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Summary

The paper investigates the linguistic and translational peculiarities of rendering implicit
emotivity in contemporary minimalist fiction on the example of Katie Kitamura’s novel Audition
(2025) and its rendering into Ukrainian. The main focus is on the markers of emotional restraint and
subtext-driven structures to ensure the preservation of the original’s psychological depth and tension
for the target audience. The theoretical part reveals the foundations of "quiet fiction," the "iceberg
theory" in emotive narratives, and additionally considers the "uncanny valley" effect as a
supplementary stylistic instrument, based on the research of J. Munday, M. Baker, and J. Gatermann.
The practical section contains an analysis of translation techniques, primarily modulation,
compensation, and particularization, illustrating their importance for reproducing the subtle
emotional resonance and detached tone of the work. The results show that avoiding excessive
explicitation is an effective means of adapting a minimalist text while preserving its inherent cultural
and emotional value. Furthermore, the study notes that the "uncanny valley" serves as an additional
layer deepening the perception of uncertainty.

Keywords: implicit emotivity, emotional restraint, translation strategies, minimalist prose,
subtext, translation techniques, modulation.

AHoOTALIA

VY po0oTi AOCHIAKYIOThCS JIHTBICTMYHI Ta TNEpeKIaJ03HaB4l OCOOIMBOCTI BIATBOPEHHS
IMIUTIIUTHOT EMOTUBHOCTI B Cy4YacHii MiHIMalICTUYHIN MMpo3i Ha npukiaa pomany Keri Kiramypu
«Audition» (2025) Ta #oro aHajgITUYHOrO MeEpeKIaay yKpaiHChbKOIO MOBO0. OCHOBHa yBara
INPUIUIAETBCS MapKepaM €MOI[IIHOT CTpUMaHOCTI Ta HapaTHBHIM CTPYyKTypi, 110 Oa3yeTbcs Ha
MIJITEKCT, 37151 3a0e3neueHHs 30epeKeHHs TICUXOJIOTIYHOT TIMOMHKM Ta HANpYTd OpPUTIHATY IS
11b0BOI ayauTopii. TeopeTHyHa yacTHHA PO3KPHUBAE OCHOBU «TUXOI MPO3W», MEXaHI3MM «Teopii
aiicOepra» B eMOTHBHOMY HapaTUBi Ta TOJATKOBO PO3IVISIAE POJIB €(PEKTY «MOTOPOIIHOT JOIUHI SIK
JIOTIOMIXXHOTO CTHJIICTUYHOTO IHCTPYMEHTY, ciiupatouuch Ha mpaui Jx. Manges, M. beiikep Ta lO.
latepmann. IIpakTuuHuil po3aia MICTUTH aHaNI3 NEpeKIaJalbKuX TpaHc(opmalliid, Hacammepen
MOYJIALIT, KOMIEHCALlli Ta KOHKPETH3allii, 1[0 UTFOCTPYIOTh IXHE 3HAU€HHsI IS BIITBOPEHHS TOHKOTO
eMOLIIHOro (JOHY Ta B1ICTOPOHEHOTO TOHY TBOPY. Pe3ynbraTH cBi4arh, 10 CTpaTeriyHe YHUKHEHHS
Ha/IMIPHOI eKCIUTIKaLlii € eeKTUBHUM 3ac000M aJlanTalii MiHIMaJiCTUYHOTO TEKCTY IpH 30epexeHH1
HOTr0 KyJIBTYpHOI Ta €MOIIIMHOI I[IHHOCTI. J[0IaTKOBO HAroiomIyeThbes, IO 3alydeHHS e(eKTy
«MOTOPOIITHOI JTOJTUHM» BUCTYMHA€ JOTMOMDKHUM IIAPOM, SIKUM MOCWIIOE BIIYYTTS HENEBHOCTI B
TEKCTI.

KurouoBi cjioBa: IMIUTIIMTHA €MOTHBHICTh, €MOIIifHA CTPUMAaHICTh, MeEpeKIaaaIbKi
cTparerii, MiHIMaJIICTHYHA TTPO3a, MIATEKCT, EepeKIaaanbKi Tpanchopmariii, MOIyIsIis
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Introduction

The relevance of the topic of this study stems from the growing interest in contemporary
literature in the concept of “quiet fiction” and the minimalist style, of which Katie Kitamura is a
prominent representative. In the novel “Audition”, the author employs the technique of implicit
emotionality and the “uncanny valley” effect, which creates a particular psychological tension
through the characters’ emotional restraint. Translating such texts requires the translator not only to
ensure linguistic equivalence but also to preserve the “subtext” and the specific atmosphere of
ontological uncertainty without overloading the text with excessive explication. Research into
strategies for reproducing this style in Ukrainian translation is important for the development of the
contemporary school of literary translation and for broadening the reading experience of the
Ukrainian audience.

State of the research. The theoretical foundation for the study of translation strategies and
techniques is based on the works of scholars such as J. Munday, M. Baker, K. Reif3, H. J. Vermeer, P.
Newmark, I. Korunets, and others. The issues of implicit emotionality, emotional restraint, and
narrative structure in literature have been examined in the studies of C. Rankine, J. Wood, P. Brooks,
D. Lodge, and E. Hemingway. The “Uncanny Valley” phenomenon and ontological anxiety in
contemporary art

The object of the study is the linguostylistic features of expressing implicit emotivity in the
English-language text of K. Kitamura’s novel “Audition.”

The subject of the study is the translation strategies, methods, and techniques used to convey
implicit emotional states and stylistic tension in the Ukrainian translation of the novel.

The aim of the study is to identify and analyze translation decisions aimed at adequately
reproducing the implicit emotionality and specific idiolect of K. Kitamura in the Ukrainian
translation.

To achieve this goal, the following tasks must be completed:

- translate a fragment of K. Kitamura’s novel “Audition”;

- examine the theoretical aspects of implicit emotionality and emotional restraint as means of
creating artistic tension;

- to analyze the translation techniques (modulation, compensation, particularization) used to
preserve the author’s subtext and the emotional landscape of the work.

The research material consists of Katie Kitamura’s novel “Audition” (2025), 208 pages in length,
and the author’s own translation of selected text fragments into Ukrainian.

Structure of the work. The work consists of an introduction, the translation, a practical section
analyzing my own translation decisions, conclusions, a list of sources used, and an appendix.



Chapter 1

TRANSLATION OF KATIE KITAMURA’S NOVEL "AUDITION"

It seemed an unlikely choice, this large establishment in the financial
district, so that I stood outside and checked the address, the name of
the restaurant, I wondered if I had made a mistake. But then I saw
him through the window, seated at a table toward the back of the
dining room. I stared through the layers of glass and reflection, the
frame of my own face. Something uncoiled in my stomach, slow and
languorous, and I decided it would be better if I left now, and did not
go in to him.

At that moment, the front door opened and a man stepped out, he
inclined his head and held the door open, and because of that small
courtesy—an invitation or injunction to enter—I went inside. The
foyer was busy with diners collecting their coats, people surging in
and then out of the entryway, and briefly I allowed myself to be
buffeted by their movement. When the crowd dispersed, I could see
across the dining room floor again, he was bent over the menu,
examining it in a nervous posture. His table was between the
entrance to the kitchen and the bathrooms, caught in a stream of
constant traffic. A pair of businessmen bumped against its edge and
he sat back impatiently, [ saw him take a deep breath, as if trying to
collect or steady his thoughts.

The host asked if I had a reservation. I said that I was meeting
someone and indicated the young man seated at the back of the
restaurant. Xavier. It occurred to me that the host must have been the
person to seat him at this inhospitable table, and I saw a flicker of
surprise cross his features as I pointed. He looked quickly from my
face to my coat to my jewelry. It was my age, above all. That was the

JIuBHO, 1110 BiH 00paB AJIs 3yCTpidi 1Ie BEJIMKUH 3aKJIa]l y IUJTOBOMY paiioHi,
TOX 5 CTOsUJIa 30BHI i TIepeBipsiia afpecy Ta Ha3By pEeCTOpaHy, TaJaroum, Y1 He
MOMIUTHIIACA 5. AJie TIOTIM s mo0adunsia Horo Kpi3b BIKHO: BiH CHJIIB 3a
CTOJIMKOM Yy TNIMOMHI 3aiy. Sl nuBMiacs Kpi3p mapH CKia Ta BiAOIUCKIB, KPi3b
o0Opuc BIacHOTO 00IUYYsl. Y )KUBOTI IOBUTLHO PO3TOPHYIIACS TATYYa TPHBOTA,
1 51 BUpIIINIIA, IO KpaIle MiTH 3apa3, aHiX 3aiTH 10 HbOTO.

VY 1110 MUTh BIJYUHWIIACS BXIHI JABEPI, 3BIJITH 3'SBUBCS YOJIOBIK, 110 CXUIJIUB
TOJIOBY ¥ IPUTPUMAB JIBEPi, 1 3aBASKH 111 HEBETMUKIH J1F00'I3HOCTI —
3alpOIICHHIO Y HAKa3y YBIMTH — s 3aliliuia ycepeauny. Y (oe manyBaia
METYILHS: BiABIAyBadi 3a0upaju CBilf BEpXHIH OJAT, JIIOIU TO BPUBAIUCS, TO
BUXOJIUJIN 3 BECTUOONIS, 1 51 HA MUTh J103BOJIMJIA COO1 ONMHUTHUCS Y BUP1
ixHporo pyxy. Koau HaroBm po3iifioBcs, st 3HOBY 3MOIVIa OINIIHYTH 3aJ
pecTopaHy: YOJOBIK CXWJIMBCS HaJ MEHIO, BUBYAIOYH MOTO B HAINIPYXKEHIH TO31.
Horo cTis cToSB MiX BXOJOM JI0 KYXHi Ta BOMPAJIbHAMH, ONHHUBIINCE Y
MOTOIII TOCTIHHOTO PyXy. [[Bo€ 613HECMEHIB 3a4eTIIIHCS 332 KPA€YOK CTOIY, 1
BiH HeTepIUIsue BiJICYHYBCS Ha3all - 1 mo0aymia, K BiH IMTMOOKO BIMXHYB,
HI0M HaMararouuch y3sTH ce0e B pyKHU Ta ONaHyBaTH JyMKHU.

AnMiHICTpaTop 3anuTaB, Yd OpOHIOBaNa 5 CTOJHK. Sl BiMOBLIA, 110 HA MEHE
YEKarTh, 1 BKa3aJia Ha MOJIOZIOTO YOJIOBIKA, IO CHJIIB Y TJIMOWHI peCTOpaHy.
KcaB’ep. MeHi cnajio Ha IyMKY, 1110 caMme Liel aaMmiHicTpaTrop, MalyTh, 1
MOCaJIUB HOro 3a Ieil He3aTHIITHUM CTOJIHK, 1 I To0auuia, K 110 O0IMIdsIM
a/IMIHICTpaTOpa NPOMaiHYB JieJlb IOMITHUH Cliajax 37UBYBaHHS, KOJH 5
BKa3asna Ha Kcap’epa. Bin mBuaK0 nepeBiB MOMISA 3 MOTO OOIMYYs Ha




thing that confounded him. He gave a tight smile and asked me to
please follow him. I was under no obligation to obey, I could tell the
host that I had made a mistake, or that something had come up, I
could turn and slip away. But by that point it seemed too late, and
much as [ had entered at the behest of the man at the door, according
to the imperative of mere courtesy, I followed the host through the
warren of tables, each one occupied. I wondered again why Xavier
had chosen such a crowded venue at such a busy time, when we
might just as easily have met elsewhere, in the afternoon, in the
morning or early evening, for a coffee or quiet drink. The din pressed
against me, crowding the inside of my head so that it was hard to
think, difficult to locate my thoughts amidst the noise.

Xavier looked up as we approached. He set the menu down and rose
to his feet, I remembered that he was unusually tall. I was
momentarily intimidated, whether by him or by the situation I wasn’t
sure. He smiled and said that he hadn’t been sure if I would come, he
had been on the verge of giving up hope when at last he had seen me.

The host had already disappeared. We sat, one on either side of the
table, me with my back to the wall. I looked across at Xavier and
slowly unwound the scarf from my neck. He was still smiling, from
the start I had noted his natural charm, his charisma. But I now saw
that he dispensed it with too free a hand. He didn’t seem to
understand the intensity of its effect, or the fact that he moved
through a world inhabited by other people. In this sense especially,
he was still very young.

I put the scarf down and apologized and told him that I was usually
on time. He shook his head, manner too eager, he said that there was
no need to apologize, it was only because he was anxious, it was only
because he’d been afraid that I would change my mind that he’d had

MajabTO,  TOTIM Ha MPUKPACH. AJie HAWOLIBIIIE XITOMIIS 30CHTEKUB CaMe Miid
BiK. CaMme 11e oro 30110 3 MaHTENUKY. AJMIHICTpATOp HATATHYTO
MOCMIXHYBCS 1 TONPOCHB MEHE MPONTH 3a HUM. S He Oyna 3000B’s13aHa
CJIyXaTu oro, Morya cka3aru Homy, 110 MoMIInIacs abo 110 y MeHe I0Ch
CTaJIOCSI, MOTJIa PO3BEPHYTHUCS 1 BUCIU3HYTH. AJie HA TOW MOMEHT 3[aBaJIOCs,
10 BXKE 3alli3HO, 1 TaK caMo, SK 5 YBIHIIUIA HA 3alpOIICHHS Y0JI0BiKa 011
BXO[Y, CyTO 3 BBIWJIMBOCTI, s MIIIIA 32 aAMIHICTPaTOpOM Kpi3b JAOIpUHT
CTOJIMKIB, KOXKEH 13 IKuX OyB 3aliHATUHN. 5] 3HOBY 3ajjanacs MUTAHHSAM, YOMY
Kcap’ep 0OpaB Take JtoHE MiCIle B TAaKUH )KBaBHI Yac, KOJIM MU MOTJIH O Tak
€aMo JIETKO 3yCTPITHCS JIeiH/Ie, BAEHb, BpaHIll Y4 PAaHO BBEUEP1, BUTUTH KaBU
YH CIIOKIMHO BUITUTH KeJHX. ['ajac THCHYB Ha MEHE, 3alTOBHIOIOYH TOJIOBY,
BUTICHSIIOYH TyMKH, TaK 1[0 MUCITUTH OYJIO BasKKO.

Kcag'ep miiBiB mOIvIs 1, KOJU MU MiIANIUIA. BiH BigKIaB MEHIO 1 BCTaB; 5
Ipurajiana, 1o BiH Hanpouys BUCOKUH. Sl Ha MUTh po3ryOuiacs, Xxoda il He
Oyia BIEBHEHA, UM TO Y€pe3 HbOTO, UM TO uepe3 cuTyarliro. Bin mocMixHyBes i
CKa3aB, 1110 He OyB yNeBHEHUH, UM s Npuiiay, 1 Bxe OyB 3a KpOK BiJ TOro, o6
OCTaTOYHO BTPATUTHU HAJ110, KOJIM PAIITOM HapelTi N00auyuB MEHE.

AnMiHICTpaTop yXe 3HUK. MU cuiinu 1o pi3Hi O0KH CTOITY, 1 — CIHUHOIO JI0
ctiau. S nomsiHyna Ha Kcas’epa 1 moBiIbHO po3moTaina mapd 3 mui. Bin Bce
111€ TOCMiXaBCsl; 3 CAaMOI0 OYATKYy 5 IOMITHIJIa HOTO MPUPOIHUH I1apM, HOTOo
Xxapu3My. Ajie Terep s modauua, 1o BiH AeMOHCTPYBaB iX Ha/ITO BIIbHO. BiH,
3/1aBaJIOCsl, HE PO3yMiB, HACKUIbKU CUIILHUHN €(DEKT 11e crpaBiisie, abo TOro, 110
BiH )KHB€ Y CBITi, CHIOBHEHOMY 1HIIMMH JIIOAbMHU. Y IIbOMY CEHCl, 30KpeMa, BiH
OyB T1Ie Ty>KE€ HEe3PLIIM.

A Bigknana mapd, mepenpocuia i ckazaia Homy, 10 3a3BUYail MPUXOHKY
BYacHO. BiH mocminrHo moxuTas ToOJI0BOIO, 3alIEBHUB, III0 MEH1 HE Tpeda
MIPOCUTH BUOAYECHHSI, TTOSICHUB: II€ JTUIIIE TOMY, 10 BiH OyB 3aHEMOKOEHUH, 1
110 TaKi JYMKH 3’ SIBIJIMCS B HOTO JIMIIIE YePe3 TPHBOTY, IO 5T MOXKY




such thoughts, under ordinary circumstances a five-minute delay
would pass unnoticed, he was himself often late.

There was an awkward pause and then we both spoke at once—I
asked how his classes were and he apologized for how he had
behaved the last time we met. I understand how I must have sounded,
he said. You must have wondered if I had lost my mind, if you had
reason to worry. His words drowned out my question, the shore of
ordinary conversation rapidly receding. He had spoken over me—not
out of any chauvinism, I didn’t think, but out of an excess of
enthusiasm or nerves, he spoke like a person who did not have time
to waste.

I looked at the menu and said that we should order, I wanted to eat
and [ wanted to have a drink, as soon as possible. He paused, then
ducked his head down to examine the menu again. I asked if he
already knew what he wanted and he said he wasn’t especially
hungry. I have no appetite, is what he said. Still, when the waiter
arrived he asked for a hamburger and French fries, the order of a
child. Despite myself, I smiled. I ordered my food and then asked the
waiter to bring me a vodka tonic, it was past noon and I saw no
reason not to start drinking.

As soon as the waiter left I looked at Xavier and asked again how his
classes were. I was determined to put things on a more neutral
footing, but in doing so I seemed to antagonize him, I could see that
he took this dispassion as an affront. He was silent and then said in a
sullen voice that his classes were fine. Fine, he said and nothing
further. I pressed on, I asked who his professors were, it was possible

nepeayMart. Y 3BHUaiHUX 00CTaBHHAX 1T’ ITUXBWJIMHHA 3aTPUMKa HE Maja 0
3HAYEHHS — BIH 1 cCaM HEPIJKO 3aITi3HIOETHCS.

Hacrana nemo He3pyyHa nay3a, a HOTiM MU 000€ 3arOBOPHJIN B OJIUH TOJIOC
— sl 3amMTala, SIK y HhOTO CIIPAaBU Ha HABYaHHI, a BiH BUOAYHMBCS 32 T€, 5K
MOBOJIMBCS IIiJ1 4ac HALIOI OCTaHHBOI 3ycTpidi. S po3ymito, sk 11e, MalyTh,
MPO3ByYalio, — CKa3aB BiH. T, MaOyTb, qymaa, o s 300KeBOJIiB, 110 TOO1 €
TIPUBIJ JUIs 3aHETNIOKOEHHs. MOro ClI0Ba 3aryyIIMIN MO€ 3aIIUTAHHS, MEXa
3BHYANHOI pO3MOBH CTPIMKO Bijiaisiacs. Bin nmepeOuB MeHe — He depes
SKHICh IIOBIHI3M, SIK MEHI1 3/1aJ10Cs, a Yepe3 HaJMIpHHUN €HTYy31a3M 91
3HEPBOBAHICTb, BiH TOBOPUB, HAyE JIFOJMHA, sIKa HE MA€ 4acy Ha JapeMHi
OasaukH.

S mornsHya Ha MEHIO 1 3aIPOTNIOHYBaIa 3pOOUTH 3aMOBJICHHS, 00 3ropaa Bij
Oa)kaHHS HapeIITi NOiCTH Ta BUNUTU. BiH Ha MUTb 3aBaraBscs, a MOTIM CXWJINB
TOJIOBY, 00 IIIe pa3 MeperiTHyTH MEHIO. Sl 3amuTana, 9u BiH yxe
BU3HAUMBCH, 11I0 3aMOBMTH, Ha 1110 BiH BIJINOBIB, 110 HE AyXe rojoaHuil. «He
HAJITO XOUeThCsl ICTH» — TaK BiH cka3aB. [Ipote, ko miiiimoB ogilianT, BiH
3aMOBHB ramOyprep i kapToruno (ppi — Take 3a3BU4ail 1iTH OOMPAIOTh.
MumMmoBoti st mocMixXHynacs. 3aMmoBuiIa co01 1Ky, a MOTIM MOoMpocuia
o(imiaHTa NPUHECTU MEHI TOPIJIKY 3 TOHIKOM — BXe OyJ10 MiCJisl HOMyIHs, 1 5
He 0auymIia )KOJHOTO MPUBOLY HE BUIUTH.

Sk TieKK o(iliaHT MilmoB, s noguBMiIacs Ha Kca’epa 1 3HOBy 3anurana, K y
HBOTO CIIpaBH 3 HaBYaHHAM. Sl Oyrna pillyde HajalToOBaHA MEPEBECTH
PO3MOBY Ha OUIBII HEHTpANbHY HOTY, ajle, 31a€ThCA, IIUM 5 Horo 1e Oiblie
po3nparyBayia — 5 6aunia, 10 BiH CIPUIHSB 110 O€3MPUCTPACHICTD K
3HeBary. Bin MoB4aB, a MoTiM OypKOTJIMBO BiJIOBIB, 1110 3 HABYAHHSIM yCe
rapasa. «['apa3zmy, — ckazaB BiH 1 Bce. S He BiACTymasna, 3amurajia, XTo HOro




I knew some of them, but he shook his head and said that he was
mostly taking technical classes this semester, and that I was unlikely
to know his instructors.

Still, I persisted.

I’m interested to know what you are learning, I said. What kind of
work you want to make. Who you admire.

I admire Murata, he said after a sly pause. I love his work.

I nodded warily.

Of course, you knew him.

Very little. I worked with him only once, and briefly. He died not
long after. And we did not speak the same language. I did my lines
phonetically, we worked through interpreters. The interaction was
somewhat circumscribed.

What was he like?

He was brilliant, I said slowly. I was aware that Xavier was watching
me closely, with a hunger that sat too close to the surface. He was
already very sick, I said. He tired easily and it was only through
sheer force of will that he finished the production. None of us knew
he had cancer.

Parts of Speech is a masterpiece.

Yes.

BMKJIaJ1a4i, MOKJIMBO, KOI'OCh 13 HMX 3HAO, aJI€ BiH IIOXUTAaB rOJIOBOIO 1 CKa3aB.,
10 IIFOTO CEMECTPY BiH MEPEBAKHO BIABIAY€E TEXHIYHI KypCH 1 IO sl HABPSI
Yy 3HaloOMa 3 MOro BUKJIAJauaMHu.

Ta s BXKe X HE BiICTyIana.

— MeHi 1iKaBo [i3HATHUCS, [I[0 TH BUBYAEI, — CKa3aa s. — YuM came
xoueln 3aiMarrcs. Kum 3axorumoenics. ..

— 1 3axommorocst Mypatoro, — cKa3aB BiH ITiCIs XUTPOi nmay3u. MeHi 1ysxe
o100ar0ThCS HOTO POOOTH.

51 06epexHO KUBHYIIA.

— 3BICHO, BU K Oy 3HalOMI.

— Jlenge. S cniBmpallroBaia 3 HUM JIMILE OIMH pa3, 1 TO HeAoBro. Bin nomep
He3albapoM miciig 1poro. Jlo Toro », MU CIUIKYBaJIUCs pI3HUMHU MOBamHu. 51
YyuTaga CBOi peIlIiky Ha CiIyX, 0e3 po3yMiHHS,, a CIUIKyBaHHS BiJ0yBaocs
yepe3 nepekinagadiB. Hamra komyHikaitis Oyna Aemno oOMeKeHOIO.

— SIxkum BiH OyB?

— Bin OyB renianbHUM, — MOBIUIBHO BiAMOBiNA 5. — S BiguyBana, 1o
Kcar’ep nuibHO crioctepirae 3a MHOIO. — | #ioro kara 10 KUTTSI Jie[b He
po3puBaiia ioro 3cepenunu. Bin yxxe OyB ayxe XBopuil, — ckazania s1. Bin
IIIBUIKO BTOMJTFOBABCSI, 1 JIUIIIE 3aBSKH HEMMOBIPHIH CHIII BOJII 3MIT JJOBECTH

MMOCTAaHOBKY 0 KiHI.[SI. HixTo 3 Hac He 3HaB, 10 Y HbOT'O paK.

— «YacTuHU MOBH» — 1€ IeacBp.

— Tak.




I watched it again recently. You were so young.
I was. And now look at me.

I heard a teasing note in my voice, perhaps because I was not
comfortable talking about Murata and I wanted to direct Xavier’s
attention elsewhere. The flirtation was a habit, one that had quieted
over the years as I grew older, but that could still at times awaken. It
was an error on my part. Xavier quickly leaned forward, as if he
sensed an opening. I sat back again. Like all women, I had once been
expert at negotiating the balance between the demands of courtesy
and the demands of expectation. Expectation, which I knew to be a
debt that would at some point have to be paid, in one form or
another.

Xavier now said in a low voice, I want you to know that I accept
what you told me. He seemed about to reach for my hands before
pressing his palms down on the table, remaining in this strange pose
for too long, the posture at once abject and defensive. I knew almost
nothing about the person sitting across from me, I felt my skin grow
hot as I recalled the fervor with which he had spoken that day at the
theater, the feeling of repulsion and excitement that had stirred inside
me. [ was used to people armed with tremendous will, I was
frequently with people whose job consists of imposing their reality
upon the world. But now, as he seemed to shrink into himself in a
manner subdued and uncertain, I wondered if in the end he was not

one of these people, and did not truly know what he wanted from me.

The waiter arrived with our food, and as he hovered above us Xavier
reluctantly slid his hands from the table and into his lap. The waiter
began setting our plates down, his gaze moving surreptitiously from

— HemonasHo s nepersiaas 1eit ¢ineMm mie pa3. Tu Oyna Takoro MOJI0I00.
— Tak. A tenep retb 3mMiHUIACS.

Miii ros10¢ 3By4aB >KapTiBIMBO, MOXJIMBO, aJ[Ke MEHi OYyJI0 HISIKOBO TOBOPHUTH
po Mypary i s xorina cupsimyBatu yBary Kcas’epa Ha moch inme. Omipt Oys
MOE€I0 3BHYKOIO, SIKa 3 POKaMU, ITOKH s TOPOCJIilIaia, JIenio 3racia, ajie 4ac
BiJl 4acy Bce Ie naBajacs B3Haku. L{e Oyina mos mommika. Kca’ep ompasy x
HAXWJIUBCS BIlepel, HIOU BiT4yBIIU Haroxy. Sl 3HOBY Biaxuiuuiacs Ha3al. Sk i
BCi JKIHKH, 51 KOJIUCh YY/IOBO BMiJIa IOCSTaTH OaJlaHCy MiXK HEOOXiTHICTIO OyTH
BBIWJIMBOIO Ta HEOOX1IHICTIO BIAMOBIAaTH O4iKyBaHHSIM. OYiKyBaHHSIM, SIKi,
SIK s 3HaJA, OyJIM CBOEPITHUM OOProM, SIKUW PaHO Y Mi3HO JOBEICTHCS
CIUIATHTH B TiH UM 1HIIIHA Hopmi.

Kcap’ep Txo nmpoMoBuB: — Xody, 100 TH 3HANIA: S MPUIMAIO Te, 110 TH MEHI
pO3MOoBLIa». — 37aBajocs, BiH OCh-0Ch CSATHE MOIX PYK, aljie 3aMiCTh I[bOI0
IIPUTHUCHYB J0JIOHI 10 CTOJY ¥ 3aTpuMaBcs B 11l XUMEPHIH 11031 HAATO T0BrO
— 1031, 10 BOAHOYAC BUaBaIacs IPUHU3INBOIO i 000poHHOM0. S Mailxe
HIYOTO HE 3HaJa Mpo JIOAUHY, 1110 CH/ILJIa HABIPOTU MEHE, 1 BiAUya, IK MO
HIKipa NOKPHJIACS rapssuMMM XBHJISIMH, KOJIH 5 3rajiajia Ty IpUCTPacTb, 3 KOO
BIH TOBOPUB TOTO JHS B T€ATPl, T€ MOYYTTS BiApa3u i XBUIIOBAHHS, 110
3aBOPYIIMIIOCS B MeHi. 51 3BUKIIa 70 Jtofiel, Ha[lIEHUX BEJINYE3HOO CHIIO0
BOJT1, Sl YACTO CIUJIKYBaJlacs 3 TUHMH, 4ds poOOTa TmoJjsiraia B TOMY, 1100
JUKTYBaTU CBITY CBOIO peajbHICTh. AJie Tenep, KO BiH, 34aBajloCsl, CKDOMHO
1 HeBIIEBHEHO 3aHYpUBCs B ce0e, s 3aMHcIuiIacs, Y1 He OyB BiH, 3pELITOIO,
OJTHMM 13 TaKUX JIFOJIeH 1 UM CIpaB/ii HE 3HAB, YOTO XOU€ BiJl MEHE.

OdinianTt mpuHIC HaM 1KY, 1 KOJIM BIH HaXUJIUBCS Haja HaMu, KcaB’ep Heoxoue
npubpaB pyKH 31 cToy Ha KojiHa. O¢iliaHT MoYaB PO3CTABISATH TapLIKH,
MOMJISLIOM KpaJbKoMa repediraiouu Biji MEHE /10 MOJIOAOTO YOJIOBIKA 1 Ha3a/l.
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me to the young man and back again. I raised my head and his gaze
skittered away. Xavier began to eat. As [ watched him, the movement
of his mouth as he chewed, his sinuous throat, I felt an unexpected
charge between us. Although he was a stranger to me, in so many
respects unfathomable, I knew the details of the fantasy he had
created, the castle he had built in his mind, he had shared its private
architecture with me and that disclosure was a form of intimacy.

The waiter cleared his throat and asked if there was anything else he
could bring us, anything we needed. Xavier had eaten a third of his
hamburger while the waiter was arranging the side plates and
garnishes. He swallowed and took a long drink of water. The waiter's
face, with its careful neutrality, was like a mask. As I stared at him, I
suddenly recalled an incident many years ago, when [ was not even
twenty, in a restaurant much like this one, but in Paris. [ had met my
father there and he had taken me to lunch, I was then a thin scrap of a
drama school student and in his general worry about me he ordered a
vast succession of dishes. Once the waiter had gone, he told me he
had something special that he wished to give me, something he and
my mother had seen in a shop in Rome.

I opened the box with a gasp of delight. It was an emerald necklace,
beautiful and extravagant, and once he fastened it around my neck I
embraced him. I had not realized until that moment how much I
missed the regular company of my parents. Perhaps my reactions
were in some ways secondhand or performed the gasp of delight, for
example but the feeling they were designed to express was sincere, |
have that necklace still and I think of my parents whenever I wear it.
But I also think of something else, another version or interpretation
of the scene that took place between my father and me at that
restaurant in Paris, and while it did not contaminate my memory of
that lunch—one of the last before my father died—it did represent to

S migHsTIa TONOBY, 1 Horo moris KOB3HYB y0ik. Kcas'ep mouas ictu.
JIMBISTYHMCh HA HHOTO, HA PyX HOTO BYCT, KOJIM BiH )KyBaB, Ha HOTO THYYKY
rOpTaHb, g Bi4yja parnTOBUN MPUILUIMB HANPYTH MK HaMH. Xo4a BiH OyB 17
MEHE He3HaHOMIIeM, y 0ararboX BiJHOIICHHSIX HEPO3TaIaHuM, S 3HaJa
noapoOuti ¢anrasii, IKy BiH CTBOPHB, 3aMKY, IKUil BiH 30y/lyBaB y CBOIil ysBi,
BiH IMOAUIMBCS 31 MHOIO MOTO CEKPETHOIO MOOYI0BOIO, 1 1€ BIAKPUTTS OYJ10
CBOEPITHOIO POPMOIO OIU3ZBKOCTI.

OdinianT TpPOYKCTUB TOPJIO 1 3aMUTaB, UM HE OaKaEMO MHU I1I€ YOrOCh, UM HE
MOTPIOHO HaM II0-HEOy b, 3a TOH Yac, TOKU O(DIIliaHT PO3CTABIISAB TAPUIKH 3
rapHipamu Ta JonoBHeHHSIMH, KcaB’ep 3°1B yxe TpEeTHHY CBOTO ramoyprepa.
BiH KOBTHYB 1 3p0OMB BeIHMKHI KOBTOK Bomu. O0nuuust odiniaHTa, Majo
pEeTeNbHO BUILIEKAaHUN HEUTpaIbHUI BUpa3 1 CKUIan0ca Ha MacKy. JuBIsI4uch
Ha HBOTO, 5 PAlITOM 3rajiajia BUMA/IOK, 10 CTaBCs 0arato pokiB TOMY, KOJIH
MeHi 111e He Oyi0 i ABaIsTH, Y peCTOpaHi, Ay>Ke CX0KOMY Ha IieH, ane B
[Tapwxi. S 3yctpina Tam cBoro 6aThKa, 1 BiH 3ampocuB MeHe Ha 00i1. S Tomi
Oyra XyJ1010, MOB TPiCOUYKa, CTY/IEHTKOIO TeaTpallbHOT IIKOIH, 1, TYpOYIOUHCH
PO MEHE, BIH 3aMOBMB LTy HU3KY cTpaB. Konu odimianT Biaiiios, Mii
0aThKO CKa3aB MEHi, 10 Ma€ JIJIsl MEHE I0Ch 0COOIHBE, 110 BiH 1 MOSI MaTH
no0aunan B OAHOMY MarasuHi B Pumi.

S Bigkpuiia KopoOKy, 1 ak CKpUKHYJa Bia panomiB. Le 6yno cmaparnose
HaMMCTO — MPEeKpacHe i po3KillHe, 1 HIOHHO BiH OATHYB HOro MEHi Ha LIHIO,
g 001iiHs11a fioro. Jlo Toro MOMEHTY s i He yCB1IOMITIOBAJIA, SIK CUJIBHO
CyMyBaJja 3a MOCTIHHOO MPHUCYTHICTIO 0aThKiB. MOXIINBO, MO peakiii Oysu
JIeTI0 ITYYHUMH — HAIPHUKIA], TOW 3APUT BiJl paJOCTI — aje MOy TTs, K
BiH MaB BUpa3uTH, Oyio mupuM. Lle HamucTo 51 30epirato goci, 1 mopasy, Kojiu
Horo ofsraro, 3raayr 06aTeKiB. AJie sl TAKOXK 3rajIylo I MI0Ch, HIITY BEPCIIO
a0o 1HTepHpeTalito Ti€l CLeHH, 10 BiAOYIacs MK MHOIO Ta OaTbKOM Y TOMY
MapuU3bKOMY PECTOpPaHi, 1 X04a 1€ He CIIOTBOPHIIO MOiX CITOTaJliB MPO TOU 0011
— OJIMH 13 OCTAHHIX Nepe]] CMepPTIO 6aThKa — Uil MEHE 1€ 03HAYalIo
OCTaTOYHHUH KiHEeIlh MOTO JIUTHHCTBA Ta MMOYATOK JIOBTOTO MEPiOAY, KM
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me the definitive end of my girlhood and the start of the long stretch
of what is called womanhood, the end of which was only now in turn
beginning to approach.

We had settled into our meal, at that expensive restaurant in Paris
with our crisply aproned waiter bringing dish after dish, my father
had ordered too much food. The waiter also refilled our wineglasses,
and I noticed that my father was drinking a lot again, in the middle of
the day. It was when he was refilling my father's glass that the waiter
turned very slightly toward me and gave a salacious wink. I was
startled, my father asked if anything was wrong. I looked at the
waiter, whose face was so impassive [ wondered if I had imagined it.
Nothing, I said. It's nothing.

But my impression of the waiter had changed, and for the remainder
of the meal I found his attention increasingly oppressive, the way he
seemed to come too close when he set a dish before me, or swept the
crumbs from the table, his manner full of an intimation that my father
seemed not to notice, and that I noticed but did not fully understand.
In and of itself, his flirtation was not so outrageous, he was not much
older than I was and it was not as if [ were immune to the attention of
men. But it was only when my father had paid the rather substantial
bill and we rose to go that I understood the precise nature of the
insinuation the waiter had been making.

We were a few feet away from the table when I recalled the empty
jewelry box I had left on the table and turned to retrieve it. As I
reached for the box, the waiter appeared and pressed a piece of paper
into my hand, which I immediately dropped in my confusion, but not
before I saw that it was a telephone number, and not before the
waiter had whispered in my ear, his breath hot and damp

HA3UBAIOTh KIHOYICTIO, KIHEIb SIKOTO JIMIIIE 3apas3, y CBOIO Yepry, IOYMHAB
HaOmxKarucs.

Mu Bxke BCTUIIIM BMOCTHTHCS 32 CTOJIOM y TOMY JIOPOTOMY MapH3bKOMY
pecropati, 1ie odirianT y 6e310raHHO BUIIpacyBaHOMY (GapTyXy MmojaBaB HaM
OJIHY CTpaBy 3a iHIIOK; Miii 0aTbKO 3aMOBHB 3aHaATO Oararo ixki. OdirianT
TaKO)X HAIIOBHIOBAB Hallll KEJIMXH BUHOM, 1 5 IOMITHIIA, IO 0aTHKO 3HOBY
Oararo 1’e, mpudomy rocepen aas. Came Tofl, HAMTOBHIOKOYH KEITUX MOTO
6arpka, o(iliaHT Jeb-J1eb TOBEPHYBCS 10 MEHE 1 IAMOPTHYB 3 BYJIbrapHUM
migTexcroM. S Oyiia 3muBOBaHAa, OATHKO 3aIMTAaB, UM MOCHh HE Tak. S
noauBUiIacs Ha odiliaHTa, 00IHYYs SIKOTO OyJI0 HACTUIBKH O€3MPUCTPACHUM,
110 s 3aCyMHiBajacs, 4d He ysBuia st co0i 1ie. Hivoro, — ckazaina s1. Le
JPiIOHUIIA.

Ane Mo€ BpakeHHS o odilliaHTa 3MIHUIOCA, 1 10 KiHLA Tpare3u Horo ypara
3/1aBajiacsl MEHi Jenain OUIbIn OOTSHKINBOIO: T€, K BiH, 37aBaj0Cs, HAXUJISIBCS
Ha/TO OJIM3BKO, KOJIM CTaBUB MEpe/ii MHOIO TapiIKy a0 3MiTaB KPUXTH 31
CTOJy, — y HOT0 MaHepax BildyBayacs sIKach IHTUMHICTb, SIKY M1l OaThbKo,
371aBajiocs, He MoMivaB, a s IoMivasa, ajie He 0 KiHIg po3ymiia. Cami 1o
co01 Horo 3arpaBaHHs He OyJIM TaKUMU BKe i 00ypiarBUMHU, BiH OyB HE
Habararo crapiuii 3a MeHe, 1 1 He Oyna Oaiiy’kor0 10 yBaru 4oJoBiKiB. AJe
JIMILIE TOAL, KOJIM Mill 0aThKO CIUIATUB JOCUTh YMMAJIUN paxyHOK 1 MU
HiABeNuCs, 00 MIiTH, S 3p03yMija TOYHUN 3MICT HATAKIB, Ki pOOUB O(IIliaHT.

Mu Oynu 3a KiJIbKa KPOKIB BiJl CTOJTY, KOJIU 5 3rajjajia mpo MOPOKHIO CKPUHBKY
JUTSL HAMHUCTA, SIKY 3aJIMIINIIa Ha CTOJI, 1 o0epHynacs, o0 3abparu 1i. Konu s
HPOCTATHYJIA PYKY 32 CKPUHBKOIO, 3’ IBUBCS O(II[iaHT 1 BTUCHYB MEHi B PYKY
apKyIII Tarepy, SKUid s B po3ryOIeHOCTI 0jpa3y K BUITYCTHIIA, ajleé BCTUTIIA
MOMITHUTH, 1110 11e OyB HOMEp Tese(hoHY, 1 MOYYTH, K O(IIiaHT MPOIIEHOTIB
MEH1 Ha ByXO CBOIM I'apsiYMM 1 BOJIOTHM MTOJIUXOM:
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Call me when you're done working. And I understood that he had
mistaken my father and all his beautiful kindnesses to me that day for
something else entirely. That was the first time I felt pity for my
father, that he could be mistaken for a ludicrous and grasping old
man, of the sort that needed to pay for company, of the sort with
needs that could not freely be met.

And now, I thought I saw the same assessment in the eyes of the
waiter, as he looked at me and then at the beautiful young man sitting
opposite me. The shoe was on the other foot, I was now the object of
pity, if not outright scorn-I was a woman, after all, and for women
the judgment is always harsher. Curtly, I asked the waiter if I could
have another drink and he nodded and whisked the empty glass

away. As he departed, I met the gaze of a man seated several tables
away. For a moment we stared at each other. Then he reached out and
patted the hand of the woman sitting beside him, the gesture
bloodless and reassuring. I understood well enough what the middle-
aged couple believed was taking place between us, and I felt a wave
of irritation, and then also a feeling of sympathy for Xavier, I
remembered what it was like to be so young, and to be seen always
in relation to the fulfillment of an older person's desires.

Do you enjoy living in the city? I asked abruptly.

He set his fork and knife down and wiped his mouth with his napkin,
he had very good table manners, he had been nicely brought up. He
was what used to be called presentable, a young man who did not
lack for money or care. Yes, he said. I love it here, I would do
anything to stay. He spoke with ease, and also with the expectation

— 3arenedoHyi MEHI, KOJIM 3aKiHUMII poOOoTy. — | 5 3po3ymina, 1o BiH
CIPHIfHSB MOTO 0aThKa Ta BCIO OTO Yy0BY JOOPOTY 10 MEHE TOTO JHS SIK
10Ch 30BCIM iHIIe. Tofl 51 BIiepIie Bi4ysia CIiBYyTTS 10 CBOTO OaThKa, 110
fioro Mo)kHa OyIJI0 CIIPHIHATH 32 CMIIIHOTO U 5kaJiOHOTO CTaporo, TAKOTo, 110
MYCHUTh IUIATUTH 32 KOMIIAHII0, TAKOTO, YUI MOTPEOU HE MOXKYTh OyTH BIJIBHO
3aJI0BOJICHI.

I ock, MeHi 31anocs, o g modavnsa Te caMe OCy/UIMBE MOIISIaHHS B 09ax
o(imianTa, KO BiH MOIISTHYB Ha MEHE, a MOTIM Ha BPOJUIMBOTO IOHAKA, 10
CHJIIB HaBIPOTH. PoJii 3MiHMIIMCS: Terep 5 cTajga 00’ €KTOM Kajlko, a To i
BiJIBEPTOTO MPE3UPCTBA — 3PEIITOLO, 51 OysIa KIHKOFO, a JI0 KIHOK 3aBXKIH
CTaBISIThCS cyBopitie. S cyxo 3anurana ogilianTa, 4Yd MOXKY S 3aMOBUTH I1Ie
OJIMH HaITii{, BIH KUBHYB 1 IIBUIKO 3a0paB MOPOXKHIO CKIISTHKY. Komm BiH
BIJIIHAIIOB, 5 3ycTpiiacs MOIISIOM 13 YOJIOBIKOM, IIIO CHIIB 32 KiIbKOMa
CTOJIaMH BiJ Hac. My Ha MUTh AMBUIIMCS OHE Ha oHOTO. [10TiM BiH
HPOCTATHYB PyKy U HOIVIaUB PYKY JKIHKH, 1110 CHALIA TOPYY 13 HUM, — JKECT
OyB Oe3npucTpacHUM 1 3acnokiiauBuM. S 1oOpe po3yMinia, 10, HA TyMKY L€l
napu CepeIHbOro BiKY, BIIOYBajIoCs MK HAaMH, 1 MEHE OXOIHJIA XBUJIS
00ypeHHs1, a moTiM — cmiBuyTTa 10 Kcas’epa. A 3ragana, sik e — OyTu
TaKOI0 MOJIOZIOKO 1 3aBXKAM CHpUHMATHUCS JIUILE SIK 3aci0 A 3a10BOJICHHS
OakaHb CTApIIOT JIFOIUHHU.

— To061 moxo0aeThes KUTHU B MICTI? — HECIIOAIBAHO 3aliTaia 5.

Bin BinkiiaB BUJIENKY M HIK Ta IPOTEp BycTa CEPBETKOIO, — TapHI MaHEpH,
H0ro BOYEBH/Ib BUXOBAJIH SIK CJIiJl. Takux IOHAKIB, 10 IM He OpaKyBajo aHi
rpoiei, ani TypOoOTH, KOJUCh Ha3uBaIH "mpe3eHTtadenpHuMu’ .— Tak, —
CKazaB BiH. — MEeHI TyT Jy’Ke Moa00aeThes, 51 3poOuB 61 Bee, 100
3anuIIuTHCA. — BiH rOBOpHB HEBUMYIIIEHO, a TAKOXK 3 HAMIEI0, 1110 LIE,
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that this, the desired outcome, would come to pass. I understood that
he was in essence a confident person, my first impression of him had
been the correct one. The young man who had appeared in the
doorway of the theater, his body only a little tense. | remembered that
Lou had immediately risen to her feet to go and ask what he wanted,
if she could help, I remembered turning and seeing how she smiled
up at him, and how he smiled in return.

It was my presence that turned him inward, that changed the
composition of his personality. I knew then that I had been wrong to
come. | had a natural inclination to press my face against the glass, to
peer at the mystery of other people, but I also had an instinct for self-
preservation. I knew how to draw the lines firmly and rapidly when
necessary, how to pull down the shutter and withdraw. I had not
touched my fish but Xavier had eaten, now was the time to speak
decisively.

I don't think we should see each other again, I said once the waiter
had taken our plates away. Xavier flinched, as if I had struck him. No
relationship between us can

be possible.

Everything you said to me—I accept it. I understand. I really do.

Then why did you want to meet?
He hesitated. There's something I need to tell you.

The man at the nearby table was observing us again, I could feel his
eyes on me and I looked up in irritation. But what I saw past him
caused me to stop in confusion. I saw Tomas enter the restaurant,
although this was not possible, he had told me that very morning that
he would be at home working the entire day, he was never in this part

OaxxaHuil pe3yabTaT, HEOAMIHHO 3IHCHUTHCS. S 3po3ymina, 110 BiH, MO CYTI,
BIIEBHEHA B CO01 JIFOMHA, MOE TepIlie BPaXKEHHS PO HHOTO OyI1o
npaBuiIbHUM. Kosu BiH Tofi 3’IBUBCS y JBEPSAX TeaTpy, HOro Tijo Oyio JIuiie
Tpiledku HanpykeHuM. S 3ragaina, mo Jly onpasy x miaBenacs, moo mmaiiT
¥l 3amMTaTH, 4OTO BiH X0Y€, YN MOKE BOHA JIOTIOMOITH, 5 3Trajaa, K
obepHysacs i modadmia, sK BOHA MocMixajacs Homy, JUBJISYHCH YTOpY, 1 K
BiH TIOCMiXaBCsl Y BiJIIOBIi/Ib.

Came MOs IPUCYTHICTh 3MyCHJIa HOTO 3BEPHYTHUCS ycepeauny cebe, 3MiHuIa
CTPYKTYypy Horo ocobuctocTti. Toxi s 3po3yMina, o MOMHIIHIIACS,
MPUUIIOBIIN CIOAU. Sl 3aBKAM MOMI00IsIa, TaK OU MOBUTH, MIAUBIATUCS
Kpi3b BIKHA, BAMBIIIIOYNCH Y TAEMHHIII 1HIHUX JIFONICH, ale B MeHE OyB 1
IHCTHHKT camo30epeskeHHs. Sl 3Hama, K pilryde i IIBUAKO BCTAHOBUTH MEXI,
KOJH 11e OyNi0 HEOOX1/IHO, K OIYCTUTH 3aBicy 1 BIACTYNHUTH. S He TOpKanacs
CBOE€T cTparw, ane Kcas'ep Bxke 1M0iB, 1 HACTaB yac TOBOPUTH O3 BaraHb.

— 1 He mymaro, 0 HaM BapTO OAYUTHCS 3HOBY. — CKasala s, KOJId O(illiaHT
3a0paB Hami Tapiuiku. Kcas'ep 3apurnyscs, HiOuU s oro Baapuia. — Mix
HaMU HEe MO)Ke OyTH KOIHHUX CTOCYHKIB.

— Bce, o T1 MeHi cka3zana, — s mpuitmato. — S posymito. Cripasni
PO3YMIIO.

— Tozi HaBILIO TH XOTIB 3yCTpiTHCA?

Bin 3BosikaB. MeHi Tpeba T061 0Ch CKa3aTH.

YooBIK 3a CyCiHIM CTOJMKOM 3HOBY CIIOCTEpIraB 3a HaMH, 5 Biq4yBaja Ha
co0i #oro momsiA 1 po3ApaToBaHoO MISHYNA Ha HHOTO. AJie Te, 10 5 mobaunsa

3a HOTo CIMHOI0, 3MYCHJIO MEHE 3aBMEPTHU B CTymopi. S mobaunna, sk 10
pectopany ysiitmoB Tomac, xoua 11e 6yJ0 HEMOXKJIMBO: BiH I paHO BPaHII
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of town and had no reason to be at a restaurant like this, which he
would have hated. It must have started raining, he carried an
umbrella and carefully shook the water off it as he entered, his
movements deliberate, as they always were. He spoke to the host,
who nodded and indicated the rapidly emptying dining room,
probably telling him he had his pick of the tables.

I'll be right back, Xavier said and began to rise to his full height.

No, I said. Sit down.

I had spoken more sharply than I intended. He sat down. He was
staring at me, perhaps it was the first time I had genuinely taken him
by surprise. Tomas was now following the host into the dining room.
I wondered what the best course of action was, whether I should
simply catch his eye, wave from across the restaurant. That would be
the natural thing to do, I could say that Xavier was a student, which
he was, a young person interested in the theater. But then Tomas
would join us, that would also only be natural, and from there an
entire cascade of events would follow. Xavier was looking at me
strangely. Is anything wrong? he asked. Tomas was now halfway
across the restaurant and I was preparing to stand, to bluff my way
through the situation as best I could. He had not yet seen me but it
would not be long, there were perhaps a dozen occupied tables, the
host was walking rapidly in our direction, it was only a question of
time. Tomas was following, his manner a little vague and distracted,
as 1f his mind were elsewhere. I watched from across the restaurant,
he appeared so much older from a distance and I felt a pang of
tenderness, of love, in that moment I could not understand why I had
not told him about Xavier, when I told him everything, when I
trusted him more than any person in the world.

CKa3aB MEHi, 1110 BECh JICHb MIPALIOBaTME BIOMa; BiH HIKOJIM HE OyBaB y Lil
YaCTHHI MICTa 1 HE MaB YKOJHUX MPUYHH OyTH B TAKOMY pecTopaHi — Homy O
TYT TeTh He crniofobanocs. MabyTb, HaIBOPI TIOYABCS 011, 00 BiH TPUMaB
1apacoibKy | 3HAWOMUMU PO3MIPEHUMHU PyXaMH CTPYIIIyBaB 3 HEi BOLY,
MepecTynaryu nopir. Bid 3BepHYyBCS 10 aaMiHicTpaTopa, SIKUi KUBHYB 1
BKa3aB Ha IIBUKO IMOPOXKHIIOUMH 3aJ1, MaOyTh, Jal0YH 3pO3YyMITH, IO BiH
MOKe BHOpaTH Oyib-sIKHA CTIJI.

— $I 3apa3 moBepHycs, — cka3zaB Kcas'ep i mo4aB MmiIBOIUTHCS HA TIOBHUI
3pICT.

— Hi, — ckazana s1. Csiab.

51 BucnoBmIiIacs rocrpimre, Hixk Masia HaMip. Bin ciB. Bin quBuBCs Ha MeHe,
MO>XKJIMBO, I1e OyB IepIInii pa3, KOJIH 5 CIIPaBi 3acTajia Horo 3HEHaIbKa.
Tomac 3apa3 ciigyBaB 3a odimianTom 110 3aid. Sl po3MipKOBYBaIa, sSIK Kpare
BUMHHTH: YH [IPOCTO MIPUBEPHYTH HOTO yBary, IOMaxaTH PyKOIO 3 iHIIIOTO
KiHIIs pecTopany. Lle Oyno 6 mpupoaHo, s Moryia 6u cka3atu, 1mo Kcas’ep —
cTyneHT (i e Oymna mpaBia), MOJIOAMM XJIOMEIb, IO [IKaBUThCS TeaTpoM. Ale
toni Tomac npueanascs 6 10 Hac, IO TakoXk Oyio O LIJTKOM IPUPOIHO, 1
3BiATH Tovanacs 0 1ina Hu3ka nofii. Kcas’ep 1uBUBCS Ha MEHE AUBHO.
«Ilock He Tak?» — 3anuTaB BiH. Tomac yxe OyB Ha MIBAOPO31 0 Hac, 1 5
roTyBaJlacsi BCTaTH, 11100 SIkoMora Kparlle BUKpYTUTHCS 3 cuTyalii. BiH 1me He
no0aurB MeHe, ajie 1ie He 3a0apuThcs, TaM 0yi10, MaOyTh, 3 JIECATOK 3alHATHX
CTOJIMKIB, O(IIIaHT MBUIKO MIIIOB y HAIIOMY HAIpsIMKY, 1ie OyI1o JuIe
MUATAaHHSIM 4Yacy. Tomac HIIIOB 3a HUM, HOTO MOBE/IIHKA Oyiia TPOXHU
HE3rpabHOI0 i PO3CiAHOI0, HIOM HOro JyMKH OynH Jiech aajnexo. S
croctepirasa 3 1HIIOrO KiHIIS pECTOpaHy, 3/aJieKy BiH BUIUIS1aB Habarato
CTapIINM, 1 g BiqUyJa YKOJI HIXKHOCT1, KOXaHHS; Y TY MUTh 51 HE MOIJIa
3pO3yMIiTH, YOMY s HE po3moBija iomy mpo Kcas’epa, — 060 B3arami
po3smnoBigana oMy Bce, 60 10BipsiIa oMy OuTbIIE. ..
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Tomas would understand. Of course he would. It was with this
thought in mind that I raised my hand, as if to get his attention. Sit
down, I would say. Join us. This is —and I would introduce Xavier to
Tomas, who would sit beside me. His presence would calm me, it
would remove all threat from the situation. I waved my arm through
the air, Tomas was only a dozen feet away, I was sure he must have
seen us. Xavier turned, his face confused, his gaze swept across the
room but did not linger on Tomas, whom he did not know and had
never met. Xavier gave me a questioning look, I only raised my hand
higher, signaling.

But at that moment, Tomas froze. He had his hands in his coat
pockets and he began rummaging inside, as if looking for something
his phone or his wallet, perhaps his keys. He had stopped in the
middle of the restaurant, I should have risen to my feet and gone to
him, but I did not move. As I watched, Tomas spoke to the host, who
nodded and shrugged. Tomas turned and retreated, walking swiftly
across the dining room floor, as if he had forgotten or lost some item
of importance.

At the same time, alongside or propelling that urgency, was
something shamefaced, something hidden and untoward.

The glass door opened and swung shut. I turned to watch as Tomas
hurried away down the street. I felt, in his departure, a feeling of
regret so pronounced it seemed to exert a gravitational pull, it
seemed to pull me to the ground. I could have gotten to my feet and
called him back. I could have run after him, tugged at his arm. But
there had been something that stopped me. When had it last
happened, that I had looked at my husband and seen an emotion or
expression that I was not easily able to parse, the meaning of which
was not apparent at first glance? Was he hiding something the reason

Tomac 6u 3po3ymiB. 3BiCHO, 3po3yMiB Ou. Came 3 I11€10 TyMKOIO S TiAHsIIa
PYKy, HIOM TIparHy4u NpuBEpHYyTH Horo yBary. «Cimaii», — cka3zana 0 5.
«ITpuennyiicsa no Hacy. «Ile...» — 1 51 6 mpeacrasuna Kcas’epa Tomacy, 1o
3aiiHsB 61 Micue mopyd 3i MHO0. Moro npucyTHicTh 3acnokoina 6 MeHe, BOHA
0 yHeMOXXJIMBHIIA Oy/Ib-KYy 3arpo3y B JIaHii curyallii. Sl MaxHysa pykor B
noBiTpi, Tomac OyB nuIIe 3a KiJibKa METPIB Bij HaC, 51 Oyia BIEBHEHa, 110 BiH
Hac mo6auyunB. Kcap’ep o0epHYBCs, Ha HOT0 001M4U1 BitOMBaacs
HE3PO3yMUTICTh, HOTO MO MPOOIT IO KiMHATI, aJie He 3yIIMHUBCS Ha
Tomaci, SIKOTO TeTh He 3HaB 1 6a4MB ymepiie.

KcaB’ep kiHYB Ha MEHE 3alUTAIBHUN MTOTIISA, a S JTUILE TiIHsIa PyKy BUIIE 1
rnoMaxaiia.

Axne B o muth Tomac 3aBmep. He BuiiMaroun pyk i3 KUIlIEHb 11aJ1bTa, BiH
M0YaB 1 IOYaB TaM PUTHCS, HIOW IIyKarouM Moch — CBiil TenedoH, ramaHelp,
a Moxe, KiTtoui. Bid 3ynuHuBcs mocepes pectopany. MalyTe MeHi ciif O0yino
MiIBECTUCS ¥ MiIIATH JI0 HHOTO, aJie 5 He 3pyImmia 3 Micis. S cocrepirana,
sk Tomac po3MOBIISIB 13 aAMIHICTPaTOPOM, SIKMI KUBHYB 1 3HM3aB IJIEYHMA.
Tomac oOepHyBcs 1 BIACTYIUB, IIBUJKO IEPETUHAIOUM 34l PECTOPaHYy, HIOU
3a0yB 200 3aryOuB II0Ch BaxJuBe. BomHouac, mopsia i3 1i€ko MOCHINIHICTIO
a00 K MiJICWIIOI0YH ii, OyJ0 II0Ch COPOM S3JIMBE, II0Ch TPUXOBaHE I
HETpUEMHE.

CxuisiH1 1Bepl BIAUMHWINCA U 3HOBY 3auMHUINCS. 1 oOepHynacs i quBuiacs,
sk Tomac nocmimae Byauneo. Y Horo Breui st Bildyjia HACTUIbKY CHUIIbHE
MOYYTTS ’KaJIt0, 110 BOHO Haye YMHUIIO TpaBITalliHY TATY, Haye MOBEPTAJIO
MEHE Yy pealbHICTh. Sl Morna O miBeCTUCS ¥ MOKINKATH HOTo Hazad. S Morna
0 mMoOITTH 32 HUM, CXOTUTH MOTO 3a PyKy. AJie MOoch MeHe 3ynuamio. Ko
BOCTaHHE s TUBUJIACS HA CBOTO YOJIOBiKa 1 0aunia eMOIliI0 YK BHpa3 00Iryds,
K1 MeH1 OyJI0 HeJIerKo 1HTepIPEeTyBaTH, 3HaUE€HHS KUX He OyJI0 OYEBHIHUM 3
NEPLIOro MonIsLy?
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for his presence in this restaurant, which was in the wrong part of
town, at the wrong time of day, particularly for a creature of such
habit? Is everything okay?

I turned to look at Xavier and then I saw it—the similarity between
us, which was more than the fact of our shared race, it was an echo or
mirroring in our features that had no explanation, no purpose. In that
moment, I could perceive the outer edge of his thought, his personal
delusion, I could almost reach out and grasp it. But then the feeling
receded and the gap between us yawned once more. He sat back in
his chair and exhaled and I recognized the movement, it was the one
he had done at the theater, when we first met.

An old gesture of mine that he had lifted from my films, my stage
performances, and copied without shame. A piece of me, on the body
of a stranger, a thing of mine that had been taken and moved into the
realm of the uncanny by this young man sitting across from me.
Anger surged through me, a sharpening of all my instincts. The
situation was more dangerous than I had previously understood,
below the surface demands and obtrusions of his personality was a
ruthlessness I had not perceived or prepared for. I need to go, I said
to Xavier, and before he could reply I rose to my feet and stepped
back from the table, I had nothing else to say, I could only repeat, I
need to go.

2

I pushed open the front door of the restaurant and tumbled outside, I
looked but there was no sign of Tomas, he had disappeared into the
densely populated street. There was a rain so faint it was mist in the
air. | thought of Xavier, whom I had left at the table without
explanation, and I began walking quickly down the street, away from
the restaurant.

Uu npuxoByBaB BiH MIOCh — MPUYUHY CBOET MPUCYTHOCTI B IIbOMY PECTOPaHi,
SIKUW 3HAXOJMBCS B HE3PYUHIN YaCTHHI MiCTa, B HE3PYYHHH yac 100U,
0CcOOIMBO JIs1 JTIOAMHM 3 TAKUMH 3BUYKaMu? Uu Bce y mopsiaky?

51 obepuynacs, mo6 norsHyTH Ha KcaB’epa, 1 Tozi st mobaumnna e —
CXOXKICTh MK HAMH, SIKa BUXOJIMJIA 32 MEKI1 IMPOCTOI CIIBHOI pacoBOi
MPUHAIEKHOCTI; 11e OyJI0 BiATTyHHS YM A3epKajbHE BiIOOpaKEHHS HALINX
puC, SIKe He MaJIo Hi TIOSICHEHHS, Hi CEHCY. Y Ty MHTb 51 MOIJIa B9y TH I'paHb
HOT0 IyMOK, 10r0 0COOUCTY 1T103110; S Mai>ke MOTIIa IPOCTATHYTH PYKY i
CXOIHTH ii. AJie TOTIM 1€ BIAUYTTS BiICTYNUIIO, 1 BIACTaHb MK HAMHU 3HOBY
3pocna. BiH BiIKMHYBCs Ha COMHKY Kpiciia ii BUAMXHYB, 1 I BIIi3HAJA el pyx
— 11e OyB TOM camuii, AKHil BiH 3p0OHB y TeaTpi, KOJIH MU BIIEpIle
3yCTPLIHUCS.

Crapwuii Miif J)KeCT, SIKHH BiH MIIXOMUB 13 MOTX (PIIbMIB, MOTX CIEHIYHHX
BUCTYIIIB 1 0€3COPOMHO CKOIitoBaB. YacThHa MeHE Ha TiJi He3HAHOMIIA, IIOCh
MOE, 1110 OyJ10 BUKPAJICHO U TIepeHeceHO Yy cdepy HaAIPUPOITHOTO UM
MOJIOJTUM YOJIOBIKOM, SIKHii CHIIB HABIPOTH MEHE.

Mene npoHH3aB THIB, yC1 MO1 IHCTUHKTH 3arocTpuiincs. Cutyaitist Oyina
HeOe3MeuHINIo, HiXK 5 paHille YCBIAOMIIIOBaJIA: IiJ] TOBEPXHEI0 BUMOT 1
HaB’S3JIMBOCTI 1OTO 0COOMCTOCTI XOBaJIacs KOPCTOKICTh, SIKY s HE IoMivasa 1
1o sikoi He Oyna rotoBa. «MeHi Tpeba HTh», — ckasana s Kcas’epy, 1, He
JIaBIIIA HOMY BiIMOBICTH, IMiJIBEJIACh 1 BIAIMIILIIA BiJl cTOMy. MeHi OibIie He
OyJ10 4OTO CKa3aTH, s MOIJIa JIUIIE TIOBTOpIoBaTH: «MeHi Tpeba UTu».

2

S BimuMHMIIA BXi/IHI JBepl pecTopaHy i BuOiria Ha BynuIo. S o3upHynacs,
ane Tomaca Hije He OyJI0 BUIHO — BiH 3HUK y HATOBIII JIFO/IEH Ha BYJIUIIL.
[TanaB neap MOMITHUH JIO1, SKMH y MOBITP1 MEPETBOPIOBABCS HA TyMaH. S
sragana nmpo Kcap’epa, SKOTO 3aIMIIINIIA 32 CTOJIOM 0€3 JKOIHUX TOSICHEHBD, 1
royvaja IIBUIKO WTH BYJIMIIEIO, BIIAISIOUHNCD BiJ] pECTOPaHY.
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As I turned the corner and walked north, I breathed in the cold air as
if I had been long deprived of oxygen. It was too far to walk back to
the apartment in the rain but I could not bear the thought of taking
the subway or sitting in a car, I needed to feel myself decisively
moving away from the situation inside the restaurant-Xavier sitting
across from me at the table, Tomas standing frozen on the other side
of the dining room. Now, as the rain grew heavier, I continued to
walk as if to chastise myself, I couldn't understand why I had agreed
to meet Xavier in the first place. I had felt sorry for him perhaps to
have so much unreciprocated feeling, to be carrying that imbalance.
But had it only been that? Hadn't there also been some underlying
curiosity, an old instinct to draw close to other people? When I was
younger, that impulse had almost been the governing principle of my
life. I had tried many times to explain this compulsion to myself—it
was a way of being in the world, of relating to the life that was taking
place around me, it was a question of being open. But over the years
and 1in particular once I met Tomas, I had learned to curtail that urge,
to see it for what it really was a passing curiosity, a spirit of
bedevilment, and a form of voyeurism.

Because of Tomas. Through him, with him, I had learned to live with
greater discipline, to inhabit a certain quietude, so that I no longer
fully remembered what it felt like to be so open to the world, to take
such pleasure in throwing myself onto the crashing waves of other
people's temperament. | had been surprised when the feeling had
overtaken me once more and with no small urgency, I had been
compelled by Xavier and his strange predicament, in all its wild
illogic. I had become curious despite knowing better. The situation
bore every red flag that I had learned to recognize over the years, and
yet I had replied to his message, I had agreed to meet with him, I had
gone into the restaurant and sat down across the table from him.

[ToBepHyBIIHM 3a PIr 1 PYIIUBIIY Ha MiBHIY, S BAUXHYJIA XOJIOIHE TOBITPA,
Haue JIOBro Oyia mo30aBieHa KUCHIO. Wrtu 10 KBapTUPH MIIIKH, Ta I | i
JoneM, OyJIo 3aHAATO JIAJICKO, alie 1 He MOIVIa 3MYyCUTH ce0e CICTH B METPO UM
B MaIlIMHY — MEHI NOTPiOHO Oyi0 BiAYyTH, 110 5 TOYHO BiAiMILIA Bif Ti€l
cuTyaiii B pectopani: Bix KcaB’epa, sskuii CHIiB HABIIPOTH MEHE 3a CTOJIOM, 1
Bix Tomaca, mio 3actur Ha iHmomMy 6o 3amy. Tenep, KO 101l MOCHITIOBABCS,
s MPOJIOBXKYBAaJIa WTH, HIOM Kaparouu cede, s He MoIyia 3p03yMITH, YOMY
B3araJii noroxuiacs 3ycrpirucs 3 Kcas’epom. Meni Oyio mkona 1#oro,
MalyTb, 3a T€, 1110 BiH MaB CTIJIbKU HEPO3IUICHUX MMOYYTTIB, 110 HiC y c001 Lel
mucOananc. Ane un Oyna 1e eauHa npuanHa? Yu He Oylio TaM TaKoX SKOiCh
MIPUXOBAHOT IIKaBOCTI, CTAPOTr0 IHCTHUHKTY 10 HAOMM>KEHHS 10 1HIIUX Jtoaen?
Konu st 6ymma mosoamioro, e iMmynbse OyB Maiike KepiBHUM MPUHIIATIOM
Moro XUTTs. S 6araro pa3iB Hamaranacs MOSCHUTH cOO1 IO KOMITYJbCII0 —
1ie OyB cIoCiO ICHYBaHHS y CBiTi, CIIOCIO CTaBACHHS JI0 KUTTS, 110
BiI0yBaOCs HABKOJIO MEHE, 11e OyJI0 MUTAaHHS BIAKPUTOCTI. AJie 3 poKamy, i
0COOJIMBO TICJIS TOTO, SIK 5 3ycTpina Tomaca, s1 HaBYMIIACS CTPUMYBATH TeH
MOTSAT, 0aYUTH HOTO TaKUM, IKUM BiH OyB HACIIpaB/ii: MUTTEBOIO LIKaBICTIO,
JTyXOM 3JIOBMHCHOCTI Ta JOPMOIO Byalepusmy.

3aBnsku Tomacy. 3aBasiku oMy, pa3oM 13 HUM 51 HABUMIIACS KUTH OLIBII
CTpUMaHO, nepedyBaTH B IEBHOMY CIIOKO1, TaK, 10 BXKE i HE mam’sitajia J0
KiHIIS, SIK 11€ — OyTH TaKOIO BIIKPHUTOIO J0 CBITY, OTPUMYBATH TaKy HACOJOIY
BIJI TOTO, 1110 KMAAt0Cs y OypXJIMBI XBUIII Uy>KUX eMoIliil. 5 Oyna npuemMHo
3IUBOBaHA, KOJH II€ MOYYTTs 3HOBY OXOIUJIO MEHE, 1 3 HEaOUSIKOIO
HaraJpHICTIO 5 Biauyia notsr g0 Kcas’epa Ta iloro TMBHOTO CTAaHOBHINA, 3
yCi€r0 Oro AMKOIO HENOTIUHICTIO. f 3allikaBuiiacs, Xxo4a i 3Hama, 1o He
BapTo. CHTyarlis MicTUJIa BC1 O3HAKH HEOE3MEKH, sIK1 ST HABUMIIACs
pO3Mi3HaBaTH 3a IIi POKH, 1 BCE XK sI BIAMOBINA HA HOTO MOBIJOMJICHHSI,
MOTOJIMIIACS 3yCTPITUCS 3 HUM, 3alilllIa 10 pecTopaHy i cijia 3a CTiJ HaBIPOTH
HBOTO.




18

It had been a heedless moment. I had entered the stage of life where
there is a certain amount of immutability, in middle age, change is
experienced primarily as a kind of attrition. Perhaps for that reason I
had been lulled into a state of unthinking complacency. As |
continued walking down the street, through that soft rain, I began to
wonder how long I had been in this state of excessive inurement. I
looked around me, I saw that I had walked much further than I had
thought, I was almost home.

When I returned to the apartment, Tomas was not there. We lived in
the West Village, in an apartment we purchased not too long after I
worked with Murata, on the film that Xavier had mentioned. That
was my first taste of success, and although the role was small and the
film in another language, it had achieved some renown. The parts
began to come a little more regularly after that, although still
circumscribed in scope and scale, none of them equal in depth to
what Murata had offered me.

Mostly it meant that we had a bit more money, that [ could pay the
bills and buy the clothes I wanted, that we could eat out when we did
not feel like cooking. In the years that followed, we began to
accumulate a little money, there would be residuals here and there, a
guest role on a television series. It helped that we did not have
children. Children, with their mouths to feed, clothes to purchase, the
cost of childcare and tuition, we had friends who informed us that
one partner's entire salary went toward paying for the nanny. In this
way, although we were by no means wealthy, we found ourselves in
the unexpected position of being what is referred to as comfortable
no small feat, in a city like New York.

Lle 6yB MOMeHT HE0OauHOCTI. S BCTynuIIa y TOH eTar KUTTS, Je TaHy€e IIeBHA
HE3MIHHICTb, Y 3p1JIOMY Billi 3MiHU CIIPUIMAIOTHCSI HACAMIIEpel SIK CBOEPiIHE
BUCHa)XEHHsI. MOXIIMBO, caMe 4epe3 e sl IOPHHYNA y CTaH 0e3ayMHOT
CaMOBZIOBOJICHOCTI. [IpoIoBKyIOUM HTH BYJIHUIICIO KPi3b MKHUKY, 5 TI0YaIa
3aMHCIIOBATHCS, SIK JIOBIO 5 IiepedyBajia y bOMY CTaH1 HaAMIpHOI 3BHUKH. S
O3UpPHYJIACs HABKOJIO 1 ToOaumIIa, o IpoiIuia Habararo faii, HiX JymMaina,
— s1 Oyna maibke BIoma.

Konu s noBepHynacs 10 kBaptupu, Tomaca Tam He Oyno. Mu »xunm y Bect-
Bimnimk, y kBapTHpi, SIKy Npua0amud He3aA0BrO MICs TOTO, SIK 5 3HsIACS y
tomy ¢inemi Mypary, ripo sikuii 3ragyBaB Kcas’ep. Lle OyB miii mepurmii
JOCBiJ yCHiXy, 1 X04a poJib OyJia HEBEIUKOI0, a (DiJIbM — 1HIIIOI0 MOBOIO, BiH
37100yB MEBHY MOMYJISAPHICTH. [1icist HbOTO PoIIi TOYa Il HAAXOAUTH TPOXU
YacrTille, Xo4a BOHH Bce 1 Oy 0OMexeHi 3a 00CsIroM i MacmradomM, i
JKOJIHA 3 HUX HE MOIJIa 3PiBHATHCS 3a TNIMOMHOIO 3 Ti€l0, SIKY 3allPONIOHYBAB
MeHi Mypara.

B ocHoBHOMY 11€ 03Hauano, U0 y Hac OyJ0 TPOXH OijibIlie TPOIIeH, 110 5
MOTJIa OTIAYyBaTH PaxyHKHU Ta KyIyBaTH OJISAT, SIKHH XOTija, 0 MA MOTJIH
icTH B pecTopaHax, KOJIM HE XOT1JIOCS TOTyBaTH. Y HACTYITHI POKH MU HOYAJIH
HAKOMMYYBATH TPOXH TPOIICH: TO TYT, TO TaM 3’ SIBIISUTHCS TOHOPAPH,
eni30AuYHa poiib y Tesnecepiaii. JJonmomarano Te, 1o y Hac He Oylo JiTeH.
Jiteld, sikux Tpeba romyBaTH, OIATaTH, BUTPAYATHCS Ha OIS Ta HABYAHHS
— y Hac Oynu Jipy3i, sIKi pO3MOBiIaiH, 1110 BCS 3apIijiaTa OJHOTO 3 MapTHEPIB
HIia Ha oruIaty HsHI. TakuM YMHOM, X04a MU ax HisIK He Oynu 6aratumu, Mu
ONMHUIIKCS B HECTIOIBAHOMY CTaHOBHILII, SIKE HA3UBAIOTh «3aTULIHUM» —
HeaGusIKe TOCATHEHHs B TAKOMy MicTi, sk Hbro-Mopk.

Mu npuabanu 1o KBapTupy 6arato pokiB TOMy — Xo4a i He Tak JaBHO, SIK
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We purchased the apartment, all those years ago—although not so
many as someone newer to the city might think, the churn of
gentrification moved with extraordinary speed-and we had a
reasonable mortgage. With two bedrooms and a study for Tomas, the
apartment was large enough for us to grow old in. You might think
that people wondered how we did it, a sizable apartment in the West
Village, considering the sporadic nature of our employment. But the
truth is that almost nothing about the way people live in New York
makes any sense, least of all when it comes to money. Probably they
assumed we had some private income, or perhaps, after I had
achieved some further success, they imagined that [ was better and
more regularly paid than I was. Certainly, as we grew older and more
established in life, people ceased to enter the apartment with an
expression of mild surprise. The place came to seem more natural.
We grew into it, and then we never outgrew it.

That afternoon, though, the air in the apartment was stale and I felt as
if I were entering a space long uninhabited, for a brief moment it was
as if I had come into an apartment that looked exactly like my home
in every last particular, down to the vase on the table in the hall and
the coats hanging from the rack, and yet was not my home at all. I
called out to Tomas. It was late afternoon, the hour when his working
day would usually come to a conclusion and he would emerge from
his office in search of a drink. The start to the evening, the time when
I would join him if I was not working, and we would talk a little
before proceeding with our plans for the night, sometimes there was
an event or social obligation, sometimes it was only a quiet dinner,
but either way, always the calm of each other's company.

MOTJIO O 3aTUCS KOMYCh, XTO TUTBKH-HO MPHiXaB JI0 MICTa, aJKe MPOoLec
JoKeHTpHGIKAIiT TpoCcyBaBcs 3 HAA3BHYAWHOIO MIBUJIKICTIO — 1y Hac Oyia
IIJIKOM MIPUHHATHA iM0TeKa. Y KBapTUpi OyJI0 /IBi CHaNIbHI, a TAKOX KaOiHET
it Tomaca — JAOCTaTHBO MPOCTOPY, 0K MPOXKUTHU B Hil XOY YCE KUTTI.
MorkHa motyMaTH, 110 JIFOIU AUBYBAJIHCA, SIK HAM 1€ BIAIOCS — MPHI0aTH
TaKy MpoCTOpy KBapTupy y BecT-Bimimk, 3Bakaroun Ha HECTaOLIbHICTD
HaIoi poOoTH. AJjie paBa B TOMY, 1[0 Maiike HIIO B TOMY, SIK JIFOAU )KUBYTh
y Helo-Hopky, He Mae ceHcy, a HaiiMeHIIe — KOJM HIeThes TIPO TPOIII.
VIMOBipHO, BOHU TIPUITYCKAIIM, I[0 MU MaJIH SIKiCh IPUBATHI 0XO/H, 260,
MOXIIUBO, TICIISI TOTO, SIK 51 JIOCSTIIA TICBHOTO YCITIXY, YSIBIISUIH, IO S 3apOOJISIO
OibIIIe 1 OTPUMYIO 3apIUIaTy peryisipHilIe, Hix 1ie OyJ0 Hacmpas/i. 3BiCHO,
KOJIM MU CTaJIM CTAPUIMMHU W OLJIbII YIIEBHEHUMH B JKUTTI, JIFOJM MTEPECTaTH
3aXOUTH JI0 KBapTUPH 3 JIEAb IOMITHUM 31UBYBaHH:M. Lle Miciie crano
3/1aBaTUCS OLIBbII MPUPOIHUM. MU 3BUKIIU 0 HBOTO, 1 IOTIM HIKOJIHM HE
IIepepOCIu HOro.

Toro nHs, ofHAK, MOBITPS B KBapTUPi OyJI0 3aTXJIMM, 1 1 BiT4yBasa, HIOU
3aX0/Ky B PUMIIIEHHS, SIKE JaBHO He Oylo 3aceeHe, Ha MUTh MEHI 3/1aJ10¢4,
HIOM 5 3alilllIa B KBapTUPY, KA B YCIX J€TaJAX, aX J0 Ba3u Ha CTOJI B
MEePEANOKO1 Ta MaIbTO, 10 BUCLIIN Ha BIIIANII, Oyjla TOUHO TaKOI0, sIK Mii JIIM,
1 BomHOYAcC 30BciM He Oyna MoiM gomoM. S moknukana Tomaca. bymno mizHe
micnsi001/1/15, Ta TOAMHA, KOJIM KOTO poOOoUuil IeHb 3a3BUYail 1001raB KIiHIIA 1
BiH BUXOJMB 31 CBOro odicy B nomrykax BUNUBKH. [loyaTok Bedopa, yac, Koiau
s IPUETHYBAIACS IO HBOTO, SIKIIO HE MPAIIOBaNa, 1 MU TPOXHU PO3MOBIISLIH,
MepII HiXK MEePeiTH 0 HAIIKMX TUTaHIB Ha HIY: 1HO/I 11e Oysa siKach MOJis Y1
CBITCHKa O[5, 1HOJI — JIUIIIE TUXA Bedeps, ajie B OyIb-sIKOMY pa3i — 3aBKIU
CHOKIH y KOMIaHi1 O/HE OJIHOTO.
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But that day his office was empty, and as [ made my way down the
corridor I saw that the door had been left ajar, so that I could peer
inside at the empty desk and the chair asunder, the monitor of his
computer black with inactivity. The room was tidy, there was no sign
of his presence-no indication that he had merely stepped out to get
something from the corner shop, or to drop off a package at the post
office. I returned to the kitchen, which was pristine, there were no
dishes in the sink or crumbs on the counter. On a normal day there
would be a collection of dirty coffee cups and plates, the crusts of
sandwiches, the debris of a productive day. I stood in the kitchen and
stared at the immaculate surface of the counter, it was only then that I
realized how much I experienced those objects as evidence of the
hard-won consistency of our life together.

That morning, I had asked him what his plans were for the day.
Nothing planned, a clear day to write, he said he would be home
working. I asked what he would do for lunch and he said he would
make do with what was in the kitchen. If I had not seen him at the
restaurant, I would have likely called or sent him a message, | would
have asked where he was and if everything was okay. I frowned and
left the kitchen, it had been a long time since I had wondered where
Tomas was, or how he was spending his time. Even when he was
traveling for work-or indeed when I was, it was not as if we were
together at all times, there could be weeks or even months when we
did not see each other, and yet during all those times, I never
wondered what he was doing.

I sat down in the living room, the light outside was rapidly fading. If
my imagination had atrophied from lack of use, it now returned with
surprising force, it took only a few small things—an empty sink, the
polished surface of a counter, an unexpected appearance in a

Aze Toro Hs oro kaOiHeT OyB MOPOXKHIH, 1, TPOXOASTYH KOPHIOPOM, 5
nmo6aymia, o aBepi Oy TPOXU MPOYMHEH], TOX I 3MOTJIA 3a3UPHYTH
BCEPEIMHY: MOPOXKHIH CTLI, BIAKUHYTE KPICJI0, €KpaH HOro KOMII 10Tepa,
YOpPHUH Bij O€3IsIIbHOCTI. Y KIMHATI ITaHyBaB MOPSA0K, HE OYyJ10 KOTHUX
CJIiIB 10T0 MPUCYTHOCTI — HISIKUX O3HAK TOTO, IO BiH MIPOCTO BUHIIOB, abu
KYIIUTH II0Ch Y HAWOIMKIOMY Mara3uHi a00 BIIHECTH TOCWIKY Ha MomTy. S
MOBEPHYJACS 10 KyXHi, sika Oyiia 0e310raHHOI0: y paKOBHHI HE OYyJI0 TOCYy, a
Ha CTUIBHUII — KpHUXT. Y 3BUYAHHUU JIeHb TaM OM JiexKasa Kymna OpyaHuX
KaBOBHX YaIIOK 1 TAPLIOK, CKOPUHKH Bi OyTepOpOAiB — 3aIUIIKA
MPOIYKTUBHOTO JHsI. S CTOsIa Ha KyXHI i TUBUJIACS HA YUCTICIHBKY
MOBEPXHIO CTUTBHHUIII, 1 JIUIIE TOJI 51 YCBIZOMIIIA, HACKIJIBKY IIi TPEIMETH
Oymu JIUIs1 MEHE CBITYEHHSM BaXKKO 3/100yTO1 cTa01IbHOCTI HAIIOTO CHIBHOTO
KUTTSL.

Toro panky s 3anuTaina ioro, sSiKi B HbOTO IJIaHK Ha JeHb. Hidoro He
3aIUIaHOBAHO, SICHUM JIeHb JJIs1 HallMCaHHs, CKa3aB BiH, 110 Oy/ie MpaloBaTu
Broma. Sl 3anmuTana, mo BiH Oyze poOuTH Ha 0011, 1 BiH BIAMOBIB, 110
001iiieThCs TUM, 110 € Ha KyXHi. SIkOu 5 He mobayuia ioro B pectopai, 5 0,
MalyTb, 3aTeneoHyBaia ado Hajiciaza oMy MOBIIOMIIEHHS, 3anuTana 0, 1e
BiH 1 UM Bce rapasa. Sl Haxmypuiiacs 1 BUHIIIA 3 KyXHI — B)K€ JIaBHO s HE
3aMHCIIOBajacs, e Tomac 1 uuM BiH 3aiiMaeThbcsi. HaBiTh Konu BiH 13AUB y
BiJIpsIKEHHST — a00 KON i37uia s, — 11e He OyJo Tak, HiOM Mu Oylu pa3oMm
MOCTIWHO, MOTJIM OyTH TH)KH1 UM HABITh MICAIIl, KOJIM MU HE OaUUITUCs, 1 BCE XK
3a BeCh 1€l Yac s HIKOJIU HE 3aMUCIIIOBANACs, YAM BiH 3aiiMa€eThCA.

S cina y BiTasibHi, a CBITJIO 32 BIKHOM CTPIMKO 3racao. Skio Mos ysBa i
3aHenasa BiJl HecTaui BXKMBAHHsI, TO TeIep BOHA MOBEPHYJIAcs 3 TUBOBHKHOIO
CWJIOIO: BUCTAYMJIO JIMIIE KUIBKOX JAPIOHUIL — MOPOKHBOI PAKOBUHH,
BIJINOJIIPOBAHOT MOBEPXHI CTIIBHUIL, HECIIOIBAHOI 3yCTpiyi B PeCTOpaHi —
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restaurant for uncertainty to breed, for speculation to return. I blinked
in the growing dark. I had been unnerved to see Tomas at the
restaurant, not only because of my own transgression—that was the
moment when I understood that Xavier was a secret, something I had
chosen not to share with Tomas, although I didn't know why—but
because he had seemed like someone who had secrets of his own.

Was such a thing possible? Tomas was still a handsome man, if
anything he had become better looking over the years, the rough
edges of his youth rubbed smooth. When he was younger there had
been something grasping in his manner, which was not unusual in
someone so ambitious, someone who wished to make his mark upon
the world and who cared what people thought of him. But as he
attained further success in his work, he became less interested in
what other people thought, his ego no longer requiring external
reinforcement, and then less interested in other people more
generally.

Some part of that, [ knew, was due to the happiness of our marriage.
But that settled affect also scanned as confidence, and confidence can
be a large part of what a woman finds attractive in a man. Perhaps,
for some women, it was even the main thing. Tomas was, or so [
believed, largely indifferent to other women, I had been with him at
parties and gatherings where there had been a number of remarkably
beautiful women, whom he seemed hardly to notice. But could that
genuinely be possible? Did he really move through the world so
blinkered? The notion, its blithe confidence, now seemed ludicrous
and naive.

Restless, I stood up and turned on the lights. It was past seven and

still no word from Tomas. I had a sudden vision of his face, the slow
stirring of interest in his features, striking in a man typically so aloof.
It was a version of my husband I never knew. When Tomas and I met

1100 3apo/IuIIacsi HEBIIEBHEHICTD 1 TOBEPHYJINCS MPUIYLICHHS. S Mpy Kuiacs
B Hactynatouiii TempsiBi. [lo6aunsiu Tomaca B pectopasi, s BTpaTuiia
BHYTPIIIHIO PIBHOBAry He JIMIIIE Yepe3 BIACHUH MPOCTYIOK — came B TOU
MOMEHT s 30arnyina, mo Kca’ep OyB Ta€MHHUIICIO, SIKOYO 5T BUPIIIIIIA HE
ninutucs 3 Tomacom, xoda i He 3HaJla YoMy, — a ¥ TOMY, IO BiH 3/1aBaBCS
JIIOJIMHOIO, SIKa MaJjia BJIAaCHI TAEMHHMIIL.

Yu moxuBo Take? Tomac 1 goci OyB NpuBaOJIMBUM YOJIOBIKOM, HABITh,
MOYKHA CKa3aTH, 3 pOKaMH BiH CTaB IIe KpaIluM: IOPCTKi Kpai HOro 10HOCTI
3MIAIUIUCS. Y MOJIOZOCTI B HOro MaHepax OyJio M0Ch HACTUPIIUBE, IO HE
OyJ10 HEe3BHMUYAWHUM JIJIS TaKOi aMOIIIHOT JIFOMHM, KA MIParHyJia 3aUIIATH
CBIl CiTiJl y CBiTi i A06ana mpo Te, 10 Npo Hel yMaroTh iHIi. Alle 3 TUM, K
BiH JIOCSITaB BCE OUIBIIOTO YCIiXY Y CBOil poOOTi, BiH CTaB MEHIIIE
[IKaBUTHUCA TYMKOIO 1HIIUX, HOTO €ro Oibllie He MOTpeOyBasio 30BHIIIHBOTO
MiKPITUICHHS, 1 BIH CTaB MEHIIIE IIKAaBUTHUCS JIFOJbMHU B3arai.

41 3Hana, 10 YacTKOBO Iie OYJI0 uepe3 Halll MACIUBHH HUTI00. Ase 15
CTaOUIBHICTh TAKOK BUIJIAJIANIA K BIEBHEHICTb, @ BIIEBHEHICTh MOXE OyTH
3HAYHOI) YACTHHOIO TOTO, IO KiHKA BBAYKAE MPUBAOIUBHUM Y YOJIOBIKOBI.
MoxuBo, U1 JesIKUX JKIHOK 11e OyJIo HaBITh FOJIOBHUM. Tomac, mpruHaiiMHi
Tak s BBaXkasia, OyB 3/1€011bII0T0 OaliTyKUi A0 1HIIHMX KIHOK, 5 OyJa 3 HUM
Ha BeuipKax 1310paHHsX, Jie 0yJI0 YUMaJio HaA3BUYAHO BPOIJTUBUX KIHOK,
SAKUX BiH, 3/1aBaOCs, Maike He TToMiuaB. AJle Ui MOTJIO 11e OyTH CrpaBi
MokauBUM? Uu cripaB/i BiH pyXaBcsl CBITOM, MarO4M Taki 3aciimieHi oui? s
JYMKa, 11 0e3TypOOTHA BIIEBHEHICTh, TETIEP 3/1aBaJIacsi CMILITHOIO i HaiBHOIO.

CrioBHEeHa HECIIOKO10, 5 BCTaja i yBIMKHYJIa CBiTJI0. byna Bxke choMa rojiuHa,
a Bix Tomaca Bce 1ie He OyJio Hi ciioBa. MeHi panToBO YSBHIJIOCS HOTO
001MYYs, MOBIJIbHE MPOOYIXKEHHS IHTepecy B HOro pucax, Bpaxkaroue JUIs
YOJIOBIKa, SIKUH 3a3BU4ail OyB TakuM BijcTopoHeHUM. Le Oyna Bepcis Moro




22

he had been different, everything had been outwardly directed, he
had been seeking things from the world. I suppose one of those
things was me. Now he had those things and he was another man
altogether, and this version of him this duplicitous person I was
imagining-was a stranger to me, or nearly, it was like recalling
someone I had briefly met long ago, in another life and country.

Then the door opened and he came in, the same Tomas as always. He
hung up his coat and hat on the rack, he looked over to me in the
living room and he smiled, the familiar lines appearing at his eyes. I
felt immediate relief at the mere sight of him, the fever breaking, and
I chided myself for my fears. He came into the room and leaned over
and kissed me, I'm sorry I'm late, he said. He backed away and went
into the kitchen. Do you want another drink? he said over his
shoulder. I looked to the side table where my glass was sitting, I had
forgotten that I had poured a drink, forgotten that I had finished it,
but Tomas noticed everything. I turned, he was already in the
kitchen. Where were you? I called out after him as I rested my hand
on the glass.

The pause that followed was so infinitesimal that it might have been
imagined, or it might have been merely the product of some minor
circumstance—ice sticking to the tray, an unyielding stopper, a speck
of dust in the eye. It might have been, and yet my senses were roused
again and I sat up as he came back into the living room cradling his
drink in one hand, exactly as he always did, but perhaps too exactly,
and said, I forgot that I was having lunch with Said. We went to his
studio after, he had some new work that he wanted to show me, and
then we got to talking. Tomas sat down in the chair opposite mine,
his favorite chair. I stared at him and he smiled in his friendly way.

Do you know, it's been over two years since we've seen Said?

Y0JIOBiKa, IKOI s HiKoau He 3Hana. Koau mu 3 Tomacom no3HaiioMuiIncs, Bid
OyB 1HIIIMM, yce OyJI0 CIIPSMOBAHO HA30BHI, BiH ITyKaB IIOCh y CBITi. ['anaro,
OJIHI€TO 3 TUX peuelt Oyna . Tenep BiH MaB 11l pedi 1 cTaB 30BCIM 1HIIOKO
JIIOJIMHOIO, 1 11 BEpCist HOro — IIs1 OJIBIifHA OCOOMCTICTH, SIKY 5 ysIBJIsIa co0i,
— Oyra a1 MeHe 9y’K010, a00 Maiike d4yxkoto, 11e Oyiio HiOu 3raayBaHHS
KOT'OCbh, 3 KUM I KOPOTKO 3yCTpidajacs JaBHO, B IHIIIOMY >KHTT1 i KpaiHi.

ASK TYT BITUMHIIIMCS JIBEPI, 1 BiH YBIMIIIOB — TOM camuii Tomac, 1o i
3aB)KU. BiH MOBICHB MAJIHTO Ta KAICIIOX Ha BINIAJIKY, TOTJITHYB HA MECHE Yy
BiTaJIbHI i MOCMIXHYBCS, 1 B KyTOUKaX HOT0 O4eil 3’ IBIIIUCS 3HAHOMI
3MOpIIKH. S BiTUyJia MUTTEBE TIOJICTTIIEHHS BiJ] CAMOTO JIUIIE MOTO BUTIISTY,
rapsiuka crana, i st TopikHyJa co6i 3a cBoi cTpaxu. Bin yBiiiioB 10 KiMHaTH,
HAXWJIUBCSA U TOLITyBaB MeHe. — BuOauy, 110 3ami3HuBCS, — cKa3aB BiH. BiH
BIJICTYIIUB 1 MIIIOB HAa KyXHIO. — XOYell I11¢ BUTUTU? — 3alUTaB BiH uepe3
rieye. S morisiHyna Ha O1YHUHN CTOJHMK, JIe CTOsIa MOs CKIIsTHKA. S 3a0yia,
110 Hanuma cobl BUMUBKY, 3a0ya, 1mo aonuna ii, ane Tomac momitus yce. S
oOepHynacsi — BiH yxe OyB Ha KyxHi. — Jle T OyB? — TyKkHyJa g oMy
BCJIi/1, TOKJIABIIM PYKY Ha CKIISHKY.

[Taysa, o HacTasna, Oyina HaCTUIBLKK HE3HAYHOIO, 1110 37a€Thes, 5 11 IPOCTO
co0i ysBuIiIa, abo K BOHA Morjia OyTH IPOCTO Pe3yIbTaTOM AKOiCh ApiOHOT
BUITAIKOBOCT1 — JIBOJTY, IO MPUJTUTI A0 Talll, HEMIAATIMBOI MPOOKH,
MUIMHKY B Olli. MOXIJIHBO, TaK 1 0yIo, aje MOi OYyTTS 3HOBY MPOKUHYIIUCS,
1 51 miABesacs, KOJIM BiH OBEPHYBCS /10 BiTaJIbHI, TPUMalOuu CBIN Hamiil B
OJIHIN PYIli, TOYHO TaK, SIK 3aBXKIH, ajie, MOXKIIUBO, 3aHA/ITO aKypaTHO, 1
ckazaB: — f] 3a0yB, mo MaB 00igaTu 3 Caigom. [ToTiM Mu minuwm 10 #ioro
CTY/1i, BIH MaB KiJIbka HOBHX POOIT, Ki XOTIB MEHI MMOKa3aTu, 1 MU
3aroBOpWIINCS. — ToMac CiB y KpiCJIO HAaBMPOTH MEHE, CBOE YIIFOOJICHE
Kpicio. Sl AuBUIIacs Ha HHOTO, a BiH TTOCMIXaBCsl CBOEIO MPUBITHOIO
ITOCMIIITKOFO.
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We went to his opening last year.

I know, but really seen him.

We don't see as many people as we might.
He nodded and took a sip from his glass.
What was the work like?

He lifted his head, startled.

What work?

Said's new paintings.

You know, I think it's because of his girlfriend, he said ruminatively.
She's so irritating. Said really did mess things up with Raphaelle, I
mean he's terrible with women.

Yes, I know. But never mind about his love life—we had known Said
for many years and it was always the same thing, too dull to relate
much less live through, I didn't know how he did it—how is the new
work?

Said had a successful gallery career that was predicated on small
shifts in his practice, sufficiently minute that his market remained
untroubled, but together substantial enough to create the impression
of artistic evolution. Lately however, Said had talked of making

— Tu nam'sTaemnt, Mu Bxke O1IbIe TBOX poKiB He Oauwmmm Caina?

— Mu Oynu Ha HOTo BepHicaxi MHHYJIOTO POKY.

— 41 3Har0, ase mo-cupaBXxHLOMY HOTO HE OaYMIIH.

— Mu He 0a4MMO CTIIBKH JTIOAEH, CKIJIBKHA O XOTUIH.

Bin kuBHYB 1 3p0OUB KOBTOK 31 CBOT'O KEIHXa.

— Sk 1001 poboTH?

Bin 31MBOBaHO ITiJIBiB TOJIOBY.

— SIxi poGotu?

— Hogi xaptunu Caina.

— 3Hael, s Iymaro, 1e 4yepe3 HWoro AiBUMHY, — 3ayMJIMBO CKa3aB BiH. —
Bona taka npatisnuBa. Cain cripaB/ii Bce 311ICyBaB y CTOCyHKax 13 Padaens,
TOOTO BiH JKaXJIMBO ITOBOJUTHCS 3 )KIHKAMHU.

— Tak, g 3Ha10. Aje He 3Ba)kail Ha Hioro ocoducre KUTTd — Mu 3Hainu Caina
Oararo pokiB, 1 TaM 3aBXK1Iu OyJI0 OJHE i T€ caMme, 3aHaJATO OJTHOMAHITHO, 00

PO 11€ PO3MOBIIATH, HE KaXKyUH BXKE PO Te, 00 Mpo 1€ MepeKUBaATH, 5 HE
3HaI0, K BIH 11€ BUTPUMYBaB — K HOBa pobora?

Cain MaB ycIinHy Kap’epy B rajepesix, sika IpyHTyBaJlacsi Ha HEBEJTMKUX
3MiHax y HOTro TBOPYOCTI, JOCTaTHRO IpiOHUX, 100 HE MOPYIIYBaTH HOTOo
PHHOK, ajie pa3oM i3 TUM JOCTaTHbO ICTOTHHUX, 100 CTBOPUTH BPAXKEHHS
XyJI0XKHBO1 eBoMIOIi. OcTaHHIM YyacoMm, ofHak, Caing roBOpuB Ipo Te, 00
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larger changes in his work, he was tired of pandering to the market,
even if it had made him enormously wealthy. I wondered what he
had done, what that work might look like, it was not always easy to
do something new after so many years of doing the same thing,
however talented you might be. And Said was a talented artist,
notwithstanding his commercial success, we had a small canvas
hanging in the living room, a gift for some wedding anniversary or
another, a tribute to the marital success that we had and that he had
yet to attain, or so he had put it when he presented it to us.

I therefore asked the question out of genuine curiosity, and it was
only when Tomas continued to stare at me vacantly that suspicion
began to grow in me again, blooming with rude health. I saw the
panic that he was not entirely able to conceal, and that was so
unusual that I felt anxiety prickle through to the surface of my skin,
newly acute.

I really don't know what to say about it, he said. He was flushed and
he shook his head. It's terrible. All this time, we've been encouraging
him to do something new, to break out of this, this—rut that we felt
he was in. But what has he done? What are the paintings like? |
persisted.

He shook his head again, I had the feeling he was deflecting, I could
almost see him inventing a plausible body of work in his head, the
more | thought about it the more unlikely it seemed that Said had
made any real change in the direction of his work, he was extremely
talented, but he was also lazy and comfortable and too used to the
cocoon of praise and money in which he lived. What was more
surprising was the fact that Tomas, who was expert at constructing
stories, had chosen to fabricate one that was so transparent, so hastily
thrown together.

BHECTH O1JIBIII 3MIHU Y CBOIO POOOTY, BiH BTOMHUBCSI IOTO/KATH PUHKY,
HaBITh SKIIO 1€ 3pOOKII0 HOTO HAA3BUYAHO OaratuM. MeHi OyIio 1ikaBo, 110
BiH 3p0O0MB, SIK 1151 poO0Ta MOXKE BUTIISAIATH, aJKE HE 3aBXK/IHU JIETKO POOUTH
IIOCh HOBE MICJIsI CTUTBKOX POKIB TOTO CaMOT0, Xai SIKUM TaJaHOBUTHM TH HE
O0yB. A Cain OyB TaJaHOBUTHM XYJI0O’KHUKOM, HE3BAXKAIOUH Ha CBI
KOMEPIIHHAK yCITiX. Y HAc y BiTaJdbHI BUCIJIO HEBEJUKE IMOJIOTHO —
NOJAPYHOK Ha SAKYCh PIYHMIIIO BECULIS, JAaHWHA HALIOMY CIMEITHOMY IIACTIO,
SIKOTO BiH IIIE HE JIOCST, — MPUHAHMHI TaK BiH CKa3aB, KOJIH I10/IapyBaB Horo
HaM.

Tomy s mocTaBuIIa 1€ 3alTUTAHHS 3 MIMPOIO IIKABICTIO, 1 JuiIe Ko Tomac
IPOJIOBXKYBAaB IUBUTHCS HA MEHE MOPOXKHIM IOTJIAZI0OM, Y MEHI 3HOBY Iodaiia
3pOCTaTH Mi03pa, PO3KBITAIOYH 3 HECTPUMHOIO CHIIOK0. Sl mobaymia naHiky,
SKY BiH HE 3MIT TIOBHICTIO IPUXOBATH, 1 1€ OYJI0 HACTUILKH HE3BUYHO, 1110 S
BiJ[4yJia, IK TPHUBOTA MIPOHU3YE MOIO HIKipy, CTAFOUH III€ TOCTPIMIOK0.

— 41 cipaBai He 3HAKO, IO Ha 1€ CKa3aTH, — BiANOBIB BiH. BiH mo4epBoHIB i
MOXUTaB roioBoro. — Lle xaxnuBo. Bech 1iell yac Mu 3a0X04yBaJId MOT0O
cnpoOyBaTH MI0Ch HOBE, BUPBATHUCA 3 IIi€l, IIi€... pyTHHH, B sKil, K HaM
3/1aBajocs, BiH 3acTpsr. Aje mo BiH 3poOuB? fIKki 11 KapTUHU? — HarmoJjsAraiza
a.

BiH 3HOBY IOXHTaB TOJIOBOIO, Y MEHE CKIIAJIOCS BPasKEHHSI, 110 BiH
YXUISETHCS B BIAMIOBIIL, 1 Maiixke O0aunia, sik BiH BUTQJIy€ Y CBOii rOJIOB1
MPaBAoONOIIOHY cepito podiT, UMM OLIbILE 5 PO 1€ JyMasia, TUM MEHII
IMOBIpHHUM 311aBaiocs, 110 Cain crpaBii 3MiHMB HapsIMOK CBOET TBOPYOCTI;
BiH OyB HaJ3BUYANHO TATAHOBUTHH, ajie TAKOX JIHUBUH 1 PO3TICIICHHH,
3aHa/TO 3BHK JI0 KOKOHA ITOXBAJ 1 Tpolei, y skomy kuB. [le Oiibir AuBHUM
OyB Toii (paxT, o Tomac, sikuii 6yB MalicTpOM y BUTalyBaHH1 iCTOpIH,
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They were abstract. Shapes and colors.

Shapes and colors? I repeated.

He didn't look at me, but stood up and walked back into the kitchen.
Shapes and colors is not so unusual a description, but it was for
Tomas, who generally spoke with precision, so that his words called
forth sharply delineated images and ideas, I had never heard him
describe a painting as shapes and colors. I frowned and followed him
into the kitchen. Is everything okay, I asked. You seem.

I seem what?

His voice was blunt and I took an involuntary step back. Was there a
twinge of reproach in his face? He held out a drink and asked, And
how was your day? What did you get up to? He took a sip, eyes level
with mine over the rim of his glass. Fine?

Just fine? With a question mark?

I stared at him. What was he playing at? If he had seen me, why
didn't he simply ask?

We did not fight often, we were not a couple who thrived on
confrontation, but we were more than capable of having an argument
if necessary. Or so I had always thought, suddenly I was no longer
certain. His face was difficult to read, as I looked his features seemed
to soften with vulnerability and I turned away in shame. But when I

BUPIIIUB BUTaJAaTH TaKy, M0 OyJ1a HACTIJILKU MPO30POI0, HACTIIBKH MOCIIITHO
3JIUIEHOIO.

— Bonu 6ynu abcrpaktHUMU. POpPMU Ta KOJIBOPH.
— ®opMu Ta K0JIbOpU? — MOBTOPUIIA 5.

Bin He TMBUBCS Ha MEHE, a BCTAB 1 MIIIOB Ha3a/l HA KyXHI0. «Dopmu Ta
KOJIbOpW» — II€ HE TaKU BXKE W He3BUYANHMIA oruc, ajie i Tomaca, skui
3a3BHYail TOBOPHUB TOYHO, TAaK MO HOTO CIIOBA BUKITMKAIN YiTKO OKpECIIeH1
o0pa3u Ta 111€i, S HIKOJIM HE uylia, 1100 BiH OMUCYBaB KapTUHY SIK «(POpMU Ta
KOJIbOpW». Sl HaxXMypuIacs i minuia 3a HUM Ha KyXHI0. — Yce rapaszn? —
3anuTana s. — Tu Haue. ..

— S maue mo?

Moro rosoc mponyHas pi3Ko, i 1 MEMOBOII 3po0HIa Kpok Hasaz. Un He
npomaiinyiia Ha Horo o0nuy4i HOTKa Jo0KOopy? BiH NpoCTArHYB MEHI KeIHX 1
3anuTaB: — A K MpoHnoB TBiM neHb? Uum 3aiimanacsa? — Bin 3po6us
KOBTOK, JMBIITYUCh MEHI IPSIMO B 04l yepe3 kpail kenuxa. — HopmanbHO?

— IIpocro HopmanbHO? 31 3HAKOM 3alUTaHH?

Sl nuBunacst Ha HporoO. 110 11€ 32 irpHm Taki? fAkio BiH MeHe OauuB, YOMY
MPOCTO HE 3alUTaB?

Mmu He JacTo cBapwIInCs, MU He OYyJIH MMaporo, siKa JKUBUIIACS CyIIepeUKaMHy,
aJie MM LIJIKOM MOTJIM TIOCBApUTHCS, SKIIO Oyi0 noTpioHo. [IpunHaiimMHi, g
3aBXK/IM TAaK JyMaJia, aje PanToM s Bxke He Oysia BreBHeHa. Moro o6mmaus
OyJI0 BayKKO NMPOYUTATH, KOJIU 5 IUBUIIACA, HOTO PUCH HIOM MTOM’SKILIAJIN Bij
BPa3JIMBOCTI, 1 5 BIIBEpHYJIACs BiJ] COpOMY. AJie KOJIH 51 3HOBY MOTJISTHYJIA,
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looked back it was as if a defensive carapace had slid into place, his
face again expressionless.

He set down his glass and carefully picked an olive from a bowl he
must have filled, there were small bowls of olives and also nuts on
the counter and now he said that he was very hungry. I've hardly
eaten all day, he said and smoothly continued, as if to forestall my
question, Said wanted to eat at a place in the financial district, one of
those restaurants where each dish is so tiny that at the end of the
meal you're still hungry. He continued to cram nuts into his mouth
and I thought that he must really have been hungry, he ate with a
gusto that was not in and of itself off-putting, it was simply a man
eating, and yet I recoiled, something in the crunching movement of
his jaw was alien, it was briefly the face of someone who thought he
was alone. [ haven't been to that part of town in years, he said. It was
strange to be there. What an inhospitable neighborhood, I have no
idea why Said chose a restaurant there, although I think he owns a
part of it, I'm not sure, it was hard to tell.

His voice was now completely natural. He turned to me and smiled
and murmured, Come here, and I went to him. He embraced me, his
arms tight against my shoulders, and when he released me he said,
again in a voice that was perfectly, seamlessly natural, This
restaurant of Said's was oddly interchangeable with all the restaurants
in that neighborhood, it even had one of those names that sound like
all the other names, heavy in vowels-Aita, Elea, Amane—I walked
into another restaurant and was about to sit down before I realized 1
was in the wrong place. But it was full, if Said invested in it he will
have done well with his money.

OyI0 Tak, HIOM 3aXMCHUI MaHIMP BCTAaB HA MicLe, 1 HOTO 0OIMYYs 3HOBY
cTano Oe3BUPA3HUM.

Bin nocTaBuB CKIISIHKY 1 00€peXHO B35B OJIMBKY 3 MUCKH, SIKY, MaOyTh, cam
HAINIOBHUB, Ha CTUIbHMUIII CTOSUTA MaJICHbKI MHCKH 3 OJJMBKAMHU Ta TOpiXamu, i
TEernep BiH CKa3aB, 110 YK€ TOJOTHUHN. «5 Malie HIY0TO HE 1B LIUTUI ICHBY,
— CKa3aB BiH 1 IJITABHO MIPOJIOBXKUB, HIOW 00 BUIIEPEIUTH MOE 3aITUTAHHS:
— Caiig X0TiB IOICTH B OTHOMY 3 PECTOpaHiB y (hiHaHCOBOMY paiioHi, J1e
KO)KHa CTpaBa Taka MaJieHbKa, 10 MicIIs 001y TH BCE OJHO 3aJTUIIAEIIICS
royiogHuM. BiH npooBkyBaB HaOuBaTH co0i poTa ropixamu, i s mogymaia,
10 BiH, MaOyTh, cripaBii OyB TOJIOAHHIA, BiH iB 13 TAKHM alleTUTOM, IIIO came
1o co0i He BiIITOBXYBAJIO, IIe OYB MPOCTO YOJIOBIK, SIKHH iB, 1 BCE XK A
BiJICaXHyJacA, IOCh Y XPYCKOTI oro mienen Oyyo uyxum, e Oyio Ha MUTh
00 IMYYs JTFOIMHMY, KA AyMalia, o BoHa cama. S He OyB y 1il 4YacTHHI MicTa
BXKE KiJIbKa POKiB, — CKa3aB BiH. byJio TuBHO onuHUTHCS TaM. SIkuii
HENIPUBITHHUIA paiioH, s He Malo ysBJICHHS, YoMy Cain BuOpaB pecTopaH came
TaM, X04a, 37Ia€ThCS, BiH € HOTO CITIBBIIACHUKOM, sl HE BIIEBHEHUH, BaXKKO
OyJo ckasaru.

Horo ronoc Temep 3BydaB LilKOM OpUpoOAHO. BiH moBepHyBCs 10 MeHe,
MMOCMIXHYBCS 1 TPOIIenoTiB: — X0 CIOJH, 1 5 miAiiuia 70 Hboro. Bin
0O01i{HSB MEHE, MIIIHO MPUTUCHYBIIM PYKH J0 MOIX IUIeYeH, 1 KOJIU BiAMyCTUB,
CKa3aB, 3HOBY T'OJIOCOM, 110 OyB aOCOJIFOTHO, O€3/I0TaHHO TPUPOTHUM: —
I1eit pecropan Caina 1MBHO 37IMBaBCs 3 yCiMa pecTOpaHaMM B TOMY paiioHi,
BIH HaBITh MaB OJIHY 3 THX Ha3B, 1110 3ByYaTh K YCl 1HII, HACHYEHUX
rojocHuMH — Aira, Enea, Amane. S 3aii1I0B J10 1HIIIOTO pecTOpaHy i BXke
30upaBcs CiCTH, KOJIM 3p03yMiB, 110 MOTPANUB HE TyIU. AJie TaM OyJI0 MOBHO,
skiro Caif BKJIaB y HBOTO T'POIIIi, TO BiH 100pe iX 3apoOuB.
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I nodded, as I listened to him I felt myself finally beginning to relax,
the explanation for his brief appearance at the restaurant was
perfectly coherent, it was true that the name of the restaurant was
brief and full of vowels, true that it looked like every other restaurant
in the neighborhood, it was an easy mistake to make. And Said was
always investing his money in one scheme or another, I remembered,
even if Tomas had not, that he had purchased a share in a new
restaurant several years ago, a venture that had presumably reached
fruition, so that he was now able to meet his friends for lunch at his
restaurant, nothing in the world could be more like Said. Reassured,
almost giddy with relief, I laughed and asked what we should do
about dinner. It's too late to cook, shall we go out? I placed my hands
on his face, he kissed them and smiled and appeared entirely himself.
It occurred to me that it had been a long time since we had looked at
each other so closely, since I had regarded his face with such scrutiny
and attention. I continued to gaze at Tomas, long enough that he
asked if everything was okay. I said it was nothing, only that I loved
him. He kissed me and asked if we should just go to the restaurant on
the corner, it was the easiest thing. [ nodded, I said to give me ten
minutes and I would be ready to go.

I went into the bathroom and splashed some water on my face. I was
sweating, the heat was always too high in the apartment during the
winter, no matter how many calls we made to the building
management. | stripped off my sweater and stood before the mirror,
my skin was strangely mottled, my appearance repulsive. More and
more often, I was surprised by the person in the mirror, it was not the
lines at my mouth or the hollowness around my eyes, it was the lag
in recognition that was the most troubling, the brief moment when I
looked in the mirror and did not know who I was. I changed and
fixed my makeup and returned to the living room.

51 KuBHYIa, CIIyXaro4u Horo, s Bi4ya, 110 HapeUITi MOYNHAL0
PO3cHalIsITHUCS, TIOSICHEHHS 1OT0 KOPOTKOT IOSIBU B pECTOpaHi OyIIo MijTKOM
JIOT1YHUM, CIIPaB[i, Ha3Ba PeCcTOpaHy OyJjia KOPOTKOIO i HACHYEHOIO
TOJIOCHUMHU, CIIPABJi, BiH BUTJISIIAB SIK OyAb-sIKAW 1HIIUN PECTOpPaH y bOMY
paiioHi — 1e OyJia MOMIIIKa, SIKy Jerko Oyio npunyctutucs. A Cain 3aBxau
BKJIaJIaB CBO{ I'pOIIIi B Ti UM 1HIII IPOEKTH, s 3Trajiajia, HaBiTh SAKIIO Tomac
IIbOTO HE MaM’ITaB, 10 KUJIbKA POKIB TOMY BiH MPU0aB 4aCTKy B HOBOMY
pecTopaHi — IMAMPUEMCTBO, SIKE, KMOBIPHO, IIPUHECIIO TUIOH, TOX TEMep BiH
MIT 3yCTpidaTucs 3 Ipy3siMU Ha 0011 y CBOEMY PECTOpaHi, HIIIO Y CBITi HE
Morjo Oyt 6inbir TunoBuM ains Caina. 3acokoeHa, Maiike 3arraMopoyueHa
BiJI TIOJIETIIICHHS, I 3aCMisUTacs 1 3arurana, o HaM pOOUTH 3 BeUepero.
3ami3Ho roTyBaTH, MOXe, MieMo Kyauch? Sl mokiana pyku oMy Ha o0Iuyys,
BiH TOIUTYBaB 1X, TOCMIXHYBCS 1 3[JaBaBCsI LIJIKOM c00010. MeHi cnao Ha
JYMKY, III0 MU JTaBHO HE TUBWJIACS OJIMH HA OJHOTO TaK MUJIBHO, 110 S| TABHO
HE pOo3TJIsiiana Horo o0IMYYs 3 TAKOKO yBarorw. S mpomaoBxKyBana JUBUTUCS
Ha Tomaca, 1 BiH 3aIUTaB, 4Yd Bce rapasi. S ckazania, 1o e JpioHMI, IPOCTO
s Hioro Koxaro. BiH moriyBaB MeHe i 3anuTaB, UM HE TITH HaM MIPOCTO JI0
pecTtopaHy Ha po3i, e Oyno HalmpocTimie. S KuBHyJa, cka3aina, 1100 BiH J1aB
MEHI JIecATh XBWINH, 1 51 Oyay TOTOBa UTH.

S 3aiinuta y BanHy 1 BMuiacs. CriTHisa, 60 B KBapTUPi 3aBk U OYyI0 3aHaITO
CIIEKOTHO B3UMKY, XOU CKIJIbKU Pa3iB MU Tele(OHYBaIH 10 YIIpaBIiHHS
OynuHKy. 51 3Hs7a CBETp 1 cTaja nepes A3epKajoM — Ha HIKIpi JUBHI IUISIMH,
Ta i yBech Miii BUIIISL BUKJIMKAB Bipasy. Bee yacTiiie MmeHe nuByBana
JOAMHA B I3€pKaji, HE uepe3 3MOPIIKH O1JIsl poTa M 3amaji ovi, a uepes Te,
1110 He BIli3HaBana cebde oapa3zy. Came 1e TypOyBasio MeHe HalbO1IbIIe —
KOPOTKHUI MOMEHT, KOJIU 5 IMBUJIACS B A3€PKAJIO 1 HE 3HaNa, XTO 5. S
nepeoIsriiacs, MonpaBuiia MaKisDK 1 OBEpPHYJAcs 70 BiTAJbHI.
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Tomas was sitting in his favorite armchair with another drink, it
occurred to me that we were on our way to becoming alcoholics. |
asked if he was ready to go and he grunted and drained his glass
before rising to his feet.

At the door, as I pulled my coat on, he came forward and helped
wind the scarf around my neck, the same scarf I had worn to lunch
with Xavier, and which Tomas had bought for me on a whim, on a
trip we had taken to London. I turned to face him, his hand lingered
and then tightened on the scarf, as if he were recalling that day—as if
the memory had been imbued with extra meaning, although I could
not think what that meaning might be, I remembered little about the
trip. I looked at him in surprise, and he said very quietly, You're not
cheating on me again, are you? No, I whispered at once, and I was a
little frightened as I said it. He nodded and said, Forget I mentioned
it, and opened the door for me and we stepped out.

I now knew beyond doubt that Thomas had seen me at the
restaurant, that this was the reason he had suddenly departed, and
that he had done so because he thought, or worried, or wondered if
what he was seeing was evidence of infidelity. But I didn't know how
to interpret the manner in which he had asked the question, both
direct and distressingly oblique, arriving as it did without context or
explanation, and abandoned without any further interrogation or
demand for reassurance. Why hadn't he come up to us at the
restaurant, asked who Xavier was and why we were together? Had he
looked at me and understood that I did not want to be seen, had the
meaning of that scene the two of us, sharing a meal—then become at
once too obvious and too painful to address?

Tomac cuaiB y cBoeMy yJI00JIEHOMY KPICJIi 3 YeproBUM HAIlOEM, 1 MEHI CITajio
Ha JIYMKY, II[0 MU 3 HAM TaK 3ir’emMocs. Sl 3anmurana, 9u BiH TOTOBUH iTH, 1 BiH
OYpPKHYB Ta BUIHMB CBil KEJIUX, a TOJ MiBIBCS HA HOTH.

binsa nBepeit, konu s HajsTada MAJIBTO, BIH MIAIMIIOB 1 JOTIOMIT MEH1
oOMoTaTH map¢ HaBKOJO MIHUi — TOM caMuil mapd, sikuil s Hocuia Ha 001l 3
Kcar’epom i sikuit ToMac KynmuB MeH1 IPOCTO TaK IIiJ] 4ac HAIIOT MOT3IKH JI0
Jlongona. S moBepHyacs 10 HHOTO, HOTO pyKa 3aTpuMalacs, a MOTiM
MiIHIIIE CTUCHYIA 1apd, HIOU BiH 3raJyBaB TOU JeHb — HIOM 14 3rajKa
HalyJia SKOTOCh OCOOJIMBOTO 3HAYEHHS, X04a 51 i He MoTJa YSIBUTH, sIKE caMe,
00 MaJIo 110 MaM’ATana Mpo Ty MOI3AKY. S 3AMBOBaHO MOUBUIIACS HA HBOTO,
a BIH Jy)Ke TUXO CKa3aB: — TH 3K He 3papKyeln MeHi 3HOBY, mpasna?. — Hi,
— 0o/pa3y MPOIIETOTiNA 51, 1 MEH1 CTal0 TPOXH CTPAIIHO, KOJIH 5 1€ CKazaja.
Bin kuBHYB 1 cka3aB: — 3a0y/ib, 110 S PO II€ 3rajaB, — BIIKPUB MEHI JBEpI,
1 MU BHHIIIIA.

3

Tenep g He Maza *OJHUX CYMHIBIB, 1110 ToMac mo6aynB MEHe B pecTOpaHi,
10 caMe 1€ CTaj0 MPUIMHOIO HOTO PaNTOBOi BTEYl, 1 110 BiH BUMHUB TakK, 00
JyMaB, XBUJIIOBABCS UM 3a/1aBaBCs IUTAHHIM, YU Te, 110 BiH 100aYMB, €
JI0Ka30M 3paju. Alie s He 3HaJla, SIK TIIyMauuTH MaHepy, 3 SIKOIO BIH IIOCTAaBUB
1€ MUTaHHs — BOJIHOYAC MpsIME i TPUBOXKHO HETIpsIME, 1110 NMPOIyHaso 0e3
KOHTEKCTY UM MOSICHEHHS 1 3aJTUIIMIOCS 0€3 TIOJabIINX PO3IHUTYBAHb YH
BUMOT 3areBHeHHs. YoMy BiH He MiAIMIIOB 70 HAC y pecTOpaHi, He 3aluTaB,
xT0 Takuit Kcap’ep 1 oMy mu pazom? Uu noauBUBCS BiH Ha MEHE 1 3pO3yMIB,
110 s HE X0uy, 11100 Hac 0auniIM, Y1 3HAYEHHS Ti€i CIIEeHH — Hac ABOX, I10
JIITUMO Tparie3y — CTaJio OJpa3y HaJATO OUYEBHIHHUM 1 HATO OOTIOUUM, II00
IIPO 1€ TOBOPUTH?
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In walking away, had he in fact been attempting to forestall the
conclusion that seemed, even at a glance, all too clear? The mind—
even a mind as sharp and particular as the one belonging to Tomas-
reaches for the most obvious explanation, and in the way of Occam's
razor, the most obvious explanation is often also the correct one. I
knew that what Tomas—what the waiter, and the middle-aged couple
sitting at the nearby table, what they had all been misled by was the
current of intensity running between Xavier and me. Its source was
an imbalance of want. Two people who want the same thing will
never generate the same intensity as two people who want different
things, or one person who wants into an absence, a void—as was in
fact the case with Xavier, who wanted something from me that |
could not give. More than that—he wanted something that I could
not begin to fathom, a desire with which it felt dangerous to collude
or to involve myself. Yes, there had been conflict in the air between
us, conflict and intensity, and that had read as carnal interest, because
the actual story, the reality of what was happening between us in that
moment, was much less easily imagined.

After that day in the restaurant, things were never entirely the same
between Tomas and me. It wasn't a facade or a pretense that suddenly
fell away—our marriage was much more than mere surface or
appearance—it was the substance of our relationship itself, guarded
by a shared reality, that changed. You pull at the ropes tied to the
statue, you pull and nothing happens, and then you pull and you pull
again and the whole thing topples over.

What actually happened is this. Two weeks before I met Xavier for
lunch, I was at the theater. I was sitting in the house watching Josie
and Clarice rehearse, it was a complex scene and they had been
working for some time already. | remember watching them in a state
of heightened attention, as they picked through the scene and
analyzed the individual pieces, until the totality began to emerge and

Uu, BiIXOs9H, BiH HACTIPAB/Il HAMAraBcs 3amo0irTH BUCHOBKY, SIKUH
3/1aBaBCsl, HABITh 3 MIEPIIOTO MOTJISALY, HAATO OueBUIHUM? PO3yM — HaBiTh
TaKui rocTpuii 1 BUOarnuBuii, ik y Tomaca — nparse 3HaiTH
HalOYEeBUIHIIIE MOSCHEHHS, 1, 3T1IHO 3 puHIMIIOM OKKama, HailOYeBH THIIIIE
MOSICHEHHSI 4acTo € i mpaBwibHUM. S 3Hana, mo Tomac, odimiaHT i mapa
CEPEeIHBOTO BiKY, KA CHJILJIA 332 CYCiAHIM CTOJIOM, — IO iX yCiX BBEJIO B
OMaHy — Iie T¢ HAIPYKEHHS, sIKe IPOTiKano Mix MHO0 Ta Kca’epom. Horo
JoKepestoM OyB nucbananc 6akanb. [[Bo€ MoIei, Ki X094y Th OJTHOTO i TOTO
K, HIKOJIM HE TIOPOJIATh TAKOI K IHTEHCUBHOCTI, SIK JIBOE JIFOJICH, SIKI XOUYTh
pi3HUX pedeii, ab0 oJ1HA JIFOIMHA, SIKa IIParHe MOPOoXKHedl, HIlo — 5K 11e 0ys0
HacmnpaBli y Bumaaky 3 Kcas’epom, sIKuii XOTIB BiJ MEHE YOT'OCh, YOTO 5 HE
MorJja natd. binblire Toro — BiH XOTIB YOroch, Y0ro s HaBiTh HE MOIJIa
ySIBUTH, MaB OaxxaHHsI, 3 AKUM OyJ10 HEOE3[1eYHO BCTyNaTH y 3MOBY UM
BIUTyTyBaTHCs. Tak, Mk HAMU BUTaja Halpyra, KOHMIIKT 1 IHTEeHCUBHICTb, 1
1€ CIIPUIMAIIOCs K IJIOTCHKUH 1HTEpec, 00 CIIPaBKHIO ICTOPII0, PEATBHICTD
TOT0, 110 BiI0yBasIOCs Mi>k HAMHU B TOW MOMEHT, Oyiio HabaraTto Baxue
VSIBUTH.

[Ticns Toro AHA B pecTopaHi Haii 3 ToMacoM CTOCYHKH 3MIHMIIUCS
He3BopoTHO. Lle He Oyina ¢dacana yu yaaBaHHS, 1110 paTOM 3HUKIJIM — Hallle
noJpy»xs Oyno Habarato raudIIUM, Hi’K TPOCTO BUIUMICT UM 30BHILITHICTD
— 3MIHWJIAacA caMa CyTh HalllUX CTOCYHKIB, 3aXMIIE€Ha CIIIJIBHOI PEaIbHICTIO.
Tu TArHEU 3a MOTY3KH, PUB’sI3aH1 10 CTAaTyl, TATHEIL, 1 HIY0ro He
B1JI0YBA€ThCS, a MOTIM TSTHENI 1 TATHEI 3HOBY, 1 BCE 1I€ MIEPEBEPTAETHCS.

Ocp 1110 HacTpaB/i cTanocs. 3a IBa THKHI /10 TOTO, 5K s 3ycTpiiacs 3
Kcar’epom Ha 00111, 51 Oyna B Teatpi. A cuaina B 3a1i ¥ coctepiraia, sik
JIxo31 Ta Knapic penetupyrots, 11e Oyna cKilagHa CLeHa, 1 BOHU BXe AeIKUN
Yac HaJl Heto mparroBaiy. [lam’stato, sIK 51 IMBUIIACS HAa HUX 13 3arOCTPEHOIO
yBarow, KOJIM BOHM PO30HpalIi CIIEHY i aHaJli3yBaJld OKPEMI €JIeMEHTH, aX
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it was like a small miracle was taking place in the room. I began to
forget that time was passing, the world outside. Toward the end of
the rehearsal, just before Anne called for a break, I became aware of
a young man standing in the aisle at the back, observing.

That was the first time I saw Xavier. He had a striking appearance
and for that reason I assumed he was there to meet with Anne,
perhaps a general meeting or perhaps something more formal for a
part. Lou immediately stood and went to him, and I remember
thinking that even if he was without talent he would enjoy some level
of success, in some capacity, he had a face that was made for being
looked at. Although he also seemed awkward and even shy, when he
saw me looking at him he visibly started.

I sat back into my seat and my attention returned to Josie and
Clarice. I was instantly engaged in the intricacies of their rehearsal,
as if my focus had never shifted, I had worked with both of them but
I did not think they had previously worked together. I could see that
they were strongly attracted to each other, in their mutual admiration,
their curiosity, but at the same time there was an edge of rivalry
between them that had the potential to flare into open antagonism, it
was the nature of the work and its rapid, temporary intimacies. And
so, in addition to the story of the play itself, the narrative that was
being enacted by Josie and Clarice, I was also observing the drama
between the two women, who at times circled each other in the
manner of prizefighters, wary and in a posture of constant
assessment.

There are always two stories taking place at once, the narrative inside
the play and the narrative around it, and the boundary between the
two is more porous than you might think, that is both the danger and

MOKH HE IM0Yajia BAMAIbOBYBATHCS 3arajbHa KapTuHa — 1 11e 0yJio Hibu
MaJIeHbKE JIUBO, 110 BiOyBaocs B il KiMHaTi. S moyasna 3a0yBaTu mpo Te,
110 YaC MUHAE, IPO CBIT 30BHi. bimkue 10 KiHLS peneTuiii, sKpa3 nepes TuM,
sk EHH orosiocuia nepepay, s OMITHIIAa MOJIOJIOTO YOJIOBIKa, 1110 CTOSIB Y
IIPOXO/i 33a1ly 1 CIIOCTepiras.

Toni s Bnepme nodaunna Kcas'epa. Bin MaB Bpakarouy 30BHIIIHICTb, 1 came
TOMY I IPUITYCTHJIA, IO BiH MPUUAIIIOB Ha 3ycTpid 3 EHH — MOXJIHMBO, Ha
3araJibHy Hapaay a0o, MOXKIIMBO, Ha MOCH OUTBII odiliiiHe moao poii. JIy
oJlpa3y BcTaja i miiiiiuia 10 HbOTO, 1 S aM’sITalo, 110 MoAyMaa: HaBiTh
SIKIIIO BiH HE Ma€ TAJIAaHTY, BiH BCE OJTHO MaTUME NIEBHUH YCITIX Y YOMYCh, 00
Mae 00JIMYYsl, CTBOPEHE JIJIsl TOTO, 00 Ha HHOTO TUBMIIHCS. X04a BiH TAKOXK
3/1aBaBCs HE3rpaOHUM 1 HaBITh COPOM’ SI3TUBUM, KOJIM TIOOAYHB, IO 5
JIMBJIIOCS HA HBOTO, BiH TIOMITHO 3JJpUTHYBCSI.

Sl cina Ha cBOE€ MicIle, i MOS yBara 3HOBY MoBepHyacs 10 Jxo3i ta Kiapic. 5
MUTTEBO 3aHYPUIIACS Y TOHKOIII IXHbO1 peneTullii, Hi0u Mosl yBara HiKOJH He
3HHMKajna. S mpaioBaia 3 o6oMa, aje He ayMmala, o BOHU paHillie
IpaloBaIM pa3oM. S Oaunia, 1110 BOHU CUIIBHO TATHYTHCS OJHE JI0 OJJHOTO —
y iXHi B3a€MHI# MoBa3i, I[IKaBOCT1, — aJieé BOJHOYAC MK HUMH Bi4yBajacs
HOTKa CYIIEPHHUIITBA, SIKa MOTIJIa IEPEPOCTH Y BIAKPUTY BOPOKHEUY, Lie Oyna
npHupoa podOTH Ta ii BUIKNUX, TAMYACOBUX OJIM3bKHUX CTOCYHKIB. [ TOMYy,
KpiM icTopii camoi 11’ecH, omoBial, Ky po3irpyBanu J>o3i ta Knapic, s
TaKOX CITOCTepiraja 3a JpaMor0 MK IIMMH JIBOMA JKIHKaMH, SIK1 4acoM
KPYXJISJIM O/IHA HABKOJIO OJIHOI, Haye MpogeciiiHi 60KcepH, HAaCTOPOKEHO i y
1031 ITOCTIMHOT OILIIHKH.

3aBxau BiIOYBA€THCS JIB1 ICTOPIi OJHOYACHO: CIOXKET BCEPEANHI I ECH Ta
CIOKET HaBKOJIO HEl, 1 MeXa MK HUMH € O1JIbIII POHUKHOIO, HIXK MOXKHA OyI10
0 mogymaTH, — 1€ 1 € OJHOYACHO Hebe3MmeKa Ta 3aXOIJICHHS BUCTABH.
[ToBiTpsi cTae po3piPKEHUM, TOYYTTS 3aTOCTPIOIOTHCS, 3aHAATO Oararo
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the excitement of the performance. The air becomes thin, the senses
keener, there is too much reverberation. I was remembering all the
times that [ had been in that precise situation, and was therefore
thoroughly absorbed as I watched the rehearsal, in a state of almost
preternatural concentration, which was suddenly broken when Anne's
assistant, Lou, touched my arm. At that same moment Anne called
for a break and the energy in the room dissipated, the attention
scattering.

He's here to see you.

She indicated Xavier. Me? I asked, and I stood up, curious. I walked
over to him and he immediately came forward and introduced
himself. I took his hand a little confusedly, he said that he was very
happy to be meeting me, and then added that the situation was a little
strange. I didn't know what he meant but I nodded, and asked how I
could help. I had reverted to the most distant version of myself, the
version that sounded like a bank manager or hotel concierge, | was
puzzled by his presence, I didn't know who he was or why he was
here or how he even came to know I was at the theater that day. Then
Xavier said that what he had to tell me was complicated, complicated
but important. He paused, he said he was making a terrible mess of
it. But he wondered if I would have a coffee with him. Now. During
the break. It was he looked in the direction of Anne, who seemed to
be observing us, and I wondered if she knew the young man, if that
was the connection-she had said thirty minutes? We could go out to
the lobby, to the café there.

I could see Josie and Clarice looking toward me from opposite sides
of the theater, both wearing expressions of anguish and
determination, and I knew that each would want to discuss the other
with me, perhaps in order to ask for advice but mostly in order to

BiJUTYHHs1. Sl 3rajyBaia yci Ti BUNQJIKH, KOJH S ONIMHSIIACS CaMe B TaKiil
cUTyallii, i ToMmy OyJia MOBHICTIO 3aHYPEHA Y CIIOCTEPIraHHs 32 PENeTHUIII€I0,
nepeOyBaloyy y CTaHi Maii)ke HaAIPUPOTHOI KOHIIEHTPAIli1, sIKa parToBO
nepepBajiacs, Koiu acucrenTka Enn, Jly, TopkHynacs Moro mieda. Y Toi
camuii MoMeHT EHH oronocuia nepepsy, i eHeprisi B KIMHATI po3cisiacs,
yBara posoiriacs.

Bin npuiiios 1o Bac.

Bomna Bkazana Ha Kcas'epa. — Jlo MmeHe? — 3ammrana s i, OXOIIieHa
iKaBICTIO, mijBenacs. S miaidnuia 10 HbOTO, a BiH 0JIpa3y K 3p0OUB KPOK
Ha3ycTpid i mpeacTaBuBcs. S TpOXu po3ryOJeHO MOTHCHYIA HOMY PYKY, BiH
CKa3aB, L0 Ty>Ke paauil MO3HAMOMUTHCS 31 MHOIO, a TIOTIM J[0J1aB, 1110
CUTYyallisd TPOXH JIMBHA. 5 HE po3yMmilia, 1110 BiH MaB Ha yBa3l, ajle KUBHYJA 1
3amuTana, YuM MOXKy JIONTOMOITH. S moBepHyJacs 10 HaiBiganeHimoi sepcii
cebe, Ti€i, 0 3ByYalia Ik MEHEDKep OaHKY Y KOHChEPK ToTemo. MeHe
30eHTeXH1a HOro MpUCYTHICTD, 51 HE 3HAJIA, XTO BiH, YOMY BiH TYT 1 sIK BiH
B3araji Ji3HaBcs, 0 5 Toro AHs Oyna B Teatpi. Toai Kcar’ep ckazas, 1o Te,
10 BiH Ma€ MEHi PO3MOBICTH, € CKJIaTHUM, CKIIAJTHIM, ajie BaXIUBUM. Bin
3po0OUB Tay3y, CKa3aBIIIH, [0 CTPAIICHHO BCE MCY€. AJie BIH 3alIUTaB, YU HE
BUII'IO 5 3 HUM KaBH. 3apa3. [1ig uyac nepepsu. Bin nogususcs B 6ik EHH, ska,
3/1aBaJIOCs, CIIOCTEpiraia 3a HaMu, 1 51 3aMHUCIIMIIACS, YU 3HA€ BOHA I[LOTO
MOJIOJIOTO YOJIOBIKa, UM 11€ 1 € TO! 3B 130K — BOHA XK CKa3aJia «TPUILATh
XBWIMH»? Mu Mornu 6 BUiTH y (oiie, 10 TaMTEIIHbOI KaB’ ApHI.

S Gaumna, sk J[>xo31 Ta Kiapic TuBnAThCS Ha MEHE 3 MPOTHIICKHUX OOKIB
TeaTpy, 0OHM/IB1 3 BUPA30M MYKH Ta PIIIydOCTi Ha 00JINYYSX, 1 5 3HAJA, 1110
KO>KHA 3 HUX 3aX04€ OOTOBOPHUTH 1HINY 31 MHOIO, MOKJIMBO, 11100 MOIPOCUTH
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vent their worry and frustration. I saw Josie get to her feet and I
decided it would be better to bypass that particular situation and its
attendant complexities, I didn't want to be drawn in to either side,
and so I said, Yes, let's go now. I could see the surprise on Xavier's
face—I realized then that he had not expected me to say yes-and
even a little apprehension, as if he were suddenly not sure that he
really wanted to say whatever it was he had come here to say. Over
his shoulder, I could see that Josie was now raising a hand, as if to
get my attention, and quickly I hooked Xavier under the elbow and
steered him back down the aisle and through the exit.

The soft sucking sound of the double doors closing. Although it had
not been loud inside the theater, as we stood in the lobby it felt newly
quiet. Is the café open? I asked and he nodded. Fine, I said, let's go.
We were silent as we moved across the densely carpeted lobby, our
footsteps muftled so that we made no sound, it was as if we had
entered another world. I told Xavier to sit down and went to the
counter to order our coffees. As I waited for the woman to make the
drinks, I observed the young man. He was sitting at a table by the
window, his posture a little hunched and his face stretched tight with
tension. In this full light, I saw that my first impression had been
correct, he was handsome, perhaps even excessively so his face
would breed the kind of desire that would turn upon itself, too much
to be useful to him, I had known such men and women.

I took our coffees and sat down across the table from him. He looked
at me and to my surprise I saw in him a sudden avarice. | became
immediately wary, probably he thought I would be able to help him
get a job, perhaps he wanted me to petition Anne on his behalf, I had
the definite sensation that he would now try to manipulate me. I
almost laughed. He was young and had probably made his way
through life seducing everyone around him, from his mother and
father to his teachers and babysitters, a habit formed early in life. |

opaju, aje 3Ae0LIbIIOr0, 00 BUIUTH CBOE 3aHETIOKOEHHS Ta
po3uapyBanHs. S mobaumnna, sk J[>ko31 miaBenacs, 1 BUpIIINiIa, 10 Kparie
OyJie YHUKHYTH IIi€1 CUTYyaIlii Ta OB’ I3aHMUX 3 HEIO CKJIA/IHOIIIB, I HE XOT1JIa
BTATYBATHCS B )KOJIHY 31 CTOPiH, TOX cKazana: «Tak, xomiMo 3apas». S
noOaunia 31uByBaHHs Ha 00my4i Kcas’epa — Toi 51 3po3yminia, o BiH HE
OYIKYyBaB, 1110 5 CKaXKy «Tak», — 1 HaBITh TPOXU MMOOOIOBAHHS, HIOW BiH
pantom He OyB YIEeBHEHHUH, 110 CIPaBi X04e CKa3aTu Te, 3apajf Yoro
npuiioB cioau. [lo3aay Hporo 5 modauunsa, mo Jxo3i migHiMae pyky, HIOH
00 MpUBEPHYTH MOIO YBary, i s BHUIKO B3suta KcaB’epa mij JiKOTH 1 TOBeNa
HOro Ha3aJ1 MPOXO0M JI0 BUXOY.

JIBOCTYNKOBI IBEp1 3aYMHIIINCS 3 THXUM CTYKOTOM. X04a B 3aJii He Oyio
raMipHO, KOJIM MU CTOSUIH Yy (oife, THIa 3/1aBasiacs e OLIbII TIH00KOo. —
Kap’spHs npairoe? — 3anuTana s, 1 BiH KuBHyB. — JloOpe, — ckazana 1, —
X0Z1MO. MU MOBYKM MPOUIIIIN Y€pe3 BECTHOI0Ib, BKPUTHH IIUTEHUM
KUJIMMOM, Hallll KpOKH OyJIM MPUIITYILIEH], TaK 110 MU HEe BUJaBaJIU 5KOIHOTO
3BYKY, HIOM MU OTpanwiv B iHmmi cBiT. S ckazana Kcap’epy cictu, a cama
MiIIAIUIA 10 CTiHKH, 11100 3aMOBHUTH KaBy. [1oku s yekana, MOKH KiHKa
IPUTOTYE HAMoi, S CIIocTepirajia 3a MOJIOJUM YOJI0BiKoM. BiH cuiB 3a
CTOJIMKOM O1J1s1 BIKHA, TPOXH 3rOpOMBILINCH, a HOro 00auyus 0yso
Hanpy>KeHUM. Y 1IbOMY SICKpaBOMY CBITJIi s moOaduia, o MOe€ mepiie
Bpa)kKeHH OyJI0 MPaBUJIbLHUM, BiH OYB rapHUi, MOXJIMBO, HaBITh HAJITO
rapHHii, loro o6IMyus BUKIMKAO Take OakaHHs, ke 00epTanocs NpoTH
HBOT'O CAMOT'0, 3aH/ITO CUJIbHE, 11100 OyTH oMy KOpUCHUM. S 3Hana Takux
YOJIOBIKIB 1 XKIHOK.

51 3a0pana Hamry KaBy 1 ciJia 3a CTOJIOM HaBOPOTH HHOTO. BiH moauBUBCS Ha
MEHe, 1, Ha Miii TOJIMB, s MO0AYMIIa B HhOMY PaNTOBY XaAi0HICTE. S ompasy x
HACTOpPOKUIacs, MabyTh, BiH {yMaB, 1110 S 3MOXKY JIOTIOMOI'TH HOMY 3HaWTH
po0OTYy, MOXIIMBO, BiH XOTIB, 11100 5 onpocuiia EHH mpo 1e Bij oro iMeHi, y
MeHe OyJ0 YiTKe BIAUYyTTs, 110 TEMep BiH CIpoOye MaHIMyIr0BaTH MHOMO. S
Jenpb He po3eMisiiacs. Bin 6yB Monioaunii 1, IMOBIpHO, MPOKJIaB cO01 HUIAX Y
JKUTTI, CTIOKYIIIAI0YH BCiX HABKOJIO cede, Bl MaTepi i OaThKa 10 BUMTETIB Ta
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fell regrettably in between roles, neither young enough to be
romantic quarry nor prone to any maternal feeling.

Of course, as it turned out, I was the only one who believed this to be
true. It was altogether possible that a woman of forty-nine would fall
in love with a young man of twenty-five, and it was even possible
that a young man of twenty-five would fall in love with a woman of
forty-nine. Perhaps I knew this to be the case, without wanting to
acknowledge it, perhaps that was why I was so swift to reject the
narrative that even then seemed to occur to both of us. I found myself
on guard, and as if aware of this, he appeared to change tack.
Leaning back into his chair, he said that what he was going to tell me
would sound as if it made no sense, and that he apologized in
advance for presenting it so baldly, but in the end there was no other
way of doing it, he had very good reason to believe that we were
related.

I stared at him blankly. How?
I think you might be my mother.

I genuinely thought I had misheard him. Then I laughed, in an
outburst of astonishment. I'm so sorry, I said, but that's not possible.

Please, he said. And there was a bright intensity to his eyes that
briefly silenced

me, so that he was able to continue. My parents have told me some
things about my

birth mother. Not a lot, but certain details—about where my mother
was born, where she went to school, her line of work.

HSIHb, — 3BHYKA, C()OPMOBaAHA I1I¢ B pAaHHbOMY Billi. S1, Ha JKaib, OMUHHUIIACS
MDK POJISIMH: HE IOCUTh MOJIOZA, 00 OyTH 00’ €KTOM POMaHTUYHUX MPIH, 1
HE CXHIJIbHA JI0 KOJHUX MAaTePUHCHKUX MOYYTTIB.

3BiCHO, SIK BHSIBUJIOCS, I OyJia €IMHOIO0, XTO BipuB y 11e. LlimkoM MOXKITHUBO, 110
COpPOKAJIeB ATHPIUHA KiHKA 3aKOXAETHCS Y JIBAIUATUIT STUPIYHOTO YOJIOBIKa, 1
HaBiTh MOXXJIMBO, 1[0 JBAALSATHUII ATUPIYHUNA YOJIOBIK 3aKOXAETHCS Y
COPOKAJIeB’ ATUPIUHY KIHKY. MOXKIIMBO, 5 3HaJIA, IO II€ TaK, He Oa)Karoun
BHU3HABATH IIOTO, MOXJIMBO, CAME TOMY S TaK IIBHJIKO BiIKUHYJIA Ty ICTOPIIO,
sKa HaBiTh TO/I, 3/1aBajiocs, Cajaaia Ha JyMKy HaM oOoMm. S Biguyna, 1o
HACTOPOXWUIIAcs, 1, HIOM BiTIyBIIH 1€, BiH, 3/1aBaJOCs, 3MIHUB TaKTHKY.
BinkuHyBIIUCH HAa CIIMHKY CTUIBLIA, BiH CKa3aB, 1O TE, 110 BiH 30MPa€eThCs
MeEHi pO3IOBICTH, MPO3BYYUTH TaK, HIOM I1e HE Ma€ CEHCY, 1 IO BiH
3a3J1ayeriib BUOAYaeThCs 3a Te, 10 BUCIIOBIIIOE 1€ TaK PSMO, ajie, 3pEUITOl0,
IHIIIOTO BUXO/y HEMAE: Y HBOTO € JTy’KE€ BaroMi MiJICTaBU BBAKATH, [II0 MU
poauyi.

Sl nuBHIIacs Ha HHOTO 3 MOPOXKHIM MOTASAOM. — SK?
— 1 nymaro, 1110, MOXKITUBO BH MOSI MaTip.

S cnpaBai nogymana, 1o HeMpaBWIbHO Horo nmouyna. [ToTiM s po3cMisiiacs,
HE cTpuMaBlIM ouBy. [Ipobaure, — ckazana s, — aje 11e HEeMOXKIIUBO.

— bynp nacka, — ckasaB BiH. I B fioro ouax 3’siBuiiacs Taka scKkpaBa
IHTEHCHUBHICTb, III0 HA MUTH 51 3aMOBKJIa, TOX BIH 3MIT IPOJAOBXKUTH. — Moi
0aThK{ PO3MOBUIN MEHI JIeII0 Mpo Moo Oionoriuny Matip. HeGarato, ane
MEBHI JIeTalli — Ipo Te, e HapOIUIacsi MOsl MaTH, JIe BOHA HaBUYaJIacs, YuM
3aimalacs.
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Chapter 2

THEORETICAL CONSIDERATION OF THE TRANSLATION OF
EMOTIONAL VOCABULARY IN THE BOOK “AUDITION” BY KATIE
KITAMURA

2.1 The author and her work

Katie Kitamura is an American writer, journalist, and art critic of Japanese origin. She grew
up in Davis, where her father was a professor of civil and environmental engineering at the
University of California, Davis. Her family moved from Japan to California because of her father’s
academic career. That is why the topics of cultural identity and the sense of being “between two
cultures” frequently appeared in her work later on. Before becoming a writer, Kitamura was
seriously involved in ballet and was, in fact, training to become a professional dancer. Throughout
school, she left class at noon to dance, and she planned to go professional (The Guardian, 2025).
In 1999, she graduated from Princeton University in New Jersey. She obtained a Ph.D. in American
literature from the London Consortium. Her thesis was names “The Aesthetics of Vulgarity and
the Modern American Novel” (2005). She is one of the most prominent contemporary authors of
psychological fiction. She is known for her intellectual, atmospheric novels, in which she explores
themes of identity, solitude, power, emotional distance, language, and human relationships. Her
style is often described as minimalist, cold, tense, and highly psychological. An insanely skilled
writer whose fictions always seem to manage two contradictory effects: a supple and seductive
surface (Rachel Kushner, 2025). Many people consider her to be one of the most appealing and
captivating writers of her generation. The reasons include her unique style, emotional depth, and
ability to create stories that deeply resonate with readers around the world. Kitamura’s novels are
short, sharp and deadly. I’m not sure there’s anyone better writing in America today (Alex Preston,
2025).

Before achieving widespread literary fame, Kitamura worked as a journalist, art critic, and
essayist. She wrote for publications such as: The New York Times, The Guardian, Wired, Frieze.
She was also interested in film, contemporary art, and mixed martial arts. Kitamura’s first
remarkable book was “Japanese for Travelers: A Journey”, published in 2006. It is not a work of
fiction, but a blend of: travelogue, personal essay, cultural study, autobiographical reflections. The
author chronicles her journeys in Japan and her efforts to comprehend her Japanese heritage.
Kitamura was born and grew up in the U.S., leading her to experience a sense of separation from
her ancestral culture. As a result, the book primarily focuses on the theme of “dual identity”—the
experience of someone who belongs to two cultures simultaneously but does not feel completely
“at home” in either of them. Observers have remarked on the author's sharply perceptive style. In
her first book, she meticulously observed the delicate intricacies of human behavior, the ambiance
of urban environments, and the mental states of her characters. It is a literary technique that
highlights Kitamura's absence from certain scenes she recounts. It also emphasizes her emotional
disconnection from Japan (Mio Yamada, The Japan Times, 2007).

“Audition” emerged as one of the most important novels in Katie Kitamura’s body of
work and significantly elevated her status in the modern literary landscape. The concept for the
novel struck her when she encountered a tale of a man who unexpectedly revealed to another
family that he was their son. A stranger told me he was my son (Katie Kitamura, KOSU interview,
2025). The book has a strong connection to the theater. Kitamura has been passionate about theater
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and performance art for a long time, which is the reason the protagonist became an actress. The
author examines how individuals craft specific versions of themselves for others within the
theatrical environment. In the book, moments of daily existence frequently appear like a stage
performance, and the characters act as though they are always under observation.

Following the book's release, numerous critics observed that it generates a powerful feeling
of discomfort, even during typical moments. Critics frequently likened the book's ambiance to that
of psychological cinema or stage performances. A literary performance of true uncanniness (Merve
Emre, 2025). The novel quickly became very popular among literary critics and readers of
intellectual fiction. It was shortlisted for the 2025 “Booker Prize” , and many publications included
the book on their lists of the year’s best novels. Critics particularly praised Kitamura’s depiction
of psychological instability and his ability to create the sense that reality in the novel is constantly
slipping away from the reader. After the book’s success, reports surfaced regarding a forthcoming
movie adaptation of the novel. In 2025, literary sources announced that producers had begun
developing the adaptation. This attracted additional focus to the novel and made “Audition” one
of Kitamura’s most renowned works.

2.2 Features of the source text

“Audition” is a psychological novel written by Katie Kitamura, released on April 8, 2025,
by Riverhead Books. The book quickly emerged as one of the most discussed literary releases of
the year, garnered highly favorable reviews, and was nominated for the 2025 Booker Prize.

The story starts off quite peacefully and somewhat ordinary: the unnamed main character,
amiddle-aged actress, encounters a young man named Xavier at a Manhattan restaurant. The initial
pages generate an unusual feeling of tension. The main character frequently contemplates how
others perceive her: do they view her as a couple, do they believe she’s significantly older than
him, or has her spouse observed their interactions? It seems like a standard uncomfortable meeting,
but then Xavier articulates a line that truly propels the whole story forward: “I think you might be
my mother”.

In the first part, the narrator explains to Xavier that she can’t be his mother because she has
never given birth (The Spectator review of Audition, 2025). The heroine replies that this is
impossible, since she has never had kids. However, it is precisely after this that the book begins to
gradually shatter the reader’s familiar reality. One of the most fascinating aspects of the novel is
that it has nearly no traditional “action,” yet the suspense is tangible all the way through. Kitamura
creates tension not by significant occurrences, but by looks, breaks, silent expressions, slight
variations in conduct, emotional ambiguity. For instance, one of the most intense moments in the
initial section is when Xavier starts to show up increasingly alongside the protagonist. Initially, he
1s just an unfamiliar person with an unusual remark, but then he surprisingly becomes the assistant
director of the production she is acting in. The heroine starts to recognize her own qualities in him:
motions, expressions of the face, way of communicating, including bodily similarity. This is
exactly what renders the novel psychologically disturbing: the reader starts to question things
alongside her. The question comes up—what if it is accurate? However, Kitamura never provides
a definitive response.

A significant method is dual or unstable reality. There is no distinct shift between the two
accounts of events in the novel. As a result, the reader remains perpetually uncertain. Kitamura
fails to clarify: which account of events is “authentic”, if a section of the novel is fantasy, or if
these represent simultaneous options within one life. The novel destabilizes the reader’s sense of
what is real (Justin Taylor, 2025). A dual or unstable reality serves as a literary and psychological
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tool that causes the reader to question the authenticity of what is presented in the narrative. The
writer intentionally constructs a scenario with multiple potential accounts of occurrences, where
the distinction between reality, memory, imagination, or psychological interpretation becomes
indistinct. The distinction between reality and fiction becomes increasingly difficult to maintain
(Patricia Waugh 1984, p.6).

In “Audition”, emotional depth is created not by “major dramatic events,” but through
ongoing internal stress, moments of tension, and concealed emotions that emerge in commonplace
scenarios. This is exactly why reviewers frequently characterize the novel as emotionally “intense
on the inside, but psychologically cold on the outside.”. The book evokes a wide range of various
feelings. Anxiety. This acts as the foundation for the emotional atmosphere. The main character
always senses that the circumstances surrounding her aren't entirely “normal,” despite everything
seeming standard at first glance. The heroine is constantly analyzing the situation: “I wondered
how we looked from the outside.” What’s shown here isn’t a direct emotion, but self-conscious
anxiety—about how others perceive her. Emotional restraint in the book “Audition” is a primary
method for creating tension. This describes a scenario in which the characters seldom convey their
emotions openly, even in crucial or possibly intense situations. Understatement can intensify
emotion by refusing to name it (Claudia Rankine, 2014). In the book, Kitamura seldom employs
overtly emotional moments (outbursts, direct confrontations, tears). Instead: The characters
frequently fail to reply directly or evade providing explanations. Modern fiction often derives its
emotional power from what is left unsaid (James Wood, 2008).

The vocabulary of the novel is characterized by: occasional expressiveness, psychological
precision (words often describe not the emotion itself, but its manifestation). And also a lack of
direct references to feelings.

The book “Audition” employs a great deal of psychological and descriptive language. This
lexicon avoids directly naming emotions, instead expressing them through the actions, perceptions,
and internal responses of the characters. Words like to hesitate, to watch, to recognize, to stay
quiet, and to feel doubtful frequently occur in the text. This selection of language is deliberate and
methodical, crafting a unique narrative style. This type of vocabulary generates the impression of
ongoing internal reflection instead of a direct emotional response. Silence and omission are as
meaningful as language itself (Peter Brooks, 1984). The characters appear to not "experience"
emotions in a literal way, but instead watch their own feelings from a particular distance. As a
result, even challenging situations are depicted in a controlled and nearly impartial way, lacking
emotional evaluations or expressive remarks. As a result, occurrences are seen not as emotionally
intense but rather as psychologically distant. The reader must independently interpret the
characters’ emotions by observing their actions and responses rather than receiving a pre-packaged
explanation. This heightens the feeling of unpredictability and vagueness in the circumstances.
Good fiction shows emotions through action and perception rather than explicit naming (The Art
of Fiction, 1992).

In the novel, the application of omission serves as a crucial narrative device, entailing the
intentional reduction or total exclusion of significant details. The writer does not clarify the
reasons for numerous events and does not offer the reader direct insight into the complete
reasoning of what is occurring. In this framework, the reader is not presented with a complete or
consistent overview of events and must consequently piece together the causal relationships
between different occurrences on their own. If a prose writer understands their subject well, they
can leave out details they are already familiar with. If the writer is genuine enough, the reader will
sense those things. This emotion will be just as intense as if the author had expressed them (Ernest
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Hemingway, 1932). This involves understanding the characters' motives, actions, and
psychological responses without explicit clarification. Significantly, even important instances are
frequently shown in fragments, as though certain details were intentionally hidden or left out. This
approach generates a perpetual feeling of unpredictability and receptiveness in the writing.
Ellipticality influences how time and event sequences are perceived, as certain scene transitions
seem sudden or inexplicably shortened, prompting the reader to "fill in" the temporal voids
independently. Consequently, an outcome of unstable reality arises, in which occurrences lack
distinct limits or clear meanings. The absence of clarification intensifies psychological stress, as
the reader remains in a continual state of expectation for details that might never come.

The book also includes a mechanism of lexical repeats significantly influences the text's
fundamental rhythm and enhances its psychological intensity. Specifically, terms associated with
perception—including “look,” “see,” “observe,” and “appear”—are frequently reiterated,
highlighting that the reality in the novel is not an objective truth, but rather something that is
perpetually filtered through the heroine’s perspective. The language of uncertainty is often
reiterated—such as “seem,” “perhaps,” “maybe,” and “uncertain”—which decreases the
impression of stability in occurrences and makes any assertion dependent, generating an
atmosphere of perpetual doubt.

“Audition” is a psychologically charged piece examining the uncertainty of perception and
identity. Common circumstances gain a deeper significance through silence and the things that
remain unspoken. Elliptical storytelling and a continual examination of reality also hold
considerable importance. The story emphasizes not the happenings, but the protagonist's emotional
condition. She views the world according to her own perspective. Everyday discussions transform
into a realm of concealed strain. The story does not follow a traditional storyline and provides no
definite solutions. It investigates the line separating the fictional from the actual. It also emphasizes
the contrast between what is expressed and what remains unexpressed. This generates a perpetual
interpretive strain. The passage appears to be a psychological examination of awareness. It is
appropriate for those who enjoy intellectual and psychological literature. It will also provide a
chance to live one more life. A reader lives a thousand lives before he dies... The man who never
reads lives only one. (George R. R. Martin, 2011). It is also appealing to those who appreciate
slow reading and underlying meanings. The book is beneficial for literary researchers and
philology students. It aids in examining unreliable narration and omission.

2.3 Analysis of translation strategies

This chapter displays the outcomes of an applied study concerning the translation decisions
made while translating a passage from Kate Kitamura’s novel “Audition”. The emphasis is on the
portrayal of emotional language, which is a key characteristic of the author’s unique style.
Kitamura’s writing exhibits significant psychological depth, conveyed not via external expression
but through internal dynamics and underlying meanings. The research relies on a comparative
examination of the source text and its translation to explain the selection of modifications that
provide a suitable depiction of the characters’ emotional states. Translation involves reproducing
the closest natural equivalent of the source message in the target language. The primary goal is to
convey the meaning. The second aspect is maintaining the style (Eugene Nida, 1969, p. 12).

The fulfillment of emotional potential in modern minimalist prose, as demonstrated by
Katie Kitamura’s Audition, relies primarily on implicit elements. In contrast to conventional
stories that frequently express emotions through explicit labels like "fear" or "sadness,” Kitamura
uses an intricate technique of emotional restraint, allowing the strength of the text to emerge from



38

what remains unspoken. The beauty of silence in contemporary writing is not an absence of
meaning but a shift of meaning into the gaps between words (Sellers, 2022, p. 45). Lexically, this
underlying emotionality is expressed not via evaluative adjectives but through bodily signals and
physiological indicators. By emphasizing micro-movements, variations in breath, or abrupt
stillness, the writer anchors emotions in physical states, a method that compels the reader to
interpret the character's inner world via tangible signs. Moreover, employing neutral, almost
clinical verbs to depict high-stakes psychological occurrences establishes a sharp contrast between
the narrative's outward tranquility and its deeper tension. This is additionally reinforced by
meticulous description, as the storytelling concentrates on ordinary items to indicate a character's
feeling of shock or disconnection, functioning as an "estranged witness."

The uncanny valley effect, initially a concept in robotics, is now utilized as a stylistic device
that creates ontological ambiguity. Lexically, this effect is created through a semantic field of
artificiality, in which human actions and expressions are characterized by mechanical or empty
qualities like rigid, robotic, vacant, or mask-like. The consistent use of perception verbs and
hedging phrases such as it seemed, as though, or looked like highlights the narrator's struggle to
differentiate between true feelings and a deliberate act. Regarding translation, the main difficulty
lies in the danger of over-explicitation, where the translator may be inclined to "fill in the gaps"
and elaborate on the character's emotions for the audience. Nonetheless, as demonstrated by the
theories of Munday (2016) and Baker (1992), maintaining the author's idiolect necessitates a
dedication to functional equivalence—implying the "silence™ and obscurity of the original should
be preserved. To accomplish this, the translator employs modulation to adjust cognitive viewpoints
and compensation to replicate stylistic tension in the target language, making sure the Ukrainian
rendition preserves the original’s cold, detached tone without adding superfluous emotional
nuances.

The examination revealed three primary categories of emotional language. Each
necessitates a distinct translation strategy.

Category of Direct Nomination (Explicit Emotives): This category comprises lexemes
explicitly denoting an emotional state (anxiety, fear, intimidation, astonishment). Choosing the
right emotional nuance is challenging. English and Ukrainian semantic fields frequently do not
align. The lexicon of feelings acts as a direct connection between internal experience and social
interaction. The explicit identification of emotions enables personal experiences to be converted
into communal conversation (Catherine Lutz, 1988, p. 10).

Category of Evaluative Description (Implicit Emotives): This encompasses adjectives
and adverbs adding emotional nuance to environments or behaviors (unwelcoming table, anxious
stance, cunning delay). Translating these units necessitates attention to contextual synonymy.
Implicit emotivity indicates the speaker's evaluative perspective. Explicitation is a translation
universal where implicit information is made explicit to aid understanding (Klaudy K., 2017, p.
104).

Category of Psychosomatic Expressions: These are accounts of bodily responses
reflecting profound emotional experiences (a sensation unraveled in my abdomen, skin feeling
warm). It is essential to maintain metaphorical quality while adjusting to target language standards.
Emotive language is used to construct an evaluative stance and provoke emotional responses
(Bednarek, M. 2019).

Translating a literary work is a complicated cognitive and linguistic task that demands more
than just a simple replacement of source-language units with their target-language counterparts; it
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necessitates a deep structural and semantic reorganization. In academic writings, these alterations
are categorized as translation techniques, which present an “objective necessity” arising from the
discrepancies between the systems of the two languages. The following is a detailed analysis of
the translation choices made while working on an excerpt from the novel. The study is based on a
comparative analysis, which allows us to trace the logic behind the transition from English
constructions to their Ukrainian equivalents. The focus is on five dominant types of techniques,
the selection of which is driven by the desire to reproduce the emotional landscape of the work as
accurately as possible. Each translation decision is accompanied by a theoretical justification and
a reference to relevant linguistic concepts that confirm the appropriateness of the chosen approach.

Modulation (Semantic Development) takes up 33 percent. Modulation acts as the main
method, enabling the logical links of the source text to be adjusted to the cognitive frameworks of
the Ukrainian reader. Modulation is a change in the semantics and point of view of the source
language, (Munday J, 2016). A particularly vivid instance of modulation is: “Something unwound
in my belly, slow and relaxed.” This phrase was rendered as “V orcueomi nosinbro pozeopnynacs
msaeyua mpueoza’. The verb “uncoiled” in the English text evokes a metaphorical picture that, in
Ukrainian, might be viewed as merely a physical action without further clarification. The inclusion
of the term “anxiety” specifies the emotional tone of the image, guaranteeing a practical effect on
the reader.

Particularization takes up 26 percent. The need for particularization stems from the nature
of the English language, which tends to use words with broad denotative meanings. Many English
words are general in nature and are clarified only through context. Particularization consists of
using a more specific term in the target language to replace a more general term from the source
language. (Munday, 2016, p. 91).Therefore, when translating into Ukrainian, there is often a need
to narrow or specify their meaning. “Xavier flinched, as if I had struck him” - «Kcas'ep
30puenyecs, Hiou s tiozo eoapuna». The verb “flinch” can mean to recoil, to shudder, or to shrink
back. In the context of the protagonist’s sudden refusal, the choice of “shuddered” most accurately
conveys the physical reaction to an emotional blow.

Transposition takes up 19 percent. These changes are intended to avoid a literal translation
and preserve the natural flow of speech. They arise due to differences between the grammatical
systems of English and Ukrainian. The translator alters sentence structure, parts of speech, or
syntactic constructions so that the text sounds natural and conforms to the norms of the Ukrainian
language. “I was momentarily intimidated” was rendered as “4 na mumo poseyounacs”. The
passive construction of the English sentence is replaced with an active reflexive verb. This
conforms to the norms of Ukrainian literary prose, where the emphasis shifts to the heroine’s
subjective experience.

Amplifications (explanations) takes up 14 percent. This technique was used to clarify
subtext that was conveyed concisely or incompletely in the original. The need for amplification
arose due to differences between languages and the need to make the content clearer to the reader.
Through explication, the translator clarified specific details, emotional states, or hidden meanings
in the text. “7 did my lines phonetically”. — “A uumana ceoi pennixu na ciyx, 6e3 posyminns”. A
literal translation of “phonetically” would have been too formal. The amplification of the phrase
“without understanding” clearly conveys the sense of professional detachment described by the
author.

Compensation takes up 8 percent. The use of compensation made it possible to preserve
the emotional intensity of the work even when certain stylistic features of the original were lost.
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Compensation is a method that entails offsetting the absence of a specific effect in the original by
generating a comparable effect (Mona Baker, 1992, p. 71). During the translation process, some
linguistic devices, emotional nuances, or hidden meanings could not be conveyed literally due to
differences between English and Ukrainian. Therefore, the translators compensate for these losses
using other lexical or stylistic devices elsewhere in the text. This helps preserve the overall
atmosphere of the novel, the psychological tension, and the emotional impact on the reader. “The
din pressed against me... it was hard to think.” - “I'arac mucuys na meHe... BUMICHAIOYU OYMKU,
max wo mucaumu 6yno eaxcko” The “crowding out of thoughts™ effect serves as a compensatory
mechanism to convey the intensity of the noise ( “crowding ), which amplifies the psychological
pressure of the situation on the protagonist.

The scene in which the heroine’s husband, Thomas, appears required special attention in
the translation. The tension in this episode is built on the contrast between his calm outward
appearance and his inner panic. The choice of the phrase “defensive carapace” - “zaxucnui
nanyup” 1s a striking example of preserving the author’s metaphor, which signifies the character’s
emotional withdrawal. It should be noted that the text frequently features the phenomenon of
“Uncanny Valley”, when Xavier mimics the heroine’s gestures (“an old gesture of mine that he
had lifted”). In the translation, this is rendered through the phrase “suxpaoeno i nepeneceno y
cghepy naonpupoonozo” which emphasizes the heroine’s profound emotional shock at the violation
of her personal boundaries. The uncanny valley occurs when the blurring of boundaries between
the human and its double produces a state of ontological uncertainty» (Gatermann, 2021, p. 82)

The findings of this analysis indicate that translating Kate Kitamura’s psychological
writing necessitates shifting from formal equivalence to a strategy focused on pragmatic
adaptation. The elevated rates of modulation (33%) and particularization (26%) are intentional—
it functions as a means of interpreting the author's intricate code, where feelings are not directly
expressed but lie in the gap between action and depiction.

The application of modulation enabled the conversion of the English-language
"discreteness” of emotions into a comprehensive psychological profile, relatable for the Ukrainian
reader. In the original work, Kitamura often uses the method of “omission,” wherein feelings are
merely suggested through bodily actions. “l sensed an unforeseen energy between us.” — “4
siduyna panmosutl npuniug nanpyeu mixe namu’. The translation clarifies these conditions
through a change in logical viewpoint, maintaining the author's objectivity. This supports Eugene
Nida’s argument that translation must prioritize conveying meaning before addressing the formal
elements of style. Modulation is a cognitive shift. It changes how the translator perceives the
situation (Translation: An Advanced Resource Book, 2004, p.150).

Particularization was a crucial factor in addressing the semantic ambiguity of English
lexemes. Substituting abstract verbs of speech and motion with more emotionally resonant
Ukrainian counterparts contributed to restoring that “cold tension” characteristic of the author’s
unique style. This enabled the writer to prevent stylistic repetitiveness and maintained the vibrancy
of the protagonist’s internal dialogue. “positioned at a table near the rear of the dining area.”’-
“iH CcUOI6 30 CIMOTUKOM Y 2NUOUHI 3aT)” .

The Occurrence of “Discomforting Closeness” and Implicit Meaning. The reproduction of
the “Uncanny Valley” phenomenon, which occurs when Xavier mimics the heroine’s movements,
warrants particular focus. These techniques allowed us to express a feeling of limits being
exceeded and existential unease, which is the core theme of the passage. The application of
compensation and amplification during these instances maintained the metaphorical essence of the
text, where physical response gains greater importance than verbal expression. Gender and social
context were also considered: the translation captures the nuanced interaction of social standings
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in the conversations, where a “courteous” tone masks hostility or avarice. This illustrates that
Kitamura’s emotional vocabulary is more than just a collection of words; it represents a
sophisticated framework of social cues.

In summary, the study leads to the following conclusions: Sufficiency through change:
Practical modification is the sole method to maintain the emotional resonance in texts like these.
Modulation and particularization act as a “link” uniting the limited English tradition with the
vibrant Ukrainian linguistic heritage.

Preservation of Idiostyle: Through the careful application of grammatical alternatives and
explanations, the essential traits of Kitamura's prose were successfully communicated: intellectual
richness, succinctness, and a gripping ambiance.

Communicative effect: The selected translation approach enabled us to accomplish the
objective set by Peter Newmark—to produce an impact on the reader of the translation that closely
resembles the original. The text is seen not merely as a replica, but as a unique piece of art that
maintains the essence and emotional structure of the original work. Equivalence is the relationship
between a source and a target text. They must perform the same communicative function
(Katharina Reif3, Hans J. Vermeer, 2014, p. 89).
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Conclusions

The paper has shown that the rendering of implicit emotivity and the "uncanny valley" effect is a
highly effective and sophisticated translation strategy for preserving the unique stylistic tension
found in contemporary minimalist prose. Based on the detailed linguistic and translatological
analysis of Katie Kitamura’s novel Audition (2025) and its rendering into Ukrainian, it was proved
that maintaining strict emotional restraint plays a decisive role in ensuring the psychological depth
and the specific atmosphere of ontological uncertainty for the target audience. By deliberately
avoiding the explicit naming of emotional states, the translator preserves the "iceberg"” effect of
the original text, where the most intense emotions remain submerged beneath the surface of the
narrative. This approach allows readers to actively participate in the construction of meaning, fully
immersing themselves in the characters' internal states through subtext and sensory details rather
than direct authorial description.

The study has demonstrated that implicit emotivity in Kitamura’s prose is not a mere stylistic
choice but a structural necessity that triggers the "uncanny valley" effect—a sense of unease
arising from the blurring of boundaries between reality and performance. This effect has been
successfully reproduced in translation via various techniques and techiques, most notably
modulation, compensation, and particularization. The practical analysis of these methods
confirmed their importance in overcoming the inherent barriers of translating "what is left unsaid.”
For instance, modulation allowed for a cognitive shift that adapted the characters' perceptions to
the target language's norms without losing the original’s cold, detached tone. Particularization was
used to clarify specific physical actions that hint at hidden feelings, while compensation ensured
that the cumulative emotional weight of the scene remained balanced when direct linguistic
equivalents were unavailable.

The theoretical consideration and practical application of these strategies highlight that preserving
the original’s minimalist style and "quiet" narrative structure not only contributes to a more
accurate understanding of the plot but also fosters a deeper, more visceral emotional connection
with the target audience. It underlines the value of functional equivalence as a key tool in modern
translation practice, where the goal is to reproduce the effect of the text rather than just its literal
meaning.

Future research could focus on a broader comparative analysis of the use of emotional restraint
across different genres of "quiet fiction" and experimental prose, as well as on the psychological
impact of the "uncanny valley" on the reception of translated texts by Ukrainian readers. Particular
attention should be paid to the evolving relationship between minimalist aesthetics and cognitive
translation studies, seeking to achieve a perfect balance between the linguistic clarity of the target
text and the productive psychological ambiguity of the original work. This will further enhance
the quality of literary translation in Ukraine, especially regarding works that challenge traditional
narrative conventions.
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