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Abstract

This translation project examines the linguistic characterisation of the main characters in
K. Ancrum's novel The Corruption of Hollis Brown and the specific features of its translation into
Ukrainian. The author’s work and the linguistic and stylistic features of the novel are examined.
The theoretical foundations of speech as a means of characterisation are explored, and the speech
portraits of the three main characters — Hollis, Annie and Yulia — are analysed. Based on our
own translation, character lines were selected, from which translation techniques were identified
and classified. It was established that the most common types are literal translation and
modulation, whilst the least common are generalisation and discursive creation.

Keywords: adaptation, dialogue, generalisation, idiolect, modulation, speech
characteristic, translation.

AHoTaIisA

[lepeknananpkuii MPOEKT NPUCBIYCHUH MPOOJIEMi MOBJICHHEBOI XapaKTEPUCTHKU
rosioBHHX nepconaxiB pomany K. Aakpym «The Corruption of Hollis Brown» Ta ocobmuBocTsiM
ii BITTBOPEHHS B YKPATHCHKOMY IepeKiiaii. PO3IISHYTO TBOPYICTh aBTOPKH Ta MOBHOCTHITICTUYHI
OCOOJTMBOCTI pOMaHy, TakKoX OYJIO IOCHIKCHO TEOPEeTUYHI 3acald MOBJICHHS SK 3aco0y
XapaKTePUCTUKH TEPCOHAXA, MPOAHAJI30BAHO MOBJICHHEBI TOPTPETH TPbOX TOJOBHUX
nepconaxiB — lomrica, Enni ta FOni. Ha ocHOBI BiracHOTO nepekiaay Oyino BiliOpaHO peruTiku
MEPCOHAXIB, K1 OyJ0 MpoaHaIi30BaHO 3 METOI0 BUSBIEHHS Ta Kiacuikaiii mepexiafalbKux
TexHIK. Byno BCTaHOBIEHO, IO HAWMOMIMPEHIIIMMH TEXHIKAMH € JOCIIBHUH mepekian i
MOJYJISIIS, TOJI SIK HAPiJIIIe 3yCTPIUalOThCsl y3arajJbHEHHS Ta JUCKYPCUBHE CTBOPEHHS

Kuro4doBi cjioBa: amanraiisi, TeHepatizaiis, 1iajior, 1110CTHIIb, KOMIICHCAITiS, MOYJISIIs,
MOBJICHHEBA XapaKTEPUCTHKA, TIEPEKIIaI.



Contents

INETOAUCLION ...ttt ettt et e bt et s e e naeenneas 4

Chapter 1. Translation of The Corruption of Hollis Brown by K. Ancrum........................ 5

Chapter 2. Characterisation of characters through speech and its rendering in the
Ukrainian translation of the contemporary English-language novels ...........cccccceeevieieiieeeieeenneen. 37

2.1. K. Ancrum’s idiostyle and the linguistic and stylistic features of the novel The
COrruPLion Of HOLIIIS BFOWH........cooueeeeiieieeseeeeestee ettt b et ne e nseseneas 37

2.2. Speech as a means of CharacteriSatioN...........ccvvevrueireineieeree s 38

2.3. Linguistic analysis of the characters and the specifics of their portrayal in the
Ukrainian translation of the contemporary English-language novel The Corruption of Hollis

BFOWIL .ottt h bt bt sttt ettt neenes 39
2.4. Translation techniques and their impact on the reproduction of the characters’ speech
.................................................................................................................................................................... 42
CONCIUSIONS ..ottt ettt ettt b e s ettt e st b e s ettt esene et esenens 45
RETEIENICES ...ttt ettt e 46

FaN 0815 116 (oS RPPRRRR 47



Introduction

Contemporary English-language young adult literature is characterised by a heightened
focus on the individualisation of characters’ speech as a means of psychological characterisation.
Given the expansion of Ukrainian-English intercultural contacts and the growing interest in
contemporary English-language prose, the relevance of a linguo-stylistic analysis of characters’
speech and the study of its peculiarities in Ukrainian is beyond doubt. The choice of K. Ancrum’s
novel The Corruption of Hollis Brown is due to its linguistic and stylistic distinctiveness: dialogue
is the primary tool for revealing the characters’ inner world, and the lack of an official Ukrainian
translation makes a translation analysis especially timely.

This topic has attracted the attention of many linguists. Theoretical approaches to speech
characterisation, character construction through language, and the pragmatic functioning of
fictional discourse have been developed in the works of J. Culpeper, G. Leech, M. Short, M. A.
Locher, A. H. Jucker, and O. Antonov. The challenges of reproducing speech characteristics in
translation, including idiolectal, sociolectal, and stylistic features of fictional characters, have been
examined by O. Obraztsova, T. Lysychenko, O. Malenko, O. Sung, K. Wu, and R. Valdeon.

The object is the characterisation of characters through speech in contemporary English-
language prose.

The subject is the linguo-stylistic features of the speech of the main characters in the novel
The Corruption of Hollis Brown and the translation techniques applied in their rendering into
Ukrainian.

The aim is to provide a comprehensive analysis of the linguistic characterisation of the
novel’s main characters and to identify optimal translation strategies.

To achieve this aim, the following objectives were carried out:

e to translate a section of the novel The Corruption of Hollis Brown;

e to examine K. Ancrum’s biography and the novel’s linguistic and stylistic
features;

e to identify the theoretical foundations of speech as a means of
characterisation;

e to characterise the speech portraits of the main characters and classify the
translation techniques used.

The material is K. Ancrum’s novel The Corruption of Hollis Brown (2025). Dialogue
fragments were selected from the text, covering the speech of the three main characters. The
research material also includes the translation of part of the aforementioned novel into Ukrainian.
The source text contains 42,518 characters; the target text contains 42,708 characters.

The structure of the research consists of an introduction, two chapters, conclusions,
references, and appendices. The total volume of the translation project is 47 pages.



Chapter 1. Translation of The Corruption of Hollis Brown by K. Ancrum

Source Text
Hollis

Hollis always grinned when this happened. He couldn’t help it.

The aftermath wasn’t his favorite, for obvious reasons. But this?
The way James’s knuckles felt as they slammed into his gut?

It made him clench his teeth.

Hollis was good at dodging—adrenaline always slowed down
time, so he had the leisure of watching punches slice through the air. Hollis
had taken enough hits in his life that he’d gotten good at making them
miss. It wasn’t like James was a slouch at this though; he was a haymaker
for sure.

James’s face twisted with rage, eyes darkening. The corners of
Hollis’s mouth ticked up.

Most of the time, when people fought Hollis, they were yelling at
him too. But James was silent as he slammed his fist, sharp and violent,
under Hollis’s chin, cutting Hollis’s smirk off. His head was still tilted,
face warming in the midday sun, when James backhanded Hollis hard
enough that his shoulder met pavement.

It felt real good to lie there for a minute.

James didn’t even give him a second to breathe. He scraped Hollis
off the ground, pinned him to the brick wall. Slotted close, thigh to chest,
he shoved his broad hand across Hollis’s throat. James pulled his arm
back, biceps bunching with muscle to continue punching Hollis in the
head, and Hollis realized at once that he couldn’t take it.

He flinched, closed his eyes. Waited for his vision to explode in
red and yellow, but the hit never came. When he got the courage to look,
James was staring back at him hard.

Target Text
Tomic

Tostic 3aBX ¢ MOCMiXaBcsl, KOJIM Take TPAIUIIIOCS, i HIYOTO HE MiT
3 [IUM BJISITH.

SlcHa pid, HACHAKKM HE TPUHOCHIM HOMY 3aJ0BOJICHHS. AJe
BITUyTTsI, KOJIM Kyinaku J[»eliMca Bpi3aiucs MOMY B JKHUBIT... 3MYIIyBaJo
3yOH MIITHO CTUCKATHUCS.

Tomic qoOpe BMIB YXWIIATHCA BiJl yaapiB: aipeHalliH 3aBKIu HIOU
CTOBIJILHIOBAB Yac, TOX BiH Ml CIIOKIHHO CIIOCTEpIiraT, SIK KyJIaKd
PO3CIKalTh MOBITPS. 3a CBOE KUTTS BiH OTPUMaB JOCTAaTHHO CTYCAaHIB,
o0 HaBYUTHUCS IIbOMY sK ciia. Brim, [keiimce crabakom noctoty He OyB
— CHJIM B HBOTO BHCTAYalIo.

Horo obsmyus MEPEKOCUIIO BiJ[ JIFOTI, OIS TMOTEMHIIIAB, a Ha
rybax ['omtica 3arpajia mocmiiika.

3a3Buyaii mig yac Gifiok Ha [ommica me i kpuvanu. Ane [[xelimc
MOBYaB — JIMIIE PI3KO 1 JIIOTO Bpi3aB HOMYy KyJakoM Yy HiaOopiazs,
CTHparo4H ycMilKy 3 oonuuysi. ['onosa ['ommmica Bce mie Oyna HaxujeHa, a
00MYUs TPUTOCS B TOJIYAEHHOMY COHII, Ko J[eitMc BaapuB MOTO Tak
CHJIBHO, 1110 BiH T€lHYyBcA IuiedeM 00 achabt.

Byno Tak nprueMHO MOJIeKATH XBHIIMHKY.

Ane Jlxeiimc He 1aB oMy i CeKyHH, 100 nepeBecTu noaux. Bin
nigHsaB [omnica Ta MTOBXHYB /10 HEVISTHOI CTIHU, HAOMU3UBCS YIPUTYIT Ta
CTHCHYB HOro TOpJIO LIMPOKOIO JoJOHEr0. BinBiB pyKy Hazaa — M s34
HaNPYXXIINCh, TOTYIOUNCH 3aBIATH IIIe OJHOTO yrmapy. I B Ty camy MHTB
Tomic 3po3ymiB: Oijibllie HE BUTPUMAE.

Bin 3apurHyBcs, 3amumiomuB o4l M 3aBMEp, YEKAIO4H, IO Tepe
O4YMMa ClajJaxHyTh YEpBOHI i »KOBTI ickpu. Ta 3amicTh ynapy — HI4OTO.
Komu Tommic HapemTi HaBaXUBCS PO3IUIIONIUTH 04i, J[XeiimMc TUIBHO
JMBHMBCSI HA HHOT'O, a TOTIM BIJIMYCTHUB 1 criocTepiras, sik KomiHa [omrica



Then James let him go. Watched Hollis’s knees buckle without his
support, saw the heels of his boots skid in the gravel, pathetic. But he
didn’t mock Hollis, or tease.

“Leave me alone,” James said instead. Pulling his backpack onto
his shoulders. “You don’t always have to be such a dick.”

Boy

Hollis Brown looked up.

Annie was staring at him, blocking out the sun.

He scrubbed the back of his hand across his face, smearing the
blood beneath his nose.

Annie’s frown got deeper.

“I didn’t do anything.”

She rolled her eyes. “You can’t possibly expect me to believe that.”

“Oh come on! There’s nothing I could say that would hurt more
than James Miller’s right hook. He almost broke my fucking jaw.”

Annie opened her backpack and pulled out her roll of Hello Kitty
BandAids. She wiped his cuts roughly, spraying them with antiseptic, then
she pressed a kiss to the scrape across Hollis’s knuckles.

“Maybe if you bitched at him less, your jaw wouldn’t be almost
broken,” she snapped, merciless. “Yulia isn’t going to be happy.”

Hollis let himself fall gently back until he was flat on the pavement
again.

The thing about being friends with only girls was that they held
him accountable for his actions. He got scolded and berated and pushed
to be better. But he also got Band-Aids. Even kisses sometimes, if he
played his cards right.

Annie sprayed antiseptic all over his face, then chucked the bottle
at him hard enough to hurt.

M1 IKOCUJIUCS 06€3 MATPUMKH, 6a4uB, SIK M1A00PH HOro 400IT MPOCIU3HYITN
rpaBiem. JXamrorinHe BujoBuile. Alle BiH HE IVIy3yBaB i HE JPaKHHUB
Tomica.

— 3anui MeHe y CIoKoi, — cka3aB J[>keiMc, 3aK11al0uu PIOK3aK
Ha miede. — He Tpeba Oyt TaKuM KO3JI0M.

XJIOIMYHUK

Tommic Bpays migBiB moOmIsI.

EnHi BUTpimanacst Ha HbOTO, 3aTYJISIOYH COHIIE.

Bin mpotep o0nu4ust TWIBHUM OOKOM JOJIOHI, pO3Ma3aBIIN KPOB
1T HOCOM.

Enni me O6ibie HAXMypHIIach.

— S He 3poOMB HIYOTO TAKOTO.

Bomna 3akotuna odi.

— Tu x He gymaen, 1o s B 11e NOBIpr0?

— Ta romi Bxe! Himo He Moxe 3aBmaTth OLIBIIOr0 OO0, HIK
npasuit xyk /Dxeiimca Minnepa. Bin neap He 371aMaB MeHi OiCOBY IIeJIery.

EnHi Bigkpuia pIOK3aKk Ta JicTala Nadyky IUIacTHpiB 13
300paxennsm «Hello Kitty». HeokoBupHo nporepna Horo po3cideHHs,
00poOuIa aHTUCENTHKOM, a MOTIM TOLITyBala MOAPANHUHY Ha KiCTOYKaX
TaJIbIIIB.

— MoxnuBoO, sIKOM TH MEHIIIE JI0 HbOTO YiIJIsABCs, 1 menena Oymna 6
1ia, — O6e3xanbHO Biapizana BoHa. — s Oyzie He B 3aXBari.

Tonmic M'ako BiAKMHYBCSI Ha3all, JOKUA 3HOBY HE BHIIPOCTaBCS Ha
TpOTYyapi.

[TpobGnema apyxOu TUTBKH 3 AIBYaTaMH MOJIATala B TOMY, III0 BOHU
3MYyITyBaJIM WOTO BiAMOBIAATH 3a CBOT BUMHKH. [oJutica cBapuiu, JIasiu i
3MYIIYBaJIM CTaBaTH KpamuM. AJie BiH TaKOX OTPUMYBaB IUIACTHPI, a 1HOAI
1 IOLUTYHKH, SIKIIO MPaBUILHO PO3IrpyBaB KapTH.

Enni obnpuckana fioro o6auydsi aHTUCENTUKOM, a MOTIM CHIIBHO
XKOypHyJIa B HHOTO TUISIIKY.



Annie

Annie and Hollis lived next door to each other and walked to
school together every day.

It was the only reason someone like Annie had become his friend
in the first place.

Hollis was fine, but Annie was cool. She cut her hair herself and
made her own clothes and jewelry. She had big brown eyes, wide sharp
shoulders, and cheeks that flushed pink in any season.

She was the school photographer, so Annie knew everyone. She
dated guys from student council, guys on sports teams, guys who did
mathletes, guys who smoked weed and thought they were cool, no social
group seemed off-limits.

She was the kind of girl who could sit down at any lunch table and
no one would look at her sideways. Annie Watanabe could do it all. But
instead, she was there. Right beside Hollis, always.

Scream

Yulia Egunyemi leaned against her Dodge Challenger and waited
for Annie and Hollis to stumble across the parking lot. Hollis wasn’t
heavy, but Annie was small, and he had at least a foot on her. His long arm
dangled over her shoulder, welts turning vivid and red.

“You’re such a dumbass, Hollis,” Yulia shouted when they got
close enough to hear.

“It was James Miller,” Annie yelled back. “Hollis won’t tell me
what he said to him, so I’m sure it was awful. As usual.”

Yulia helped Annie shuffle Hollis inside so he could lie across the
seats on his stomach. Then she slapped the back of his calf hard.

“Ow! Fuck!”

Enni

Enni ta Tommic kxunmym mo CycCiACTBY W HIOAHS XOAWUIH Pa3oM [0
IIKOJIH.

Ile Oyna enuHa mpUYMHA, YOMY Taka JiBYMHA, sk EHHI, cTana foro
HOZIPYTOIO.

Tommic OyB 3BHMUaitHUM XJ10M1IEM, @ OT EHHI Maa 0coOnuBuii mapmM.
Bona cama crpuriia co0i Bostocesi, njIa OAAT i BUTOTOBIISUIA IPUKpacu. Y
Hel Oyl BeNMKi Kapi odi, IMUPOKI TOCTPi IUieyi Ta IIOKH, sIKi B Oyab-AKy
MIOTOJly IOKPHBAJIHCS PYM'SIHLIEM.

Bona Oyna mkinpHOIO QoTorpadguHero 1 came ToOMy 3Haia
abcomoTHO ycix. EHHI 3ycTpivanacs 3 XJIONISMHU 3 YYHIBCHKOI paju, 31
CIIOPTUBHUX KOMaH]I, 3 MAaTEMaTUKaMH, 3 TAMH, XTO KypUB TPaBy 1 BBa)KaB
ce0e KpyTHM — BOHA BCIOAM OyIa CBOEIO.

Bona Oyna Ti€ro MiBUMHOIO, SIKa MOIVIa CICTH 3a OyIb-sIKHI CTiI B
iganpHi, ¥ HIXTO He noauBUBCA O Ha Hel koco. Enni Batanabe Moria Bce.
Aute 3aMicTh IbOTO BOHA Oyia TyT — mopyd i3 [omuticoMm, 3aBxIu.

Kpux

Ons Erynpemi npurtynumnacs o cBoro «Jlomx Yemnenmxepa» i
yekana, 1oku Exni Ta Tomutic migidayte. [ommic He OyB Kpeme3HUM, aie
nopyd4 3 HUM EHHI 31aBanacs 30BCiM KpUXITHOIO — BiH OyB BUIIUI Maiixke
Ha roioBy. oro noBra pyka 3Bucana 3 ii meda, a CHHII HaGyIH ACKPABOTO
YEePBOHOTO KOJIBOPY.

— Twu Takuit 6oBayp, l'omice, — kpuknyna FOuns, moifHO BOHU
HITIHAIIA OJIIDKYE.

— e 6yB I>xeitmc Minmnep, — Bianosina Exni.

— Tonnic He Xoue ka3aTH, 1110 caMe BiH HOMY HaroBOpHUB, alie s i
TaK 3HaI0 — Hi40ro 100poro. Sk 3aBxau.

HOns momomorna EHHI 3aTATHYTH XJIOMIS BCEPEIUHY aBTIBKH —
TaK BiH MIr JISITTH )KMBOTOM Ha cufiHHsA. [10TiM CHIIBHO Boapuia HOro mo
JINTIL.



“Shut up.” Yulia slammed the door.

She hopped in the front of the car, turned on the ignition, and
squealed out of the parking lot.

“Where are we going?” Hollis griped.

“Urgent care. I heard that James got a scholarship for mixed
martial arts. Who knows what he rattled around in there.”

“I’m fine, just take me home.”

“No!” Annie shouted.

“I’ll pay the fucking copay, but you owe me,” Yulia snapped. “I
don’t care if you don’t have any money—figure it out.”

Hollis stayed miserable and quiet until they pulled in to the urgent
care parking lot. Yulia sucked her teeth in disgust as they helped him into
one of the waiting room chairs.

Annie settled down beside him while Yulia handled the bill. She
plucked at the thread from a hole in his jeans.

Yulia

Even though he had known Annie longer, Yulia was Hollis’s best
friend. She got him in every way there was to get someone. They just
clicked.

Yulia was tall and very dark, like a supermodel. Eyes slender and
lionlike, a jaw sharp and glamorous. She dressed like she was going to a
casting and didn’t let the stares stop her. She took to farm culture in furs
and thigh-high tights. The only reason Yulia wasn’t the most popular girl
in school automatically was because she was the kind of New York chic
that small-town people didn’t like. Plus, her and her family were the only
Nigerian immigrants for miles around.

— Ait! Tpscus!
— Ta 3amoBkHM, — s rprokHyna 1Bepuma.

Bomna 3ackounsia Ha nepeiHe CUAIHHS, 3aBelia aBTO 1 3 BUCKOM IIMH
BHiXaJa 3 MapKiHTYy.

— Kynu mu inemo? — OypxuyB [ omic.

— Jlo TpaBmnyHKkTy. S uyna, mo J[keiiMC OTprMaB CTUIICHIIIIO 3a
3MilIadi 00KMOBI MUCTENTBA. XTO 3HAE, 110 BiH TaM TOO1 OB1AOMBAB.

— $1 B mOpsAKY, IPOCTO BiJIBE3W MEHE JIOIOMY.

— Hi! — xpuknyna EnHi.

— S 3arutady 3a 1ei TBif KIATHI npuiiom, ae Oyzient MeHi BUHEH,
— rpumMuyna lOna. — Meni Oaiigyxe, mo y tebe Hemae rpome —
BHPIIIH SKOCh CaM IO TIpo0iIeMy.

Tommic 30epiraB moxmMypuil 1 MOBYa3HUUN BUIVISIA, JOKH BOHU HE
mig'ixand 1o mapkiary Oins TpaBMITyHKTY. PO 3 OTHI0I0 CKpHBHIIACS,
JIOTIOMararo4y HOMy CiICTH Ha OJIUH 31 CTUIBLIIB Y 311 O4iKyBaHHSI.

Enni ciyia mopyd, BACMUKHYBIIIM HUTKY 3 IIPKU B HOTO JDKHHCAX, &
HOns TM yacoM 3aiiHsATIacs OIJIATOO.

Onsa

Xoua l'omic 3HaB Enni nosuie, came FOnsa Oyna Horo HalKparoro
noapyroto. BoHa migTpuMyBana #oro y BChOMY, TOX MiX HUMH OApa3y
BUHUKJIO TTOPO3YyMIHHS.

Bucoka ¥ Hampodyn cmamisiBa, MOB cymnepmonenb, Oms mana
BY3bKi, MO-JIEB’SIUOMY XHXKI1 04l Ta TOCTPE, apUCTOKPATHUHE MiI00P1II.
Bona oxsramacs Tak, HIOM WINJa Ha KACTHHI, 1 HE 3Bajkalla Ha ITOIISIA
iHImMX. HaBiTh 10 CIIBCHKOTO JKUTTS BOHA MPUCTOCYBAJIACS MO-CBOEMY —
y XyTrpi Ta maHyoxax. €auHuMm, mo 3aBaxano IOm crartu
HANMONyJIAPHINIOI AIBYMHOIO B HIKOJI, OyJ0 Te, IO i HBIO-HOPKCHKHIA
IIMK HE MPUMNaB A0 AyIIl MEIIKAaHISIM MaJeHbKoTo MicTeuka. Jlo Toro X, il
poavHa Oynu €IMHUMH HIrepilicbKMMH IMMIrpaHTaMH Ha 0arato Mujb
JOBKOJIA.



A trust fund angel like her shouldn’t even be in a podunk place like
this.

Her pa was a real estate developer who moved their family to town
to work on a nearby housing development. They were supposed to have
stayed for just a year, but the project was taking longer. All projects near
Rose Town did.

So here she was, three years in. Trapped with the rest of them.

Gray

Hollis had nothing fractured and nothing broken, just bruises and
burst vessels and shame. Annie and Yulia bundled him home, fast as holy
chariot.

Yulia agreed to be paid back in bread and demanded Hollis bake it
for her by the end of the week.

Annie helped Hollis into his house and put him to bed. She scraped
her acrylic nails across his cheek, soft, while he held himself together.

Hollis watched them leave.

He waited until he heard the sound of Yulia’s car peeling out of his
driveway to cry.

Rot

Hollis didn’t know any other way to be.

He had a temper. Not the kind that makes you lash out at your
friends and family. But . . . his mouth got away from him. You couldn’t be
like that when you were like him. It bucked the social order.

He wasn’t a loser. But if someone popular asked to copy his
homework, he shouldn’t just snap “Go away” at them if he didn’t want
problems. If he missed a shot in gym and one of the jocks called him

Taka kpacyHsl, IK BOHa, B3arajii He Maja O ONWHUTHCH y TaKid
DITYIINHI.

[i 6ateko OyB 3a0yJOBHMKOM, SKMil TepeiXaB 3 POIMHOIO IO
MicTeyKka, 100 MpautoBaTd HaJ OyIiBHUITBOM HOBOTO >KHUTJIOBOIO
KOMIUTEKCY. BOHU MaJiy 3aJIMIIIMTUCS JIUIIE HA PIK, aJIe IIPOEKT 3aTSTHYBCS.
Sk 1 Bci mpoekTn moomusy Poys-Tayna.

I ock BOHA TyT, B)KE TPU POKH. Y MACTII pa3oM 3 yciMa IHITUMH.

Cipwit

VY Tomrica He Oyno aHi MEpeIoMiB, aHi TPIIMH — JIMIIE CHHIII,
JIONHYTI cyauHU Ta copoM. EnHi #f FOust, MOB HaBIXKeH1, IOCHIXOM ITOBE3JIH
KOro JI010MY.

KOns moromunacs otpumatu OGopr xmibom 1 Bemina [ommicy
criekTd OyXaHelb /0 KiHIISI THKHS.

EnHH1 omnomora XJIomnio 3ailTy 10 OyAUHKY 1 BKJ1ana HOro B JT1KKO.
Bona HiXKHO TIpoBeja HAPOIICHWMH HITTAMHU IO HOTO IO, NMOKU BiH
HamaraBcsl TpUMaTu cede B pyKax.

[omric MOBUKM TUBUBCS M YCIiJI, TIOKM BOHU HE 3HUKIH 3 HOTO
0TS 30DY.

I nume nouysmmn, sk MammuHa FOm 3 peBoM moixana 3 HoOro
NOJBIp s, BIH JJO3BOJIMB €001 3aIIakaTH.

I'aurta

lomutic mpocTo He BMIB 1HAKIIIE.

Y Hporo OyB 3amanbHuUM Xxapaktep. He Ttakuii, mo 3mymrye
3pUBaTUCS Ha APY3iB 1 POAUYIB. AJle... IHOAI SI3UK BUIIEPEIKYBAB TYMKH.
TakumM, siK BiH, TaK MOBOJUTHCS HE MOXHA — 1€ CYNEPEUnsIO HENIACHUM
MpaBUJIaM CYCIJILCTBA.

Tommic He OyB HeBnaxorw. Ta SKIIO XTOCh MOMYJISPHHUM MPOCUB
CIHcaTy JIOMalllHE 3aBJaHHs, HEe BapTo Oyino orpusarucs: «Bimuenucey,
SKIIO He XOTiB mpobiem. Skio [ommic He Biay4aB y i Ha Qi3KYyIBTYpi i
SKHUICh Ka4OK KUAAaB oMY BCIi (ppa30uKy Ha KIITAIT «PyKU-KPIOKW», HE



“butterfingers,” he shouldn’t whirl on them and ask about their parents’
divorce. But he did.

James Miller was tall, blond, popular, and had about fifty pounds
of muscle on Hollis.

Hollis told him he was going to die in this town.

No one’s parents had much money for college, very few people
figured out how to leave, but James was trying and trying hard. Punching
Hollis into a brick wall a few times was the correct response to hearing
his greatest fear tossed right in his face.

Annie was right, he was an asshole.

Not to her and Yulia, of course, but the fact remained.

Hollis turned on his side and coughed hard. He swallowed his own
blood, wiped his tears on his sheets.

It was ironic though. That James was so scared of never leaving
this place, when Hollis was sure he’d make it out.

Hollis would have to stay though.

His bones belonged to this soil.

Home

They lived in a forgotten American dreamscape. A sliver cut from
time.

There were other towns like it: coal towns, lumber towns. Places
of Industry left to rot when some factory everyone worked at boarded up
or government investment ran dry. Where people put down roots and built
homes and schools and churches. Lives dependent on work.

An economy dependent on work.
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BapTOo OyJO PIi3KO po3BepTarucs ¥ OWTH 1O HalbOomoUimoMy —
HaNpUKIaj, 3ragyBaTH PO PO3Ny4YeHHsS Woro OarbkiB. Ajne [omtic came
TaK 1 poOuB.

Jbxeiimc Minep OyB BHCOKHMM, CBITJIIOBOJIOCHM, MOIYJSIPHUM 1
Ba)XUB MOHalMeHIe Ha S0 ¢yHTIB OLIbIIIE 32 HHOTO.

Tommic ckazaB oMy, 1110 TOM TOMpPE B IbOMY MICTEUKY.

VY Ounmbmocti 6arbkiB He Oy/nO JOCTaTHBO TPOIICH Ha OIUIaTy
HaBUAHHS Yy KOJIEDKI Ta Majio KOMY BJIABAJOCS BHUPBATHUCS 3BiJCH, aje
JlxeliMc HamaraBcs 3 yCiX CHIL.

Tox, Ha nmymxy JDkeiimca, Kinbka pasziB Brarutu lommica 06
LUEMIsIHY CTiHy Oyno IIJIKOM BUIPABOAHO, agke HoMy NpPSAMICIHBKO B
o0MyYst cKa3aiu Mpo Horo HalOUIBIINK CTpax.

Enni mana paniro — J[xeiiMc 6yB TOKHUABKOM.

lompaBna, He mo BigHOmEeHHIO a0 Hei Ta lOmi, ame dakr
3anumaBcs (aKkToMm.

Tomtic mepeBepHyBCs Ha OiK 1, CHIIPHO 3aKAILISBIIHCH, IPOKOBTHYB
KpOB Ta BUTEP CIbO3U 00 MPOCTUPAJLIO.

I Bce x curtyaris Bunisigana iporiuno: Jxemc Tak O0sBCs HIKOJIN
He BHOpaTucs 3 IbOro MicTeuka, Toal Ak ['omiic OyB yneBHeHui, o ifomy
1€ BIACThCA.

Ta iomy 1OBENETHCS 3aTUILIUTUCS.

Kictku 'omica Hamexanu mii 3eMiIl.

Him

3naBanocsd, BOHM JKWIM B 3a0yTid aMepUKaHCBKIA Mpii —
BIJIPI13aHOMY BiJl PELLITH CBITY IPOMIXKKY Hacy..

bynmu # iHmi momiOHI MicTedka: MIAaXTapChKi, IEepeBOOOPOOHI.
[IpomucnoBi MicTa, 3anuileHi 3aHenaaaTH, koimu ¢abpuka, Ha SKii

MpaIoBaIM  BCl MEMIKAHIl, 3a4MHsUIach a00 JAepiKaBHI 1HBECTHINT
BUYepnyBaiucsa. Miclis, 7€ IO MyCTHIIN KOPiHHS, OOy yBajIu JOMIBKH,



Most of these kinds of towns eventually died. The young moved
away, the elderly expired, and the wind turned their houses into wood and
stone sculptures.

That was the best-case scenario. The worst-case scenario was a
town full of hungry people. Parents driving hours to other cities for work,
paint peeling and metal rusting, time slowing and slowing until it stood
still.

Good enough to keep things going. Not enough to ease anyone’s
suffering.

Just enough that people refused to move away.

They stayed, caught. They died there.

Hollis understood why it chilled the sweat on James’s back.

Broad

Hollis peeled himself out of bed and wandered downstairs. He
could smell spaghetti sauce from his room and now he was hungrier than
he felt hurt.

His ma was on the couch burning through another episode of The
King of Queens. Mrs. Brown was red-haired, broad-shouldered, and fine-
boned like a bird. Pretty in a way that time couldn’t snatch, and Hollis
looked too much like her.

She caught his eye as he passed through the living room to the
kitchen and whistled low.

“You’re not staying home tomorrow.”

“Yeah, yeah,” Hollis mumbled. “I gotta bake Yulia some bread
later; she handled my copay. You need the oven?”

“What flavor are you doing?”

Hollis opened the pantry and scanned their jars and packages.
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KON Ta HEPKBH. IXHi KUTTS 3aleXaly Bif poOOTH — TaK caMo fK i
EKOHOMIKa.

3pemTor0 OUIBIIICT TMOMIOHMX MICTEUOK BHMEpIU. Momoab
BHiXaia, JITHI JIOAM MIOUIA JO Kpamoro CBITy, a BITEP IMOCTYIIOBO
MIEPETBOPHB 1XHI OYTMHKH Ha CKYJIBIITYpH 3 JiepeBa Ta KAMEHIO.

To OyB Haiikpamuii BapiaHT PO3BUTKY IMOMiid. A HaWripmmid —
MICTEYKO, MOBHE TOJOTHMX Jrofel. baTbku BUTpadaroTh TOIWHHM, 100
J0iXaTH Ha poOOTy B iHIIE MicTO, (hapOa JIyIUTHCS, METall ip)KaBie, dac
CIIOBUIBHIOETHCS 1 CTIOBUILHIOETHCS, JIOKH HE 3yITHHUTHCS.

[Hporo BucTauamo, MO0 SKOCh JKHTH, aj¢ HE IMOJCTIINTH
CTpaKAaHHs — JIMIIE HACTUIBKY, 1100 HE HABaKUTHCS MOIXaTH.

Bonwu 3anmmanucs — Hade B mactii. | Tam sxe nomupanu.

Tommic 3po3ymiB, yomy y JlkeliMca BiJ I[bOTO MO CIUHI MpoOiras
XOJIOIHHHN TIT.

CuipHa

Tommic wacumy BuOpaBcs 3 Jbkka W moOpiB moHu3y. Jlo ioro
KIMHATH JOMMHAB 3alax COycy O CIareTTi, i Temep rojoa My4uB HOTo
CUJIBHIIIE 32 OLTb.

Mawma cuzina Ha AMBaHI ¥ JUBWIIAcS YEpProBUIl emi3on cepiamy
«Koponpe KBincay. Micic bpayn Oyna pymoro, IUPOKOIIIEUOI0 1 BOAHOYAC
HampouyJ CTpyHKOI0. Y Hel Oyina kpaca, Ky He BIaJHUN 3a0paru yac, i
Tonsic 6yB mye CXOXKuUM Ha HEl.

Bona npuBepHyna iioro yBary, Kojau BiH IPOXOJIXB Yepe3 BiTAIbHIO
710 KyXHi, THXO CBHCHYBIIIH.

— 3aBTpa TH BJIOMA HE 3aJIMILIUIICS.

— Ara, ara, — npo6ypmoris ['omtic. — MeHi 11e noTpiOdHO CcrieKTH
xni6 qg FOni — BoHa oratwiia mii mpuiiom 1o sikaps. ToG1 moTpioHa
JyXOBKa?

— 3 AKMM CMaKoM poouTumer?



“We have a lot of sweet potatoes this year. Do you mind if I use
cinnamon?”’

“Do two loaves. One for her and one for us, then you can use as
much cinnamon as you need.”

Hollis could hear the grin in his mother’s voice.

“Who was it this time? Someone strong, looks like. You gotta stop
pissing off football players. Their love for me can only go so far to protect
you, june bug.”

Mrs. Brown was a PE teacher, and kids who played sports did tend
to go a bit soft on Hollis because of it. Embarrassing as that was.

“It wasn’t—Ugh. It was James Miller.”

“Holly, leave that kid alone. Don’t you think he’s dealing with
enough? His pa’s been using the computer lab like an internet café, so his
job search can’t be going well. And Hannah can only pick up so many
hours at the diner before she’s working a twenty-four-hour shift.”

Hollis pressed his forehead against the refrigerator.

“Okay.” He couldn’t apologize. He didn’t feel like he had the right
to cry.

Instead, he reheated his dinner and settled down next to his ma to
eat it. She brushed a hand through his hair and rubbed his back.

Brush

Hollis woke up painless, so he got ready and left.

The trains ran mostly on time, and he knew he wasn’t late. He’d
have heard the whistle from his house on the way over. The wind blew
hard, cutting through his down overcoat to chill his bones. Under his
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lomric BimuYMHUB KOMOPY ¥ OIITHYB OaHKM Ta PI3HOMAaHITHI
YIaKOBKH.

— Ilporo poky y Hac Oararo Oaraty. He mpoTu sKio s Bi3bMY
KOpHUIIIO?

— 3pobu aBi Oyxanku. OgHy i, OIHY HaM 1 TOJI MOXKEI OpaTw
CTUTBKU KOPHIIi, CKIIbKH 3aMaHEThCA.

[osutic yoBUB MOCMIIIIKY Y TOJIOCI MaTepi.

— Xrt0 1poro pazy? Cxoxe xroch cuiabHUA. ToO1 ciij nepecraTu
npatyBaté (hyTOOMICTIB. [xHst mM060OB 10 MeHe He 3MOKe BiUHO Tebe
3aXUIIATH, COHEUKO.

Micic bpayn Oyna BuuTenbkoro Gi3KylIbTypH, 1 came yepes 1e JiTH,
AK1 3aiMaInCst CIOPTOM, cTaBmuncs 7o [omtica nemro moonaxkiusime. Xou
K OM MPUHU3IUBO 1€ HE OyI10.

— Ta e we... Ex. Lle 6yB [Ixeiimc Mimep.

— Tomni, nuIIM TOro XJIOMIA B CIIOKOi. Xi0a TH He Oayulll, IO B
HBOTO i TaK BIOCTab podiaeM? Moro TaTo BUKOPHCTOBYE KOMII'TOTEPHHMIA
KJIac B SIKOCTI IHTepHeT-Kade, TOMy HOro Momyku poOoTH, MabyTb, He
HaaTo ycmimHi. A ['aHHa He Mo)ke OpaTH Oe3MeXHY KIJIbKICTh 3MIH Y
3aKyCOYHI — 1HaKIIe JOBENEeThCSA MpalfoBaTH IO ABAJIATH YOTHPH
TOAMHU Ha J100Y.

T'onstic mpUTUCHYBCS YOJIOM /10 XOJIOUIIbHUKA.

— I'apa3n, — BiH He Mir BUOaunuTuCh. | He BigUyBaB, 1110 Ma€ MPaBo
TUTaKaTH.

HatomicTh po3irpiB Beduepro 1 BMOCTUBCS ICTH MOpPYY 13 Mamoro.
Bona nmpoBena pyKoro 1o #oro BoJIOCCIO 1 Moriaauia Mo CouHi.

Jlotuxk

Tonmic mpokuHyBCs, HE Bii4yBarouu 00110, ToX 310paBcs 1 BUHIIOB
3 IOMy.

[Torsiru 31€617IBIIOr0 KypCyBasd 3a PO3KJIaJA0M, 1 BiH 3HaB, 10 HE
3ami3HIOBaBcA. SIKOM & MOTAT yxe mpoixas, [omic mouyB Ou #oro rymaok



mittens he knew his hands were turning blue, but he stayed rooted to the
spot.

Nothing else seemed to work.

Hollis’s uncle used to do this too, so maybe it was a family thing.
A gambling-with-death thing. Waiting for the train like this.

The dry leaves whispered against each other; Hollis curled his
hands into fists and closed his eyes.

Freight trains were faster than commuter trains when they needed
to be. You can’t jump on them; they’ll break your legs. If you stumble, the
wheels are like surgical knives. They could fill graveyards with the people
who have tried.

Whistle and the light. Steel against steel, the warmth of sparks and
gravity: relentless as the tide. Hollis leaned forward to taste that speed at
the front of his teeth.

The gust tossed his thin brown hair into tangles as the cars rushed
past, scented his clothes oily with smoke, and beckoned him forward
lover-soft. Even as he stepped back, heart aching.

Annie asked him once why he didn’t just jump, when she was mad
at him for doing something so dangerous.

He didn’t answer her.

Grow

The walk back took longer than he hoped. The cold made Hollis’s
bones creak, and the air was heavy and wet in the morning dew.

Annie was waiting for him. Her wide face was pinched in
disapproval. She always waited, no matter how long it took him to get
back or if he got up early and didn’t go at all.
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mie 31 cBoro OynuHKy. [[yB CruibHHMI BiTEp, 110 MpoOHUpaBcs Kpi3b HOTo
NaNbTO 1 MPOHU3YBaB A0 KicTok. loutic BindyBaB, IO HOTo majblli Y
PYKaBHUISX BXKE IOCHUHIIH, alle CTOSIB HEPYXOMO.

Himo iHmre, 3maBagocs, He JoIoMaraio.

Jsnpko Tomtica Tex Tak poOHB, TOX, MOXKIIMBO, II€ CIMEiTtHA puca.
Taka co0i rpa 31 CMEpPTIO — CTOSITH 1 YEKATH TOTHT.

Cyxe unucts mienecrtino, [omric CTUCHYB pyKH B KyJakd Ta
3aIUTIOIIUB Oi.

BanTaxkHi motsaru MommM iXaTH IIBHJAIIEC 3a MPUMICHKI, SKIIO
notpibHo. Ha HuX He 3acTpubOHen — nepenamaroTh HOru. CITITKHEIICsS —
1 KoJleca CIIpaliooTh, K Xipypriui HOXi. BoHn Moriu 6 3anoBHUTH 11
KJIQJIOBHINA THMH, XTO HAMAraBcs TaK 3pOOUTH.

I'yaok 1 cBimo. Crane 00 cTajib, TEMJIO iCKOpP 1 cujla TSHKIHHA —
HeBOJIaraHHi, SIK MPUIUIMB. [0JUTic HAXWIMBCS BIIEpE], MO0 BITIYTH IO
HIBUAKICTh Ha KIHYHMKY HOCA.

[TopuB BiTpy yBipBaBCS B HOTO TOHKE KAaIITAHOBE BOJOCCS, KOJU
BaroHu MPOMYAJIM MOB3, MPOCOYMBIIU OJAT 3aMaXOM JUMY, 1 MPUTATYIOUH
Horo 10 cebe — M'siko, Haye KoxaHelb. HaBiTh KoM BIH BIICTyNUB 13
0osem y ceplii.

Sxoce EHHI, cepasunch yepe3 Te, IO BiH 3HOBY HapakaBCs Ha
HeOe3MeKy, 3anuraja Horo,uoMy BiH IPOCTO HE CTpUOHE.

Auze BIH ¥ He BiJOBIB.

3pocranHs

Jopora Ha3aj 3aiiHsu1a OuIbIle Yacy, HK BiH IJIaHyBaB. PankoBe
noBiTpst OyJO TYCTUM 1 BOJOTMM BiJl POCH, TOX Bix xojomy B lomrica
JIOMUJIO KICTKH.

EHHi uyekama Ha HBOTo. i IIMpOKe OOIMYYS CKPUBHIIOCS Bijl
He3aJI0BOJIeHHs. BoHa 3aBku yekasa, CKUTbKH O 9acy Iie He 3aiMalio i 9u
BHUXOJ/IMB BiH y3arai.



“Don’t even bother denying it, I can smell it on your clothes,” she
snapped.

Hollis shrugged; he closed the gate behind Annie. “You’re not my
ma; you can’t tell me what to do.”

“You’re gonna get torn to pieces, you masochist.”

Hollis laughed. Annie pushed him hard from behind.

“You’re laughing now, but we’re going to be late, and Yulia isn’t
going to be happy.”

Was she ever?

Yulia was waiting for them again. Her buzzed head covered in a
flufty fur hat, puffer coat down to her ankles, in gold eyeliner and a sneer.

“We’re late,” she drawled.

It would never have occurred to her to go in without them.

Yulia hugged Annie hello and palmed the back of Hollis’s head,
pushing him through the door.

“We’re going to Pino’s for lunch. I’ll see you both out front, don’t
be late or you’ll have to play catch-up.”

“Noted,” Hollis mumbled.

Yulia stopped to stare at him. Then she scrunched her nose and
reached out to pinch his earlobe.

“You need earmuffs.”

“You buy them, I’ll wear them,” Hollis shot back immediately.

Yulia grinned.

Strange

Hollis’s pa was in construction. A lot of men were.

Hollis had his eyes and his dishwater dusty brown hair. He was the
source of all of Hollis’s blunt edges: heavy brows, stubby fingers, knobby
knees, overbite, nervousness.
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— HagiTs 1 He gymaii 3aniepeuyBaTi — BiJ Te€O€ 32 BEPCTY UyTH, —
Pi3KO KMHYJIa BOHA.

Toyutic 3HM3aB Tieunma i 3aunHUB 32 EHHI BopoTa.

— Tu MeHi He MaMa, TOXX HE BKa3yi, 1110 POOUTH.

— Tebe komuch MPOCTO pO3ipBE HA MIMATTS, MA30XICTe.

Tommic po3eMisiBesi. EHHI 3 yci€l iy IITOBXHYIA HOTO Y CIHHY.

— Twu 3apa3 cMmiemics, a Mu 3amizHuMocs, i FOmnst Oyne He y 3axBarTi.

A 4u OyBajna BOHa KOJIH-HEOY/Ib y 3aXBaTi?

KOns 3HOBY yekana Ha HUX, CXOBaBIIM KOPOTKO MiJCTPHKEHY
TOJIOBY T1iJl TyXHACTOIO XyTPSIHOO MIATKO0. [1 TOBIMii MyXOBHK CITIaaB ax
10 IIAKOJIOTOK. Ha o0imuui — 3010TaBa IMiABOAKA IS OYEH 1 3HEBAXKIINBA
MOCMIIIIKA.

— Mu 3ani3HuIUCS, — MOBUIFHO MPOMOBUIIA BOHA.

[it mikomy 6 He crano Ha AyMKy 3aiTn 6e3 HUX.

IOns oOiitnsna ExHi, # noknaBmu pyky [o1icoBi Ha MOTUIMLIIO,
LITOBXHYJIa HOTO 10 JBEPEH.

— Ha o6ig iigemo no «Ilino». [Tobaunmocs Oinst Bxomy. I He
3aIM3HIONTECS, 1HAKIIIE JOBENETHCS HAa3OTaHsITH.

— IpuiinsaTo, — npobypmortis losic.

Onsa 3ynuHmnacs 1 nomsinyaa Ha Heoro. [lotiM 3Mopmmia Hic 1
IIUITHYJA HOTo 32 MOYKY ByXa.

— To61 noTpiOH1 HABYLTHUKH.

— Kynum — "Hocutumy, — Bizgpizas [omic.

Ons nocmixnynacs.

JluBuHa

barpko Tommica, sk 1 6araro IHIIMX YOJIOBIKIB, MpAIfOBaB Ha
Oy/IIBHUIITBI.

V Tonnica Gyau TaTtoBi o4l Ta ThbMsSIHE pycsBe Bojioccs. Bijg Horo
&K — yci TpyOyBaTi pucH: rycti OpoBH, KOPOTKI Majiblli, KICTISABI KOJiHA,
HeNpaBUWIbHUHN MPUKYC, HEPBO3HICTb.



Mr. Brown left them on Monday mornings for the city and came
back home on Fridays. He didn’t like to talk about where he slept when
he was away, but the money was good enough to bear it.

He was a quiet man.

When he was home, he eyed Hollis with disappointment. He didn’t
say a word of criticism, but Hollis could just feel him wishing for more.
You don’t work as hard as Mr. Brown did and not look at your son and
wish he could be better. That your sacrifices were going somewhere
meaningful.

The promise of upward mobility.

Sports were a ticket out, and Hollis wasn’t good at any of them.
He had average grades no matter how much he studied. He wasn’t good
at painting, photography, history, or anything else, really.

He baked, but it wasn’t a hobby. Most people around town made a
lot of their own stuff. Bread, jams, pickles, preserves of all kinds.
Powdered eggs, canned chicken, penny-pinching, crust-saving. Real rural
shit.

The only reason Yulia thought his bread had any value was because
she was too rich to have learned how to make her own.

Hollis glanced up at the group of kids in the middle of the
classroom, snickering and whispering. Their history teacher always
ignored them and kept going. Everyone knew senior year was a waste of
time for some people, so why yell at them to pay attention?

Everyone who was going to college already had been admitted. As
for the rest, factories and construction sites were full of guys like them.

Guys like him.

Bone

15

Micrtep bpayn ixaB 10 MicTa y MOHEAUIOK BpaHIll Ta MOBEPTABCS
J07IOMY Yy M'ATHHUIIO. BiH He JI0OMB TOBOPUTH, /I HOYYBaB, KO OYB Y
Bi1'13111, ajie 3apo0JIsB 1OCTATHBO, MO0 1€ TePITITH.

Bin 6yB MOBUa3HOIO JIFOTUHOIO.

nepeOyBaroyn BIOMa, JUBHBCS Ha loiutica 3 pozuapyBanHsAM. He
CKa3aB OJHOTO CIIOBa JOKOpy, aje [osuric BiguyBaB: 0aThKO YEKa€ Bij
HbOrO Oinbmioro. [lpamrorounm Tak, sk Mictep bpayH, HeMOXIHBO He
CTOiBaTHCA, O TBiK cuH cTaHe KpamwM. 1o Bci mi xepTBH BeAyTh 10
94OToCh 3HAYYILOTO.

[apanTis migHATHCS BUIIE.

Cnopt OyB KBUTKOM y Kpaluii cBiT, ane ['omic He JocAar ycrixy B
JKOJTHOMY HOro Bui. MIoro oNiHKM 3ajMIIANNCS TIOCEPEIHIMHU, CKiTbKH 6
BiH He cTapaBcs. BiH He MaB XUCTy Hi 10 MajrOBaHHs, Hi 10 (oTorpadii,
Hi /10 icTOpii — Ta, 3pelTor0, Hi 10 YOTO 0COOIMBOTO.

BiH mik, ane To He Oyio ioro x00i. Y iIXHbOMY MiCTEUKY OUTBIIICTh
mofiell poousim 6araTo 4oro BIACHOPYY: XJI10, BapeHHs, COJIHHS, BCUIAKI
KOHCEpBH. SleuHMI OPOIIOK, KOHCEPBOBaHA KypSATHHA, €KOHOMIS KOJKHOL
KOMINHKU 1 X110HOT CKOpUHKH. CIIpaBXKHE CLUIBCHKE KUTTS.

HOns BBaxkasna oro X6 YMMOCH 0COOIMBHUM TILTEKH TOMY, 110 OyJia
HajATo Oarara, 1100 HABYMTHUCS TIEKTH cama.

Tonmic mIsiHYB Ha TPYNKY OIHOKIJIACHUKIB MOCEpe] aBIUTOpii, sKi
TUTHUKaIU ¥ nepemintyBaivca. Buurens icTopii 3aBKIu ITHOPYBaB iX 1
MIPOJIOBXKYBAB YPOK. YC1 3HAJM, IO AJIS JEKOr0 BUIIYCKHUHM PiK — MapHa
Tpara 4acy, TOX HaBiIllo 3MYIIyBaTH iX ciryxaTu?

Ti, xT0 30MpaBcs BCTyHaTu 10 KOJEKY, BXkKe OyiIM 3apaxoBaHi. A
st pemtd — (Gabpuku i OyIiBHHUITBA, 1€ ¥ 0€3 TOrO MOBHO TAaKUX, 5K
BOHH.

Takux, K BiH.

Kictak



They caught up with Annie out front, and Yulia drove them both
out to Pino’s for lunch.

It was a horrible family-owned Italian American greasy spoon,
with only two seats inside and an owner who yelled if you asked for
substitutions.

Annie got marinara chicken fries, Yulia went for an eggplant parm
burger, Hollis ordered mozzarella sticks, and they parked in a lot nearby.

Annie rolled down the window and flopped her legs out the door.

“I’m breaking up with Jorge,” she announced.

“What did he do? Breathe wrong?” Yulia didn’t like Jorge. She
didn’t like any of Annie’s boyfriends; Hollis wasn’t sure if she liked guys
at all. They didn’t talk about it.

“He’s too possessive,” Annie continued, biting a fry ferociously.
“He keeps wanting me to go places with him that are clearly group
hangouts and not talk to anyone else but him. What’s the point of going to
a party if you only get to talk to one person?”

“That sounds like regular boyfriend stuff,” Yulia said. “That’s what
having a boyfriend is like, probably.”

Annie groaned and kicked her toes a bit. “Why can’t a guy just act
normal and hang out normally?”

Hollis gazed at the back of Annie’s neck through the slats in the
car seat headrest.

He could act normal and hang out normally. But if Annie had
wanted him, she would have done something about it. She’d asked out
every boy she ever dated, and they’d already known each other for nine
years.

It wasn’t going to happen.

“Did you try telling him to calm the fuck down?” he offered
instead.

Annie scoffed. “Boys don’t listen to girls when we do that. Give
me a mozzarella stick. Let’s trade.”
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Bonu naznornanu Enni 6ins Bxoxy, 1 FOns mosesna ix Ha o0ix 10
«I1iHO» — *XaxJIMBOI CIMEHHOT 1TaJiiicCbKO-aMepUKaHCHKOI 3a0iraifliBKu, B
K OyJio JHIe JaBa MICIsl BCEPEIMHI, a BIACHUK KPUYaB, KOJIH XTOCh
MIPOCHB 3MIHUTH CTPABY.

EnHi 3amoBuMIa Kypsidi CTpITicH B coyci MapuHapa, FOns — Oyprep
3 Oaksa)kaHaMH 1 mapmMe3anoMm, a [oJtic — manu4kuy 3 Morapesnorw. Boru
MPUTIAPKYBAIKMCS Ha CYCITHIA CTOSIHITI.

EnHi omycTHia BIKHO 1 BUCYHYJIa HOTH 3 aBTiBKH.

— S kumaro Xopxe, — oroJsiocuia BOHa.

— Illo Bin 3pob6uB? HemnpaBwibHo auxaB? — HOns He moOwmia
Xopxe. [it He momoGaBcst xomeH xionens Exni, a [omric He OyB IIEBEH, YU
nof00aroThes 1i Xionii B3arani. BoHu npo 1e HikoJm He TOBOPHIIH.

— BiH 3aHanTo peBHUBHUI, — npojoBxuia EHHI, JI0TO Kycaouu
crpinc. — IlocTiitHO X04e, M0 s XoAMIa 3 HUM Y Ha BCSIKI KOMITaHIHChKI
TYCOBKH 1 HE PO3MOBIIsUIAa HI 3 KUM, KpPIM HbOTo. SIKMIl CEHC XOIUTH Ha
BEUIPKY, SKIIO MOKHA PO3MOBJISITH TUIBKH 3 OJHIEI0 JTFOMHOIO?

— Ile 3ByuuTb SIK TUIIOBA iCTOPIs MPO XJIOMIA, — cKazana FOms. —
MaOyTb, OCh BOHO $IK, MaTH XJIOMIIS.

EnHi 3acTorsana i Tpoxu OpHKHYJIa HOCKOM.

— Yomy xJonenp He MOKe TPOCTO OyTH HOPMaJIbHUM W CIIOKIITHO
TycyBaTucs?

Tonstic AuBUBCS HA MOTUAUIIO EHHI Kpi3b IIIJIMHY B M1JITOJIIBHUKY.

Bin mir OyTu HOpMaJbHUM 1 CTIOKIHHO TycyBaTHcs. Aue sikou Exni
1oro xoTiia, To Hoch Ou Bke 3poOuia. BoHa 3amporryBasia Ha moO6a4eHHs
BCIX CBOiX KOJIMIIHIX XJIOMI(IB, & BOHU 3HAJU OJHE OJHOTO BXKE JIEB’SITh
POKIB.

Ta 116010 1 HE MOTJIO CTATHCS.

— A TH Hamaranach oMy ckasaru, mo0 BiH, xail Ou foro 4optu
BXOITUJIH, 3aCIIOKOIBCSI? — 3allPOIIOHYBAB BiH HAaTOMICTb.

EnHi XMHKHYIA.



Hollis handed over one of his and took a chicken fry.

“Jorge was going to take me to Rose Town for that overnight sleep-
in thing. But he had all these weird rules he wanted me to follow.” Annie
put on a deep voice. “Dont go anywhere without me. You can't be in a
room with too many other guys. We’ve gotta be sleeping together alone.
You can 't wear a nightgown. It’s fucking ridiculous.”

Hollis perked up. “I didn’t know they were doing that again this
year. Last year was so crazy I figured the police would shut anything
down.”

Yulia laughed. “The police haven’t gone into Rose Town after
sundown since the 1970s. They’re not ‘equipped for haunted shit.””
“They’re not equipped for regular shit either,” Hollis muttered.

Annie turned around in her seat to face him. “Why do you ask,
Hollis? Do you want to go with me? I won’t be going with Jorge, and Yulia
1s too superstitious.”

“I don’t do ghosts and witches, anything spooky,” Yulia said,
crumpling her empty takeout bag and tossing it into the back seat. “I’'m
avoiding the family business. You guys are on your own.”

Hollis didn’t know much about it, but Yulia’s father had deep tribal
marks—slashes on his face—and was very tight-lipped regarding
anything magic. Yulia followed suit. Hollis respected it.

Annie shrugged. “Figured as much. Anyway, it’s this Friday night,
Hollis. My parents don’t own any sleeping bags—do you have some?”
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— XJIOMIIl He CIIyXaroTh JiBYAT, KOJU MU Tak pooumo. Jlaii MeHi
NaNIn4Ky 3 Mouapesnow. OOMiHANMOCS.

Toutic BigmaB it oHy 31 CBOiX, a caM B3sIB CTPIIIC.

— Xopxe 30upaBcs B3aTH MeHe 10 Poy3-TayHa Ha HIUHY BEUipKy,
ajie BUCYHYB IIUTy KyIy JMBHHX IPABUII, SIKUX S MaJia JOTPUMYBATHCS. —
Enni Brana Hu3bkwii roigoc. — He xoou Hikyou be3 mene. He nepebysaii y
KIMHAmMi pazom i3 3aHa0mMo 8e1UKOI0 KilbKicmio iHuux xaonyie. Mu maemo
cnamu pazom Haoounyi. He nocu niuny copouxy. lle x, y 6ica, CMIIIHO.

Tomtic o)uBUBCA.

— 51 He 3HaB, IO BEYipKy OpPraHi3oBYIOTH 1 ILOTO POKY. MUHYIHIA
pa3 OyB TakuM OOXXEBITbHUM, IO S AyMaB, MOJIIis HE MNOTEPIHTH
MTOBTOPEHHS.

HOns 3acmisinacs.

— Iomimist HOca He TokazyBana B Poy3-TayHi micis 3axomy COHIIS
3 70-x pokiB. BoHM HE «TOTOBI JI0 I1i€i CTpaIIHOi (HirHI».

— BoHu He T0TOBI # 10 3BUYaiHOI (irHi, — npoOypmoTiB [oiwic.

EHHI nmoBepHyacs Ha CBOEMY CHJIIHHI i MOMIIsSIHYJA Ha HBOTO.

— Yomy tu nuraem, ommice? Xowem 31 MHOK0? S He moiny 3
Xopxe, a FOns 3ananTo 3a6000HHA.

— 41 He BIpIO B IPUBHIIB, BIILOM Ta BCE MOTOPOIIIHE, — CKa3aJla
HOns, 3iM'BIIM MOPOXHIM MakeT i3 DKero Ta KUHYBLIM MOTr0 Ha 3aJlHE
CHUIIHHA.

— S He mi3y B cimeiiHi cpaBu. Bu TyT cami o coOi.

Tomutic mano mio 3HaB, ane Oarbko FOmi MaB BUpasHi TJIEMiHHI
3HaKM — LIpaMH Ha o044l — 1 OyB Jy’ke CKyNui Ha cjoBa 11010 Oy/b-
4oro, oB's3aHoro0 3 Mariero. FOmst pobuna tak camo, 1 ['omic moBakas ii
BUOI.

Euni 3Hn3ana mieynMma.



Hollis felt his back prick with nervous sweat. “We only have one.”

Yulia pushed her seat back until her head was in Hollis’s lap.

“Bring that and some comforters,” she said, closing her eyes. “Use
the sleeping bag like a bed and put the covers on top. I’'m sure Jorge will
love walking in on that.”

Annie laughed, but Hollis couldn’t bring himself to.

Yulia opened one eye and looked up at him. “Be careful. Don’t
treat that place like a game.”

“I wouldn’t.”

Yulia opened her other eye.

“I won’t,” Hollis corrected.

Flush

It was a baby crush. A thing he hadn’t fed or watered in years.

Hollis wasn’t a creep.

He knew it was probably proximity more than anything. He could
have imprinted on Yulia just as much, if she wasn’t so out of his league
and probably a lesbian.

Hollis still remembered what it felt like to be in elementary school
and look at Annie with rose-colored glasses. To feel nervous when she put
her grubby hands on him, to feel his heart jump when she giggled.

None of that happened anymore.

But there were Moments: When Annie fell asleep on his shoulder
during a field trip bus ride. Or that one time they had to share an umbrella
and she clung to him the whole walk home. When she said things like “I
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— S Tak 1 gymana. Y Oynb-sikoMy pasi, Beuipka BiiOyJAeThCs Y 1110
I'ATHUITIO BBeuepi, [omrice. Y MOiX 0aThKiB HEMA€E CIAbHUX MIIIKIB — a
y Tebe €?

Tomic Bi4yB, SIK 11O CIIMHI BUCTYTIA€ XOJIOAHUH MIIT.

— VY Hac € JIuIle OauH.

FOns BigkuHyna kpicino, i ii ronoBa onuHMUIacA Ha KomiHax [osrica.

— Bi3bMu 1010 1 111€ KiJIbKa KOBJIP, — CKa3aJjia BOHA, 3aIUTIOLIHBIIN
oui. — Bukopucraen cnampHUI MIIIOK SIK JKKO, @ KOBIPU TOKJIAJEII
3Bepxy. BnieBHeHa, Xopxe Oy/ie y 3axBaTi, KOJIH 1€ IT00AYUTh.

Enni 3acmistnacs, aock [omric He 3Mir.

HOns posmtoniuia ogHe 0Ko 1 MOJUBUIIACA HA HHOTO.

— Bynp oOepexxnuii. He cipuiimaii 1e six rpy.

— 4l Tak 1 HE poOHB OH.

Ons posmutomuna apyre oxo.

— Maro Ha yBa3i, s Tak He 3po0Iit0, — BuIpaBuBcs [osiic.

IIpunus

To Oyna pauTsdya 3akoxaHicTh. Te, MmO BIH HE TIUIEKaB 1 He
M1PKUBIIIOBAB POKAMHU.

Tomutic He OyB BUPOAKOM.

Bin po3ywmiB, 110 1e, HIBHIIIE 3a Bce, OyJI0 MOB'S3aHO 3 (HI3UYHOIO
6nmu3bKicTIO. Bin Mir Ou Tak camo 3akoxatucs B FOmto, sikOu BoHa He Oyna
HEAOCSHKHOIO 1, UMOBIPHO, JIECOIMKOIO.

Tomic mie nam'saTas, SIK y IOYaTKOBIHM HIKO1 AUBUBCS HAa EHHI Kpi3b
pOXeB1 OKyJsipu. SIK HepBYBaB, KOJM BOHA KJlaja Ha HbOTO CBOi Opy/Hi
PYKH, SIK OHUIIOCS ceplie, KO BOHA CMisiTacs.

Hivoro 3 11poro mo Tomy He MOBTOPIOBATIOCS.

Ane Oynu MomenTtu: konu EHHI 3acHyna Ha WOTO TUIedi MiJ 4ac
aBTOOYCHOI eKCKypcii. AGO TOH pa3, KOJIU iM JTOBENOCS WTH Tia OTHIEI0
MapacoyIbKOIO, 1 BOHA TyJAUIacs 10 HbOTO BCIO IOpory aoaomy. Komu BoHa
Kazajia I0Ch Ha KITalT «5 O Xoriia, mo0 XIOII...», a MOTIM TOYHO



wish guys would—" and then described him perfectly. Which was so . . .
stereotypical that it made him feel sick to even imagine volunteering.

Only the worst guys did that. Ones who lied about friendship so
they could wait for a good time to pounce.

Hollis wasn’t like that. If Annie asked him out, he would have to
ask her for time to think about it. Decide if it was worth destroying one of
the best things he’s ever had. He might even say no, in spite of everything.

But Rose Town was . . . Hollis knew there would be a Moment.

Time

Every rural locality has legends and spooky circumstances. It
comes with the territory.

Rumors get out of control; there’s never enough police presence to
figure out mysterious deaths; farmers and churches often cook up lies to
keep curious teenagers off their properties. There were lots of rotting
houses, abandoned ranches, people building weird things in the woods.

But Rose Town was something else.

It was a settlement about two miles away. Half of it was ancient
industrial-era buildings and tenements, the other half was aborted
construction projects. It was a much bigger place than where everyone
lived, with better land, closer to fresh water, and shady trees up and down
the streets that grew fruit free for the taking.

The steel mill was there. Had been bought and paid for four times
over since Rose Town had been abandoned back in the 1940s.

But no one could live in a place like that.

It takes a lot to get investors to agree that a location is haunted.
Being afraid of ghosts and ghouls was for wary townspeople, not suits
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ornucyBana ioro. Lle Oyrno HacTuibku... OaHaldbHO, IO caMa JyMKa
JTOOPOBUIBHO CTaTH MM «iJI€aIOM» BUKJIMKAJa B HHOTO HYJIOTY.

Tineku wHaticipwi xnommi Tak poOunu. Ti, XTO TPHKUIABCS
Jpy3sIMH, TIIOO0 BUYEKATH BJIAJMII MOMEHT 1 CKOPUCTATHCS HUM.

T'omutic He OyB TakuMm. SIkO6u EHHI 3ampocuia Horo Ha mooadeHHs,
BiH OM crepury MoaymMaB 1 BUPILNIMB, YU BapTO pPyHHYyBaTu OJHY 3
HaWKpaIux peden y CBOEMY JKUTTI. BiH Mir O HaBITh CKa3aTu «Hi», TOIPH
BCE.

Aune Poy3-Tayn... ['omtic 3HaB, 1o Tam Oyyne MOMEHT.

Yac

KoxHa cifbChKa JIOKaIis Ma€e CBO{ JISTEHAM Ta MOTOPOIIHI iCTOpIii.
Tak Bxe 3aBeIeHO.

UyTKH MOIMUPIOIOTHCS MUTTEBO, TOMIIIT HIKOJIM HE BUCTAYAE PYK,
00 pO3CIiyBaTH 3arajgkoBi cMepTi, a ¢epMepu Ta CBSIICHHUKH YacTO
BHUTQIYIOTh MOOPEXEHBKU, MO0 BIUISKYBATH JONMUTIUBUX IIIITKIB Bij
CBOIX AUIAHOK. Y ceax 3a3BUuil 6arato 3aHe10aHUX OyAMHKIB, TOKUHYTUX
(bepm, a B sicax JitoAau OylyBaJId yCUISK] IUBHI CIIOPYAH.

Ane Poy3-Tayn OyB iHIIUM.

Bin OyB noceneHHsM 3a AB1 Myl BiJ Micta. OiHa HOro nojoBrUHa
cKiajganacs 31 crapux OydiBenb 1 0OaraTokBapTUpHUX —OyIMHKIB
IHAYCTplaJIbHOI €MOoXH, a Jpyra — 3 HenoOyaoBaHuX crnopyl. Bin Oys
HabaraTo OLTBIIIMM MICIIEM, HIXK T€, i€ I BCl BOHHU, 3 KPAIIOIO 3€MJICIO,
OmbKYe 10 MPICHOT BOAM, 3 TIHUCTUMHU JIEPEBAMM, Ha SIKUX POCIU (QPYKTH,
B3JIOBX BYJIHIIb.

TaMm 3HaxXomuBCS METANypriiHUN 3aBON, SKUH KymyBalmu W
MpoAaBaid 4OTHUpU pa3u, Biakonmu Poy3-Tayn Oymo mokunyto B 1940-x
poKax.

Biaromi TyT HIXTO Tak 1 HE TTOCETHUBCHI.

[TorpiOHO moknacTu Garato 3ycuib, 100 MepeKoHaTH iHBECTOPIB,
o0 Miclie JIicHO mpokisTe. bosTucs mpuBUAIB 1 yNHUPIB MOIVIM JIMIIIE



from the city. So it meant something for a place so valuable to sit
uninhabited. For a mill full of machinery to lie coated in dust.

Roan

People joked about it and laughed in a way that didn’t exactly
reach their eyes.

Everyone was too young to remember the many deaths in the
1930s. But enough of the adults were around during construction
accidents through the 1950s, the disappearances in the 1970s, the terrible
fire in the 1980s, and the group of kids sent to the madhouse in the 1990s.

You couldn’t just stay scared though—Iife blunted the edges. It
was like the Sanderson sisters in Hocus Pocus, which Hollis’s ma made
them all watch last Halloween.

No one would build in Rose Town or buy a house there, and
everyone was poor because of Rose Town. But kids still went over to dare
each other to cross the city line. Or went into the houses during the
daytime and tried to stay until sundown without pissing their pants.

Occasionally, Hollis would sneak over in the morning and pick as
much fruit as he could to save on grocery money. Nothing ever seemed to
happen when it was bright outside. He didn’t go when it was overcast or
too close to sundown.

Last year a group of popular kids went to stay overnight and
managed to make it to 10:00 p.m. before someone got too freaked out
hearing noises and they all fled.

Brandon Finnegan broke his leg, and Stephanie Moore got a
concussion from falling down some stairs. But no one died, so they were
doing it again this year.
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3a0000HHI CEJIIOKH, ajie He AiI0BI JIroau 3 Micta. OTiKe, T€, 1110 TaKe LIHHE
MICIIe 3aJHUIIAIoCs MOKHHYTHUM, IOCh O3HA4ano. SIK 1 MIIMH, TIOBHHIA
MAIIKH, 110 JISKAIH ITi]T IIapOoM TTHITY.

Yanui

Jlromu KapTyBaJd 3 LIbOTO MPUBOAY 1 CMisUIMCS Tak, HIOW Lie HE
CTOCyBajocs iX 6e310cepeHbO.

Bci Oynm 3aHaaTo MOMOOMMH, MIOO Mam'sITaTH YUCIEHHI CMEpTi B
30-x pokax, aje JOCTaTHbO JOPOCIUMH, 100 OyTH CBIIKAMM HEIIaCHUX
BHITQJKIB Ha OymiBHHITBI B 50-X, 3HWKHEHBb Jroned y 70-x, crpamrHoi
nokexi B 80-X 1 BUMAJKY, KOJIU TPYITy IiTEH BIAMPABUIH 10 O0KEBIIbHI, B
90-x.

Aze 3 NOCTIHHUM CTPaXxoM JOBIO HE MPOXHUBEHI — >KUTT
3maKyBaio roctpi kytu. Le Oymo sk i3 cectpamu CannepcoH y ¢inbmi
«DoKyC-TIOKyC», SIKHH KOMUCH Ha [emmoBiH 3Mycuia iX yCiX IHUBHUTHCA
mama [omica.

Hixto 6 He OynyBaB y Poy3-TayHi Ta He KymyBaB OM TaM OyAMHKH,
1 Bci Oynu OinHUMEU came yepe3 Poys3-TayH. Ane JiTH Bce OIHO XOIWIH
TY[Y, 100 KUHYTH OJIMH OIHOMY BHKJIMK 1 HEPETHYTH MeXy MicTta. AGo
3aXOIWIIN B OyIMHKH BJIEHB 1 HAMATaJIkics MPOTPUMATHCS 0 3aX0/Ly COHIIS,
He OOMOYUBIIIHN IITAHU.

Inoni l'omtic mpokpagaBcst TyAu BpaHIi Ta 30MpaB sIkoMora OiJibIe
GpyKTiB, MO0 3a0IIAJUTH TPOUIl HAa MPOAYKTH. 3a3BUYall HIYOrO HE
Tparisiocs, KoM Ha Bynuili Oyno cBiTiIo. BomHoyac, BiH HE XOIUB TyH,
KoJIi OyJI0 XMapHO a00 KOJIM HAaOJIM>KaBCs 3aX1/] COHIIA.

MuHynoro poxy rpymna MomyJIspHUX JTiTeH milia TyId Ha Hid 1
nporpumanacs 10 22:00, 10Ku XTOCh He 375KaBCs, MOYYBLIH IIyM, 1 BC1 HE
BTEKJIH.

bpennon ®inneran Toxai 31amaB Hory, a Credani Myp orpumarna
CTPYyC MO3KY, BIIaBIIM 31 CXOAIB. AJie HIXTO HE 3aTMHYB, TOX I[bOTO POKY
BOHU 30Mpajucs MOBTOPUTH.



In two days.
Dust

Hollis went home alone. Annie had band practice, and Yulia was
in study club.

He swung by the market to pick up some baking powder and
allspice for Yulia’s bread.

Everyone had a patch of land to work here and people were
generous to their neighbors if the soil yielded. The previous year Hollis
planted sweet potatoes, onions, garlic, peanuts, carrots, turnips, and
ginger. In the summer he did zucchini, tomatoes, basil, and cucumbers.
Stuff that was easy to plant and had a high yield. They dried the garlic,
onions, basil, peanuts, and potatoes. Pickled the cucumbers and turnips;
canned the zucchini, tomatoes, and ginger.

His pa dug out an underground cellar a while ago to keep
everything. It would be a year before the family went hungry. Hollis
wasn’t the main cook, his ma was, but it was the only skill he’d been able
to pick up easily. He spent most of his time with her anyway.

Hollis made the batter extra sweet for Yulia, sprinkled it with a
little of their precious stock of pecans, but left the one for him and his ma
plain. She wouldn’t mind.

He wrapped it in wax paper, walked it over to the nicer part of
town, and stuffed it in Yulia’s mailbox so the crows couldn’t get to it.

Sweet Potato Bread

Ingredients

Y cup granulated sugar

Y4 cup brown sugar, light or dark

2 large eggs

Y4 cup vegetable oil, or sunflower or corn oil
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3a nBa maHi.
Iun

Tommic mimos gonomy cam. Enni Oyna Ha peneruuii rypry, a FOns
— Ha JIOIaTKOBUX 3aHATTSIX.

Bin 3aixaB 10 Marasuny, 00 KymHTH pO3MYLIyBad i JyXMSHUN
nepens s Xioa.

TyT y KoskHOTO OyIa IUTSTHKA 3€MITi, 1 SIKIIO BpOKaid OyB XOPOIIHM,
JIOIU LIeAPO AUTHINCS HUM 13 cycimamu. Munysoro poky [omic mocaaus
Oarar, nuOy/II0, YaCHHK, apaxic, MOpPKBY, pimy Ta iMOup. BiiTKy BiH
BHUPOIIYyBaB Kabauku, MOMiJIopHy, Oa3HIIiK Ta OTIPKU — BCE, 10 OYJI0 JETKO
CaAMTHU Ta JaBajio TrapHuil ypoxkail. BoHu cyummuin yacHuK, LuOyIIO,
0a3uiik, apaxic Ta 6arar. Oripku Ta piny MapuHyBajiH, KaOauKu, OMiJI0pU
Ta IMOMp KOHCEPBYBAJIH.

HermomaBao #ioro 6aTbko BHKOIAB JIbOX IS 30epiraHHs BPOXKaro.
Tox mpoiine mioHaMMEHIE piK, MepIl HDK CiM'S MOYHE TOJOAYBaTH.
OcHoBHuM KyxapeMm OyB He [omic, a matH, aje 1e Oyja €1rMHa HaBUYKa,
SKy BIH MIT' JIETKO 3acBOiTH. B Oyab-skoMy pa3i BiH MPOBOJAWB 3a HEIO
OUTBIITY YACTHHY Yacy.

Tommic 3po6uB Ticto st FOmi 0co6aMBO CONOAKUM, TOCUTIAB HOTO
iXHIM JIOpPOTOILIIHHMM 3alacoM II€KaHiB, aje s cebe 1 MaMu 3aJIMIIUB
TicTo 6e3 nob6aBok. Bona He Oyzne mpoTH.

3aropHyB H0ro y BOIIEHUH Mamip, MIIOB y Kpalui paifioH MicTa 1
MOKJIaB Y TMOLITOBY ckpuHbKY FOui, abu 10 HOTO HE JICTATKNCS BOPOHHU.

Xni6 3 Oaraty

Inepedienmu

Y2 CKIISIHKU LIyKpy

72 CKIISIHKU KOPUYHEBOTO ILIYKPY, CBITIOr0 a0 TEMHOTO

2 BEJINKI AL

72 CKIISIHKU POCJIMHHOT OJTii — COHSIIIIHUKOBOI Y KYKYPYIA3SIHOT



/3 cup water

1 cup cooked and mashed sweet potato
1% cups all-purpose flour, sifted

1 teaspoon baking soda

Y4 teaspoon salt

Y teaspoon ground cinnamon

2 teaspoon ground nutmeg

Y cup pecans, roughly chopped

Instructions
Preheat your oven to 350°F/180°C.
In a large bowl, whisk together the sugars, eggs, oil, water, and the

mashed sweet potato.

In a separate bowl, combine the dry ingredients (flour, baking
soda, salt, cinnamon, and nutmeg).

Add the dry ingredients to the wet ingredients; mix until there are
no dry patches of flour, but do not overmix (this is very important).

Fold in the chopped pecans.

Pour batter into a greased 8.5 x 4.5—inch loaf pan and bake for 50
to 60 minutes, or until a toothpick inserted into the center of the bread
comes out clean.

Allow the sweet potato bread to cool completely on a rack before
removing from the pan and serving.

Start

Friday came fast.

Hollis spent all night struggling over what to wear before settling
on a soft brown sweater and black trousers.

He thought about stealing his pa’s cologne but got too anxious at
the last minute.
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V4 CKIISTHKY BOOU

1 ckJIstHKa BapeHOTo 1 TOBUEHOTO OaTary

1%4 cxJIsIHKY TpOCiTHOTO OOpoITHA

1 yaitHa n0%Ka coau

Y4 4altHOT JIOXKKHU COJI1

Y2 4altHO1 JIOKKW MENICHOT KOpHIIi

72 4altHOT JTI0’KKH MEJIEHOT0 MYCKaTHOTO ropixa
Y2 CKIIIHKH TPY0O MOAPIOHEHNX TOPiXiB MMEeKaH

Inempyxyis

Posirpiiire myxoBky mo 350°F/180°C.

VY Benukil MHCLI 3MIlIalTe LyKOp, SIS, OJit0, BOLY Ta MIOpE 3
Oarary.

B okpemiii mucui 3Mmimmaite cyxi iHrpefieHTH (OOpOIIHO, COAY,
ClJIb, KOPHIIIO Ta MyCKaTHUH Tropix).

Homaiite cyxi IHTpeOiEHTH A0 piAKUX. 3MIIIyidTe, JOKH HE
3HUKHYTbH CyXi TPYIOYKH OOpOIIIHA, ajie He MEePEMIlTyHTe 3aHaITO CHIIBHO
(11e my’Ke BasKIIMBO).

Jonaiite mompiOHEH1 TOPIXHU MEKaH.

Bunwuiite TicTo y 3Maleny mMaciom ¢opmy ais xiiba po3Mipom 8,5
x 4,5 mroiima 1 Bunikaite mpotsirom 50-60 XBUIMH a00 TOTIOKH 3yOOUHCTKA,
BCTaBJICHA B LIEHTp XJ110a, HE BHii/Ie YHCTOIO.

Jaitte xi0y 3 6arary MOBHICTIO OXOJIOHYTH Ha PEUIITIIl, EePI HIK
BUMaTH 3 GOPMH 1 OABATH 10 CTOITY.

Crapr

[T'sTHUIA HacTaa IMIBHUJIKO.

lommic BClo HIY My4YMBCS HajJ TUM, LI0 OISTHYTH, a IOTIM
3YNUHUBCS Ha M'SKOMY KOPUYHEBOMY CBETPi Ta YOPHUX IITAHSIX.

Bin 3amuciroBaBcs, un He BKpacTH mapdymu cBoro 0aTpka, ajie B
OCTaHHIM MOMEHT 3aHAaJITO 3JIIKaBCsI, 1 OOIUIIUB IO 17IETO.



Hollis took their sleeping bag to the laundromat, and even skipped
visiting the train that morning so that everything would stay fresh and
good smelling.

He stumbled through the school day distracted—even lunch was a
blur. Yulia watched him with sharp eyes until the bell rang. Then she
tossed him her keys.

“Don’t make mistakes,” she warned.

“I’d rather die than owe you a new car.” Hollis opened the trunk
and stuffed his sleeping bag inside.

Yulia folded her arms. “T’ll hold you to that.”

Annie wriggled underneath them to force Yulia into a hug, then
slid into the passenger seat.

“Bye! We love you,” she shouted.

Yulia nodded sharply, then turned and started her long walk home.

Brief

It was so much.

To have Annie beside him in the quiet like this. One hand on the
wheel, one hand sweating on his knee.

Annie could tell he was nervous.

“No one is going to mess with you, I’ll be there the whole time.
You can hang out with me and the rest of the girls.”

“I don’t think the girls like me either,” Hollis mumbled as they
turned onto the highway.

“Dude, they don’t know you. Worst-case scenario, they know their
boyfriends don’t like you, and for some of them that might even be a good
thing,” Annie said. “The one thing they do know is that me and Yulia like
you, and that counts for something.”

“What do you mean?”
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Toyutic BigHIC caJIBHUE MINIOK JI0 MpajibHI Ta HaBITh MPOIMYCTHB
MO{3/IKy Ha TOi3li TOTO PaHKy, 00 BCE 3aJIMIIMIOCS CBIKUM 1 MIPHUEMHO
axJio.

Brpomomx aHs y mkom BiH OyB pO3CiSHHMM — HaBiTh 0011
IIpoMaiiHyB, Haue B TyMaHi. FOus NuiabHO CTeXuia 3a HUM, aX JOKH He
MpO/3BeHiB A3BiHOK. Toi KuHyna iioMy cBOi KITtoui.

— He poOu nomuiok, — nomnepeaunsa BoHa.

— 1 xpame nompy, Hixk Oyay TOO1 BUHEH HOBY aBTiBKY. — lomtic
BIJIKpUB Oara)xHUK i 3aCyHYB y HbOTO CBiii ClIaqbHUIN MIIIOK.

HOns cxpectuina pyku.

— CroniBarocsi, TU IOTPUMAEIICS CBOTO CJIOBA.

Enni nmpocnu3Hyna momixk HUMH, 3MycuBim KOmro o6iiHaTH 11, a
MIOTIM ClJIa Ha NaCaKUPChKE CUJIHHSL.

— bysgaii! Mu tebe m06umMo, — KpHUKHYJa BOHA.

IOns pi3ko KuBHYyna, HOTIM BiABEpHYJAcs 1 BUPYILWIA y JOBLY
T0POTY JA0IOMY.

Mutsb

e Oyno HAATO Ba’)KKO BUTPUMATH.

bytu nopyd 3 EnHi B Takiil Tumi. OnHa 10J0HS Ha KepMi, Jpyra
TMITHIE HA KOJIiHI.

Enni 6aunna, 1o BiH HEpBYE.

— HixTo Tebe He uwinarmme, s Bechb yac Oymy mopyd. Moxerr
TYCYBaTHCS 31 MHOIO Ta IHIIUMH J[iBYATaAMHU.

— He ngymato, 1o iHmmM giBuatam s nonooarocsi, — npoOypMOTiB
Tommic, Koy BOHU BHiXalld Ha IIOCE.

— Uysak, BoHH TeOe HE 3HAIOTh. Y HAWTIPIIOMY BHUIIAJIKy BOHH
3HAIOTh, IO TH HE MOI00AEICS TXHIM XJIOMIISIM, a JJIs ACSIKUX 3 HUX 1€ —
HaBiTh n00pe, — ckazana EnHI. — €amHe, MO BOHU 3HAIOTH: TH
nogoOaemics meni ta FOumi, a 11e Bxe I0Ch Ta 1 3HAYHTh.

— o a1 maem Ha yBa3i?



Annie glanced over at him. “Well. Your reputation rides on ours in
its own way. . . . People think, ‘They wouldn't hang out with him for no
reason.” They don’t know you, Hollis.”

Hollis smirked. “They think there must be something worthwhile
going on with me since you and Yulia waste all your time with me?”

Annie huffed. “They don’t deserve to know you if they think that.
I told them you’re our mascot.”

“You can tell them whatever you like,” Hollis said, fond and
indulgent.

Annie grinned.

Begin

Rose Town was beautiful in the summer. A city in a garden, trees
down every street, shade for a hot summer, birdsong.

But in the cold, with brown leaves cluttering the roads, there was
nothing to obscure the decay.

Someone had set up a garbage can fire, and people from school
were gathered around it. Hollis could see candlelight brightening the
windows of the buildings closest to the city line. They were in the town,
but just barely.

He pulled the car onto the gravel, far from where the others were
parked. In a better position to drive off if anything happened.

“You come here more often than most people do,” Annie said.
“Any of the houses your favorite?”

“I don’t go in the houses.”

Annie sat there, worrying her lip between her teeth. She bounced
her knee anxiously but didn’t get out.
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Enni nomisiHyna Ha HHOTO.

— Hy, TBost penyTartisi neBHUM YHHOM 3aJI€KUTh BijI Haoi... Jlromu
nymaroTh: «BoHu 6 He TycyBanucs 3 HUM Oe3 nmpuuuHU». BoHu tebe He
3HAIOTh, L osice.

Tomutic mocMixHyBeS.

— BoHu nymaroTh, 1mo B MeHi Mae OyTH IIOCh OCOONUBE, pa3 TH i
Ons BuTpavyaere Ha MEHE BECh CBiif yac?

Enni 3iTxHyna.

— SIK110 BOHM Tak JyMaroTh, TO HE 3aCIYrOBYIOTH 3HaTu Tebe. S
cKasaJa iM, 110 TH Halll TaJiCMaH.

— Moskem roBoputHd iM, IO 3aBrOJHO, — IMOOJTAKIMBO CKa3aB
Tomic.

EnHI mocMmixHyacs.

ITouatox

Brnitky Poys-Tayn OyB mpekpacHuii: yBech y cajy, JAepeBa Ha
KOKHIHM BYINHII, TIHB BiJ] CIIEKH, CITiB MTaXiB.

Are B XOJOAHY TOpPY, KOJHM JOPOTH Oyl 3aBajieHl KOPUYHEBUM
JIMCTSAM, HILIIO HE MOIJIO NMTPUXOBATH 3aHENa/.

XToCch po3nalivB OaraTTs y CMITTEBOMY OaKky, 1 HaBKOJIO HbOTO
CKyImYHIIUCs mKoJsApi. ['omic 6a4unB, K BOTHI CBIYOK OCBITJIIOBAJIHM BIKHA
Oy/iBesb, HAMOMMKUMX 10 MEXK1 MicTa. BOHU BCe 111 3HaXOAMINCS B MICTI,
JeNb-JIeNb.

Bin mpunapkyBaB aBTIBKy Ha IpaBii, mojail BiA IHIIMX aBTO. Y
KpaloMy, Ha ioro aymky, micli, 1100 HIBHJIKO BHiXaTH, SKIIO IIOCh
TPAITUTHCA.

— Tu npuiKIKaen Cronu yacTile, HiXK OUIbIIICTh MPUCYTHIX, —
cka3ana EnHi. — € gxuiick OyInHOK, sKMi TOO1 HailO1IbIe moo0aeThes?

— S He 3ax0mKy B OyIUHKH.

EnHi cuaina, HEpBOBO Kycarouu I'y0y, 1 CXBUIILOBaHO OCMUKYBaJIa
KOJIIHOM, aJie€ He BUXOJMJIA 3 aBTIBKH.



“It’ll be fine.”

“You don’t know that,” Annie said quietly.

Hollis reached over and tugged the sleeves of her thick sweater
down over her hands.

“We’ll take care of each other,” he promised. “No matter what
happens, I’m getting you home.”

Annie took a deep breath.

“My pa will kill you if I die here.” She laughed dryly.

Hollis reached across her lap and opened her door. “Let’s get this
over with.”

Red

By the time they made it to the others, Annie was confident again,
walking quick and sure.

Jorge was by the fire, predictably. Surrounded by the rest of the
guys Hollis would prefer to avoid: James Miller, Brandon Finnegan—Ileg
healed of course—Liam O’Malley, Alex Stevenson, and Timothy Reid.
There were a couple of girls who looked like sophomores too, braving the
cold to flirt with seniors.

“Where are the rest of the girls?” Annie called.

Liam pointed at the building next to them.

“Not even a hello?” Jorge yelled.

Annie ignored him. She curled her hand around Hollis’s bicep and
tugged him toward the light.

It was a three-story row house, formerly red paint faded pale pink
and flaking in the sun. The wood beneath had turned gray from years of
rain. Hollis’s heart jolted in his chest the instant his shoe touched the first
step, but Annie drove forward, relentless and brave.
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— Bce Oyne mobpe.

— Twu nporo He 3Ha€em, — TUXO MpoMoBHia EHHI.

Tojutic HaxWMBCSA 1 CTSATHYB PYKaBH 1i TEIUIOTO CBETpa ax J0
JIOJIOHEH.

— Mu noxbaeMo oziHe Mpo oHOTO, — 1MOo00iIB BiH. — 1[0 6 He
cTayocs, s mpuBe3y Tede A0A0MY.

Enni rmmuboko BAuXHYyIIA.

— Miii Taro Tebe BO’e, AKIMIO s TYT moMpy. — BoHa cyxo
3acMisiacs.

Tomtic moTsATHYBCS Yepe3 Hel 1 BiTYHMHHUB JIBEPIIATA.

— I1okiHYMMO 3 [IUM.

YepBoHuii

Konm Bonu miniiinmmm o inmux, EHHI 3HOBY Oyiia BieBHEHA B c001,
TOX KpOKYBaJIa IMIBUJKO 1 BIEBHEHO.

Xopxe, 5K i ouikyBanocs, cumiB 6inst Gararrs. Moro orodypamu
pemta xjonuiB, skux lommic BomiB O6m yHukaru: JDxeiimc Minnep,
bpennon ®inHeran — 3BICHO X, 13 3aroeHor Horow — Jliam O'Marni,
Anekc CriBeHcoH 1 Timoti Pin. Byno tam 1 kijbka AiBYaT, siki, Cy[s4u 3
YChOTO, TEX Oyau NPYroKypCHULSAMH W Tompu Xosion ¢uuipTyBaiu 31
CTapIIOKYPCHUKAMHU.

— Jle pemra niBuat? — 3anurtana Exxi.

Jliam Bka3aB Ha OyliBJIIO MOPYHY.

— Hagitb He mpuBiTaenics? — BUTYKHYB XOpXe.

EnHi npoirHopyBania ioro, numieHs o0xonmia 6Oiuernc lommica i
MOTSTHYJIA TOTO JIO CBITIIA.

BoHn jguBuMimcs Ha  TPUNOBEPXOBUH  OyAMHOK, KOJHCH
nogapboBaHuil Yy UEpBOHHMM KOlip, SKUHA BHIBIB A0 OJi0-pOXKEBOrO 1
nymuBes Ha coHul. JlepeBuHa mia ¢apOoro mocipina BiJ 6araTopiuHUX
noutiB. Cepue lommica 3aTpinmoTisio, IOMHO HOTa TOPKHYJAacs MEpLIOi
CXONMHKH, asie EHHI pitmyde 1 CMITMBO pyIIIHIIa BIepe.



The door slammed open against the side of the house and everyone
inside screamed, startled.

Hollis closed the door gently behind them as Annie’s other friends
rushed up to hug her hello.

“Hey, Hollis,” Lisa Damone said warily.

Hollis smiled.

Lisa grimaced back at him. She turned to Annie and said, “This
floor is full unfortunately. There’s a room or two available upstairs, so feel
free to set up there if you want. Right now, we’re playing truth or drink
until the boys come in.”

“There are some other houses lit. Are people just exploring?”
Hollis asked.

Lisa seemed surprised that he was speaking to her, but she
answered anyway. “There are a few sophomores and juniors here, and they
wanted to do their own thing. Stephanie’s boyfriend is with them.
Technically you can go into any house you want, you guys don’t have to
stay here with us if you don’t want to.”

Annie nodded up at the stairs and started heading off without him.

“We’ll sleep here,” Hollis said. “I’ll see you later.”

Ode

They walked gently on the wood. Rose Town didn’t stay dry long
enough for it to get brittle, or wet long enough for it to rot. But it would
be stupid not to be careful.

There was a room upstairs with a bed and dresser, everything set
up like the owner would be home any minute. Hollis and Annie shut that
door tight and instead chose a room that was completely empty. Judging
by the scratches and staining on the floor, it had been a formal dining room
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JIBepi 3 TypKOTOM BITUMHWIHCS, W Yyci, XTO OyB YyCepeauHi,
NepesIKaHo 3aKpUYalIu.

Tommic obepexxHO 3a4MHUB JBEepi, a NPHCYTHI moapyru EHHI
KUHYJHCA ii 00iiimMaTH.

— IlpusiT, 'ommice, — obepexHo ckazana Jliza J{eriMoH.

[ommic mocMixHYBCS.

Jliza ckpuBumnacs y BianmoBinb. Bona moBeprymacs no EHHI 1
MIPOMOBHJIA:

— Ha >xainp, neld moBepx IMOBHICTIO 3aliHATHI. Haropi € kinbka
BUTLHUX KIMHAT, TOX SIKIIIO XOYETEe, MOXKETE PO3MICTHTHCS TaM. 3apa3 MH
rpaemo y «[IpaBny uu BUNIUBKY», IOKU HE MPUNAAYThH XJIOIIIIL.

— € 11e KiJIbKa OCBiTIIEHUX OyauHKIB. To BOHHM MPOCTO XOAATH 1 BCE
po3msinatoTs? — 3anuTas [omtic.

Jliza, 3mamocs, 3nMMBYBayiacs, IO BiH 3BEPHYBCS 10 HeEl, aje Bce
OIHO BiImoBija.

— TyT € KibKa CTYIEHTIB JPYroro i TPEThOTO KypCiB, SIKi XOUYTh
3aifHATHCA CBOIMHU cripaBamu. 3 HUMHU xJjomnens Credani. B mpunnumi, Bu
MOJKETE MITU B OyJb-sIKUN 1HIINNA OyJUHOK, SIKILIO HE XOUeTe 3aJIUILIATHCS 3
HaMH.

EnHi kuBHyna y 61k cX0AiB 1 minuia 0e3 HbOTo.

— Mu 6ynemo cnaru TyT, — ckazaB [ommic. — Ilo6aunmocs
II3HIIIE.

Onma

Bonu obepexno ctynanu o nepesy. Y Poy3-TayHi cyxicTh Hikonu
HE TpYBaJia HACTUIBKHU JIOBTO, 00 JEPEBO CTaBAJIO KPUXKUM, 1 BOJIOTA HE
3aTpUMyBaJlaCh HACTUIBKHU, 1100 BOHO THMIIO. Ajie HE OyTH 00epeKHUMHU
Oyso 6 mypicTio.

Haropi Oyna kiMHaTa 3 JIKKOM 1 KOMOJIOM, PO3CTaBJICHHUMH Tak,
HIOM BJIACHUK MOXKE MOBEpHYyTHUCS Oynb-sikoi XxBuinHM. [ommic 1 Enni
IIJTBHO 3a4MHUIIM JIBepi Ta BUOPAIH IIJIKOM HOPOXKHIO KiMHaTy. Cyas1uu 3
TIOZIPSITIMH 1 TUISIM Ha T1/1J1031, KOJUCH 11e Oysia omaTHa inanbHs. I7IM013ipH0,



at some point. Probably looted decades ago before everyone was too
scared to take things.

Hollis unfolded the sleeping bag while Annie tested the windows
and the floors for soft spots. She propped up a flashlight and two packs of
batteries by the head of their makeshift bed.

Hollis unpacked the candle his ma let him bring. It was the
gingerbreadscented one she bought the previous year and hated the smell
of, but Hollis didn’t mind.

Annie was doing something by the door.

“What’s that?”

“I’m taping across the lock, so it won’t stick. I’'m not getting
trapped in this room by anyone, ghosts or otherwise.”

“Smart.”

Annie grinned. “I do my best. Anyway, do you want to play with
the girls downstairs or go on a walk? Lisa was kind of a bitch to you.”

Hollis didn’t mind.

Lisa didn’t know him; she didn’t have to be nice to him.

“Let’s walk. I could show you some stuft.”

Bow

Hollis knew it had been a mistake to come back outside the instant
they opened the door.

Jorge had clearly spent the time they took to get unpacked getting
worked up. He pushed away from his friends and charged up the porch.

“So you’re staying with him?!” he shouted.

“Dude, calm down,” James interjected, to Hollis’s surprise. Their
eyes met, and James looked away quickly, but he didn’t back down. “It’s
not that serious, Jorge.”
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ii morpaOyBaju OECSTKH POKIB TOMY — JIO0 TOTO, SIK BCi CTaJd HAJITO
HaJsKaHi, mob Opatu pedi.

Tomtic po3ctenuB craiibHUK MIIOK, a EHHI mepeBipuiia BikHA Ta
MiJUIOTY Ha HAsBHICTh MPOTHIIMX Micllb. BOHA MOKJama JixXTapuk i 1Bi
YIAKOBKH OaTaperok 011 TOJI0BH IXHHOTO IMITPOBI30BAHOTO JIIXKKA.

Tommic gictaB CBiUKy, SIKy MaMa JIO3BOJIHJIA HOMY B3SITH 3 COOOIO.
Maru Kynuia I CBiYKy 3 apoMaTroM iMOMPHOTO NEUYMBa MUHYJIOTO POKY,
asie 3HeHaBH 1A i 3amax, npote [omtica BiH HE IpaTyBas.

Enni mopmanacs 01151 ABEPE.

— o pobum?

— OOMOTYI0 3aMOK CKOTYEM, III00 BiH HE 3aKIMHUB. S HE JJO3BOJIIO
HIKOMY — aHi IpUBUAM, aHi OyIb-KOMY IHIIOMY — 3aMKHYTH MEHE B Il
KIMHATI.

— PosymHo.

Enni mocMixHynacs.

— Craparocst. [lo peui, xodenr morparu 3 AiB4aTaMH BHH3Y YH
nporyastuca? Jliza moBoauiacs 3 To000, SIK CTEpBa.

Tommicy Oyno Gaitmyxe.

Jli3a ioro He 3HaJIa, TOX HE MycHia OyTH 3 HUM IIPUBITHOIO.

— JlaBait mporymnsiemocs. S ToO1 Je1o MoKaxy.

ITokopa

[oitHo BiquMHMIKCS ABEpl, [oitic 3p0o3yMiB, 1110 TOBEPHEHHS HA
BYJIULIO OYyJ10 TTOMHIIKOIO.

Xopxe, BOYEBH/Ib, 3a YaC, IOKM BOHU PO3MAKOBYBAIM pedl, BCTUT
PO3MIOTUTHCSA. BiH BIAIITOBXHYB JIpy3iB 1 KWHYBCS J0 T'aHKY.

— To v 3anummmics 3 HUM?! — rapkHyB BiH.

— Uysak, 3acnokoiicsi, — Ha noauB [omrica BrpyTuBcs Jxeimc.
IxHi morsiu 3ycTpinmcs, 1 JlkelMc IBUIKO BIBIB 04i, ajie He BIJICTYIUB.
— Ile He Tak BXKe i cepio3HO, XOpXe.



Timothy Reid, James’s best friend, also looked very concerned.
Tim was tough, and played soccer just a bit better than Jorge did. Hollis
knew the taste of his fist just as much as he did James’s. Tim ignored
Hollis completely.

Jorge pushed Hollis hard. He banged against the door behind them,
painfully. “What’s he got that I don’t got?!”

“Leave him alone, Jorge!” Annie cried.

Hollis’s face still throbbed from James’s blows from less than a
week earlier, so, quite frankly, he was in shock. He caught James’s eye,
and for the first time ever James looked helpless. Like he wanted to say
something to Hollis but couldn’t.

“I’m just sick of this, man. Tired of being disrespected,” Jorge was
ranting.

Idiot.

“No one’s disrespecting you,” Hollis snapped. “But it doesn’t look
like anyone respects you either, to be honest.”

“Hollis, shut up,” Annie hissed. “Jorge, Hollis is just a friend. Me
staying in a room with him is none of your business. We’re not dating
anymore.”

Jorge twisted and pushed Annie too. “How could you say that in
front of my boys, man?”

“Hey!” Timothy yelled. “Don’t touch her! You can’t hit girls!”

Jorge’s face went frighteningly blank. Then without another word,
he turned away from Annie and slugged Hollis in the stomach Aard.

Hollis dropped to his knees and heaved. He rested his forehead on
the ground. This wasn’t anything like the fights he picked himself. There
was no adrenaline to save him. There was no joy in this violence, just pain
and humiliation.
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Timoti Pin, maiikpammii apyr JlkeliMca, Tako)X BUIVISIIAB JyXKe
ctypboBanum. TiM OyB MIIIHUM XJIOMIIEM 1 rpaB y GyTOOT TpOXH Kpaiie,
Hixk Xopxe. ['omtic qoOpe mam'staB yiaap WOro Kyljiaka, TaKk caMmo 5K 1 yaap
Jxetimca. Tim koM nipoiraopysas [omtica.

Xopxe cunbHO mToBXHYB ['ostica. Toit moOpsiue BnapuBcs 00 aBepi
mo3aiy.

— IIlo B HBOTO € TaKOro, 4Oro Hemae B MeHe?!

— 3anu #oro B criokoi, Xopxe! — 3akpuyana Exni.

OO6muuust Tommica Bce mie mynbcyBasio Bing yaapiB Jlxeiimca,
3aBJJAaHUX MEHIIE, HDK TIKICHb TOMY, TOX, BIIBEPTO KaKydH, BiH OyB y
moui. Bin 3yctpiB mommsan [IkelimMca, 1 Bmepiie TOH BUIVISAAB
6e3nopaaanM. HiGu XOTiB IIOCH CKa3arw, ajie He MIiT.

— Memni e npocro Habpumio, xai omy rpens. Habpuano, mo
MEHE HE IMOBaXarTh, — OypMOTiB XopXe.

Imior.

— HixTo Tebe He 3HeBaxkae, — BinpizaB [omric. — Aue, BiiBepTO
Ka)y4H, HIXTO TeOe 1 He MOBaXKaE.

— Tomnice, 3amoBkHU, — mpowmmunina Exnxi. — Xopxe, Mu 3
Tonnicom nume apysi. Te, mo s )kKMBY 3 HUM B OfHIN KiMHaTi, Tebe He
cToCyeThecs. Mu OuIbIIIe HE 3yCTpidaeMocs.

Xopxe o0epHyBcs 1 TOBXHYB EHHI.

— SIK TH MOIvIa CKa3aTH Take Mepes MOIMH Jpy3sKaMu, Maa?

— T'eit! — kpuknys Timoti. — He uinaii ii! He moxxHa OutH niByar!

OO6mnyust Xopxe HIOM 3raciio, CTaBIIM HEMPUPOIHO MOPOKHIM 1
MoTtopoutHUM. [ToTiM, He KaKyuu Hi CJIOBa, BiH BifiBepHYBcs Bia EHHI Ta
BiynuB [osutica B )KHBIT.

Toii ynmaB Ha KoJIiHa, pOTOM Xarlalouu MoBiTpsa. Bmepcs donom y
3emumio. [le He Oyno cxoxke Ha Ti OiliKH, sKi BiH caM 3ariBaB. He Oymo
aJipeHaliHy, sIKMi OM Mir Horo BpsATyBaTH. Y 1IbOMY HAaCHJIbCTBI He OyJ0
panocTi, nuiie O611b 1 MPUHUKEHHS.



“No! Fucking stop!” Timothy yelled, and Annie screamed.

Hollis could hear the sound of a struggle, then a large hand
clamped around his arm and yanked him off the ground.

“Go,” James said, thrusting him toward Annie.

“What—?”

It was strange to see James like this. Like he was scared for him,
face pinched and upset.

“Get her out of here, Hollis!” he said, pushing Hollis’s shoulder
hard, knocking him out of the shock of it all.

Annie grabbed his hand and dragged him off the porch and out into
the night. They fled down the street until the light from the fire faded and
everything was winter blue.

Annie stopped. She leaned against a rusted streetlight, panting hard
to catch her breath.

“What. . . is Jorge’s fucking problem?” Hollis gasped. “Did he just
hit you?”

“No, he was about to stomp on your head,” Annie said. “Tim
pushed him before he could, and they started fighting.”

Hollis laughed; he couldn’t help it. What a miracle. He felt around
his stomach for tender spots. It was a solid blow, but nothing seemed to
be damaged.

“Definitely didn’t think James Miller and Timothy Reid would
come to our rescue. Feels like some sort of miracle.” Hollis rubbed his
new bruise and looked up at the stars. “You remember when Tim broke
my nose freshman year?”

Annie shrugged. “Who knows why people do what they do.”

“Ugh, whatever. We can’t let Jorge ruin our night. Come on, we’re
near the pond. You’ll like it there.”

Knife

29

— Hi! Ilpununu, dopr 3abupaii! — BuryknyB Timori, a Enni
3aBepeniaa.

T'omutic 4yB 3BykH O0OpPOTHOH, a MOTIM XTOCh BEJTUKHI CXOMHUB HOTO
3a PyKy 1 MiTHSB 13 3€MJIL.

— Imn, — cka3zaB JIxeiimc, mToBxarodu ioro 10 ExHI.

— IIo...

byno auBHO Oaumtn JDkeiiMca TakkMM CTPUBOXKEHUM: HIOM BiH
XBHJTIOBABCS 32 HHOTO.

— 3abepu Ti 3Biacu, [omrice! — ckaszaB BiH, CUJIBHO IITOBXHYBIIU
lomtica B Tuieye, YUM BUBIB HOTO 3 IIOKOBOTO CTaHYy.

EnHi cxomuia #oro 3a pyKy 1 MOTSIa 3 raHKy B Hi4. BoHu Oiru
BYJIMIICIO, JOKM CBITJIO Biff OararTsi He 3racjio i BCe HE 3aHypUJIOCs B
3UMOBY CHHb.

EnnHi 3ynuHumnacs i crepacst Ha ip»KaBHid CTOBII, BXKKO JTUXAI0uH U
HaMararo4ymucs 3aClOKOITHCS.

— o... mo, opt 3abupaii, 3 Xopxe? — 3aguxascs [ oyric. — Bin
110, Te0¢ BaapuB?

— Hi, BiH X0TiB TO01 rO10BY pO3TPOIIUTH, — cka3ana Exni. — Tim
LITOBXHYB HOTO, MEPI HiXK BiH BCTUT 1€ 3pOOUTH, if BOHU 1OYAJIN OUTHUCS.

Tomtic He Mir ctpumMarucs 1 po3cmisiBes. ke nuBo! Bin oOmaras
KMBIT, IIyKarouu Ooitodi Micus. Yaap OyB CHIIBHHM, ajie, 37aBajiocsd,
HIYOTO HE TMOIIKOIUB.

— A Hisik He aymas, mo [xetimc Mimnep i Timorti Pig npuiinyts
HaM Ha jgonomMory. Cxoxe Ha sikech AMBO. [ojutic moTep CBIXUM CHHELb 1
noAuBHUBCA Ha 3ipku. — [lam'staem, sk TiM 37amMaB MeHi HiC Ha EpLIOMY
Kypci?

EnHi 3HM3ana niueynma.

— XTO 3Ha€, YOMY JTFOIH POOIATH TE, MO0 POOIIATH.

— Ta Hy, HeBaXKIMBO. MU HE MOXKEMO JI03BOJIMTU XOpXe 3111CyBaTH
HaM Beuip. XoaiMo, MU OJU3BKO 710 cTaBKa. ToO1 TaM Criogo0aeThesl.

Hix



The pond at the back of Rose Town was the rainwater-filled
aftermath of some kind of explosion. Near enough to the factory that you
could guess how it happened but deep enough that it filled anyone who
saw it with unease. It was starting to ice over in spots, the ground at its
edge was hard and dry.

The area around this industrial zone didn’t have any of the trees
that choked light out of the rest of the city. Out here, the moonlight was
bright enough to read by.

“There are wild cherry trees on the other side of the pond, but the
ground is soft and loose. It’s dangerous to pick over there,” Hollis said
quietly.

Annie sat at the water’s edge and pulled her winter hat down over
her face.

“I’m sorry about Jorge,” she said.

Annie wouldn’t meet his gaze. Hollis stayed quiet, expecting her
to elaborate, but when she didn’t, he had to ask.

“Why did you like him in the first place?”

Annie sighed. “I don’t think I did? He just . . . He showed interest
and . . . I don’t know. Saying yes seemed like the thing to do at the time.”

Hollis crouched down next to her.

“It’s okay.”

He picked up a piece of gravel and tossed it in the water. Annie sat
back so she could watch him throw another.

“I thought you would have more to say about it,” she said
eventually.

Hollis stopped and took her in. Her face was splotchy and red,
eyelashes spiky, wet: ready for tears. Her big wool coat covered her knees,
and her arms were shoved inside the torso with them, leaving her sleeves
deflated and empty.
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CraBok y npanbHiii yactuHi Poy3-TayHa, mo yTBOpUBCS Ticis
SIKOTOCh BHOYXy, OyB 3allOBHEHHWI JONIOBOIO BOAOK. BiH 3HaxXomwBCs
JOCUTH OJM3bKO JO 3aBOAY, TOK MO)KHa Oylo 3I0rajgatucs, sIK cTaBcs
BuOyx. BomHouac, craBok OyB HACTUIBKM TJIIMOOKHM, IO BUKIIMKAB
3aHETNOKOEHHS y BCIX, XTO HOTro 6a4mB. B neskux MicIisiX BiH BXKE ITOUYHMHAB
3aMep3atH, a 3eMJIs I WOTOo Kpasix Oyia TBEPAOIO 1 CYXOIo.

HaBkosno npomucioBoi 300U He Oyio AepeB, sKi 3aTyJIsUIH CBITJIO B
IHIIKX YacTHHAX MicTa. TyT Mics4HE CBITJIO OyJlO JOCTaTHBO SICKPAaBUM
HaBITh I YUTAHHS.

— Ha inmomy Oorri craBka poCTyTh AMKI BHIIHI, aje 3eMJIs TaMm
M'ska i cumyda. Tam HeOe3nmeyHO 30MpaTH IUIOAU, — TUXO MPOMOBUB
Tomic.

Enni BMocTmnacs kpail Boau U HATATHYJIa 3UMOBY MIAKy Ha
o0mryusi.

— Bubau 3a Xopxe, — ckazajia BOHa.

Enni He nuBmiacs iiomy B o4i. A Toiuric MOBYAB B OYiKyBaHHI, 110
BOHA BCE IMOSICHUTH. BTiM, BOHA I[bOr0 Tak 1 HE 3poOuiia, TOXK BiH MYCUB
3aIATaTH.

— YumM BiH TOO1 criogoOascs?

Enni 3iTxHyna.

— He aymato, 1o cnono6ascst. Bin nmpocTo... BUSBISB iHTEpEC ...
He 3Hato. Ha Toii MOMeHT 3/1aBasocst, 10 MpaBHIIbHO Oy/1€ MOTOJUTHCS.

Tommic mpuciB mopyd i3 HElo.

— Bce rapasn.

BiH migHsAB KaMiHUMK 1 KMHYB y Boay. EHHI BijcyHynacs, 1100
MOOAYUTH, SIK BIH KUJATHME I11€ OJTHH.

— S nymana, TH TpoXH OuIbIIe CKa)Xell II0JJ0 BChOTO IOTO, —
BPEIITI-PEIlT CKa3aja BOHa.

Tosutic 3ynMHUBCS | MOAMBUBCA Ha Hei. [i 06IMYYs BKPUIN YePBOHI
IJIsIMHA, a Bii 37UIUTHCS — BOHa Oylia roToBa po3IiakaTucs. Bemmke
BOBHSIHE MMaJbTO BKPUBAIO ii KOJIiHA, ¥ BOHA 3aCyHyJla PyKH BCEPEIHHY,
3aJUIIUBIIA PYKaBH MTOPOKHIMH.



“Why?”

Annie met his gaze. “I know you like me.”

Hollis froze.

There was a version of him that was screaming, horrified and
embarrassed. But it was younger than he was, and so far away.

He tossed another rock into the pond. “What does that have to do
with you and Jorge?”

Annie shook her head and pulled her hat down. “Nothing, I guess.”

Hollis pressed his lips together tight, now that Annie couldn’t see
him, and swallowed until his chest hurt a bit less.

“I know what it feels like to want to be seen,” he continued. “You
shouldn’t have to feel bad for liking to be wanted.”

Annie sniffled.

“‘Liking to be wanted . . . ,”” she echoed.

Hollis smiled despite himself.

“What about you? Do you like being wanted?”” Annie asked.

Hollis chucked another rock, hard this time.

“I can’t even begin to imagine what that feels like,” he said. “I’m
still focused on wanting to be seen.”

Annie frowned and pulled her hat all the way up.

“Do you know if Yulia . . .” She paused and swallowed hard.

“What about Yulia?”

Annie glanced at him, cheeks pinking, but Hollis just waited. He
knew when Annie needed time.

Finally, Annie opened her mouth to start. But blocks up the street,
from where they came, there was a scream.

Hollis scrambled to his feet.

Someone yelled again louder, and there was the sound of frantic
footsteps on gravel. Hollis’s heart slammed in his chest.
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— Yomy?

Enni 3ycrpina iforo nmomsiz.

— bo 51 3nar0, mo nomodarocs ToO1.

Tomic 3aBmep.

Jlecb y HbOMY KpHYaB IHIIUH — HaJSKaHUA 1 PUCOPOMIICHHIA.
Age e OyB Oro MOJIO/IINIA, JaJIEKHA BiJl HHOTO CAMOTO BiJITOMiH.

Bin xuHYB 111€ OZIMH KaMiHb Y CTaBOK.

— A siKe 11e Ma€ BiJHOIIEHHs 10 Tebe 1 Xopxe?

EnHi moxuTana roioBoo 1 HaTATHYJa KaremkoX.

— Hisixoro, MaOyTh.

Tenep, xonu Enni He 6aunna oro, ['ostic cTucHYB I'yOH il KOBTHYB,
abu IPUTIYMUTH OUTb y TPYISX.

— 51 3Ha10, fK 116 — XOTITH OyTH OMIYEHUM, — MPOJOBKHB BiH.
— He Bapto BimuyBaTH MPOBHHY 3a T€, MO TOOI MOM00a€eThCS OyTH
OaXkaHOI0.

Enni cxnumnaymna.

— «ITonobaetbes, OyTu 0axaHoIo...», — MOBTOPUJIA BOHA.

T'omstic MUMOBOIII TOCMIXHYBCSL.

— A 1061? To6i nonobaeTbes OyTH OaxaHuMm? — 3anurtana ExHi.

T'omstic KMHYB 111€ OJJMH KaMiHb, LIbOTO pa3y CUJIbHIIIIE.

— 51 HaBiTh YABUTH HE MOXY, sIK 1le, — BIJNOBIB BiH. — ] Bce 11e
30CepeKeHUI Ha TOMY, 1100 OyTH nomiveHum.

EHHI HaxMypuiacs 1 CTATHYJIa KalleloX Ha MaKiBKY.

— Tu 3naem, yu FOms... — BOHA 3aMOBKJIA 1 BAXKKO 31TXHYJIA.

— A 5o yoro Tyt IOns?

EnHi misHyNna Ha HHOTO, MIOKK TTOYEPBOHLIH, ajie [omtic Teprisue
YeKaB — BiH 3HaB, KOJIH iif MOTPiOeH Yac.

3pemrroto, EHHI HaBakuiach 3aroBOpuTH, Ta i 00ipBaB I'y4HHI
KpHK, 1110 TIPOJIYHAB 32 KiJIbKa KBapTaJliB 103a]1y, 3B1JIKH BOHU NPUHIILIH.

Tomtic cxonuBes Ha HOTH.

XTOCh 3HOBY KPUKHYB I'OJIOCHIIIIE, 1 TOYYBCS 3BYK CTPIMKUX KPOKiB
o rpasito. Cepie ['omtica 3a0umnocs B rpyasx.



“We can talk about that later. Let’s go.”
Strike

By the time they reached the group, cars were already speeding off
and the garbage fire had been put out.

Annie grabbed the sleeve of a sophomore girl running past. “What
happened?” she shouted.

“Let go of me!” The girl tore her sleeve out of Annie’s grip and
sprinted off into the night.

Hollis burst into the house where most of the noise was coming
from and nearly tripped over someone running out into the dark.

“What’s going on!” he yelled.

Stephanie was tugging something down the hall.

“Shit! Hollis! Help me, I’'m not strong enough to pick him up!”
She dragged a body into the candlelight.

It was Jorge.

“Jesus fucking Christ! What happened?!”

“I don’t know! He just went downstairs and . . . and . .
Stephanie started hysterically.

.and. ..,

Jorge was a mess of red and black, sliced all over, deep gouges on
his face, arms, chest, and legs bleeding freely. Unconscious and
deadweight. Hollis froze, staring at him in horror, until Stephanie yanked
him back to reality with another cry.

“Okay. Get the blanket from upstairs,” Hollis said. “We’ve gotta
take him to the hospital. He can ride in the back with us.” He turned to
Stephanie. “Where are the rest of the guys? How come they’re not helping
you?”

“I...I1...” Stephanie was in shock, her eyes glassy and wide. She
tugged Jorge again, but she was clearly losing strength.
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— IloroBopumo mpo 11e mi3zHime. XoaimMo.
VYnap

Konu BoHM gictanucs 10 Miciis 300py, MalliiHy BXXe BiaDKIKaIM,
a GaraTTs 3racJo.

Enni cxonmia 3a pykaB IiBUMHY-APYTOKYPCHHIIO, SIKa Mpodirana
OB3.

— o cranocsa?

— Biamyctu! — niBunHa BupBasa pykaB Ta oMyaia y Hid.

Tomtic yBipBaBcs B OyIMHOK, 3BIKHA JIOHOCHBCS IIIyM, 1 JIeAb HE
CHITKHYBCS 00 KOroCh, XTO BUOIraB y TEMpSIBY.

— o BinOyBaeThCcsA?! — KPUKHYB BiH.

Credani TsrI1a MI0CH MO KOPUIIOPY.

— Tpscus! Tomice! [lomomMoxu MeHi, s HE MOXKY HOTO TiIHATH!
— BOHA BUTAIIA TUJIO HA OCBITJICHUH CBIYKOIO MPOCTIp.

To OyB Xopxe.

— boxke miii! Illo cramocs?!

— He 3naro! Bin mpocTo ciyctuBcst BHU3 1... 1... 1... — ICTEpUYHO
noyana Credani.

Xopxe OyB Bech y KpoBi Ta Opyai, 3 Mopi3aMu MO BCbOMY TiTy U
IMOOKKMMH paHaMU, 110 CUIIBHO KPOBOTOUMIIM, Ha O0INYY1, PyKax, IPyIsaX
1 Horax. Bin OyB HempuToMHMI 1 Hepyxomuil. ['omnic 3aBMep, TUBISYUCH
Ha HbOTO 3 kaxoM, Moku CredaHi He MOBEpPHYNIAa MOro 1O peanbHOCTI
YEPrOBUM KPUKOM.

— T'apasa. [IpuHecu kKoBapY 3 Apyroro moBepxy, — ckazas [omic.
— Mu maeMo BimBe3TH Horo no JikapHi. [lokmagemo #oro Ha 3agHE
cuainss. Bin noBepuyBcs o Credani. — Jle pemra xiomnuis? YoMy BoHH
TOO1 HE JONIOMAraroTh?

— S... a... — Credani Oyna B miori, 11 04l — CKJISHI ¥ ITUPOKO
posmtonieHi. Bona 3HoBy nmotsirnyna Xopxe, BOYEBH/Ib BTpayaroyy CUIIH.

Tomtic cxomnuB ii 3a pyKy 1 371€TKa TPSIXHYB.



Hollis grabbed her arm and shook her a bit. “Go blow out those
candles,” he said gently.

She blinked at the order, then rushed across the living room to
comply.

Annie flew back down the staircase with their backpacks and
sleeping bag.

“Give those to Stephanie; help me with Jorge.”

“What the fuck . . . What the fuck . . . 7! Annie stammered.

“I don’t know, we’ll ask Stephanie later. Steph, I need you to come
with us.”

Jorge was shorter than Hollis, but he was heavy; he was an athlete.
Hollis could barely manage him with Annie helping. But adrenaline was
enough to get them out of the building, down the stairs, and to Yulia’s car.

Stephanie threw the blanket and sleeping bag down on the back
seat to protect it from bloodstains and then got in to help Hollis and Annie
pull Jorge inside.

“God, I hope he doesn’t wake up before we get there. He is not
going to be happy to learn that we were the ones who helped him,” Annie
said.

But that didn’t matter.

Hollis peeled out of the lot and left Rose Town behind.

Hush

It was 3:00 a.m. when Hollis got home.

He immediately got into the shower to wash Jorge’s blood off his
skin, used his toothbrush to get the red from beneath his fingernails.

Then he lay in bed awake until morning, hearing the echo of
everyone’s screams.

Dawn
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— Inu # 3aracu CBiYKHM, — JIariJHO POMOBHB BiH.
Bona xiinHyna ounMa, a MmoTiM modira yepe3 BiTaJbHIO, 1100
BUKOHATH HaKa3.

EHHI CTpiMronioB cmycTuiacs CXoaaMmH 3 iXHIMH pIOK3aKaMH Ta
CITAJIBHUM MIIIIKOM.

— Binnaii peui Credani it mormomoxu MeH1 3 Xopxe.

— Slkoro 0Oica... SIkoro Oica...?! — 3aikanacs ExHi.

— He 3nato, mizuime 3anutaemo Credani. Cted, TH Mael noixatu
3 HAMH.

Xopxe OyB Hwxuuii 3a lommica, ane Baxuuii, amxe OyB
cnoprcMeHoM. losutic 3ameaBe cmpomircs HWOro MiAHATH, HABITH 3
nornomoroto EnHI. Ane aapeHaniHy BHCTauujo, 00 BUHECTH HoOro 3
OymiBIIi, CIyCTUTH cXoAaMHu i goHecTH a0 FOmiHOi aBTiBKH.

Credani KuHyma KOBAPY 1 CIaTbHUIN MIIIOK Ha 33JHE CHIHHSA, 1100
HE 3aMacTUTH MOro IUIIMaMH KpOBI, a MOTIM 3ajii3na B aBTo, Mmo00
nonomortu ['ommicy Ta Exni 3aTsruyt Xopxe BCEpeauHy.

— boxe, crioniBarocsi, BiH HE TPOKUHETHCS, TIEPII HIXK MU JI0i1EMO.
Bin He 3pazie, ni3HABIIKCH, 1[0 caMe€ MU HOMY JIOTIOMOTIH, — CKazala
Enni.

Btim, 11e He MaJio 3HAYCHHS.

lomutic BuixaB 3 mapkoBku ¥ 3anuimuB Poys-Tayn mo3any.

Tumra

Tomutic moBepHyBes noaomy o 3:00 HOUI.

Bin oapa3sy x mimoB y xymi, o6 3MUTH 31 HIKipu KpoB Xopxe, a
MOTIM 32 JJOTIOMOTOI0 3yOHOT IIITKK BUYMCTHB OarpsiHelb 3-Mij HITTiB.

BinTak nexaB y KKy 6€3 CHY 10 paHKY, UyIOUM BIITYHHS BCIX THX
KPUKIB.

CBITaHOK



On Saturday, Hollis’s father was home.

Usually, Hollis had to take care not to wake him up on Saturday
mornings. After a hard work week Mr. Brown liked to sleep in as late as
he could.

But that day Hollis woke up last.

He rolled over and looked at his phone. Two texts, one from Annie
and one from Yulia.

Yulia: You didn’t have to drop the car off that early, damn!

Annie: Heard through the grapevine Jorge’s parents are
pissed as fuck.

Hollis grinned. He texted Yulia first.

Hollis: At your service princess, Imk if it needs more cleaning.

To Annie, he sent:

Hollis: U traumatized? I’m traumatized.

Annie responded right away.

Annie: I’ve never seen so much blood. That was extremely
fucked up.

Hollis: U wanna come over? Hash out the circumstances?

Annie: I woke up both my parents coming inside. I’m
grounded for the whole weekend. :/

Hollis: :/

Annie started typing, then stopped. Then started again.

Annie: Are you going to make me talk about the pond thing?

Hollis frowned. He never made Annie do anything.

Hollis: We don’t have to.

Annie: :/

Hollis: Like ever.

Annie: :////

Hollis: We can talk about it when you’re ready. I don’t mind
having to wait.
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VY cyboty 6arbko OyB yaoma.

3a3Buuaii [omtic MmycuB Oyt o0epexxHUM, 100 He pO30yAUTH HOTO
BpaHii. Ilicns Baxkkoro poGodoro TwxkHsS Mictep bpayH roOuB crnaru
SIKOMOTa JTOBIIIE.

Axne toro nus ['omic mpoKUHYBCSI OCTaHHIM.

[lepeBepHyBCcst Ha JDKKY 1 TOAMBHUBCA Ha TeJedoH.
MOBiIOMJICHHS: ofHe Bix EHHI, a npyre — Bix HOmi.

IOus: He Tpe6a Oys10 moBepraTu aBTiBKY B TaKy 0icOBY paHb!

Enni: IlogeiikywoTtb, mo 0arbkn Xopxe 10 0ica po3J/itoveHi.

[ommic mocmixHyBes 1 criouarky Hamucan FOui.

Tontic: o TBOIX mocayr, mpuHueco. I gaii 3HaTu, sAIKMO il
NOTPiOHO 1Ie MOYUCTHTH.

[Torim HanucaB Enni:

T'onic: Tebe ne 3auenuiio? bo mene — rak.

Enni Bigmosina Bigpasy.

Enni: Sl wikoam He 0aumia cTiibku KpoBi il Oyaa go Oica
HAJISIKaHA.

Tonuic: Xovem npuiiTu 10 Mene? QOroBopuTH cutTyamin?

Enni: SI po30dynuna OarbkiB, Koum 3axonmia aoaomy. Mene
MOKapaJu HAa BCi BUXiHI. :/

JBa

Tlonic: ¢/

EnHi mowana mucaru, mOTIM 3yNUHWIACS, BTIM, Takd JOMHCAIa
MOBITOMJICHHS.

Euni: Tu 3mycuimn MeHe 3aKiHYMTH Ty PO3MOBY, IO

po3104aJ1acsl Ha CTABKY?

T'ontic HaxmypuBcs. Bin Hikonu He 3My11yBaB EHHI Hivoro poOuTH.

T'osic: Hi.

Euni: :/

T'onnic: Tumy, B3araJjii He 3MylLIyBaTHMY.

Euni: :////

Tonutic: Mu Mo:keM0 MOrOBOPUTH MPO 1€, KOJM Oyaem rorosa.
51 He IPOTH NMOYEKATH.



Russet

Mr. Brown was in the backyard harvesting onions before the next
frost.

Hollis’s ma was in the kitchen washing the dishes and watching
him. She looked happy.

Things were always lighter on the weekends, warmer when his
father was home.

Hollis sliced a thick piece of sweet potato bread for himself and
spread it with fresh rosemary butter. He settled in at the kitchen table and
rested his head on his elbow as he chewed.

“I’m going to roast a few onions when he’s finished,” Mrs. Brown
said. “Mr. Allen gave us a chicken. Two of his got out and froze in the
night.”

Hollis hummed. The weather got like this when fall was almost
over— warm one day, freezing the next.

“I’ve gotta make some cheese before this milk sours,” she
continued, scrubbing hard at the pan in the sink.

“I’'1ll do it,” Hollis murmured. He tried to pick up more chores
when Mr. Brown was home so that his parents could spend time together.
Forty-eight hours a week didn’t seem long enough to him.

Hollis’s ma wiped her hands on a dish towel, then crossed the
kitchen to give Hollis a kiss on the top of his head.

“Sweet boy.”

Ghost

Hollis prepared the rennet and citric acid, then set the milk up to
boil. Cheesemaking wasn’t his favorite, it was more of his ma’s thing. But
he could make mozzarella, cream cheese, and ricotta if they wanted to
have lasagna.
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BypmtunoBuit

Micrtep Bpayn 306upas uu0ysro nepes npuiiienIHiMiu 3aMOPO3KaMU
Ha 3a/IHbOMY JIBOPI.

Mawma [omtica Oyia Ha KyXHi — MUJIa IOCY/I 1 CIiocTepiraia 3a HuM,
BUIVISIJIAI0UH [LACIIUBOIO.

VY BuxigHi 3aBxau Oyjno Jiermie, 3aTHINHIIIE, Kol OaTbko OyB
yAoMa.

Tommic BigpizaB co0i TOBCTHH MIMaTOK xJiba 3 OaraTy i HamaszaB
CBIKMM PO3MapHHOBHM MaciioM. BiH CiB 3a KyXOHHHUH CTiN i, JKyIOUH,
MTOKJIAB TOJIOBY Ha JIIKOTb.

— S migcmaxy Tpoxu nuOyIni, KOJIM BiH 3aKIHYUTh, — CKa3aia
Micic bpayn. — Micrep AsuieH naB HaM KypKy. [[Bi HOro KypKH BTEKIIH i
3aMep3JIM BHOYI.

Tomtic rmukHyB. Takoro Oyia morojia, Kojim OCiHb A00irana KiHis:
OZIHOT'O JTHS TEIUIO0, HACTYITHOI'O — MOpO3.

— S maro 3poOHUTH TPOXH CHpY, MEpUI HIXK MOJIOKO CKHCHE, —
MIPOJIOBXKUIIA BOHA, €HEPTiHO MIKpeOyyH KacTpyJIto B paKOBUHI.

— 4 cam 3pobmo, — mpoOypmoriB Tomric. Bin Hamarascst Gpatu
Ha cebe sikoMora O1JIbIIIe XaTHIX cIIpaB, Koiu Mictep bpayh OyB ynoma, o6
iioro 0aTbKu MOIIIM MTpoBecTH yac pa3oM. COpok BiciM FOAMH HA TUXKICHb
— He Tak Bxke I 0arato, Ha Horo TyMKy.

Mawma l'omutica BUTepiia pyKu pyIIHUKOM, IpOoiIia yepe3 KyxXHIo i
nouisysaia [omica B MakiBKy.

— Miit 1ro0uit XJIOMYHKY.

[TpuBupg

lonmic migrotyBaB cUUYYKHUH (DEPMEHT 1 JMMOHHY KHUCIOTY, a
MOTIM MTOCTABUB MOJIOKO KUM'STUTUCS. CUpOBapiHHS HE MPUHOCUIIO oMy
0COOJIMBOTO 3aJIOBOJICHHSI — II€¢ OyJIo MaMHMHE 3axOIUIeHHS. Ta KoJu
3axo[MJIa MOBa MO Jla3aHblo, BiH 0e3 mpolieM ToTyBaB MoIapeny,
BEPIIKOBUH CHP 1 PIKOTY.



Mrs. Brown could stretch milk and cream out into yogurt and sour
cream, buttermilk, farmer’s wheel cheese, and that bitter white cheddar
his father liked to open on New Year’s Eve every year. There was even an
experimental Parmesan moldering away in the root cellar.

But mozzarella was easy; anyone could make it.

They had onion soup with firm white slices of it for dinner, and he
shredded a bit of it to make a cheese pizza with store-bought sauce the
next day. Mr. Brown packed some of it to take with him wherever he went
during the week. He pressed his big hand onto Hollis’s shoulder as he
passed through the room.

Hollis went to bed Sunday night warm and full.
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Micic bpayn morya BUTOTOBHTH 3 MOJIOKA Ta BEPIIKIB HOTYpT 1
CMeTaHy, MacisHKY, (epMEepChbKUi CHp Ta TOW TipKuil Oimii yenaep, SKui
Horo 0aTeKO Tak JOOWB BiIKpHBaTH Hanepenoani HoBoro poky. ¥V mboxy
HaBITh JIS)KAaB 1 TUTICHABIB €KCTIEPUMEHTAILHUH ITapMe3aH.

AJe Monapeny NmpurotyBatu OyJio BKpail JIETKO, e MIr 3poOHTH
OyIb-XTO.

Ha Beuepro BOHHM inu 1MOyJeBHA Cym 3 TBEpAUMH OLTUMHU
CKMOOYKaMU MOIIApeN, a HACTYITHOTO JHsI BiH HaT€p TPOXU CUPY JUIS HilH
3 CcOycoM, KyIUleHUM Yy wmarasuHi. Mictep bpayH 3amakyBaB TpoXu
Mortiapenu 3 co0oro, ake oqHOMY bory BiIoMo, Kyy 10ro MOTJIO 3aHECIIO
npoTSAroM TIKHS. [Ipoxonsum depe3 KiMHATY, BIH HDKHO TMOKJIAB CBOKO
BEJIMKY pyKy Ha ruiede [omrica.

VY Hexainro BBeuepi ['oitic JIir craTu CUTUM 1 33JI0BOJICHUM.
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Chapter 2. Characterisation of characters through speech and its rendering in
the Ukrainian translation of the contemporary English-language novels

2.1. K. Ancrum’s idiostyle and the linguistic and stylistic features of the novel The Corruption
of Hollis Brown

In this chapter, we are to introduce the author of the novel The Corruption of Hollis Brown,
K. Ancrum, her works and idiostyle.

Kayla Ancrum is a famous young-adult fiction author from Chicago. Her debut novel, The
Wicker King, was published in 2017, which brought her popularity among thriller readers. But it
was another of her works, Icarus, that achieved the greatest recognition, having been nominated
for and won numerous awards. This gave Ancrum even more energy and inspiration to write her
next novel — The Corruption of Hollis Brown, published in 2025, which has already been
nominated for the National Book Award for Young People’s Literature and selected by the Junior
Library Guild.

Kayla’s individual style is clearly evident in these three books. The most obvious common
feature of her novels is her unusual vignette-style writing. This style is known for having no
beginning, middle or end, but instead focuses on a specific moment in time and its details (Kench,
2025). The author also writes in short paragraphs and brief chapters, which is most likely due to
her psychological condition, ADHD, through which, as Kayla notes (Ramirez, 2024), she
perceives the world and information in a significantly different way than how others do.
Furthermore, the vignette-style serves not only a formal function, but also a semantic and
psychological one.

It is precisely this unconventional writing style that allows Ancrum to better convey her
characters’ psychological states. After all, in situations of panic, anxiety or stress, people often lose
the ability to think critically, so their thoughts become more chaotic, fragmented and lose their
coherence. And it is exactly this atmosphere of anxiety and instability that is also a common feature
of Ancrrm’s works.

Another common feature of her novels is the portrayal of LGBT relationships, which
occupy a central rather than a peripheral role in the narrative. As Ancrum states in an interview,
she seeks to encourage the publication of more works addressing LGBT themes, whilst public
interest in the subject remains strong (Charlotte & Anna, 2019). This dedication is evident in both
her fiction's thematic content and her more general creative perspective. As she further remarks,
“The more books and media featuring LGBT relationships appear in the world, the harder it will
be to suppress their existence in the future” (Charlotte & Anna, 2019). Thus, the theme of LGBT
relationships is not merely content, but her idiostyle.

Now let’s take a closer look at her latest novel, The Corruption of Hollis Brown, and its
linguistic and stylistic features.

The novel tells the story of Hollis Brown, a teenage boy from a small American town who
has spent his whole life enduring ridicule and beatings from his classmates, as well as a deep-
seated sense of hopelessness, despite having the support of two close friends. But one winter
evening, everything changes when he meets a mysterious boy named Walt, with whom he strikes
a peculiar deal, after which Hollis becomes possessed by Walt. Over time, a strong bond forms
between them as they share a body and consciousness and help each other solve their problems.
The climax involves the risk of an exorcism and the need to choose between preserving their own
identities and maintaining their connection.

Thus, the novel combines elements of psychological drama, mysticism and romance,
creating a cohesive artistic world in which plot, style and theme interact, fostering a deeper
understanding of identity and inner personal transformation.

In terms of the novel’s linguistic and stylistic features, the novel, like Ancrum’s other
works, is written in a vignette-style, evident in its division into short chapters and fragmented
scenes. This creates a dynamic narrative rhythm that reflects the protagonist’s unstable
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psychological state and inner conflict. This effect is reinforced by syntactic devices, namely short,
sometimes incomplete sentences, pauses and repetitions, which mimic accelerated thinking and
the inner voice, intensifying the sense of anxiety.

In this novel, Ancrum employs simple, accessible vocabulary, combining it with emotional
expressiveness and avoiding overly complex lexical structures in favour of commonly used words,
slang and short nominal constructions. This creates the effect of direct thought, increases narrative
immediacy, and enhances intimacy with the reader.

The narrative unfolds through the protagonist’s consciousness, reducing objectivity and
limiting the reader’s access to information. This subjectivisation raises questions about narrator
reliability, as perception is emotionally driven and potentially distorted. In The Corruption of
Hollis Brown, Ancrum combines dual consciousness within a single first-person narration: Hollis
and Walt share the same body, yet represent two distinct subjective perspectives. Hollis’s speech
is more emotional and boastful, though marked by insecurity and defensive tendencies shaped by
bullying experiences, while Walt appears more confident, restrained, and detached. As the story
progresses, their speech patterns begin to converge, making it increasingly difficult to distinguish
between them, which further strengthens the unreliable-narrator effect and reinforces the
subjectivity of the narrative.

Thus, Kayla Ancrum is a writer whose individual style has been partly influenced by her
ADHD and is characterised by micro-chapters, vignettes and scenes built around dialogue.
Furthermore, based on her novel The Corruption of Hollis Brown, we found that the author
typically employs simple, understandable vocabulary, nominative constructions, and a subjective
narrative perspective. All these elements contribute to the portrayal of the protagonist’s
psychological state and consciousness.

2.2. Speech as a means of characterisation

In this chapter, we suggest considering speech as one of the main ways to characterise a
character.

Speech plays a vital role in shaping a character’s image in fiction. Through speech, readers
infer a character’s background, educational level, profession, and age, which is called a linguistic
profile (Linguistic Profiling — Definition and Explanation, 2025). Sung (2020, p. 41) defines an
idiolect as a set of distinctive linguistic features that characterise individual speech and reflect
social status, psychological state, and personality.

Lexical and syntactic features of speech also play an important role in shaping a character’s
image. O. Antonov describes communicative style as a combination of linguistic means that reflect
sociolinguistic factors such as age, social status and interpersonal relations (2017, pp. 21-24). This
is precisely why dialectal expressions, slang, or professional terminology significantly influence
how a character is perceived, as they immediately convey the circumstances and environment in
which they grew up, as well as their approximate age.

Besides a character's vocabulary, the narrative style of the text can also help the reader to
understand them better. Leech and Short (2007, p. 255) classify modes of speech representation,
including direct, indirect, and free indirect speech, each offering different degrees of narrative
mediation. Free indirect speech, in particular, blends authorial and character voices through third-
person past-tense narration, producing a layered perspective in which the boundaries between
narrator and character are blurred (Leech & Short, 2007, p. 261).

Culpeper, on the other hand, expands on this concept in his work «Language and
Characterisation — People in Plays and Other Texts» (2014). This work by Culpeper was the first
book to explore the role of language in characterisation, examining how the words in a text create
a particular impression of a character in the reader’s mind. He draws on social cognitive science
and pragmatics to model the cognitive processes through which readers form impressions of
fictional characters based on textual cues (2014, p. 35). According to Culpeper, the character does
not precede the language; rather, it is created through it. The phonological, lexical, syntactic and



39

pragmatic choices that the author makes on behalf of the character — their style of speech, patterns
of alternation, and the degree to which they adhere to or violate conversational norms — become
the tools through which personality, social status and psychological state are conveyed to the
reader.

It is worth noting that T. Lysychenko introduces the concept of a character’s ‘speech
passport’ as a system of linguistic devices which, taken together, form the character’s recognisable
and unique voice (2017, p. 118). The researcher emphasises that the speech passport functions
simultaneously on several levels and cannot be reduced to any one of them in isolation: lexical
markers, syntactic habits and pragmatic orientations together constitute the character’s complete
linguistic personality.

O. Obraztsova (2016) argues that the personalisation of speech in literary prose — that is,
the creation of a character’s speech portrait — is achieved through frequency patterns of lexical
markers, syntactic habits and pragmatic orientations, which together form a recognisable, unique
speech style.

Meanwhile, O. Malenko views the literary character as the result of a complex interaction
between the author’s mindset and the reader’s perception, in which language serves as the primary
medium for this interaction (2016, p. 192). According to the researcher, the creation of a literary
character through language is always a process of double coding: the author embeds a specific
meaning in the character’s speech patterns, whilst the reader decodes it in accordance with their
own cognitive and cultural experience.

Thus, speech is a universal and multifunctional means of characterisation. It allows not
only the personalisation of a character but also the exploration of their psychological essence,
social traits, and inner dynamics. Through speech, a character emerges as a living,
multidimensional individual, which significantly enhances the artistic expressiveness of a literary
work.

2.3. Linguistic analysis of the characters and the specifics of their portrayal in the Ukrainian
translation of the contemporary English-language novel The Corruption of Hollis Brown

Since we have already reviewed the concept of characterisation and its role in fiction, in
this chapter, we are to examine the characters’ characterisation in the novel 7he Corruption of
Hollis Brown.

We suggest starting with the main character, Hollis Brown. Hollis’s speech is characterised
by harshness, impulsiveness and lexical economy. His speech combines colloquial vocabulary,
slang and emotionally charged substandard language. These lexemes perfectly highlight his age,
social status and psychological state. Culpeper (2014) argues that lexical choice is a key tool for
characterisation, since it reflects both social position and the speaker’s attitude towards the
interlocutor. Now let’s examine this, using examples from the novel. Now let’s examine this, using
examples from the novel.

“He almost broke my fucking jaw.” (Ancrum 2025, p. 11) — in this quote, the word fucking
also emphasises his physical pain following the fight and his frustration that Annie didn’t believe
he had started it. It also serves as an indicator of his age, as teenagers use this kind of language to
appear more grown-up. It is worth noting that Hollis does not use swear words deliberately; for
him, it is simply part of his everyday speech.

“Did you try telling him to calm the fuck down?”” (Ancrum 2025, p. 22) — here, swear words
have been inserted into the well-established expression calm down. This is done to heighten his
indignation, as it is his reaction to Annie, the girl he is in love with, telling him that her ex-
boyfriend controlled her and prevented her from spending time with others.

Like any teenager, Hollis uses contractions in both conversation and text.

“I gotta bake Yulia some bread later, she handled my copay. You need the oven?”” (Ancrum
2025, p. 18) — instead of the grammatically correct form have got to, Hollis uses the American
colloquial contraction gotta. It is also telling that the question “You need the oven?” does not
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follow the grammatically correct structure of an interrogative sentence — there is no inversion and
no auxiliary verb. This is a typical colloquial elliptical construction.

“Hollis: At your service princess, Imk if it needs more cleaning.; U traumatized? I'm
traumatized.” (Ancrum 2025, p. 41) — these text messages contain abbreviations typical for native
English speakers in informal communication: /mk instead of let me know and U instead of you.

Let us focus on the syntactic level of Hollis’s speech, which is a powerful psychological
indicator. Most of his lines are short, paratactic and reduced to the bare minimum necessary for
understanding. Let us consider some quotations from the novel.

“I'm fine, just take me home.” (Ancrum 2025, p. 13) — here, Hollis employs paratactic
construction; instead of giving a full answer, such as I'm fine, so there's no need to go to urgent
care, just take me home instead, he avoids logical bridges. This is a typical feature of his syntax:
he provides minimal information and leaves the interpretation to the collocutor.

“Noted” (Ancrum 2025, p. 20) — and this is a splendid example of an ellipsis, as, according
to the rules of English, it is not considered a complete sentence. The full form would be: 7 have
noted what you said, or It has been noted — but Hollis omits both the subject and the auxiliary verb,
leaving only the participle.

However, when Hollis feels particularly anxious and experiences moments of genuine
emotional openness, his syntax becomes more complex: his sentences grow longer, and
subordinate clauses appear.

“I can't even begin to imagine what that feels like”; “I'm still focused on wanting to be
seen.” (Ancrum 2025, p. 37) — the first sentence contains a subordinate clause what that feels like
—a construction that Hollis avoids in everyday speech. The second sentence is syntactically simple
but semantically very rich: wanting to be seen — this is an acknowledgement of a deep emotional
need. Even the mere presence of syntactic complexity indicates that the protective shell has been
cracked.

“We can talk about it when you 're ready. I dont mind having to wait” (Ancrum 2025, p.
41) — here we see a subordinate temporal clause when you're ready and a gerund construction
having to wait — the syntax suddenly becomes more complex precisely at the moment of greatest
emotional openness. Interestingly, this occurs in a text message rather than in a live conversation.
For Hollis, as for most teenagers, the digital space is safer than face-to-face communication.

Now, let us examine Hollis’s speech from a pragmatic perspective. Within a pragmatic
approach, a character’s speech is viewed as a tool for shaping their identity and interpersonal
interaction. As M. Locher and A. Jucker note (2021), characters in a work of fiction are shaped
through a system of linguistic and pragmatic signals that reflect their communicative intentions
and social roles. At the pragmatic level, his speech is characterised by several strategies:
provocation and deflection.

When discussing Hollis’s provocation strategy in his speech, it is worth noting that he
consistently violates polite communication norms. He deliberately tells people things they do not
want to hear.

“Hollis told him he was going to die in this town.” (Ancrum 2025, p. 16) — it was precisely
this remark that sparked the fight between James and Hollis, described at the very beginning of
the book, which is the most crucial part of Hollis’s communication strategy: he says out loud what
others are afraid to even think.

However, when Hollis feels emotionally threatened, he employs a deflection strategy,
which involves avoiding a response and switching to another action or topic.

“Annie met his gaze. “I know you like me.”

He tossed another rock into the pond. “What does that have to do with you and Jorge?”
(Ancrum 2025, p. 36) — here, rather than confirming or denying the claim, Hollis shifts the
conversation to a logical question — a classic defensive manoeuvre achieved purely through
linguistic means.

When discussing the challenges encountered in translating Hollis’s speech, several issues
are worth noting. Firstly, the rendering of emotionally charged substandard vocabulary raised the
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question: should swearing be reproduced with the same level of coarseness in Ukrainian, or is it
better to replace it with something less coarse and more natural for the Ukrainian language? R. A.
Valdeon notes that the direct lexical replacement of invective vocabulary often results either in
excessive softening or in excessive coarsening of the original tone (2017, p. 370). Therefore,
milder translation options were chosen, such as “6icoBa”, “xait Ou Hioro 4opTu BXomuiau”’, “Giras’.
Secondly, difficulties arose in conveying conversational contractions, which are not typical of
Ukrainian usage. Therefore, it was decided not to retain them to ensure better comprehension
among Ukrainian readers. Short paratactic sentences, however, are easily rendered in Ukrainian.
Preserving pragmatic effect required maintaining not only propositional meaning but also tonal
sharpness. Excessive softening may neutralise Hollis’s expressive intensity, leading to a loss of
psychological authenticity.

Let us now turn to the speech characteristics of Hollis’s friend, Annie. Her speech is based
on a fundamentally different pragmatic foundation. She is socially confident, communicatively
flexible, and able to switch between registers depending on the situation. Her speech is
considerably more varied in terms of lexical composition than Hollis’s and contains more
syntactically complex constructions.

“You can 't possibly expect me to believe that.”’; “Dude, they dont know you. Worst-case
scenario, they know their boyfriends don't like you, and for some of them that might even be a
good thing,” (Ancrum 2025, p. 11; p. 30) — these examples demonstrate how Annie combines the
use of slang with more complex syntactic structures. This is the speech of someone who feels
equally at ease in any social situation — and Ancrum conveys this trait exclusively through
linguistic means.

Of course, like Hollis, she freely uses swear words, but for a fundamentally different
reason. For Hollis, swearing is a protective shield. For Annie, it is an emotional marker of sincerity:
she swears when she is genuinely outraged or frightened. It is telling that in calm situations, her
language is considerably cleaner.

From a pragmatic point of view, Annie is the only character in the novel who calls a spade
a spade without mincing her words.

“I know you like me.” (Ancrum 2025, p. 36) — this line is pragmatically the boldest in the
entire text. Hollis has spent years carefully concealing his feelings — and Annie lifts that veil with
a single sentence. She doesn’t ask, she doesn’t hint — she simply states the fact. It is the speech of
someone who isn’t afraid to call complex things by their proper names.

“Maybe if you bitched at him less, your jaw wouldn't be almost broken,” she snapped,
merciless.” (Ancrum 2025, p. 11) — this scene shows how Annie combines tenderness and
ruthlessness in a single gesture — she scolds Hollis whilst bandaging his wounds. Author’s note
“merciless” highlights the paradoxical nature of Annie’s care: she is verbally ruthless precisely
because she does care.

As for the challenges of translation, this involves balancing roughness and tenderness, as
these two registers are usually more clearly distinguished in Ukrainian. There is a risk of either
softening Annie’s critical remarks too much or stripping them of their warmth — and in both cases,
the character will lose her characteristic duality.

And the final character whose speech we shall examine is Yulia, Hollis’s best friend. Yulia’s
speech is the most economical and authoritative of the three main characters. She speaks little, but
every remark she makes is either a command or a verdict.

“You’re such a dumbass, Hollis,” (Ancrum 2025, p. 13) — compared to Annie's similar
remark, which serves to justify her criticism, Yulia seems to be simply passing judgment briefly,
without appeal.

Unlike Annie, who uses Dude as a marker of solidarity, Yulia never addresses Hollis or
Annie using terms of endearment or diminutives. She does not soften her tone — she either speaks
loudly or remains silent.

“I’ll pay the fucking copay, but you owe me”; “I dont care if you don t have any money —
figure it out.”; “Yulia agreed to be paid back in bread and demanded Hollis bake it for her by the
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end of the week.” (Ancrum 2025, p. 13; p.15) — Yulia is constantly introducing financial
vocabulary: owe, pay back, demanded. It is not greed — it is a way of organising relationships. She
sets clear conditions under which a debt is incurred and repaid. It is the only linguistic system in
which she allows herself to worry without calling it worry.

Yulia’s syntax is the most uniform among the three characters, consisting almost
exclusively of imperative or declarative sentences with no structural variation. This reflects a
speaker accustomed to being obeyed. Her social dominance is encoded not in descriptions but in
the structure of her speech acts.

“Shut up.”’; “Dont make mistakes”; “Be careful. Dont treat that place like a game.”
(Ancrum 2025, p. 13; p.29; p. 23) — there are no interrogative sentences here, no conditional
constructions, no subordinate clauses. Yulia does not ask — she commands. She does not suggest —
she decrees. This is the syntax of a person accustomed to her words carrying weight.

At a pragmatic level, Yulia’s communication is minimal and highly controlled. She rarely
verbalises emotions, expressing them instead through actions and presence. Her communication is
therefore realised more through behaviour than explicit speech acts.

“Yulia hugged Annie hello and palmed the back of Hollis's head, pushing him through the
door.” (Ancrum 2025, p. 20) — Yulia doesn’t say “Hello” to Hollis — she shoves him through the
door. That’s her way of showing affection, physical, without words.

The only translation challenge here is rendering Yulia’s short, commanding lines with the
same decisiveness. The danger lies in the temptation to ‘soften’ them using the polite forms
characteristic of Ukrainian speech etiquette. But any such softening would destroy the character’s
sociolinguistic portrait.

Thus, the linguistic characterisation of the main characters in the novel The Corruption of
Hollis Brown is a multi-layered system that operates simultaneously at the lexical, syntactic and
pragmatic levels. Each of the three central characters — Hollis, Annie and Yulia — has a distinct
linguistic portrait that reflects not only psychological traits but also social status, cultural identity
and the nature of interpersonal relationships.

Reproducing this system in the Ukrainian translation is a highly complex task, requiring
not only linguistic competence but also a deep understanding of the pragmatic and sociolectal
mechanisms of the original. In translation studies, considerable attention is also paid to the
translator’s influence on the formation of a character’s image in the translated text. In this regard,
Wu notes that the translator’s style can affect the expressiveness of the characters’ speech, the
extent to which colloquial elements are preserved, and the reader’s overall perception of the
character (2025). Thus, the translation of a character’s speech characteristics is not merely a
process of interlingual transfer, but also an act of interpretation of the literary image. Within this
framework, adherence to the principle of functional equivalence — understood as the reproduction
of pragmatic effect rather than lexical form — emerges as the key translation strategy.

2.4. Translation techniques and their impact on the reproduction of the characters’ speech

In this chapter, we will examine the translation techniques used in the translation of the
novel The Corruption of Hollis Brown and how they influenced the rendering of the characters’
speech.

The novel is a striking example of a literary work in which the characters’ speech patterns
play a key role in revealing their psychological profiles. The dialogues are rich in colloquial and
substandard vocabulary, elliptical constructions and sociolectal markers, which present significant
challenges for translation. While translating such texts, we faced several challenges in accurately
conveying the idiolect, register, and pragmatic effect of each utterance.

Using the total selection method, a set of dialogue fragments was analysed, representing
the speech of the three main characters — Hollis, Annie, and Yulia. The analysis of the translation
process revealed a range of translation techniques across several types.
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According to the study, the most common type is the literal translation, accounting for 41%
of the total (See Appendix A). Examples include: (1-s) “I don't go in the houses” (Ancrum 2025,
p. 31) — (1-t)« He 3axomxky B Oymuukmny; (2-s) “We’ll take care of each other,”(Ancrum 2025,
p. 31) — (2-t)«Mu nogdaemo oxue mpo ogHoro». The frequent use of literal translation suggests
that a significant portion of the characters’ spoken language can be rendered using direct lexical
and grammatical correspondences in Ukrainian without any significant loss of meaning or stylistic
expressiveness. This is largely because the characters predominantly use short, syntactically
simple utterances, constructed in a conversational manner, which do not require complex
transformation when translated into Ukrainian, as both languages share similar means of
expression.

The second most common type is modulation, accounting for 35% of the total selection.
Examples include: (3-t) “I don 't do ghosts and witches, anything spooky”’(Ancrum 2025, p. 23) —
(3-s)«41 He BiprO B MPUBHU/IIB, BIILOM Ta BCE MOTOpOILTHEY; (4-t) “What s that? ”(Ancrum 2025, p.
33)— (4-s)«Ilo pobum ?». Modulation is used here to adapt the semantic perspective of the original
expressions to ensure naturalness and communicative appropriateness in the target language. This
transformation makes it possible to convey the intended meaning in a way that aligns with the
pragmatic and stylistic norms of Ukrainian conversational speech.

Adaptation ranks third in terms of frequency, accounting for 14% of the analysed
fragments. Examples include: (5-s) “Ow! Fuck!”(Ancrum 2025, p. 13) — (5-t)«Aii! Tpsicu!»; (6-
s) “Urgent care.” (Ancrum 2025, p. 13) — (6-t)«do TpaBmmyHkTy.». Adaptation is used quite
frequently because certain English lexical items specific to the corresponding culture have no
direct equivalents in Ukrainian. So we were to replace them with functionally and pragmatically
appropriate expressions that ensure authenticity and comprehensibility in the target language.
Adaptation was also employed when translating substandard vocabulary, enabling the emotional
intensity, expressive function and stylistic nuances of the original expressions to be conveyed in a
way that sounds natural and is contextually appropriate in Ukrainian.

Amplification is the next most frequent term, accounting for 6% of the sample. Some
examples are: (7-s) “I wouldnt.” (Ancrum 2025, p. 23) — (7-t)«4 Tax 1 He pobuB Ou.»; (8-s) “/
won’t.” (Ancrum 2025, p. 23) — (8-t)«Marw Ha yBa3si, s Tak He 3poOmio». Here, we used
amplification to make the meaning of the source text more explicit and stylistically natural in the
target language. Since English often conveys information in a more concise or implicit way,
amplification helps add lexical or grammatical elements that clarify context, preserve
communicative intent, and ensure fluency and comprehensibility for Ukrainian readers.

Then comes generalisation, accounting for 3%. Examples include: (9-s) “They’re not
equipped for regular shit either,” (Ancrum 2025, p. 23) — (9-t)«BoHu He roToBI i1 10 3BUYANHOI
dirniy; (10-s) “Don t treat that place like a game.” (Ancrum 2025, p. 23) — (10-t)«He cnpuiimait
e SK TPY.».

And the last translation technique is discursive creation, accounting for 1%. The example
of this technique is (11-s) “Who knows what he rattled around in there” (Ancrum 2025, p. 13) —
(11-t) «Xto 3Hae, mo BiH TaMm ToO1 moBimOuBaB». We used discursive creation to establish a
temporary and context-specific equivalence that is not directly predictable from the original
expression. This allowed us to recreate the intended communicative effect and stylistic nuance of
the source text through a creative solution that fit the immediate context, where literal rendering
would not adequately convey the meaning or pragmatic impact in Ukrainian.

Thus, this chapter presents an original study of the translation techniques used to render
the characters' speech in Kayla Ancrum’s novel The Corruption of Hollis Brown. Therefore, upon
analysing the data, it can be concluded that the most common type of translation used for the
characters’ speech in the novel is the literal translation (41%). In our view, this indicates that,
although the characters’ speech is distinctly American, the Ukrainian language possesses sufficient
lexical and stylistic resources to reproduce colloquial dialogue through literal translation without
significant loss of meaning or emotional colouring. The popularity of modulation (35%) stems
from the distinctive nature of Ancrum’s psychologically rich dialogue: the characters’ lines are
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often phrased in a natural English perspective, but require a shift in perspective when translated
into Ukrainian. Both adaptation and amplification proved essential translation strategies, as they
enabled us to achieve naturalness, clarity and pragmatic adequacy in the target text. Adaptation
was used to align the source text's culturally specific elements and emotionally charged vocabulary
with Ukrainian linguistic and communicative norms, ensuring that the translated dialogue sounded
authentic. Amplification, in turn, helped to make implicit meanings more explicit, compensating
for structural and lexical differences between English and Ukrainian and improving overall
comprehensibility. Together, these techniques contributed to a more fluent, expressive, and reader-
oriented translation.
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Conclusions

In conclusion, the four objectives outlined in the introduction were achieved.

The first objective — to translate a fragment from The Corruption of Hollis Brown — was
completed through an original Ukrainian translation that served as the practical basis for analysing
translation techniques in the characters’ dialogues.

The second objective was to examine the novel’s linguistic and stylistic features. The study
showed that the work combines lyrical prose with vignette-style narration and shifting
perspectives, while intimacy and grotesque imagery function as key stylistic devices.

The third objective concerned the theoretical foundations of speech characterisation in
linguostylistics and translation studies. The analysed scholars demonstrated that speech functions
as a key means of constructing literary characters and reflecting their sociolinguistic identity. The
works of O. Obraztsova and O. Sung enabled the speech portrait to be considered as a translation
problem requiring functional equivalence.

The fourth objective focused on analysing the linguistic profile of the main characters and
classifying the translation techniques. The study identified distinctive lexical, syntactic and
pragmatic features in the speech of Hollis, Annie and Yulia. Statistical analysis showed that literal
translation (41%) and modulation (35%) predominated throughout the translation, with adaptation
(14%) and amplification (6%) serving as additional tools to ensure the naturalness of the
characters’ colloquial speech in Ukrainian.

Consequently, an adequate translation of the characters’ speech in The Corruption of Hollis
Brown requires a deep understanding of each character’s pragmatic profile and deliberate
compensation for inevitable translation losses.

It is worth noting that studies on the speech characteristics of characters in contemporary
English-language young adult fiction and the peculiarities of their rendering in Ukrainian
translation remain scarce, indicating the relevance of further research. We see prospects for further
research in several directions. Firstly, after the publication of the official Ukrainian translation of
the novel, a comparative analysis of different translators’ choices in rendering speech portraits
would be valuable. Secondly, the same analytical approach could be applied to other novels by K.
Ancrum to trace her characters' speech style. Thirdly, a broader corpus analysis of spoken-language
translation in contemporary American young-adult fiction could reveal dominant tendencies in
Ukrainian literary translation of the genre.
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Appendix A

TECHNIQUES USED IN THE TRANSLATION OF THE NOVEL THE
CORRUPTION OF HOLLIS BROWN

W Adaptation B Amplification M Discursive creation M Generalisation M Literal translation ® Modulation




