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AHOTALIS

VY nepeknaianbKkoMy MPOEKTI MEPEKIIAACHO Ta IPOAHATI30BaHO Y CyMi YOTHPH PO3ILINA KHUTH
[Tenni Peiin «Bananapantsy. [lepeknananpkuii IPOEKT CKIAAAETHCS 3 IBOX PO3JALIIB: MEPIIUI PO3ILT
NPUCBSIYCHUN TepeKialy KHUTH, a APYTHH MICTUTh MEPeKIaAalbKUi aHalli3 eJIeMEHTIB TyMOpy Ta
norenHocti. Ilpu mepexknami kuuru Ilenni Pelin, moTpumMaHO NEKCHYHHX, CTHIICTUYHHX Ta
rpaMaTUYHUX HOPM MOBH THepeKkiaxy, a TaKoX 3 METOI0 30epeXEeHHS AaBTOPCHKOTO CTUIIIO
3aCTOCOBAHO yBECh Ha0Ip MEpeKIaJalbKUX 1HCTPYMEHTIB. Y JIpyromMy po3Jiii MpoaHalTi30BaHO Ta
KJ1acu(pikoBaHO OCOOIMBOCTI MEPEKIATy €IEMEHTIB T'yMOpY Ta JOTEHMHOCTI K JIEKCUUHUX OJUHUIIb,
a TAKOX THUIIOB1 TPYIHOIL, 3 SKUMHU CTHKAIOTHCS MEepeKIIagayi mpu poOOTi 3 TAKOIO JIEKCUKOI0. Y KHU31
3yCTpI4a€eThCs BEMUE3HA KIJIBKICTh TYMOPY PI3HOTO TUITY, CaMa KHHUTa CIIOBHEHA )KHMBOI Ta SCKpaBOi
JIEKCUKH, CUTYallil Ta TOAATKOBUX KOHTEKCTIB. TEKCT MICTUTh JOTEIHI €JIEMEHTH, SIKi BiITBOPIOIOTh
BHYTPIIIHIO KapTUHKY MEPCOHAXIB, TaK CaMo, sIK 1 IXHI MEepEeKUBaHHS Ta TyMKH. TUIN Ta TMiATUIH
rymopy kiacugikoBani 3a Maproro JlaiiHen, a mnepekiananbKi NPUHOMH  3aCTOCOBYBAIUCH
BIMOBITHO 10 Kinacudikaii Ammapo Yprano Ansoip ta Jlycii Mominu.

KuarouoBi cioBa: eymop, domennicmo, enemenmu 2ymopy ma 0OmenHocmi, kiacugixayis
2yMopy, muny ma niOmuny 2ymopy, nepekiao 2ymopy, nepekiaoaybki nPUiomu.

ABSTRACT

In the translation project a total of four chapters of John Penny Reid’s book Bananapants were
translated and analyzed. The translation project consists of two sections: the first section is devoted to
the translation of the book, and the second section contains a translation analysis of witty and hunour
elements. In translating Penny Reid’s book, the lexical, stylistic and grammatical norms of the target
language were followed, and the entire set of translation tools was used to preserve the author’s style.
The second chapter analyzes and classifies the peculiarities of translating elements of humour and wit
as lexical units, as well as the typical difficulties that translators encounter when working with such
vocabulary. The book contains a huge amount of humour of various types, and the book itself is full
of lively and vivid vocabulary, situations and additional contexts. The text contains witty elements
that reproduce the inner picture of the characters, as well as their experiences and thoughts. The types
and subcategories of humour are classified according to Marta Dynel, and translation techniques are
applied in accordance with the classification of Amparo Hurtado Albir and Lucia Molina.

Keywords: humour, wit, humour and witty elements, classification of humour, types and
subcategories of humour, translation of humour, translation techniques.
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FOREWORD

The book Bananapants does not merely concern itself with romantic relationships or just
humour, but rather delves deeply into the intersection of love, identity, and mental health through the
lens of contemporary romantic comedy. Exploring how personal trauma, emotional resilience, and
psychological complexity shape interpersonal connections, it offers readers both laughter and
introspection. Classified as a contemporary romantic comedy, it is particularly relevant in today’s
cultural context, which is characterised by a growing awareness of mental health, authenticity in
relationships, and the redefinition of modern love.

In a world where social interactions are increasingly mediated by technology and shaped by
evolving societal expectations, the novel’s exploration of vulnerability, neurodiversity, and self-
acceptance takes on a newfound significance. Reid’s work entertains and illuminates the ways in
which mental health, specifically bipolar disorder, affects one’s capacity to love, trust and forgive. In
this translation project, therefore, we will analyse a romantic comedy that transcends its genre
boundaries by incorporating themes of emotional intelligence by means of humour and witty elements.

This book demonstrates how psychological struggles and emotional miscommunication can
distort perception, relationships and self-concept. However, it also shows how humour and wittiness
can facilitate and foster the ground for healing. In other words, it illustrates that love and mental health
are inseparately linked: people make emotional mistakes, get their wires crossed, misunderstand or
even misjudge others and hide their vulnerabilities, and these actions have real consequences for their
relationships and personal development even though it is replete with a great sense of humour.

Exploring the intersection of psychology and romance, this insightful narrative delves into the
intricate relationship between human emotion and decision-making in intimate contexts. Through a
captivating blend of sharp wit, authentic dialogue, emotional depth, and fascinating jokes readers are
invited to reflect on how some real issues and struggles can be perceived less significant and not so
much touching when there is room for humour.

Moreover, Bananapants exemplifies the evolution of the modern romantic comedy: it is not
just about attraction and happy endings, but also about self-understanding, the complexities of the
mind, and the courage to be honest, yet not without jokes for reflecting on some important things. The
book has a clear and engaging narrative structure that includes humour, witt and vulnerability. During
this paper, we will concentrate on the thematic and linguistic features typical of contemporary
romantic fiction that integrates humour and witty elements. We will also explore the jokes and
figurative language used to convey emotional states of the characters, using their narrative and
analyzing the challenges and strategies of rendering such emotionally charged material into Ukrainian.

The goal of our project is to translate the piece of the book and explore humour and witty
elements used in the book and describe the ways of their rendering.

The objectives of the translation project are:

e to characterize the author’s style and writing manner;

e to classify and explore humour and witty elements used in the book;

e to outline challenges of translation of humour and witty elements into Ukrainian
language;

e to analyze the usage of translation methods and techniques applied in the translation.

The structure of the translation project. The translation project consists of an annotation,
foreword, 2 chapters, references, and 3 appendixes. The source text consists of 68,344 characters; the
target text consists of 76,014 characters. The total volume of the translation project is 66 pages.



CHAPTER 1

TRANSLATION OF THE BOOK BANANAPANTS BY PENNY REID

SL

TL

Chapter One
*Ava*

Batman: “It’s obvious. Only a criminal would disguise himself
as a licensed, bonded guard yet callously park in front of a fire
hydrant.”

— Batman (1966—1968 TV series)

Desperate boredom called for desperate measures, and this new
mantra of mine was how I’d found myself at a secret society
marriage meetup on a Thursday night as a favor to a coworker,
under an assumed name, wearing a wig, and having just been
abandoned by the person who was supposed to escort me for the
entire evening.

No problem. I can do this. I can pretend to be an auburn-haired,
forty-year-old cultured heiress with impeccable manners and
unsurpassed elegance.

Gathering several deep breaths from my spot overlooking the
ballroom, I descended the stairs to the main floor, doing my best
to feign an air of imperviousness. The glasses of champagne I’d
downed earlier helped, bolstering my confidence. It’s not that I
didn’t have confidence typically. I probably had too much
confidence, which probably had more to do with never leaving
my comfort zone.

That said, I used to have an abundance of any-time, any-place
confidence. Not so much anymore. But that ended tonight!

Po3ain nepmmii
EVBA

«Ile oueBuHO. TiNHKHU 37TOYUHEIH MIT O 3aMacKyBaTHCSI ITi]
CIIPaBKHBOTO OXOPOHIIS, aJie P bOMY 0e3TypOOTHO
MPUIIAPKYBATHUCS MIEPE]] TIOXKESIKHUM T1IPAHTOMY.

— bermen (tenecepian, 1966-1968)

HecamoBuTa Hyapra BuUMarajga pilrydudx dii, 1 3aBOSKHA i HOBIi
MaHTpi S ONUHHUJIACS Ha Ta€MHIN Beyipii JUIs 3HAHOMCTB y 4YeTBEp
yBeuepi, Ha MPOXaHHS KOJIETH, ITiJl BUTaJIaHUM iM’sIM, B TIEpY11i, 1 IIOWHO
MOKWHYTA JIFOJUHOIO, sIKa Masia O CKIaJaTh MEHI KOMITaHIl0 MPOTATOM
YCbOTO 3aX01y.

He 6ioa. A yinkom 30amua po3zsaxcumu cebe cama. A mooicy e0asamu,
WO 5 COPOKAPIYHA OCBIYeHA JCIHKA 3 KAWMAHOBUM 60JIOCCAM,
0e3002aHHUMU MaHepamu ma He3PIi6HAHHOW SUMOHYEHICNIO.

I'mruOoko BAMXHYBIIH KUJIbKA pa3iB, sl BPEIITI-PEILT CITyCTHIIACS 31 CBOET
CXOBaHKM Ha MEpUIMHA MOBEpX, OMHUHAIOYM CXOAM 1 HaMarar4uchb
3naBaTHCs abcomoTHO Oalayxoro. Kennxu maMnaHchbKoro, siki s Bxe
BCTHUTJIa BUITUTHU JICUIO paHille, HeaOUsK TOMOMOTIN MEHi, HAAar4u
BIieBHEHOCTI. He Te, mo s 3a3Buyail Oyna HEBINEBHEHOIO B cO0I —
HaBIakH, 5 OyJia HAATO BIIEBHEHOIO, IO, Y CBOIO Yepry, CKopiIl, Oyio
IIOB’SI3aHO 3 TUM, IO S HIKOJIM HE BHXOJIMJIA 3a MEXI CBOEI 30HH
KoM$popTy.

Tum He MeHII, paHile 5 3aBX/IU 1 BCIOJIU 0UyBaJIacsi BIEBHEHO.

Auxe ne tenep. ChoroHi Bce 3MiHMIOCS !




I stepped down from the bottom stair. Though I felt out of my
depth here, I was glad for the opportunity and would make an
effort to milk thisexperience for all it was worth. Who knew
when I’d have another chance to pretend to be someone else like
this?

Eyeing a few clusters of well-dressed, artfully coiffed, white-
teethed people, I debated how to approach. Or should I wait for
them to approach me? Or...what?

I’d agreed to Chelsea’s request on a whim a mere two hours ago,
which had given me zero time to talk myself out of this little
adventure. Talking myself out of fun or weird or interesting
things tended to be my modus operandi these days. Discomfort
was so uncomfortable, and pajamas and murder shows were so
delightfully cozy.

But look at me now! Taking the place of my doppelgéinger
coworker at this secret society party of rich and affluent people,
people who apparently met up annually to find a suitable,
marriageable partner. I didn’t blame them. Did there exist even
one individual who actually enjoyed online dating? Or bars? Or
blind dates? No such thing, bro.

Now all I needed to do was stick around for another few minutes,
a half hour tops, and that’s it. I’d promised Chelsea an hour and
an hour would be what she got. Never let it be said that I, Ava
Archer, shirtked her pretending-to-be-someone-else-at-a-
marriage-meet-up-in-order-to-save-her-coworker-from-
experiencing-tension-in-said-coworker’s-long-term-
releationship-as-a-favor responsibilities.

At a loss as I hovered near the bottom of the staircase, I
maintained my mask of cool self-assurance and decided to walk
to the bar in the far corner. Once there, I would order a drink,

S cmyctunacs 3 OCTaHHBOI CXOAUHKH. X04a s W ITO4yBajacs TyT HE B
CBOI Tapini, ofgHaK Oyya paja mii Haro/i i BUPILINIA CKOPUCTATHCS
HEIO Ha TOBHY. XTO 3HAa€, KOJIM MEHI 111 BUIAJIE IIAHC TaK CaMO BJIaBaTH
3 ce0e KOroch iHIIOro?

JIUBNSYMCh Ha BeCh 1€ HATOBN J100pe OISITHEHHX, MaiCTEepHO
3a4ecaHuX JItoJeH 3 OLITOCHIXKHUMH MOCMIIIKaMH, s pO3MipKOBYBaJIa, K
70 HUX TiAiiTH. AGO MOKe, BapTO MOYEKATH, MOKA BOHU MiTIHAYyTh 10
MeHe? AGO... sIKi TaM I11e € BapiaHTH?

S nmorogunacs Ha npoxaHHs Yerci TuIie 1Bi TOJIWHU TOMY, 1 B MEHE HE
OyJo CTUIbKM yacy, adM BiIMOBUTHCS Bij Ili€l MaJeHbKOI aBaHTIOPH.
BinMoBisTHCS Bif Becenux, NUBHHUX a00 IIKaBUX pedeld Oyno MoiMm
3BUYHHM CIOCOOOM  1ii  octaHHIM dYacoMm. OcTaHHIM 4YacoMm
BIIMOBJISITHCS BiJ BECENUX, YyIEPHALBKAX UM 3aXOIUTIOIOUUX 3aHSThH
Oy0 MOiM 3BHYHUM CIOCOOOM KHUTTS. Buxin i3 30HU KOMPOPTY — 11e
CTpaBXHil AUCKO(POPT, a OCh MiXKaMH Ta cepiajii mpo BOMBCTBA OyiH
HACTUIBKU MPUTOJIOMIIUTMBO 3aTHITHIMH.

AJe moryisiHpTe Ha MeHe 3apa3! Sl 3aMiHsAI0 CBOIO KOJery-IBiiiHMKa Ha
i BeYiplli TAEMHOTO TOBApUCTBA OaraTUX 1 3aMOKHHX JIIOJICH, SIKi,
CYIIST9H 3 YChOTO, IOPOKY 30MPAIOTHCSI, 00 3HANTH cOO1 MiXOASIIOT0
KaHIuAaTa abo KaHAUIATKY Ha IUTI00. S iX He 3BUHYBauy0. Xi0a € Xx04
OJHa JIIOOMHA, AKIM AIHCHO MOI00aroThCsA OHIIaiiH-3HaomcTBa? A0O
6apu? A6o nobauenns nHaocain? Hivoro moxiOHoro, uyBaue.

Tenep MeHi nUIIANOCS 3aTpUMATHCA 1€ Ha KiJbKa XBUJIMH, MAKCUMYM
Ha miBroAuHH, i Bce. S moobirsna Yenci mpoOyT TyT TOOUHY, 1 came
CTUIBKU s 1 Oyny TyT, He OibIne i He MeHIIe. Hikonu He KaxiTh, IO 4,
EiiBa Apuep, He AOTpUManacs OOIISIHKH MPUKHIATHCA-KUMOCh-1HIIINM-
Ha-BECUIbHIN-3yCTPiUi-I100-BPSITYBAaTH-CBOIO-KOJIETY-BiA-BITUy TTS-
TUCKY-0TOUYIOUHX-Ha-T-TPUBaJIi-CTOCYHKH.

He 3natouu, 1o pobuty, s 3aTpuManacs 011 Kparo CXoiB, ajie 30eperia
MacKy XOJOAHOKPOBHOI CaMOBIIEBHEHOCTI 1 BUpIIIMIIA MiIATH 10 Oapy
B MIPOTHJICKHOMY KYTKY. Tam st 3amoBuia 6 cobi BUNMBKY, Ha el pa3
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nonalcoholic this time. If no one spoke to me or if nothing
happened by the time I finished my drink, I would leave and my
night would be over. No biggie. Tonight felt like a big win
already simply because I’d stepped out of my comfort zone. Plus,
free new shoes. Woot!

I’d made it maybe seven steps from the grand staircase before a
guy with brown hair blocked my path. “I know who you are,” he
said, a little grin tugging his mouth to one side. He had a British
accent. It sounded like my dad’s. Very posh.

Successfully keeping the mild burst of anxiety from my
features—again, thank you champagne—I worked to adopt the
usual aloof-but-amused expression my coworker Chelsea
Albrecht-Walton, aka the aforementioned heiress doppelgénger,
wore during department meetings and asked, “Should I know
who you are?”

His grin widened and he put his hand out, but not for a
handshake. His fingers were facing up, like he wanted me to take
them, like we’d be holding hands. I lifted an eyebrow and
inspected this man. He wore a carnelian pin. This meant he was
old money but not one of the founding members of the secret
society.

Assuming he hadn’t been aging backward like Chelsea, I
suspected he was in his mid-thirties. His hair was short and
reasonably thick, but he didn’t have the hairline of someone in
their twenties. No beard. His eyes were a pale, grayish blue. I
estimated he was six foot or six foot one. With me in three-inch
heels, we were exactly the same height.

6e3 ankoromo. SIkOM HIXTO HE 3aroBOpHB OM 10 MEHE 1 Hiuoro 6 He
CTaJIOCs 10 TOTO, SIK S IOTHJIA CTAHHIO KpaIUIio, sl O milia, i Mosl Hid
Oyna 0 3aBepmieHa. Hidoro rtakoro. Lls HIY Bxe 3maBanacs MeHi
BEJIMKOIO TIEPEMOrol0 MPOCTO TOMY, L0 s BUHILIA 31 CBOEI 30HM
komdopty. Ha nonauy, mie i HOBi Ge3komToBHI Tydui otpumana. Orne
Tak!

51 BcTHrNIa MpoWTH, MaOyTh, KPOKIB CIM BiJl LIEHTPAIBHUX CXOJIB, K
XJIOTIETIh 13 KAIlITAHOBUM BOJIOCCSIM 3aCTYITUB MEH1 JIOPOTY.

— S1 3Ha10, XTO BU, — CKa3aB BiH 3 JIETKOIO MOCMIIIKOIO HA BycTax. Y
HBOTO OyB OpUTAaHCHKUI akIeHT. Sk 1 y Moro Tara. [{yxe madocHo.

VYcninHo NpUXoBYIOYH JeTKE XBUTIOBAaHHS Ha 00JINYYi — 3HOBY K TaKH,
3aBJSUYIOUH IIaMIAHCHKOMY — 51 HaMarajiach 37aBaTucs (SK 1 10 IIbOT0)
Oaiiyxo10, aje BOJHOYAC MAaTH JOCTaTHBO KyMEIHUN BUpa3 00IMyYs,
KM BHUPI3HAB MO0 Koiyery Yenci AnbOpexT-YonToH (s BKe BHIIE
3rajgyBaa, [0 MeHi JicTanach poJb ii IBIMHMUKA) MiJT 4ac Hapaa BiIILTy.
I Bce x 3anurana:

— Xouere cka3ary, sl IOBUHHA 3HATH, XTO BH?

Tenep iioro mocwmimka 31aBanack MIMPILIOIO, 1 BiH MPOCTSATHYB MEHI
PYKy, aje He s BBIWIMBOIO PyKOCTHCKaHHsA. Moro momoms Gyma
HarfpaBJIeHa Bropy, HiOM BiH XOTiB, 100 g CTUCHYJA ii B CBOIH py1i TaK,
TUIY MU PanTOBO B3suTUCs O 3a pykH. S migHs1a oaHy OpoBY 1 OIIIsIHYIa
IbOTO 4OJIOBiKa. BiH HOcUB cepioiikoBy mmwibky. Lle o3nagano, 1o
BiH OyB crapuM Oarariem, aje HE OJHHM 13 3aCHOBHHKIB Ta€EMHOTO
TOBAapHUCTBA.

[Tpumyckarouu, 110 BiH HE CTapiB Yepe3 cTpec Tak MIBHIKO, K Yenci, g
migosproBana, mo oMy 6yi10 mech 3a TpUAUATH. Moro Bomoccs GyIo
KOPOTKHM 1 JOCUThb TYCTHM, aJi¢ BiH HE MaB TaKOi LIEBEIIOPH, 5K Y
neaamstTupigaux. 1 6e3 6opoau. buiai cipo-6nakuTHi oui. [enio meHie
JBOX METpIB 3aBBUILKHA. 3 MOIMH Maif)Ke IeCATH-CAaHTHUMETPOBUMHU
nigOopamu Mu OyJIM OJTHAKOBOTO 3POCTY.




Angling my chin, I lightly placed my fingers on top of his. He
lifted my hand to his lips and placed a whisper of a kiss on my
knuckles, then released me. “Your pictures don’t do you justice.”

Oh. He’s only seen Chelsea’s picture.

I was so relieved he’d never met Chelsea in person before, I
didn’t catch my retort before it fled my mouth. “Should I hire a
new photographer?”’

He blinked like my response surprised him, then he abruptly
threw his head back and laughed. Loudly.

I had to try very, very hard not to squint at him. My question was
nowhere near as funny as he was making it out to be. Amusing
maybe. Not funny.

“You’re very witty.”

“Indeed.” Like when I performed my impersonations of Chelsea
at work—all sanctioned and done in front of her—I kept my teeth
slightly closer together and barely moved my lips while I spoke.
“And you are?”

“William Toussaint.” His gaze skated over me, giving me the
impression he was waiting for me to recognize the name.

I did recognize his last name. The Toussaints were notable
clients of my law firm’s London branch. I was fairly certain his
mother or grandmother was a duchess or baroness or something
like that. Look at me! Chatting it up with a baroness’s son. Or
grandson. Or nephew. Point is, he was a relative of someone
fancy.

As an aside, technically I was the granddaughter of someone
fancy on my dad’s side. He never talked about it, or wanted to
talk about it, thus we kids never asked.

But the reminder that this Toussaint guy in front of me had a
mother and grandmother somewhere spurred me to ask, “And
how is your family?”

Haxwunusimm migbopiazs, s JIeTeHbKO TOPKHYIACS HOT0 MalbIiB CBOTMH.
Bin migHic MOIO pyKy J0 CBOiX T'y0 1 HIDKHO TOIIYBaB, a IMOTIM
BiJIITyCTHB.

— Bami ¢ororpadii He BimoOpakaroTh BCi€i Baloi Kpacu.

Tak-c... Bin 6auus Yenci muwe na ghomo.

Bin wikonmu He OaumB Yenci ocobucto! S He 3Morna crpumaru cebe
yepe3 HeaOHKe BiUyTTs MOJIETIICHHS, TOMYy HE 3MOIJIa CTPHUMATHUCH,
BUTIAJINBIIIN:

— Mox1BO, MEHI BapTO HAalHATH iHIIOTO (oTorpada?

Bin OnuMHYB oumMa, HIOM MOSI BIAMOBIAL HOTO 31MBYBaja, a MOTIM
panToBoO BiAKMHYB IroJIOBY Ha3aJ i TOJIOCHO po3cMisiBesl. [lyxe ronocHo.
MeHi KOIITYyBajI0 HEAaOUAKHX 3yCHIIb HE TUBUTHCS Ha HOTO cKoca. Moe
3anuTaHHs OyJ10 HaBiTh OJM3BKO HE TAKUM CMIILIHUM, SIK BiH II€ 00irpas.
MoxIJ1BO, BOHO OyJIO TOTEMHUM. AJie HE CMIIIHUM.

— Bu nyxe BiyuHi.

— ABXeX, — g IPOJIOBXKYBaJjia apoiitoBaTi Yesci, 3raiaBiiy, K KOJIUCH
KoritoBasa ii Ha po0oTi (3BICHO X, IO 3 ii 3roau Ta 3a il MPUCTYHOCTI),
Je/Be CTHCKArouu 3yOu 1 Maibke He pyXarwouH ry0amu, KOJIM HapeuTi
3anuraia. — A BU...?

— Binbsam Tyccen, — BiH 00BiB MeHe MOTISAOM Tak, HIOW YeKaB, MO S
BITI3HAIO HOTO.

I s nificno Bmi3zHana ¥oro npizume. Cim’sa TycceniB Oyna BizoMUMH
KIII€EHTaMH JIOHJOHCHKOTO BIJUICHHS IOPUANYHOT GipMH, B SKid o
nparioro. S HaBiTh Oynla Maiike BIEBHEHa, 110 HOTo Matu 4u O6alycs
Oyra reproruHero, 0apoHECOr YH SKOKCH IUITKOI0. TOX MOIUBITHCS
Ha MeHe 1me pa3! S po3moBisio 3 cuHoM OapoHecu. A60 oHykoM. A0o
rieMiHHUKOM. CyTh B TOMY, 1110 BiH OYB pOAMYEM KOT'OCh 3HATHOTO.
Jlo pedi, pakTHYHO 51 OyJIa OHYKOIO SIKOICh 3HATHOT 0cOOU 1O OaTHKOBIM
ninii. BiH HiIKONM TPO 1€ HE TOBOPHB 1 HE XOTIB TOBOPUTH, TOMY MH,
TITH, HIKOJIU i HE 3aIUTyBaIU. AJle TyMKa Ipo Te, 110 ek TycceH, sKuit
CTOSIB TIepe/ii MHOIO, TOYHO MaB BiIOMHX Martip 1 6adycro, crioHyKana
MEHE 3aluTaTu:

— SIk ciipaBu y Baoi poguHu?
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Everyone had a family, and therefore it was a safe topic. “I trust
they’re all in good health?”

“Oh, you know.” He sorta rolled his eyes, his cheerful pretense
dropping. Abruptly, he looked quite put out. As put out as Lady
Catherine de Bourgh from the Keira Knightley film adaptation
of Pride and Prejudice.

Are the shades of Pemberley to be thus polluted?!

“Made the trip special for this,” he said, twisting at the waist and
lifting his rocks glass, making a vague gesture indicating to the
room at large. “I’m here with Henri Wickford, mind. Though I’ll
be damned if I know where he went.” William sniffed once, his
chest puffing out a bit, and I got the sense Henri Wickford was a
name drop. “Not sure you know Henri, do you? I’m guessing you
want an introduction.”

I stalled, glancing at my watch. Now that I was faced with
meeting people and having conversations, I wasn’t sure I should.
I wasn’t nervous anymore, but what if Chelsea ran into these
people later? I should write a report for her describing who I met
and what we talked about, bring her up to speed.

Ultimately, I evaded his question. “You tell me. I’'m not staying
much longer and haven’t much time.” Whoa. That sounded good.
Disinterested. Nice.

“Oh, come off it.” William breathed out a snort. “Everyone
wants to meet Henri.”

“How about this.” I lifted my empty champagne flute toward a
passing waiter and placed it on his tray, now in entitled-heiress

VY koxHOro Oyina cimM’s, ToMy 1e Oylia LiJIKOM JOMYCTHMa TeMa JUIs
PO3MOBH.

— IIpunyckato, 1110 y HUX Bce J00pe.

— To Bu BKe 3HA€TE... — BiH, CX0XK€, 3aKOTUB 04i, 1 HOro Becejia Macka
3HHMKJIA. PanmToM BiH HaBiTh TMOYaB 3/JaBaTHCA AyXKE MPHUTHIYCHHM.
Hacrinpku npurniuenum, sk seni Kerpin ne Bypr B expanizarii KHUTH
«[opuicTs 1 ynepemxeHHs», ae me rpaia Kipa Haii.

Yu cnpaesoi mini Ilembepni maroms Oymu max ockgepHeti?!

— Tinpku yepe3 1e L MOJOPOXK Taka OcoONMBa, — CKa3aB BiH,
o0epTrarouuch HaBKOJIO ce0e 1 MiJHIMAIOYM CKISHKY, HEBHUPa3HUM
’KECTOM BKa3ylO4H Ha BCIO KiMHaty. — 5 TyT 3 I'enpi Bikdopaom, maiite
Ha yBa3i. Xoya Xaif MEHE YOpPTH BXOIUIATb, SIKIIO S 3HAIO, KyJIU BiH
MOJTiBCSI.

BinbsM T0JI0CHO BIMXHYB MOBITPS Yepe3 Hic, M OAsIroM Horo rpyaHa
KITITKA JIeMIo 301Ibmiacs, i s 3po3ymina, mo im’s I eupi Bikghopoa uie
OyB CBOTO POy KO3UP.

— He BnieBHeHnuit, mo Bu 3Haere ['enpi, un He Tak? ["amato, BU xoueTe,
1100 5 Bac MpeiCTaBuB.

Sl 3ynuHMIacs, MOTJSHYBUIM Ha TOAMHHUK. Temep, KOJIM MEHi Bxke
JIOBEJIOCS] 3HAHOMUTHCS 1 PO3MOBIISITH 3 JIIO/IbMU, 51 HE OyJia BIIEBHEHA,
M MEeHi ctizt 0yJ10 1e pobutu. S Bxke He HepByBaa, ajie 1o, Ko Yenci
[M3HINIE HAITOBHETHCA HA LUX JrOfel neinge? S moBMHHA HamucaTh
s Hei 3BIT, B SIKOMY ONMIIY, 3 KUM s 3yCTpiiaci 1 Mpo IO MH
rOBOpMIIH, 11100 BOHA OyIa B Kypci.

3pelToro, s YHUKHYJIA HOTO MUTaHHS.

— Ile Bu MeHi ckaxiTh. Sl He 30uparocs 3aTpUMyBATUCS TYT HAaJIOBIO 1y
MeHe oOmaib yacy, — oue Tak! 3Bydano HermoraHo. He3zarikaBieHHO.
Kpyro.

— O, roxi Bxe BaM, — BinbsM nuxHyB. — Bci XouyTh nmo3HailomuTHcs 3
Ienpi.

— Sk momo Takoro BapiaHTy, — S MiAHECTA CBil MOPOXKHINA KENUX Bij
IIaMIIAHCHKOTO B OiK o(iliaHTa, KOTPUI MPOXOAUB TOB3, 1 MIOCTaBUIIA
fioro Ha oro miIHOC, TENep BXKe B peKuMi IpuBiieiioBanoi komii Yenci,
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mode. “I’ll allow the introduction if you help me escape
immediately afterward.” Ha! This was kind of fun.

“Pardon?” The word was ripe with skepticism.

“Don’t you think I'm more than capable of making an
introduction on my own, if I’d wanted one?” I affixed a politely
dismissive smile on my face and sidestepped around him, only
to be brought up short by the placement of another person
standing directly in my path.

Rocking backward, I looked up, prepared to say “Excuse me”
and continue on my way, pleased with my performance and
myself, and therefore ready to leave.

The words died on my tongue because the most coldly beautiful
man I’d ever seen gazed down at me, his features like a Greek
statue, carved marble, blond hair arranged in masculine ringlets
— if you can imagine such a thing is possible, which I would’ve
doubted if I hadn’t seen his hair firsthand — his eyes summer-
sky blue and yet lacking any ounce of warmth.

I blinked up at him. He stared down at me, his cold expression
reminding me that I wasn’t presently Ava Archer. I was Chelsea
Albrecht-Walton. Unlike Ava, Chelsea was also a boss at being
chilly when necessary.

Sighing in character, I said, “You’ve interrupted me on my way
to the bar.”

His mouth opened at the same time I spoke, making me think I’d
interrupted some planned statement from him.

Smiling tightly in a way I’d witnessed Chelsea do with junior
attorneys who asked silly questions, I lifted my hand and
motioned for him to move, flicking my wrist. “Please.”

— 5 TOTOJXKYCSl Ha 3HAHOMCTBO, SIKIIIO BU JIONIOMOXKETE MEHI1 BTEKTH
BiJIpa3y MicIsl I[bOTO.

Orakoi! byne Beceno.

— IIpoury? — B #ioro TOHi BiluyBaBCs CKENTHIIU3M.

— Bu He BBaxkaeTe, 1110 5 IIIJIKOM 3/1aTHA caMa MPEJICTaBUTHUCS, SIKOU TOTO
3axoTina? — g HATATHyJa Ha o0JIMYYs BBIWIMBY MOCMIIIKY 1 OMUHYJA
fioro, ane 3ynuHUIIACS, TIOMITHBILY, [II0 HA MOEMY LIUIAXY 3’ SIBUJIACS 1I1e
OJTHA JIFOIMHA.

BinxwnuBmivcey Hazaj, s MiIHSIA TOJOBY, 1 BXKe rOTOBa Oylia CKa3aTu
IIOCh THUITy «IEPENpOoIIyI0» 1 PYIIUTH [ali, MOBHICTIO 33J0BOJICHA
CBOE€IO TPOIO Ha Ha myOutiky. S Bce 3pobuna i g iay.

CrnoBa 3acTpsriu B ropii, 00 Ha MEHe JUBHUBCS HAMOLIBIN HEOCSIKHUN
1 BOAHOYAC HAWrapHIMWK YOJOBIK, SKOTO sI KOJNHU-HEOyah Oauwmnia, 3
pucaMu 00IMYYsl, SIK Y TPELbKOi CKYJIBITYPH, BUTECAHOT 3 MapMypy, 3
OJIOHJMHUCTUM aKypaTHO 3a4€CaHUM Ky4depsiBUM BOJIOCCSAM. SIKIIO BH
MOKETe YSBHUTU (aje NpU3HAICh, s Clab0 B 1€ BIpI0), L0 TaKe
MOKJIMBO, TO S B3arali Hi, SKOM He mmoOaduia HOro BOJOCCS Ha BJIACHI
oui... llle # 3 oyrMa KOJIBOPY JITHHOTO HEOA, B IKMX HE OYJI0 aHi Kparui
TeIIa.

S xninHy”na 1 MoAWBUIIACS Ha HHOTO. BiH Tako TUBUBCS HA MEHE, 1 HOTO
KpY>KaHUM MO HarajaaB MeHi, o s 3apa3 He EiiBa Apuep. S Oyna
Yenci AnsOpext-Bonron. Ha Binminy Bin EiiBu, Yenci mana piBeHb
«00oc» y ToMy, sIK OyTH HE3BOPYIITHOIO, KOJH 11€ HEOOX1IHO.

— Bu 3aBagunu MeHi ficratucs 6apy, — 31TXHyJa 51, 3HOBY I'PalOYH CBOIO
pOJIb.

Bin po3TynuB pora B TOH camMHii MOMEHT, KOJM sI 3aTrOBOpHIIA, 1 A
noyMasa, 1o rnepepnaia Horo 3ariaHOBaHy PeInIiky.

ITocmixarounce Tak caMmo, sk Yerci mocMixanacs MOJIOAUM agBOKaTaM,
K1 3aJ]aBaJIi TypHI MUTAHHS, S MiIHSIA PYKY 1 )KECTOM 3aIllpocHiia Horo
MPOITH NOB3, MAXHYBILH 31’ ICTKOM.

— by nmacka.
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His eyebrows ticked up a few millimeters, like he was surprised
but kept his expressions on a tight leash. “Please what?” Was he
American? Or British? I couldn’t tell.

“Please move.” I noted his pin was moonstone. Ugh. New
money. How odious. Yeeeeah. I was fully in character now.

Oddly enough, his mouth tugged to one side at my dismissive
gesture. He didn’t move, instead subtly tilting his head to the
side, his cold eyes moving between mine. “Didn’t you want an
introduction?”

“I don’t recall requesting one.” I stepped back, crossing my arms
lightly over my middle. “What I do remember is needing a drink,
and now you’re in my way.”

This pretty person continued looking at me like I was confused,
and that confused him. But all he said was, “Is that so?”

“That is s0.” On a whim, fueled by an Oscar-worthy performance
thus far, I asked, “How will you make it up to me?”

He blinked, like this question also surprised and confused him.

I loved how in K-dramas heroes were always flirting with
heroines by asking the question, “How will you make it up to
me?” It was cute.

The blond angel seemed to think it was cute too. His gaze didn’t
warm precisely, but he suddenly looked infinitely less bored.
“Must I make it up to you?”

“Absolutely.”

“What do you suggest?” His voice lowered and so did his gaze,
dropping to my chin or neck for a brief moment before returning
to mine.

Woro 6poBM mimHsmmMcs Ha Kidbka MiTiMeTpiB, Hi6M BiH OyB
3IMBOBAHUH, aje TPUMaB CBOI €MOLIii i/l CyBOPUM KOHTPOJIEM.

— Byap nacka, mo? — BiH OyB amepukaninem? Yu Oputanuem? Baxko
CKa3aTH.

— Bynw macka, BimiiimiTh, — s MOMITWIA, IO HOro Imuibka Oyna 3
MicssyHOTO KaMeHI0. Dy. [l]e 0oun 6acamiii. Ax oeuono. Taaaax. Tenep
5 NOBHICMIO BIICUNACS 6 POJTb.

SIx He MMBHO, y BIMOBIAL HA Miif 3HEBAXKJIMBHM KECT JIiHISI HOro ByCT
cKkpuBMiacs. BiH He pyxaBcs, JUILIE JIe[b MOMITHO HAXHJIUB TOJIOBY
BOIK, BAUBJISIOYNCH MEHI B 04l XOJIOJHHUM ITOTJISIIOM .

— Bu He xoTinm, o6 g npeacraBuBcs?

— He mpuranyto, mo6 npocuia mnpo 1e, — s BiACTynuiIa Hazaj, ciaado
CXpPECTUBIIM PYyKH Ha Tamii. — Sl mam’srato nuine, mo 30upanacs
BUIIUTH, 4 BU MCHI 3aBa)Ka€Te.

Lleit kpaCyHYHK MPOJOBXKYBAaB TUBUTHUCH HA MEHE TaK, HIOW y cUTyarlii,
IO CKJIajacs, po3ryousach s, MpoTe HACIpaB.i 1€ BiH OyB THM, KOTO
30mnm 3 mantenuky. OqHaK, Bce, 0 BiH CKa3aB, 3By4ajio JOBOJI CYXO:

— Hesxe?

— Bke, — i1 BIUTMBOM €MOIIiH, TIACHICHUX MOEIO OCKaPOHOCHOIO TPOIO,
s 3anuTana: — Ik BU MeHi I1e KoMIeHcyeTe?

Bin 6muMHYB ounMa, HIOW Il MUTaHHSA HOTO TakoX 3AMBYBaso. MeHi
nogo0anocst, K y KOPEWChKHUX JApamax Tepoi 3aBxIau (uipTyBald 3
TepOTHAMU, 33/1al0Ud TUTaHHS: «SIK BU MeHi 1e komreHcyere?». Lle
OyJ10 MUJIO.

BilsBuil aHreI0u0K, 3/1aBaI0Cs, TEX BBAXKAB Ile MHIMM. Moro mormsn
He OyB TEIUTILINM, ajieé B MOMEHTI HOMY CTaJlo HE TaK BXXe i HyIHO.

— S1 Mymry BaM 11e KOMIEHCYBaTH?

— be3symMmoBHo.

— Illo Bu mpomnonyeTre? — ¥Oro rojoc CTaB THUXIIIMM, i BiH TEpEBiB
MOTJISI/T, HA MUTh 3YNIMHUBIIUCH HA MOEMY TiAO0piaai abo Ha JiHiT mwi,
nepul HiXK 3HOBY IMOBEPHYTHUCS 10 MOIX OY€il.
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“If you need me to provide ideas, then you are simply incapable
of making reparations.” I plucked my clutch from under my arm
and prepared to haughtily walk around him.

He stepped in my path again. “Please,” he said “I have ideas.
Many ideas.”

“Good for you.” For some reason, I was smiling. But it was
definitely a reserved Chelsea smile and not a big old toothy Ava
smile. I gave myself a mental fist bump for my character
immersion. Truly, I should switch careers. I was an acting
genius.

Extending his hand—not like William’s platform fingers earlier,
but perpendicular to the ground like a regular handshake—he
said, “I’m Henri Wickford.” However, like William, he watched
me as though waiting for me to recognize his name.

I didn’t recognize his name other than from William Toussaint’s
earlier reference to it but accepted his handshake. “Chelsea
Albrecht-Walton.”

“I know,” he said. Before I could react to that, he asked, “What
are you drinking?”’

“Nothing, thanks to you.” My response was rapid-fire. / was
born to play this role! After tonight, I would take to the stage. I
would conquer Broadway first, then Hollywood. It was my
destiny!

Looking mock-mournful, Henri placed a hand over his heart.
“Allow me to remedy the situation. William,” he said, calling to
his friend. Or associate. Or whatever they were.

William appeared at Henri’s elbow. “Yes?”
“A manhattan for Chelsea.”

— Slkmo BaM moTpiOHI MOi i7ei, TO BH NPOCTO HE CIPOMOXKHI Ha
BIJIIIKOAYBaHHS, — sl BUTSAIJIa CyMOYKY 3-3a Ma3yXd 1 MPUTOTyBajacs
TOPJAOBUTO OO1TH HOTO.

BiH 3HOBY nieperopoauB MeHi JOpory.

— Bynb nacka, — ckasaB BiH, — y MeHe € izei. barato inei.

— Hdyxe nobpe, — s mocMixanacs 6e3 BUAMMOI Ha T€ MPUYMHU. AJie 1ie
Oyna, 6e3yMOBHO, CTpUMaHa rocMimnka Yesnci, a He MIMPOKA MOCMIIIKa
EiiBy, 3acrimnoroyua 0Touyounx. S moxyMku noxsanuia cede 3a Te, 1o
TaK BXxuiacs B poisib. KistHych, MeH1 BapTo 3MiHUTH npodecito. S Oyna
TeHIATbHOIO aKTPHCOIO.

[IpocTsrHyBIIM PYyKy — HE TaK, SK Le 3poOuB padime Binmbsam, a
napajieiabHO 10 3eMJli, MOoAIOHO 0 3BUYafHOTO PYKOCTHUCKAHHS, — BiH
CKa3aB:

— S T'enpi Bikdopa.

€nuHe, Mo BiH poOMB Tak camo, K 1 BilbsiM — TUBUBCS HA MEHE,
OYiKyIOYH, IO s OJpa3y BHi3HAIO Horo im’g. 3BiCHO, IO S HOro He
BIlI3HAJNA, MpOTe MOTHCHYJIA pYyKy, 3raaydyd cjoBa TycceHa, SKi
CTOCYBAJIHCA IILOTO camoro [ 'eHpi.

— Yenci AnsopexT-BonToHn.

— 3Hal0, — BUMOBHB BiH, 1 HE YEKAIOYH MO0 BIJIMOBIb, IPOJJOBXKHB. —
[Ilo mutumere?

— Hivoro. 3aBasiku Bam, — He Bararo4uch, Bianosina s. Yopm, ma s 6yia
cmeopena, wob epamu yio poas! Iliciast ChOrOJHIIIHBOTO Beuopa i
BUiy Ha ciieHy. Criouatky s miakopro bponseit, a motim [NomniBya. Le
noist!

3 y/1aBaHO CyMHUM BHUIJISLIOM [ '€Hpi MOKIIaB pyKy Ha ceplie.

— Jlo3BOIbTe MEHI BUIIPABUTH CUTYyaIlif0. BinbsiMe, — BHMOBHB BiH,
T'YKHIBIIH CBOTO Jpyra. AGo GizHec-mapTHepa. AOGO XTO BOHU TaM OJHE
OJTHOMY OYJIH.

Binbsam BunupyHyB 0inist I'eHpi.

— Tak?

— Kokreiinp «Manrerren» st Yernci.
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Ava wanted to frown, but Chelsea kept her features
dispassionate. The Toussaint family was notoriously snobby and
this Henri Wickford dude was treating their grandson like he was
a waiter. Who is this guy?
“Absolutely,” William nodded,
“Anything for you, Henri?”
“Nothing you can give me.” Henri said this without taking his
eyes from mine.

I allowed myself to cock an eyebrow after William left to fetch
my drink. Like he was a dog instead of the heir to an old money
empire.

Henri must’ve been extremely competent at his job or insanely
wealthy. A fascinating truth I’ve learned about life in my twenty-
five years is that many (not all, but many) nonrelatives and
nonfriends will put up with oddness and poor manners in the
subjectively very physically attractive, the extremely competent,
or the staggeringly wealthy. But if you’re none of the above, you
better be lacking in all eccentricities or incredibly charismatic.

looking cheerful again.

“Tell me, Chelsea. Your accent. Where are you from originally?”
He took a half step closer.

“Chicago. And you?” I didn’t think anything of his question.
Chelsea did have a strange accent. She’d given me good-natured
pointers whenever I impersonated it and had praised my
pronunciation of certain words, saying I sounded a lot like her
grandmother had.

“Delaware.”

Hmm. What would Chelsea think about someone being from
Delaware? 1 decided Chelsea would think Delaware was fine.

EiiBa xotina Oyno Hacymutucs, ane Yenci 30epiraja HE3BOPYIIHUI
Bupa3z obmuyus. Cim’st Tyccen Oyna BijoMa CBOIMH CTaTKaMu, a IIei
I'enpi Bikdopa craBuBcs A0 IXHBOTO OHYKa, Haue A0 3BUYAMHOTO
odimianra. Xmo yeii uysax?

— 3Bu4aiiHo, — BiibsiIM KMBHYB T'0OJIOBOIO, TEIEP BiH 3HOBY IOBOJIUBCS
xwusime. — [llock s Bac, ['enpi?

— Hiuoro, mo Bu mornu 6u MeHi nati, — ['eHpi He BiIBOAMB Bil MEHE
MPUCTAILHOTO TOTJISAY.

Sl no3Bonmna cobi migHATH OpoBY, Konmu BimbsaM Bimiiimos, mo6
MIPUHECTH MEHI KOKTeib. BiH mOBOAMBCS, Haye TeC, a He CIIaKOEMEIb
CTapoOBHUHHOI (hiHAHCOBOT iMIIEPii.

[Tpuncykaro, mo I['enpi OyB HaA3BMYalHO KOMIIETEHTHUM Yy CBOii
crpaBi 200 K IPOCTO MIaJIeHO 6araTuM. 3a ABAALSTH I’ SITh POKIB KUTTS
s YCBIIOMWJIA OJHY I[iKaBy pi4: OUTBIIICTH (HE BCi, aje OUIBIIICTB)
mofed, sAKIi HE € poAMYaMH UM  JAPY3SAMH, TOTOBI TEpIITH
MPULIENENKYBATICTh TA MOTaHI MaHEPH y THX, XTO CyO €KTUBHO Mae
NpuBa0JIMBY 30BHINIHICTh, HAJ3BUYAalHY KOMIIETEHTHICTh Yy CBOii
crpaBi abo K MPUTOIOMIUIUBE 0AraTCTBO. AJle SIKIIO BH HE HAJECKUTE
70 KOAHOT 3 IUX KaTeropii, BaM Kpaiie Mo30yJUTHUCS BCIX CBOIX
IMBAKyBaTUX PHUC XapakTepy, Hy, abo X, IpOCTO OyTH HEWMOBIpPHO
XapU3MaTHYHHM.

— Ckaxite MeHi, Yenci. Bam akmenrt. 3Bigku BH poaoMm? — BiH
HAOJIM3HUBCS 10 MEHE Ha MTiBKPOKY.

— Yukaro. A Bu? — s He 3BEpHYyJa yBary Ha ioro 3amuTanHs. Yeci
IificCHO Malia MTUBHUY akieHT. BoHa HaBiTh JaBajia MEHi TI0OPO3UWINBI
nopajiv, KOJIHU s iMITyBajia Horo, 1 XBaJlljia MOIO BUMOBY JIESKHX CIiB,
KaXXy4H, 110 s Ty’Ke cxoxa Ha ii 6adycro.

— Jlenasep.
Xm. Hxoi oymku 6yna 6 Yenci npo moouny 3 Jlenasepa? 51 Bupimmna,
mo Yenci BBaxana 6 [lenaBep HIKOM NPUEMHUM MICIIEM.
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“Are you in town just for tonight?”’ I asked, honestly curious. “Or
did this event happily coincide with other plans?”

“If I had plans prior to now, I honestly can’t recall them.” He
sounded dishonest and flirty.

“Maybe you’re suffering from short-term memory loss,” I said,
and tried not to cringe because that sounded like something Ava
would say, not Chelsea.

Thankfully, it made him grin. “Should I get myself checked
out?”

“It’s not a bad idea.”

“Would you do it? If I asked?”

“I’m not a doctor.”

“No. You just play one on TV, right?”

Did he just quote a movie?

No.

YES!

Also possible, this Henri person had quoted the original source,
actor Chris Robinson’s Vicks Formula 44 cough syrup
commercial from the 1980s.

Unable to help myself, I asked, “Big fan of General Hospital? Or
do you have a cough?”

His eyes brightened, losing their frost for the first time. “You
watch General Hospital?” He placed his hand on my elbow and
leaned forward, his voice hushed.

“Reruns. I shipped Jason and Elizabeth. How about you?” I
whisper-answered in his ear before I could think better of it.
Later, I would blame the champagne and the heady feeling of
finding someone who also liked to quote famous lines from TV,
books, and movies. No one at work ever seemed to realize when

— Bu B MICTI TiBKM HA CHOTOJHINIHINA Bewip? — 3amurTana s, HMIHPO
3alliKaBUBIINCh. — YK 1 MOAIS MPOCTO YCIIIIHO 30iraacs 3 iHIIUMH
I1aHaMH?

— SIkmo y MeHe 1 Oynu sIKiCh TUTaHH JI0 IBOTO, TO, YeCHO KaXyuH, s 1X

HE MaM’siTal0, — MOT0 Trojioc 3By4aB KOKETJIMBO, XO4ya CJOBa OyiH
[IJTKOBUTOI OPEXHEIO.
— MoxnauBo, y Bac KOpOTKOYacHa BTpaTa Iam’ siTi, — BiANOBiNA 1,

HaMaralo4uch He 3ApUTHYTHCS, 00 MOi ClloBa 3By4asH sik cioBa EifBu, a
He Yenci.

Ha macts, 1ie 3Mycuiio Horo mocMixHyTHCS.

— Meni BapTo npoiiTu MennYHe 0OCTEKEHHS?

— Ile Henorana izesi.

— Bu 6 nposenu obcTexxenHs? SIk6u s Bac monpocus?

— 51 He mikap.

— Hi. Bu npocto rpaere pounsb jiikaps B cepiaii, Tak?

Bin wotino npoyumysas ginom?

Hi.

TAK!

Takox MoXknuBO, 110 e dyyBak ['eHpi MPOIUTYBaB MEPIIOHKEPENO,
pexnamy cuporny Bix kanuto «Vicks Formula 44y 3 aktropom Kpicom
PoGinconom 3 1980-x pokiB.

He BrpuMaBmucs, g 3anurana:

— Bu Benukuit manyBansHuK cepiany «General Hospital»? Uu y Bac
Kalenb?

Horo oui 3acBiTHIMCS, BIiepIe BTPATUBIIH CBiif, 31aBa0Cs, IPUPOIHIit
XOJIOJI.

— Bu quBurecs «General Hospital»? — BiH moksiaB pyKy MeHi Ha JIIKOTb
1 HAXUIJIUBCS BIEPEI, 1Oro rojioc 3aBaBCsl TUXIIIUM.

— IlepenuBnsitocs. S BOOmiBana 3a [[xeiicona ta Emizaber. A BuU? —
NpPOILIENoTiNa 1 HOMy Ha ByXO, HE BCTUTHYBIIM A00pe OOMipKyBaTH
cBOIO BianoBiab. I1i3Himie s O 3BUHYBaTHIa B YChOMY LIAMITAHCHKE Ta
II’sIHKE BIAYYTTS 3a/0BOJICHHS, IO HApEIUTI 3HAWIIA JIONUHY, SKa
TAKO’K JIIOOMJIA TUTYBATH BiZloMi (ppa3u 3 TeneBi3iiHUX cepialliB, KHUT
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I was quoting a movie, so I rarely did out loud, for obvious
reasons.

A choking sort of laugh emerged from him. “Not Sonny and
Carly?”

Now I laughed. “No way. Too much drama.”

“But isn’t that the point? Of a soap opera, I mean.” He leaned
closer.

“What? No! I don’t think so at all.”

“What do you think?” Henri’s volume dropped further to a
whisper, his gaze making a detour to my lips again.

“I think—"

“Oh my God. Is that you? Celeste?!”

Automatically, my head turned toward the sound, and this was
for two reasons. First, Celeste was my middle name and only one
person in my life ever called me that with any frequency. Second,
my subconscious recognized the voice that said it. And then I
saw him.

The room narrowed, all sound falling away. I felt the color drain
from my face but wasn’t aware of much else because Des was
there. My Des. Dressed in a dark gray suit. Vivid blue tie. White
shirt. Strolling toward me. My childhood and teenage-hood best
friend. My person. My —

No. Wait. It wasn’t my Des. It was adult Des. Very adult Des. I’d
never seen adult Des.

Taller, wider shoulders, more substantial and angular features.
But the eyes, they were the same as when we were fifteen, before
he left me, before he cut me out of his life. Electric blue beneath
dark auburn eyebrows. Hawkish and sharp.

Before I knew it, he’d wrapped me in a tight—very tight—hug,

ta ¢irpMiB. Ha poOOTI HIXTO HIKOJM HE MOMIYaB, KOJM S IIUTyBaja
¢binbMH, TOMY 5 piZIKO pOOHIIA 1€ BrOJIOC, 3 OUEBUAHUX MIPUYHUH.

3 fioro rpyeit BUpBaBCS 3aAYILIHBHIA CMiX.

— Tineku ve Conni 1 Kapui...

Temnep Bxke s 3acMisiacs.

— Hizamo. 3aHaaTo ApaMaTUIHO.

— Aune xi0a He B 1boMy cyThb? S Mal Ha yBa3i MWIbHY Omepy, — BiH
HaXWIMBCA OJIMKYE.

— Io? Hi! 4 rak He nymaro.

— A Bu mo aymaere? — ronoc ['eHpi cTaB 1mie TUXIMIKUM, 1 BiH 3HOBY
NIEpEeBiB MOTJIA HA MOi I'yOH.

— 4 nymatro...

— O boxe. Lle Tu? Cenecra?!

Mos rojoBa MalIMHAJIbHO TMOBEPHYJACs Ha 3BYK, 1 Ha Ie Oyso JBi
npuunHU. [lepma — Tak, Cenecra — 11e Mo€ pyre iM’si, 1 TUIBKHA OJHA
JIOAMHA B MOEMY JKHMTTI 4acTO Tak MeHe HaszuBana. [lpyra — s
IMCBIIOMO BITi3HAJA LEN rojIoc. A MOTIM s BXKe 1To0auunia Horo.

KimMHaTa MOMEHTaJBHO 3BY3MJacs, BCI HAaBKOJIMIIHI 3BYKH MEpeCTaIn
icHyBatH. Sl Biguyna, sk pi3ko 30iiuia, ayne s OuIble HIYOrOo HE
nomivyana, 6o tam OyB [le3. Miii Jle3. OnsarueHuil y TeMHO-CipHii
KocTIOM. SIckpaBo-CHHsI KpaBaTka. bina copouka. Bin HaOmmxkaBcs 1o
MeHe. Miif Halikpammii Apyr TUTHHCTBA Ta IOHOCTI. Mos mronuHa.
Miii...

Hi. 3auexaime. 1le 6yB He Mmiii [le3. Ile OyB mopocmuii [e3. Jlyxe
nopocnuii Jles. S Hikonu He 6aunna nopocioro Jlesa.

Bumwii, 3 mumpmmMy miednma, O1IbIl BUpa3HUMH 1 TOCTPUMH pUCaMH
obnuyust. Ase o4i Oy TaKMMH 3K, SK 1 KOJIM HaM OyJI0 I’ ITHAAUATh, 10
TOTO, SIK BiH MIOKMHYB MEHE, JI0 TOTO, SIK BIH BUKPECIUB MEHE 31 CBOTO
KUTTSA. ENeKTpU4HO-ONIaKUTHI Mil TEeMHO-KAIITAaHOBUMH OpoBaMH.
T'octpi, Kk y sicTpyOa.

[lepur HiX 5 BCTUTIIA I0-HEOYAb 30arHYTH, BiH MIIIHO — 0y#ce MIITHO —
OOIHSB MEHE, BUYABHBIIM 3 MOIX JIET€Hb 3aJUIIKH TOBITPs, WOTO
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squeezing the breath out of me, his big hand coming to the back
of my head and pressing my cheek firmly against his chest, over
his heart.

What. The. Hell.

I’d barely processed anything by the time he released me. I
sucked in air through my nose to replace the breath I’d lost from
his harsh hug. My brain told me he smelled great.

Des’s hands still on my arms, he leaned back with a meanish-
looking curve to his lips to say, “It’s been, what? Ten years? How
are your parents? And what are you doing here? Is your mom
still with the CIA? Also, what’s with this wig?”

Chapter Two
*Desmond*
“Being bipolar is like not knowing how to swim. It might be
embarrassing to tell people, and it might be hard to take you
certain places. But they have arm floaties. And if you just take
your arm floaties, you can go wherever the hell you want.”
— Taylor Tomlinson: Look at You (2022 Netflix special)

Ava’s voice had carried to me. The accent and words were all
wrong, but the voice was exactly right. At first I thought I was
imagining things. I’d never hallucinated during one of my
psychotic episodes, my last one being seven years ago, but that
didn’t mean it was outside the realm of possibility.

But, you know, one thing at a time.

Excusing myself from the conversation I’d been having with a
pretty doctor and her hedge fund manager brother under the
pretense of needing another whiskey, I’d searched the crowd for

BeJIMKa pyKa ONMHMIIACS HAa MOIM MOTWIMILI 1 TICHO IPUTHCHYJIA MOIO
LIOKY 0 MOro IpyJei, Hall CEpLEM.

LJo. 3a. Haghie.

51 nenp BCTHUIJIA MEPEBAPUTH BCE, IO BiAOYJIOCH, KOJIU BiH BIJITyCTHB
MeHe. Sl BIUXHyJa MOBITPsS HOCOM, HAMaratoynch BiJHOBUTH AMXaHHS
miciast MiHUX 001¥iMiB. Miii MO30K miaka3zyBaB MeHi, 1m0 Jle3 9yaoBo
naxHe.

Jle3 Bce Ie TpUMaB MEHE 3a IUIeUi, BiIXWIMBIIUCH Ha3a] 13 3JICHOIO
MOCMINIKOIO HAa BYCTaX, a MOTIM CKa3aB:

— CKUIbKM MUHYJIO, IecsTh pokiB? Sk TBoOi OaThku? I m10 TH TYT pobuim?
TBost mama Bce 1ie npattoe B LIPY? I mo ue 3a nepyka?

Po3nin npyruii
JAE3MOH/

«byTu OinonsipHUM — 11e Haue He BMITH I1aBaTH. Moxe OyTH
HE3PYYHO PO3MOBIAATH IPO L€ JIIOJAM, 1, MOXKIIUBO, CKIaTHO
MOTPAIUTH Y €K1 MIiCIs. AJjie IS IIbOTO ICHYIOTh HapYKaBHUKH. |
SKILO MTPOCTO HAJATTH HAPYKaBHHUKH, TO MOYKHA ICTATUCS KYIU
3aBrOJTHO.»
— Teiinop TommincoH, «Look at you» (cnenumyck Netflix, 2022)

I'onoc EiiBu nonuuHaB 10 MeHe. AKLEHT OyB Ay)Ke TUBHHM, SK 1 CIIOBa,
AK1 BOHa migOupana, HiOu e Oyja He BOHA, a XTOCh 1HIIUH, MPOTE caM
roJIOC TOYHO HaJiexxaB came 1. CrovaTky s o {yMas, 10 MEHi 34a€ThCS.
Sl HiKOAM He MaB TaIIOLUHAINN IIiJ Yac IICHXOTHYHHMX €IIi30/iB,
OCTaHHIi 3 SKUX OyB CiM pOKiB TOMY, aJjie 1I¢ BCe LIe He O3HaYaso, 110
3apa3 s LIJIKOM CHpUIiMalo peabHICTh TaKOI0, IKOI0 BOHA €.

Age naBaiite po36epemMocs 3 yCiM 1o uep3i.

[Tin mpuBOgOM TOTO, IO MEHI HEOOXIJHO BUIMUTH I OJIWH BICKi, A
BHOAYUBCS TIepe]l CUMIIATUYHOIO JIIKApKOIO Ta ii OpaToM, MEeHeKepoM
xeuKk-(hoHTy, 1 mimoB mrykatd EWBY cepen HaTOBIy, IO HAacHpaBii
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Ava and spotted her easily. I wasn’t drinking whiskey. It was
iced tea. I can’t drink alcohol. But lying about whether diluted
decaf Earl Grey was actually Johnnie Walker was the least of my
deceptions tonight.

I don’t keep count of the lies, but I'm very good at keeping my
story straight.

Watching Ava Archer from my spot by the bar, not ten feet from
where she spent several minutes making absurd conversation
after introducing herself as Chelsea Albrecht-Walton, I listened
in and evaluated her performance. Her wig was on straight, and
that was the only nice thing I could say about her act tonight.

She was ridiculous.

I hadn’t seen Ava Archer in ten years and yet I’d know her
anywhere, didn’t matter if she called herself Chelsea or
Samantha or Olaf. Didn’t matter if it was sixty years from now
and we were meeting again for the first time on a Yangtze River
cruise. And it certainly didn’t matter if she wore an auburn wig,
a designer cocktail dress, and a fake beauty mark.

I would know her. That’s what happens when the first fifteen
years of your life are shaped by and reliant on primarily one
person. And the years after are spent trying not to think about
them.

“Who is that chick? She looks so familiar.” the voice in my
head—meaning, the voice coming from the virtually invisible
earpiece I wore—asked. Sue, my chain-smoking hacker handler,
rarely commented or asked questions that weren’t related to the
mission while I worked a job. She could see everything I could
see through the camera inside the pin at the top of my tie.

“Just someone I know,” I mumbled loud enough so only Sue
would be able to hear.

Oyno HeckinaaHo. S He nuB Bicki. To OyB xonoaHmii yail. 5l B3arani He
MOy IIUTH aJIKOT0JIb. AJie 30pexartu, 1o po3dasineHuii 6e3xodeinoBmit
yaii «Earl Grey» 0yB nHacnpaszi «Johnnie Walker» Oyno HaiimeHmoro 3
MOiX BUTIBOK ITi€1 HOUI.

51 He Bemy paxyHOK TOTO, CKIJIbKH pa3iB s 30pexaB, ane gyxe ao0pe
BMIIO TpUMAaTHCA OJIHI€T Bepcii, abu He BUIIIAJATH MiA03P1JIO.
Cnocrepiratoun 3a EifBoto Apuep 3i cBoro kytouka Oinst 6apy, MEHII
HDK 32 TPH METPH BiJ TOro Miclis, J€ BOHAa KiTbKa XBWJIMH Beja
abcypaHy po3MoBy, mnpexactaBuBIIKCh Yenci AnbOpext-BonToH, 4
CIlyXaB i OLliHIOBaB ii akTopchKy Tpy. [i mepyka cuina mpocTo igeanbHo,
1 e Oyno €IWHOI pivy4i0, SIKIA s MIr O 3pOOUTH KOMIUTIMEHT 3a
CHOTOTHIIITHIN Bedip.

Bomna Oyna nuBaukoro.

51 ne 6auuB EiiBy Apuep aecsaTs pokiB, ayie 51 6 ymi3HaB ii 1e 3aBrOJHO,
KuM Ou BOHa He mpenctaBuiachk — Yeunci, CamanToro un Onadom. S 6
yMi3HaB ii HABITh Yepe3 IICTAECST POKiB, HABITH SIKIIO MU 3yCTPLIUCS O
3HOBY BIIEpIle HAa Kpyi3i o piumi SHI3u. [, 3BMuaiiHo, HEBaXKIMBO, UM
HOCHJIa BOHA MEPYKY KaIITaHOBOTO KOJBOPY, MTU3AHHEPCHKY BEUipHIO
CYKHIO 1 IITyYHY POAMMKY — 51 BCE OJIHO O 11 BITi3HAB.

I tak, s ii BoizHaB. Tak OyBae, KOJMM mepIi I’ SITHAAUATH POKIB TBOTO
KHUTTS 3aJIeKaTh MEPEBAKHO BiA OJHIET JIOaUHM, siKa (HOopMye TBiid
CBITOTJIAA. A BCl HACTYNHI POKM TH Hamaraeuics He JyMaTd Ipo L0
JIOUHY.

— XTo0 1s vikca? BoHa 37a€ThCs TAKOKO 3HAHOMOIO, — 3alHTaB roJIOC y
MOTH TOJIOBI, a TOYHINIE TOJOC, IO JYHaB i3 Maike HEMOMITHOTO
HaBYIIHHKA, IKUH g1 HocuB. L{e Oyna Cplo, MOsl XakepKa-KypaTopka, sKa
MOCTIHO KypuJIa, piJIKo IIOCh KOMEHTYBala 1 TaK caMo PiJIKO 3a/1aBaja
MUTaHHS, SKI HE CTOCYBAJIMCS 3aBJaHb, KOTpi s BUKOHYyBaB. BoHa
Oauma Bce, 10 0a4MB 51, Yepe3 Kamepy BCEpEeHHI IIMUIBKU Ha MOiN
KpaBariii.

— IIpocTo XTOCH, KOTO 5 3HaIO, — MPOOYPMOTIB 5 IOCTaTHHO T'OJIOCHO,
11106 Tinbku ChIO MOTJIa MEHE MOYYTH.
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“That’s a wig,” Sue said, matter-of-fact. “And what’s that
accent? Mid- Atlantic or some shit? She sounds like Mayor
Quimby from The Simpsons. Or, you know, that Catherine
O’Hara character from that TV show. Crappola on a cracker,
what was the name of that show?”

I’d decided to let Ava be—the guy she was speaking with,
William Toussaint, was harmless— when Henri Wickford
sauntered up and blocked her path.

Sighing, I rubbed my forehead and cursed under my breath.
Unlike Ava, I was here tonight under my real name, so I wasn’t
worried about her blowing my cover. Worst-case scenario, she’d
blow her own cover and —

Actually. No.

I amended my previous thought. The actual worst-case scenario
was that she’d genuinely catch the attention of Henri Wickford,
the asshole with whom she was currently speaking and a jerkoff
who—reliable intel suggested—possessed a nasty habit of
becoming obsessive with women who piqued his interest. We’d
been told he was like a spoiled toddler on a playground: he only
wanted the toys that weren’t his, lost interest once they were, and
would prefer to break them than see anyone else enjoy them. I
blamed his upbringing.

Also, the dickwaffle happened to be my target.

Careful not to frown at the scene playing out in front of me, I
gritted my teeth as Henri’s hand came to her elbow and he leaned
forward so that she could speak directly next to his ear, like they
were playing telephone or telling secrets. When he leaned back,
he laughed.

Now I did frown. I couldn’t help it. In the months I’d been
building a rapport with that evil bag of shit, I’d never seen Henri
genuinely laugh. Five minutes with Ava and it’s like he’s
watching his first Arrested Development episode.

— Ile nepyka, — ckazana Crplo, SIK PO IIOCH IIJTKOM 3BUYaiiHe. — A 1110
e 3a akueHt? CepeqHbOATIAHTHMYHUN 4M 1€ sKach OypHA? Bona
3ByunTh SIK Mep KBiMOi 3 «CimricoHiB». AG0, 3Ha€I, K TepOiHs, SIKY
rpana Kerpin O’l'apa, 3... Toro Tenecepiamy. YopT 3abupaii, 5K
Ha3MBaBCS TOU cepian?

S BupimmB 3anumuTtd ElBYy B crnokoi, 00 xjonenpb, 3 SKUM BOHA
po3moBisiia, Bimbsim TycceH, He CTaHOBUB 3arpo3u. AX TYT 3’ SIBUBCS
I'enpi Bikdopa i neperopoaus iit nopory.

3iTXHYBLIH, 5 TOTEp J00a i Thxo Bunasscs. Ha Binminy Big EitBu, s OyB
TYT CBOTOJIHI MiJl CBOIM CIIPAaBXKHIM iM’SM, TOMY HE XBHJIIOBABCS, 11O
BOHA BUKPHE MeHe. Y HAUTipIIoMy BHUIIAJKy BOHA BUKPHE ceOe i...

Bracne, ni.

51 oppasy x nepeaymas, 00 HalTipIIUM BUIIAIKOM Mir Ou OyTH TOHi, 1e
BOHa npuBepTae yBary I'enpi Bikdopaa — Toro xo3na, 3 skMM BOHa 3apa3
pO3MOBIIsIIa, CaM€ TOTO OCTAaHHBOTO 1Ai0Ta, SKWUW, 3a HAIIHHOIO
iHpopMali€r0, MaB MACKyJIHY 3BHYKY OJEPKHUMO 3aXOILTIOBATHCA
KIHKaMHU, SIK1 HOT0 YMMOCH 3alliKaBWIH. S Iech UyB, 110 BiH OYB CXOXKHIA
Ha PO3MEMIEHOr0 MAJIIOKa Ha JUTSYOMY MAaWIaHYHMKY: BiH XOTIB TUIBKH
Ti IrpamKky, SKi HaJeXald IHIIMM AiTAM, 1 BTpadaB O HHUX IHTEpeEC,
IIOIHO OTpUMYBaB Oa’kaHe, a MOTIM BOJIB OM PO3TPOIIMUTH 1X, OCKLUIBKH
e HabaraTo Kpaiie, HbkK 0auuTH, SK HUMHU TPAE€ThCSA XTOCh 1HIIMHA. S
CIHCYBaB I1€ Ha OTr0 BUXOBAHHSI.

Kpim Toro, et mpuypok BUSBUBCS MOEIO IULITIO.

Hamaratounch He cynuTHCS Ta 00EpEKHO CHOCTEPIraroyuu 3a CIEHOIO,
[0 po3ropTayiacs Mepesi MHOIO, s 3inmuB 3yOu, koiu ['eHpi B3sB ii 3a
TKOTh 1 HAXWIUBCA ONMXKYe, 100 BOHA MOTJIa TOBOPUTH MPSMO HOMY
Ha BYXO, HIOM BOHM Tpayid B 3ilcoBaHMil TenedoH abo oOMiHIOBaIHCA
cekperamu. Konu BiH BiIXWIMBCS Ha3all, TO 3aCMisIBCSL.

Tenep s Taku HacynuBcs. Hidoro He Mir BIiATH 3 c00010. 3a Ti MicsIli,
IO 5 HAJaro/pKyBaB KOHTAKT 3 IIMM IIMAaTKOM JaiHa, s HIKOTU He
6auuB, 100 BiH mmpo cMisBcs. [T’ a1 xBunuH 3 EiiBoro — 1 ['enpi HiOu
JIMBHUTHCS CBOIO mepury cepito «Arrested Developmenty.
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Then again, she is ridiculous.

I didn’t like how his hand stayed put on her elbow. I didn’t like
how his thumb brushed back and forth over the bare skin of her
upper arm. And I really didn’t like how his eyes had flickered
down to the front of her dress, cut flatteringly low and showing
exactly the right amount.

Leaving her alone wasn’t an option anymore, not as long as she
was talking to Henri. The question was, how pissed off would
Ava be if I walked over there and outed her? I hoped it was a lot.
Finishing the last of my decaf tea, I set the rocks glass on the bar,
did a hand check of my tie, collar, and cuffs, and then pasted on
a real pretty smile.

“Oh my God. Is that you? Celeste?!” I decided to use her middle
name, not her first name, since I didn’t want Henri to know
anything about her.

I was the only one who’d ever called Ava by her middle name,
and only when we were kids. We’d used our middle names as
code names, thinking we were brilliant at the time.

From my earpiece, Sue gasped. “You’re blowing her cover? My
dude. That’s cold.”

A professional faux pas, but Ava Archer wasn’t in the business.
She was a tax attorney last time I heard, nice and safe and nerdy.

Ava’s head whipped toward me and she blinked. Her lips parted.
Hereyes blew wide. Then she blanched.

Henri glanced between us as I approached. I ignored him.

I didn’t hesitate to step into her space and manhandle her into a
hug. My plan was to force Henri to drop his hand from her elbow.
It worked. I also didn’t hold her for very long, but I did give her
a tight, punishing squeeze, allowing some of my aggravation to

Ane 3108y dc maku, 6oHa 6y1a OUBAYKOIO.

Meni He monobanocs, Mo Horo pyka He BiAmyckana ii JikTs. MeHi He
noo0anocs, o HOro BEIMKHH Majenpb IiaaauB ii OrojeHy IIKipy Ha
nepenrriayi. I MeHi 30BciM He To00a10cs, SIK HOTO OIS KOB3HYB
YHHU3, B3I0BX 11 CYKHI, sKa MaJia TTTHO0Ke JeKOJIbTE 1 IMiIKpecIoBaia BCi
11 npuHay.

51 He Mir Oinplie 3anumiaTy i caMmy, MOKM BOHA po3MoBIsia 3 ['eHpi.
[Tutanns Oyno B TOMy, HaCKiJIbKU EiiBa pO3MIOTUTHCS, SKIIO 5 MiAIHTY
70 Hel 1 po3kputo Bei kapTu? S cnoiBaBes, MO AyxKe.

JloTMBIK OCTaHHIM KOBTOK CBOrO 0€3KO(EIHOBOTO Yaro, s MOCTaBUB
CKJISIHKY Ha OapHy CTiliKy, IepeBipHB KpaBaTKy, KOMIp 1 MaHXeTH, a
MOTIM HATATHYB Ha OOJIMYYS Ty’Ke MUY TOCMIIIKY.

— O Bboxe. Lle Tu? Cenecra?! — 51 BUpIIIUB 3BEpHYTHUCS 710 HET 32 APYTUM
iM’sIM, a HE 3a TIepIINM, OCKITPKU HE XOTiB, abu ['epHi Ai3HaBCS MIOCHh
IIpo Hel.

51 OyB enuHMM, XTO Ha3uBaB EMBY 3a ii Apyrum im’sM, i TO TiNBKH B
TUTUHCTBI. MM BHMKOPHUCTOBYBAJIM Halll Jpyri iMeHa $K KOJOBI
3BEpPTaHHS OJHE IO OJTHOTO, BBAXKAIOUH ceOe reHisIMU TOTO Yacy.

3 HaBYULIHMKA 5 IOYYB, K ChI0 BUT'YKHYJIA:

— Tu BukpuBaem ii akTopcbKy rpy? Uysaue, 1€ 1yKe XKOPCTOKO.

Lle Oyno mpodeciitHe MOPYyIICHHST €THKETY 3 MOTO OOKY, 0COOIUBO Ha
3axoJax Takoro ponay, ane EifBa Apuep He mpamroBana B 1l cdepi.
Bocranne, konu s npo Hei 4yB, BOHA OyJia MOJATKOBUM a/IBOKATOM —
MIPUEMHOIO, HAJIIHHOIO 1 TPOXU OOTAaHKOIO.

EiiBa pisko po3sepHynacs B Miit 6ik i kiinuyna. Ii ry6u posTymummcs,
HIOM BOHA XOTiJa MOCh cKka3aTu. Odi MHUPOKO POIILTIOMIMINCS. A TIOTIM
BOHA TeTh 30J1i/1a.

I'eHpi 3UpKHYB y Hally CTOPOHY, KOJIH s MiAiHIIOB. Sl mpoirHopyB HOTro
TIOTJIA.

51 He Bararounch HaOIM3UBCA A0 Hel 1 MiHO OO0iMHAB. Miii 3amym
MOJISITaB Y TOMY, 100 3MycuTu ['eHpi HapeuITi BIAMyCTUTH ii J1iKOTh. Lle
cipaitoBaiio. S He o6iiiMaB ii HaATO MOBro, MPOTE MTOCTATHHO MIITHO,
100 BOHA MOTJIa 3pO3YMITH, 1O 5 3JIF0Ch, 00 5 AiiiCHO 3nuBcs. S 3HaB,
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show. She was so smart. Why would she put herself in this kind
of situation?

Leaning back but not releasing her shoulders, I smiled. “It’s
been, what? Ten years? How are your parents? And what are you
doing here? Is your mom still with the CIA? Also, what’s with
this wig?” Her mom hadn’t worked for the CIA for thirty years
or more. Fiona Archer was the chief operating officer of my
father’s billion-dollar security empire and had been since we
were kids.

“Wait. Fuck. CIA?” Sue choked out, infinitely chattier tonight
than usual while I was in the field.

Ignoring Sue, I kept my eyes on Ava. The CIA question should
send Henri running in the other direction. He didn’t much like
attention from the worker-bee, waterboarding branches of the US
government.

Ava’s face went through a number of fascinating contortions as
I’d tossed my rapid-fire questions at her, finally settling on
irritation and something resembling embarrassment when I
tugged on the end of the wig. Her eyes flashed and she opened
her mouth, likely to shout at me.

Also, Ava Archer was still goddamn gorgeous, something I
noticed against my will. She’d been beautiful as a teenager and
she was equally—if not more so—stunning now. Like she had a
spotlight on her and she glittered like a diamond kind of
beautiful. An epically frustrating development.

Betraying nothing of my thoughts, I rubbed the strands of auburn
between my thumb and forefinger, not giving Ava a chance to
voice a reprimand. “Wow. Is this real hair? Do they make wigs
out of real hair? I thought it was always plastic. Hey, this color
looks like mine.” I pointed to my own head, grinning like an
idiot.

0 BOHA JayXe po3ymMHa. YoMy BOHa B3araji ONMHHHWIACS B TaKid
cuTyarii?

BinxwnmuBmmce Ha3az, Bce i€ TPUMAIOYH i1 3a 1yiedi, s MOCMiXHYBCS.

— CKIIbKM MUHYJIO, IecsITh pokiB? Sk TBoi OaThku? I m10 TH TYT pobuim?
TBost mama Bce 1ie npattoe B LIPY? I mo ue 3a nepyka?

[i Mama He mpamosana B LIPY Bxe Oinbine Tpuauatu pokis. diona
Apuep Oyna  KepiBHHILEIO omepauidHoi  JisUIBHOCTI Y
0araToMuIbIpIHOMY OXOPOHHOMY Oi3Heci MOro 0aTbka i 3anuIanacs
HEIO 1€ 3 TUX YaciB, IK MU OYJIU TITHMHU.

— Crpusaii. [inpko. Sxe me LIPY? — BupBanocs y Celo, sika ChOTOJIHI
Oyna HabaraTo 6anaKkyd4iloro, HiXX 3a3BHYail, KOJu s OyB Ha 3aBIAHHSX.
[Tpoirnopysasmu Coto, 51 He 3BoAuB oueil 3 EiiBu. [Iutanus npo LIPY
Mmaiio 0 3mycutH ['eHpi KHHYyTHCS HaBTHOKH. BiH He dyXke J1100uB yBary
3 OOKY MPaIbOBUTHX OKIUIOK, SIKi 3aiiMaIiCs BOJHUMU KaTyBaHHSIMH B
ypsanoBux ycranoBax CIIA.

Bupa3 ob6muyus EiiBu 3MiHIOBaBcs Oe3iiu pasiB, MOKM s 3acHIaB ii
Oe3nepepBHUMH 3alTUTAHHSAMH, 1 BPEIUTI-peIIT Ha HbOMY BiIOHIIOCA
PO3IIpaTyBaHHS 1 IOCh CXOXKE HAa O0YPEHHs, KOJIHM 5 IIApITHYB 32 KiHEIlb
il mepyku. Oui EiiBu 30smcHymH, 1 iHiA i BycT 3ApUrHyacs, MalOyTh,
BOHA BXKe OyJjia roTOBa HAaKpHYaTH HA MEHE.

Myury cka3zat, mo EiiBa Apuep Bce mie Oyna 10 6ica KpacuBoro, i e
MOMITHB BCymeped cBoiii Boii. Bona Oyna KpacyHelo Ie B
MJUTITKOBOMY BiIli, 1 3apa3 HIYOr0 HE 3MIHHUJIOCS, SKIIO TUTHKU BOHA HE
cTaja IIe BPOMJIUBIIION. Y IbOMY TBMSHOMY 3ajli Ha Hel HIOUTO
CIPSIMYBAJIM CBITJIO MPOXKEKTOPA, 1 BOHA MEPEXTina, sIK fiamaHT. Takuii
X1/ o/1iii MeHe BKpail IpaTyBaB.

He Bunmatoum cBOiX AyMOK, 5 IPOITyCTUB MacMa KaIITaHOBOTO BOJIOCCS
MIDXK BEJIHKHM 1 BKa3iBHHM MaJbLsIMM, He maroud EiiBi Oomaii AKoich
MO>KJIMBOCTI 3aIIPOTECTYBATH.

— Bay. lle cnpaBxHe Bosoccs? BoHu poOsTh nepyku 31 CIpaBXHbOTO
Bosiocea? S mymas, mio 1ie 3aBxau iacTuk. O, a el Komip CXoxHii
Ha Mili, — BKa3aB Ha CBOIO T'OJIOBY, IIOCMIXaIOYHCh, SIK 1J110T.
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Luckily, Henri already thought I was an idiot, so my asinine
behavior tracked with the himbo character I’d been cultivating
for his benefit.

“What are you doing here?” she seethed, her cheeks hot and pink,
yanking the tips of the wig from my grip and throwing ninja stars
with her eyes. Beautiful and still cute. A lethal combination.

I told myself not to laugh at her expression. I told myself that, as
much as I enjoyed this and as angry as it made her, [ was blowing
her cover for her benefit. The last person any decent human
wanted to get tangled up with was Henri Wickford. Unless Ava
had magically morphed into a completely different person over
the last ten years, she was the best human I’d ever met.

“I was invited,” I said, still grinning at her. “What are you doing
here? Did someone die and leave you a billion dollars?” This
wasn’t a lie. I had been invited. As the oldest child of Quinn and
Janie Sullivan, theoretically I was due to inherit the privately
held family business and therefore $2.3 billion.

“I was also invited.” Her tone sounded cool and the fake accent
was gone. Good.

Stuffing my hands in my pants pockets, I rocked back on my
heels, making a show of looking her down and then up. “You
look different.”

She did look different. More tits and hips and ass. Her cheeks
had lost their roundness, and age had matured her features nicely.
Very nicely. The makeup she wore made her already large eyes
look huge. Her lips, however, were exactly the same.

Ha macTs, ['eHpi Bxke i Tak BBakaB MEHE 17[I0TOM, TOK MOSI HEJIOJTyTa
MOBEIiHKA LIJIKOM BKJIa/1aiacs B 00pa3 CUMIIATUYHOTO HEIOYMKa, SKH
s TaK CTapaHHO HAMaraBcsi CTBOPUTH caMe JIIsl HbOTO.

— o t1 Tyr pobum? — 3ammTana BOHA, ii TapHEHBKE OOIUYYS
YEepBOHIJIO BiA 3710CcTi. BOoHa BHpBama KiHUYMKM MEPYKH 3 MOIX PYK,
KHJIAal0YU HA MEHE HACTIIbKY THIBHUHU MOTIsA, HiOU Oylia roToBa MEHE
BOuTH. Kpacusa i Bce mie Taka muia. CMepTenbHa KOMOiHAIIIS.

51 HakazaB co0i He cMisTHCA 3 BUpasy i1 o6nuyys. S nepekoHyBas cebe,
10, X04 MeHI e i mogobazocs, a 11 e 6e3MeXHo 0iCHII0, Ta BCE XK S
BUKPHBAIO i1 aKTOPCHKY Ipy [UIA 11 3k O61ara. OcTaHHIM, 3 KHUM XOTi1a 01
MaTH CIipaBy Oyb-sKa aJeKBaTHA JtoaAuHa, OyB I'enpi Bikdopa. Sximo
X Tinpku EiiBa 32 OCTaHHI AeCSTh POKIB HE 3MIHUJIACS 1 HE CTaja 30BCIM
1HIIOIO, TO BOHA JiHCHO Oyna HaWKpallow IOJUHOK, SKY S KOJIU-
HeOy1b 3ycTpiuas.

— Mene 3ampocuim, — BIAMOBIB s, TMOCMIIIKA HE CXOJWIA 3 MOTO
o0muyust. — A Tv o TyT poOui? XTock MOMep 1 3aIUIIUB TOO1 y CriafoK
MUTBSpA 107apiB?

51 ne 36pexaB. MeHe niiicHo 3anpocuiy. Sk Haiicrapmmii cuH KBinHa i
Jlxeitni CasutiBaHiB, TEOPETHYHO 51 MaB OW yCHaJKyBaTH NPUBATHHMA
ciMeitHuil Oi3HecC 1, BIAMOBITHO, MaiKe J1Ba 3 MOJOBHHOIO Mibsipla
J0TIapiB.

— Mene Tex 3ampocwid, — I TOJIOC 3By4aB JOCUTH CTPUMAaHO, aje
(banpmMBHIA aKIEHT 3HUK. Borce kpauye.

3acyHyBIIM PYKd B KHIICHI IITaHiB, s BIAXWIMBCA Ha3aj] Ha I STax,
pOOJITYM BUIJISLN, IO AMBIIOCS Ha HeEl 3BepXy BHHU3, a IOTIM 3HHU3Y
BrODY.

— Tu BUrIgHacII iHaKIIE.

I BoHa gilicHO BuTIsAgana iHakmie. binbmii rpyad, MUpII CTErHa i
KpyrJlinti cigaumi. Ii moku Bxe He Oynm Takumu MyxkeHbkumy, Eifsa
cTaja CTapIle i 11e TOMITHO BUPIBHIHO pUCH ii 00auuus. Jlyke moMiTHO.
Makispk, SIKHii BOHa HaHecsa, Bi3yallbHO 301IbIIKB 11 1 0€3 TOr0 BEeHKi
oui. OHaK ry0u 3aJIMIIAINCS TAKUMH, SIK 1 paHiIe.
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“So do you,” she said, and something about her voice had my
attention cutting back to hers.

Ava no longer looked adorably irritated or flustered. Her eyes
had grown impossibly round and seemed glassy, like a puppy’s
when they realize you’re going for a walk and you’re not taking
them. She’d always been bad at hiding her emotions, bad at
acting, which is why she’d always lost at poker.

I stilled, caught off guard by the raw quality of her expression,
and my chest suddenly hurt. Was she still mad at me about
leaving a decade ago? Impossible. Why would she care enough
to be mad at me?

“What’s going on?” Henri interrupted the moment, drawing both
our gazes. | was surprised by the lack of dead behind his eyes.
Apparently, he did have expressions in his repertoire other than
bored, stoic, and jaded.

Ava huffed, her eyes briefly closing. A second later, she
straightened her shoulders and held out her right hand for Henri
to shake. “Hi, I’'m Ava Archer. Nice to meet you.”

My hands in my pockets balled into fists. No, no, no! Don'’t tell
him your name!

Henri accepted her hand for a shake. “Nice to meet you ... ?”

“I would apologize for giving you the wrong name earlier, but I
won’t, because I’'m not sorry. I’'m doing a favor for a friend. She
asked me to show up for a short while, pretend to be her tonight,
and so here I am.” Sheadministered a firm handshake, then
dropped his hand just to lift hers a second later and point at his
face. “And I would appreciate it if you both” —she paused here
to swing her finger toward me along with her glare —*“would go
along with everything and call me Chelsea. This is the most
interesting thing that’s ever happened to me outside of finding a

— Tu Tex, — 3ayBaxusia BOHA, 1 MIOCh Y 11 TOJIOCI MPUBEPHYIO MOIO
yBary.

EifBa Oinpine He BUTISAATA MHJIOI Yepe3 pO3JApaTyBaHHS YH
30eHTeKeHHs. i o4i 3poOHIHCA HEHMOBIPHO KPYITIMMM i 37aBajucs
CKISIHUMHU. BoHa HarajyBasia MeHI MajJ€HbKE IYLIEHSATKO, SIKE ParToM
pO3yMi€, IO TH HAell Ha MPOTYJISHKY, aje He Oepemn Horo i3 co0oro.
[IpaBny kayud, BOHA 3aBXKIM IOTaHO IPHXOBYBala CBOi €MOIl,
MIOTaHO Tpajia sKiCh PO, TOMY i 3aBXIM Mporpasaja B KapTH.

51 3aBMep, 3MMBOBAHUH 11 IIUPUM BUPA30M OOJIMYYS, 1 PAITOM y TPy asix
ctucio. Yu BoHa Bce 1€ 3/IMIacs Ha MEHE Yepes3 Te, 10 5 3HUK JeCsTh
pokiB Tomy? He mo>xe Oytu. Homy 0 1ie iif Oysi0 HaCTUIBKU HE BCE OJTHO,
100 31HUTHCST HAa MeHE?

— o BinOyBaeTbca? — I'eHpi 00ipBaB 110 MUTb, IPUBEPHYBLIM HAaIIl
norysian 1o cede. S OyB 3MMBOBaHUH BiICYTHICTIO 0aiIy>KOCTI B HOTO
oyax. BusiBnseTncs, B #oro apceHami Oynu il iHIN BHUpasw 0O0IMYYS,
OKpIM HYZbI'H, anaTii Ta BTOMHU.

EiiBa 3iTxHyna, Ha MUTh 3aIUTIOUIMBIIY O4i. 32 MUTh BOHA BUIIPSIMHUIA
UIedi 1 MPOCTSTHYJIa MPaBy PyKy, 00 NOTUCHYTH ii ['eHpi.

— Birato, 51 EiiBa Apuep. [IpuemMHo nosHaifoMuTucs.

Moi pyKku B KMILIEHSIX CTUCHYJINCA B KyJaku. Hi, ni, ni! He xascu tiomy
c6020 imeni!

I'enpi noTucHyB 11 pyKy.

— IIpuemno nosznaiomurucs...?

— S morma 6 BuOauuTHCS 3a Te, IO paHille MPEACTABHIACH BaM
HEMpaBWIBHUM 1M’AM, ane He Oynay, 060 s He mKkonyro mpo 1e. S
Hamararocsi JOTIOMOITH TOApY3i, ock 1 Bce. BoHa mompocuna MmeHe
3’IBUTHCS TYT ChOTOJIHI BBEeUepi Ha JESKUI Yac Ta MPUKUHYTHUCS HEO,
TOX OCb 5 TYT, — EiiBa MilIHO moTHCIa HOMY PYKY, a TOTIM BiJITyCTHIIA
ii, 1100 32 MHUTH MiTHATU CBOIO 1 TUIILHYTU HOMY B oOimyust. — [ s1 Oyma
0 nyxke BasyHa, AKOM BU 000€, — TYyT BOHa 3poOmia maysy, 1100
MOTPO3UTH TaJbIeM I W MEHi, CyIPOBOUKYIOUH LIeH KECT IPi3HUM
MOTJISIOM, — TOTOMMIIKCA 3 yciM 1uM 1 HasuBanu MeHe Yenci. Lle
Haillikagimma pid, sKa KOJU-HeOyb Tparusiacs 31 MHOIO, HE paxylouH
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fifty-dollar winning lottery ticket, and I don’t want to get my
friend in trouble.”

“Lottery tic—wait. What? This is the most interesting thing
that’s ever happened to you?” Henri inclined his head, as though
he doubted he’d heard her right.

“Yes. By far.”

“May I ask, what do you do for a living?” he pressed, and I
couldn’t believe my ears. Didn’t he hear what I said about her
mother being in the CIA?

“She does other people’s taxes,” I answered for her, and she sent
me an extremely dirty look.

It was also cute, but I didn’t know how to translate it. Was she
mad because I’d told him a slight lie about her job? Or was she
mad I’d blown her cover? Or was she still upset about me leaving
years ago? Or maybe it was all three? And again, why would she
care enough about me to still be mad?

“Whoa. Whadya do to this lady? Does she hate you or
something?” Sue’s voice in my ear reminded me that my handler
was still watching and listening.

Apparently undeterred, Henri drifted closer to Ava, watching her
like she was something new. “You’re an accountant? Really?
Now see, I find that so interesting.”

I schooled my features before they disclosed my surprise. Henri
never found anything interesting. What the hell was happening
here?

Ava wrinkled her nose at him, her pretty lips curving at the
corners, no dirty look in sight. “I don’t do taxes, I'm a tax
attorney. And no, you don’t. No one ever finds my job
interesting.”

“I do,” he said warmly, his grin looking entirely genuine.

3HAX1JIKy BUIPAIIHOTO JOTEPEHHOro KBUTKA Ha I’ SITACCAT J0JIapiB, 1
HE X04Yy, 00 y MO€T moapyru Oyiu mpoodieMu.

— Jlotepeiinuii kBUT... 3auekaite. [1{o? lle Haifmikasimie, 1m0 3 BaMH
Konu-HeOynp  Tpamwnuioca? — ['eHpi HaxunMB rojioBy, HiOH
CYMHIBaIOYHCh, YU BCE BiH MPABUIBHO PO3UYB.

— Tak. Hapa3i Tak.

— MoskHa MOIIKaBUTHCS, YUM BH 3apo0JsieTe Ha XKUTTSA? — HAIOJIATaB
BiH, 1 4 HE MIT IOBIPUTHU TOMY, 1110 4yl0. Xi0a 1eil 00BIyp HE MOUyB, 5K
sl CKa3aB Mpo Te, 110 11 MaTu npaioe B [[PY?

— Ipamroe B monmaTkoBiii, — BiAMoBiB s 3a EiiBy, Ha 110 3710BUB BiJ Hel
Ty>Ke THIBHHUIA TTOTIISI.

Lleit mornsan Tex 37aBaBCsl MEHI MIJIMM, ajie sl HE 3HaB, SIK MPABUIIBHO
fioro inTepnperyBatu. Yu BoHa 3muiacs, 60 5 gemo 30pexas Homy mpo
ii poboTy? Uu BoHa 31uacs, 1o st BUKPHB ii akTOpchbKy rpy? Yu, Moixke,
BOHA Bce I11e Oya 3acMyueHa TUM, 110 1 3HUK KUIbKa pokiB Tomy? A0o
K Bce 1 oapa3zy? I 3HOB-Taku, YoMy iii Ha MeHe Tak He Oaiimyxe, o0
10cCi 3muTUCs?

— Ogga! o T Takoro 3po6us 1miit nami? BoHa Tebe HEHABUIUTH YU
mo? — rosnoc Cblo B MOEMY HaBYIIHHMKY HarasiaB MeHi, 1110 BOHA BCE II1e
Oyna TyT, ciayxaja i crocrepirana.

He 3Bakarouu Hi Ha 110, ['eHpi migiimos 6mvxde 1o EiiBu, quBisduch
Ha Hel Tak, HiOU BOHA OyJla YUMOCH HOBUM 1 HE3BiJITaHUM.

— To Bu nmpamtoere 6yxrantepom? Crnpasai? Posywmiere, s BBaxaro, 1110
1€ 1IKaBO.

S ctpuMmaB cBOi emoIlii, abu He BHKa3aTH IMIMPOTO 3AuBYBaHH:. ['eHpi
HIKOJIM HiYOro He BBakaB IikaBuM. Ll{o TyT, B Oica, BinOyBaeThCs?
EiiBa 3mopuuna Hic, i rapHi ryOu BUTHYJHCS B JIETKY HOCMIIIKY, i
Tenep B 1 morssiai He OyJIo HisSKOT JIOTI.

— He 30BciMm, s mogaTkoBuii agBokar. I Hi, BaM He mikaBo. HixTo Hikomu
HE BBa)Ka€ MOIO poOOTY 1LIKaBOIO.

— 51 BBaXkaro, — BIAIIOBIB BiH TEINIO, 1 1Or0 MOCMIIIIKA BUIIISAAJIA IIIJIKOM
IIUPOIO.
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Stomach tensing, my attention bounced between them. This was
not good. I needed to get her out of here ASAP. I also needed her
to promise to never accept calls or other contact from Henri
Wickford. The guy looked like a movie star but lacked a soul.

“Well, I don’t think it’s right, you lying about being someone
else.” I rocked my weight back and forth on my feet again, giving
them both my best empty-headed-pretty-boy frown.

Slipping her dirty look back on with lightning speed, Ava glared
at me once more. “Can I talk to you? Over there? Alone for a
minute?”

I nodded brightly and my fingers circled her wrist firmly but
gently, tugging her along. “Good idea. Follow me.”

Not giving her or Henri a single second to react, I pulled Ava
from the ballroom toward the entry doors, saying for Sue’s
benefit, “We’ll go to a place where we can talk, no bystander
traffic, easy access to an exit on a side street or an alley where
no cars are parked.”

“Got it.” Sue’s voice responded immediately in my ear. “Hang a
left, go down the big hallway past the kitchens, second hallway
after, make a right.” Sue paused a moment before giving me the
rest of the directions. “I’ve unlocked the third door on the right,
an emergency exit, and disabled the fire alarm. It’s an exit to the
alley between Bollister and Cacture Avenues, no parking,
deliveries only.”

Ava must’ve been surprised by my decisive action. She didn’t
say a word, allowing me to guide her past the kitchens and to the
second hallway before jerking her wrist away.

Miil IITyHOK CTUCHYBCS, @ YBaKHUI OIS MEPECKaKyBaB MK HUMH.
Ile 6ymno ¢iroo. S MaB Ou sSKHAWIIBUIIIE BiABECTH ii moaui 3BiAcH. |
s1 MaB OM BMOBUTH 11 TOOOILSITH MEH] HIKOJIN HE BIAIOBIAATH Ha I3BIHKHU
I'enpi Bikdopaa abo x Oyab-ski iHIII HOTo cripoOu 3B’A3aTUCS 3 HEIO.
Lleit xyionenp BUTTISAAAB K KIHO3IpKa, ajle y HbOro He OyJo JAyIii.
—T'oxi 1001, s He KyMmaro, IO 1€ IPAaBUIBHO MPABHIIBHOTO 3 TBOTO OOKY
HamaraTucs OyTH KUMOCH 1HIIIUM, — S 3HOBY I104aB NEPECTyNaTH 3 HOTH
Ha HOTY, JUBIITYMCH HAa HUX 000X CBOIM HaMKpaluM MOTJIAIOM TMij
Ha3BOIO «s TApHUH, aJI€ IIyCTOTOJIOBUI».

3 OnuckaBUYHOIO MIBHIKICTIO EliBa 3HOBY INpOJEMOHCTpYyBaja MEHI
CcBill pipMOBHIi THIBHUHN TOTIISA.

— MoskHa 3 To6010 norosoput? OH Tam? Haoournyi, XBUITHHKY?

51 3a10BONICHO KUBHYB 1 MIITHO, ajie 00epekHO 00XOMuB 11 3a 3ar’scCTs,
MOTATHYBIIH 32 CO00I0.

—T'apna ines. Mnu 3a MHOI0.

He naroum moxmmBocti i, abo npomy OoBaypy ['eHpi xou sKOCh
BiJjpearyBaTH, 51 BUTATHYB EliBy 3 GaibHOTrO 3aiy 10 BXiJHUX JBepei,
nporenoTiBuy s Cpio:

— Mu iimemo B wMicie, e 3MOXXKEMO HOpPMAajabHO TOTOBOPHUTH, 0e3
CTOPOHHIX, 3 BUIbHUM BUXOJOM Ha y30iyus a0o B MPOBYJIOK, JI¢ HEMA€
MPUMIAPKOBAHUX MAIlUH.

— 3po3ymina, — MoMeHTanbHO BianoBita Ceio. — [loBepHH niBOpYyHY,
NpOiIN BEIMKUM KOPUAOPOM IOB3 KyXOHHI MPHUMILICHHS, & IMOTIM
0Jpa3y X APYTUM KOPUAOPOM i1 MOBEpHH IpaBOpyd, — BOHA 3po0miia
HEBEJIMKY Tay3y, a MOTIM TPOJOBXHJIA JaBaTW MEHI BKa3iBKH. — Sl
BIJUMHWJIA TPETi ABEpl MpaBOpyd — 3alMacHUN BUXIJ — 1 BUMKHYJA
MOXKEXKHY CUTHaNi3a1liio. BOoHU BelyTh 0 IPOBYJIKY MiXk MPOCHEKTaMH
Bommicrep 1 Kakuep, Tam HeMae mapKOBKH, JIUILIE 30HA JJIS TOCTABOK.
EiiBa, MaOyTp, Oyna 31uBOBaHAa MOIMHU pillyduMH AissMu. Bona He
CKa3zaja Hi CIOBa, IO3BOJHBIIM MEHI MPOBECTH ii TMOB3 KyXOHHI
NPUMIIICHHS 10 IPYTOro KOPUIOPY, @ MOTIM Pi3KO BHpPBAJa PYKY.
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I turned and saw she’d opened her mouth again, likely to tell me
off. Ignoring this, I gently grabbed her elbow and pulled her
toward the third door leading to the alley. “I’ll take you home.”
“I’m not going home,” she said, but she didn’t attempt to halt our
forward momentum, which was smart. The shoes she wore were
three inches high, at least. She’d likely end up with a twisted
ankle if she dug her heels into the carpet. “And I can’t leave until
I grab my jacket.”

“You can wear my jacket. Do I need to call your parents?” I
ground out, pushing through the emergency exit and into the
Chicago spring night.

“Sure. Call my parents. I'm sure they’d love to hear from you,”
she spat. “Hey, you know who else would love to get a call? Your
parents.”

“Oh. Sick buuurn!” Sue’s obvious enjoyment via my earpiece
didn’t improve my mood.

“I talk to my mom every week,” I said, shrugging out of my
jacket as the large door closed behind us. “But I’ll be sure to call
her tonight once I drop you home.”

“What about your dad?”” Ava placed her hands on her hips while
I hung my suit jacket on her shoulders, careful not to touch the
bare skin of her neck.

“Do I need to get popcorn for this?” Sue asked unhelpfully.

I fought a growl. “Let’s go.”

“Des—"

“Ava. Let’s. Go.” I reached for her hand again.
She twisted away. “I’m not—"

51 o3upHYyBCs 1 MOOAYMB, 1110 BOHA 3HOBY PO3KpHIIAa poTa, MaOyTh, 100
MeHe BuiasTH. He 3BepTaroun Ha 11e yBaru, s 00epekHo B3sB ii 3a JIIKOTb
1 IOTSTHYB 10 TPETIiX ABEpeH, 110 BEJIU /10 MPOBYJIKY.

— 51 BinBesy Tebe mogomy.

— Hi, 1 ne 30umpatocs nomomy, — 3amepeywsia BOHA, aje HE HaBiTh
HaMaranacs 3yIHHUTHCS, 0 OyJI0 PO3yMHMM pimeHHaM. [1 Tydui manu
migoopu BHUCOTOIO MIOHAWMEHIE CiM CaHTUMETpiB. SIKImo BOHA
BCTPOMHTBCS HUMH B KHJIUM, TO, MMOBIpHO, BMBHXHE HOTy. — SIK
MiHIMYM, MEHI OTPiOHO 3a0paTH KypTKY.

— S mam TOG61 cBif mimkak. MeHi BapTo 3arenedOHYyBaTH TBOIM
06aTrpkaM? — MpPOLIAMB 5, BUIITOBXYIOUH ii uepe3 aBapiiiHMi BUXiJ Ha
Bynuio. IIpoxonogna TeMpsiBa HOWi HarajayBaia, o B Yukaro Oyia
BECHA.

— Tu me nutaem? Hy x 60, Tenedonyit moim OaTbkam. Sl BHeBHEHa,
BOHHM OyIlyTb B 3aXBaTi, — BiApi3aia BOHA, CTUCHYBIIH 3yOu. — A 3Hae,
XT0 Oyne mie B OUIbIIOMY 3axBari, SIKIIO TH 3aTenedonyem? Troi
0aTbKU.

— Oro, Hy Ja€e Mana, — 3aX0IuIeHN KoMeHTap Chblo y MOEMY HaBYIIHUKY
aX HisSK HE MiTHSB MEH1 HACTPIH.

— 51 pO3MOBIISIIO 3 MAMOIO IIOTHIKHS, — CKa3aB sI, 3HIMAKOUH CBIH MiKaK,
KOJHM BEJNMKI JBEpi 3a HaMU 3aUUWHWIHCI. — AJe s 000B’S3KOBO
MOJI3BOHIO i CHOTOHI BBEUEP1, KOJIU BiBE3y TeOe 00MY.

— A sk xe TBiif Oatbko? — EiiBa Bmepiacs pykamu B OOKH, TOKHU s
HaKUAyBaB 1l Ha mIedi mipKak, 00epexHo, 100 He JOTOPKHYTHUCS 10
BiJIKpUTOI YACTHHHU TIH].

— MeHi 3ransaTH 3a MONKopHOM? — yianuBo 3anuTana Celo.

51 ctpumagcs, 00 HE 3arapyatu.

— XoaiMo.

— Jes3...

— EiiBo. Xo0-1-M0, — 51 3HOBY MOTSTHYBCS PYKOIO B ii CTOPOHY.

BoHna BucMukHynacs.

— A ne...
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Advancing on her, I backed her into the door of the building we’d
exited, shoved my face into hers, and pointed toward the
ballroom we’d left. “That guy is very bad news. Very bad. Worse
than anyone you’ve met. In fact, many of the people here are bad
news.”

Inspecting me for several long seconds, the fury behind her gaze
seemed to wane the longer she stared at me, until her eyes looked
almost soft. Fuck.

I hadn’t wanted to look at her directly again, not up close like
this, and wasn’t precisely prepared to do so now. Again, |
comprehended how beautiful she was, but this time I unwillingly
cataloged her features.

The doe-like brown eyes, the dark thick lashes, the high
cheekbones, the pointed chin, and the big bottom lip I’d stared at
and thought about more times than I could count. Her top lip was
also distracting, but it wasn’t as big as her bottom one. This
meant when she wasn’t smiling or wearing an active expression,
when she was lost in thought or listening intently or reading, she
looked like she was pouting. I used to catch myself smiling
stupidly because of it.

But now, right now, this wasn’t a passive pout. The searching
softness in her expression wasn’t passive at all, and it dug its
claws into me, making my chest tight.

I stepped back, gaining essential distance, and softened my voice
to match her look. “Please, Ava. Let me take you home. You’ve
done what you needed to do. You showed up for your friend. It’s
time to go.”

Her shoulders rose and fell with a deep breath, and I narrowed
my eyes to keep them from straying down to her chest. Ava had
been pretty as a teenager, and looking at her used to be one of
my favorite things to do. I’d drawn so many portraits of her, the
memory of my infatuated foolishness was embarrassing.

HacynyBmuch Ha Hei, s OpUTHCHYB ii 10 ABepeil OyaiBii, 3 sIKOT MU
IIOMHO BUHILIN, HAOIHU3UB CBOE O0IMYYS Mai)Ke BIPUTYI 1 OKa3aB y
01k OaNbHOI 3aJH, IKY MH 3aJTHILUIH.

— Toit xmoneup — ayxe HeOezneunuit. Jlyxe. ['ipmmuii 3a BCiX, KOro TH
3ycTpivana. Binache, OUIbIIICTS JIOAEH TYT — CyLlIbHA HeOe3MeKa.
Bona BauBisiiaca B MO1 0di KijbKa JOBTMX CEKYHH, MOKHU JIIOTh y ii
BJIACHUX, 3[1aBaJIOCS, TaHyJa, YUM JOBIIE BOHA JUBWIIACS, X IOKH il
TIOTJIA HE CTaB Maibke Jariinum. busaxa.

51 30BCiM HE XOTIB 3HOBY IMBUTHUCS Ha Hel Tak OJU3BKO, TPOCTO HE OYB
70 1bOro roToBuid. | 3HOBY 30arHyB, HaCKUIbKM BOHA BpOJUIMBA, aje
IIBOTO Pa3y s MUMOBOJII IT0YaB IIepepaxoByBaTH BCi 11 pUCH.

Oui — Benmuki, Kapi, K y OJICHATH; TyCTi TEMHIi Bii; BUCOKI BHUIHIIL;
3arocTpeHe miadopias; 1 MyXKeHbKa HUKHA Ty0a, Ha AKY s BUTPIIIaBCA
i mpo sfKy OyMaB HE3JIYEHHY KUIBKICTH pasiB. Bepxus ryba Tex
BiJIBOJTIKAJIA, X0 1 HE OyJia TAaKOI0 00’ €MHO¥0, SIK HIDKHS. Uepes 11e, KoJu
BOHA HE ycMixanacs i He MaJsia Ha 00JIMY4i aKTUBHO BUPAXEHUX €MOIIiH,
Kouin Oyna 3aHypeHa B IyMKH, YBaXXHO ClTyXajla Y YUTaja, 31aBajiocs,
Hi0M BoHa jynacs. Sl 10BUB cebe Ha TOMY, 10 IOCMiXaBCs, IK OCTaHHIH
1I10T, CIIOCTEPIraloyu 3a IFM.

Ane 3apa3, came 3apa3, ii ryOu 31aBajucs HAAyTUMH HE uepes3
BIJICYTHICTb eMouiid. M’SKiCTh Ta JIETKUIl CIIOKiM y Bupasi ii o0auyus
OyJ1 30BCIM IPO iHIIIE, 1 11€ TITMOOKO YiIISIO MEHE, 3aCTaBIISI0UU Ceplie
CTHCHYTHUCS.

S1 BiICTYNIUB, BiIHOBIIIOIOYH B)KE€ TaKy HEOOXiJHY TUCTAHIIIO, 1 JEIIO0
MOM’SIKIIIMB T'OJIOC, 00 BiH BiAMOBiIAB ii MOTIsY.

— byos nacka, Eiio. Jlo3BoNb MeHi BigBe3TH Tebe qogomy. Tu 3poduna
Te, o Maina 3pooutu. [pwuiinuia 3apagu noxpyru. Yac itu.

I1 ruteui moBomi migHSITHCS i OIYCTWJIMCS BiJl TIMOOKOTO BAMXY, 1 A
3BY3HUB 0Ui, 1100 HE KOB3HYTH IOTJISIIOM HUXKYE 1 HE BUTpILIaTUCA Ha 11
rpynu. S He 3Har0, 4K BXKe Ka3aB, aje EiiBa Oyna myke rapHoro Iie B
HiIITKOBOMY Bill, 1 A Kail(yBaB, KOJIM MIr criocTepiraTi 3a Hero. S
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Now she was all grown-up. And looked grown-up. And sounded
grown-up. She was obviously still smart and strange, and far out
of my reach, light-years away from any wishful thinking I’d
given up on years ago. Incredibly frustrating that one single
exposure impacted me this way. Where was my pride?

“She looks good in that dress,” Sue said suddenly, reminding me
that her camera’s view was exactly at the level of Ava’s chest.

Ripping the camera pin from my tie, I placed it in my pocket.
Then, for good measure, I tugged the lapels of the jacket I'd
placed on Ava’s shoulders closed, hiding the front of her dress.

“Fine. How about this.” Ava batted my fingers away. She then
put her hands through the arms of my suit jacket, angling her
chin as she spoke. “I’ll leave now and never contact either of
those guys, especially that Henri guy, if you promise to come this
weekend to my parents’ barbecue. Almost everyone will be
there, including your dad, even the O’Malleys and Runouses are
coming from out of town. You spend fifteen minutes—at least
—talking to your dad and two hours at the party with everyone
else. You promise to do that, and I’ll leave now.”

“Agreed.” I was lying. There was no way I’d show up if Ava was
there. And there was no way in hell I’d go if my dad was there.
Ava pulled back the sleeve of my jacket and stuck out her hand.
I accepted her shake. Before I could remove my fingers from
hers, she tightened her grip and added, “And if you don’t show
up, I’ll look up Henri Wick-something and send him an edible
bouquet with my full name, address, and driver’s license
number.”

HaMaJIlOBaB CTUIBKH il HOPTPETIB, 110 3apa3 BiJl CaMOTr0 CIIOTaay Mpo Te
3aKoxaHe 0e3riy3/si MEeH1 CTaBajo HisIKOBO.

Tenep Bona Oyna nopocinoro. | Burnsmana mopocnoro. I ropopuna six
nopocna. Bona, 6e3cymMHiBHO, yce 1ie 0yJia po3yMHOIO i IMBaKyBaTolo,
a JI7Is MEHEe 0COOMCTO — HEJOCSHKHOIO, Ha CBITJIIOBI POKH J1aji Big Oy/b-
SIKUX MOiX MapHHUX HaJlild, Ta 1 s BIIMOBUBCS BiJl HUX e 6araTo pokKiB
tomy. HeiliMOBipHO ApaTyBaio, 110 OJHA-€MHA 3YCTPiY TaK HA MEHE
BIUIMHYJA. UyBayue, 30epuCh, 1€ &K MO TOPAICTH?

— V¥V miif cykHi BOHa HpPOCTO Jsledka, — pantoMm o3Banacsi Chlo,
HarajJiaBIId MeEHi, 110 Kamepa Ha MOii KpaBatii skpa3 Oyna Ha piBHI
rpynen Eisu.

BupBaBmu xamepy 31 HINUIBKA HA CBOiM KpaBaTili KPaBaTKH, sl XyTKO
MOKNaB 11 A0 KuieHi. A TOTiM, MO0 HE CTBOPIOBATH JOJATKOBUX
npo6iem, 3acTiOHYB JIallKaHU CBOTO MMi/PKAKa, SIKUM HAaKUHYB Ha IUIeYi
EiiBu, X0BatouM nepeaHio YacTUHY ii CyKHI.

— Jlo6pe. A sk 1001 Take, — EfiBa BiikuHyJ1a MOT manbli i mpocyHyna
CBOI JIOJIOHI B pyKaBU MOTO ITiXKaKa, TOPJIO0 IMiTHSBIIHU MigOopimas. — 5
migy 3apa3 i Oulbllle HIKOJM HE KOHTAKTyBaTUMY 13 JKOJHUM 3 THX
XJIOMLIB, OCOOIMBO 3 TUM, 110 ['eHpi, K0 TH MOoOILAem TPUITH Ha
[IUX BHUXITHUX Ha 0apOeKro-MOCUACHBKU N0 MOiX OaThKiB. Tam Oyne
Maibke BCsl pOAMHA, 1 TBil 6aTbko Takoxk, HaBiTh O’Memni i Pynoy3u
NpUiAYyTh 3AaleKy. Ty nmpoBenent moHaiMeHIIe M’ ITHAALSTh XBUIKH,
PO3MOBIISIIOUN 31 CBOIM 0aThbKOM, 1 Il JBI TOJWHU HA i TYyCOBII 3
yciMa iHIUMU. K10 moooinsent, To s 3a0UparoCch 3BIJCH BXKE 3apas.

— JomoBunHcCh, — st 30pexas. S Tynu He miny, skmo Tam O0yzae Eiisa. I,
TUM T1a4e, 5 Hi3awo TyIU He Tiay, AKIIo TaM Oye Mii 6aTbKo.

EiiBa BiKOTHIIa pyKaB MOTO IijKaka i MPOCTIArHyIa pyKy. S moTuc ii.
Sl e He BCTUT BHXBATHTU CBOIO PYKY, SIK BOHAa CHJIBbHIIE CTHCHA ii,
CEpHO3HO JOAABIIN:

— A SKIIO TH HE MpUizel, To g 3Haiay Toro I'enpi Bik... sk Tam iioro,
1 HaIIUTI0 HOMY COJIOACHBKHMI OYKETHK, BKa3ylOUH CBOE TOBHE iM’4,
CBOIO aJIpecy 1 HaBiTh HOMEP CBOT'O BOAINCHKOTO MOCBITYCHHS.
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“Fine,” I gritted out, giving her hand another shake, then
dropping it. “Fine. I’ll be there.” Fuck a fucking duck.

“It starts at two. Try not to be late.”

“Fine.”

“And bring something, like a side dish. Don’t show up empty-
handed.”

She wagged a finger at me. Again.

“I wasn’t planning on showing up empty-handed.” I didn’t fight
the growl.

“Well, how should I know if you’re familiar with basic
etiquette?” Ava tossed her hands up. “I haven’t seen you in ten
years and the last time we spoke on the phone you were a real
shithead.”

“What happened the last time you two spoke on the phone?”” Sue
asked.

I heard the telltale sound of a microwave beeping paired with
pops and hisses. That asshole had really made popcorn.

Tugging the earpiece from my ear, I stealthily put it in the same
pants pocket as the camera. “I’ll bring potato salad. Happy?”

“Ecstatic! Can’t you tell?” She couldn’t have sounded less
happy.

“Come on. I’m taking you home.” Steeling myself, I reached for
her hand.

She flinched away before I made contact. “I can get home
myself.”

“I’d feel better if you let me take you.”

“Well, I don’t really care what makes you feel better anymore.
See you this weekend. Don’t be late.” With that, she turned on
her heel and took off down the alley at an impressive pace,
especially given the height of her shoes. Naturally, I gave her a

— 3a koro i MeHe Maem? S mpuiiny, — BUUaBUB S Kpi3hb 3yOH, IIe pas
MOTUCHYBIIH ii pyKy, a MOTIM Binmyctusiu. — 5. [Ipuiiny.

Tpscus TBO1H Matepi.

— ITounnaemo o apyriit. He 3ami3Hroiics.

—T'apazn.

— I 3axBaTu 3 c06010 IIOCH TUITY cajaTy 4YM SKOIiCh 3aKycku. He mpuxozap
3 IyCTUMH PYKaMHU.

Bona 3H0BY npurpo3uiia MeHi naubLeM.

— 51 1 He 30upaBcsl, — g HE XOTIB CIIepeYaTHUCS.

— Hy, 3BiaKM MeH1 3HaTH, UM 3HAEII TH €JIEMEHTapHI MpaBUIIa €TUKETY?
— EiiBa po3Bena pykamu. — S He Gaunia Tebe IecsITh pOKiB, a KOJIU MU
BOCTaHHE PO3MOBJUIM MO TenedoHy, TH TOBOJIMBCS SK CIPABXKHIN
MyJaK.

— A 1m0 cranocs, KOJM BU BOCTAHHE PO3MOBISLIN MO Tenedony? —
3anurana Chlo.

Sl mouyyB  XapakTepHE  J3€JCHYaHHS  MIKPOXBHJIBOBKH, IO
CYIIPOBOJIKYBaBCSl MOTPICKyBaHHAM 1 mmmiHHAM. L{g cyuka Cero i
CIpaBi MPUroTyBasia coO1 MOMKOPH.

CMUKHYBIIM HaBYIIHUK 3 ByXa, S HEMOMITHO 3allXxaB HOro B Ty X
KUIICHIO LITaHIB, JIe BXKE JIexkKasla Kamepa.

— Sl npunecy kapromssHui canar. 3a0BoJIeHA?

— S B 3axBari! Xiba He BUAHO? — ii TOJIOC 3BydYaB Tak, HiOM BoHa Oyrna
HaHeUIaCHIIOO JIIOIMHOIO Y CBITI.

— T'oxi Bxe. S BigBe3dy Tebe momomy, — 3i0paBIIMCH 13 cUIaMH, S
MPOCTATHYB PYKY.

Bomna Bijgcaxnymnacst, mepi HiXx st BCTUT TOPKHYTHUCH Ti.

— 51 B 3M031 gicTaThcs cama.

— Memni Oyne criokiiiHile, sIKIIO s BiaBe3y Teoe.

— Hy, a MeHi Bxxe Oaiigyxe, 1o Tam 1001 Oyae crokiinimie. [Tobaunmocs
Ha BuXinHUX. He cri3HIONCS, — cKa3aBIIN 1€, BOHA PI3KO PO3BEPHYIACS
il minuIa BYJIMIICIO 3 TAKOIO MIBUJIKICTIO, HIOM B HEl OyJIM KPOCiBKH, a He
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ten-foot head start, then followed, making no attempt to mask
my footfalls.

After a block, she stopped, turned, and scowled. “Why are you
following me?”

“To make sure no one else is following you.” Obviously. What
other reason could there be? 1 didn’t let myself dwell on it. Best
not to. No good could come of dwelling on matters relating to
Ava Archer.

“Go away.” She waved her fingers in the universal symbol for
shoo. “Don’t follow me.”

I wasn’t going to argue with her. [ don’t argue with people. Why
argue when I was going to do what I wanted anyway?

So I said, “Fine,” and took a step back. I tossed a thumb over my
shoulder, feigning disinterest and pretending to give up. “My
hotel is back there anyway.”

Her gaze moved over me. “You’re not staying with your
parents?”

I gave her a flat look.

She rolled her eyes. “Okay. Whatever. Not my business. Go to
your hotel. And for the record, I don’t like you right now and I
don’t want to see you again until Sunday.”

“You won’t see me until Sunday,” I said, holding up three fingers
like I was still a Boy Scout. This time it wasn’t a lie.

Her eyes widened and her lips parted, giving me the sense I’d
inadvertently done something good or surprising. But then her
eyes narrowed and her lips pressed together, as though she’d
remembered something bad and unsurprising. Clearly, she didn’t
trust me. Not a bad thing.

Harrumphing, she turned and continued. Away.

Walking backward to the last alley we’d passed, I removed my
tie, unbuttoned the first two buttons of my dress shirt, ducked
into the alley, and jumped up to the fire escape. I followed her

migoopu. 3a CBOEIO 3BHYKOIO, 5 1aB iii MOXKIIUBICT BITIUTH HAa METpH
TpPH, a MOTIM PYIIMUB CJIiJIOM, HE HAMAralO4uch iTH TUXIIIE.
[TpoiimoBiy KBapTai, BOHA 3yIHHUIACSA, OOepHYJIacs 1 HaCymuiacs.
—Yomy TH i1em 32 MHOIO?

— {00 mepekoHaTHCs, IO HIXTO IHIIMK 3a TOOOIO HE e, — 0uesUoHO
orc. 3 axoi we npuyunu? 51 He 103BOIMB OOl 3aIIMKITIOBATUCS HA LIBOMY.
Kounu 51 6araro nymas nipo EiiBy Apuep, TO HIKOJIM HIYOT'O IIyTHHOTO HE
BUXOIHJIO.

— Imu 3Bigcu, — BOHA MaxHy/la MalbIsIMH Yy BCIM BiJOMOMY eECTi
«3abupaiicsy. — He Tpeda 3a MHOIO XOIHTH.

51 He 30upaBcs crepeuyatucs. S B3araji He cliepevyarocst 3 JIOJbMHU.
Hagimo criepedatucsi, sIKIIO 51 BCE OJJHO 3pOOITI0 0-CBOEMY?

Tomy s mpoOypuas:

— Sk ckaxem, — 51 3poOMB KpOK Haszax 1 HeiOalo THIbHYB BEITUKUM
MajbIeM Yepe3 CBOE IJiede, BAAI04YH, HIOU MeH1 Oailmyske i s 34ar0Ch, —
Miii rorenb yce 0JTHO TaMm.

Bona risinyia Ha MeHe.

— Tu He 3ynuHs€enICA y cBOIX OaThKiB?

S BiAmoBiB i piBHUM, 0€3eMOIIHHUM TOTJISIOM.

Bomna 3akoTtuna odi.

— Hy no6pe. ITogir. Lle He mos cipaBa. Inu rets. I, Mk iHImmM, 3apas3
TH MEHI OTHJIHUH, 1 1 HE X0uy TeOe 0aunuTH ax 10 HeAL.

— Tu MeHe ¥ He moOaYuIIl 10 HeILTl, — BIATOBIB S, i AHSIBIIHA TPH MaNbIII,
Have moci OyB OoiickayTom. [lporo pa3y s He Opexas.

[i oui okpyraunmcs, ry6u TpoXu po3TYJIMINCA, i MeHi 31a10cs, 1o 5
BUIIA/IKOBO 3pO0OUB IIOCH XOpolie ado HecIoliBaHe. AJe BXXe 32 MUTh i1
TIOTJISA] 3HOBY 3BY3HUBCS, @ TYOU CTHUCHYJIMCS, Haue BOHA 3rajaja I1och
nora"e U nepeabauyBaHe. BoueBuab, BoHa MeHi He noBipsiia. Hy, He
TaK BXK€ ¥ OraHo.

Dupknyewu, EiiBa po3BepHyIach 1 mimnuia gami. Bigiaisiouncs.
Po3BepHyBIIMCh 10 HEl COMHOK 1 MPOWIIOBIIM TakK J0 OCTAHHBOTO
NPOBYJKY, SKAW MM BpPEWITI-pEIIT OMMHYJH, s 3HSIB KpaBaTKy,
pO3CcTeOHYB NEpIIi IBA I'YA3UKH CBOET COPOUYKH, 3UPKHYB Y IPOBYJIOK i
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on the rooftops until she made it to the “L” station. I followed
her through the station to the train, taking a seat at the back of
the car and behind a big dude carrying groceries. I followed her
to her apartment, watched her go inside, watched the front of the
building until lights came on in a previously darkened unit. She
never saw me, as I’d promised.

Third floor, likely a walk-up based on how long it had taken her.
I didn’t like the way her windows looked. I didn’t like how the
fire escape on the alley was easily accessible to someone with
my skill set. I didn’t like that it had stairs and no elevator with
key card or thumbprint access. I didn’t like the lack of a
doorperson. Did she have a security system? Cameras? How
many bolts on her door? A thumbpad would be better than
keylocks.

At the barbecue on Sunday, maybe I’d talk to her dad about
finding her a new place to live, somewhere with an elevator and
a door greeter. Someplace where I wouldn’t obsess about her
safety after I left. I didn’t need any new reasons to think about
Ava Archer.

Chapter Three
*Ava*

“I understand that you little guys start out with your woobies,
and you think they’re great . . . and they are, they are terrific.
But, pretty soon, a woobie isn’t enough. You’re out on the
street trying to score an electric blanket, or maybe a quilt. And
the next thing you know, you’re strung out on bedspreads, Ken.
That’s serious.”
— Mr. Mom (1983)

CTpUOHYB Ha MOXKEXHY IpabuHy. S MIIIOB 3a HElO MO Aaxax, MOKU BOHA
HE JicTajacs CTaHILii, Ha3Ba siKoi mounHanacs Ha OykBy «JI». IloTim 1
NPOMIIOB 3a HEI 4Yepe3 CTaHIl0 /0 MOTira, CiB y BaroHi MO3amay
KPEeME3HOI0 YOJIOB’ATH 3 BEIMKUMHU [aKeTaMH MpPOAYKTiB. Sl
MPOCIiyBaB 3a HEI MpsAMO 10 ii KBapTHUPH, CIIOCTEPIraBs, sSK BOHA
3ai1Ia BcepeIuHy, 1 CTEKHUB 3a MapaHOI0 YaCTHUHOIO OYIUHKY, IOKH B
OJTHOMY 13 BIKOH HE 3aropijiocsi CBITJI0, PO3BisBIIK TeMpsBY. BoHa Mene
TaK 1 He mo0ayumia — K g i 00iIsIB.

Tpertiit moBepx, OyauHok 6e3 nidra, Cyasun 3 TOTO, CKUIbKH 4acy i
3HaA00MIIOC, 1100 JicTaTUCA HMOMEIIKaHHsA. MeHi He mom00aioch Te,
SIKMH BUIVILL Maiad 11 BikHa. MeHI He momo0anocs, IO IIOXKEKHa
Ipa0uHa B MPOBYJIKY HE CTAaHOBUJIA O )KOJHHUX CKJIQIHOIIIB JIsI KOTOCH,
XTO MaB TaKi caMi HaBUYKH, 5K 1 1. MeHi He moo0anocs, mo Tam Oyiu
cxonu i He Oyio miTa 3 KapTKOIO JOCTYIy a00 BIAOMTKOM MAajbIIsl.
Meni He mnonoOamacs BIACYTHICTh KOHChepka. Um Oyma y Hel
curHanizanisa? A6o kamepu? CKiNbKH 3aMKiB Ha ABepsx? Xoda CKaHep
BiJOUTKIB ManbLiB OyB O KpaluM BapiaHTOM, HIX 3aMKH 3 KIIFOYaMH.

Ha Gapbekio-mocuieHbKax y HEILII0, MOXIUBO, s IEpPeroBopro 3 ii
0aTbKOM TIpO Te, M00 3HANTH i1 HOBE JKUTIIO, 3 IIPTOM 1 KOHCHEPIKEM.
Jlech, e st He MaB Ou mepeimaTucs 11 0e3MeKOoro Micist TOro, SK Miay.
MeHi BKe 1 Tak BUCTa4yaslo MPUYUH JyMaTH ripo EiiBy Apuep.

Po3ain Tperiii
ENBA

«Po3ymiro: criouaTKy BH, XJIOMYAKU, TPUMAETECS 3a CBOT «IIOYIIKH
Oe3nexm» — AymMaeTe, 0 BOHU Taki KpyTi. Ajie HEBIOB31 OJIHIET TaKo1
MOTYIIKHU 3aMaJio: BU IOYMHAETE HUIIMIOPUTH B TIOUTYKAX MOAYILIKHU 3
eJIEKTPUYHHUM MiAIrpiBoM abo B3araii BEIMYE3HOTO MIITHOTO B’ SI3aHOTO
npocTUpaia. A 3roIoM i 30BCiM MOTPAIUIETEe HA TAaYOK Ta CTaeTe
3aJIeKHI Bil yCIX IIMX MOAYIIOK Ta mpocTtupai. S He xkaptyio, Ken.
Curyartis cepiiozHa.»
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The first thing I did upon arriving home was remove the auburn
wig, the fancy shoes, and the custom pale green cocktail dress on
loan from Chelsea that had complimented my complexion
perfectly. Then I called my sister and left a ranting message for
her to call me back during her next break.

When I’d agreed to help Chelsea, I promised I wouldn’t reveal
details about the secret society or the marriage meetup to anyone,
not even Grace. And I wouldn’t. But I had to tell my sister about
seeing Des Sullivan again. I had to.  HAD TO!

I’d finished washing the wall of makeup off when I heard my
phone ring. Carrying a towel with me, I sprinted across the
apartment and answered without checking the caller ID.
“Hello?”

“Aval What’s going on? Your message sounded urgent.”
Unsurprisingly it was my sister.

My sister and the rest of my family, for that matter, were the only
people I hung out with regularly and who, over the course of my
life, never made me feel like I needed to apologize for being
myself or bite my tongue rather than say what was on my mind.

That’s not true. There is one other person—

“It’s Des! I saw him.” Falling back on the couch to combat the
dizziness and sick feeling in my stomach, I dabbed my face with
the towel. “I saw him and he’s illegally handsome!”

My heart gave a pining ping and I tossed an imaginary wet
blanket slathered in numbing hemorrhoid cream over the
instinctual pining ping. I would not pine for him. I would not!

~ Mr. Mom (1983)

[lepe, mo s 3poOuia, TOBEPHYBIINCH JTOJIOMY, — 3HsUIa KAalITAHOBY
NepyKy, BHIIyKaHi TyQui # Onigo-3eJeHy BEYIpHIO CYKHIO Ha
3aMOBJICHHSI, TTo3MueHy B Yenci, fka i7jeaqbHO macyBalia ImiJl TOH MO€Q
mkipu. [TotiM g 3aTenedonyBana cectpi i 3anummuna iif po3apaToBaHe
MOBIIOMJICHHSI Ha aBTOBIAMOBia4l 3 BUMOTOK TEPEI3BOHUTH, SK
TiTBKY BOHA OyJie BiTbHA.

Konu s moroaunacs momomortu Yernci, s moo0irsiia, mo He PO3MOBIM
HIKOMY JIeTaJieil Tpo TaEMHE TOBAPHCTBO UM BeCIbHY 3ycTpiu. Hikomy,
BrIrovaroun Ipeiic. I s uporo He 36mupanacs. Ase s Mycuiia po3noBicTu
cecTpi mpo Te, mo 3HOBYy moOaumna Jleza Camniana. Mycuma. S
I[MTPOCTO MYCUIJIA!

51 BKe 3aKiHUMIJIa 3MHUBATH 31 ce0e LTy TOHHY MaKisbKy, KO Mouyiia
TeneOHHUN 3BIHOK. 3arOPHYBIIKCH Y PYIIHUK, S KHHYJIACS Yepe3 yCIo
KBapTHUPY U MiJIHSANIA CIIyXaBKY, HE TIEPEBIPAIOYH, XTO I3BOHUB.

— Anno?

— EiiBo! 1o cranocs? S mpociyxana aBTOBIANOBIAAY, 1, 34a€ThCS, 1€
IOCh JTy’Ke TEPMIHOBE, — HIIKMX HECIIOJIIBaHOK, I1e OyJia MOs cecTpa.
Mos cecTpa — sIK, 3pEIITOI0, i BCA MOS POAMHA — OyNIH €IMHUMH
JOABMH, 3 SIKUMH 51 CIIPaBJi PETYJISPHO MPOBOJIMIIA Yac pa3oM 1 sKi 3a
BCE MOE JKUTTS HIKOJIM HE 3MYIIIyBaJld MEHE BUOAYaTHCS 3a T€, KUM 4 €,
a00 NpUKyIIyBaTH cOO1 sI3UKA 3aMiCTh TOTO, A0M BUPA3UTH CBOIO BIACHY
TYMKY.

Xoua... Hi. Bpewy. € we ooua noouna... I ye...

— He3! Vsapnsem, s iioro Oaumna, — s OMyCTHJIACS HA JWBAH, 1100
MOJI0JIATH 3aIIaAMOPOYEHHS 1 BIIUYTTS AUCKOM(OPTY B 001aCTi IUTYHKA,
a MOTIM TpoTepJia OOIUYYS PYLIIHUKOM. — YsiBisten, Hi? I, Bipum, BiH
Takui KpaceHb. BiH MpoCcTO HE3aKOHHO TapHUH.

Moe cepiie 00JiCHO CTHCIIOCS, 1 51 HAKpUIIA 110 TPYIKY CyJIUH, apTepii,
BEH 1 OOJICHUX CTUCKAHb YSIBHOIO MOKPOIO KOBJIPOIO, TYCTO 3MAIICHOIO
3HEOOMIOBAILHUM KpeMOM Bijx remoporo. S He Oyny yOuBatucs mo
Heomy. He Oyny!
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“Wait. Wait, wait. You saw Des?” Grace sounded satisfactorily
shocked, as she should be. “As in Desmond Sullivan, Uncle
Quinn and Aunt Janie’s oldest child? Your former best friend
until he left when you were fifteen and he ghosted you?”

Us Archer kids called Des’s parents “aunt” and “uncle” only
because we’d all grown up together, but we weren’t blood
relatives of the Sullivans.

Our parents were simply exceptionally close.

“Yes. That’s the one. The very same Des. He is not allowed to
look like that!” Standing up, I shoved my index finger through
the air.

“Look like what?”

“He’s—he’s—" UGH! I was so angry. “He’s not supposed to
look so good. He’s supposed to be pitiful, holed up somewhere—
maybe a hovel or a damp cave—feeling sad and remorseful for
cutting me out of his life.”

And he definitely wasn’t deserving of my nostalgia, wistful
thinking, and heartache.

“Ava—"

“And another thing! No one suspected anything. There I was,
getting away with it. I’'m talking Oscar-worthy performance.
And similar to the last time we spoke on the phone ten years ago,
he swooped in and made me feel stupid.” I’d been embarrassed
for years after that phone call. I couldn’t think about our last
conversation without cringing, remembering my words, what I’d
said, and how I’d been unequivocally rejected.

“Calm down for a second and tell me what actually happened.
Where did you see him? And how did he make you feel stupid?”

I waved away her questions. “It was a party—"

— 3Baugekaii. Cron, 3axau. Tu Gaumna Jle3a? — ronoc Ipeiic 3Byuas
JOCTaTHBO IPUTOJIOMIIECHO, SIK IIe 1 Mano 6 OyTu. — Maem Ha yBasi
He3monna CamniBana, crapuioro cuHa Jasapka Keinna it titku Jxeiini?
TBOro KOJIMIIHBOTO HAWKPAIIOro Apyra, sSIKWH 3HUK, KOJH TOO1 Oyio
I’ ITHA/ILATD, @ MOTIM TYIIO 3airHOpUB TeOe?

3apa3 nposicHIO cuTyarito. Mu, nitu ApuepiB, Ha3uBainu O0aTbkiB Jle3a
TITKOIO 1 IIIBKOM TUTBKU TOMY, 11O MU BCi pa30M BUPOCIIH, 1, 3BICHO K,
MU He Oy KpOBHUMH poaudamu CalTiBaHiB.

Hami 6ateku mpocTo yske 100pe TOBapHUIlyBalu.

— Ara. Bin. Toit cammii [le3. Bin Hemae mpaBa BursimaTu Tak! —
1 AHABIIHUCH, 51 PO3CIKJIa MOBITPS BKA31BHUM IMAaJIbIIEM.

— Sk?

— BiH... BiH... — AAA! { Oyna taka 31ma. — Bin He Mae nipaBa Tak 1o0pe
BUTIIAAAaTUH. BiH MOBHMHEH OyTH >KaJIOTiTHUM, PO3YMI€I, CUIITH COOi
Jech y Xalymi 4d, He 3Halo, y TEeMHIM cupii meuepi, i cymyBartu, i
KasATUCS 3a T€, 1[0 BUKPECIUB MEHE 31 CBOTO JKUTTSL.

I BiH TOYHO HE 3achmy>KuB, MO0 5 13 THKKICTIO 3rajyBajia Mpo HHOTO,
NPOKpyYyBajia B TOJOBI BCi Hallll CIIOTaAM 3 MHUHYJOTO, 1 KOPYHIACH
yepes 1€ 110TChKe 00JIiCHE BIIUYTTS JeCh MiX peOpamu.

— EiiBo...

— 1, 3naem, mo me? HixTo HiY0oTo HE migo3proBaB. A st co0i Taka KpyTa
— i7leabHO Tpal0 CBOIO poiib, BapTy «Ockapay. | aHamoriyHo... gk
BOCTaHHE, KOJIM MH TOBOPHJIM 3 HUM TI0 Tese(hOHY JEeCITh POKIB TOMY,
BiH 3’SIBUBCS HI3BIJIKM M 3MYCHB MEHE MouyBaTHcs Aypernoro. — [licns
Toi Tene)OHHOT PO3MOBH s 1€ POKAMHU TOYyBanacs jaypernoro. S He
MOTJIa 3rajlyBaTH ii, He BIIUyBalOYH COPOMY, OCKIJIBKH s Ty’Ke J00pe
mam’siTajia CBoi CJIOBa, 1 BCE Te, 110 s TOJI cKa3ana, i Te, Ik MEHE TIPOCTO
HaIpPOCTO BiJIIIMIIH.

— EiiBo, TM MO>KeII 3aCTIIOKOITHCS Ha XBHJIMHKY, a TOTIM PO3Ka3aTH MEH,
mo came craiocs. Jle came Tu ioro 3ycrpina? I sIkuM 1ie YMHOM BiH
3MyCHB Te€O€ OYYBaTHUCS Typeroro?

S BigmMaxHynacs BiJ 11 3aTUTaHb.
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“Wait. You went to a party?!” Now she sounded ridiculously
shocked. “You went to a party on purpose? You didn’t talk
yourself out of it? Is the world coming to an end?”

“I didn’t have time to talk myself out of it. I only had one hour
to—you know what, forget about the party. It doesn’t matter
where I saw him or how he made me feel like an idiot. That’s not
the point.”

“Then what is the point?”

“HE’S TOO GOOD-LOOKING!” I moved the phone further
away from my mouth as I shouted, not wanting to hurt my
sister’s ear but also needing to get my point across by yelling.

I heard my sister release a sigh. “Okay, Ava.”

“What? Why don’t you sound upset? I need you to be upset on
my behalf.” Even if she didn’t feel upset, she should’ve
pretended. We did this for each other. When Grace was upset, |
would get worked up with her so she didn’t have to be angry by
herself. Being angry by oneself is irritating.

Anger shared is comforting.

The members of my family were like me, quoting movies and
bursting into song with equal frequency. We always supported
each other, and being around them was relaxing rather than
taxing.

Ha! See what I did there? Because I'm a tax attorney? Get it?
I’m the funniest person I know, in my head.

My sister must’ve walked into a different room because I heard
a door close. “All I'm saying is, don’t you think maybe you’re a

— 51 Oyna Ha Bewipiii. ..

— Tak, cton. Tu Oyna na Beuipui?! — ii rojoc 3ByuaB Tak, HiOM BOHa He
MOTJIa TIOBIPUTH y T€, 11O caMa X 1 ChHTaja. — Tu Milula Ha BEYipKy
no6posineHO? | TH He epeaymana B octaHHiit MmoMeHT? Lle 110, KiHelb
CBITY HaOIMXKa€eThCs?

— Y MmeHe He O0yI10 yacy, mob nepeaymaru. Y MeHe Oyia BChOro roJiuHa,
1 ... 3Haem 110, 3a0yAb Mpo Bevipky. He BaxxiuBo, e 51 floro nobdauunna
YH SIK caMe BiH 3MYCHB MEHE IouyBaTHCs Aypernoro. He B 1boMy CyTb.

— Toni B womy?

— BIH 3AHAJITO TAPHHMI! — 51 Bincynyna Tenepon nonani, mo6 He
3iMCyBaTH CBOIN CECTpi CIIyX, 00 MEHI IPOCTO HEOOXiTHO OYIJI0 TOHECTH
CBOIO TYMKY KPUKOM.

51 mouyna, SIK cecTpa Ba)KKO 3ITXHYJIA.

— SIk ckaxe, EiBo.

— 1I{o? Ipeiic, Tu He posiznuaaca? Morna 6 i posiznurucs, 3Haem. Sk
MiHIMYM, 3 TOBaru A0 MeHe. — HaBiTh SKIIO BOHA JIHCHO He
po3iznuiacs, To MOrjia xoda O MPUKUHYTUCS. MU 3aBXAU TaK pOOHIH
onna s oxnoi. Komu I'peiic Gyna 31ma, TO 51 T€X 3aBOAMIACA Pa30M i3
HEIO, 1100 1 He JOBOMMIIOCS 3JIMTUCS HAOMOHUHIN. 3IUTHCI HA CaMOTI —
1€ K TaK HyJ/HO, 1 Ty’Ke ApaTye.

3nuTHCA Pa30M MPUEMHIIIE.

Unenu Mo€i poarHU OyiIH CX0Ki Ha MeHe (200 st Ha HUX): BOHU TaK CaMo
YacTO MUTYBAIM (UIBMHU 1 MOTJIIM 0e3 MPUYMHY MOYaTH CHiBaTH MICHI.
Mu 3aBX¥ TIATPUMYBAIIM OJTHE OJHOTO, 1 KOJH s OyJia Mops/l 3 HUMH,
TO CKOpillIe MPOCTO BiIMOYMBAJIA IyIICI0, a HE BToMuttoBajacs. [logaTky
Ha BIJMIOYMHOK B HAII CiM’1 HE iICHYBAJIO.

Xa-xa! Bauume, wo s minvku-Ho 3pooura? Lle eéce momy, wo s
nodamxosuti aosoxam? 3posyminu dscapm? S HaWCMIIHINIA JTIOAWHA,
SKY 3HAlO... IPUHAWMHI, Y BJIACHIH rOJI0BI.

Mos cectpa, MaOyTh, minuia B iHIIY KiMHaTy, 00 s mouynia, K
3aUMHWINCS JBEPI.
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little biased where he’s concerned? You’ve never gotten over
him.”

“You make it sound like I was in love with him or something.” I
huffed several disbelieving, snorting laughs while uncomfortable
heat spread from my chest to my neck and cheeks. “We were best
friends and that’s all. We were just friends. We were never like
that. He left when I was fifteen, before I had those kinds of—
of—of urges. I was never attracted to him in that way. And I’'m
sure he never saw me that way. [ mean, why would he?”

“Ava, listen to yourself. You doth protest too much.” A cabinet
or something similar snapped shut from her side of the call.
“Why do you care if he’s good-looking now if you never thought
of him that way? And why would you get worked up like this if
you never had those kinds of feelings for him?”

A vision of adult Desmond appeared in my mind’s eye. It was
the moment tonight when he’d backed me against the door in the
alley andgazed down at me with those familiar and yet entirely
unfamiliar gorgeous blue eyes of his.

My heart pinged again. Stupid heart!

“I’m telling you, my perception of his handsomeness now has
nothing to do with our history. You would want to photograph
him and make him one of your cover models.”

Grace was working toward becoming a full-time photographer,
but her income wasn’t enough to cover even half our monthly
expenses, which meant she did most of the household chores and
I paid most of the bills. Her weekends were usually booked for
photographing weddings and her evenings were full of studio
shoots that ran well into the night.

— Bce 110 51 X049y cKa3aTH — II€. .. TH HE JYMAE€II, 1110, MO>KJIMBO, TH TPOXH
nepeOibIIy€en, Kou crpaBa ctocyeTbes Jle3a? Tu x Tak 1 He 3Moria
fioro 3a0yTH.

— Ile 3ByunTh TaK, HiOU s Oyna y HROTO 3aKOXaHA YU MIE MIOCh, — S
KiJIbKa pa3iB HEPBOBO BIUXHYJA, CHpoOyBaBIIM BHIABUTH i3 cebe
JeKIbKa CMIIIKIB, MMOKH HENPUEMHE TEIJIO PO3POCTANIOCS BCEPEIUHI
MeHe, 3aXOTUTIOIYH TIPOCTPIB BiJ TPYIEH 10 U1 Ta IIiK. — 3amam’sITaid,
Ipeiic, Mu Oyau HaWKpauMu Apy3saMu, i Bee. IIpocto apyssmu. Mixk
HaMH HIKOJIM HI4OTO Takoro He Oyino. BiH 3HHK, Koiau MeHi Oyio
1’ ITHAILATS, 1€ 10 TOTO, SIK Y MEHE B3aralii 3’ sBUJIUCS MOAIOHI. . . HY. ..
e-e... MJIITKOBI mpucTpacTi. S HIKOJIHM HE BiI4yBajia O HHOTO YOTOCh
Takoro. I s BIEBHEHa, IO BIH TEX HIKOJM HE BOAaYaB B MEHI KOI'OCh
iHIIOrO0, aH1XX TpocTo noapyry. Hy, 1 3 skoro nuBa BiH MaB 6u?

— EiiBo, mocmyxaii cebe cama. Hanro Bxke rojocHO pemneTyenl, — Ha
1HIIOMY KiHII TenedoHa IOCh Pi3KO 3aYMHUIIOCSH, MaOyTh, madka 4u
TymOouKa. — SIKIIIO TH HIKOJIM HE Jlymaja Ipo HbOTO B TAaKOMY KIIOUI,
TO YoMy TeOe B3araii XBWIIIOE, IO BiH 3apa3 Takuil mpuBaOnuBuii? I
YOMY TH TaK 3aBOJMIICS, SKIIO BiH TOOI HIKOJIM HE o100aBCs?

VY wmoiii ysaBi mpomaitHyB o0pa3z nopocnoro [lesmonma. Came Toii
MOMEHT ChOT'OJIHI BBEYEpi, KOJU BiH MPUTUCHYB MEHE JI0 JIBEPEH, 5K
TUIBKM MU BUHIUTM Ha ByJuio. Komu BiH 00BiB MEHE CBOIM 10 00O
3HAMOMUM Ta BOJHOYAC TAKMM UyKHM IOTIAAoM. Moro HeitMoBipHO
rapHi OJaKuTHI OYi. ..

Moe cepiie 3HOBY 00JIiCHO CcTHCHYIOCS. /[ypHe cepye!

— S knsHycs TOO1, Te, 10 S 3apa3 BBa)Kalo HOro MpUBAaOIMBUM aX HifK
HE CTOCY€ThCSI HALIIOT0 MUHYJIOT0. SIKOM TH #oro mobaumna, To cama 6
3axoTina cororpadyBaT HOro y posi MojaeNl Ui CBOIX OOKIaUHOK.
Ipeiic mparnysa cratu npodeciiino pororpadkoro, ane ii 3apobiTKy
Jenp-Jieflb BUCTayaylo, 100 TOKPUTH HAaBITh TIOJIOBUHY HAIIUX
moMicsiuHUX BUTpaT. Tomy OUIbIIICTH XaTHIX crpaB Oyna Ha Hi, a
GibLIiCTh paXyHKiB OITauyBaJa 5. [i BUXiaHi 3a3Bu4aii 6yau po3nucaHi
BECUIBHUMHU (OTOCECISIMH, a BEUOPU — CTYNIHHUMH 3HOMKaMH, fKi
TPHUBAJIH JI0 Mi3HBOI HOYI.
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Perhaps one day she’d be able to quit her day job and do what
she loved. If she were very lucky. In the meantime, I didn’t mind
paying more than half of the rent and utilities if it meant I got to
live with my sister. Plus, I wasn’t a fan of weekly and monthly
maintenance cleaning. I cleaned up after myself, obviously, but
dusting never occurred to me. Our arrangement suited us both.
And yet, even though we lived together, we didn’t see each other
nearly as much as I would’ve liked.

“Where were you tonight? Where did you run into him?” Grace
asked, and it sounded like she turned on a faucet.

I waited until the running water ceased before responding.
“Nowhere important.”

“I can’t believe you went out. Is Manny in town? Did you go out
with him?”

“Manny is in Paris. I haven’t seen him since New Year’s. Where
I was tonight and why is not important.” Manny was one of the
only people I considered a good friend outside of my family, but
we didn’t talk very often. He lived in Paris most of the year and
owned an apartment in Chicago. Sometimes I watered his plants
for him. Ever since his visit back in January, I’d been feeling
restless.

Now reviewing my day in retrospect, the months-long
restlessness had played a big part in my hasty decision this
afternoon to help Chelsea as well as in my uncharacteristic
bravery tonight. Really, this was all Manny’s fault.

If he hadn’t been out there living his best life, making every
moment count, I wouldn’t have impersonated my coworker
doppelgdnger and run into Des tonight. I would have no idea Des
was currently doing great, not missing me at all, while walking
around looking criminally handsome.

MOoXIJIMBO, OHOTO JIHS BOHA 3MOX€ KHHYTH CBOIO OCHOBHY pOOOTY i
3aiiMaTHCA YII00JIeHOI0 CIpaBolo. SIKIIo i qy’e MOoIacTuTh. A OKH
1110 51 HE MaJla HiY0T0 MPOTH IUIATUTH OLIBIY TOJIOBUHY OPEH/IHOI IIIaTH
Ta KOMYHQJIBHUX TOCIYT, SKIIO 1€ 03HAYaJo, 110 sI MOXY JKUTH Pa3zoM
13 cectporo. Jlo Toro x s HIKONM HE KaiyBana BiJ IMIOTH)KHEBUX YH
IOMICAYHUX MPUOHpaHb. 3a co00I0 51, 3BICHO, MpUOHpaa, ajie mpo Te,
mo Tpeba BUTHpAaTH I, MEHI ¥ Ha TyMKy He cmajnano. Tox Hamia
JIOMOBJICHICTb BJIALITOBYBaJia Hac 000X. | Bce %k, HaBITh )KUBYYH pazoM,
MH OauMIIMCS JAJIEKO HE TaK 4acTo, SK MEHi XOTi1ocs 0.

— Jle i Oyna ceoroHi BBeuepi? Jle TH 3 HUM MepeTHyacs? — cruTana
Ipeiic, i MeHi 31a110Cs, 110 BOHA BiJIKPYTHIIA KPaH.

51 mouekasna, JOKHU IIyM BOJAM CTHXHE, IepII HIXK BiIMOBICTH:

— HeBaxnuso, npasna.

— 51 Bce 111€ HEe MOXKY MOBIPUTH, 110 T KyAUCh BHIIIIA. MeHHI B MiCTi?
Tu 3 HuM 3ycTpivanace?

— MenHi 3apa3 y [apuxi. S iioro He 6auuiia micisi CBATKYBaHHS HOBOTO
poky. [le s Oyna chOrojHi i YoMy — HE Mae 3Ha4eHHs. — MeHHi OyB
OJTHUM 13 HEOAraThOX JIOJICH, KOTO 51 MOTJIa O Ha3MBATH CBOI APYTrOM, HE
paxyrouu CBOIO CiM’I0, ajlé MM HE 4YacTO CHUIKyBaimucs. Bin Oimbiry
yacTUHY poKy uB y [lapmxki, xoua i maB kBapTupy B Yukaro. [Hoxi
XOJIWJIA TIOJIMBATH WOTO KBITH y TOPIIMKAxX. BinToi, ik Mu Oadymiucs B
Ci4HI BOCTaHHE, 5 YOMYCh IMOCTIIHO OyJa Ha HEpBax.

O0aymyroun Te, SIK MPOMIIOB Miil ChOTOIHIIIHINA JEHb, BXE OymaydH
BJIOMa 1 PO3MOBIIIOUM 3 CECTPOIO, sl 3pO3yMmisia, 110 OararomicsyHe
BIUYTTS, IO 5 MOCTIHHO HAa HEPBAX, BIJIrpajio 3HAYHY POJIb y MOEMY
MOCIIIIHOMY pillleHHI JAonmoMorTa Yemnci chOrogHi BACHB, a TAKOXK Y
MoOiii HexapakTepHi CMIIMBOCTI ChOroAHi BBeuepi. Hacmpasmi, y
BCHOMY 11bOMY OyB BUHEH MeHHI.

SIkOu BiH HE )KMB CBOIM HAWKpAIUM >KUTTSIM, LIHYIOUN KOKHY MUTB, 5
0 He MPUKHJANIACcs CBOEIO KOJIETOI0 Ha Tii BeUiplli ChOTOJHI BBEUEpi Ta
He 3yctpina 6 Jlesa. S 6 goci He 3Hana, mo y [le3za 3apa3 HacnpaBi Bce
MPOCTO YyAOBO, BiH 30BCIM HE CyMYy€ 3a MHOIO 1 BiZIBIAy€E Ti Micls, fKi
HiOMy 3aMaHEeThCsl, BUTJISAAI0OYHU POCTO HEMEPEBEPIICHO.
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“Focus, Grace. Des’s face is why I called. And how he looks in
a suit. There should be a law! That’s how good-looking he is. His
picture would sell a million romance novels.”

She snorted. “Yeah. Okay. If you say so.”

“Fine. Don’t believe me.” Swiping at a patch of water on my
neck, I stomped back to the bathroom. “You’ll see him for
yourself at Mom and Dad’s barbecue this weekend.”

“Whoa. Hold on. Desmond is coming to the barbecue this
weekend? Is that why he’s in town?”

“No. He didn’t seem to know about it. And that’s also not the
point. Wait! Wait until you see him.” Inspecting myself in the
mirror, my heart gave another twist as an unbidden question
surfaced.

Against my will, I wondered what he’d thought of me tonight.

Throwing the towel at the mirror and fighting a breath-stealing
wave of something resembling embarrassment, I flipped off the
light and marched to my bedroom.

He probably thinks you re ridiculous.

Chapter Four
*Desmond*
“I’d rather be hated for who I am than loved for who I am not.”
— Kurt Cobain, Attributed

On my way to Ava’s family barbecue, and while under extreme
duress due to her extortion of the Henri situation, I ended up
wasting thirty minutes in the grocery store, unable to decide

—3ocepennbes, [peiic. JIune Jlesza — ock yomy s noaszsonumia. I e uepes
Te, K BiH BUTJsSAac B KocTioMi. [ToBUMHHI K icHyBaTH 0ojail sKich
3akonu! Bin pocto kpacens. [ peiic, s T001 Kaky, SKOu ioro ¢oto Oyiio
Ha OOKJaAMHIN JIFOOOBHUX POMaHIB, TO Il KHUXKKH TMpojaaBaiucs O
MUTBHOHHUMH THPa)KaMH.

Bona nupxnyna:

— Tak, s Bxke 1e uyina.

— @ir 3 T06010, MOXKEII MEHI HE BIPUTH, — BHUTEPIIN KPAILUIIO BOAM 3
i, s MoBepHyJacs A0 BaHHOT KiMHaTH. — Cama nobauui. Bin npuiine
Ha Haml 6apOeKIO-TIOCUIEHBKN Y MaMH 3 TAaTOM Ha ITUX BUXITHHX.

— XKapryem? He moxe Oytu! [le3mon npuiie Ha HAILTy MiHi-BE4ipKy
Ha 1uX BuxigHux? Tomy BiH B MicTi?

— Hi. He ckazana 6, mo BiH B3araii mpo Hei 3HaB. AJle Ll TaKoX He
ronoBre. [Ipocto mouekaii! Ilouekaii, moku cama ¥oro modauur, —
JluBnsunch Ha cebe y [3epKano, MO€E Ceple 3HOBY HENPHEMHO
CTHCHYJIOCS, KOJIM B T'OJIOBI OCTAJIO HECIIO/[IBaHE 3aITUTaHHS.
Bceynepeu cBofiii Boui, 51 3aMucnuiacs, sIKoi TyMKH BiH OyB Ipo MeHe
CHOT'OJIHI BBEUEPI.

Kunysmm pynrHuk y 01k A3epkaia i 3 yCiX CHJI HAMaratouuch MoJ10JaTH
B c001 XBHITIO HOBUX €MOIIi}, B’SI3KHX 1 YIIJIMBUX, CXOKHUX HA COPOM, S
BUMKHYJIA CBITJIO 1 MiILIa JIO CBOET CIAJIbHI.

Bin, mabyms, 6sadicac mebe 0usauxorw.

Po3nin yerBepTHii
JAE3MOH/

«Hexait MmeHe kpalie HeHaBUISITh 32 T€, KIM 5 €, HiXK JTFOOJISATH 3a Te,
KHUM 5 HE €»
— Kypt Kobeiin
Hoporoto no EiiBu, Ha ciMeiiHi 0apOeKro-mocHICHbKH, TepedyBalodn
M1/ IaJeHUM TUCKOM 4Yepe3 ii aHTax, Mo’ 13aHuii 3 ['eHpi, 5 3rass miB
TOJIMHU B CyTIepPMapKETi,HE B 3M031 BUPILIUTH, IKUH KapTOIUIIHUH cajat
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between New York-style or Southern-style potato salad. In the
end, I’d bought both.

As I stepped off the neighborhood bus near Ava’s parents’ house,
my earbuds announced a call from my handler. “Hello?”

“I figured out who that Ava lady is.” Sue’s voice had never been
S0 cryptic.

Tripping on nothing, I held still to maintain my balance. “Oh?”
Doing my best to mimic her tone, I forced my feet to move and
shook off the irrational spike of panic. Sue knows nothing. How
could she?

“Yessss,” she said. With meaning.

The little red man flashed on the walk sign and the countdown
dwindled from twenty to eight as I crossed the street. Then I
walked another block, the noise of Sue wordlessly munching on
potato chips filling my ear.

Taking a deep breath to ease some of the tightness in my chest, I
lifted my free hand, my finger hovering over the End Call button.
“Well, if that’s all, I’'m hanging up.”

“YOU CARRY HER PICTURE IN YOUR WALLET! SHE’S
THE—"

Wincing, I ripped out the earbuds, scowling at the residual
ringing in my ears and cursing under my breath.

I could just make out, “Raz? Raz? Are you there? Raz? Have |
lost you?”

Holding an earbud to my mouth, I growled, “Don’t shout!” then
put just one back in place.

“I’m sorry. Sorry. I can’t believe I finally met the woman in the
picture. An actual, physical picture. No one carries pictures in
their wallet anymore, only you, Gramps. And only of her. It’s a
momentous occasion.”

B3SITU — «I10-HBIOMOPKCHKI» UM «IO-MIIBICHHOMY». Y MiJCYMKY KyIIHB
o0uBa.

Komu s BuiimoB i3 aBTOOYyCy Ha 3yNMHII HEMOAANIK Bif OyIUHKY
6atpkiB EifBH, y HaByIIHUKAX MPOJyHAaB CUTHAJ BXIAHOTO J3BIHKA Bij
MO€1 KypaTOpKH.

— Anno?

— 51 3’scyBana, xTo Taka g EiiBa, — ronoc Cplo 111e HIKOJIH HE 3BYyYaB
TaKUM 3aTraJIKOBHM.

CriTKHYBIIUCH HA PIBHOMY Miclli, 5 3aBMep, a0l BTPUMATH PiBHOBAry.
— CopaBai? — CKOIIIOBABIM ii 1HTOHAIIIO, S 3MYyCUB cebe WTH nani,
HaMaral4uch no30yTHCS paNTOBOTO Claaxy MaHiKH, Ha SKUH He OyIo
npuunH. Cobro Hivo2o He 3Hae. 3B1aKY O 1i 3HATH?

— Taaak, — IPOTATHYJIa BOHA 3 OaraTO3HaYHUM HATAKOM.

MarsneHbKuili 4epBOHUI YOJIOBIYOK Ha CBITIIOQOpI OJMMHYB, 1 BIIJIIK
Yyacy OYiKyBaHHS 3MEHIIUBCS 3 JBAISATH 1O BOCBMH, KO 5 PYIIHB
nepexoautu aopory. I1oTimM s mpoHIIoB 11e OAMH KBapTall MiJ XPYCKIT
KapTOIUIIHUX YMIICIB y CBOIX HaBYIIHUKAX. ChbI0 MOBYKH XKyBaJja.
I'muboko BAMXHYBIIH, a0W TPOXH PO3CIAOUTHCS, 5 TiIHAB BUIbHY PYKY,
NaJIelb 3aBUC HaJ KHOIIKOIO «3aBEPIIUTH J3BIHOKY.

— Hy, axmro ue Bce, 5 Ki1aay CIyXaBKy.

— T HOCHIII If ®OTO Y TAMAHIII! BOHA...

CKpUBHBIIKCH, S 3 CHWJIOI BHPBAaB HAaBYIIHHWKH, HACYNHMBIIUCH 4Yepes3
I3BiH y ByXaX, IO 3aJIUIIUBCSA MICIS MOYYTOTO0, i TUXO BUIIASIBCS.

51 nenb po34yB HACTYIHI ii ClIOBa:

— Pa3? Pa3? Tu tyt? Pa3? lllock 31 3B’ s13k0M?

[TigHicM OMH HABYIIHUK IO POTA, S MPOOYPMOTIB:

— He ropnans! — a moTim ozipa3y noBepHyB Horo Ha3aja y ByXO.

— O#i, Bce. Hy BuGau. S mpocTto HE MOXY MOBIPUTH, IO HAPELITI
nobaunna Ty XiHKy 3 ¢ororpadii. CrnpaBxuboi ¢ororpadii, He B
tenedoni. Hixto Bxe He HOCUTH (HOTO B ramaHIli, TUIbkH TH, CTapuit
Bypkotywne. I Tinpku 1i goto. Lle x kaHOHIYHA MOisL.
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It didn’t matter if Sue had realized Ava was the woman in the
photo because I had an explanation all lined up. “Sue—"
“Why her?”

“You already know why I carry the photo. I don’t always have
the same phone, and getting rid of digital images is more difficult
than physical pictures.” A woman walking a dog passed me,
giving me a small smile. I returned it, attention snagging on a
fenced-in area behind her and to my left.

The community garden.

Ava’s parents lived in a neighborhood in South Chicago that had
staved off gentrification with moderate success. Most houses
were original. The parks did have community gardens but they
were managed by locals and stocked the neighborhood food
bank. Ava’s father volunteered at both the garden and the food
bank. According to my mom, it’s where she’d done her
community service hours for high school.

I’d never done community service hours for the purposes of high
school as I’d never actually attended a high school, but—before
things had gone to hell when I was thirteen—I used to garden
with Ava and her dad. Once the dog walker passed, I paused at
the edge of the fence and studied the garden.

“Yeah, I get why you don’t have me load photos on your burners,
and I understand why you carry around a photo of a beautiful
woman in your wallet.” Sue sounded impatient. “It’s come in
handy more than once. But—Raz—why this woman?”

Overall, the garden was still in good shape. A few beds needed
weeding.

“Why are you suddenly so interested in everything?”’ I deflected.
No reason to answer the question. “Where’s that apron of apathy
I bought you for Christmas? How about the insoles of
indifference for your birthday, huh? What’s with this cardigan of
curiosity? Take it off, it’s not your color.” I spotted the wooden

He mano 3navennsi, un Cpio 3po3ymina, mo EiiBa Oyna came Ti€ro
KIHKOIO Ha (oTorpadii, 00 s BXKe MaB TOTOBE MOSCHEHHS. «

— Cblo, nociyxai...

— Yomy came BoHA?

— Tu x yxe 3Haem, yomy 5 Hoiry 11e poTo. S gacto 3MiHIO0 TenedoHu,
a mo30yTucs HHPPOBUX 300pakeHb CKIAJHINIE, HDK IarnepoBHX
CBITJIUH, — )KiHKa, 5IKa BUTYJIIOBaIa co0aKy, MPOMUIILIIa OB3 MEHE, C1abo
MOCMIXHYBIIHCH. S MOCMIXHYBCS y BIATOBIb, a Miid MTOTJIS 3a4€ITUBCS
3a OTOPOJDKEHY JUISHKY 10331y Hel, TPOXH JIiBOpYY.

I'pomaocwvxuii cao.

bareku EiiBu xunu B ogHoMy 3 paiioHiB IliBgennoro Yukaro, sikuii
OUTBII-MEHII YCIIIIHO OMNHMPABCS PEKOHCTPYKISIM Ta 3BEICHHIO
HOBOOYZOB. binmpmiicte OyauHKIB TaM Iie OynM aBTEHTHUYHUMH. Y
nmapkax copapii Oyiau TpOMaAChKi caad, ale iX AOTIAJANH MICIEBi
KHTENI, a BpOKail i10B 10 CYCiICBKOTO MPO0BOJILYOT0 OaHKy. baThko
EiiBu BosmoHTEpUB 1 B cany, 1 B 6aHKy. 3a ClIoBaMH MOET MaMH, camMe TaM
EiiBa BinnpanpoByBaia roAMHN TPOMAJACEKUX POOIT JUTSI IIKOJIH.

Sl HIKOMM HE BHUKOHYBAaB TPOMAJCHKHUX POOIT IJIsl MIKOJH, OCKLIBKH
HIKOJIM HE BiIBilyBaB IIKOJY, ajie¢ A0 TOTO, K BCE MIILIO HIKepeOepTh,
KOJIM ME€Hi OyJI0 TPUHAALATS, 51 YaCTO BHCAKYBaB II0Ch pa3oM 3 EiiBoro
Ta ii 6aTpkoM. Konu xiHka 3 co0aKoro mpoiuia 1aii, st 3yMHUBCS OL1st
OrOpOXI1 ¥ yBa)KHO IOJJUBHUBCS HA Ca/l.

— Ara, LIJIKOM pO3yMil0, YOMY TH HE JJAa€lll MEHi 3aBaHTaXyBaTH (OTO
Ha TBOI TeneOHU-3ropalflku, 1 1€ He AMBHO, IO TH HOCHII (OTO
KpacHBoi *KiHKHM B TamaHIli, — C’10 3By4asa Jyxe HeTepiuisiye. — BoHo,
NIEBHO, B)XE HE pa3 cTaBajo B Harofi. Ajie — Pa3, yomy came BoHa?
3arayiom caJl BUIIIAAaB JOTJIIHYTUM. Jluine KijgbKa rpsaok BapTo OyIo
0 MpoIoNIoTH.

—Yomy TOO1 panTOM CTaJIO LIKABO BCe MiApsA? — sl MACTEPHO YXHUITUBCS
BiJ Biamosini. — Jle  TBi# dapryx amarii, sikuil 1 nmogapysaB ToOI Ha
Pi3nBo? Abo ycrinku OaiimykocTi Ha TBif JeHb HapokeHHs, ra? 1o
I[e 32 KapJAuraH I[iKaBoCTi Ha T00i? 3HIMU MOTO HEraiHo, Iie He TBIi
KOJIp.
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bench swing in the far corner of the fenced-in area. I’d built that
bench and welded the metal frame with Ava and her dad. I’d been
ten or eleven.

“I’m not suddenly interested in everything.” I heard Sue sniff,
like me accusing her of curiosity about my life was insulting.
“I’ve been chronically curious about this one thing ever since I
first saw the picture. You know I don’t give a rat’s creepy pink
ass about your personal life. Or lack thereof.”

“Good.” Turning from the garden and the bench and the
memories, | continued on my way.

“But, my dude, it’s always been that woman. A different photo
whenever the old one wears out or looks out-of-date. But always
her. And now I know who she is. It’s like the ending of The Usual
Suspects. 1 don’t know what it means, but I know it means
something.”

I grunted, scanning the street. I’d taken the bus down here to
discern whether or not I’d been followed. It’s easy to follow a
bus. It’s also easy to spot a car following a bus. I hadn’t been
followed, but I still cataloged the cars and pedestrians.
Occupational hazard.

“Who is she really, Gramps? Why Ms. Ava Archer?” Sue
vacillated between calling me Raz—short for my call sign,
Raziel-—and Gramps.

Gramps was reserved for times I was being grumpy, stubborn,
boring, out of touch with current pop culture, or what she
considered old-fashioned. This was ironic since Sue was in her
sixties and spoke more like someone my age than I did.

So 50 percent of the time she called me Raz and 50 percent it
was Gramps.

I surrendered. Might as well get this out of the way. “Fine. She’s
someone Desmond Sullivan actually knows. When I say she’s
my fiancée, even if people check her out, they’ll see we grew up

Miii mornsi ynaB Ha epeB’siHy TORAANIKY Y AaJbHbOMY KYTKY cany. S
OyayBaB 110 OCHOBY JUJIsl CH/IIHHS 1 3BapIOBaB METAJIIEBY pamy pa3oM 3
EiiBoto Ta ii TaToM. MeHi Toai Oys0 1ecsATh YU OAMHAIISATS.

— 51 He Te moO panToBO BCiM 3arikaBuiacs, — Oyno uyTH, K Cbio
XMHKHYJa, HIOW s o0pa3uB ii, 3BUHYBaTHBIIU Yy IOMUTIUBOCTI. — S
XPOHIYHO IIKABJIIOCS TIJIbKU UM OJHUM IMHUTAHHSIM L€ 3 TOTO Yacy, sK
ynepine nmobaunna dororpadito. Ty x 3HAEN, MEHI O OAHOTO MiCIs
TBO€E 0coOuCTE KUTTA. AOO HOTO BIJICYTHICTb.

— Ot i noOpe, — st pyIIUB Aalli, YHUKAIOUH Cafy, TOHTANKH i CIIOTaIiB.
— Aune, uyBaue, 3aBXIu Oyna came ys >xinka. Tineku onmHe ¢oTo
3aTUPAIOCh, OJpa3y 3 sABISUIOCH iHIIE, HOBIilIe. AJle 3aBXAU 1 BCIOAM
Oyma BoHa. A Temep s 3Hato, xTo 1e. Lle sx ¢inan y «The Usual
Suspects». 1 He 3Hai0, IO L€ O3HAYae, aje 3HaI, 110 BOHO HIOCh
O3HAYae.

51 OypkHyB, orysgaroud Byauio. S mpuixaB ciogu aBToOycom, mio0
NEPEBIPUTH, YA HE CTEXKATh 3a MHOIO. 32 aBTOOYCOM JIETKO CTEKUTH.
AJie Tak caMo JIETKO MOMITHTH MallluHY, SKa i7e CIiI0M 3a aBTOOyCOM.
3a MHOIO HE CTEXWJIH, aje s BCE OJHO 3araM’SITOBYBaB MAalIMHU Ta
nimoxoaiB HaBkouto. [Ipodeciiina 3Buuka.

— Konucs Bxe, Crapuii Bypkoryne! Homy came mic EitBa Apuep? — C’1o
BECh yac Barajiacsi Mi>k TUM, 100 Ha3uBaTu MeHe Pa3 (CKOpodYeHHs Bij
Moro no3uBHOro «Paziens») i Crapuii bBypkoTyH.

«Crapuii BypkoTyn» nmpu3HavaBcs UIsl TUX BUIAJKIB, KOJH s TIHCHO
OyB OypKOTJIMBUM, YIIEPTUM, 3aHYAOI0, BIACTAIUM BiJ CYy4acHOI IOM-
KyJIbTypH a0o0, 3a ii Mipkamu, HaaATO cTapoMoaHuM. Lle Oyno ocobmuBo
iponiuno, aypke C’ro Oyno 3a mIicthaecsr, aje CIIKyBajacs BOHA SIK
MPEICTABHUKHA MOTO TIOKOJIIHHS OiIbIIIe, HiXK S caM.

Tomy, abu Bce Oyio nmopiBHy, y 50 BiICOTKax BUIA/IKiB BOHA 3Bajla MEHE
Pas3, a Bech iHmmit yac s 6yB Crapum bypkoTyHOM.

51 3naBcsi. Kpariie Bxe BUBaJIMTH BCE 0/1pasy.

— T'apasn, BMoBuiia. Bona — mronuHa, sIKy HacrpaBni 3Hae [le3amoHp
CanniBan. Meni notpiOHa 15t gororpadis, abu Ka3atu, 110 BOHA MO
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together. Her mother works for my dad’s company. We lived in
the same building for a time. There’s photos of us together out
there. And her record is spotless. She’s legit on paper.”

“And she’s beautiful.”

I rubbed my chest. “Yeah.” And because she was so beautiful,
whenever I showed off her picture and said she was my fiancée,
women would stop hitting on me, men would let me weasel out
of strip clubs, and people would stop trying to set me up with
their daughter or niece or friend.

I’d never shown her photo to Henri even though having an
excuse to escape his sleezier tendencies would’ve been nice
more than once. Goingalong with his habits fit the character I
was playing. But also, I hadn’t wanted him to see her picture.
Ever.

I halted at the next crosswalk, waited for the signal to change like
a law-abiding citizen, and glared at everything. “Since we’re
talking about her anyway, why was she at the Haewthorn
Society? Did you confirm her story?”

“Ms. Archer’s story checked out,” Sue said, back in business
mode. “She was there helping a senior partner in her law firm,
Chelsea Albrecht-Walton of the languishing Albrecht
department stores and retail empire.”

“Mmm.”
A pause, then, “Hey. You should ask her to help us with Henri.”

“What?” The question arrived sharper than I’d intended.
“She’s trustworthy, right?”

HapedeHa. HaBiTh AKIIO XTOCh MOYHE 110 iH(pOpMAIliI0 IepeBIpsITH, TO
1106a4uTh, 10 MU BUPOCIU Pa3oM. li MaTH Hpaiioe B KOMIaHii MOTo
O6aTrpka. Mu neskuil yac >KMIM B OJHOMY OyAMHKY. Y Hac € CIUIbHI
¢dororpadii. I B Hei O6e3noranna penyraiis. OcobIuBO Ha mamepax y
CBOill KOHTOPI.

— I BoHa npocTo nsIeuKa.

S motep rpyau, 00 M0CH HEIPHEMHO CTHCIOCH BCEPEIHHI.

— Tak, BOHa IIpPOCTO JsAj€YKa, — 4Yepe3 Le, KOJIU s IOKa3yBaB il
dotorpadiro i ka3as, 10 BOHA MOSI HAPEUEHA, 1HIII KIHKH [TepecTaBalid
70 MEHE KJICITHCS, YOJIOBIKH JO3BOJSUTM MEHI 3a0UTH Ha MOXOAH Y
CTPUMKIYOU, a paHAOMHI JIFOAM OUIbIIE HE HaMarajlvcs Mo3HAHOMUTH
MEHE 31 CBOEIO JOUYKOI0, IUIEMIHHUIICIO YH MTOIPYTOIO.

Ane s Hikonu He mokasyBaB ii ¢oto I'enpi, xoua Oymo 6 Habararo
NpUEMHIIIE ICHYBaTH B IbOMY CBITi, SIKOM § MIr YHUKHYTH HOTO
HETMPUCTONHHUX HAXWIIIB O1IbINE, HIK OAUH pa3. AJie MATPUMYBATH HOTO
B LIbOMY IIUTAHHI BiIOBIJAJI0 00pasy, sIKUil s TpaB. A I1e 5 HIKOJIU He
XOTiB, 100 BiH 6auuB ii ¢pororpadiro. Hikonu.

$1 3ynMHUBCS HA HACTYIHOMY MIIIOXi1HOMY MEPEXO0/Ii, 104eKaBCs, TOKH
CHUTHAQJI 3MIHUTBCS, SK 3aKOHOCIYXHSHMH TPOMAISIHUH, 1 KHUHYB
CepAMTHUH TOTIIS Ha BCE JOBKOJIA.

— Pa3 mMu Bke 3aroBopwiu mpo Hei, YoMy BOHa Oyjia B TOBapUCTBI
XetBropH? Tu nepesipuia ii Bepcito i€l cuTyarii?

— Bepcigs mic Apuep miarBepauiacsi, — Bianosiia Cplo, 3HOBY
nepexoasiuu B podounii pexxum. — Bona Oyna Tam, jormomarana cTapiii

naptHepui  fopunuuHoi  ¢ipmu, Yenci  AnbOpext-Bonton i3
3aHeNasjalvoi Mepexi yHIBepMariB Ta TOProBeNbHOI iMmepii
AnbOpexTiB.

— M-M-M.

[Tay3a, i TyT:

— Ciryxait. ToG1 BapTO MOMPOCUTH ii JONOMOT'TH HaM 13 ['eHpi.
— II{o? — nmuTaHHs BUpBAIOCS pi3Kille, HIXK g TyMaB.
— [t sxe MoxHA TOBIpsTH, ere K7
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“I’m not using Ava for this.” I knew I sounded belligerent, but I
wasn’t going to use Ava at all. Today would be the last time I
saw her. Maybe forever. A phantom pain in my sternum had me
tensing my jaw, but nothing could be done. Rekindling our
former friendship wasn’t an option. I didn’t want to be friends
with her.

The only people I regularly interacted with under the identity of
Desmond Sullivan were my mom, my sister, my paternal
grandparents, and my grandpa Eugene. Most of the time,
Desmond was one of the identities I used, albeit more rarely than
any of the others and only when absolutely necessary. Adding
Ava to this list of regular contacts would be like paving a road to
nowhere, needlessly complicating my life and adding risk to
hers.

That was assuming she even wanted to know me now, which she
likely didn’t. Besides, I’d be in Chicago for another six weeks at
most, then it was back to the underground. A job waiting for me
in Brussels, then Sao Paolo, then somewhere else. Sue didn’t like
some of the jobs I’d taken this last year, she said they were
“Robin Hood BS,” including the one I was working now.

I swung the shopping bag full of potato salad and a bouquet of
yellow roses—Ava’s favorite—to my back. “You can forget
about using her.”

“Why?” Sue said between intermittent crunching sounds. “She
seems smart. You two got a relationship history. She seems to
trust you.”

An image of Henri whispering in Ava’s ear floated into my
vision. I tried to suppress my scowl. I failed.

— 51 He 30uparocs BUKOpUCTOBYBaTH EMBY IS 1bOTO, — 51 3HAB, ILO
NpO3BydYaB JOBOJII arpecMBHO, aje s B3araji He JAyMaB 1 HE XOTIB
BraryBaTH EiiBy y Hami cipaBu. Cboro/iHi Oye ocTaHHIH JeHb, KOJH 5
il mobauy. MoxxnuBo, HazaBxkau. PaHTOMHUN OUIb y TpyAsX 3MYyCHB
MEHE CTHUCHYTH 3yOHW, aje IHIIOro BHXOAy He Oyno. SIk 1 Takoro
BapiaHTy, SK BIJHOBUTH HAIly KOJHIIHIO ApyxOy. I He X0TiB OyTH ii
JIPYTOM.

€1uHi 1101, 3 SKUMU 5 PEryJIsipHO CIUIKyBaBcs mig iM’sim Jle3monaa
CanniBana, Oynu Mos MaMa, cecTpa, Iiaych 1 6adycs 1o 6aTbKOBiH JiHii,
a Takox aimyck FOmkuH. 3nebinbmoro «Jle3sMonm OyB OqHUM 13 ycix
MOiX TICEBJOHIMIB Ta KIMYOK, X04a s BUKOPUCTOBYBAB MOTO pijlie 3a
1HIII Ta JUIIe B pa3i KpaiHbol HeoOxinHocTi. JlonaBatu EifBy 10 115010
CIHCKY MOCTIMHUX KOHTAKTIB OYyJ0 O SIK MPOKJIACTH JOPOTY B HIKYIH,
110 0e3 HaraJbHOI Ha T€ MOTPEOU YCKIATHUIO O MO€ KUTTS 1 10Aao O
PHU3UKY I il.

I e mie AKIO IPUITYCTUTH, 1110 BOHA B3araji XOTijla MEHE 3HATH TeTep,
a s Tak He 1ymato. Kpim toro, s mpoOy 1y B YnKaro 1e MakCUMyM LIiCTh
THKHIB, a TIOTIM 3HOBY B mianiuist. Ha mene yekae po6ota B bproccerni,
notiM y Can-Ilayny, morim 000B’s3K0BO 1e aeck. L{poro mpocro He
MokHa YHHKHYTH. Chlo He mojoOanucs Jeski 3aBHaHHS, KOTpi A
BUKOHYBaB MPOTSATOM OCTaHHBOI'O POKY, 1 BOHa Ha3uBajia Iie
«pOOIHTyIBCHKOIO (hirHEI0», BKIIOYAIOUH TY, KOO 5 3aiiMaBcs 3apas.
51 3aKMHYB 3a CIIMHY MAKET 13 KApTOIUISIHUM CajlaToM 1 OyKETOM >KOBTHUX
Tposina — EiiBa ix mpocto 060kHIOBaA.

— 3abyp Tpo 1110 iAet0.

— Yomy? — 3ammrana Cplo, XpPYMKalOUHd YHMOCH MK CJIOBaMH
(cogiBaroch, 1€ HE TIONKOPH 3HOBY). — BOHa 37Ma€Thcsl Maneko He
OypHOIO. Y Bac € TaM HIOCh CIUIbHE B MUHYJIOMY. I, 51 6 cka3ana, BoHa
TOO1 TOBIpSIE.

Ilepen ounma crumB o0pa3 ['enpi, mo menode mock Ha Byxo EiiBi. S
cpoOyBaB TPHUAYIIMUTA BCi CBOi eMoOIii, sKi W Tak 3 YCIX CHI
HaMarajJuch TMEPEeTBOPUTH Mii BHpa3 oOIMYYs Ha  TPYAKY
He3anoBosieHHs1. Lle 3aBranHs st mpoBajmB.
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“Des?”

“She’s irritating,” I finally said. It was true. I didn’t like how I’d
been replaying our five-minute interaction in my head on repeat
for the last several days. Her soft look. Her angry look. Her
surprised look. Every sentence. Every word. Today, I’d put a
stop to it. No way could I let those abstract ideas about Ava that
used to keep me awake at night as a teenager make a comeback
now that we were both adults.

“Seems like a dumb reason to ignore a potential resource when
this job is unpaid. You won’t use your dad’s resources—which,
fine, I understand why—but this job is taking forever.”

“And she’s bad at lying,” I added. Even though the walk sign
was illuminated, I looked both ways before crossing.

“Well, she didn’t seem irritating to me. Naive, sure. Goofy as
hell, absolutely. Irritating, no. Other than Thursday, when’s the
last time you saw her?”

“I don’t remember,” I lied.

I remembered exactly the last time I saw her prior to Thursday at
the Haewthorn Society. She hadn’t known I was leaving Chicago
for good because I didn’t tell her. I'd planned to tell her but
didn’t.

I’d stopped by her parents’ house unannounced. Her boyfriend
at the time had been over. They were having pizza and playing
Mario Kart and being normal. He’d given me the side-eye. She’d
invited me to stay. I’d declined. That night, I’d boarded the plane
to Boston with my grandma.

“You grew up together, so you’ve known her your whole life?”
Sue’s question brought me back to the present.

“Right.” Surveying the sleepy street, the Archer house up ahead,
I mentally logged each car, the sidewalk currently free of
pedestrians. These old houses in South Chicago were built close

— He3?

— Bona mene apatye, — BpemrTi-pemiT Bunaius s. I e 6ysio npasioro.
MeHni He mogobanocs, M0 OCTaHHI KiIbKa JHIB sI 0€3 KIHIM 1 Kparo
NIPOKPYYyBaB y TOJIOBI HAIIy II'SITHXBHINHHY PO3MOBY. [i mixuuit Ta
MOMeHTaMu M skl norisi. Ii mornsa, cnopnenuit mori. Ii cnpasxze
3nuByBaBHHA. KoxxHe peuenHsi. Koxne crmoBo. ChOromHi sl TOKIIATY
IbOMY Kpail. 5 He Mir gomycTHuTH, 1100 Ti TyMkH Ta (anTasii npo EiiBy,
SIKi HE J1aBajli MEHI CTIaTh HOYaMH B MiAJTITKOBOMY Billi, TOBEPHYIHCS
Tenep, KOJIM MU 000€ 10pOCTTi.

— Tex meni npuunna! Ty He MOKelI IrHOPYBaTH MOTEHLIHHUIA pecypc,
0c00JIMBO KOJIM TOO1 HIXTO 3a LIe HE IJIAaTUTh. TH X HE KOPHUCTYEUICS
pecypcamu cBOro 0aTbKka — TH HE MOAyMai, s pO3yMil0 YoMy, — ajie I
CIpaBa TATHETHCS BXKE BIYHICTb.

— I 6pexyxa 3 Hei HifKa, — 10/1aB 1. X04a CBITI0(Op BXKe 1aBHO MOKA3aB
3eJICHUH, 51 BCE OIHO IIOJJUBHUBCS B 00U 1Ba OOKHU MEpe]] TUM, SIK IEPEUTH.
— Hy, meHi BoHa 30BciM He 3panacs ApaTiBiuBoro. HaiBHoro — Tak.
Tpoxu nuBavkor — abCOMOTHO, Tak. Ase mo0 BoHa apaTyBana! Hy 1e
T 3arHyB! He paxyrouun ueTBepra, Tu, BIacHe, KoM 0a4uB i1 BOCTaHHE?
— He mam’siTaro, — 30pexas 1.

S aynoBo mam’siTaB, A€ 1 KOJIM BOCTaHHE 0aduB 11 70 Mi€i 3ycTpivi y
TOBapHCTBI XeHBTOpH. Y TOH JeHh BOHA HE 3HANA, IO 5 imy 3 Yukaro
Ha3aBxkau, 00 s il He ckazaB. Sl qymaB Oyno ckaszatu, 1 s crpaBii
30upaBcs, aje Tak bOro 1 He 3pOOUB.

Toro gus st 3ai1I0B 10 TOMY ii 6aTHKIB 06€3 MmonepeKeHHs. XJI0Melb, 3
SKHM BOHA TOJI 3ycTpivanacs, skpa3 OyB y HUX Baoma. Bonu inu miny,
rpamun B «Mario Karty i moBommnmcs Tak, HiOM Jisi HUX e OyJ0
3BHYaiiHOI0 OyxaeHHicTio. Tol 4YyBak AMBHBCSA Ha MEHE KOCO, 3
migo3poro. Bona 3ampocuna mene 3anummrtucs. S BigMoBuBcs. Tiel x
HOUI 5 CiB y JiTak A0 bocToHa pa3om i3 6adycero.

— Bu Bupocu pa3oMm, 0T>Ke, TH 3Ha€Wl ii Bce )XUTTA? — 3anuTaHHs Chlo
MOBEPHYJIO MEHE B PEAIbHICTb.

— Tumy TOro, — OINIsSINAIOYM COHHY BYJUIO, OyIWHOK ApuepiB, IO
BUJHIBCS TONepeay, s MOAYMKH IepepaxoBYBaB KOXKHY MalIHHY,
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to the street, no room for kids to play in the front, but they all had
backyards.

“So, she’s like a sister?” Sue kept on pushing.
“No. Not a sister.” I’d never thought of Ava as a sister. Not once.

“Childhood sweethearts, then?”

“Just a, you know, kid I used to know. Did you get the
information we needed on Henri’s house in the Caymans? What
about the office in Chicago?” It was time for a subject change.
“I got the info on both. It was easy since he’s looking for a new
firm to run security. Guess he didn’t like that visit you paid him
last month. And that’s no kid. That’s a sexy lady.”

“She’s just Ava.” I wasn’t having this conversation with Sue. Or
anyone.

“If you say so.” Sue must’ve finished with the bag of chips
because I heard a crumpling sound. “Anyway, still, think about
bringing Ava Archer in the loop. Don’t say no, think about it.”

I stopped again. “You want me to tell Ava who I am? What I
do?” There was no way that’s what Sue meant.

“What? No! Not that. Approach her as Desmond, tell her about
what happened with your friend Hareem’s patent, specifically
that Henri misled Hareem into signing away his exclusive
manufacturing rights, never moved forward with manufacturing,
and therefore made the patent worthless. That’s all true and has
nothing to do with how you make bank. It’ll also make you look
like a saint.”

o0aMBUBCA TpOTyap, mimoxoxaiB He Oyrno. Lli crapi OyauHku B
[TiBnennomy Ymkaro OymyBanu GIHM3BKO 1O AOPOTH, TOMY CIIepeay He
TUTSYUX MalJIaHYMKiB, 3aT€ B YCiX OyJIH 3aIHI JBOPUKH.

— To6T0 BoHa aiist Tebe sik cectpa? — Chlo MPOIOBXKYBaJIa TUCHYTH Ha
MEHe.

— Hi. He sk cectpa, — a4 Hikonu He cTaBHBCs 10 EifBU sik 10 cecTpw.
’Konanoro pa3zy.

— Toxl nuTa4a 3aK0XaHICTH?

— Ilpocro, 3Haem, 3HalloMa 3 AUTUHCTBA. Tu Aictana moTpiOHy Ham
iHpopmanito npo OyauHok ['enpi Ha Kaiimanax? A sk mono odicy B
Yukaro? — yac OyB 3MIHUTH TEMY.

— 1 3i0pana nani mo o6ox. byno HeckiamHO, ajke BiH IIyKae HOBY
¢bipMy Ans po3LMIMPEHHs HaJaHHS MOCIyT oXopoHH. Cxoxe, oMy He
ciogo0aBcs TBI BI3UT MUHYJOro Micsus. I, 1o pedi, e 30BCiM He
MPOCTO 3Haioma 3 TuTHHCTBA. Le, Osixa, MpOoCTO MUKapHa KiHKa.

— IIpocto EiiBa, — 51 He MaB »0JHOTO HaMipy oOroBopioBaTH 1€ 3i Chlo.
A00 3 KUMOCH HIIINM.

— Oi1, 3aHy 10, K ckaxel, — cxoxke CpIo J0iNla MauKy 3... YUTIcamMu, 00
s MOYYyB XapakTepHe mapyaiHHs. — Lle TBos crpaBa, ane Bce K Takw,
MpOCTO MoyMaii mmpo Te, 1106 EiiBa Apuep nomomoria To0i 31 CpaBoro.
He nouwnnaii ropianuTy 1 3anepedyBaTH, IPOCTO MOTyMa.

51 3HOBY 3yIIMHUBCS.

— Tu xovem, mo6 s po3nosiB EiiBi, xTo a? I yum 3aiimatocs? — mmpo
Bip1o, 10 Chlo I11e IPK CBOEMY pO3yMi Ta He MponoHyBaia 0 mojioHe.
— 3nypis? Hi! Bpy6u 3 Hero [leamona, po3kaxHu il mpo Te, 10 CTanocs
3 O6i3HEcoM TBOTo apyra Xapima, a came npo Te, 1mo I'enpi Horo Tymo
oOMaHyB, 3MyCHBIIH IiIHCATH BIIMOBY BiJl yCiX aBTOPCHKHUX IIPaB Ha
BUPOOHHUIITBO, a CaM HIKOJIM TaK 1 HE PO3MOYaB BHUPOOHHIITBO 1 THM
caMuM Oi3Hec mpocTo 3iimmoB HaHiBenb. Lle x mpaBaa, Tak? Otox. |
HiSIK HE CTOCYETBCS TOTO, K came TH 3apoOsstent rpori. [ToBip, B ii ouax
TH OyJIelI MPOCTO CBSITOMIEIO.
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“I’m no saint,” I grumbled. And the last thing I’d ever do to Ava
is make myself out to be something I wasn’t, not even to help
Hareem.

Sue was tired of this job, I knew that. It had dragged on.
Endlessly. Her fee was being covered by me, but I wasn’t being
paid. She got nervous for me when a steady flow of money
wasn’t coming in even though I had plenty in the bank. Part of
me was nervous she’d threaten to retire again if I didn’t wrap
things up soon.

“I know,” Sue said happily. “And my bank account thanks you.
Now, if you’d stop taking on Robin Hood jobs and get back to
making serious money, you could thank yourself. Bring Ava on
board and we can look for some real work.”

“Why would I tell Ava anything?” I started walking again. The
Archer house was three lots away. As soon as I arrived, I planned
to set the timer on my watch for two hours. I’d only promised
two hours.

“Because you’ve already intercepted two gifts and one massive
flower bouquet sent to her work from Henri. He’s interested in
her, and he’s never expressed interest in anyone since you’ve
been tracking him. Maybe you could leverage that, use Ava to—

2

Sue’s words had me turning away from Ava’s parents’ house and
whispering harshly, “I don’t fucking want Ava anywhere near
him. The last thing I would do is fucking leverage her.”

“Okay, your Boston is showing, Gramps. Calm down.” Under
her breath she added, “And she’s just a kid you knew. Riiiight.”
From the sound of it, Sue seemed to be sucking on her teeth. She
had no sense of decorum, one of the reasons we got along so
well. She also lacked sentimentality, which was usually an asset.

— Ane s He cBsTOIIa, — IPOOYPMOTIB 4. I ocTaHHE, SIK s BUMHUB OH 3
EiiBoto, — 11e moka3yBaB Ou cebe THM, KMM s HacTIpaB/ii HE €, HaBiTh 100
JOTIOMOT'TH Xapimy.

Celo BTOMMIIACS BiJ wi€l poboTH, 5 1ie 3HaB. bo Bce 3arsraymocs. S
ortayyBaB ii poOOTy, Xoua MeHi i He TuiaTwin. Bona nepexuBana 3a
MEHE y MOMEHTH, KOJIH sl HE MaB CTa01ILHOTO JOXO/Ty, X04a Y MEHE OYJI0
JOCTaTHBO KOIUTIB Ha paxyHKy. SIkach yacTHMHa MeHE HepByBasa, IO
BOHA 3HOBY ITOYHE MOTPOXKYBATH IITH Ha MEHCII0, AKIIO s He 3aBEpIIy
CTpaBy HAHOIIKYMM 4acOM.

— 51 3Ha10, — pagicHo ckazana C’ro. — [ Miif GaHKIBCHKHUI paxXyHOK KY€
1001 3a 1e. OT sKOM TH TepecTaB 3aliMaTHCS CBOEIO POOIHTYIBCHKOIO
¢irsero i moBepHyBCS J0 CEpPHO3HOrO 3apo0iTKy, TH Takox coli ©
noaskyBaB. Hy x 00, migkmoun ciogu EiBYy 1 MU HapemTi 3M0XeMo
MIiIIYKaTH co0l MOCh HOPMAaJIbHE.

—Yomy s B3arai Maro moch ka3zaTtu EiiBi? — s pymus gani. J{im Apuepis
OyB 3a TpH IBOPUKU. SIK TUTBKU 100epycs, 0Apa3y XK IMOCTABIIO TaiMep
Ha 181 roguau. S 5k 001saB He OUIBIIE.

—bo T1 Bjke nepexonuB ABa MOAAPYHKH 1 OMH BETMUE3HUH OYKeT, SIKUi
I'enpi Hazicnas it Ha poOouy azapecy. BiH 3a1ikaBuBCS Helo, a TH 100pe
3HAEI, [0 TAaKOro AaBHO He Oyno. Tu nobpe 3Haem, 60 CliIKyBaB 3a
HHUM BeChb L€l 4vac. I, MOXJIMBO, MM MOKHA CKOPUCTATHUCS, TOMY,
migkmodail ciogu EiiBy, — C’ro 3Bydana Tak, HIOM BHUCTymaiga 3
MIPOMOBOIO Ha pOOOUii Hapasi.

[i cnoBa 3Mycunu MeHe BiaBepHyTHCS Bij OyauHKy 6athkiB Eiisu, i g
THXO, aJIe JJOCUTh CyBOPO MPOLIETIOTIB:

— 4, 6msxa, He xouy, mo0 EiiBa Oyna mece Oomaii mopyd i3 HHM.
OcTanHe, 110 5 MiT O 3pOOHTH, 1Ie, HAXPiH, BUKOpUCMO8Yeamu .

— Ta roai 1061, 60 Bke i TBilf OOCTOHCHKHIA akmeHT Buii3, Crapwii
Bypkotyne. 3acnokoiicsi, — a cobi mix Hic BOHa THXO jnojana, — I me
MIPOCTO 3HaoMa 3 TUTUHCTBA. Aea-a-a.

3Byyano Tak, Hiou Cplo IIOKHYJIA S3UKOM. BoHa He Mana miIBUIIIEHOTO
MOYYTTS MOpaji, Mo i OyJ0 OJHI€I0 3 MPUYMH, YOMY MH TakK Jao0pe
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“Alls I'm saying is, you’ve been working on this guy for months
and we’re so close. You won’t ask your father, you won’t ask
your uncle Dan, and you won’t ask Alex Greene for help. Thank
God I know how to locate and delete things. You shouldn’t take
any more time off from real jobs or people will think you’re
retired. See if Ava can figure out where all the copies of the
contract are, see if she can get him to trust her.”

“I’'m not—"

“Fine. Fine. You won’t use one of the only solid leads you’ve
had in four months. Okay. I get it. At the very least, if you
actually tell her why Henri’s dangerous, then you won’t have to
run interference. Maybe do that so you can stop stalking her.”

“I’'m not stalking her.” I turned back toward the Archer house,
but my steps were slow. I didn’t want to be overheard. Nor did I
want anyone who might be looking out the window to think I
was talking to myself.

“You followed her all day Friday and Saturday. I made a copy of
her phone and you’re screening all her calls and texts. I’'m
reading her emails.” From Sue’s side of the call, I heard fast
typing on a keyboard. Fast and agitated. “But, sure, that’s not
stalking.”

“I need to make sure he doesn’t contact her,” I said reasonably.
“If he does, I need to delete the messages before she sees them.
Besides, it’s not like I’m the one reading her emails. And I don’t
listen to her phone calls, just screen them to ensure it’s not Henri
or one of his lackeys. See? Not stalking. Protecting. There’s a
difference.”

nanHany. Bona Takoxx He Oyja CEHTUMEHTAJIBHOIO 1 HE IpaMaTu3yBaa,
1 17151 MEHE 11€ 3a3BUYail 0yJI0 BEIMKUM ILTFOCOM.

— S nume Kaxy, 10 TH MPAIIOENT HAJl IIUM TUIIOM YK€ MICSISIMH, 1 MU
Tak O0mu3bko. T He MyCHII MPOCUTH JIOTMIOMOTH B OaTbka, abo X y
nsanpka Jlena, i Tv He 3BepTatiMelics 10 Anekca [ pina. XBana HeOecam,
MEH1 BUCTa4ya€e KJICNKH 3HAXOAUTH HEOOXiHY iH(popMallito il 3aTupaTu
ciigu. To61 He BapTo Oinblie BiBOJIKATUCS Bil HOPMAJIbHOI POOOTH,
00 JII0I1 TTOIYMArOTh, 1110 TH 3aJir Ha 1HO. IIpocto moauBuck, un Eiia
3MOJe 3’sICYBaTH, JIe BC1 Ti KOTMii KOHTPAKTY, YU BAACTHCS i 3aBOIOBATH
fioro noBipy.

— A ne...

— Bce, Bce. [loOpe. Ty He BUKOpUCTA€eNT OJIHY 3 HE0araThoxX peasbHUX
3a4imoK, 10 B TeOe B3arani Oynu 3a OCTaHHI 4oTHUpH Micsmi. Ta 6e3
NUTaHb. 3po3yMisio. X0oyua, 3HA€EMI, KO TH HAPEILTI PO3KaXKeN! i, YuM
came ['enpi HeOe3neunuii, TOO1 HE TOBEETHCS BECh Yyac MPUKPHUBATH ii
aymy. Moxe, 3po0u 11e, o0 rnepectaTH 3a HElO CIiAKYBATH.

— 51 3a Hero He CHIKYI0, — 5 3HOBY MOIPSIMYBaB y CTOPOHY OyIHWHKY
Apuepis, alie KpOKH MOi OyJIH Ay’Ke MOBLIbHUMHU. Sl HE XOTiB, 100 MEHe
nigcayxanu. I mo6 XToch y BiKHI mo0auuWB MEHE 1 MOJIyMaB, L0 A
TOBOPIO caM i3 c000r0.

— Tu cTexwuB 3a HEIO BECh ICHb y IT'ITHULIIO M cyOoTy. S 3poduina komil
3 1 Tenedony, 1 TH meperismaem yci ii I3BIHKM Ta MOBiTOMIICHHS. S
yutalo ii eneKTpoHHI JucTH, — 3 Ooky C’r0 mouysjocs MIBHIKE W
po3IpaToBaHe KJallaHHS KiaBiaTypu. — A€, 3BICHO, TH HE CIIJIKYEIL.
30BCiM Hi.

— 51 My11y 3HaTH, 10 BiH HE HAMATa€ThCS 3B A3aTUCH 3 HEIO, — CIIOKIHHO
MOSICHUB 1. — b0 SIKIIO BiH Ha 1€ HABaKUTHCS, 1 TOBUHEH BUJIAIUTH BCi
Horo MOBIAOMJICHHSI, TIEpII HIX BOHA iX mobaunth. Kpim Toro, 1ie He s
YUTAIO 11 eJIeKTPOHHI JTUCTH. | 1 He mpocyXoBYyIo 11 Tese()OHHI I3BIHKH,
a JIMIIe IepeBipso, XTO TeledoHye, 100 MepeKoHaTH s, 110 11e He IeH
imior I'enpi abo xtock i3 Horo mocimak. Posymiem? f1 He skuiich
crankep. A ii saxuwaro. 1le pi3Hi peui.
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According to our intel on Henri, he had a history of becoming
somewhat obsessive with the women he pursued. At least in one
case, his former girlfriend had obtained a restraining order
against him after he held her against her will for several days.
The woman also changed her name and moved out of the US.
His family was able to make the criminal charges go away with
frightening efficiency.

Maybe my apathy about respecting Ava’s privacy made me a bad
guy. Maybe I didn’t really give a shit about being a bad guy if it
kept her out of Henri’s orbit.

Thus far, he’d only sent things to Ava’s office: two wrapped
boxes I’d buried in the mail room of her building under a pile of
misdirected mail and a huge bouquet of roses I’d rerouted to a
random admin office on the floor above Ava’s. If he looked into
the missing items, their misdirection needed to appear plausible,
even though I’d love nothing more than to toss everything into a
fire. Maybe he’d figured out where she worked because she’d
been impersonating a coworker who was on the invite list.

If I were lucky, he might’ve already forgotten her last name. All
the cards on his gifts had been made out to “Ava” only. I hoped
he would give up when she didn’t respond to his overtures.
Henri’s attention span was short. Though I’d never seen him
pursue a woman, I trusted our source of intel that his attention
could be dangerous. Better to be safe than sorry.

Then again, maybe he’d eventually call me and ask for her
details. I planned to string him along until he lost interest. Worst-

3rifHO 3 HAIIMMU JaHUMHU Tpo [eHpi, BiH MaB 3BHUYKY CTaBaTH
HAJMIPHO 3alMKJIEHUM Ta OJEPKUMHUM >KIHKAMH, 3 SKUMHU MaB Hamip
OyIayBaTu CTOCYHKH, 00 BOHH HoMy fificHO momobamnucs. [I{oHaiimene
B OJHOMY BHIIQJKy HOro KOJUINHS JiBUMHA OTpUMajia CyAOBY
MOCTAaHOBY Ha 3a00poHy HaOmmkeHHs ['eHpi 10 Hei micis Toro, siK BiH
KiJIbKa THIB yTpUMYBaB ii Bcyneped ii Boii. BoHa Takox 3MiHmma im’4 i
uixana 3i CIIIA. Voro poxuHa 3 JISKAI0OUOK0 JIETKICTIO Ta MIBHIKICTIO
3yMisa «IpuOpaTiy KpUMiHAIbHI 3BUHYBAUEHHS.

MoOXIJIMBO, MO€ HAIUTIOBAI[bKE CTaBJICHHA 10 OCOOMCTOrO MPOCTOPY
EiiBu pobuiio mene noranueM. MoxJinBo, MeHi 0yJ10 sIKOCh HAILTIOBaTH
Ha Te, U0 A MIr OyTH MOTaHIEM, TIIbKK O 11e TpuMaio ii moxami Bij
Ienpi.

[Ilo Mu MaeMo 3apa3: BiH HAJACWIAaB MOJAPYHKH TUIBKM Ha ii poOouy
azipecy — JIBi 3aTOPHYTI KOPOOKH, SIKi 5 3apUB 1] KYTIOIO HETPABHIBLHO
a/ZipecoBaHOi KOPECMOHJEHIIi y MOMTOBiM KiMHaTi OyniBii, /¢ BOHA
MpaimoBaia, 1 BeTUYEe3HUH OYKeT TpOSHMA, SKUW s TepeagpecyBaB y
paHIOMHUH KabiHeT anMiHicTparii moBepxoM Buine EiBunoro. Skio
BiH TOYHE IIyKaTH BCl i 3HHUKII MOCHIKH, T€, II0 BOHH «IIIILIN HE
TyIu», Ma€ BHUIVIAJATH NPABIAONOAIOHO, XO4ya MEHI Hiuoro O He
3aBaJIIIO MIPOCTO BcCe 1ie Ha(ir cnanuTi. MoXIJIKMBO, BiH 3710TaaBcs, Je
BOHA TIpalltoe, 00 BOHA BUaBaia cede 3a Kojery, Kotpa Oyia B CIIHCKY
3aIpOIICHUX.

Skmio s ¥ cpaB/i MACIUBYUK, BiH, MOXKIIMBO, BXKe 3a0yB 11 TIpi3BUIIIE.
VYci TUCTIBKHM 10 HOro mojapyHKiB Oymnu aapecoBani e «EiiBi». S
CTOAIBABCs, 110 BiH 37aCThCS, KOJH 3pO3YyMi€, 1110 BOHA HE BiAMOBICTH
Ha Horo 3anmuusHHA. ['eHpi He Te mo0 Iyke JOBrO MPUIUIIB KOMYCh
yBary. Xoua sl i Hikonu He 0ayMB Ha BJACHI OdYl, 100 BiH HABMHCHO
nepeciigyBaB Oojail sIKych KiHKY, S BCE OJHO JIOBIPSB HaIIOMY
pKepeny iHpopMarllii 1 mpeKkpacHO po3yMiB, IO HOrO IHTEpeC MOXKe
OyTH Hebe3neyHuM. Sk To KaxyTh, Oepexxenoro i bor 6epexe.

Ane 3 iHmoro OOKy, MOXIWBO, BiH 3rojoM 3aTenedoHye MeHi i
MOTIPOCUTH Oyb-IKy iH(popMarlito npo Hei. S miaHyBaB TATHYTH yac,
NOKH oMy He HabpuaHe. Y HairipuioMy BUNaAKy I'eHpi Mo)ke HalHATH
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case scenario, Henri might hire his own people and dig into her
background. If he did that, I didn’t know what I’d do.

“Raz. You’ve found two of the original manufacturing contracts
and destroyed them. I know it’s occurred to you that even if we
destroy all hard copies and all digital backups we can find, there
might be more saved and stored in places we can’t find. We’re
lucky he had Hareem sign physical copies instead of executing it
through an online service where there are infinite digital
backups. But hell, there might be hard copies of the hard copies
and backups of the backups. I'm good, but I’'m not a wizard.”

“He’s not meticulous that way. He’s sloppy and overconfident.
He thinks Hareem has no friends, no resources.” I lowered the
bag carrying the roses and potato salad to my side. “I still have a
month until Brussels. Maybe I can’t get to all of them, maybe I
can. [ have to try.”

Sue wasn’t finished. “At the very least, there’s an original hard
copy in that fortress of his in the Caymans and, if our informant
is correct, another digital copy on a USB drive at the Chicago
office. In a safe. How are we getting inside that place? Not even
you can get inside. You’ve attempted twice.”

“I have an idea about that. I need you to check the elevators of
the Harding Building, see if they’re in service. I suspect they
haven’t been installed yet. If that’s the case, I can use a holster
and climber to get in and out.”

“Okay. I can do that.”

“Listen, I’'m here. I have to go.” Eyeing Ava’s parents’ house, |
gave my head a shake. Seeing this place was weird. Being back
in Chicago was weird.

CBOIX JIIO/IeH 1 MOKOMUPCATUCS Y 1i MUHYJIOMY. SIKIIIO Tak CTaHEThCS —
HE 3HAI0, 110 5 POOUTUMY.

— Pa3, npocto nouyii MmeHe. Tu 3HalIIOB JiBa OpUTiHAIBHI TPOMHUCIIOBI
KOHTPAKTH 1 3HUIIUB iX. S 3Har0, 110 TOO1 criagano Ha JyMKY, 110 HaBITh
SKILO MM 3HUIIMMO BCi MarepoBi Komii Ta Bci LU poBi pe3epBHi Koii,
AK1 3MOXKEMO 3HAWTH, MOXKYTh OyTH 1€ iHIII, 30epe’KeH] Ta CXOBaHi B
MiCIISIX, OO SIKUX MH HE MOXEMO AictaTucg. Ham momacTumo, mo BiH
MOTIPOCUB XapiMa MiJINHCcaTH NarnepoBi BapiHTH, a He 0(OPMHUB IIe BCE
yepe3 oHJIaliH-cepBic, JIe € HeCKIHYeHH] nu(poBi pe3epBHi Komii. Ae,
qopT 3abupail, MOXXyTb OyTHM TamepoBi KOMIl ManepoBUX KOMiil i
pe3epBHi Kormii pe3epBHUX Komiil. I B 1IboMy miapro, ajne s He sSKach
YaKITyHKa.

— Bin He Takuii mnemaHTHYHUUA. [eHpi HEyBaXXHUH 1 3aHAATO
caMoBIeBHeHUH. BiH nymae, mo y XapiMa Hemae JApy3iB, HeMae
pecypciB, — 51 OMYCTUB MAKET 3 KapTOIUITHUMU cajlaTaMHU BHU3, MIHHO
NPUTPUMYIOUM OYKEeT KBITIB. — Y MeHe Iie € MicAlb 10 Bix'i3ay 0o
Bproccensi. MoxiHBO, 51 HE 3MOXKY AICTAaTH BC1 KOIIii, @ MOXeE, 1 3MOXKY.
51 He MOXY IPOCTO CUIITH, CKJIABLIH PYKH.

C’10 1ie He 3aKiHYMIIA:

— SIk MiHIMYM, OpUTiHaJbHA ManepoBa Bepcis 3HAXOAUTHCS B Tilk HOTo
¢dopreni Ha Kaiimanax, i, skmo Ham iHdopMmaTop mpaBuid, 1Ie OAHA
mudposa komist — Ha USB-¢daemmi B odici B Yukaro. Y ceiidi. Ak mu
Tynu npoOepemocs? Hapith TOO6I Tynu He mnoTtpanutd. Tu Bxe
HaMarascs JIBiui.

— V¥V MeHe € ines. Meni Tpeba, mo6 TM nepeBipuia JdigTu B OyaiBii
I"apninra. Ilizo3proto, BOHU 1€ HE BBEACHI B €KCIUTyaTalito. SKio 1e
Tak, 51 3MOXKY CKOPHCTATHCS CKeJEJIa3HUM CIOPSIIKEHHSIM Ta KOOyporo
SIK Ta4KOM, 1100 3aJ1i3TH TyAU i BUOpaTUCS 3BIATH.

— Oxeit. Tak i 3podumo.

— Cnyxaii, s Bke Ha micui. MeHi Tpeba WTH, — MOTJSHYBIIM Ha JiM
OarpkiB EiiBH, s moxuTaB rojoBot. JIMBHO Oyno 3HOBY OauuTH IIe
micie. JluBHo Oyno moBepHyTHUCS B YnKaro.
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“Think about what I said. Maybe Henri likes Ava.” Sue kept on
pushing. “Maybe he invites her down to the Caymans for a trip.
Maybe you tag along as her old friend. Bang! That’s your invite,
that’s how you get into the property there. Or in his office here.
She gets inside his Chicago building for a lunch date or
something. We have the safe combo, give it to her. She opens the
safe where he keeps his USB backups, and—"

“I can get them on my own. Love ya. Bye.”

“No, Raz. Listen, you’re right. Henri is overconfident and
sloppy. We know his people haven’t opened or checked the
dummy files we’ve left behind, so he’s not paying attention, even
with your multiple break-in attempts. Maybe we have found and
destroyed all the digital copies, in which case you need that last
original in the Caymans and the USB here.”

“I said I have to go.” I lifted my fingers to my ear, ended the
conversation, and placed the device in my pocket.

I was here. My dad might already be inside. And my heart was
beating too fast.

I didn’t hate my dad. I didn’t dislike him either. Yet, I couldn’t
be around him without feeling like a huge disappointment. Ever
since my first arrest at nine, I’d been an epic failure. It only got
worse when I’d been diagnosed.

And I already knew what would happen today during our fifteen
minutes of forced proximity. We’d stand together. Silently. The
quiet between us a reminder of stuff we couldn’t change about
ourselves or each other.

Anxiety I’d been ignoring suddenly sat like a leaden weight in
my chest and sounded like an out-of-tune orchestra in my brain.
It had been steadily ballooning, growing louder since I'd
promised Ava I would show up today. My pulse was thrumming
erratically, as off-sync as the rest of the orchestra, playing its

— ITogymaii Hax TUM, 110 51 ckazana. Mosxe, EiiBa cmomo6anace ['enpi, —
C’10 HisK He BiacTynana. — Moxe, BiH 3anpocuts ii Ha Kaiimanu. A tu
npuenHaenics sk ii naBHii apyr. I tyt, 6ym! Ock T0O1 i 3ampolieHHs,
TaK TH MOTpPANuUIl y oro xopomu taM. A6o 1o ioro ogicy TyT. Bona
BCSl TaKa CEKCl 3aXOMuTh y OyIiBiIIO Ha 0011 YM IIOCH Take. Y Hac 3
To0O0I0 € KOMOiHalis ceiida, He 3a0yBail, — mpocto mnepenaii ii EiiBi.
Bona Binkpue ceiid, ae Bin Tpumae cBoi USB-¢drnemky, i...

— S 1 cam ix npicrany. Bee, nbomku-6omku. bysaii!

— Hi, Pa3. Cnyxaii, Tu maem pamito. ['eHpi 3aHaATO CaMOBIEBHEHUH 1
HEYBXHHH. MU 3HaeMo, 110 WOTO JIIOAM HaBITh HE BIAKPUIM UM HE
nepeBipuiu (anbImBi (Haiiu, ki MU IM 3aJIHIIIIN, TOXK BiH HE 3BepTae
Ha 11€ )KO/IHOT yBaru, HaBiTh NOIPH TBOI YHCICHHI CLIPOOU POHUKHYTH
B o(pic. Morke, My # cripaB/ii 3HAMIUIM 1 3HUIUIK BC1 HUGPOBI KoTIii, a
oTKe TOO1 Mpoco MoTpiOeH TOM ocTaHHIN opuriHain, mo Ha KaiimaHax, i
USB-¢nemka TyT.

— 51 BXe ckazaB, 110 MyIly WTH. — s MIJHIC PYKY /0 ByXa, 3aBEpIIUB
PO3MOBY i TIOKJIaB HABYIIIHUK y KHUIICHIO.

S 6yB Ha micti. Miit 6aThK0, MOXIIHBO, B3ke OyB ycepeauHi. I Mmoe cepiie
OuoCs HaATO MIBUIKO.

51 He HeHaBuAIB OaTbka. | HaBiTH He Te MO0 HE JIOOUB. AJie s HE MIr
3HAXOJUTHUCS JECh MOPYY i3 HUM, HE BiAUyBarO4YM ceOe BEIHMUYE3HUM
po3uapyBaHHsM. [lounHar0uM 3 MOTO MEPILIOTO apeIlTy Y JIEB’ SITh POKIB,
s OyB rpaHaio3HUM He3naporo. CuTyauis TUIBKM TOTipIIMiacs, KOJIU
MEHI MOCTAaBUJIM J1arHo3.

I s Bxe 3HaB, IO CTAHETHCS CHOTOJHI MiJ Yac HAIIMX I SATHAIISATH
XBWIMH BHUMYIICHOI OMM3BKOCTI. MU crosiTuMeMo mopyd. MOBUKH.
Tuma Mk HaMM HaragyBaTUMe MPO TE, IO MU HE MOXKEMO HIYOTrO
3MIHHTH Hi B CO01, Hi OJJH B OJHOMY.

TpuBora, sKy s BeCh 4ac irHOpyBaB, palTOM OCLIa B TPYASX BaXKKHM
TATapeM i 3arpajia B Moiii rojioBi, HEMOB po3Ja/KeHU opkecTp. Bona
MOCTIHO HAapocTaja, CTaBaja TYYHIIIOW BIiATOII, sIK s mooOinsB EiiBi
npuiTH ceorogHi. Miil Moe ceprie OMiOCS XaOTHYHO, TaK CaMo
pPO3N/KEHO, K 1 TOW OpPKECTp, BHMKOHYIOUM 3allaMOpPOWIMBY #
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dizzying and exaggerated rendition of “You’re about to Have a
Heart Attack.” I would need at least a minute to prepare.

You know what? That’s a lie.

Finally getting real with myself, the truth was I needed to decide
whether or not to take olanzapine before heading in because it
felt like I was about to have a panic attack. In my case, if  had a
panic attack, especially this late in the day, it might lead to a
psychotic episode. This wasn’t true for everyone with my
disorder, but it was for me.

And olanzapine isn’t necessarily FDA approved as a rescue med
for panic attacks, as far as I knew, but that’s one of the ways it
worked in my case. Grumbling a curse, I turned my back to the
house and fished out a dose of olanzapine. I dry swallowed it. I’d
have to circle the block while it kicked in and be twenty minutes
late. Better than not showing up at all or having a panic attack on
the sidewalk.

Glancing over my shoulder at the Archer house, I waited a few
minutes before attempting to leave, needing my heart to stop
beating erratically, and prayed no one would show up while I
was stuck outside the house. Ducking my head, I distracted
myself by wondering if Uncle Dan and Aunt Kat were already
inside. I also wondered if any of their kids were here. Last I
heard, one of their twin daughters was off doing something with
the peace corps and their youngest—DJ, aka Daniel Junior—had
recently been accepted to some fancy high school out West that
specialized in artificial intelligence and robotics engineering.

So, you know, high-performing kids. Good kids. Unproblematic
kids. Kids on the right track. The kind of kids parents brag about.

The other twin girl, my cousin Rebekah, was a screwup like me.
But not really. I wondered what she was up to. I hoped she’d be
here today. Then we can be screwups together.

rinep6anizoBany Bepcito mcHi «Och-0ch y Tebe Oyie cepleBuil Hanam.
Meni 3Hag00macs 6 MoOHAMEHIIIE XBUIINHA, a0 310paTucs.

3naere mo? e OpexHsi.

Hapemri 3i3HaBImKCH camomy co0i, 51 3p0o3yMiB: MeHi Tpeba BUPIIINTH,
npuiiMaTH OJIaH3aIliH epeJl TUM, SIK 3aX0AUTH, UM Hi, 00 31aBaocs, 1110
MEHE HaKpHBa€ MaHIYHA aTaka. Y MOEMY BHUIAJKy IaHIYHA aTaka,
0cO0JIMBO Tak Mi3HO BJEHb, MOIJIA MPU3BECTH O TCUXOTHYHOTO
emizony. Lle TpamiseTbes He 3 ycimMa, XTO Ma€e Mii po3inaj, ajie 31 MHOIO
— TaK.

I onanzaniny He 000B’3KOBO MOTPiOHO OyTH BU3HAHUM Y IPABIiHHIM
npoaoBoabCcTBa 1 MenukameHnTiB CIIA 3aco60M MpOTH MaHIYHHUX aTakK,
00 B MOEMY BUIIQJIKy BiH MpalfoBaB came Tak. Jlatounck coli mix Hic, g
BiJIBEpHYBCS BiA OyIMHKY 1 JicTaB OJHY MIryJiky. Sl MpOKOBTHYB ii
Hacyxo. [llorpaBaa, MeHi ToBeA€ThCs OOIMTH MK KBapTal, TOKH BOHA
MOYHE JISATH, 1 3aMI3HUTUCS HA TOOPSYMX MBAAIATH XBHIKH. [IpoTe 1e
Kpaille, HiX He 3’ IBUTHCS B3aralli abo CKpyTUTHCS TyT Ha TPOTyapi.
[TornanyBimn yepe3 miede Ha OyAWHOK ApuepiB, s MOYEKaB JEKiIbKa
XBWIMH, TEPII HIK CHpoOyBaTH IMOBOPYXHYTHCS, HI00 MO€ ceplie
nepecTano BUOMBATH MeHi peOpa. 51 cTOsB 1 TPOCTO MOJIUBCS, 11100 HIXTO
HE 3’SBUBCS, MTOKH 51 3aCTPAT TYT Ha OTHOMY MicIli. OMyCTHBILH T'OJIOBY,
s HAMaraBscs BiJIBOJIIKTH cebe caMoro, 3a/1al0YHCh MUTAaHHIM, YH JIS1bKO
Jen 1 TiTka Ket Bxxe mpuixanu. [TogyMKu s TaKOX IIKaBUBCS, YU € TYT
XTOCh 13 ixHix nitedd. OcraHHe, MO0 S YyB, OAHA 3 IXHIX JOYOK-
ONMU3HIOYOK MOAaacsi B MUPOTBOPUYMIA KOPIYC, a iXHIM HaiMooammii
cud — [li/lxxeii, BiH xe JleHien-MOMOAIINI — HEIOIaBHO BCTYIHB JI0
SKOICh TPECTHXKHOI IIKOJM JIeCh Ha 3ax0[i, sKa CIeIiali3yeTbcs Ha
IITYYHOMY 1HTEJIEKTi Ta pOOOTOTEXHIUHIHN 1HXEHepii.

OTxe, BU po3yMi€Te, AITH 3 BUCOKUMU JOCATHCHHSIMH. XOPOIIi JiTH.
Hitu 6e3 nmpobaem. Jlitu, AKi WAyTh NPaBUIBHUM HUIAXOM. Taki, SKUMH
0aThKU MHUILIAIOTHCS.

Jlo peui, iHI1a OIM3HIOYKA, MOSI ABOIOpiIHA cecTpa PebGeka, Oyia Takoro
K IIOMHJIKOIO CBOIX 0aThKiB, K 1 1. Ajie He OBHICTIO. L[ikaBo, M BOoHA
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My heart rate had leveled enough for me to start walking and I
was just about to begin my first circle around the block when I
heard, “Desmond?”

My shoulders stiffened, automatically bunching toward my ears,
and I turned to my left. Greg Archer looked dumbstruck. He
stood on the second to last step leading up to their brownstone.
He stared at me, eyes wide, like if he blinked I might disappear.

And if I’d possessed invisibility superpowers in that moment, I
definitely would’ve.

3apa3 3aiimaeTbes. CriofiBaBcs, IO BOHA TAKOXK TYT CbOTOAHI. Tomai Mu
Moriu 6 OyTH JTy3epaMH pa3oM.

Moe cepueOHUTTsS camMe TPOXH 3aCIOKOiJIOCh, 1 S BPEIITI-peIlT 3Mir
3pOOUTH KPOK yIepe, o0 HaMOTaTH Meplie KO0 HaBKOJIO KBapTaly,
KOJIA TIOYYB:

— Jleamonp?

Moi 1uiedi Hampy>KWIHCs, aBTOMATUYHO MiJHSBIIACH IO BYX, 1 4
MIOBEPHYB I'OJIOBY JIiBOPYY. I per Apuep BUIIIsaB TaK, HIOW BiH peabHO
ouMaHiB. BiH CTOSIB Ha MepeIoCTaHHIN CXOAMHIII, 110 Bela 0 IXHHOTO
OyAMHKY, 1 AMBUBCS HA MEHE NIMPOKO PO3ILIIOIIEHUMH OYMMa, TaK, HIOH
s 3HUKHY, SIK TUIbKH BiH OJTUMHE.

I sxOu B TOI MOMEHT y MeHe OyJa cyrnepcuia CTaBaTi HEBUIUMHUM, 51 0,
0e3 BaraHb, HEI0 CKOPHCTABCSI.
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CHAPTER 2

CHALLENGES IN TRANSLATING HUMOUR AND WITTY ELEMENTS IN
THE ROMANTIC COMEDY NOVEL BANANAPANTS BY PENNY REID

2.1. Penny Reid and her romantic comedy novel

Penny Reid is a major figure in contemporary romance fiction, especially known for her ability
to blend humour, wit, love and intelligence in her narratives. Before becoming a full-time author, Reid
pursued a career in science, working in biomedical research and writing federal grant proposals. This
background suggests discipline and attention to detail, and provides her with an analytical framework
that she sometimes incorporates into character traits or story elements. (Kirkus Reviews, 2024) noted
that Reid is a person who blends the personal and the playful, she engages with her readers through
social media and newsletters, and her humour is often self-deprecating and absurd, and is rooted in
the messy reality of real-life emotions and relationships. Moreover, (Books Order List, n.d.)
considered Penny as the one whose writing style is marked by speed and consistency, including a
strong emotional or psychological component. Presently, Penny Reid has a huge number of
contemporary romantic comedies, and her book, Bananapants, is popular due to humour and witty
elements used in the narrative.

The genre of this book falls under contemporary romance, describing and demonstrating love
stories set in modern times, often exploring realistic and relatable relationships and tackling
contemporary challenges and issues. In general, romantic comedy is a genre that aims to capture the
reader’s heart by combining love and humour as far as it is a light-hearted tale in which two
protagonists find themselves in different humorous situations (Deleyto, 2019). Moreover, as
contemporary romantic comedy is one of the most popular genres, it is also frequently criticised for
not being serious in terms of perceptions of love (Gabrielsson, 2022), and Penny Reid surely focused
on incorporating humour and witty elements wherever possible. Thus, the author’s writing style is a
real epitome of her unique style, which combines thoughtful complexity with a friendly, easy-to-read
tone. Her narrative style immerses readers in the internal lives of her characters by presenting dual
perspectives, which allows for rich emotional layering. The author’s prose is fluid, witty and
extremely thoughtful, with a rhythm that feels both natural and meticulously crafted, and the use of
internal monologue as well as realistic witty dialogue enhances the authenticity of her characters, even
the eccentric ones, making them feel grounded and relatable.

As we mentioned above, Bananapants is an easy-to-read book with a huge number of humour
and witty elements, and because of the author’s style of writing, therefore the target audience is young
adults and those who enjoy intellectually engaging contemporary romantic comedies with sharp
banter, pop culture references as well as well-developed characters. The structure of this book is
typical as for its genre — it is divided into 35 chapters, with an apilogue followed by the 36" chapter
which is also called as Author’s note. This division, as well as the author’s language, which is
extremely witty and contemporary, make this work a perfect read that will make anyone laugh, and ir
is truly interesting for the target audience.

After reading the book, we can conclude that Penny Reid’s humour is a defining feature of
Bananapants, characterised by smirk-worthy banter and situational absurdity. The novel opens with
the tone of a romantic comedy, filled with so-called hijinks and shenanigans that frequently evoke
laughter. These include pop culture references and clever metaphors with humour and witty elements.
And this type of humour never undermines emotional depth, it rather serves as a way for exploring
vulnerability, with comedic moments often preceding poignant revelations.
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It should be noted that translating different genres and styles requires special approaches,
efforts, methods and techniques. No matter what kind of book the translator is working on, their most
important job is to be the kind of reader the original author was writing for, and also to be the kind of
author that the reader will be able to rely on and trust (Robinson, 2019). Sometimes, the target
language lacks the means to reproduce certain units of the source language, particularly when
considering not only individual units, but also entire sentences, statements and examples that
predominantly rely on information accessible to the source audience. The ideology of translation is
complex and depends on the topic, style, cultural context and final text of the original, as well as the
translator’s choice. It’s not just a mechanical replacement of words, but a complex process that
considers the nuances of language and conveys the original meaning as accurately as possible
(Tymoczko, 2014, p. 181). Clearly, the translator’s task is to convey the essence of the original text
as accurately as possible, using all the available units and meanings in the target language (Tkachuk,
2017, p. 105). In the book that we took for translation and analysis, there are a lot of humour and witty
elements as well as jokes. Consequently, translation required an appropriate approach for rendering
them all, paying attention to certain meanings that the author wanted to convey. Therefore, despite the
words, which were sometimes equivalent in the source and target languages, the main task of this
translation was to deliver the meaning of those jokes and humour elements in the chapters where the
idea was not that clear and understandable from the first sight.

With this in mind, we will devote particular attention to reproducing the figurative language
of the book, ensuring that the humorous and witty elements are clearly evident, as these are important
ways in which the author conveys information. Chiaro (1992, p.77) stated that anyone who has ever
attempted to translate an English joke into another language will be aware that it is no easy task. The
challenge of translating humour lies in its tendency to employ double meanings, ambiguity,
metaphorical interpretations, and occasionally, a departure from the conventional interpretation of
“meaning”; instead, it often relies on absurdity, surrealism, or abstract and symbolic expressions
(Zabalbeascoa, 2005). In this case, even if the translator is fluent in the target language, cultural
references and polysemous items may require them to provide lengthy explanations, which rarely
elicit a laugh from the recipient.

Therefore, a translator should keep in mind that jokes, humour and witty elements can be a major
problem in translation, even if they are understandable when read in the source language.

In the book we are analyzing, there are a lot of humour and witty elements, and some of them
may potentially be a little similar to some Ukrainian equivalents, but it does not imply the same
meaning. The task of the translator is to reproduce the text containing such elements and vocabulary
in a way that allows to comply with the lexical and cultural norms of the target language regarding
the relevant context. Furthermore, it is very crucial to convey the message to the audience through
understandable author’s writing manner, but filled with the humorous narrative that we will analyze.

So, from all of the above, we can conclude that the book of the American writer Penny Reid
Bananapants, as a contemporary romantic comedy, has all the hallmarks of such books. It also raises
some topics that are captivating, interesting and relatable for the readers. In convergence these factors
make this book thought-provoking and amusing to its intended audience.

2.2. Humour and witty elements in Bananapants

Language, as a reflection of cultural and social values, continually evolves and adapts to mirror
the world it describes. The vocabulary of any field reveals not only what people talk about but also
how they think and feel. In the realm of romantic comedies, language captures shifting attitudes
toward love, relationships, and gender roles. The elements and expressions that define this genre —
whether playful, ironic, or deeply emotional — serve as linguistic markers of contemporary romance
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culture. Translators and writers working with romantic comedies must therefore navigate not only
linguistic systems but also the cultural nuances and emotional codes embedded in this ever-evolving
lexicon. First and foremost, jokes are linguistic performances, and in order to understand one, you
need to recognise the code they use, and then be able to see how that code varies (Dunphy & Rainer,
2010, p. 27). Accordingly, translation is not to assimilate a foreign language text and its units in the
target language, but to comprise the information and figurativeness which must be preserved by all
means, especially using humorous units.

In addition, translation is largely a process of decision-making, much of which involves
deciding how to express something and how this relates to the author’s underlying intentions and
reasons for choosing one form of expression over another, especially when it comes to working on
humour and witty elements. Everyone is capable of producing laughter, yet different people find
different things funny (Chiaro, 1992, p. 5). According to Cambridge dictionary, humour is the ability
to find things funny, the way in which people see that some things are funny, or the quality of being
funny (Cambridge dictionary, 1999). Our project focused on the translating humour and witty
elements, conveying the sense of the narrative. Careful analysis of these figurative units helped us to
provide a correct translation, which can be perceived by the reader as part of the target audience. In
our project, it was essential to find accurate Ukrainian equivalents, not literal ones, especially for those
humororus elements that do not tend to be common in the target language. We used Merriam-Webster
Dictionary, Cambridge Dictionary, Urban Dictionary, Longman Dictionary of Contemporary English,
and OZDIC English Collocation Dictionary for defining and translating processes.

It is worth mentioning that there are not only challenges in translating and looking for potential
equivalents and ways to deliver a message of the author, but also several types of verbal humour that
cannot be reduced to jokes only. Thus, Dynel (2009) categorised it with the following list: jokes
(which include shaggy-dog stories, riddles, and one-liners), conversational humour (which includes
lexemes, phrasemes), witticisms (which include a lot of different stylistic figures as well as puns,
allusions, register clashes), retorts, teasing, banter, putdowns, self-denigrating humour, and anecdotes.
To this point, since the text we are working with is about a funny love story with a pinch of wittiness,
we analyzed humourous elements, having previously classified them into jokes, conversational
humour, witticisms, retorts, teasing, banter, and self-denigrating humour, referring to Marta Dynel
(2009), and taking into account the specifics of the genre. These humour and witty elements were
predominantly used to describe emotional tension and rapport between the characters, their concerns,
memories, attitudes and perspectives. They also served as a depiction of relatable relationship
challenges, that made them more captivating and pleasurable, developed entertainment and narrative
functions, and helped to build a connection between the characters and the audience.

The book is written in an accessible and engaging style, and the jokes can appeal to anyone
who has ever wondered how humour works and what it all means. In order to understand the meaning
of a joke, it is necessary to know something about the person telling it, the social and historical context
in which it was told, and how it relates to a wider body of expression (Oring, 1995). The text we are
working with contains many one-liners, which are a type of joke. A one-liner is a short sentence with
comic effects and an interesting linguistic structure: simple syntax, deliberate use of rhetoric devices
(Mihalcea & Strapparava, 2005). Namely, while longer jokes can possess more intricate narrative
structures, the requirement for one-liners is to produce the desired humorous effect in a single instance
and with minimal linguistic complexity.

Let us look through some examples of one-liners:

I’m the funniest person I know, in my head (Reid, 2024, p. 30).

Stupid heart! (Reid, 2024, p. 31)

Fuck a fucking duck (Reid, 2024, p. 25).
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The notion of conversational humour appears to be a more encompassing concept than
“conversational joking or jokes”, given its capacity to incorporate components such as humorous
words and witticisms. These elements are not inherently associated with formal jokes and frequently
transcend the confines of the humorous mode, frame or key (Coates, 2007). In addition, Dynel (2009)
stated that the range of units of conversational humour is broad, including single-word lexemes,
phrasemes, and entire sentences, as well as multi-turn exchanges interwoven into non-humorous
discourse. The text we are working with contains such lexical units as lexemes and phrasemes. Most
humorous lexemes can be conceptualised as neologisms, that is to say, new words which express
humour for the sole reason of conveying novelty of expression and wittiness (creating new
morphemes, derivation — adding prefixes and suffixes creatively, combining words, combining parts
of words, acronyms and alphabetisms, decomposition via folk etymology) (Dynel, 2009). So, the use
of humorous neologisms is predicated on the exploitation of various mechanisms of word formation.

The following examples illustrate the use of lexemes:

Plus, free new shoes. Woot! (Reid, 2024, p. 9)

“Whoa. Whadya do to this lady? Does she hate you or something?” Sue’s voice in my ear
reminded me that my handler was still watching and listening (Reid, 2024, p.23).

It is evident that the text we are working with exhibits phrasemes, which are characterised by
their novelty, and are particularly effective in creating surprising juxtapositions. A phraseme is a stable
multi-word unit, overall meaning or stylistic effect of which cannot be fully derived from the meanings
of its individual components, and in humorous discourse, semantic phrasemes (Dynel, 2009) often
manifest novelty through unexpected juxtapositions of linguistic elements that create incongruity,
irony, or exaggeration These expressions do not stem from idioms or set expressions in the lexicon;
rather, they are unique, original phrasemic inventions that are characteristic of Penny Reid’s humorous
style. In this style, syntax and morphology are employed as tools to convey irony.

The following examples illustrate the use of phrasemes:

Never let it be said that I, Ava Archer, shirked her pretending-to-be-someone-else-at-a-
marriage-meet-up-in-order-to-save-her-coworker-from-experiencing-tension-in-said-coworker ’s-
long-term-releationship-as-a-favor responsibilities (Reid, 2024, p. 9).

I rocked my weight back and forth on my feet again, giving them both my best empty-headed-
pretty-boy frown (Reid, 2024, p. 22).

A witticism is defined as a clever and humorous textual unit that is interwoven into a
conversational exchange. Witticisms can thus be considered to be similar to non-humorous sayings or
proverbs in the sense that they are communicative entities comprehensible even in isolation. However,
they are usually produced relevantly to (recurrent) conversational contexts (Dynel, 2009). In terms of
their form, the witticisms can be likened to one-liners. In contrast to one-liners, which, as are longer
jokes, are produced within a humorous frame and rarely communicate meanings outside it (Oring,
2003), witticisms overtly convey meanings. Moreover, Dynel (2009) also stated that witticism can be
divided into such subcategories as puns, allusions, register clashes. There are several examples of
these subcategories in the text we are working with, namely allusions and register clashes. The
following analysis will commence with an examination of examples of witticism, utilising a variety
of stylistic figures. Subsequent to this, the investigation will proceed to subcategories.

Let us consider the following examples of witticisms using comparison:

Abruptly, he looked quite put out. As put out as Lady Catherine de Bourgh from the Keira
Knightley film adaptation of Pride and Prejudice (Reid, 2024, p. 11).

She sounds like Mayor Quimby from The Simpsons (Reid, 2024, p. 18).

He stared at me, eyes wide, like if he blinked I might disappear (Reid, 2024, p. 42).

There are some examples of witticisms using metaphor:
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Gathering several deep breaths from my spot overlooking the ballroom, I descended the stairs
to the main floor, doing my best to feign an air of imperviousness (Reid, 2024, p. 8).

Beautiful and still cute. A lethal combination (Reid, 2024, p. 20).

The following examples illustrate witticisms using hyperbole:

I saw him and he’s illegally handsome! (Reid, 2024, p. 29)

He’s not supposed to look so good. He’s supposed to be pitiful, holed up somewhere—maybe
a hovel or a damp cave—feeling sad and remorseful for cutting me out of his life (Reid, 2024, p. 29).

There are some examples of witticisms using irony:

I’ll bring potato salad. Happy? (Reid, 2024, p. 26)

What? Why don’t you sound upset? I need you to be upset on my behalf (Reid, 2024, p. 30).

As we can see, in her book Bananapants, Penny Reid employs a constellation of humorous
and expressive devices — witticisms, using comparison, hyperbole, irony, and metaphor — to create a
distinctive narrative voice that fuses intellectual playfulness with emotional sincerity. In some
sentences, witticisms serve as the foundation of the narrator’s voice, allowing characters to articulate
anxiety, attraction, and awkwardness through clever phrasing rather than direct confession. As
previously stated, witticisms can be categorised into multiple subcategories. In the text we are working
with there are allusions and register clashes.

Verbal humour may also rely on already existing material, for instance, on allusions. The
humour is rooted in the recognition by the user of the pre-existing text and the relevance of the
quotation to the situation (Dynel, 2009). In Bananapants every chapter starts with quoted or
referenced material that can be considered as allusions from known TV series, popular films or famous
people. Moreover, there was a quotation in one of the chapters we analyzed. In the course of our
research, we ascertained that the aforementioned quotation was a line derived from Jane Austen’s
renowned literary work, Pride and Prejudice. It was used by Lady Catherine de Bourgh to articulate
her vehement disapproval of the prospect of the prestigious Darcy family name and estate, Pemberley,
being “polluted” or disgraced by a union with the socially inferior Elizabeth Bennet.

So, there is the example:

Are the shades of Pemberley to be thus polluted?! (Reid, 2024, p. 11)

Register clashes are defined as linguistic phenomena that occur in both real and fictional
interactions. The phenomenon of register clash may manifest in two distinct ways (Partington, 2008).
Firstly, there is the process of upgrading, which entails the utilisation of lexical items from a higher
register in informal discourse. Secondly, there is the process of downgrading, otherwise referred to as
bathos, which involves the use of words from a lower register in a formal text. This phenomenon is
frequently contingent not solely on the style per se, but also on the ideas conveyed, which ought not
to be conveyed informally, unless humour is the intention.

Let us consider the following example of upgrading:

Look at me! Chatting it up with a baroness’s son. Or grandson. Or nephew. Point is, he was
a relative of someone fancy (Reid, 2024, p. 10).

Let us consider the following example of downgrading:

The Toussaint family was notoriously snobby and this Henri Wickford dude was treating their
grandson like he was a waiter. Who is this guy? (Reid, 2024, p. 13).

Another humorous form is the retort. A retort is defined as a quick and witty reply, which is
given in response to a preceding utterance, and with which the retort is associated (Holmes & Marra,
2002). It is evident that the producers of the initial pairings did not anticipate the presence of humour
or witty elements. In contrast, the presence of non-humorous adjacency pairs is typically predictable.

The following example illustrates retort:

I waved away her questions. “It was a party—"
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“Wait. You went to a party?!” Now she sounded ridiculously shocked. “You went to a party
on purpose? You didn’t talk yourself out of it? Is the world coming to an end?” (Reid, 2024, p. 30)

Another example:

“Desmond is coming to the barbecue this weekend? Is that why he’s in town?”

“No. He didn’t seem to know about it...” (Reid, 2024, p. 32)

The frequency with which teasing occurs during social interactions in Bananapants is
noteworthy. Teasing can be conceptualised as a higher-order concept (Dynel, 2009). It encompasses
various forms of jocular utterances which perform a range of pragmatic functions, including mock
challenges, threats and imitation (Partington, 2008). In the text we are working with teasing closely
interacts with retorts, but its function is slightly different: teasing often initiates humour or tension,
while a retort responds to it.

Let us look through some examples of teasing:

Okay. Whatever. Not my business. Go to your hotel. And for the record, I don't like you right
now and I don’t want to see you again until Sunday (Reid, 2024, p. 26)

Okay, your Boston is showing, Gramps. Calm down (Reid, 2024, p. 38)

In the event that both parties are willing to adopt a humorous frame of mind, a one-turn tease
can evolve into a longer exchange of repartees, which is referred to as banter. In essence, banter can
be defined as humorous dialogue or interaction that is created collaboratively by the participants. It
can be conceptualised as a form of conjoint humour, as proposed by Holmes (2006). It is clear that
the use of banter constitutes a pivotal element in Penny Reid’s literary style, particularly evident in
Bananapants. This form of discourse, while intricately linked to teasing and retorts, is distinguished
by its more expansive scope.

The following detailed breakdown is accompanied by the example:

“Should I get myself checked out?”

“It’s not a bad idea.”

“Would you do it? If I asked?”

“I'm not a doctor.”

“No. You just play one on TV, right?” (Reid, 2024, p. 14)

A peculiar form of pragmatic humour manifests when the speaker directs a barb at themselves.
This phenomenon is known as self-denigrating humour within the domain of literary studies (Dynel,
2009). Moreover, Dynel (2008) stated that the prevalent view advocated in literature is that self-
denigrating humour boasts both undermining and bonding capacity. Surely, self-denigrating humour
is a key comedic element in Bananapants, particularly because it shapes Ava Archer’s narrative voice.

There is the example:

Gramps was reserved for times I was being grumpy, stubborn, boring, out of touch with
current pop culture, or what she considered old-fashioned (Reid, 2024, p. 35).

In all these examples from Bananapants, we can observe various humour and witty elements
which are characteristic of Reid’s romantic-comedy style. In most cases, these forms are closely tied
to the characters’ personalities and social contexts, but given the structure of the sentences and
dialogue, the type of humour is also evident, whether it is ironic, hyperbolic, or even playful. The
reason for this clarity is that these humorous units, with their precise lexical choices and inventive
phrasing, represent the closest possible reproduction of Reid’s stylistic voice, including the interactive
quality that make the humour effective and distinctive.

In conclusion, we can note that it is obvious that humorous units play a crucial role in Reid’s
narrative, serving as indispensable tools for articulating character traits, social dynamics, and
emotional states. These lexical and stylistic components, including jokes, conversational humour,
witticisms, retorts, teasing, banter, and self-denigrating humour, facilitate the conveyance of complex
feelings and relational subtleties, while simultaneously creating comedic effect. This underscores the
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growing importance of scrutinising the nuances of humour in contemporary romantic comedy
discourse, a field that has previously been categorised to reflect emerging modes of playful, ironic,
and emotionally intelligent communication.

2.3. Translation methods and techniques applied while rendering humour and witty elements in
Ukrainian

It is well known that the process of translation is the process of transferring the original text
using linguistic units of another language in such a way that the meaning is accurately conveyed and
the text is appropriate in the target language. Hence, translators use different translation techniques to
achieve equivalence between a message in the source language and its translation into the target
language. Moreover, it is essential that the translator is fully familiar with the values associated with
each unit, and that they are exactly rendered for the target audience (Matamala, 2009). Information,
provided by an author of a source text, is always crucial for understanding, since it affects the choice
of methods and techniques applied while translating. In order to align the translated text with the
standards and norms of the target language and to enhance its intelligibility and familiarity to the
readers, translation methods and techniques are applied. Translation studies have a certain number of
their classifications but in our project we will stick to Hurtado Albir A. and L. Molina’s classification.
They define eighteenth techniques (2002, p. 511), and some of them were employed in our translation
process, namely modulation, variation, amplification, particularization, literal translation, and
transposition.

As we are working with humorous elements and the style of the author, we will also consider
the purpose of the translation, the nature of the readership, the type of text, referring to this
classification. Therefore, different types of humour had to be translated using different techniques.

Let us consider the examples of translating jokes, which were previously classified as one-
liners in our project:

I’m the funniest person I know, in my head (Reid, 2024, p. 30). — A naticmiwniwa 1100una, Ky
3HQAIO ... NPUHAUMHI, Y 6]IACHIU 201086I.

This example is both funny and interesting from a linguistic point of view. Therefore, the
techniques of amplification by adding npunaiimni and particularization by specifying erachiti were
applied to preserve humorous tone and inner self-reflection.

Stupid heart! (Reid, 2024, p. 31) — /[ypre cepye!

This example demonstrates direct equivalent preserving of both form and emotion. To
maintain emotional intensity and simplicity of the source text we used literal translation.

Fuck a fucking duck (Reid, 2024, p. 25). — Tpsacys meoiti mamepi.

This example is a great epitome of variation in the translation. According to Hurtado Albir A.
and L. Molina (2002, p. 511), this technique is aimed at rendering linguistic elements via changing
textual tone and style for the target audience. In our case, the obscene phrase was replaced with a
natural Ukrainian curse expressing similar emotional force, but not literal meaning. So, variation was
used to convey the same emotional outburst in a culturally acceptable way.

In all the examples given above, we can see the techniques of amplifaction, literal translation,
particularization, and variation that were applied for rendering jokes. So, in all these instances, the
objective was to convey the style and tone of the author as well, hence these techniques were well-
suited to this task due to its acceptance of the cultural dimension of the target language.

It is widely acknowledged that translation is a human activity that involves the transferring of
not only the meaning of words but also the style, impression, emotions, and effect as well as the
message of the author of the source language into the target language. Translators must select words
that accurately reflect their understanding of the original text and the context in which it is situated.
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This understanding must extend to the idea expressed in the text. So, in the case of rendering
conversational humour (lexemes and phrasemes), our main task was not only to translate the original
text in its entirety, but also to convey the cultural nuances associated with the subject matter.

The following examples illustrate the translation of lexemes as a part of conversational
humour:

Plus, free new shoes. Woot! (Reid, 2024, p. 9) — Ha oooauy, we 1 H08i Oe3xoumosHi mygii
ompumana. Oue mak!

“Whoa. Whadya do to this lady? Does she hate you or something?” Sue’s voice in my ear
reminded me that my handler was still watching and listening (Reid, 2024, p.23). — Ogsa! Il[o mu
maxo2o 3poous yiti dami? Bona mebe nenasuoums yu wo? — 2onoc Coio 8 MOEMY HABYUIHUKY HA2AOA8
MeHi, W0 8OHA 8ce wie Oyia mym, ciyxauia i cnocmepieaia.

Both examples contain exclamations as well as additional comments from the speakers, thus
we had to ensure fluency and natural flow to sound natural. For that reason, amplification (adding we
u, wo mu maxoeo) and modulation (an exclamation Oye max) were applied to reproduce enthusiasm
and colloquial excitement in the first sentence, and to preserve spoken spontaneity and clarify
situational context in the second one. Moreover, it is worth to say that translation professionals
typically employ these techniques with greater frequency than other methods, making it a particularly
suitable approach for translating English books (Surya Adam et al., 2023). Accordingly, amplification
and modulation were the best choices for translating these lemes.

Now, let us consider the examples that illustrate the translation of phrasemes as a part of
conversational humour:

Never let it be said that I, Ava Archer, shirked her pretending-to-be-someone-else-at-a-
marriage-meet-up-in-order-to-save-her-coworker-from-experiencing-tension-in-said-coworker’s-
long-term-releationship-as-a-favor responsibilities (Reid, 2024, p. 9). — Hixonu ne xasicimo, wo 3,
Etisa Apuep, e oompumanacs o6iysHKU NPUKUOAMUCI-KUMOCH-THUUM-HA-8ECLIbHIU-3YCMPIYi-uj00-
8PAMYBAMU-CBOIO-KONLE2Y-8I0-810UYMMA-MUCKY-OMOUYIOUUX-HA-IT-MPUBATI-CIMOCYHKU.

I rocked my weight back and forth on my feet again, giving them both my best empty-headed-
pretty-boy frown (Reid, 2024, p. 22). — 51 3H08y nouas nepecmynamu 3 HO2Uu Ha HO2Y, OUBTAYUCL HA
HUX 000X C80iM HAUKPAWUM NO2TAOOM Ni0 HA36010 «51 2apHUll, ajle NYCMO20a08ULY.

Both examples contain ironic labels that look like one phrase put together to describe a specific
thing or person. When translating these sentences amplification, modulation (inclusing syntactical
modulation as changing the word order in the sentences), and variation were used to adapt the
humorous descriptive way into a more natural Ukrainian construction, recreating the playful self-
parody and humour, not literal structure.

Witticisms constitute a substantial proportion of the text with which we are working with.
With regard to the classification of Marta Dynel (2009), witticisms in our projects were divided into
such subcategories as comparisons, metaphors, hyperbole, irony, allusions and register clashes. Yoon
(2014, p. 203) believed that witticisms are witty and clever ways of making comparisons,
observations, and analogies, and farcical wordings and phrasings involved in the humorous tools. On
that account, the translation of witticisms warranted the utilisation of a diverse array of techniques.

So, there are some examples of translating witticisms using comparison:

Abruptly, he looked quite put out. As put out as Lady Catherine de Bourgh from the Keira
Knightley film adaptation of Pride and Prejudice (Reid, 2024, p. 11). — Panmom 6in nagims nouas
30asamucs_Oyace npueHivenum. Hacminoku npuenivenum, sx nedi Kempin de bype 6 expanizayii
kuueu «I'opdicms i ynepedacennsny, e we epanra Kipa Hatimai.

It was of paramount importance to make the cultural reference accessible and clear in this
example, therefore the techniques of amplification and modulation (syntactial) were utilized to clarify
the context, ensuring the reader recognizes the reference paying attention to the comparison.
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She sounds like Mayor Quimby from The Simpsons (Reid, 2024, p. 18). — Bona 38yyumo sax
mep Keinbi 3 «Cimnconisy.

This example demonstrates direct transfer of reference and structure. Accordingly, literal
translation was applied to preserve the pop culture reference exactly as in the source.

He stared at me, eyes wide, like if he blinked I might disappear (Reid, 2024, p. 42). — ...i
OUBUBCA HA MeHe WUPOKO PONIIOUICHUMU OYUMA, MAK, HIOU A 3HUKHY, K MITbKU 8iH ONUMHe.

In this example, the techniques of syntactical modulation (changes of the word order in the
comparison) and transposition by changing eyes wide into wupoxo posnmowenumu ouuma to keep
natural flow and emotional tension.

There are some examples of translating witticisms using metaphor:

Gathering several deep breaths from my spot overlooking the ballroom, I descended the stairs
to the main floor, doing my best to feign an air of imperviousness (Reid, 2024, p. 8). — [muboko
BOUXHYBWIU KINbKA pa3ie, s epewmi-pewm Cnycmuiacsa 3i C80€i CX08AHKU HA Nepuiuii Nogepx,
OMUHAIOYU CXOOU | HAMA2AOYUCH 30A8AMUCS ADCONIOMHO OAUOYHCOIO.

This sentence required to apply particularization (3i ceoei cxosanxu), modulation and
amplification as far as a shift in focus was made in order to convey an authentic and vivid auditory
experience. Moreover, such words as 3i ceoei cxosanku and omunarouu cxoou were added to the whole
entire to create smoother rhythm and psychological realism in Ukrainian.

Beautiful and still cute. A lethal combination (Reid, 2024, p. 20). — Kpacuea i éce we maxa
muna. CmepmenbHa KOMOIHAYIA.

The translation of this witticism keeps the structure and the meaning directly. That being the
case of literal translation to preserve the balance of tone, namely admiration mixed with irony.

There are some examples of translating witticisms using hyperbole:

I saw him and he’s illegally handsome! (Reid, 2024, p. 29) — Bin npocmo He3aKoHHO 2apHui.

In this example we can the the tecniques of literal translation with stylistic equivalence. The
adverb illegally is transferred literally, as the Ukrainian equivalent wesaxonno eapuuii mirrors the
playful exaggeration. So, literal translation keeps the hyperbolic humour and flirtatious tone.

He’s not supposed to look so good. He’s supposed to be pitiful, holed up somewhere—maybe
a hovel or a damp cave—feeling sad and remorseful for cutting me out of his life (Reid, 2024, p. 29).
— Bin ne mae npasa max 0oope euensdamu. Bin nogunen 6ymu dcanto2iOHuM, po3ymicud, cudimu cooi
0ecwb y Xanyni yu, He 3Har0, y MeMHill cupii neyepi, i cymysamu, i KAamucs 3a me, Wo UKPecius MeHe
31 6020 HCUMMAL.

It was integral part of the translation to keep the emotional rhythm, exaggeration, and spoken
tone authentic. Accordingly, modulation, amplification and transposition were applied, transforming
he’s not supposed to into 6in He mae npasa, he’s supposed to into gin nosunen; adding natural fillers
(posymiew, He 3uaro) typical of colloquial Ukrainian; rendering cutting as euxpecius.

There are some examples of translating witticisms using irony:

I’ll bring potato salad. Happy? (Reid, 2024, p. 26) — A npunecy xapmonisnuii caiam.
3aoosonena?

The translation of this ironic sentence was carried out using literal translation keeping structure
and reflecting speaker-listener agreement. In addition, literal translation also helps to maintain natural
conversation dynamics and pragmatic accuracy.

What? Why don’t you sound upset? I need you to be upset on my behalf (Reid, 2024, p. 30). —
Lo? Ipeiic, mu ne posiznunaca? Moazna 6 i posiznumucs, snacut. Ak minimym, 3 nosazu 0o mene.

This example demonstrates amplification (the name of the sister /petic, natural fillers znacuu,
sk minimym) and modulation (rendering don’t you sound upset and I need you to be upset as mu ne
posiznunacsa and moena 6 i posiznumucs) applied for the translation of the text, since they helped to
enhance emotional expressiveness and ensure natural dialogue flow in the target language.
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There is an example of translating witticisms using allusion:

Are the shades of Pemberley to be thus polluted?! (Reid, 2024, p. 11) — Hu cnpagdi mini
Ilembepni maroms Oymu max ockeepreni?!

As it was mentioned before, verbal humour may also rely on already existing material, in our
case, on allusions. This line helped the author deliver attitude to the situation that had arisen through
a reference to another existing work. Thus, a witty situation arose on the basis of the fact that the
character’s attitude to a funny situation was expressed through quoting another literary text. Therefore,
amplifaction and particularization, with archaism preservation, were applied to preserve intertextual
and stylistic parody of Pride and Prejudice.

There are some examples of translating witticisms using register clashes, namely upgrading
and downgrading:

Look at me! Chatting it up with a baroness’s son. Or grandson. Or nephew. Point is, he was
a relative of someone fancy (Reid, 2024, p. 10). — Tooxc nodugimvcs na mene we pas! A pozmosnsio 3
cunom _oapownecu. Abo onykom. Ab6o nieminnuxom. Cymv 6 momy, wjo 6iH 0y8 poouyem Ko20Ch
3HAMHO20.

Upgrading in this part of the translated text was rendered applying the techniques of
amplification (the exclamation Toow noousimecs na mene we pa3), literal translation (cunom
bapownecu, abo onyxom, abo nieminnuxom) and particularization (koeocs 3namnozo) to preserve the
humorous self-awareness and aristocratic parody.

The Toussaint family was notoriously snobby and this Henri Wickford dude was treating their
grandson like he was a waiter. Who is this guy? (Reid, 2024, p. 13). — Cim’a Tyccen b6yia éidoma
ceoimu _cmamkamu, a yeu Ieupi Bikghopo cmaeuscsi 0o ixHb0o20 OHYKA, HaAye 00 36UHAUHO20
ogiyianma. Xmo yetl uygak?

Downgrading in this part of the translated text was rendered applying the techniques of
modulation and variation, since the word snobby was translated as gioomi ceoimu cmamrxamu which
is cultural reinterpretation that softens judgment, and dude was translated as uysax, a colloquial
Ukrainian equivalent. Modulation and variation assisted to balance humour and naturalness, localizing
slang and tone for the target audience.

It should be noted, that in her novel Bananapants, Penny Reid has a rich array of humorous
and expressive elements, including witticisms using comparisons, hyperbole, irony, and metaphor to
craft a distinctive narrative voice that merges intellectual wit with emotional depth. At times,
witticisms form the very core of the narrator’s expression, enabling characters to convey feelings of
anxiety, attraction, or social discomfort through sharp, playful language rather than straightforward
admission. As mentioned earlier, witticisms were divided into several subtypes, also portraying
allusions and clashes of register.

Correspondingly, it was necessary to take into account how exactly it is possible to shift the
perspective, emphasis, or cognitive framework rendering of the source text. With this in mind,
modulation, variation and amplification were predominnatly used, since these techniques concern the
events and states of affairs that words refer to (Croitoru & Dumitragcu, 2006). So, it is closely related
to the way a native speaker of the target language would naturally conceive of the referents of words,
phrases, structures, and texts. Thus, a shift in meaning that occurs during the process of translation is
a natural and common phenomenon, and additions allow the target audience to perceive and reproduce
the text.

Another humorous form that was the focus of our research and translation efforts was the
retort. The text comprised a series of concise and ingenious responses, provided in reaction to a
preceding statement and concomitantly linked to the retort.

Let us consider the examples of translating retort:

I waved away her questions. “It was a party—"
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“Wait. You went to a party?!” Now she sounded ridiculously shocked. “You went to a party
on purpose? You didn’t talk yourself out of it? Is the world coming to an end?” (Reid, 2024, p. 30) —

A siomaxuynacs 6io ii 3anumanb.

— A 6yna na eeuipyi...

— Tak, cmon. Tu 6yna Ha eeuipyi?! — ii 2010¢ 38yuas max, HiOU 80HA He MO2]A NOBIPUMU Y me,
wo cama xc i cnumana. — Tu niwia Ha 8eyipky 006posinbHo? I mu e nepedymana 6 oCmaHwiil
momenm? Ile wo, Kineysb cimy Habauxcacmoca?

This particular example is noteworthy for its utilisation of amplification (by adding the
clarification i), variation (by rendering waved away as siomaxnynacs gio and wait as mak, cmon),
particularization (by specifying she as eonoc), and modulation (including syntactical one) in the
greatest part of the sentence to preserve tone and humorous exaggeration of disbelief in a culturally
fitting way, showing exactly how the dialogue goes with its humour in a natural flow.

Another example:

“Desmond is coming to the barbecue this weekend? Is that why he’s in town?”

“No. He didn’t seem to know about it...” (Reid, 2024, p. 32) —

— Jle3amono nputioe Ha Hauty MiHi-8euipKy Ha yux uxionux? Tomy gin 6 micmi?

— Hi. He ckazana 0, wio 6in 63aeani npo nei 3nas.

This example demonstrates the techniques of amplification (by adding re ckazana 6 and
g3aeani), modulation for changing the level or perceiving and giving information throughout the
dialogue, and particularization (by naming barbecue as mini-geuipxy). These techniques helped to
render the retort as far as it made dialogue sound naturally spoken in Ukrainian, maintaining character
dynamics.

The frequency of teasing in the context of social interactions observed within Bananapants
merits particular consideration, suggesting that it is a salient feature of the interpersonal dynamics in
this setting.

There are some examples of translating teasing:

Okay. Whatever. Not my business. Go to your hotel. And for the record, I don't like you right
now and I don’t want to see you again until Sunday (Reid, 2024, p. 26) — Hy oobpe. [logie. []e ne
Mmos cnpasa. 1ou eemu. I, midic inwum, 3apaz mu meni o2uOHull, i 5 He Xouy mebe dauumu axc 0o
HeOol.

In this example we can see the techniques of variation and modulation, namely we replaced
whatever with nogie, conveying the same dismissive tone in Ukrainian slang; I don’t like you was
translated as mu meni ocuonuil, strengthening emotional charge.

Okay, your Boston is showing, Gramps. Calm down (Reid, 2024, p. 38) — Ta 200i mo6i, 60
goice 1l meitl bocmoncvkull akyenm suniz, Cmapuii bypkomyne. 3acnokoiics.

In this example, modulation (for 60 6ace i msiti 6ocmoncokuil axyenm 6uniz) and variation
(by rendering okay as ma 200i mo6i, Gramps as Cmapuii bypxomyne) were employed to transform
the idiomatic expression about Boston into an explanatory account of the accent and the character’s
communicative style, thereby preserving the natural humour. Variation was used to convet the
person’s nickname and make the answer more pointed.

The regularity of banter in social interactions in Bananapants is a point of interest. It is evident
that the employment of banter plays a pivotal role in Penny Reid’s literary style.

So, there is an example of translating banter:

“Should I get myself checked out?”

“It’s not a bad idea.”

“Would you do it? If I asked?”

“I'm not a doctor.”

“No. You just play one on TV, right?” (Reid, 2024, p. 14) —
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— Meni sapmo npotimu meouute oo6cmedceHHs?

— I]e nenoeana ioes.

— Bu 6 nposenu obcmesicennsn? HAxou s sac nonpocus?

— A ne nixap.

— Hi. Bu npocmo epacme ponw_nikaps 6 cepiani, max?

This dialogue was translated with the use of literal translation, particularization (by specifying
obcmedicennsa and nikaps), and amplification (by adding eac) since the target text keeps original
exchange structure, adjusting the tone and the style for the readers. It is evident that the techniques
preserved humour and reference clarity without losing the internal context within the lines.

The employment of self-denigrating humour constitutes a significant comedic element,
particularly in terms of shaping the narrative voice of Ava Archer.

Let us consider the example of translating self-denigrating humour:

Gramps was reserved for times I was being grumpy, stubborn, boring, out of touch with
current pop culture, or what she considered old-fashioned (Reid, 2024, p. 35). — « Cmapuii BypkomyH»
NPU3HAYABCA 01 MUX 8UNAOKI8, KOU 51 OILICHO 0)8 OYPKOMAUBUM, YNEPMUM, 3aHYO0K0, 8I0CMATUM
810 cyuacHoi non-Kyiomypu abo, 3a it Mipkamu, HaOMo CMapoMOOHUM.

This example shows that the techniques of modulation (by changing was reserved for times
into npusnauascs 011 mux sunadkis, out of touch with into eéiocmanum 6io, what she considered into
3a ii mipkamu) and variation (by transforming Gramps into «Cmapuii Bypxomyuy, boring into
3anyooro) were applied to keep characterization of the character clear as well as emotional nuance.

In conclusion, the application of translation techniques is the primary factor in achieving the
adequacy and coherence of the translation. The capacity to select the most appropriate translation
technique is a fundamental skill, and it is crucial to be aware of the rationale behind the utilisation of
a specific technique during the translation process. Consequently, the optimal choice is of paramount
significance for every translator, as well as the classification chosen for this process. The techniques
employed ultimately play a substantial role in how well the essence of the original will be conveyed
to the target audience.
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CONCLUSIONS

This translation project focuses on the translation of a fragment from the book Bananapants
by Penny Reid and the analysis of the techniques applied for translation. Furthermore, our translation
project deals with witty and humour elements, which we distinguished, studied and classified. Our
analysis provides grounds for the following conclusions:

1. The genre of this book can be categorised as contemporary romance, describing and
demonstrating love stories set in modern times, often exploring realistic and relatable relationships
and tackling contemporary challenges and issues. Penny Reid’s writing style is unique, and combines
thoughtful complexity with witty and humour elements as well as easy-to-read tone. The author’s
prose is fluid, witty and extremely thoughtful, with a rhythm that feels both natural and meticulously
crafted, and the use of realistic witty dialogue enhances the authenticity of her characters, even the
eccentric ones, making them feel relatable for the audience. It becomes evident that chapters of the
book are replete with humour, wittiness, irony and other humorous elements. In our project, we
examined all these humour and witty elements, and stuck to Marta Dynel’s classification. She defines
the following types of humour: jokes, conversational humour, retorts, teasing, banter, putdowns, self-
denigrating humour, and anecdotes. According to our statistics, in this translation project, the elements
are presented in the following percentage ratio: witticisms (32%), retorts (18%), jokes (16 %), teasing
(12%), banter (10%), self-denigrating humour (7%), and conversational humour (5 %) (See Appendix
A).

2. It was of the utmost importance during the project that the translation was adequate, clear
and accessible to the target audience, and conveyed the meaning and message that the author had laid
in the original. In order to perform any translation, the translator must focus on the units and
phenomena they work with, what is characteristic of a certain work, and what are the characteristics
of the source text. In our project, we examined types of witty and humour elements and divided some
of them into subcategories, sticking to Marta Dynel’s classification. She defines the following type of
humour and their subcategories: jokes (which include shaggy-dog stories, riddles, and one-liners),
conversational humour (which includes lexemes, phrasemes), witticisms (which include a lot of
different stylistic figures sush as comparisons, metaphors, hyperbole, irony, allusions, register clashes,
as well as puns), retorts, teasing, banter, putdowns, self-denigrating humour, and anecdotes.
According to our statistics, the most frequent humorous element is one-liners (17 %). We also
translated the following ones — metaphors (14 %), retorts (13 %), teasing (12%), banter (11%), irony
(9%), hyperbole (8%), self-denigrating humour (5%), register clashes (4%), comparisons (3%),
allusions (2%), lexemes (1%), and phrasemes (1%) (See Appendix B).

3. The translation process is informed by the differing aspects of the source and target
languages. Accordingly, certain techniques are employed to ensure that the translated works achieve
equivalence. One of our objectives was to translate the text focusing on humour and witty elements
in a manner that would ensure an appropriate level of quality, with regard to aspects such as accuracy,
clarity, and naturalness. In our project, we stuck to Hurtado Albir A. and L. Molina’s classification.
And regarding our statistics, the most commonly applied technique of our translation in our project is
modulation (23 %). We also used the following ones — variation (20 %), amplification (18 %),
particularization (16 %), literal translation (13 %), and transposition (10 %) (See Appendix C).

In summary, in this project we characterized the author’s style and writing manner, explored
and classified witty and humour elements used in the book, determined and described techniques of
different types of humours, and clarified the usage of applied translation techniques.

64



>

10.

11.

12.

13.

14.

15.

16.

17.

18.

19.

20.

21.

22.

23.

24.

25.

REFERENCES

. Alfaori, N. A. D. M. (2017). Equivalence problems in translation. Sino-US English

Teaching, 14(2), 86-97.

Books Order List. (n.d.). Author: Penny Reid. Books Order List. Retrieved from:
https://booksorderlist.com/author-penny-reid

Cambridge Dictionary. Retrieved from: https://dictionary.cambridge.org/dictionary/english/humor
Cambridge University Press. (1995). Cambridge Dictionary (https://dictionary.cambridge.org/).
Chiaro, D. (1992). The Language of Jokes: Analyzing Verbal Play. Routledge.
https://doi.org/10.4324/9780203135143

Coates, J. (2007). Talk in a play frame: More on laughter and intimacy. Journal of pragmatics,
39(1), 29-49. https://doi.org/10.1016/j.pragma.2006.05.003

Croitoru, E., & Dumitragcu, A. M. (2006). Modulation—A translation strategy. Translation Studies:
Retrospective and Prospective Views, 32, 24-33.

Deleyto, C. (2019). The secret life of romantic comedy.

Dunphy, R. G., & Emig, R. (Eds.). (2010). Hybrid humour: comedy in transcultural perspectives
(Vol. 130). Rodopi.

Dynel, M. (2008). No aggression, only teasing: The pragmatics of teasing and banter. Lodz papers
in pragmatics, 4(2), 241-261.

Dynel, M. (2009). Beyond a joke: Types of conversational humour. Language and linguistics
compass, 3(5), 1284-1299. https://doi.org/10.1111/1.1749-818X.2009.00152.x

Gabrielsson, M. (2022). Time to Love: Romantic comedies and narratives of LOVE — from a
Swedish context.

Holmes, J. (2006). Sharing a laugh: Pragmatic aspects of humor and gender in the workplace.
Journal of pragmatics, 38(1), 26-50. https://doi.org/10.1016/j.pragma.2005.06.007

Holmes, J., & Marra, M. (2002). Over the edge? Subversive humor between colleagues and friends.
Humor: International Journal of Humor Research, 15(1).

Kirkus Reviews. (2024). Penny Reid: Interview and profile. Kirkus Reviews. Retrieved from:
https://www kirkusreviews.com/news-and-features/articles/penny-reid/

Matamala, A. (2009). Main challenges in the translation of documentaries. New trends in
audiovisual translation, 109-120.

Merriam-Webster Dictionary, Incorporated. (1997). Merriam Webster’s collegiate dictionary (10th
ed.). Merriam-Webster, Incorporated.

Mihalcea, R., & Strapparava, C. (2005, July). Computational laughing: Automatic recognition of
humorous one-liners. In Proceedings of Cognitive Science Conference, 1513-1518.

Molina L., & Hurtado, Albir A. (2002). Translation Techniques Revisited: A Dynamic and
Functionalist Approach. Meta, 47(4), 498-512. https://doi.org/10.7202/008033ar.

Oring, E. (1995). Jokes and Their Relations. Routledge. https://doi.org/10.4324/9780203787892
Oring, E. (2010). Engaging humor. University of Illinois Press.

OZDIC English Collocation Dictionary. (https://ozdic.com/).

Partington, A. (2008). From Wodehouse to the White House: a corpus-assisted study of play,
fantasy and dramatic incongruity in comic writing and laughter-talk. Lodz Papers in Pragmatics,
4(2), 189-213. https://dx.doi.org/10.2478/v10016-008-0013-3

Robinson, D. (2019). Becoming a translator: An introduction to the Theory and Practice of
Translation (4th ed.). Routledge. https://doi.org/10.4324/9780429276606

Surya Adam, M., Haryanti, D., Hum, M., & Candraningrum, P. D. (2023). Amplification Technique
Analysis Of Creation Of The Universe Book And Its Implication In Teaching Translation (Doctoral
dissertation, Universitas Muhammadiyah Surakarta).

65



https://booksorderlist.com/author-penny-reid
https://dictionary.cambridge.org/dictionary/english/humor
https://dictionary.cambridge.org/
https://doi.org/10.4324/9780203135143
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.pragma.2006.05.003
https://doi.org/10.1111/j.1749-818X.2009.00152.x
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.pragma.2005.06.007
https://www.kirkusreviews.com/news-and-features/articles/penny-reid/
https://doi.org/10.7202/008033ar
https://doi.org/10.4324/9780203787892
https://ozdic.com/
https://dx.doi.org/10.2478/v10016-008-0013-3
https://doi.org/10.4324/9780429276606

26.

27.

28.

29.

Tymoczko, M. (2014). Ideology and the position of the translator: In what sense is a translator ‘In
Between'?. In Apropos of ideology, 181-201. Routledge.

Yoon, Y. (2014). Connecting irony and humor with witticism and lightheartedness. Linguistic
research, 31(1).

Zabalbeascoa Terran, P. (2005). Humour and translation, an interdiscipline. Humour, 2(18), 185-
207. http://dx.doi.org/10.1515/humr.2005.18.2.185

Txauyxk, T. 1. (2017). Realia Types and Strategies of their Translation in Frames of Cultural
Translation. Haykoeguil éichux Misxcuapoonoeo eymanimaprozo yHisepcumemy. @inonozisa. Ne 30.
c. 105-107.

ILLUSTRATIVE MATERIAL

. Reid, Penny. (2024), Bananapants. Cipher-Naught.

66


http://dx.doi.org/10.1515/humr.2005.18.2.185

APPENDIX A

CLASSIFICATION OF WITTY AND HUMOROUS ELEMENTS

= jokes
i conversational humour
I witticisms
m retorts
m teasing
m banter
self-denigrating humour
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APPENDIX B

KINDS OF HUMOUR AND WITTINESS

one-liners
lexemes

m phrasemes

* comparisons
metaphors

m hyperbole
irony

m allusions

m register clashes

u retorts
teasing

m banter

m self-denigrating humour
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APPENDIX C

TRANSLATION TECHNIQUES

- Modulation

m Variation

- Amplification

= Particularization
- Literal translation

m Transposition
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