Borys Grinchenko Kyiv Metropolitan University
Faculty of Romance and Germanic Philology
Linguistic and Translation Department

Translation project: The Silversmith by LJ Claren

IMepexaananbkuii mpoekT: nepexiaan kauru JI. k. Knapen “The Silversmith”

BA paper

Stupnytska Mariia
PERb12240d

Research supervisor:
Ihor Riazanov,
Ph.D.

[{um mianucom 3acBiAuyIo, 110 MO/IaH1 Ha 3aXUCT PYKOMHC Ta €IEKTPOHHUN JOKYMEHT
€ 1J€HTUYHI.

31.05.2026

Kyiv 2026



Contents

[y oo 13 Tox 1 o] 4 ISP 5
Chapter 1. Translation of The SIIVersmith...........cccccooieiiic i 6
Chapter 2. Rendering metaphors in Ukrainian translation of The Silversmith by LJ Claren........ 37
2.1. The definition of metaphor and ItS tYPES ........ccviiiiiiiieieee e 37
2.2. The overview of techniques for rendering Metaphors............ccooeviiiiiiiicienc i 38
2.3. Issues appearing in the process of metaphor translation ............cccceveiivnie e, 40
2.4. Defining metaphor types in the literary text The Silversmith by LJ Claren ....................... 41
2.5. Distinguishing techniques applied in the translation of the literary text The Silversmith by
[ O - 1o USRS P PRSI 42
(0] Tod 11151 o] S USSP PP PRPRIS 48
LSt OF FETRIBINCES ...ttt b e bbbt b e enes 49
N o] 0T [0 =SSOSR 51



Abstract

The first chapter presents the translation of a selected part of the novel The Silversmith.
The theoretical section of the second chapter provides an overview of the principal types of
conceptual metaphors, namely structural, orientational, and ontological metaphors, and outlines
the classification of translation techniques applied in the study. In addition, it examines the major
challenges that arise in the process of translating metaphorical expressions. The practical part is
based on the analysis of metaphor translation in the chosen part of the novel and the techniques
employed for rendering metaphorical imagery in the target language. The classification includes
such strategies as adaptation, amplification, reduction, borrowing, calque, compensation,
description, discursive creation, established equivalent, generalization,  linguistic
compression/amplification, literal translation, modulation, particularization, substitution,
transposition, variation. The analysis of these strategies makes it possible to identify the most
effective techniques for translating metaphors.

Key words: metaphor, translation strategies, The Silversmith, metaphor types
AHoOTAaIA

VY nepiiomy po3 i mpeacTaBieHo nepekiia oopanoi uactuau pomany “The Silversmith”.
VY TeopeTHuHill YacTHHI APYroro po3auly HaBEJAEHO OIJIAA OCHOBHUX THINB KOHUENTYalbHUX
MeTadop, a camMe CTPYKTYPHHX, OPIEHTAIIHHUX Ta OHTOJOTIYHHUX MeTadop, a TAaKOXK OMHCAHO
KjIacudikamio mnepexkiagalbkuX NPUHOMIB, IO 3aCTOCOBYIOThCS B poOoTi. Kpim Toro, y Hiit
pO3IIIAJAIOTECS OCHOBHI MpOOJeMH, L0 BHHUKAIOTH Y Mpolieci Nepekiany MeradopuyHuX
BupasiB. IIpakTuuHa yactuHa 6a3yeTbcs Ha aHali3l nepekiaay meradop y oOpaHiil yacTHHI
pOMaHy Ta IPUIMOMIB, 110 BUKOPUCTOBYIOTHCS JJIS BIATBOPEHHS METaQOPUUHUX 00pa3iB y MOBI
1inboBoro Tekery. Knacudikaris BkiIrodae Taki cTpaTerii, IK aJanTalis, HOCUJIEHHS, CKOPOUCHHS,
3aro3u4eHHs, KaJlbKa, KOMIICHCAIlisl, OMUC, TUCKYPCHBHE TBOPEHHS, YCTAJCHHW EKBIBAJICHT,
y3arajJbHEHHS, JIHTBICTUYHE CTHUCHEHHS/TIOCWJICHHS, JOCTIBHUN MepeKiaa, MOIYIsIlis,
KOHKpeTH3allisl, 3aMiHa, TPaHCHO3UIis, Bapialis. AHaii3 IUX CTpaTerid Jae 3MOry BU3HAUUTHU
HailepeKTHUBHIII TEXHIKH NepeKaay Metadop.

Kurouogi ciioBa: meradopa, crparerii nepexnany, “The Silversmith”, Tumu metadop



Introduction

In the modern context of cultural exchange and the growing demand for access to literature
in foreign languages, the translation of literary works plays an important role in expanding the
readership and improving cross-cultural communication. Literary translation enables texts of
diverse genres and themes to reach new audiences, thereby contributing to the dissemination of
cultural values and artistic expression. The relevance of this study lies in the necessity to ensure
both accessibility and adequate interpretation of literary texts in target language. Particular
attention is paid to the preservation of metaphorical expressions, which constitute an essential
component of the expressive and aesthetic fabric of a literary work and significantly influence its
stylistic impact.

The problem of metaphor and its translation has been extensively examined by both
Ukrainian and foreign scholars. Among Ukrainian researchers are Milova O., Morozova M. V.,
and Radetska S., who have studied ways to translate metaphors effectively and their functions;
Liashkova I. and Ostapenko S., who have analyzed difficulties arising in metaphor translation; and
Skrylnyk S. V. and Sydorenko Y., who have investigated the processes and specific features of
metaphorization, among others. Foreign scholars such as Alghbban M. and Ariansyah A. have
studied cultural aspects of metaphor translation; Baker M. and Kovecses Z. have examined
metaphor as a cognitive and communicative phenomenon; while Fuyuan Lei, Ciocioi V.,
Jankowiak K. & Lehka-Paul O., Ma G., Maalej Z., Mokhtar O., Molina L. & Hurtado Albir A.,
Nguyen Ngoc Vu, Prajoko, D. and Sayf M., among others, have contributed significantly to the
study of metaphor translation from cognitive, cultural, and stylistic perspectives.

The object of the research is metaphor in literary text The Silversmith by LJ Claren and its
translation.

The subject of the research is the translation techniques used in the process of rendering
metaphors into the target language.

The aim of the research is to analyse the peculiarities of metaphor translation in a literary
text. To achieve this aim, the following tasks have been set:

e to translate the literary text The Silversmith by LJ Claren;

e to identify types of metaphors;

e to determine the main difficulties arising in the process of metaphor translation;

e to analyze the classifications of translation techniques used for rendering
metaphors;

e to establish types of metaphors found in the text and explain techniques used for
their rendering in the translation of the literary text The Silversmith by LJ Claren.

The research material includes the selected part of the literary text The Silversmith by LJ
Claren, with a total volume of 56670 characters with spaces, as well as its translation with a total
volume of 54326 characters with spaces.

The research paper consists of an abstract, introduction, two chapters, conclusions, a list
of references and appendices.



Chapter 1. Translation of The Silversmith

Two more steps. Two more villagers in front of me. Once they were done,
it was my turn to barter with what I had, which wasn’t much.

At this point, it was that or starve.

| focused on breathing despite the ache of hunger blurring my vision. The
cloud of mist that escaped my lips with every

breath trembled along with the rest of my body. Through the fog, people
hustled down the gravel road beneath ominous gray

skies and a growingly vicious flurry of snow.

The tips of my fingers—even in my wool gloves—threatened to lose
feeling. I gulped. It was already early afternoon and wouldn’t get any
warmer than it was right now. Warrich in early winter was frigid enough to
kill if one wasn’t careful.

The northernmost region of Nyrida, it welcomed only the boldest travelers
willing to brave the bitter wilderness and, given the chance, spared not a
single one of them. Still, hardly anyone ventured this far north. Or so I'd
been told. The towns were small and sparse—it had taken me four hours to
walk here —and there couldn’t have been more than a few hundred people
packed amongst each other for warmth.

“Next!” The person behind me in line shoved me forward.

Gasping, | caught myself. A miracle, given how my knees ached from
overuse and exhaustion. And I still had to survive the walk home after this.
Removing my stiff fingers from my pockets, | presented the stall owner
with two small gold coins and cleared my throat.

“Bread, please. Whatever kind you have.”

The man was middle-aged with a crooked nose and chestnut hair speckled
with gray. He stared down at my offering and scoffed.

“Bread is three coins.”

My stomach plummeted.

“Please.” Panic gripped my pulse and dragged it faster than my small body
could handle. “This is

Il1e nBa kpokwu. llle aBOE censn nomnepeny. Konu BoHU 3aKkiHYaTh, HACTAHE MOS Yepra
TOPryBaTH TUM, II[0 Mal0, a MaJia s Maike HIYOTo.

Bubip 6yB HeBenukuMii, a00 Tak ab0 TOJI01yBaTH.

S 30cepenmiack Ha JUXaHHI, IOMPH Te, IO TOJIOA 3aTYMaHIOBaB Mill 3ip. I3 KOKHUM
MOJTUXOM 3 MOIX BYCT BUPUBABCs KJIIYOOK IapH - TPEMTIHMBHIA, SIK 1 MO€ Tiio. Kpisb
TyMaH s Oadwia, SIK JIIOJU KBAaIUTMBO CIYCKAIOTHCS TPaBIHOIO JIOPOTOIO ITiJT
3JIOBICHHM CipUM HEOOM 1 Jie/1ajli CUIIBHIIIIMM CHITOIaI0M.

Kinunky nasnpiB - HaBITh Y BOBHSHHUX PYKaBHUIIX - Maike BTPaTUIIN 4y TJIMBICT. 51
KOBTHYNA. Byio Bxke moobini i Terime choroaHi He ctane. Panns 3uma y Boppiui
CMepTebHa [Tl He0O0aYHNUX.

HavimiBuiynimumii kpaii Hipuau BiTaB nuine HaWCMITUBIIIMX MaHAPIBHUKIB, SKi
HABaXWINCA KUHYTH BUKJIMK CYBOPIA HMPHUPOAL, 1, SIKIIO MIr, HE MHJIyBaB HIKOTO.
ITpote, Mmaii>ke HIXTO HE HaBaXKyBaBcsA WTH Tak Jajeko Ha miBHIY. [IpunaiimHi, Tak
MeH1 Kazanu. Micreuka TyT JIpiOHI ¥ piIKICHI - MEH1 JAOBEJIOCS MTH CIOAM YOTHPHU
rOAMHHU, 1 B yCbOMY IIOCEJIEHHI, MEBHO, OyJIO JUIlE KiJdbKa COTEHb JIIOJCH, II0
TYJHWIUCS OJHE JI0 OJIHOTO, 100 31rpITUCA.

- Hacrynnuii! - XTOCh 103a/ly LITOBXHYB MEHE.
51 30iiKkHYyNa W Jenp BTpUMajacs Ha HOTaxX - JIWBO, 3BAKAIOYHM HA Te, K HIIH MOi
KOJIIHa Bl IEPEBTOMHU. A mornepeny 1ie 0yB HIIAX J0JA0MY.
Sl BUTATHYJNA 3aKJISIKII MaNblll 3 KALIEHb 1 MPOCTSria BIACHUKY JIaBKU JIBI 30JI0T1
MOHETH, MPOKAILISBIIMCH CKa3aa:

- X6, Oynp nacka. byap-skuil.
YonoBik OyB cepelHBOro BiKy, 3 TopOaTMM HOCOM Ta KaIITAaHOBUM BOJIOCCSM,
MOISATKOBAaHUM CUBHHOIO. BiH MOTJISIHYB Ha MOIO PYKY i 3HEBaXIIMBO ITOCMIXHYBCSI.

- X110 KOIITYe TPH 30J0THX.
Miit )KMBIT CKPYTHJIO.

- Ilpomy, - maHika 3MymlyBajia cepiie TyJIKO OWTHUCS B TpyJIsaX, 3HAYHO

IIBU/IIIIE, HI)K MO€ MaJICHbKE TUJIO MOTJIO BUTpUMATH. - Lle Bce mo y MeHe €.
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all I have. There has to be something. I’ll—I’ll come back. I’ll work for it.”
The stall owner looked up at me and narrowed his eyes, a licentious gaze
lingering on my face, lips, and a small bit of

exposed neck. An eerie smile tilted his mouth.

“On second thought, I might consider other forms of payment.”

“What... other forms?”

My throat went dry, but while my nerves burned in my chest, my stomach
protested hunger in equal strength, so | waited. If other forms of payment
were so commonplace to request in the middle of the village market, it
couldn’t be so terrible.

He smirked and scanned me from head to toe. I wasn’t dressed in anything
fancy—a gray linen shirt, my thickest undergarments, and pants, bundled
up in all the layers | could find. My well-worn boots were laced tight and
my green shawl was thick but tattered.

Unease churned my empty stomach when he leaned forward so no one else
could hear and uttered,

“You’ll have to use those pretty pink lips of yours.”

| took a step back and tightened my shawl around my shivering body. My
mother hadn’t taught me much, but she’d told me how men could use
women’s bodies for pleasure in more than just the natural way.

“N-no,” 1 stuttered, gut-wrenched that | was desperate enough to even
hesitate.

But I was nearly out of food. I had a week left, maybe less. I’d have no
choice but to butcher our last two hens, Daisy and Penny, and I’d never...
killed before. Within the last few weeks, they’d become less reliable in
producing eggs, resigning me to eat vegetable broth that we’d stored the
previous summer. And after they were gone...

I gulped and surveyed the small marketplace for another booth selling
something | might possibly afford. My mother would have known what to
do. But it had been three months since she left me alone in northern Warrich
without much of an explanation. Three months, and today was the first time
I’d mustered up enough courage to visit the closest town, which was no less

Mae x OyTH moch nemieBiie S o6itsro, 5.4 npuHecy me. S 3apooro.
BracHuk KpamMHUII TOTJISTHYB HA MEHE 1 oro o4i HemoOpe 3imynuirch. BiH XTHBO
OTJIIHYB MO€ OOJHYYs, TyOH, MPUBIAKPUTY IIUIO 1 MOTOPOIIIHA IMOCMIIIIKA CKPHBHIIA
foro ryou.

- Xoua... s TOTOBHIA PO3IIIIHYTH 1HII CIIOCOOH OTUIATH.

- Ski... iHmi cnocobu?
B ropni mepecoxiio Bij HEpBiB, ajie TOJIOJ 3MyCHB MEHE YEKaTH BiIMOBiAb. SKIIo
nocepe]] CUTbChbKOT IpMapKy TaK 3BHYHO MPOCSTh iHIIY OPMY OIUIATH, TO, HANICBHO,
HE TaKa BOHA BKE 1 CTpauiHa.

Bin nmocMmixHYBCs 1 3MipsiB MEHE TOTJISAOM 3 TOJIOBH 70 I’aT. Hidvoro mumHoro Ha
MeHi He OyJo - cipa JUISHa cOpOoYKa, HAalTOBCTIIA O1IM3HA ¥ IITaHU, 3aKyTaHa B ycCl
MOJKJIMBI IApH OZATY, SIKi MOTJa 3HaiTh. Tyro 3amHypoBaHi 3HOIIEHI 400OTH Ta
oO1mrapnaHa, ajge Bce I1e TerJa 3eJeHa MIajb.
TpuBora ckpyTuiIa Miil IUTYHOK, KOJIM YOJIOBIK HAXHMIIUBCS IO MEHE TaK, 1100 1HII HEe
HOYYJIM HOTO CII0oBa:

- Tpeba 6yne ckopucTaTucst CBOiIMU FapHEHBKUMHU POKEBUMU I'yOKaMH.
S BificaxHynacs Ta CUIIbHIIIE 3aMOTaJIach B aik. MaTu HaBuMIa MeHe HebaraTo, aje
BOHA Ka3aja, 1110 YOJIOBIKM MOXYTh BUKOPHCTOBYBATH KIHOYI TiJIa JJIs 3aJOBOJICHHS
HE TIJIBKU MPUPOJIHIM IUIIXOM.

- H-ni, - BuanxHyna s, BpaxkeHa THM, 1110 OyJia HACTUIBKH BiT4aiIyIlIHO0, 100

Oopaii BaraTucs.

Ane B MeHe Maiixke He Oyro Txki. [IpuOan3Ho Ha THXAEHD, a TO i MeH1e. /loBeneTscs
3apy0atu AB1 ocTaHHIX Kypku - Jleisi i [leHHi, a s HIKOIM paHille He BOUBAJA...
OcTtanH1 KiJTbKa TH)KHIB BOHU Maiike HE HECIU SI€Ilb, TOXK TOBOJIMIIOCS XapuyBaTHUCS
OBOYEBHUM OYJIBHOHOM, KM MU 3aroTyBajii II[€ MUHYJIOTO JIiTa. A KOJU ¥ BOHHU
3HUKHYTb. ..
S rnmuTHYNA i 03UpHYIACh B MOIIYKaX 1HIIOTO MPUIIABKY, € Morjia 6 J03BOJIUTH cobi
X0Y IIOCh.
Mawma 6 3HaiinuIa BUXia. Asle mpoinuio Bxe TpU MIcCsI, sIK BOHAa IOKMHYJIA MEHE Ha
niBHO41 Boppiua, 0e3 K0/IHUX MOSCHEHb.
Tpu Micsi, K 1 HapewTi HaOpajach CMUTUBOCTI MITH A0 HAHOIMKYOro MiCTeUKa, 110

7



than a four-hour walk from my family’s home. I wondered about her with
less concern than | should have. The thought of her freezing to death, lost
in the wilderness, should have wrecked me. I should have longed to see her
again, but I didn’t feel that pull, not from my heart.

No, the ache of hunger was stronger. Guilt twisted my stomach. At this
point, 1 only craved the food and drink she’d know how to provide.

Still, shreds of hope that my mother would return, though thinly flayed,
carried me through each day. If only to aid in my survival. Her return felt
unlikely—she had chosen to leave me—»but I still hoped she would return
to the home she’d known and loved for so long.

Even if her daughter’s welfare wasn’t enough to motivate her.

A vibrant red cloth snapped in the brutal wind, just a few stalls down the
rocky path. My breath vanished. Icy sweat beaded at the nape of my neck.
Disoriented, | centered my feet on the gravel and tried not to sway. | looked
down, expecting to find myself sitting up, ramrod straight in bed. That was
where | dreamt of red the most.

I was nauseatingly familiar with the shock of waking up in a cold sweat,
and it was always the same bloody, inescapable nightmare that brought me
there.

Only now, I wasn’t asleep. I was brutally awake and freezing. So, it seemed
I wasn’t free of the nightmares while conscious, either. I blinked once,
twice, swallowing down the urge to scream the way | had that day. But |
refrained and forced the tears to clear my vision and dispose of the memory.
So much red.

But it was hard to rid myself of all-consuming memories when | had little
else to fill the space.

Eighteen months ago, | had woken up without memory of my first
seventeen and a half years of life. I’d suffered a fall and struck my head in
the cellar, and since then felt like a blank piece of parchment waiting for
someone else’s story. Unfortunately for me, blood was the brightest stain
on that parchment. That recurring nightmare was not just a nightmare, but
one of the few memories | kept against my will. A horror | would never

OyJi0 HE MeHIIIe, SIK Y YOTUPbOX TOAMHAX BiJ HAIIIOTO JIOMY.

Ha nuBo, s He cuibHO TypOyBanachk po i 3HUKHEHHs. J{yMKa Ipo Hei, 1o 3amep3ia
JIech B HETpsiX, Maia 0 )xaxaTu MeHe. S Mana 0 TyXHUTH 3a Het0, Ta He BiuyBajia I[bOro
HOKJIUKY - HE CepLEM.

Hi, 6inb Bix rojoxy OyB cuinpHimmMM. [IpoBrHA CKpyTHIIA MEHI HUTYHOK. Sl mparnyna
JIMILE TOTO Xap4y ¥ MUTBa, K1 BOHA MOIJIa JAaTH.

Xoua, Hamig Ha 11 MOBEPHEHHS, IO >KEBPiIa B MOEMY CEpIli, MiATPUMYyBaIa MEHE
moxaHd. [lonomarana MeHi BrxuTu. HaBpsa uM MaTu MOBepHEThCsS - BOHA oOpaina
IITH, aJie 1 BCEOTHO CITO/IiBAJIACS, 1[0 BOHA MPHIiIE 10 JOMY, SIKUH 3HAIA Ta JIFOOHIIa
TaK J0BIO.

HagiTb sxmo Garonomyyus ii JOHBKH HE OYJIO TOCTATHHOIO MOTHBAIIIEIO IS HEd.
SlckpaBa 4YepBOHA TKaHMHA TPINOTiJA Bif BITPY, BCbOIO B KUIBKOX KIOCKaX Bij
KaM’stHECTOl foporu. B MeHe mepexomwino moaux. Kpmwkanuid miT BUCTYNHB Ha
notunuii. S BTUCHyna HOrM B rpaBiif, mo6 He Bmactu. IlornsHyna BHM3, HiIOM
OdiKyBaja 1modadyuTu cebe Ha JIDKKY Baoma. Came TaM MeHI HAW4acTille CHUBCS
YEPBOHUU.

MeHi Oy710 10 HyJ0TH 3HailoMe BIAYYTTS IOKY BiJ] TPOOY/PKEHHS B XOJIOJHOMY TIOTY,
1 11e 3aBX/au OyB TOM camMii KpUBaBUH, HEMUHYUYHUH KOLIMap, SIKUN MPUBOJAUB MEHE
TYyJH.

Arne 3apa3 s He cnana. Sl Oyna y moBHiM cBimomocTi 1 Mep3na. Tox, 37aBanocs,
KOIIIMap He MOKUIaB MEHE HaBiTh HasBY. S KIIiMHYyNa pas, APYTHid, TPOKOBTHYBIIN
OaxkaHHA 3aKpUyaTH, K B TOW JeHb. IIpore g cTpumanach, 3MaxHyja ClIbO3H, IO
3aTyMaHIOBaJIM 31p 1 BUKMHYIIA CIIoraj 3 rosioBu. Bee B HboMy OyIio uepBOHE.

Ane Oyno BaXko OyJo 1mo30yTHCS IIMX BCEMOTNIMHAIOYMX CHOTajiB, KOJIM HE Oyio
HIYOTO 1HIIIOTO, YAM 3alIOBHUTH MOPOKHEUY.

BiciMHaaIsATh MICSIIIB TOMY, S IPOKUHYJIACH 0€3 CIOTajiB MPO BCE CBOE JKHUTTS JI0
CIMHAJIIIATH 3 MTOJIOBUHOIO POKiB. S BHana i ygapuiacs rojoBoro y JIboci, i BiITO1
MovyBajiacsi MOPOXKHBOIO KHHUTOI0, sIKa YeKae dyxoi icropii. Ha sxamb, kpoB Oyna
HalsICKpaBIlIOO TUIAMOIO Ha Iiil kHkIi. Tol moBTOprOBaHWM KommMap OyB He
IIPOCTO KOIIMApoM - 1ie OyB OJUH 3 He0araTboxX CIOrajiB, siKi g 30epirajia Bcynepey
cBoiii Boui. JKax, akuii s HIKOJH He 3a0yny, K OM He HaMarasnach.



forget, no matter how hard I tried.

Every time | remembered, | felt the scrape of the wail that tore from my
throat when I’d found the dead bodies of my father and five-year-old
brother, Phillip and Oliver Gold. I’d only seen the aftermath. Nine months
after waking without memories, I found them in my parents’ bed: eyes
closed, asleep, with no signs of fear in their peaceful expressions. No
worried creases had distorted their features. No bruises on their bodies. No
signs of struggle. Either it had been so quick they were both dead before
they knew what was happening, or they’d been staged that way for me to
find.

The cuts across their neck had been deep and precise. Left for me, looking
eerily peaceful. A merciful execution.

And on each of their torsos, an X had been carved through their shirts. A
mark, or a target, maybe. For what, I didn’t know.

“Move!”

A body much bigger than my own slammed into my back, thrusting me
forward and back to the present. Sharp rocks bit through the cloth of my
pants and bare skin of my palms as my hands and knees took the brunt of
the fall. I’d been too stuck in my own head to see the assailant. Not that it
mattered. They were already gone down the rocky path, and I didn’t have
an ounce of strength or skill to defend myself.

I got up, not without a few more brutal shoves and glares from multiple
passersby. After a look around the market, | resigned myself to returning
home. Signs noted the price of goods at each stall. There was nothing worth
less than three or four coins, and not a single stall owner looked any more
gracious than the one requesting other forms of payment.

If I made it home before dark, at least I wouldn’t die today. I shuddered.
Die today or a few weeks from now—what a choice the gods had given me.
If only they would humble themselves and use their magic to aid the hungry
and insignificant.

The return trip took me five hours instead of four. I took a step every second
and counted each one. When | lost count, | started over, and over again, the

[{opa3y, Koy s 3raayBajia WOTO, s Biq4yBalia, sIK Y TOPJIi MiTHIMAEThCS KPUK, IO
pPO3pHUBaB MO€ TOpJ0, KOJH S 3HAWIUIA TiJla CBOTO OaThKa Ta I SITHPIYHOrO Opara,
®imina 1 Omisepa ['onais. O6om Oyiio ATk pokiB. A modaunsa guiie Te, mo 0y
micisa. Yepes 9 MicAwiB micis TOro, SIK s MPOCHYJach 0e3 maM’siTi, 1 3HalIIa ix y
0aThbKIBCLKOMY JIDKKY, BOHU Haue CIaJIM - 3aKPUTI 04l, CIOKIMHHUIA BUpa3 00 IUIYs.
Konuux o3nak nepensky. XKoJHUX CHHINB 4YH CIifiB 00poThOU. AGO BCE CTATIOCs TaK
IIBUJIKO, 1110 BOHU HaBiTh HE 30arHy/Iu HIYOro, a00 kK X HABMHCHO TaK MOKJIAH, 1100
s 1X 3HAMIILIA.

opisu Ha musax Gymu rauboKi i Touni. Ix 3ammmmmm, mo6 s nodaymna - ne Oyma
MUWJIOCEp/IHA CTpaTa.
A Ha TXHIX TiIaX, Kpi3b COpoukH OyB BupizaHuii 3HaK X. MiTka, 4n 1iib. {7 qoro s
HE 3Haja.

- Pyxaiica! - xToch, 3HaYHO OUTBIINIA 32 MEHE, IITOBXHYB MEHE y CIHHY,

IIOBEPTAIOUH JI0 PEAIbHOCTI.

['ocTpe KaMiHHS Kycajlo KOJIIHA 4epe3 TKaHWHY IITaHIB 1 TOy MIKIpY Ha JOJIOHSX,
KOJIM BOHM NPHUHHAIN Ha cebe OCHOBHUI yaap BiA maaiHHs. S Oyna HaaTO 3aHypeHa
y CBOI JIyMKH, aOu MOMITUTH HanaaHuka. Ta ne i He Mano 3HaueHHs. BoHu Bxke
I1€3JI1 BHU3 110 CTEXII, a 1 He Majla Hi KparJi CUjl, Y4 BMIHHS, 100 3aXUIIATHCS.

[Toxwu st migBOIMIACH, MEHE BCTUTIIN IITOBXHYTH i 00/1apyBaTH THIBHUMU MOTIISIaMHU
me Aekuibka pasiB. llle pa3 OrysHyBIIM pUHOK, S 3MUpHJIaCh 3 THUM, IO Tpeda
MOBEPTATUCH A0A0MYy. Ha KO)KHOMY MpUIaBKy BUCLIM LIHHUKHA. Tam He Oylo HIY0TO
JIEIEBITIIE TPHOX-YOTUPHOX MOHET 1 KOJIEH 3 TPOJABIIiB HE BUTIISAAAB JIFOO S3HIITUM
3a TOrO, 110 MPOCUB IHIIY (GOpMY OIIaTU. SIKIIO MOBEPHYCS J0AOMY A0 HAacTaHHS
TEeMpsIBH - BWKUBY. S 3npurnynace. [loMmepTu chorogaHi abo dyepes AeKisibKa THKHIB -
OCb SIKUI BUOIp J1anu MeHi OOTH.

AxOu K TO BOHU 3MIUTYBAJIUCh i BUKOPUCTAIN CBOI CHJIU, IIIOO JOTIOMOTTH O1THUM
3HEJI0JIEHUM.

Ha nopory Hazaj B MeHe MIILIO M’ATh TOAMH, 3aMICTh YOTHUPHOX. S poOmia Kpok
IOCeKyHIM W paxyBana. Komu 30uBanacs, To MOYMHANA CIOYATKY, 3HOBY 1 3HOBY.
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repetitive drudge a mental counterpart to my dragging legs. Counting steps
was all I could do to distract myself from the sharp, gnawing aches in my
feet, calves, hips. The blisters that split the skin of my ankles.

Everything hurt, and it took every bit of willpower to pretend I hadn’t
brought the exhaustion and agony upon myself in vain.

Finally, the well-weathered stone chimney of the house | knew poked out
above the leafless trees. | pressed forward, each

inhale of frigid air a challenge.

Before going inside, | trudged out to the barn to check on the hens. Opening
the faded umber door required the full weight of

my hungry, trembling frame.

Penny greeted me with a string of hungry clucks.

“I know, girl,” I sniffled, grabbing the dwindling bucket of food pellets and
scattering a half-handful across the floor.

Rationing was crucial to keeping the chickens alive, just as it was for me.
“Come here.” I lifted a reluctant Daisy, then Penny, from their nests, set
them on the cold floor of the barn, bit my lip, and swallowed my remorse
as they devoured their food.

“I’m sorry. I’'m hungry too.”

With a heavy sigh, | stepped outside the barn and back toward the house,
pausing only to tighten the tattered green shawl around my neck when the
wind displaced it.

Dried leaves crunched beneath my feet as | moved. In early winter, the
branches formed a dry, cross-hatched landscape fading into the endless
distance. The dense thicket of dead debris created a bed on the forest floor,
a haven for any small creatures seeking shelter from the cold. Despite my
loneliness—how | sometimes craved anything but painful quiet—I felt
there was a strange, silent beauty in such a desolate place.

Twigs crunched to my left. I turned and watched a white-tailed deer dash
into the woods, startled by its own sound. | wondered what it was to have
the bravery to truly run free. Wondered if | would ever find that. If I would

Lleit MOHOTOHHUI PUTM JI0TIOMAaraB paxyBaTH KPOKM MOiX KBOJHUX Hir. BigBosikas
BiJl TOCTPOr0, HUIOYOTro OOJII0 B CTYMHSIX, JIUTKaX Ta cTerHax. Bix Oomounx Mo30:1iB
Ha 11’ siTax.
bomino Bce, i Tpeba Oyso 310paTH BCIO BOJIIO B KyJak, adu BAaBaTH, 10 S HE JapMa
npupekia cedbe Ha BTOMY i MyKY.
Hapemri, Ham Oe3nucTUMU JepeBaMH BUTYJIbKHYB 3HAHOMHN KaM SHUM JuMap
craporo gomy. S mimmToBXHyNa ce0e BIEpea, KOKEH BAUX KPUKAHOTO IOBITPS
JTaBaBCsl BAXKO.
[lepen TuM siK 32T BCepeAMHY, s 3aBEpHYJa JI0 caparo NepeBipuTH Kypeid. MeHi
JIoBeNiocs 310paTu BCl CHIIM, IO 3aJIMIIMINCE B MOEMY T'OJIOAHOMY, clIaOKOMYy TiJi,
100 BIAKPUTH BHIIBLII JBEPLATA.
[TenHi 3ycTpina MeHe HU3KOIO TOJIOHUX KYJIKYAaKaHb.
- 3Haro, MIBYMHKO, - TPOXpHIIJa s, OEpydyd HAMIBIOPOXHE BIiIPO 3 KOPMOM i
PO3CHIA0YH MiBXMEHI Ha 1111031, Po3paxoByBaTu kKopM 0yJ10 Tak caMO BXKIIUBO IS
iXHBOTO BM)KUBAHHS, SIK 1 IS MOTO.
- IniTh cromu.
A migusana [eisi, norim [1enni 3 iXHIX THI3] i TOCTaBHIIa HA XOJIOIHY ITIJIJIOTY caparo.
[TpukycuBiu ry0y, IpOKOBTHYJIA CBOIO JKATIOT1HICTb i IMBUIIACH SIK BOHU Ka/110HO
KJTIOIOTh 1KY.

- Bu0Oaure. S Tex romzoaHa.
Baxxko 3iTXHYBIIM, s BUHIIUIA 3 caparo il minuia 70 OyAWHKY, 3yMUHSIOUKCH JIUIIIE,
11100 MIIHIIIE 3aKyTaTUCh B CTapy 3€JIEHY IIalb.

Cyxe nucts mapyaiso mig Horamu. Ha mouyaTky 3uMM T'UIKM CTBOPIOBAJIN CYyXHUH,
nepexpeleHui neisax, o NoCcTymoBO PO3UUHSBCS B HECKIHUEHHIH JannHl. MepTBe
TJUIS [IUJTBHOIO KOBAPOIO JIEKAJIO HAa 3€MJIl, YTBOPIOIOYM MPUXMCTOK Ui APIOHOT
KUBHOCTI, SIKa IIyKaJla 3aXUCTY B XoJoay. | mompu caMOTHICTS - SIK 5 1HOI JKajana
4Oroch, KpiM BHUMYy4YeHOI THIII - Oyja y LbOMY O€3IMIOJHOMY Miclli SIKach JMBHA,
oco0MBa Kpaca.

3niBa BiJl MeHe XpycHyla riika. Sl odepHynacs it modaumnia, ik O17TOXBOCTHH OJIEHB,
CTHOJIOXaHWH BIIACHHM IIIyMOM, PBOHYB y Jic. S 3amucimuiacs, K Iie - MaTu
CMUIMBICTB OIrTH MO-CIPaBXHbOMY BUIbHO. UM 3MOXY Tak 5 KOJIM-HEOynb? SkOu x
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even know where to begin.

A nasty wind swelled out of the trees and into the clearing. Uninterested in
being bit by any more glassy shards of air, | picked up my pace.

Our home had been built by my parents before | was born. Though the knots
in the wood had kept their mahogany spirals within the logs of pine, the
exterior had worn throughout the years.

I sighed in relief upon reaching the front door and pushing it open.

Once indoors, | slid my stockinged feet from my leather boots and lit our
wood-burning stove to heat some broth.

The cabin was insignificant on the inside. It was the only home I’d ever
known, consisting of one large living area.

Space was limited to a sitting area crowded with a sofa and chairs next to a
kitchenette with a small two-person table, a wood-burning stove, a small
sink, and an insulated chest for preserving goods. Just off the main room
was a bathroom and two small bedrooms. It wasn’t much, but it had been
enough for us. | stood near the hearth and stared at the worn leather sofa.
Some nights, | had woken to find my mother asleep there, hair cascading
behind her head. Her own chestnut pillow.

Groaning, | rubbed my eyes with the heels of my hands. Perhaps out of
some guilt-driven desire to punish myself—and ruin one of the only fond
memories | had of her—I recalled the last thing she’d said to me before
leaving three months ago.

“I would give you up to have my boy back. I am done being your safe
haven.”

That made two of us. | would have switched places with him in a heartbeat.
A heavy pull in my pocket drug a sullen scene through my memory. [ wasn’t
sure why | kept it with me, that damned note. Perhaps not to forget the day
I’d found it, as I’d forgotten so many other things. I remembered the grim
luster of the overcast sky, the dread I’d felt when descending the moldy,
rickety stairway into the small cellar beneath the house. Knees protesting
against the gravel as I knelt behind three boxes of my little brother’s things.
Six months after my father and Ollie were murdered, | went into the cellar

s 3HAJIA, SIK 3POOUTH MEPIIUN KPOK.

3-moMiX JIepeB Ha FaJSIBUHY HAJIETIB HENMpUeEMHUH Bitep. He Gaxkaroum Oubiie OyTH
MOKYCAaHOI0 KPM)KAaHUMH YaCTUHKAMH TTOBITPSI, S IPUILBUIIAIIA KPOK.

Hamr gim 6yB moOyoBanuii MOiMH OaThKaMH 1€ 0 MOT'O HApO/KCHHS.

Xou ycepeanHi COCHOBUX KOJIOA 30eperiucs 0arpoBi Bi3epyHKH CYYKiB, 330BHI JiM
MaB 3iCTapeHUI BUTIISIL.

JicTaBmmch 10 BXiTHUX ABEpei I BIAUMHUBIIN 1X, S MOJETIICHO 31TXHYIA.
OnuHuBIIMCH Y OyMHKY, s 3HsUIA HMIKIpsSHI 400O0TH 3 HIT i po3nanuia JIpoB'sHy iy,
o6 migirpitu OyIbHOH.

Bceepenuni xatuHa Oysna HENPUMITHOW. €IWHUMN NiM, SKUWA s 3Hana, CKIAJaBcs 3
OHI€T BEIMKOI KIMHATH.

TyT noMimganocs Bce: KyTOUYOK 13 IMBAHOM 1 KiJIbKOMa KpiciIaMH MOpYyY 13 KPUXITHOIO
KYXOHBKOIO, CTOJIMKOM Ha JIBOX, JPOB’SIHOIO ITIYKOK, MaJICHBKOIO MHUKOI U
YTEIICHOI0 CKPUHBKOIO JIJIs 30epiraHHs MpoAyKTiB. I3 ronoBHOT KiMHATH OyB BHUXI1]
JI0 BaHHOI Ta JIBOX HEBEIWUYKHUX crnaneHs. Hebararo, Ta st Hac BUCTA4alIo.

S crana 611 BOTHUINA U MOTJISHYA HA CTapuil MIKIpSHUI nuBaH. Jlexonu HouaMu s
npokuanacs i 6aumnia, sk MaTl CIIUTh TaM, a ii KallITAaHOBE BOJIOCCS M’ SIKOIO XBHUJICIO
CIa/Ia€ 3 TOJIOBH, YTBOPIOIOUU CBOEPIAHY MOIYIIKY.

3acTorHaBIly, 5 MOTEPJIA 04l AOJIOHAMU. MalyTh, 13 IKOroch MPOBUHHOTO Oa)kKaHHS
nokapatu cebe - i 3pyiHYBaTH oJHE 3 HeOaraTbOX TEIUIMX CIIOTajliB Mpo Hei - 5
3rajana i OCTaHHI CJIOBa, CKa3aH1 MEH1 Mepe/1 BIIXOA0M TPH MICSAIl TOMY:

“4 Bigmana 6 Tebe, abu MOBEPHYTH CBOro XJomuuka. S| BTomMmimacs OyTH TBOIM
IIPUTYJIKOM .

VY 1pomy s 3 HEIO MOTOKYBasIach. 1 O MOMIHSIIACS 3 HUM MICIISIME 0€3 pO3TyMiB.
BaxxicTb 3anMCKH B KUIIEH] HaraayBaa Ipo Ty FipKy MUTb. 5 i cama He 3Halia, YoMy
JIOC1 HOIITY IIe¥ KJISATUH KIANTHK mamnepy 3 codoro. Moxe, 11100 He 3a0yTH I€Hb, KOJIN
3Ha#1IA i, TaKk caMo sk 3a0yna 6araro iHIoro. 5 mam’srana e 3710BiCHUIN OJIMCK
MOXMyporo He0a, TOW JKax, IO OXOINHWB MEHE, KOJM 51 CXOAMJIA 3aruTiCHSBLIMMH
XUTKUMHU CXOJaMHU IO MaJoro Jboxy mia xatoro. KomiHa mpydanucs rpasito, KOJIH s
CTaJla HaBKOJIIIKH 32 TphOMa KOPOOKaMHU 3 pe4aMu MOro OpaTHka.

Yepes wricTh MICSIIB Micist TOTO, sIK 0aThKka i Ol BOMIH, sl CIYCTHIIACS [0 BapEHHS
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to grab a jar of jam. When | turned to go, | noticed the corner of a small
note with tattered edges peeking out between two of Ollie’s old children’s
books. I saw his name scribbled in my mother’s script and couldn’t not read
it. Now, three months later, the same note was crumpled and torn in the
corners, having lived in my pockets since the day | found it.

Swallowing down my nerves, | unfolded it. My punishment for being the
Gold child still living was forcing myself to read that note each day.

S, Oliver has pneumonia. Ary has the same cold that caused it. Please send
for help or come with provisions yourself. |

need you.

- Elowen

Supplies had mysteriously arrived on our doorstep the week we’d both been
sick. At the time, I hadn’t thought much of it, but now | wondered if
someone else—this S, perhaps—had sent those supplies.

I’d confronted my mother about the note. Her response had been short and
cold. “You know what you need to know, and nothing more.”

I scowled at the memory. Those hazel eyes had never been a maternal
refuge, not for me. A protective, loving fire had burned in them for Oliver,
but a chilly indifference took precedence when trained in my direction.

I blinked as if to shed tears that never fell for Elowen Gold. Outside the old,
clouded window, the dreary sky relinquished its wrath with a blizzard. 1
shivered, seeking solace from the cold in a warm bath.

I entered the bathroom and stopped before the broken mirror hanging askew
on the wall. From what | could remember, my pallid skin had once held
color, but had gradually faded from lack of sanity and sunlight.

All that was left was the bright pink in my near-frostbitten cheeks from the
nine—no, ten?—hours I’d spent in the frigid air. I had never hated my
reflection, but it pierced me with sadness to see the exhausted red rims
around my green eyes and the skeletal lines of my body. Where strong,
healthy curves once arched and bowed through my chest, hips, and thighs,

1o npoxy. Konn obGepHynacs i yxe Mana HTH, TOMITHJIa KYTUK MaJIEHBKOT 3aIUCKHU 3
oOlmaprnaHuMu KpasMy, 0 BU3UpaB MK JBOMA JAUTAYUMHU KHIDKKamu Oparta. S
MOMITHJIA FOT0 1M1, HAIMCaHEe MAMHHHIM ITOYEPKOM, 1 HEe 3MOTJIa HE MPOYUTATH.
A Temep, uepe3 TpU MicsIli, Ta caMa 3amucka Oysa 3DKMakaHa W HaamepOJieHa 1Mo
KyTax, MPOKHUBILIH B MOIX KHIIEHSX 3 TOTO JIHS. 310paBIIUCh 3 CUIIaMU, S PO3TOpHYJa
ii. Mo€to kaporo 3a Te, 110 S T0C1 XOIuJIa 1Mo 11ik 3eMii 1 Oyma qutuHoro ['onais, 6yno
3MYIIyBaTH ce0e YUTATHU 1[I0 3aIHCKY IOTHSI.
“C, y OniBepa mHEBMOHIsI. Api Ma€ Ty X 3acTyay, Lo cnpuunHmia ii. byap nacka,
MPULILTA T0TIOMOTY ab0 MPHINb caM i3 MPOBi3i€l0.
Tu meni moTpiOeH.
EnoBin”
Toro » TWXKHS OUI HAIMX JIBEpel TUBHUM YHMHOM 3’ SBHIIOCS Bce HeoOXimHe. Toi,
s HE HAJITO 3ayMyBaJlach HaJl IIMM, aJie 3apa3 s rajaja Yd XTOCh IHIIHN - MOXJINBO,
neii C - HajicIaB HAM pedi.
S 3anmTana MaTip Opo 3amucKy. [i BiAmoBias Gyia KOPOTKOIO i XONOJHOIO.

- Twu 3Haem piBHO CTUIbKH, CKITBKHA MA€II 3HATH. | )KOJHUM CIIOBOM OijIbIIIe.
S ckpuBmiacs BiJ 1bOro crnoraay. B ii kapux odax HiKoin He OyJI0 MaTepUHCBHKOI
106081, He 10 MeHe. CnpsMoBaHi Ha OJiBepa BOHM Nalajiy JOOJIYUM BOTHEM, a HA
MEHE - XOJIOJTHOI0 0alIyKICTIO.
S kninHyna oynMa, Haue HaMararo4uch BUYaBUTH CIIbO3H, SIKI HIKOJIW HE JIUJIHCH 32
Enogin ['onn.
3a crapuM, 3aTyMaHEHHM BIKHOM IOXMype He0O Jajo BOJIO CBOEMY THIBY,
3MIAHSABIIM XYpTOBUHY. Sl 3aTpemTina, NIyKaiouu NOPSATYHKY BiJl XOJOLy B rapsyiil
BaHHI. YBIHIIOBIIM B BaHHY s 3yNUHHWJIACh ME€pe]] KPUBO MiJBIIIEHUM 3epKajioM. B
B1JIOOpaKE€HHI PO30MTOro CKiia s moGaumsia CBO¥O OJiay MIKipy, W mpuragania, 1o
KOJIUCh BOHAa Maya Koiip. Ane Mo Mipi TOro, sk 3racaB Mid 3J0pOBHH TIy3a Ta
KUIBKICTh COHSTYHOTO TIPOMIHHSI Ha BYJIUIlI OOJTWYYsI BTPATHIIO CBOIO PYM SIHICTb.
3aMUIIMINCE JIMIIE POXKEB], MOKYCaH1 X0JI0/I0M IIOKH IiCIs JIeB’SITH - YU TO eCATH?
- TOJIMH, 110 s TIpOBesia Ha MOpo3i. S 3aBkaM mpHiiMana CBOIO 30BHIINIHICTD, aJie Te,
1o s 6aynia B 3epkajii 3apa3, 0e3CyMHIBHO, po3uapoByBajio. YepBoHI KoJia I0BKOJIA
BHCHQ)KCHHX 3€JIEHUX O4eH, KICTIABI JiHii Tija. Tam, ae koauch Oyiau MilHi, 310pOBi
BUTHHU TPYJeH, CTETOH 1 HIr, Temep 3aJUIIMiIacs JHile KBoja i miacka TiHb. Ale
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now | was frail and flat. But my mother had assured me | would be wise to
keep a thin stature. “Delicate and light, Ary. Anything more is
unbecoming.”

My long, silvery-blonde hair—tangled at the ends—was long past needing
a trim. Loose strands escaped my braid and trailed down the sides of my
face and onto my thin neck. A string of light freckles painted my upper
cheeks and cascaded up and over the bridge of my nose, and my green eyes
looked dull.

I watched my reflection as I let my fingers linger over the roughly two-inch-
long scar directly over my heart. There was the faded, horizontally curved
smile on my lower abdomen from some surgery I’d had when I was
young—a growth that had to be removed, according to my mother. But the
scar on my chest was the most prominent. | always called it my mystery
scar, because neither my mother or | could remember where it came from.
Or she remembered and neglected to tell me. It wasn’t the scars themselves
that bothered me, but that I didn’t have the memories to show for them.

I might have found power in my scars had | recalled living through the pain.
Our bathtub was molded with white stoneware. Beneath the large stone
basin, my father had placed a small, contained firepit that could be easily
lit and extinguished as needed. Most days, | let the fire burn longer than it
should, but I looked forward to the burning heat. Hot enough to hurt, but
not hot enough to peel the skin off my body.

It made me feel. Anchored me to the present and made breathing just a little
easier.

I climbed into the wide basin and let the steaming water of the bath engulf
me. Sweat prickled my forehead and my limbs burned like fire. | suffered
through the heat until my heart began to race. The thrill of it tired me out,
so | laid my head on the edge of the tub and let myself rest.

By the time I woke from a slumber, the candles in the window were out and
bathwater licked my naked body with a sinister chill.

| dried off, dressed in my nightgown, and laid down in my floor bed of
blankets facing the hearth.

MaTH 3aBX/IM Ka3aya, 0 MEHI JIMYUTh OyTH CTPYHKOIO.
- JlemikaTHOtO 1 J1eTKOr0, Api. Yce iHIe Oy/e 3aliBUM.

Moe noBre, cpibisicte BoJIocCs, CIUTyTaHE Ha KiHIX, IaBHO MOTPEOYBAIO CTPUKKH.
[Tacma BUpHBAIUCS 3 KOCH i 00paMIIsLITA MO€ OOJIMYYS, CIIaJal0Yl Ha TOHKY IIHIO.
Hi>xHuii po3cuI BECHSHOK MaJIFOBABCsI BEPXOM IIIIK 1 MOCTHUBCS Y€pe3 Hic, a MOi 3eJIeH1
04l 3/1aBaJINCS THMSTHUMH.

S muBMIIacs Ha CBOE BiOOPaKeHHs, POBOITIH NAIBIISIMH TI0 PYOITI0 3aBIOBXKKH J[BA
JIOWMU TIpSMO HaJl cepuieM. Ha HUKHIM yacTHHI KUBOTA JIUIIUBCS O, BUTHYTHI
110 TOPU3OHTAII CJiJT BiJl AABHBOI Oreparii B TUTHHCTBI - TOJI MEHI BHIAISIIH SIKYCh
MyXJHHY, 32 cIoBaMu Matepi. Ta came mipam Ha rpynsx OyB HaiBHpaszHimIUM. 51
Ha3WBaJla HOro “TaEMHMYUM IpamMom’, 60 Hi 5, HI MaTH HE IMaM’ STaJH, 3BIJIKU BiH
y3sBCs. A MO’Ke, BOHA ITaM’siTalia, ajie MoBUaJa.

Mene TypOyBasia HE cama MPUCYTHICTh MIPaMiB, a Te, IO B MEHE He OyIIO JKOIHHUX
CHOTaIB PO HUX.

MoxnuBo, 51 6 3HaiiIIa CUITy B CBOIX pyOLsiX, IKOM 3rajaia NepexuTHil Oub.
Kawm’siny BaHHy mojiekynu BKpuBaiia 1Bisb. [1ig Heto 6aThbko 00amTyBaB MajleHbKe
BOTHHIIIE, SKE JISTKO OYJIO 3aMaJITH 1 3aracuTH. 3a3BUYaii 5 3aJIMIIalia BOTOHb TOPITH
JIOBILIE, HIXK CIiJ], aJKe MparHyna oOMiKardoro Terwia. ['apsdoro HacTijgbKd, 100
00711710, e He HACTUIBKH, 00 OOMAaTUTH MIKIPY.

Bono 3mymryBano MeHe BiguyBaTH, NMOBEpPTalO MEHE B pEalbHICTh Ta POOMIIO
JUXAHHS TPILIKY JIETTLUM.

51 3aHypunacs B IMPOKY KyIUIb i 103BOJIMIIA rapA4iil BoJi ooropuytu meHe. Ha o
BUCTYIHB IIIT, a KIHI[IBKA TOPLJIM BOTHEM, aJie s BUTPUMYBAJIa Kap, JIOKU ceple He
MOYMHANO LIaJIeHo Kanaratu. L{e BucHaxyBao, 1 sl CXWiuiia rojoBy Ha Kpail BaHHH,
JTO3BOJISIFOUM COO1 BIATIOYUTH.

Konu mpokuHysnacsi, CBIYKM Ha BIKHI BXE 3Taciid, a BOJla B KyMNedl XOJIOAHUMHU
SA3MKaMH TOPKAJIacsi MOr'0 Or0JICHOTO Tija.

S obTepracs pylIHUKOM, i1 HAKUHYBILIM HIYHY COPOUKY JIsSITJIa B THI3/10, BUMOIIEHE 3
KOBJp, 0OJIUYYsIM 710 Oararts.
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Oliver and | had once shared a bedroom after he turned four, but since his
death, 1 found it difficult to sleep in a half-empty bed. Every time 1 tried,
my fingers grazed the spot where his little body once laid tucked up against
me, safe and sound.

It was cold now. | tried to imagine him there, but my imagination would
drift too far to find him, and instead of finding comfort, I found ghosts.

| stared as the fire danced over the fresh logs, then at the axe near the door.
I was running out of firewood, too, and I wasn’t sure my tired limbs were
strong enough to chop some more.

Hours later, the wailing wind of the morning’s dawn stirred me from
another weak, pleading sleep. | felt the bags under my eyes sink deeper into
my skull. Fighting my drudging pulse, I sat up on the floor and checked to
see if my mother had returned. Unlikely, but... just in case.

As soon as | rose, a loud, abrasive knock on the front door startled my stiff,
frozen limbs to life.

“Ary!”

My eyes shot wide and panic gripped my throat. I hadn’t heard that sharp,
raspy, indignant voice in over a year.

“Ary, you know who this is!”

I threw the covers off of my legs, pinched my thigh, and waited to see if |
was hallucinating.

“I know you’re in there! Don’t pretend you can’t hear me!”

“Impossible,” 1 whispered, clumsily slipping my feet into my well-worn
slippers. Toes were hard to move when numb and near-frozen. | pressed my
ear to the front door and waited for her to speak again, if only to prove |
hadn’t fallen into fever dreams wilder than the one I sometimes felt I was
already in.

“Open the damn door, Ary!”

I retreated from the door, startled.

“Let me in!” she shouted.

A tight ball of fury began to coil in the pit of my belly. Did she think she
could come back like she never left? After... everything? Did she even

Komu OmiBepy BHUIIOBHHJIOCH YOTHPHU, MH CIAIM Pa3oM, Ta Micis HOro cmeprti s
OuTbIllEc HE MOIVIAa 3aCHYTH B HaIBIOPOXHHOMY JKKY. Illopasy Moi pykwu
HAIIyITyBaJId Miclle, JIe paHille JIe)Kajao Horo MajeHbKe Ti0, 3TOpHYTE KIIyOOUKOM
mopsix 31 MHOIO, B 6e3nerti. Termep Tam Oysio xonoaHO. I HaMaranach ysBIATH HOTO
Oinst cebe, ane 3aMiCTh MPUEMHUX CIOTAIB IIOpa3y MOBEPTAIACH J0 KOIIMAapY, 110
CTaBCs 3 HUM.

S nuBwMIIacs, K BOrOHBb TAHIIOE HAa CBDKHX TOJIIHAX, TOJI HA COKUPY OLls JABEpEH.
JpoB Maif>ke He 3aIMIIUIOCSA, a MOi BUCHA)KEHI PYKH HaBpsJ YU Oy 3/1aTHI 1e
pybaru.

Uepe3 Kinbka TOAMH BHUIOUMN BITEp NPOOYAMB MEHE BiJl 4eProBOro ciabkoro i
TPUBOXXHOTO CHY. S1 Bimdyrna, SIK MIIIKH i1 OYMMa MTPOBATIOIOTHCS TIINOIIE B YEPETl.
boprounchk 3 mameHUM CTYKOTOM cepus, s TiABenacs I mepeBipuiia, 4l He
MOBEpHYJIAcs MaTu. MajJoiMOBIpHO, ajie... panToM.

SIK TUIBKY 5 AHSIIACS, TYYHUH, Pi3KUN CTYKIT Y ABEpPi 3MYCHUB MO€ KBOJIE, 3aMep3Jie
TIJIO OKHTH.

- Api!

Moi o4i po3mupuiHcs, TaHiKa CTHCHYJIA TOpIio. S He Yyia I[bOT0 Pi3KOTo, XPHUILIOTO
rojocy OibIlle POKYy.

- Api, TH 3Hael, XTO L€
51 BiiKMHYJa KOBJIpY Ta BIIMIIHYJA ceOe 3a HOTY, He BIpsUH, 110 L€ peasIbHICTb.

- Sl 3Haro TM TaMm, HE MPUKHUIANCS, 1110 HE YyelT MeHe!

- HeiimoBipHo, - mpomienorina s, He3rpabHO BASATal0UM MOHOMICH] Karllli.
3amepaii i HiMI MaJbL JIeb PyXaluch. Sl mpUTyIuIacs ByXoM 110 ABEpel 1 3aBMepIaa
B OUIKYBaHHI, KOJIM BOHAa 3HOBY O3BEThCS, a0M MEPEKOHATHUCS, L0 5 HE BIajla B
MapeHHs, 11ie 00KEBIIBHIIIE HIXK T€, B SIKOMY, SIK MEHI 3/1aBaJIOCS, 5 BXKE KHJIA.

- Bingkpwuii knsTi nBepi, Api!
S BigcaxHynach, HaJIsSKaHa.

- Bmnycrtu mene! - KpukHysa BoHa.
Tyruit By30J rHIBY CKpYTUB Miii MOpOXkHIM 1ITyHOK. BoHa 1110 1yMae, 1110 Moke och
TaK OT MOBEPHYTHUCS, HIOM Hikoin He nmokuaana mene? Ilicast Bcporo, 1mo cranocs?
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know they were dead? | rested my hand on the knob and froze, shivering
from the frigid air snaking up my bare legs from beneath the door. The cold
pricked my skin like a thousand daggers.

“Damn it, Ary! I deserve every ounce of your disgust and begrudging for
leaving you, but it is cold as shit, I’'m out of food

and rum, and | am not afraid to break down this gods-damned door with a
pickaxe—"

I yanked open the door and found myself staring into the angry, determined,
beautiful face of Gemma Tremaine.

Chapter Two

Gemma had matured over the past year. Her mahogany skin was more worn
from the sun, which made me think she had been in the south. The sun was
scared to show its face too often this far north, especially with winter
looming. | remembered her ebony curls, disheveled from the wind. Now,
they were longer and pulled into a loose, messy bun with stray strands
framing her high cheekbones and striking caramel eyes. She towered over
me with long legs. Dirt blemished her otherwise bright and alert face, and
she bore a crossbow on her back. A few weeks before my father and Ollie’s
deaths, Gemma had left us to seek new “living arrangements.”

She was a filthy-mouthed, relentless force of a woman that my parents had
welcomed into our home. | only remembered a few months with her, but it
had been enough time to form an attachment even stronger than any I’d
formed with either of my parents. Gemma was four years my senior at
twenty-two, and the only friend I’d ever known. She’d shown me the kind
of bold fire a woman could brandish with her tongue.

Helped me teach Oliver how to read and write, how to practice arithmetic—
all things my brain somehow recalled how to do.

Gemma had told me stories of our world in great detail. Every story she told
felt like a myth, if only because our history was something my parents never
spoke about.

Bomna B3araii 3Hae, mo BoHM MepTBi? S mokiana pyky Ha pydky, Moi HOTH 00JaJ10
XOJIOJHHUM BITPOM 3-Tia HU3Y aBepei. Komroui Mmypamku mpoOiriv mo mkipi.

- IIpoknsaTTs, Api! - mposayHano 3-3a aBepel. - S 3aciayroByro Ha KOXKHY Kparutro
TBOTO MPE3UPCTBA 1 3JIOCTI 3a Te, M0 MOKUHYIA Tebe, aje TyT 1o Oica X0JI0aHo, Dka
3aKiHYMJIACh, POM TEXK, 1 AKIIO Tpeda, s1 BUO O I KJIATI ABEP1 KUPKOKO!

51 pi3ko po3yaxHyna JBEpi 1 3aBMepiia, BTYIIMBIIUCH Yy 3HailoMe, THIBHE, BIIEPTE 1 10
6omro kpacuBe oonuuus [xemmu Tpemeiin.

YactuHa npyra

Jl>xeMMa TIo0poCIIilana 3a i pokHu. Ii Kipa KoJbopy 4epBOHOrO JepeBa I0TeMHila
BiJl COHIA - MaOyTh, BOHa MoOyBana Ha miBAHI. COHIIE PiKO BIIAHOBYBAJO CBOE
MPUCYTHICTIO MiBHIYHI 3€MJIi, 0COOJIMBO KOJIM 3UMa BXKE CTOSIIA Ha TOPO3i.

S mam’sitana il YopHi Kydepi, po3naTiaHi BitpoM. Tenep Bonu Oyinu 3i0paHi B BUTbHHIA
My4OK, a MPsAMI MPAIKA OOpamiIsuii ii BUCOKI BUJIMII Ta BHpa3HI KapamelbHI OYi.
Bona Oyna BUIIOI 3a MEHe, 3 TapHUMH JOBIMMH HOTaMH. li jXBaBe Ta yBaKHe
00Myus Oyno BKpuTe OpyA0oM, a 32 CIMHOIO BUIHIBCS JIYK.

3a KUIbKa THXKHIB 10 cMepTi 6arbka Ta O, /XkeMMma BiampaBuiIach Ha IMOIIYKH
“Kpaloro >XUTTs.”

Bona Oyna HecTpuMHa, pi3ka Ha CIIOBO JKIHKA, SKy NPUHHsAIM Hamn Oarbku. S
nam’sitaja JIMIIe KibKa MICSIIB, TMPOBEICHUX pPa3oM, ajie I[bOr0 BHCTAUMIIO, 00
MPUB’SI3aTUCH J10 HeT Oinblile, HiXK 0 BIACHUX OATHKIB.

Jlxemmi Oynio ABaALATH JIBa POKH, HA YOTHPH OlIblIE, HI)K MEHI, a I1e BOHa Oyna
€IMHOIO TIO/IPYTOI0, SIKY s Koyuu-HeOynap mana. Came BOHA IOKas3aja MEHI, SKOIO
JIMXOIO Ta CUJIHOIO MOXe OyTH *iHKa, BUKOPUCTOBYIOUH JIUILIE CBIN S3UK.
Jonomarana MeHi Buuti OJiBepa YUTATH Ta MHUCATH, IPAKTUKYBATU apu(PMETUKY -
Te, IO 51, Ha TUBO, I1aM’ ATaja.

A 1me po3mnoBijana icTopii mpo Haml CBIT - Taki SICKpaBi, IO 3/JaBanucs Midamu,
MO>KJIMBO, Yepe3 Te€, 10 OATHKX HIKOJIU HE JUTHIUCS MUHYJIAM.
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“There you are!” She reached inside to use her foot as a doorstop before I
could close it on her.

I wasn’t going to close her out. I didn’t plan on allowing her in right away,
either. She would have to earn it.

I was still processing her standing on my doorstep when she tried to step
over the threshold. To her annoyance, I didn’t budge.

“You’ve got to be shitting me, Ary. I’ll only say it one more time. Let me
mn.”

“No.”

“No?” she repeated, eyes wide and disbelieving.

“No,” I said, but Gemma shifted forward to lean more of her weight against
the door. “I said no. You can’t come in.”

“Ary—"

“What do you want?” I demanded.

She grumbled something unintelligible and with just enough force to thwart
my balance, shoved past me into the house.

“You’ve become such a gracious host.” She wiped her boots on the bare
floor.

Irritation burned in my throat. | had just scrubbed that floor the day before
in my desperate need to control... something.

“Thanks for the warm welcome. ‘What do you want?’” she repeated,
scoffing as she moved toward my father’s dusty old

liquor cabinet. “You don’t seem to be overwhelmed with options here, do
you?”

“I could say the same for you.”

Her body was curved, defined, and strong, but I could tell she was tired.
She tried and failed to hide the bags under her eyes

with a smirk. It was clear she hadn’t bathed in days. She smelled a little,
honestly.

“I won’t deny it.” She opened and closed the insulated chest and a few
cabinets. “I haven’t had a drink since I stopped in

Albertha, and that was two days ago. You can imagine I’m parched.”

- AocpbiTu! - BOHA OCTaBWIIA HOTY B IBEPHUI IPOPI3, 100 51 HE 3aKpuIIa 1Bepi
B HEI Mepej; HOCOM.

51 ne 30upanacs poro poOUTH, SIK 1 BIycKaTH ii ogpasy. Bona mana 3acimyxutu Ha
1e.
S me Hamaramacs OCATHYTH, BCE, IO MIOWHO cTanocs, koiu JlkemMa cripoOyBaiia
nepectynuty nopir. Ha ii po3apatyBanHs, g He 3pyLInia 3 MicLsl.

- Twu 3 mene 3uymaenics, Api. Kaxxy BocTaHHE - BITyCTH MEHE.

- Hi

- Hi? - ii oul okpyrnunmcs B HEBipi.

- Hi. - moBTOpMIa 1.
Bona mie 6inplie HaBasmiIach Ha JBEpi, HAMAratounuch MPOTUCHYTHCH.

- S Bxke ckazasa. Tu He MOXKEII 3alTH.

- Aue, Api...

- Io 1061 Tpeba? - BUMmanMIa 5.
Bona OypkHyna mioch Hepo3OipivBe, a TOTIM, BHKOPHCTABIIM MHUTh MOET
PO3Ty0OJIeHOCTI, IPOIITOBXHYJIAcs TOB3 MEHE I yBipBasnacs 10 OyIUHKY.

- TaTu cama rOCTUHHICTb. - OypKHYJIa BOHA, BUTHPAIOYN YEPEBUKH OO ITiJIOTY.

Bin posnparyBanHs B ropii 3amnekio. S TuUlbku Buopa momuia migiory. Tak s
BiJJUyBaJia, 10 Mat0 KOHTPOJIb X0Y HaJl YUMOCh.
- Jlakyro 3a Takuil TerMi npuiioM. A, TH MuTaNa, 1o s X04y? - cKa3ajia BOHa
OpsAMyroud 70 6aTbkoBOi cTrapoi madu 3 mismkaMu. - Cyasuu 3 ychoro, y
Tebe TyT He HAaATO IMHUPOKUH BUOIp.
- Te x came MOXY CKa3aTH 1 IIpo Teoe.

[i Tio 6yno rHyYKMM Ta CHILHUM, ajle BTOMA BHiaBaja cebe B KOKHOMY pyci. Bona
HaMarajaach MPUXOBATH TEMHI MIIIKH i OYUMa 32 CAMOBIIEBHEHOIO TTOCMIIIIKOIO, Ta
6e3ycrminrHo. byno oueBHHO, 1110 BOHA HE MHJIACS KijbKa JHIB. YeCHO KaXydH, Bif
Hel TPOXU NaxJo.
- He Oyny 1e 3anmepeuyBaT, - BOHa 3arjisHyja y 130Jb0BaHUH SIIHUK Ta KiTbKa
madok. - S He muIIa 3 TOro vacy, K 3ynuHUIach y Aiab0epTci, 1Ba JH1 TOMY.
Moskel ysiIBUTH, SIK CUJIBHO MEHE MYYHTh CIIpara.
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| picked up my half-empty glass of water and held it out for her to take, f monana iif HamiBIOPOXHIO CKJISIHKY BOJIH, X04a 3Haja, 1[0 HE [[OI'0 BOHA XOTiJa.
BoHa Bce % B3si1a CKIISIHKY, YBaXKHO CIIOCTEPIraroyu 3a MHOIO.

even though I knew water wasn’t what she desired.

She took it anyway, eyeing me carefully.

“You haven’t told me why you’re here.”

“Well—”

“Or why you left when I needed you.”

She abruptly paused with my glass to her lips. Her eyes narrowed.

“If you think it was my choice to leave you, you never

knew me at all.”

My damn mother.

“She forced you out?” I asked, indignance pressing upon my throat.

She nodded, then scoffed. “Said I was getting a little too mouthy. When
exactly did she take oft?”

“Three months ago.”

“Three months!” Gemma gasped. “Gods.” She went to the sink and used
the pump to refill the glass, then leaned against the

counter, waiting for me to elaborate.

“I found... something,” I began, uncertain whether to reveal the contents of
the note, “and confronted her about it.”

“Good.” She pursed her lips and assessed me. “I hope you gave her hell.”

When she’d lived with us, Gemma worked to cultivate in me the biting wit
she spoke of, but defiance and aggression didn’t come as naturally to me.
She said I was too timid, dangerously so. In my defense, I hadn’t had much
time or opportunity to practice fighting back, not while holed up in this
secluded cabin.

“She’s not coming back,” said Gemma.

My heart sank. | knew it was true, but hearing her say it cut deep.

“I figured as much.”

“You don’t seem too devastated.”

“I’m angry, not devastated. I presume she left me for a reason.” I folded my
arms over my chest. “Why are you here?” I mindlessly scratched my elbow

Twu Tak 1 He cKa3asa, 4oro MpUHILIA.
Hy... - nouana BoHa.
A060 yomy minmia, Koy s Tede HalOIbIne moTpedyBana.

BoHa pi3ko 3ynuHMIacs, MAHICIIN cTakaH a0 T'y0. Ii odi 3By3minCh.

Sxmo i gymaent, mo e 0yB Miit BUOip, TO TH HIKOJIM MEHE He 3Haja.

Apxex. Mos kisiTa Martip.

Bomna 3mycuna tebe miTu? - 00ypeHHs CTUCHYIIO MEHI TOPJIO.

Bona kuBHyIa, MOTIM TipKO BCMiXHYJacsl.

Ckazaiia, o s cTaja HaATo S3UKaTo0. A KOJIM BOHA 3HUKIIA?

Tpu Mmicslii Tomy.

Tpu micsaui?! - Buryknyma J[xemma. - boxkeBiuia. - Bona minmidinma o
PaKOBHMHH, HAIMIOBHUIIA CKJISTHKY 3 TIOMITH ¥ CTiepJiacsi Ha CTUIbHUITIO, YEKaI0UH,
TIOKH S TIPOJIOBXKY.

S 3Haiinma. .. nemuno, - S 3acyMHiBanacs, 4d PO3KPUBATH 3MICT 3alMCKH. - 1
nocTaBuia ii nepes GpakToM.

I mpaBunsHO 3poOmia, - ckaszalia BOHA, CTHCKAIOYM T'yOM W yBa)KHO MEHE
po3risinaroun. - CriofiBarocs, TH 100psiue ii micrana.

Kounu Bona 11e sxuna 3 Hamu, Jl>keMma Hamaraiaach BUPOCTUTH B MEHI TY K JOTEMHICTh
1 3yXBaJICTh, 10 OyJa MpUTaMaHHA iH, IPOTE B MEHE 11€ HE BUXOIMUJIO TaK MPUPOHO.
Bona BBaxana MeHe 3aHaJTO TUXOIO - HeOe3neuHo Thxor0. Ha Miit 3axucT, s He mana
0araTo yacy 4u MOKJIMBOCTEH JaBaTH KOMYCh BIACIY, )KMUBYYH Y I[iil TITyIINHI.

Bona He noBepHeThbes. - mpomoBuia Jxemma.

Ha muth, MeHi 371a50cs1, o Mo€ ceplie epectano outucs. B mymii s e noOpe 3Hana,
ayie uyTH 11e OyJo HecTepmHO Oosue.

51 B)Ke 1aBHO Lie 3po3yMiJa.
Tu He BUTIISIAAEIT HAATO CTYPOOBAHOIO.
S Ginbiie 31ma, HiX cTypOoBaHa. BoHa mokuHyna MeHE HE MPOCTO TakK, - 5
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just to keep my hands busy.

“Why now?”

“Well, you weren’t supposed to be alone for three damn months!” she
hissed. “I was originally given the order to come back two weeks from now,
right after your nineteenth birthday, but the timeline changed.”

“Given the order by who?”

“Elowen wasn’t supposed to leave,” she said without answering my
question. “She was supposed to stay with us, but that

woman does as she wants.”

“She’s alive?”

Gemma nodded.

“Last I heard.”

Sighing, knees trembling with relief, I sat down across from Gemma. My
mother and I hadn’t parted on the best terms. The bond between us was
weak, and | may have not wept for long over her death. That didn’t mean I
wished for it.

“I need to show you something,” I said.

I unfolded the letter to S and placed it in front of her. She glanced for less
than a second, then covered it with her palm and crinkled it into her fist.
“Do you know who he is?” I pressed.

She took a swig of water and avoided my pleading eyes. With a curdling
stomach, | snatched the glass from her hands so she had little choice but to
match my stare.

“Gemma, who is this letter written to?”

“Damn Elowen for leaving me to do her dirty work.” With a reluctant sigh,
she met my gaze and tilted her head at me. Her eyes held curiosity and pity
that irked me. She gestured for me to return the water.

“Did you ever wonder why Phillip was a drunkard?”

My mother had never confessed to blaming me for my father’s drinking.
She didn’t have to. The melancholic expression he’d often worn in my
presence made it clear there was something about me that haunted him, and
she resented that. Resented me.

cXpecTuia pyKH Ha rpynasx. - Hasimo tv npuiina? - g moyecana JiKOTh, He
3HAIOUH, KyJIU MOJITU pyKHU. - YoMy MoBepHYynach came 3apa3”?

- Hy, T™u He mana OyTu cama ax TpU KISATHX Micswi! - mpommiija BOHA. -
B3arasi, MmeH1 Haka3aim MOBEPHYTUCH Yepe3 JIBa THIKHI, OJpa3y IiCJs TBOTO
JIEB’ ITHAIUATAPIYYS, aJle TUTAHU 3MIHHITUCH.

- Haxkazamu? Xt0?

- EnoBin He Mana Ty, - BOHa NMPOIrHOpYyBaJla MOE 3allUTaHHA. - BOHA Maja
3aJUIIMTUCH TYT, 3 HAMH, ajie BOHA 3aBXKIH POOUTH MO-CBOEMY.

- Bomna xxuBa?

JxeMMa KuBHYyIIA.

- byna, konu s BOCTaHHE PO HET yyJia.
51 BaKKO 3iTXHYyJa W Cijla HABOPOTH HEl, HOTW TPEMTUIM Bif TMOJIETIICHHA. MHu 3
MaTip’ 10 pO3IUILIMCS HAa HeqoOpil HOTI, 3B’ 130K MI>K HAMH JTaBHO 0cj1a0. MOKIUBO,
s 1 He pugana O JoBro uepes ii cMepTh - ane Ie He 03Ha4alo, o S [OTO XOTiJa.

- S xouy T061 Jemo moka3aTu.
51 posropuyna mucrta s C Ta mokiana HaBnpoTu Hei. Bona 3arpumana Ha HbOMY
MOTJISA] BCHOT'O Ha MUTb, IICJI YOTO MOKJIaja Ha HbOT'O JI0JIOHIO 1 31M’s1a B KyJIalli.

- Twu 3naem, xTo ne? - HanoJATIA 5.
Bona 3poOuia koBTOK BOoAM Ta BiABesa norisi. JKUBIT CKpyTWIIO 1 S BUXONMIIA
CKJISIHKY 3 11 pyK, 3MYIIYIOUH ii TJISTHYTH MEH1 B OYi.

- JIxeMM0, KOMY HalMCcaHo Len JUCT?

- Yopr 3alupaii, EnoBiH, 3HOBY Jummia MeHi OpyaHy poOOTy. - BOHa 3ITXHYyna i
HapemITi 3ycTpijia Miit morsin. Y ii oyax 3milanucs LIKaBiCTh 1 Xaiib, IO JIMILE
npaTyBaiau MeHe. BoHa MaxHyIa pyKoro Ha CKIISIHKY, MOBJISIB, TOBEPHH.

- Tu xonu-HeOynb 3aMuUCITIOBaach, YoMy Dinin Tak muB?

Mos MaMa HiKOIM He 3BMHYyBauajla MeHe y MUALTBI OaThka. 1if He moTpi6Ho Gyio. e
OyJI0 BUJTHO 1O HOTO MEJIaHXOMIHHOMY BHpa3y 00Iu4Ys, 10 3’ ABJISIBCS IOPA3y, K 5
Oyna mo0au3y. byno oueBuaHO, 0 IIIOCH Y MEH1 HE JaBajo HOMY CIIOKO0. | BoHa 118
HeHaBulIa. HeHaBuaiia MeHe.
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“Of course I wondered,” I answered softly, sliding her glass across the table.
I’d always wrestled with the suspicion that his

issues began and ended with me.

“Did you ever wonder why you don’t look like him?”

I looked down at my fair-skinned hands. My father and little brother had
tawny complexions with dirty-blond hair, a stark

contrast to my pale skin and strange silvery locks.

“I never looked like Elowen, either.” Though I’d envied her stunning
chestnut waves, high cheekbones, and hazel eyes. | rose

from my seat and walked over to the counter and poured water from the
kettle into a stoneware mug for tea.

“That’s because you look like your father.” Her fingers danced on the small
oak table. “Your real father.”

I gulped and allowed the warmth of the mug to soothe the quickening chill
in my fingers that had nothing to do with the temperature of the air.

“S?” I asked, barely whispering.

“Simeon. Simeon Whitlock.”

I thought I’d heard the name before. Maybe once or twice, my father—
Phillip—and mother had mentioned him when they thought I wasn’t
listening. Something about his wishes, his orders, and it not being “time.”
“My mother had an affair?”

Gemma nodded, apologetic. | expected to feel more anger than 1 did, but a
part of me may have suspected it.

My father—Phillip—had always been a detached fixture in my life. We’d
never formed a strong bond. Still, I'd defined myself as my parents’ child
and Oliver’s sister. But now | realized his detachment... I must have
reminded him of my mother’s lover.

“What about Ollie?”
“Theirs,” she replied. “He was Phillip’s.”
A frigid numbness coated my throat. At least Ollie and I shared a mother.

- 3BiCHO, S 3aMHCITIOBAJIACh. - TUXO BIAMOBLIA 5, KOB3HYBIIN CKJISTHKY HA3a] 10
Hel. - Lg nymka 3aBxau rpusina MeHe - 10, MOXKIIMBO, IPUYHHOIO YCiX HOro
npobiem Oyna si.

- A Tu Konu-HeOyab Jymala, YoMy TH He CX0Ka Ha HbOro?

S mornsiHyna Ha cBoi Omial pyku. Y OaThKka i MOTO MOJIOALIOrO Opara IKipa Mana
TEIJIMK, 3acMaryiiii  BIATIHOK, a Bojoccs Oyio cBiTiao-pycsBe. Lle pi3ko
KOHTPACTYBAJIO 3 MOEIO Maiike MPO30pOI0 MIKIPOIO Ta AMBHUM CPIOIISICTUM BOJIOCCSM.

- S mikonu He Oyna cxoxa it Ha EnoBiH, - THX0 mpoMoBuia 5. X044 1 3a3/puiia
il PO3KIIIHUM KaIITaHOBUM IIaCMaM, BHCOKMM BWJIMILIM 1 KapuMm oyam. 1
miJBenacs 3 MicIis, MiidIUIa 0 KyXOHHOT CTUIBHULIL W HAIHUIIA Tapsv0i BOAH
3 YallHUKa B KEPaMiuHY KPYKKY.

-  bo i cxoxa Ha cBOro Oarbka, - ckazaia Jkemma, 1i majblli JIETEHBKO
MOCTYKYBAJIM 10 yOOBOMY cToJi. - Ha cripaBxHBOTO OaTbKa.

S mpokoBTHYNA KIyOOK y ropii i MilHie 00Xonuia JOJOHIMH TeIie TOPHSITKO,
JIO3BOJISTFOYH HOTO Kapy 3irpiTH Maiblli, [0 TPEMTIJIU HE BiJl XOJIOTY.

- C? - mpouenorina 1.

- Cumeon. CumeoH BiTnok.

S Bxke uyna e iM’s. Moske, OJTUH 44 JIBa pa3u, KOJIU Miii 0aThko - Diminm - Ta MaTH
3raJyBaji H0ro, JyMar4u, 10 s HE 4y X po3MOBH. BOHM roBOpHIIN IOCK ITPO HOTO
BOJIIO, HAKa3M 1 1110. .. “111e He Jac”.

- Y moe€i matepi O0yB poman?

JlxemMma KHBHYJa, BAHYBAaTO OMYCTHUBINM O4i. S ouikyBasia, 110 1le BUKJIMYE B MEHE
OlnplLIe THIBY W HEroJlyBaHHS, ane, MalOyTh, JIeCh B TJIMOMHI Ayl sl BXKE JaBHO
3J10TalyBajach Mpo Ie.

Miii 6aTeko - Oimin - 3aBxau OyB

a0CTpaKkTHOIO (PIryporo B MOEMY KHTTI.

Mixx HaM¥ HIKOJIA HE OYyJI0 MIITHOTO 3B’sI3KY. AJIe 51 BCE OJIHO BBaXkasa ce0e TOHBKOIO
cBOiX OaTbkiB Ta cectporo OmiBepa. Ane Tenep s 3po3yMmisia, YOMY BiH OyB Takuii
BIJICTOPOHEHHUH - sl HarajyBajia Homy Mpo iHmoro yojosika. Koxanus Moei mamu.

- A Ommi?

- Bin ixniit. Cun ®iminmna.

XomnoHe 3amineHiHHs oOropHyno Moe Tino. [IpunaiiMui Ot ¥ s ManM CHOUIbHY
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He was my brother. | could hold onto that.

My mother was right, though. It should have been me that died that day.
That | was theirs had been a thin thread tying me to them both, but that
thread had existed. Until now.

In light of this revelation, that measly thread snapped. | recognized myself
for the burden | was—a constant reminder of marital betrayal to Phillip.

“I know that look.” Gemma’s sharp, stunning features twisted with pity.
“It’s not your fault Phillip drank.”

“That’s not—" I sighed, attempting to steady my voice. “I’m not so worried
about that.”

Though I had no control over my birth circumstances, I couldn’t help but
feel the weight of my existence and the trail of

consequences left in its path. My mother had always justified how we lived
in solitude. Conflict bred more conflict, she often

said. | took it to mean staying quiet and reclusive would avoid trouble, so
that’s what we did. But if I was the product of betrayal, then conflict had
probably followed me. It could have followed me here, to Phillip and Ollie.
The deep, dark parts of me—the parts of me that wanted to blame myself
just to have answers—wondered if it had.

“Am I the reason they’re dead?” I spoke his name through the nausea. “Am
I the reason that... Ollie is dead?”

Gemma’s lips parted, helpless.

Horror as disquieting as the gloomy winter sky minced my stomach to
pieces. Nauseous, | turned my back to her. Breathing was difficult, like
trying to force wind through a glass window just barely broken. The
pressure threatened my composure, which I didn’t have much of to begin
with.

“I don’t know,” she admitted softly. “I don’t know who killed them.”
Though I knew Elowen blamed me for their deaths. She’d never said it
outright. She didn’t have to. Whoever killed them must have been there to
kill me. She and I had been out in the forest collecting berries. Such an
innocent, commonplace thing, but it had been me who asked to go that

marip. Bin 6yB Mmoim Opatom. I 1iporo Oyno 1octaTHbO, 1100 TpUMATHCS.
Mos matu Oyia mipaBa. Lle st masia momeptu B Toi JieHb. Bipa B Te, 1110 s iXHs JOHBKA,
Oylla €IMHOI0 TOHKOIO HUTKOIO, IO IOB’si3yBajla MEHE 3 HUMHU oboma. J[o 1poro
MOMEHTY.
VY CBiTHI LIBOrO BIOKPUTTS, Ll TOHKAa HUTKA MHUTTEBO oOipBamacs. S1 Hapemiri
no6aunsia cebe ounma Diminma - XoAs4e HaraayBaHHs PO 3pajly MO€Ei MaTepi.
- Sl 3Ha10 PO L0 TH JyMAaeEll, - Ha TOCTpOMY 00mny4i /[>keMMHU MPOCKOB3HYB
BHpa3 xkalto. - Lle e TBos mpoBuHa, 1110 DUTINI MUB.
- S me...- s 3iTXHylIa, HAMAralO4ncCh BraMyBaTH CBiii TpPeMTJIMBUH ToOJOC. - S
XBUJIIOIOCS HE Uepe3 1Ie.
[Toripu Te, 110 51 HE MOTJIA BIUTMHYTH Ha OOCTaBMHH CBOTO HAPOHKEHHS, S BCEOIHO
BiJ{4yBaja TATap BIACHOTO iICHYBaHHS, HEMOB 32 MHOIO TATHYBCS JIAHIIIOT HEIIACTh.
Maru 3aBx/11 BUIIPaBIOBYBaJIa T€, 110 MU XUBEMO B 130s1mii. Kazana, mo xoudmikrt
MOPOIKy€e HOBUHM KOHGIIIKT. S cipuiiMana 11e 6yKBalbHO - 110 Tpeba OyTH TUXHUMHU 1
BIJUTFOBKYBATHMH, 1 TOJI JTUXO HAC OMHHE. AJle SKIIO s Oylia IJIooM 3pajw, To,
MOKJIMBO, Oifa HIia 3a MHOIO ciaigoM. MokiuBo, came depe3 me dimimosi 3 Omti
TaK He MOIIACTHIIO.
YacTrHa MeHe - Ta, L0 XOTija 3BUHYBAaTUTH ce0e y BCbOMY, IPOCTO 1100 3HaiTH
BIJINOBI/II, - TaJlaja, 4d CIpaB/i 11e OyJo Tak.
- S BuHHa B iX cMepTi? - Bl HyJIOTH $ JieJlb BUMOBJIsUIA cioBa. - Lle uepe3 MeHe
Omti momep?
Jlxemma po33iMKHYJa r'yOu, He 3HAKOUH, 1110 MEH1 BiAMOBICTH.
Kax, Takuii ke THITIOUMH, K TIOXMype 3UMOBE HE0O, pO3pMBAB Miil IITyHOK Ha
mIMaTKd. MeHi cTajo 3i1e, s BiABEPHYNIACh, TSHKKO Xamaroud IMOBITPS pOTOM, HIOM
Hamarajiach BAUXHYTH 4epe3 IIMATOK MOTPICKAaHOTO CKIIA.
Bin Hampyru s BTpavasia caMOBIIaIaHHs, IKOTO B MEeHeE i 1o Toro 0yno HebaraTo.

- Sl He 3Ha10, - MpoIyHaB M’ AkHii rosoc Jxemmu. - 5 He 3HaK0, XTO iX BOUB.
Ta Bce x s 3HaNa, kKoro EnoBin BuHMIA y iX cMepTi. BoHa 6 HiKOJIM HE CKa3alia I[bOTo
npsmo. Ta i He moTpiGHO Oyno. Toi XTo BOUB iX, MPUHAIIOB 11100 BOUTH MeHe. B Toi
yac MU Oymu B JTici Ta 30upaym sroau. Taka mpocTa, pyTHHHA CIIpaBa, aje 1e oyna s,
XTO MOTIPOCHUB TPO II€ TOrO paHKy. BoHa BUHMIIA MeHe, 11e OYJIO € AMHUM MOSICHEHHSIM
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morning. She blamed me. It was the only explanation for why she would
leave me the way she did. Because after they were murdered, she could
barely stand to look at me. My shoulders remained sore and heavy, laden
with guilt.

“Ary,” Gemma gently implored. “I’m so sorry. I shouldn’t have let her force
me out.”

Despite her healthy and agile build, the pressure of her boots made the floor
creak. “Like you’re forcing me out now. Don’t,” she pleaded from behind
me. | felt her touch my hand, and I recoiled.

“Listen—"

“I don’t think I can listen to any more right now.” I stepped away with every
intention of locking myself in the bedroom I never slept in. It was a room |
could hide myself in, and that’s all I cared about. Halfway there, I paused,
fists clenched.

“But you can stay, if you want.”

Please don’t go, I silently begged, scared of saying the words aloud like I’d
fear exposing an open wound.

*kk

Mercifully, Gemma stayed. Hours later, | finally gave in to thirst and
unlocked myself from the bedroom, and for the rest of the day, she and |
coexisted in silence. More than once, | tried to speak, desperate to fill the
void that solitude had carved inside me, but I couldn’t find the right words.
That night, though I’d tried and failed to sleep in bed—it was too cold—I
returned to the floor beside the fire. | wanted to be alone, but I wanted to
sleep even more. Quiet the hateful voices snarling at my soul.

It took me a while to settle, and | could feel her nervous gaze flickering over
me. When she wasn’t peering at me by the light of the fire, I began to watch
her, too, and I noticed things I hadn’t before.

The pale, jagged line of a scar—a stark contrast to her mahogany
complexion—began behind her ear and disappeared deep into her
collarbone. That wasn’t the only scar. There was another one, less

YOMY BOHA IMOKHHYJIA MEHE TaKUM CITIOCOOOM. AJDKe Iiciis iX BOMBCTBA, BOHA HABITh
HE MOTJIa TUBUTHCS Ha MeHe. Mol IJiedi 3aIumaiucs Halpy)KCHUMH W BaXKUMH -
00TSHKEH1 IPOBUHOIO.

- Api, - narizno npomoBmia /xemma. - MeHi Tak mkoza. Sl He moBUHHA Oyia
JIO3BOJIUTH 1l BUTHATH MEHE.
[Tompu ii cuibHY, CIPUTHY CTAaTypy, MiJ HATHCKOM ii 40O0iT 3ackpumina mianora. 5
BiJuyJa, sIK BOHA JOTOPKHYJACs 10 MO€T pyKH H BiJICaxHyJacsl.
- Ilocnyxaii...
- He nymaro, mo 3apa3 3gaTHa Ine cCiyxaTd. - S BiACTynWiIa 3 HamipoM
3aKpUTHCH B CIIaJIbHI, 7€ S HIKOJIM HE crasa.
AuJle s MOTJIa yCaMiTHUTHCH TaM, 1 I1e BCe, o 110 i TypOyBajack B el MOMEHT. 51
3YNUHWIACH Ha MIBAOPO3i, CTUCHYJIA KyJIAaKH 1 KHHYJIA:

- AJle TH MOJKEIII 3aIUIITUTHCH, SIKIIIO XOYEII.
[Ipo cebe s Omarana, mo0 BOHA 3alMIIMIACK, Ta CKa3aTH Iie Brojoc Oyno, Haye
OTOJIUTHU CBIXKY pPaHy.

*k*k

Ha mracrs, >xemma 3anmummnacs. MUHYIO Kilbka TOAMH, TIEPII HIXK 5, 3MydYeHa
CIIparoro, BUWIUIA 31 CMalibHI. YBECh JIEHb MM MOBYKH CIIBICHYBAJIM TiJ OJHUM
naxoM. S kinmpka pas3iB Hamaranacsl 3arOBOPUTH, MPArHY4YH 3alIOBHUTH MOPOXKHEUY,
SIKYy CAaMOTHICTh BUpi3ajia B MEHI, aJI€ KOJIHI CJIOBA HE IPUXOIUIHN HA TYMKY.

Tiel HOUl st HAMaraaach MOCMATH B JIKKY, ajie, He BUTPUMABIIIU XOJIOY, TOBEPHYIACh
JIO CBOT'O MicIIs OUTst BOTHIO. XOT1JIa OyTH Ha CaMoOTi, Ta I1e OUTBIIE - XOTija 3aCHYTH.
3aryIymuTH Ti HEHaBUCHI TOJIOCH, 110 JIyHAJIU B TOJIOBI.

S moBro He Moryia BMOCTUTHCS, BiTUyBarOYM Ha co01 ii Hecrokiiaui morisa. Komm
BOHA BiIBOJIWIIA OYi, 51 IMBHUJIACH HA HE 1 MOMITHIIA T€, YOTO He Oayuiia paHiie.

bninuii, 3urzarononiOHuit mpam, Mo pizkKo KOHTPACTYBaB 3 ii 3acMarjow HIKiporo,

MMOYMHABCS B1J] ByXa i 3aX0/IMB ax 1o3a ii kitouuill. Ta e 0yno He Bce. byB e oauH,
MEHII TIOMITHHH, 371iBa ii 7100a, 1110 r'yOUBCs y JIiHIT pOCTy BOJIOCCH.
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noticeable, to the left of her forehead, receding into her hairline. They both
faded into places less accessible to the common eye. Marks of the rough
and ragged life she’d lived in the last year. Those marks withdrew into her,
and | wondered what else she hid. What else she kept hidden. And 1
realized... | had never thought to ask much about where Gemma came from.
She had been orphaned, but from where? For how long?

I frowned, my stomach souring with unease. Was it possible she’d also been
lied to? She had always been tough, honest, often frigid to everything and
anyone but me. Had she been given a choice to be anything but, or had she
been abandoned, then accepted by strangers Phillip and Elowen Gold, only
to truly be forced back out by the closest thing she knew to a family?
Relief and unease warred in response to having her back. She was a cure
for my loneliness but brought with her a whole host

of mysteries.

The churn of my thoughts was finally dulled by exhaustion, and | drifted to
sleep—a dreamless one, thankfully.

When dawn broke, I rose wearily from my floor bed and caught Gemma
half asleep, leaning against the front door.

“Gemma?”

“Shit!” She startled awake and took inventory of her surroundings—bright
eyes frantic—before rising to her feet. “Sorry. I was going to try for a hunt
but didn’t want to leave you before you woke. Fell asleep here. All you have
is that bone broth, and the eggs are gone. The cellar is out of reserves, did
you know? You hardly have any food, Ary.”

I worked my throat through a swallow and nodded. “I went to the nearest
village to try and trade or buy something, but...” I hadn’t had enough to
give.

And Phillip had never taught me to hunt. My mother’s insistence that I
watch my figure was a tad too pervasive to forget, so eating very little was
just... easier.

It’s how I’d lasted as long as I had. And for a while after she left, I hadn’t

Bonu 0060€ Oynu B MicIsiX, KyIu 3a3BUYal JOAW He AUBWIKCA. CHigM TSKKOTO,
BHCHAXJIMBOT'O )KHUTTA, BCHOT0, IO BOHA MEpexXuIa 3a Il pik.

L1i pyOr1i cTanu ii HeBil’ €MHOIO YaCTHUHOIO, 1 51 3aMUCIIIIIACK - 1110 IIe BOHA IPUXOBYE?
Sxi icTopii BoHa TpuMae B TaeMHHUIIL. | Tomi s yCBiAOMMIIA, IO HIKOJIM HE MMHTAJIA,
3BiIKW BOHA. Sl 3Haja nuIIe, 0 BOHA CUPOTa, ajie je ii AiM? Sk naBHO BoHa cama?
A Hacynmia OpoBH, XBHJIS TPUBOTH ClIa3MyBasia Miid ITyHOK. Moske 1i Tex Opexanu?
Bomna 3aBxu Oylia CHIIEHOIO, Y4ECHOI0, 9aCTO XOJIOTHOO /IO BCHOTO 1 BCiX, KPIM MEHE.
Ane yu mana BoHa BUOip - Oyt kumochk iHIKUM? Yu npocto Oyia BiIKMHYTA, a OTIM
npuiinaTa yyxumu - Oininom ta Enosin 'onp, aume mo6 noTiM 11 BUTHAIK Ti, KOTO
BOHA MM0YaJia BBAXATH POJIUHOIO.

[Ticns i moBepHEHHS, MOJETIICHHS i HEeCMOKii Kuminu B MeHi. [i mpucyTHicTh Oyna
MOTMH JIIKaMH BiJI CAMOTHOCTI, ajie i mpuHeca 0e3I1i4 TAEMHUIIb.

BpemrTi Broma 3ariymmia rojxoc JyMOK, 1 51 3aCHYJIa - Ha IIacTs, Oe3 CHIB.
Sl mpokuHynacs Ha CBITaHKY i, MiJBIBIIMCH 3 IMIPOBI30BAHOIO JiXKKa, MOMITHIA
JlxemMMy, 1110 IPUTYIIMIIACh 10 ABEpEH, il 1pimaa.

- Ixemmo?

- Jlinpko! - BOHA PBYYKO MIIXOMUIIACS, PO3TYOJIEHO O3MPAIOYUCHh JOBKOJIA. -
Bu6au. XorTina miTH Ha MOJIOBAHHS, aJle HE XOTLIA 3aJIUIIATH TeOe, oK TH
cnuil. 3acHyna TyT. B Te0e 3amummBcs nuine OynbiloH, si€lb OlIbIlle HEMAE.
VY npoci HOpOXKHBO, TH 3HANA? Y Tebe Maiixke HeMae ixi, Api.

S Hanpy»xwuna ropiio, o0 KOBTHYTH, 1 KUBHYIIA.

- Sl xomuna 1o HaOIMKYOTO CENUIIA, 0O KYIMUTH IIOCh 200 OOMIHSATH, alie. . .-

rpouieil He BUCTAYMIIO.

D111 HIKOJIM HE BUMB MEHE IOJIOBAHHIO.
[TocTiiini HaragyBaHHS MO€i Marepi, MO0 S CTEXMIIa 3a CBOEW (iryporo, Oymu
HACTUIBKU 1HTEHCUBHHMH, IO MIPO HUX HEMOXKIIHUBO OYy/0 3a0yTH, TOMY iCTH dyXe
Majo OyJIo IPOCTO... JIETIIIE.
3aBAsSKU IbOMY 5 IPOTPUMAIIACS TaK IOBTO. | Ieskuii yac micist Toro, Ik BOHA MIIIIa,
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even cared if | starved. Until the hunger pains became too excruciating to
ignore.

The excuses, all true, rattled around in my brain, but | had no desire to
discuss the repercussions of admitting to any of them. Why I hadn’t done
more for myself.

So I did what I knew | could do—1I changed the subject. Thought of the
questions I’d contemplated the night before.

“Where did you come from, Gemma?”

“Where was 1?”” She leveraged her weight on the front door handle to stand.
She pondered, brow furrowed, while massaging her neck, undoubtedly sore
from the poor position she slept in. “Before 1 came back here, 1 was
bouncing back and forth between Avendrel and Wymara to—"

“No, I mean... | know your parents are gone, but are there others? How did
Phillip and Elowen come to know you? Where are your people?”

“My people?” she snickered.

I crossed my arms, then uncrossed them again, fiddling, nervous.

Her expression softened upon noticing my anxiety. “My people are your
people, Ary, and I’ll tell you about them, but first, we—you,” she
emphasized, gesturing to my frail form, “need to eat. Before I bite your head
off and before you wither to dust. If you’ll start some tea and the stove, I’ll
fetch some more eggs from the barn if they’re there, and then I’ll take you
on a hunt.”

“I’ll go to the barn,” I offered. “I could use the fresh air.”

Gemma opened her mouth to protest but refrained as she watched me slide
the tattered edges of my boots over my thin ankles.

“Hurry. It’s cold. Do you want me to come with you?”

“I’ll be fine.” I paused with my hand on the doorknob and turned around to
see her watching me, beautiful light-brown eyes rich with sympathy.
“You’ll be here?”

“Yes.” She nodded, smiling brightly. “I promise.”

The woolen interior of my well-worn boots did little to keep me warm. |
tightened my holey scarf around my neck and increased my pace, but last

MeHi Oyno Oaiimyxke, yu romonayro s. Jloku Oinb BiA TONOAY HE CTaB HAITO
HECTEepPIHUM, 11100 HOTO IrHOpYBaTH.

besniu BuUmpaBaaHp JyHalIu B TOJOBI, 1 BCi - MpaBauBi. Ajie TOBOPUTH IPO L€ HE
XOT1JIa, HE XOTIJ1a 313HaBaTUCS, HACKUIbKU Oe3MopaHa.

Tox s 3pobuia eauHe, 0 MOTJIA - 3MIHWIJIA TEMY, 3TaJIaBIIN 3allUTaHHS, HaJl SKUMHU
PO3MipKOBYBaJla HaIrepeI0/1HI BBEYEPI.

- 3BigKku TH npuina, Jpxemmo? - cimrana si.

- Jle s Oyna? - BOHa crepiacs Ha PydKy JABepel, mo0 BCTaTu. 3MOPUIMBIIY JI00a,
roMacakyBaJia 110, sIKa, 0€3CyMHIBHO, 00JIiJIa BiJ] HE3PYUHOTO MOJIOKEHHS, B TKOMY
BOHA crana. - [lepeq TUM SK NPUATH CIOIU, S MaHIpyBajia MK ABEHAPEIOM 1
Baiimaporo 110...

- Yekaid, s1 Maro Ha yBasi... TBOI OATHKH IMOMEPIIH, ajie ud € B TeOe iHmi pigHi? Ak i

no3Haiomuiacs 3 @uinmom 1 Enosin? Jle TBos pigHsa?

- Moi pinHi? - BOHa IXUKHYJIA.

51 HepBOBO cKJIaaa i po3KiIaana pyKu, He 3HaX0A14M co01 MicIIsl.

[TomiTHBIIM MOIO pO3ry0eHICTh, JkeMMa oM’ SIKILIaia.

- Moi monu - 1ie TBOI Mo, Api. S po3moBim, ane cmo4arky Mu, ToOTO TH, -

BOHA BHPA3HO KMBHYJIA HA MO0 XYIOPJISIBICTh. - MyCHII TIOICTH. [HaKmIe abo
g Tebe 3°1M, a00 TH PO3CUIIEIICS Ha TOPOX. SIKIIO 3amanuil Ty i MOCTaBUII
YallHUK, sI CXOJKY JIO capalro 3a SUISIMH, 3BICHO, SIKIIIO BOHHU TaM €, a MOTIM
Bi3bMY T€0€ Ha MOJIIOBAHHS.

- S cama miny 1o caparo, - ckasana si. - MeHi He 3aBaJIuTh CBI)KE MOBITPA.
Jbxemma Biikpuia pora, 100 3amepeunTH, aje CTpUManach, MOOAuUBIIM, SK 5
HATATYIO IOHOIIEH] YePEBUKHU Ha CBOT XY/l IIUKOJIOTKH.

- Tinbku moxBarmcs, Ha JBOPi X0JI0HO. X0Yell, s Mgy 3 T06010?

- Hi, s Bnopatocs, - s 3ynuHuiIach 611 ABepelt i moBepHyack, o0 nodauuTu,

SK BOHA JUBHUTHCS Ha MEHE CBOIMH CBITJIO-KapUMH KpacUBHUMHU ouuMa. - TH
Oynemt TyT?

- Taxk, - BOHa KUBHYJIa, IIMPOKO MOCMiXatouuch. - OOiLIsI0.

BoBHsiHa migkimagka MOiX 3HOIIEHHX 4YOOIT Maibke He psATyBaia Bij xomnomy. S
HIUTBHIIIE 3aTATHYIa JipABUNA Mmapd Ha Ui i TIPUIIBUAIIMIA KPOK, Ta BUOpAIIHiH
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night’s thick layer of snow and my lingering hunger made it difficult to
escape the cold as quickly as I would’ve liked. With the handle of the basket
over my arm, | inhaled the crisp air and swallowed to soothe the nauseous
lumps in my belly.

The wind swirled around me as | walked. My eyes watered, but no tears
fell. With my pale, short fingers, | pinched the skin of my forearm to remind
myself this was real. Someone else—Gemma—was here.

I let out a sigh of relief and trudged through the predawn darkness to the
barn, eager to be back within four walls and a roof, if only to block the
wind. A gust had blown the door to the barn wide open. It knocked against
the wall in an unsettling rhythm. With heavy feet, | moved forward until |
grabbed the rusty handle and wrestled the door closed against the brutal
wind.

I didn’t fasten the lock to avoid fumbling with it in the near dark on my way
out—hopefully with a basket of one or two fresh eggs on my arm.

To allow in a bit more light, I opened the creaky shutters on the window
nearest to the hens. When | turned to face Daisy, | gasped. She wasn’t
perched in her nest, bundled up to brace the cold as | had expected her to
be. Brown and white feathers were strewn about the floor with drops of red
intermingled.

Red. So much red.

My pulse pounded in my ears.

“Daisy?” 1 whispered, spinning around in my search. But the trail of
feathers and blood led nowhere. “Penny?” I turned to my right. Penny
wasn’t in her nest, either. No, her nest had been demolished, and there was
a large bite mark on the side of it.

Mixed with blood, two eggs were broken and splattered across the floor in
a swirl of crimson and yellow, similar to the vomit

threatening to erupt from my throat.

“Penny, where are—"

A pair of deep-amber eyes peered at me from the corner of the barn. They
belonged to a dark shape partially hidden behind a shadow cast by the tool

TOBCTUH MIAp CHITY W BHCHAXJIUBHUI TOJIOJ 3aBayKaJld BTEKTH BiJ[ MPOHU3IUBOTO
MOpO3Y TaK IIBUJIKO, SIK XOTUIOCA. 3 KOLIMKOM Ha PyL g BAMXHYJA KPHKaHe MOBITPs
il KOBTHYJIA, HAMAral4Yuch NPUOOPKATH HYJOTHUI KITyOOK Y JKHUBOTI.

Bitep po3ayBaB Miii onAr, Koiau s Hiia, o4i cabO3WiINCh. KopoTkumu Onigumu
NambIsIMUA 51 BINMOHYJA cede 3a Mepearuriyys, mo0 HepeKoHaTHcs, 10 Bce IIe
peanbHO. XTOCh iHIIMHK - JKeMMa - cripaB/i TYT.

BuanxHyBIIM 3 MOJETIIEHHSIM, 51 TPOOUpAIach Yepe3 NepelICBITAaHKOBY TEMPSBY 110
capato, 0a)kKarouu SIKHAMIIBU/IIE CXOBATHUCS BiJl MOPO3HOTO BITPY B CTiHAX OyIUHKY.
[TopuB BiTpy BiqUMHUB JABepi Oy/iBIi, i Ti BiAOWBAIUCS BiJ CTIHU B HEIPUEMHOMY
put™Mi. Baxkko cTynaroun, s migidnuia OiarmKde, CXOonuia ipKaBy pydKy i, JOKJIABIIN
3YCHJIb, 3a4MHIIIA JIBEP1, OOPIOYHCH 13 KPHIKAHUM BITPOM.

3akpuBaTH JBEpl Ha 3aMOK s HE CTaja, HE XOTLJIOCS BO3UTUCS 3 HUM Yy TEMpSBI,
BUXOJISIYH 3 Caparo 3, 5K 5 CIOAIBAIACS, KOIIUKOM 3 OJHUM-ABOMA STHLISIMU.
[[lo6 BmycTUTH TpoXW Ounblle CBiTHA, 5 BIAKpPUIA CKPUIy4Yl BIKOHHHII Ha
HalOmmk4oMy 110 Kypeit BikHi. Ko s moBepuynacs o Jleisi, s axayna. Bona Oyna
HE y THi3/li, 3rOPHYBIINCH KITyOOUKOM, 11100 3aXUCTUTHCS BiJ XOJIONY, K 5 OUIKyBaa.
Kopuunesi Ta Ounl mip'iHu Oyiau po3KHAaHI NO MIUI031, 3MIMIaHI 3 KparisiMu
YEepPBOHOTO.
Yeponoro. Tak 6arato 4epBOHOTO.
Cepue rynasno y Byxax.
- Jle#si? - mpoienorina s, 03Uparoyuch B nomykax. [Ipore ciaiau kpoBi i mip’s
BEJIM B HIKy[H, - [IeHHi? - 1 mornsgHyna Brpaso. [IenHi Texx He Oyi0 y Hi3l.
Hi, 11 rHi310 OyIno 3pyiiHOBaHe, a 300Ky OyB BeJIM4Ye3HUH cilijl 3yOiB.

[Tomixk KpoB1 po3TeKIHCA JABa PO3OUTI SIMIS - KPUBABO-)KOBTA MillIaHWHA, CX0Xa Ha
OJI0BOTY, 1110 MOIPOXKyBajla BUPBATHChH 3 MOTO TOpJIa.

- [leuni, e x...

[Tapa rmmuOokux OypIITMHOBMX OuYed IMBWIACh Ha MEHE 3 KyTka capaio. Bonu
HaJIe)KaJM TeMHIN MOCTaTi, 10 XoBajiacs B TiHI BiJ CKpUHI 3 IHCTpyMEHTaMH OiJis
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chest against the south wall. Just barely, I could decipher a bird’s limp and
mangled body—Penny’s body—hanging from the mouth of the creature.
The subtle drip of her blood from its mouth. My stomach dropped. | felt a
draft and wondered if her spirit was escaping through the partially open
window.

Drip... drip... drip...

Penny’s lifeless form fell to the floor as the wolf lunged at me. I retreated
quickly enough to kick it once in the snout, disorient it, and lunged for a
garden hoe a few feet away.

“No!” I screeched, but the wolf had me cornered. All I could do was jab at
its gnashing teeth. | had never seen one up close, only from afar.

Those harrowing jaws were far more terrifying when only seconds from
taking my life.

Chapter Three

I had never been trained to fight a human, and certainly not a vicious animal
of any kind. Saliva dripped from the wolf’s bloody, decaying teeth and hung
loosely off its sagging lips.

“Get back!” I shouted, threatening it with a garden hoe. Little time would
pass before the wolf realized the tool was no match for its brute strength
and insatiable appetite. “Get away from me!”

When [ shifted to the left in a meek attempt to escape, it snarled and gained
a few steps. | jabbed at it with the hoe, which only angered it. Too quickly
for me to react, it locked its jaw around my right arm. The sting and pressure
of the bite dragged a sharp wail from my throat. The wolf jerked my limp
body across the floor of the barn until the sudden impact of my skull on an
empty feed barrel left me immobile and unable to see in the dark.

My vision spun. Tears formed in my eyes, on my cheeks, but I had forgotten
how to breathe, and if I could not breathe, | could not weep.

“Please!” I tried to gasp an appeal to my wild attacker. My unwounded left
arm was my only defense. I held it up, flinching, waiting for the final strike.

MiBJIEHHOT CTIHH. S Ieh 3MOTIIa PO3TIEAITH IIOCh Oe3cuiie i mokpydeHe - Tino [lenHi
- y mamii 3Bipa. ToHEeHbKY IIBKY KpOBI, III0 Kamaia 3 Horo pora. BcepemuHi Bce
noxojoj0. S Bimdyna JErkuil mpoTsar 1 ysBWiIA, SK 11 Iylia BHUXOJUTH dYepe3
MIPUBIJIKPUTE BIKHO.

Karm...xam...xam.

beznuxanne Tino [lenHi Bnano Ha miuIory, i B TY ) MHTb BOBK KUHYBCS Ha MeHe. S
BIJICKOUMJIA, BCTUTHYBILU KOIHYTU HOro B MOpAy, 100 J€30pIEHTYBATH, 1 CXOMUIIA
HaWOIMK4Yy Ca/loBY caimy.

- Hi! - xpuknyna s, ane BOBK BKe 3arHaB MeHe B KyTok. Bce, 110 s Moria, 11e
IITPUKATHA HOTO B OCKaJIeHi 3yOu. S Hikomm He 6aumia iX Tak OJM3BKO, JINIIE
3J1AJIEKY.

Moro menenu, 6ym HAGaraTo CTPALIHIIIMMH, 32 MHTb JI0 TOT0, I[00 PO3ipBaTH MEHE.

Yactuna Tpers

A HikONM HE BM1Ja OUTHUCS, a TUM OUTBIIE 3 XM)KUMU TBAPUHAMH.
CnuHa kanana 3 KpUBaBUX, THUJIMX 3y0iB BOBKa 1 3BHcaia 3 HOro BUTATHYTHX I'y0.
- Hazan! - xpukHyna s, MOrpoxXyro4u HOMy caJloBOI0 MOTHUKOIO. MuHyIo
Hebararo yacy, ik BOBK 3p03YyMiB, 10 1Ie¥ IHCTPYMEHT He MOXKe 3pIBHATHCSA 3
HOro 3BIPSYOIO CHIIOKO 1 HEHACUTHUM aneTUTOM. - ['eTh Bin MeHe!

Konu s monanach BIiBO, B cripo0i BTEKTH, BOBK 3arapyaB Ta 3pOOMB KiJIbKa KPOKiB
BIlepe. S mTpuKHyIa HOro MOTHKORO, I11e O1TbIIe po3i3auBIIH. PanToM BiH KUHYBCS
Ha MOIO PYKY, TaK IIBUAKO, 1110 sl HE BCTUTJIA MUCKHYTH. biJlb Ta THUCK BiJ YKyCy Oynau
HECTEPIHUMHU. 3 MOrO TOpJia BUpPBaBCA NMPOHU3IMBHI KpuK. BOBK mapmaB Moe
Oe3cuiie TIO MO MiJUI031 caparo, ax MOKU s He MPUKJIIANACh TOJIOBOI0 00 MOPOXKHIO
004Ky 3 KOPMOM - B 0YaX MOTEMHLIO, TLJIO BIIMOBIISLIIOCH PYXaTHUCh.

CtiHg caparo 3aKpyTHJIUCH Tiepea ounMa. Ha ogax BUCTYyMIIIM CITbO3H ¥ IOTEKIIH 110
IOKaM, Ha MHUTH s 3a0yIa, sSIK JUXaTH, i MPOCTO 0€33BYyYHO IJIaKaa.

- Ilpomy! - s cnpoOyBana KpUKHYTH Ha 3Bipa.
Jlia pyka, me HEYIIKO/KEHa, 3aJUIIaNacsi €IWHUM 3axuctoMm. S migHsma ii,
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But it never came. The wolf stopped snarling, and in the moments blurred
by tears and fear, | could have sworn | heard a yelp.

The room whirled around me like | was the center of a spinning top. I
focused on my palm as it grasped the hay-covered floor of the barn to
maintain the sliver of balance | was able to keep. Though my vision was
still blurred, I deciphered a large figure hovering above me. A man. The
early-morning light that snuck through the windows revealed him: massive,
clad humbly but sturdily in dark, worn leather. A clang pierced the taut
silence: his blade, dropping to the floor. He stumbled in shock before falling
to his knees before me. His hands went straight for my face. | froze,
defenseless and afraid.

But his hands, though rough and calloused, were gentle on

my skin. Focusing on his face helped me stabilize and kept the room from
spiraling around me. He had brown eyes, like hickory, plagued by
something like... sorrow.

On the right side of his face was a jagged scar beginning over his eyebrow
and fading down his cheek, disappearing beneath a layer of his dark beard,
the same dark color of his shoulder-length hair, tied back partially in a knot.
He seemed a fair bit older. Much younger than my father but at least ten
years my senior.

“Who—who are you?” I stuttered out, trying to calm my shaking body. I
shifted to pull away from him, startled at how he touched me like he knew
me, but my balance was too faulty. | had no idea which way to go.

At the sound of my voice, he let out a sharp exhale, like the wind had just
been knocked out of him. He moved his hands from my face to my
shoulders, where they carefully rubbed, warming me. This man, whoever
he was, could snap me in half with one squeeze of his powerful hands. But
he was gentle, the stroke of his fingers wildly at odds with his size and
rough appearance. Not to mention that he’d just killed a wolf like it was
nothing. And then... three simple words. “I found you.”

My chest tightened. Wracked with tremors, | fought against the urge to

3IPUTal0YUCh, TOTYIOUHCH JI0 OCTAaHHBOTO ynapy. Ta ioro He O6ysno. BoBk nepecras
rapyaTt, i B TyMaHi CTpaxy W cii3, s TOTOBa Oyja MOKIISICTHCS, IO TOYyja Horo
JKaMIOHUN CKaBKIT.

VY TOJIOBI 3amaMOpOYMIIOCs TaK, Hade s Oyia meHTpoMm J3urd. S 3ocepenuiacs Ha
JIOJIOHI, IO BMHpajacs B BKPUTY CIHOM MiAJOTy, HaMararmo4uch yTpuMmarud Oomai
KPUXTY PiBHOBaru. Xodva Miid 3ip Bce me OyB 3aTyMaHEHHUM, S 3yMiJIa PO3TIIEIITH
BeNUKy ¢irypy mepeai MHoro. YonoBik. I[IpoMiHUYMKM paHINIHBOTO COHIS, IO
MIPOHMKAJIN Yepe3 CTaBHI BIKOH, IONIOMOTJIM MEH1 PO3IJICIITH HOT0: BUCOKHA, MIITHUH,
y TEeMHIH moTepTiid mKipi. Bps3kiT MeTamy po3pizaB HaNpyKeHy TUILY: HOTO 30pos
BIajia Ha mianory. BiH moXuTHyBCs Bif IOKY, a MOTIM BIIaB Ha KOJIiHA MEepei MHOIO.
Moro pyku Bimpa3sy » NOTATHYJIHCS 10 MOro obmamdus. S 3aBMepiia, 6e33axucHa i
HaJIIKAHA.

lkipa Ha WOro MOJOHSAX Oyna IIEPIIaBOI0, MPOTE MOTUK HAMPOUyH HIKHHM.
CdoxycyBaBIIUCh Ha HOTO 00JIMYUi, 1 TIOTPOXY 3acrokoinack. KiMHara nepecrana
KpYTUTHCH. B HpOTO OynM Kapi, MOB TiKOpi€Bi, 04l 1 B HUX IIOCh CXOXKE HAa CMYTOK.

Ha npagiii ctopoHi iioro o6auyusi 0yB HEpIBHUM IIpam, 110 TOYUHABCA HaJ OpOBOIO 1
3HHMKaB Ha IIOI, XOBAIOUUCH MiJl IApOM HOT0 TeMHOi 0OpOJU, TAKOTO XK TEMHOI'O
KOJIBOPY, SIK 1 HOTO BOJIOCCA 0 IJIeYel, 4aCTKOBO 3aB'si3aHe y By30J. BiH 31aBaBcs
Tpoxu ctapmmM. HabGarato MonoamuM 3a Moro 6arbka, aje NpUHaiMHI Ha JecATh
POKIB CTapUINM 32 MEHE.
- XTO... BU Takui? - mpoOenbKoTiaa s, TPEeMTAYM BCIM TUIOM. S pi3ko
BiJICAXHYJIach, BpPAXKEHA TUM, SIK BiH TOPKHYBCSI MEHE, Haue 3HaB JaBHO. Ta s
Jie]lb CTOsUIa Ha HOTaX, He 3/1aTHAa BTEKTH.
[TouyBmm Miii rosioc, BiH pi3KO BUAMXHYB, HIOM BUIITOBXYIOUH BCE MOBITPSI 3 JIETEHb.
Moro pyku Iriu MeHi Ha IUIedi Ta TOYaId HiKHO PO3THPATH iX, 3irpiBalodn MeHe.
et yomoBik, KUM O BiH HE OyB, MIT PO3UYaBUTH MEHE OJIHIEI0 PYKOIO, Ta PyXH HOTO
OyJu HIXHI - PI3KO KOHTPACTyBaJIM 3 HOro rpy00r0 30BHILIHICTIO. A 1Iie, BiH IIOWHO
BOMB BOBKa, HEMOB 1€ 0YJI0 HIYOr0 HE BapTe.
A TO7i, BIH IPOMOBUB JIUIIIE TPU CIIOBA.
- Sl 3HaiimioB TeOe.
Bcepenuni Bce ctucHynocsd. S TpemTina, GOprOYMCH 13 OaKaHHAM PO3CIAOUTHCA.
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relax. The deep, soothing timbre of his voice begged me to surrender to a
sense of safety that made little sense. But I didn’t know this man. I reminded
myself of this again and again, and sucked in a breath as he shifted closer,
as one rough, careful hand returned to my cheek with a soft caress. When
he moved, the early-morning light streamed in through the cracks of the
rickety barn and over his face, revealing brimming emotion in his earnest
gaze.

“You’re safe.”

I found the courage to look past him, where the wolf lay dead on the floor
of the henhouse, neck contorted and bleeding, bones crushed.

“It’s dead,” I breathed.

He cleared his throat.

“Yes. Are you hurt?” His eyes shifted to the right of my face, where I could
feel a slow, trickling warmth. “You hit your head?”

I nodded and lifted a wavering hand to the rapidly rounding bulge to the
right of my temple. My hair was warm and damp with blood.

He tilted my head to both sides to assess the damage.

“Is your vision blurred?”

“I... I don’t know.” Because I was still shaking.

He held up three fingers.

“How many?”

“Th-three.”

He nodded and fastened his grip around my elbow. I flinched. Not because
it hurt, but because it clearly would if he wanted it to.

“Can you walk?”

I swayed when | tried to stand, even while using him for stability. His
forearm was so hard and thick, my small hand couldn’t

fit even halfway around it. “L... [...”

My feet were off the ground before a coherent thought could form. In one
swift movement, he lifted me into his arms, where he now cradled me, one
arm beneath my knees, the other strong and firm against my back.

['muOokwii, 3acTIOKIMIUBUN TeMOp HOro royiocy JapyBaB BiIdyTTs O€3MeKH, Xo4a
po3ym omupaBcs. S Bce MOBTOproBaia co0i, IO HE 3HAK IOrO0 YOJIOBiKa. BiH
HaOJIM3UBCS, 3MyCHUBIIM MEHE 3aTPUMaTH AMXAHHSA i HIKHO MPOBIB PYKOIO MO MOiH
moni. Konu BiH HaXWIMBCS, paHKOBE CBITJIO, IO MPOCOYYBAJIOCH Yepe3 TPIIIUHU B
CTIHAX PO3XUTAHOTO Capard OCBITUIO KWOTO OONMY4s, 1 s moOaumia HOro MIwpi,
HAINIOBHEH1 XBUJIIOBAHHSM OYl.

- Twu B Ge3rmelti, - TPOIIETIOTIB BiH.
HaGpaBmuchy cMIIMBOCTI, sl IOTJISIHYJIA 332 MOTO CIIUHY Ha TiI0 3Bipa. BiH jexaB Ha
171031, IIUSI BUTHYTA i KPOBUTH, KICTKH MOTPOILIEHI.

- Bin mepTBui, - BUAKUXHYA 1.
Bin npouucTus ropio.

- Taxk. Tu nopanena? - Horo o4i 3ynMHHIUCH Ha MIPaBili CTOPOHI MOT'O OOIUYYS,

TaM Jie s B1I4yBaJa JieJib [IOMITHE TeI10. - TH BAapuiIach rojoBor?

S xuBHy”NA ¥ MiAHsIIA TPEMTSIIY PYKY A0 MPaBOi CKPOHI, Jie BXKE IMovaia BUCTYIATH
BeNMKa I'yisi. Moe Bosioccst 0yJ10 MOKPUM BiJ] TEIUIOT KPOBI.
BiH ornsiHyB MO€ 001My4st 3 000X OOKIB, ITYKAIOUH 1€ SIKICh YIITKOKEHHS.

- B ouax He runBe?

- Sl... "He 3Hat0, - 5 BCE IIIe TPEMTLIA.
BiH migHSB TpH MajbIli.

- Ckinpku Oauum?

- T..pn
Bin xuBHYB i MIITHO B3SB MEHE 3a JIIKOTh. S 3IpUTHYJACh - HE TOMY, IO 1€ OyJIOo
Oomsae, a Tomy, 110 11e Oyno 6 6osue, TKOU BiH 3aXOTiB.

- Itn moxem?
S cnpoGyBana migBecTHCs i MOXMTHyIACS, HABiTh 3 HOTO miaTpEMKOI. Moro
nepeAruIgYs 0yJI0 IMMUPOKUM 1 MIITHUM, MOSI JTOJIOHSI HE MOTJIa OOTOPHYTH HOTO HaBITh
HaIoJIOBUHY.

- 4.
Moi HOTH 3aBHCIH B MOBITPI, 1I€ 10 TOTO, K s BCTUTJA 3aKiHUUTH (pa3y. OnHum
IIBU/IKUM, BIIEBHEHUM PYXOM BiH MiHSB MeHe Ha pyku. OfHa pyka MijJ KoJiHaMH,
1HIIA MIHO MiATPUMYBaja CHMHY. |HCTUHKTHBHO, HaBiTh HE PO3YMIiIOYH, YOMY, S
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Instinctively—and I hadn’t the slightest clue where that instinct came
from—I wrapped my arms around his neck and let my cheek rest against
his chest. My impulse was reckless, but... he smelled like whiskey, leather,
cedar, and fire, and his movements, swift and solid, made me wonder if |
could close my eyes and rest. Just for a second. Under the light of dawn, |
could see the veins pressing against the skin of his muscular neck, the
tightness of his jaw. Holding something in.

As soon as we crossed the threshold of the cabin, he lowered me gently to
the ground but kept a hand on the small of my back to ensure my steadiness.
I was about to turn to get a better glimpse of him in the light when Gemma
rushed into the room.

“Ary, there you are! These idiots just arrived while you were out, and—
Shit!” She gasped when she saw my ravaged form

and rushed over to me. “Are you alright? What the hell happened?”

Still resting against my back, the man’s hand flexed.

“There was a wolf in the barn.” I cleared my throat. “The chickens are
gone.”

Gemma pulled me in for a tight hug. Behind her, three young men stood up
from the kitchen table. Two had black hair, one sandy blond, and all three
held kindness in their eyes. While none were as intimidating as my wolf
slayer, these men—all here at once—made the furniture look comically
small and crowded my family’s humble cabin. When I shifted to remove
my jacket, the pain in my arm smarted. The wolf’s bite was far more
noticeable without the extra layer.

“Ugh,” T whispered, studying the ragged, bloody flesh while trying not to
grow nauseous. It looked worse than it felt.

“May 12"

A startled noise—part squeak, part gasp—escaped my throat when a deep
voice rumbled beside me.

Before I could answer, my rescuer’s long, rugged fingers locked around my
unscathed arm and pulled me to the chair next to the fireplace. I gulped
down a ball of nerves when he knelt down on my right. He made a motion

o0xonuia oro 3a MU i MPUTYIUIIACS OKOIO J0 TPYICH.

Ile 6ymo 6e3pocyaHo, ajie... BiH MaxXHYB BICKi, IIKIPOIO, KEIPOM W BOTHEM, a HOTO
PYXH - HIBHJKI Ta BIEBHEHI - 3MYyLIyBaIM JyMaTH, IO S MOXY 3aKpUTH OYi Ta
po3ciabutucs. Xoua 6 Ha cekyHay. [Ipu CBITII CBITAaHKY s 3MOIJIa PO3TJICAITH Ha
Horo MiIHIN MU HAPY)KEH1 KWK, CTUCHYTY JIHIIO 1ieneny. Bid mock mpuxoByBas.

SIK TIJIBKM MU TIEPECTYIHIIN MOPIT XaTHHH, BiH 00EPEKHO OIYCTUB MEHE Ha 3EMIIIO,
3aJUIIMBINNA PYKY Ha MOEMY IOINEPEKy, 00 s He BTpaTwia piBHOBary. S Bike
30upanacsi HOBepHYTHUCS, 1100 Kpalle pO3AUBUTHCS HOTO MPH CBITI, KOJIU B KIMHATY
BOiria J[>xema.
- Api, ocw T ne! Lli 6oBaypu npuiinuiu, noku tedbe He OyIno, i... - BoHa pizko
3aMOBKJIa, T00AYUBIIIHM MOE ITOHIBEYEHE TIJ10, i mia0iria 10 MeHe. - 'ocroau!
[Ilo 6ms1xa cranmocsi? Tu Bcs B KpoBi!
Pyxka donoBika, o J1oci Jexana Ha MOTH CIHHI, HaNPY>KHJIACh.
- Y capai OyB BOBK, - mpoxpurina s. - Kypeii Oinbiie Hema.

Jbxemma pi3ko mpuTHCHYyNa MeHe 1o cebe. [lo3zany Hei s mobGaumna TprOX MOJIOIUX
YOJIOBIKIB 3@ CTOJIOM. J[BO€ 3 HUX MaJld YOpHE BOJIOCCS, IHIIUI KOIbOPY MICKY 1 yci
TPO€E AMBUIIUCS 3 HEMIAPOOHOI0 JO0OpOTOIO B 04ax. | X04 KO/E€H 3 HUX HE BUIJISA/IaB
TaK I'pi3HO, SIK Mili pATIBHUK, Ha iX ()OH1 BC1 MeOII1 Y MOEMY PIAHOMY JJOMI 3/1aBaJIUCh
JI0 CMIIIHOTO MaJleHbKUMHU. S| BOpyXHylach, B HaMaraHHi 3HSATH KypTKy, H
CKpHUBHUJIAch Bijl 00i10. YKyc BOBKa OyB Ha0arato mOMITHIIIMM 0€3 J0JJaTKOBOTO
H1apy OJIATY.

- AXx, - mpowenotiyia g. Big BUrIsiy KpuBaBoi, pBaHOi IUIOTI MEHE JieAb He

3HynuiI0. Burngnana pana ripie, HiX BiT4yBajacs.

- Moxna?
3 MOro ropJia BUpBaBCsl 3UBOBAHUH 3BYK, IIIOCh CEPEAHE MIXK MUCKOM 1 30iKOM, KOJIH
MOpYyHY 31 MHOIO IIPOJTYHaB TNIMOOKHI roJoc.
He Bcturna st BiinoBicTy, SK JTOBT1, IIOPCTKI Majblli MOTO PATIBHUKA OOXOMMIN MOIO
HEYIIKO/DKEHY PYKY 1 MOTATHYJIN MEHE JI0 CTUIBILA Ouls kKamiHa. S KOBTHyJa KOM B
ropJii, KOJIM BiH IPUCIB cpaBa BiJ MeHe. BiH %ecToM MonpocuB MEHE MPOCTATHYTH
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for me to hand over my wounded arm. | paused, eyeing him warily, if only
because | should be wary of the massive, menacingly handsome older man
touching me with hands that had effortlessly killed a wolf mere moments
ago.

“That bite needs to be treated,” he commanded, his deep voice beguilingly
soft but stern. “Let me help you.” His appeal cut deeper than the wound on
my arm and warmed my chest and stomach. | sucked in a breath, startled at
my body’s hasty reaction. But I cautiously obliged and peeled back the
sleeve of my shirt. Gemma gasped, horrified at the sight of the bite.

The wolf slayer wasted no time. Unfazed by the gore, he fastened an iron
grip around my wrist and reached for a bottle of

foul-smelling liquor from his bag. He pulled the cork out with his teeth and
held my arm still. | flinched and sucked in a tattered breath at the stinging
pain when he poured it over my wounded skin. His eyes flashed to mine,
and | gauged his every move.

It was clear this wasn’t his first time tending to a wound, and I found
unexpected solace being at the mercy of a man who knew exactly what he
was doing.

“The bandage will need to be changed no later than this time tomorrow.
Sooner, if it bleeds through.” When he finished, he gently fastened and
closed the bandage. I flinched at the pressure and friction of the cloth. Our
eyes met briefly, my pulse climbed sharply, and sweat dampened my palms.
“Then you should change it daily, or more often if it gets wet, until healed.”
“Thank—" T cleared my throat, but my voice was still a mere whisper.
“Thank you.”

He gave me a single, stern nod and stood, towering over me. His deep-
brown stare lingered on my face, so intense | could hardly stand it.
“You’re lucky it didn’t get your whole arm, aren’t you?” one of the men
spoke up from the kitchen table, mercifully cutting the tension in the room.
When I glanced back at my wolf slayer, he’d already retreated to stand
against the wall beside the hearth.

oMy mopaHeHy pyKy. Sl 3aBaranacsi, MOTJs,Ial0Yl Ha HHOTO 3 00EPEXkKHICTIO, X04a O
TOMY, 1110 I BUCOKH, HEOE3MEYHO KPACUBUA, CTAPIITNI YOJIOBIK ITOMHO BOMB BOBKA
Maibxe 0e3 3ycuiib. A Terep BiH X04e TOPKHYTHUCS MEHE.

- Tpeba obpoOuTH paHy, - IPOMOBUB BiH IIMOOKHM, M’SIKHM Ta BOJHOYAC
CYBOPHM T0JIOCOM. - J[03BOJIb JOTTIOMOTTH TOOI.

Moro mpoxaHHs BpasuIo MeHe IMIMOIIE, HiX paHa Ha MOiH pyIli, palToBe TEIIO
pO3IHMIIOCS B MOIX TpPyAsX Ta XKMBOTI. Sl 3aTaMmyBaja NOAMX, 3MBOBaHa TaKOIO
pEaKIli€lo CBOrO Tijia, Ta BCE XK MOCIyXallaCh, ¥ BIIKOTHJIA PYKaB CBOEI COPOUKH.
JlxemMa axHyIa, oOauMBILHU YKYC.
Miii psTiBHHK He rasiB 4acy. He 3Bakaroun Ha KPOB 1 KJIANTi TUIOTI, IO 3JTUILTUCS, BiH
MEpTBOIO XBATKOIO OITOBHB Mil 3aIT’SICTOK 1 AICTaB i3 CyMKH IUISIIIKY 3 iIKHM 3a11axom
ankorouto. 3y0aMu BiH PO3KOPKYBAB 11 i MilIHIIIIE CTUCHYB MO0 pyKY. Sl 3apurHynacs
i 3aTaMyBajia OAMX - NEKy4ni OiTb MPOHM3AB BCE TiJIO, KOJM BiH BUJIMB CIHPT Ha
MO0 po3ipBaHy mIKipy. BiH 3ycTpiBCsl 31 MHOKO 04MMa, a 5T HE BIJIBOIMIIA CBO1, YBOXKHO
CTEXa4yH 332 KOKHUM HOTO PYXOM.
Byno BunHO, 1110 BiH 00po0IIsie paHy He BIIEpILIE, 1 1€ JapyBajlo JUBHUMN CIIOKIN - OyTH
B pyKax JIIOJIMHH, K4 TOYHO 3HAE, 1110 POOUTD.

- Ilor’sa3ky Tpeba OyTH 3MIHUTH HE Mi3HIIIE, HIX 3aBTpa 3paHKy. A To i paHilue,
AKIIO paHa Oyzie KPOBUTH, - IPOMOBUB BiH, TYTO IIEPEB’A3YIOUU MOIO PYKY.
S 3arpemrtina BiJ TUCKY 1 TepTs TKaHUHM. Hamni morisiim 3HOBY 3ycCTpuiucs, Mid
MYJIBC PI13KO MPUCKOPUBCS, & JOJIOHI BKPUIIUCS TIOTOM.
- Jlam 3MiH0O# 1i moaHsA, a TO ¥ Yacrime, Ko OyJe MOKpa, TOKH paHa He
3aroiThbCsl.
- JId... - s IpOYMCTHIIA TOPJIO, ajie TOJI0C 3ANUIIABCS XPUIKUM. - J{AKyIO.
BiH cTpUMAaHO KMBHYB if IiIBIBCS, BUCOYiIOUM Hai MHOO. Floro TeMHo-Kkapi oui Gymu
30CepeKeH] Ha MOEMY OOJIMYYi, BiJl 4OT0 MEHE Haue MPUTBO3AMIO HA MICIIL.
- To01 momacTuio, MO pyKa Ha MICIIi, - TOJIOC YOJIOBIKA 32 CTOJIOM PO3pi3aB
Hanpy>KeHy THUIY.
51 o3upHy”nacs Ha CBOTO pSITIBHUKA. BiH BIINIIOB A0 CTIHU, TOPYY 13 BOTHHUILIEM.
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“Don’t scare her!” Gemma had started to prepare drinks for each of my
visitors. She used her foot to shove a pair of casually

outstretched boots off the remaining empty seat at the table.

She’s not exactly used to four dirty men showing up in her cabin.”

The men appeared to range in age from mid to upper twenties—older than
me but younger than my wolf slayer. He looked to

be around thirty, maybe slightly older. But what did I know, with so little
experience with men?

Gemma brought me a glass of water and, upon seeing the goose egg on my
forehead, wrapped some ice and snow in a cloth to reduce the swelling. And
the rest of them—they stared at me. It was an effort not to recoil from the
attention. Regardless of the warmth in their gazes, the way they all
watched... I felt on display. They were all very attractive, and I didn’t know
how long to look or if I should look or if it was rude to stare, but they were
all looking at me.

So I couldn’t help but stare back with wide eyes, politeness be damned. As
if I’d miss something if [ wasn’t careful.

“Gemma?” I hissed nervously, afraid to take my eyes off them all. “Who’s
in my house?”

She moved to stand behind my chair. With a hand on each shoulder, she
guided my attention back toward the sofa, where the three of the four new
men in my house had moved to.

“These men are here to help.”

I pulled back from Gemma and shot her a nervous glare.

“Caz Sinclair,” said the first of them, his voice cheerful and smooth.

Caz was the tallest of the three, lean, with shiny black hair and hazel eyes.
I guessed he was the oldest aside from the man who’d saved me. He
presented himself with a dramatic, playful bow.

“And my brother Finn,” Caz added, gesturing to the man sitting beside him.
He looked a year or two younger, with almost all the same features,
including his hazel eyes. He was slightly shorter than Caz, but what he
lacked in height—which wasn’t much—he made up for with brawn.

- He nskaii ii! - urykayna Jkemma, 71100’ SI3HO TOTYIOYH HAIOi JJIS TOCTIB.

Hororo BOoHa CkHMHYyJNa JEKiIbKa Map CTapuX Y0O0IT 3 OCTAHHBOI'O BIIHLHOTO

MICIIS 32 CTOJIOM. - He KoKeH JieHb 10 ii XaTHHH 3aX0/sTh YeTBEPO OpYyIHUX
YOJIOBIKIB.

Yo10BIKH, CYASiYM 3 YCHOTO, OyJTU BIKOM BiJl ABAALSATH I'SITH JO TPUIISNTH POKIB -

cTapi 3a MEHe, ajie MOJIOAII 3a MOTO PATIBHMKA. BiH BUIIIAIAB MpUONH3HO Ha

TPUALSATH, MOKJIMBO TPOXH OijibIrie. Xoya M0 s MOTJIa 3HATH PO YOJIOBIKIB y3arai?

Jl>xemMa mpuHeciia MeH1 CKIITHKY BOJIM, a KOJIM 1Mo0aduna ryJito Ha 4oili, 00ropHysia
T 1 CHIT y TaHYIpKy Ta MpUKIana A0 HaOpsKky. Pemra quBuimcs 3a KOXXKHUM MOIM
pyxoM. MeHi ToBenocs JOKJIACTH 3yCHIIh, 00 HE 3BepTaTH HA HUX YBard.
[Tonpu Teruio y iX morisaax, s BiauyBasia cebe HEMOB TOBap Ha BiTpuHi. Bci i
YOJIOBIKM OyJiM TpUBaOJIUBUMU, 1 S HE 3HANA, K JOBFO MOXKY HAa HUX JTUBUTHUCS,
JIOTIOKHU 1€ HE CIIPUIIMYTh HEBITJIACTBOM 1 YU MOXY B3araii. BTim, BoHu Te 1 poOuiu,
110 BECh Yac CIOCTEPIraau 3a MHOKO.
MeHi 3anMIanoch JUie TUBUTUCH Y BIAMOBiJb, 3 MIMPOKO BIAKPUTHMH OYMMA, 1
Oaiiye Ha BBIUWJIUBICTD.

- Jlxemmo? - IpoIIENIOTiNA 51, HE 3BOJSYH 3 HUX MOTIISALY, - XTO Il JTIOH 1 4OMY

BOHU TYT?

Bomna crana 3a MoOiM KpiclioM, MOKJIABIIN PYKH MEHI Ha IJIedi, epeBeia Mii MOorJIs
Ha JIUBaH, 1€ CUJUIM TPOE 3 YHOTUPHOX HE3HAHNOMHUX YOJIOBIKIB.

- L1 ar01u TPUMIILTN JOTTIOMOTTH.

S Bincroponunacs BiA keMMu 1 KMHYyJa Ha Hel HEPBOBUHN MOTJIA.

- Ka3 Cinkunep. - cka3zaB nepiimii 3 HUX BECEIUM 1 M'IKUM I'OJIOCOM.

Ka3 6yB HaliBUIIIUM 3 TPHOX, XYAOPISBUM, 3 OJUCKYYHUM YOPHUM BOJIOCCSM 1 KapUMHU
ounMa. Sl mpumycTuia, 1o BiH OyB HalicTapIiUM, KpiM 4YOJOBIKa, SKHM MeHe
BpATYBaB. BiH mpeacTaBuBcs 3 JpaMaTUYHUM, TPAHIMBUM ITOKIOHOM.

- A e miii 6part ®iH. - nogas Ka3, Bka3yro4n Ha 40JI0BIKa, IO CHUJTIB O1JISI HBOTO.
Bin BurnsaaB Ha pik-JBa MOJIOJIINM, 3 Maike TAKUMHU CAMHUMM PHCaMHU OOJIHAYY,
BKJIIOUalouu Kapi oui. Bin OyB Tpoxu HmkuuM 3a Kaza, ane mupuiim B miedax.

- Jlns Hac 11e 4ecTb, - DiHH BKJIOHUBCS CTpUMaHille, Hixk Horo Opart. - Mu 10Bro
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“An honor.” Finn bowed more reservedly than his brother. “We have waited
a long time to meet you.”

The third of them—a young man with sandy-blond hair and freckles—gave
me a shy smile and nodded.

“Yes, an honor,” he echoed Finn’s sentiment. “I’m Ezra.”

I shot a wary glance in Gemma’s direction. “You—" My throat scraped,
drawing heat to my cheeks in embarrassment. “You too,” I finished shyly.
“Why so quiet?” Caz’s hazel eyes twinkled as he chuckled.

Finn shot him a warning stare.

“We are here for your protection and companionship. Nothing more.”
“Why do I need protection?” I glared at Gemma.

She didn’t answer, only winced and turned to the others.

Vexed, | furrowed my brow and crossed my arms over my chest, careful to
avoid brushing against my wound. What else had she forgotten to tell me?
Apprehension weighed heavy on me. My mysterious savior stood by the
fireplace, jacket removed, illuminated by the cabin’s dim light. He stood
with his arms crossed, at least a full head and shoulders taller than me.
Huge. His expression was cold, grumpy, and the muscles of his jaw were
flexed. He looked... brutal.

His teeth were pressed together behind his lips. His hair—tied back partially
with a black leather strap—was dark brown, and his matching beard was
thick, well-kempt. Wild, yet reserved. He wore all black, shirt sleeves rolled
up to his elbows, top button undone. Both forearms were covered in tattoos,
uniform tally marks that spiraled up, around, and into his sleeves.

His muscles were clenched so tight that the veins in his thick, corded
forearms were visible. Yet, despite the tension in his body, those warm,
hickory eyes glowed like honey. He was so savagely beautiful and
exhilaratingly terrifying that | had to remind myself to breathe. When my
breath caught in my throat, he noticed. His stern expression turned tortured,
and his dark eyebrows drew together.

YyeKali 3ycTpidi 3 TOO0I0.

Tpertiii 3 HUX - MOJOAMI YOJOBIK 3 MICOYHO-PYCSBUM BOJOCCSIM 1 BECHSHKaMH -
COpPOM'SI3JTMBO TIOCMIXHYBCSI MEHI 1 KHBHYB.

- Tak, e uects, - MiATBEPAUB BiH, OBTOpIOtoun ciioBa DinHa. - A E3pa.
S kuHyJ1a HACTOPOXKEHUM MoTrJAa Ha [[xeMmy.

- ... - moyana s, aje rojoc 3paJHUIbKH 3aXpHUIl, IOKU CTIATaxXHYJIA BOTHEM

BiJl copomy, - JlJis1 MeHe TexX. - Jo/1ana s TUXO.

- Yowmy Taka tuxa? - 3 JyKaBOIO iCKpPUHKOIO B 04ax 3acMisBcs Kas.
@DiHH KUHYB Ha HHOTO MONEPEHKYIOUNI MOTIIA.

- Mu 1y, mo0 3axuctuTu Tebde 1 ckiacTu komnaxito. He Ginbme.

- Hagimo meni oxopoHa? - g THIBHO NorfsiHyaa Ha [xemMmy.
Bona He Bignosina, juine 3MOpUIMIIacs i MOBEpHYJacs 1o iHmmx. Po3aparoBana, s
HaxXMypuiia OpOBH 1 CXpecTuia pyKu Ha TPyAsx, 00epekHO, 100 He 3a4elUTH paHy.
o me BoHa 3a0yna MeHi cKazaTu?
TpuBora ycim Tarapem Jisirjia MeHi Ha miedi. Miii TaeMHUYHUI PATIBHUK CTOSIB OL1s
KaMiHa, 3HSABIIM KYPTKY, OCBITJICHHMH THMSHUM CBITJIIOM XaTWHHU. Bummuii 3a meHe,
IIOHaMEeHIIIe Ha MIBTOPH I'OJIOBU, MAaCHBHUH, 13 3aKJIaJICHUMH Ha TPYIsIX PYKaMHU.
[Toxmypuit BUpa3 oonuyysi, Hampy)eHa Iesnerna. byiao B HboMy IIOCh. .. TUKE.

Bin mitHo ctrckaB 3you. Bonoccs, yacTkoBo 310paHe YOPHOO MIKIPSHOIO CTPIYKOIO,
OyJl0 TeMHO-KallITaHOBE, K 1 TycTa, JOTIsHyTa Oopoja. JlMkuii, ane BoJIHOYAcC
ctpuMaHuid. OJATHEHMH TOBHICTIO B YOPHE - COpPOYKA 3 PO3CTIOHYTUM BEPXHIM
T'YA3MKOM 1 pyKaBaMH, 3aKOYeHUMH 10 JiKTiB. OOuaBa mepenruiivds Oyiau BKPHTI
TaTyIOBaHHSIMU, PIBHUMH CHIPaJIbHUMU JIHISIMHY, 1110 MiJHIMANKCS Bropy, odepTanucs
JIOBKOJIa PYK 1 3arTUOIIOBAINCS B PyKaBH.

[To Hampy»keHuM M’sg3aM HOTro CHIIBHUX, pelbe(HUX MepeAriiy NPOCTYIaId BEHH.
AuJe fioro oui, HaIIPOTUBAry KPEMe3HOMY Tilly, MaJIM TEIUIUIl, MEeIOBUI OJIHCK.

Bin OyB 10 0oJit0 BpOAJIMBUN - KOPCTKUM, HEOE3NMEUHUN 1 MpeKpacHUil BOJHOYAC.
Posrnspatoun ioro, st 3a0yBana, sk auxatd. Komu BiH MOMITHB, IIO 8 3aTpuMala
MOJIMX, HOTO OPOBH HACYNUIIUCH, CYBOPUI BHUpa3 00IMYYS CTaB BUMYUYEHHUM.
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He silently observed while the other three exchanged small talk about their
journey, drinks, supper, and the weather.

The tension that pooled off of him should have irked me. Instead, the power
of his stare was so rigid and gravitating that I couldn’t help but feel it
centered me, for better or for worse.

“I was told there would be three, not four.” Gemma’s voice was unnaturally
high-pitched in the way it was when she was stressed. She brought a tray of
hot tea, coffee, and mugs to the sofa. “I expected the Sinclair brothers and
Ezra. That is what Simeon, Elowen, and the Wintertons agreed to. Three.
No more, no less.” She scowled at my wolf slayer in the corner of the room.
“So who are you?”

Something I, too, was quite interested to know. But | was stubborn enough
to keep my glare trained on Gemma.

“That’s Smyth. Simeon’s orders, last minute,” retorted Caz, then nodded at
me. “I bet our girl here’s glad he tagged along.”

My cheeks flooded with heat. Words—all of them—were trapped in my
throat. My pleading eyes sought out Gemma, desperate for aid. | should
have been more than nervous. | should have been angry...

But there were six total people in my home, including Gemma and this...
Smyth. More presence, more life, than | could ever remember inside these
walls. Against my better judgment, despite my nerves and inability to
speak, | felt reluctant to wish away the sudden and welcome warmth of
company. Loneliness had made me irrational.

“Not your girl, you creep.” Ezra flashed his bright-blue eyes at Caz, his
voice an uncomfortable groan.

“Oh, don’t act like you didn’t spend the entire last week talking about
anything but meeting her, Ez.” Caz took a casual sip of his coffee and lifted
an eyebrow at Ezra.

“Yeah, but she’s my—" Ezra stopped himself, glaring at Caz before turning
to me. He bore an uncanny resemblance to Oliver, both with his sandy-
blond hair and dimples. And those deep-blue eyes... those were Phillip and
Oliver’s eyes. “You’re my cousin.” His awkwardness—though it did little

Bin MOBUYKM crocTepiraB, JOKH I1HII TPOE€ HEBHUMYIICHO PO3MOBIISIIM PO CBOIO
IIOJIOPO2K, HAIO1, BEUEPIO TA MIOTOAY.

Hanpy»xenictp B #ioro morysigi Majga 6 MEHE HEMOKOITH, ajieé IMBHUM YMHOM BOHA,
HaBIIaKH, 30CEPEDKyBaa.

- Memni ka3zanu, Bac Oyze Tpoe, a He YeTBEPO, - TO0C JI)KeMMU 3J1€TiB Ha BUCOKI
HOTH, SIK 3aBXKIH, KOJM BOHA HepByBaJla. BoHa mpuHecna Taiio 3 rapsiaum
yaeM 1 KaBoro, - S uekana OpariB CinkiepiB i E3py. Mu nomoBunuce 3
Cumeonom, Enoyenom i Bintepronamu. Tpoe. He Ginbie it He MeHIIIe, - BOHA
HACYIIHJIACsS Ha MOTO PATIBHUKA, 1110 CTOSIB Y KYTKY. - TO XTO TH Takuii?

Meni Tex Oyno aye LiKaBo e Ai3HaTHCs. AJie s Oyia 10CTaTHbO BIEPTOIO, 100 HE
BIJIBOJIUTH TOTJIsA BiJ JIKeMMH.

- Ile Cwmit. Hakaz CumeoHa, B OCTaHHIO XBWIHHY, - BiapizaB Ka3, a mortim

KHBHYB MeHi, - b’rock 00 3akiaj, Haia JiBYMHA pajia, 1o BiH TYT.

Moi moku crianaxuynu. CroBa 3acTpsriu B ropii. S 6naransHo rasHyna Ha [xemmy,
IIyKaloud MATpUMKU. S manma 6 OyTu Oulbll HIK HacTpoxkeHa. Mama 6 Oyt
po3zapaToBaHa... Ane B Xarti Temep OyJo ImIecTepo Trojel, BkIovyaroun Jxemmy i
nporo... Cmita - Oulble >KUTTA, HDK S Oaumna TyT 3a Bcl poku. I, Bcymepeu
3I0pOBOMY TJ1y311y, MMOMPU HEPBU W HE3AATHICTH TOBOPUTH, MEHI HE XOTLIOCS, 00
1€ BIAYYTTSI IPUCYTHOCTI 3HUKIIO.
CaMOTHICTb 3p0o0uniIa MEHE HepalliOHATIbHOIO.

- Bona He TBO# niBuMHa, 60BaYpe, - E3pa rapkuys Ha Kasa.

- Oif, He mpuKuAaiics, HIOM TH HE TMPOBIB BECh MUHYIUN THXKJIEHB,
PO3MOBIISIIOUM TIPO T€, K XOUelll 3 Helo no3Haiiomutucs, E3, - ycMixHyBCs
Ka3, chopOHyBIIIHN KaBy.

- Tak, ane BoHa % Mos... - E3pa 3ynuHuBcs, BTynuBmmch ounma B Kasa, a
MOTIM MOBEpPHYBCS 10 MeHe. Bin OyB, Ha auBO, cxoxwuii Ha OxiBepa, B 000X
OyJI0 BOJIOCCS KOJIbOPY MICKY, IMOYKH Ha IOKax. A Ti TeMHO-OJIaKUTHI oYl -
e Ooynu oui @unina 1 OmxiBepa. - Tu Most Ky3HUHa.

3HISKOBLIICTh Ha HOro 0OMMYYi, XO4U 1 HE JOMOMOraja MEHi 3aCHOKOIiTHUCh, Oyra
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to help my nerves—was endearing. At least I wasn’t the only anxious one.
“By marriage, anyway. My mom was Phillip’s older sister,” he rushed out.
“What?” I sucked in a ragged breath. I didn’t know Phillip had a sister, or
any extended family now that I thought about it. “Gemma?”’

“Ezra,” Gemma spoke slowly, like she feared I was having a hard time
understanding. She rested her long fingers on Ezra’s

forearm. “He’s your cousin, Ary. He’s family.”

“I had a family.” The words threw themselves loose from my lips like rogue
blades. And | hated myself for saying it.

Finn and Caz both crossed their hands in their laps and pursed their lips,
waiting patiently for someone else to fill the silent

space. Ezra sighed. | expected anger, but his eyes were rich with empathy,
and | hoped he wouldn’t hold it against me.

I stole a glance at the man | now knew to be called Smyth and saw he had
trained his unreadable eyes on the ground, muscles flexing in his jaw.

“I'm sorry,” I sighed, forcing my attention back to Ezra. “I’m sorry, that
was uncalled for.”

Ezra waved it away and shrugged. ““You’ve been through a lot.” He looked
at me, then at the others, then chuckled. “If it was dropped on me that [ was
destined to save the world, I’d be a bit miffed too.” Gemma rubbed her eyes
and sighed, cringing.

“What?” I choked. I was still very angry with her, but that anger didn’t rival
the pit of nausea burrowing deep inside me.

“You haven’t told her?” Finn nearly shouted, his expression a mix of stress
and mirth. “Well, shit.”

“This should be fun.” Caz leaned back in his seat and folded a pair of toned
arms behind his head. His hazel eyes twinkled beneath a few strands of
black hair—far messier than his brother’s.

“I was getting around to it,” Gemma grumbled, scowling at them both.
“Elowen didn’t exactly leave me with a trusting Ary. | just told her
Simeon’s her real father, and she needed time to process.”

muioro. S Oyna pana, o He OjIHA TYT YEPBOHIIO.
- Hy, nBoropigna. Most mama Oysa crapiioro cectporo dimina.
- Io!? - s HepiBHO BauxHyna. S He 3HaNa, mo y ®inina 6yna cectpa, abo Oy/1b-
K1 1HII poaudi. - [[xemmo?
- Espa, - J[)xeMMa noBiIbHO 3aroBOpuIIa, HIOM JJAI0UX MEH1 Yac epEeBapUTH L0
iHpopmMmariro. Bona noknana cBoi q0Bri maneii Ha nepeamwtivyds E3pu, - Bin
TBill Ky3eH, Api. TBos cim’ 4.
- B wmene Oyna cim’s, - cioBa BUJIETUIH 3 MOIX BYCT, Haue HOXI. 51 3HeHaBHUALIa
cebe oapa3y x, K CKaszaia Ie.
®inH 1 Ka3 cxpectunu pyku Ha KOJiHaX 1 CTUCHYIU TyOH, TepIUIsiue YEKAIOYH, TTOKH
XTOCH IHIIMIA 3alIOBHUTH HAMIPY)KEHY THIITY.
E3pa 3itxnyB. S ouikyBasa moOayuTH B HOro ovax THIB, aje Tam Oylo JHIlIe
CHIBYYTTA, 1 s IJIEKaJIa HaJIif0, IO BiH HE TPUMATHUME Ha MEHE 3J1a.
Sl kMHYyNa MOTJIA Ha YOJOBiKa, AKOTOo Temep 3Hamna mif iM’sm Cwmit, 1 mobayuia, o
HOro HE3BOPYIIHUH MOTIsIL OyB CHPSMOBAHMUN y MIJUIOTY, a Ha MIOKAaX HOTO Tpaiu
YKOBHA.
- Bubau. - 51 3iTxHyna i norasHyna E3pi B oui. - Lle Oyno 3aiise.
E3pa nuie MaxHyB pyKolo.
- Tobi noBenocs 6araTo 4oro MPOWTH, - BIH OIJIIHYB BCIX MPUCYTHIX B KIMHATI
i ycMixHyBcsl. - SIkOu 51 Ai3HABCS, 110 MO€ PU3HAYEHHS - BPATYBATH CBIT, 4
0 Texx OyB po3IpaTOBaHUM.
Jxemma noTepiia o4l M TSHKKO 31TXHYJA, CKPUBUBIINCE.
- I{o? - xpunko BumoBHIA s. S Bce 1€ cepauiacs Ha HEi, aje TOW THIB HE MIT
3pIBHATHCA 3 BIJUYTTAM HYAOTH, 110 3aBOPYLIMIIOCH TTTMOOKO B MEHI.
- Tu it He ckazana? - romoc diHa ynenp He 3ipBaBcs Ha Kpuk. Ha oGmmudi iioro
3’sBUJIaCh CYMIIl HANPyTH ¥ 3axXoIuieHHs. - bisixa.
- 1le Gyme Beceno, - Ka3 Biaxummpes it 3aKMHYB M’SI3MCTi pyKH 3a rojoBy. Moro
rOpixoBi 04l OJUINANIM i KUTbPKOMa MaCMaMU YOPHOTO BOJIOCCA - HAabaraTo OibI
CKYHOBJIKEHOTO, HI)XX Y HioT0 Opara.
- 51 30upanacs ue 3podutH, - Oypknyna /[>kemMMa, 3UPKHYBILU Ha HUX 000X.
- EnoBin He 3anummia MeHi JOBIPJIMBO HajamToBaHoi Api. S moifHo cka3zana iif, o
CumeoH - ii cipaBxkHii 6aTbKO, 1 ilf TOTPiOeH yac 11e 06, [ymMaTH.
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She wrung her hands together before throwing them in the air.

“Such a gods-damned mess!”

I swallowed hard and looked around at them all in an attempt to garner a
look of encouragement or confidence, something

that didn’t make me feel completely and utterly lost. My gaze landed on the
towering mass of man in the corner. Smyth’s gaze locked with mine
immediately. Almost as if he’d been waiting for me to look.

The sense of safety I’d felt when he carried me back from the barn still
soothed me. But it was... wrong. | knew that | was so desperate for
connection that | yearned to trust whoever walked through my front door.
For some reason, my instinct had chosen him, and | had a feeling it probably
shouldn’t have.

“What do you need to tell me?” I retrained my eyes on Gemma, feeling
slightly more steady where I sat. “Tell me.”

Gemma sat down in the empty armchair across from me, folded her long
fingers in her lap, and cleared her throat.

“Do you remember me telling you about the Dark Ages? Over four hundred
years ago, the Rexus dynasty ruled over Nyrida.”

I nodded. The Rexus family had somehow been eradicated by a few rogue
vigilante-types, but before their collective deaths, that family had held
power for centuries. They were ruthless. They used fear and lies to demand
subordination from the people.

“Our people were starving to death under their reign. Those that weren’t
starving were fighting each other while the ruling tyrants kept all the wealth
and power to themselves. Until the people found a way to overthrow them.
People—two men, specifically.” Her eyes darted to the others while she
divulged details she’d never given me before.

“Some say those men made a deal with the twelve gods to do it. Others say
they just got lucky.”

I shifted in my seat. My parents had never let me read any books about our
pantheon of twelve gods—the Selvaren. | knew there were twelve, and |

Bomna 3uenuna pyku, a Tozi 6€3mopagHo po3Bena iX y MOBITpi.

- SIknii ke ne kisTuii 6oramu 0e3ian!

51 xoBTHYna W oOBena iX MOTJIAAOM, IIyKarouu Oonail KpUXTY Mig0aJbOpeHHS YU
BIICBHEHOCT1 - IIOCh, IO HE a0 O MEHI MOYyBaTHUCS IIJIKOBUTO ¥ OE3HAIHHO
posry6usienoro. Miit ormsig 3ynMHUBCS HA BUCOKIN, MAaCUBHIN MOCTaTi B KyTKy. CMiT
oJpa3y 3ycTpiBcs 31 MHOIO ounMa. Hade yekaB, KOJIH 5 TIOAUBITIOCS.

BimuyrTs Ge3neku, sike s BiAdyna, KOJM BIH HIC MEHE BiJ cTailHI Hazaj, J0Ci
3aCMOKOI0BaJ0. Aje 1e 0ys0... HepaBWiIbHO. S 3HaIA, IO TaK BiAYaiIyIITHO Iparny
0opail IKOroch 3B’SI3KY, 110 TOTOBA JOBIPUTUCSA KOXKHOMY, XTO MEPECTYHUTh MOPIr
MOT0 JIoMy. | 4OMyCh Miii iIHCTUHKT 00paB came HOoTo, 1 5 IMi103proBaa, o, iMOBIPHO,
He BapTo OyJIO0 IILOTO POOUTH.

- 1o Tu maem MeHi po3moBicTU? - s MOBEpHYJA CBiid morysig Ha J[xemmy,
[IOYYBAIOYMCh TPILIKK BHEBHEHIwIe. - Kaxu.

JkeMMa omycTHIIaCS Ha KPIiCIIO HABIPOTH MEHE, CKJIaJia CBOT BUTOHYCHI TMaNbIll Ha
KOJIIHAX 1 IPOYKMCTHIIA TOPJIO.

- Ilam’sTaem moro po3noBias npo TemHi Biku? IloHan yoTupucra pokiB TOMy
nuHactis Pexcyc npasuiia Hipuporo.

S xuBHyna. Poauny PekcyciB Oyno 3HUIIEHO KUIBKOMa CaMOIIPOTOJIOIIEHUMHU
MECHUKAMH, aJie 10 CBO€T KOJIEKTUBHOI 3aru0esi sl CiM’ st CTOMIITTAMH TpUMaJia BIIaay
B pykax. Bonu Oynu Oe3xanbHi. BoHM mpaBuim cTpaxom 1 OpexHE, 3MYyIIYyIOUH
HapOJl MiAKOPSTHUCH.

- Ham napox momupas Bif rojioay mija yac iXHbOro mpasiiHHA. Ti, XTO He
rojoayBaB, BOpPOTYBaIM MK CO00I0, TOMI SK TPaBIAYl TUPAHU
MIPUBJIACHIOBAIM BCl OaraTcTBa W yClo Biaay. Tak TpUBajio, TOKH JIFOAH HE
3HAWNUM crmoco0y iX moBanuTH. Skmo OyTu TouHimme, me Oymu JBOE
4oNoBikiB. - Ii MOrNsx MeTHyBcs [0 iHIIMX, KOMM BOHA PO3KPUBANA
noapoOuIli, SKUX HIKOJM paHille MeHi He po3mnoBinana. - J[exTo Kaxe, 1o Ti
JIBOE YKJIAIM yroay 3 ABaHaausThmMa Ooramu - CenBapeHamu. [Hii x, mo iM
MPOCTO MOIIACTHIIO.

51 HIIKOBO MOBOpPYXHYJach Ha CTUIbLI. Moi 0aTbKM HIKOJIM HE JO3BOJISUIM YUTATH
KHUTH TIPO MAHTEOH JBaHaIIATH O60riB - CenBapeH. Sl 3Hana CKUIbKH iX 0yJ10 1 Te, 1110
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knew they showed no signs of mercy upon most of us. Beyond that, they
were a mystery to me.

“What do you say?”

Gemma sighed.

“I say we should have known that mankind cannot handle unlimited power
without misusing it.”

Apprehension snaked like a prickly vine around my neck.

“Those two young men, childhood friends...” Gemma straightened her
shoulders and continued. “They went looking for the magic of the
Selvaren—a magic only spoken about in legends. They guessed it was a
lost cause, a silly story for children with overactive imaginations, but they
were desperate to find some way to overthrow the tyrants. It took them over
a decade, but that magic? They found it hidden somewhere beneath
Nyrida’s surface. They never disclosed exactly where or how they found it
but kept it for themselves and used this power to destroy the Rexus family.
The battle was quick and bloodless. The new way of life was meant to be
peaceful and sustainable—a better world for our people. And it worked. For
a while, this world had a new start. The land was cultivated through good
magic. The people were treated fairly, resources shared, power distributed
equitably. For the first time in centuries, Nyrida held hope for a future.”
“Okay.” I shifted in my seat. “Go on.”

Gemma’s eyes darted around the room again before confessing,

“One of those two men was Simeon, your father.”

Disbelief had me gauging the others’ reactions, but they were all stoic.
Unsurprised. My brow lifted.

“I thought these men were alive over four hundred years ago.”

I jumped at the sharp flick of Caz’s tongue on the roof of his mouth. He
wiggled his fingers in the air.

“Magic of the Selvaren, Your Highness.”

Finn rolled his eyes at his brother and muttered, “Read the room.”

Caz chuckled. | took note that the older of the handsome, black-haired

MUJIOCEP/I BOHU HE BHUABISIOTH Maibke Hi 10 KOro 3 Hac. Bee inmie Oyno s MeHe
TAaEMHULEIO.
- A tu sk nymaem?
Jxemma 31TXHYA.
- S mymato, mo Mu Manu O 3HATH: JIIOJM HE 3/1aTHI BOJOIITH HEOOMEKEHOIO
BJIAJIOI0 1 HE 3JI0B)XKUBATH HEIO.
[TepeauyTTsi TPUBOTH OOBHUIIOCS OBKOJIA MOET U1, MOB KOJFOUMHN TUTIOMI.

- Ti pBoe rHakiB, Opy3i AUTHHCTBA... - JlkeMma BumpocTaia miedi i

npoBaaniIa Aajii. - Bonu Bupymm Ha nmomryku Marii CenBapeHis - Marii, mpo
SKy TOBOPWIM JiIIe B JiereHaax. Bonu i cami rajganu, 1mo e 6e3HaniiiHa
CIpaBa, IUTSIYa BUTAJKA JUIS HAATO OYPXJIMBOI ysBH, aje BiT4aidl MITOBXAB iX
IIYKAaTH CHoci0 MOBAJUTH THpaHiB. MUHYIO NOHAJ JECATh POKIB, ajJe BOHU
3HAWILIM Ty Mariro, MpUXoBaHy Jaeck mija nosepxueto Hipumu. [le came i sk -
HIKOJIM HE po3noBiumM. BoHu 30eperim i s cebe W CKOPHCTAIUCS ITIEIO
CHIIO0, mo0 3HUIMUTH ponuHy PekcyciB. butBa Oyna mBuakow W
6e3kpoBHOI0. HoBHiIA ycTpiil )KUTTS MaB OYTH MUPHUM 1 CIIOKIHHUM - KpaIIuM
CBITOM JUIsl Hamoro Hapony. | meBHuil uyac 1e npaioBano. CBIT OTpUMaB
HOBMH 1mIaHc. 3emuss oOpoOisimaca no0poro Mariero. Jlrogei cynunu
CIIpaBEUIMBO, PECYpCH PO3MOAUBUIACS TOPIBHY, Biala - PIBHOMIPHO.
VYmnepiue 3a cronitts Hipuia cioBHunacs Hajiii Ha MailOyTHe.
- T'apasn, - s1 3HOBY mocyHyJacs Ha CTUIBIII. - [Tpo1oBxKyii.
[Tornsan JkeMMu 3HOBY KOB3HYB KIMHATOIO, TIEpIII HI’K BOHA 313HaJIACs.

- OpnHuM 13 Tux 1Box 0yB CumeoH. TBiit OaThKoO.
HeBipa 3Mmycuna MeHe IIyKaTh peakuii 1HIIMX,
He3BopymHuMH. HesnuBoBanumu. S ninHsna OpoBy.

- S nymana, 110 i 4OJIOBIKHM >KUJIM MTOHAJ YOTUPUCTA POKIB TOMY.

Ka3 kiannys s31K0M, 1 1 3[pUTHYJIACs BiJ HECIIOIBaHKH. BiH MOBOPYIINB MaabLsAMU
B TIOBITPI.

- Maris CenBapenis, Bama Bucoxocre.
®iHH 3aKOTHB 04i Ha OpaTa i mpoOypMOTIB:

- Bwiii 3untyBatu atmocgepy B KiMHATI.

Ka3 tuxo 3acmisiBcsa. S BinzHaumia mpo cebe, IO CTapUIMi i3 IIUX BPOAIMBHUX

aje BCl BOHU JIUIIATUCS
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brothers found no time or place too inappropriate for a lighthearted joke.
Maybe I’d appreciate that later, but not right now.

“Magic,” I repeated skeptically.

Yes, sure, magic. The magic of the gods was a myth. Even if | bought that
theory, which I didn’t, this Simeon fellow had made no effort to be a part
of my life. If Elowen was writing to him, he knew about me and knew what
I was to him. Yet he remained absent. Not a single effort to connect with
his daughter. He had no right involving me in whatever mess he’d gotten
himself into. I would let Gemma say her piece, but decided I didn’t have to
accept it.

“You’re a queen, Ary.” Gemma bit her lip, her eyes filled with apology for
what she was about to admit. “The queen, actually. Of Nyrida.”

YOpHABUX OpaTiB HE BBa)XKaB >KOJHY MHUTh YHM MiCIe€ HAJTO HEJIOPEYHHUMH IS
JIETKOBAXKHOTO KapTy. MOXKIIMBO, KOJIUCH $ 1€ OL[iHIO. AJle He 3apa3.

- Maris. - CKeNTUYHO TOBTOPHJIA 5.
Tak, 3BicHO, Maris. Maris OoriB - e wmid. HaBite skOu s mpumycTuia TakKy
MOJKJIMBICTB, YOTO 51 HE 3poOmia, 1eil CuMeoH XKOJHOTrO pa3y He HamaraBcs OyTu
YaCTUHOIO MOTO XKUTTA. Skuio EnoBin nucana oMy, TO BiH 3HaB IPO MEHE il 3HaB,
KUM 51 OyJa Juist Hboro. AJie BiH Bce OJJHO He 3’sBHUBCs. He JOKIIaB KOAHUX 3yCHUIIb,
1100 3yCTpITHCS 3 BIACHOIO JOHBKOI0. BiH He MaB KOHOTO MIpaBa BTAT'YBaTH MEHE Y
Toii Oe3manm, skwii caMm cTBOpWB. S Bupimmia gatu JkemMMmi TOTOBOpHTH, aie
3a3/1aerijip 3Haja, o He MPUKMYy Te, 1110 BOHA CKaxe.

- Twu xoponeBa, Api. - Jxemma npukycuia ry0y. Odi 1 BUHYBaTO OITyCTUIIHCS

yepes Te, 110 BOHA 0Cb-0Ch Malia cka3atu. - CrpaxkHs Koponesa Hipuau.
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Chapter 2. Rendering metaphors in Ukrainian translation of The Silversmith
by LJ Claren

2.1. The definition of metaphor and its types

LJ Claren is an imaginative storyteller, passionate book lover, and devoted mother of two
as well as a loving wife. Her novels focus on resilient heroines who continue fighting after hardship
and on imperfect yet deeply compelling characters who stand beside them. Her first adult
romantasy novel, The Silversmith, opened the Selvaren series. The Silversmith narrates the story
of Ary Gold, whose life undergoes a profound transformation following the unexpected arrival of
a group of strangers who reveal a hidden truth. The narrative is characterized by a high density of
metaphorical language, which not only contributes to character development but also enhances the
aesthetic, emotional, and expressive depth of the text. Through metaphor, the author conveys
complex psychological states and interpersonal dynamics in a vivid and accessible manner.

Metaphor has long been regarded as a fundamental and pervasive phenomena in language,
playing a crucial role in both literature and communication. Its significance extends beyond
stylistic ornamentation, as it reflects the cognitive processes through which individuals
conceptualize and interpret reality. Metaphors vary across different cultures and countries,
reflecting unique linguistic traditions, worldviews, and ways of understanding reality. As noted by
Radetska S. and Milova O. (2025, p. 248), this diversity is manifested in differences in
metaphorical content, structure, and function, which has led to the emergence of numerous
classification systems. In this chapter, the concept of metaphor and its main types will be defined.

The complexity of metaphor necessitates a clear theoretical framework that would allow
for its systematic description and classification. Such a description of metaphor was systematically
developed within Conceptual Metaphor Theory. While analyzing this theory Kovecses Z.
emphasizes that “conceptual metaphor is understanding one domain of experience in terms of
another” (2017, p. 1), involving transferring meaning from the source domain (typically more
concrete) to the target domain (usually more abstract). This interaction between domains is
systematic rather than random, as it reflects stable patterns in human cognition. Moreover, as
Morozova M. states, such mappings enable individuals to “understand abstract concepts through
more familiar and concrete experiences” (2025, p. 60).

Thus, metaphors are not viewed as isolated expressions, but as systematic patterns that can
be grouped into distinct types based on their structure and function. According to Nguyen Ngoc
Vu (2015, pp. 49-51), there are three types of metaphors:

1. Structural metaphors: allow us to understand complex experiences through more familiar
and concrete ones (Nguyen Ngoc Vu, 2015, p. 49). They are often strongly conventionalised and
involve systematic mappings between source and target domains. A typical example is the
conceptual metaphor TIME IS MONEY, reflected in expressions such as you re wasting my time;
that meeting cost me a lot of time; | spent three hours on that assignment. Here, the concept of
time is presented as a valuable resource that can be spent, wasted or saved.

2. Orientational metaphors: help us organize ideas through spatial movement such as
up/down, in/out, front/back (Nguyen Ngoc Vu, 2015, p. 50). Examples: I'm feeling up today, Her
mood rose after hearing news; He’s on top of the world. These expressions reflect the way human
experience is grounded in physical embodiment. In other words, positive emotional states are
commonly associated with an upward orientation, such as an uplifted posture or raised head
position. Thus, these examples can be categorized under the conceptual metaphor HAPPY IS UP.

3. Ontological metaphors: these involve understanding abstract ideas as tangible objects
and substances (Nguyen Ngoc Vu, 2015, p. 51). As Nguyen H. states “our perception of physical
objects and materials shapes ontological metaphors” (2025, p. 3) and helps us understand
experiences that cannot be directly perceived or easily conceptualised in physical terms. In this
way, abstract phenomena such as emotions, states of mind, and complex cognitive processes are
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cognitively structured as entities, substances, or containers, thereby making them more accessible
for human interpretation and linguistic expression. Examples: Swallowing down my nerves
(Claren, 2025, p. 12); Her eyes filled with apology (Claren, 2025, p. 38).

In conclusion, metaphor is not merely a stylistic device, but a fundamental cognitive
mechanism that shapes how individuals perceive and structure reality. The Conceptual Metaphor
Theory provides a systematic framework for understanding metaphor as a mapping between source
and target domains, where abstract concepts are interpreted through more concrete experiences.
Furthermore, the classification of metaphors into structural, orientational, and ontological types
demonstrates the diversity of ways in which abstract ideas are conceptualized.

2.2. The overview of techniques for rendering metaphors

Metaphor translation is widely regarded as one of the most complex and debated issues
within Translation Studies. The process of translating metaphors involves not only the transfer of
meaning but also the negotiation between different linguistic systems, cultural frameworks, and
cognitive patterns. In this chapter, the techniques employed in the translation of metaphors are
identified and examined, with illustrative examples drawn from the analysed text.

According to Skrylnyk S. (2015, p. 250), the greater the cultural distance between
languages, the more difficult it becomes for translators to preserve the integrity of metaphorical
meaning. Skrylnyk S. distinguishes three types of metaphorical unities: general (common to all
humanity), relatively specific (characteristic of particular cultural groups), and culture-specific
(unique to a given culture). It may be assumed that culture-specific metaphorical unities pose the
greatest challenge for translators, as they often lack direct equivalents in the target language and
therefore require not only semantic adaptation but also contextual reinterpretation.

In this regard, particular attention should be paid to the classification of metaphor
translation techniques. In their work, Molina L. and Hurtado Albir A. (2002, pp. 509-511) propose
their classification and provide an explanation of it. It comprises eighteen translation techniques:

1. Adaptation. This technique is employed when a cultural element of SL is replaced with
a culturally equivalent element in the TL to ensure communicative adequacy. (Molina L. &
Hurtado Albir A., 2002, p. 509). For example, substituting English baseball metaphor with
Ukrainian football metaphor, for more familiar cultural effect.

2. Amplification. This technique is used when the translator adds explanatory information
that is absent in the original (Molina L. & Hurtado Albir A., 2002, p. 510). Example: Her chestnut
waves cascading on the pillow. - [x kawmanoei nacma, naue xeuni, cnadanu Ha noOYwKy.

3. Reduction involves the omission of elements present in the ST when they are considered
redundant, implicit, or unnecessary in the TL (Molina L. & Hurtado Albir A., 2002, p. 510).
Example: The ache of hunger blurring my vision (Claren, 2025, p. 6). - I'on00 3amymanue miti
3ip.

4. Borrowing. This technique involves taking a word directly from another language
(Molina L. & Hurtado Albir A., 2002, p. 510). It can be pure (no spelling changes) and naturalised
(spelling is adjusted to target language). Example: He had a feeling of déja vu. The French word
is used in English without changes, which is an example of pure borrowing.

5. Calque. It is a literal translation of a foreign expression, reproducing its structural
components in the TL (Molina L. & Hurtado Albir A., 2002, p. 510). Instead of borrowing the
foreign phrase directly, the translator translates its components literally. Example: skyscraper -
xmapovoc.

6. Compensation. This technique is applied when the metaphor cannot be translated in the
same spot and the translator recreates it elsewhere (Molina L. & Hurtado Albir A., 2002, p. 510).
Importantly, compensation does not require structural or lexical equivalence; its primary goal is
the preservation of communicative and aesthetic impact.
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7. Description. A lexical unit from the source text is replaced by an explanatory phrase in
the target text that conveys its meaning, function, or cultural significance. (Molina L. & Hurtado
Albir A., 2002, p. 510) Example: kimono - mpaouyitinuti anoncekuii 00se, wo 00s2aemvcs HA
ogiyitini nooii.

8. Discursive creation. While using this technique the translator produces a seemingly
unpredictable or creative equivalent that cannot be deduced from dictionary meanings or structural
correspondences.(Molina L. & Hurtado Albir A., 2002, p. 510). This technique is frequently used
in translating titles, advertising texts, or expressive literary elements, where communicative effect
Is prioritised over formal equivalence. Example: How to Make a Killing (title of the movie) -
Mucnuseus 3a cnaokom.

9. Established equivalent. According to Prajoko D. (2020, p. 1), this technique may be
applied only when “an expression in the source language is recognized in dictionaries or actual
language use as an equivalent in the target language”. Example: to spill the beans - posxkpumu
maemMHUYyIo.

10. Generalization. It occurs when a more general or less specific term is used in the target
text compared to the source text (Molina L. & Hurtado Albir A., 2002, p. 510). This technique is
applied when specificity is either unnecessary or cannot be easily preserved in translation.
Example: oak - oepeso.

11. Linguistic amplification. This technique involves the addition of linguistic elements in
the target text that were not explicitly present in the source text. It is used in interpreting and
audiovisual translation (Molina L. & Hurtado Albir A., 2002, p. 510).

12. Linguistic compression. It is the opposite of linguistic amplification and refers to the
reduction or synthesis of linguistic elements in the target text (Molina L. & Hurtado Albir A.,
2002, p. 510).

13. Literal translation. is a technique in which the source text is translated word-for-word
preserving both structure and meaning (Molina L. & Hurtado Albir A., 2002, p. 510). Example:
She opened a window. - Bona siduununa ixkHo.

14. Modulation involves a change in the semantic or cognitive perspective of the source
text in the target text while preserving the overall meaning (Molina L. & Hurtado Albir A., 2002,
p. 510). Example: It is not that difficult. - ZJe reeko.

15. Particularization. It refers to the use of a more specific or concrete term in the target
text compared to the source text (Molina L. & Hurtado Albir A., 2002, p. 510). Example: vehicle
- MAwuHa.

16. Substitution. This translation technique includes rendering a linguistic or paralinguistic
element by replacing it with another element that fulfills the same communicative function in the
target text (Molina L. & Hurtado Albir A., 2002, p. 511). For example, rendering a nod indicating
agreement in the source text as “yes” in the target language.

17. Transposition. Transposition refers to a change in grammatical category or syntactic
structure between the source and target texts without altering the meaning (Molina L. & Hurtado
Albir A., 2002, p. 511). Example: Preparing for exams completely drained me. - 4 6yra nosuicmio
BUCHADICEHA Yepe3 NIO2OMOBKY 00 eK3aMEeHIS.

18. Variation. Variation involves changes in linguistic or paralinguistic elements such as
tone, stylistic level, dialect, or register in order to adapt the text to a specific communicative
context or target audience (Molina L. & Hurtado Albir A., 2002, p. 511). Example: It's cold as
fuck outside, dress warmer. - Ha eyiuyi kaneys sik X0100HO, 00IicHUCS Meniiue.

To summarize, the degree of cultural distance between languages significantly influences
the choice of strategy, particularly in the case of culture-specific metaphors. The classification
discussed by Molina L. & Hurtado Albir A. encompasses a wide range of translation techniques,
including adaptation, amplification, reduction, borrowing, calque, compensation, description,
discursive creation, established equivalent, generalization, linguistic compression/amplification,
literal translation, modulation, particularization, substitution, transposition, variation (2002, pp.
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509-511). Overall, this taxonomy demonstrates that metaphor translation is not a uniform or
mechanical process but rather a flexible set of operations guided by contextual, cultural, and
stylistic considerations. The analysis of these techniques highlights that translators frequently
combine several strategies within a single textual unit in order to preserve both meaning and
pragmatic effect.

2.3. Issues appearing in the process of metaphor translation

Metaphors are often considered partially translatable when they are based on universal
conceptual patterns shared across cultures; however, their translation frequently depends on
language-specific features as well as the particular type of metaphor involved. Therefore, the
process of metaphor translation presents a range of difficulties that require careful consideration.
In this chapter, the key translation problems related to metaphors will be identified and analyzed.

According to Sayf M. & Mokhtar O. (2026, p. 2) metaphors are particularly difficult to
translate because they often lack direct equivalents in the target language. This lack of equivalence
is further complicated by cultural, stylistic, and cognitive differences between languages.

Major issues arising in the process of metaphor translation include: semantic change
(Liashkova 1., 2016, p. 68), cultural difference (Sydorenko Y., 2023, p. 128), loss of symbolic
imagery (Ostapenko S., 2016, p. 53) and re-mapping (Jankowiak K. and Lehka-Paul O., 2021, p.
177). Based on the works of various scholars, the essence of these issues can be outlined as follows:

1. Semantic change. As Lyashkova I. (2016, p. 68) states, “since metaphorical expressions
often lack established lexical equivalents in the target language, they effectively function as
semantic neologisms”. This means that the translator often needs to alte the semantic structure of
the metaphor by adding or omitting details; this can be linked to the phenomena of loss and gain.
According to Ahmad A. (2024, pp. 16-20), loss refers to the absence of certain elements in the
target text that were present in the source text, whereas gain occurs when the target text introduces
elements that are not found in the original. Example: It took me a while to settle, and I could feel
her nervous gaze flickering over me (Claren, 2025, p. 23). - A 00620 ne moz2na emocmumucs,
siouysaiouu Ha coobi i necnoxivinuti noensd. Here the word “flickering” that, according to
Cambridge Dictionary (2026), means “appearing for a short time before disappearing again” is
omitted in the target text. Although it could theoretically be translated into Ukrainian as
“mepexmausuii noensad”, such an expression is not conventional in Ukrainian. As a result, the
translator removes this component, thus illustrating semantic loss.

2. Cultural difference. Cultural metaphors present significant difficulties because of
conceptual and linguistic differences across languages (Sydorenko Y., 2023, p. 128). According
to Alghbban M. & Maalej, Z. (2023, p. 73), the degree of metaphor translatability depends largely
on the amount of cultural content embedded in it. Nevertheless, as Baker M. (2018, p. 74) argues,
“culture-specific items are not necessarily untranslatable”. In many cases, such metaphors can be
rendered by replacing them with culturally appropriate equivalents in the target language. If no
such equivalent exists, the translator may resort to paraphrase, explicitation, or, in some cases,
omission. Example: I didn’t have an ounce of strength or skill (Claren, 2025, p. 9). - A ne mana
Hi kpanni cun, yu eminns. This expression “not to have an ounce of something", according to
Cambridge Dictionary (2026), means “to not have any of a quality or emotion” and is translated
using the Ukrainian equivalent “ui xpanni”. This example demonstrates that cultural metaphors
are not always untranslatable, as equivalent expressions may exist in the target language.

3. Loss of symbolic imagery: This issue commonly occurs when a metaphor is replaced
with a culturally resonant equivalent in the target language. In her work Ostapenko S. (2016, p.
53) analyzes translation examples and admits that certain sentences can be translated by
substituting a word, which results in the loss of the metaphorical meaning. Thus, the original
imagery may be partially lost or transformed, which can affect both the stylistic and semantic
integrity of the text. Example: Conflict had probably followed me (Claren, 2025, p. 21). -
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Moocnueo, 6ioa wwwna 3a muoio caioom. The metaphorical representation of “conflict” as
something that follows the speaker is replaced by “6ida”, which shifts the original symbolic focus,
demonstrating the transformation of symbolic imagery.

4. Re-mapping. This problem is particularly relevant in the context of conceptual
metaphors, which are structured through the interaction between a source domain and a target
domain. In metaphor translation, translators must not only transfer lexical meaning but also
reconstruct the conceptual mapping underlying the metaphor in the target language. By “re-
mapping” Jankowiak K. and Lehka-Paul O. (2021, p. 177) mean that the translation process
requires not only the identification of cross-domain mappings underlying the metaphor, but also
their reconstruction and adaptation within the target language. Example: He smirked and scanned
me from head to toe (Claren, 2025, p. 6). - Bin nocmixuyscst i 3Mipsié Mene no2isioom 3 207108U 00
n’sm. Here re-mapping can be observed, as the English structural metaphor MIND IS A
MACHINE (technological domain) has changed to Ukrainian EVALUATION IS MEASURING
(physical domain). Thus, the conceptual metaphor was reconstructed.

Thus, metaphor translation is a complex process that involves a number of interrelated
difficulties. These include semantic change, cultural difference, loss of symbolic imagery and re-
mapping. Each of these problems reflects different aspects of linguistic, cultural, and stylistic
differences between source and target languages. As a result, metaphor translation often requires
adaptation strategies that inevitably lead to partial changes in meaning, style, or imagery, even
when the overall sense of the original text is preserved.

2.4. Defining metaphor types in the literary text The Silversmith by LJ Claren

The process of translating this literary work presented numerous challenges, requiring the
application of a range of translation techniques. Given the complexity of metaphorical expressions,
the identification of a single, clearly defined strategy is not always possible, as multiple techniques
may be employed simultaneously within the same segment. As noted by Fuyuan L. and Ping Yi
(2020, p. 171), “the translator should make a flexible method in the concrete context and never
just stick to the rules”, emphasizing the importance of adaptability in translation practice.

As previously stated, there are three types of metaphors: structural, orientational and
ontological (Nguyen Ngoc Vu, 2015, pp. 49-51). All three were found in the text and are discussed
in the next sections:

The following examples illustrate the use of structural metaphors:

Relief and unease warred in response to having her back (Claren, 2025, p. 23). In this
example, emotional conflict is conceptualized in terms of war, activating the broader metaphorical
mapping EMOTIONAL CONFLICT IS WAR. This mapping structures the reader’s understanding
of psychological experience by drawing on familiar notions of conflict and confrontation, as seen
in related expressions such as o fight one’s fears or one’s mind is a battlefield. Another instance
is:

She was a cure for my loneliness (Claren, 2025, p. 23). Here, loneliness is construed as a
condition that can be cured, thus drawing on the conceptual metaphor NEGATIVE EMOTIONS
ARE ILLNESSES. As Zhao Y. (2024, p. 337) observes, this type of metaphor involves attributing
characteristics of physical illness to psychological states. This conceptualization implies not only
the presence of suffering but also the possibility of recovery or healing. Similar metaphorical
patterns can be observed in expressions such as heartbroken, dying of boredom, and lovesick. A
further example is:

He smirked and scanned me from head to toe (Claren, 2025, p. 7). In this case, the verb
“scanned” reflects the conceptualization of human perception in terms of technical inspection,
which may be captured by the mapping PERCEPTION IS INSPECTION or, more broadly, THE
MIND IS A MACHINE. This metaphor suggests a systematic, almost mechanical process of
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observation. Related expressions include fo decode one’s reaction, to survey the crowd, and to
monitor someone’s response.

Orientational metaphors are also present in the text:

My stomach plummeted (Claren, 2025, p. 7). In this sentence, the verb “plummeted”
suggests a rapid and uncontrollable fall, which reinforces the sudden onset of fear or anxiety. Thus,
the emotional state is described through downward movement, instantiating the conceptual
metaphor BAD IS DOWN. Another instance for this mapping will be:

... if only to prove I hadn 't fallen into fever dreams... (Claren, 2025, p. 15). Here, the verb
“fallen” encodes downward movement and “fever dreams”, which, according to Cambridge
Dictionary (2026), means “a very strange experience or situation, usually a bad one, that seems
like a dream”, reinforces the negative evaluation, thus supporting the same orientational mapping.
By contrast, the opposite pattern is illustrated in:

Our eyes met briefly, my pulse climbed sharply, and sweat dampened my palms (Claren,
2025, p. 31). In this case, the verb “climbed” suggests gradual rise, which mirrors the escalation
of emotional tension within the scene. So, the increase in physiological arousal is conceptualized
through upward movement, reflecting the mapping INTENSITY IS UP.

Ontological metaphors appear to be particularly frequent in the text. The following
examples illustrate this type:

Everything hurt, and it took every bit of willpower o pretend... (Claren, 2025, p. 10). In
this instance the abstract concept of willpower is being presented as something that can be
measured, thereby rendering it more concrete. This conceptualization allows the reader to perceive
psychological effort in terms of physical resources that can be depleted. Similar pattern can be
seen in:

... to maintain the sliver of balance | was able to keep (Claren, 2025, p. 27). In this case,
balance is conceptualized as a bounded entity that can be possessed, maintained, or lost. This
metaphor emphasizes the fragility and instability of the character’s emotional state.

Another example is:

I ... swallowed my remorse as they devoured their food (Claren, 2025, p. 10-11). In this
instance, an abstract emotion remorse is conceptualized as a substance that can be ingested,
reflecting the metaphor EMOTIONS ARE SUBSTANCES.

Likewise:

I blinked once, twice, swallowing down the urge to scream (Claren, 2025, p. 8). Here, the
urge is similarly represented as something that can be physically suppressed through ingestion,
reinforcing the same ontological mapping.

To conclude, the analysis of metaphorical language in The Silversmith by LJ Claren
demonstrates that all three major types of metaphor: structural, orientational, and ontological, are
actively employed in the text. Structural metaphors provide systematic frameworks for
conceptualizing abstract experiences through specific ones, while orientational metaphors
organize emotional states through spatial relations. Ontological metaphors appear to be the most
frequent, reflecting a strong tendency to conceptualize abstract phenomena as concrete entities or
substances, thereby enhancing the vividness and emotional impact of the narrative.

2.5. Distinguishing techniques applied in the translation of the literary text The Silversmith
by LJ Claren

As Ciocioi V. (2022, p. 94) states, “the translator is the architect and the constructor that
builds the bridge between the source-language text and the target-language text”. In order to
construct this “bridge” with accuracy and functional adequacy, translators necessarily rely on a
range of translation techniques that facilitate the transfer of meaning across linguistic and cultural
boundaries.

As noted previously, the translation of metaphorical expressions may involve a variety of
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established strategies, the choice of which is determined by linguistic, cultural, and contextual
factors inherent in the source text. In this regard, Molina and Hurtado Albir (2002, pp. 509-511)
identify eighteen principal translation techniques, namely adaptation, amplification, reduction,
borrowing, calque, compensation, description, discursive creation, established equivalent,
generalization,  linguistic  compression/amplification, literal  translation, modulation,
particularization, substitution, transposition, and variation. The following section provides an
analysis of applied techniques, illustrated with examples drawn from the literary text under
investigation.

Literal translation:

The northernmost region of Nyrida, it welcomed only the boldest travelers (Claren, 2025,
p. 6). - Haunisniuniwuil kpait Hipuou éimaeé auwe naticminusiviux manopienuxis. In this instance
the structure and imagery are directly retained. The personification of the region “welcoming”
travellers is preserved, and the correspondence between source and target lexical units
demonstrates a straightforward, faithful rendering. Similarly, in:

Sharp rocks bit through the cloth of my pants and bare skin of my palms... (Claren, 2025,
p. 9) - F'ocmpe kaminns Kycano Konina wepe3 mKaHuHy WmMawnie i 201y wKipy Ha 00noHsx... The
metaphorical verb “bit” is directly transferred into Ukrainian as “kycano”, maintaining both the
figurative meaning and emotional intensity of physical discomfort without significant
restructuring.

| stared as the fire danced over the fresh logs... (Claren, 2025, p. 12) - A ousuracs sx
8020Hb Manylo€ Ha ceixcux noninax... The metaphor of fire “dancing” is preserved through a direct
equivalent “ranmtoe”, and the overall sentence structure remains closely aligned with the source
text.

More than once, | tried to speak, desperate to fill the void that solitude had carved inside
me... (Claren, 2025, p. 20) - A kirbka pazie namacanacs 3a2060pumu, NPASHyYU 3aNOSHUMU
nopoaicneuy, Ky camomuicme supizana ¢ meni... The Ukrainian rendering closely reproduces the
lexical and syntactic structure of the source text. Most semantic units are transferred directly
without significant restructuring or reinterpretation. The metaphor is maintained in its original
conceptual form, with minimal adaptation to target-language norms.

| felt the bags under my eyes sink deeper into my skull (Claren, 2025, p. 14). - A4 siouyaa,
AK MiwKu nio ouuma nposanioomscsa eiubue 6 yepen. In this instance the source text’s imagery
and structure were reproduced directly, the bodily image was transferred word-for-word.

Amplification:

The excuses, all true, rattled around in my brain... (Claren, 2025, p. 22) - Bezuniu
sunpasdans IyHalu 6 20106i, i éci - npasousi. In this instance the quantifier “6eszziv” was added
to intensify the psychological weight of the character’s internal thoughts. In addition to
amplification, the sentence also involves modulation, since the original metaphor of physical
movement “rattled around” is transformed into an auditory metaphor “zymasu”, shifting the
conceptualization of thoughts from spatial motion to sound perception.

...Gemma worked to cultivate in me the biting wit she spoke of... (Claren, 2025, p. 17) -
JIicemma Hamaeanacy supocmumu 8 MeHi My HC OOMENHICMb I 3yXeanicmv, wo Oy1na
npumamanna ii... In this instance the source metaphor “biting wit” is expanded through the
addition of the lexical element “3yxBamicts”, which intensifies the description of Gemma’s
character and communicative manner.

Another example is found in the sentence: That | was theirs had been a thin thread tying
me to them both, but that thread had existed. (Claren, 2025, p. 19) - Bipa 6 me, wo 5 ixus donvka,
byna eOUHO MOHKOI HUMKOW, Wo noe szysana mene 3 numu oboma. In this case, the adjective
“eounoro” was introduced to intensify the emotional emphasis of the metaphorical connection.
Alongside amplification, reduction may also be observed, since the final clause “but that thread
had existed” is omitted in translation, slightly decreasing the emphasis placed on the persistence
of that connection.
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My throat scraped, drawing heat to my cheeks in embarrassment (Claren, 2025, p. 29). -
... 20]10C 3PAOHUYBKU 3aXPUN, WOKU cnaiaxuyiu eocnem 6io copomy. Amplification is evident in
the addition of expressive element “3padnuywsku’”, which intensifies the emotional evaluation of
the action and strengthens the subjective tone of the utterance. In addition, variation is reflected in
the stylistic reshaping of the expression: while the source text uses a relatively neutral
physiological description “drawing heat to my cheeks”, the translation employs a more expressive
and idiomatic formulation “woxu cnaraxuynu soenem”. Particularization is also evident in the shift
from the anatomical focus “throat” to “voice”.

Reduction:

| focused on breathing despite the ache of hunger blurring my vision (Claren, 2025, p.
6). - A 30cepedunaco na ouxanni, nonpu me, wo 20100 3amymaniosaes miu 3ip. In this instance the
noun “ache” is omitted. As a result, the physical pain and intensity conveyed by the original
metaphor are partially weakened. Nevertheless, the central metaphorical image of hunger affecting
perception is preserved.

Reduction is also evident in the example: A protective, loving fire had burned in them (in
the eyes) for Oliver... (Claren, 2025, p. 12) - Cnpsamosani na Oniéepa 6onu nananu mooasuum
soenem. The adjectives “protective” and the phrase “in them” are omitted, which simplifies the
emotional complexity and weakens the visual embodiment of emotion associated with the
characters’ eyes. At the same time, the central metaphorical image of fire is preserved in the target
text. In addition to reduction, transposition can also be observed, since the grammatical focus shifts
from the metaphorical noun phrase “fire had burned in them” to the verbal construction “sonu
nananu eozrnem’ .

I hadn’t heard that sharp, raspy, indignant voice in over a year (Claren, 2025, p. 14). - 4
He uyna Ybo2o pizkoeo, xpuniozo 2onocy birewe poky. Here, the adjective indignant is omitted.
Consequently, the emotional colouring of the voice becomes less expressive in the target text.
Another example is:

...and | drifted to sleep—a dreamless one, thankfully (Claren, 2025, p. 21). - ... i s 3acuyna
- Ha wacms, 6e3 cnie. The verb “drifted” was omitted, which softens the gradual, uncontrolled
process of falling asleep in the original.

The words threw themselves loose from my lips like rogue blades (Claren, 2025, p. 31). -

. crnosa suneminu 3 moix eycm, nawe noxci. This example demonstrates both reduction and
modulation. Reduction is present in the omission of the adjective “rogue”, which carries
connotations of unpredictability and danger in the source text. The Ukrainian version simplifies
the metaphor to “Hoxi”, thereby condensing the imagery. Modulation is evident in the shift from
a dynamic construction “threw themselves loose” to a more neutral verb “sureminu”. This alters
the perspective from an autonomous action to a more straightforward depiction of rapid movement.

Particularization:

A tight ball of fury began to coil in the pit of my belly (Claren, 2025, p. 14). - Tyeuii ey3zoxn
eHigy ckpymueé miu nopodichiti wiynok. The metaphorical image “pit of my belly”, which refers
rather generally to an internal bodily sensation, is rendered more specifically as mumynok. Such
concretization intensifies the physiological realism of the emotional experience. In addition,
modulation is also present, since the metaphorical image changes from a “ball” coiling inside the
body to a “knot” tightening the stomach.

...revealing brimming emotion in his earnest gaze (Claren, 2025, p. 25). - i s nobauuna
tioeo wupi, nanosHeni xsumosannsm oui. During the translation of this sentence the word
“emotion” was rendered through compression into a more contextually specific equivalent
“xeumosanns”. Furthermore, a modulation is observed, as the participial construction “revealing”
is transformed into the finite verbal form “s nobauuna”, as well as “gaze” into “oui”, resulting in
a shift in perspective and syntactic structure. Additionally, transposition is applied, reflected in the
reorganisation of sentence elements in the target text

Generalization:
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There was the faded, horizontally curved smile on my lower abdomen from some surgery
1'd had when I was young... (Claren, 2025, p. 13) - Ha nudicHiu yacmumi scugoma iumuscs 6a1ioutl,
BUSHYMULL NO 20pU30HMAIL Ci0 810 0asHboi onepayii ¢ oumuncmsai... Here, the metaphorical noun
“smile”, referring to the shape of the scar, is generalized as “czio”. As a result, the figurative
Imagery becomes less vivid, though semantically clearer for the target reader.

A similar tendency can be seen in this example: Horror... minced my stomach to pieces
(Claren, 2025, p. 20). - JKax... pospusas miti wiiynox na wmamxu. The verb “minced”, which
metaphorically implies grinding or chopping into tiny pieces, is generalized into the less specific

“po3pusag”.
Another example is: ... I could feel her nervous gaze flickering over me (Claren, 2025, p.
21). - ... siduysaiouu Ha cobi ii necnokiunuti nocnso. In this case, the dynamic metaphor

“flickering” is omitted and replaced with the more neutral adjective “necnoxitinuii”. Thus, the
image becomes less visually expressive.

..abrasive knock on the front door startled my stiff, frozen limbs to life (Claren, 2025, p.
14). - ... piskuii cmykim y 06epi 3Mycué Mo€ Keole, 3amepsie miio oxcumu. This example
demonstrates generalization through the replacement of the more specific anatomical reference
“limbs” with the broader term “mizo”. While the source text localises the physical reaction to
particular body parts, the translation generalises the expression to the entire body. This results in
a semantically broader but more natural description in Ukrainian.

My chest tightened (Claren, 2025, p. 25). - Bcepeouni ece cmucnynocs. This is also an
instance of generalization, as the specific word “chest” is replaced with the more abstract and
inclusive expression “scepeduni”. The translation expands the scope from a localized physical
sensation to a generalized internal state.

Modulation represents one of the most frequent techniques in the analysed material, as it
allows the translator to preserve the emotional and stylistic effect of metaphors while changing the
conceptual perspective or imagery:

For instance: The room whirled around me... (Claren, 2025, p. 24) - V conosi
sanamopouunocs... Here the metaphorical focus shifts from the external environment to the
protagonist’s internal physical state. Instead of depicting the room as spinning, the translation
describes the sensation experienced by the character herself. Consequently, the metaphor
undergoes a cognitive transformation. Additionally, transposition may also be identified, since the
English clause with an explicit subject is replaced by an impersonal Ukrainian construction.

Another example is: My cheeks flooded with heat (Claren, 2025, p. 30). - Moi woxku
cnanaxuynu. The original metaphor conceptualizes embarrassment as liquid heat flooding the face,
whereas the translation employs the metaphor of sudden ignition or fire. Therefore, the
metaphorical image is altered while preserving the emotional meaning.

Those hazel eyes had never been a maternal refuge, not for me (Claren, 2025, p. 12). - B
iT kapux ouax Hikonu He 6y10 mamepurcvbkoi 1106061, He 0o mene. In this example, the metaphorical
image of refuge is replaced with the more explicit emotional notion of maternal love. This reflects
modulation because the abstract metaphor of emotional shelter is transformed into a direct
emotional concept.

The sun was scared to show its face too often this far north, especially with winter looming
(Claren, 2025, p. 15). - Conye pioko éuiano8ysano c60€ npucymuicmio niHIYHI 3eMi, 0COOIUBO
Konu 3uma exce cmosiia Ha noposi. This example illustrates the transformation of metaphorical
personification “scared to show its face” into the more formal and poetic phrase “swanosysano
ceoero npucymuicmio”. The translator changes both the emotional tone and conceptual framing of
the image.

Relief and unease warred in response to having her back (Claren, 2025, p. 21). - ITicns it
nosepHenns, noaeuenns i Hecnokit kunizu ¢ meni. In this example the conceptual metaphor is
restructured. The source text presents emotions as opposing forces engaged in conflict “warred”,
while the translation shifts this to a different conceptual model: emotions as liquids that “xunizu’.
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While the idea of emotional tension is preserved, the metaphorical perspective is changed.

Established equivalent:

My breath vanished (Claren, 2025, p. 8). - B mene nepexonuno nooux. Here, although the
literal meaning differs structurally, the Ukrainian phraseological equivalent reproduces the same
emotional and physiological reaction naturally and idiomatically. Similarly, in the sentence:

...| didn’t have an ounce of strength or skill to defend myself (Claren, 2025, p. 9). - ...a s
He mana Hi kKpanai cun, yu eminns, woo saxuwamucs. In this instance, the English metaphor based
on weight measurement is replaced with the Ukrainian idiomatic equivalent “ni xkpanni cun”.

Everything hurt, and it took every bit of willpower to pretend... (Claren, 2025, p. 9) - bozino
6ce, 11 mpeba 6yno 3ibpamu 6cto 60110 6 Kylak, abu sdasamu... Here, the original metaphor was
substituted with the expression “ziopamu eonro 6 kynax”, which functions as a stable Ukrainian
metaphorical equivalent conveying emotional self-control and determination.

A clang pierced the taut silence: his blade, dropping to the floor (Claren, 2025, p. 25). -
bpsiskim memany pospizas nanpysiceny muwiy: tio2o 30pos énaia na nionocy. The metaphor
“pierced the taut silence” was rendered as “pospizaeé nanpysceny muwy”, this metaphorical
collocation is widely conventional in Ukrainian and represents a naturalized equivalent of the
English expression.

At the same time, generalization is applied in the translation of “blade” as “z6pos”, as well
as amplification in the addition of the word “meramy”. The specific reference to a “blade” is
broadened to a more general term, which shifts the focus from a precise object to a wider category.

Unfazed by the gore, he fastened an iron grip around my wrist (Claren, 2025, p. 27)...

- He 3saorcarouu na Kpoe I Knanmi l’l]ZOI’I’li, o 31UnIuUcCA, 8IiH Mepmeoio XxeamkKoro onosue
mitl 3an scmok... This example contains an established equivalent in the translation of “iron grip”
as “mepmeoio xeamxoto”. The Ukrainian expression is a conventional idiomatic equivalent used to
convey extreme physical restraint, functioning as a standard translation solution rather than an ad
hoc rendering. In addition, amplification is present in the expansion of “gore” into “kpog i kianmi
naomi, wo 3nunaucs’”, which intensifies the graphic imagery.

Transposition:

Irritation burned in my throat (Claren, 2025, p. 17). - Bio pozopamysanus 6 copii
sanexno. In this sentence the English structure with a nominal subject is replaced by an impersonal
Ukrainian construction. The metaphorical meaning remains intact, yet the grammatical
organization changes significantly. A similar transformation appears in:

| frowned, my stomach souring with unease (Claren, 2025, p. 21). - 4 nacynuna 6posu,
xeuns mpusoau cnasmyeana miu wynok. The English participial construction is replaced by an
independent metaphorical clause. Furthermore, modulation is likewise employed, since the
metaphorical image changes from ‘“souring” to “cnazmysana”, thereby changing the
conceptualization of discomfort from a chemical/gradual process to a physical/spasmodic reaction.
In addition, amplification is present in the translation. The Ukrainian version introduces the
explicit phrase “xeunss mpusoeu”, which is not directly expressed in the source text. This addition
strengthens and clarifies the emotional state underlying the physical reaction

...all three held kindness in their eyes (Claren, 2025, p. 27). - ...yci mpoe ousunucs 3
Heniopobroio dobpomoio 6 ouax. Here, the grammatical structure of possession “held kindness” is
replaced with a descriptive verbal construction “Ousunucsa 3 o0obpomoro”. In addition to
transposition, modulation can also be identified because the metaphorical conceptualization of
kindness as an object contained in the eyes is transformed into an observable quality of one’s gaze.

...the exhausted red rims around my green eyes and the skeletal lines of my body (Claren,
2025, p. 12). - Yepsoni kona 0oskona eucHasxcenux 3eieHux odetl, kicmasasi ninii mina. In this
example, the word order and sentence structure were changed. The English sentence presents the
description in a more complex structure with several modifiers, while the Ukrainian version
reorganises it into a more natural and fluent form for the target language.

The pressure threatened my composure, which I didn’t have much of to begin with
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(Claren, 2025, p. 20). - Bio nanpyeu s émpauana camosiadanis, K020 8 MeHe i 00 mozo 6yno
Hebazamo.

In this example the sentence shifts from an abstract nominal construction “the pressure
threatened my composure” to a more verbal and subject-centered structure “s empauana
camosnaoanns”, reflecting a syntactic and stylistic reorganization.

Variation:

The thought of her freezing to death, lost in the wilderness, should have wrecked me
(Claren, 2025, p. 8). - [ymra npo nei, wo 3amep3ia deco 6 Hempsix, mauia 6 sxcaxamu mere. It can
be seen that the emotionally intense verb “wrecked” is replaced with a stylistically different
“arcaxamu”. The translation reduces the extreme emotional destruction implied in the source text
and replaces it with a more conventional expression of fear or horror. The imagery of emotional
collapse is therefore stylistically weakened.

Quiet the hateful voices snarling at my soul (Claren, 2025, p. 21). - 3aeaywumu mi
HenasucHi 2oniocu, wo aynanu 6 20n06i. The translation shifts from a highly expressive, animalistic
metaphor “snarling” to a standard cognitive metaphor of intrusive thoughts. This results in a
significant stylistic reduction of aggression and imagery, while preserving the general meaning of
internal mental disturbance. There is also a shift in conceptual perspective, presenting modulation.
The source text presents thoughts as external, hostile entities attacking the soul, while the
translation reinterprets them as internal mental phenomena.

Thus, the analysis demonstrates that metaphor translation in the examined text involves a
range of strategies aimed at balancing semantic accuracy and stylistic adequacy. The findings also
indicate that multiple techniques may operate simultaneously within a single example, showing
the complexity of translating metaphors. In translation, the choice of technique is determined by
the need to preserve the meaning of the metaphor while adapting it to the cultural norms of the
Ukrainian language.
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Conclusions

In the course of the present study, a Ukrainian translation of the literary text The Silversmith
by LJ Claren was completed, providing the empirical basis for further analysis. The theoretical
section of the second chapter was devoted to the identification and classification of the principal
types of metaphors: structural, orientational and ontological (Nguyen Ngoc Vu, 2015, pp. 49-51).
Each type was explained and illustrated with examples drawn from the analyzed text, which
enabled a systematic examination of their functioning within the narrative. Furthermore, the
classification of translation techniques proposed by Molina L. and Hurtado Albir A. (2002, pp.
509-511), was presented, critically discussed, and exemplified using material from The
Silversmith.

A separate subsection addressed the key challenges arising in the process of translating
metaphorical expressions. These challenges include semantic change, cultural difference, loss of
symbolic imagery and re-mapping. Each of these issues was analyzed in detail and supported by
relevant examples from the translated text, demonstrating the complexity and multidimensional
nature of metaphor translation in literary discourse.

The practical part of the study focused on the analysis of the translated text, where instances
of metaphor were identified, classified, and examined in terms of the techniques employed for
their rendering in the target language. Particular attention was paid to the interaction between
different translation strategies, as well as to the extent to which they preserve the semantic content,
stylistic features, and expressive potential of the original metaphors. The application of translation
techniques: adaptation, amplification, reduction, borrowing, calque, compensation, description,
discursive creation, established equivalent, generalization, linguistic compression/amplification,
literal translation, modulation, particularization, substitution, transposition, variation (Molina L.
and Hurtado Albir A., 2002, pp. 509-511) allowed for a comprehensive evaluation of translation
practices.

Prospects for further research may include a comparative analysis of metaphor translation
across different literary genres or languages, as well as the investigation of the role of individual
translator style in shaping metaphorical rendering.

The findings indicate that ontological metaphors constitute the most frequent type in the
text (71.2%), followed by structural metaphors (22.1%), while orientational metaphors are the least
common (6.7%). (Appendix A)

With regard to the distribution of translation strategies, modulation constitutes the
predominant technique, accounting for 37.8%. It is followed by literal translation, which represents
20.5% of the analysed examples, and reduction covering 9%. At the same time generalization,
established equivalent and amplification constitute 7.7% each. Less frequently employed strategies
include transposition (5.8%) along with particularization and variation, representing the smallest
proportion of the analysed material at 1.9% each. (Appendix B)
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Types of metaphors

e structural e orientational

ontological
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Appendix B.

Translation techniques: statistics

transposition

5,8%

variation

1,9%

established equivalent
7,7%

literal translation
20,5%

amplification
7,7%

reduction
9,0%

modulation
37,8%

particularization
1,9%
generalization
7,7%
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