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Abstract

This study analyzes an excerpt from Freida McFadden’s psychological thriller One by
One. The aim of this project is to identify the characteristics of translating an emotionally charged
and stylistically marked literary text, as well as to evaluate the effectiveness of translation
techniques in reproducing the author’s style. The main characteristics of the text under study are
the use of emotionally charged vocabulary, as well as the frequent use of sarcasm and irony.
During the translation process, difficulties arise in adequately rendering these stylistic devices,
particularly in preserving subtext, emotional depth, and the author’s individual tone. The study
employs translation techniques proposed by Molina and Hurtado Albir, which allowed for an
analysis of their effectiveness in reproducing the semantic and stylistic features of the original. As
a result, the most commonly used and effective translation techniques were identified, ensuring an
adequate rendering of the literary text’s expressiveness, pragmatic meaning, and stylistic
distinctiveness.

Keywords: classification, emotionally charged vocabulary, expressive language, irony,
psychological thriller, sarcasm, translation techniques.

AHoOTAaLIA

VY nocmipKeHH] TpoaHalli3oBaHO YPUBOK 13 TICUXOIOTigyHOTO Tpuiepa Ppinun Makdanaexn
One by One. Meta mNpoekTy TMoOJiAra€ y BHM3HA4YEHHI OCOOJIMBOCTEH Mepekyiany eMOLiiiHO
HAaCHYEHOTO Ta CTHJIICTHYHO BHPA3HOTO JIITEPATyPHOTO TEKCTY, a TAKOX B OILIHIII e()eKTUBHOCTI
nepeKIalalbKuX MPUHOMIB y BIITBOPEHHI aBTOPCHKOT0 CTUI0. OCHOBHUMHU XapaKTepUCTUKAMU
JOCIIKYBAaHOTO TEKCTYy € BUKOPUCTAHHS EMOIIMHO 3a0apBJICHOI JIGKCHKH, a TaKOX YacTe
3aCTOCYBAaHHS capkKa3My Ta ipoHii, mjo (GopMyloTh MmparMaTH4YHUN edeKT TBOpy. Y mporeci
MEePEKIIaly BUHUKAIOTh TPYJHOIII, TIOB’s3aHi 3 aJeKBaTHUM BiITBOPEHHSM IMX CTHIIICTHUIHHX
3ac00iB, 30KpeMa 31 30epe’KeHHSM MiATEKCTy, eMOIIHHOI TIHOUHU Ta 1HAMBIAYaIbHOTO TOHY
aBTopa. Y JOCIIKEHHI BUKOPHUCTOBYIOThCS MEpeKIaialbKi IpuiioMu, 3anpornoHoBaHi MoJiHoo
Ta Yprano AnbOip, L0 A03BOJIMIO MPOAHANI3YBAaTH IXHIO €(QEKTHBHICTh Yy BiJTBOPEHHI
CEMAaHTUYHUX Ta CTUJICTUYHUX OCOOJMBOCTEHW opuriHamy. Y pe3ynbTari OyJi0 BHU3HAYEHO
HaiOinbIl momMpeHi Ta e(peKTUBHI Nepekiagalbki NpuiloMu, ski 3a0e3neuyloTh aJeKBaTHE
BIJITBOPEHHS BHUPA3HOCTI, IParMaTUYHOT0 3MICTY Ta CTHJIICTUYHOI CaMOOYTHOCTI JIITEPATyPHOTO
TEKCTY.

KurouoBi cioBa: BupazHa MoBa, €eMOLIHHO MapKoBaHa JIEKCHKA, 1pOHis, Kiacudikais,
nepeKIaialbKi TEXHIKU, ICUXOJIOTTYHUN TPUIIEp, CapKa3M.
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Introduction

Nowadays, it is increasingly important to be aware of the subtle nuances of language,
especially in literary texts where meaning is often conveyed not only directly, but also implicitly
through stylistic devices. Among such devices, sarcasm, irony, and emotionally charged
vocabulary play a crucial role, shaping the reader’s perception, adding depth to characters, and
contributing to the overall tone of a narrative. The correct interpretation and translation of these
elements are particularly significant, since any misrepresentation may distort the author’s intention
and affect the reader’s understanding of the text.

This research is based on the thriller One by One by Freida McFadden, which serves as the
primary material for analysis. The work provides a rich source of examples of sarcastic remarks,
ironic expressions, and emotionally colored vocabulary, making it particularly suitable for a
detailed linguistic and translational study. Through the analysis of these elements, the research
aims to explore how these stylistic devices function in the original text and how they can be
effectively rendered in translation.

This research devotes considerable attention to the analysis of stylistic devices and their
translation. In particular, David Crystal and Zeki Hamawand examine the functioning of
emotionally charged vocabulary in English, while Raymond W. Gibbs Jr. explores the cognitive
mechanisms of irony. Scholars examine individual aspects of irony, sarcasm, and emotionality;
however, the question of their comprehensive reproduction in literary texts, particularly in the
thriller genre, remains relevant and requires further research.

To investigate and adequately translate the above-mentioned stylistic elements, this
research draws on the translation techniques proposed by Lucia Molina and Amparo Hurtado
Albir. Their framework allows for a systematic approach to identifying and interpreting various
translation strategies, which is essential for preserving both the semantic meaning and the
expressive effect of the original text.

The object of this research is the emotionally charged vocabulary, irony, and sarcasm in
modern English thrillers.

The subject is the translation methods employed to render sarcasm, irony, and emotionally
charged vocabulary in the Ukrainian translation of Freida McFadden’s book.

The aim of the translation project is to determine the distinctive features of translating
sarcasm, irony, and emotionally charged vocabulary, and to identify the most effective and
appropriate translation techniques for their accurate reproduction in Ukrainian.

The objectives of the translation project are:

® to translate the excerpt from the thriller;

® to analyze the characteristics of the thriller;

® to identify and classify sarcasm, irony, and emotionally charged vocabulary;

® to explain the translation techniques used to convey the meaning of stylistic
devices.

The structure and the body of the research. This translation project consists of an
abstract, two chapters, references, conclusions, and appendices. The source text contains 40,870
characters; the target text contains 38,792 characters. The total volume of the translation project is
43 pages.



Chapter 1. Translation of the thriller One by One by Freida McFadden

The source text
PROLOGUE
ANONYMOUS
There will be six of us.
Six adults. Stuffed into a six-person minivan like sardines, with all the
luggage we felt we couldn’t possibly live without during our vacation at
a swanky luxury inn. Our reservation is for six days. Six days of hiking
and hot tubs. Six days away from civilization.

My mother was a religious woman. That’s how I know that on the sixth
day, both man and serpent were created. You know—the snake that
eventually convinced Adam and Eve to eat the forbidden fruit and got
them kicked out of the Garden of Eden forever? That’s why the number
six represents both man and the evil that weakens him.

In Revelation, 666 is the number of the devil.

The sixth Commandment is thou shalt not kill.

Six is not a nice number.

I’m not religious. I don’t go to church. I don’t believe in a higher power.
Six is just like any other number to me. But I know that every single one
of these six people has a secret they don’t want anyone to know.

I can tell you my secret right now:

At the end of this week, only one of us will make it home alive.

CHAPTER 1
CLAIRE
I don’t know when I started to hate my husband.

The target text
ITPOJIOI"
HEBIJOMUH
Hac 6yze mectepo.
[lectepo mopocnux, BTUCHYTUX y HIECTUMICHHIA MiHIBEH, SIK TIOJIbKA. 3
rpoMi3akuM Oaraxem, 0e3 SKOro, Ha Hally IyMKY, MU HE 3MOIJIH O
O0IfTHCS M7 Yac BiAIMYCTKH B €IITHOMY TOTelli, 3a0pOHbOBAaHOMY Ha
uricth aHiB. LicTh AHIB MOXO/IB 1 AKaKy31 MoAali BiJ] UBLII3AILI.

Mos matu Oyma peniriiHor0 XiHKot0. OCh 3BiIKHM 5 3HA[O, IO Ha
I0CTU# JIeHb OyJiM CTBOPEHI JIF0OAMHA Ta 3Miid. Bu 3HaeTe, 1110 came 3Miit
3MycuB Anama Ta €BYy CKYIITYBaTH 3a00pOHEHHH IUT, Yepe3 Mo ix
HazaBkau BUTHaIM 3 Exemcbkoro camy? Ock YoMy YHCIO IIICTh
CHUMBOJII3YE SIK JIFOJIUHY, TaK 1 3710, sIKe 1i OCIa0JIIOE.

B Onkposensi, 666 — uucio ausiBona.

[ocra 3anoBiny — “He youii”.

Hlicte — noraxa mudpa.

A ne Bipto B bora. He xomxky no nepksu. He Bipro y Bumii cunu. Jlis
MEHE IIICTh — JIHUIIe YHUCT0. Alle s 3Har0, 0 KOXKEH 13 IUX IIeCTH
JI0JIeH Ma€e CBOIO TAEMHHUIIIO 1 HE X04e, 100 i po3KpuIIu.

S po3MOBIM CBIif CEKPET MPOCTO 3apa3:

HanpukiHiii 11b0ro THXHS TUTBKH OAHWH 13 HAC MOBEPHETHCS JOJOMY
JKVBHM.

Po3zoin 1

Knep

S1 He 3HAIO, BiIKOIM [T0Yaja HEHABUIITH YOJIOBIKA.



[ didn’t always. When we tied the knot over ten years ago, we held hands
and I swore I would love him forever. Until death did us part. And I
meant it. [ meant it with every fiber of my being. I genuinely believed I
would be married to Noah Matchett for the rest of my life. I fantasized
about the two of us growing old together—holding hands while sitting
in matchingrocking chairs in a retirement home. And when the minister
declared us husband and wife, I patted myself on the back for choosing
the right guy.

I’m not sure what happened between then and now. But I can’t stand the
guy anymore.

“Where’s my UChicago shirt, Claire?”

Noah is hunched over the top drawer of his dresser, his eyebrows
bunched together as his hazel eyes stare down into the contents of the
drawer. He clears his throat, which is what he always does when he’s
concentrating hard on something. I used to find it cute and endearing.
Now I find it irritating. Nails on a chalkboard irritating.

“I don’t know.” I grab a couple of shirts out of my own dresser drawer
and shove them into the brown luggage gapingopen on our bed. “It’s not
in the drawer?”

He looks up from the drawer and purses his lips. “If it were in the drawer,
why would I be asking you about it?”

Hmm. Maybe this is why I hate my husband. Because he’s become a
huge jerk.

“I don’t know where your shirt is.” I start sifting through my bras. How
many bras do you bring for a weeklong trip? I’m never certain.

“It’s your shirt.”

“Yeah, but you did the laundry.”

“S0?” 1 stuff four bras into my luggage—that should be enough. “Do
you think while I’'m doing laundry, I’'m thinking to myself, ‘Oh, here’s
Noah’s UChicago shirt—better put that somewhere special, instead of

Tak Oyno ve 3aBxau. [1ig yac BecuLIs MOHAJ, JECATh POKIB TOMY, MU
TPUMAJIUCS 32 PYKH, ¥ s 1000IIsIa, 0 Oyay KOXaTH HOro 0 CKOHY.
Jloku cMepTh He pO3NMyduTh Hac. Sl ckasana 1e BiJ mUporo cepus, 060
BiluyBaJja 1€ KOXXHOI KIITHHKOIO CBOTO TiJIa 1 IMPO BipuJa, 1Mo 0ymay
onpyxeHa 3 Hoem MartdeTom 10 KiHIIS CBOTO KUTTSA. S Mpisiia, sk MU
pa3oM CTapiTUMEMO, TPUMAIOYHCh 3a PYKH 1 CHIIYM B OJHAKOBHUX
Kpiciax-roiaankax y Oy IMHKY JJist JIITHIX JTroei. Tox KOJIu CBSAIIEHUK
OrOJIOCHB HAC YOJIOBIKOM 1 JPY)KHHOIO, s TIOXBaIMa cede 3a Te, 1110
BUOpasa TOro €AMHOIO.

He 3Hato, 1110 Tpanuiaock BiATO/I1, alie O1MIbIIe ST He MOXKY MOT0 TepIIiTH.

— Jle mos ¢yTOomka 3 HarucoM “yHiBepcuteT Ynkaro”, Kiep?

Hoii 3irnyBcst HaJ BEpXHBOIO HIYXJISJOI0 CBOTO KOMOJY, HACYMHBILIN
OpoBH, a #oro kapi od4i NWUIBHO BAMBISIOTHCS BcepenuHy. BiH
BIJIKAIIUTIOETHCS, IO POOUTH 3aBKIU, KOJM CHUJIBHO HAa YOMYCh
30cepe/KyeThcs. PaHime s BBakana I1¢ MIJIAM 1 NMPUBAOJIMBHM —
Temnep 1e MeHe aparye. [Ipatye, MOB CKpETiT HITTiB 10O KJIACHIH TOMIII.
— 51 ne 3Haro.

JlicTaro KiJIbKa COPOUYOK 31 CBOE€T KOMOJHM 1 3aCOBYIO iX Y KOPUYHEBY
BaJi3y, 10 JEKUTh PO3KPUTA HA HAIIOMY JIIKKY.

— Bona He B tryxsmsii?

Bin miHiMae TOJNOBY 1 CTUCKAE TYOH.

— SIx6m BoHa Oyna B IIyXJisizii, TO 4oro O s Tebe npo Hei nuTaB?

I'mMm, HameBHO uepe3 1€ s HEHaBWIXKY CBOTO 4YojoBika. BiH craB
IIJIKOBUTHAM T'IBHIOKOM.

— He 3Hato 1, 1e TBos dyTOOIKA.

[Tounnaro nepedupatu cBoi Oroctranbrepu. CKUTBKH iX B3ATH 3 00010
B THKHEBY MO0POK? MeHi 3aBKIU BaXKKO BU3HAUUTHUCS.

— Ile x TBOs (pyTOOIKA.

— Tak, ane Tu mpana pedi.

— T mo?

51 3anxana 4 GrocTraiabTepu A0 CBO€ Bamizu. Mae BUCTAYHTH.



the drawer where I put every other shirt of his I’ve ever washed in the
history of doing laundry’?”

He rolls his eyes at me and sifts through the drawer one more time.
“Well, it’s not in here.”

“I don’t know what to tell you, Noah.”

He rubs at the dark stubble on his chin that has a hint of gray. He hasn’t
shaved in three days, because he’s been workingfrom home. He doesn’t
care what he looks like unless he has to go to work. “Maybe you put it
in Aidan’s dresser by mistake?”

That’s unlikely, since our nine-year-old son now does his own laundry.
Somehow, my fourth grader can wash his own clothes, but my adult
husband is not capable of it. From the moment we got married, laundry
automatically became my responsibility. There was no discussion. The
wife does the laundry. End of story.

“You’re welcome to check Aidan’s dresser,” I say.

Noah shoots me an exasperated look, then he stomps off in the direction
of our son’s room, his large feet creaking against the floorboards. He’s
not going to find the shirt there. I would bet a million bucks the shirt is
right in that top drawer where he’s been looking all along.

In only a few short hours, we are embarking on a weeklong trip to a
cozy inn located in the northern part of Colorado. It will be about a four-
hour drive to get there, followed by a week of breakfast buffets, a
Jacuzzi, nature walks, and a lake with trout that are basically jumping
out of the water. It’s the perfect combination of getting away from urban
(or in our case, suburban) life and still enjoying hot and cold running
water and Cable TV. I can’t wait.

Well, except for the four hours in a car with my husband. Who probably
won’t stop talking about his stupid UChicago shirt.

—Tu pymaem, mo komw s mepy OuM3Hy, TO aymaio cobi: «O, me
¢dbyToonka Host 3 Hanmucom “yHiBepcuteT UMKaro” — 3aKuWHY-HO ii B
SIKECh OCOOJIMBE MicCIIe, a HE B IIYXJIALY, KYAH S CKIIQJIar0 BCi iHIII HOro
pedi, sIKi s KoJIM-HeOy b ITpaJia 3a BCIO 1CTOPII0 MpaHHsA?».

Bin 3akouye odi i BApyre 0OLIyKy€e IIyXJIsTY.

— Hy, TyT 1i HEMaE.

— He 3naro, mo 1001 ckasartu, Hoe.

Bin nmotupae migbopimaas, BKpUTe TEMHOIO MIETHHOIO 3 CHBHHOW. Hoit
HE TOJNMBCA TP 1Hi, 60 mpamioBaB yaoma. Momy Gaiimyxe, sK BiH
BUIJISIZIAE, SIKIIO TUTHKU HE TOBOJUTHCS UTH HA POOOTY.

— Moske, TH IIOMUJIKOBO TIOKITajia pyTOonKy B koMo Eliana?
HaBpsig uu, amxe Ham AeB’SITUPIYHUN CHH caM 3aiiMaeTbCs MPaHHSIM
CBOIX peyei. SIKuMOCh YMHOM, Miil 4eTBEPTOKIACHHK MOKE MOIPaTH
BIIACHUI OZT, HAa BiAMIHY BiJl MOTO JOPOCIOTO YOJIOBiKA. 3 MOMEHTY
HAIIOT0 BECULIS MPaHHS aBTOMATUYHO CTAJI0O MOEIO BIAMOBIATBHICTD.
bes obrosopenns. JpyxuHa 3aiiMaeThest npaHHsaM. Kiners po3MoBH.
— Moxem nepeBipuTtH myxisny Eiinana, — ckasana .

Hoii rHiBHO 3UpKae Ha MEHE, a MOTIM TYHOTUTh HOraMu B OiK KIMHATH
HaIlOTO CHHA, 1 MiJ HOro BEJIMKUMHU HOTAMH CKPHUMHTH mimyora. Bin i
Tam ii He 3Haiine. ['0ToBa 3akiacTucs Ha MIIBIOH JONapiB, IO BOHA
JIeKUTDH y BEPXHIH IIyXJIsAl, /i€ BiH IIyKaB ii Bech 1€l yac.

Bxe 3a Kinbka TOAMH MH BHPYLIAEMO Y THXKHEBY IMOJIOPOXK [0
3aTUIIHOTO TOTENI0, PO3TAIIOBAHOTO B MIBHIYHIM YacTHHI ILITATy
Konopazno. [lopora Tyau 3aiiMe 01M3bKO YOTHPHOX T'OJMH, a MOTIM Ha
Hac 4YeKae THKIEHb CHIAAHKIB y (hOpMaTI «IIBEACHKUI CTU», IXKaKy3l,
NPOTYJISSHOK Ha MpHUpPOJlI Ta 03epo 3 (opemto, sKka MNPaKTUYHO
BUCTpUOye 3 Boau. Lle ineanpHe moeqHAHHS BIMOYMHKY BiJ MICHKOTO
(abo, B HamIOMy BHIAJKY, NPUMICHKOI0) >KUTTA 1 MOXIUBOCTI
KOPHCTYBAaTUCSl Tapsd0l0 Ta XOJOAHOK BOJIOK W  KaOeIbHUM
TenebayeHHAM. He MOy TouekaTucs.

Xi6a 110 3a BUHATKOM YOTHUPHOX TFOJIMH y MAIIMHI 3 MOIM YOJIOBIKOM.
Sxuit, MaOyTb, HE MPUIMHUTE TOBOPUTH PO CBOIO KIATY (PyTOONKY 3
HanucoM “‘yHiBepcuteT Yukaro”.



I drop a handful of socks into my luggage and walk over to Noah’s
dresser. I’ve got two full dressers and a closet filled with clothes,
whereas Noah just has the one dresser and a few dress shirts in the closet.
When we were first together, he used to tease me about how much
clothing I had compared with him. He still teases me about it, but now
the jabs are considerablyless playful.

If you buy one more shirt, we’re going to have to buy a separate house
just for your clothing, Claire.

It’s not so much. My friend Lindsay literally has an entire room just for

her clothing. But she’s not married. So she gets to do whatever she wants
without another person criticizing her every move.
I sift through the drawer, pushing through the range of gray and black
T-shirts. Noah has never been a fan of bright colors. He tends to stick
with the grayscale. One time he bought a green shirt. That was his
midlife crisis.

After only a few seconds, I see the flash of maroon shoved into one
corner of the drawer. I pull out the shirt and see the word UChicago
etched across the front in faded lettering. Noah has had this T-shirt as
long as I’ve known him. It’s his favorite shirt.

For a moment, I’'m seized with the urge to stuff this shirt into the bottom
of the garbage bin without telling him. He’ll go crazy looking for it. And
really, this shirt needs to be retired. There’s a hole forming at the collar
and the hem is all frayed.

Then again, I’ve got enough secrets from my husband right now. And I
don’t want to miss out on the pure satisfaction of informing him that the
shirt was in the drawer all along.

“Mommy?”

My seven-year-old daughter, Emma, is standing at the doorway to our
bedroom, watching me contemplate what to do withher father’s favorite
T-shirt. Even though we’ve already had breakfast, she’s still wearing her
Frozen pajamas, which are royal blue with little snowflakes all over
them. I guiltily shove the T-shirt back into the drawer and turn to smile
at Emma. She doesn’t smile back.

S1 BKUHYyIIa KiJIbKa Tap MIKapIIeTOK y Baji3y 1 mifiina 10 komona Hos.
VY MeHe — 1Ba 3a0MTUX KOMOH 1 mada, 3aroBHEHA OJIATOM, TOJII 5K Y
HBOT'O — JIUIIIE KOMOJ] 1 KiJIbKa COPOYOK y rapaepodi. Komu mMu Tinbku
MoYasid 3yCTpidyaThcs, BIH YacTO CKaJIO3yOWB, 11O Yy MEHE Habaratro
OlnpIIe OAATY, HIX y HbOTO. BiH 1 10ci Tak poOUTH, aje Temnep Horo
JKapTH BKE HE TaKl Beceli.

— Sxmo npuabaem me OAHYy COPOYKY, HaM JIOBEIEThCS KYNHUTH
OKpeMui OyJIMHOK JIMIIIE JIJIs TBOIX pedeit, Kiep!

VY mene He Oarato omsary. Most moapyra JliHaci Mae okpemy KiMHATy
JIUIIIE AJIS1 CBOiX peueit, aje BOHa He oJipy»KeHa. Bona Moxke pobutu Bce,
110 3aMaHEThCS, i HIXTO HE KPUTHUKYBATUME KOXKHY 11 Zit0.

[lepeOuparo BMiCT HIYXJISIAM, MPOJUPAIOUUCH KPI3b Cipi Ta YOpHI
¢byT60aku. Hoit Hikonm He OyB MIaHYBaTHHUKOM SICKPABHUX KOJBOPIB, 1,
SIK TIPABUJIO, IOTPUMYEThCS cipoi ramu. OHOTO pa3y BiH KYIIUB 3€JICHY
COpOYKY — II¢ OYB IIPOSIB 1Or0 KPHU3H CEPEIHBOTO BIKY.

3a KiIbKa CEeKyHJI IOMIYalo, SIK B OJJHOMY 3 KyTKIB IIYXJISIIH BUIHIETHCS
6opaoBa gyroonka. [ictaro 1 i 6auy, mo crepeny OISIKIO IpoCcTyHae
Hanuc “‘yHiBepcuter Yukaro”. Hoit HocuTh 1i 3 THX mip, K MH
no3Haiomuiiucs. Bona — iioro ymnro06ena.

Ha muth MeHe oxorumoe OakaHHS 3aCyHYTH L0 COPOYKY Ha JTHO
CMITTEBOIO 0aka, He CKa3aBIIM oMy Ipo 1e. Bin 3Bene cede 3 po3ymy,
mykaroun ii. | crpaBai, 1eif MOTJIOX BXKe JaBHO 4ac BHUKMHYTH. Ha
KOMIpI 3'sBUJIACs JipKa, @ HU3 MOBHICTIO 3HOIICHUH.

51 mMaro BIOCTaNb CEKPETIB BiJl CBOTO YOJNOBiKa. | HE X0uy M030aBisITH
cebe HaCOoJIOAN — TMOBIJOMUTH oMy, 110 1151 PyTOOJIKA BECh Yac JiexKasa
B IIyXJISI/L.

— Mawmo?

Mos cemupiyHa JoHbka EMMa CTOITh y JBepsx Hamoi crajbHi ©
CIIOCTEpIrae, siK s Bararocs, mo poOUTH 3 YIOOJICHOI (yTOOIKOIO Ti
Oarbka. X0u MU BXK€ TOCHIJIalM, BOHA J0Ci B mikami 3 “Kprkanoro
cepus” — KOPOJIIBCbKO-CUHIN, YCIsIHIM ApIOHMMM CHIKMHKaMH. 3
BITUYTTSAM NpPOBUHHM 51 3acOBYI0 (yTOOJKY Hazax y UWIyXJsay W
obepratocst 1o Emmu 3 ycmimkoro. Bona He pearye.

i



While her big brother is excited about the idea of staying with Aunt
Penny for a week, Emma is decidedly freaked out. For the last week,
Emma has crawled into our queen-sized bed every single night to sleep.
Fortunately, Noah and I sleep with a gap the size of the Atlantic Ocean
between us.

“What’s wrong, honey?” I ask.

Emma’s lower lip trembles. She runs over to me and wraps her skinny
arms around my hips. “Don’t go, Mommy. Please.”

“Emma...”

L attempt to pry her off me, but she’s stuck like glue. It’s sweet. As much
as I dislike my husband, I love my children. I’ve always loved children.
It’s part of the reason I became a teacher. Nothing makes me happier
than seeing the smiles light up those little faces.

I reach down and wipe Emma’s damp light brown curls from her face.
Her hair looks like mine, but it’s still baby soft. I lean in and bury my
face in it—it smells like her watermelon shampoo.

“It’s just a week, sweetheart,” I say.

She looks up at me with her little tear-streaked cheeks. “But what if
something happens to you?”

I don’t know how my seven-year-old daughter got so neurotic. She
worries about everything, including things no child has any business
worrying about. Like when there was talk of a teacher strike last year,
she was worried I wouldn’t have a job and we wouldn’t be able to afford
food. What seven-year-old worries about that?

“Why are you so worried, Emma?”

She chews on her little pink lip. “Well, you’re going to be in the woods.”

I don’t blame her for worrying if that’s what she thinks. Neither of her
parents is what you would call “the outdoorsy type” by any stretch of
the imagination. “Don’t worry,” I say. “We’re staying in a nice hotel. It
will be really safe.”

Sxmo 1i cTapmmii OpaT y 3axBaTi Bijl MEPCIIEKTUBU MPOBECTU THKIICHD
y 1itku Ilenni, To EMma BodeBHAb HE MOJIISE IILOTO EHTY3ia3My.
OcrtanHiM YacoM BOHA IIOHOYI NMEpPeOHpPAEThCs 0 HAIIOro Jikka. Ha
acTs, Mixk MHOIO Ta Hoem y HboMy mpocTsaraeTbest mpipBa 3aBUIMPIIKA
3 ATIIaHTUYHUN OKEaH.

— JIro6a, o Tpanuiaocs? — muTaro .

i mmxas ryoka 3arpemrinia. EMma minbirae mo mene it ob6iiimae moi
Oellpa CBOIMU AUTSUMMU PYUKaAMHU.

— Mawmo He i1b, OyIb Jacka.

— EmmMa...

Sl mamararocst 0o0epeHO BiACTOPOHUTH ii Bix cebe, aje BOHa HiOH
npupocia. Y HboMy € moch 3Bopyuuinse. CBOTo Y0JI0BiKa 1 HEHABUIIKY
TaK CaMo CHJIBHO, K JIFOOJI0 CBOiX AiTe. JlroOma 3apxau. Came Tomy
1 # crama BuuTelbKoro. Himmo He TIMIMTL MeHe Olblile, HiXK OaunTH
YCMIIIKK Ha MAJIGHBKUX JUTSYUX OOTHYYSX.

S Haxunstocs 1 npubuparo 3 06nuyus EMMu BOJIOTI CBITJIO-KAIITAHOBI
Kydepi. Ii Bomoccs cxoke Ha MOe, alle BOHO IIe M'SKe, K y HEMOBIIATH.
XoBaro 00J1YYst B HhOMY — BOHO ITaXHE KaBYHOBHUM IIaMITyHEM.
—Ile x nmume Ha THXKIEHD, JTH00a, — Kaxy 5.

Ha ii moxax 6aumars MaJleHbKI CILO3MHKH, If BOHA JUBUTHCSA Ha MEHE.
— A sx110 3 TOOOIO IOCHh TPATTUTHCS?

51 He po3yMilo, SIK MOsI CEMHUpIUHA JIOHbKA CTaja TaKOl TPUBOXKHOIO.
Bona nepeiimaetbes uepes yce, HaBiTh Uepes3 Te, PO L0 AITSIM 1 [yMaTu
He BapTo. MUHYJIOr0 pOKy, KOJHM HIIIOCA MO CTpaiik y4uTeniB, BOHA
Oosiacs, 110 s BTpauy poOOTy 1 MU HE 3MOXEMO KyIyBaTH iKy. Xi0a
CeMHpiYHa IUTUHA MOKE TaK XBHIJIIOBATUCS ?

— EmmMa, goro tu 6oimics?

Bomna nmpuky1rye cBoi MajeHbKi poxkeBi ryou.

— Twu Gynem y mici.

51 He 3BMHYBaYyIo ii 3a Te, 10 BOHA TYPOY€ETHCS, SKIO BOHA TaK TyMAE.
Kopgen 3 1i OaTbKiB HE € THM, KOTO MOJKHA Ha3BaTU IIOOHTEIIEM
aKTHUBHOT'O BIATIOYMHKY, SIK OM HE HAMaraTucs 1ie ySBUTH.

— He xBumtoiics. Mu O6yzaemo y uynoBoMy roteni. Tam 6e3nedHo.



Her light brown eyebrows bunch together. “But I had a dream that...”
“That what?”

Emma scrunches up her face. “That a monster in the forest ate you up!”
It’s laughable, of course. We’ll be sticking to the hotel and its amenities
most of the week, and if we do venture out, we will keep to
circumscribed locations like hiking trails for lame-o city slicker tourists.
And even if we weren’t, ’'m sure whatever Emma is imagining is some
sort of blue Cookie Monster-like creature appearing out of the
wilderness and stuffing us all into his mouth in one fell swoop.

Yet Emma does sometimes have a strange intuition about things. One
night she came into our bedroom at two in the morning, crying about a
dream that Grandpa Joe had died. Two days later, my seemingly healthy
father succumbed to a massive heart attack. Noah chalked it all up to
coincidence, but I never forgot.

As much as I hate to admit it, Emma’s premonition is making me
uneasy. Maybe this trip is a mistake.

I look down at the two sets of luggage on our bed. Noah’s with the
clothes stuffed haphazardly inside, and mine witheverything folded
neatly. What if I told him I didn’t want to go? Would he freak out? Or
would he be relieved that he doesn’t have to spend the next week with
someone he hates?

But then I hear Noah’s laughter coming from outside the door.
Apparently, he heard the whole exchange. “Emma!” He stands in the
doorway with his arms folded across his chest. “You’re not really
worried about that, are you?”

Emma’s lower lip trembles.

“You know there’s no such thing as monsters!” He cocks his head to
the side. “Well, except for... tickle monsters!”

Despite her worries, Emma’s brown eyes widen excitedly. After a solid
minute of tickling, she appears to have forgottenall about her scary

[i cBiTIO-Kapi 6POBH 3MOPIILYIOTHCHL.
— Anie MeHi IPUCHUIIOCS, IIO...

— Mlo?

EmMa ckpuBmiacs.

— YynoBHCHKO 3 Jticy 3’110 Bac!

3BiCHO, 1€ CMIIIHO. Bublly 4acTHHY THXKHS MH MPOBEAEMO B TOTEII,
KOPUCTYIOUUCHh WOTO 3pYYHOCTSIMH, @ SKIIO W BUPYIIUMO Ha BYJIHLIO,
TO TPUMATUMEMOCS BiABEJICHUX MapIIPYTiB — 30KpeMa, MilIOXiTHUX
CTeXKOK JUISI HyIHUX MICBKUX TYPHCTIB. | HaBiTh SIKOM MU LIBOTO HE
poOuiy, st BeBHEHa, 1110 EMMa ysBIisie KyCh CHHIO ICTOTY, Ha KIITAJIT
[leunBO-MOHCTpA, SIKa BUCKAKYE 3 XaIlliB 1 B OIMH MaxX KOBTA€ HAC YCiX.
[Ipore, iHoAi EMMa Mae nuBHY iHTYILIO 11070 NIeBHUX pedeld. OnHiel
HOYI O JIpYTid ToJMHI BOHA MPUHIILIA IO HAMIOT CHANBHI U IIiakana: i
HAaCHWJIOCh, 10 Aixyck o momep. 3a nBa aHi Mild 6aTbko, SKUN
3/aBaBCsl 3JA0POBUM, CIIpaBli MOMEp Bix cepueBoro Hamamy. Hoii
BBaXKaB 11¢ 30irom, aje s Tak He Jymara.

Sk 6 MeH1 He XOTL10Cs 1€ BU3HABATH, aje nepeauyTTss EMMu BUKITHKae
y MEHE 3aHETIOKOEHHS. MOKIIMBO, IS TIO13/IKa — TIOMUJIKA.

S nuBmiocs Ha JBi Badi3uW Ha HamioMy Jikky. Y Hos onar HaOuTwHii
0e3magHO, a B MOiM Balli3l BCE CKJIAJIEHO aKypaTHO. A 110, KO 5
cKaszana omy, mo He xouy ixatu? Bin O6u posmotuBca? AGo X
MOJIETIIICHO 3ITXHYB, IO HE JOBEAETHCS TMPOBOJWUTH HACTYITHHM
THOKJEHb 3 JIFOAMHOIO, SIKY BIH HEHABUIUTh?

A nouyna cmix Host, o monunae 3-3a ABEpei.

MaOyTb, BiH 4yB BCIO PO3MOBY.

— Emma!

BiH CTOITh Yy ABEpsX, CXPECTHBILHU PYKH.

— Twu x He cepilo3HO neperMaenics nuM, paBaa’?

Hwxnsa ry6a Emmu 3atpemrina.

— Twu 3Haem, 110 Yy A0BUCHK HE iCHYE!

Bin Haxuiisie TosoBy HaOIK.

— Hy, 3a BUHATKOM. .. 4yJIOBUCBK, 5Kl JIOCKOUYTh!



dream. It must be nice to be a child, who can live in the moment and
forget everything with the help of a little tickling.

Noabh is good with the kids. I can’t say he isn’t. They adore him, and he
loves them as much as I do. And that’s why we’re still together, even
though we despise each other. Even though we’ve never said the words
out loud, we both know we’re staying together for the kids. For now.

“Okay,” Noah says to Emma. “Your Aunt Penny is going to be here any
minute. [s your suitcase all packed?”

We bought Emma a Frozen rolling luggage just for this trip. She was so
excited about it when she got it. “Almost.”

“Well, you better finish getting packed.” He arches one eyebrow. “Or
else... the tickle monster might come back...”

He makes his fingers into claws, and Emma squeals and flees the room.
He watches her go, a crooked smile on his face. For a moment, I recall
how much I used to love him. How much fun we used to have together.
The way my whole body would tingle in anticipation when I knew he
was taking me out to dinner. He used to make me laugh the same way
he made Emma laugh.

I wonder if we could fix things. Maybe if I say something kind right
now instead of my usual snarky comment, he would smile and laugh.
And maybe we could use this trip as a chance to heal our relationship.

Maybe it isn’t too late for us.

But then Noah turns to look at me and the smile slides off his face. “You
lost my shirt,” he says.

“It was right in your drawer all along, Einstein.”

We are not going to be fixing things today. Or ever.

[Tonpu noGoroBanHs, Kapi 04l EMMH po3MINPIOIOTHCS Bijl 3aXOMICHHS.
[licns XBUJIMHU JIOCKOTY BOHA, 3/1a€ThCS, 30BCIM 3a0yBa€ Mpo CBId
CTpaliHuii coH. MalyTh, MpUEMHO OyTH TUTHHOIO, SIKA MOXXE KHUTU
MOMEHTOM 1 3a0yTH IIPO BCE 3a IOMIOMOT0I0 HEBEIHKOTO JIOCKOTY.

Hoii magnae 3 gitbmu. IHakire it He ckaxxenl. Bouu 1oro 000KHIOIOTb,
a BiH JIOOWTH iX TaK cCaMO CHJIBHO, sK 1 . Came TOMy MU JIOCI pa3om,
X04Ya i BiIYyBa€EMO B3a€MHY HENPH3Hb. MU HIKOJIM HE TOBOPUIIH TIPO
1[e BroJIoC, ajie 000€ 3HAEMO: MU 3aJIMIIAEMOCS Pa3oM 3apaju JIiTeH.
[Toxwu mro.

— T'apaszn,— kaxe Hoit EMMmi. — TBos TiTka Ilenni ckopo npuine. Tu
CIaKyBaja CBOIO Ballizy?

Mu xymwi Emmi Bamizy Ha Komimartkax 3 MoTuBoM “Kpmkanoro
cepus”’ crieniaabHO JUIs 1Mi€l moi3aku. Bona Oyna mayxke panga, Koid il
oTpuMaa.

— Maiixe.

— To01 kpaie nocmimuTH, — Kake Holl, miaHsBIIK OHY OpOBY. —
AGO X... 9yZJOBUCHKO-TIOCKYTYH MO€E TOBEPHYTHCH. ..

Bin neperBoproe manbli Ha KirTi, # EmMma Bepemuts 1 BuOirae 3
KiMHATH. BiH TUBUTHCS 1 yCIi 13 TOCMIIIKOIO Ha oOnuy4i. Ha Muth s
3rajiy1o, sk CUJIbHO Horo koxaia. Sk Becesno My IpOBOJMIIN Yac pa3oM.
Sk yce MOe€ T110 TPEeMTLIO BiJ] IepeauyTTs, KOJIU BiH 3allpOIIyBaB MEHE
Ha Bedepro. BiH 3MylryBaB MeHe paiTH Tak caMo, sIK 3apa3 CMIEThCS
Emma.

Uu 3M0keMO MH IIOCh BUIPAaBUTU? MOXIHBO, SKIIO sl 3apa3 CKaxy
IOCh TIPUEMHE 3aMiICTh CBOiX 3BUYHHUX CAPKACTHYHHX KOMEHTapiB,
BiH 3acMi€ThCs. [, MOXKITUBO, MU 3MOKEMO BUKOPUCTATH ITIO MOI3/IKY 5K
IIIAHC HAJIAarOJIUTH CTOCYHKH.

MOKIUBO, 1€ HE Ii3HO.

Ane nioriM Hoii muBHUTECS Ha MEHE, 1 IOCMIIIIKA 3HUKAE 3 HOr0 00IMYYs.
— Tu 3ary6mia Moo ¢pyTO0JKy, — CcKa3aB BiH.

— Bomna Bij camoro nouaTtky Oyna y TBOiM HIyxJisiai, EWHIITEHH.
CporojiHi MM TOYHO HIYOTO HE HAJIAroJuMo. A, Moxe, i HIKOJIH.
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CHAPTER 2
CLAIRE

My sister Penny arrives in our driveway at promptly half-past nine to
get the kids. My easy-going firstborn Aiden accepts a kiss on the cheek,
then obediently climbs into her SUV and buckles himself in. He only
recently graduated from having a booster seat, and he takes the
responsibility very seriously.

Emma is a different story. She attaches herself firmly to my hip, any
comfort she had derived from the tickle attack nowlong faded.

Penny comes around the side of the CRV, her blond ponytail swinging
as she wipes her hands on her yoga pants. “What’s the problem, Em?
You don’t want to spend a super fun week with Aunt Penny?”

Emma will have a great time with Penny. Penny has three kids of her
own, and they are always elbow-deep in some exciting (and messy)
baking project. Or art involving macaroni. And she’s got a freaking slip
‘n slide in her backyard. But right now, my daughter couldn’t care less.
She responds by burrowing her head deeper into my belly.

“She had a dream that a monster ate us,” I explain.

“Oh, scary!” Penny nods sympathetically. “But I don’t think there are
any monsters where your mom and dad are going, Em. They’re going to
North Colorado, and all the monsters are in the south. So they should be
fine.”

Another kid might have been persuaded, but Emma is the daughter of a
physicist. She has an impeccable sense of logic. So she just shoots Penny
a withering look and returns her face to my hip.

For the second time this morning, I wonder if this trip is a mistake. I'm
already fighting with Noah, and now we’re going to spend four hours
together in the car. Sometimes having our friends in the car with us
dampens our fights, but often they are just an embarrassing public
audience to how much Noah and I have grown to hate each other. Maybe
I should stay home. It’s not too late to back out. Noah can go without
me.

Po3oin 2

Knep

Mos cectpa IlenHi npui3auTh O MiB HA AECATY, I100 3a0paTu aitel. Miii
nepBicTok ElneH, criokiiiHui 3a XapakTepoMm, MpUiMae MOLUTYHOK Y
IIOKY, a TIOTIM CI[yXHSTHO ciJa€ B 11 KpocoBep i 3acTibae peMiHb O€3MeKH.
Bin nume HemoAaBHO mepecTaB KOPUCTYBATHCS JUTSUUM CUIIHHSM 1
Ty’e CepHO3HO CTABUTHCS /10 CBOIX 000B’S3KIB.

EmMMa He cxoxka Ha Opata. BoHa MilTHO TpUMAa€eThCs 3a MEHE, 1 Oy 1b-sIKe
BIUYTTS I'PH, BiJl KEIKyBaHb 0aTbKa, y’Ke TaBHO 3HUKJIO.

[TenHi 06x0aAUTH KpocoBep 300Ky — ii OLISBUI XBICT PO3TOMAYETHCH,
KOJIM BOHA BUTHPAE PYKH 00 IITaHH [T HOTH.

— VY yomy cmpasa, EM? Tu He Xouel npoBecTH Ha/I3BUUYAiHO BeCceHit
THXKJIEHb 3 TiTKOI0 IlenHi?

Emmi ciogoGaetnes 3 [lenHi. Y Ti€ei Tpoe aiTeid, 1 BOHH 3aBX/I1 MO ByXa
3aHypeHi B SKiCh 3axorumorodi (1 OpyaHi) KyJiHapHI MPOEKTH a0o B
eKCIIepUMEHTH 3 MakapoHaMH. A 1€ y Hei € JUBOBM)XKHA TipKa Ha
3aIHHOMY ABOpi. AJle 3apa3 MoOii mouri Oaimyxe. Bona mnumre 1e
ITIMOIIE 3aHYPIOETHCS TOJIOBOIO B Miif KHBIT.

— Emmi HacHMIIO0CA, 110 HAC 3’1710 4yJOBUCHKO, — TMOSICHIOIO 5.

— XKaxitts! CniBuyTiuBo kuBae [1eHHi.

— Jlymato, mjo B Micll, Kyad iIyThb TBOI OaTbKu HEMa€ KOTHUX
MoHcTpiB, EmM. Bonm imyte Ha miBHiu Komopano, a Bci MoOHCTpU
3HAXOJATHCA Ha MiBAHI. T0OX 3 HUMHU BCe Ma€ OyTH rapas.

Bynb-sky iHIIY AUTHHY 1€ 6 nepekoHano, ane EMma — noHbka izuka.
VY mnei Oe3moranHHa Jorika, TOX BoHa aumie norismae Ha Ilenni 3
MIPE3UPCTBOM 1 MMOBEPTAE OOIMYYSI O MOTO CTETHA.

Bnpyre 3a 11ei1 paHOK s 3aMUCIIOIOCS, Y1 LA M10i3/1Ka — He MoMuUIKa. S
Bke mocBapuiacst 3 Hoem, a Ham 1ie 4OTHpHU TOJMHU IXaTH B OJHIH
ManivHi. [Ho/1 MpUCYTHICTE IPY3iB Y CalloH1 CTPUMYE Hallll CBapKH, aJie
3a3BMYail BOHU JIMIIE CTAaIOTh CBIKaMH TOro, sik cwibHO Hoit 1 s
HEHABUJIUMO OJIHE OJHOTO. MOKJIMBO, MEHI CIIiJ| 3JIUIIATUCS BIOMA.
[Ile He mi3HO BigMoBuTHCA. Holt MOKe moixatu 0e3 MeHe.
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Then again, there’s another reason why I want to go on this trip. And
anyway, the reservation is nonrefundable.

Working together, Penny and I manage to pry Emma off my hip, mostly
with the promise of lots and lots of ice cream. We throw the kids’
luggage into her trunk, then they’re ready to go. I get a jab of sadness in
my chest, knowing I’ll be away from mybabies for a whole week. Even
though we take a trip every year, it’s always painful.

“I’11 take good care of them,” Penny promises.

“Thanks.” T know she will. She’s like a super mom. Between my
constant arguments with Noah and my busy job as a special ed teacher,
sometimes I feel like I'm falling short in the motherhood department.
But I would never give up my job—I love it too much.

“By the way.” She lowers her voice a notch. “Did you tell Noah
about...?”

I glance at the house. Noah is still packing upstairs in our bedroom. “No.
Not yet.”

Her eyes widen. “Claire, you have to tell him! When are you going to
say something?”

“Soon, okay?” I don’t want to explain about our stupid fight over his T-
shirt. “I’ll tell him before we get there.”

She flashes me her classic I'm-the-big-sister-who-knows-better-than-
you look. I hate that look. Especially because she’s right. Noah and 1
need to have a talk ASAP. I can’t blindside him on this.

“I’11 tell him as soon as we get into the car,” I say. “Before we get
Lindsay.”

Yes, that should make for an interesting ride.

I hug Penny goodbye and fold myself in half to lean into the backseat to
kiss the kids one last time. Emma clings to me extra hard. Why can’t |
push away this sick feeling? We’ve gone on a trip like this every single

3 apyroro OoOKy, € ¥ iHIIA MPUYMHA, Yepe3 sKy s Xoduy noixatu. Ta i
OpOHIOBaHHSA y Oy/Ib-SKOMY pa3i He MiIsIrae MOBEPHEHHIO.

Pazowm 3 Ilenni Ham Branocs BifipBatd EMmy Bijg MeHe, MOOOIISBIIN Tif
KyIly MOpo3uBa. MU 3aBaHTaXXUJIU JUTSUUN Oaraxk y KpocoBep, TOX BCe
TOTOBO JI0 B i311y. MEeHE OXOILTIOE CMYTOK, KOJIU S YCB1IOMIIIOIO, IO
OyIly majeko BiJl JITeH yBech THXKICHB. | X04 MM 131UMO y BIITyCTKY
LIOPOKY, 1I€ 3aBXK]IU OoJIsIYe.

— 3 niTeMu Bce Oye 1oope,— noodbimsuta [TenHi.

— Jlskyro.

Bona Bmnopaetbcsa. [lenHi — HemoB cymep Mama. Mix MOCTIHHUMU
cynepeykamu 3 HoeM 1 MO€10 HampyKEHOIO MiSUTBHICTIO BUMTEIS JUIS
JiTel 3 ocoONMMBUMH TOTpedaMu, s iHOA1 BIIYYBal0, 10 HE CIIPABIISIFOCS
3 MaTepPUHCHKUMU 000B'sI3KaMu. AJle s HIKOJIM He TIOKUHY CBOIO po0OTY,
00 3aHaATo 1i JIFOOIIIO.

— Jlo peui. — Bona nmounHae roBopuTH THXime. — Tu Bxke ckazana
Horo npo...?7

S mornstayna Ha OyauHOK. Holt me moci 30upas pedi.

— Hi. e He ckazaia.

[i oui okpyrIOIOTHCS.

— Kunep, Tu mycui iiomy ckazaru! Koxu i 36upaenics ne 3pooutu?
— 3ronom, goope?

He xouy po3moBifatu cecTpi Mpo Hally JIypHY CBapKy 4depe3 Horo
byTOOIKY.

— 51 Bce oMy pO3MOBIM, EPII HIX MU TYJH JICTaHEMOCS.

Bona kumae Ha MEeHE CBIM THUTIOBUU TIOTJISA ‘s CTapila cecTpa 1 3Haro
Kpaiue 3a tebe”. HenaBumky et normsa. OcoGinBo ToMy, 0 BOHA
Mae pauiro — HaMm 3 Hoem motpiOHo sikHaimBuame norosoputu. He
BapTO 3aXOIUTIOBATH HOT0 3HEHAI[bKA.

— Cxaxy oMy, IIOWHO CSIIEMO B MallluHy, — BiAmnoigaro s. — [epen
THM, 5K 3a0epemo JliHaci.

Ile Oyne mikaBa moizaka.

S ob6iiimaro [leHHi Ha mOpoIIaHHS 1 HAXWIAKOCHA, 1100 BOCTAHHE
TIOIITyBaTH JITeH Ha 3aHROMY CHJIIHHI. EMMa MIITHO MPUTHUCKAETHCS
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year we’ve been married. This is the first time I’ve had such a bad
feeling about it.

It’s all Emma’s stupid dream. I know it’s ridiculous, but it’s weighing
on me.

I need to put it out of my head. Before I let it ruin the week.

CHAPTER 3

CLAIRE

We’re taking my silver minivan on the trip, because it will hold all six
of us. Noah thought I was being ridiculous when I bought the minivan,
but I’'m constantly driving carpool, so it’s come in handy a lot. There are
three rows of seats, so the kids don’t have to be squashed on top of each
other. I love it. As usual, Noah was absolutely wrong.

I remove Emma’s booster seat so all the adults will have a place to sit.
Last night, I cleaned out the car, which was embarrassingly dirty. How
did so many french fries get in the backseat? And why was everything
so sticky back there? I did the best I could to clean it up, but there are
probably still a few sticky patches left.

We each have one piece of luggage, but my bag is twice the size of
Noah'’s and stuffed to the breaking point. He tosses myluggage into the
back so roughly that I'm glad I didn’t pack anything fragile. He’s
decided to take out his aggression towards me on my luggage. On the
plus side, at least he shaved for the trip.

“What the hell do you need so much stuff for?” he grumbles. “We’re
only going for a week.”

Admittedly, I didn’t pack light. But it’s the end of June, which means it
could just as easily be chilly as it could be sweltering. I have to be
prepared. “You brought plenty too,” I point out.

Noah gently places his brand new tackle box into the back.
“I’'m going fishing. I have to have supplies.”

10 MeHe. YoMy st He MOXKY 1030yTHCS IIbOT'O TPUBOKHOTO BiTUyTTs? M
31U B aHAJIOTIYHI TOJIOPOXKi IMIOPOKY BIATOJI, K OJIPYKUIIUCS, aje
BIIEPIIIC MEHE OXOILTIOE TAKE MEPEAUyTTS TPHUBOTH.

Ile Bce uepe3 mypuuii con Emmu. S 3Haro, 1e CMIIIHO, MEHIIIEe 3 TUM
MEHe IIe TypOye.

MeHi noTpiOHO BUKHUHYTH II€ 3 TOJIOBH, a00 THXKIIEHb BIIMOYUHKY Oy/1e
3pyHHOBAHO.

Po3oin 3

Knep

Mu BupymaemMo Ha MO€EMY CpiOIsicTOMy MiHiBeHI, 00 BiH MoOXe
BMICTHTH Hac ycix. Hoii BBakaB, 110 KyIIiBJIsl MiHIBEHa — JYPHHIIA, aje
OCKIIIbKYU S TOCTIHO OpPraHi3oBYIO CHUIbHI MOI3AKH, TOH IyXe MeHi
noroMarae. Y MamuHi TpU PSIId CHIiHb, TOMY JITSM HE JOBOJIUTHCS
TUCHYTHUCS oJiHE Oist ogqHOT0. MeHi 1e ayxe nogobaerbes. Sk 3aBxau,
Hoii 6yB abcom0oTHO HEMpaBHii.

S npubuparo nutsde kpicio Emmu, mob yci nopocii Maiu, 1e CICTH.
Buopa BBeuepi s uMcTHIIa MalIMHY, ska Oylla HEHMMOBIPHO OpyJIHOIO.
3BIJIKHM HA 33 JHLOMY CHJIIHHI B3sJI0CSI CTIIBKM KapToruii ¢ppi? [ yomy Bce
Oyno takum aunkum? S 3poOumia Bce, 0 Morjia, aine, MabyTh, J1€Ch
3aJTUIIVIINCS JIUTIKI TUISIMHU.

Y KOXHOro 3 Hac 1o OAHIN BaJi3i, ajie Mos BJBiui Outblia 3a HoeBy 1
HamxaHa mija 3aB’s3Ky. BiH kujae MO0 CyMKy Ha 3aJHE CUAIHHS Tak
rpy0o, 110 5 pajiio, U0 HE ClaKyBaJjla HIY0ro Kpuxkoro. Bin Bupimus
TaKUM YUHOM BHIUIECHYTH CBOIO arpecito. 3 1HIIOrO OOKy, BIH
MpUHANMHI TOTOJIUBCS Mepe]] MOi3IKOIO.

— Hagimo 1061 Tak 6araro peueit, — OypkHyB Hoii. — Mu igemo
BCHOT'O HA TUX/IEHb.

3i3Harocs, s B3syia 3 coboro Oarato. Asie 3apa3 KiHEIb YepBHSA, a IIe
O3Hauae, 10 MoXke OyTH SIK MPOXOJIOTHO, TaK 1 CIIEKOTHO. S MoBHHHA
OyTH TOTOBOIO JI0 BCHOTO.

— V 1ebe Takok He MaJdbeHbKa Baiiza, — MIIMITHIIA 5.
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Right. He’s been excited about going fishing for months. “I still don’t
get why you’re so excited about sitting on a lake for hours. It sounds
excruciating.”

He shrugs. “I just... I need to clear my head.”

Fine, whatever. As long as he doesn’t ask me to go with him. If the two
of us go out on a boat into the middle of the lake, I have a bad feeling
only one of us will come back alive.

Noah takes the spare car keys from the pocket of his jeans and slides
into the driver’s seat. It’s a strange move, considering this is my car. I
rap on the driver’s side window. “What do you think you’re doing?”
“What? Aren’t we going?”

“Yeah, but it’s my car. Why are you driving?”

He rolls his eyes at me. “Come on, Claire. You’ve had this car for three
years, and there are already like ten dents in it.”

That’s not entirely inaccurate. Still. “Not all of those dents are my
fault.”

“Whatever you say.”

I grit my teeth, wondering if this is worth fighting about. It’s not like I
love to drive and I'm so eager to be behind the wheel for four hours. But
why does he assume he’s always going to be the one driving during these
long trips? Worse, he’s going to complain later about how I made him
do all the driving, and now he’s tired and crabby.

If we didn’t have two children together, I would call it quits right now.
Right this minute.

For a moment, I allow myself to fantasize. Noah, it’s over. It would feel
so good to say those words.

Instead, I climb into the passenger’s seat beside him. I smooth out the
light pink shorts I bought last week that show off what I think are still
some pretty nice legs. Not that Noah would notice. He used to dress

Hoii oGepesxHo Ki1ajie CBOIO HOBY pHOAIbChbKy KOPOOKY B Oara>kHUK. —
A 30upatocs pubaymuti. MeHi MoTpiOHe pubaIbCKe MPHITAIIA.

3BicHO. BiH Bke KiIbKa MiCAILIIB 3 HETEPIIIHHAM YeKae Ha pUOOJIOBIIIO.
— S Bce 11e He pO3yMiro, IO IIKABOTO Y TOMY, 1100 TOJUHAMHU CHJIITH
61151 03epa. Lle 3ByUnTh BUCHAKIIUBO.

BiH 3Hu3ye€ mieunma.

— Mewi nipocTo... Tpeba oUYuCTUTH TyMKH.

He BaxnmBoO, mo3asik BiH HE NPOIIOHYE MEHI Jo€qHaTucs. Ko mu
BJIBOX BHWJEMO Ha YOBHI Ha CEpeIuHYy O3€pa, Yy MEHE € IoraHe
NepeayuyTTs, IO TUIBKH OJIUH 3 HAC IOBEPHETHCS JKUBUM.

Hoii micrae 3amacHi K04l BiJl MallMHKA 3 KUIIEH] JUKUHCIB 1 cigac Ha
Bojlilicbke culiHHA. lle AUBHO, BpaXxoBYOUM, 110 aBTiBKa — Mos. S
CTYKalO y BO/IIChKE BIKOHIIE.

— Twu mo pobum?

— A mo? Xiba mu He inemo?

— ABXex, aie 1e Mo€ aBTo. YoMy TH 32 KepMOM?

Bin 3ako4ye 0d4i, IUBJISYMCH HA MECHE.

— He nouwnnaii, Knep. Tu maen 110 MalvHy BXe TpU POKH, a Ha Hiif
BXKE 3 JIECSITOK BMSTHH.

Le He 30BciM mpaBpa.

— He Bci BMATHHH MOIX pyK CIIpaBa.

— Sk ckaxer.

S 3uinroro 3yOu, po3MipKOBYIOUH, UM BapTo criepevatucs. He mro0iro
BOJIUTH MAalIMHY 1 30BCIM HE X0Uy CHUJITH 32 KEPMOM YOTHUPH T'OJAUHU
MoCHiab. AJie 4YOMy BiH 3aBXIU BBaXKae€, IO T 4ac TaKWUX JOBTHX
Noi310K KepMmyBaTH Mae juie BiH? ba Ouiblie, motiM BiH Oyze
CKap>KUTHUCA, 1110 sl 3MyCHIa HOTO CiCTH 3a KEPMO, 1 Terep BiH BTOMUBCS
1 IOraHo MOYyBAETHCSL.

Sx6u y Hac He OyJ0 IBOX AITeH, s O MOKIHYMIIA 3 UM IIPOCTO 3apas.

Ha mutp 51 go3Bossito co61 nmompisiti. Mu 3 Hoem Oinbliie He pa3om.
Byio 6 Tak npreMHO BUMOBHTH I1i CJIOBA.
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nicely when we went out together, but now he sticks to jeans and a T-
shirt. Although I admit, they don’t look bad on his solid frame. He
pushes his glasses up his nose and swivels his head to look at me.

“Aren’t you going to use the bathroom?”

66N0.9’

He frowns. “Look, you should go now. I’m not stopping in thirty
minutes at a gas station so you can go.”

“Fine. I won’t have to go.”
“Really? Because I feel like whenever you don’t go right before we
leave, I end up having to stop right away.”

I glare at him. Are we really having this conversation? I’m not five years
old. “Noah, if I needed to use the bathroom, I would go. I don’t have to
go.”

He stares at me for a moment, then turns his key in the gas. “Whatever
you say, Claire.”

I drop back in my seat, fuming, as he carefully backs out of the driveway
and starts driving in the direction of Lindsay’s house. After a minute of
silence, he hits the button to start the radio, and Adam Levine’s voice
croons the lyrics to a song I’ve heard hundreds of times before.

Noah stares out at the road through his glasses. Back when we first
started dating, he only wore glasses in class and whenhe was driving. He
never wore them on our dates. Over the last fifteen years, he’s gotten to
the point where he wears them all the time. He says his vision has gotten
worse, but I’'m not so sure. He wears them all the time for the same
reason he doesn’t bother to shave anymore if he doesn’t have to be at
work. I’'m lucky he gets dressed or showers anymore.

“I got us separate rooms,” I blurt out.
Noah slides his foot onto the brake at a red light. He turns to stare at me,
his hazel eyes wide. “What?”

3aMiCTh LBOTO 5 CiJal0 HA MMACaKUPCbKE CHIIHHSA MOpYyY 13 HHUM.
Posrnamkyro CBITIIO-pOXKEBI MOPTH, K1 KyITUiIa MUHYJIOTO THXKHS 1 sIKi
MiAKPECITIOITh MOI e IOCUTh TapHi, sIK Ha Miil Bik, Horu. He Te, m06
Hoit ue momituB. Panimie, Kkonu MU BUXOIWIM pa3oM, BIH OJSTraBCs
CTHJIBHO, a TeTep — JIMIIE [UKUHCH Ta PyTOOIKH. X04a MyIIly BU3HATH,
Ha Horo MimHIA cTaTypi BOHM BHIJISAAalOTh HemoraHo. BiH omyckae
OKYJISIpY Ha HIC 1 MOBEpPTAE TOJIOBY, 100 OJUBUTHUCS HA MEHE.

— Twu He mixem y tyanet?

— Hi.

Bin nupxae.

— Ilocmyxaii, 1001 kpame cxomutd. S He Oyay 3YHUHSTHCS IO
TPUALATH XBIIMH Ha 3alpaBKax 3apajy BOUpabHI.

— JlomoBuuck. ToO1 He 1OBEIETHCS.

— Cmpasai? Tomy 1o g BiguyBaro, 10 KOJM TU HE i€l B Tyajier
mepe1 MOi3K0¥0, MEHI JOBOJIUTHCS BiAPA3y K 3YIUHSATHUCS.

S mornsHyna Ha HbOro. MU cmpaBzi npo 1e ropopumo? MeHi He 5
POKIB.

— Hot, sx6u MeHi noTpibHo OyJio B Tyaser, s 0 minuia.

BiH 1MBUTBCS HAa MEHE KiJIbKa CEKYHJI, TOTIM MOBEPTAE KU Y 3aMKY
3araTOBaHHS.

— Sk cxaxem, Knep.

S 31 37miCTIO BIAKUIAIOCS HA CHJAIHHS, a BIH OOEPEKHO BHUIKIKAE 3
noJBip’a ¥ pymae B Hanpsamky Oyausky Jlinaci. [licns XxBuiauHH
MOBYAHHS BIH HATHCKAa€ KHONKY 1 BMUKA€ paio, il ronoc Anama JleBina
MIOYMHAE CIIBATH MICHIO, AIKY s YyJa COTHI pa3iB.

Hoit auBuThCs Ha Aopory kpi3b okyispu. Konn My Tilbku movanu
3yCTpiuaTHUCs, BiH HOCUB X JTUIIIE B KJIaci Ta 3a kepMoM. Ha moGadeHHsIx
OKYJISIpiB Maiixke He 0yJ10. 3a OCTaHHI I ITHAALUATH POKIB BiH JIIHIIOB 10
TOTO, 1110 HOCHUTBH iX MOcTiitHO. Kaxe, 1110 fioro 3ip moripiumscs, aje s He
BIIeBHEHA. BBaxaro, BiH HOCUThH iX 0€3 HarajlbHOI MoTpedu. 3 Tiel K
OPUYMHHU, YOMY HE€ TOJHMTbCI — TMPOCTO Tak 3pyduHime. MeHi
TIOIIACTHIIO, 1110 BiH II[€ OJIATAETHCS 1 TPUIMaE TyTl.
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“At the inn.” I look away from him, out the windshield. “I booked us
two separate bedrooms.”

“You did?” Even though we have been fighting nonstop all morning
(hell, all year), he sounds hurt. “But... why?”

“Well...” I play with a loose thread on my shirt. “I just thought... I
mean, you snore, Noah. And you’re always saying how I move around
too much in my sleep. So I thought maybe, you know, we could both get
a better night’s sleep if we’re apart.” I hastily add, “Just for the week.”
I hazard a look at Noah. His eyes are pinned on the crosswalk, and a
muscle twitches in his jaw.

“I mean,” I babble on, “there are a lot of couples that take separate
vacations entirely. There’s nothing wrong with it. Youknow, a little time
apart. You’re going to be spending most of your time fishing anyway,
and you’ll have to get up real early...”

The light turns green and Noah hits the gas so hard that my head snaps
back. “Right. I get it.”

“So... you’re okay with it?”

That muscle is still twitching in his jaw. “Of course. Separate bedrooms.
Perfect. Maybe we won’t have to see each other at all during this trip.”
“Noah...”

But before I can say another word, Noah reaches over and turns up the
volume of the radio loud enough to drown out anyattempt at
conversation. | guess we’re done discussing this.

He’s not thrilled. Frankly, I thought there was a chance he might be
relieved we wouldn’t be stuck in a tiny room together for a whole week.
Apparently not.

Still, I’'m not going to take it back. I’ve been looking forward to these
separate rooms all month. I probably should’ve told him sooner, but I
didn’t want to have to deal with him sulking about it for weeks. I’'m sure

— 51 3abpoHroBasia HaM OKpeMi KiMHaTH, — OOMOBHJIACH f.

Hoii ranemye Ha uepBoHOMY CBIT/I. [loBepTaeThes 1 IUBUTHCSA HA MEHE
CBOIMH BEJIMKMMHU KapUMHU OYHMA.

— o?

— VY roreni. 5 BigBepTarocs BiJ HOTO, AUBIIOCS Y J000BE CKII0. — S
3a0pOHIOBaJIa HaM JIBI OKpEMI CITaJIbHi.

— Cnpapzii? — M xoua Mu Bech paHOK (Ta JIiIbKO, BECh Pik) CBAPHIIMCS,
BiH BUIJISIIA€ IPUTHIYCHUM.

— Aue... yomy?

— Mo ... — Moi nanpui GnykaroTh MO MBY Ha copouli. — S
noaymadna... Hoi tu xponmui. [ T 3aBxau CKapKuLICs Ha T€, 0 B MEHE
HecnokiiHuil coH. ToMy, 100 Kpaiie BUCHATUCH, 5 3a0pOHIOBaia
OKpeMi crianbHi. JIuine Ha THKIEeHb, — MOCIIXOM J10/1aa s1.

S 3Baxyroch norsHyTH Ha Host. Moro odi mpuKyTi 10 MiIIOXigHOTO
MEPEXOy, a B 1IN CIaeThCs M's3.

— Mato Ha yBa3i, — IPOJIOBXKYIO 51, — IO € 6araTo nap, ki HpoBOJATH
BIJIIIYCTKY TIOBHICTIO OKpeMO. Y IIbOMy HEMa€ HI4OTO IIOTaHOTO.
Po3ymiemn1, Tpoxu yacy HaonuHui. Tu Bce ogHO Oynaenl MPOBOIUTH
OUIbIIly YacTMHY 4acy Ha puOoJoBil W TOOI JOBENEThCS AYXKE PaHO
BCTaBaTH...

CBiTJI0 3MIHIOETBCSA Ha 3elieHe, 1 Holf Tak cuIbHO HaTUCKAE Ha a3, 110
MOsI F0JI0Ba Pi3KO BIJKUAAETHCS HA3a]l.

— 51 3po3yMiB.

— Twu He npotu?

M's3 y #oro mieneri Bce 1€ TPEMTHUTb.

— 3BicHo. Oxkpemi cnanbHi. YymoBo. MOXJIMBO Ham 1 30BCIM He
MOTpiOHO Oyie GaunTH OJHE OJTHOTO IIiJ] Yac MOJOPOXKI.

— Hoii...

Ane mepml HIK S BCTUTAl0 NMPOMOBUTH II€ CJIOBO, BIH TATHETHCA 1
HACTUIBKU 30UIbIIY€E TYYHICTh pajio, mo Oynab-ska crpoba po3MOBH
CTa€ HEMOXKJIMBOIO. MalyTh, JUCKYCiIO 3aBEPILIEHO.
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once we’re there, he’ll see the wisdom in my decision. And maybe next
year, we will end up taking separate vacations. Lindsay and I could take
that trip to Hawaii we’ve been talking about for ages.

Or maybe next year we won’t be together anymore at all. You never
know.

CHAPTER 4

CLAIRE

It takes nearly half an hour to drive from our house in Castle Pines to
Lindsay’s apartment building in Denver, during whichtime Noah and |
fail to exchange a single word. He won’t even look at me.

The logical part of me is saying that we should call off this trip. Or at
least, I should back out. The four-hour drive is bad enough, but now we
have to spend an entire week together without the buffer of our work
and the children? It sounds like hell.

Then again, I have my reasons for wanting to go.

The plan is that we’re all going to meet in front of Lindsay’s building,
because it’s a place where everyone can park easilyfor the week. We’re
ten minutes early, but Lindsay is already standing outside her building
with two huge pieces of luggage—more than I’ve got. I consider
pointing that out to Noah, but I decided not to break our code of silence.

Lindsay waves enthusiastically when she sees the minivan. She looks
fantastic. Her blonde hair is pulled into a perfectly messy bun, she’s got
a pair of Ray-Ban’s on her nose, and she’s got her skinny jeans tucked
into the cutest pair of black hikingboots. I’d like to think I have kept in
good shape since college, but of the group of us, Lindsay is the only one

Bin He y 3axBari. UecHO KaXXydH, s JyMaJia, [0 BiH, MOXJIUBO, 3paJi€,
10 MU He OyJeMO CHJIITH pa30M Y MaJICHbKil KIMHATI IUIMHA THXKICHb.
Ane, MaOyTh, Hi.

[Ipote s He 30uparocs MiHATH pitieHHs. [[iuit MicsIb 5 3 HETEPIHHAM
YyeKaia Ha OKpemi KiMHaTu. MaOyTh, BapTo OyJIo cKazatu HOMy Ipo 1e
paHimie, ajie s He XOTija, o0 BiH THXKHSAMH OOpakaBcs. S BIIEBHEHA,
110 KOJIM MU MIPHiEMO JI0 TOTEII0, BiH 3p03yMi€ MyIpiCTh MOTO BUOODY.
A MOXJIHMBO, HACTYITHOTO POKYy MM B3arajii MOieMO BiJIOYUBATH
okpemo: Jlinsci # s1 — Ha ['aBai, mpo 1o MpieMo BKe JaBHO.

A MOXe, HACTYITHOT'O POKY MH BxKe B3araii He OyJae pasom. Hikonu He
3HAENI JOCTEMEHHO.

Po3zoin 4

Knep

[Toiznka Big Hamoro Oyaunky B Kacn-Ilaiinc mo kBaptupu Jlinzaci B
JlenBepi 3aiiMae Maiike MIBroAvWHHW, 1 3a meil yac mMu 3 Hoem He
MIPOMOBUJIH aHi CJI0Ba. BiH HaBITh HE TUBUTHCS HA MEHE.

PamionaibHa yacTMHA MEHE Kake, MO0 IF0 MOI3IKy Tpeba cKacyBaru.
A0Go, mpuHaliMHI, S TOBHHHA BIIMOBHUTHCS iXaTu. YoTHpHUTOAMHHA
moi3Kka — 1€ B)KE€ JIOCHTH IMOTAHO, ajie Terep MU MaeMO IPOBECTH
IUIMHA THXKACHb pazoM, 6e3 Oydepa 3 poboTu Ta aiTeid. 3ByuuTh, 5K
CTIPaBXHE TIEKJIO.

3 iHmoro 00Ky, y MEHe € CBOT IPUUMHU MOTXaTH.

3a miaHoM MM Bci 30Mpaemocs Outst Oyausky Jlinaci, 60 Tam 3py4HO
MPUMAPKyBaTUCS HA TIKACHb. MU IpUiXanu Ha AeCSITh XBUIIMH paHillle,
a BOHA BXK€ CTOITh Oins OyJMHKY 3 ABOMAa BEJIUYE3HUMH Basli3aMH —
HaBiTh OimpmmMu 3a Moi. Xorigocsa 0 ckazatu Horo mpo 1e, ane s
BHPINIYIO HE TOPYIITyBAaTH HAI KOJEKC MOBYAHHSI.

Jlinzci 3axormieHo Maxae pykoro, Kojiu 0a4yuTh MiHiBeH. Burisinae Bona
MIPUTOJIOMIITUBO: OLIsIBE BoJIoccs 3i0paHe B 11ealbHO He0aIni MyYoK,
Ha Hoci okyJsipu “Peit ben”, a o0TAryIoUl JPKUHCH 3ampaBiieH] B YOPHI
MOXiHI uepeBUKU. MeHi XoTinocs 6 mymatw, 1o s 30eperia Gopmy 3



who looks better than she did in college. It’s like her butt gets higher
every year.

I glance over at Noah to see if he’s giving her a once over. He isn’t. He’s
still sulking about our conversation.

We pop the trunk for Lindsay to throw her bags inside, then she slides
into the middle row, right behind me. We do a quickseat-hug, and Noah
breaks his silence to say hello. Even though Noah has known Lindsay
nearly as long as [ have, they don’t hug. Noah isn’t the kind of guy who
goes around hugging people left and right—hugs are reserved for close
family only.

“So!” I say. “We finally get to meet Warner! Very exciting!”

Lindsay’s porcelain skin flushes with happiness. “I can’t wait for you to
meet him, Claire. He’s... well, he’s amazing. I really think he’s the one.”

“Is this the doctor?” Noah asks. He sounds utterly disinterested, but at
least he’s being polite.

She tucks a loose strand of her ash blonde hair behind her ear. “He’s a
surgeon.”

I can see him eyeing her in the rearview mirror. “What kind of
surgeon?”’

“A plastic surgeon.” Before Noah can comment, she quickly adds, “But
he doesn’t just do boob jobs and facelifts. He does facial reconstructions.
He works miracles. You should hear what his patients say about him
online.” She flops backagainst the seat. “But he’s not full of himself at
all. He’s really sweet and down to earth.”

I wink at her. “And cute?”

“So cute!” She giggles. “And you know what the best part is? He’s a
Scorpio.”

Noah lets out a loud snort. “That’s the best part?”

Noah doesn’t believe in horoscopes or zodiac signs or anything that
doesn’t have rigorous experimental evidence behind it. He’s not shy
about saying so either. It doesn’t bother Lindsay though. According to
her, he’s a typical Capricorn.

KOJIEJDKY, aje cepel Hac TUIbKH JIiHACI BUIIIAae Kpaile, HiXK TOZI.
Cxosxe, o 11 ¢irypa 3 KOXKHUM POKOM CTA€ IIe MIATATHYTIMIOKO.

S kuparo kpaem oka moriisig Ha Hos, mo0 nmepeBipuTH, 9u OIIHIOE BiH
Jlinaci. Hi, BiH yce 11e cepAuThCs Yepe3 Hally pO3MOBY.

Mu BiIKpHUBaeMO Oara)xHHK, 100 BOHA MOTJIA MTOKIACTA CYMKH, a TIOTIM
Jlinaci cimae Ha CepelHE Micle NpsSMO 3a MHOK. MH IIBHIKO
obGiitmaeMocs, 1 Hoit nopyurye moBuanss i Bitaerscs. [lonpu te, 1m0 Bin
3Hae Jlinaci Mali>ke Tak caMo JOBro, SIK 1 51, BOHU He o0iiiMaroThesa. Hoit
HE 3 THX, XTO 00iiiMae ycix miAps — BiH 3IMIIAE OOIAMU TUTBKHU ISt
OJIM3BKUX POJIUYIB.

— Tak, — kaxy 1. — HapemTi mu 3ycrpinemocs 3 Bopuepom! Jlyxe
iKaBo!

[NopnensiHoBa mkipa JIiHACI CBITUTHCS BiJl IIACTSL.

— 51 He Moxy nouekarucs Bamioi 3yctpiui 3 HuM, Kiep. Bin... BiH
qyn0Bui. Sl Bipto B Te, 110 BiH TOW CaMH.

— Bin nikap? — 3anutye Hoil. Bin roBoputh abcontoTHO Gaiiayxum,
aJie TPUHAWMHI BBIWINBUM, TOHOM.

Bona 3ampasiisie macMo nomnensicTo-pycsiBOro BoJIoccs 3a ByXo.

— Bin xipypr.

S Gauy, sk BiH TUBUTHCS Ha HEl B 3€PKAIO 33 JHHOTO BUIY.

— Skwuit came xipypr?

— Ilnmactuynuii. — BoHa mBHIKO noxae, He nmarouu 3mory Horo
BHUCIIOBUTU OYyMKy. — BiH He mpocTo 30UIblilye Tpyau W MIATATYE
o0nuyusi. BiH poOUTh PEKOHCTPYKIIiIO 30BHIIIHOCTI. BopHEp TBOpUTH
yyjeca. Ty Maen no0auuTH BIATYKH Ha HbOTO OHJIAlH.

Bona BigKugaeThCa HA CIIMHKY CHIHHS.

— Aue BiH 30BciM He 3apo3yminuid. HaBmaku — nyxe muidid i
MIPOCTOLYIIIHUMA.

S miamoprytoro 1.

— | Munuii?

— A 3aHagTo, — cMmirouncek Bigmosigae Jlinaci. — 1 3Haem, 1o

Haiikpamie B HboMy? Bin — CkoprioH.
Hoii ronocHo xMuKae.
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“It’s perfect because I'm a Virgo,” she explains to him. “Virgo is an
earth sign, and we are the pickiest of the earth signs. But water signs,
like Scorpio, soften us up and give us an emotional outlet.” Her eyes
widen. “It’s a very powerful balance.”

“I see,” he mutters. “So how is it that such an eligible young Scorpio
finds himself still single?”

She furrows her brow. “It’s sort of a sad story. Warner was with a
woman for the last seven years, but a year ago she... died.”

I clasp a hand over my mouth. “Oh, that’s terrible.”
She nods soberly. “Cancer. It was very hard on him.”

“Of course...”

“So... we’ve been taking it kind of slow.” She glances out the window.
“But things are getting pretty serious now. He was even hinting at
looking for rings the other day.”

“Wow,” I breathe. “That’s incredible. I wasn’t even sure you wanted to
get married.”

“I wasn’t sure either,” she admits. “But Warner is just so amazing.
Ever since I met him, it’s like I can’t imagine ever being with anyone
else. But I'm sure you know what that’s like...”

I suck in a breath. I glance over at Noah, and it’s pretty clear he’s
thinking what I’m thinking.

“Ooh, there he is!” Lindsay squeals.

I snap my head up and follow Lindsay’s gaze out the window. She’s
been telling me about this guy for the last six months, but she’s never let
me meet him, and she’s been pretty stingy with the details. So none of
my Internet searches turned up anything, and I’ve been dying to meet
the guy.

And now that I’ve finally seen Warner, well...

Let’s just say that this is exactly the sort of guy I would’ve imagined
Lindsay would finally decide to marry.

First of all, he’s gorgeous. So gorgeous that I find my jaw dropping
open a little bit. Not that Noah isn’t a decent looking guy—my husband

— I ue Halikpama yactuna?

Hoii He BipuTh B TOPOCKOIH, 3HAKHU 30/11aKy Ta BCE, LII0 HE IPYHTYETHCS
Ha CyBOPHX EKCIEPUMEHTAIbHUX JO0Ka3aX. | He COPOMHUTBCS IHOTO
Bu3HaBatu. OnHak JliHzaci ne He TypOye. Ha i gymKy, Miil 400BiK
tunoBuit Kozepir.

— Ile wynoBo, 60 s JliBa, — nosicHtoe Jlinaci. — JliBa 11e 3eMHUI 3HAK,
MU HaiOubin mepelipiauBi. Boxasui 3Haku, sk CkopmioH
MOM'SKIIYIOTh HAC i Ial0Th MOXJIMBICTH BUIIECHYTH eMolii. — II oui
posmupioroThes. — Lle noryxuuit 6ananc.

— Po3ymito, — Oypmoue BiH. — To sK e Tak BUHILIO, IO TaKH
npuBabimBuil Mooauii CKOPITIOH JOCI 3aIMIIAE€THCS CAMOTHIM?

Bona xmyputb 6poBu.

— Lle Tpariuna icropis. BopHep OyB y cTOCYHKaX 3 5KiHKOIO IPOTSITOM
CEMH POKIiB, aJie PiK TOMY BOHA... IOMepJIa.

51 3akpuBaro poT pyKoIo.

— e xaxJIuBo.

JIiH[C1 JKaNiCIMBO KUBAE.

— Pax. /]t Hporo 11e OyB Jy’ke CKJIQAHUI Tepiof.

— JKoaHux CyMHIBIB...

— Tox... My He nocmintaemo. — BoHa nornsagae y BikHO. — Auie Hapasi
BCE CTa€ JOCUTh cepio3HMM. HemonaBHO BIH HaBiTh HATSAKHYB, IO
IIyKae 00pyUKH.

— Oro, — 3itxato 1. — Lle HeliMmoBipHO. 5l HaBITh HE Oyia EBHA YU TH
B3araji XOTija BUXOJUTH 3aMIXK.

— S He Oyna BieBHEHa Takoxk, — Bu3Hae Jlinaci. — Ausie BopHep Takuii
qyg0Bui. Biakonu #oro 3ycrpisia, He MOXY YSABUTH ceOe 3 KUMOCh
1HmuM. Ty 3Haem, K Ie...

S 3arpumana nauxansd. [lorasayna Ha Hos 1 9iTko 3po3ymina, 10 BiH
JlyMae Tpo Te X, M0 U 5.

— Ocb Bin! — Burykye Jlinzci.

A migHIMa TOJIOBY 1 CHIIKYHO 3a ii MOTJIAIOM Kpi3h BiKHO. BoHa
PO3MOBIiIa€ MEHI MPO I[LOTO XJIOMIIS BXKE MIBPOKY, ajie HIKOJIHM HE JaBaia
MEHI 3 HUM MO3HAHOMHTHCS 1 Iy)K€ HEOXO0ue JAUTHIIACS TOAPOOHUIISIMH.
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can be downright handsome on the rare occasion he puts on a suit and
tie. But Warner looks like he could be a movie star. Sun-streaked blond
hair, clear blue eyes, bulging muscles visible under his fitted T-shirt.
And he has a chin cleft. Lindsay loves chin clefts. She has this theory
that every truly good-looking person has a chin cleft.

“Wow,” I say aloud.

“I know, right!” Lindsay looks pleased by my approval. “Isn’t he hot?”
Noah is rolling his eyes next to me, but even he has to realize how
gorgeous Warner is. When I look back at Lindsay, I can see how smitten
she is. She’s always been the pickiest person I know when it comes to
men—she has dropped a lot of perfectlygood ones for no discernible
reason—but I have to admit, she knew what she was doing when she
held out. She really likes this guy.

The other thing I notice about Warner is that he only has one piece of
luggage. One small bag. Noah packed pretty light, but this guy wins. All
he’s got is a single, small duffel bag that looks like it could only fit
maybe a day or two worth of clothing.

Lindsay opens the back door and Warner ducks into the van. He flashes
a smile that makes him look even more attractive, if that were even
possible. He holds out his hand to me—his handshake is warm and firm.
If this man were my surgeon, I would feel like I was in very capable
hands. He could suck fat out of my love handles any day of the week.
“You must be Claire,” Warner says. His voice is a rich baritone that
reverberates within the car. “I’ve heard so much about you.”

“All good, I hope!” My voice trembles a bit. I'm oddly nervous.
“Exclusively.” He winks at me, which makes me titter like a schoolgirl.
He turns his attention to Noah. “Noah, right?”’

Tomy xozaeH 3 MoiX momykiB B IHTEepHETI He AaB pe3yibTaTiB, 1 MEHi
Iy’e KOPTUTh HOro nobayuTy.

Hapemti s mo6aunna Bopuepa. o x...

CkaxiMO Tak — Il€ caMe TOH THI YOJIOBIKa, 3 SIKUM, SIK s ysBIsIA,
JIiHIC1 BpEWITi-pelIT BUPIIIUTH OAPYKUTUCS.

[To-nepiie, BiH Haja3BUUYaHO TpUBaOIMBUN. HacTiibku, 110 5 e He
Bigkpuia pora Bix moauBy. He te, mo6 Hoit OyB Herapaum — Miii
YOJIOBIK MOK€ OyTH CIpaBii MpUBaOIUBHUM, KOJU BKpal piJIKO ojsrae
KOCTIOM 1 KpaBaTKy. Asie BopHep Burisiae Tak, HiOu BiH — KiHO3ipKa:
CBITJIE BOJIOCCS 3 COHSYHHMMH BiAOJUCKaMH, MPO30pi OJIAKUTHI oui,
BUITYKJTI M'SI3H, III0 BUTHIFOTHCS i1 00TATYI04O0I0 (pyTOOIKOIO. | B HBOTO
€ sMouka Ha mimbopimai. JliHaci 000XKHIOE IF0 OCOOIMBICTH Y
qoJoBikax. BoHa Mae Teopiro, 0 KO’KHA MTO-CIPaBXKHHOMY ITPHUBAOINBA
JI0JIMHA Ma€ IMOYKY Ha MiA00piaii.

— Bay, — kaxy s B rosoc.

— S 3nar, mpasna!l — JIiHIACI BUIJISNAE 3a0BOJICHOI0 MOEIO
peakiiero. — Xi0a BiH HE KpaceHb?

Hoii moxuTye TroyioBOIO MOpyY 31 MHOIO, aje HaBiThb BIH MYCHUTb
BU3HATH, 1110 BopHep — uynosuii. Konu s qusmtocs Ha Jlinzci, To 6auy,
HACKUIbKM BOHA 3adyapoBaHa. Bona 3aBxau Oyia HallBUOArJIMBILIONO
JIIOIMHOIO, SIKY S 3HAI0, KOJM CIIpaBa CTOCYBaacs YOJIOBIKIB, MO3asK
BiIMOBJIsIIIa 6araThbOM 4yAOBHUM XJIOMISIM 0€3 BUAMMUX MPUYHH. BTiM
MyIly BU3HATH: BOHA 3HAJA, IO POOMTH, KOJIU BiMOBIsNA. [il JilicHO
1oj100aeThes e Yos0B’sra.

[le ogna piy, sKy 5 nomiTHiIa y BopHepi, — BIH Ma€ JIHIlIe OJHY Bali3y.
Hoii ciakyBaB HeGarato peueii, aje e Xjaomnemp nepeBepurs i Horo.
VY HBOTO € JMIIe OJlHa MaJICHbKa Bai3Ka, B SKY, 37Ia€ThCS, MOXKHA
MOKJIACTH OJIAT JIUILIE HA JICHb-/IBA.

Jlinaci BiguuHsAe 3anHl 1Bepi, 1 BophHep cimae y MiHiBeH. Bin
MOCMIXa€ThCS, IO POOUTH HOTO i€ MPUBAOIHUBIIINM, SKIIO 1€ B3arasi
MOJKJIUBO, 1 IIPOCTSIrae MEeH1 PyKy — HOro mpHUBITaHHS TEIUIE 1 MiIHE.
Sx6u uelt 4ooBik OyB MOIM Xipyprom, s 6 BiauyBaja, 1o nepedyBaro
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Noah shakes his outstretched hand with considerably less enthusiasm.
“Nice to meet you. You’re the one who recommended this inn, weren’t
you?”

Warner nods enthusiastically. “I stayed there many times before.
You’re going to love it. I heard you were interested ingoing fishing?”
Noah shrugs, even though it’s all he could talk about for the last week.

“I thought I might give it a try.”

“The fishing is great out there. The trout are jumping out of the water.
You’ll love it.”

Lindsay reaches for Warner’s hand, and she slides her fingers into his.
He grins at her with lust in his eyes. They make a very attractive couple.
I pretend not to watch. I certainly don’t want to admit the whole thing
makes my chest burn with jealousy. Noah and I used to be that way. But
that’s just a distant memory.

As Lindsay and Warner get all cuddly in the backseat, I stare out the
window, wondering where Jack and Michelle are. Michelle is always
very prompt, but Jack sometimes makes the two of them late. I glance at
the backseat, hoping they arrive before Lindsay and Warner start
outright making out. He is stroking her chin, and I’'m worried it’s not far
off.

“So how did the two of you meet again?” I ask loudly.

Lindsay breaks away from Warner, her eyes bright. “Oh, it’s a great
story! We were at the supermarket. I had just checked out and was
carrying two bags of groceries to my car, and wouldn’t you know it—
the bottom fell out of one of the bags!”

B JIy’K€ HaIIMHUX pyKax. BiH Mir O BUCMOKTYBATH JKUp 3 MOIX OOKiB
OyIb-SIKOTO JTHS THXKHSL.

— Tu, nanesHo, Kiep, — kaxe Bopuep. Horo ronoc — okcaMuToBHit
OapuTOH, KW BIIJIYHIOE B CajOHI aBTOMOOLIsA. — S GaraTo 4yB mpo
Tebe.

— CroziBaroch, Juiie xopore!

Miii ronoc TpemTiB. S HepByBaia.

— BuxirouHo.

Bin nmigMOprayB MeHi, 1 s 3aXUXO0T1Ia, K IIKOJIIpKa. BiH 3BepHYB yBary
Ha MOTO YOJIOBiKa.

— Ho#, BipHO?

Toii TuCHE oMY pYKY 31 3HAUHO MEHILUM €HTY31a3MOM.

— Ilpuemno nmo3naiiomutrch. Came TH MOPEKOMEHIyBaB LIeW TOTEb,
Yy He Tak?

BopHep kuBHYB.

— S 3ynuHsBcs Tam Oarato pasiB. Bu Oyxmere y 3axmari. S uyB, TH
IIKaBUIIICS PHOOIOBIICIO?

Hoii 3HM3ye muieunMa, xoua ILie BCe, MPO L0 BiH TOBOPUB HPOTITOM
OCTaHHBOTO THXKHS.

— Bupimus cipoGyBaru.

— Pubanosns tam uymoBa. @opens mpocTo BUCTpHOye 3 Boau. Tobi
croa00aeThCsl.

Jlinaci npoctsrae pyky 10 BopHepa 1 neperutitae cBoi najsbiii 3 Horo.
Bin ycmixaeTbes iil 13 mpucTpacTio B odax. BoHu nyke mpuBaOnuBa
napa. S po6ito BUTIISA, 110 HE JUBIIOCS. 3BICHO, 1 HE XOUYy BU3HABATH,
[0 Bce 1€ 3MYIIYE MOE ceplie MeKTH Bia peBHomIiB. Hoii 1 s Konuch
OyJu TaKUMH K. AJie 3apa3 — 1€ JIUIIIE JIaBHI CTIOTaIH.

[Toxu Jlinaci ta BopHep o00iliMaioThCsl HAa 3aJHBOMY CHJIIHHI, 5
JTUBITIOCST y BIKHO, Tajardu, ae k Jxek 1 Mimens. Mimens 3aBxau
TyXe MyHKTyalbHa, ane /[kek iHoai 3arpumye ix o0ox. [lormsnato Ha
3aJIHE CUJIHHS, CIIO/1IBaIOYHCh, 1110 BOHU MPHUIAYTh, epil Hix JIiH/cl Ta
Bopnep nmounyTs BiiBepTO minyBaTHCs. BiH rmanuts ii migbopinas, i s
00r0CsI, 1110 1€ HE 332 TOPaMHU.
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Warner smiles crookedly. “They always overpack the bags at that
supermarket.”

She tilts her head affectionately in his direction. “Anyway, he was right
behind me and he helped me to get all the groceries to my car.” She
giggles. “Even though I later found out he was on his way to do surgery,
and [ made him late!”

He throws an arm around her and pulls her close. “It was just a boob
job. Not life or death.”

Lindsay is positively beaming. She loves a good meet-cute. She has
been convinced none of her prior relationships worked out because they
didn’t have a good story about how they met. Now finally, she’s got her
great meet-cute.
For a second, I catch Noah’s eye. He rolls his eyes at me, then quickly
looks away. Noah and I don’t have a great meetcute story. We met
because he lived down the hall from me junior year of college. We didn’t
so much meet as we saw eachother around a lot over the first half of the
year.

He often helped me carry heavy packages up to my room. I guess that’s
sort of romantic. Usually, after he helped me with my packages, we
would chat in my room for a while. One day he had just carried up a care
package from my mother, and after he set the box down on my desk, he
rubbed at the back of his neck and flashed me a crooked smile. “You
want to grab some dinner?”” he asked.

“Thai?” I asked.

“Great!” he said. I only found out later he hates Thai food.

[ hadn’t been looking for any sort of relationship at the time. I had one
serious boyfriend the year before, but it ended abruptly when I caught
him cheating on me. We had actually been thinking about getting back
together over the summer, but thenl found out he drowned tragically
when he was away at some summer program, and the whole experience
left me shaken and reluctant to get involved again.

— SIx BM mO3HAMOMMINCH, — T'OJIOCHO IIUTAIO .

Jlinpaci BimpuBaeThes Bix BopHepa, 1 04l CAIOTH.

— Qe uynosa ictopist! Mu 3ycTpinucs B Marasusi. S moiHo oruiaTuia
MOKYTKH 1 HEcJIa JBa MaKeTH 3 MPOAYKTaMHU JI0 CBO€ET MAIlIMHU, 1 B HE
MOBIPUTE — JHO y OJHOTO MPOCTO po3ipBajnocs!

Bopnep kpuB0 nocmixaeTncsl.

— V¥ MarasuHi 3aBXIH KJIaJyTh B TAKeT OLIBII, HIX BapTo.

Bona narigHo Haxwisie ToJIOBY B HOTro OiK.

— Bin OyB no3ay MeHe 1 JOMOMIT JOHECTH YCi IPOAYKTH IO MAITHHH.
Bona 3acmisace.

— Tli3uime s mi3Hamack, mo BopHep came WmoB Ha poOoTy, a depes
MEHE 3aIli3HUBCS Ha OIepallifo.

Bin oGiiimae 1i i mputarye o cebe.

— Ie Oyna nmpocTo miuacTuka rpyaei, a He MUTaHHS KUTTSA Y4 CMEPTI.
Jlinpci cse Big macTs. Bona 000>KHIOE pOMaHTHYHI 1CTOPi1 3HalOMCTBA
i mepekoHaHa, IO JKOAHI il momepeaHi CTOCYHKH HE CKIIAIHCS came
TOMY, IO iM OpaKyBajio KPAaCUBOTO IMOYATKY. | OCh Terep BOHA HAPEIITI
OTpHUMaJa CBOIO 1JlealIbHY ICTOPIIO.

Ha mutp s mepexommoro norysin Hos. Bin 3akouye oui #t ompasy
BIIBOIUTH iX yOIK. Y Hac i3 HMM HeMae e(eKTHOI POMaHTHYHOI
nereHau. Mu 1no3HailoMHUIIUCS 30BCIM OyJI€HHO — BIH HUB Y CyCI/IHIN
KIMHATi TYPTOXHUTKY, KOJIM 5 HaBYajacs Ha TPEThOMY KypCl KOJIEIKY.
YHponoBxk mepmux MICAIIB MU HE CTUIBKM 3HAMOMUIIUCS, CKUIBKH
MPOCTO MOCTIHO HATHKAIKCS OJIHE HA OJTHOTO.

Bin 3uacTta monmoMaras MeH1 3aHOCUTH BaXKK1 BaJII3M 10 KIMHATH — 1, Ha
Mild TOTJSA, y LIbOMY OYyJO IOCHh MO-CIPaBKHBOMY 3BOPYIILIHBE.
3a3Buuai Micis OO MU M€ JOBTO PO3MOBIISIA B MOild KIMHATI.
OnHoro pasy BiH NPHHIC TOCHIIKY BiJl MO€i MaMH, TOCTaBUB KOPOOKY Ha
CTiJI, TOTEP MOTUIIUIIIO U YCMIXHYBCHI.

— Xouelr moBeuepsaTu? — 3arnuTaB MEHe.

— Taiicpkuii pecTopaHuuK? — 3amuTaia sl y BIIMOBI/Ib.

— UynoBo! — BurykHyB BiH. Jlumie 3rogom s mizHanacs, mo Hoii
TEpHITH HE MIr TalcbKy KyxHI0. Ha Toil wac g 30BciM He mIykana
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But Noah and I had a great time at dinner. I always knew he was smart,
but I didn’t realize how funny he was. And cute. Still, I thought we were
just friends. Until he walked me home, and he kissed me in front of our
dorm.

I remember being surprised at how well he kissed. I had kissed a few
boys before, and it was always okay, but with Noah, it was on another
level. Until that night, I had thought of him as my somewhat dorky
neighbor, so this was an extremely pleasant surprise. And then the way
he looked at me when he pulled away... I knew right then that if he
asked me out a second time, I would say yes.

I look over at Noah now. When is the last time he’s kissed me like that?
I can’t even remember. I’m pretty sure it will never happen again.

A rap on the passenger side window jolts me out of my thoughts. Jack
and Michelle Alpert are right outside the car, tryingto get our attention.
Jack is waving wildly. And then he mouths the word “sorry.”

Finally! They’re almost ten minutes late.

Noah unlocks the back door, and Jack wrenches it open. “You’re late,”
Noah snaps at him.

“Good to see you too, buddy,” Jack says.

Noah has to get out to help them squeeze their luggage into the back.
Noah and Jack usually joke around a lot when theyget together, but Noah
seems too tense for that now. Like Lindsay and me, Noah and Jack were
roommates back in college. It’s an opposites-attract sort of situation
because the two of them are very different. Noah was the physics nerd,
whereas Jack had long hair and played the guitar. When he strummed at
that guitar, singing old Beatles songs, my knees got weak. Even now,
he’s got that rugged look—his hair is still shaggy compared with Noah’s
and Warner’s, and his hands are calloused from manual labor and
playing the guitar.

CTOCYHKIB. PokoM paHilie B MeHe OyiH Cepiio3HI CTOCYHKH, aje BCE
obipBajiocsi panToBO — s 3acTajla Woro 3 iHIIOW. MU HaBiTh
3aMUCIIOBATINCS HAJX THUM, 100 3HOBY 3iMTHCS BIITKY, Ta HEBIOB3i A
JOBiJamacs, Mo BiH TPariyHo 3aruHyB — TOTOHYB IIiJ] Yac SIKOTOCh
JTTHBOTO cTaxyBaHHS. lle rmmbGoko MeHe Bpaswio, W s BHUpiIMIA
OUIbIIIE Hi 3 KUM HE 30JIMKyBaTHCS.

IIpote, Beueps 3 Hoem mpoiinuia Hanpovy 1 JIerko. S 3aBxau 3Haia, 1o
BiH PO3yMHUH, aje W raJKu He MaJia, HACKIJILKY BiH JOTeMHHM. | skuit
MWK, YTIM, TOAI 5 clipuiiMalia Hac JIMIIE K APY3iB — aK MIOKU BiH HE
MIPOBIB MEHE JI0JIOMY I HE MOI[LIyBaB OiIs BXOAY 10 TYPTOXKUTKY.
Mene Bpas3uio, sik 00pe BiH IinyeThcs. Panimie s Bxe IimyBanacs 3
KIJIbKOMa XJIOMIISIMA — 1€ HIKOJIM He OyJI0 HEeMPUEMHO, aje W Hi4oro
ocobmmBoro. 3 Hoem yce Oyio inakmie. [{o Tiei HOUi 51 BBaykayia HOro
TPOXH TIMBAKYBAaTUM CYCIJIOM, TOX II€ CTaJ0 HAJA3BUYAITHO MPUEMHOIO
HECTIOAIBaHKO0. A 111e¢ — HOT0 TOTJIsA, KOJU BiH BiACTYIIMB Ha KPOK.
Toxmi s Bigpasy 3po3ymina: SKIIO BiH 3alpOCUTh MEHE Ha JApyre
MOOAYCHHSI, ST TOTOIKYCSI.

S nepesena nornsg Ha Hosi. Konu BiH BOCTaHHE 1iTyBaB MEHE TakK, SIK
Tomi? Yike ¥ He 3ragaro. 1[poro HiKOJM HE CTAHETHLCH.

CrykiT y maca)xupcbke BIKOHIIE BUPBaB MEHe 31 criorajiiB. binis Mammuu
crosnu Jlxek 1 Mimenb AlnbliepT, HaMararouuchb NMPUBEPHYTH HAILy
yBary. Jl>kek eHepriifHo 3amaxaB pyKaMHu, a TOJli BHOAYINBO IPOMOBUB:
— Ilepenpomuryto!

Hapemti. Bonu 3ami3nunucs Maiixke Ha JecCsITh XBUIUH.

Hoit BinMukae 3aau1 aBepi, a Jxek ix BiTUUHSIE.

— Bu 3anizHunucs, — cepaurto kaxe iiomy Hoid.

— | s paamii Tebe 6aunTH, — BignmoBigae JKek.

Hoii BuxoauTs i3 MaIIvHM, 100 TOIMOMOITH 3 Oara)keM. 3a3BHUUal Imifg
yac 3ycTpiuedt BoHM 3 J[)xexom 6e3 KiHIIs *KapTyIoTh, ajie choroaHi Hoi
HaJTO HampyXeHui ans notemis. Ak 1 mu 3 Jlinaci, Hoi 1 J[xek xonuck
Oynu cycilaMy o KiMHAT1 B KOJEIKI — KIACHYHUN BUMAJO0K, KOJH
MPOTUJICKHOCTI TPUTATYIOThCS. Hoit — 3aHypeHuil y @i3uKy
iHTeNnekryan, Jxek — moBroBonocuit My3uka 3 ritaporo. Komu BiH
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Something I never told Noah is that between the two cute guys who
lived next door to me during my junior year, Jack was the one I had been
hoping would ask me out. And later in the year, at a party where we both
had too much to drink, Jack admitted he had wanted to ask me out, but
he chickened out and Noah got to me first. As we both sipped our rum
and cokes, he grinned and asked if I thought there was any chance I
might ever want to switch.

I was slightly drunk, but I still said no. I was not interested in switching.
No way. I loved Noah. At that point, even though we had been dating
only a few months, I was beginning to think he was the man I wanted to
spend my life with.

What a mistake.

Michelle slides into the backseat first. Her jet black hair is pulled into a
flawless bun and she’s wearing a crisp fitted white T-shirt that looks like
she ironed it this morning. I don’t think I’ve ever seen her with one hair
out of place. She works as a divorce lawyer and rumor has it she’s the
best divorce attorney in all of Denver. If Noah and I end up going in that
direction, it’s going to be a race to see which one of us can retain her
services. She’s the opposite of Jack in a lot of ways, but they’ve always
seemed happy together.

Maybe it’s because they don’t have children. According to Jack,
Michelle has never been interested in having kids. So they’ve never had
the vicious argument at two in the morning over whose turn it was to get
up with the screaming baby. Or fight number 179 over who’s changing
the poopy diaper.

“Sorry we were late.” Michelle crosses her legs as she shoots Jack a
look. “I caught this one trying to pack a gun.”

“Jack!” Lindsay gasps.

“Jesus Christ.” Jack runs a hand through his shaggy dark hair. “I wasn’t
packing a handgun. It was a rifle. I heard there’s a place to go hunting
over there.”

nepedupae CTPyHH, HACIIBYIOUM cTapi micHi biTin3, y mene i moci
I IKOITYOThCS KoJliHa. | 3apa3 BiH Ma€ TOW caMHid TPOXH OOTpimaHui
BUTJIS: BOJIOCCA, SIK 1 paHille, CKyHOBJDKEHE — OCOOJIMBO MOPYY i3
akypaTHo miacTpmwkennmMu Hoem 1 Bopaepom, — a 1oy1oHi 3arpy0isni Bij
¢bi3u4HOI mpari i rpu Ha TiTapi.

S nikonm He 3i3HaBajacs Horo, 110 3 7BOX MPUBAaOIMBUX XJIOMIIIB, SKi
KM TI0 CYCIICTBY Ha IEpIIoMy Kypci, came Bin J[keka odikyBana
3amnpoleHHs Ha modadeHHs. [li3Hime Toro ) poKy Ha BeUipIl, A¢ MU
000€e mepeOpasin 3 ankoroyieM, J[)Kek 3i3HABCS, IO XOTIB 3aIPOCUTH
MeHe, ajne He HaBakuBcsi — 1 Holl Hioro Bunepeaus. CMakyo4uu poM i3
KOJIOIO, BiH YCMIXHYBCS i 3aIuTaB, 4u € 00Aall HAHMEHIIHNH IaHC, 10
KOJIUCH s IepeayMaro.

S Oyna HamianuTKy, Ta BCE K BigmoBiia “Hi”. SI HEe XOTia HIYOTO
smidoBaru. Hizamo. I[lo3asx koxama Hos. Ha Toit MomeHT Mu
3yCTpidaIkCs JINIIE KUTbKa MICSAIIIB, ajie s BXKE JIOBUJIA cebe Ha AyMIIi,
10 caMe 3 HUM XOUy MPOKUTHU BCE KUTTH.

SIka x 1e Oyrna mommIkal

Mimmens cifac Ha 3ajJHE CHAIHHS TEPIION0. [i YOpHE, MOB CMOJa,
BoJioccsl 310paHe B Oe3loraHHUN Myd4ok, a Ouna obtucina Qyrdoska
BUTJIAZA€ Tak, HIOW ii mioiiHO BumpacyBanu. S1 He mpuraayro, oo
KOoJMCh Oaumia ii 3 posmnamiaHoo 3adickor. BoHa — ajnBokarka 3
pO3IyueHb, 1 MOAEHKYIOTh, — HalKpaia B ycboMy JleHBepi. Skiio mu
3 HoeM KomHCh MiieMo M IUIIXOM, MK HaMH, TIEBHO, PO3TOPHETHCS
60poTh0a 3a MpaBo HAWHATH came 1i. Y 0araThbox peyax BOHAa — IOBHA
MPOTHIICKHICTH JIKeKy, Ta pa30oM BOHH 3aBXK/IU 3/1aBAHCS IACTUBUMH.
MoxnuBO, TOMY II0 B HUX Hemae aiteid. 3i ciiB [[xeka, Mitens HIKOIH
He MparHyJja MaTepruHCTBa. TOX M He JJOBOAMIIOCS CBAPUTHUCS O IPYTii
HOYl yepe3 Te, YUs yepra BCTAaBaTH JO0 HEMOBIIATH, IO Iuiaye. [
BJIAIITOBYBaTH HECKIHUYEHHI CYNEpPeYKd MpO Te€, XTO LbOro pasy
MIHSATHME OpyIHY MENIOLIKY.

— Bubaure 3a 3anizHeHHS.

Mimensb cxpellye HOTH, KUJarouu Noris Ha Jxeka.

— Sl mo6aumnna, mo J[>kek XOTiB B35ATH 3 COOOIO MICTOJIET.
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“That doesn’t make it any better, Jack,” Michelle says sharply. I feel
sorry for him, trying to best her in an argument. It must be impossible.
“Hunting is barbaric,” Lindsay sniffs.

Jack makes a face at her. “You eat meat, don’t you, Lindsay? How do
you think it gets to your plate? Do you think those animals die of natural
causes?”

“It’s different when you’re hunting,” Lindsay says. “Have you ever seen
Bambi? Remember when the hunter shot Bambi’s mother? Is that what
you want, Jack? To be the one who kills Bambi’s mother?”

One corner of Jack’s lips tugs upward. “Don’t be fooled. If a deer had
the chance, it would kill you and everyone you care about.”

Michelle pokes Jack in the ribs and he yelps in pain. “I thought it was
something we could do together, Michelle.”

“You know I’ve got a ton of work to do during this trip,” Michelle sighs.
“I’ll be lucky if I leave the room except for meals. But even if [ didn’t, I
would never go hunting. Ever.”

And now everyone is glaring at Jack.

“Look,” Jack says, “I didn’t bring the gun. I’m not going to kill Bambi’s
mother. Let’s just get going.”

“Great idea,” Noah says. And once again, he hits the gas so hard that
my neck snaps back.

CHAPTER 5
ANONYMOUS

The thing I remember most about my childhood is my mom’s car.

It was a green Dodge with a long scratch on the passenger side and a
big dent in the front fender. She got it used before I can remember—that

— Jlxek! — Buryknyna Jlinzaci.

— I'ocnonin boske. — JIkek MPOBOJUTH PYKOIO [0 CBOEMY Ky4epsIBOMY
TeMHOMY BoJsioccio. — S He OpaB 3 coOoro micToneT. To Oyna rBUHTIBKA.
51 uyB, 110 TaM € Miclie, 1€ MO>KHA MOJIFOBATH.

— Ile He pobuTh cripaBy Kpamioro, [[kek, — rapkayna Mimensb. MeHi
IIKOJIa Ooro, BiH HaMara€eThCs MEPEBEPIIUTH i B cymepedi. A me —
MapHa cIipasa.

— [omroBaHHS — 11€ BapBapCTBO, — 3HEBAXIINBO Kaxke JIiH/CI.

JIKeKx KpUBUTBCH.

— Twu icu M'aco, Jlinaci? Sk Tu gymaeni, sk BOHO MOTpAIuis€ Ha TBii
ctin? ["amaen, TBApUHA TOMHUPAIOTH BiJl CTAPOCTi?

— IlomroBannsa — 1e iHme, — Kaxke Jlinaci. — TH Koauch TUBUBCA
MyibThimeM  “bem0i”? [lam’sTaem, SK MHCITUBEIh 3aCTPEIUB
roro mamy? Tu uporo xouem, J>xek? byt THM MuciauBueM?

Onun kyTouoK ry0 J[KeKka TArHEThCS Bropy.

— He naiite cebe o0ayputh. SIkOu oeHb MaB TaKy MOKJIUBICTh, BiH OH
BOUWB TeOE 1 BCiX, XTO TOOI JJOPOTHH.

Mimens tuiste Jlxeka B pedpa, 1 BiH CKpUKYe€ BiJl 00JTIO.

— 51 x0TiB 3po0UTH LI pa3oM 3 T0OO10, Jito0a.

— Twu x 3Haem, o0 y MeHe Kymna poOOTH, 3allJIaHOBaHOI Ha BiJIITyCTKY,
— 3iTxae Mimenb. — MeH1 OIAacTUTh, SKIIO 5 BUXOJUTUMY 3 KIMHATH
xoya O momoicTu. Ajie HaBiTH SIKOM s B3arajli He Maja MOXIJIHUBOCTI
BUIWTH, 51 0 BCE OAHO HE IMiNIa Ha nodroBaHHsa. Hikomn.

I Tenep yci THiBHO AuBNATHCA Ha J[>Keka.

— Cayxaiite, — kaxe BiH, — 5 He OpaB 13 co0or0 pyuHHI0. S He
30upatocst BOuBatu matip bemo6i. [laBaiite mpocto moinemo.

— Uynoga iges;, — kaxe Holi 1 3HOBY Tak CHUIBHO HATHUCKA€E Ha T'a3, M0
MOSI MU BiIKUIA€THCS HA3a/I.

Posoin 5
Hesioomuti
Miit HailOimbIIMIA cTIOTa]] 3 AUTHHCTBA — PO MAMHUHY MAIlIUHY.
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car was older than I was. She used to tell me how my dad went with her
to the used car lot and negotiated with the sleazy salesman to get her a
good deal. My dad was a salesman too. That’s how he knew the tricks.
That’s also why he traveled so much.

My dad bought a car seat for the back when I was a little kid. He used
to make a big deal about strapping me inside. “You all snug and safe
back there, sport?”” he would say.

But when my father went away on his trips, my mother would get
depressed. She didn’t give a shit if | was strapped in snug and safe. When
we went out, she said to get in the back and gave me ten seconds to get
my seatbelt on. If the seatbelt wasn’t on by then, too damn bad. You
think I have time to wait the rest of the day for you to strap yourself in?

Mostly, she would take me to the grocery store. She didn’t take me to
friends’ houses, playgrounds, or anywhere fun. Just grocery stores. Or
the gas station.

When I was four years old, when my dad was out of town, she took me
out in the car. I couldn’t get the car seat buckled on my own so I just sat
next to it in the back, behind the driver seat. The strap on the seatbelt
went over my neck and cut into the skin. I knew better than to complain.

When we got to the grocery store, I started to follow her, but she shook
her head. “I just need to get a few things,” she told me as she hung her
big purple purse over her shoulder. “You stay in the car. I don’t need
you slowing me down.”

Then she closed the door to the car with me inside.

She had left me in the car before. Lots of times. But today was hot. Hot
enough that everyone on the street was wearing shorts and wife beater
shirts, and fanning themselves as they talked about how damn hot it
was.

When my mom was in the car, the air conditioner was going. You could
barely feel it in the back, but it was circulating. Unfortunately, after she
killed the engine, the temperature in the car started to go up.

Lle OyB 3eneHuil “moK” 3 MOBrol0 MOAPSIMHMHOI HA MACAKUPCHKIH
CTOpOHI 1 BEJIMKOIO BMSTHHOIO Ha MepeaHboMy Kpuii. Bona npuadana
HOro 1I1e 10 TOTO, K sl MOTJIa IIOCh MIPHUralaTH — TOH aBTOMOOLIH OyB
cTapimuii 3a MeHe. Mama po3IoBiziaia, K TaTo MOBi3 1 Ha aBToOazap i
TOPTYBaBCs 3 HEUECHUM IPOAABIIEM, BUOMBAIOUM Kpamly I[iHy. TaTo i
cam OyB IpojaBIieM, TOX 3HaB yci npuiioMu. Came TOMy BiH TakK 4acTo
OyBaB y BIAPSAIKEHHSIX.

Konu s Oyna maioro, TaTo BCTAHOBUB Ha 3aJHHOMY CHJIIHHI JUTSYE
aBTOKpiciio. BiH 3aBXau THIBHO CTEXHB, 100 s Oyna HaIiiHO
MpUCTIOHYTA.

—To6i TaM 3pydHO i Oe3MeYHO, Masied0? — 3aMUTyBaB BiH.

Ta Koyu TaTo iXaB y BiApsKeHHs, MaMa 3aHypIOBaiacs B JeNpecio. i
OyJ10 Gaiimysxe, un MpUCTiOHyTa s 1 um B Oesrerti. [lepen Bui3jom BoHa
KHjaajga depe3 Iede: “‘cimail Hazax — y TeOe JecsaTh CeKyH, 100
npuctionyTtucsa. He Bcruraem — 1Bo1 mpobnemu. ["amaent, s maro gac
yekaTu Ha Te0e Bech IeHb?”’

Haituacrime BoHa Bo3uja MEHe JIHILIE A0 MPOAYKTOBOro Marasuny. He
70 NIpy3iB, HE HA JUTSYNN MalWJTaHYHMK 1 HE KYIUCh PO3BAKHUTUCT —
TUIBKH JI0 CyliepMapkeTy. AGO Ha 3ampaBky.

Komau meni 6yno yotupu, a TaTo 3HOBY OyB Yy B1JI'13/l1, BOHA B35JIa MEHE
3 c00010 B MICTO. I HE 3MOryIa cCaMOCTIHO 3aCTIOHYTH peMiHb O€3MeKH
1 MpOCTO clj1a Ha 3aJIHbOMY CHJIIHHI 32 BOAIMCbKUM. PeMiHb nepeTrckan
MeHI 1o i 6oJsiue Bpi3aBcs y LIKipY, alie s 3Haina — CKapKUTUCS He
MOJKHA.

bing marasuHy s XoTija IiTH 3 HEO, Ta BOHA HE JI03BOJIWIIA.

— MeHi Tpeba KynuTu KilbKa pedel, — cKas3alia BOHa, IIepeKuIatoun
yepe3 Iieue BeNUKY (ioJIeTOBY CyMKy. — 3ajuimaiics B MamuHi. He
BIJIBOJIIKAl MEHE.

IToTiM 3aMKHYJIa MEHE BCEpPEIMHI.

Bona poOuna tak yxxe He pa3. Toro AHs cTOsja HECTepIHa CIeEKa.
Hacrinpku cuibHa, 110 BCi JOBKOJIA XOAWJIM B IIOpTax 1 Maiikax,
0o0MaxyBaJTUCs, YAM JOBEICTHCS, i OE3yIMMHHO CKapKHITUCS.
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At first, it wasn’t too bad. Hot, but I didn’t mind hot. Then it got hotter.
So hot, it was hard to breathe. You know why it’s hard to breathe when
it’s hot? Heat causes molecules to disperse, so each breath takes in less
oxygen.

I was suffocating.

She said she would be right back. As I waited, it became clear it wasn’t
going to be a quick grocery trip like she promised. But if I got out of the
car, there would be consequences. Bad consequences.

So I sat there, the sweat beading on my forehead. And my eyes drifted
shut.

I was jarred awake by pounding on my window. It was a woman about
my mother’s age. I lifted my head and blinked my bleary eyes. The
woman was yelling. “Are you okay? Can you open the door?”

I didn’t know what to do. My mom would be angry if [ opened the door.
But this woman kept pounding on the window. My head hurt. So I
unlocked the car, and before I knew it, the woman was wrenching the
door open.

Even though it was at least ninety degrees outside, the fresh air felt
good. I took a gulp of air.

“Oh my God,” the woman was saying as she unbuckled my seatbelt and
pulled me from the car. I weighed very little, even for my age, and she
lifted me easily. “Are you okay? Can you say anything?”

There was concern in her eyes. My mom never looked like that. Too
bad this woman couldn’t take me home. I could be her kid instead.

“I’m okay.”
“What the hell do you think you’re doing?”” My mother’s voice rang out
across the parking lot. “What are you doing to my child?”

Konmu mama Oyna B MamivHi, KOHAMIIIOHEp MpaltoBaB. Bin maiibke He
3MIHIOBAaB CHUTYyallii, aje MOBITPs BCE X MUPKYyIoBaso. Ha xainp, micis
TOrO, SIK BOHA BHMKHYJIa JBUTYH, TEMIlepaTypa B MallHHI IOYaia
nigaiMatucs. Creprry crieka 37aBajiacs TEPIUMOIO, M s Maibke He
3BakaJia Ha Hel. Ta 3ro1oM MoBITPst pO3KAPHIIOCS TaK, IO KOXKEH MOIUX
JaBaBCs 3yCWUISIM. Y 3alyXy IOUXaTd Baxkdye, 00 HArpiTe MOBITPs
PO3IIUPIOETHCS: MOJIEKYJH PO3XOIATHCS Jali OJHA Bill OAHOI, 1 3
KOXXHHUM BJIMXOM JI0 OpTaHi3My HaJIXOIUTh MCHIIIE KUCHIO.

51 He MorJIa TUXaTy.

Mawma moo0irsiia, mo CKopo MmoBepHeThes. [1oku st yekaia, 3po3ymina,
IO I MOI3/IKa 33 MPOIyKTaMu OyJie HE HACTUIBKU IIBUKOIO, K BOHA
Kazayia. Ajie SKIIO s BUIAY 3 MalldHU, IIe MaTuMe Haciiaku. [loraHi
HACIIIKH.

Tox s cuaina BcepenuHi, ¥ MIT BUCTYNMUB HAa MOeMy 4oui. Moi odi
3aIUTFOIIMIIHCS.

S oTsamMuiacs BiJ CUJIBHOTO CTYKOTY B MOe€ BikHO. Lle Oyna iHka Ha
BUIJISI BIKY MO€1 MaMH. $I MOTJIsiHyJia Bropy 1 KIINHYJIa 3aTyMaHEHUM
TIOTJISIOM.

— 3 To0or10 Bce rapasza? Tu Moxenn BITYMHUTH JBep1? — Kprudayia BOHa.
S we 3Hama, mo pobutu. Mos mama poziznunacs 0, SkOUW s Tomi
BiunHWIa ABepl. JKiHKa MpOJOBXKYBAaTH TproKaTH y BikHO. ['onoBa
6ominma. Tox s po30iOKyBajJa MalIMHY, 1, HEpUI HIDK YCTHIJIA
3pearyBaTH, BOHA BK€ BIUHHSIIA JIBEPI.

[Torpu Te, 1110 Ha ByUIIi OyJ10 IOHAWMEHIIIE TPUILST IPaIyCiB, CBIXKE
NoBITPst OyJ10 pueMHUM. Sl rMOOKO BAUXHYJIA.

— boske Miif, — moBTOproBaa xiHka, BiZIcTiOar0un peMiHb Oe3MeKu Ta
BUTATYIOUM MEHE 3 MaluHu. S Oyna XyAopJisBOIO, HaBITh Ha CBIH BIK.
— 3 To6oto0 Bce rapasn? Moxken mock ckazatu?

Kinka Burnsiansa 3HepBoBaHo0. Most MaMa HiKoJIM Takoro He Oyia. Ha
’aJlb, Ta )KIHKa He MorJia 3a0patu MeHe 3 co0or0. S Morna 6u crartu ii
TUTHHOIO.
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My mother and the woman started yelling at each other. The woman was
saying I could have died. My mother told her to mind her own damn
business. The woman said she was going to report my mother. Finally,
my mom shoved me back into the Dodge and we took of before I had a
chance to get my seatbelt buckled again.

“What did you unlock the door for?” she snapped at me.

“It was hot.”

“Well, I hope it was worth it. Now she’s going to report me for being a
terrible parent and you’re going to get taken away from us. They’ll put
you in a foster home. You’ll never see me or your father again.”

The thought of never seeing my mom again? Not so bad. But the thought
of never seeing my father again made me sick. So sick, I had to make
her pull over so I could vomit.

— Bce rapasna.

— Slxoro pinpka Bu podbute? — Kpuk marepi JyHaB Ha BCIO CTOSIHKY.
— 1o Bu pobuTe 3 MOEIO AUTHHOIO?

XKinku mouanmu cBaputucs MK cobor. Ta, mo BpsTyBajga MeEHeE,
3ayBa)KWJIa, 10 S MOTJIa 3aruHyTH. MaMma ke ckaszania il He Ji3TH He Y
cBOi cripaBu. Mosi pATIBHMIIS BIJAMOBLNA, IO MOAACTh HA MOIO Mamy
ckapry. Bpemri-pemr Mama 3amToBXHyJIa MEHE Ha3aa y “moK”’, 1 MU
MOTXaJIM 3 HEMPHUCTIOHYTUM peMEHEM OE3IeKH.

— Hagimo v BigunHmIa 1Bepi? — KpUKHYJIa HA MEHE MaMa.

— Byno gyxe criekoTHo.

— Hy, cnogiBarocs, 1ie Oyno Toro Bapte. Ternep BoHa MoAacTh HA MEHE
CKapry 3a Te, IO s moraHa matu. Tebe 3a0epyTh 1 BiImaayTh y
npuiioMHy cimM'to. Tu Oiiplie HIKOJIM HE MOOAYMIT aHI MEHE, aHl CBOTO
OarbKa.

Jymka mpo Te, 1o s OuibIle HikoJu He mobady Mamy? He Taka Bxke i
noraxa. AJjie BiJ] caMuX CIIiB, IO s OUIbIIIE HIKOIM He To0avy TaTa, MeHe
3HyAMI0. Tak CHUIIBbHO, IO 5 HOMIPOCHIIA ii 3yMTUHHUTHUCS 1 BUOITIOBaja BCe,
110 OyJIO y LUTYHKY.
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Chapter 2. Lexical, semantic and stylistic features of the fiction text in
Ukrainian translation (based on the book One by one by Freida McFadden)

2.1 The author’s biography, genre and thematic characteristics of the book One by one

Freida McFadden is a popular, best-selling American writer known for her thrillers. In
addition to her literary work, she is a doctor specializing in traumatic brain injuries. Her bestseller,
The Housemaid, was adapted into a successful film of the same name in 2025. The film hit $300
million at the box office (The Hollywood Reporter, January 28, 2026).

McFadden grew up in Midtown Manhattan with one sibling. Her parents, who later
divorced, worked in the medical field: her father was a psychiatrist and her mother — a podiatrist.
From childhood, she aspired to become a doctor. She attended one of New York’s most prestigious
and demanding schools and later noted that it was the institution’s rigorous academic standards
that largely shaped her work ethic and attitude towards learning (The Times, December 16, 2025).

McFadden then studied mathematics at Harvard University. She subsequently enrolled in
medical school, choosing to become a doctor, while continuing to write fiction and sending her
manuscripts to publishers and literary agents. During this period, she managed to combine her
intensive studies with her creative work, producing material that would later form the basis of her
first published works (The Times, December 16, 2025).

After completing her medical training, McFadden began publishing fiction independently.
Her debut novel, The Devil Wears Scrubs (2013), drew heavily on her own experiences as a
medical intern and her observations during clinical training. This book marked the starting point
of her writing career and demonstrated her desire to combine the medical world with literary
storytelling. ( The New York Times, June 23, 2024)

One by One is a murder-mystery thriller that tells the story of six friends who get lost in
the woods and are picked off one by one. A group of coworkers travels to a remote location for a
company getaway, hoping to strengthen teamwork and unwind. However, what begins as a routine
trip quickly turns sinister when communication with the outside world is cut off. Soon, members
of the group start disappearing — or turning up dead — one by one. As fear and suspicion grow,
hidden secrets and personal conflicts come to light. Each character becomes both a potential victim
and a suspect. The protagonist must navigate paranoia, deception, and rising danger to uncover the
truth before it’s too late. The story builds suspense through unexpected twists, ultimately revealing
that the threat comes not from outside — but from someone within the group.

The thriller is a genre of fiction that encompasses many interrelated subgenres, including
crime, detective fiction and elements of horror. Its main characteristic lies in creating a tense
atmosphere that evokes strong emotions in the reader or viewer: tension, excitement, surprise,
anticipation, and anxiety. Thrillers make extensive use of a variety of narrative techniques,
including red herrings, unexpected plot twists, unreliable narrators and open endings that keep the
reader in suspense. The plot of such works usually revolves around an antagonist who creates
obstacles that the protagonist has to overcome (Filmsite, May 27, 2023).

Freida McFadden’s novel One by One effectively demonstrates the key features of the
thriller genre. The author skillfully creates an atmosphere of tension and uncertainty, gradually
heightening the reader’s sense of unease. The characters’ isolation and the confined setting make
the story even more intense, as they are forced to interact with one another and are unable to escape
the danger. Particularly interesting is how the theme of mistrust is explored in the work: almost
every character is capable of arousing suspicion, which is in line with classic thriller conventions.
Unexpected plot twists and the gradual unravelling of secrets keep the reader hooked right up to
the very end.


https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_New_York_Times
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In the novel One by One, Freida McFadden uses literary devices to maintain tension and
intrigue throughout.

However, irony, sarcasm and emotionally charged vocabulary are particularly interesting
for analysis. Irony and sarcasm help the author create a contrast between the external situation and
the characters’ inner states, highlighting their fears, doubts and hidden motives. Emotionally
charged vocabulary, in turn, deepens the psychological impact of the text, allowing the reader to
feel tension, anxiety or surprise alongside the characters.

This is important because it is precisely through these techniques that the thriller acquires
not only a dynamic plot but also psychological depth, making the reader an active participant in
the story. In conclusion, it can be said that Freida McFadden skillfully combines plot intrigue with
emotional and ironic language, making her work a classic thriller that is, at the same time,
psychologically rich and captivating for the reader.

2.2 The notion and typology of irony, sarcasm and emotionally charged vocabulary

Stylistic devices, or figures of speech, are essential in enriching literature by adding layers
of meaning, enhancing depth, and contributing to its artistic expression. They are the hues that
bring life to the canvas of prose, poetry, drama, and non-fiction, enriching the work’s vibrancy
and captivating the reader’s senses (Crystal, 2003, p. 230).

Stylistic devices operate across all levels of language — phonology, morphology,
lexicology, and syntax. Authors use them to highlight important ideas, spark the reader’s interest,
and make the text more engaging. These devices serve as tools for creativity and help capture
attention (Hamawand, 2023, p. 9). They are primarily used to enhance clarity, although in rare
cases they may make a message less straightforward. Effective writing generally relies on a clear
purpose, logical organization, well-formed sentences, accurate word choice, and correct grammar.
Within this framework, stylistic devices play an important role by creating connections between
the text and the reader. They help engage the reader more deeply, encouraging them to imagine
the characters, setting, plot, conflicts, and resolutions. As a result, readers become more
emotionally involved, develop empathy for the characters, and begin to perceive the events of the
text as vivid and real (Hamawand, 2023, p. 11).

In One by one, Freida McFadden makes extensive use of stylistic devices that significantly
enhance the emotional intensity and psychological depth of the narrative. Among these, particular
attention should be paid to irony, sarcasm, and emotionally charged vocabulary, which serve as
key tools for shaping the reader’s perception of characters, events, and the underlying tensions in
the story. This section will therefore focus on a detailed analysis of these stylistic elements,
examining how each operates within the novel and contributes to the overall impact of the
narrative.

Irony can generally be defined as expressing something in a way that conveys a meaning
opposite to its literal interpretation, while still allowing the intended message to be understood.
This definition applies not only to speech and thought but also to a broader perspective on life,
where an ironic outlook may be seen as a tendency to perceive and present reality through
contradiction or contrast. There are numerous ways in which a speaker or writer can imply the
opposite of what is explicitly stated, and irony is often used as a more subtle and polite alternative
to direct or confrontational expression. However, meeting the basic definition of irony does not
guarantee effectiveness or stylistic success, as its impact largely depends on context, intention, and
the skill with which it is employed (Goldman, 2017, p. 141).

There are three different types of irony:

1. Dramatic irony. The audience might be aware of an impending disaster or a key secret,
while the characters remain unaware, creating an ironic situation in which their actions and
perceptions contrast sharply with reality (Colston, Gibbs, 2007, p.492).
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2. Situational irony. This type of irony occurs when the outcome of a situation is the
opposite of what the audience, characters, or both would logically anticipate, often leading to a
surprising or paradoxical result (Colston, Gibbs, 2007, p. 467).

3. Verbal irony. It is defined as a situation where a speaker says one thing but means
another, typically the opposite of what is stated. This form of irony relies on the contradiction
between the literal meaning of the words and the intended meaning, often for purposes such as
emphasis, humour, or criticism (Colston, Gibbs, 2007, p. 468).

Let us consider the following examples:

(1-s) It was just a boob job. Not life or death (McFadden, 2020, p. 34). — (1-t) Ie 6yna
npoCmo naacmuka epyoet, a He NUMAaHH HCUMms Yu cmMepmi.

It is an example of verbal irony. The words downplay the situation, but the real sentiment
implies that the event feels significant. Here, the irony highlights the contrast between the triviality
of cosmetic surgery and the emotional weight the characters attach to it.

(2-s) If the two of us go out on a boat into the middle of the lake, I have a bad feeling only
one of us will come back alive (McFadden, 2020, p. 23). — (2-t) Axwo mu 6060x sutioemo Ha
YOBHI HA CepeduHy 03epd, Y MeHe € nocane nepeouymmsi, wo MmilbKu OOUH 3 HAC NOBEPHEMbCs
HCUBUM.

This is situational irony because a simple boat trip, which should be safe, is exaggerated in
the protagonist’s mind as life-threatening. The humour comes from the contrast between the
ordinary situation and her dramatic expectation. McFadden uses this to reveal the protagonist’s
anxious, sarcastic personality and the tension in her relationship.

Sarcasm is the use of statements that intentionally express the opposite of their literal
meaning in order to mock, criticize, or hurt someone’s feelings, often in a humorous way
(Cambridge dictionary).

Most people believe that irony and sarcasm are the same thing, but in reality, they are not.
Sarcasm is always directed at a specific object or person who is being mocked or criticized, so it
is important to distinguish it clearly from simple irony. Whilst irony can be more neutral or even
playful, without necessarily having a specific “target”, sarcasm usually contains an element of
sharp mockery and aims to highlight flaws or elicit a negative reaction. It is precisely this targeted
mockery that makes sarcasm harsher and often more emotionally charged compared to irony
(Joshi, Bhattacharyya, Carman, 2019, p.10).

Our accumulated understanding of sarcasm gives the impression that we fully grasp it, as
it seems simple and easy to use. However, scientific research suggests that sarcasm is far more
complex and less obvious than it might appear at first glance (Lewandowska-Tomaszczyk,
Trojszczak, 2022, p. 230). Over the years, many so-called experts have expressed their views on
this phenomenon, each approaching its interpretation in their own way. This makes it difficult to
draw a clear line between its various manifestations. It is precisely this diversity of approaches
that demonstrates the contradictory nature of sarcasm: for some, it is a way of expressing approval
or wit, whilst for others, it is a sign of malice or even weakness of character. In modern
communication, sarcasm is used increasingly often and is frequently perceived as a means of
gaining support and recognition within a group (Lewandowska-Tomaszczyk, Trojszczak, 2022, p.
233).

Irony is not always obvious to the listener, as understanding it often requires knowledge of
the context of the statement, the speaker’s characteristics, as well as cultural and historical realities;
this is precisely why the absence of a literal meaning can lead to ambiguity and open the door to
various, sometimes even contradictory, interpretations (Lewandowska-Tomaszczyk, Trojszczak,
2022, p.235).

In our understanding, the key difference between irony and sarcasm lies in their intention
and effect. Irony is generally a broader and more neutral device, where the intended meaning
differs from the literal one and often depends on context for interpretation. It can be subtle,
humorous, or thought-provoking, without necessarily targeting anyone. Sarcasm, on the other
hand, is more direct and sharper; it usually carries a critical or mocking tone and is aimed at a


https://www.google.com.ua/search?hl=uk&gbpv=1&dq=sarcasm+vs+irony&pg=PA40&printsec=frontcover&q=inauthor:
https://www.google.com.ua/search?hl=uk&gbpv=1&dq=sarcasm+vs+irony&pg=PA40&printsec=frontcover&q=inauthor:
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specific person, idea, or situation. While irony invites reflection, sarcasm tends to emphasize
ridicule or disapproval.

However, as we have seen, the boundary between irony and sarcasm is not always clear-
cut. Both rely heavily on context, tone, and the speaker’s intention, which can lead to multiple
interpretations. This complexity makes their distinction not only theoretical but also highly
dependent on real examples in use.

Therefore, we will examine specific passages from One by One by Freida McFadden,
comparing how irony and sarcasm function in context. By analyzing these examples, we aim to
better understand how each device operates in practice and how they contribute to meaning, tone,
and characterization within the text.

For example:

(3-s) I look down at the two sets of luggage on our bed. Noah’s with the clothes stuffed
haphazardly inside, and mine with everything folded neatly. What if I told him I didn’t want to go?
Would he freak out? Or would he be relieved that he doesn’t have to spend the next week with
someone he hates? (McFadden, 2020, p.15). — (3-t) 4 ousnioca na 06i 6anizu Ha HAWOMY TIHCK).
YV Hos 00se nabumuti 6e31aono, a 8 Moitll 8aizi 6ce ckiaderHo akypamuo. A wo, sakou s ckasana
uomy, wjo e xouy ixamu? Bin 6u poznromuecs? Abo s nonecuieno 3imxmys, wo He 008e0emvCsl
NPOBOOUMU HACMYNHULL MUNCOEHb 3 HIOOUHOTO, AKY GIH HeHABUOUMb ?

(4-s) What the hell do you need so much stuff for? — he grumbles. We 're only going for a
week (McFadden, 2020, p.22). — (4-t) Hasiwo mob6i max 6azamo peueti, — 6ypkrye Hou. — Mu
i0emo 8cb020 Ha MUNCOEHD.

In the first excerpt, the irony is conveyed through the protagonist’s inner thoughts: she
muses that her husband might even be glad not to have to spend time with her. There is no direct
mockery or insult here — on the contrary, it is a subtle, hidden contrast between what a relationship
“should be” and what it actually is. The irony works through subtext and conveys the heroine’s
emotional state, her insecurity and disappointment.

The second example already contains sarcasm. Here, there is a direct, sharp retort aimed at
another person, with the aim of mocking or criticizing their behaviour. Unlike irony, sarcasm
sounds more aggressive and overt; it conveys irritation and a desire to sting the other person.

(5-s) From the moment we got married, laundry automatically became my responsibility.
There was no discussion. The wife does the laundry. End of story (McFadden, 2020, p.11). — (5-
t) 3 mMomenmy Hawio2o Gecinisi NPAHHSL AGMOMAMUYHO CMANO MOEK 8i0nosioanvhicmy. bes
062060penns. [pyscuna 3aiumaemocsa npanuam. Kineys pozmosu.

(6-s) Do you think while I'm doing laundry, I'm thinking to myself, ‘Oh, here’s Noah's
UChicago shirt—better put that somewhere speciall, instead of the drawer where I put every other
shirt of his I've ever washed in the history of doing laundry’?” (McFadden, 2020, p. 10). — (6-t)
Tu oymacw, wo koau s nepy oOinusny, mo oymar cobi: «O, ye ¢pymoorxa Hos 3 manucom
“yHieepcumem Yuxaeo’ — 3aKuHy-HO il 6 sKeCb ocobuse micye, a He 8 WYXs0y, KyOu s CKAaoao
8Ci IHWI 1i020 peyi, AKI 5 KOIUu-HebyOb npana 3a 6cio iCmopito NpanHsa? ».

The first excerpt employs irony. The protagonist describes the situation as though it were
a natural and indisputable rule, but in reality, she is highlighting the absurdity and injustice of such
a division of roles. The irony here is evident in the contrast between the outwardly calm tone and
the underlying dissatisfaction and criticism of gender stereotypes.

Sarcasm appears in the second example. The protagonist deliberately exaggerates and
mocks the situation to highlight just how absurd her partner’s expectations are. It is a direct,
emotional and somewhat sharp retort intended as criticism, which is a characteristic feature of
sarcasm.

The main difference between irony and sarcasm lies in their purpose and tone. Irony is
more subtle and gentle: it conveys meaning through the contrast between what is said and what is
actually meant. Sarcasm, on the other hand, is a harsher form that is directly aimed at mocking or
criticizing and is often offensive or derisive in nature.
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Emotionally charged vocabulary or emotive language cannot be reduced to language that
is merely “emotional” in tone. Rather, it refers to a deliberate linguistic strategy aimed at eliciting
specific feelings or reactions from the reader. In this sense, emotive language is inherently
subjective, much like colloquial expression, as it reflects personal attitudes and evaluative
perspectives rather than objective facts. At the same time, it is neither practically nor theoretically
sound to classify every lexical item in the dictionary as strictly emotive or non-emotive, since the
emotional impact of a word often depends on context, connotation, and usage. Nevertheless, there
are certain words and phrases that can reasonably be regarded as carrying emotive force in most
situations. Examining such examples helps to illustrate the type of language typically associated
with appeals to emotion, as opposed to arguments grounded in logic and rationality (Osmond,
2024, p. 2005).

In the context of storytelling, language functions far more than a simple medium for
transmitting information; it can evoke emotions, forge connections, and leave a profound and
lasting impression on the audience. Emotive language, in particular, serves as a powerful rhetorical
device that writers and speakers intentionally employ to elicit emotional responses, construct vivid
imagery, and cultivate a shared emotional experience with their readers or listeners (Nelson, 2025,
p- 19).

Unlike neutral or purely objective language, emotive language is characterized by its
purposeful selection of words, phrases, and literary devices specifically designed to provoke
particular feelings. It engages the audience’s sensory imagination, personal memories, and cultural
associations, thereby fostering a deeper sense of resonance and involvement (Nelson, 2025, p. 20).
By activating strong emotional responses, emotive language significantly amplifies a narrative’s
overall effect, making it more compelling, memorable, and persuasive.

In our view, the use of emotionally charged vocabulary is one of the key means of
influencing the audience: it helps build tension, evoke empathy, immerse the reader in the
atmosphere of the work and make them more engaged in the unfolding events. Without emotional
colouring, the text would often appear dry and detached, whereas it is precisely emotions that lend
the story depth and expressiveness. The influence of emotive vocabulary is particularly noticeable
in One by One by Freida McFadden. Thanks to a skillful choice of words and phrases, the author
succeeds in creating an atmosphere of tension, anxiety and uncertainty that keeps the reader in a
constant state of emotional suspense. Emotionally charged language enhances the psychological
effect, helps to better reveal the characters’ inner states, and makes the plot more dynamic and
captivating.

We can therefore conclude that emotive vocabulary is not merely a stylistic device, but an
important tool that significantly shapes the reader’s perception of the work. We examine specific
examples of its use in this paper to analyse in greater detail how it works in practice and what
effect it has.

(7-s) Nails on a chalkboard irritating (McFadden, 2020, p.9). — (7-t) [pamye, mos
CKpe2im Hiemie no K1acHiul 0ouyi.

This is a striking example of an emotional metaphor that conveys intense irritation through
a sensory image. As a result, the reader does not merely understand but literally “feels” the level
of discomfort, which heightens the emotional impact of the text.

(8-s) At the end of this week, only one of us will make it home alive (McFadden, 2020, p.9).
— (8-t) Hanpuxinyi yb020 mudsicts miibKu 0OUH i3 HAC NOBEPHEMbCL 0000MY HCUBUM.

This sentence creates a powerful emotional impact through its dramatic build-up. It sounds
cold and almost menacing, creating an atmosphere of anxiety and a sense of impending danger,
which is characteristic of a thriller.

(9-s) I don’t know when I started to hate my husband (McFadden, 2020, p.9). — (9-t) A ne
3Hat0, 8IOKOIU NOYANLA HEHABUOTMU YOJIOBIKA.

It demonstrates a powerful emotional openness. It conveys the heroine’s deep inner conflict
and the gradual shift in her feelings, making the character more realistic and psychologically
complex.
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(10-s) I meant it with every fiber of my being (McFadden, 2020, p.9). — (10-t) A ckazana
ye 8i0 WuUpo2o cepys....

In this case, the emotional impact is heightened through exaggeration, emphasizing the
heroine’s sincerity and the depth of her feelings. Such vocabulary helps to convey the intensity of
her emotions and draws the reader into the character’s emotional world.

This chapter has analysed the use of irony, sarcasm and emotionally charged vocabulary
as key stylistic devices in Frida McFadden’s novel One by One. Each of these devices plays a
significant role in creating the psychological depth of the characters and the work’s tense
atmosphere. Irony exploits the contrast between the literal and intended meanings, revealing the
characters’ inner conflicts and creating an opportunity for a deeper understanding of the text.
Sarcasm, with its directness and critical subtext, adds sharpness to the text and intensifies the
emotional impact, whilst emotionally charged vocabulary engages the reader on a sensory level,
deepening their emotional involvement. According to the statistics, the distribution of irony,
sarcasm and emotionally charged vocabulary in the text is as follows: irony (22%), sarcasm (33%),
and emotionally charged vocabulary (45%). (See Appendix A)

All these techniques complement one another, creating a multi-layered picture of the
characters’ emotional and psychological states, maintaining intrigue and tension throughout the
novel. They not only enhance the text’s expressiveness but also help shape complex, multifaceted
interactions among the characters, which is essential for the development of the thriller’s plot.
Through the skillful use of irony, sarcasm and emotionally charged vocabulary, McFadden
achieves not only the reader’s emotional engagement but also psychological tension, making the
work more dynamic and gripping.

2.3 Translation techniques and challenges of rendering the meaning of stylistically marked
lexical units

According to Peter Newmark (1988, p. 5), translation is rendering the meaning of a text
into another language in such a way that it faithfully reflects the author's original intent, while also
considering the nuances of the target language. The translation of stylistic devices such as irony,
sarcasm and emotionally charged vocabulary presents a significant challenge, as it requires not
only the accurate rendering of meaning but also the preservation of the author’s communicative
intention and emotional impact on the reader.

In this translation project, we follow the classification proposed by L. Molina and
A. Hurtado Albir (2004). For the research, the material was selected through a targeted choice of
language units from the novel One by One by Freida McFadden, which contain examples of irony,
sarcasm and emotionally charged vocabulary, to trace various ways of conveying them in
translation. The selection process took into account the lexical, stylistic and pragmatic features of
the utterances that influence the interpretation and perception of the text. This approach ensured
the representativeness of the sample and made it possible to assess the effectiveness of various
translation strategies in reproducing the emotional and expressive component of the original.

When translating irony, sarcasm and emotionally charged vocabulary in McFadden’s
novel, the most commonly used techniques are literal translation, modulation, adaptation,
amplification, reduction and established equivalent.

According to L. Molina and A. Hurtado Albir (2004, p. 510), literal translation is a
technique in which the translation preserves the structure and function of the original so precisely
that the form of the source text corresponds to its meaning. In other words, the translation renders
words or expressions as closely as possible to the original without altering their semantic or
syntactic function; however, this does not necessarily mean a direct word-for-word translation.

Let’s consider some examples from the book:

(11-s) Maybe it’s because they don’t have children (McFadden, 2020, p.38). — (11-t)
Mooicauso, momy wjo 8 Hux Hemae oimeti.
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(12-s) If it were in the drawer, why would I be asking you about it? (McFadden, 2020, p.
10). — (12-t) Ax6u 6ona byna 6 wiyxnnodi, mo yozo 6 s1 mebe npo Hei numag?

(13-s) Don'’t be fooled. If a deer had the chance, it would kill you and everyone you care
about (McFadden, 2020, p.38). — (13-t) He Oaiime cebe 060ypumu. Hxbu oneHvb mas maxy
ModIcIUBicmy, 8iH 6u 66U mebe i 6cix, xmo mooi dopo2uii.

Literal translation is used in all three sentences, in accordance with the examples: irony,
sarcasm and emotionally charged vocabulary. Their grammatical structure and vocabulary could
be easily and naturally rendered in Ukrainian without any loss of meaning. Every word or phrase
had a direct equivalent in the translation, which allowed the original meaning to be conveyed
accurately. Furthermore, the author’s style in these sentences is simple, neutral and clear, so it did
not require any additional adaptations or cultural substitutions. The use of literal translation
ensured that the clarity, logic and coherence of the text were preserved, whilst also conveying the
author’s style as closely as possible to the original.

Modulation is a technique in which the translator alters the point of view, focus, or
cognitive category of the source text to convey the meaning naturally in the target language. In
other words, rather than a direct, literal reproduction, the angle or manner of expressing an idea is
shifted, preserving the meaning but changing the form or perspective (Molina & Hurtado Albir,
2004, p. 510).

Now, let us take a closer look at some examples:

(14-s) We'll be sticking to the hotel and its amenities most of the week, and if we do venture
out, we will keep to circumscribed locations like hiking trails for lame-o city slicker tourists
(McFadden, 2020, p. 14). — (14-t) binvwy uyacmuny mudicHs Mu npogedemo 6 2omeii,
KOPUCIYIOUUCH U020 3PYUHOCMAMU, 4 AKWO U SUPYUUMO HA VIUYIO, MO MPUMATMUMEMOCS
8I08€0EHUX Mapupymie — 30Kpema, NIUOXIOHUX CMeNHCOK O HYOHUX MICbKUX MYPUCHIE.

This sentence employs modulation, as the translation shifts the focus and the way the idea
is presented to make it sound natural in Ukrainian. This is a striking example of the use of sarcasm.
The English phrase “lame-o city slicker tourists™ literally means boring/lame city tourists, but a
literal translation would sound unnatural. We therefore changed the phrase to boring city tourists,
retaining the ironic tone but adapting the image to the Ukrainian language. In other words, the
meaning remains the same, but the form and perspective from which the idea is conveyed have
changed for the reader.

(15-s) I certainly don’t want to admit the whole thing makes my chest burn with jealousy
(McFadden, 2020, p.33). — (15-t) 3BicHO, 51 HE XO4y BU3HABATH, [0 BCE II€ 3MYIIIYE MOE ceplle
MEeKTHU BiJl PEBHOIIIIB.

This is an example of emotionally charged vocabulary. This translation also employs
stylistic modulation, as the phrasing has been adapted to sound natural in Ukrainian. The English
phrase “makes my chest burn with jealousy” literally means “3my1mye Moo rpyiHy KIITKY MEKTH
BiJ peBHOIIIB” , but such a literal rendering would sound unnatural. It has therefore been translated
as ‘“3myImrye Moe cepiie ekt Bij peBHomiB” — shifting the focus from the chest to the heart,
which is more emotionally natural and understandable to the Ukrainian reader. The meaning and
emotional impact are preserved, but the form and imagery have been adapted for a smooth and
natural reading experience.

(16-s) And when the minister declared us husband and wife, I patted myself on the back
for choosing the right guy (McFadden, 2020, p. 9). — (16-t) Toowc koau céawenux 02o10cus Hac
YOI08IKOM I OPYIHCUHOTIO, 51 ROXBANUNA ceDe 3a me, Wo 8UOPAA MO20 EOUHO2O0.

In this case, we are examining the use of irony. In translating the sentence, modulation is
applied, with the thought expressed in a different way while preserving its core meaning. In the
original, the author uses a metaphorical physical action (patting oneself on the back) to convey the
feeling of self-praise. A literal translation into Ukrainian would sound unnatural and lose its
emotional adequacy. Therefore, in the translation, the cognitive focus is shifted from a physical
action to the emotional sense of self-praise, which corresponds to the style and linguistic norms of
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the Ukrainian language. This allows the meaning and emotional colouring of the original to be
preserved, while maintaining its naturalness and clarity.

According to L. Molina and A. Hurtado Albir (2004, p. 509), adaptation is a technique used
by translators to replace a cultural element in the source text with an equivalent from the cultural
context of the target language. The aim is to make the text understandable, natural and culturally
appropriate for the target reader. In doing so, the meaning and function of the original are
preserved, whilst specific cultural details are altered.

(17-s) Stuffed into a six-person minivan like sardines with all the luggage we felt we
couldn’t possibly live without during our vacation at a swanky luxury inn (McFadden, 2020, p.7).
— (17-t) Bmucnuymi y wiecmumicHuit minieen, AK mioabKa. 3 2pomizoxum bazaxicem, 6e3 K020,
Ha Hauwly OYMKY, MU He 3Mo2nu O o0iumucs nid uyac GiONycmKku 6 eaimHomMy 2omeli,
3A0POHbLOBAHOMY HA WICMb OHIE.

This sentence is an example of a combination of irony and emotionally charged language,
as the situation described creates an exaggerated sense of awkwardness that contrasts with the
overall context, thereby creating an ironic effect and heightening the emotional impact. The
original text uses the English comparison “like sardines” to convey the idea of extreme crowding.
A literal translation would be “sx capmuan”, which is also understandable, but in Ukrainian the
word “Tronbka’ is more common and natural for a figurative comparison of a cramped space. This
is an example of adaptation, where a cultural and linguistic image is tailored to the target
audience’s perception. The English phrase “swanky luxury inn” literally means “po3kimina
nadocHa rorenpHa canuba”. A direct translation would sound awkward and would not quite
capture the cultural context. The translator therefore opted for “enmiTHuii rorens” , which conveys
the idea of luxury and prestige in a way that is understandable to readers.

(18-s) Because he’s become a huge jerk (McFadden, 2020, p.10). — (18-t) Bin cmas
YIIKOBUMUM 2I6HIOKOM.

This is an example of emotionally charged vocabulary with a negative connotation. A
literal translation might lose some of the emotional nuance, as these words sound more neutral and
fail to convey the full intensity of the anger and hostility. Therefore, the translation uses
“riBHIOK” — a stronger, cruder and more emotionally charged expression that best conveys the
character’s irritation, anger and emotional sharpness. This decision is an example of adaptation,
as we have altered the cultural and linguistic form to convey the emotional impact of the original
in a format that is natural and understandable.

Amplification is a form of translation in which additional details or explanations not found
in the source text are added in order to make the meaning clearer and more complete for the reader.
This may involve expanding on the information, clarifying the context, rephrasing, or using
additional explanatory elements, such as synonyms or subordinate clauses.

(19-s) Lindsay is positively beaming (McFadden, 2020, p.34). — (19-t) Jlinoci cae 6io
wacms.

This sentence is an example of emotionally charged language, as it conveys the character’s
intense positive emotional state and enhances the expressiveness of the description, creating a
vivid image of joy. In the original, “beaming” literally means “cBitutucs”, describing an outward
appearance or facial expression. We add the clarification “with happiness” to explain the reason
for this radiance. This detail was not explicitly stated in the source text, but the translation makes
the character’s emotional state clearer and more understandable to the reader. Thus, this is a slight
amplification through the explanation of the emotional context, which makes the scene more
emotionally rich.

(20-s) So sick, I had to make her pull over so I could vomit (McFadden, 2020, p.43). —
(20-t) Tak cunvro, Wo s nonpocuna it 3ynuHumucs i 6ubI08aa éce, Wyo OY10 y WIAYHKY.

The action is simply stated as: “vomit” — “BubmtoBatu”. The translation adds the detail
“Bce, mo Oyno y nutyHky”, which explains the intensity and severity of the condition, making the
emotional and physical sensation stronger and more vivid for the reader. In this way, the translation
expands on the source text, emphasizing the scale of the unpleasant sensation, which is the essence
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of linguistic amplification. This is an example of emotionally charged vocabulary with a strong
physiological and expressive impact, as the statement conveys an intense sense of discomfort and
heightens the realism of the situation described.

Here is one more example of linguistic amplification:

(21-s) I smooth out the light pink shorts I bought last week that show off what I think are
still some pretty nice legs (McFadden, 2020, p. 24). — (21-t) Po3zenaooicyro cgimno-podicesi uwopmu,
SAKI KYNUIAQ MUHYI020 MUIICHA U SKI RIOKPeCaooms Moi we 0ocums 2apHi, AK Ha Mill 6iK, HO2U.

Another example of emotionally charged vocabulary. This addition serves an important
semantic function: it clarifies the character’s inner stance regarding self-esteem. The original
simply conveys a positive attitude towards one’s appearance, but without a clear explanation of
what it is based on. In the translation, however, this attitude is made more specific — it becomes
clear that the assessment is not entirely confident or objective, but is linked to a particular life
context. Thus, the added element deepens the character’s psychological portrait, revealing a slight
hint of self-reflection and even self-doubt. This makes the character more realistic and relatable to
the reader, whilst also enhancing the emotional impact of the scene.

According to L. Molina and A. Hurtado Albir (2004, p. 509), an established equivalent is
a translation technique that involves using a ready-made, well-established counterpart in the target
language, which is already recorded in dictionaries or widely used by native speakers.

Let us consider some examples:

(22-s) Somehow, my fourth grader can wash his own clothes, but my adult husband is not
capable of it (McFadden, 2020, p. 10). — (22-t) Axumocs yurnom, miti 4emeepmoKIACHUK MOdice
nonpamu 1AcHUll 0052, Ha 8IOMIHY 8i0 M0O20 00POCII020 YOJI0BIKA.

In this sentence, we see an example of sarcasm. The author compares the abilities of two
people — a child and an adult man — which highlights the absurdity of the situation: the child is
capable of performing a simple task that the adult is unable to carry out. This is hyperbole and
irony in the context of family relationships, where simple duties, usually assigned to adults, are
unexpectedly carried out by a child, creating a comic effect. Thus, the established equivalent here
helps to make the text natural and understandable. At the same time, the use of this term in the
context of an ironic comparison with a man who is unable to wash his own clothes further
emphasizes the sarcastic undertone.

(23-s) “Hunting is barbaric,” Lindsay sniffs (McFadden, 2020, p. 38). — (23-t)
Tonosanns — ye 8apeapcmeo, — 3Hesaxiciugo Kadxce JIiHOci.

Another case with emotionally charged vocabulary. In this example, the expression
Hunting is barbaric, is translated as “Ilonroeanns — ye eapsapcmeo”, which is a standard and
widely understood phrase in the target language. The term “apsapcmeo ™ is commonly used in
Ukrainian to convey the concept of something cruel or primitive, and it directly captures the
meaning of the original without any distortion. This translation retains the same emotional nuance
as in the original sentence.

(24-s) But the thought of never seeing my father again made me sick (McFadden, 2020, p.
43). — (24-t) Ane 6i0 camux cnis, wo s Oinbule HIKOIU He nobawy mama, meHe 3HYOUO0.

In this example, the idiom “made me sick” is used to convey the physical and emotional
discomfort the character is feeling and to emphasize the irony in the relationship between parents
and child. This phrase is commonly used in Ukrainian to describe a reaction to a strong feeling of
revulsion or disgust. The original English text uses the expression “made me sick”, which literally
means “made me ill”. In the translation, this is rendered as “mene 3uyamno”, which is a typical
equivalent for conveying this feeling.

Linguistic compression is a translation technique in which some of the information from
the source text is omitted or condensed in the translation. In other words, the translation becomes
more concise than the original, whilst retaining the main message (Albir & Molina, 2004, p. 510).

(25-s)” Good to see you too, buddy,” Jack says (McFadden, 2020, p. 36). — (25-t) [ a2
paouti mebe bauumu, — gionosioac /[ocex.
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This is an example of sarcasm because the use of a familiar form of address and an
emphatically warm tone can contrast with the speaker’s actual emotions, creating a sarcastic effect.
In an English sentence, the word “buddy” not only serves a nominal function but also conveys the
tone of the utterance. In the translation, the form of address has been deliberately omitted; whilst
it adds a colloquial touch in the original, it is not essential for conveying the main meaning. Thanks
to this decision, the translation sounds more natural and stylistically neutral, without unnecessary
colloquial markers that might appear unnatural or excessive in this context. Furthermore, the
overall communicative intent of the remark is preserved, but without a potentially ambiguous or
stylistically overloaded element.

(26-s) I'm pretty sure it will never happen again (McFadden, 2020, p. 36). — (26-t) L{boc0
HIKOJIU He CIMAHembCsl.

This is considered as irony, since the statement takes the form of a categorical denial of a
future event, but in context may conceal doubt or the opposite meaning. The use of linguistic
compression in the translation helps to emphasize the protagonist’s resolve and her emotional
certainty regarding her decision. In the original text, the protagonist is still wavering, though
convinced that a return to the past is impossible; in the Ukrainian translation, however, this phrase
sounds more categorical, devoid of doubt and hesitation. This condensed statement conveys her
inner resistance and sense that her relationship with Noah is over. She no longer has any doubts
and leaves no room for hope that the relationship might be rekindled. Such a compression
emphasizes her emotional closure on this phase, making the heroine’s decision even firmer and
more convincing.

Based on the information provided above, it can be concluded that the most common
techniques for translating irony, sarcasm and emotionally charged vocabulary are literal translation
(29%), modulation (24%), adaptation (14%), amplification (19%), linguistic compression (10%)
and established equivalent (4%). (See appendix B)
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Conclusions

The translation of the thriller One by One and the subsequent analysis provide the following
conclusions:

1. We have translated a fragment from the thriller, which contains 40,870 characters. The
translation contains 38,792 characters.

2. We have analyzed the main features of the thriller One by One by Freida McFadden,
focusing on its stylistic and linguistic characteristics. The novel is written in vivid, expressive
language and is centered on psychological tension and suspense. Its main stylistic features include
irony and sarcasm, emotionally charged vocabulary, dynamic narration, and a significant amount
of dialogue, all of which contribute to a fast-paced, engaging narrative. We provided examples of
these features and analyzed the challenges of conveying them in translation while preserving the
original tone and emotional impact.

3. We identified and classified the concepts of irony, sarcasm, and emotionally colored
vocabulary while working with the thriller. As a result, we identified and examined their use in the
selected text fragment, determining the number of instances of each stylistic feature and analyzing
their role in creating emotional tension and conveying implicit meanings. According to the
statistics, the distribution is as follows: irony (22%), sarcasm (33%), and emotionally charged
vocabulary (45%).

4. We have described the translation techniques used to convey irony, sarcasm, and
emotionally colored vocabulary in the thriller One by One by Freida McFadden. While translating,
we relied on the classification of translation techniques proposed by Lucia Molina and Amparo
Hurtado Albir. We analyzed how these stylistic elements are rendered in translation and examined
the statistical data. The results are presented in the form of a pie chart, which can be found in
Appendix B. It was found that to translate irony, sarcasm, and emotionally charged vocabulary in
the thriller, we used the following translation techniques: literal translation (29%), modulation
(24%), adaptation (14%), amplification (19%), linguistic compression (10%) and established
equivalent (4%).

We can conclude that the translation of irony, sarcasm, and emotionally charged
vocabulary aims to preserve both meaning and expressive impact in the target language. The study
showed how these stylistic devices function in the original text and how they can be rendered in
translation while maintaining their emotional and pragmatic effect. It was found that successful
translation depends on accurately conveying not only the literal meaning, but also the implicit and
stylistic nuances of the text.

Future research may involve expanding the analysis to other works in the thriller genre in
order to identify universal and specific features of translating stylistically marked elements. In
addition, it would be beneficial to conduct an in-depth study of the rendering of irony, sarcasm,
and emotionally charged vocabulary, taking into account intercultural factors and the target
audience’s reception of the text.
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Appendices

Appendix A. Percentage of irony, sarcasm and
emotionally charged vocabulary in the fragment

® [rony
®m Sarcasm

= Emotionally charged
vocabulary
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Appendix B. Techniques of translating irony,
sarcasm and emotionally charged vocabulary

H Literal translation

® Modulation

= Adaptation

B Amplification

B Linguistic compression

= Established equivalent
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