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INTRODUCTION

In today’s globalized world, translation of literary texts plays a crucial
role in fostering intercultural communication, enabling the exchange of cultural
values and worldviews. Particularly relevant is the translation of works rich in
culturally specific elements (realia), which reflect the unique lifestyle, customs,
and mentality of a given society. Never Never, co-authored by Colleen Hoover
and Tarryn Fisher, is a notable example of contemporary English-language
young adult fiction, replete with references to American teenage culture —
school routines, slang, social interactions, and food habits. Translating such
texts poses significant challenges, requiring not only linguistic competence but
also deep cultural awareness. In this regard, the topic of this project is relevant
as it addresses the expansion of the readership for this genre in the Ukrainian
linguistic and cultural space. This project is devoted to the translation of some
chapters of the book Never Never by C. Hoover and T. Fisher

The goal of this project is to translate Never Never by C. Hoover and T.
Fisher into the target language using different means to adapt it to the Ukrainian
language.

To achieve the goal of the project, the following objectives were defined:
1. to characterize the features of the text and its translation;
2. to analyze the challenges faced in translation;
3. to distinguish translation strategies, techniques and transformations;
4. to summarize the process of translation.

The work consists of an introduction, translation part, translator’s analysis,
and conclusions.

The translation project consists of 32 pages of the actual translation and 16
pages of the translator’s analysis. The source text consists of 10321 words and

54279 characters, and the target language translation consists of 7848 words and
48133 characters.



CHAPTER 1. TRANSLATION OF NEVER NEVER BY C.HOOVER AND T. FISHER

THE SOURCE TEXT
NEVER NEVER

Chapter 1 - Charlie

A crash. Books fall to the speckled linoleum floor. They skid a few feet,
whirling in circles, and stop near feet. My feet. I don’t recognize the
black sandals, or the red toenails, but they move when I tell them to, so
they must be mine. Right?

A bell rings.

Shrill.

I jump, my heart racing. My eyes move left to right as I scope out my
environment, trying not to give myself away.

What kind of bell was that?

Where am I?

Kids with backpacks walk briskly into the room, talking and laughing. 4
school bell. They slide into desks, their voices competing in volume. I
see movement at my feet and jerk in surprise.

Someone is bent over, gathering up books on the floor; a red-faced girl
with glasses. Before she stands up, she looks at me with something like
fear and then scurries off. People are laughing. When I

look around I think they’re laughing at me, but it’s the girl with glasses
they’re looking at.

“Charlie!” Someone calls.

“Didn’t you see that?”” And then,

“Charlie...what’s your problem... hello...?”

TL TRANSLATION

HIKOJIN HE 3YIIUHSMCS, HIKOJIN HE 3ABYBAM

Po3nin 1 — Yapai

I'yuno. Kumwxku nagaroTb Ha OpyaHy MIAJIOTY, HPOMITalOTh KiIbKa
METpiB, @)X OChb — IMajaloTh Ha HOru. Moi Horu. Sl He Bmi3HAIO HIi
YOpHUX OOCOHIKOK, HI YEPBOHOIO METUKIOpPY, ajié BOHU PYyXaroThCs,
KOJIH 51 iM KaxXy. Toxx BoHM TOUHO Moi. /Ipasoa?

JI3BOHUK.

3HOBY I'y4YHO.

S miackakyro, ceple BHUCKakye 3 rpyaeil. Jluemiocs JiBopyd, MOTIM
[IpaBOpyY, HAMAarar4uch HEe BUIATHU cele.

Il]o ye 3a 0360HUK?

Jle a?

JiTu 3 prok3akamu 3aJliTalOTh J0 KIMHATH, MEPETYKYIOThCS, CMIIOTHCS.
OTxe, 1€ WKIIBHUNA J3BOHUK. BOHU ciatoTh 3a mapT, NEepEeKpUKYIOUH
oquH onHoro. BimuyBato pyx OuLISI CBOIX HII — 3JIpHUrarcs BiJ
HECIO/IBaHKH. XTOCh HaxWIMBCA, MO0 310paTH KHIDKKH Ha MiAJ03i.
JliBunHa B OKyaspax ycs 3anamiia. He BcTatoun, BOHa AUBUTHCS Ha
MEHE OYMMa, CIOBHEHUMH CTPaxy, a MOTIM TIKaE.

Kimnara 3anuBaetbest cMixoM. KenkyroTh He 3 MeHe — a 3 Ti€i JIBUUHHU.
— Yapimi! — rykae XToch.

— Twu ue 6aumna?

— Yapui... mo cranoce? [ei...?



My heart is beating fast, so fast.

Where is this? Why can t I remember?

“Charlie!” someone hisses. I look around.

Who is Charlie? Which one is Charlie?

There are so many kids; blond hair, ratty hair, brown hair, glasses, no
glasses...

A man walks in carrying a briefcase. He sets it on the desk.

The teacher. I am in a classroom, and that is the teacher. High school or
college, I wonder.

I stand up suddenly. I'm in the wrong place. Everyone is sitting, but I’'m
standing...walking.

“Where are you going, miss Wynwood?” The teacher is looking at me
over the rim of his glassesas he rifles through a pile of papers. He slaps
them down hard on the desk and I jump. I must be miss

Wynwood.

“She has cramps!” Someone calls out. People snicker. I feel a chill creep
up my back and crawl across the tops of my arms. They’re laughing at
me, except I don’t know who these people are.

I hear a girl’s voice say,“Shut up, Michael.”*T don’t know,” I say,
hearing my voice for the first time. It’s too high. I clear my throat and
tryagain.

“I don’t know. I’m not supposed to be here.”

There is more laughing. I glance around at the posters on the wall, the
faces of presidents animated with dates beneath them. History class?
High school.

The man—the teacher—tilts his head to the side like I've said the
dumbest thing.

“And where else are you supposed to be on test day?”

“I...I don’t know.”

“Sit down,” he says. I don’t know where I’d go if I left. I turn around to
go back. The girl with the glasses glances up at me as I pass her. She
looks away almost as quickly.

Cepue Bwiitae. Hi, Bxe BUIETLIO.

e s? I vomy s Hivozo He nam 'amaio?

— Yapui... — Kaxke XTOCh MOIIETIKH.

S o3upatocs. Xto taka Yapmi?

Xmo, 0o bica, 3 Hux — Yapni?

Tyt Tak Gararo miTei: 31 CBITJIMM BOJIOCCSIM, 3 PYCSIBUM, 3 KaIITAHOBUM,
B OKyJIsIpax, 0€3 OKyJISpIB...

3axonuTh 40JI0BiK 3 moptdenem. Knazae fioro Ha cTi.

Buumenv. A 6 knaci, a ye suumenv.llikaso, 1 y cmapwii wxoni 4u
Koneoxci?

Pantom s miaBomkycs. Sl He Ha cBoemy Micti. Bel cunsare, a g cToro...
Tounimre, Bxe Hy.

— Kyou eu tioeme, mic Bingyo? — BYUHMTENIb ITUBHUTHCS HAa MEHE Kpi3b
OTIpaBy CBOIX OKYJISpiB, epeduparouun Kymy namnepis. I1oTim kunae ix Ha
CTiJI 3 TAKMM T'YPKOTOM, IO 5 ITiICTPUOYIO.

S, MmabyTh, mic BinBy.

— V Hei )uBIT 00MHUTH! — XTOCh BUTYKYE. BCl XUXOTSATH.

S BimuyBaio, sIK MOpO3 IpOOIrae 1Mo CnuHi W MOUIUPIOETHCS MO PyKax.
Bonu cMiIOTBCS 3 MEHE, a 1 HaBiTh HE 3HAIO, XTO 111 JIFOIHU.

51 uyro niBOYMIA TOJIOC:

— Bamxnucsa, Matixe.

— A He 3Haio... — Kaxy §, BIEpIIe YyHO4YHW CBiii romoc. BiH 3aHaaro
BHUCOKHUU. S MpOKaIUIIOIOCh 1 HAMararocs 11e pas.

— A ne 3uaro. A ne 3uaro, womy s mym.

CMmix 3HOBY poO3nuBaeThbcs. S1 oO3uparocs Ha IUTaKaTH Ha CTiHI —
HaMaJbOBaHI OONMUYYS MPE3UCHTIB 3 AaTaMU MiJ HUMH. Ypok icmopii?
Cmapwa wrxona.

Buwnrens cxussie ronoBy Ha0iK, HIOH s TUIETY SKICh HICEHITHUII.

— A Oe orc e mu macw bymu 6 OeHb mecmy?

— /1... 4 He 3Haio.

— Csa0bme, — Kaxke BiH.



As soon as I’m sitting, the teacher starts handing out papers. He walks
between desks, his voice a flat drone as he tells us what percentage of
our final grade the test will be. When he reaches my desk

he pauses, a deep crease between his eyebrows.

“I don’t know what you’re trying to pull.” He

presses the tip of a fat pointer finger on my desk.

“Whatever it is, I’'m sick of it. One more stunt and I’m sending you to
the principal’s office.” He slaps the test down in front of me and moves
down the line.

I don’t nod, I don’t do anything. I’'m trying to decide what to do.
Announce to the whole room that I have no idea who and where I
am—or pull him aside and tell him quietly. He said no more stunts. My
eyes move to the paper in front of me. People are already bent over their
tests, pencils scratching.

FOURTH PERIOD

HISTORY

MR. DULCOTT

There is a space for a name. I’m supposed to write my name, but [ don’t
know what my name is. Miss Wynwood, he called me.

Why don’t I recognize my own name?

Or where I am?

Or what I am?

Every head is bent over their papers except mine. So I sit and stare,
straight ahead. Mr. Dulcott glares at me from his desk. The longer I sit,
the redder his face becomes.

Time passes and yet my world has stopped. Eventually, Mr. Dulcott
stands up, his mouth open to say something to me when the bell rings.
“Put your papers on my desk on the way out, ” he says, his

eyes still on my face. Everyone is filing out of the door. I stand up and
follow them because I don’t know what else to do. I keep my eyes on the
floor, but I can feel his rage. I don’t understand why he’s

51 HaBiTh He 3Haw, Kyau O imwa, axOu imma. S possepratocs, 1100
noBepHyTHCs. JliBUMHA B OKYJIsIpax KHUJae HA MCHE IIBUIKUAN OIS,
KOJIM 51 IPOXOJIXKY TIOB3 HEl, 1 TaK CaMO MIBH/IKO BiJBOIUTS.

[oitHO 51 cimaro, BYNTENb MOUYMHAE PO3/1aBaTH Maripii. BiH XomuTh Mix
nmapTaMd, MOHOTOHHO pO3IOBIJIAlOUM, SIKHH BIJCOTOK BiJ Hamoi
OCTaTOYHOI OIIHKH Oy/e CKJIaJaTH TECT.

Bin 3ynuHs€eThCs 01151 MEHE ¥ HACYTLITIOE OPOBH.

— A He 3nal0, wo 6u Hamazacmecs 3podoumu, — CTyKa€ TMajbleM IO
MOEMY CTOJ, — ... aie wo 0 ye He 6Y10 — MeHe ce HyOumsb 8i0 Ybo2o.
Illle pa3z euxuneme Kowuxu — 1 5 6i0npasuo 6ac 00 KabiHemy
oupexkmopa.

Kunae meni namipers 3 icnutom i e gai.

A He xuBaro, HiYOTO HE POOIII0. Hamararocst BUpIIIUTH, 1110 MEHI POOUTH.
OrojiocuTH Ha BECh KJIac, 110 S MOHATTS HE Mal0, XTO 5 1 JI€ I, UM BITIATH
3 HAM 1 pO3IOBICTH BCE CTIOKIHHO?

BiH cka3aB: )KOIHUX KOHUKIB.

Yac mepexomuTH 0 TEeCTy — BKE BCI CXWIMIHCS HaJ HUMH 1
MIKPS0AIOTh HI0CH OJIBISIMH.

YETBEPTHUI CEMECTP

ICTOPIA

MICTEP JAJKOTT

€ micue g iMeHi. Sl Maro HamucaTu HOro TyT. AJle g He 3Hal0, IK MEHE
3BatH. Mic Binéyo — Tak BiH Ha3BaB MEHE.

Yomy s HEe am’ATal0 CBOTO iMEHi?

I 3HOBY % — Oe 57?7

11O s Take?

Bci cxummm ronoBu HaJl CBOIMH marnepaMu, OKpiM MeHe. Tox s CHIDKY 1
JUBITIOCS TIPOCTO TIepes] cO00t0.

Micrtep JIanKOTT AMBUTHCA HAa MEHE 3-3a CTONy. UMM NOBIIE S CHIIKY,
TUM OiJIbIIIe YepBOHI€ HOTO 0OIMYYsL.

Yac MuHae, anme Miil CBIT 3ylMHUBCS. 3pemiToro, Mictep JlankoTT BCTae.
BinkpuBae pora, mo0 m10Ch MEHi CKa3aTu — JI3BEHUThH JI3BIHOK.



so angry with me. I am in a hallway now, lined on either side by blue
lockers.

“Charlie!” someone calls.

“Charlie, wait up!” A second later, an arm loops through mine. I expect
it to be the girl with the glasses; I don’t know why. It’s not. But, I know
now that [ am Charlie. Charlie Wynwood.

“You forgot your bag,” she says, handing over a white backpack. I take
it from her, wondering if there’s a wallet with a driver’s license inside.
She keeps her arm looped through mine as we walk. She’s shorter than
me, with long, dark hair and dewy brown eyes that take up half her face.
She is startling and beautiful.

“Why were you acting so weird in there?” she asks.

“You knocked the shrimp’s books on the floor

and then spaced out.”

I can smell her perfume; it’s familiar and too sweet, like a million
flowers competing for attention.

I think of the girl with the glasses, the look on her face as she bent to
scoop up her books. If I did that,why don’t I remember?

.

“It’s lunch, why are you walking that way?” She pulls me down a
different corridor, past more students. They all look at me...little
glances. I wonder if they know me, and why I don’t know me. |

don’t know why I don’t tell her, tell Mr. Dulcott, grab someone random
and tell them that I don’t know who or where I am. By the time I'm
seriously entertaining the idea, we’re through a set of double

doors in the cafeteria. Noise and color; bodies that all have a unique
smell, bright fluorescent lights that make everything look ugly. Oh, God.
I clutch at my shirt.

The girl on my arm is babbling. Andrew this, Marcy that. She likes
Andrew and hates Marcy. I don’t know who either of them is. She
corrals me to the food line. We get salad and Diet Cokes. Then

— Iloxnadims nanepu meni Ha cmin, Koau Oyoeme GuxoOumu, — Kaxe
BiH, HE 3BOJISIYM OYCH 3 MOTO OONMMYUs. YCi BUXOIATh. S BCTaro 1 Wy 3a
HUMH — 00 HE 3Ha0, IO I11¢ MEHI POOHTH.

51 omyckaro odi B MiAJIOTY, ajie Bi4yBaro HOTO THIB.

S He po3yMmito, YOMY BiH TaKWi 37TUH HA MEHE.

«Yapui!» — rykae XToch.

«Yapui, 3auekait!»

CekyHor0 mi3HiNIe MeHe OepyTh min pyky. S odikyBana, mo me Oyme
JIBUMHA B OKYJIIpaX — He 3HaI0 4YoMy. AJle 1ie He BOHA.

AJe e TutrocH: Terep s 3Haro, mo st — Yapmi. Yapni Bingyo.

— Tu 0ewo 3a6yna, — Kaxxe BOHA, MPOCTATAIOYH MEH1 OUTUHA PIOK3aK.
Bepy iioro i amymaio, yu Hemae TaM TaMaHI 3 BOJINCHKUMH NPaBaMHU.
Mu #igemo, TpuMarouuch 3a pykd. BoHa HMX4a 3a MeEHE, 3 JOBTUM
TEMHHM BOJIOCCAM 1 OJHMCKy4YMMH KapuMH OYMMa Ha MiB OOIUYYs.
Bpaxaroua 1 kpacusa.

— Yomy mu max 0uHo nogoouIacy y Kiaci? — 3amuTye BOHA.

— Tu ckunyna KHudICKU Ha nioio2y, a nomim Have 6y1a 0ecb He 3 HaAMU.
S BimuyBaro 3amax il mapdymiB. Bin 3HalloMuii 1 HaATO CONOAKUI —
Have MUIBMOH KBITOK, OJTHA 3allallHiIIa 3a 1HITY.

Sl mymaio mpo IiBUMHY B OKYJApax, Ipo BUpa3 il oOIM4dYsi, KOJM BOHA
HaxWJIMIaCh, 00 310paTH KHUKKH.

SIKII0 5 BITyCTHIIA KHUKKH— YOMY 5 I[LOTO HE TIaM’SITaro?

3

— 3apaz 006i0, womy mu tdew cioou? — BoHa TATHE MEHE B IHIIWN
KOpHUJIOp, TIOB3 IHINIUX CTYAEHTIB. BOHM BCI BHUTpIMIAIOTHCS Ha
MeHe...KpagpkoMa.MeHi IikaBo, Yd 3HAIOTh BOHM MeHe. | Jomy s He
3Hato cebe. S He 3Har0, YoMy O HE cKa3aTH iii, HE CKa3aTH MiCTepy
JlanmkoTTy, HE CXONHUTHU OyAb-KOTO BHUIIaJKOBOTO i HE CKa3aTu, IO 5 He
3HAI0, XMoo A i 0e 4.

[Toku st cepito3HO OOMIPKOBYIO ITIO 1/I€10, MU MPOXOIUMO KPi3b MOABIHHI
neepi B kaderepii. lllym 1 KompOpH; y KOXXKHOTO CBiil 3amax, sICKpaBe



we are sliding our trays on a table. There are already people sitting there:
four boys, two girls. I realize we are completing a group with even
numbers. All the girls are matched with a guy. Everyone

looks up at me expectantly, like I’'m supposed to say something, do
something. The only place left to sit is next to a guy with dark hair. I sit
slowly, both hands flat on the table. His eyes dart toward me

and then he bends over his tray of food. I can see the finest beads of
sweat on his forehead, just belowhis hairline.

“You two are so awkward sometimes,” says a new girl, blonde, across
from me. She’s looking from me to the guy I’'m sitting next to. He looks
up from his macaroni and I realize he’s just moving

things around on his plate. He hasn’t taken a bite, despite how busy he
looks. He looks at me and I look at him, then we both look back at the
blonde girl.

“Did something happen that we should know about?”’ she asks.

“No,” we say in unison.

He’s my boyfriend. I know by the way they’re treating us. He suddenly
smiles at me with his brilliantly white teeth and reaches to put an arm
around my shoulders.

“We’re all good,” he says, squeezing my arm. I automatically stiffen, but
when I see the six sets of eyes on my face, I lean in and play along. It’s
frightening not knowing who you are — even more

frightening thinking you’ll get it wrong. I’m scared now, really scared.
It’s gone too far. If I say something now I’ll look...crazy. His affection
seems to make everyone relax. Everyone except...him.

They go back to talking, but all the words blend together: football, a
party, more football. The guy sitting next to me laughs and joins in with
their conversation, his arm never straying from my shoulders. They call
him Silas. They call me Charlie. The dark-haired girl with the big eyes is
Annika. I forget everyone else’s names in the noise.

Lunch is finally over and we all get up. I walk next to Silas, or rather he
walks next to me. I have no idea where I’'m going. Annika flanks my

(biyopecieHTHE CBITIO, SIKe pOOUTH yce OTBOPHUM.

O, Boorce. 51 xanarocst 3a KOMip COPOUKH.

Bona ne 3amoBkae. Enapro 1ie, Mapci te. Enapro mro6mro, Mapcei He
mo0Ir0. A S HaBITH HE 3HAIO, XTO 3 HUX XTO0. MU BCTaeMO B 4Yepry 3a
TKeEI0.

Bepemo canar i mgietmuny koiy.IloriM craBumo Tarli Ha ctin. Tam yxke
CUJIATH JIFOJU: Y€TBEPO XJIOMIIIB, /IB1 AIBYMHH. I po3ymiro, O TyT yCi B
napax. Yci fiByata — B Mapi 3 XJIOMIISMHU.

VYci qUBISITECS HA MEHE, HIOM s1 Maro IIIOCh CKa3aTH, IM0Ch 3pPOOUTH.
€uHe Miciie, e MOJKHA CICTH — MOPYY 13 TEMHOBOJIOCHM XJIOTIIIEM.

S MOBUIBHO cifaro, MOKJIABIIM OOMIBI PYKH Ha CTUI. BiH Kugae Ha MeHE
OKOM, a IOTIM HaXWISETLCS HAJ TAICIo 3 1KEI0.

S OGauy napiOHI KpameiabKd TMOTYy Ha Horo jo0i, TpOXH HWXKYE JIiHIil
BOJIOCCH.

— Bu 060€ in00i maxi KymeoHni, — Kaxe OJOHIAMHKA, IO CHIWUTH
HABIIPOTH MEHE, NMEPEBOISYN MOTIISA]] 3 MEHE Ha XJIOMIIS MOPYyY.

Bin BimpuBae mommsia Big MakapoHiB. SI posymito, IO BiH IMPOCTO
nepexiagae Ky B Tapinii. BiH He BIIKYCHB jKOIHOTO IIIMATOYKA, MTOMIPH
Te, SIKUM 3aKJIONOTaHUM BiH BUDIsAnac.BiH muBuTHCsS Ha MeHe. S| — Ha
HbOTO. [ToTiM MU pa3oM o3upaeMocs Ha OiIIBKY.

— Hocvy cmanocs, npo wo mu no8uKHI 3Hamu? — 3aIUTYE BOHA.

— Hi, — BINOBi1aéEMO MH B YHICOH.

Bin miit xmonenp. S 3po3ymina 1e 3 Toro, ik BOHH J0 HAC CTaBIISATHCS.
Bin pantom mocMixaeThest 10 MeHe — 3yOu OiJ1i, OMUCKyYl — 1 TSATHETHCA
OO1HHATH 3a TUIEYl.

— V nac 6ce 0o6pe, — Kaxe BiH, CTUCKAIOUU MOIO PYKY.

S aBromarmuHO 3acturaro. Ajsie Konmm Oady IWICTh Map Ouel, IO
JTUBIATBCS HA MEHE, HaXWISIOCS ¥ minmirparo iomy. He 3Hatm cebe —
CTpalrHo. AJle IOMUJIUTHUCH y c001 — e Tipiie. 3apa3 MEH1 CTPAIIHO.
Jyxe cTpaiHo.

Ile 3aiinuio HangTo maneko. SIKmO0 s CKaxy IIOCh 3apa3 — s Oymy
BUIVISIAATH... 0OooicesinbHoto. [lobaumBIIM  HOTO  JKECT, yci Hade



free side, winding her arms through mine and chatting about
cheerleading practice. She’s making me feel claustrophobic. When we
reach an annex in the hallway, I lean over and speak to her so only she
can hear.

“Can you walk me to my next class?” Her face becomes serious. She
breaks away to say something to her boyfriend, and then our arms are
looped again.

I turn to Silas.

“Annika is going to walk me to my next class.”

“Okay,” he says. He looks relieved.

“I’ll see you...later.” He heads off in the opposite direction.

Annika turns to me as soon as he’s out of sight.

“Where’s he going?”

I shrug.

“To class.”

She shakes her head like she’s confused.

“I don’t get you guys. One day you’re all over each other,

the next you’re acting like you can’t stand to be in the same room. You
really need to make a decision about him, Charlie.

’She stops outside a doorway.

“This is me...” I say, to see if she’ll protest. She doesn’t.

“Call me later,” she says.

“I want to know about last night.”

I nod. When she disappears into the sea of faces, I step into the
classroom. I don’t know where to sit, so I wander to the back row and
slide into a seat by the window. I’'m early, so I open my backpack.
There’s a wallet wedged between a couple of notebooks and a makeup
bag. I pull it out and flip it open to reveal a driver’s license with a
picture of a beaming, dark haired girl. Me.

CHARLIZE MARGARET WYNWOOD.

2417 HOLCOURT W AY,

NEW ORLEANS, LA.

poscinabunucs. Ycix, KpiM... Hbo2o. BOHM TOBEpPTAIOTHCS A0 PO3MOBH,
aje BCi ClIOBa 3NMBAIOThCSA BoeawHO: (pyTOoIN, Bewipka, me (yToo.
XJyomnelp, U0 CHUIUTh MOPYY 31 MHOIO, CMIE€THCSA 1 MPUENHYETHCS IO
posmoBu. Moro pyka He BimpuBaeThcst Bii MOIX IUiedell. Bouu
HazuBaroTh Horo Catitac. Mene — Yapni. TeMHOBONOCY IiBUMHY 3
BEITMKUMHU 0YMMa — AHHIKOIO.

Y mpoMy ramaci s 3a0yBaro imeHa Bcix iHmmX. OO0im Hapermri
3aKiH4YMBCS, 1 MU Bcl BcTaemo. S Hay mopyy i3 Caitnacom, TodHiIe, gix
i0e nopyu 3i mHoro. S1 IOHATTS HE Maro, Kyau 3apa3 iay. AHHIKa CTOITh
300Ky Big MeHe, MpHodiiiMae i po3MOBiTa€E MPO TPEHYBaHHS TPYIH
miaTpuMKH. Big mporo s BigdyBaro kinaycTpodobito.

Komu Mu moxoaumo 1o puOymoBU B KOPUIOPI, ST HAXUIISIOCS i TOBOPIO
TaK, 1100 4yJia TUIbKH BOHA!

— Mooicew nposecmu mene Ha HacmynHe 3auamms?

i 06amuus crae cepitoznuM. Bona Binxoauth yOiK, 00 CKazaTy IIOCH
CBO€EMY XJIOIIIEBI, a OTIM HAIlll PYKH 3HOBY CILTITAIOTHCS.

S moseprarocs no Caitnaca.

— AnHika 6i06ede meHe Ha HACMYNHE 3AHAMMAL.

— Jlobpe, — Kaxxe BiH.

Bin BUIIIAIa€ MOJIETIIICHUM.

— llobayumocs... nizniue. — BiH pyIlIae B IPOTHIICKHOMY HAIPSIMKY.
AHHIKa 00epTa€eThCs A0 MEHE, IIOWHO BiH 3HUKAE 3 TIOJS 30DY.

— Kyou 6in ioe?

41 3HM3YyI0 IUIeYnMa.

— [lo knacy.

Bona xuTae rojaoBo0, HiOM CIIaHTEINYCHA.

— Yyeaku, s 6ac wocv 2cemov He po3ymito. OOH020 OHsL 68U 000HCHIOEME
00He 00H020, A HACMYNHO20 N08OOUMecs Makx, Hibu 6am HeCcmepnHo
nepebysamu 6 oOHiu ximuami. Tobi Oiticno mpeba 6ice wocy obpamu,
Yapni.



I’'m seventeen. My birthday is March twenty-first. I live in Louisiana. I
study the picture in the top left corner and I don’t recognize the face. It’s
my face, but I’ve never seen it. I’'m...pretty. I only have

twenty-eight dollars.

The seats are filling up. The one beside me stays empty, almost like
everyone is too afraid to sit there. I’'m in Spanish class. The teacher is
pretty and young; her name is Mrs. Cardona. She doesn’t

look at me like she hates me, like so many other people are looking at
me. We start with tenses.

I have no past.

I have no past.

Five minutes into class the door opens. Silas walks in, his eyes
downcast. I think he’s here to tell me something, or to bring me
something. 1 brace myself, ready to pretend, but Mrs. Cardona
comments jokingly about his lateness. He takes the only available seat
next to me and stares straight ahead. I stare at him. I don’t stop staring at
him until finally, he turns his head to look at me. A line of sweat

rolls down the side of his face.

His eyes are wide.

Wide...just like mine.

Chapter 2 — Silas

Three hours.

It’s been almost three hours, and my mind is still in a haze.

No, not a haze. Not even a dense fog. It feels as if I’'m wandering around
in a pitch-black room, searching for the light switch.

“You okay?” Charlie asks. I’ve been staring at her for several seconds,
attempting to regain some semblance of familiarity from a face that
should apparently be the most familiar to me.

Nothing.

Bomna 3ynunseTscs 611 ABEpEi.

— []e sa... — Kaxy s, mob nobaunty, yu Oyae BoHa 3arnepedyBaru. Bona
HE 3amepeyuye.

— Ilo0360mHu meni nizniule, — Kake BOHA.

— A xouy 3namu, wo cmanocs MuHyI0i HOYi.

A kuBaro. Konmu BoHa 3HMKAaEe B MOpi 00JIWY, 5T 3aX0/Ky B aynurtopito. He
3Halo, JIe CICTH, TOMY IIpoOHparocs Ha 3aHIN P 1 BMOIIYIOCS Ha MicCIIe
Oinst BikHa. S mpwiinuia paHeHpKo. BigkpuBaro prok3ak. Mix KidbKoma
30IIMTAaMH Ta KOCMETHYKOIO 3acTpsr TaMmaHelb. Butaryio iioro it
BiKpHBato, 06auy Bojilickke mocBigueHHs. Tam ¢ororpadis TiBUMHE —
TEMHE BOJIOCCSI, Iupa ycMmilka. []e 5.

YAPJII MAPTAPET BIHBVY/I.

2417 l'onkopt Beii

Hoguii Opnean, JIA.

Meni ciMHamusaTh. Mill JleHb HApOMKEHHS — JABAALUATH MEPIIOTO
OepesHsl.

A xuBy B Jlyiziani. Po3rsaaro ¢ororpadito y BEpXHbOMY JIIBOMY KYTKY
1 He Bri3Hato oOnmmuys. [le Moe oOmuyayst, ane s HiKou HOoro He Oaduia.
... ecaprenvra. Y MeHe nuIe BT BiCIM J101apiB.

Micus 3anmoBHIOIOTECS. Miciie Opyd 31 MHOIO 3aJUIIAETHCS TTOPOXKHIM,
HIOW BCl 00AThCS TaM cUAITH. S Ha ypoIll icmaHChkoi MOBH. BuuTenbka
cuMIartu4yHa i mosona, i 3Batu micic Kapaona. Bona He nuBuTBCS Ha
MeHEe Tak, HIOM HEHaBHIMUTH, TaK, SK HA MEHE IHUBIAThHCA 0araro iHIINX
moneld. My MoYnHAEMO 3 YaciB.

YV mene nemae mumnynoeo.

YV mene nemae munynoeo.

Uepe3 m’saTh XBWIMH ITCJS TOYATKy 3aHATTS BIIYMHSIOTBCS JBEPI.
3axoauth Caiinac, He migHIMae Ha MeHe odeil.['agaro, BiH mpuiIoB, oo
I0Ch MEH1 cka3aTtu abo nmpuHecTH. Sl MOpajIbHO HAJIAIITOBYIOCS, FOTOBA
nigirpary, ane micic Kapnona xaproma KOMEHTY€e HOTO 3ami3HEHHS.

Bin 3aiiMae enuHe BUIBHE MicIe MOPYY 31 MHOIO W JUBUTHCS MPSIMO
nepes co0o10. S AUBIIOCS HAa HBOTO.
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She looks down at her desk and her thick, black hair falls between us
like blinders. I want a better look at her. I need something to grab me,
something familiar. I want to predict a birthmark or a freckle

on her before I see it, because I need something recognizable. I’ll grasp
at any piece of her that might convince me I’m not losing my mind.

She reaches her hand up, finally, and tucks her hair behind her ear. She
looks up at me through two wide and completely unfamiliar eyes. The
crease between her brows deepens and she begins biting at

the pad of her thumb.

She’s worried about me. About us, maybe.

Us.

I want to ask her if she knows what might have happened to me, but I
don’t want to scare her. How do I explain that I don’t know her? How do
I explain this to anyone? I’ve spent the last three hours trying to act
natural. At first I was convinced I must have used some kind of illegal
substance that caused me to black out, but this is different from blacking
out. This is different from being high or

drunk, and I have no idea how I even know that. I don’t remember
anything beyond three hours ago.

“Hey.” Charlie reaches out like she’s going to touch me, then draws
back.

“Are you okay?” I grip the sleeve of my shirt and wipe the sheen of
moisture off my forehead. When she glances back up at me, I see the
concern still filling her eyes. I force my lips to form a smile.

“I’m fine,” I mutter. “Long night.”

As soon as [ say it, I cringe. I have no idea what kind of night I had, and
if this girl sitting across from me really is my girlfriend, then a sentence
like that probably isn’t very reassuring.

I see a small twitch in her eye and she tilts her head.

“Why was it a long night?”

Shit.

“Silas.” The voice comes from the front of the room. I look up.

Sl He TMPUNUHAIO TUBUTUCS HA HBHOTO, TIOKH BiH HApEIITI HE MOBEPTAE
TOJIOBY J10 MeHe. Kpamenbku moTy KOTAThCS Mo ioro obmuauto. Oui
IIUPOKO PO3ILTIOLIECHI.

[Iupoko pO3ILTIONICHI... MaK camo, sK i MOJ.

Po3ain 2 — Caidgiac

Tpu 200unu.

Munyno Bke Maiike TpU TOAMHM, a i BCE Ille MOYYyBalOCs Tak, HIOU
Onykaro B rTyctid immi. Hi, me HaBiTe He imma. lle Have TemHMiA,
OE3KIHEUHHI TyHEIb, Y IKOMY S MApHO IITyKaro CBITIIO.

— Bce no6pe? — mmrae Yapni. S guBmroch Ha Hel KiTbKa CEKYHI,
HaMararo4uch BJIOBHUTH IIOCh 3HaloMe B ii 0Onuuui. BoHo Mano 6 Oytu
MEHI Hatioopocuum, HalPiTHIIINM.

Mapno.

Bona omyckae morisn, ii TycTe YopHE BOJOCCS CHAja€ BIepena, HiOU
cTiHa MK Hamu. Sl Hamaraioch po3nuBuTHCA 11 yBaxkHime. Ilyxaro
Oynb-sKy JeTanb, 0 Moria O npoOyIuTH maM siTh — POJUMKY,
BECHSIHKY, BUTUH OpiB. Xou wocs. 1llock, 3a 110 MOXHa BUETIUTHUCS il HE
3ipBarucs B 0€30/HIO.

Bona minmiliMae pyky # 3akujae BOJOCCS 32 BYXO, il MOIIIAJ
3yCTPIYAETHCSI 3 MOIM — 04l BEIIMKi, TPUBOXKHI, a0COIIOTHO HE3HAMOMI.
Bona nHacymioe OpoBH, HEPBOBO MPHUKYILIYE MOAYLIEYKY BEIUKOTO
MaJbIIs.

Bona xBumoeTbes. 3a MeHe. MOXKINBO, 3a HAC.

Hac.

S Xouy criuTaTH, 4YM 3HA€ BOHA, IO 31 MHOIO BiAOyBa€eThCs, ane 0orocs il
HaJIgIKaTu. SIK cKa3aTH JIOAWHI, IO TH il He mam’saraem? SIK MOSCHUTU
II0Ch, YOTO caM He po3yMieni? Sk 1e B3arajai KoMycb MOSICHUTH?

Bxxe Tpu rogmHM s Hamararocs mnpukuaarucs. Croepmry aymaB, IO
nepedpaB 13 YMMOCh 3a00pOHEHHM. AJle 1Ie — HE CIT IHIHHS, He Kaid,
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“No talking,” the teacher says. Shereturns to her instruction, not too
concerned with my reaction to being singled out. I glance back at
Charlie, briefly, and then immediately stare down at my desk. My
fingers trace over names carved into the wood. Charlie is still staring at
me, but [ don’t look at her. I flip my hand over, and I run two

fingers over the callouses across the inside of my palm.

Do I work? Mow lawns for a living?

Maybe it’s from football. During lunch I decided to use my time to
observe everyone around me, and I learned I have football practice this
afternoon. I have no idea what time or where, but I’ve

somehow made it through the last few hours without knowing when or
where I’'m supposed to be. I may not have any sort of recollection right
now, but I’'m learning that ’'m very good at faking it. Too

good, maybe.

I flip my other hand over and find the same rough callouses on that
palm.

Maybe I live on a farm.

No. I don’t.

I don’t know how I know, but even without being able to recall anything,
I seem to have an immediate sense of what assumptions of mine are
accurate and which are not. It could just be process

of elimination, rather than intuition or memory. For example, I don’t feel
like someone who lives on a farm would be wearing the clothes I have
on. Nice clothes. Trendy? Looking down at my shoes, if

someone asked me if I have rich parents, I’d tell them,

“Yes, I do.” And I don’t know how, because I don’t remember my
parents.

I don’t know where I live, who I live with, or if I look more like my
mother or my father.

I don’t even know what I look like.

He HenpuToMHICTh. lle mock iHme. S mpocTo He iCHYIO 3a MeXaMu
OCTaHHIX TPHOX TOJIHH.

— Teit, — Yapmni npocTsrae pyKy, ajie oapa3sy 3a0upae ii Ha3a.

— Twu TouHO B HOpMI?

Butupato mit 3 yona. Konau BoHa 3HOBY Ha MeHE JUBUTHCS, 5 0ady, K
TPUBOXKHICTH HAMOBHIOE 11 09i. CHIIOMIIb BUTHCKAFO 3 C€0€ YCMIIIIKY.

— Touno. IIpocTo... Maiike BCIO HIY HE CIIaB.

Jlens ciioBa 3TITAIOTH 3 BYCT, SIK OJJpa3y BUKIMKAIOTH XBHITIO KPIHXKY.

S He 3Har, gKor0 Oyna MOS HiY. | AKIIO I MiBYMHA — CIpaBIi MOS
MIBYMHA, TO TaKa BIAMIOBIAL TOYHO HE TOIIOMOXKE.

[i oko cimaeTbcsi, BOHA HAXMIISIE TONIOBY.

— Yomy He cniaB

Yopm.
— Caiinac, — 4yeThcs ToNocC crepeny. S 3BOKY MOIIsI.
— Tuxenpko, — BuUMTENIbKAa KUAAE B Mil OIK 3ayBa)K€HHS 1 CIIOKIHHO

MPOAOBXKYE YPOK, Hadye HI4Oro He cranmocs. Kpagpkoma NUBIIOCS Ha
Yapii, BOHa TIPOJIOBXKYE BUTPIMIATHCS HA MEHE, ajie S BiIBOIUKY TOIJISI.
Omnyckato o4i Ha mapry i MPOBOKY NAJBLSAMH 0 iIMEHAX, BUPI3AHUX Y
nepeBi. BimuyBaro M030i11 Ha TOJIOHSAX. 3B1IKH BOHU?

Mooxce, s npayroro pykamu? I'azonu kouty?

A Moxxe — rparo B pyT601?

3a vac 00iAHBOI MepepBH S BCTUT MI3HATHCH, IO B MEHE CHOTOJHI
TpeHnyBaHHs 3 ¢ytOoiy. He 3Haro, xoiu 1 me. Alle s IepeXuB OCTaHHI
KiJIbKa TOAWH, HE 3HAIOYM HIYOIO, 1, 3[a€ThCs, MEHI II€ BJA€THCS HAATO
no6pe. MoxinBO, y MOii TOJIOBI 3apa3 30BCIM MYCTO, aje s Bi4yBaro,
o 700pe BMiro npukuaarucs. Mabytb, HaaTO 100pe.

[TepeBipsiro 1HITY JOTOHIO — Ti CaMi MO30I.

JKuey na ghepmi?

Hi. He na depwmi.

Yomych s ipocTo 3Haro. Hade BiguyBaro.

Merton Bukirouennsa? Panamie 1ie, anix 1HTYiis abo crioray.

19



I stand abruptly, shoving the desk a few loud inches forward in the
process. Everyone in the class turns to face me other than Charlie,
because she hasn’t stopped staring at me since I sat down. Her

eyes aren’t inquisitive or kind.

Her eyes are accusing.

The teacher glares at me, but doesn’t seem at all surprised by the loss of
everyone’s attention tome. She just stands, complacent, waiting for me
to announce my reason for the sudden disruption.

I swallow.

“Bathroom.” My lips are sticky. My mouth is dry. My mind is wrecked. I
don’t wait for permission before I begin to head in that direction. I can
feel everyone’s stares as I push through the

door.

I go right and make it to the end of the hall without finding a restroom. I
backtrack and pass by my classroom door, continuing until I round the
corner and find the restroom. I push open the door, hoping for solitude,
but someone is standing at the urinal with his back to me. I turn to the
sink, but don’t look into the mirror. I stare down at the sink, placing my
hands on either side of it, gripping tightly. I inhale.

If I would just look at myself, my reflection could trigger a memory, or
maybe just give me a small sense of recognition. Something. Anything.
The guy who was standing at the urinal seconds before is now standing
next to me, leaning against a sink with his arms folded. When I glance
over at him, he’s glaring at me. His hair is so blond, it’s almost white.
His skin is so pale, it reminds me of a jellyfish. Translucent, almost.

I can remember what jellyfish look like, but I have no idea what I'll find
when I look at myselfin the mirror?

“You look like shit, Nash,” he says with a smirk.

Nash?

Everyone else has been calling me Silas. Nash must be my last name. I
would check my wallet, but there isn’t one in my pocket. Just a wad of

S opsITHEHMI HAJATO CTUIIBHO SAK IS Xjomis 3 hepmu. Moowsso? Skuio
MOJTUBUTHUCS HAa MO€E B3YTTS, MOXKHA TIOAyMAarTH, IO B MEHE 3aMOXHi
0aTbKH. SIKOM XTOCH Take 3aIlnTaB, I 0 Tak 1 ckazas: «Tak, 3aMOKHI».

I 51 He 3Har0 YoMy, 00 s raIKu HE Maro, XTO MOi OATHKH.

A He 3HaK0, J1e KUBY, 3 KHM, YA CXOXKHI HA MaMy YU TaTa.

S1 HaBIThH HE 3HAIO, SIK BUIVISAALO.

PantoBo mimpuBaroch, CTUICNh CKPUNHTH 1 Bif DKIkae Hazam. Yci
obepraroTbes. Yei, kpim Yapmi. BoHa Bke HE BIIBOAWTH MOTIISALY Bij
MeHe 3 MOMEHTY, SIK 5 CiB 3a mapTy. Ii momisay — He M’SKui. Y HbOMY
OOBUHYBauCHHS.

BuunTenbka TUBUTHCS Ha MEHE 3 0aiTyKiCTIO — YeKa€e MOSCHEHHS.

51 nenp 4yTHO XPUILIIO:

— Meni Tpeba 10 BOMpAIbHI — TyOM 3JIUIUIHCS, Y POTI Mepecoxyio.y
royioBi rapmuziep. He uekatoun no3Boiy, BUXOmKy. [loBepTato mpaBopyH,
imy mo kiHig kopumopy. Tyanery Hema. [loeprarock Hazan. MwuHaro
kimac. Jlami — moBopoT. I ock BiH. Bimumusto asepi. Hamitocs, mro
BCEpeIUHI HIKOTO. AJIe XTOCh CTOITh O1IsI KAOIHKH, CITMHOIO JI0 MEHE.
[ligxomKy 1O pakoBHHM, aje HE JUBIIOCH Yy a3epkaio. Tutbku
BinkpuBato Boay. Knaay pyku Ha kpait. Ctuckaro. [71mboko Bamxaro.

Moske, SIKIIIO MTOIUBIIIOCH HAa ce0e — IIOCh 3Tajaro.

Xou KpuxTy. X04 HaTIK Ha cebe.

Mapno.

Xyormenp i3 OUIABUM, Maike OUTMM BOJOCCSM TMiIXOAUTH IO PAKOBUHU
nopyu. Moro wmikipa Taka Giifa, ax HamiBmposopa.

Meny3a. Bin Haraaye Memy3y.

Ot 4oprT, 5 3HatO, SIK BUINISAJAE MEIy3a, alie He 3HA0, XTO 51, HABITh KOJIH
TUBITIOCH Y 3€PKAJIO.

Burnmsimaem, sk CcnpaBXHICIHBKANA IIMATOK JIaliHa,
MTOCMIXa€ThCS BiH.

Hew?

Mene Bci Ha3uBaroTh Caitnac. Moxe, 11e pi3Buiie?

Hemr,

20



cash. A wallet is one of the first things I looked for after...well, after it
happened.

“Not feeling too hot,” I grumble in response.

For a few seconds, the guy doesn’t respond. He just continues to stare at
me the same way Charlie was staring at me in class, but with less
concern and way more contentment. The guy smirks and

pushes off the sink. He stands up straight, but is still about an inch shy of
reaching my height. He takes a step forward, and I gather by the look in
his eye that he isn’t closing in on me out of concern for my health.

“We still haven’t settled Friday night,” the guy says to me.

“Is that why you’re here now?” His nostrils flare when he speaks and his
hands drop to his sides, clenching and unclenching twice.

I have a two-second silent debate with myself, aware that if [ step away
from him, it’ll make me look like a coward. However, I’'m also aware
that if I step forward, I’ll be challenging him to something I don’t want
to deal with right now. He obviously has issues with me and whatever it
was that I chose to do Friday night that pissed him off. I compromise by
giving him no reaction whatsoever. Look unaffected. 1 lazily move my
attention to the sink and turn one of the knobs until a stream of water
begins to pour from the faucet.

“Save it for the field,” I say. I immediately want to take back those
words. I hadn’t considered he might not even play football. I assumed he
did based on his size, but if he doesn’t, my comment will have not made
a damn bit of sense. I hold my breath and wait for him to

correct me, or call me out.

Neither of those things happens.

He stares for a few more seconds, and then he shoulders past me,
purposefully bumping me on his way out the door. I cup my hands under
the stream of water and take a sip. I wipe my mouth with the back of my
hand and glance up. At myself.

At Silas Nash.

What the hell kind of name is that, anyway?

51 Bxe nepeBipsB ramaelb. Tam juie rpomi. 2KoJHoro Jo0KyMeHTa.
[lykaB oxpasy micist TOTO, SIK... BCE MOYAIOC.
— IlouyBatoch He ayxe, — Oypmouy.

Bin nuButhcs Ha wMene, sk Yapmi. Hanpyxkeno. ITumpHO. IloTim
BUIIPOCTOBYETHCSI, CTAE HAa BECh 3picT. Tpoxu Hmxk4uii 3a MmeHe. PoOUTH
KpOK yTiepen — 1 51 po3yMito, 110 BiH HaBPSJ] UM 32 MEHE HETIOKOIThCA.
— Mu 1ie He po3ibpanucs 3 1’ ATHHUIIEI0, — KaXKe BiH.

[I{o Oymo B I’ ITHUITIO?

— Tomy 1 TyT 32paz?

Woro pyku crucHyti B Kynakd. Hi3api po3ayBaroThCs, KOMM BiH
TOBOPUTH, & PYKH OITyCKAIOThCS B3JIOBXK TiJIa, CTUCKAIOYHCH Y KyJIaKu i
PO3THUCKAIOYHChH JIBIYI.

CexkyHI¥ JBI MOBUKH Bararocs, YCBITOMITIOIOUH: SKIIO SI BIICTYIUTIO —
BUIVISIAATUMY SIK 00SITYy3. AJle Tak camMoO PO3yMilO: SIKIIO 3pOOINII0 KPOK
yrnepen — 1e Oy/ie BUKIIHK, 3 SIKAM 5 3apa3 He XO4y MaTu CIIPaBy.

Y HBOrO, OYEBUAHO, € MPETEeH31l A0 MEHEe i 10 TOoro, 1o i 3poOuB y
I’ SITHUIFO BBEYEpPI — TOrO, IO Tak Horo pos3motuio. S Way Ha
KOMITPOMIC — HE J1at0 HOMY >KOJIHOI peakii. Buensoaro He3eopyuHUM.
[ToBiIbHO TIEPEBOKY NOIVISIT HA PAKOBHHY i JTIHUBO BIAKPYYYIO OJUH i3
KpaHiB, IOKH 3 HHOTO HE MOYHUHAE TEKTH CTPYMIHb BOJIU.

— Ilpubepexu 110 TEMY IS OIS, — KHUJIAL0.

[Tomunka. XouyeTbes mpoOpaTH cioBa Ha3aj, 00 s HE BpaxyBaB TOM (axT,
10 BiH MOKe HE rpatd B GyTO0i. S MpUIyCTHB, IO BiH IPa€, BUXOATIH
3 Horo rabapwWriB, ajie¢ SKIIO HI — MOi CJOBa B3araji HE MaTUMYTh
KOJTHOTO CEHCY.

3arpuMyr0 TOJUX 1 YeKaro, MOKU BiH BUIIPABUTh MEHE... a00 BHUBEIE Ha
YHICTY BOJY.

Xonne 3 MOiX MpuUMyIIeHb, BIH MOBYUTH. JIHIlle IITOBXa€E MEHE IJICUEM,
Buxoasuu. "BumagakoBo". S migcTaBisSIO TONOHI MiJ BOJAY, BHUITMBAIO
KUTbKa KOBTKiB, BUTHparo ryou. Jlusmtocs y n3epkaino. Ha cebe.

Ha Caiinaca Hema.
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I’'m staring, emotionless, into a pair of unfamiliar, dark eyes. I feel as
though I’m staring at two eyes I’ve never seen before, despite the fact
that I’ve more than likely looked at these eyes on a daily basis since I
was old enough to reach a mirror.

I’'m as familiar with this person in the reflection as I am with the girl
who is—according to some guy named Andrew—the girl I’ve been
“banging” for two years now.

I’'m as familiar with this person in the reflection as I am with every
single aspect of my life right now.

Which is not familiar at all.

“Who are you?” I whisper to him.

The bathroom door begins to open slowly, and my eyes move from my
reflection to the reflection

of the door. A hand appears, gripping the door. I recognize the sleek, red
polish on the tips of her

fingers. The girl I've been “banging” for more than two years.

“Silas?”

I stand up straight and turn to face the door full-on as she peeks around
it. When her eyes meet mine, it’s only for two seconds. She glances
away, scanning the rest of the bathroom.

“It’s just me,” I say. She nods and makes it the rest of the way through
the door, albeit extremely hesitant. I wish I knew how to reassure her
that everything is okay so she won’t grow suspicious. |

also wish I remembered her, or anything about our relationship, because
I want to tell her. I need to tell her. I need for someone else to know, so
that I can ask questions.

But how does a guy tell his girlfriend he has no idea who she is? Who
he, himself is? He doesn't tell her. He pretends, just like he'’s been
pretending with everyone else.

One hundred silent questions fill her eyes at once, and I immediately
want to dodge them all.

o, mo 6Gica, 3a iM’s1 y MmeHe?

S nuBIMIOCH Y BIAcHI o4i W HiYOro HE BimuyBato. Hibum 1me — iHma
JO/IMHA.

Sl nuBMIOCH y I3€pKalio Ha oOnmu4YYs, mo mae Oytu MoiMm. TemHi oui.
YiTki pucu. UyXuii XJI0Me1b.

S maro 3Hatu 1ie oOnuyys — Oa4yuB ioro, MaOyTh, HIOAHS BCE CBOE
KUTTA. AJie 3apa3 BOHO JJIsi MEHE — IOPOXKHE IMOJIOTHO. Sl 3HAIO Mpo
ce0e CTUThKH K, CKUTBKH 3HAFO MPO JIBYUHY, 3 SIKOIO, 3d CI08AMU SIKO2OCh
Enopro, s mmeTHBCs 1Ba POKH.

S HACTIMBKM K 3HAHOMHUU i3 II€I0 JIOMWHOIO y BiUI3E€pKAJICHHI, 5K 1 3
KOYKHUM acCIIEKTOM CBOTO JKUTTS 3apas.

ToO6TO — 30BCIiM HE 3HAHOMUM.

— XT0 TH? — ILIENOoYYy s 10 A3epKaja.

JIBepi TMOBUTRHO BIAUMHSAIOTECA. Moi o4l  pi3KO 3pUBAOTHCS 3
B1IOOpaKE€HHS. XTOCh 3aXOIUTh. Pyka, maybpili 3 4epBOHUM MaHIKIOPOM.
JliBunHa, 3 KOO S IIIETUBCS» JIBa POKH. Yapii.

—Caiinace?

Bomna obepexHo 3a3upae, i Mo uIyKae moch... KOorocb. MeHe.

Sk TiTBKM HaIll 04l 3yCTPiYarOThCs, BOHA OJpa3y BIIBOIUTH IOTJIS.
3aHaaTO MIBUAKO, MO0 11e OyJI0 BUIAIKOBO.

— Ie g, — xaxy.

Bona kuBae i 3axoauth. Hepinry4icTe Y4UTa€THCSA B KOKHOMY 11 pyci.

51 He 3Ha10, K MEPEeKOHATH i, 10 Bce rapas/l. S He maM’sTaro HIYOro Ipo
Hei. AJie XOUeThCsl CKaszaTH il yce — KOXHY JIeTallb, SIKy S BiI4yBao,
aine He po3ymiro. bo MeHi moTpiOHa mNpuHAWMHI OJHA JIIOAMHA, SKA
3pO3yMi€, 110 31 MHOIO KOIThCS. S Maro 3HAUTH Ti.

Ane K XJI0omenb MOXKE CKa3aTH JiBYMHI, 1110 BiH 1i He maM’saTac?

Konmu BiH He mam’sdTae HaBiTH camiciHbKoro cebe? Bin npocmo iii He
Kaoice. Bin 60ae, mak camo sk 80ace 3 6y0b-KUM iHULUM.

Bona croitb, MoBuuTh. Y ii mommsagi — cTO 3anuTaHb. Sl He Xouy
BIJIITOBIATH HA YKOLHE 3 HUX.
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“I'm fine, Charlie.” I smile at her, because it feels like something I
should do.“Just not feeling so hot. Goback to class.”

She doesn’t move.

She doesn’t smile.

She stays where she is, unaffected by my instruction. She reminds me of
one of those animals on springs you’d ride on a playground. The kind
you push, but they just bounce right back up. I feel like if

someone were to shove her shoulders, she’d lean straight back, feet in
place, and then bounce right back up again.

I don’t remember what those things are called, but I do make a mental
note that I somehow remember them. I’ve made a lot of mental notes in
the last three hours.

I’'m a senior.

My name is Silas.

Nash might be my last name.

My girlfriend’s name is Charlie.

I play football.

I know what jellyfish look like.

Charlie tilts her head and the corner of her mouth twitches slightly. Her
lips part, and for a moment, all I hear are nervous breaths. When she
finally forms words, I want to hide from them. I

want to tell her to close her eyes and count to twenty until I’'m too far
away to hear her question.

“What’s my last name, Silas?”

Her voice is like smoke. Soft and wispy and then gone.

I can’t tell if she’s extremely intuitive or if 'm doing a horrible job of
covering up the fact that I know nothing. For a moment, I debate
whether or not I should tell her. If I tell her and she believes

me, she might be able to answer a lot of questions I have. But if I tell her
and she doesn t believe me...

“Babe,” 1 say with a dismissive laugh. Do I call her babe? “What kind
of question is that?”

— VYee ryn, Yapni, — kaxy. Yemixatocs. bo tak, malyTh, Tpeba. —
[Ipocro... HE My*)e m0Ope mouyBarocs. [ToBepraiics 10 Kacy.

Bona He pyxaeThcsl.

He ycwmixaerbes.

He pearye.

Croite, sK ¢Qirypka Ha TPYXHHI 3 AUTIYOTO MailjgaHuuka. Taxki
IITOBXA€ENT — 1 BOHU OJIpa3y ITiJICKAKYIOTh Ha3ad. MeHi 37a€ThCs, SKOH
XTOCh IITOBXHYB ii 3a IJIedi, BOHAa MPOCTO BIAKUHYJIAch OW Haszal, He
3pYIIMBINM 3 MICIl, a TOTIM Ofpa3y Bijckoumjia O Ha3aj, Hadye Ha
MPY>KUHI.

S He maM’sATaro, SK BOHM HAa3WBAIOThCA. AJie 3HAIO, IO BOHM €. | e e
OJTHA HOTaTKa B MOEMY BHYTPINTHHOMY WIOJACHHUKY 3a OCTAaHHI TpHU
TOJIMHH.

A — cmapuioknacHux.

Mene 36amu Catinac.

Mooicnuso, Heur — moe npizsuuye.
A epaio y pymbon.

Mos odieuuna — Yapni.

A 3naio, ax naxuyms ainii.

1 ax suensoae meodysa.

A ne 3uaro, xmo 1.

Yapni Haxuisie TooBy. Y Hel TpeMTUTh KyTHK TI'y0. Bona Banuxae —
HEpBOBO, THX0. HapemTi roBOpuTh:

— Slke moe npizBuie, Caitnace?

Ii romoc — six aum. M’sIKWi, HETIeBHUH K TyMaH HaJl BOJOIO.

51 He MOXyY 3pO3yMITH, Y4 BOHA MAa€ TaKy HaJ3BUYAWHY IHTYILiIO, UM 5
MPOCTO KAaXJIMBO TPHUXOBYIO TOW (pakT, mo Hidoro He mam’stato. Ha
MUTb 51 Bararocsi, 4 BapTo il cka3aTu. SIKIo CKaxy — 1 BOHA MOBIpUTH
MEHi, MOXKJIMBO, 3MOXK€ JaTH BIJMIOBIJII HA KyMy 3alMTaHb, 10 MEHE
IpU3yTh. AJle SIKIIO CKaXy — 1 BOHA HE TMOBIPHTb. ..
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She lifts the foot I was positive was stuck to the floor, and she takes a
step forward. She takes another. She continues toward me until she’s
about a foot away; close enough that I can smell her.

Lilies.

She smells like lilies, and I don’t know how I can possibly remember
what lilies smell like, but somehow not remember the actual person
standing in front of me who smells like them.

Her eyes haven’t left mine, not even once.

“Silas,” she says.

“What’s my last name?”

I work my jaw back and forth, and then turn around to face the sink
again. | lean forward and grip it tightly with both hands. I slowly lift my
eyes until they meet hers in the reflection.

“Your last name?” My mouth is dry again and my words come out
scratchy.

She waits.

I look away from her and back at the eyes of the unfamiliar guy in the
mirror.

“I...I can’t remember.”

She disappears from the reflection, followed immediately by a loud
smack. It reminds me of the sound the fish make at Pikes Place Market,
when they toss and catch them in the wax paper.

Smack!

I spin around and she’s lying on the tile floor, eyes closed, arms splayed
out. I immediately kneeldown and lift her head, but as soon as I have her
elevated several inches off the floor, her eyelids

begin to flutter open.

“Charlie?”

She sucks in a rush of air and sits up. She pulls herself out of my arms
and shoves me away, almost as if she’s afraid of me. I keep my hands
positioned near her in case she attempts to stand, but she doesn’t. She
remains seated on the floor with her palms pressed into the tile.

— CoHeuKko, — BIJMOBIIAI0 3 JIETKOI, 3HEBAXKIMBOIO yCMIIIKOO. Yomy
1 maxk it Hasusaro? — 11lo 3a muTanHs?

Bona pobutk kpok. Ilorim me oguH. 3ynuHSETHCSA 3a MiB METpa Bia
MeHe. JlocTarHbo, abu BiqIyTH 11 3amax.

Jinii.

Bona maxse, sk mimii. Yopr, s mam’sTaro 3amax JijIii, ajge He maM’ sTako
JIBYMHY, SIKa CTOITh TIEPE/Il MHOIO 1 ITAXHE HUMH.

Bona quBuTHCS MEHI TIpsiMO B 04i. He 3BOUTH MOTIISI Y.

— Caiinace, — noBTOprO€. — SIKe MOe€ TpizBuIIIE?

S smimmoro 3y6u. [loBepraroch 10 pakoBuHHM. Xamaiocsi 3a Hei oOoma

pyKamu, Haxwistoduch. IlimiiiMaro odi — B A3epkajii 0ady oOaudus
TIBYUHH MTOPYY 31 CBOIM.

— Tsoe mpizBume?.. —Y MeHE 3HOBY IEpPECOXJI0 B POTi, 1 CJIOBa
BHUPUBAIOTHCS XPUIIKO.

Bona uekae.

S BimBOMKY MO BiAg HEl W moBeprarocs 0 O4ed HE3HAWOMIIS B
J3epKaJIi.

— 4... 51 He MOXKYy 3rajaru.

Bona 3HuMKae 3 BimoOpakeHHS, 1 Oapa3y MICHA IOTO JyHAE TYYHUH
xyoniok. lle Haramye MeHi 3ByK, KM BUAAIOTh PUOM y BOCKOBOMY
nanepi Ha puHKy «[laiikc-ITneicy», Kom iX KHIArOTh 1 JTIOBJISTh.

bAX!

A pisko obeprarocss — 1 Oauy, SK BOHA JIGKUTh Ha IUIUTII, 3
3aITIONICHAMH 0YMMa, PO3KMHYTUMHU pyKamiu. S Bifpasy omyckarocs Ha
KOJIIHA W migHIMar ii TOJIOBY, ajie IIOMHO MmiJHIMar ii Ha KuIbKa
CAaHTUMETPIB BiJl MAJOTH, ii MOBIKM TMOYMHAIOTH TPEMTITH — 1 BOHA
posruttontye oui.— Yapimi?

Bomna pi3ko Bnuxae i cizae. Bubupaerscst 3 MOix 001iMIB 1 BIAILITOBXY€E
MeHe, Maiike HiOU 00iTbcst MeHe. S TpuMaro pyku O Hel, Ha BUTIAJIOK,
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“You passed out,” I tell her.

She frowns at me.

“I’m aware of that.”

I don’t speak again. I should probably know what all her expressions
mean, but I don’t. I don’t know if she’s scared or angry or...

“I’m confused,” she says, shaking her head.

“I...can you...” she pauses, and then makes an attempt

to stand. I stand with her, but I can tell she doesn’t like this by the way
she glares at my hands that are slightly lifted, waiting to catch her should
she start to fall again.

She takes two steps away from me and crosses an arm over her chest.
She brings her opposite hand up and begins chewing on the pad of her
thumb again. She studies me quietly for a moment and

then pulls her thumb from her mouth, making a fist.

“You didn’t know we had class together after lunch. ” Her words are
spoken with a layer of accusation.

“You don’t know my last name.”

I shake my head, admitting to the two things I can’t deny.

“What can you remember?”’ she asks.

She’s scared. Nervous. Suspicious. Our emotions are reflections of one
another, and that’s whenthe clarity hits.

She may not feel familiar. I may not feel familiar. But our actions—our
demeanor—they’re exactly the same.

“What do I remember?” I repeat her question in an attempt to buy
myself a few more seconds to allow my suspicions to gain footing.

She waits for my answer.

“History,” I say, attempting to remember as far back as I can.

“Books. I saw a girl drop her books.

” I grab my neck again and squeeze.

“Oh, God.” She takes a quick step toward me.

“That’s...that’s the first thing [ remember.”

My heart jumps to my throat.

SKIIO BOHA CHpoOye BCTaTH, aje BOHAa IOTO He pobutb. Bona
3aJIMIIAETHCS CHIIITH Ha TiJI031, PUTHUCKAIOYH JJOJOHI JI0 ITHTKH.

— Ty 3HENpPUTOMHIIA, — KaXKYy.

Bona xmypurscs.

— Ta neBxe?

S mosuy. Bo He 3Hato, mo me ckazatu. He posymiro 1i peaxiit. [i
emoriii. MosH ii Tiia. MaB O 3HaTHU. AJle He 3HAIO.

— 1 3amumyTanack, — Kake BOHA TUXO0, XUTHYBIIU TOJIOBOIO.

— S1... TH MOXKell... — BOHA 3aTHHAETHCS, HAMAraeTbcs MiABECTUCH. S
TEX BCTal, aje MOMidaro, Io il HACTOPOXKYy€e MOsi OnmM3bKicTh. BoHa
poOuTH KibKa KpoOKiB Hazan. Cxpellye pyku. 3HOBY Tpu3e MHalellb.
[MunpHO BAMBIISIETHCS B MEHE.

— Tu He 3HaB, mo miciaa o0iqy ypok. I He 3Haem Moro mnpi3BuIna, —
KaXXe 3 Ti103por0.

— Illo ™ mam’saraem?

S1 XuTaro roIoBO0, BU3HAIOUHU JBI PeUi, SKMX HE MOXKY 3allePCUUTH.

S Gauy crpax y ii ouax. Takuii caMuii, Ik y MOix. MU MOB a3epKajo
OJIHE JUIsl OMHOTO. | B 1Iei MOMEHT yce BCTa€ Ha CBOT MiCIIs.

Bona Tex HiYOro He mam’sTae.

— o s mam’sTaro? — noBToproto. Tarny yac.

Bona uekae.

— Icropito, — Hapemri Bianosinawo. — Kuuru. S Gauus, sk JgiBUMHA
BITYCTHJIA KHUTH.

TopkHyBCs mIMi.

O, boxe. Ile — nepiue, 1110 5 Mam’sATao.

Bona poOuTh KpoK 710 MEHE.

— Ile nepue, 110 s maM’ATar0, — MOBTOPIOE.

Moe ceplie ckaxeHo kanarae. BoHa Tpsice rojioBolo.

— Meni ne He momobOaethcs. lle He Mae cency. Bona Burismae
CTIOKiHOI0 — CIIOKilHIIIO00, Hixk 5 BiadyBato. i ronoc pisnuit. € 1uHnit
CTpax, KU s NoMiyar, — 1€ B pO3LIMpeHux Oinkax i1 ouelh. bes
pO3IyMIB s MPUTHCKAIO ii 10 cede, ane, 37a€Thes, e OUIbIIE ISl MOTO
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She begins to shake her head.

“I don’t like this. It doesn’t make sense.” She appears calm—calmer
than I feel. Her voice is steady. The only fear I see is in the stretched
whites of her eyes. I pull her to me without thinking, but I think it’s more
for my own relief rather than to put her at ease. She doesn’t

pull away, and for a second, I wonder if this is normal for us. [ wonder if
we’re in love.

I tighten my hold until I feel her stiffen against me.

“We need to figure this out,” she says,

separating herself from me.

My first instinct is to tell her it’ll be okay, that I’ll figure it out. I'm
flooded with an overwhelming need to protect her—only I have no idea
how to do that when we’re both experiencing the same

reality.

The bell rings, signaling the end of Spanish. Within seconds, the
bathroom door will probably open. Lockers will be slamming shut. We’ll
have to figure out what classes we’re supposed to be in

next. [ take her hand and pull her behind me as I push open the bathroom
door.

“Where are we going?” she asks.

I look at her over my shoulder and shrug.

“I have no idea. I just know I want to leave.”

Chapter 3 — Charlie

This dude—this guy, Silas—he grabs my hand like he knows me and
drags me behind him like I’'m a little kid. And that’s what I feel like—a
little kid in a big, big world. I don’t understand anything, and I most
certainly don’t recognize anything. All I can think, as he pulls me
through the understated halls of some anonymous high school, is that I
fainted; keeled over like some damsel in distress. And on the boys’
bathroom floor. Filthy. I’'m evaluating my priorities, wondering how my

BJIACHOI'O IIOJIETIIEHHSA, aHK I TOro, mo0 3acmokoitu ii. Bona ne
BIJIIIITOBXYE MEHE, 1 HA MUThH SI 3aMHCITIOIOCH, YU 116 HOPMaJIbHO JJIs HAC.
Yu MU 3axkoxaHi?

A o6ifiMaro ii MimHO. A TOKHM BOHAa HE HANPYXKYEThCS W HE

B1JICTOPOHIOETHCS.
— Hawm tpe0a 1e 3’sicyBaTh, — Kake, Bi/ICyBalOuu MEHE Bij cebe.
1l mepmuidi 1HCTUHKT — CKas3aTu i, 1o Bce Oyme ao0pe, 1Mo s BCe

BUpimry. MeHe OXOIuTioe HeMOBIpHE Oa)XaHHS 3aXUCTHUTHU 11 — TUTBKHU 5
HE Mal aHi HaWMEHIIOTO YSBJICHHS, SIK 1€ 3pOOUTH, KOJM MH OOMIBa
IIEPEKUBAEMO OFHE U TE caMe.

JlyHae N3BOHMK, CIIOBIIIAIOYM MPO KiHEIh YPOKY iCHaHChKOi. 3a KiJIbKa
CeKyHJ JBepi BaHHOi, WMOBipHO, BiakpuioThcs. lllapu OyayTh 3HOBY
3akpuBaTucs. Ham moTpiOHO Oyme BUPIMIMTH, B SKi MU MaemMo OyTH
IpyIi HACTYMHOTO Ypoky. Sl Oepy il 3a pyKy 1 TATHY 3a co0O0I0, KOJIU
BIIKpHMBAIO JBEPi BAHHOI.

JlyHae n3BIHOK, IO CHOBIIIAa€ TPO KiHEIb YPOKY. 3a MHThH JABEpi
BimunHAThCs. [1ladu 3arprokarots. Ham motpiOHO pyxarucs.

— Kynu mu finemo? — nurae Yapii.

51 ornsinaroch Ha Hel yepes 1uiede. 3HU3YI0 TUIeYrMa.

— $1 He 3Ha0. S mpocTo 3Halo, 1m0 Tpeda 3BIACH UTH.

Po3nin 3 — Yapai

Leit uyBak, Caiinac, xamae MeHe 3a pyKy, HIOM 3Ha€ MEHE BCE JKUTTS, 1
TSATHE 32 CO0O0I0, SK MaJeHbKY OUTHHY. S1 crpaBii Tak IO4YyBaroCs-
MaJIECEHBKOIO JIMTHHKOIO Y BEJIMYE3HOMY CBITi. Sl HIYOrO HE PO3YMIIoO i,
3BUYAiiHO, BCE HE3HaiioMe. Bcee, mpo 110 s MoKy ayMaTH, KOJIH BiH TATHE
MeHe uepe3 MPUIITYIIeHI KOPUIOPH SKOICh HEBIZJOMOI IIIKOJIH, 11 T€, L0
s 3HEMPUTOMHINIA; po3IUIacTanacs, sk repoins xiHodoro pomany. Ille i
Ha TUI031 4YooBivoro Ttyanery. [uooma. 51 TepeoCMUCTIO CBOT
NPIOPUTETH, TUBYIOYHCH, SK Mili MO30K HPUMYIPSETHCS XBUIIOBATHUCS
PO MiKpOOH, KOJIM B MEHE SBHO CEpHO3HIIIl MPOOIEMH, — 1 B 1[I0 MUTh
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brain can fit germs into the equation when I clearly have a much larger
problem, when we burst into the sunlight. I shield my eyes with my free
hand as the Silas dude pulls keys from his backpack. He holds them
above his head and makes a circle, clicking the alarm button on his key
fob. From some far corner of the parking lot we hear the shriek of an
alarm.

We run for it, our shoes slapping the concrete with urgency, as if
someone is chasing us. And they might be. The car turns out to be an
SUV . I know it’s impressive because it sits above the other cars, making
them look small and insignificant. A Land Rover. Silas is either driving
his dad’s car, or floating in his dad’s money. Maybe he doesn’t have a
dad. He wouldn’t be able to tell me anyway.

And how do I even know how much a car like this costs? I have
memories of how things work: a car, the rules of the road, the presidents,
but not of who I am.

He opens the door for me while looking over his shoulder toward the
school, and I get the feeling

I’'m being pranked. He could be responsible for this. He could have
given me something to cause me

to lose my memory temporarily, and now he’s only pretending.

“Is this for real?” I ask, suspended above the front seat.

“You don’t know who you are?”

“No,” he says.

“Idon’t.”

I believe him. Kind of. I sink into my seat.

He searches my eyes for a moment longer before slamming my door and
running around to the driver’s side. I feel rough. Like after a night of
drinking. Do I drink? My license said I was only seventeen. I chew on
my thumb as he climbs in and starts the engine by pressing a button.
“How’d you know how to do that?” I ask.

“Do what?”

“Start the car without a key.”

MU BHPUBAEMOCH Ha COHSIYHE CBITIO. S 3aTylsAi0 04l BUIBHOIO PYKOIO, a
Cailnac, BUTATYE KITIOUI 3 PIOK3aKa.

Bin migifimae iX Haj TOJOBOIO 1 pOOUTH KOJIO, HATUCKAIOYM HAa KHOIIKY
curHamizamii Ha Opesoky. [3 SKoroch Janekoro KyTra MapKOBKH JOJTHHAE
MIPOHU3IUBUN 3BYK CUTHAJII3aIlii.

Mu MYMMO IOMYXy, HAIll ITJIOIIBH TYMAIOTh MO OETOHY 3 TaKUM
MOCITIXOM, HIOM 3a HaMH XTOCh JKE€HEThbCs. MOXKJIMBO, Tak 1 €. ABTO
BUSIBIIIETHCSl MMO3AlUITXOBUKOM. SI po3ymito, MmO BOHA KpyTa, 1 B
MOPiBHSHHI 3 HEl0, 1HII aBTO mpocTo Himo. [{e neraposep. Adbo Caiinac
BOIUTH TaTOBUH aBTOMOOLTb, a00 TPOCTO KYMAETbCs B OATbKOBHX
rpomax. A MoXke, B HbOTO i HeMae Tara. Bce oiHO BiH MEHI HE pO3Kaxe.
I 3Bigku s B3araii 3HAIO, CKUIBKM Taka MalinHa KomTye? Y MeHe €
CIIOTaJIM TIPO TE, SIK BJIAIITOBAHUM CBIT: SIK MPAIOE€ aBTOMOOLTB, TIPaBUIIA
JOPOXKHBOTO PYXY, IPE3UACHTH... alie HE MPO Te, XTO 5 Taka.

Bin BimumHs€ MeHI OBepIsATa, HE 3BOJASYM O4YEH 31 IIKOIM 332 HAIIMMH
CIMHAMH, 1 B MEHE 3 SBISETHCA Mil03pa, IO MEHE pO3IrpyrOTh.
Mo:xauBO, 1€ BiH HakoiB. MOXIJIHMBO, BIH JaB MEHi II[OCh, BiJ 4OTro
TUMYAcCOBO BTpaTHjIa MaM’siTh, 1 TEMEp TIIBKU BIA€, IO TeTh HIYOTO HE
3HaE.

— Lle x He rpa? — MUTAIO 5, 3aBUCHYBIIH HAJ MEPEIHIM CHUAIHHSM.

— Twu He 3Ha€m, xTo TH?

— Hi, — BiamoBigae BiH.

— 51 Tex Hi.

S tiomy Bipto. [IpunHaiiMui Tpoxu. Omyckarocs B CHIIHHS.

Bin mie MuTh BAMBISIETBCS B MOi O4i, TTOTIM T'PIOKA€ JBEpUMa 1 OKHUTH
Ha Micre Bofis. S mouyBarocs kKaximBO. SIK TICIA BaXKOI HOYI 3
BUIIMBKOIO. A s B3araii m’ro? Bopilicbke IMOCBITYEHHS Kake, IO MEHI
JUIIe CIMHAAUAT. S Tpu3y BENMKUI Majieib, TOKH BiH CIia€ i 3aBOAUTH
JIBUTYH, HATUCHYBIITU KHOIIKY.

— 3BIJKU TH 3HAB, SIK 1€ 3pOOUTH? — MUTAIO.

— IIlo came?
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“I...I don’t know.”

I watch his face as we pull out of the spot. He blinks a lot, glances at me
more, runs a tongue over his bottom lip. When we’re at a stoplight, he
finds the HOME button on the GPS and hits it. I’'m impressed that he
thought to do that.

“Redirecting,” a woman’s voice says. I want to lose it, jump out of the
moving car and run like a frightened deer. I am so afraid.

His home is large. There are no cars in the driveway as we linger on the
curb, the engine purring quietly.

“Are you sure this is you?” I ask.

He shrugs.

“Doesn’t look like anyone is home,” he says.

“Should we?”

I nod. I shouldn’t be hungry, but I am. I want to go inside and have
something to eat, maybe research our symptoms and see if we’ve come
in contact with some brain-eating bacteria that’s stolen our memories. A
house like this should have a couple of laptops lying around. Silas turns
into the driveway and parks. We climb out timidly, looking around at the
shrubs and trees like they’re going to come alive. He finds a key on his
key ring that opens the front door. As I stand behind him and wait, I
study him. In his clothes and hair he wears the cool look of a guy who
doesn’t care, but he carries his shoulders like he cares too much. He also
smells like the outside: grass, and pine, and rich black dirt.

He’s about to turn the knob.

“Wait!”

He turns around slowly, despite the urgency in my voice.

“What if there’s someone in there?”

He grins, or maybe it’s a grimace.

“Maybe they can tell us what the hell is happening...”

Then we are inside. We stand immobile for a minute, looking around. I
cower behind Silas like a

— 3aBecTu MalMHy 0e3 KItoyva.

— S1... 4 He 3Ha0.

S cnoctepiraro 3a oro oOMMYYSIM, TTOKH MH BUIXKIKAEMO 3 MTAPKOBKHU.
Bin gacto kiimae, momisgae Ha MEHE, NMPOBOAUTH S3MKOM TI0 HUKHIN
ry6i. Komn mm 3ynuHsSeMoch Ha CBiTIIOGOpi, BIH HATHCKAE KHOIIKY
«10IOMVY» na GPS. 5 Bpaxxena — BiH Tpo IIe MTOTyMaB.

— MapuipyT nepeiamToBaHo, — Kake >KIHOUHH TOJI0C.

MeHi XOueThCsl KpU4yaTH, BUCKOUYUTH 3 MAIIWHU 1 TIOOITTH, SIK HaJsKaHa
capHa. MeHi cripaB/ii CTpaIIHO.

BusiBnsierscsi, y HpOro BenuuesHuid aiM. Ha min’i3mii qopixii Hemae
MaluH. My 3ynuHsAeMOCh OISl y30144si, ABUTYH THXO MypPKOUe.

— Tu BIIeBHEHHUH, 110 1I€ TBil AiM? — MIHUTAIO.

Bin 3HHM3y€ mieunma.

— Cxoke, BoMa HIKOI'O HEMAE.

— Mu inemo?

S xuBato. S He mana O XOTiTH icTH, aje xody. S Xouy 3aiiTh Bcepeanny,
II0Ch MEPEKYCUTH, MOXKIIUBO, 3HANTH 1H(GOPMAIIIIO IMPO HAIlll CUMITOMH
— panToM MM HiAYENHIN SKYCh OakTepito, IO 3'imae MO30K i CTHUpae
nmam’sTh. Y TaKOMY JJOMi TOYHO Ma€ OyTH KiJbKa HOYTIB.

Caiinac 3aixmKkae Ha MOABIP S 1 MAPKyeThCs. Mu 00epeXHO BUXOIUMO,
HAaCTOPOXKCHO PO3IAMBIISIIOYMCH KYyIIl Ta JepeBa, HIOM Ti OCh-OCh
OXHBYTh. BiH 3HaXOAWTh KJIIOY Ha OperoKy, SKui BiakpuBae nsepi. S
CTOIO 3a HOTO CIIMHOKO i BIMBIAIOCA B HBOTO. Moro omdr i 3agicka —
CTHJIbHI, TPOXHW Hexbami, aje B TOMY, SK BiH TpHUMa€ IUIedi, € MIOCh
Harpy>XeHe, MOBOM BIH 3aHAATO CHJIBHO Bce€ chpuiiMae. BiH maxHe
BYJIMIIEIO: TPABOIO, COCHOIO 1 )KUPHOIO YOPHOIO 3€MJICIO.

Bin 30upaeThcst TOBEPHYTH PYUKY.

— Crpusaii!

Bin noBinbHO 00epTaeThCs, MONPH TEPMIHOBICTh Y MOEMY TOJIOCI.

— A panrom TaM XTocCh €?

Bin ycmixaerbess — a00, MOXIIHBO, 11€ pajilie rpuMaca.

— Moxe, BOHU CKaXKXyTh HaM, 1110, 9YOPT 3a0upaii, BiOyBa€ThCA. . .
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wimp. It’s not cold but I'm shivering. Everything is heavy and
impressive—the furniture, the air, my

book bag, which hangs off my shoulder like dead weight. Silas moves
forward. I grab onto the back

of his shirt as we skirt through the foyer and into the family room. We
move from room to room,

stopping to examine the photos on the walls. Two smiling, sun-kissed
parents with their arms around two smiling, dark-haired boys, the ocean
in the background.

“You have a little brother,” I say.

“Did you know you have a little brother?”

He shakes his head, no. The smiling in the photos becomes more scarce
as Silas and his mini-me brother get older. There is plenty of acne and
braces, photos of parents who are trying too hard to be

cheerful as they pull stiff-shouldered boys toward them. We move to the
bedrooms...the bathrooms.

We pick up books, read the labels on brown prescription bottles we find
in medicine cabinets. His

mother keeps dried flowers all over the house; pressed into the books on
her nightstand, in hermakeup drawer, and lined up on the shelves in their
bedroom. I touch each one, whispering their names under my breath. I
remember all the names of the flowers. For some reason, this makes me
giggle. Silas stops short when he walks into his parents’ bathroom and
finds me bent over laughing.

“I’'m sorry,” I say. “ I had a moment.”

“What kind of moment?”’

“A moment where I realized that I’ve forgotten everything in the world
about myself, but I know what a hyacinth is.”

He nods.

“Yeah.” He looks down at his hands, creases forming on his forehead.
“Do you think we should tell someone? Go to a hospital, maybe?”

I or Mu Bxke BcepenuHi. CTOIMO HEPYXOMO KiIbKa CEKyHJ, O3UPAIOYHCh
noBkona. S xomatock 3a cnuHoro Caiinaca, sk Oosry3ka. Haue He
XOJIOJTHO, aJie MEHE TPYCUTh. YC€ HaBKOJIO 3[AEThCS BAXKKUM 1 BETUYHUM
— Me0JTi, IOBITPsI, Mill pIOK3aK, 10 3BHCAE 3 TJIeYa MEPTBUM BaHTAXKEM.
Caiinac pymrae Briepes. 1 xamarocs 3a HOTO COpOYKY, KOJIM MU 00€pEkKHO
MHUHAEMO TEPEANoKid 1 3axoguMo 10 BiTanbHi. MU mepexomumo 3
KIMHaTH B KIMHaTy, 3yHNUHSAIOYUCH Ol (ortorpadiii Ha criHaxX. [[Boe
YCMIXHEHHX, 3aCMariux OaTbKiB TPUMAIOTh y 00iiMaxX ABOX YCMiXHEHUX
TEMHOBOJIOCHX XJIOMIIiB, HA ()OHI OKEaH.

— V¥ tebe € Monoammuii Opat, — Kaxy f.

— Tu 3HaB, mo B Tebe € Monoamuii 6par?

Bin xurtae ronoBor0 — Hi. YeMimku Ha (OTO CTArOTh JeAali PiIIIuMH 3
BikoM Caiiaca i 1oro MajgeHbKOTO JBiiiHMKA. Ha 3MiHy iM mpuxoasTh
npuili, Opeketd, (oTo, ne OarbkuM HAATO CTAPAOTHCS BUIVISIATH
BECEJIMMHU, MPUTATYIOUH JI0 ce0e XJIOMIIB 13 CKyTOIO IMOCTABOIO.

Mu mnepexoauMo 10 ChalieHb... BaHHMX KiMHAT. [liHIMaeMo KHHTH,
YUTAEMO €TUKETKH Ha KOPUYHEBHUX IUIALICUKAX 3 JIIKAMH, K1 3HAXOJUMO
B amTeukaX. Moro Mama po3Kiama CyXi KBiTH 10 BCili Xari: Mix
CTOpIHKaMU KHIKOK Ha HIYHOMY CTOJIMKY, B IIYXJIA/l 3 KOCMETHKOIO, Ha
NOJHMIAX Yy chaibHi. S TOpKaloocs KOKHOI KBITKH, THXEHBKO
MIPOMOBJISIFOYM iXHI Ha3BH. S| mam’sTaro BCl Ha3BM KBITiB. YOMyCh MEHE
ne cmimuTh. Caifnac pi3ko 3yNMUHSAETHCS, KOJIH 3aXOAWTh Y BaHHY CBOiX
0aTbhKIB 1 CIIOCTEPITAE, K 5 CTOKO 1 XUXOUY.

— Bubau, — kaxy s.

— MeHe 3710BMB MOMEHT.

— Skuit MomeHT?

— MowmeHT, KoM s ycBijommia, 1o 3alyna Bce mMpo cebe B IbOMY
CBITI... aJIe BCE Il 3HAIO0, 110 TaKe I1allkHT.

Bin kuBae.

— Taxk.

Bin quBuTHCS Ha CBOI pyKH, Ha 71001 3'IBISIOTHCS] 3MOPIITKH.
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“Do you think they’d believe us?” I ask. We stare at each other then.
And I hold back the urge onceagain to ask if I’'m being pranked. This
isn’t a prank. It’s too real.

We move to his father’s study next, scouring over papers and looking in
drawers. There is nothing eo tell us why we are like this, nothing out of
the ordinary. I keep a close watch on him from the

corner of my eye. If this is a prank, he’s a very good actor. Maybe this is
an experiment, 1 think. I'm part of some psychological, government
experiment and I’m going to wake up in a lab. Silas watches me too. I
see his eyes darting over me, wondering...assessing. We don’t speak
much. Just, Look at this. Or, Do you think this is something?

We are strangers and there are few words between us.

Silas’s room is last. He clutches my hand as we enter and I let him
because I'm starting to feel light-headed again. The first thing I see is a
photo of us on his desk. I am wearing a costume—a too- short leopard
print tutu and black angel wings that spread elegantly behind me. My
eyes are lined with thick, glittery lashes. Silas is dressed in all white,
with white angel wings. He looks handsome. Good vs. evil, 1 think. Is
that the sort of life game we played? He glances at me and raises his
eyebrows.

“Poor costume choice,” I shrug. He cracks a smile and then we move to
opposite sides of the room.

I lift my eyes to walls where there are framed photos of people: a
homeless man slouched against a wall, holding a blanket around himself;
a woman sitting on a bench, crying into her hands. A gypsy,

her hand clamped around her own neck as she looks into the camera lens
with empty eyes. The photos are morbid. They make me want to turn
away, feel ashamed. I don’t understand why anyone would

want to take a photo of such morbidly sad things, never mind hang them
on their walls to look at everyday.

And then I turn and see the expensive camera perched on the desk. It’s in
a place of honor, sitting atop a pile of glossy photography books. I look

— Sk mymaeni, Ham BapTo KoMych ckazaru? [loixaTu o mikapHi, Moxe?
— Sk mymaerni, HaMm MOBIPATH? — MUTAIO S

Mu npocto TUBHUMOCS OAHE Ha OMHOTO. | 5 3HOBY CTpuUMyIO Oa’kaHHs
3amUTaTd, 4M Iie He posirpam. Ane Hi — 1e He Tak. Lle Bce Haaro
peanbHO BUITISIAE.

Mu nepexoauMo 10 OaThKOBOTO KaOiHETy, MeperisigaeMo TOKYMEHTH,
3a3UpaeMO 10 UIyXJiAA. Tam HIYOro — 3>KOJHOTO TOSCHEHHS, >KOTHOT
OUBUHU. Sl KpaeMm OKa CIocTepiraro 3a HUM. SIKIIO e KapT — BiH
CIpaBai TaJIAHOBUTHHA akTop. Moske, e ekcnepuMmeHT? S yacTuHa
SKOTOCh ~ YPAIOBOTO TCHXOJOTIYHOTO EKCIIEPUMEHTY, 1 HEBIOB3I
NpoKuHycs B naboparopii. Caiinac Tex mornagae Ha MeHe. Moro oui
IIBUKO KOB3aIOTh TI0 MEHI — CIIOCTEpirae... aHamizye. Mu maibke He
po3moBisieMo. Jlue:

— IloguBucs Ha 1e.

Abo:

— Tu tymaen, 1ie moch BaxJinuBe?

Mu — He3HaHoMII, 1 Mi’)K HAMH — JIMIIE KiJIbKA CIIiB.

OcrtanHiM MU TiepeBipsieMo Horo kiMHaTy. BiH cTHCKae MOIO PyKy, KOJIH
MU 3aXOAHMMO, 1 51 HE MPYYal0Ch — MEHI 3HOBY MaMOPOYHUTHCS B TOJIOBI.
[lepmre, mo s 6auy, — 1e Hama cmiabHa ¢ortorpadis Ha cromi. S y
KOCTIOMI — 3aHaJITO KOPOTKa JICOMapA0Ba CyKHs 1 YOpHI KpUJia aHrena,
IO €JIETAHTHO PO3KPHUBAIOTHCS 3a CIIUHOK. Moi o4i mijBeeHi, Bii TyCTi,
omuckyui. Caititac — Bech y OijoMy, 3 OltuMu Kpriiamu. BiH Bumsiiae
npuBabauBo. Iub 1 Sub, gymaro 5. Lle Taka rpa B Hac Oyna? Bin norsiiae
Ha MEHE U MiaiiMae OpPOBH.

— Hesnanmii BuGip KOCTIOMa, — 3HHU3YE TUICUHMA.

A yemixarchk, 1 ME pO3XOAUMOCS TI0 pi3HI OOKH KIMHATH.

S migBomKy 04l MO CTiH, Jie BUCITH oOpamiieHi ¢ororpadii: 6e3xaTbKo,
3ropOIeHH OiJIsl CTIHU, 3aKyTaHWH Y KOBJPY; JKIHKa Ha JIaBIll, 110 TUIaYe,
3aKpUBIIM OOMMYYS pyKaMH; LUTaHKa, fKa CTHUCKae co0i mmio ¥
JTUBUTHCSI B 00’ €KTHB MOpoKHIMHA ounMa. L1i hoto — MoTopomHi. Born
3MYIIYIOTh MEHE BiIBEPHYTHUCH, BITUYTH COPOM. S HEe po3yMilo, HaBIIIO
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“This will help with her stomach.” She hands me both sodas and then
wraps the grilled cheese in a paper towel. Charlie is already waiting at
the front door. Just as I’'m about to walk away from Ezra, she squeezes
my wrist. I face her again, and her eyes move from Charlie to me.

“It’s good to see her back here,” Ezra says softly.

“I’ve been worried how everything between both your

fathers might have affected the two of you. You’ve loved that girl since
before you could walk.”

I stare at her, not sure how to process all the information I just received.
“Before I could walk, huh?”

She smiles like she has one of my secrets. I want it back.

“Silas,” Charlie says.

I shoot a quick smile at Ezra and head for Charlie. As soon as I reach the
front door, the shrill ring on her phone startles her and it falls from her
hands, straight to the floor. She kneels to pick it up.

“It’s her, ” she says, standing.

“What should I do?”

I open the door and urge her outside by her elbow. Once the door is shut,
I face her again. The phone is on its third ring.

“You should answer it.” She stares at the phone, her fingers gripping
tightly around it. She doesn’t answer it, so I reach

down and swipe right to answer. She crinkles up her nose and glares at
me as she brings it to her ear.

“Hello?”

We begin walking to the car, but I listen quietly at the broken phrases
coming through her phone:

“You know better,” and “Skip school,” and “How could you?” The
words continue to come out of her phone, until we’re both seated in my
car with the doors shut. I start the car and the woman’s voice grows quiet
for several seconds. Suddenly, the voice is blaring through the speakers
of my car. Bluetooth. I remember what Bluetooth is.

Bona ycwmixaerbes, HIOM 30epirae skuiich Mii cekper. S xody Horo
Haza.

— Caiinace, — xiude Yapii.

S xmmaro E3pi kopoTKy ycmimky i npsmyro go asepeil. LlloitHo s
nictarock 10 Yapii, MpoHU3IMBUI A3BIHOK TenedoHy JyHA€E 3HOBY. BoHa
3NIIKaHO BHWITyCKae HOro 3 pykK, 1 TOW mamae Ha miymiory. Bona
HaXHUIAEThCS, MIHIMAE.

— Ile BoHa, — kaxe, Bcratoun. — Lo MmeHi podbutn?

S BigkpuBaro aBepi i JIETEHBKO MiAMITOBXYIO ii JIiIKTeM HaaBip. SK TibKH
IBepl 3a4MHSAIOTHCS, S 3HOBY moBepratocsi 10 Hei. TenedoH I3BOHHUTH
BTpETE.

— Twu mMaem BiAMOBICTH, — Kaxy.

Bona BTymioeTbcs B €KpaH, Halibllli CTUCKAIOTH Tele(OH, SK MACTKY.
BoHna He BiAmoOBiae, TOX s HAXWUJISIOCH 1 CBAHTIOM MPUIMAr0 BHKIIHK.
Bona HacymioeTbes, XMypHUThCSI, ajle MPUTHCKAE TelaedoH 0 ByXa.

— AJo? — NpOMOBIISIE.

Mu npsimyeMo 10 MaliHU. S| 4yr0 OOpUBKH TOJ0CY, IO AOJIHHAIOTH 3 11
Teneony:

«Twu x 3Haewm kpaiue...», «IIporymtoBatu mkony?!», « Ak T morma?»
CroBa cUILTIOTBCS 3 AMHAMIKa, HE 1atoun Yapiii HaBiTh BCTABUTH CIIOBO.
Mu cimaemo B aBTO ¥ 3aumHsAeMO ABepi. S 3aBomKy MamuHy. [onoc Ha
IHIIOMY KiHII JIiHII Ha MHUTh CTHXa€, @K PANTOM JIyHA€ 3 KOJIOHOK —
Bluetooth. A 3eaoy, wo maxe Bluetooth.

S craBnro Hamoi 1 CEHJBIY HA KOHCOJIb MIX CHIIHHSMH W TMOYHUHAIO
3maBatd Hazan. Yapii J0cCi HE BIAMOBLIA YKOJHOTO CIIOBA, ajie KO S
3WpKal0 Ha HEl, BOHA JIUIIE 3aKOYY€ OYi.

— Mamo, — kaxe Yapmi piBHUM, 3HEXOTS TOHOM, HaMararO4uch
nepeduTy.

— Mawmo, s Bxe iny gogomy. Cainac Be3e MEHE JO MOTO aBTo.

[Ticna cniB Yapai HacTae TpuBana may3a — i 3 AKOiCh NPUYMHU i1 MaTh
3BYYUTH I1I€ OUTBII 3arpO3JIMBO B THIII, Hi’K TO1, KOJIM BOJIAE B CIIYXaBKY.
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I place the drinks and sandwich on the center console and begin to back
out of the driveway. Charlie still hasn’t had a chance to respond to her
mother, but she rolls her eyes when I look at her.

“Mom,” Charlie says flatly, attempting to interrupt her.

“Mom, I’m on my way home. Silas is taking me to my car.”

There’s a long silence that follows Charlie’s words, and somehow her
mother is much more intimidating when words arent being yelled
through the phone. When she does begin speaking again, her words
come out slow and overenunciated. “Please tell me you did not allow
that family to buy” you a car.

Our eyes meet and Charlie mouths the word shit. “I...no. No, I meant
Silas is bringing me home. Be there in a few minutes.” Charlie fumbles
with the phone in her hands, attempting to return to a screen that will
allow her to end the call. I press the disconnect button on the steering
wheel and end it for her.

She inhales slowly, turning to face her window. When she exhales, a
small circle of fog appears against the window near her mouth.

“Silas?”” She faces me and arches a brow.

“I think my mother may be a bitch.”

I laugh, but offer no reassurance. I agree with her.

We’re both quiet for several miles. I repeat my brief conversation with
Ezra over and over in my head. I’'m unable to push the scene out of my
head, and she’s not even my parent. I can’t imagine what Charlie must
be feeling right now after speaking to her actual mother. I think both of
us have had the reassurance in the backs of our minds that once we came
in contact with someone as close to us as our own parents, it would
trigger our memory. [ can tell by Charlie’s reaction that she didn’t
recognize a single thing about the woman she spoke to on the phone.

“I don’t have a car,” she says quietly. I look over at her and she’s
drawing a cross with her fingertip on the fogged up window.

“I’m seventeen. I wonder why I don’t have a car.”

Konu BoHa Hapemiti 3HOBY 3aroBOpIO€, ii CIIOBa TOBiJIbHI, BHPA3HO
BHMOBJICHI, MOB KYJISI 32 KYJICIO.

— Ckaxu MeHi, Oy/ib J1acka, 10 TH HE JO3BOJIMJIA Miti CIMEHII KyTTUTH
TOO1 MaIIHUHY.

Hami 3 Yapmi mormmsaau 3ycTpivarorhesi. Bona 06e33BydyHO (opmye
ryboamu: yopm.

— ... mi. Hi, 1 mana Ha yBa3i, mo Caiinac Be3e MeHe joaoMy. byny 3a
KiJIbKa XBHUJIMH, — Ka)ke BOHA 1 MMOYMHAE METYIIUTMBO THKATH MAIBIIMHU
0 €KpaHy, HAMararYuch 3HAUTH KHOTIKY, 11100 3aBEpPIINTH J3BIHOK.

51 HaTuckaro KHONKY Bi0010 Ha KepMi il poOItro 11e 3a Hei.

BoHa noBiibHO BAMXae i BiBepTa€eThCs 10 BikHA. Koy Bunnxae, Ha cKiti
011151 TYO 3’ SIBJISIETHCSI MAJICHBKE KOJIO 3aIOTiBaHHS.

— Caiinac? — Kaxe BOHA, MOBEPTAIOYUCH JO MEHE, 3 MiAHITOIO
OpOBOIO. — 3MIAETHCS, MOSI MAMa — CYKd.

S 3acmisiBes, ane He 3anepedrB. Bakko 3 MM HE MOTOAUTHCH.

Mu MOBUMMO KiJibKa MWJIb. Sl MPOKPYUyI0 B ToJ0OBI po3MoBY 3 E3poro
3HOBY 1 3HOBY. BUKMHYTHU Ty ClIeHy HE BUXOAMTbH, XO4a BOHA HaBITh HE
Mos poauuka. He Moxy ysBHUTH, IO BimdyBae Yapii micis po3MOBH
31 ceoero matip’0. Mu o0OuaBa, 37a€ThCs, JECh TIHMOOKO BCEpEIUHI
CTHOIBAJIMCH, IO KOJHM HATPAalMMO HAa KOTOCh 13 HAHOIMKYHMX, KOTOCh
pimHOTO — 3’ABJIATHCSA crioraau. Aje mo peakiii Yapimi s 6ady: BoHA HE
BITi3HAJIA Hi TOJIOC, Hi IHTOHAIIIFO, Hi HABITh BITIYTTS BiJ Ii€1 XKIHKU.

— VY MeHe HeMae MallliHU, — TUXO KaXKe BOHa.

S kuparo Ha Hei MO — BOHA MANIbLIEM MAJIOE XPECT Ha 3alliTHIIOMY
BIKHI.

— Memni cimHaauATh. L{ikaBo, 4oMy B MEHE HEMae aBTo.

[I{o¥iHOo BOHA 3rajye mpo aBToO, S 3raAylo, 10 J0ci iy B OIK IIKOJH, a HE
TYIIU, KyJ1 TOTPiOHO.

— Tu BumankoBo He 3Haen, e xusenr, Yapimi?

Bona moBeprae 10 MeHE TOJNOBY, i B ii OYax CHEpIly CHalIaxye
3MMBYBaHHSA, a IIOTIM — TIPO30pICTh, HIOM B TOJIOBI pamToM yce
CKiIajocs. MeHe 3axOIUIIO€, HACKUIBKH JIETKO sI Temep po3yMiro ii
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As soon as she mentions the car, | remember that I’m still driving in the
direction of the school, rather than wherever I need to be taking her.

“Do you happen to know where you live, Charlie?”

Her eyes swing to mine, and in a split second the confusion on her face
is overcome by clarity. It’s fascinating how easily I can read her
expressions now in comparison to earlier this morning. Her eyes are like
two open books and I suddenly want to devour every page.

She pulls her wallet from her backpack and reads the address from her
driver’s license.

“If you pull over we can put it in the GPS,” she says.

I push the navigation button.

“These cars are made in London. You don’t have to idle to program an
address into the GPS.” I begin to enter her street number and I feel her
watching me. I don’t even have to see her eyes to know they’re
overflowing with suspicion.

I shake my head before she even asks the question.

“No, I don’t know how I knew that.”

Once the address is entered, I turn the car around and begin to head in
the direction of her house.

We’re seven miles away. She opens both sodas and tears the sandwich in
half, handing me part of it. We drive six miles without speaking. I want
to reach over and grab her hand to comfort her. I want tosay something
reassuring to her. If this were yesterday, I’m sure I would have done that
without a second thought. But it’s not yesterday. It’s today, and Charlie
and I are complete strangers today.

On the seventh and final mile, she speaks, but all she says is, “That was
a really good grilled cheese. Make sure you tell Ezra I said so.”

I slow down. I drive well below the speed limit until we reach her street,
and then I stop as soon as I turn onto the road. She’s staring out her
window, taking in each and every house. They’re small.

One-story houses, each with a one-car garage. Any one of these houses
could fit inside my kitchen and we’d still have room to cook a meal.

MO — TOPIiBHAHO 3 PAHKOM. 1i 04i — MOB BifIKpHTa KHMTa, i 5
panToM Xo4y IPOYUTATH KOKHY CTOPIHKY.

Bona BuTArye ramasenp i3 prok3aka il yuTae agpecy 3 BOMAINCHKOTO
MTOCBITYCHHS.

— Skmio 3ynuHUIICH, s 3MOXKy BOUTH 1i B GPS.

$1 HaTHCKalO KHOTIKY HaBirari.

— IIi aBTO BHpOOIsAtOTH y JIoHmoHI. TyT He Tpeba cTOsATH Ha MicIli, II00
BBecTH anpecy B GPS, — kaxy f 1 mo4nHa0 BBOAUTH HOMEp OYIHUHKY.

S BiguyBar, SK BOHA JIHUBHUTHCSA Ha MeHe. MeHI HaBiTh HE MOTPIOHO
OaunTH ii 04l — S TOUHO 3HAKO: BOHA BCS CYIIUIbHA TT1103pa.

S1 xuTaro royoBoIo I1Ie A0 TOTO, SIK BOHA BCTUTAE 3alUTaTH:

— Hi. 4 He 3Ha10, 3BIIKH MEHI II€ BiIOMO.

Konu agpecy BBeZieHO, s po3BepTar0 aBTO M MOYMHAIO pyXaTHCcs B OiK ii
nomy. Ixaru 11 kimomerpis. Bona Binkpusae 06uBi 6aHKM 3 COTOBOIO i
po3puBae OyTepOpo/ HABIILI, IPOCTATAIOYN MEH1 OJTHY YaCTHUHY.

JlecsTh KiJIOMETpPIB MH iIeMO MOBYKH. Sl XOWy MPOCTSATHYTH PYyKYy H
y34TU 11 3a JOJOHI0O — 3apaJd HIATPUMKH. XO4dy CKas3aTuh IIOCh
3acnokiitnmuBe. SkOum me Oymo BYopa — s O Tak i 3poOuB, He
3aayMytounch. Ane 1ie He Buopa. Lle choromni. A ceoromni mu 3 Yapmi
— 30BCIM 9YXI JIFOMIH.

Ha omunanusromy, ocTaHHROMY KUIOMETpl BOHA 3aroBoproe. Ale Bce,
10 Kaxe:

—I'punvoBanuii cup OyB myxke cmadHuii. O00B’s3k0BO mepenait E3pi,
110 MEHI CI0100aJI0Ch.

S CIIOBUIBHIOIO XiII. Tz[y JTAJICKO HIDKYE 32 JI03BOJICHY IIBUIKICTH, TTOKU
HE 3BepTar0 Ha 11 BYJUIIO, 1 TOAl 3YMHUHSIOCS OJpa3y MIiCIisi MTOBOPOTY.
BoHna auBHUTBCS y BIKHO, YBa)KHO PO3IVISAAIOUM KOXKEH OyauHOK. BoHu
Bci MasneHbKi. OJHOMOBEPXOBi, KOXKEH i3 TapakeM Ha OJIHY MAIlUHY.
Bynp-sikuit 13 HUX MIr OM MMOMICTUTHUCS BCEPEIMHI MO€l KyXHI — 1 II1e
3anuIIiIocs 6 Miciie, oo MPUTroTyBaTH BEYEPIO.

— Xouer, mo0 g 3aiI10B 13 TO000?

BoHa xuTae ronosoro.
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“Do you want me to go inside with you?”

She shakes her head.

“You probably shouldn’t. It doesn’t sound like my mother likes you very
much.”

She’s right. I wish I knew what her mother was referring to when she
said that family. I wish I knew what Ezra was referring to when she
mentioned our fathers.

“I think it’s that one,” she says, pointing to one a few houses down. I let
off the gas and roll toward it. It’s by far the nicest one on the street, but
only because the yard was recently mowed and the paint on the window
frames isn’t peeling off in chunks.

My car slows and eventually comes to a stop in front of the house. We
both stare at it, quietly taking in the vast separation between the lives we
live. However, it’s nothing like the separation I feel knowing we’re
about to have to split up for the rest of the night. She’s been a good
buffer between myself and reality.

“Do me a favor,” I tell her as I put the car in park.

“Look for my name in your caller ID. I want to

see if [ have a phone in here.”

She nods and begins scrolling through her contacts. She swipes her
finger across the screen and brings her phone to her ear, pulling her
bottom lip in with her teeth to hide what looks like a smile.

Right when I open my mouth to ask her what just made her smile, a
muffled ring comes from the console. I flip it open and reach in until I
find the phone. When I look at the screen, I read the contact.

Charlie baby

I guess that answers my question. She must also have a nickname for
me. [ swipe answer and bring

the phone to my ear. “Hey, Charlie baby.”

She laughs, and it comes at me twice. Once through my phone and again
from the seat next to me.

— Kpaite He Tpeba. 3naeThes, MOsl MamMa Tebe He JTy»Ke JTFOOUTH.

Bona mae partito. S goci He MOy 30arHyTH, 10 Maja Ha yBasi ii maru,
KOJIM CKa3aya ma poawHa. | mo mana Ha yBasi E3pa, konu 3ramyBaina npo
HaImmx O0aThKIB.

— Jlymaro, 1ie TOW, — Kake BOHA, MOKa3yloud Ha OyIMHOK 3a KiJIbKa
OyJMHKIB BiJl HaC.

S Bimmyckaro ra3 1 kouycs 10 Hboro. Lle, 6e3 cyMmHiBY, HaliKpamuii Ha
BYJIMIII — TUTBKH TOMY, IO Ta30H IIOWHO IMiJICTprKEeHUH, a (apba Ha
BIKOHHUX paMax IIe He BIITYIY€EThCS KIANTIMU.

MammHaa TOBUIBHO 3yNUHSETHCS Tiepen OyauHKOM. MM  MOBUKH
JTUBUMOCS Ha HBOTO, BIIUYBalOYM, HACKUIbKH PI3HUMH € HAIlll KUTTS.
Ane me Oumpma mpipBa — Te, IO HaM JOBEIEThCS PO3IUTHUCH
IOHAaiMEeHIIe Ha BCIO Hiu. BoHa crama OydepoM MiX MHOKW 1
HE3PO3yMLJIOI0 PEANBHICTIO.

— 3pobu MeHi MOCIyry, — Kaxy, CTaBJIsSYM MAIIWHY Ha MapKiHT. —
3Hal MO€ iM’sl B CIIMCKY BHKIHMKIB. MeHi IlikaBo, 4u € B Tebe Miii
HOMED.

Bona kuBae i mounmHae ropratd KoHTakTh. [IpoBoAuTH manelem 1o
eKpaHy 1 MiTHOCUTH TenedoH A0 ByXa, NMPUKYIIYIOUH HIDKHIO TYOy —
XOBAIOYH MTOCMIIIIKY.

51 BKe BiKpWBaIO poTa, MO0 CHHTATH, IO came ii PO3BECEIHIIO, SIK
panToM i3 KOHCOJI JOJIMHAE MPUITYIICHUH 13BIHOK. Sl BiAKpUBAIO BiACIK
1 MOYMHAO HUIIITOPUTH BCEPEINHI, TOKH He 3HaXOKy TenedoH. [lorsin
KOB3a€ M0 €KpaHy — TaM BiI0OPa)Ka€TbCs iM’ S KOHTAKTY...

Coneuxo Yapni.

Cxoxe, 1€ BiAMOBiJae Ha MO€ NUTaHHI. BoHa Texk, MaOyTh, Mana Jyis
MEHE SIKECh MpPI3BUCHKO. Sl HATHICKal0 KHOMKY BIAMOBIAL 1 MigHOIIY
TenedoH 710 Byxa.

— Ilpusim, coneuxo Yapni.

Bona cMmietbes — 1 s uyro 1e aBiui. OnuH pa3 y ciyXaBIl, 1HIIUH —
MIPSIMO TIOPYY, 13 CHJIIHHSI TIOPSI/.
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“I’'m afraid we might have been a pretty cheesy couple, Silas baby,” she
says.

“Seems like it.” I run the pad of my thumb around the steering wheel,
waiting for her to speak again. She doesn’t. She’s still staring at the
unfamiliar house.

“Call me as soon as you get a chance, okay?”

“I will,” she says.

“You might have kept a journal. Look for anything that could help us.”
“I will,” she says again.

We’re both still holding our phones to our ears. I’'m not sure if she’s
hesitating to get out because she’s scared of what she’ll find inside or
because she doesn’t want to leave the only other person who understands
her situation.

“Do you think you’ll tell anyone?” I ask.

She pulls the phone from her ear, swiping the end button.

“I don’t want anyone to think I’'m going”crazy.“You’re not going crazy,”
I say.

“Not if it’s happening to both of us.”

Her lips press into a tight, thin line. She gives her head the softest nod,
as if it’s made from glass.“Exactly. If I were going through this alone, it
would be easy to just say I’m going crazy. But I’'m not

alone. W e’re both experiencing this, which means it’s something else
entirely. And that scares me, Silas.”

She opens the door and steps out. I roll the window down as she closes
the door behind her. She folds her arms over the windowsill and forces a
smile as she gestures over her shoulder toward the house behind her. “I
guess it’s safe to say I won’t have a housekeeper to cook me grilled
cheese.”

I force a smile in return.“You know my number. Just call if you need me
to come rescue you.”

Her fake smile is swallowed up by a genuine frown.

— Borocs, Mu Oyiu @k 3aHaJITO COJIOJIKOIO MApOUKOr0, coneuko Catiinace,
— Ka)ke BOHA.

— Cxoke Ha Te, — s TIOBUJIBHO IMPOBODKY IMOIYIICYKOK BEIUKOTO
nanpls 1O KepMy, YEeKalouM, TMOKM BOHA CKake IIe HIOCh. AJie BOHA
MOBYUTS. 11 OIIA yce e NpUKOBaHHil 10 He3HAHOMOTO OYIMHKY.

— IMon3BOHM MeHi, MOIHO 3MOoXKeI, 100pe?

— Iloa3BoHIO, — BiAOBigA€ BOHA.

— MouBo, T Bena moaeHHUK. [lomrykail mo-uedyap, 0 MOXe HaMm
JOTIOMOTTH.

— JloOpe, — MOBTOPIOE BOHA.

Mu obuzBa Bce 11e TpuMaeMo TenedoHu 011 Byxa. Sl He BIEBHEHHIA, YU
BOHA 3BOJIIKA€ BHUXOOWTH 3 MAIIMHH, 00 OOITBLCS TOro, IO 3HANIE
BCEPE/MHI... YA TOMY, III0 HE XOUe 3aJUINATH €IUHY JIIONUHY, sKa il
po3yMie.

— Sk pymaeni, cka)en KOMych? — MUTAI0.

Bomna BinBoauTh TeneoH BiJ ByXa 1 HATHCKAE «3aBEPILIUTH J3BIHOK.

— S He xouy, o0 XTOCh MOAYMaB, HIOH s... 300XKEBOJILIIA.

— Tu He 300keBoiIa, — KaXKy. — MH K He MOIIIH 000€ 300)KEBOJIITH.
[i ry6u cTHCKarOThCS B TOHKY, HANpY KeHy JiHil0. BoHa JereHpko KMBae
— TaK 00epexHo, HiOH 11 mus 3pobieHa 3i CKia.

— Came Tak. Sk0u s mepexuBaia 1e HaoAuHIIl, OyJI0 O JISTKO BUPIIINTH,
mo 3 nry3ay 3’ixama. Ane s He onHa. Lle BinmOyBaeThcst 3 HaMu 0OOMa,
OTKe, 1€ IOCh 30BciM iHIe. I came 11e MeHe Jigkae, Caiinace.

Bona BinkpuBae aBepi i BuXomuTh. S1 Omyckai BIKHO, KOJIM BOHA
3a4ynHs€ JBepuiTa. BoHa cHupaeThcs JIKTAMH Ha BIKOHHY pamy,
CXPECTUBLIN PYKH, 1 HATATHYTO YCMIXa€ThCs, KUBAIOUU B OiK OyAMHKY 3a
CIHHOIO.

— Tagaro, Moy 3a0yTH TIPO XaTHIO POOITHUINO, SIKA CMaKUTh MEHi
CEH/IBIU1 3 CHPOM.

S HaTATYI0 y BIIMOBI/Ib TaKy K BUMYIIEHY TOCMIIIIKY.

— Twu 3naem Miit HoMmep. Skmio Tpeda — MOA3BOHU, 5 IPHIAY PATYBATH
Tebe.
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“Like a damsel in distress.” She rolls her eyes. She reaches through the 1i Qanpmmsa ycmilmka HepeTBOPIOETHCS HA CIPABKHIO, 3iTXAIbHY

window and grabs her backpack. rpuMacy.
“Wish me luck, Silas baby.” Her endearment is full of sarcasm, and I — Sk cnpamxHO maHHOYKy B 0imi? — 3akodye o4i. BoHa mpocoBye
kind of hate it. PYKY B MalllMHY i 3a0Upae CBiif prOK3aK.

— IToOasxkali MeHi 1macts, coneuxo Catinace, — Kaxke 3 HACMIIIKOIO, IKa
MEH1 YOMYCh 30BCIM HE TI0100a€THCS.
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CHAPTER 2. ANALYTICAL OVERVIEW OF THE TRANSLATION OF
NEVER NEVER BY COLLEEN HOOVER & TARRYN FISHER

2.1 About the Author and Book

Colleen Hoover is a bestselling American author, widely recognized for
her emotionally charged novels in the romance and young adult fiction genres.
She was born in Texas in 1979 and started her writing career by self-publishing
her early works, which quickly gained popularity and led to major publishing
deals. Most notably, she is best known for her breakout novel It Ends with Us
(2016), and as of 2022, she has sold over 20 million books worldwide. (New
York Times) Moreover, in 2023, Time magazine named her one of the 100 most
influential people in the world, a testament to her cultural impact.

Tarryn Fisher is a #1 New York Times and USA Today bestselling author,
known for her gripping and psychologically intense stories. She was born in
South Africa and now living in Seattle, Washington, Fisher has written over
fifteen novels across the romance, thriller, and new adult genres. In particular,
she is known for crafting complex characters and morally grey villains in
bestsellers such as The Wives, The Wrong Family, and Never Never.

Never Never, a collaboration between Colleen Hoover and Tarryn Fisher,
is a romantic mystery that blends elements of suspense and psychological
intrigue. The novel centers on Charlie Wynwood and Silas Nash, lifelong
friends and high school sweethearts who suddenly wake up one morning with
no memories of each other—or of their past. Their first kiss, their fights, the
love they shared—everything has vanished.

As the plot unfolds, Charlie and Silas race against time to uncover the
cause of their memory loss. In doing so, they discover unsettling truths about
their relationship, their families, and themselves. Gradually, with every
revelation, they begin to question whether their love was ever real—or just part
of something much more complicated. Forgetting is terrifying... but
remembering might be even worse.

Notably, the story is told with alternating points of view and is rich in
emotional depth, internal conflict, and romantic tension. In line with the
conventions of the romance thriller genre, Never Never keeps readers engaged
through plot twists, unreliable memories, and a haunting atmosphere of
uncertainty. The use of evocative language, emotional tension, and introspective
narration draws readers into the psychological journey of the protagonists.

The literary style of Never Never is characterized by immediate immersion
into the protagonists' confusion, with the first chapter beginning at the moment
of memory loss. This in medias res approach effectively draws readers into the
characters' disorientation. The prose is contemporary and accessible, featuring
colloquial dialogue that authentically represents teenage speech patterns. The
authors employ internal monologues extensively to reveal the characters'
thoughts and emotions, which presents particular challenges for translation.



The Ukrainian translation of Never Never must navigate several
linguistic and cultural considerations. The translator faces the task of
preserving the distinctive voices of both protagonists while adapting colloquial
expressions and cultural references for Ukrainian readers. The translation
requires careful attention to maintaining the psychological tension and
emotional nuances that drive the narrative. Additionally, the translator must
consider how to handle the American high school setting and social dynamics,
which may differ from educational experiences familiar to Ukrainian readers.

The translation of Never Never into Ukrainian represents a significant
addition to the Ukrainian literary market, introducing readers to contemporary
American young adult fiction. The translation analysis that follows examines
how the translator navigated the linguistic, stylistic, and cultural challenges
presented by this complex narrative. This analysis will explore the strategies,
techniques, and transformations employed to create an engaging and accessible
Ukrainian version of the novel while preserving the distinctive elements that
make the original text compelling.

Overall, Never Never is a compelling and hauntingly beautiful novel that
explores memory, identity, and the complexities of love. It is a powerful
collaboration between two powerhouse authors who bring their unique voices
together to deliver a page-turning story that will stay with readers long after the
final page.

2.2 Translation challenges: Rendering American Cultural
Specificities in Ukrainian Translation

One of the most intricate tasks in translating Never Never was the cultural
adaptation of American realia and socially embedded expressions that would
not automatically resonate with a Ukrainian audience. The novel is saturated
with references to American youth culture, educational systems, slang, food
habits, and informal speech — all of which needed careful localization or
domestication to preserve narrative realism without alienating the reader.

A clear example of localization appears in the phrase “She has cramps!”
which in the source text functions as a euphemistic excuse shouted in a
classroom. The literal cultural association in American English relates to
menstrual pain and casual teenage joking. The Ukrainian translation — “V wuei’
acusim oonums!” — neutralizes the potentially sensitive topic and adapts it into
a culturally acceptable euphemism. This change reflects the different cultural
norms around discussing bodily functions in public, especially in school
contexts.
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Similarly, a phrase like “History class? High school.” (“Ypok icmopii?
Cmapwa wrona.”) reflects the internal monologue of a disoriented narrator
trying to reconstruct his environment. Although the terms seem general, they are
embedded in a uniquely American school structure. In Ukrainian, the expression
was rendered directly, yet the translator had to be cautious not to over-exoticize
the term “high school” — hence, the choice of a culturally familiar “cmapwa
wkona”, even though the American high school system doesn’t align perfectly
with its Ukrainian counterpart.

Another cultural element arises in the description “We get salad and Diet
Cokes” — a casual reference to typical American cafeteria food. The translation
“bepemo canam i diemuuny xony” retains the original structure and brand name,
opting for foreignization here, which helps preserve the setting. However, this
choice demands that the reader accept “Diet Coke” as a globalized brand
without needing further explanation — a valid assumption in modern Ukrainian
society.

A more complex example of adaptation appears in the internal
monologue:

At first I was convinced I must have used some kind of illegal

substance that caused me to black out...

Cneputy oymas, wjo nepedopas iz 4umocs 3a60poneHum. Ane ye — ne

CH SIHIHHS, He KAlUg), He HeNPUMOMHICH®....

Here, we see the use of cultural substitution and modulation. Phrases like
“being high” and “drunk” are adapted through contextual equivalents
(“xaugp”, “cn’aninusn’) that carry both connotative and stylistic similarity in
Ukrainian, appropriate for the voice of a teenager. The word “kaiigh” adds
informal register and reflects youth sociolect in post-Soviet space.

Contemporary slang also presents significant challenges. The phrase “As
soon as I say it, I cringe” was translated as “Jleos crnosa 3nimaromo 3 8ycm, K
oopa3zy euxauxaoms xeuno kpinoicy”’. This shows a deliberate inclusion of a
borrowism — “kpinorc” — a term now widely used among Ukrainian youth,
especially in digital communication. It reflects a new wave of translanguaging,
where global English slang enters postmodern Ukrainian usage. Here,
naturalization of loanwords was used strategically to maintain authenticity and
resonance with the novel’s target demographic.

Sexual slang also required critical attention. In the phrase “the girl I've
been ‘banging’ for two years”, the original uses a highly colloquial, sexually
explicit term. The Ukrainian version — “3 sikoro, 3a cnosamu sikococy Enopio, s
wnemuscs 0ea poxku” — uses “wmnemuscs’”, a regional slang term, which
introduces an intentional domestication to preserve both the vulgar tone and the
informal stylistic level. This is an example of discursive creation, where the
translator replaces an untranslatable item with a semantically appropriate,
culturally resonant equivalent.
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Even metaphorical expressions like “Good vs. evil ” were recontextualized.
Rather than translating it literally, the phrase was rendered as “Ino i HAuv”,
drawing from Eastern philosophy to reflect the visual contrast of the characters’
costumes. This shift shows intertextual adaptation, drawing from globally
recognizable dichotomies to retain metaphorical meaning and aesthetic value.

Altogether, these examples demonstrate that translating cultural realia is
not merely a matter of finding linguistic equivalents — it is a complex
interpretative act that demands cultural mediation, stylistic sensitivity, and the
translator’s creativity. The goal is not just to reproduce content but to
reconstruct meaning within a different cultural and linguistic framework,
without disrupting the reader’s immersion in the story world.

2.3 Translation Strategies, Techniques and Transformations

2.3.1 Strategies: Domestication and the Translation of Realia

Peter Newmark defines translation as “rendering the meaning of a text
into another language in the way that the author intended the text (Newmark,
2008, p. 5). This definition emphasizes the translator’s dual responsibility: to
preserve the linguistic content and to transmit the communicative effect and
stylistic nuance of the original. In literary translation, this task becomes
particularly complex due to the emotional tone, idiomatic expressions, and
cultural references embedded in the source text. The translator must not only
find formal equivalents but also reproduce rhythm, register, subtext, and cultural
resonance in a natural way for the target readership.

In the Ukrainian translation of Never Never, the strategy of domestication
emerges as a key approach to rendering the source text culturally and
linguistically accessible for the target audience. As articulated by Outi
Paloposki in the Handbook of Translation Studies (2011, p. 40), domestication
involves reducing the foreignness of the source text by adapting unfamiliar
elements to the norms, expectations, and conventions of the target culture. This
strategy supports the translator's goal of ensuring naturalness and reader
engagement, especially when faced with textual components that are deeply
rooted in the source culture.

A particularly significant area where domestication proves essential is in the
translation of realia—culture-specific items, concepts, institutions, or objects
that are strongly tied to the source culture and often lack direct equivalents in
the target language. These include references to educational systems, social
practices, food items, holidays, colloquial speech, and everyday objects. In such
cases, domestication allows the translator to substitute or adapt these
culture-bound items with functionally or culturally analogous terms familiar to
the target audience. Rather than retaining the foreign term, which could disrupt
comprehension or require explanatory footnotes, the translator integrates it into
the target culture's semantic and pragmatic framework.
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This process reflects what Paloposki describes as a reader-oriented approach
that seeks to preserve the communicative effect and narrative immersion of the
original. By rendering realia in a way that is meaningful within the target
cultural environment, domestication not only enhances textual fluency but also
reinforces emotional realism and contextual coherence. Thus, the translator
becomes an active cultural mediator, balancing the integrity of the source
message with the cognitive and cultural expectations of the target reader. In this
regard, domestication—particularly when applied to realia—functions not as a
loss of authenticity, but as a strategic adaptation aimed at optimizing
communicative equivalence and cultural relevance.

2.3.2 Techniques

Translation techniques are specific procedures applied to individual
textual elements rather than overarching approaches to the entire text.
According to Molina and Hurtado Albir, these represent specific solutions for
translation problems at the micro-level. In my Ukrainian translation of Never
Never, 1 employed several techniques to address specific translation challenges.

Transposition is a shift of word class (Molina L., Albir A. Translation
techniques revisited, 2002). It involves changing the grammar category or word
class without changing the meaning. This technique appears frequently
throughout my translation. Let’s consider some examples:

Students with backpacks walk briskly into the room.

Himu 3 proxzaxkamu 3animaroms 00 KiMHamu.

In this example, I changed the verb phrase "walk briskly" to "3arimaroms’
which effectively conveys the hurried movement while adapting to more natural
Ukrainian expression. The transposition shifts from a verb + adverb
construction to a single verb that inherently carries the meaning of quick
movement.

One more example:
Bathroom. My lips are sticky. My mouth is dry. My mind is wrecked.
Meni mpeba 0o bupanvui — 2you 3MUNIUCS, Y POMi Nepecoxiio.
YV 2onosi eapmudep.
Here we see natural flow with appropriate emotional expression in the target
language.
Another instance of transposition:

I can feel his rage.

Biouyearo uoco cuis.

Here, I omitted the modal "can” as the Ukrainian verb "siduysamu’
inherently carries the meaning of ability. This grammatical shift maintains the
meaning while creating a more natural Ukrainian expression.

4

4
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The next point to discuss is modulation. Modulation changes the
perspective or point of view while maintaining the same meaning. Whereas
transposition is a shift between grammatical categories, modulation is a shift in
cognitive categories class (Molina L., Albir A. Translation techniques revisited,
2002). I employed this technique when direct translation would result in
awkward Ukrainian expressions:

I'm scared now, really scared.

3apa3 meni cmpawino. /{ysxce cmpauiHo.

I shifted from the active state of "being scared” to the impersonal
construction "meni cmpawmno,” which better aligns with Ukrainian expressive
patterns for emotional states. This modulation preserves the emotional intensity
while adapting to Ukrainian linguistic conventions.

Similarly:

It's gone too far.

L]e 3atiwno naomo oazexo.

This modulation shifts the concept from the perspective of the situation
rather than the person experiencing it, creating a more natural Ukrainian
expression.

One more example:

She has cramps!

Y nei orcusim 6onume.

Combining modulation and euphemization here we see how the original
euphemism about menstruation is further neutralized into a general physical
complaint.

Adaptation is a shift in the cultural environment, it expresses the
message using a different situation and replaces a cultural element with one
from the target culture (Molina L., Albir A. Translation techniques revisited,
2002). I used this technique selectively for culturally specific references:

We went to Pikes Place Market last weekend.

Munynumu suxionumu mu xoounu na punok «llaiikc-Ilneiicy.

I combined transliteration with a Ukrainian explanatory noun ("purox”).
This approach helps Ukrainian readers understand the reference to an American
market while preserving its cultural identity.

Charliebabe - Coneuko Yapni

Here adaptation preserves the affectionate tone and character relationship
within Ukrainian expressive norms.

Compensation is used when direct translation of certain elements is not
possible. For example, when rendering the informal register of teenage
dialogue:

Long night?

Matioce ecro Hiu He cnas?
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Here, I compensated for the laconic English phrase with a more explicit
Ukrainian expression that captures the implied meaning of having stayed up
most of the night. This compensation preserves the conversational tone while
adapting to Ukrainian discourse patterns.

Amplification adds information not present in the source text to clarify
meaning. Amplification occurs when the TL uses more signifiers to cover
syntactic or lexical gaps (Molina L., Albir A. Translation techniques revisited,
2002).

You smell like lilies.

Bona naxne, sk ninii.

I changed the direct address to a descriptive statement, accommodating
Ukrainian discourse patterns while preserving the sensory observation central to
character development.

Established equivalence uses recognized terms or expressions that are
conventionally used in the target language:

She keeled over like some damsel in distress.

Bona po3miiacranacs, ik repoiHs :KiHO40I0 pOMAaHYy.

I used a recognized Ukrainian cultural reference that conveys the same
meaning of feminine helplessness while updating the somewhat archaic "damsel
in distress" for contemporary Ukrainian readers.

Cultural Adaptation is the process by which a translator replaces a
source culture item with a target culture item that performs a similar function
and evokes a similar response.".

Let’s consider the example:

...keeled over like some damsel in distress.

Posnnacmanacs, sax 2epoinsa sncinouozo pomany.

“Damsel in distress” is localized as “repoins >xiHouoro pomany,” a
culturally equivalent stereotype. It preserves tone and irony, and makes the
metaphor accessible to the Ukrainian reader.

I would also like to comment on my favorite part of translation:

She’s beautiful, but in a shameful way. One I’'m not sure I'm supposed to
appreciate. Everything about her is captivating, like the aftermath of a storm.
People aren't supposed to get pleasure out of the destruction Mother Nature is
capable of, but we want to stare anyway. Charlie is the devastation left in the
wake of a tornado.

How do I know that?

Right now she looks calculating, staring at me like this. I want to grab my
camera and take a picture of her. Something twirls in my stomach like ribbons,
and I'm not sure if it’s nerves or hunger or my reaction to the girl standing next
to me.
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Bona sakoce nenpucmoiino kpacuea. A nagimo He 3uar0, 4u MeHi ye mMae
nooobamucs. Bona — ak 3amuwiwma nicaa 0ypi. Jlioou He NOBUHHI
MUTLYBAMUCH DYUHYBAHHAM, alle MU Ousumocs. I nHe modcemo 8idipsamu ouell.
Bona 0soimbcs y moix ouax, xonu ousumscs maxu no2niioom Ha mere. Bona —
mopHaoo, i s xoyy comozpagysamu ii. Bcepeouni ece nepesepmacmocs,
Memenuku 6 ycueomi. I s Hasimov He énesHeHUl, YU 8i0 HePsis, Ul 8i0 207100,
Yy NPOCMo 8i0 Mo2o, WO 80HA CMOiIMb NOPSLO.

In my opinion, the translation of this emotionally and metaphorically rich
passage from Never Never demonstrates the use of multiple nuanced techniques,
including modulation, discursive creation, metaphorical equivalence, and
amplification. The phrase “She’s beautiful, but in a shameful way” is rendered
as “Bowna sikoce menpucmotino kpacusa”, an example of modulation, which
shifts the focus from ethical ambivalence to a culturally resonant emotional
descriptor. The original metaphor “Charlie is the devastation left in the wake of
a tornado” 1s compressed into the concise and powerful “Bona — mopnaoo”,
showcasing discursive creation, where the translator reconstructs the figurative
expression for rhetorical effect. Similarly, “like the aftermath of a storm”
becomes “ax zamuwnusa nicns 6ypi”, a case of metaphorical equivalence, where
the imagery is adapted to preserve the emotional duality of calm and chaos.
Additionally, I expand on the internal reaction of the narrator with phrases like
“Bona o0eoimvcs y moix ouax” and “memenuxu 6 ocusomi”, applying
amplification to deepen the introspective tone and convey the narrator’s visceral
confusion. The sentence “Something twirls in my stomach like ribbons” is
domesticated into a culturally familiar metaphor about butterflies, preserving
the physiological imagery through adaptation. Collectively, these strategies
result in a vivid, emotionally charged target text that retains the psychological
nuance and lyrical rhythm of the original while aligning with Ukrainian
expressive norms.

The frequency of different translation techniques employed in my
translation of Never Never is visualized in Appendix, Graph 1, showing the
distribution and predominance of specific techniques throughout the text.

2.3.3 Transformations

Translation transformations represent specific linguistic operations
applied during the translation process to address structural and semantic
differences between languages. According to Komissarov, these transformations
can be categorized as lexical, grammatical, and lexical-grammatical. In my
Ukrainian translation of Never Never, I applied various transformations to create
a natural, flowing Ukrainian narrative.

Lexical transformations address differences in vocabulary between
languages. Differentiation, where one source word is rendered with different
target words depending on context, was frequently necessary:
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“I look at him. He looks away. We look at each other.”

“SI nuBarocs Ha HHOro. BiH BiaBepTaeThesi. Mu nmorisiiaeMo oiHe Ha
OIHOT0.”

In this example, I translated the English word “look” as “Ousumucs,’
“giosepmamuca”, and “noensoamu’” based on the specific context and intensity
of each instance. This differentiation adds precision and nuance to the actions
described.

Concretization, replacing a general word with a more specific one,
allowed me to add precision to physical reactions:

I move away from his touch.

A 30puzarocsa 6i0 11020 00OMUK).

I translated “move” as “30puearocs’ rather than the more general
pyxarucsa”, adding precision to the physical reaction described and emphasizing
the character's discomfort.

Generalization, the opposite of concretization, was used strategically
when specific details might confuse Ukrainian readers:

My car is the black Land Rover in the east parking lot.

Mos mawuna — ye 4opHutl 1€HOPO6EP HA CXIOHIl CMOSAHYL.

I maintained the brand name but used a more general term that would be
familiar to Ukrainian readers, helping those who might be unfamiliar with the
specific model understand it's an expensive vehicle.

Grammatical transformations address structural differences between
English and Ukrainian. Sentence integration, combining multiple short
sentences into one longer sentence, accommodated Ukrainian stylistic
preferences:

I don't know him. I don't know myself. This is crazy.

A He 3Hato tioeo, He 3HatO cebe, i ye npocmo OoXCcesiNIA.

I combined three short English sentences into one flowing Ukrainian
sentence, creating a more natural rhythm in Ukrainian prose.

Conversely, sentence fragmentation, splitting one source sentence into
multiple target sentences, emphasized dramatic moments:

My heart is beating fast, so fast.

Cepye sunimae. Hi, oice eunemino.

I split the single English sentence into two Ukrainian sentences, creating a
more impactful rendering of Charlie's anxiety and emphasizing the progressive
intensity of her emotional state.

Part-of-speech replacement was common due to the structural
differences between English and Ukrainian:

I'm positive that's what happened.

A eneenenuil, wo came ye cmanocs.

The English adjective 'positive” becomes the Ukrainian verb
"enesnenuul, " reflecting Ukrainian's preference for verbal constructions in such
contexts.

bl
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Similarly:

Pushing him aside, I walk to the door.

S mroBxar oro BOIK 1 Wy 10 JBEpEH.

The English gerund "Pushing"” becomes the Ukrainian verb "wmosxaro,”
reflecting Ukrainian's preference for finite verb forms over gerunds.

Stylistic transformations maintain the tone and register of the original
text while adapting to Ukrainian literary conventions. For colloquial
expressions:

You look like shit, Nash.

Buensoaew, sik cnpaexcnicinbkuili wimamok aaina, Hew.

I preserved the vulgarity but with a slightly different construction that
sounds more natural in Ukrainian, adding an intensifier "cnpasgorcnicinoxuii” to
compensate for expressivity that might otherwise be lost.

Compensation for stylistic effects occurred when I added expressive
elements elsewhere in the text to maintain the overall tone:

“I need answers,”” he says.

“Meni nompibni 8i0nosioi,” Kuoae 6iH.

I translated the neutral English phrase "he says” with the more expressive
Ukrainian equivalent "xuoae sin" to compensate for expressivity lost elsewhere
and maintain the tense atmosphere of the scene.

Holistic transformation was employed in passages where preserving the
effect was more important than literal meaning:

Charlie is the devastation left in the wake of a tornado.

Bona — mopnaoo.

I simplified the metaphor while preserving its essential meaning of
destructive beauty, creating a more impactful and concise image in Ukrainian
that maintains the emotional impact of the original.

The distribution of different types of translation transformations used
throughout my translation of Never Never is visualized in Appendix, Graph 2,
illustrating the relative frequency of lexical, grammatical, and stylistic
transformations.

My analysis of the Ukrainian translation of Never Never reveals a
sophisticated application of translation theories and approaches. Through the
examination of strategies, techniques, and transformations, I maintained a
delicate balance between domestication and foreignization while prioritizing
dynamic equivalence to ensure the text resonates with Ukrainian readers. My
predominant use of transposition and modulation techniques allowed for natural
expression in Ukrainian without sacrificing the emotional intensity and narrative
flow of the original text. The lexical, grammatical, and stylistic transformations
addressed the structural differences between English and Ukrainian while
preserving the contemporary voice and psychological depth that characterize
Hoover and Fisher's writing. This comprehensive approach
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enables Ukrainian readers to experience the disorienting yet compelling journey
of Charlie and Silas as they navigate their memory loss and rediscover their
identities. The successful translation preserves both the narrative momentum
and emotional nuance of the original, introducing Ukrainian audiences to
contemporary American young adult fiction that explores complex
psychological themes through accessible prose.
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CONCLUSIONS

This translation project has aimed to translate Never Never by C. Hoover
and T. Fisher into Ukrainian while preserving the stylistic, emotional, and
cultural integrity of the original text. Throughout the translation process and
subsequent analysis, particular attention was paid to the treatment of cultural
realia and the strategies required to successfully localize American social and
linguistic context for the Ukrainian reader.

The analysis confirms that Never Never presents a range of translation
challenges, most notably due to its rich use of American high school settings,
teenage slang, culturally specific references (such as food, social habits, or
school practices), and emotionally charged metaphors. These elements are
deeply embedded in the source culture and require more than literal translation.

During the translation, the following translation techniques were used:

- transposition (30%)

- modulation (25%)

- adaptation (15%)

- compensation (15%)
- amplification (10%)
- others (5%)

As a result, it was found that the most common translation techniques are
transposition and modulation; the most common strategy is domestication.
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AHOTALIISA

Ile#t mepeknanalbKUil MPOEKT € peaizali€lo MepeKyiagy YOTUPbOX
po3auniB pomany Kommin ['yBep 1 Tappin ®imep Never Never. Ilpoekt
MIPUCBSYCHUN BHU3HAYCHHIO TMEpPEKIagallbKUX TEXHIK 1 CTparerid i dyac
nepenavl KyJabTypHO crenu(iqHuX eJeMEeHTIB (peaniil), 1o BioOpakaroTh
0COOJTMBOCTI aMEPUKAHCHKOTO MOJIOIIKHOTO CEpPEAOBHINA, MIKIILHOI CHCTEMH,
noOyTy Ta comianpbHOl B3aemoxii. Hagami 3ampomoHOBaHO —MpPUKIAIH
BUKOPHUCTaHHSI TAaKUX TEXHIK 1 CTpaTerid i3 METOI BUKOHAHHS aJ€KBATHOIO,
KyJABTYPHO pelieBaHTHOTO nepeknany. [lepexnaganbkuil MPOEKT CKIAAAETHCS 31
BCTYIY, ABOX PO3/LI1B, BUCHOBKIB, CIUCKY BUKOPUCTAHHX JHKEPEN Ta TOJIATKY.

[lepmmii po3aut — 11e aBTOPChKUH MepeKiia]] YOTUPbOX PO3ILIIB pOMaHy
Never Never 3 aHTJIICBKOT MOBU Ha YKpaiHCbKy. OCHOBHHMM 3aBJaHHSM 1] 4ac
nepekyiangy Oyno 30epekeHHs €MOLINHOrOo TOHY, HE(OPMAJbHOIO CTHJIIO Ta
CTHUJIICTUYHOT BUPA3HOCTI OPUTTHATIBLHOTO TEKCTY.

Jpyruii po3aiun NpUCBSYEHUN aHali3y NepeKyafalbKuX BHUKIHKIB,
MOB’SI3aHUX 3 MEpeAayer0 aMEpPUKaHChbKUX peasiiii Ta MOJOADKHOIO CIEHTY,
MOSCHEHHIO Ta OOIPYHTYBAaHHIO BHMKOPHUCTAHUX MEPEKIaJalbKUX TEXHIK Ta
cTpaTeriil.

[lepexnaganpkuil IPOEKT OyJie KOPUCHUM YKpaiHCBKHM YHTa4yam, SKi
IIKaBIATHCS CYyYacCHOI MOJIOAIKHOIO IMPO30I0, Ta CTYAEHTaM, Kl BHUBUYAIOTH
NepeKyaa XyI0KHIX TEKCTIB.

Kntouosi cnosa: pomamn; nepexnadayvbki mexuiku, nepexiaoaybKi
cmpameeii, KyIbmypHa a0anmayis.

ABSTRACT

This translation project presents the Ukrainian translation of four chapters
from Never Never, a novel by Colleen Hoover and Tarryn Fisher. The project
focuses on identifying the translation techniques and strategies used in
rendering culturally specific elements (realia) that reflect the characteristics of
American youth culture, the school system, everyday life, and social interaction.
The project further provides examples of the applied techniques and strategies
aimed at producing an adequate and culturally relevant translation. The project
consists of an introduction, two main chapters, conclusions, a list of references,
and an appendix.

The first chapter includes the translator’s original Ukrainian version of
four chapters of Never Never, translated from English. The primary objective of
the translation was to preserve the emotional tone, informal register, and
stylistic expressiveness of the source text.
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The second chapter is devoted to the analysis of translation challenges
related to the rendering of American realia and youth slang, along with an
explanation and justification of the applied translation techniques and strategies.

This translation project may be of interest to Ukrainian readers engaged
with contemporary young adult fiction and to students studying the translation
of literary texts.

Keywords: novel; translation techniques; translation strategies,; cultural
adaptation.
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