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ABSTRACT

The paper addresses the peculiarities of rendering emotionally charged lexis and
expressions of psychological states in Freida McFadden's novella Death Row (2025) in Ukrainian
translation. It has been revealed that emotionally charged lexis and expressions of psychological
states are the most significant and complex phenomena occurring in the text, since they shape the
protagonist's inner world and sustain the atmosphere of tension and despair throughout the
narrative. Special attention is given to translation techniques such as modulation, amplification,
literal translation, transposition, with an analysis of their role in preserving the emotional effect of
the original. All emotionally charged expressions were explored and classified into five thematic
semantic groups. The conclusions emphasize that the translation of emotionally charged lexis
involves transformations of emotional meaning - loss, intensification, or redistribution - which
require the translator to balance fidelity to the source text with naturalness in the target language.

Keywords: emotionally charged lexis, psychological states, Death Row, Freida McFadden,
translation techniques, modulation, Ukrainian translation.

AHOTALIS

PoGora mpucBsyeHa OCOOIMBOCTSAM BiATBOPEHHS €MOIIIHHO 3a0apBieHOT JIEKCHKH Ta
3ac001B BUPAKEHHS NICUXOJIOTTUYHUX cTaHiB y HoBen Dpian Mak-Pannen “Death Row” (2025) B
yKpalHChbKOMY Tiepekiiafi. BusBieHo, mo emorniifHo 3abapBieHa JeKCHKa Ta 3ac00M BUPaKEHHS
MICUXOJIOT1YHUX CTaHIB € HAHO1IBII 3HAUYIIMMU Ta CKJIaIHUMU SIBUIIAMH Y TEKCT1, OCKIJIbKHA BOHU
(GopMyIOTh BHYTpIIIHII CBIT TOJOBHOI IrepoiHi Ta MIATPUMYIOTH aTMOC(epy HampyKeHOCTi i
BiJ[YAI0 BIPOJOBXK yChbOro HapatuBy. OcoONMBY yBary NpHUAIJICHO MepeKIafalbKUM TeXHIKaM -
Moy AMil, ammIidikanii, OykBaJbHOMY MepeKiaay, TPaHCHO3MLIT - Ta TXHil pomi y 30epekeHH1
eMOIIIfHOTO edeKkTy opuriHaiy. Yci eMmoliidHO 3a0apBiieHi BUpa3u Oylo JOCTIIKEHO Ta
knacupikoBaHO 3a M'AThMa TEMAaTUYHUMH CEMaHTUYHMMH TpymaMu. Y  BHCHOBKax
HiKPECIIOETHCS, M0 MEepeKsag eMOLIHHO 3abapBieHo0i JEeKCHKH mependadae TpaHchopMmarii
E€MOIIIHHOTO 3HAYEHHS - BTPATy, TOCHJICHHSI a00 TepepO3Mo/Iiy, - sIKI BUMAraroTh BiJl IEpeKiaaayda
OaslaHCy MIXK BIPHICTIO OPUT1HATY Ta HPUPOJHICTIO Y HIJILOBII MOBI.

KurouoBi ciioBa: emoriiitHo 3a0apBiieHa JeKCHMKa, TICHXOJoriuHi cranu, “Death Row”,
Opina Mak-Danaen, nepekiaganbki IPUHOMU, MOIYIIALISA, YKPAaTHCHKHM MepeKIal.
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INTRODUCTION

Relevance of the topic. The translation of emotionally charged lexis in literary fiction is
one of the most demanding tasks in translation studies, as it requires the preservation not only of
semantic content but of psychological atmosphere and emotional effect. Freida McFadden's
novella Death Row (2025), a psychological thriller narrated entirely through the inner world of a
woman awaiting execution, presents a particularly rich object for lexico-stylistic analysis. The
translation of this work raises specific challenges related to register, cultural adaptation, and the
structural differences between English and Ukrainian in expressing emotional and psychological
states.

Objective of the translation project. To analyze the lexico-stylistic features of
emotionally charged lexis and expressions of psychological states in Death Row and to examine
the peculiarities of their rendering in Ukrainian translation, identifying the techniques employed
and evaluating their effectiveness.

The tasks of the translation project are:

1. To produce a Ukrainian translation of Death Row, preserving the emotional atmosphere,
narrative rhythm, and stylistic features of the original.

2. To analyze the novella's genre characteristics, narrative structure, and key translation
challenges.

3. To identify and classify emotionally charged lexis and expressions of psychological
states in the source text on the basis of established theoretical criteria.

4. To analyze the translation techniques applied in rendering these and to evaluate their
effectiveness in preserving the emotional effect of the original.

The object of the study is the emotionally charged lexis and expressions of psychological
states in Freida McFadden's novella Death Row (2025).

The subject of the study is the specificity of rendering emotionally charged lexis and
psychological expressions from English into Ukrainian in the stated work.

Research methods: continuous sampling for identifying emotionally charged units in the
source text; descriptive and classificatory analysis for categorizing the selected material;
transformational analysis for determining translation techniques; comparative method for
examining source and target texts in parallel; and contextual analysis for accounting for the role
of narrative context in shaping emotional meaning.

Structure of the work. The translation project consists of an introduction, two chapters
with subsections, general conclusions, a list of references, and an appendix. Chapter 1 presents the
Ukrainian translation of Death Row in parallel with the source text. Chapter 2 contains the lexico-
stylistic analysis, comprising a description of the novella and its translation challenges, a
theoretical framework for the classification of emotionally charged lexis, and a systematic analysis
of translation techniques applied.



CHAPTER 1. TRANSLATION OF DEATH ROW BY FREIDA MCFADDEN

SL Text
CHAPTER 1
PRESENT DAY
It’s entirely possible that being on death row is worse than death. I
can’t say for sure, since I haven’t yet experienced death (will have an
update on that soon), but I have experienced death row, and it’s hard to
imagine anything much worse.

The worst part about death row is the seclusion. Prisoners on death
row are kept isolated from the rest of the prisoners. We get a single cell,
and we don’t eat in the dining hall with all the rest of the prisoners. When
we go out in the prison yard, it’s always alone with a guard.

You might think, hey great, who wants to share a crowded cell with
a bunch of other women? When I first heard that I’d be avoiding gen pop,
I didn’t think it sounded so bad. I had heard horror stories about maximum
security prisons. | imagined being beaten or raped or stabbed with a shiv
while the guards were looking the other way.

But no, this is worse. Much worse.

Currently, I am lying on the bed in my cell. | spend twenty-three
hours of the day in this cell, which is roughly the size of a parking space.
Humans are not designed to be locked in a cage for 95 percent of the day. |
have a small bed that is really just a metal slab attached to the wall, covered
by a thin mattress. Actually, calling it a “mattress” is a stretch. It’s more
like a thick blanket that has been folded over a couple of times. There is a
small desk with a stool that is also welded to the wall. And of course, a
metal toilet and sink.

If 1 roll to my side on this sorry excuse for a bed, I can just barely
see the one tiny window, only slightly larger than my hand, which is close
to the ceiling. I’d have to stand on my bed in order to see outside, although

TL Translation
PO31J1 1
CbOI'O/IHI

[{imkoM MOXJIMBO, 110 TIepeOyBaTH y Kamepi CMEPTHHKIB Tipiie,
HIXK IOMepTH. S He MOXKY CTBEpP/KyBaTH HAIIEBHO - JIOCBiIy CMEPTi B MEHE
MOKH 1110 He OyI1o (1po 11e, MabyTh, CKOPO 3MOXY OHOBHUTH iH(OpMaIlito),
- aje OCh KaMepy CMEPTHHUKIB 51 TEpEeXWiIa, 1 BaKKO YSBUTH LIOCh
KaXJIUBIIIIE.

Haifripme B kamepi CMEpTHHUKIB - Ie i30Js1is. 3acyKEHUX 0
CMEpPTHOI KapH YTPUMYIOTb OKPEMO BiJ PEUITH B'A3HIB. MM cuIUMO B
OKpeMHX Kamepax, i Mu He MO B imanpHi pazom 3 iHmumu. Komm Hac
BUBOJISITH Y ABIP, MU IIepe0yBaeMoO TaM caMi, Y CyIpOBO/Ii OXOPOHIIS.

Bu, mabyTb, mogymaere: “O, uynoBo! XTo kK 3aX04e JUINTH TiCHY
KaMmepy 3 Kymoro iHmux xiHok?” Komu s Bhepiie modysa, 110 MeHE He
BIJIIIPABJISITh y 3arajbHy 30HY, II€ HaBiTh 37aJIOCS MEHI HE TaKUM BXKe U
MOTaHUM BapiaHTOM. S HaciyXajacsi >KaxJIMBUX ICTOpili mpo B'A3HMII
CYBOPOTO pexuMy. YSBIIsIa, IK MEHE 0 10Th, TBUITYIOTh 00 MITPUKAIOTH
CaMOpPOOHUM HOXEM, MOKH OXOPOHI poONATh BUIJIAA, IO HIYOrO HE
0ayarts.

Auxe Hi. e ripme. Habarato ripiue.

3apas 5 ey Ha JDKKY y CBOil kaMmepi. S mpoBOKY TyT JBaALSTh
TPY TOAMHU Ha 100y - Y IPOCTOPI, 1110 IPUOIU3HO JOPIBHIOE TAPKOMICIIHO.
JIroschke TUIO HE CTBOPEHE /IS TOTO, 100 OyTH 3aMKHEHUM Y KIITII 95
BIJICOTKIB JHS. Mo€ “NMiXKO0™ - 11e HEBeIMKa MeTalieBa TUINTa, IPUKpyYeHa
JI0 CTIHM 1 HaKpuUTa TOHKMM MaTpanoM. Xoda Ha3BaTH 1€ MaTpaioM -
nepebinbuienHs. Le paame ToBcTa KOBApa, CKIIaIeHa B KUTbKa pa3is. € 1ie
MaJIeHbKUH CTOJIMK 13 TaOypeToM, 3BapeHi 31 CTIHOIO B €auHe miie. I,
3BICHO, METAJIEBUI TyaJleT 1 yMUBaJIbHUK.

SIko s moBepHycs Ha OiK HA LIbOMY KaJIIOT1IHOMY MOA001 JiXKKa,
TO JIe/Ib 3MOXY PO3IIIEIITH €JMHE KPUXITHE BIKOHIIE ITiJl CaMOIO CTENEIO -
TpoxH OuIbIIe 32 MO0 pyKy. I100 mo6auuTH, 1110 HaA30BHI, MEHI 10BENOCS



there’s not much of a view, which Noel always says is the most important
thing about picking a place to live. That was what he used to say, at least,
before he was murdered.

Occasionally, | get to shower—a rare treat—but | often wash my
body at the sink with a rag and chemical-smelling soap. The only people |
ever talk to are the guards, and it’s not like we’re having any great
conversations. Visitors are rare. Usually, it’s just my lawyer, Clarence
Bowman.

Whenever | leave this cell, I am shackled. | am allowed to go into
the yard for one hour each day, although | am put in a different cage within
the yard. They treat me like a wild animal that could turn on them at any
time. But I suppose if they really think I’'m a murderer, that makes sense.
Who knows what I’'m capable of?

“Kemper.” A voice jerks me from my self-pitying thoughts. “Food.”
I'sit up from the faux mattress, my back screaming in pain. It’s supposed to
be good for the back to sleep on a hard, flat surface, but there’s nothing
good about this bed. There’s also nothing good about the food delivered to
my cell, which is slid through a narrow slit in the door. Breakfast is
delivered at six in the morning, lunch at eleven, then dinner at four thirty.

“It’s dinnertime,” the voice adds. It’s Correctional Officer Rhea
Clark. I’'m supposed to call COs by their last names, the same way everyone
calls me by my last name, but she introduced herself to me as Rhea, so |
feel 1 have license to call her that.

“Thank you,” I say as she passes my tray to me through the gap. My
voice is hoarse, because I hardly use it anymore and don’t drink enough
water. Sometimes when | try to swallow, it feels like there are glass shards
in my throat.

0 craTv Ha JKKO, XO4Ya JUBUTHCS TaM 0COOJMBO HeMa Ha 110. Ane Hoen
3aBXKAM Ka3aB, 110 KpaeBUJ - HaWBaXJIMBILIE, KOJIM OOMpael Micue JUis
)KuUTTA. TouHile, Ka3aB KOJIUCh. J[o TOro, sk oro BOWIH.

IHOA1 MeH1 NO3BOJISIIOTh NPUHHATH AYLI - CHPABXKHS PO3KILI - aje
YacTilie s MUIOCS B YMHUBAIBHUKY, T'aHYIPKOIO Ta MHJIOM 13 Pi3KUM
XIMIYHUM 3anaxoM. €IuH1 JI0AM, 3 SKMMU S TYyT PO3MOBIAIO, - 1€
OXOpOHIIi, 1 CKa3aTH, 10 B HAC BUXOJATh SKICh JyIICBHI Oeciau, Oyno O
nepeOuIbIIeHHsIM.  BinBigyBadi 3 sMBISIOTBCA  HEYACTO.  3a3BUYAM
MIPUXOIUTH JIHIIE Miit anBokat, Kimapenc boymen.

Ko>xHoro pa3sy, Koyiu s BUXOJUKY 3 L€l KaMepH, MEHE 3aKOBYIOTh Y
Kaiiganu. Pa3 Ha 1eHb MEHi TO3BOJISIOTh BUXOAUTH HA MIPOTYIISIHKY Y JBIp
Ha OJIHY TOJIMHY, X04a i TaM MEHE 3aMHUKalOTh B OKPEMY, MEHIILY KIITKY.
Bonu moBoasATHCS 31 MHOIO TaK, HIOM s JKa TBapHHA, siKa OyAb-IKOi MUTI
MO’K€ Ha HUX KUHYTHCs. Xo4a, MaOyTh, SIKIIO BOHHM CIpaBJi BBaXalOTb
MeHe BOMBIICIO, Y IBOMY € CBOSI JIOTiKa. XTO 3HA€, Ha IO 5 3aTHA?

“Kemriep”. Uwuiich roioc BUpPHUBAE MEHE 3 PO3IYMiB, CIIOBHEHUX
KAITIO 710 cebe. “Ika”.
S miaBOMKYyCA 3 LBOTO JKAIIOTIAHOTO Mojo0a Marpala, CluHa HpOCTO
BoJ1ae BiJ 60i10. KaxyTs, 1110 ciaTu Ha TBEp/ii piBHIN MOBEPXHI KOPUCHO
JUIsl CIIMHY, aJie B IIbOMY JIDKKY HEMa€ HIYOro KOpUCHOTO. Sk 1 B Tiil ixi,
SKY IPUHOCATH JI0 KaMEepH i MPOCOBYIOTH KPi3b BY3bKY IIUIMHY B IBEPSIX.
CHiJlaHOK BHJIAIOTh O MIOCTii paHKy, 0011 - 00 OAMHAALATIN, BEUEpPIO - O
IiB Ha I’ ATY.

“Yac Beuepi”, - noaae Toi ronoc. Lle odinepka BUnpaBHoi ciayxou
Pes Knapk. 3riqHo 3 mpaBmiiamu, s Mar0 3BEPTATHCS O HarsadiB 3a
MPi3BUILIAMH, TaK CaAMO SIK 1 BC1 TyT KJIMYYTh MEHE 3a MPi3BUILIEM, ajJie BOHA
cama mnpeacraBuiacs K Pes, Tox s BBaxaro, 110 MarO MPaBO HA3UBATH il
came Tak.

“JIsIKyr0”, - KaXxy £, KOJIM BOHA Mepeaae MeHi MiJHOC KPi3b MIUTHHY.
Miil ronoc 3axpuIuidif, ajpke s Maike He PO3MOBIIAIO 1 M0 Habararto
MEHIIIE BOJIM, HIXK MOTPiOHO. [HOI, KOJIM HaMmararocsi KOBTHYTH, 3/1a€ThCH,
HIOM B TOPJIi 3aCTPSATIIN KPUXITHI YIaMKH CKJIa.



| take the tray to my desk and sit on the stool to eat. | read
somewhere that the state pays less than fifty cents per meal for each
prisoner. When | look down at my tray, | believe it. My dinner consists of
a fish patty, which was almost certainly recently frozen (and still sort of is),
and a pile of soggy green beans from a can. When | bring my face too close
to the plate, the smell turns my stomach.

Noel wouldn’t have minded prison food as much as I do. He lost his
sense of smell when he was younger during a game of peewee football. He
broke his nose during a tackle, and that was all it took to shear the delicate
olfactory nerve fibers transmitting scents to his brain.

“I didn’t know you were allowed to tackle other kids during peewee
football,” I said to him when he told me the story for the first time. He
winked at me and tapped the bump on the bridge of his nose. “Oh, the way
I used to play it, you did.”

Sometimes | fantasize about a greasy fast-food burger with a side of
crisp french fries. After years of prison food, I don’t fantasize about filet
mignon or lobster—mostly just fast food. | wonder if | could ask for a Big
Mac for my last meal

I’m meeting with Bowman tomorrow about my appeal. Sometimes
he calls me, but this time he wants to meet in person, which means whatever
he has to say is important.

I am naively hopeful about the appeal, although I am always
hopeful. How could anyone think that I killed Noel? I had no motive—he
was the love of my life. And most of all, | have an alibi

Yet here | am, about to be executed for his murder.
And the worst part of it all is how much I miss him.

CHAPTER 2
BEFORE

S Hecy migHOC 70 CTONMKA U cifaro Ha TadypeT, moob noictu. [ech
sl YUTAaJIa, 110 IITAT BUTPAYaEe Ha OAUH MPUHOM TKi /Ui B A3HS MEHILIE HiXK
I’ SITAECAT LEeHTIB. [[uBisduch HA CBiM MiJHOC, S JIETKO B 1€ Bipro. Mos
Beueps - 1ie pubHa KOTJIETa, Ky Maiiyke TOUHO IIOWHO PO3MOPOXKYBau (Ta,
YeCHO Ka)KyuH, BOHA ¥ JI0CI HANOJOBUHY KpH)KaHA), 1 KylKa pPO3MOKIINX
KOHCEPBOBaHUX 3esieHuX 0001B. Ko 51 Haxusisitocs Hall TApUIKOO 3aHATO
OJM3BKO, BiJl OJJHOTO JIMIIIE 3a1axy HUTYHOK aK ePeBEPTAETHCA.

Hoen e Tak Ou mepeiiMaBcsl TIOPEMHOIO DKero, 5K s1. BiH BTpaTuB
HIOX 1€ B FOHOCTI, i1 9ac nuTs4oi rpu y Gytoosn. Toxi BiH 311amaB Hic i
yac 3IiTKHEHHS, 1 I[bOr0 BHMCTA4YMJIO, MO0 IOIIKOAWTH HIXKHI HIOXOBI
HEPBOBI BOJIOKHA, SIKI TIEPEIAl0Th CUTHAJ TIPO 3aMaxXu 10 MO3KY.

“sl #1 He 3HAa, 10 B AWTAYIA di31 B3araai I03BOJEHO 30MBaTH
IHIKMX 13 HIr”, - cKa3aja s KoMy, KOJHM IOYyJia IF0 iCTOPI0 BIIEpIIIC.
Bin migMOprHyB 1 JIereHbKO TOCTyKaB MO TOpPOMHIII Ha MepeHicci:
“O, y Ti#t Bepcii ¢pyTdoIy, B IKY TpaB 5, - JO3BOJCHO .

IHoni s mpito mpo xupHuii hactdhyaiBCbKuil Oyprep i3 XpyCcTKOIO
kaptoruieto ¢pi. [Ticns pokiB TIOpEeMHOT XK1 51 He paHTa3yI0 PO JeITiKaTeCH
- HaiiOinbme xouerbcsi came (acrdyny. LlikaBo, yu J03BOJIATH MEHI
nonpocutu bir Mak Ha ocTaHHIO Bedepio.

3aBTpa 5 Maro 3ycTpid i3 boymeHnom miono Moei anensii. [Hoai BiH
MPOCTO TelIePoHYE, aje 1bOro pa3y 3aXOTiB MOOAUYUTUCS OCOOHCTO, a Lie
O3HAyae, 110 CKa3aTH BiH Ma€ MIOCh CIPaB/li BaXKJIMBE.

Sl HaiBHO cmoaiBaroCcs Ha IO alleJsIIiio, Haisd HIKOIM MEHE He
nonumiae. Slk B3arami XTOCh MOXe BBaXKaTH, 110 s BOmina Hoena? ¥V mene
He 0yJI0 )KOJAHOTO MOTHBY - BiH OyB KOXaHHSIM yCbOI'O MOTO XUTTS. |, 1110
HalroyoBHilIe, y MeHe € ainioi.

[TpoTe s TyT - 4ekaro Ha CTpaTy 3a HOTo BOUBCTRBO.

A Haiiripiie B yChbOMY IIbOMY T€, SIK CUJILHO S 332 HUM CYMYIO.

PO3/L1 2
PAHIIIE



In all my time waiting tables, I’ve never spit in anyone’s drink
before. But it looks like there’s a first time for everything.

It all started last week, when my boyfriend of two years dumped me
for a trashy blond. It was bad enough that he was cheating on me and that
he ended what I’d thought was my best relationship to date—the one that
might stick—but then today, the blond who ruined my life just walked into
the café where | work and plopped down at one of my tables. I can’t tell if
she didn’t recognize me or didn’t care, but she sat right down and ordered
herself a salad and Diet Coke.

She’ll be getting a little more than she ordered, though.

After filling the cup from the fountain, | expectorate a decent
amount of saliva into my mouth. Then | lower my head and regurgitate it
into the fizzy liquid.

There. I won’t get Franklin back from her, but it’s something. A
start.

“Oh my God, did you just spit in that drink?”

I wrench my gaze away from the Diet Coke, my cheeks flaming.
Naturally, I got caught—I always do. I’'m the worst criminal ever.

I hazard a look at the source of the voice. It’s the new waiter who
started a few days ago—Noah, I think. He’s about my age, maybe
midtwenties. I haven’t had a conversation with him yet, but he seems
competent, like he’s worked in the service industry before. I heard he’s a
grad student supplementing his flimsy stipend, like I am. He has pretty eyes
the color of hazelnuts (my favorite nut) with long, dark lashes, although he
is saved from being too pretty by a bump on the bridge of his nose, which
looks like it’s been broken before and gives him a bit of a rougher look.

“Uh...I...,°Istammer. “Iwasn’t...”

3a Bech yac poOOTH O]IIIAHTKOIO s KOAHOTO pa3y He IUTIoBaa
HIKOMY B Hamiil. Ase, 31a€Tbcs, ISl BCbOTro OyBae NepIInii pas.

Yce moyanocss MUHYJIOTO THIKHS, KOJHM Mii XJIONEIb, 13 SKUM MH
3yCTpiyajucs JBa PpOKH, KHHYB MEHE 3apagu SKOIChb BYJbrapHOi
OnmoHauHKM. Mano Toro, mo BiH MEHE 3pa/pKyBaB 1 MOKJIAB Kpal
CTOCYHKaM, 5IK1 51 BBaXkKaJjla HallKpalMMH Y CBOEMY XKHTTI - TUM CaMUM, 1110,
SK S CIIOAIBANACs, MM MallOyTHE, - TaK CHOTO/HI e i Ta OUIABKA, IO
371amMajia MEH1 JKUTTs, IPOCTO 3aiiliuia B kade, A€ s Npaltoro, 1 BMOCTUIACA
32 OJHUM i3 MOIX CTONMKiB. Sl Tak i He 3po3yMiia, YM BOHA MEHE HE
BIli3HAJIA, YU il mpocTo Oaligyke, - ajge BOHA CIOKIMHICIHBKO cijma U
3aMOBHMJIA cajaT i JIETHYHY KOITY.

[[lorrpaBa, BOHA OTpUMAE JICIIO O1JIbIIe, HiIXK 3aMOBJIsLIIA.

HamoBHuBIIM CKJIIHKY 3 aBTOMara HamoiB, s HaOuWpam B poOT
n00psdy nopuito cauHU. [I0TiM HaXuisiio rojoBy M BHUILUIBOBYIO BCE L€
Ha3aJ y MUITYYHid HaITii.

I'otoBo. Tak, e He moBepHe MeHI DpaHKIIiHA, aie... TPUHANMHI
1IOCh, JUISA TTOYATKY.

“- O 6oxe, TH IIOMHO IUTIOHYJIA B TOW Hamii?”

S pi3ko BIIBOJKY TOTJISAM BiJl AIETHYHOI KOJH, IIOKU B MEHE
NajalTh. 3BICHO, IO MEHE CHIManud - MEHE 3aBXIU JIOBIATh. S -
Ha#ripuia 3JI04MHHULA Y CBITI.

51 HaBaXKyrOCs MOTJSHYTH B 01k Tosiocy. Lle HoBuit odiniaHT, sSKHii
1oYaB MpaloBaTH KiUJIbKa JHIB TOMY - 3Aa€Thes, Horo 3Bat Hoa. Bin
npUOIN3HO MOTO BiKY, MOXE, POKIB JABAJLATH II’ATh. S 11e HE BCTHUIJA 3
HUM HOPMAaJIbHO ITOTOBOPHTH, aJI€ BiH CITPABIISIE BPAXKCHHS KOMIIETEHTHOTO
IpaliBHUKA, HIOW Bxe MpaioBaB y cdepi oOciayroByBanHns. Uyma, mo BiH
acmipaHT 1 miapoOisie TyT, MO0 XO0Y TPOXH MIJCHJIMTU CBOIO Mi3EpHY
CTHUIIEHAIIO - TaK caMo, SIK 1 5. Y HBOTO KPacuBi OYl KOJBOPY JIICOBHX
ropixiB (Moro yno0JIeHoro), TycTi TEMHI Bii, a BiJ] HAJIMIpHOI BpOAH HOT0
pATYE HeBenuKa ropOMHKa Ha TIepeHicci - CX0xke, Hic HoMY KOJIHMCh JlaMaly,
1 11e Ha/1a€ oMY TPOXHU OpPYTaIbHOTO BUTJISAY.

“E-e... 1... - 3atuHarocq 4. - S e... ”



“Spitting barely does anything,” he lectures me. “You’re supposed
to hawk up phlegm. That’s the best way to do it.”

“Oh.” I clear my throat. “Well, I wasn’t aware of that.”

“Let me show you.” The boy seizes the drink from my hand and
hawks up a pretty impressive glob of phlegm, which he spits into the cup.
I almost want to applaud. “Okay, now you try.” When I hesitate, he gives
me a stern look. “This is important to learn. It’s a life skill.”

He spends the next minute or so coaching me on how to hawk up
phlegm into the Diet Coke. By the time we’re done, I would say the blond’s
drink is about 25 percent phlegm (and 15 percent spit, leaving about 60
percent actual soda).

“Well done,” he says. “You’re a fast learner.”
I grin at him—my first real smile in a week.

“Thanks, Noah.”

“Noel,” he corrects me. “Noel Kemper.”

“I’m Talia,” I say. “Talia Monroe.”

“I know,” he says in a way that makes me think he’s been waiting
for an opportunity to introduce himself. “So who are we serving this
phlegm cocktail to?”

“The blond at table nine. She cheated with my boyfriend. Ex
boyfriend.”

He nods in understanding. “Sounds like it’s deserved then.”

“Yes,” I agree, although it’s far less than she deserves. Him too.

“Any interest in getting a drink after the shop closes?” he asks me.
He says it in a casual way, like it’s no big deal, but there’s an eagerness on
his face that’s unmistakable. “I can give you tips on how to piss in the
soup.”

He’s cute—that’s undeniable—but my head fills with protests about
just having gotten out of a relationship and how I barely know him. But |

“IIpocTo IUTIOHYTH - 1€ Maiike Hillo,” - moByae BiH MeHe. — “Tpeba
BiIXapKyBaTl MOKpOTiHHs. O11e ByKE TpaItoe K CIi.”

“Oy.” - 5 mpouumato ropio. - “ Hy, 4... He Oyna B Kypci.”

“Ilait s mokaxy.” XJIONEIb BUXOIUIKOE CTaKaH 13 MO€i pyku H
BIJKAILIIOE HACTUIBKA BPAXAIOUMH KIyOOK CIMHHU, L0 S Majo HE
aruIo/yto, MepII HiXK BiH TUTFOXA€ HOTOo MpocTo B Hamii. “/{o6pe, Tenep tu.”
Komm s Bararocs, BiH Kujae Ha MeHe cyBopuil morisia: “lle BakimmBa
"HaBnuka. JKurreso HeoOximHa.”

HacTynHy XBWIMHY BiH NPUCBSYYE TOMY, OO HABYUTH MCHE
MPaBWIbHO BIJKAIUIIOBATH MOKPOTHUHHS B Ji€eTUyHy koiy. Komu mum
3aKiHYIYy€EMO, s O CKa3ala, [0 HaIliii OUISIBKH CKIIaIa€ThCS MPUOIU3HO HA 25
BIJICOTKIB 13 MOKpOTHHHS (1 Ha 15 - 31 CIMHHM, TOX peanbHOI COIU
3aJMIIAIOCS Jiech BijicoTKiB 60).

“Momnonens,” - Kake BiH. - TH IIBUAKO BUHIIICS.

51 BcMmixarocst oMy - 1€ MOs Iepiia IUpa MOCMIIIKa 3a LiTHHA
TUXKJICHb.

“Ilsixyro, Hoa.”

“Hoemn,” - nonpasiisie BiH MeHe. - “Hoen Kemmnep.”

“A s Tamis,” - kaxy 5. “Tanist Monpo.”

“3Haro,” - BIONOBIZAE€ BIH TaKUM TOHOM, IO MEHI 3Ma€ThCI:. BiH
IIPOCTO YEKaB HaroAu mpeacrtaButuca. “To xkomMy MU nomaeMo Ieu
KOKTEIJIb 13 MOKpOTUHHS?”

“T1i OJOHIWHII 3a JIEB’ATUM CTOJIMKOM. 3 HEIO 3paJuB MEHE Mii
xJjionenb. To0To. .. KOMUIIHIHA.”

Bin posymitoue kuBae. “Cxore, BOHA 1€ 3aciyKuiia.”

“Tak,” - MOTOKYIOCS 5, X0ua I1e i OMM3bKO HE Te, Ha IO BOHA
3aCJIyroBye€ Hacrpasi. Sk 1 BiH.

“Xoyem SKOCh BUIMMTHU MicHs 3aKpuUTTA?” - mnurtae BiH. Kaxe e
OyZleHHO, HIOM HIYOTO OCOOJHMBOTO, aje B MOTrO MOTJISAI € HETepIuIsTue
3aIliKaBJICHHS, sIKE BAKKO HE MOMITHTH. “MOKy Aatu ToO1 mopaau, K 11
I Cyn1 MO’KHa 311cyBaTH’

Bin munmii - e 6e33amnepedHo. Ajie B TOJIOBI OJpa3y 3MiHMaEThCs
XOp 3alepeydeHb: IOMHO BUIIIIA 31 CTOCYHKIB, sl Maike HOro He 3HalO...



don’t say any of that, because I realize right then that none of it matters.
Because somehow, I sense there’s something special about Noel Kemper,
who made me smile for the first time since that asshole broke my heart.
“Okay,” I say. “Great!”
His face lights up with a grin so infectious, all | can do is smile back.
“There’s only one thing you need to do first.”

“What’s that?”

“Wake up.”

Huh? I frown at him. “What did you say?”
“Wake up, Talia.

CHAPTER 3
PRESENT DAY

| wake up, my heart pounding. For a moment, | forget where | am
and think that I am lying in bed with my husband. There’s a distant beeping
sound coming from somewhere within the prison that almost sounds like
my alarm clock at home. Any moment now, Noel will silence the alarm and
stumble in the direction of the bathroom, where he will pee for so long, it’s
amazing that he has any fluid left in his body when it’s over. Then he will
crawl back into bed and cuddle with me for a few more minutes before we
have to start our days.

And then [ remember. I remember that ’'m in a prison cell, all alone,
and Noel is dead. The only place he’s still alive is in my dreams.

The dreams seem to be getting more vivid, which is even more
frustrating. I still remember the day Noel and | met at that café, and in my
dreams, it’s like I am there. I can almost reach out and touch him.

I grab the flimsy blanket, trying to cover my body. It must be winter
because it’s ice cold in the cell. During the winter, it’s freezing, and during
the summer, it’s a sauna. There is no air-conditioning whatsoever.
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Ta s He 03BYUYIO J)KOJHOTO 3 ITUX apTyMEHTIB, 00 panTOM PO3yMit0: yce 1e
HE Ma€ 3Ha4YeHHs. AJDKe 51 SKUMOCh YHHOM BiuyBaro, mo B Hoeni Kemmiepi
€ II0Ch 0COOJMBE - Y XJIOMIIEBI, SIKMH 3MIr 3MyCUTH MEHE YCMIXHYTHUCS
BIIEpIIIE BIJKOJIU TOW MEP30THUK pO30MB MEHI ceplie.

“T'apazn,” - kaxy 5. “Uymoso!”

Moro o6auy4st po3IUINBAETHCS B TAKiH 3apa3iMBiil yCMIILIL, 0 5
MOy TUIBKH YCMIXHYTHCS Y BiIOBiIb. “Auie criepiry To01 Tpeba 3pooutu
OJIHYy piu.”

“SAxy?”

“IIpokunyTHCs.”

I'a? S nacymmorocsi, uBiIstunCh Ha Hboro. “II{o Tu ckazaB?”

“IIpokunbcs, Tamie.”

PO3A11 3
CbOI'O/IHI

S mpokugarocs 3 IIalieHO KanaTarodum cepiem. Ha sikych MUTh
3a0yBato, Jie 51, 1 Iymaro, 10 JISKY B JIDKKY IMOpYyd i3 4osoBikoM. Jlech y
rUOUHI B’SI3HULI JyHa€e BiAalieHe MUCKIISIBE CUTHATIOBAHHS, Mailke sK
Miii Oy IUIbHUK yaoMa. 3a MUTh Hoen BUMKHE Horo 1 monpsMye /10 BaHHOT,
ne Oyne MOBro CHAITHM Ha YHITa3l, 1 JUBHO, IO B HBOTO B3araii
3aJIMIIAE€ThCSA pIIMHA B OpPraHi3Mi, KOJM BiH 3akiHuye. I10oTIM BiH 3HOBY
3aiize Ha3aj y JDKKO i o0iiiMaTMe MeHe IIe KiJlbKa XBUIWH, Iepe]] TUM
SIK HaM JIOBEAETLCS MIOYAaTH HOBHH JEHb.

A ToTIM £ 3ragyro. 3rajayto, 1o s B TIOPEMHIN Kamepi, 30BCIM cama,
a Hoen mepTBuii. €1une Miciie, /e BiH 1 10C1 )KUBUH, - MO1 CHH.

I mo Haiiripme - cHM CTalOTh Jenani sckpaBimMMU. S Bce mie
namM’ATar JAeHb, Komu Mu 3 Hoernom mo3Haiiomwincs B Tiid KaB’sipHi, 1 B
MOIX CHax 371a€ThCs, HIOM 5 3HOBY TaM. Haue s MOXy MpPOCTATHYTH PYKY i
JOTOPKHYTHUCS JI0 HBOTO.

Sl xamaro TOHKY, KaJIOTiTHY KOB/IPY, HAMaraloUuch MPUKPUTH TiJIO.
MalyTs, 3apa3 3uMa, 60 B KaMepi KPIKaHO XOJIOTHO. Y3UMKY TYT MOPO3,
a BIITKY - crpaBxHs cayHa. KonauiioHnepiB TyT HeMae. UecHO Kaxyuu,



Honestly, I’'m lucky they give me a toilet and not just a bucket in the corner
of the room in which to do my business.

I hear a scratching noise from the corner of the room. I can barely
see because the lights have been off in the prison since ten o’clock sharp,
but the sun has started to rise in the sky, and there’s just enough light
coming through the tiny window to make out some of the details of my
room. | squint into the corner, trying to make out the source of the noise.

Sure enough, it’s a rat. It’s a big one too. Much bigger than the rats
I used to see on the outside. It’s so big that it almost looks like a mutant rat
from some sci-fi TV show, who might also do karate. And the rats here are
so bold. They have no fear whatsoever. The rat knows I can’t hurt him. The
most dangerous object I’ve been given in the cell is a spork.

Do rats bite humans? There was a time when I would’ve googled
this information, but I can’t do that anymore. I don’t have access to the
internet. So | just have to lie here in bed and wonder if the giant rat is going
to bite me.

Today is the day that I meet with Bowman about my appeal.
Technically, I get unlimited appeals on death row, but if this last one fails .
.. well, then what? I’ve been banging my head against the wall for years,
and ’'m tired of it.

The part I don’t understand, though, is why. Why would they think
I killed my husband? It’s not like I had a criminal record. It’s not like we
were having marriage troubles. And on top of that, at the moment Noel was
killed, I was having dinner with my friend Kinsey. She vouched for me, as
did the waitstaff at the restaurant.

But the prosecutor argued otherwise. It doesn’t matter if she had an
alibi. She set the whole thing up. If not for this woman, Noel Kemper would
still be alive.

The scampering of the rat grows louder. He’s coming closer to my
bed. Maybe I shouldn’t be so frightened of a rat. Don’t kids keep rats for
pets? I’'m so lonely in this cell—maybe | could turn the rat into a
companion. Noel and | always talked about having children, but that never
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MEHI MOIIAcTUIIO, IO MEHI Jalu TyajeT, a He MPOCTO BiAPO B KYTKY
KIMHATH, JIe 1 MOXY CIPaBJISITU CBOI NOTpeOu.

PanTom s uyro mapyainHs 3 KyTka kamepu. S neap 6ady, 60 cBITIO
y B’SI3HUII BUMHUKAIOTh PIBHO O JiecATIi BeUopa, ajie COHLE BXKE OYMHAE
CXOJIUTH, 1 Kpi3b KPHUXITHE BIKOHIIE MPOOMBAETHCS PIBHO CTIIBKH CBITJA,
mo0 po3riemiTH AesAKi JeTalli MO€i KIMHAaTth. S mpuMpyKyrocs,
BIUBJIAIOYUCH Y TEMHUH KyT, HAMaralo4uch 3p03yMITH DKEPEIIO HIyMy.

3BICHO X, 11e myp. Jlo TOro >k Benukuil. 3HAYHO OUTBIIMK 3a THX,
SKMX s Oauwyia Ha BoJi. HacTinbKu BENMKHUM, IO BiH MaiKe CXOKHH Ha
MyTaHTa 3 $KOIOCh HayKOBO-()aHTACTUYHOIO cepiajly - Takoro, 1o,
MalOyTh, 1€ ¥ Kapare 3Ha€. A HIypu TYT Taki cMinuBi. BoHn Hidoro e
6osThes. LLlyp 3Hae, 110 s He MOXY oMy HamkoauTu. HaltHeOe3neuninmii
MPEIMET, SIKUH Y MEHE TYT €, - e JIOKKa-BHUIENIKA.

Yu kycarore mypu moaei? Komwcb s mpocto 3aryriauina 0 e
MUTAaHHA, aje Termep Takoi MOXJIMBOCTI B MeHe Hemae. [loctymy 1o
IHTEpHETY TYT He icHye. Tk MeH1 3aIMIIaeThCs JIUIIE JIeKATH Ha KKy U
rajaTv, Y4 HE BKYCUTh MEHE LW BEJIMYE3HHUM 1LyD.

CporonHi ToW JeHb, KOJIM g Maro 3ycTpiTHcs 3 boymeHnom mono
Moei anensnii. @opmMalbHO s Mal NMpPaBO Ha HEOOMEKEHY KUIbKICTb
anessLiil y kKaMepi CMEpPTHHKIB, aje SKIIO 15l OCTAaHHS NMPOBAJIMUTHCS... L0
toni? S pokamu Ouiacs rojloBOO 00 CTIHY 1 BTOMUJIACS BiJl IHOTO.

Ta HailiOulblIe MEHI He3po3yMile iHme - 4oMmy. YoMy BOHHU
BBa)XArOTh, IIO0 sI BOWJIA CBOro 4osioBika? Y MeHe HIKOIM He Oyio
cynuMmocTe. Y Hac He OyJo mpobieM y nuro0i. A TOJIOBHE - B TOI MOMEHT,
konu 3arunyB Hoemn, st Beuepsina 3 noapyroro Kinci. Bona miarsepanna e,
TaK caMo sK 1 0Qil[iaHTH B peCTOpaHi.

Ase IpoKypop cTBep/KyBaB iHme. HeBaxxiauBo, mo y Hei Oyio
anibi. Bona Bce mimnamryBana. SIk6u He 114 xkinka, Hoen Kemnep OyB 6u
JKUBUH.

Hlypxit nrypa crae ryqHimuM. Bin HaGnmxKaeThCs 10 MOTO JIDKKA.
MoxnuBo, MEHI He BapTO Tak Horo Oosartucs. Xiba IITH HE TPUMAIOTh
HIypiB K XaTHIX yaroOneHuiB? MeHi TyT Tak CaMOTHbBO, B LIl Kamepi...
MOXe, s MOTJia O 3poOWTH 3 HBOTO KOMITaHbiioHa. Mu 3 Hoemnom 3aBxan



ended up happening, and now it never will. But | can have a pet rat. | can
even name him.

What’s a good name for a rat? How about . . . Pat? Pat the Rat. The
scurrying of the rat grows louder. | lose track of him for a moment, because
it’s still so dark in the room. Did he go back out the hole that he came in
through?

And then | see it. Two glowing red eyes staring at me from the other
end of my bed. Pat the Rat is on my bed.

Despite the fact that | was planning to turn this rat into my pet and/or
surrogate child, I start screaming. There’s something about finding a rat in
your bed that is particularly disturbing.

“Kemper!”

The harsh voice of the guard from the other side of the door is
enough to quiet my screams. It’s not Rhea. I can’t tell who it is, but [ would
recognize Rhea’s voice.

“Kemper!” the guard barks again. “What’s going on in there? Are
you injured?”

“No, I just...”

I look around the dimly lit cell. My screams have frightened off Pat
the Rat. He’s vanished back to wherever he came from. Or at the very least,
he’s not on my bed anymore.

I could tell the CO about the rat, but what are they going to do? Get
an exterminator? Very unlikely. Besides, I don’t want them to hurt the rat.

“I had a bad dream,” I finally say.

The guard grunts. I don’t expect any sympathetic words, and I’m not
disappointed.

“Go back to sleep or shut up.”

I don’t see how I could possibly sleep after my encounter with the
rat, but I guess I’'m more tired than I thought. Because when I lie back down
on my bed, my eyes slowly drift shut.
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MpISUTH TIPO AiTeH, ajie IbOro TaK i He CTaJlocs, 1 Temep y)Ke HIKOJIHM He
CTaHEeThCs. 3aTe st MOKY 3aBECTH JIOMAIIHBOTO IIypa. Sl HaBiTh MOXKY JaTh
oMy im’s1.

SAxe iM’s mipiiiae mypy? Moxe... ITer? Hlyp-Iler. lypxiT 3HOBY
nocuiroeTbesi. Ha MUTB 51 BTpadaio Horo 3 moJjst 30py - y KaMmepi Bce 1e
HA/ITO TeMHO. Mo3ke, BiH MOBEPHYBCS Ha3a/l y HOPY, 3BiIKU BHIII3?

A mortim s 1ie 6ady. JIBi YepBOHI, CBITHI TOYKU JUBJIATHCS HA MEHE
3 inmoro KiHm aibkka. Hlyp-Tler cuauTts Ha MOEMY JTIXKKY.

Hespakatouu Ha Te, 1110 S MJIaHyBasia 3pOOUTH 3 IILOTO IIypa CBOTO
JOMAIIIHBOTO YIIOOJIEHIIS /200 3aMiHHUKOM AUTHHH, Sl TOYUHAIO KPHYATH.
€ 1mock 0COOIMBO MOTOPOIIHE B TOMY, 1100 3HAWUTHU Iypa y BIACHOMY
TKKY.

“Kemnep!”

CyBopHuii TOJIOC OXOPOHIIS 3-3a JIBEPEH TOCTATHIM, 100 3arTyIIUTH
Moi kpuku. Lle ve Pes. Sl He Moy po3mi3HaTH, XTO 1ie, ajne g 6 BIi3Hala
roJioc Pei.

“Kemmep!” - 3HOBY rapkae oxopoHens. - “Illo Tam y Tebe
B110yBaeThesa? Tu mopanena?”

“Hi, s npocro...”

S orngnaro TEMSHO OCBITIEHY Kamepy. Miit kpuk Haisikas [lera-
Hlypa. Bin 3HUK - moBepHYBCS TYH, 3B1IKH BUIi3. AO0, MpUHANMHI, Horo
O1/Ib1IIE HEMA€ HA MOEMY JIIKKY.

51 morya 6 pO3MOBICTH YEProBOMY IpO WLIypa, aje 1o 3 Toro?
Buxnmuuyts ciyx0y aepatusanii? HaBpsa un. Jlo Toro x s He xouy, 1100
WOMY HAILLIKOJWIIH.

“MeHi HaCHUBCS TIOTAaHUM COH,” - 3PEIITOI0 KaXYy 5.

OxopoHels Oyp4HTh MOCh cOO01 MiJT Hic. S He YeKaro CIIiB CIIBUYTTA
1 HE PO3YapOBYIOCH.

“A0o0 cru ani, abo 3aTKHUCH.”

S He ysABIAO, SIK MOYKHA 3aCHYTH ITICIISL TAKO1 3yCTpidi 31 IIypOM,
asie, MaOyTh, s BTOMWJIACSA CHJBHIIIE, HDK Jymaia. bo HIOHHO s 3HOBY
JISATar0 Ha J1)KKO, ITOBIKY IOBUILHO 3MHUKAIOTHCA.



CHAPTER 4
BEFORE

“You screwed up, Noel.”

Noel has just emerged from the bathroom, a towel wrapped around
his waist. His hair is still damp from the shower, and he lets the towel drop
to the floor before rifling around in the top drawer of our dresser for
underwear. From where | am lying on our queen-size bed, | avert my eyes,
trying not to allow Noel’s body to distract me from my irritation with him.

“Oh yeah?” he says. “How did I screw up?”

“Did you call to reserve the Vineyard for June first?”
Noel steps into a pair of boxer shorts, nearly losing his balance in the
process.

“Not yet. But I will. We’ve got plenty of time.”

“We don’t have plenty of time.” I let out a tortured sigh. “Noel, I
told you that wedding venues book out a year in advance. | told you that
you needed to book it right away. And now it’s too late.”

When his head peeks back out of the shirt he’s thrown on over his
head, his lips are turned down.

“Are you serious? Someone booked it?”’

“I’'m serious. We lost it to . . .” I pick up the crumpled paper on the
nightstand. “Marie Machudo and Albert Swecker.”

“Shit.” He sinks down onto our bed, his head hanging. “I’m so sorry,
Talia. I know you had your heart set on getting married there.”

He looks so guilty that | start to feel guilty. Yes, I did want to get
married at the Vineyard. But the thing I'm really looking forward to is
marrying Noel Kemper. Over the last two years, we have been inseparable.
When he got down on one knee and told me that he couldn’t imagine life
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PO311J1 4
PAHIIIE

“Tu Bce 3incyBas, Hoene.”

Hoen woiiHO BUILIOB i3 BaHHOI, 0GropHyTHil pyuHuKoM. Moro
BOJIOCCS I1I€ BOJIOTE BiJ AYIILy, i BiH KWAA€ PYIIHUK HA MiAJIOTY, a MOTIM
MOYMHAE MTyKAaTH HUXKHIO OUTM3HY Y BEpXHIN IIyXJisiai Hamioi komoau. S
JeKy Ha HalmloMy JBOCHAJBbHOMY JDKKY #  BigBepraiw MOIIIAL,

HaMaramuuch HE JIO3BOJIMTH HOro TUTy BiJBOJIKTH MEHE BiJ
pOo3ApaTyBaHHS.
“O, Tak?” - xaxe BiH. “I B yoMy came s HamapraduB?”’
“Tu moa3BoHUB, MO0 3a0poHtoBatn Vineyard (Ha3Ba pecTopaHy)
Ha nepuie YyepBHS?”

Hoen Brsirae 60kcepehKi IOPTH # JieAb HE BTpadae piBHOBATY.
“Ille Hi. Ane moA3BOHIO. Y Hac KyIa Jacy.”

“Y Hac Hemae KynH 4acy,” - 4 3 6oeM 3itxato. “Hoeue, s x ka3ana
T0O1, IO BECUTBHI JIOKAIil OPOHIOIOTH 3a pik Hamepena. S kaszaina, mo 1e
Tpeba 3poOuTH HeraifHo. A Tenep ye Mmi3Ho.”

Kounu #ioro ronosa 3H0BY BU3UpaE 3-1i]1 GyTOONKH, SIKY BiH IIOHHO
HaTATHYB Yepe3 rojloBy, KyTHUKHU HOro Iyl OImyIieHi.

“Tu cepitozHo? XTOCh yXe 3a0poHIOBaB?”

“A6contoTHO. My BTpatuiu ioro uepes...” S miHIMaro 31M’°SITH
apky1 i3 Tym6ouku. “Mapi Mamryno Ta Ans0epra CBekepa.”

“bnsixa.” BiH 3HECHJIEHO ONYCKAaeTbCcsd Ha JIKKO, MOXUJIMBIIH
rojoBy. — “MeHi Tak mkona, Tamie. S 3Ha0, K CUJIBHO TH XOTijla BUWTH
3aMIXk came TaMm.”

BiH Burnsgae HaCTUIbKM BUHHHMM, IO TeNep MPOBHHA HAKPUBAE
Bke MeHe. Tak, 51 AificHO Mpisuta npo Becuwis y Vineyard. Aje HacmpaBi
s 3 HETepIiHHAM uekaio came Ha 16 13 Hoemom Kemmnepom. Ocransi
JIBa pOKH MM Oynu Hepo3iay4Hi. Koiu BiH OIyCTUBCS Ha OJHE KOJIHO M
CKa3aB, 10 HE YsBJISE CBOTO JKUTTS O0e3 MeHe, 5 Biauyna Te came. He mae



without me, I felt the same way. It doesn’t matter where we get married,
only that we’re getting married.

That said . . . “Don’t worry,” I say. “I have a feeling that the
Vineyard is going to get an unexpected cancellation for June first . ..”

I hold up my phone, where the website with the Vineyard’s phone
number is on the screen. I am not above playing dirty to get my dream
wedding location.

Noel’s mouth drops out. “Hangon . ..”

“What?”

“Are you . ..” He squints at me. “Are you saying that you’re going
to call the Vineyard and pretend to be Marie Machudo to cancel their
reservation?”

“So you’re going to lie to fix it?”

“Maybe I am.” I lift my chin, meeting his eyes. “Is that really so
wrong?”

“Lying is objectively wrong, yeah.”

“Well, I don’t care then.”

I turn my attention back to my phone. | start to press the button that
will make the call to the Vineyard, but before I can, Noel reaches over and
snatches the phone right out of my hand.

“Hey!” I cry. “Give that back.”

“Nuh uh.” He stands up, holding it out of reach. He is, frustratingly,
about eight inches taller than I am. “I’m not going to let you do this.”

“Why not?”
“Because”—he looks me straight in the eyes—“you are an
absolutely horrendous actor. You will blow our cover in like five seconds.”

“Iwon’t...”
“You will,” he insists. “Let me call. I’ll be Albert. I’'m a much better
liar than you are.”
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3HAuUEHHS, JI€ caMé MU OoJpykuMmocs. BaxnuBo nume Te, 1m0 MU
OJIPYKUMOCH.
IBce k... “He xBumroiics.” - kaxy 5. “Maro BIIUyTTS, 10 HA TIEpIIe
yepBHs y Vineyard panToBO 3’SBHUThCS HECIOJIBaHE CKacyBaHHA...”
S migHiMaro TenedoH, Ha €KpaHi SKOrO BIIKPHUTO CAWT i3 HOMEPOM
pecTopany. Sl uxaTu X0Tijia Ha YECHY TPy, KOJIH WIEThCS PO BECIILIL MO€ET
Mpii.

Hoen BigkpuBae pora BiJx moauBy. “3auekait...”
GCILIO?,’

“Tu mo...” - BiH IpUMpY>Ky€eTbCs, BAUBIISIOUNCH Y MeHE. ““XoYell
CKasaru, 10 moa3BoHMII y Vineyard i mpukuHenics Mapi Mamry o, mo6
CKacyBaTH iXHe OpOHIOBaHHS?

“TobTo TH 30€ 0 0 7’

perics Opexatu, o0 yce BUIIPABUTH

“MosxnuBo” S migHIMa0 mig0opiAsa, AUBISYUCH HOMY TPOCTO B
oudi. “ [ 110 B IIbOMY TaKOT'O CTPAIIHOTO?”’

“Hy, 6pexartu - 11e 00'€KTUBHO MiJ10.”

“Ta meHi Oaitmyxe.”

51 3HOBY 3ocepemxyrocss Ha TeleQoHI i yke THCHY KHOIKY
BUKIIMKY, 1100 3arenedoHyBatu 10 Vineyard, ame He Bcrurato - Hoen
MPOCTATAE PYKY M BUXOIUTIOE TeIeOH MPOCTO 3 MOET IOJIOHI.

“T'en!” Burykyto o “Bigpgaii!”

“Ara, me 4oro” - BiH BCTa€, TPUMAIOUM TeIEPOH Tak, M00 5 HE
MOIJIa JIOTATHYTUCS. A BiH, Ha JaJlb, JIeCb Ha JABAJLATb CaHTUMETPIB
BHINUM BUIIMK 32 MeHE. “S] He 703BOIIIO TOO1 IIHOTO 3pOOUTH.”

“Homy Hi1?”

“ToMy 1m0” - BIH IUBUTHCA MEHI MPOCTO B 04l - ““TH ’KaxJIMBa
aKkTopka. Ty nmpoBaiuiIcs 3a I’ ATh CEKyHA.”

“Amne...”
“ITpoBanuiics” - HanosisArae BiH. “Jali MeH1 MOA3BOHUTH. S Oyny
AnbOeprom. S Operry 3HaYHO Kpalie 3a Tebe.



That impish smile is playing on his lips, which annoyed me the first
time | saw it, but later it became one of the things that made me fall in love
with him. I could look at that smile all day long. Except . . .

I suddenly get an uneasy feeling in my chest as my world goes on
tilt. Something about this interaction feels “off,” although it’s hard to
explain how. It’s almost like . . . it’s not really happening. Like I’'m
replaying a reel in my brain, and if I reached out to touch Noel, he’d
disappear into thin air. But that’s ridiculous. Noel is real, obviously.

I’m just upset about losing my dream venue. But that’s about to be
remedied. Noel will call, and he will pretend to be Albert Swecker, and he
will secure our reservation at the Vineyard for our wedding.

He is, as he pointed out, a very good liar.

“Thank you,” I say. “I appreciate that.”
He grins wider as he drops the phone and pulls me closer to him. His lips
are close enough that I can feel the heat of his breath. He leans in to kiss
me, but before his lips can touch mine, | wake up in a prison cell.

CHAPTER 5
PRESENT DAY

It’s time for my visit with Clarence Bowman.

There’s a routine for visitors, and it’s not pleasant. Good thing I
don’t have many visitors. Even my best friend, Kinsey, has come only a
handful of times. My parents might have visited, but they are both long
gone. When | was a teenager, my father died of a heart attack in the bed of
another woman, an unfortunate occurrence that pretty much scarred me for
life. My mother went later, after such a prolonged and agonizing battle with
cancer that the first thing I did after she was buried was sign an advanced
directive to ensure that [ wouldn’t end up the way she did. But it looks like
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Ha iioro ry0ax 3’sBIsS€ThCS TOH CaMHid IyCTOTJIMBUN yCMIX, SIKUN
CTpallleHHO JpaTyBaB MEHE IMiJ Yac HaIIOi MepIIoi 3yCTpiyi, a 3r0JIOM CTaB
OJTHIEIO 3 IPUYMH, YOMY 5 B HBOTO 3aKoxasnacs. Sl Moria 6 AMBUTHUCS Ha L0
YCMIIIKY IITUMU AHAMU. SIkOU HE oxHe “are...”

PanTom s BiguyBaro HENpUEMHE BIiTUyTTS B TPYAsSX, HIOM CBIT
MEePEKOITY€EThCs. Y il B3aEMOJIii € MOCh ““HE TakK’’, X0ua BaXKKO MOSICHUTH,
mo came. Maibxe Tak, HIOM IIbOTO HACHpaBli HE BinOyBaeThcs. Haue s
MPOKPYUYYI0 B TOJIOBI SIKYCh IUTIBKY, 1 SIKOM TPOCTATHYJIA PYKY, II100
TopkHyTUCS Hoena, BiH po3uuHUBCS O y MOBITpi. AJie 1Ie HICCHITHHIIA.
Hoen peanbuuii, 1e 04eBUIHO.

S mpocTo 3acMyueHa Yepe3 BTpaTy BECUTbHOI JIOKAIii MO€i Mpii.
Agne ue moxHa BunpaButu. Hoen 3arenedonye, npukuHeTses: AnbOepToM
CekepoMm 1 moBepHe Ham OpoHrOBaHHS y Vineyard Ha J€Hb HaIIOrO
BECLILIAL.

BiH, sk caM 1 3ayBakuB, JTy>K€ XOPOIIHA OpPEXyH.

“JlsKyr0,” - Kaxy s. — “S ne minyro.” BiH ycMmixaeTses 1ie mupiie,
omyckae TeneoH i mpUTATYe MeHe 10 cebe. Moro ry6u Tak 61msbpKo, 110 s
BiUyBal0 TEIUIO Horo nmoauxy. BiH HaxmiseTbed, 1100 MOLITYBAaTH MEHE,
ajie mepul HiX Horo ry0u TOpKaloThbcs MOIX, S MPOKHUIAIOCS B TIOPEMHIN
Kamepi.

PO3I1JI 5
CbOI'OJIHI

HacraB uac moei 3yctpiui 3 Kinapencom boymenom.

s BiABiAyBadiB TYT ICHY€E YiTKa IMpOLEAypa, 1 BOHA aXX HISK HE
npuemHa. Jlobpe, 0 10 MEHe He 4YacTo MpUXOonATh rocti. Hapite Mos
Halikpama nojapyra Kinci nmpuxoauia BChOro Kimbka pasziB. Moi 0aTbku
Mornu O MeHe BiABiAyBaTH, ane iX yke AaBHO Hemae. Komm s Oyna
M1JUTITKOM, Miif 6aTbKO MOMEp BiJl CEPLIEBOT0 HAIMATy B JIDKKY 1HILIOT XKIHKU
1 I HellacHa TOJis Ha3aBXAHW 3aJIUIINIA B MOIM Iyl TNIHOOKY paHy.
Mawma minuta mi3Hime, micias J0Broi i 6osicHoi O0poTBOM 3 pakoM, i
nepuie, mo s 3poOmia micis ii MOXOBaHHS, - MiANUcCalia MONEpeTHE
MEIUYHE PO3MOPSHKEHHS, 0K HIKOJIM HE 3aKIHYUTHU TakK, K BoHa. CXOKe,



my death will be quicker than expected. Well, it will if Bowman doesn’t
have good news today.

If Noel were alive, he would have come to visit me every chance he
got—the irony, of course, being that if he were alive, I wouldn’t be here in
the first place.

I can’t leave my cell without being shackled, so that is a process |
go through before meeting with Bowman. In preparation for Rhea entering
my cell, 1 have to stand against the wall with my hands planted on the
chipping paint. Then she comes in and shackles both my wrists and ankles.
After that’s done, I tense up, waiting for the pat-down.

“Don’t worry,” Rhea says in a voice that is not unkind. “I’ll be done
quickly.”

Sometimes the pat-downs are agonizing, especially when a male
guard is doing it. But as promised, Rhea is quick about it.

When Rhea is sufficiently satisfied that | am not packing heat in my
tan prison jumpsuit, she escorts me to the area where Bowman is waiting
for me with news on my appeal. As we walk, | once again hear that distant
beeping sound from somewhere within the prison walls, and the sound gets
louder until it suddenly dies down again. The silence is even worse, though,
and with nothing to distract me from my thoughts, my stomach flip-flops.
Is it possible that there’s good news waiting for me?

“How did Bowman look?” I ask Rhea.

She’s thoughtful for a moment. “He looked the same as always.
Wearing a nice suit. Losing his hair a bit.”

“Was he smiling?”

She doesn’t hesitate this time. “No.”

Well, great.

Rhea leads me into the visiting area, which consists of a series of
booths with glass partitions to separate me from anyone coming to visit. On
either side of the glass is a stool and a bright-red phone so that I can
communicate with my visitor without having to breathe the same air.
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MOsI CMEpPTh HacTaHe IIBH[IIE, HiX ouikyBanocs. [Ipunaiimui Tak Oyne,
SKILO CbOroJIHI boymMeH He npuHece 100puX HOBUH.

SAx6u Hoen OyB xuBHil, BIH MPUXOAWB OM J0 MEHE 3a KOXHOI
HaroJu - ipoHisl MOJIATae B TOMY, IO SIKOW BiH OYB *XKUBUM, MEHE O TyT
y3araii He OyJio.

51 He MOXy BUHTH 3 KamepH 0e3 Kaii1aHiB, TOX Mepe]] 3yCTpiudio 3
BboymeHnom 3aBxkau IPOXOKY OJHY U Ty camy npouenypy. ['oTyrouuncs 10
Ttoro, mo Pes 3aiine no kamepu, s cral0 O0O0AMYYSIM [JO CTIiHH,
MPUTYJIUBIIACE pyKamu 10 oOmymeHoi ¢apou. [lotiM BoHa 3axoauTh i
CKOBY€ KalJaHaMu Moi 3am’sicTkM ¥ mukonoTku. Ilicig nporo s
HaTPYKYyIOCs, YeKar0uu Ha OONIYK.

“He xBuuoiics,” - kaxke Pest roiocoM, y SKOMy HEMAae >KOpPCTOKOCTI.
“S mBuAKO 3aKiHTy.”

Inoni i obmyku OyBarOTh OONICHUMH, OCOOIMBO KOMU iX
MIPOBOJIUTH YOJIOBIK-OXOpOHELb. AJle, K 1 moodinsia, Pes nie mBuako.

Konn BoHa mepekoHyeThCs, 110 5 HE MPUXOBYIO 30pOI0 B MOEMY
0eKEeBOMYy TIOPEMHOMY KOMOIHE30Hi, BOHA CYNPOBO/DKYE MEHE 0
IpUMILIEeHHS, Jie boyMeH uekae Ha MeHe 3 HOBUHAMH 111010 anessiii. [loku
MU HJEMO, 51 3HOBY UyIO TOM JTaleKuil MUCK Jech y Hajpax B A3HUIIL. 3BYK
CTa€ TYYHILINM, a)X PallTOM 3HOBY CTHUXa€. THIla 37a€ThCs 1€ TipIIOKO, 1,
HE MalOyu YUM BIJIBOJIIKTHCS BiJl BIACHUX JIyMOK, 5 BIIUyBalo, IK Y MEHE
3BOJIUTH JKUBIT. HeBke Ha MeHe crpaB/ii MOKYTh YeKaTu J0Opi HOBUHU?

“Sxum OyB boymen?” - 3anuryto s Peto.

Bona Ha MuTh 3amuciroeTbes. “Burnsaas sk 3aBxau. OnsraeHuit
y rapHuii kocTioM. Tpoxu BTpaTtus Bojioccs.”

“BiH ycmixaBes?”

[{poro pa3y BoHa He Baraerbes. “Hi.”

Hy,aynoso.

Pest Benme MeHe 110 3amu 17151 B1J[BITyBaHb,IKa CKJIAIA€THCA 3 KUTBKOX
KaOIHOK,PO3JIUIEHUX CKJISIHUMU TIepEropoJIkaMu, IO BiJOKPEMIIIOIOThH
MEHE BiJ] yCiX, XTO MPUXOAUTH Ha mobadeHHs.3 000X OOKIB CKJIa CTOITh
CTiJIeIb 1 ICKPaBO-UEPBOHUH TeTIeOoH,uepe3 IKUil MOXKHA CITIIKYBAaTUCS, HE
JMXAI0YH THM CaMHM TTOBITPSIM.



Thank God the prison has these shackles and glass to protect the rest
of the world from me. Clarence Bowman is seated in the booth nearest to
the door. As Rhea warned me, he is wearing a nice suit. And his hairline is
indeed receding.

And also, he is most definitely not smiling. I sit down across from
Bowman, and even when he’s looking right at me, his lips don’t twitch. I'm
not sure | want to hear what he has to say anymore, but | may as well get
this over with. My right hand trembles slightly as I reach for the phone on
my side of the glass, and he does the same on his side.

“Hi,” I say.

“Hello, Talia.”

“S0?” My voice wavers on the syllable. “What’s the verdict?”
“The appeal was denied.” He pauses. “I’m so sorry.”

How could this be? Even though I’ve been expecting it, the news is
like a punch in the gut. With less than two weeks left until my execution,
my appeal has failed.

“I don’t understand.” My eyes fill with tears, and at this moment, |
would give absolutely anything to have my husband here to hold me and
comfort me. “I would never have killed Noel. How could anyone think I
would do that?”

Bowman has nothing to say to that. Despite my persistent claims of
innocence, he thinks I’'m guilty. I can see it all over his face.

“I have an alibi,” I remind him. “I was with Kinsey.”

“That’s true,” he concedes, “but the prosecutor convinced the jury
that you set up the explosion to happen in advance. And the appeals judge
agreed.”

“Can’t we try again? Don’t I get unlimited appeals on a death
sentence?”
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JsxyBatu bory,nio B TIopMi € 11i KaiiIaHu Ta CKJIO, SIKi 3aXUIIAI0Th
pemry CBITY BiJl MEHE.
Knapenc boymen cuaiB y kabiHmi Ommkye 0 nBepeid. Sk momepemxkana
Pesi,Bin OyB y XopomomMy KocTioMi. | #ioro Bosioccst JiHCHO piaiiae.

A e BiH TOYHO HE mocMixaeTscs. S cimato HaBnpotu boymena,i
HaBITh KONM BiH JMBUTHCA IMPSIMO HAa MEHE,HOro TyOM 3alMIIaloThCs
HEpYXOMHMHU.Sl BXKE HE BIEBHEHA,IIO XOUYy CIyXaTd Te,0 BiH Mae
CKa3aTu,ajie BapTo Lie BXKE 3aKiHYMTH.Mos mpaBa pyKa TPEMTHTb,KOJH S
TATHYCSI 10 TesneoHy 3 MOro OOKY CKJIa,i BiH POOHTH T€ 3K caMe 31 CBOTO
OOKYy.

“IIpuBiT,”- KXy 5.

“IloOpuii nens, Tamie.”

“Hy?” - Miif TOJIOC 3pUBAEThCA HAa IbOMY CKIai. “Skuit Bepaukr?”

“Anensuiro BiAXUJICHO,” - BiH poOUTh nay3y. “MeHi ayxe mkoja.”

Sk take MoxymBO? X04 A W 4Yekaja I[bOro, HOBHMHA BCE OJHO
Bpas3miia MEHe, SIK yap B )KUBIT. 3AJUIIAIOCS MEHIIIE TBOX THXKHIB 710 MO€ET
CTpaTH, a MO areJsiiisl MpoBaInacs.

“s e pozymiro.” Odi HaNOBHIOKOTHCS CIbO3aMH, 1 B LI0 MUTbH
Bijana 6 abcooTHO Bee, abu Miit 4oJIoBIK OyB mopydy, 0OIHHSAB MeHe i
3acnokoiB. “S Hikonu 6 He BOmia Hoena. SIk XxTock y3araini Moxe nymaTH,
110 s 3/1aTHa Ha Take?

boymeny Hidoro Ha 1e BignoBictu. He3Bakaroum Ha Mol
HAaIoJIETJIMBI 3asBU PO HEBUHYBATICTh,BiH BBA)Ka€ MEHE BUHHOIO. S| OGauy
1€ 10 HOro O0JINYYIO.

“V MeHe € anib6i,” - Haraayo 4. “S Oyna 3 Kinci.”

“lle mpaBma,” - BH3HA€ BIH, - ‘‘aleé TPOKYpOp TNEPEKOHAB
NPUCSHKHMX,IO0 TH 3a3lajleriip opraHizyBaja BuOyx. | cynns, sxuit
PO3IJISI/IaB amnelNsIlito, TOTOAUBCS 3 IIM.”

“Mu He MOkeMo cripoOyBaTH 1e pa3? Xiba s He Maio MpaBa Ha
HEOOMEXEHY KUThKICTD alessilii y BUMIaIKy CMEPTHOTO BUPOKY?”



Bowman considers my request for only a moment. “We can try if
you want, Talia. But at this point, | would say there’s no hope.” He pauses
meaningfully. “Sometimes it’s better to let go than to drag it out.”

Drag it out? The man is talking about my life, for God’s sake!

But then again, what life do I have to go back to? I’ve drained my
savings in my failed attempt to avoid a death sentence. My husband—the
love of my life—is dead.

“What would you like me to do, Talia?” Bowman asks me.

“You can stop.” My voice is choked as I speak into the red phone.
“No more appeals.”

“You’re doing the right thing,” my lawyer says in a gentle voice.
“I’ve seen this many times before, and you have to know when to let go.”

He starts talking about some details and legal jargon, and I tune him
out. I’ve been scared that my appeal will be rejected, and now that it’s
happened, all I feel is numb. I’'m going to die. In less than two weeks, I will
be executed by the state.

When we hang up, Rhea approaches to take me back to my secluded
cell. She puts out her hand to steady me as | rise from the stool with my
shackled ankles. I start to turn away, but just before | do, something catches
my eye.

It’s a man on the other side of the glass, speaking to another inmate.
He’s wearing a dark suit—a black jacket paired with a black dress shirt. His
dark hair is neatly combed, and his face is clean shaven. As Rhea leads me
out of the room, | can just barely make out the bump on the bridge of his
nose, as if it had once been broken.

That man. He looks so much like . . .

“Rhea,” I gasp. “That man over there, talking to the redhead. Who
is that?”

Rhea ignores me. “Come on. Time to go.”

“But . . . wait! Just one second. Who is—"

“Time to go, Kemper.”
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boyMmeH nuiie Ha MUTh 3aMUCIIOETHCS HaJl MOIM ITpOXaHHsIM. “Mu
MOXEMO CIpoOyBaTH, SKIIO TH xoueml, Tamie. Aje Ha mboMmy eTami s 6
CKa3aB,ll0 HaJii HeMae,”’- BiH poOWUTh 3Hauymy may3y. “IHomi kpaiie
BIIMYCTUTH,HIXK TATHYTH Bce 1€ Aam.”

Tsarnytu? Bin,3apaau bora,roBoputh Ipo MO€ XKHUTTs!

Ane 3 iHmoro OOKy, 10 SKOTO KHUTTSA S Maro moBeprartucs? S
BHUTpaTHJIA BCI CBOI 32013 KEHHS B MapHii Cripo0i YHUKHYTH CMEPTHOTO
BUPOKY. Miii 4OJIOBIK - KOXaHHS YChOI'O MOTO JKUTTS - MEPTBHI.

“[Io Tu xouenr,moO s 3poouBs, Tamie?” - 3anutye boyman.

“Tm MoOXell 3yNUHUTHCH.” 3aJUXal0yuCh, KaXy S B UEPBOHUUI
tenedoH. “Binbie »KOTHUX armemsii.”

“Tu poOUII MPAaBUIIBHO,” - KaXe Mill aIBOKAT M’ IKMM roJiocom. ““S1
6auuB 1e 6arato pasis,i HIOTPiIOHO BMITH BUACHO BiAIYCTUTH.”

Bin nmoynHae roBOpUTH PO SKICh ACTAII Ta OPUIAYHI TEPMiHH, IS
s HWoro Bke HE ciyxar.S Oosutacs,Ifo MOK amneisiiio BiAXUIATH,I
Tenep,Koau e CTaNOCSL, S BiJT4yBaIO JIe MOPOKHEYY.
51 mompy. MeHIe Hix 3a JBa THXKHI MEHE 3aCyAiTh O CMEPTHOI KapHu.

Konu mu knagemo ciyxaBku, Pes miaxonuTs, mo0 BiIBECTH MEHE
HazaJ 70 MO€T 130/1b0BaHO1 KaMepH. BoHa npoctdrae pyky, DiATpUMYIOUN
MeHe, KOJIH $ MiJHIMarocs 31 CTUTbLA 3 KaiilaHaMu Ha Horax. $1 mounHaio
B1JIBEpTaTHCS,aJl€ TPOCTO MEPE TUM,SK 11€ 3pOOUTH,III0CH IPUBEPTAE MOIO
yBary.

ITo To¥ Oik cKJIa CTOITh YOJOBIK, SIKHH PO3MOBISIE 3 1HIIOIO
yB’S3HEHOI0. BiH ofsirHeHNii y TEMHHI KOCTIOM - YOPHUH MiXKaK 1 YOpHY
copouky. Moro TemHe BONOCCS aKypaTHO 3adecaHe, OONMUUS HHCTO
Burosiiene. Komu Pesd BuHBOAWTH MeHe 3 KIMHATH, s JIe[BE IMOMIYaro
ropOMHKY Ha epeHiccl, HiOU Hic KOJIKCh OYyB 3/1aMaHUil.

Toii yonoBik. BiH Tak cxoxwii Ha...

“Pes,” - 3agmxarocsi . “Toll 4OMOBIK TaM, SKHH PO3MOBIISIE 3
pyaoBoiocor. Xto 1e?”

Pes irnopye mene. “Xonimo. Ilopa itu.”

“Aune...3auekaiire! Jlume oquy cekyHay. XTo BiH..”

“Ilopa wrtn,Kemnep.”



I look back one last time at the man in the dark suit. He’s talking to
the redheaded inmate, his attention focused on her, but then, just as Rhea is
pulling me from the room, he raises his eyes to meet mine.

Oh my God.
It’s Noel.

CHAPTER 6
PRESENT DAY

“Rhea.” My voice is hoarse. Even though my throat has been
hurting for the last several weeks, it feels even worse right now. | can barely
even get any words out, but I still push forward. “Can you please stop? I
needto...”

Rhea finally pauses for a moment, turning to look at me with barely
disguised annoyance. “What is it, Kemper?”

“That man—the one visiting that other inmate—he’s . . .” I swallow,
trying to moisten my sore throat. “I think he’s my . . .”

How am I supposed to say this? I’'m pretty sure that man in the
visiting area is my dead husband. Yes, | recognize how that would sound.

Rhea sighs heavily. “Spit it out or start moving.

“He looked like my husband.”

That gives her a moment of pause. Her somewhat scruffy eyebrows
inch upward. “Your husband that you murdered?”

“No,” I say quickly. “I . .. I mean, yes, that husband. But I didn’t
murder him.”

She smirks at my assertion.

“He looks a lot like Noel.” I shuffle my shackled feet. “A lot like
Noel.”

“But your husband is dead,” she points out. “And he didn’t have an
identical twin, did he?”

He did not. “Who was that man?” I press her.
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Sl BocTaHHE O3HMpalOCs HAa YOJOBIKA B TEMHOMY KOCTioMi. Bin
TOBOPUTH 13 PYAOBOJIOCOI0 YB’SI3HEHOIO, 30CEPEUBIIM HA Hiil BCIO CBOIO
yBary, ajie¢ came B Ty MUTh, KoJii Pes TArHe MEeHe 3 KIMHATH, BiH MiIHIMae
TIOTJISAJT 1 3YCTPIYAETHCS 3 MOIM.

boxe miid.

Ile Hoem.

PO3/I1JI 6
CbOI'O/IHI

“Pes”. Miii ronoc Xpunkuii. Xod ropyo 00JUTh yKe KiJibKa THXKHIB,
3apa3 BiQUyTTS IIe ripiii. MeHi JieBe BAa€ThCsS BUMOBIIATH CIIOBA, aje s
BCE OJIHO 3MyLIyI0 cebe ropoputu. “Moxen, Oyab j1acka, 3yIUHUTHUCS?
Mesi notpibHo...”

Pes mHapewmTi 3ynuHseTbcs #  o0epTaeThCsi OO MEHE Jelb
puxoByrouu posaparyBanns. “llo take, Kemnep?”

“Toli 4ONOBIK... TOH, IO BiJIBIIy€ 1HIIOTO yB SA3HEHOTO... BiH...
S KOBTar0 CIUHY, HAMArar4rCh 3BOJIOKHUTH IEepecoxiie, bomicHe ropio. “S
IyMaro, BiH...”

SAx MmeHi e ckazatu? A maibke BIEBHEHA, 1110 TOW YOJOBIK Yy 3ail
11 ToOGaueHsb - Miit MepTBUi 4oIOBiK. Tak, 1 po3yMito, SIK 1€ 3BYUHTb.

Pest Baxkko 3iTxae. “Ab0 kaxu, abo pyxarcs nani.”

“Bin OyB X0l Ha MOTO 4OJIOBiKa.”

Ile 3Mymye ii Ha MUTh 3yNMHUTHCA. [ TPOXM HeoxaiiHi GpoBH
MOBUIBHO MOB3YTh Yropy. “TBoro 4onoBika, IKOro Tu BOMUIa”

“Hi” - mBuako Bianosigatw s. “To6To... s Mato Ha yBa3i, Tak, TOTO
qoJsioBika. Ane st Horo He BOMBana.”

BoHa ckenTU4YHO BCMiXa€ThCsl Y BiJIMOBIIb HA MOT CJIOBA.

“Bin gyxe cxoxuil Ha Hoena” - g HIIKOBO MepecTynao 3aKyTHMHU
Horamu. “‘/lyxe cxoxwuit Ha Hoena.”

“AuJe > TBIM YOJIOBIK MEpTBHii,” - 3ayBaxkye BoHa. “l B HbOro He
Oyno OpaTa-6mu3HIOKa, mpaBaa’?”

He Gyno. “To xT0 11€ 6yB?” - HaNOJATAIO 5.

2



“Hell if I know.” Rhea grabs my arm, clearly weary of this
conversation. “Come on. Let’s get you back to your cell.”

As far as Rhea is concerned, the matter is concluded. But | keep
thinking about that man all the way back to my cell, and I don’t stop
thinking about him, even when | fall asleep that night on my crappy
mattress with Pat the Rat staring at me through the darkness.

CHAPTER 7
BEFORE

I’ve had three glasses of wine tonight, and I’m starting to feel it.
This is the first party Noel and I have thrown in close to a year. After he
finished his postdoc, he got a job at a pharmaceutical company, and even
though he warned me that the workload would be more than we were used
to, it’s been rough.

But Noel says it’s worth it. Not just because of the money, but
because he’s working on a medication that’s really important. Not just one
that prevents male-pattern baldness, he’d said, although I personally think
those medications are important too. (Thankfully, Noel—now in his early
thirties —doesn’t need them yet.)

Anyway, it’s nice to have friends over at our house. It’s a Saturday
night, and we’re young and not yet burdened with children (although Noel
has been talking about the latter more and more lately). Why not spend an
evening making slightly tipsy conversation with friends and strangers?

In fact, I’'m going to have another drink.

I’m reaching for the bottle of rosé¢ that’s on the table I set up with
the wineglasses when my good friend Kinsey joins me and reaches for her
own glass. She and | used to have lunch together at least once a week, but
somehow we’ve gotten out of the habit. Noel isn’t the only one who’s been
busy lately.

“Having fun?” Kinsey asks me.

“Oh yes.” I tip the wine bottle to fill the glass nearly to the brim.
“Thank you for coming.”
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“Ta xT0 3Hae.” Pes xamae MeHe 3a PyKy, SIBHO BTOMJICHA IIi€lO
po3mMoBoro. “Xoxaimo. [ToBepraemocs 10 kamepu.”

I{o cTocyetbes Pei, To cipaBa 3aBepiieHa. Alie s Jymaro Ipo TOro
YOJIOBiKa BCIO IOPOTY Ha3aJ /10 KaMepu il He epecTaro JyMaTu Mpo HbOTO
HaBITh TOJI, KOJH Ti€1 HOYi 3aCHHAI0 HA CBOEMY JKAIIIOT1THOMY MaTpaili, a
[llyp-Iler nUBUTHCS HA MEHE 3 TEMPSBHU.

PO31J1 7
PAHIIIE

CroroziHi BBeuepi s BUIMJIA BXKE TPU KEIMXU BUHA U MMOYMHAIO L€
BiquyBartu. Lle nmepma Bedipka, Ky Mu 3 Hoenom BramroByemo maiixe 3a
pik. Ilicna 3aBeplieHHs acmipaHTYpu BiH BIAIITyBaBCsS Ha POOOTy Yy
(hapmareBTHUHY KOMITaHIO, 1 X04a MoTepe/HkaB MEHE, [0 HABAHTAXKCHHS
OyJe 3HauHO OUIBIINM, HI’K MU 3BUKJIH, yCE BUSBHUIIOCS CIIPAB/Ii HEMPOCTO.

Axne Hoen kaxe, mo BoHO Toro Bapre. He numie uepes rpomi, a i
TOMY, 110 BiH MpAIfO€ HaJ CIpaBjAl BaXIUBUM IpenaparoM. He Tinbku
THUMHU, 10 3aM00IiraloTh OOJUCIHHIO y YOJIOBIKIB, K BiH JKapTyBaB, X0da
ocoOuCTO s BBakaro M Taki mpemnapatu BaxiauBumu. (Ha macts, Hoemy,
SIKOMY 3apa3 TPOXH 3a TPUJLATH, BOHU MTOKH 1110 HE MOTP10HI.)

VY Oyab-1KOMy pa3si, IPUEMHO 3HOBY OauMTH Jpy3iB y HAIIOMY
nomi. CyOoTHIH Bevip, MU 111e MOJIOA1 i HEe OOTsDKeH1 AiTbMu (xoua Hoen
OCTaHHIM 4acoM BCE€ YacTillle TOBOPUTH Mpo 1e). YoMy O He mpoBecTH
BEYip, TPOXHM BUIMMBIIM 1 MOCHUJIKYBaBIIUCh 3 JApYy3sSMU ab0 HaBITh 13
He3HaloMIsIMu?

Hacmipasni, st 30upatocst HATUTH cOO1 111€ OJMH KEJHX.

S BXe TATHYCS 10 IJISIIIKKA POXKEBOI0 BHHA, IO CTOITh HA CTOII,
KWW 51 HAKpWJIA JUIS BAHHUAX KEJMXIiB, KO JI0 MEHE MPHUETHYETHCS MOS
onmuspka moapyra Kinei 1 6epe cBiif kenux. Konucs Mu 3 Hero o0iganu
pa3oM IIOHAaWMEHIIIE pa3 Ha THXK/IEHb, ajie sSIKOCh MH BiJIBUKJIM BiJ I[HOTO.
Hoen He enuHMiA, XTO OCTaHHIM YacoM OyB 3aiHATHH.

“Becenumicsa?” - 3anurye Kiaci.

“O tak.” Sl HaxXUIAIO0 IUISILIKY ¥ HAalIOBHIOIO KEJIMX MaiiKe /10 KpaiB.
“JIsKyto, 0 mpuinuia’.



“You’re slurring, Talia,” she giggles.

“No, I’'m not!”

“You totally are.”

Am 1?7 Oh well. The nice thing about throwing a party at your own
house is you don’t have to worry about driving home.

“So.” Kinsey seizes the bottle of rosé and pours her own glass. 1
don’t know how many she has had, but she looks very sober. “How is your
handsome husband?”

I laugh. “Busy.”

She looks pointedly at the glass of rose-tinted wine in my hand. “I
guess you’re not knocked up yet like everyone else we know.”

“Oh, no.” I take a gulp of wine to emphasize the point. “Noel wants
to start trying soon . . . he talks about it way too much. But he barely makes
it home for dinner more than a couple of times a week. I don’t want to be a
single parent.”

“Wow.” Kinsey’s eyebrows shoot up. “That sounds terrible.
Hopefully, it’ll calm down soon.”

As we discuss Noel, it occurs to me that [ haven’t seen my husband
in a while. We got separated after a few of my work friends drew me into
a conversation, and he started to look bored and wandered away. And that
was . . . an hour ago? Where could he have gone?

“Excuse me,” I say to Kinsey. “I need to find Noel.”

My friend shoots me a concerned look, but she steps away to allow
me to navigate the living room, checking to see if | missed Noel talking to
somebody in a corner somewhere. But he’s not in the living room or the
dining room, as it turns out. He’s not in the kitchen, either, which smells a
bit like marijuana, although Noel wouldn’t have noticed that due to his lack
of smell. I even knock on the bathroom door, but the voice that comes from
within is female.

Where did my husband go?

Before checking upstairs, | open the kitchen door, which leads to
our small backyard. The weather is quite nippy this evening, and I don’t
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“Tu BXKe TPOXH 3aILTITAENI I3UKOM, Taiis” -CMi€ThCsl BOHA.

“Hi, 30BciM Hi!”

“Ie i ax.”

Cnpasni? Hy mo x. IIpuemna pia y Tomy, mo0 BIamTOBYBaTH
BEUipKYy y BIaCHOMY OYJIUHKY, - IIe Te, 110 He Tpebda TypOyBaTucs mpo Te,
AK 10TXaTH J0JIOMY.

“Omxke.” KiHci 3a0upae y MEHE IJISIIKY POKEBOTO i HAMBA€E coOi.
He 3Hato, ckiJIbKH BOHA B)XK€ BUIIWIIA, aJIe BUIVISIA€ aOCOIIOTHO TBEPE3OIO.
“SIk Tam TBil KpaceHb-4OJIOBIK?”

A cmirocs. “TlocTiitHo 3aitHsITHIA.”

Bona Bupa3HO AMBHUTHCS HA KEJUX POXKEBOTO BHHA B MOIW PYIIi.
“3HauynTh, TU 1I€ HE 3aBariTHLIA, SK yCl 1HII, KOTO MH 3Ha€MO.”

“O Hi.” S poOaro BeMUKWMH KOBTOK BHHA, IIJKPECIIOIOYH CBOT
cnoBa. Hoenm xode ckopo mouatd ‘“Hamaratucs...” BiH TOBOPUTH MO IIe
HAJTO 4acTo. AJie BiH JIC/IBE BCTUTA€E MIPUHTH JOJOMY Ha BeUepIo OibIie
HDXK KiJIbKa pa3iB Ha TWXKAEHb. S He X0uy OyTH OJJMHOKOI0 MaTip'to.

“Higoro co6i.” bposu Kinci 3mitaoTh yropy. “3By4uTh *KaXJIUBO.
CrontiBarocsi, CKOpO BCE TPOXH 3aCHOKOIThCS.”

IToxn mu rosopumo npo Hoena, st pantom 3ragyro, 0o BkKe JaBHO
He 0aymia cBOTO 4oJjioBiKa. Mu po3ifIIIMCs MIiCHs TOrO, SIK KiJbKa MOIX
KOJIET 1O poOOTI BTATHYJIU MEHE B PO3MOBY, a BiH, BUJIHO, 3aHY/IbI'YBaB 1
nimos. [ e 6yno... ronuny Tomy? Kyau BiH Mir mitu?

“Bubau,” - kaxy s Kinci. “Meni TpeOa 3naiitu Hoena.”

Mos moapyra kujgae Ha MEHe CTypOOBaHUH MOTJISLL, ajle BIAXOUTD,
o0 s Morja MpONTH MO BITaJdbHI 1 NEPEBIPUTH, YU HE MPOIMYCTHIIA 5
Hoens, sixkuil po3MOBIIsie 3 KUMOCh y KYTKY. AJle, SIK BUABISETbCA, HOTO
HeMae Hi y BiTanbHi, Hi B inanbHi. Moro Hemae i Ha KyXHi, Jie TPOXH CTOITh
crnabkuii 3anax Mapuxyanuxoda Hoenb 11boro He moMiTuB Ou yepes3 BTpaTy
HIOXY. S| HaBiTh CTyKalo y JBepl BaHHOI, ajie 3CepelrHH BIJINOBIIA€
KIHOYMH TOJI0C.

Kynu momiBcst miid 90m0BIK?

[Tepmn HiX migHIMATHCSA HAropy, s BIJUUHSIO KYXOHHI JBepi, 10
BEIyTh Yy Hall MaJleHbKHM 3aaHii aBip. L{poro Bewopa AOCUTH XOJOIHO,



expect anyone to be out here. The entire yard is lit only by the small bulb
mounted over the back door, which makes it hard to see much. IfI’d looked
quickly, I might have missed Noel at the far end of the yard, standing just
a little bit too close to a woman I don’t recognize.

What the hell is going on here?

Even though it’s freezing and all I’ve got on is a sleeveless blouse,
I march out into the yard to intercept whatever is going on between my
husband and this young woman. Strangely enough, even though there’s
snow dotting the ground, I don’t feel the slightest bit cold. It’s the oddest
sensation to walk out into the frigid night air yet not even so much as shiver.

Once again, | get that feeling of vertigo, where my world goes on
tilt. This isn’t real, a voice in the back of my head insists.

But I ignore the voice, because this is very clearly real. | can see
with my own eyes that my husband is with another woman, all alone in our
backyard. They’re not touching, although who knows what would have
been going on if I’d emerged from the house a minute later.

Noel raises a hand in greeting. “Hey, Talia.”

I ignore him completely and focus my attention on the mystery
woman. “Who are you?” I snap at her. Up close, she is even prettier than
she looked from across the yard. “I didn’t invite you.”

“I’'m Arielle,” she says. “Chet invited me.”

Chet? Who the hell is Chet? We don’t know a Chet.

“Noel here keeps trying to convince me that the police are going to
come soon to break up the party.” Arielle smacks my husband playfully in
the arm. “You are so bad.”

| want to reach out and strangle her with my bare hands. | want to
choke her until she dies, and then bury her body in the backyard. The fact
that Noel is standing right here and wouldn’t go along with it is the only
thing preventing me from doing it.
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TOX 51 HE OUIKYIO0 MOOAUYUTH TaM KOroch. Bech NBip OCBITIIIOETHCS JIUIIIE
MQJIEHbKOK JIAMIIOYKOIO, BCTAaHOBJEHOK HaJ 3aJHIMM JBEpHMA, IO
YCKJIaIHIOE OIS, SIKOM s moauBUIacs MIBUAKO, I O MOTJIa HE IOMITUTH
Hoens B naneHbOMY KiHIII ABOPY, SIKUH CTOSIB TPOXU 3aHAATO OJIM3BKO 10
KIHKH, SKY 5 HE BIII3HAIO.

SAxoro Gica TyT KOIThCs?

Hes3Baxkarouu Ha Te, 10 Ha BYJIHII MOpO3, a 51 BAATHEHA JIMIIEC B
Oy3ky ©e€3 pykaBiB, s BHXO/KY y JABIp, MO0 mepepBatd Te, IO
BiI0YBA€THCS MiK MOIM YOJIOBIKOM 1 IIEF0 MOJIOZIOKO XKiHKOO. JIMBHO, aje,
HE3BaXKAalOUM Ha CHIT, 1110 BKPUBAE 3€MIII0, 1 30BCIM HE BiUYBaIO XOJOLIY.
Jly’ke TWBHE BiIIyTTsI - BUWTH B KPHIKaHY HiY 1 HABITh HE 3[PUTHYTHCS Bil
X0Joay.

3HOBY HakKo4dye T€ caMe 3alaMOpOYCeHHs, HIOM Miil CBiT
nepeBepHyBcs. Lle He Moke OyTH mpaBAOIO, HANOJATA€E TOJOC JIECh Y
TTTMOMHI MOE€T CB1IOMOCTI.

Agne s irHopyto 11eii rojoc, 060 Te, 1o Big0yBa€eThCs, 0€3CyMHIBHO
peanbHe. S Gady Ha BIACHI O4Yi: Mil YOJOBIK CTOITh 3 IHIIOK JKIHKOIO -
HAOJIMHIII, Y HallIOMY 33IHbOMY JIBOpi. BOHU HE TOPKaIOTHCS OJIHE OAHOTO,
X0ua XTO 3Ha€, MO MOTJIO O BinOyBaTHCs, SKOW s BHUUILIA 3 JOMYy Ha
XBUJIMHY Mi3HIIIE.

Hoen nignimae pyky B 3Hak npusitanHs. “Tlpusirt, Tamie.”

51 moBHICTIO HOro irHopyro # 30cepemxyroch Ha He3HaloOMIII.
“XTo BM Taka?”’ - pi3Ko muTaro s. 30JM3bKa BOHA 1€ BPOJUIMBIIIA, HIXK
3/1aBazacs 3aanexy. ‘4 Bac He 3anpouryBaia.”

“SI Apiens,” - BignoBigae BoHa. “Mene 3anpocus Yer.”

UYer? SIxmii, no Oica, Her? Mu He 3HaeMo x)oaHOro Yera.

“Hoen TyT MOCTIMHO HamaraeThCsl MEPEKOHATH MEHE, 10 MO
CKOpO TIpHine W pozkeHe Bewipky.” - Apienb >KapToMa IITOBXa€ MOTO
4oJIoBiKa JikTeM. “Tu Takui moranui.”

S Xouy mimidTH 10 HEl 1 3aXylUTH ii TOIUMH pykKamu. 51 xouy
3alylIUTH 1 10 CMEepTi, a MOTIM MOXOBAaTH ii TIJIO Ha 3aJHBOMY JBOPI.
€1uHe, 10 CTPUMYE MEHE BiJl IIbOT0, - T€, 1110 Hoen cToiTh nopyd i Hikonu
0 Ha Take He MIIIOB.



“Get out,” [ say to Arielle.

She laughs, assuming I’m joking, although by the way Noel’s eyes
widen, it’s clear he realizes it’s not a joke.

“I’'m serious.” My gaze is laser focused on this girl who has been
hitting on my husband. “This is my house, and I want you to get out right
now.”

She blinks a few times, the smile dropping off her face. “But . . . I
came with Chet . . .  don’t have a ride back.”

“I don’t give a shit.”

“Talia . ..,” Noel says in a low voice.

“Get. Out. Of. My. House.” I enunciate every syllable, speaking the
words around clenched teeth. “If you don’t get out right now, I really am
going to call the police. It won’t just be a silly joke my husband is telling
you.”

“Talia,” Noel says again in that same warning voice. He turns his
attention back to Arielle, an apologetic expression on his face. “You don’t
have to leave. This is—”

“No.” Arielle is backing away now. “I . . . uh, I think I’ll go. If Chet
can’t take me, I’ll get an Uber.”

“Good for you,” I mutter.

Arielle quickly makes her way across the backyard, stumbling
awkwardly in her strappy heels. It’s only after she’s disappeared back
inside the house that I turn to Noel and realize he’s gawking at me.

“What the hell was that, Talia?”

He thinks that I overreacted, although he didn’t seem to notice the
way she was looking at him. She wanted him. She was ready to pounce,
and she would’ve done it if I hadn’t interrupted them. Or maybe he did
notice. And he liked it.

“You know,” he says, “Chet is never going to let me hear the end of
it at work tomorrow.”

Oh. I guess Chet isn’t a made-up person. “She was flirting with you.
And the two of you were alone together out here.”

23

“3abupaiics,” - kaxy s Apieib.

Bona cMieThbCsl, BUpIIIMBIIM, WO s JKapTyro, Xoya 3 TOro, fK
posmupuircs oui Hoerns, BiH po3yMie, 10 1€ HE JKapT.

“ S cepito3no.” Miif OTJISA IPUKYTHH IO Ii€T TIBUUHH, KA 3arpae
3 MoiMm uosoBikoM. “Lle wmiif nim, 1 5 Xody, mo0 T 3alpanacs 3Biacu
HeramHo.”

Bona kinbka pa3iB Kiinae ounMma, yCMillIKa 3HHKA€ 3 11 o0inqusl.
. s ipuia 3 YeroM... y MEHe HEMae, K MMOBEPHYTHUCS.”

“Meni HauxaTu.”

“ Tamie...” - Tuxo xkaxe Hoern.

“T'etb. 3. Moro. omy.” YiTKO BHUMOBJSIO S KOXEH CKIAJ,
MIPOMOBJISIFOYH CJIOBA Kpi3b CTHCHYTI 3yOH. “SIKIIO TH HE miJien IpocTo
3apas, 5 CIIpaBJli BUKJIAYY MOiLifo. | 11e Bke He Oyie 0e3riTy3/1uM KapToM,
SIKAW PO3MOBiae T0O1 Mili 4OJIOBIK.”

“Tamie,” - 3HOBY Kake Hoenm TUM caMuM momnepemKyBallbHUM
TOHOM. BiH 3HOBY 3BepTae yBary Ha Apieib, 3 BUOAWIMBUM BHPa30M
00mnyust. “To61 He 000B’s13k0BO HTH. Lle...”

“Hi.” - Apiens yxe BiacTynae Hazan. “f... e-e... Aymaro, s MiTy.
Axmo Yer He 3M0oxke MeHe TiaBe3TH, s Bukaudy Uber.”

“Ot 1 106pe,” - Oypmouy 1.

Apienb MBUAKO TpsAMYye€ dYepe3 3aaHId ABIp, He3rpabHO
CTMOTHKAIOYMCh Ha CBOIX Ty(]JsX Ha BUCOKUX Migdopax. Jlumie micis Toro,
SK BOHA 3HUKae BcepenuHl OynuHKy, s mosepratocs g0 Hoema i
YCB1JIOMJIIOIO, 1110 BiH BUTPILIA€THCS HA MEHE.

“Illo e 6ymo, Tamie?”

Bin BBaxkae, mo s mepeOiibIImMia, Xo4a, 3[Ja€ThCs, HaBITh HE
MOMITHB, SIK BOHA Ha HbOTO AWBWiIacs. BoHa #oro xorina. Bona Oyna
roToBa HaKUHYTHCH, i 3pobuiia 0 e,
AKOU 5 iX He nepepBaia. A6o x BiH noMiTuB. | iomy 1ie criogobanocs.

“3naem,” - kKaxe BiH, “Uer 3aBTpa Ha poOOTI HE 1aCTh MEHi Mpo 1e
3a0yTun.”

Ara. Omxke, Yer - He Buragada moauHa. “BoHa 3 T000IO
¢aipryBana. [ Bu Oynu TyT yJIBOX, HAOIMHIIL.”

“Ane..



“SO?”

“S0?” I throw up my hands. “So she wanted you.”

“She didn’t ‘want’ me.”

“Of course she did!” I shake my head. “You’re really hot.”

The tiniest of smiles breaks through his grim expression. “Well,
thanks. But even if that’s true, it’s not like anything was going to happen.”
He takes a step toward me. “I’d never cheat on you, Talia. You know that.”

I do know that. I trust Noel. I wouldn’t have married him if I didn’t
trust him. But when | saw him with that other woman, | just . .. I lost it.

“I love you, Talia.” His brows knit together. “You’re the most
important person in the world to me, and I wouldn’t do anything to hurt
you. [ will always be faithful to you.”

“You swear?”

“On my life.” He takes another step closer to me. “And you know
it’s true, because if I ever did cheat on you, you’d probably kill me.”

I laugh at his joke, except . . . well, is it a joke? Noel says he loves
me, but I love him just as much. I love him so much that the thought of him
ever being unfaithful to me is unbearable. If he ever did something like that

“Let’s go back inside.” Noel throws his arm around my shoulders.
“You look like you’re freezing.”

Even though I don’t feel the cold, I crave the warmth of his body. I
close my eyes, waiting for him to press his lips against mine. But he doesn’t.

“Open your eyes, Talia,” he whispers in my ear, his breath tickling
my neck.

“What?”

“Open your eyes.”

CHAPTER 8
PRESENT DAY
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“I mo?”

“l mo?” - st po3BoKy pykamu. “Te, o TH il OyB moTpideH.”

“S1 i1 He OyB “moTpiOen”.”

“llle # sx OyB!” -
CEKCyaJIbHUM.”

Ha #ioro cyBopomMy 001n44i 3'sIBISETHCS JISb MOMITHA TTOCMIIIIKA.
“Hy, msxyro. Alle HaBiTh SKIIO 1€ TMpaBaa, Hidoro 0 He cranocs.” Bin
poouTH KpOK 110 MeHe. “f 6 Hikosu TOO1 He 3paauB, Tamie. Tu x e 3Haem.”

S ne 3naro. S nosipsiro Hoemro. Sl 6 He BuNUIA 32 HBOTO 3aMiXK,
SIKOW HE JOBIpsuIa. AJie KOJIM s ToOauuia HOro 3 TI€K 1HIIOK JKIHKOIO, S
IIPOCTO. .. 3ipBaylacs.

“sl xoxaro Ttebe, Tamie.” Horo OpoBU 3BOJATHCS AOKyNU. “Tu
HallBa)XJIMBIIIA JIFOIMHA B MOEMY JKUTTI, 1 sl HIKOJIHM HE 3p00MB O HiUOTO,
110 MorJjo 6 Tebe obpaszutu. S 3aBxau Oyay ToO1 BipHUM.”

“Knsanaenicg?”

“CBoiM )UTTSIM.” BiH poOUTH 111e OAMH KPOK 70 MeHe. “‘] Th 3Haer,
110 T1Ie IpaBaa, 60 SKOU s KOIKuCh ToO1 3pajuB, TH, MaOyTh, MEHE BOMIIA 0.”

S cwmitocs 3 #oro kapty, aie... un ue xapt? Hoen kaxe, mo
JIOOUTH MEHE, aJie S KOXar MOro He MeHIIe. Sl koxar HOro Tak CHIIBHO,
10 cama JlyMKa Ipo Te, 10 BiH MOKe MEHi 3paJIuTH, HecTepnHa. SkOu BiH
KOJIUCh TaKe 3pOOUB...

“Xonimo Bcepeauny,” - Hoen o6iliMae mene 3a miueui. “Tu
3mep3na.”

Xou 4 I He BiIUyBalO XOJOy, MEHI X04YeTbcs Teria ioro Tina. S
3aIUTIONIYI0 OYl, YEKalouH, 110 BIH MPUTYJIHUTbCA Iybamu 10 Moix. Aue
IIBOT'O HE CTAETHCH.

“Bingkpwuit oui, Tamie,” - memnodye BiH MEHI Ha ByXO, 1 HOTO TOJIUX
JIOCKOYE IIHIO.

“I[o?”

“Binkpwuit oui.”

s XWUTaw ToJIOBOKW. “Tm cTpameHHO

PO3/L1 8
ChOT'OJIHI



My eyes fly open.
I was dreaming about Noel again. The same way | have almost every night
recently. The dreams seem so real. So real that | feel like I could lean
forward and kiss my husband, but every time | try to, | wake up before it
happens.

I never get to kiss him—I always wake up first. Every. Single. Time.

Two days ago, | was certain that | saw Noel visiting with that other
inmate. That man looked so much like my husband, even down to the
broken nose. It had to be him.

Except how could it be? He’s dead. Whether I killed him or not
might be a matter of debate, but he is most definitely dead—nobody is
arguing that point. | saw his dead body. The only place he is still alive is in
my dreams, but that was no dream.

Although . . .

After the explosion, I saw the paramedics wheeling Noel’s body out
of our incinerated home. But of course, there was a sheet covering him,
from head to toe. They wouldn’t let me look—they said it was better if |
didn’t see him like that.

So the fact is, I never actually saw Noel’s body and confirmed that
it was him. The police told me they used DNA to positively identify his
scorched remains, but all I have to go on is what they told me. What if the
DNA evidence was wrong?

What if it wasn’t Noel who burned to death in that house?
Yes, this all seems incredibly unlikely. If it wasn’t Noel who died that night,
who was it? Some random burglar who happened to be in the wrong place
at the wrong time? That still wouldn’t explain the DNA match. And it
wouldn’t explain why Noel vanished without a trace.

The most likely explanation is the most obvious: I’ve been missing
my husband so desperately that | imagined that stranger was him.
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Moi oui pi3Ko PO3ILTIONLYIOTHCS.
MeHi 300BYy cHuBcst Hoen. Tak camo, sik Maike IIIOHOY1 OCTaHHIM YacOM.
i cHHE 37MAI0ThCA TaKUMHU pealbHUMU. HacTiabku peaqbHUMH, IO MEHi
3JIa€ThCA: BApTO JIMILIE HAXWJIUTHUCS BIIEPEN - 1 s MOLIYIO CBOTO YOJIOBIKA.
AJe mopa3y, KOJIu s HaMararocs 1e 3p00UTH, s TPOKHUIAI0CS PaHillIe.

S HIKOJIM HEe BCTUraro HOro mouuTyBaTH - s 3aBXAU IPOKUIAIOCS
nepuioro. Koxxnoro. Pasy.

JIBa nHi TOMy s Oyna BmeBHeHa, 1o Oauwmia Hoema, sxuii
PO3MOBJISIB 3 1HIIIOKO B’ A3HEHOIO. TOM 40JIOBIK OYB JIy’Ke CXOXKHI Ha MOTO
YOJIOBiKa - aX J10 371aMaHoro Hoca. Lle mycuB OyTu BiH.

Age sik Take MOxJMBO? Bin mepTBuii. Un BOMIA s HOTO, UM Hi - 1€
NUTAHHSA IUCKYCiiHe, ajie BiH TOUHO MEPTBUI - HIXTO LIbOT'O HE 3alepeuye.
S G6aumna oro MepTBe TUTO0. €QMHE MicIIe, /e BiH 0CI )KUBHIA, - MOT CHH,
ane 1e He OyB COH.

Xouya...

[Ticns BuOyxy s Oaumnia, K mapameauku BUBO3wIM Tijo Hoena 3
HAIIIOTO 3TOpLIOro JoMy. AJie, 3BiCHO, Horo Oysio MOBHICTIO HAKPUTO
IPOCTUPAAIOM 3 TOJOBM JO HI. MeHI He /J03BOJIWIM IOJUBUTHCS;
CKasaJy, 110 Tak OyJe Kpalile, 0 MEH1 He BapTO OAYUTH MOro B TAKOMY
CTaHI.

To npaBaa B TOMy, 110 5 HIKOJIM HacIipaBAl He Oaunia Tia Hoena
i He mepekoHanacs, o e 0y came BiH. [lomimist moBigoMuna, Mo A
TOYHOI 11eHTUDiKalii o0ropinux octankiB Bukopuctanu JAHK-ananiz, ane
BCE, Ha IO 51 MOXKY CIMpaTucs, - 1e ixHi cioBa. A mo, 1k JHK-ngokazu
OyJIi TOMUJIKOBUMU ?

A mo, sk y Tomy OynuHky 3ropiB  He Hoen?
Tak, yce 1e 31a€Tbcsi HEMMOBIPHO MajoOWMOBIpHMM. SIKmio Tiei Houl
3aruHyB He Hoen, To xT0 % Toai? Skuiich BUMagKOBUIl TpaOiKHUK, IO
OTIMHUBCS HE B TOMY MicIli i He B Toi yac? lle Bce oHO HE mosiCHIOE 30ir
JHK. I e nosicHtoe, yomy Hoen 31K 6€3 KOIHOTO criay.

HaiiGinpim HWMOBIpHE TIOSICHEHHS € HaWOYEBUIHIIIUM: S Tak
BITUalyIIHO CyMYyI0 3a CBOiM YOJIOBIKOM, IO YsBWJIA, HIOM TOM
He3HaloMmelb OyB HUM.



CHAPTER 9
BEFORE

Noel is late getting home again.

| sit at the kitchen table, checking my watch as | drum my fingers
against the table. It’s nearly nine o’clock, and he told me that tonight he
would definitely be home by seven. Seven came and went, along with
several apologetic text messages. I'm so sorry. I’'ll be home earlier
tomorrow night for sure. | promise.

I’ll be home earlier Why am I even surprised? These days, it’s more
surprising when he actually makes it home when dinner is first coming out
of the oven. I’m getting sick of his apologies—sick of keeping our dinner
warm in the oven until whatever time he decides to come home.

Finally, at ten minutes after nine, the lock turns in our front door. I
get to my feet and remove the chicken I made from the oven. It was
delicious and juicy at seven, although it has surely dried out over the last
two hours. Noel will insist it’s great, though. He always does.

“I’m so sorry, Talia.” Those are his first words as he bursts into the
kitchen, wearing his usual work outfit of a wrinkled dress shirt, no tie, and
khaki pants. “One of the tests we were doing ran long. I wanted to leave,
but I couldn’t.”

“Uh-huh.” T toss my ruined chicken on the kitchen table, even
though what I really want to do is throw it at his head. “Well, I know your
work is very important.”

“You’re important,” he insists. “And we’re almost at the finish line.
[ swear.”

“Uh-huh.”

“After this is done,” he says, “we are going to take a vacation.
Maybe the Bahamas or Hawaii. Someplace warm with beaches and no
phones at all.”
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PO3A1J19
PAHIUIE

Hoen 3HOBY 3ami3HIOETHCS 10A0MY.

S cwmKy 3a KyXOHHUM CTOJIOM, MHOMVIAJAI0YM HAa TOAWHHHK 1
MOCTYKYIOUH MAaJbISIMU 1O CTONY. Maiike eB’siTa Be4opa, a BiH CKa3as,
10 CbOTO/IHI TOYHO Oyzie BAoMa 0 choMiii. ChOMa roJJiHa MUHYJIA, a 3 HEIO
1 KiTbka BHOAWIMBUX cMC. MeH1 ayXe IIKoJa. 3aBTpa BBEUYEpl S TOYHO
npuiiny panimre. OOimsio.

S npuiiny panime. Yomy s B3arani auByrocs? OCTaHHIM 4acoM
IMBHO, IO BiH MPUXOAUTH JOAOMY, KOJIM BeYepsl IIOWHO MIiCTAETHCS 3
IyXOBKU. MeHi HaOpuun iioro BuOavyeHHs - HaOpUUIO TPUMATH HAIy
BEYEPIO B IyXOBIIi, IOKH BiH BUPILIUTH IPUNATH TOJJOMY.

Haperi, 0 21:10, y BXiIHUX IBEpsSX MOBEPTAETHCS KITt0U. S BCTato
i BHUIIMalO 3 JYXOBKM KYpKy, sIKy mpurotyBana. O choMiii BoHa Oyina
COKOBHUTOIO ¥ HEWMOBIPHO CMayHOIO, aje 3a Il 1Bl TOJUHU HAreBHO
nepecoxia. [Ipore Hoens Oyie Hamomnsrarty, 1mo BoHa 4y1oBa. Bid 3aBxau
TaK Kaxe.

“Meni Tak mkojna, Tamie.” Ile #ioro mepmi cioBa, MIOWHO BiH
BPHUBA€ETHCS HA KYXHIO, Y CBOEMY 3BUYHOMY poOouOoMy BOpaHHi: IOM’sTa
copoyka, 0e3 KpaBaTKu, XaKki-mTaHu. “OuH 13 TECTIB, sIKi MU TPOBOIUIIH,
3aTArHyBCs. S XOTiB MiTH, ajie He Mir.”

“Ara”. Bignosizato s i Kuaaro 31coBaHy KypKy Ha KyXOHHUH CT1J,
X04Ya HACIpaB/ll MEH1 X0UueThcs KUHYTH ii oMy B ronoBy. “Hy Tax, s 3Hato,
TBOSI poOOTa J1y’Ke BaXKJI1Ba.”

“Tu Baxnusime,” - Hamojsrae BiH. “I M Mmaibke Ha QiHImII.
Kistaycs.”

“Ara.”

“Konmu 3 mum Oyjae MOKiIHUEHO,” - KaXke BiH, - “MHU MOineMo y

BiANMycTKy. MoxiuBo, Ha baramu a6o na ['aBai. Kyauce, ne Temno, 3
TJIsHKaMU 1 0e3 KOoIHUX TesnedoHiB.”



His words defuse my anger a bit. That does sound like a very nice
vacation. Although a vacation where we never left our room for two weeks
would also be nice.

And maybe we can get pregnant on the dream vacation. I couldn’t
have imagined it five or six years ago, but I’m finally ready to start a family.
If Noel would only cut back his hours a little, he’d be a great dad. A baby
might be the motivation he needs to spend more time with his family.

He crosses the room to where I’'m standing. He gently tugs off my
oven mitts and puts his arms around me. He leans in to kiss me, and | almost
let him, but then at the last second, | stiffen under his embrace. | turn away
so that his lips only brush the top of my forehead.

“Do you want to eat?” I say in a voice that sounds like it isn’t my
own.

“Yes,” he says, “but first, let me jump in the shower. I feel like I'm
covered in chemicals. It’1l be five minutes. I promise.”

“And maybe tonight,” I add, “you and I can . .. you know . ..”

He grimaces, which is the last reaction I would expect from a red
blooded male whose wife just told him he was going to get lucky tonight.

“Talia, honey, I'm so beat. I . . . I'd probably fall asleep in the
middle of it. Rain check?”

I nod slowly. “Rain check.”

| stand frozen in the kitchen as | watch my husband climb the stairs
to the second floor of our house. His instinct to take a shower is a good one.
Noel has lost his sense of smell, but I haven’t, and I am very aware that he
reeks of another woman’s perfume.

CHAPTER 10
PRESENT DAY
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Horo cioBa Tpoxu 3HIMAaIOTh MO0 31icTh. Lle miiicHO 3BydHTH SIK
Jy’Ke MPUEMHUMA BiNMOYMHOK. X04a BIJITYyCTKA, ITiJl Yac SKOi Mu O y3arai
HE BUXOJIMJIM 3 HOMEpPa MPOTATOM JBOX TH)KHIB, TeX OyJia O 4y0BOIO.

I, MOXTMBO, Y TiH 11€aIbHINM BIAYCTIII MU MOTJIK O 3aBariTHITH. S
il ySIBUTH HE MOTJIa IIOTO I’ SITh UM IIICTh POKIB TOMY, ajie TeTep s HapemITi
roToBa CTBOPUTH ciM’to. SlkOm Hoen mume Tpoxw CKOpOTHB poOodi
TOJIMHH, 3 HhOTO BUNIIIOB OM 4yI0BHii OaTbKO. J[uTHHA MOTJIa O CTAaTH Ti€I0
MOTHBAIII€I0, IKOT HOMY OpaKye, 100 O1IbIIe Yacy TPOBOIUTH 3 POAUHOIO.

Bin nepetnnae kiMHaTy i miaxoauTs 10 MeHe. O0epexHO 3HIMAE 3
MOIX PyK MPHUXBATKH i 00iiimae MeHe. BiH HaxwmiseTbes, 100 NoLiTyBaTH,
1 g Maibke TO3BOJISAIO oMY I1€, ajie B OCTAHHIO MUTh HANPYXKYIOCS B HOTO
obiiiMax. S BiaBepTatocs, i iioro ry0Ou Jimiine TOpKHYJIUCS MOTO YoJa.

“Bbynemt ictu?” - [IuTaro st rogocoM, sIKAi 3ByYUTh HIOM HE MOIM.

“Tak,” - BIMOBIAA€E BiH, “ajie CIIOYATKY Jail MCHI MIPUHHSITH JyIIL.
MeHi 31a€Thes, 5 Bech y ximikarax. Lle 3aiime i’ xBumH. O0i1s0.”

“I, MOXJIHBO, CHOTOJHI BBeYepi,” - momaw s, “MH 3 TOOOI
MOXEMO... Hy, T 3Ha€Ml...”

Bin kpuBHUTH 0065114 YSL, IO € OCTAHHBOIO PEAKITIETO, SIKY 5 OUIKyBaJia
0 BiJl CHpPaBKXHHOTO YOJOBIKA, YUS JAPYKMHA ILIOMHO HATAKHYJA, IO
ChOT'OJIHI HOMY “NIOIIACTUTD .

“Tamie, koxaHa, S TaKWMi BUCHAXEHWH. ... HameBHO, 3aCHYB OU
psiMO ocepe 11boro. Moxemo nepenectu?”

S nosineHO kuBato. “Tlepenecemo.”

S croro, 3aBMepIlM, HAa KyXHi, CIIOCTEpIrar04H, sIK Miil 4YOJIOBIK
MiHIMAeThCA CXOMAMHM Ha JPYTHMi IOBEpX HAIIOro OymuHKY. Moro
pilIeHHs IPUIHATH Ayl - Mype. Hoen BTpaTuB HIOX, ajie s - Hi, 1 1 AyxKe
no0pe BiAuyBaro, 110 BiH MPOCAKHYTUN 4y>KUMH MappyMamH.

PO3/ILI 10
CHOT'OJHI



I wake up with a jolt, an uneasy feeling in the pit of my stomach.
I’ve been dreaming about Noel every night recently, but this is the first
dream I’ve had that took place after I found out that he . . . well, you know.

It’s not a time I want to think about. I certainly don’t want to dream
about it. It’s bad enough that my days on death row are so miserable—I
used to look forward to escaping into my dreams. If those dreams turn into
nightmares . . .

I sit up on my flimsy mattress, noticing that | am covered in a layer
of sweat. It’s very uncomfortable, but I have no change of clothes within
my cell. So | just need to deal with the discomfort. That annoying beeping
sound is also going off somewhere in the prison, which may have been what
wrenched me from sleep. There’s no end to the torment I have to endure in
this place.

On the plus side, at least there isn’t a rat in my bed.

“Kemper?”

I lift my head at the sound of the female voice coming from behind
the door to my cell. It sounds like Rhea. She must have pulled the night
shift.

“Kemper? Are you awake?”

I crawl out of bed and stumble in the direction of the door. “Yes,” I
say, although my voice is even more hoarse than usual. My throat feels
painfully parched. I’d sign a confession for an extra glass of water with my
meals. “I’m awake.”

“I just wanted to tell you,” Rhea says in a whisper, like she doesn’t
want the other guards to hear her, “I looked into that man you were
interested in. Found out who he 1s.”

I am suddenly wide awake. | forget all about my sweat-soaked
clothes and the rat that is almost certainly scurrying around my cell. “Who
is he?”

“He’s a chaplain,” she says. “His name is Richard Decker. Father
Decker.”
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S mpokuaarocs pi3Ko, 3 TPUBOXKHHUM BiTIYTTSIM JE€ChH ITiJ TPYIbMH.
Octannim yacoM s moHoui 6auy Hoena y cBoix cHax, aJie 1ie nepuui coH,
SIKUH 5 Mo0aumIIa micis TOro, K JAi3Hanacs, o BiH... HY, TH PO3YMI€IL.

Ile He TOH mepioa MOTO KHUTTS, PO KUK sI XO4uy aymaTtu. | Bxke
TOYHO HE TOH, MPO SKUM X0ouy Oauntu cHU. JIoCUTH 1 TOrO, IO MOi JHI B
KamMepi CMEPTHUKIB TaKi JKaxJIMBI - paHillle 5 3 HETCPIIHHIM YeKaja Ha
BTEYY Y CBOi CHH. SIKIIO K 1 BOHH MEPETBOPATHCS HA KOLUIMAPH. . .

A cimaro Ha CBi¥ TOHKHIA MaTpall 1 MOMivato, 10 BCS BKPHUTA ITOTOM.
BimuyTTst BKpaii HempreMHe, ajie 3MiHHOTO OJIsTY B KaMepi B MEHE HEMae.
Tox nmoBomuThCs MUPHUTHCS 3 UM JguckomdopTtoM. Jleck y rinuOuHi
B’SI3HUII 3HOBY JIyHA€ TOW JAPATIBIMBUHN MHCK, IKAW, MOXIIUBO, CAM€ BiH 1
BHUPBaB MeHE 31 CHy. MyKH, Kl S MyIIly TEpPIITH B IIbOMY MICIli, HE MalOTh
KIHIISL.

AJe SKIO IIyKaTH CBITIy CTOPOHY, TO MPUHANMHI I[LOTO pa3y B
MOEMY JIDKKY HEMae ypa.

“Kemnep?”

S migHIMAKO TOJOBY, MOYYBIIW KIHOYHNA TOJIOC 3-3a JIBEpPEH MOE€T
kamepu. Cxoxe Ha Pero. BoueBuap, y Hel cbOro/iHi HiuHa 3MiHa.

“Kemnep? Tu He cinm?”

S croB3aro 3 JXKKa W, XUTAKUHUCh, TIXOIKY A0 aepe. “Tak,” -
BIJIMOBIZAI0 s, X04a Mill rojloc 1€ XPUNKIMIUHM, HiX 3a3Bu4ail. ['opio
6oss1ue nepecoxiio. S 6 mianucana 313HaHHS 3a AOAATKOBY CKIISIHKY BOJU
o Txi. “S we cro.”

“SI mpocTto xoTina To01 cKkazaTh,” - menoye Pes, HiOu He Xoue, 1100
1HIII OXOpOHLI 1i mouynu, “Sl mepeBipuiia TOro 4OJOBiKa, KU Tede
3arfikaBuB. Jli3Hanacs, XTo BiH.”

51 MuTTEBO MpOKKAAtOcA. 3a0yBaro 1 PO MOKPH BiJ MOTY OJIAT, 1
Mpo 1ypa, SIKMH Mailke HameBHO Oirae jgech y kamepl. “XTo BiH?”

“Bin kamenan,” - kaxxe BoHa. “Moro 3Batu Piuapn [exep. Otenp
Hexep.”



A chaplain? | suppose that makes sense, especially given the way
he was dressed. But it also doesn’t make any sense at all. He looked so
much like Noel. The fact that he’s a chaplain might explain why he was in
the prison the other day, but it doesn’t explain the similarity in appearance.
It doesn’t explain the feeling I got when our eyes met.

“Could I see him for a visit?” I ask her.
There’s a pause behind the door. “Yes. I can arrange for Father
Decker to give you your last rites once they move you to death watch.”

Death watch. When there are three days left before my execution, |
will be moved to death watch in preparation for the final event. It is not
something | am looking forward to.

“My understanding,” Rhea says, “is that he has performed last rites
before for other death row inmates.”

Everything she is telling me strongly indicates that Father Decker is
exactly who he says he is. He is a chaplain who councils inmates and offers
last rites when they are needed. The thought that this man could be my dead
husband is almost too ridiculous for words.

Yet, I can’t stop thinking that’s exactly who he is.
“Please set it up,” I croak.
“I’1l do that,” Rhea says softly. “I think it will give you peace.”

I want to look that man in the eyes. When | do, I will know exactly
who he is.

CHAPTER 11
BEFORE

How could I have been so stupid? I’ve wanted so desperately to trust
Noel that I’ve missed every blatantly obvious sign that he’s been cheating
on me.
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Kanenan? IleBHOIO MipoOIO 1€ Ma€ CEHC, OCOOJIMBO 3 OISy Ha TE,
SK BiH OyB OJSTHEHHH. AJie 1€ TaKOX HE Ma€ JKOTHOTO ceHcy. Bin OyB
HazaTo cxoxuid Ha Hoena. Te, 1110 BiH KarenaH, MOXKe MOSICHUTH, YOMY TOTO
THS BiH OYB Yy B’SI3HUIIL, ajie 1€ HE IMOSCHIOE CXOXKICTh y 30BHINIHOCTI. |
TOYHO HE MOSICHIOE TOTO BIIYYTTS, SIKE OXOIUIIO MEHE, KOJIM Hallli TIOTJIS TN
3yCTPLIUCH.

“S1 MOXy 0GaunTHCS 3 HUM?” - 3aIHUTYIO 5.

3a nBepuMa HacTae naysa. “Tak. S Moy moMOBHUTHCS, 1ITOO OTEIH
Jlexep 3mificHuB 1isi TeOe OCTaHHI OOpSAAM, KoM Tebe MepeBenyTh 10
KaMepH CMEPTHHUKIB.”

Kamepa cmepTHuKiB. 32 Tpu IOHI 0 BUKOHAHHS BUPOKY MEHE
nepeBenyTh TyIU B MiArOTOBII 10 (iHambHOTO eTamy. Lle 30BciM He Te,
YOro s YeKaro 3 HETEePITIHHSM.

“Hackinbku MeH1 BiIOMO,” - MpoI0BXKye Pes,” - BiH yke IPOBOINB
OCTaHHI OOPSAM JUISl IHIIUX YB’I3HEHUX CMEPTHOTO KOPHIOPY.

Yce, 110 BOHa TOBOPUTH, MEPEKOHINBO BKa3y€e Ha Te, IO OTELb
Jlexep € came THM, 3a KOoro cede Buaae. BiH - KamenaH, SKUi KOHCYJIBTY€E
yB’S3HEHHUX 1 MPOBOAMTH OCTaHHI 00PSAIH, KOJIU 11€ HeoOXiaHo. JlymMKa rpo
T€, U0 el 4YOJOBIK MO)ke OyTHM MOIM MEPTBUM YOJIOBIKOM, 31A€ThCS
Maiixke abCypaHOIO.

I Bce st HE MOXKY MO30yTHCS BIIUYTTS, 1110 1€ Came BiH.

“Bynp nacka, JOMOBCS MPO 1e,” - XPUILIIO 5.

“SI me 3pobutro,” - Tuxo Bianosinae Pes.*“Jlymaro, 11e nmpunece To01
CHOKii1.”

S Xxo4y nmoAMBUTHCA 1IbOMY YOJIOBIKOB1 B oui. Konu 1ie craneTscs,
sl TOYHO 3HATUMY, XTO BiH HAaCTIpaBJIi.

PO311JI 11
PAHIIIE

Sk s morma Oytu Takorw AypHOK? S Tak BimualAyIIHO XOTija
noBipsaTyu Hoemro, 1o He moMivana BCix 10 00JIF0 OYEBUAHUX O3HAK TOTO,
10 BiH MEH1 3pa/IKYE.



The perfume, for one. After | smelled it that one time, | became
attuned to it, and every time he came home, | sniffed him and realized he
always smelled like that perfume. It’s been a week, and every single time
he goes to “work,” he comes back stinking of eau de slut.

There’s also, of course, his constant absences. And the lack of
interest in sex. The first couple of years we were married, we were hot and
heavy. And even after that, Noel was always up for it if [ was. Always. It’s
only in the last six months or so, right when his “work schedule” has
ramped up, that he has complained about being too tired.

I have spent most of the last week driving myself crazy. | even took
a day off from work and parked outside the building where Noel works,
determined to follow him, the same way | did with Franklin when 1
suspected he was cheating on me all those years ago. | had been so furious
with Franklin—I was planning to go postal on his beloved car with a
Louisville Slugger. But the cute boy with the infectious grin who taught me
how to hawk phlegm into a Diet Coke kept me from doing anything rash.

There’s nobody like Noel to stop me now, so I spent the day sitting
outside his building in my car. He never left once, which made me realize
that if he is cheating, it must be with someone he knows from work. Do
they do it in an empty lab? A supply closet?

It’s five o’clock now, and I’m sitting on our living room sofa. I’ve
got a paperback copy of The Nantucket Restaurant by Pamela Kelley in my
hand, and even though | was devouring it last week, I haven’t managed to
read even a sentence since smelling that perfume. Noel has promised he
will be home for dinner, and he seemed to really mean it.

As | shift on the sofa, trying to find a comfortable position,
something crinkles beneath me—it sounds like a piece of paper. | reach
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Xoua 0 mappymu. Ilicns Toro pa3y, Koiu s BOepIue Biauyia mei
3amax, s noyJaja Bii3HaBaTu Horo oapasy. [llopasy, konn Hoen noeeprascs
J0ZIOMY, S TIPUHIOXYBAJIACcs i po3yMijia: BiH 3aBXKAM IMaXHE TUMHU CaMHMHU
nappymamMu. MUHYB THXKIEHB, 1 KOXKHOTO pa3y, KOJHM BiH IMIOB ‘“‘Ha
po6oTy”, BiH MOBEPTABCS, HACKPI3b MPOCOUEHUH UM apOMATOM.

3BICHO, € IIe HOro TOCTiMHI BIACYTHOCTI. | Maibbke mOBHa
BIJICYTHICTb 1HTEpecCy /10 6;u3bKocTi. [lepii KijibKa poKiB HAIIOTO HUTIO0Y
MK HaMH BCe€ Tajiano, Mu Oyiu rapsdi i npuctpacHi. I HaBiTh miciist TOro
Hoen 3aBxau OyB He MmpoTH, SKIIO LOro XoTuia f. 3aBxau. Jluiie 3a
OCTaHHI MicdIi, camMe TOoMai, KOJM Horo ‘“podounii rpadik” pi3Ko
YCKIIQJHUBCS, BiH IT0YaB CKApKUTHUCS HA BTOMY.

binbiry yacTMHY MUHYJIOTO THOXKHS s IpOBEJa, 3BOJUBIIN cebe 3
po3ymy. Sl HaBiTH y3sja BHUXiIHUH 1 mpumapkyBajacs Oins Oyaisii, e
npautoe Hoen, TBEpJO BUPIIMIMBIIM IPOCTEXHUTH 3a HUM - TaK CaMo, K
KOJIMCh 3po0mia 3 DpaHKIiHOM, KOJU 3aIlio3puiia Horo y 3paji 6arato
pokiB Tomy. Toai s Oyia HACTUIBKU PO3JIIOYEHA, 110 MJIaHyBalla PO3OUTH
foro ymo0ieHy mamuHy OelicOonpHO0 OuTOor0 Louisville Slugger. Ase
TOW MMJIMI XJIOMElb 13 3apa3/IMBOI0 YCMIILIKOIO, SIKHH HAaBUMB MEHE, SIK
MPaBWIbHO XapKaTH MOKPOTHHHSIM y JIETUYHY KOJy, BOEpIr MEHE BiJ
HE00auyHOT0 BUMHKY.

3apa3 HixTO, KpiM Hoena, He Moke MeHe 3yNHHUTH, TOMY s BECh
JIeHb s MPOCH/iia B MalIuHi Ot OyiBii, ae BiH npattoe. Hoen sxonHOro
pa3y He BUXOJUB, 1 11€ 3MyCHJIO MEHE 3pO3yMITH: AKILO BiH 1 3paKYE, TO 3
KUMOCh 13 poOoTu. BoHM pobOnsTh Lle B NOpoXHiM nabopatopii? Y
KOMIPYHHI JUIsl TpUIafs?

3apa3 n’4r1a rojiMHa Be4opa, sl CUDKY Ha TUBaH1 y HaIllii BIiTAlbHI.
B pykax y mene mamepoBe BumanHs The Nantucket Restaurant ITamenu
Kemni, 1 Xo4a 1e MUHYJIOTO THXKHA 51 OYKBaJbHO KOBTaja IO KHHMXKKY,
BIJIKOJIM BiJuysa Ti mapdymu, HE 3MOIJIa MPOUYUTATH KOJHOTO PEUYEHHS.
Hoen moo6insB, mo croroiHi TouHO Oyie BAOMAa Ha BEYeplo, 1 OTO pasy
BIH CITpaB/ii 3ByYaB NEPEKOHIIUBO.

Konu s Tpoxu 3cyBarocs Ha JMBaHi, HAMaralouuch BIIAILITYBATUCS
3py4HiIIe, M0 MHOIO IIOCh ITyPXOTHUTH - HIOM mammipenb. A 3armsiaaro mig



under the cushions, searching for the source, and come up with a small
scrap of paper. It’s a receipt.

| peer at the fading print on the receipt, from a local jewelry store.
The last four digits of our credit card number were used to purchase a fairly
expensive necklace. Since the receipt was dated well over a week ago and
there are no anniversaries or holidays coming up that he might be holding
on to it for, it seems that if it were meant for me, he would have given it to
me already. No, I strongly suspect the recipient of this intended gift has
already received it.

Maybe she’s wearing it right now.

How dare he? Noel never buys me jewelry, and certainly never
anything this expensive. Apparently, I’'m not worth it. But she is.

This isn’t really happening. It can’t be. Noel wouldn’t cheat on
you— this must all be a terrible dream.

A text message pings on my phone. My blood boils—it must be
Noel, telling me he’s going to be late again. Except, as it turns out, the
message is from Kinsey:

Feel like grabbing dinner out tonight? I'm so sick of home cooking.

I don’t feel like having a fun night out. I am so furious, it feels like
I might explode. Noel swore he would never cheat on me. He promised on
his life. He knows it’s something I’'m sensitive about, and the fact that he
would betray me this way feels unforgivable.

Whoever this other woman is, he is clearly infatuated with her. He
loves her more than he’s ever loved me—after all, he’s never bought me a
necklace that costs four figures. He’s probably figuring out a way to try to
leave me.

I ignore Kinsey’s text message and wander into the kitchen. Even
though | have zero appetite, | may as well throw something together for
dinner. It won’t do me any good to starve to death.

I fill a pot with water and put it on the stove. | turn the dial on, but
the flame doesn’t catch right away. Our stove is a piece of shit and really
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MOJIYIITKH, ITYKAIOUU JDKEPEIo, 1 3HaX0/Ky MaJCHbKUI KIANTHK Mamnepy.
Lle kBuTaHIIIS.

S BauBNSIOCS B YK€ TPOXH BHIBUIMH JPYK 3 MiCLIEBOTO
IOBEJIIPHOrO0 Mara3uHy. 3a OCTaHHI 4YOTUPHU LM(PH HAIIOI KpeAUTHOI
KapTku Oylio TpUI0aHO JOCUTH JOopore HaMucTo. OCKUIBKU KBHUTAHIIIS
Oyna nmaroBaHa OUIbIIe HDK THXKIACHb TOMY, a HAWMOIMIKYMM 4YacoM HeE
nepeadavyaeThCst JKOIHUX PIYHULD YH CBSIT, 3/IA€THCS, 110 SIKOM BOHA OyIa
MpU3HAUeHa IJisi MEHe, BiH yxke O MeHi i1 momapysaB. Hi, s maibke
BIIEBHEHA: aJ]pecaTKa I[bOro MoJapyHKa BXKe HOTr0o OTpuMaia.

MoxJ11BO, BOHa HOCUTB HOT0 MPOCTO 3apa3s.

Sx BiH mocmiB? Hoen Hikonmm He KylmyBaB MEHI MpPHKpAc, i BXKe
TOYHO HIYOT0 HACTUIBKU 10pOroro. BUxoauTs, g 11bOro He BapTa. A BOHa -
BapTa.

I{poro e Mmosxe 6yt Hacnpasai. [Ipocto He Moske. Hoen He 3paguB
Ou MeHe - yce 11e, MaOyTh, IKUHCh )KaXJIUBUI COH.

TenedgoH nojae cUrHaj MOBIJOMJIECHHSA. Y MEHE 3aKUIIA€ KpPOB -
HarneBHO, 11e Hoen nwuiie, 1mo 3HOBY 3aTpuMaeThes. AJie Hi, TTOBIIOMJICHHS
Bix Kinci:

Mooice, cxooumo cvbo2oOHi noseuepsmu Kyoucv? Meni 6oce
Habpuona 0oMauiHs ixea.

51 He B HacTpPOi Becesio MPOBECTH Bevip. Sl HACTUIBKU PO3JIIOUEHA,
1110 3/1a€ThCs, 0Cb-0Ch BUOYXHY. Hoen KiisiBcs, 1110 HIKOJIM MEH1 He 3paJiuTh.
Bin 006imsB xutTsaM. BiH 3Hae, 1110 s mye 9yTiauBa 10 1bOro, 1 T€, 110 BiH
3pajiiB MEHE TaKUM YHMHOM, 3/1a€TbCS MEH1 HETPOCTUMUM.

Xto0 6 He Oya 114 1HIIIa )K1HKA, OYE€BHJIHO, BIH HEIO 3aXoruieHui. Bin
Koxae ii OlIbIe, HK Oy/1b-KOJIM KOXaB MEHE — 3PEIITOI0, MEHi BiH HIKOJIH
HE KyINyBaB INpUKpac 3a YOTUPHU THCsS4l jAonapiB. HameBHO, BiH yxke
0OMIpKOBYE, SIK IITH BiJl MEHE.

A irHopyto nosizomienHs Kinci i iy Ha KyxHio. X04 aleTUTy B
MEHE 30BCIM HEMa€, BCE OJHO BapTO ILIOCh NMPUTOTYBAaTH Ha BEUEPIO.
[TomepTH 3 TONOAY MEHI TOYHO HE JOTIOMOXKE.

Sl HanmuBar B KacTpyiro BOAY W CTaBlwo il Ha IIMTy. BMukaro
KOH(DOpPKY, ane mnoiaym'ss He 3amaitoeThecs Bigpady. Hama muwmra -



needs to be replaced, but that’s the last thing I want to think about. After
all, if Noel and | get divorced, we will have to sell the house. No point in
buying new appliances right now.

I wait for the burner to ignite. The odor of gas hits my nostrils,
which twitch in response. This seems to happen too much with this stove,
but Noel is never bothered by it because he can’t smell the gas.

The stench of gas in the kitchen grows stronger. Natural gas is
actually odorless, and the smell is added in order to alert people that there’s
a gas leak. If 1 came into my kitchen and smelled gas the way | do now, |
would know not to use the oven and possibly to call the fire department.

Noel wouldn’t know, though.

If | left some food on the stove for him to heat up, he would do it
even if the gas odor was stifling. He would have no idea that igniting the
stove would result in an explosion that would seriously injure him.

It might even kill him.

Of course, if such a thing were to happen, I couldn’t be here. If there
were an explosion, I wouldn’t want to be anywhere nearby. And of course,
I would need an alibi.

Yes, Officer, | was with my friend Kinsey all evening. It was such a
terrible tragedy. If only | had been home, I would have smelled the gas. |
could have stopped it.

Noel deserves this. I loved him with my entire heart and soul, and
what did he do? He betrayed me in the worst possible way. | take out my
phone and type a message to Kinsey:

Let’s go out!
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CYLUTEHUH MOTJIOX 1 IaBHO TOTPEOY€E 3aMiHH, ajie IIe OCTaHHE, PO 10 MEH1
3apa3 XOueThCsl yMaTu. 3pewrToro, skmo Mu 3 Hoenom posmyunmocs,
OyAMHOK NoBeneThCs mpoaaBatu. KymyBaTu HOBY TEXHIKY 3apa3 HEMae
CEHCYy.

S1 yekaro, IOKH 3aropuThCs KOHPOpPKa. 3anax razy HoTparisi€e B MOl
HI3ApI, K1 y BIATOBIAbL 3PHUTaAOTHCA. 3 MI€I0 TUIMTOI0 TaKe TPATUIIETHCS
HaATo 4Yacto, anie Hoena ne Hikonm He TypOyBasio, 00 BiH HE BiI4yBae
3amaxis.

CMopiz ra3y Ha KyxHi cTae cuibHIIUM. HacripaBai npupoanuii ra3
He Mae 3amaxy, Horo 1oJarTh CHeliaabHoO, 11100 NONepeauTH AU Mpo
BUTIK. SIKOWM s 3aifIiuta Ha KyXHIO i BidyJia ra3 Tak, sk 3apa3, 1 0 TOYHO He
KOpUCTYBajacs IUVIUTOI0 U, MOKIIMBO, TIOJ3BOHUIIA O MOXKEKHUKAM.

Aune Hoen iporo He Biguye.

Sk1o s 3anmunLy JUisi HbOro Ky Ha IUIUTI, 1100 BiH ii po3irpis, BiH
Ou 11e 3poOuB, HABITH SKIIO 3amax razy OyB Ou 3amynuuBuM. Bin Ou He
MaB YSIBJICHHS, L0 3alajeHHs IUIMTH IpU3Bee 10 BUOYXY, SIKUI cepiio3HO
TpaBMYyE€ 1Oro.

A Moxe, HaBiTh yO’€.

3BUYaitHO, IKOM Take cTayocs, st He Morjia 0 OyTu TyT. IkOu cTaBcs
BUOYX, 51 HE X0Tina 0 OyTH nech nobau3y. I, 3BuuaitHo, MeH1 3HagoouI0CA
0 amioi.

Taxk, oghiyepe, ygecw seuip s 6yna 3 noopyeoro Kinci. Lle 6yna maka
arcaxnuea mpazeois. Axou s 6yna edoma, s 6 6iouyna sanax easzy. A 6 mozcna
ye 3yNUHUMU.

Hoen Ha nie 3acioyroBye. S koxana fioro BCiM cepleMm 1 AyLIero - i
o BiH 3po6uB? 3paauB MeHe HaMripmum uyuHoM. S gictaio TenedoH i
nuury nosizomienHs Kinci:

Xoodimo xyoucs!
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CHAPTER 2. LEXICO-STYLISTIC ANALYSIS OF EMOTIONALLY CHARGED
LEXIS AND EXPRESSIONS OF PSYCHOLOGICAL STATES IN DEATH ROW

2.1 Book description

Freida McFadden is an American writer who is widely known for her popular
psychological thrillers. In addition to writing fiction, she works as a practicing neurologist and
specializes in traumatic brain injuries. She graduated from Harvard University, and her
professional medical background strongly influences her literary work. McFadden often uses her
knowledge of psychology and human behavior to create realistic characters and tense situations.
Since she began publishing her works in 2013, she has become popular for her fast-paced stories
with suspense and unexpected plot twists. One of her most successful novels, The Housemaid,
became an international bestseller and helped establish her as a significant figure in the
contemporary thriller genre. [Ginger, 2023]

The novella Death Row (2025) belongs to the genre of psychological thriller and also
includes elements of prison literature. The text focuses on the inner emotional and psychological
state of the main character and shows the harsh reality of life on death row.The story is narrated
in the first person and in the present tense, which creates a strong sense of involvement. As a
result, the reader experiences the events almost simultaneously with the protagonist. McFadden’s
writing style is simple but effective: it is based on short, fast-moving sentences and a fragmented
structure that helps maintain constant tension. The dark atmosphere of the prison is created
through simple but vivid details, especially those related to physical feelings and emotional
reactions. The subtle details added throughout - the noises, the smells - are what make the story
come alive and engage the reader [David's Book Blurg, 2025]. Although the general tone of the
novella is serious and emotionally intense, moments of irony sometimes appear, adding depth to
the narrator’s voice.

The target audience of Death Row consists mainly of adult readers who are interested in
psychological thrillers, crime fiction, and emotionally intense stories. Due to its clear language
and dynamic plot development, the novella is easy to read and suitable for a wide audience. It
can attract both long-time fans of McFadden’s work and readers who are discovering her writing
for the first time. [David's Book Blurg, 2025]

The plot of Death Row centers on Talia Kemper, a woman who is waiting for execution
after being convicted of murdering her husband. Even though she has an alibi and no clear motive,
she is found guilty, and her strong belief in her own innocence becomes an important part of the
story. Talia’s daily life is filled with isolation, fear, and emotional instability. The story takes a
dramatic turn when, during a prison visit, she sees a man who looks exactly like her supposedly
dead husband. This moment makes the reader question everything that was known before and
changes the direction of the story. Through flashbacks and gradually revealed details, the novella
shows hidden psychological conflicts and the true circumstances behind the crime. The final twist
is unexpected and forces the reader to rethink the entire story, highlighting the complexity of both
the characters and the themes explored in the text.

Translating Death Row into Ukrainian presents several significant challenges. One of the
main difficulties lies in rendering the emotionally charged vocabulary and subtle descriptions of
psychological states. These elements require careful lexical choices to keep their emotional effect.
Another challenge is related to prison terminology and slang, which must be adapted in a way that
sounds natural in Ukrainian and reflects the cultural context. In addition, it is important for the
translator to maintain the original rhythm of the narrative, including short sentences, quick changes
between present events and memories, and constant suspense. Munday emphasizes that in literary
translation, style and tone must be treated as carriers of meaning, and their loss substantially
weakens the overall effect of the translated text [Munday, 2016, p. 43-45]. Preserving the dark,
tense atmosphere of the novella while keeping its plot twists effective and unexpected is therefore
central to producing an expressive Ukrainian translation.
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2.2. ldentification of emotionally charged lexis and its translation relevance

Examining vocabulary saturated with emotional undertones in textual material is a
cornerstone of modern linguistic study. This focus arises from the author's reliance on language
not just to recount occurrences, but crucially, to depict the inner worlds of characters, including
their feelings and cognitive states. Emotional states are an essential element of literary
representation, and the linguistic means used to express them give the text its depth and
expressiveness.

Emotionally resonant lexicon comprises words possessing a significant affective charge,
capable of communicating or eliciting the emotional stance of the voice or the recipient (be it
terror, fury, worry, or delight). These terms feature not merely a literal definition, but also an
associated (emotional) meaning layer that influences how the utterance is processed [Bednarek,
M. 2019, p. 1-21]. Similarly, utterances denoting psychological conditions are verbal resources
(drawn from vocabulary, sentence structure, and stylistic register) that reveal the subject's or
character's internal mental condition [Dewaele, 2013, p. 475-479].

The language utilized within a literary creation discharges an expressive function parallel
to its descriptive function, serving to accurately mirror the complex psychological environments
experienced by the individuals populating the story. Via intentional word choice, deployment of
figures of speech, and subtle shifts in context, the creator shapes the work's emotional atmosphere.
Contemporary scholarship in stylistics and cognitive linguistics underscores that affective
meaning emerges not solely from isolated words but through their interplay with the surrounding
text and narrative architecture [Semino, 2014; Stockwell, 2020].

In Freida McFadden’s novel Death Row, language charged with feeling is frequently
instantiated through terminology and phrases that evoke the predicament’s tension and bleakness.
Pinpointing and selecting the linguistic elements that encapsulate emotionally charged language
and representations of mental states constitutes a primary phase in the lexical and stylistic
examination of written literature. Given that linguistic expression of feeling frequently lacks overt
declaration, identifying it necessitates a structured methodology geared toward target-language
realization.

Crucially, from a translatological perspective, the translation of emotionally charged lexis
is a complex process, as it may involve the potential loss, intensification, or redistribution of
emotional meaning. These transformations arise because emotional concepts are embedded in the
cognitive and cultural framework of the source language, while target-language equivalents often
differ in connotation and stylistic register.

Potential loss occurs when the emotional charge of a unit is reduced or neutralized in
translation, for instance due to register constraints (for example, softening strong profanity to fit
the target text’s tone) or the absence of an equally expressive equivalent.

Intensification, in turn, involves strengthening the emotional impact in the target text, often
through more expressive lexical choices, either to compensate for previous loss or to maintain the
intended emotional effect.

Redistribution refers to cases where emotional meaning is preserved overall but shifted to
other linguistic elements, for example from a lexical unit to a syntactic or idiomatic expression in
order to ensure naturalness.

These transformations must be carefully motivated, as the translator’s task is to preserve not
only the semantic content, but also the emotional effect and psychological impact of the original
text.

Given the translation challenges mentioned above, selecting linguistic material for analysis
requires a structured approach. In this study, five principal criteria are used to identify emotionally
charged vocabulary and expressions that reflect psychological states:

Emotional Tonality

The foremost standard involves the inherent affective coloring of the linguistic entity,
which may be realized either explicitly, through direct naming of emotions (e.g., dread, fury,
unease), or implicitly, through connotations and situational meaning.
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This can be illustrated by expressions such as “I am so furious, it feels like I might explode”
and “I’m so lonely in this cell”, where the emotional state is directly verbalized. At the same time,
phrases like “my blood boils” or “all I feel is numb” convey emotional meaning more implicitly
through figurative or descriptive language.

As affirmed by Baker, the appraisal of emotional content is a vital part of textual
comprehension because it conditions the reader’s stance toward the described happenings. Within
creative writing, it is frequently the vocabulary imbued with feeling that acts as the chief
mechanism for producing a psychological impact and fostering a sense of shared experience with
the audience.

Contextual Significance

The second standard centers on the reliance of a linguistic unit upon its context. In literary
artifacts, a word's meaning is not fixed but is established dynamically. The specific situation
dictates whether the unit maintains a neutral function or gains expressive or emotional weight.

The cognitive-stylistic perspective posits that meaning-making is an active construction
process influenced by the narrative viewpoint, the text's overall structure, and the interaction
among various linguistic components [Stockwell, 2020, p.65-70].

This can be illustrated by expressions such as “What the hell is going on here?”, where the
lexical items themselves are not inherently emotional, yet within the given situation they convey
confusion and distress. Similarly, the phrase “This is worse. Much worse.” acquires strong
emotional intensity only through its narrative context, reflecting the character’s growing sense of
despair and psychological pressure.

Intensity of the Affective Display

The third criterion pertains to the intensity level of the emotional manifestation. Feelings
presented in writing can range across a spectrum of force, from subtle to highly potent. This
differentiation enables the mapping of emotional gradations, a crucial aspect for stylistic
evaluation.

Intensity finds realization at multiple linguistic tiers: lexical choice (e.g., uneasy versus
petrified), morphological markers (intensifiers such as truly, profoundly), and syntactic
arrangements (including recurrences, truncated sentences, or exclamations).

Emotional intensity is further heightened through syntactic devices, as seen in the
expression “No! Please!”, where fragmentation and the exclamation mark amplify the emotional
impact.

Functional Role

The fourth standard is the functional placement of the linguistic element. Emotionally
charged vocabulary fulfills a pragmatic objective geared toward cultivating an emotive ambience,
sketching character profiles, and advancing the plotline.

In Death Row, emotive terms assume an interpretive function, guiding the audience toward
a specific emotional reception of the events [Jeffries and Mclintyre, 2010, p. 28]. For example,
statements such as “they treat me like a wild animal,” help reveal the character’s personality by
emphasizing their feelings of dehumanization and isolation, while “I’m going to die” serves to
advance the plot and heighten tension.

Level of Linguistic Implementation

The fifth criterion encompasses the hierarchical level of the linguistic unit. The lexical level
includes individual words with emotional connotation, such as “terrified”. The phrase level
encompasses word combinations and set phrases, such as “my voice is hoarse” or “it feels like
there are glass shards in my throat.” The sentence level involves syntactic constructions that
convey psychological states, as in “Don’t touch me!”. Finally, the discursive level includes
metaphors, idioms, and symbolic structures, such as “this place is a cage,” which reflect the
character’s sense of confinement and psychological pressure.

Semino emphasizes that multi-level analysis allows us to properly describe the mechanisms
of emotional expression, since emotionality in the text is often the result of the interaction of
several linguistic means at the same time.
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In this context, it is important to further classify emotionally coloured vocabulary
according to its functional and semantic properties. From this perspective, lexico-stylistic scrutiny
involves investigating linguistic units considering their semantics, rhetorical shading, implied
meanings, and functional contribution within the text, enabling the ascertainment of their part in
cultivating the emotional effect and the writer's distinctive manner [Jeffries and Mcintyre, 2010,
p. 25-30]. Accordingly, A. Pavlenko offers the following typology of emotionally coloured
vocabulary.

Emotionally coloured vocabulary can be classified into three main types: emotion words,
emotion-related words, and emotion-laden words. This typology is based on the relationship
between lexical units and emotional meaning, as well as on their functional role in communication.

Emotion words directly denote specific affective states or processes, such as fear, anxiety.
They function to describe emotions explicitly or to express them in discourse. For instance,
expressions like “I’m going to die” or “there’s no hope” verbalize emotional states.

Translating emotion words can be challenging due to semantic differences between
languages. A direct equivalent in the target language may carry a different level of emotional
intensity, which can result in either a loss of meaning or an unintended intensification of the
original meaning.

In contrast, emotion-related words do not name emotions directly but describe associated
behavioral or physical manifestations. These include units such as tears, to cry, to scream, or to
tremble. They reflect emotional states indirectly, through observable actions.

The translation implications of emotion-related words can be difficult due to cross-cultural
differences in the expression of physical reactions. Literal rendering may sound unnatural, so the
translator may need to modify the expression or choose a functionally equivalent unit that conveys
the same psychological state.

Emotion-laden words represent another category of vocabulary that does not denote
emotions explicitly but is capable of evoking strong emotional reactions. This group includes
several subtypes, such as taboo and swearwords (shit), insults (asshole), reprimands (wake up),
endearments (honey), and aversive words (death, murder, execution). As M. Bednarek notes, these
words show how language works on several levels. Emotion-laden words, especially taboo words
and insults, are hard to translate because they depend on tone and culture. In Ukrainian, they often
need to be adapted, which may involve the loss, intensification or redistribution of emotional
meaning, in order to sound natural and preserve the emotional effect.

It should be noted that the boundaries between these categories are not always clearly
defined. Certain lexical items may shift between categories depending on context, and even neutral
words can acquire emotional meaning in specific communicative situations.

In the novel Death Row, these categories work together to reflect characters’ inner feelings.
Emotion words represent internal states explicitly, while emotion-laden words, such as “locked in
acage”, create a strong emotional background. Furthermore, phrases describing physical reactions,
such as “my heart pounding” or “I couldn’t breathe”, contribute to the representation of emotional
experience, increasing emotional tension and strengthening the dramatic effect.

These stylistic effects can be explained through the way emotions are represented and
structured in language. Language reflects not only the emotion itself, but also how the person
experiences it through interaction of attention, conceptualization, and appraisal. [Hoemann, 2025].

One important aspect is attention, that is, what the speaker focuses on. For example, in the
statement “my heart pounding”, attention is directed to the physiological reaction of the body,
which signals fear or anxiety. In contrast, in the phrase “that asshole broke my heart”, the focus is
shifted to the actions of another person that cause the emotion. Thus, the choice of vocabulary
demonstrates how the person structures his emotional experience.
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Another important process is conceptualization (construal) - the way in which the speaker
represents the event. This can be manifested through various linguistic means, in particular the
choice of grammatical forms and stylistic constructions. For example, in the statement “They treat
me like a wild animal” a metaphor is used that emphasizes the feeling of humiliation and loss of
human dignity. In turn, the phrase “I am about to be executed” conveys the situation as inevitable
and real, which intensifies the feeling of fear and hopelessness. Therefore, the way of linguistic
design directly affects the interpretation of the emotional situation.

The third component is appraisal, that is, the speaker’s attitude to the event. [Martin &
White, 2015]. For example, the statement “I love you, Talia” demonstrates a positive emotional
assessment, while “the worst part is the seclusion” contains a negative assessment with the
intensifier worst, which increases the intensity of the experience. Such linguistic elements help to
understand not only the emotion itself, but also its strength and significance for the speaker.

In current linguistic analysis, emotion concepts are conceptualized not merely as discrete
vocabulary entries but as coherent mental frameworks, often termed prototypical scripts
[Kdvecses, 2015]. These scripts emerge from cumulative human experience and comprise several
core elements: an initiating cause (the situation prompting the feeling), a cognitive assessment
(how the situation is judged), physical reactions, observable behaviors, along with potential
repercussions and methods for emotional management or display. Such a methodology enables a
deeper inspection of emotional content within written works, by shifting attention from individual
words to the intricate psychological structures underpinning the characters' felt experiences.

In the analyzed text, emotion concepts (such as Fear, Despair, Anger, and Love) are clearly
represented through such script-like patterns, encompassing causal antecedents, cognitive
appraisals, physiological reactions, and behavioral outcomes. This organization allows not only to
describe emotional states but also to trace how they are formed and developed within the narrative.

Such a multi-layered structure of emotions creates additional challenges for translation, as
the translator must render not isolated linguistic units but an integrated model of emotional
experience. In the process of translating emotionally charged lexis from Death Row into
Ukrainian, | encountered several specific practical challenges. These difficulties required careful
adaptation to preserve the emotional atmosphere of the original text without sounding unnatural
in the target language. The main challenges are as follows:

Register asymmetry (swear words and taboo language)

English profanity often functions as a casual emotional intensifier, whereas direct
Ukrainian equivalents sound much harsher and more vulgar. To avoid excessive vulgarity in my
translation, | constantly faced a register conflict, navigating the potential loss of the original casual
tone against the risk of an unintended intensification of the emotional weight.

Emotional metaphors

Because figurative language is culture-specific, English emotional metaphors often do not
have direct equivalents in Ukrainian. To preserve the intended psychological effect and ensure
naturalness, | had to use redistribution of emotional meaning across different linguistic units.

Physiological descriptions of emotions

In English, physical reactions to emotions are often expressed through body parts as
grammatical subjects, which is less typical in Ukrainian. To preserve the emotional effect and
ensure naturalness, | had to change the structure and use redistribution of emotional meaning.

Analyzing and overcoming these specific translational barriers underscores the
multidimensional nature of emotionality in a literary text. Within the framework of this section,
the features of the functioning of emotionally charged vocabulary and linguistic means of
expressing psychological states in a literary text were investigated. It was established that
emotionality in language is realized not only through individual words, but also through the
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complex interaction of lexical, stylistic and contextual factors. In particular, emotionally charged
lexis performs an important function of transmitting the speaker's emotional attitude, while
expressions of psychological states allow us to reflect the character's inner world through the
description of physiological reactions, thoughts and behavior.

The analysis of the material of the novel Death Row demonstrated that emotional concepts
are realized not in isolation, but in the form of structured scripts, which include the causes of the
emotion, its cognitive assessment, physiological manifestations and behavioral consequences.
This confirms the position of modern cognitive linguistics that emotions in language are the result
of a complex process of constructing meaning, and not just a direct designation of feelings.[Barrett,
2017, p.10-14].

In addition, the main criteria for selecting linguistic material for analysis were determined:
emotional coloring, contextual significance, intensity, functional role and level of linguistic
implementation. Such a multi-level approach allows for a comprehensive study of both explicit
and implicit means of expressing emotions in the text.

Thus, the results of the study confirm that language is not only a means of transmitting
information, but also a tool for constructing emotional experience. The analysis of emotionally
charged vocabulary and psychological states opens up broader possibilities for understanding a
literary text, interpreting characters, and studying the relationship between language, thinking, and
culture. [Barrett, 2017, p.65-67].
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2.3 Ways of rendering emotionally charged lexis and psychological expressions in
Ukrainian translation and analysis of translation techniques

Literary translation occupies a unique and particularly demanding position within
translation studies. Unlike technical or legal translation, the rendering of a literary work requires
the transposition not merely of propositional content but of an entire aesthetic, emotional, and
psychological world constructed through language. As Eco argues, the translator of a literary work
must negotiate between fidelity to the original meaning and the imperative of producing a text that
resonates authentically in the target culture. [Eco, 2003, p. 57-60]

The quality of a literary translation is, therefore, determined by a complex interplay of
factors: the translator's linguistic competence in both source and target languages, their cultural
awareness, their sensitivity to the emotional undertones of the source text, and their ability to select
target-language equivalents that produce an analogous emotional and aesthetic effect. [Han, 2023]

This becomes particularly critical when dealing with emotionally charged lexis -
vocabulary whose primary communicative function is to convey, evoke, or intensify an emotional
state. As Baker argues, the very notion of equivalence in translation is relative and shaped by
linguistic, cultural, and contextual variables, making it impossible to treat emotional vocabulary
as a stable set of items with fixed target-language counterparts. [Baker, 2011, p. 24-27]

Molina and Hurtado Albir (2002) propose a dynamic and functional classification of
translation techniques, distinguishing between direct procedures (borrowing, calque, literal
translation) and oblique procedures (transposition, modulation, amplification, reduction, and
others), emphasising that the choice of technique must always be evaluated in relation to the
communicative function of the unit within its context. [Molina and Hurtado Albir, 2002, pp. 499-
503]

In the context of Freida McFadden's psychological thriller Death Row, these challenges are
particularly acute: the novel's narrative is sustained almost entirely through the inner world of its
protagonist, Talia Kemper, whose emotional states - fear, despair, grief, suspicion, rage - are
rendered through a dense web of emotionally charged vocabulary and psychological expressions.
The fidelity of the Ukrainian translation to this emotional texture is, consequently, not a peripheral
concern but a central determinant of the translation's literary quality.

To systematically analyze how this intricate emotional texture is recreated in the target text,
the emotionally charged lexis and psychological expressions extracted from the novel have been
categorized into five thematic groups. These categories reflect both the dominant psychological
trajectories of the protagonist within the extreme setting of the narrative and the specific linguistic
mechanisms employed by the author:

Expressions of Fear, Disorientation, and Psychological Pressure

The first semantic group comprises expressions that articulate acute states of fear, physical
and psychological disorientation, and the kind of oppressive dread characteristic of a character
living under a death sentence. Such expressions form the emotional backbone of the novel's
present-day narrative strand.

“I wake up, my heart pounding.” (Freida McFadden 2025, p.14)
“$1 npoxmnaalocs 3 HIAJEHO KAJATAl0YMM cepuem.”

Talia wakes in her prison cell and the first sensation the reader receives is physical: her
heart pounding. Two translation techniques are applied here. Transposition shifts the participial
construction “my heart pounding” into a prepositional phrase (3 kanararouum cepiiem), changing
the grammatical structure while preserving the meaning. Amplification adds the adverb wazeno,
which has no equivalent in the source, making the physical panic more explicit and vivid. Together
these techniques immediately immerse the reader in Talia's psychological state.
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“The news is like a punch in the gut” (Freida McFadden 2025, p.21)
“HoBuHA BCe 0IHO Bpa3WwJjia MeHe, sIK yaap B KUBIT”

This expression captures the moment Talia receives devastating news. In the original, the
blow is expressed through a static nominal simile - “the news is like a punch”. In the Ukrainian
translation, modulation and transposition are combined: the active verb spasuna replaces the simile
structure, and sce oono is added to show that even though Talia had steeled herself, the impact still
broke through. This makes the emotional hit feel more immediate and real, which better conveys
the character's shock and despair.

“All I feel is numb” (Freida McFadden 2025, p.22)
“sI BiguyBalo Jmie nNopoxxkHeqy”

Here the author conveys Talia's emotional state after prolonged trauma - she has stopped
feeling. The English numb names the absence of sensation, but in Ukrainian a literal rendering
(cxymuat, 3a0epes'saninuti) would sound physical rather than psychological. Modulation is applied,
replacing numb with nopooicneua - a spatial metaphor for the same inner blankness. This reframing
is more natural in Ukrainian and more effectively communicates the depth of Talia's psychological
devastation at this point in the novel.

Expressions of Anger, Desperation, and Loss of Control

The second semantic group contains expressions that render the protagonist's most intense
states of emotional arousal: explosive anger, the desperation of loss, and the dangerous threshold
between emotional overwhelm and violent impulse. These expressions are concentrated in the
novel's 'Before' chapters, which reconstruct the psychological trajectory leading to the central
crime.

“I just...Ilostit” (Freida McFadden 2025, p.29)
“s1 mpocro... 3ipBagaca”

The phrase captures a pivotal moment - Talia completely loses control of her emotions.
The idiom “to lose it” has no direct equivalent in Ukrainian; a literal translation would be
meaningless. Modulation is applied: zipsaracsa conveys the same sudden collapse of self-control
at the same register. The particle mpocto and the ellipsis are kept in translation to reproduce the
halting, raw quality of the admission - as if the character can barely bring herself to describe what
she did.

“I am so furious, it feels like I might explode” (Freida McFadden 2025, p.37)
“ S1 HACTUILKH PO3JII0UYEHa, 10 31A€THCH, 0Cb-0Ch BUOYXHY”

The author shows Talia at the peak of her rage - she is on the verge of doing something
catastrophic. In the original, the explosion is expressed as a hypothetical “it feels like I might”’; in
the Ukrainian ocs-oce subyxny, it becomes something about to happen right now. This shift in
temporal frame is achieved through modulation and makes the emotional state feel more
immediate and dangerous, which matches the intensity of this moment in the narrative. The
explosion metaphor for anger is universal and transfers naturally into Ukrainian.

“I want to reach out and strangle her with my bare hands” (Freida McFadden 2025, p.28)
“S1 xouy migiiiTu 10 Hel i 3aAymINTH ii roJMMH pykamu”
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This sentence reveals the extreme degree of Talia's hatred - she imagines physical violence.
The phrasal verb “reach out” is replaced by nioiumu through modulation, since the literal
Ukrainian equivalent would be awkward. The rest of the phrase - 3adywumu i conumu pykamu -
is translated literally, as the image is graphically precise and has a natural Ukrainian equivalent
with no loss of emotional force. The combination preserves the full violence and emotional charge
of the original utterance.

Expressions of Grief, Longing, and Psychological Isolation

The third semantic group encompasses expressions of sustained emotional suffering - grief
for a lost husband, the pain of longing, and the psychological devastation of prolonged solitary
confinement.

“I'm so lonely in this cell” (Freida McFadden 2025, p.15)
“MeHi TYT TaK CAMOTHbO, B Liii Kamepi”

The author conveys the quiet despair of Talia's daily existence on death row. In the original,
the personal construction “I'm so lonely” expresses a subjective emotional state. In Ukrainian,
transposition and modulation shift this to the impersonal Meni... camomnwvo, which is the
grammatically natural form for expressing such states in Ukrainian and does not reduce the
emotional weight.

“I've been missing my husband so desperately” (Freida McFadden 2025, p.31)
“S1 Tak BigualiAyNIHO CYMYIO 32 CBOIM 40JI0BiKOM”

This expression reflects one of the most persistent emotional states in the novel - Talia's
grief for her dead husband. Here, literal translation is largely possible because desperately and
siduanioywno are close equivalents in both meaning and emotional weight.

“Voice is choked” (Freida McFadden 2025, p.22)
“Jaguxa4ucn”

This brief fragment describes Talia's physical reaction in a moment of extreme emotional distress
- she can barely speak. The English passive construction “voice is choked” treats the voice as
something acted upon by emotion, keeping the character at a distance. In translation, transposition
and modulation are applied: the active adverbial participle saouxarouucs places the focus directly
on Talia's embodied experience. This is both more vivid and more natural in Ukrainian, where
passive constructions are typically replaced by active forms in emotionally intense contexts.
[Cokom, T'.P.2022, p. 259-261]

Physiological Manifestations of Emotion and Somatic Imagery

The fourth semantic group addresses expressions in which emotion is conveyed through
somatic manifestations - bodily symptoms that index internal psychological states. Kovecses
identifies such body-based expressions as a primary mechanism through which emotional
experience is conceptualized and communicated across languages [Kovecses, 2000, p. 182-183]

“It feels like there are glass shards in my throat” (Freida McFadden 2025, p.10)
“3paerpcs, HIOM B rOPJIi 3aCTPATVIN KPUXITHI YJIaMKH cKJa”

The author uses this metaphor to describe Talia's chronic pain - both physical and
psychological. The image of glass shards in the throat is already visceral, amplification is applied
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by adding kpuximni, which has no equivalent in the source. This addition paradoxically intensifies
the effect: even the smallest fragments cause excruciating discomfort, which conveys just how
acute Talia's suffering is. When the source image needs reinforcing to preserve its full emotional
impact, amplification through added detail is an effective technique.

“He reeks of another woman's perfume” (Freida McFadden 2025, p.33)
“BiH NpOoCAKHYTHIH 4y;KMMH nappymamn”

This is one of the moments in the “Before” narrative when Talia first registers clear
evidence of her husband's infidelity. The English “reek” is strong and insulting - it implies an
offensive, overpowering smell. A literal Ukrainian translation sin cmepoums... would sound crude
and shift the emotional tone of the scene in an unintended direction. Modulation is applied, with
npocsikuymuti chosen as a colder, more restrained word that preserves the idea of an all-pervading
scent while better capturing Talia's cold, controlled fury at what she notices.

“My stomach flip-flops” (Freida McFadden 2025, p.21)
“s1 BiTuyBalo, ik y MeHe 3BOAUTD KUBIT”

The author here describes the physical sensation of anxiety - the stomach-turning feeling
Talia experiences in a moment of tension. The colloquial English “stomach flip-flops” has no
natural equivalent in Ukrainian. Modulation and amplification are applied: 3600ums replaces the
original flip-flop image with a more natural physiological description, while the addition of the
frame A siouysaio, six ... explicitly verbalizes the subjective perception of the sensation. This added
element is not present in the source text and serves to make the internal experience clearer and
more explicit for the Ukrainian reader. The result conveys the same physical anxiety in a form that
sounds natural and contextually appropriate in Ukrainian.

Emotion-Laden Vocabulary: Insults, Intensifiers, and Taboo Language

The fifth semantic group addresses emotion-laden vocabulary - units whose emotional
charge derives not from their denotative meaning but from their pragmatic, social, and cultural
resonances. This category includes insults, taboo expressions, and rhetorical intensifiers, which
pose specific challenges related to register, cultural norms, and the risk of distorting the emotional
effect through excessive literalism or excessive neutralization.

“I don't give a shit” (Freida McFadden 2025, p.28)
“Meni HauxaTun”

In this scene, Talia responds to someone with utter contempt. A major translation difficulty
here lies in rendering the vulgar intensifier “/ don't give a shit” without softening the character's
extreme psychological state. To overcome this challenge and avoid unwarranted neutralization, a
direct functional equivalent was used: Meni nauxamu. This choice successfully preserves the
original emotional resonance, maintaining the emphatic, dismissive indifference and the raw
colloquial register intended by the author

“What the hell is going on here?” (Freida McFadden 2025, p.27)
“sIxoro Oica TyT KOITHCSH?”

In this scene, the question captures Talia's sudden shock and disorientation. To accurately
convey this acute psychological state and avoid unwarranted softening, the translation employs a
dynamic colloguial equivalent. Unlike a literal syntactic transfer, this option uses a stronger
expletive phrase “sxoeo 6ica” combined with the negatively charged verb xoimscsa (implying that
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something bad or alarming is happening). This techique maintains the high emotional register,
preserving both the anxiety and the natural, fast-paced rhythm essential for an authentic expression
of anxiety.

“Get. Out. Of. My. House.” (Freida McFadden 2025, p.28)
“I'eTb. 3. Moro. lomy.”

This is the moment Talia expels someone from her house with barely controlled fury. Each
word is delivered separately - the fragmented punctuation performs the anger, making every
syllable feel like a physical act of expulsion. In translation, the technique of literal translation is
applied - the structure, word order and typographic fragmentation are fully preserved in Ukrainian.
Each word is still separated by a full stop, maintaining the same rhythmic and emotional effect.
Without this formal feature, the emotional intensity of the utterance would be entirely lost.

The analysis demonstrates that the Ukrainian translation of Death Row by Freida
McFadden renders emotionally charged lexis and psychological expressions through a consistent
use of translation techniques, with modulation as the dominant technique, often combined with
amplification and transposition, or literal translation. This approach aligns with the theoretical
frameworks of Lucia Molina, Amparo Hurtado Albir, and Mona Baker, as emotionally loaded
language requires shifts in perspective or structure to preserve its pragmatic effect. Amplification
compensates for potential loss of expressiveness, while transposition resolves grammatical
mismatches between the source and target languages. Modulation ensures semantic equivalence
and stylistic naturalness in Ukrainian. Overall, the translation preserves the emotional intensity of
the original and confirms the effectiveness of the selected translation techniques.
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CONCLUSIONS

During the research, the following conclusions were formulated.

1. Freida McFadden's novella Death Row (2025) belongs to the genre of psychological
thriller and incorporates elements of prison literature. The first-person present-tense narration
creates a heightened sense of immediacy and emotional intensity. The emotional world of the
protagonist, Talia Kemper - encompassing fear, despair, anger, grief, and longing - is constructed
through a dense system of emotionally charged vocabulary, making this text a demanding and
productive object of lexico-stylistic and translatological analysis.

2. The emotionally coloured vocabulary of the source text was classified into three
functional categories based on the typology proposed by A. Pavlenko: emotion words, which
directly name affective states; emotion-related words, which describe behavioral and physiological
manifestations of emotion; and emotion-laden words, which evoke emotional reactions through
pragmatic and cultural resonance. Five selection criteria - emotional tonality, contextual
significance, intensity of affective display, functional role, and level of linguistic implementation
- provided a structured basis for identifying the relevant material.

3. The analysis of five thematic semantic groups revealed that emotional meaning in Death
Row is realized through a variety of mechanisms operating simultaneously at the lexical, syntactic,
and discursive levels. Emotion concepts are organized in accordance with prototypical scripts, as
described by Kovecses, encompassing causes, cognitive appraisals, physiological reactions, and
behavioral outcomes. This structural complexity creates additional challenges for translation, since
the translator must render integrated psychological patterns rather than isolated units.

4. The most frequently employed translation techniques in the Ukrainian rendering of
Death Row are modulation, amplification, literal translation, transposition, applied individually or
in combination depending on the unit's characteristics and narrative context. Modulation is the
dominant procedure, enabling the restructuring of English emotional expressions into forms that
are semantically equivalent and stylistically natural in Ukrainian. Amplification reinforces
emotional impact where the original requires compensation; transposition addresses structural
differences, literal translation is applied where direct equivalents exist and allows for the
preservation of both semantic content and emotional tone without additional transformation.

5. The study confirms that the translation of emotionally charged lexis involves three
principal transformations: loss, intensification, and redistribution of emotional meaning. These are
necessary and motivated adjustments reflecting structural and cultural differences between the two
languages. The translator's task is to ensure that the overall emotional effect of the text is preserved
even when individual units must be adapted or compensated for through other linguistic means.
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TRANSLATION TECHNIQUES IN DEATH ROW

m Modulation mLiteral translation m Amplification mEstablished equivalent ® Transposition ® Reduction
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APPENDIX B

Thematic Semantic Groups ‘

M Fear, disorientation, psychological
pressure

H Anger, desperation, loss of control
m Grief, longing, isolation
1 Physiological manifestations / somatic

imagery

B Emotion-laden vocabulary
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