
& Hurtado Albir, 2002, p. 510). It is often necessary due to the lack of an exact cultural or lexical
equivalent in the target language. In the realm of colloquial vocabulary, generalization can lead to
a partial neutralization of the original text’s stylistic or connotative meaning.

Amplification

Amplification is the addition of details or explanations not present in the source text in
order to clarify implicit meaning (Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002, p. 510). It is used primarily to
explain abbreviations, cultural references, or colloquial expressions whose implicit meaning
requires clarification in the target language.

Reduction

Reduction is the omission of a specific piece of information from the source text (Molina
& Hurtado Albir, 2002, p. 511). It is often the result of grammatical constraints or the absence of
an equivalent in the target language. In the realm of colloquial vocabulary, reduction can lead to a
partial loss of the original’s stylistic or emotional nuance.

Transposition

Transposition is a change in grammatical category during translation (Molina & Hurtado
Albir, 2002, p. 511). One of the most common necessary techniques due to structural differences
between English and Ukrainian — specifically, in rendering gerunds, phrasal verbs, and attributive
constructions that lack direct grammatical equivalents.

Calque

A calque is a literal translation of a foreign word or phrase; it can be lexical or structural
(Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002, p. 510). On the one hand, this can be risky, but it is effective for
preserving local color or when the idiom is widely known. The term “brainstorming” entered the
Ukrainian language largely through a calque, which is now widely accepted. However, a direct
calque of an idiom, such as “that’s not my cup of tea,” may sound foreign, yet is becoming
increasingly understandable due to cultural influence. The choice between domestication and
calque depends on the desired degree of cultural immersion for the reader and the artistic function
of the image in the text (Borisenko, N., Slavova, L., Kodubovska, O., & Trikashna, Y. (2020), p.
61).

2.5. Analysis of translation techniques: A case-study approach
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A comparative analysis of the original text and its Ukrainian translation reveals a
multifaceted application of translation techniques to handle the previously outlined challenges.
Rather than a single dominant strategy, a flexible toolkit is employed, with the most contextually
appropriate solution selected for each unit. The overall approach is predominantly functional and
pragmatic: the primary goal is not word-for-word fidelity but the recreation of the same effect —
be it emotional, characterizing, or stylistic — in the Ukrainian text. Techniques such as modulation
and the search for functional equivalents are the most frequently observed, as they allow the
significant differences in idiomatic expression between English and Ukrainian to be navigated.
Transposition is mandatory and seamlessly integrated. Calques are employed sparingly, only when
the image or structure is readily comprehensible and sounds natural in Ukrainian (e.g., “KyJbpraBo
3aBepiyethes”’). Notably, a visible tendency towards slight pragmatic softening is present in cases
of strong vulgarity or culturally specific slang (e.g., “boner-killer” — “BOuBLs HacTporo”, “as fuck”
— “nexenpH0”), which aligns with certain traditions in Ukrainian literary translation regarding
taboo language, as noted by scholars (Holubenko, N., Iwanowska, B., & Kapranov, Y., 2024, p.
81). The emotional intensity and colloquial sharpness are nonetheless consistently preserved
through compensatory means, such as the selection of other strong colloquialisms or intensifiers
elsewhere in the text.

The adaptation of English colloquial vocabulary in Ukrainian literary translation requires
a nuanced approach, as in translation it is necessary to maintain stylistic equivalence, pragmatic
force, and naturalness in the target language. Below is an analysis of twenty examples from the
novel Vantage Point that illustrate the variety of techniques used, as classified by Molina and
Hurtado Albir.

1. Source Text: “The thermostat is fucking with me.” (Sara Sligar, 2025, p.10)

Target Text: “Tepmocmam 3600ums mene 3 pozymy.”

Technique: Modulation

The vulgar intensifier “fucking with” has been replaced with the idiomatic expression
“3gonutH 3 po3ymy”. The Ukrainian translation applies a technique of modulation (semantic
development). The core idea of being tormented or driven to distraction is preserved, but the
semantic angle shifts from a vulgar slang expression of interference to a powerful idiomatic phrase.
This is an instance where a direct translation of the expletive would likely sound forced or
awkward, whereas the modulated idiom achieves naturalness within the target language's
expressive system.

2. Source Text: “... whether [ remembered to call down to facilities management
about the furnace.” (Sara Sligar, 2025, p.10)

Target Text: “... uu 1 He 3a0yna 3amenegponysamu 6 20cnodapcvkuii 8i00iN WOOO
oobizpieaua.”

Technique: Reduction + generalization

The phrasal verb “call down to” implies a casual, intra-organizational communication. The
translation demonstrates a reduction — the directional nuance of “down to” is lost due to the lack
of a direct grammatical equivalent in Ukrainian. Furthermore, “furnace” — “obirpiBay” is a
generalization: a specific type of heating appliance has been replaced by a general concept. The
loss is minimal, as the pragmatic function remains intact.

3. Source Text: “They're not holding a grudge,”. / “They are. They're trying to
sweat us out. Like bedbugs.” (Sara Sligar, 2025, p.10)

Target Text: “Hixmo na mebe ne oopasxcacmocs. / — Obpaxcaromvcs. Bonu xouymso nac
eunapumu. Ak knonie.”

Technique: Modulation + calque + established equivalent

This fragment demonstrates the simultaneous use of several techniques. The expression
“hold a grudge” — “take offense” is an example of modulation: the English idiom implies
prolonged, suppressed resentment, whereas the Ukrainian equivalent focuses on the emotional
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state — this is an acceptable pragmatic shift. The expression “sweat us out” — “Bunaputu’ is a
calque: the image of heat and displacement is preserved in both languages, since the verb
“gunaputu’”’ functions in a similar figurative sense in Ukrainian colloquial speech. The comparison
“like bedbugs” — “sax kmomiB” is rendered as an established equivalent — the image and cultural
perception of bedbugs are the same in both cultures.

4. Source Text: “... Teddy decided to embarrass himself on the national stage with
a run for a Senate seat...” (Sara Sligar, 2025, p.10)

Target Text: “.. Teddi eupiwus ocopomumucsi Ha 6Cl0 KpaiHy, 0a10mylouucs y
Cenam...”

Technique: Modulation

The colloquial phrase “on the national stage” is a metaphor that personifies the country as
a theater. The Ukrainian translation renders it as “na scro kpainy” (across the entire country / to
the whole nation). This is a modulation that shifts from spatial/locative metaphor (“stage”) to a
distributive expression (“across”). The core meaning — public embarrassment at a national level —
is preserved. The verb “ocopomumucsa” (to disgrace oneself) captures the informal, slightly
mocking tone of “embarrass himself.” The adaptation successfully conveys Clara's sardonic

attitude toward her brother's political ambitions while remaining natural in Ukrainian.

S. Source Text: “summer people” (Sara Sligar, 2025, p.11)

Target Text: “nimmui oaunuku”

Technique: Adaptation

The American concept of affluent city dwellers who spend their summers at resorts has
been replaced by the Ukrainian cultural equivalent, “maunuku.” This is a classic adaptation that
preserves the social subtext for readers of the target language.

6. Source Text: “He hasn't grown up to be interesting” (Sara Sligar, 2025, p.11)

Target Text: “3 nvoco ne eupic yixkasuii won106ix.”

Technique: Modulation + transposition

The subject-oriented construction “He hasn't grown up” transforms into the impersonal “3
HbOrO He Bupic” — a shift in focus from the subject to the result. This is a classic modulation that
is simultaneously accompanied by a transposition: the personal construction shifts to the
impersonal, which is more natural in Ukrainian colloquial speech.

7. Source Text: “His hobbies are probably rock climbing and grilling meat” (Sara
Sligar, 2025, p.11)

Target Text: “Hozo x06i — nanesno, ckenenasinmus ma cmaycenta m'aca na zpui’

Technique: Transposition + literal translation

This example illustrates a necessary transposition. The English gerund “grilling” is
transformed into the Ukrainian participle “cmaxkenns” with the prepositional phrase “na rpum” —
a grammatical shift dictated by structural differences between the languages. The colloquial,
dismissive tone of the original is preserved thanks to the accurate translation of the adverb
“probably” as “naneBno” and the retention of the straightforward narrative syntax, which reflects
Clara’s confident and sarcastic judgment.

8. Source Text: “I was wondering when he'd drop the H-bomb” (Sara Sligar, 2025,
p.11)

Target Text: “I[ikaso, konu 6in ckune 2apeapocvKy 6omoy”

Technique: Amplification + calque

The abbreviation “H-bomb” (slang for the moment when someone mentions Harvard in
conversation) is explained through amplification: “H” — “rapBapaceka”. The image of a “6omOu”
is retained as a calque. Without this amplification, the joke would be incomprehensible to a
Ukrainian reader.
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9. Source Text: “None of these people ever say what they really mean, but I'm
fluent in bullshit.” (Sara Sligar, 2025, p.12)

Target Text: “Hixmo 3 yux nr00eil HIKOAU He Kadice me, Wo HACNpagoi Mae Ha y8asi, aje
5 8IIbHO 807100i10 M08OI0 OpexHi.”

Technique: Modulation + amplification

Vulgarism “bullshit” is modulated into the phrase “moBa 6pexni” — the focus shifts from
the vulgar essence itself to the linguistic system of deception. The addition of the word “moBor0”
serves as an amplification that reveals the implicit metaphor. The verb “BinbHO Bomoaio” is
retained, creating an ironic contrast between formal competence and informal subject matter. The
vulgarity is lost, but stylistic coherence is gained, which aligns with sarcastic tone.

10. Source Text: “The presentation finally limps to an end.” (Sara Sligar, 2025,
p.12)

Target Text: “Konu npezenmayisn napewmi Kyiv2aeo 3ageputyemoca

Technique: Calque + transposition

The verb phrase “limps to an end” conveys a sense of a painful, drawn-out conclusion. A
calque is used here: the image of physical limping is transferred structurally — “limp” is
transformed into the adverb “kympraBo” through transposition. The decision to preserve the
original figurative mechanism rather than replace it with a functionally equivalent Ukrainian idiom

1S a conscious one.

11. Source Text: “It's hot as fuck.” (Sara Sligar, 2025, p.12)

Target Text: “Tym nexenvno cnexomno.”

Technique: Modulation

This is another strong vulgarism, where “as fuck” functions as an intensifier expressing
extreme heat. The amplifier based on a swear word is replaced by the idiomatic adverb
“nexenbHO,” which is natural in Ukrainian colloquial speech. There is a shift in cognitive category
— from a sexually vulgar image to a religiously hyperbolic one. The hyperbolic intensity is
preserved, but the solution sounds more literary. This reflects a broader trend in Ukrainian literary
translation to soften English vulgarisms in favor of emotionally powerful but socially acceptable
intensifiers.

12. Source Text: “I could draw the silhouette of this island in my sleep.” (Sara
Sligar, 2025, p.12)

Target Text: “f moorcy namantosamu cunyem ybo2o ocmpoéa yei cHi.”

Technique: Calque

This is a fixed colloquial expression (“in my sleep” meaning “very easily, automatically”).
The Ukrainian translation offers a direct literal calque — “ysi cni” — which is perfectly idiomatic
and natural in Ukrainian. This is a rare case where a colloquial English idiom has a near-identical
structural and semantic equivalent in Ukrainian. The translation preserves the hyperbolic, informal
tone without any loss. Such examples are valuable because they show that adaptation does not
always require transformation; sometimes the target language conveniently mirrors the source.

13. Source Text: “...a frazzled server...” (Sara Sligar, 2025, p.15)

Target Text: “...3uepsosana ogiyianmka...”

Technique: Modulation

“Frazzled” (exhausted to the point of collapse, exhausted) — “3uepgosana”: the cognitive
category shifts from physical exhaustion to an emotional state.

14. Source Text: “He shrugs” (Sara Sligar, 2025, p.16)
Target Text: “Bin 3nu3ye nneuuma.”
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Technique: Literal translation

The conversational gesture is rendered with an exact Ukrainian equivalent. This example
illustrates that somatic conversational vocabulary often has structurally identical equivalents in
both languages.

15. Source Text: “without batting an eye” (Sara Sligar, 2025, p.17)

Target Text: “ne mopznyeuwiu okom”

Technique: Established Equivalent

An established idiomatic equivalent that fully preserves the meaning of carefree
indifference. The stylistic register and pragmatic function are conveyed accurately without any
alteration.

16. Source Text: “That was a kind of omen, too.” (Sara Sligar, 2025, p.20)

Target Text: “I]e meoic 6y6 c6020 pody 3nax.”

Technique: Literal translation

The Ukrainian “3umax” (sign) is a direct equivalent, preserving the meaning. However, the
phrase “ceoco pody” (a kind of) introduces a slight hedging effect that is not present in the English
“a kind of” (here the English also has “a kind of” — the translation is almost exact). This example
demonstrates literal translation where the original already uses a fairly neutral colloquial structure.

17. Source Text: “...artisanal soap he's used since puberty...” (Sara Sligar, 2025,
p.26)

Target Text: “...xycmapnoco muna, axum i Kopucmyemscs 3 nybepmamy ..."

Technique: Modulation

“Artisanal” (handcrafted, traditional — with positive connotations of quality and
authenticity) — “kycrapuuii” (handmade, not factory-made — neutral or slightly negative
connotations). This shift in evaluative category is an example of unintentional modulation, which
partially distorts the author’s intended image.

3

18. Source Text: “I/ manage a weak smile” (Sara Sligar, 2025, p.27)

Target Text: “4 euoasnioro 3 cebe cradbxy nocmiwky”

Technique: Modulation

“Manage a smile” (force yourself to smile) — “BunaBmoBatu nocmimky” — a shift from
the neutral image of “making an effort” to the physically expressive image of “BunasmtoBanHs.”
The pragmatic effect of tension and forcedness is intensified.

19. Source Text: “the ultimate boner-killer” (Sara Sligar, 2025, p.27)

Target Text: “abconomna eéousya nacmporo”

Technique: Modulation + calque

The modern vulgar slang term “boner-killer” is culturally specific and physiologically
crude. A direct calque would be both clumsy and excessively vulgar. Here, modulation is
employed: the visceral sexual specificity of the original shifts the cognitive category — from a
physiological to an emotional image. At the same time, the word-formation structure “BOuBI +
noun” is preserved through calquing.

20. Source Text: “...the morning-after Scroll of Shame...” (Sara Sligar, 2025, p.33)

Target Text: “...panxoeum Ceumxom Copomy ..."”"

Technique: Calque

The author’s neologism — an ironic title for a list of shameful acts following a night out —
is rendered through a structural calque that preserves the capital letters. The image of the “scroll”
as an ancient medium for important records and “shame” as a moral burden captures the ironic
grandeur of the original.
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An analysis of these examples reveals the dynamic and context-dependent nature of
translation decisions. The dominant techniques are modulation and established equivalents, which
demonstrate the translator’s commitment to functional equivalence while preserving the natural
flow of speech. Calques are used where the original image is clear and sounds natural in Ukrainian.
Transposition and reduction are predominantly obligatory transformations, dictated by systemic
differences between the languages. Each decision is guided by a concern for how the expression
will function in the Ukrainian text: whether it will sound convincing on behalf of the character and
whether it will have the same pragmatic effect as the original. This case-study approach confirms
that no monolithic “approach” is applied; rather, a strategic selection is made from a repertoire of
techniques, with modulation and the pursuit of functional equivalence serving as the guiding
principles for navigating the complex landscape of colloquial speech.

2.6. Quantitative and qualitative summary of applied techniques

Based on the conducted case-study analysis and a broader review of the provided text
samples, it is possible to formulate a quantitative and qualitative summary of the techniques
applied in adapting English colloquial vocabulary in this translation of Vantage Point.

Quantitatively, the analysis reveals a clear hierarchy in the application of translation
techniques. Modulation emerges as the most frequently employed technique. This is consistent
with the theoretical expectations outlined in the previous chapter, given that core idioms, phrasal
verbs, and culturally tinged colloquialisms rarely have one-to-one equivalents. The semantic angle
is consistently reinterpreted to find a natural Ukrainian expression that fulfills the same function,
as seen with “fucking with me” — “3BoauTte Mene 3 posymy,” “I'm fluent in bullshit” — “BinbHO
BoJIOZit0 MOBOK OpexHi,” and “as fuck” — “nekensHO,” “boner-killer” — “BOuBmst HacTpor.”
Closely following is the use of established equivalent: where colloquial expressions coincide in
both languages, the translator turns to equivalents established in linguistic practice — “without
batting an eye” — “He MOprHyBIIH OKOM,” “wring her hands” — “namaru pyku,” “roll my eyes” —
“3aKOTUTH 04i.”

Transposition is ubiquitous and forms the syntactic basis of adaptation: differences in the
verb systems and phrase structures between English and Ukrainian make it virtually indispensable
in almost every translation unit. Calques are used selectively but consistently — for metaphors
whose imagery naturally transcends cultural boundaries: “limp to an end” — “KymneraBo
3aBepiIyeThes,” “in my sleep” — “yBi cHi,” “the fabric of my memory” — “TkanuHa MO€T mam'sTi.”

Amplification occurs when an English idiom or abbreviation requires the implicit meaning
to be made explicit for the Ukrainian reader: “the A/V guy” — “aynioBizyanbHuil TexHik,” “I’'m
fluent in bullshit” — “BineHO Bonoxito MoBoto OpexHi”. Reduction and generalization are mostly
necessary — due to the lack of an exact equivalent or grammatical constraints of the target language.

The approximate breakdown of techniques presented below is based on a qualitative
categorization of the analyzed samples. It is worth noting that many cases involve the simultaneous
combination of several techniques, which complicates a strict quantitative count — according to
Molina and Hurtado Albir’s classification, techniques are not mutually exclusive but function in a
complex manner depending on the context (Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002, p. 512).

— Modulation: 32% of cases

— Established equivalent: 16%

— Literal translation: 12%

— Calque: 9%

— Amplification: 9%

— Adaptation: 7%

— Transposition: present in almost every unit as a secondary operation; dominant in
approximately 6% of cases

— Generalization: 6%

29 ¢6
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Qualitatively, the translation demonstrates a consistent degree of stylistic sensitivity.
Clara's voice — its sarcasm, its vulnerability, its sharp edges — is rendered in a manner that reflects
the character's psychological complexity. Choices such as “xyitoBauts” for “messes with” or
“3gonuTh 3 posymy” for “fucking with me” are stylistically resonant in that they draw on the
Ukrainian speaker's colloquial register, finding words that feel native to internal monologue. The
handling of Teddy's and Jess's voices is correspondingly differentiated: Teddy's speech is rendered
in a more measured but still informal Ukrainian, while Jess's observations are conveyed with a
controlled, detached clarity appropriate to her narrative perspective.

The principal qualitative strength lies in the achievement of functional-stylistic
equivalence. The translated colloquialisms sound contextually natural; they appear as expressions
these characters would plausibly produce in Ukrainian. The emotional impact of key scenes —
Clara's frustration in the hot conference room, her tense dinner interaction, Jess's stressful
campaign experience — is sustained because the informal language carrying that impact has been
reconstituted in the target language in a manner consistent with Ukrainian colloquial norms.

A point of note for scholarly discussion involves the aforementioned pragmatic softening.
From the perspective of stylistic fidelity, a case may be made that toning down Clara's vulgarity
partially reduces the rawness of her characterization, which is defined by self-destructive impulses
and a confrontational register. From an alternative perspective, this softening may be understood
as a pragmatic adaptation to the expectations of the Ukrainian literary market and the conventions
of contemporary literary translation in that language. Neither position is definitively privileged in
this analysis; both are acknowledged as valid interpretative frameworks. The translation of very
contemporary slang — such as “ghosting” or “adulting,” which appear in the theoretical discussion
but are less frequent in the analyzed excerpts — would present additional challenges, requiring
ongoing lexical creativity and sensitivity to the evolving state of colloquial Ukrainian.

In conclusion, the Ukrainian translation of Vantage Point represents a competent
application of modern translation theory to the practical problem of colloquial vocabulary
adaptation. The challenges of cultural asymmetry, register calibration, and character voice are
navigated through a flexible, primarily modulation-based strategy and established equivalence are
the primary techniques, supported by selective tracing, amplification, and mandatory transposition.
The result is a translation in which the characters speak a believable, emotionally charged
Ukrainian that mirrors the stylistic and psychological complexities of Sara Sligar's original novel.
The analysis confirms that successful literary translation of colloquial speech constitutes an act of
creative mediation, requiring not only linguistic competence but also a profound sensitivity to style
and a thorough understanding of the living, evolving colloquial register of the target language.
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Conclusions

The present research has undertaken a comprehensive analysis of the approaches to
adapting English colloquial vocabulary in Ukrainian literary translation, using Sara Sligar's novel
Vantage Point as a case study. The work has moved from establishing a solid theoretical
foundation to a detailed, contextual examination of translation practices, resulting in a set of
conclusions that affirm the complexity and creative nature of this translational task. The primary
aim of the study — to identify, classify, and analyze the principal approaches and concrete
techniques used for rendering English colloquialisms in the Ukrainian version — has been fully
achieved through the systematic completion of the outlined tasks.

First and foremost, the theoretical investigation confirmed that colloquial vocabulary
constitutes a vital, functionally distinct layer of the lexical system. It is characterized by
informality, emotional expressiveness, cultural embeddedness, and a strong dependence on
context. Its translation presents significant challenges, including achieving functional-stylistic
equivalence, overcoming cultural untranslatability, navigating the domestication-foreignisation
dichotomy, and preserving character idiolect. The classification of translation techniques
developed by Lucia Molina and Amparo Hurtado Albir (2002), which forms the basis of the
analytical section, made it possible to systematize translation choices and describe them from a
functional perspective.

The analytical core of the work, based on a comparative study of the original text and its
translation, yielded the most substantive findings. The general characterization of colloquial
vocabulary in Vantage Point established its critical role in shaping Clara Wieland's distinctive
narrative voice — cynical, emotionally raw, and psychologically immediate — as well as in defining
the idiolects of other characters and grounding the novel in its specific socio-cultural milieu. This
layer is not decorative but fundamental to the novel's aesthetic and psychological impact.

An analysis of the case study showed that, according to the quantitative data obtained, the
dominant technique is modulation (32%) — a change in the cognitive angle or metaphorical
expression while preserving the pragmatic function. Pairs such as “The thermostat is fucking with
me” — “TepmocTaT 3B0UTh MeHE 3 po3yMy” or “hot as fuck” — “nexensHo ciekoTHO” demonstrate
this adaptive creativity.

The established equivalent (16%) is effective for expressions common to both linguistic
cultures: “without batting an eye” — “He MopruyBmu okom,” “roll my eyes” — “3akoTutn oui.”
Literal translation (12%) is used where the colloquial expression in the original has a structurally
transparent equivalent.

Transposition (6%), although represented only moderately as a dominant technique in its
own right, actually accompanies most other techniques as an obligatory grammatical restructuring.
Amplification and calque are equally represented, each accounting for 9%. Adaptation (7%) and
generalization (6%) are used to overcome cultural and lexical asymmetry. Reduction (3%) is the
least represented technique, indicating a desire to preserve the integrity of the original.

A significant qualitative finding is evident stylistic sensitivity and commitment to
functional-stylistic equivalence. The chosen Ukrainian colloquialisms sound natural and
psychologically plausible; they feel like the genuine internal or spoken words of the characters.
The translation successfully captures Clara's sarcasm and vulnerability, Teddy's blend of authority
and familiarity, and Jess's controlled observancy. This success is largely due to adept navigation
of the central dilemma between domestication and foreignization, typically opting for a middle
path. The strategy involves domesticating the linguistic expression to sound naturally Ukrainian
while preserving enough cultural context (through specific names, references, or carefully chosen
calques) to maintain the novel's original setting and atmosphere.

However, the analysis also revealed a tendency towards pragmatic adaptation or slight
softening in instances of very strong vulgarity or highly culture-bound slang. Terms like “the
ultimate boner-killer” are generalized to “abGcomtorna BOuBI HacTporo,” and “hot as fuck”
becomes “nekenbHO criekoTHO.” This can be interpreted through the lens of the evolving Ukrainian
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translation tradition, which, while becoming more open to informal registers, may still exercise
caution with extreme vulgarity to align with broader publishing norms or perceived reader
expectations. This choice, while arguably diluting some of the raw edge of Clara's character,
represents a conscious pragmatic decision that prioritizes seamless integration into the target
literary system without causing undue dissonance.

In summary, this work leads to the following overarching conclusions. The adaptation of
English colloquial vocabulary in modern Ukrainian literary translation is a nuanced process that
defies mechanistic rules. It demands from the translator a triad of competencies: profound bilingual
and bicultural knowledge, a mastery of theoretical tools and practical techniques (with modulation
and functional equivalence at the forefront), and, crucially, artistic intuition and a fine ear for the
living, contemporary colloquial register of the Ukrainian language. The translation of Vantage
Point stands as a successful example of this complex mediation. It effectively overcomes the
inherent asymmetries between the languages by prioritizing the recreation of psychological
authenticity and stylistic effect over literal fidelity.

The scientific novelty of this research lies in its focused, applied examination of adaptive
mechanisms through the consistent prism of a single, contemporary literary work, contributing
empirical data to the field of practical translation studies in Ukraine. The findings confirm that
modern Ukrainian literary translation is characterized by strategic flexibility and a receptor-
oriented approach, actively shaping the language to accommodate new expressive needs.
Ultimately, this study underscores that translating colloquial speech is at the heart of translating
literary voice. The success of such translation is measured not by the correspondence of individual
words, but by its capacity to make the reader believe that Clara Wieland, with all her sharp wit and
deep wounds, is speaking directly to them in clear, bright, and unmistakably authentic Ukrainian.
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Appendices

Appendix A
Translation techniques
Calque
9% Reduction
3%
Transposition Modulation
6% 32%
Amplification
9%
Adaptation
7%
Literal translation
12%

\ Generalization

Established equivalent 6%

16%

52



