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Abstract

The translation project is devoted to the study of the lexico-grammatical and stylistic
features of O. Ceren’s novel The Book of Heartbreak and to the ways in which they are rendered
into Ukrainian. The paper analyses the work’s genre structure as a blend of psychological drama
and magical realism, which defines its kinesthetic style. The study focuses on the means of
reproducing the protagonist’s emotional idiolect, characterized by sensory details and adolescent
irony. The conducted research has shown that the proposed translation primarily relies on
modulation (37,6%), variation (13,9%), amplification (17,8%) and linguistic amplification
(9,9%) to ensure pragmatic adequacy. The study confirms that the strategy of domestication and
conceptual modelling allows for preserving the authentic voice of the character for the target
audience.

Keywords: adaptation, amplification, conceptual modelling, modulation, pragmatic
adequacy, Skopos theory, kinesthetic, Young Adult literature.

AHoOTaIis

[Tepexnaganpkuii TPOEKT TPHUCBSIYCHUA JTOCTIHKEHHIO JIEKCUKO-TPAMaTUYHUX Ta
cTriicTHYHUX ocobnuBocTeil pomany O. [Ixepen «The Book of Heartbreak» Ta cmocobam
iXHPOTO BIATBOPEHHS YKPAaiHCHKOIO MOBOK. Y POOOTI MpOaHANi30BaHO YKAHPOBY CTPYKTYPY
TBOPY $K TMO€THAHHS IICHXOJIOTIYHOI JApaMd Ta MariyHoro peajaismy, 110 BH3Ha4yae HOTo
«KIHEeCTETUYHUN CTWiIb». (OCHOBHY YyBary NpHUAUIEHO 3aco0aM BIiATBOPEHHS EMOIIITHOTO
1II0JIEKTY TOJIOBHOI Te€pOiHi, KN XapaKTepU3yEThCS CEHCOPHUMH IETASIMU Ta MiJTITKOBOIO
iponiero. [IpoBenmeHe AOCHIHKEHHS TPOJEMOHCTPYBAJIO, IO 3alpPOTIOHOBAHMNA TEpEKIIa
CIMPAEThCA MepeBakHo Ha MoayJsmio (37,6%), Bapiamiro (13,9%), ammridikamito (17,8%) ta
miHrBicTHYHY amiutidikarriro (9,9%) mist 3abe3meyeHHs mparMaTuYHoO1 ageKkBaTHOCTI. [IpoBeneHa
poboTa MiATBEPIKYE, IO CTpaTeris JOMECTHKaIlli Ta KOHIENTYyaJbHE MOJICITIOBaHHS
JI03BOJIAIOTH 30€perTy aBTEHTHUYHUI r0JIOC MEPCOHaXa JUIsl LIbOBOI ayIUTOPIi.

KirouoBi cnoBa: amanrartis, aMmrutidikaiiis, KOHIENTyalbHE MOJCITIOBAHHS, MOIYJISIIA,
mparMaTh4Ha BiAmoBigHicTh, CKOIOC-TEOpis, KIHECTETHUHU, JiTepaTypa Young Adult.
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Introduction

The topicality of the research is determined by the need to integrate examples of
contemporary English-language young adult prose into the domestic cultural space, which, in the
context of globalization, is becoming particularly important due to its coverage of acute issues of
personality development and psychological trauma.

The relevance of the study is further enhanced by its focus on the theme of loss and
psychological recovery. In contemporary Ukraine, where many adolescents face the trauma of
losing loved ones due to the ongoing war, high-quality translations of such narratives acquire a
therapeutic function. Through the application of conceptual modelling and domestication, this
translation project ensures that the protagonist’s experience of losing her mother is rendered with
the necessary emotional depth, providing the target audience with a linguistic framework for
processing their own grief and fostering psychological resilience.

This study focuses on strategies for reproducing individual authorial style and
emotionally expressive vocabulary. The work is built upon the fundamental theories of
translation developed by V. Karaban (2004), V. Koptilov (2003) and R. Zorivchak (1989). The
analysis of the genre specifics and cognitive landscape of the source text is informed by the
research of M. Cart (2010), K. Coats (2018) and S. Keen (2007). To justify the choice of
translation techniques, we draw on the functionalist classification of translation techniques by L.
Molina and A. Hurtado Albir (2002), which provides a basis for the quantitative and qualitative
analysis of the rendered text. Specifically, the study utilizes S. Keen’s theory of narrative
empathy and O. Selivanova’s (2012) cognitive-discursive framework to ensure the pragmatic
adequacy of the translation through conceptual modelling.

The object of the study is contemporary English-language young adult psychological
prose.

The subject is the methods of reproducing the lexico-grammatical and stylistic
peculiarities of O. Ceren’s novel in Ukrainian translation.

The aim of the study is to analyze the lexico-grammatical and stylistic peculiarities of
O. Ceren’s novel and to justify the strategies and techniques of their translation into Ukrainian to
ensure pragmatic adequacy.

The objectives of the translation project are:

e to translate the excerpt from O. Ceren’s novel The Book of Heartbreak;

e to define the genre and thematic characteristics of the novel;

e to identify the protagonist’s emotional idiolect in the text;

e to justify the translation techniques used to convey the meaning of emotional
idiolect in Ukrainian.

The body of the research comprises the original text of the novel The Book of
Heartbreak by Ova Ceren and its Ukrainian translation. The source text contains 43,154
characters; the target text contains 42,760 characters.

The structure of the research. The paper consists of an introduction, two chapters,
conclusions, a list of references and appendices. The total volume of the translation project is 43
pages.



Chapter 1. Translation of The Book of Heartbreak by O. Ceren

Opurinan
My life turns upside down on a Tuesday evening in June.

I get home from school as usual, eager to shut out the
world behind the front door. But the minute | see our neighbour
Fiona tucked into the hallway, I know something is wrong.

The evening is too balmy for shivering, the hour too late
for visitors. Not that we usually have any. It’s just Mum and me
— if you don’t count the succession of men who make fleeting
appearances at random hours. Mum’s regrettable taste in the
other sex must be beginning to drag down the property values in
our morbidly expensive street.

‘Sare.’ Fiona looks everywhere but into my eyes,
balancing her toddler Dotty on her hip. ‘Darling.’

At the word darling my hands go clammy. Mum’s friends
mostly ignore her asocial, weird seventeen-year-old daughter.
But now Fiona extends her arm towards me, her shirt buttons
askew, her hair a mess. | recoil from the touch. Whatever has
caused her to wash up here wearing slippers and no make-up is
bad news, and | want none of it.

‘What’s going on?’ I shrug off my backpack.

‘Will you come inside for a minute?” ¢

Where’s Mum?’ I’'m determined to pinpoint my mother’s
whereabouts before delving into whatever trouble has transpired.
If T can predict what’s wrong, perhaps things won’t be as
catastrophic. ‘Is she home?’

IHepexiaan

OpaHOro 4YepBHEBOI'O BIBTOPKA BBEUYEP! MOE HKUTTS
MIEPEBEPTAETHCS 3 HIT Ha TOJIOBY.

S noBepratocs 100MY 31 ILIKOJIH, SIK 3aBXKIH, IparHy4u
CXOBAaTHUCH BiJ CBITY 3a 3aYMHEHUMHU JIBepuMa. Ta 10ifHO B
Kopuaopi 3’ sBnseTbes DioHa, Hala Cyciaka, 0Jpa3y BiIuyBalo:
II0Ch HE TaK.

Beudip HagTo TeTUmMiA, 00 TPEMTITH BiJ XOJIOY, a TOIMHA
— HAATO Mi3Hs A7 rocteid. He ckaker, mo Tyt yacto OyBaroTh
rocTi. JIume mama ¥ s1 — K110 He paxXyBaTH THUX YOJIOBIKIB, K1
yac BiJ 4acy 3’ ABJBSIIOThCA 0e3 mornepepkeHHs. CMak Ha
YOJIOBIKIB Y MAMU TaKUW «TapHHID», 1110, 34a€THCS, BXKE BILTUBAE
Ha BapTICTh OYIMHKIB Ha HAII KOCMIYHO TOPOTIA BYJIHIIL.

— Capo, mo6a, — PioHa TUBUTHCS KyJIU 3aBTOJIHO,
TUILKH HE MEHI B 04l, TPMMAIOYU Ha PyKax CBOIO JOHEUKY JloTTi.

Bin cioBa «1t00a» MO pyKH CTalOTh BOJIOTHMH BiJ MOTY.
Hpy3i Mmamu 3a3BUYail IrHOPYIOTH i JUBHY, acOIiaJIbHY
CIMHAIUATUPIUHY NOHBKY. Ta 3apa3z @ioHa MpOCTATae PyKy 110
MeHe, 11 HeoXxaifHa copouka po3cTiOHyTa, a BoJoccs
ckyioBmxkeHe. S BincMukytoch Bif ii gotuky. Lo 6 He 3mycuno
il mpuiATH CIOM B KamIsX 1 6€3 MakisKy, 11e TOUYHO MOTaHi
HOBUHH, 15 HE XOUY MATH 3 UM HIYOTO CHUIBHOTO.

— IIo cranocs? — s 3HIMAIO PIOK3aK.

— 3aiiiu Ha XBUIIMHKY.

— Jle mama? — 4 pinryue Hamararocs 3’siCyBaTH, Jie BOHa,
TepI HiK po30upaTHcs 3 THM, sKa Xajiena Tpanuiacs. SIKIo s 3MOxKy
nepeadoayuTH, 10 He TaK, MOKJIMBO, Bce He OyJie TaKuM
katactpodiyaum. Bona Bqoma?



Now looming at the threshold of the reception room,
Fiona shakes her head.

I go still, my gold pendant heavy around my neck, any
remaining hope I had melting like ice cream in my hand. Grubby
toddler fingers tug at Fiona’s hair, but she doesn’t flinch. Shit, I
think as my feet follow them inside the room. Shit, shit, shit. The
thuds of my footsteps sound hollow — as if I’'m made of fear and
not flesh. Something must have happened. | begin to plot
tolerable scenarios that wouldn’t be the worst. Perhaps Mum’s in
hospital, unwell but unharmed. Or she could have driven to
Ferit’s place again, the ex she can’t forget. Has she made a scene
at his? Perhaps the police have arrested her.

Inside, Dotty starts to cry as soon as Fiona sinks onto the
worn-out sofa. ‘Please sit.’

‘Why?’

‘Please,’ she repeats. Her gaze still evades me. She
doesn’t want to be here, I realise. She doesn’t want to deliver this
speech or meet my eyes. | feel a twinge of pity for her, that she
has to bear whatever turbulence my mother has caused. My heart
flutters inside my ribs like a caged bird. The fluttering is a gentle
prelude before a burning pain that mustn’t come — a warning that
I can’t think about others. I have to focus on myself. She isn’t
here, but Munu’s words chime in my ears as I sink onto the sofa,
perching on its edge. You have a responsibility to protect
yourself. You must care about yourself and no one else. If only it
were that easy.

Fiona sets Dotty on the floor before easing herself beside
me. The toddler immediately uses the edge of the coffee table to
pull herself upright. Three empty wine bottles wobble in front of
her, the dappled reflection of the Japanese maple in the front

Temnep, 3aBMepIu Ha TOPO3i BitasibHi, Pi0OHA TOXUTYE
TOJIOBOIO, HIOM KaXKe «HI».

51 3aBMUparo, BiT4yBaO4H, K 30JI0TUN KyJIOH BaKKO
TUCHE Ha IIUI0, a Oy/Ib-sKa HAIS, 0 3aJIUIIIIIACS, TAHE, HEMOB
cHIr Ha conui. bpynni nansunku oTTi TATHYTH Di0OHNHE
BOJIOCCS, aJle BOHA i OKOM He KiinHyna. Ot xanena, JyMato s,
WIy4du CITIIOM 3a HUMU y KIMHaTy. Yopm, yopm, wopm. Kpoku
BIJUTYHIOIOTb ITOPOKHEUEI0 — HiOU s 3po0sieHa 31 CTpaxy, a He 3
wi1oTi i1 kpoBi. Iock Mae OyTu He Tak. S MPOKPyUYyIO B TOJIOBI
crieHapii, skl He 37aBaiucs 0 Hauripmmmu. MoXIMBo, Mama B
JKapH1 — XBOPAa, aje HeylnIKko keHa. AOO BOHA 3HOBY Ioixaja
JI0 CBOTO KOJHIIHBOTO DepiTa, IKOTo HEe MOXKe 3a0yTu. Un
BIIAIITYBaJIa TaM cKaHman? Moke, 1i BJke 3aapemTyBaia MmoJiIlis.

V¥ kimuati JloTTi po3miakanacsk, moiHo dioHa Bcitacs Ha
CTapuid, MPOBAJICHUH AUBAH.

— bynp nacka, cinai.

— Hasimo?

— IIpomry Tebe, csap, — noBTopuia ®iona. Bona it noci yHukae
Moro noryany. S posymito, it He xoueTscst OyTu TyT. BoHa He xoue
BCTYIATH B JIAJIOT Ta 3yCTPIiYaTUCS 31 MHOO TIOTJIsiAI0M. MEeHI TpOXu
mKoja ii, 60 came BOHA CTpaXKJa€ BiJ HACIIIKIB MAMHUHOTO Xaocy. Moe
ceplie CTUCKAETHCS B TPYASX, BITUYTTS HIOM BaXKKUH KaMiHb JIIr Ha
nymry. Lle cTuckanHs — mepeABICHUK MEKy40To 000, SIKOTO He MOKHA
nomyctuTd. BoHO Haraaye MeHi, 110 He BapTO TyMaTu Mpo HIIUX. S
Maro 30cepeauTrcs Ha cobi. Xou il HeMae mopyd, Ta cioBa MyHy
3By4aTh y MO TOJIOBi, KOJIU 5 OBUTHHO BMOIIYIOCH HA KPa€dOK
nuBaHa. Tu BigmoBinaen 3a BinacHy 6e3nexy. Tu nosunua 0bamu npo
cebe i Hi npo koo binbute. SIkOH x yce 0yJ0 Tak MPOCTO.

®iona caguth JlOTTi Ha MiUIOTY i cifae mopyd 31 MHOIO. Maieua
BiZIpa3y TATHETHCS JI0 KPako )KYPHAIBHOTO CTOJIMKA, 1100 MiABECTUCS Ha
HDKKH. TpH NOPOXKHI TUISAIIKY BUHA XUTHYJINCS TIepe HEelo, BIIOMBaOun
Ha {XHIX ropjeykax IUISIMUCTUI CHITyeT SIMOHCHKOTO KJIEHA B Caly.



garden imprinted on their necks.

| clasp my hands between my knees and face Fiona, ready
to absorb the damage.

“Your mother—" Her knee jabs into mine as she snatches
a tarnished coaster from Dotty’s mouth. I shift to avoid her
squirming. ‘Y our mother was involved in an accident, and
unfortunately, she didn’t make it.” Fiona swallows a dry sob.

‘Accident?’ I look away from her and glance around the
room as if it owes me an explanation. Last night’s half-finished
meal is sat on a plate in the corner, rotting. Mismatched cushions
lie on the sofa, the TV remote wedged between them; wine
glasses, an array of empty mugs, boxes of painkillers on top of a
pile of magazines.

‘She was driving down the M11, and it appears that she’d
been drinking —’ Fiona shakes her head in disbelief, as if it
makes no sense, like Mum was the sanest person on the face of
the earth and would never drink-drive. She pauses as if it’s my
turn to talk, but I don’t have any words.

“The police called me an hour ago,’ Fiona says
eventually, with a sigh. The fact that this woman was Mum’s
emergency contact fills me with sorrow. Mum lost her own
mother when she was born, and her father died when she was
pregnant with me. She has a few friends, sure, but no other
family. We have no one who truly cares. No one to call when she
dies. No one but a neighbour, who clearly wishes she wasn’t
involved.

‘She’s . .. dead?’ I finally stutter. The idea that
someone’s life can be flicked off like a light switch — that your

51 cTuckaro pyku MiX KoJIiHaMu 1 iuBirocst Ha Diony,
rOTYIOUMCh IPUIHATH yAAp.

— TBost Mama...— ii KOJIIHO PanToBO BAAPsE MEHE, MOKH
BOHA BUPHBAE TIOTEMHLTY BiJl 4acy MiJCTaBKy JJISl CKIITHOK 3 pOTa
Jorti. S BincyBarocs BOIK, 11100 He 3aBaxaTH iii. TBost Mama
NOTpamnuiIa B aBapiio 1, Ha KaJlb, il OLIbIlIE HEMAE 3 HAMU, —
ripko 3irxHyna ®dioHa.

— ABapis? — 5 BIABOJIKY NOTJISA BT HET M 03uparocs 1o
KIMHATi, Ha4e BOHA Ma€ MEHI Bce MOsCHUTH. Ha Tapiniii B KyTKy
THUE y4OpalIHs HamiB3 ieHa Beueps. PI3HOKOJIBOPOBI MOTYIIKU
JIeKaTh Ha IMBaHl, MDK SIKUMU 3aCTPAT MyJIbT BiJl TEJNEBi30pa; Ha
CTOCI )KypHAJIIB CTOSITh QyXKeEpHU, Kyla MOPOKHIX TOPHATOK 1
Hayky 3 00J1€3aCOKINIMBUMH.

— Bomna ixana Tpacorw M11, i, cxoxe, Oyia HaMiAMUTKY,
— dioHa XUTa€E TOJOBOIO, HIOW HE MOXKE B II€ TIOBIPUTH, HIOM BCE
IIe HE Ma€ )OJIHOTO CEHCY, Haue MaMa Oyia €IMHOIO Ha CBITI
JFOJIMHOIO 3 KPUILTAJIEBO SICHOO TOJIOBOIO i HiKOJIM O He cina 3a
KepMO HaminmuTKy. BoHa poOuTh may3y, Haue Tenep Mos yepra
TOBOPHTH, ajle 5 He 3HaXOKY CIIiB.

— Tlomiuis moa3BOHMIA MEH1 TOAUHY TOMY, — HapEeIlTi
kaxxe dioHa # TsHKKO 3iTXae. MeHe oroprae cym BiJ TOTO, IO L5
XKiHKa OyJla eKCTPEHHM KOHTaKTOM MamH. Mama BTpaTHiia
BJIACHY MaTIp III€ JI0 CBOTO HAPOKEHHS, a 0aTbKO IMOMep, KOJIH
BOHA HOCHJIa MEHE Mij cepleM. 3BICHO, BOHA Ma€ KiIbKa JApY3iB,
ajie pOAMHU, KpIM MeHe, Y Hel Hemae. Y Hac HeMae HIKOTro, XTO
niATpUMyBaB Ou 3 HamHu 3B’A30K. HikoMy HaBiITh MOJA3BOHUTH,
Ko ii He craHe. Jluiie cyciaka, sika, O4YeBUIHO, BOJiIa O
3aJUIIUTHCS OCTOPOHb.

— Bona... momepna? — 4 jeaBe 3MOryia BAMOBUTH 111
CJIOBA, HIOW BOHM 3aCTPSIJIM B ropii. Y CBIIOMIIEHHS TOTO, 1110
XKUTTSA MOXKHa 00IpBaTH, SIK HUTKY, III0 MaMH HE CTaJIO OTaK,



mum can vanish on a motorway in an instant — doesn’t seem real.

‘She’s gone, Sare.’ Fiona reaches for Dotty’s shoulder as
the child loses her balance and lets out a wail. ‘I can’t believe it. I
saw her only this morning.’

Dead, my mind registers, like an ink stain expanding on a
white napkin. My mother is dead. The fluttering in my chest
sharpens into a searing, inescapable throb. My hands twitch on
my lap, the scars inside my left palm tingling.

Fuck. I shouldn’t have ignored the fluttering.

A dated photograph of my mother and me in a wooden
frame grows larger above the fireplace. | must be five or six,
Mum is sober, and her smile is timid. Her hand clutches my arm
as if to ensure that I’'m real, that I’'m really hers. She used to love
me back then, when | was a child and she still had a light in her
eyes. Then | grew up, and she changed. Why do you make
everything a big deal? Her voice wavers in my ears. Why do you
always have to worry so much, Sare?

The walls begin to shrink and | exhale all the hope that
was left in me. My lungs deflate. My heart begins to sizzle and |
look down to my open palm, where three faint scars are carved as
reminders for me not to mess up again.

‘She’s gone,’ Fiona repeats, her voice stilted like a robot
on the brink of shutting down. That’s when I spot the fissures
appearing on the wall behind her.

No. It can’t be happening again. I have to stop it. I have to
prevent it. Rule number three, I recite in vain. Death is not an
option. For a brief moment | consider grasping my pendant to
summon Munu. Is it too late? Maybe she can help, do something
to prevent my failure, but before I can do anything, the walls
crumble and the room closes around me like the grip of an old
regret.

1ocepe] IOpOry, 3a SIKYCh CEKYHIY — 3/Ia€ThCSI HEPEAIbHHUM.

— Capo... ii 6utbmie Hemae. @iona npurpumye JoTTi 3a meye,
KOJIM MaJieua BTpadyae piBHOBAry i MOYHHAE TUIAKaTh. S1 HE MOXY B 1€
noBipuTH. S 5k Gaumiia i CbOTO/IHI BpPaHIIi.

[T 6invwe nemae, 6ona mepmea... — ycBimomimoe Miit po3ym,
BiTIYBal0, SIK MOSI KPOB XOJIOHE, a )KUJIKU TPYCIThCS. Mos MamMa MepTBa.
Tperner y rpyisix NepeTBOPIOETHCS HA EKYUYH OLIb, 1110 TPOHU3YE
cepie. Pyku cimaroTbest Ha KOJIIHAX, a MIPaMH Ha JIBIN JOJIOHI HIMIIOTH 1
MYJIbCYIOTh.

Tpacys. Meni He ciig Oyno IrHOPYBaTH TPIIOTIHHS.

®ororpadis Mamu i MeHe B JiepeB’IHIN paMIli HaJ KaMiHOM
3/1aBajiacsi TAKOIO BEJIMKOIO, HeHaue okuia. MeHi Oyno m’SITh Yu IIICTh,
MaMa TBepe3a, a il ycMilIKa HibKHa i copoM ’si31iBa. Mama MIITHO
CTHCKAa€E MO0 PYKY, HEMOB XO4€ NMEPEKOHATHCS, IO ST CIPABXKHS, 1O A 11
nutuHa. Koy s Oyiia muTuHOI0, BOHA MEHE JTII00uIIa, 1 B 1 04ax I1e TopiB
npomiHuuk cBiTia. [lotiM s migpocia, i BoHa 3MiHmacs. Yomy mu
poduwt i3 ycboeo maxky mpazediro? — i TOJIOC JTIyHAE Y MOiX ByXax.
Yomy mu 3aexcou max xsunoeuwcs, Capo?

KimHaTa HiOM 3MEHITY€EThCS, a 3 MOIM BUAMXOM 3HHKA€E OCTAHHIM
BOTHUK HaJii. YcepeInHi I0Ch OCiIae, Cepiie CTUCKAETHCS BiJl PI3KOTO
xKapy. S ormyckaro morjsj Ha AOJIOHIO, Jie TPH JieAb MOMITHI LIpaMu HIOH
HIETIOYYTh: BAPYTe OCTYHATHCS HE MOYKHA.

— [i 6inbmre Hemae, — moBTOproe ®ioHa, ii rosoc Jarae, Haue B
poboTa, IKOro oT-oT BUpYyOUTH. Came B 1[I0 MUTH s [IOMIYalo, K Ha CTiH1
3a 1l CIUHOTO 3’ IBJSIOTHCS TOHKI TPILUHU.

Hi. Hi. Hi. Lle He Mo>ke MOBTOPHUTHCS 3HOBY. Sl MyIlly CIMHUTH
e, MyIry He TOMYCTUTH. [Ipaguno Homep mpu JyHA€ B TOJOBI, Oe3cuiie
il IOPO’KHE: CMEPTh He MpunycTuMa. Ha MUTh y MeHe HaBITh
3’ABIIAETHCS AYMKa CTUCHYTH KYJIOH i mokinukatu MyHy. Uu He
3ammi3Ho? MOKIMBO, BOHA III€ 3/IaTHA IOTIOMOTTH 3pOO0UTH 00/1aif OCH,
100 He TaTH MEHi 3HOBY 3a3HATH NOpa3ku. Ta He BCTUTAIO s HABITh
OKOM KJIIITHYTH, K CTIHU MOYHUHAIOTh PO3CUIIATUCS, a KIMHATA



She’s gone. The words echo, circling me like vultures.
She’s gone. She’s gone. She’s gone.

‘No!” I scream. ‘Stop!’

Sare, you fool. Did you really think you could win against
the curse?

What have | done? How did I trick myself into believing
that I didn’t love Mum? I never stopped caring about her. She is
all I have.

The floor quivers, creaking and groaning in response to
my panic, and the house bows down, succumbing to the
relentless force of the earthquake. The pain | yearned to forget
these past four years pierces me like lightning, proving once
more that it’s stronger than I’ve ever been. I should fight back,
recite the rules, breathe, count — distract myself. Isn’t that what
I’m supposed to do?

There are hundreds of ways to fill your life, and they say
you should make the most of it. I never dare follow this advice.
In the past, | was naive enough to chase happiness, but each
heartbreak has taught me a lesson. I wasn’t like the other kids. I
had to master my emotions. And | thought I had— I haven’t cried
since | was thirteen. | shut myself away so no affection could
worm itself into my chest. | refused every sliver of hope and
happiness. I didn’t have a drop of love left in me. I can’t be
screwing all that up now.

But the earthquake rages on, breaking glass, splintering
wood — telling me what | truly am. An orphan. A no one. The
loneliest girl who ever walked the earth. It’s too late to fight back
or resist; too late to call for help. I hear the crack of my heart and
fall to the floor like a ragdoll.

3MHUKAETHCS IOBKOJIA MEHE, Haue JIaBHs TPUBOTaA, [0 3HOBY Oepe B
obory.

Mamu 6invue nemae. 11i cioBa BiUTYHIOIOTh, KPYXIJISIOUU
JIOBKOJIa MEHE, MOB 3rpasi XF)KUX MTaXIB. [1 6inbre Hemae. Ii Ginviue
nemae. Ii 6invue nemae.

— Hi! — xpuuy s, 3ynuHucs!

Capo, mu maxa oypena. Tu cnpagdi oymana, wo smodxceut
nepemozmu npoKIAmms?

[{o s Hakoina? Sk st Mmorna oOypuTH cede, TOBIPUBIIIH, 110 HE
060 MaMy? Sl HiKOJIM He TMpUMNuHsIa TypOyBatucs npo Hei. Bona —
yce, 10 y MEHE 3aJUIIUIIOCS Y IIbOMY KJIATOMY CBITI.

[Timyiora TpeMTHTh, CKPUITUTH 1 CTOTHE BiJl MO€ET MTaHIKH, a
OyIMHOK 37a€ThCsI, HION CXHIIAETHCS Mepe]] HeBOJIaraHHOK CHIIOI0
3emuieTpycy. binb, sikuit s Hamaranacs 3a0yTH YOTUPU POKH, TIPOHUBYE
MeHe, MOB OJIMCKaBKa, JOBOIMYH, IO BiH CHJIBHIIIMI 3a MeHe. MeHi
¢ GopoTHCs, TOBTOPIOBATH TIpaBUJa, TUXAaTH, paXyBaTH — BIIBOJIIKATH
cebe. Xiba He IS 1IHOTO 5 TYT?

KaxyTh, € COTHI CTOCO0IB HAITOBHUTH CBOE JKUTTA, 1 1110 Tpeda
JKUTH Ha MOBHY. Ta s HIKOJIM HEe HaBa)XyBaacs MPUCITYXaTUCS A0 L€l
nopau. Konucs s Oyna HaCTUIBKK HAIBHOIO, 1110 THAJIACA 3a LIACTSIM, ajie
KOXHE po30UTe ceplie CTaBalo MeHi ypokoM. S Oyna He cxoxka Ha
IHIIMX AiTel 1 3MyIlieHa Oyina HaBYUTHUCS KEPYBAaTH CBOIMH eMoIlisiMu. S
JyMala, 110 3MOIJIa BIIOPATUCS, a/IKe He IMJIaKaia 3 TPUHAALSTH POKIB.
S Bigropoaunacs Bij CBITY, 00 HiSKI MOYYTTS HE MPOOPATUCS B MOE
cepiie. S Bigkugana KOXeH HATAK Ha HAIIO YU PaJliCTh. Y MEHI HE
3aJMIIMIOC W Kparuti 1000Bi. | 3apa3 st He MoKy 103BOJIUTH 001 Bee 11e
3pyHHYBaTH.

Ta 3emnerpyc He Biryxae. b’e ckino. TpouuTs nepeBo — i TUIISE
MeHe HocoM y mpaBny. S cupora. S HixTo. S HalicaMOTHIIIA AyIIa Ha
1iit 3emuti. Bike 3amizHO OWTHCS, 3aMi3HO KIUKATH Ha JorioMory. Moe
ceplie PO3KOJIIOETHCS HABIILIL, 1 51 BATIOCS 3 HIT, MOB MapiOHETKa 3
00pi3aHUMU HUTKAMHU.



This time, it only takes nine seconds to die.

Family is fate. It seeks to expand and endure, defying
time in a rebellion against individual mortality. It wants to live
forever, leaving marks on the earth, begging not to be forgotten.

So people invent surnames to enclose themselves in
families; everyone is born into a lineage branded by your
ancestors.

But a surname isn’t the only thing you receive without
consent. You inherit genes. Moles. Dimples. Birthmarks.
[llnesses. You inherit your mother’s smile or temper. The tremble
in her hands when she’s nervous, the way she brushes off
compliments about her beauty. You inherit a cage of loneliness
and the ache of not belonging.

And sometimes, if you’re as unfortunate as I am, you
inherit poor luck passed down like a family heirloom, coursing
through your blood like poison.

Not that Mum is — was — cursed like I am. She and | were
always opposites, as if our roles had been reversed. As if | was
the parent and she was the child. I won’t take a step without
calculating the risks and she never considered the consequences
of her actions. I live in a voluntary isolation, barring affection
and avoiding any meaningful connections, while Mum dived
head first into relationships, desperate to be loved. Yet the men
who adored her were the ones she couldn’t stand; she always fell
for those who had no mercy for her.

Perhaps I’m luckier than she was. Perhaps | should be
grateful that I can’t ever let a boy into my heart. I can’t lower my
guard, not even for a second. I can’t afford to feel love.

Because love is a four-letter death sentence for someone
like me, cursed to die of heartbreak.
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IIsoro pa3y cMepTh 3a0paja BChOTO JIEB ATh CEKYH/I.

Cim’st — e BUpoK jgoiii. Bona nmparune mycTuT riamboke KOpiHHS
1 BUCTOSITH, KHAAI0YH BUKIIMK Yacy, TOBCTAIOYH MPOTH TIIIHHOCTI
JFOJICBKOTO JKUTTS. BoHa jkamae )uTH BIYHO, BKApOYBATUCS B IO
3eMITI0, OJ1ararouu He PO3BIATHCS HOMEIOM 3a0yTTsI.

Tomy nmroau ¥ BUraganu npisBuuia, mo0 3aMKHYTH ceOe y
ponuHHOMY KoJii. KOYKeH HapoKy€eThCs BJKE YaCTUHOIO PO, 3
BUIIEYEHUM Ha HIKip1 TABPOM IPEJIKIB.

Ta mpi3BuIlle — HE €AUHUIN Oarax, IKM HaM BPyJaroTh 0e3
HAIIOTo Bigoma. Y CIIaoK aicTaroThbCa reHu. Poaumin. SIMouky Ha
mokax. Poxumi msimu. bonstaku. ToG1 gicTaeThest MaMuHa yCMiIka abo
il kpyra Brava. Te, K y HEi TpyCATBCS pyKH, KOJIM BOHA XBUITKOETHCS.
Te, sik BOHA mpoITycKa€e MOB3 ByXxa KOMIUTIMEHTH PO CBOIO Bpody. Tu
OTPHUMYEI y CHAJ0K KIITKY CAMOTHOCTI i MyKy OYTH BCIOJH Y>KOFO.

IHo i 7K, AKIO IOJIA 10 TeOe Taka K HellacKaBa, sK 1 10 MEHe, TU
yCIaaKoBYeN HemacTs. Moro Bpy4aioTs To6i, K HAZOPOKIHit
POJMHHHK CKapO, a BOHO PO3TIKAETHCS Y TBOIK KPOBI1 TPKOIO OTPYTOIO.

He Te mo06 mama Oyna nmpokiiara Tak camo, sk 5. Mu Oynu
MOBHUMH MPOTHIISKHOCTSAMH, Hade MOMIHsTUCA posisimu. Hibu 1ie s Oya
MarTip’10, a BOHA — JUTHHOIO. S HE POOITIO )KOTHOTO KPOKY 0e3
XOJIOJIHOTO PO3paxyHKy, a BOHA U He Jlymasa npo Hachiaku. S oOpana
TOOPOBUIBHY 130JIA1[1F0, OJIOKYIOUU OY/b-SKY MPUB A3aHICTh 1 YHUKAIOUH
CEpHO3HUX CTOCYHKIB, @ MaMa KUJaacsi B KOXaHHs, K B OMYT,
BiqUalIylITHO MparHy4u J000Bi. Aye Ti, XTO 11 000KHIOBAaB, BUKJIUKAIIN
B Hei oruy; il cepiie Halexkallo THM, XTO HE MaB JI0 Hei aHi Kparuii
KAIIO.

XTO3HAa, MOKJIIMBO, MEHI MOIIACTHIIO OUIbINe, HK TiH. Moke, 11e i
Ha Kpallle, 1110 MO€ ceplie 3a4MHeHe /Ui MOYyTTiB. Sl He MOXKY
po3cnabisTucs, Hi Ha MUTh. 5] He MOXY J103BOJIUTH c0O1 BiT4yBaTH
11000B.

bo 1ie kopoTke coBo "m000B" — cMEpPTHUI BUPOK JUI TAKO1, K
sI, IPUPEUYCHOT TOMEPTH Bil pO3OUTOTO CepIIsl.



| was four when | almost died for the first time, and this
near miss gave me Munu — the only soul who is ever allowed
close to me.

Our first encounter is etched vividly in my mind. Later,
when | understood how dangerous it is for me to open my heart
to others, | used that memory as a shield, a way to ward off the
hazards of potential friendships. But in that moment, | was
blissfully unaware of the perils people could present.

A group of kids decided to disown me in the playground
with that innocent, headstrong cruelty that belongs only to
children. If I close my eyes now, | can still see them running. |
can hear the flute of their laughter, the chorus of their words:
you’re not playing with us. I can feel the hot tears on my cheeks,
the frantic fluttering in my chest, the scrape of rough bark against
my skin as | fell to the ground. Then the fluttering twisted,
morphing into a sharp, searing burn. | gasped for air, flailing like
a fish out of water.

‘Don’t cry, canim,’ a voice soothed me. ‘Crying only
makes it worse.’

| lifted my head to see a tiny woman, no taller than the
length of my arm, hovering in mid-air. Her scruffy grey pigeon
wings were barely noticeable against the puffy sugar-pink
princess gown she wore. | thought she must be a fairy godmother
here to save me.

She circled me and, distracted by the flapping of her
wings, | forgot the sting in my chest.

| opened my hand and she landed on my palm with a sigh.

‘Your lifeline isn’t particularly long,” she murmured,
tiptoeing across my skin, each step a faint tickle. ‘But bolder than
the others I’ve seen. My other assignments, I mean. They did
fine.” She cleared her throat. ‘Mostly fine. But never mind that.
You’re not just any old job. You’re quite special.’
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Meni 0yi10 4YOTHPH, KOJIM 51 BIIEPIIIEe OMIMHUIIACS 32 KPOK Bill
CMepTi, 1 IIei BUIAI0K NojapyBaB MeHi MyHYy — €MHY Iymly, SIKY 5
HiAIycKaro 110 ceoe.

Hama mepmra 3ycTpid HazaBxau 3aKapOyBayiacsi B MOTi 1maM ’ATi.
3roiom, KOJIU s 3p03yMiJIa, 10 BITyCKAaTH KOTOCh y cepie —
HeOe3MeuHO, s1 CXOBaJlacs 3a LM CIIOTaJIOM, Hade 3a IIUTOM, YHUKAIOUn
Oynap-sKoi pyx0u. Ta B Ty MUTB 5 ¥ TaJlKK HE Masia, sIKy 3arpo3y TasTh
y co01 JTro/u.

Jlitn Ha MaliJaHYMKYy BIAIUTOBXHYJIM MEHE 3 TIEI0 YHUCTOIO 1
BIIEPTOIO KOPCTOKICTIO, 110 OyBa€ TUTHKK B TUTUHCTBI. Koy s
3aIUTIONIYIO OYl, BOHHU BCE IIIe ODKATh Mepea MOIM BHYTPIITHIM 30poM. Y
ByXax CTOITh MeJNIO/isl IXHOTO PEroTy 1 BUPOK, L0 JyHaB B OJMH TOJIOC!
"Tu 3 Hamu He Tpaenica”. BiaguyBato rapsdi ciab03u, CKaXKEHUN TPETiT
cepiis 1 611k Big rpy0oi KopH, 110 37epiia MIKIpy, KO 5 BIlaja Ha
3emutro. [loTiM Tpenit cTaB pi3kuM, po3nedeHuM Oosem. S noBuia
MOBITPsI, 3BUBAIOYHNCH, SIK prba 6e3 BOIH.

— He mumau, cepieHbKo, — 3aCIOKOiB MEHE YHICh ToJioc. Bin
1J1avy TUIBKY Tipiie Oyie.

S rnsHyNa Bropy: Hajii MHOIO, IPOCTO B MOBITPi, BUCLIA
MaJleHbKa JKiHOuKa, He GUIbIa 3a Moo pyKy. li cipi, 00cKyOaHi KpUbIa
OyJM HEMOMITHI Ha TJI1 MUITHOT CYKH1 KOJIBOPY poxkeBoro 3edipy. MeHi
3/1a10c¢4, 1o 1€ caMma XpenieHa Qes npuiieTiia MeHe psTyBaTu.

Bomna 3akpyskiisiiia HABKOJIO MEHE, 1 51, 3aJUBUBIIUCH Ha
TPIMOTIHHA il KpWJI, TeTh 3a0yna npo OUTb y IPyAsX.

51 po3kpuiia JOJIOHIO, 1 BOHA, 3ITXHYBILH, OMYCTHJIACs Ha Hel.

— JIiHis ’KUTTA B TeOe HE BEJIIbMU JIOBTa, — MPOMYpPKOTLIa
KpHXITKa, TOKM BOHA Mepedupana HbKKaMy o MOil HIKipi, JIe/b-Je/lb
aockouyuu. [Ipore sickpasima 3a Bci, o g 6aunna. Hy, y moix
HoTepeHiX MiIOMIYHMX, sI Malo Ha yBa3l. Y HHUX yce CKJIANoCs
Hernora”o. BoHa npouuncrumna ropiso. Maiike Henorano. Ta MeHIe 3
TUM. TH JUI1 MEHe He MPOCTO Yeprone 3aBAaHHsA. TH ocobnuBa.



I remained quiet, wondering if I’d fallen asleep. Maybe
this was just a dream.

“You’re too young, aren’t you?’ she asked suddenly.
‘How old are you now?’

‘Four,” I answered, absent-minded.

‘Boss in Heavens!” she gasped, covering her mouth with a
tiny hand. ‘Just a baby, and ready to shatter like glass. Tell me
now, sweet girl, do you feel funny around here?’ She poked a
finger to her chest.

‘Not any more,’ | said, and her smile widened.

‘Well, that is good. I’ve successfully saved you.” She
beamed.

‘Sare Sila Silverbirch, my name is Munu, and I’'m your
guardian.’

‘Like a fairy godmother?’ I ventured, hopeful.

‘Ah ... wouldn’t it be lovely if I had a magic wand?’ She
chuckled. ‘I’d flick it and — poof — everything would be fixed!
But no, I have no wands to wave or stardust to sprinkle, I’'m
afraid. Perhaps I’m a godmother of sorts, but my powers are . . .
limited. Very limited. I work for my boss, who answers to some
very important bosses on the Otherside. They’re called the
Hidden. It’s complicated, but what matters is this: the
organisation serves mortals like you.’

| blinked, unable to process her words. My confusion
must have shown; Munu’s eyes softened.

‘If it helps,’ she said gently, ‘a long time ago, I was a
living, breathing soul — just like you. Trust me, I understand how
much it hurts. | had a heart before I died.” She pauses to frown. ‘I
still have one, I guess.’

‘“You’re dead?’ I blurted, gaping at her.

‘In theory.” Munu cleared her throat again. ‘Or practice.
Doesn’t matter.’
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S] MoBuaita, muTaro4u cede, Y A He CIUIo. Moxe, 1€ Bce MEHI
IPUMapPUIIOCS.

— Twu x im1e 30BciM KpHXiTKa, paBia? — 3HEHAIbKa 3auTana
BoHa. CKUTBKHM TOOI pOUKiB?

— YoTupu, — OypKHYJa s, 3aMUCIHUBIINCH PO CBOE.

— Marinko pigHa! — crjiecHyna BoHa B J0J10H1. Taka KpuXiTKa,
a BXKe MaJlo He po3cumaiacs, K kpumranb. Ckaxxu MeHi, J1100a
JIBYUHKO, HE OOJIUTH TOO1 OTYT? — BOHA THIbHYJIA ATBYHUKOM COO1 B
TPY/IH.

— Tenep Hi, — ckazana s. BoHa BcMixHynacs 11e sicHIIIE.

— Hy it uynoBo! 3HauuTh, s Taku Tebe BpATyBajla. — BOHA
3acsisia Bij IIAcCTs.

— Capo Cura CinsBepOipu, Mo€ iM’ss MyHy, 151 TBOS
XpaHUTEJbKa.

— Sk xpemena ¢esi? — 3 HaAiEO B TOJI0CI cCriUTaia 5.

— EX... 1x0U X TO 51 Maja 4apiBHY NAJINYKy! — BOHA TUXEHBKO
3acmistacs. S 3maxHyna 6 Heto — 1 pa3! — yci mpobaemu BupimieHi. Ta
0a, y MEHE HEMa€ aHi NAJIMYOK, 100 HUMH MaxaTH, aHl 30PSHOTO TIHITY,
1106 #oro po3cunatu. MoxIIMBO, 5 1 € CBOTO POy XpEUIEHO0, alie MOi
CHiIH... oOMexxeHl. Benbmu oOMexkeHi. S mpaliroro Ha CBOTO rocrojapa, a
BiH MiZMOPSIKOBYETHCS Ty’Ke BaKIMBOMY HA4anbCTBY 3 IloToibiyus. Ix
Ha3uBaroTh [IpuxoBanumu. Lle Bce nopocii cripaBu, ane 3Haid, MU
3aXUIIAEMO TaKUX MaJST, K TH.

S numie xninana oynma, 00 HiIK He MOTJIa BTOPOIIATH, PO 10
BOHa. MalyTh, y MeHe Ha 0061u44i Bce Oylio HanmucaHo, 6o nornsan MyHy
BMUTD M0JI00PIIIAB.

— SIkmo T061 Big TOTO CTaHe JIEeTIe, — JIariIHO MOBHJIA BOHA,
KOJIMCh Ty’€E IaBHO 5 TeX Oya )KUBOIO AYIICI0 TOUHICIHBKO SK TH.
[ToBip MeHi, 5 3HatO, IK BOHO 00JIUTh. Y MEHE Tex Oyio ceple, MOKH 5
He TioMepiia. BoHa 3aMHCIIEHO HAXMYpPUIIACh. 3MAETHCSI, BOHO U JOCI Ha
MICIT].

— Bu npuBua? — BUryKHYA 51, pO33SIBUBIIH POTA.

— MokHa i Tak ckazatu. MyHy 3HOBY IIpOYHCTHIIA TOPIIO. Yu



‘Where’s my mummy?’ I scanned the park anxiously. The
tiny woman didn’t seem malicious but her admission of being
dead made my stomach tighten.

‘There,” Munu said, pointing behind the fences.

Mum stood laughing with a man, perhaps another parent
or a stranger, but turned to wave at me. She had a striking beauty
that drew men to her like wasps to a honey pot.

“You did very well today, canim. Remarkable!” Munu
chimed without batting another glance in my mother’s direction.
‘Now I’m not sure how much sense this will make to you, but
you almost died today. A near miss for this little heart of yours,
but I made it in time.’

‘W-what do you mean?’ I rose to my feet, Munu still in
my palm.

‘Listen closely — there’s no easy way to tell you this, so |
will be direct,” Munu said, taking a deep breath. “You’re cursed,
Sare. If your heart breaks five times before the age of eighteen,
your mortal life will finish. Can you even count to five? Boss in
Heavens, we must use those heartbreaks wisely, if we use them at
all.”

| stared at her with a furrowed brow.

‘Four years old, and already so delicate.” Munu took off,
leaving my bare palm behind. ‘We’re treading on thin ice — this
is a dangerous task.’

‘What do you mean, dangerous?’ I dropped my hand.

‘Don’t you worry about it,” Munu huffed. ‘I’ll protect you
from the horrors of mankind. Just promise me this: don’t you
ever cry, alright? It’s the first and foremost rule.’

| nodded, unsettled by the gravity of her warning. It
would take me a few more years to fully grasp what it meant to
bear a curse — how, beneath my ribcage, tucked behind bones
curving like praying fingers, lay a heart so flawed that it would
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TO B TeOpii, uM Ha mpakTuii. baimxyxe.

— Jle Most Mama? — s 3aHETIOKOEHO OTJIsIHYyJNAach. JKiHouka Haue
it He Oyna 3JIF0KOI0, aJie BiJ] IyMKH, III0 BOHA 3 TOTO CBITY, y MEHE
BCEPEIMHI BCE TIOXOJIOJIO.

— I'nanp Tynn, — MyHy noka3zasna Ha IapKaH.

Mawma crosna i perotana 3 SKUMOChH YOJIOBIKOM, Ta parToOM
MoBepHYyJacs i nmomaxayia MeHi. Bona Oyina Takor KpacyHero, 110
YOJIOBIKHM 3JITAINCS 0 HEl, IK OCH Ha MEJI.

— Twu croroani 6yna ayxe xopoopoto, cepaeHbko. HeitmoBipHo!
— BUryKHYJa MyHy, HaBiTh He TJISHYBIIU B 01k Mo€i mamu. He 3Haro,
YU TH 3pO3yMI€EI MO1 CJIOBA, ajieé ChOTOJIHI TH JIEJIb HE momMepiia. TBoe
MaJIeHbKE CepJIeHbKO OYyJI0 Ha BOJIOCHHI BiJ 0111, Ta s BCTUTJIAa BYaCHO.

— SI-1 He po3yMiro... — s 3BeNlacs Ha HOTH, @ MyHY Tak 1 cujiia
y MEHE Ha JIOJIOHI.

— Cnyxaii-HoO... CKa3aTH 11€ HEMPOCTO, TOXK OYyAy TOBOPUTH
BiIBepTO, — MyHY HaOpana B rpyau noBiTps. Capo, Ha TOO1 TPOKJIIATTSI.
Skio TBOE cepiie po3i0’e€Thes I’ ATh pa3iB J0 TOTO, K TOO1 BUTTOBHUTHCS
BICIMHAILATh, TBOE 3€MHE JKUTTS CKIHUMTHCA. Tu Oofail o I’ SITH
TiuTH BMiem? MatiHko pinHa, HaM Tpeba OeperTu TBO€ cepriie i He
JaBaTH HOMY pO30MBATHCS TapEMHO.

S nuBunacs Ha Hei, HAaCYNUBIIN OPOBH.

— Taka maneceHnbka, a BXK€ HACTUIBKU Bpa3inBa, — MyHY
3JIeTijIa B MOBITPS, 1 MOSI JIOJIOHSI BMUTh CITOPOXKHLIA. MM X0MMO 10
TOHKIN KpH3i, 1Ie Ty’Ke Hebe3neuHa crpana.

— Yomy Hebe3neuHa? — s OIyCTHIIA PYKY.

— He 6epu Toro no ronosu, — nuxayna Myny. S BOepexy Tebe
Bif 371a, Ha AK€ 34aTHI Ifoau. TUIBKY MOO0OIgil MeH1 OTHE — HIKOJIH HE
iakatu, noope? Lle Hamre Halinepiie 1 HAUTONOBHIIIE TMPABUIIO.

51 kMBHYIA, CTPUBOXEHA TPI3HUM TOHOM ii 3acTepexenHs. Jluie
3T0JIOM $1 TIO-CIIPABKHBOMY 3PO3yMit0, IKHI TO Tsrap HeCTH Ha co0i
npokiATTA. Tak rmmboko miJ rpyapMU, 32 YaCTOKOJIOM pedep, CXOKUX B
CKJIaJIeH1 B MOJIUTBI MANIbIIi, XOBAETHCS CEPIIe — HACTUIBKH



kill me with each heartbreak.

‘I mean it. It’s the first rule of survival against the curse,
Sare. No tears shall fall. You won’t cry, alright?’

‘But why me?’ I whispered, curiosity bubbling in my
chest. “Why do I have a curse?’

‘Why, why, why? That’s all anyone ever asks!” Munu’s
wings stilled, her gaze hardened. “You have these stubborn curls
and brown eyes, and a cursed heart. It all happens because it
does. There is no why. You should be grateful to have my
invaluable assistance — many aren’t so fortunate.’

‘Okay.’ I nodded again, the weight of her words pressing
heavier this time.

‘Aren’t you a sweetheart, canim?’ Munu’s wings shifted
with a soft, feathery sweep, like a sparrow’s. ‘Too kind and
gentle for your own good.’

With that, Munu became a constant presence in my life,
visiting daily, often more than once. Days elongated into weeks,
and weeks into months, gradually expanding the dense veil of
childhood, and it dawned on me that | was the only person
capable of seeing or hearing Munu. | was surprisingly at peace
with this realisation, for it made me feel special. | tried again to
ask her at times, ‘Why am I cursed?’ No one else around me
seemed to tolerate such a burden. But Munu would always shut
me down. The Hidden were called Hidden for a reason —
questioning their ways was futile. ‘Curiosity never ends well,
especially with a boss like mine,” she’d warn, and eventually I
stopped trying.

| never told Mum about Munu. Back then, my mother
doted on me, but she wouldn’t have believed me if | said | had an
invisible godmother. Besides, Munu insisted it would only upset
her. Mum was already sad, and her sadness made everything
harder.

Munu’s lively banter served as a beacon of light in those
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HaJJIOMJICHE, 110 KOKHA HOBa 0ifa MpOCTO BUPUBATUME 3 MEHE JKUTTH.

— 4 "e xapryro. Lle npaBuio Homep ouH, 100 BrxkuTH, Capo.
Hisxux cniz. O6iusgen He miakaTu?

— AJze yomy came 5?7 — cruTaia s MOIIeTKH, 00 IIKaBiCTh
IPOCTO HE J]aBajia MEHi CIIOKOT0. 3BiIKMA B MEHE 1€ MPOKIISATTS?

— Yomy, yomy, yomy! BiuHo Bu mpo ojiHe il Te came! —
KpuibLisi MyHY 3aKJISIKITH, a MOTJIA]] CTaB MOB KaMiHb. Y Te0e Taki
HECJIYXHSIH1 Ky4epi, Kapl 04l i POKIISITE ceplie. Yce BOHO Tak, 00 Tak
yke cynuiocsa. Hema Tyt HiSkux «domy». Paniii, mo s nopyd 0ararbom
MIOIIACTHIIO 3HAYHO MEHIIIE.

— Tl'apa3n, — 51 3HOBY KUBHYIIa, BIJUyBalO4H, sK ii CI0Ba
TUCHYTh HAa MEHE BCE CUJIbHILIE.

— Hy xi6a T He moboHBKa, cepAeHbKO Moe? — MyHY Jienb
BOPYXHYJa KpHIBLSAMH, Hade NTamka mip’s;tukoM. Haaro Bxe tv 1o6pa
Ta JarigHa, a 1e 10 o0pa He T0BOIUTh.

Binroni MyHny He Bigxoauia Bif MeHE Hi Ha KPOK, 3ar s Ial0un
IIOJTHA, a TO ¥ yacTimre. /[Hi Ckiaganucst B TUXKHI, THOKHI — Y MICSIT,
HOTPOXY PO3CYBAKO4U I'yCTY 3aBICY AUTUHCTBA, aX IOKH s HE 30aruyia,
1110 JIMIIIE 5 OJ]HA 3/1aTHA 6aunTu i uytn Myny. Llg nymka, sk He AUBHO,
MIpUHECIIa MEHI MOJIETIIeHH, 00 Tak s movyBaiacs oco0auBoo. Yac Bif
yacy s 3HOBY Hamaranacsi cnuraTi ii: «Homy came s mpoxsara?y.
31aBajiocst, HIXTO IHIIKWN HABKOJIO HE Hece Takoro taraps. Aine Myny
1opasy oopuBana po3MoBy. /Ipuxoeanux HEJAPEMHO KINKAIH
[TprxoBaHUMHM — PO3MUTYBATH PO iXHI cripaBu 0ys0 MapHo. «barato
3HaTUMeEIll — CKOPO MOCTapi€ell, 0COOINBO KOJIM B TeOe TaKuit
['ocnogap, sk Miii», — 3acTepirajia BOHA, 1 3peITOO s MOJUIINIA ITi
PO3MHUTH.

51 HiKoIM He po3noBifana MaMmi po Myny. Toai Mmama B MeHi
Iyl He yyJia, ajie BOHA Hi 3a 1110 O He MoBipuia, sIkOu 5 ckaszaia, 110
Maro HEBUAUMY XpelleHy. Jlo Toro xx MyHy 3aneBHsuia, mo e ii aumie
3acMyTuTh. Mama i Tak Oyia cama He CBOSI Bifl aJlio, a BiJl TOTO CMYTKY
BCE HABKOJIO CTABAJIO TUIbKU BajKye.

Beceni TepeBeni MyHy Oynu MOiM MaskoM y TyMaHHI 4acu



dim days of my childhood. She was faithful to her promise to
look after me, dedicating every single second that she remained
in the world to my well-being and troubles.

| was the one who failed to keep my end of the bargain.

They say that your life flashes before your eyes when you
die, but mine never has. Perhaps it was because the pain is
blinding, or perhaps it was the sad fact that nothing noteworthy
happened in my life except for dying.

I wish | could cite grand reasons for each time | lost my
precious life like love, betrayal or adventure — but they’re all
disappointingly mundane. My first heartbreak was marked by the
departure of a childminder.

Munu had cautioned me against getting too attached to
Carly, and I did my best. Mum had found her on a Facebook
group and hired her despite the fact that she probably had no
qualifications to look after children. Carly would pick me up
from school with sheer joy every time she saw me. She was firm
but warm, and her house maintained a constant aroma of fish
fingers and nail polish. Sometimes a word or a smell lands me
back on her squeaky leather sofa — where we watched movies
with ratings above my age while I snuggled against her like a
kitten. Munu would perch on my shoulder to complain and, like
the fool I was, I’d shoo her away.

“You’re her job,” she’d protest. “You’ll end up
heartbroken if you don’t wise up now.’

| was eight when Carly left.

Her departure was my first true heartbreak. The earth
quivered around me when I learned she was gone, the rumble
foretelling my first death.

After three uneventful years, | ventured into friendship
again at eleven, but it soon ended even more disastrously than my
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TUTHHCTBA. BoHa He 3paauia cBOii OOIISHII MIKITYyBATUCS TIPO MEHE,
KO’KHY MUTB CBOTO TepeOyBaHHS B HALIOMY CBIiTi IIPUCBSIIYIOUH MOEMY
CIIOKOKO Ta MOIM HErapaszam.

Ta came st He 3MOTJIa CTPEMATH CBOTO CJIOBA.

KaxyTs, mepen cMepTIO BCE )KHUTTS MPOJIITAE TIEpel OuuMa, ae 3i
MHOI0 TaKoro He cTayiocsi. MOXXIIMBO, Ha 3aBa/il CTaB HECTEPIHUM Oub, a
MO>KJIUBO, Bcs 0112 B TOMY, 1110 B MOEMY HUTTI HE OYJ0 XKOJIHOT LIIKaBOT
noii. OkpiM caMmoi cMepTi.

SkOu & TO sl MOTJIa HAa3BATH SKICHh MITHECEH]1 MPUUUHU IS
KOHOT BTpaTH MOTO JIOPOTOIIHHOTO KUTTS — SIK-OT KOXaHHS, 3paay 9n
xary npuroj! Ta HacpaB/ii BC1 BOHH PO34apOBYIOTH CBOEIO
OGananpHICTIO. Briepiiie Moe cepite 0ys10 po30uTe mpoCcTo Yepes3 B 1371
HSHI.

MyHy 3actepirana MeHe, mo0 s He mpuB’si3yBajnacs 10 Kapii
HAJTO CHJILHO, 15 cTapanacs mocwii. Mawma 3Haifia ii uepes
orosomenHs y deiicOyii i 3ampocuia 10 Hac, monpu Te, mo Kapii,
MalyTh, HE MaJia ’KOJIHOTO XHUCTY J0 BUXOBaHHs. Kapii mopasy
3a0upana MEHE 31 IIIKOJIM 3 TAKOIO IITUPOIO PAIICTIO, HIOM MU HE
Oaunnucs BiuHicTh. BoHa Oyna cyBoporo, aiie 1o0poro, a B i 1oMi
3aBXIM Maxj10 pUOHUMU MAJTMYKaMU Ta JIAKOM JIJIsl HIrTiB. [HOI sSikech
CJIOBO 4H 3arax MOBEPTAaIOTh MEHE Ha 11 CKPUITYYU i HIKIPSTHUM TUBaH —
TYIH, e MU AUBWIKCS (DUIBMH, HE TPU3HAUEH1 711 MOTO BIKY, a 5
TynuiIacs 10 Hei, MOB KollleHsl. MyHY BMOIIlyBaiacsi MEHi Ha 1iede, o0
BUCJIOBUTHU CBOE HEBJIOBOJICHHS, a 5, AypHE AIBUMCHKO, JIHIIIE
BiqMaxyBasacs Bij Hei.

— Bona 3a tebe rpouti otpumye, — Oypuana MyHy. 3aiummmcs
3 pO30UTHM cepleM, SKILO 3apa3 He BI3bMENICS 3a PO3YM.

Mewni 6yno BiciM, koiu Kapii 3BUIbHUIACK.

L{e OyB mepuii BUNaJ0K, KOJIU MEH1 IMO-CIPaBXHbOMY PO30OUITU
cepuie. CBIT 3aTpeMTIB MiJ MOIMH HOTaMH, IIIOWHO s MMO4yJia, 10 BOHA
noixana, i TOM TIIyXUi CTOTIH 3eMIIi BilI[yBaB MO0 MEPIILY CMEPTh.

Munyno Tpu NOpoXKH1 poku. B onuHaAsTh s 3poduia HOBY
crnpoOy 3HalTH MOAPYTY, aje (piHan OyB Kyau IUIAYEBHILINM 3a TOU



first attempt in the playground. Again, | hate to say that Munu
had warned me. ‘I do not trust this Aurelie,” she kept saying, but
her advice fell on deaf ears. Aurelie was a lovely friend, until we
both developed a crush on the same boy. | was willing to step
aside, but before | could, Aurelie chose to discard our friendship
to claim Thomas for herself. My heart was shattered once more.
Twice heartbroken, twice dead. This time, the ground seemed to
split beneath me, each crack resonating with my despair. |1 hoped
it would be the last. Surely, no pain could surpass betrayal by my
best friend.

Yet, only two years later, Ferit, Mum’s most enduring
flame, crumpled my heart like a ball of paper. | had stupidly
accepted him as a father figure despite Munu’s pleas, and this
unwise decision cost me dearly. When Ferit finally slammed the
door and left for good, my mother and I both collapsed under the
weight of our heartbreak. But of course, unlike me, Mum didn’t
die.

Not until today.

As my disobedient heart stops beating for the fourth time,
the quivering of the earthquake diminishes, and the physical pain
withdraws. My eyes adjust to the sticky darkness of the
Inbetween, a realm of drifting shadows caught between life and
the Otherside. This is where | always end up when | die, stranded
between fading and returning, until Munu pushes me back into
the world of the living.

The Inbetween looks like a lighthouse, although I’ve
never stayed long enough to scrutinise it properly. Time is scarce
here. | find myself on the terrace that wraps around the rotunda,
separated from the starless night by wrought-iron bars. The
lantern on the stone wall behind me emits a weak, silvery light
that struggles against the engulfing darkness.

| grip the railing and lean over. There is no sound, no
movement, yet there’s a palpable sense of something churning
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BUIIAJIOK HA MalJaHYUKY. | 3HOBY, X0Y SIK MEHI HE XOUYEThCS IILOTO
Kazatu, MyHy Mana pamito. «51 He Bipto 1iiit Openi», — MOBTOproBasia
BOHA, Ta il CJI0Ba MPOJTiTAIH 1TOB3 MOi Byxa. Operni Oyia 4yI0Bok0
MOJIPYTOF0, @)K TIOKK MU HE BTIOPHJIUCS B OJTHOTO i TOTO CAMOTO XJIOTIIISL.
Sl Gyna rotoBa BiICTYNHTH, Ta He BcTuria: Opeli po3TornTaia Hamry
npyx0y, abu npusnacHUTH Tomaca. Moe cepiie 3HOBY po3JeTiiocs Ha
mmartku. /[Bidi po3dure cepue, ABi4i MepTBa. Llporo pasy 3emis miai
MHOI0 HIOM po3Bep3iacs, 1 KO)KHa TPIlIMHA BIUTYHIOBAJIa MOIM BiTUaeM.
S ciogiBainacs, 1110 1ie BocTanHe. IleBHO, Hemae 0010, CHIILHIIIIOTO 3a
3paay HalKpanioi noapyru

[IpoTe nmumie 3a qBa poku Depit — MamMUHE HAUTIAIKIIIE i
HalTpuBaJillle KOXaHHs, 31M B MOE€ ceplie, Haue KIaNnTuK mnamepy. 5 mo-
TypHOMY NpuUiHATA foro 3a 6aTbka, nonpu Bcl 61aranus Myny, 1 1g
He00auHICTh Toporo MeHi komryBaia. Komu depit HapemTi rproKHYB
JIBEpUMa 1 TIIIOB HA3aBXXIWU, MU 3 MaMOIO OOMBI1 BITAJIK i TSTapeM
HaIIoro po3ouToro cepis. Ane, 3BICHO, Ha BIIMIHY BiJl MEHE, MaMa TOJIi
HE TIoMepJIa.

A 10 CHOTOHI.

Komu Moe HemokipHe cepiie BUYESTBEPTE CIUHSE CBil Oir,
TPEMTIHHS 3eMTl BIyxae, a pi3uyHuit 611b Bimcrymnae. Moi oui
3BUKAIOTH J0 B SI3KO1 MITbMU MDKCBITTSI — IIapCTBa IJIMHHUX TIHEH,
3aTUCHYTOTO MDK KUTTAM Ta [loToiOausm. TyT s 3aBkK A1 ONUHSIOCS
MICJIE CMEPTIi: MOKUHYTA Ha MEX1 MK 3HUKHEHHSIM 1 TIOBEPHEHHSIM, JIOKU
MyHy He OBEpHE MEHE CHUJIOMII[b y CBIT )KHBUX.

MUKCBITTS Harajye Mask, Xoua sl HIKOJIM He 3aTpHUMYyBaJIacsi TaM
JOCTaTHBO JIOBrO, 100 pO3AUBUTUCS Horo sk ciia. Yacy Tyt oOmans. S
ONMHSIOCS Ha Tepaci HaBKOJIO KPYTJIoi CIOpyAH, A€ BiJ 0€330psHOT HOUl
MEHE 3aXMIIAl0Th KoBaHi rpatu. CpibiisicTe CBITIIO JIXTaps HA CTiHI 3a
CIIMHOIO KBOJIO HAMAra€eTbcsi MPOOUTHCS Kpi3b T'YCTY TEMPSIBY.

S xanarocs 3a mopy4dsi 1 HAXWISIOCS BHU3. THIA i HEPYXOMICTb,
Ta BCE K il MHOIO HIOM IIOCH KUITUTH. Ha MUTH MEHI XOUEThCS



beneath. For a moment, | consider diving in to uncover its
secrets. It could be the space between the planets, or an ocean of
dreams.

But before I can move, Munu’s familiar chatter fills the
silence like birdsong.

‘Why didn’t you fight the curse, canim?’ She’s struggling
to hold back tears, | realise with shock. Munu never cries. She
insists on setting a strong example for me.

‘It just happened,” I whisper, and gaze into the void,
where the impatient night ticks like a clock. Whatever unfolds
here fits into a mere blink in the world | left behind.

‘Rule number two: channel sorrow into rage,” Munu
recites. “That might have spared you, had you applied it. Instead,
you gave up, didn’t you?’

I don’t bother pointing out that there’s no use in repeating
rules for survival when you’re already dead. Besides, how could I
possibly convert the raw shock of my mother’s loss into fury?
Mum wasn’t exactly Mother of the Year; most days, her eyes
would slip over me, as if she couldn’t tolerate the sight of me.
But things were different once — | would fall asleep in her
embrace, lulled by tales of Istanbul and gentle strokes as she
brushed my hair.

‘I-I don’t think anything could have saved me,’ I stutter.
‘M-Mum is dead.’

It was a battle destined to be lost.

Munu’s eyes go wide for a second, then she shakes her
head, lips pursed. ‘Well, she’d been gone a while now, hadn’t
she? You could barely call that living. Let me guess. Alcohol
poisoning, was it? Couldn’t she have drunk less, at least for a
couple more months?!’

‘It was an accident,’ I say coldly. Sober or not, I loved
Mum, and that was my fault. Not hers.
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KUHYTHCS B 0€30/1HI0, 100 fi3HaTHCs 11 mpaBay. PanToMm 1e
MDKIIJITAHETHUH MPOCTIP YU OKeaH Mpiii?

Ta He BcTUralo 5 il MIOBOPYXHYTHUCS, SIK 3HalloMe 111e0eTaHHs
MyHy CHOBHIOE THIITY, HaY€ MTAIIWHUH CITiB.

— YoMy Ty He Aana BiACIY NPOKIATTIO, CEPACHBKO? — 4
3JIPUTAIOCS, TOMITUBIIIH, 1110 BOHA JIe/Ib He Miade. MyHY HIKOJIM He
iaye. BoHa 3aBxu xode OyTH 171 MEHE B3IpLIEM HE3JIaMHOCTI.

— Bono camo Tak BUiILIO, — J€/1b YYyTHO B1IKa3yO 5 B
MOpPOXKHEUY, JIe Hid BiIpaXOBY€ CEKYH/H, MOB TOJIMHHUK. Y ce, IO TYT
KOITBCSI JINIIIE CTIAIaX MUTI JUIS CBITY, SIKAHN 51 IOKUHYIIA.

— Ilpasuno nomep 08a: nepemsopiou myay Ha 10mMb, — LATYE
Mymny. lle moruio 6 BpsiTyBaTu Te0e, IKOM TH HUM CKOpPUCTANACH.
HartoMicTes TH TIpocTO 371a71acs, 91 HE TaK?

S MoBuy Mpo Te, 110 MEPISM MpaBUiia BUKUBAHHS Hi 10 4Oro. |
K, CKQXITh HATOMICTb, 51 Majla O 0OEpHYTH TOCTPHi OLTh BiJl CMEPTI
Marepi Ha JIFoTh? Mama He HaATo TpeTeHayBajia Ha 3BaHHs «Marepi
POKY»; HalvacTimIe ii 04l OMUHAIU MeHe, HiOU il OyJ10 THIKO HaBITh
JTUBHUTHCS B Miii OIK. AJie KOJIUCh OyJI0 TO-1HIIOMY: 5 3aCHHaa B ii
o06iiiMax 1y ictopii mpo CtamOyi1, a BOHa HDKHO IIanjia i po3dicyBajia
MEH1 BOJIOCCSL.

— S1... s He tymalo, 110 MEHE LI0Ch MOIJIO BPATYBATH, —
3aikatocs 1. M-mMama nnomepia.

Ile Oyna 6uTBa, NpUpeUYeHa Ha OPA3KY.

Ha sixyce MuTh 04i MyHY OKpyIJIMincs, Ta BOHAa BMUTh
oraHyBaja cede 1 CKpYIIHO MMOXUTaJa roJIOBOIO, MIIIHO CTUCHYBILHU
ryou. Bona it Tak Oyna He 3 HaMH Bke OOT 3Ha€ CKUIbKH, ere x? Xiba To
Oyno xuTTs... Jlail Brajato: orpyinacs cnuptauM? Hepke BoHa He
Morya 3aB’s13aTu 60/aii Ha mapy micsiiB?!

— Ile OyB HelacHM BUMAIOK, — XOJIOJHO MOBIIIO 5. TBEpe30t0
BOHa OyIa 4 Hi, s Bce OJJHO JItoOMIIa MaMmy, 1 11e Oyina Mos mpoBuHa. He
ii.



‘I’m sorry, canim.” Munu flutters up to face me. Her red
lipstick and pink dress emit a neon radiance, but the shadows
trailing behind her linger as a reminder that she belongs to a
place beyond the railing, pulsing like a hungry mouth eager to
swallow us both.’But I warned you that things may come to this.
Didn’t I?’

Munu seems to hate everyone except me. She claims her
life was mundane, though she admits she was quite naughty —
perhaps the reason she ended up with assignments like me
instead of eternal rest. The work she does has made her so
intolerant of the living, it doesn’t surprise me that she never liked
Mum. Let her cry! Munu used to complain when I’d consume
myself with worry about her. Why do you care if she ate
anything? She isn 't your pet, for Heavens’ sake, she’s your
parent. To Munu, Mum was a threat to my survival, especially
after what happened with Ferit. She never forgave Mum for
letting him into our lives. But | know it was my own weak heart
that’s to blame, nothing else.

‘Fine. I fucked up again, okay?’ I whisper into the
shadows, clinging to my anger, ready to rub it like a bulging
blister until it bursts.

| brace myself, expecting a rebuke for exhausting my last
resurrection, but Munu refrains from chastising me further.

‘What’s happened has happened.” Her eyes are full moons
as she looks at me and calms her tone. “You’ll be fine. You’ll
move on.’

Is it possible to move on from the death of your own
mother? And at what cost, if such a thing may be achieved? But
I’1l get no answers here. The dark obscures everything around us.
I’d be naive to expect the Inbetween to offer any insight. Had
Munu’s bosses — the Hidden, whoever they are — asked me for
feedback, I would’ve told them it would be preferable to end up
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— MeHni mkona, cepieHbKo, — MyHY Tpilo4e KpHIbLSAMU Iepe
MoiM o6muausm. [i uepBona momasa it poskeBa CyKHs IagalOTh HEOHOM,
Ta JIOBTI TiHI 32 CIIMHOIO HE JIal0Th 3a0yTH: BOHA HAJIS)KHUTH CBITY 3a
rparamu. Toro cBity, 10 MyJIbCY€E, MOB XFDKa Talla, KaJIardn
3aKOBTHYTH Hac 000x. Sl x Ka3zaina, o nuMm yce i 3akiHduTbes. Yu He
Kazana?

3naetbesi, MyHy HEHaBUAUTH yCiX, KpiM MeHe. BoHa kaxe, 110
JKWJIA 3BUYaiHICIHBKUM KUTTSAM, X04a ¥ BU3HAE, 110 OyJia I1e TIE
OelIKeTHULIEeI0 — MalyTh, TOMY i OTpHUMaJa Takl IpU3HAYeHHs, SIK s,
3aMICTh BIYHOTO CIOKOI0. PoGoTa 3 s)kuBumMu 3pobura ii Takoro
YepCTBOIO, 1110 HEMPUSA3Hb JI0 MaMHU LUIKOM 3po3ymina. Hexaii cobi
nnave! Panime MyHy 3aBxau Oypuara, KOJH 5 CTpAIlIEeHHO TIepeKrBaia
3a mamy: «To01 ska pi3HUIIA, Y¥ BOHA IIOCh i1a? Bona 1001 HE XaTHs
TBapuHKa, 3apajy BCbOTO CBATOr0, BOHA TBOs Matu!» J{ina MyHny mama
Oysa 3arpo3010 MOEMY BI)KMBAHHIO, OCOOIMBO TICIISI TOTO, IO CTAJIOCs 3
®epitom. Bona Tak 1 He mpobaunsa MaTepi, o Ta BIyCTHJIa HOTO B
Haie KUTTs. Ta s 3Ha10: BUHHE JIMIIE MO€E BJIaCHE Bpa3JIMBeE Ceplle,
OUTbIIIE HIXTO.

— Hy #i Hexaii. Sl 3HOBY BJsiTIazacs 1Mo cami Byxa, OKkei? — Jieqb
YYTHO IPOMOBJISIIO 5 B IOPOXKHEUY, CTUCKAIOYM B PyKax CBii THIB. S
roTOBa PO3TUPATH HOT0, MOB PO3TyTHIl MyXUp, JOKU BiH HE BUOYXHE.

S rotyrocs 10 JOKOPIB 32 Te, 1110 BUUEpIiaia Bl OCTaHHIHN IIaHC
Ha JKUTT4, ajie MyHY He NOCIIIIIae MEHE CBapUTH.

— IIlo 6yno, To Oyno, — il MOTJISA] CTa€ KPYIJIUM 1 M SIKUM, Hade
HNOBHUH MicAlb. Yce MUHEThCs. JKutumMen gani.

Xi06a MO’KHa OroBTaTUCS Micis cMepTi BiaacHoi MaTepi? | sikoro
I[IHOTO, SIKIIO I1e B3araii MoxiuBo? Ta TyT g He 3Haly BiaMOBiIEH.
Tpeba Oyru HaiBHOIO, OO YEKaTH Bif IbOTO MDKCBITTS SIKUXOCh
OJIKpOBEHb. SIkOM kepiBHHITBO MyHY — 0Ti [IpuxoBaHi, 4 5K iX Tam
— XOTUTH MOYYTH MiH BIATYK, 51 6 mopajauia iM opraHi3yBaTd cMepTh y
SIKOMYCh €K30THYHOMY Kpai, a He Ha 3a4yXaHoOMYy Masiky. Ta iM, CXoxe,



dead in a remote, exotic location, and not in an abandoned
lighthouse. But they never seem to care, and it remains a mystery
as to why they bothered assigning Munu to help me.

‘We are so close to your eighteenth birthday — to
eliminating the curse,” Munu goes on. “You’re better off without
her for this final stretch.’

‘Stop,’ I snap. I sometimes forget how brutally honest my
friend can be. I can barely muster the energy to explain to Munu
that this loss is unlike anything else that killed me before. Losing
my mother is a sudden, crushing blow. A bottomless well I’ll
tumble into for as long as | live.

‘Only six more months, and you will survive,” Munu
continues as if I haven’t spoken. ‘You’ll be normal — nearly —
and nothing and no one will be able to break your heart after
that.’

‘I don’t think anything else can break my heart any
more,” I mutter.

‘Well, precisely!” Munu says, and she looks happy.

Munu makes it sound all pink and fluffy, but the truth is
that in six months, on 10th December, I’ll be eighteen, and the
curse will be no more. Of course, freedom comes with a steep
price, one I’ll never feel ready to pay. But if I survive until then
without another heartbreak, 1 will live.

“You can’t afford another mistake, canim. You need to
think about yourself, and no one else.” Munu rushes through the
words, without even waiting for a sign of acknowledgement.
‘Once you’re back with the living, no matter how tempting other
people’s efforts at comfort, you must ignore them. Don’t let the
grief cripple you. You can’t be vulnerable. You must live, Sare.
You’re my most special assignment. You must survive.’

I wouldn’t call it surviving. When I wake up on my
eighteenth birthday, the curse will claim my heart and rob me of
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Oaiimyxe, 15 i goci He 30arny, Hamo Oyno gopydaTd MyHY BO3HUTHCS 31
MHOIO.

— TBiii BiCIMHAALATHI I€Hh HAPOHKEHHS 30BCIM CKOPO, a 3 HUM
1 KIHEeTIb MPOKJIATTIO, — Beje Aaini Myny. Ha miif ¢inimHii npsamiii To6i
Oyne kparie 6e3 Hei.

— 3aMOBKHHU, — Kaxy 5. [lexonu st 3a0yBaro, HACKUIbKH
HEIIaIHOI0 Y CBOIH YyecHOCTI BMie OyTH Mos noapyra. HaBpsin uu s
3HalAy B cOO1 CHJIM MOSICHUTH, IO 1IeH OUTh HE MOPIBHATH 3 MOIMH
nonepeaHiMu cMepTsIMu. CMepTh MaTepl — 1€ panTOBUMN, HULIBHUI
ynap. be3moHHa KpUHUII, y SKY S TAAaTAMY, JTOKU KATHMY.

— Ille AKMXOCH IIICTH MICSIIIB, 1 TH BHXKUBEII, — MPOJIOBXKYE
Myny, HiOU 5 ¥ ciioBa He BIycTHIa. Ty cTaHEeIl HOPMaJIbHOIO... MaiiKe.
I micns mporo HIMIO ¥ HIXTO HE 3MOXKE PO30UTH TOO1 cepIie.

— He nymato, 1o Moe cepiie 1ie modicHa po30UTH CUITBHIIIE, —
Oypmouy .

— OT10x-00 i1 BOHO! — BUTYKYe MyHY, 1 BUTJISA€ IIUTKOM
HIaCITUBOIO.

Y MyHy Bce 3By4UTh TaK MUJIO i O€3XMapHO, Ta HACIIPaB/i 3a
B POKY, IECATOTO IPYIHS, KOJM MEHI CTYKHE BICIMHAIIIATD, MPOKIIATTS
HapeIITi po3Bi€ThCA. 3BICHO, 32 CBOOOAY TOBEAETHCA MJIATUTH
HEMOMIpHY IIHY, 710 AKO{ 51 HIKOJIM He Oyay TOoToBa. AJjie SIKIIO 5
BUTPHUMAIO 1 IO TOTO Yacy He po3i0 10 cobi cepiie 3HOBY — sl JKUTUMY.

— Cepaenbko, T001 He MOKHA 3HOBY HoMIIIUTUCS. [[ymait mpo
ce0e 1 TUIbKH Mpo cede, — CKOPOMOBKOIO TPOMOBIIsie MyHy, He
YeKarouu Ha MOIO BiIMOBi/b. SIK TOBEPHENICS JI0 CBITY )KMBHX, ITHOPYH
OyIb-KoT0, XTO 3axoue Tebe BrimuTH. He 103Bosii ckopOoTi TeOe
ckaniuntu. He Oyap Bpaznusoro. Tu mycum xutu, Capo. Tu — moe
HallBaXJuBile 3aBIaHHs. TH Macu BUKUTH.

[e Baxxko Ha3BaTH XUTTAM. Konu MeHi CTyKHE BICIMHAALATD,
MPOKIIATTS 3a0epe Moe€ ceplie i M030aBUTh MEHE 3AaTHOCTI koxatu. Jlyis



the ability to love. For Munu, a life devoid of affection is the
ultimate victory. I should be relieved, happy even, for I’ll never
have to brace the pain of another heartbreak once the curse sees
through its grim promise. Though no matter how hard I try, I can
never throw off the pervasive sense of future loss.

‘I’ll be okay.’ I hardly believe it myself, and I wouldn’t
be surprised if Munu has her doubts either.

‘Shut yourself away. People can’t be trusted. They bring
nothing but misery, anyway.’ She looks up to the dim lantern.
‘Keep the flame of anger alight. Anger won’t break your heart.
Hold on to your grudges as if they’re your shields. Try to channel
all that grief into resentment.’

‘Enough — please.” I’m in no state for lectures I’ve heard a
thousand times already, nor for formulating a grand survival
plan, or even pondering my next steps upon return. | certainly
don’t need to try to resent my own mother instead of grieving for
her, especially since I did so much of that when she was alive.

‘Just do what you need to do,’ I implore in a voice heavy
with desperation. ‘Send me back.’

For the last time, | think. I should feel grateful. But right
now, I’'m just numb.

Munu nods softly. Despite her tough-love approach, |
know she will never break my heart.

‘Okay, canim. I’ll count to five, in the name of the Hidden
and their superiors.” Munu reaches for my left hand. I open it,
gazing at the three scars in my palm, now joined by a fourth — the
deepest, a perfect circle. A dot, as if it marks an end.

| look at it, and | remind myself that | have no other
chance left. | have no one.

Munu blows on the scar and a cool wind sweeps through
me as if I’'m made of dust. ‘I weave you back to life,” I hear her
say, and | am pushed and pulled, drawn and erased, torn and
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Myny KUTTA 0€3 MOYyTTIB — IIe OCTaTouyHa repemora. I Mana 6 paxiru,
10 1030yaycst OO0 Bil pO30UTHX CePACIb, KO MPOKIISTTS BTUIUTH
CBill moXMypHii 3aayM. AJle sik O 51 He cTapaliacs, st He MOXKY IM030yTHCS
THITIOYOTO YCBIIOMJICHHSI TOTO, IO ST HA3aBXK/IU I[OCh BTPAYAL0.

— S Bnopatocs. Xova cama B 1€ HE BIPIO, Ta i HE 3IUBYIOCS
AKI0 MyHY T€X Ma€ CyMHIBH.

— Binropoaucs Biz cBity. JloBipa 110 noneit — nomuiika. Bonu
IPUHOCATH JulIe 011y, — BOHA IMBUTHCS HA 3racaloyuuil Jixrap.
[TinTpumyii y co61 BoroHs JitoTi. JItoTh He po3i0’e T001 cepue. Tpumaiics
3a cBO1 00pa3u, Have 11e TBOi muTH. CripoOyii MepeTBOPUTH BCE II€ TOPE
Ha TPE3UPCTBO.

— Jlocuts, O6iarato. A 3apa3 He B TOMY cTaHi, 11100
BHCITyXOBYBaTH HOTAIllli, 1K1 i TaK 3HAIO HAamam siThb. Y MEHE HEMa€ CUJI
Hi Ha TPAH/II03H] IJITaHW BH)KUBAHHS, HI HA PO3JTyMH TIPO T€, 10 pOOUTH
Ticys MoBEepHEHHs. | MeH1 TOYHO He MOTPIOHO TIeKaTH 00pasy Ha MaTip
3aMICTh TOTO, 10O MPOCTO ii OTUTAKYBATH, s 1 TAK HAATO YaCTO 1€
pobwuiia, TOKK BOHA OyJia KHBa.

— IIpocTto pobu Te, 110 MycHIll, — OJ1araro st T0JIOCOM,
croBHeHHUM po3nauy. [loBepHr MeHe Hazal.

«Boctanney, — mymaro 1. Maja 6 BimuyBaTH BISYHICTh, aje
3apa3 s MPOCTO 3allileHiia.

Myny nenps nomitHo KuBae. [lompu ii sKopCcTKi METOIH, 5 3HAIO,
10 BOHA HIKOJIM HE Po3i0’€ MEeHi cepIre.

— Jo6pe, ceprenbko. S nopaxyro a0 ’sTH, B iM’s [IpuxoBanux
Ta IXHIX OKpoBUTENiB. MyHy Gepe Moro JiBYy pyky. Tam Tpu crapux
HIpamMH 1 OJTMH HOBHM — rinboke piBHe kojo. Kpamnka. dina.

S nuBmIOCA HAa 1€ 1 3HAIO IHIIOTO MIAHCY He Oyae. A 308cim 00Ha.

MyHy nMyxae Ha 1pam, i Kpi3b MEHe IPOHOCUTHCS
IIPOXOJIOIHUI BiTep, Haue s JUIIE )KMEHbKa Mopoxy. S mosepTaro Tede
710 )KMTTS, — JOJIMHAE 1i TOJI0C, 1 B pUTMI 1l paxXyHKY MEHE KUJa€e B pi3Hi



mended as she counts. ‘One, two, three —’

Death takes mere seconds in the world I left behind, and if
there’s an audience to witness my misery, they always assume
that I’ve simply fainted. This time, Fiona’s frown greets me as I
regain consciousness.

‘I’m okay,’ I reassure her as I lift myself up. Not that
she’s particularly concerned. She doesn’t make a big deal out of
it. I guess it’s understandable, even for normal people, to faint
upon hearing that your mother has died.

‘She was probably driving to see Ferit,” Fiona says.

All I want is to curl up in bed and sleep.

But I can’t, as two police officers arrive soon after that.

I’ve been given a last chance at life, | tell myself as |
perch on the sofa and answer their questions. | tune them out. |
tune everything out.

Daphne is dead and I’'m alive. But the world doesn’t care
who is dead or alive. It keeps spinning and people carry on with
their daily routines while I’m in my little cocoon, like an insect
trapped in amber, suspended in time. It’s a period I can hardly
describe. Grief draws a thin line between being awake and
asleep.

Munu insists that | erase the word mum from my
vocabulary to keep emotions in check. | follow her advice,
though it does nothing to dull the grief. Mum or Daphne — her
absence still aches the same.

Over the coming days, Daphne’s friends fill the house. I
had no idea she knew so many people. There’s a lot of talk and
no chance to pause, never mind if I’m ready to face being an
orphan. I try to get used to the fact that Daphne will never step

21

00KH, CTUpAE B HIIIO 1 3BOAUTH 3HOBY, IIMATYe 1 31KBa€e NoKynu. OauH,
1IBa, TPH...

V cBiTi, SIKU s 3aJMIINIA, CMEPTh TPUBAE JIIYCHI CEKYH/IH, 1
SIKIIO XTOCh CTAE CBIKOM MOIX MYK, TO 3aBX/IHU JIYMae€, 110 5 IPOCTO
3HENpUTOMHLIA. L[pOT0 pasy, moWHO s MpUiIIIIa 10 TSIMH, MEHE
3yCTpLI0 HacyruieHe oonunaus DioHwu.

— 51 B HOpMI1, — 3aCTIOKOIOIO $ ii, KOJIM MiIBOIKYCs HAa HOrU. He
CX0’e, o0 BOHA CHIIFHO XBUJTIOBaNIacs. BoHa He Haiae nbomy
BEJIMKOr0 3HaueHHsA. MaOyTb, 11e IIJIKOM MPUPOJIHO HABITH IS
3BUYAWHUX JIIOJICH 3HEPUTOMHITH, TTOYYBIIH PO CMEPTh MaTepi.

— HanesHno, BoHa ixana mobauutucs 3 depitom, — MpoMoBIIsie
®ioHa.

Bce, 4oro s xo4y, — 11€ 3rOpHYTHUCS KaJlaUMKOM Y JIDKKY U
3aCHYTH.

Ane MeH1 He cyuiocs, 00 HEBJIOB31 110 TOMY 3’ SIBJISTFOTHCS IBOE
[IOJIILENCHKUX.

«MeHi 1anu OCTaHHIN IIaHC Ha XXUTTS», — Kaxy 5 001, CUITIN
Ha JMBaHI ¥ BIIMOBIal0uM Ha iXH1 3anuTaHHs. S irHopyro iX. S irHopyro
BCE HABKOJIO.

Hadna mepTBa, a 51 xuBa. Ta cBiTy Oaly)Ke 10 TOr0, XTO IIIIOB,
a XTO 3ayMIuBCs. BiH KpyTuThes co0i aaii, 1 KO)KeH 3aiHATHI
HIOJICHHUMH CIIPaBaMU, TOJI 5K s 3aCTHUIJIa Y BIACHOMY KOKOHI — MOB
KoMaxa B OypIITHHI, 1110 BUNIANIa 3 IUTMHY yacy. e mepio Baxko
onucaru cinoBaMu. CkopOoTa pO3MUBAE MEKY MK PEANIBHICTIO T CHOM.

MyHy BuMarae, o0 s Ha3aBku 3a0yna CI0BO «MaMay 3aJs
BJIACHOTO CIOKOM0. S poOIIro Tak, sk BOHA KaXke, alie po3nady BiJl TOTO HE
menmae. Hasusaii ii mamoro un [lagHoo — noposkHeya micis Hel
OOJIMTH TaK CaMO CHJIBHO.

Haiionmxunmu THAMU OyTMHOK HANIOBHIOETHCS Apy3samu [adHu.
S ¥ He 3moraayBanacs, 10 BOHA 3Haja CTUTBKY Jrojaed. CyminsHui
TOMiH, KOJTHOT MO>KJIMBOCT1 TOOYTH B THIIII — 1 HIKOTO HE 00XOIUTh, Y1
roTOBA 51 BU3HATHU ce0e CHpOTOr0. 1 HaMararocsi SMUPHUTUCS 3 THUM, 1110



into this house again.
‘Poor darling,” one friend says. I can’t pin a name to the
face.

‘Here’s my number in case you need anything,’ says
another.

Someone brings me a glass of milk, as if [’'m a toddler. I
can’t drink it. I cradle the glass in my hand and repeat Munu’s
words. Shut yourself away. People can’t be trusted. And just like
that, they become shadows, flickering lights and distant sobs.

And at the end of every day, when I’m finally alone in
my bed again, I embrace the long, dreamless sleep like it’s death
itself.

Later, a social worker arrives. A woman with a soft,
round face who seems ready for a cup of tea and retirement. We
take our seats at the kitchen table. It’s only after feeling her
scrutinising gaze that I notice I’m still in my pyjamas. She asks
me questions that prompt simple yes or no answers, leaving them
teetering on the tip of my tongue. She offers information about
foster care, explaining that I won’t have control over where I live
until I’'m eighteen and out of the system. She asks about my
father first, then switches to other options. A grandparent, an
uncle or distant cousin or even a contact number or address that
may grant me one.

| excuse myself to make a hot drink, taking time to escape
the inquiry and cool down. Other people’s family trees might
stretch like the sprawling branches of ancient oaks, but Daphne
and | were mere saplings, lacking even the fundamental roots.
Our history, by Daphne’s account, was short but far from sweet.

My misfortune, it seems, started as soon as | latched onto
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Jadnu B 11poMy oMi Oiibine He Oyge.

— bijonamna quTHHO, — KaXke sSKach moapyra. S Hifk He MOXY
3rajaTy ii iMeHi.

— Ocpb Miii HOMEp Ha BUITAJIOK, SIKIIO TOOI IIOCh 3HATO0UTHCS,
— JI0J1a€ 1HIIA.

XTOCH MTHOCUTHh MEHI CKIISTHKY MOJIOKa, Ha4e s Majia quTHHA. 1
HE MOXY WOTO TIUTH. S JIUIIIe CTHCKAI0 CKIISTHKY B pyKaX 1 IOBTOPIOIO
cinoBa Myny: «3akpuiics Bif ycix. JIroassM He MOKHA TOBIpSITHY. |
parToMm JIFOM JIOBKOJIA TIEPETBOPIOIOTHCS HA TiH1, HA OJIMMaHHS CBITJIA U
JTAJIEKUH T1ay.

I moBevopa, KoM s 3pEHITOI0 OTMHSIIOCSH HAOJUHIN Y CBOEMY
JDKKY, sl BIIQJaK0 B 1€ Oe3KIHEYHUI COH 0e3 MapeHb, HIOU B caMy
CMEPTb.

[TizHimIe 3’ IBASETHCS COlliabHA MPAIIBHULIT — JKIHKA 3
JIAriTHUM HOBHMM OOJUYYSAM, AKili OM TUIBKM Yail MUTH Ta Y€KaTH Ha
3aCIY’)KCHHH BIAMIOYMHOK. MU cimaemMo 3a KyXOHHHM cTi1. Jlume mix i
HMIIGHEM HOTJISLIOM S TIOMiYalo, o JOCi B bkami. [T 3armuranHs
noTPeOYIOTh JIUIIIE KOPOTKHUX BIAMOBIACH, MPOTE CIIOBA HISK HE 3JITAIOTh
13 MOix BycT. JKiHKa pO3IMOBiAa€ MPO MPUHOMHI CiM 1, TOSICHIOIOYH, 110 5
HE 3MOKY caMa oOUpaTH, JIe )KUTHU, &K MOKU MEHI HE BUITOBHUTHCS
BiciMHaIATh. CHepiry BOHA 3alIUTYeE NMpo 0aThKa, a MOTIM MEePEeXOqUTh
1o iHmuX poaudis. baOycs uu ainych, JSAbKO YU TANEKUI pOAMY...
MOJKITUBO, € 60ail SKuiich HOMep TeneoHy 4H ajpeca, 0 J03BOJIUIH O
MeEH1 X04 KOTOCh 3HAWTH.

S nmepenporyto i Ay Ha KyXHIO TOCTaBUTH YailHUK, 1100 6o maii
Ha XBUJIMHY BTEKTHU BiJl I[bOTO JIOTIUTY i TPOXH 3aCMOKOiTHCs. PonuHH1
JepeBa IHIINX JII0Ied MOXKYTh PO3POCTATUCS, HAYe TS KPEMEZHUX
BIKOBUX 1y0iB, Ta M1 3 [ladHot0 Oyiu juiie TeHAITHUMHU HariHisiMy, 1110
HE MaJIi HaBiTh KopiHHA. Hama ictopis, 3a cioBamu Jladuu, Oyna
KOPOTKOIO 1 IaIEKO HE MPHEMHOIO.

Cxoke, MOT HelIacTs MOYaIucs 1€ TO1, KOJU s MPUYETUacs 10



her uterus. Daphne hadn’t planned on having a baby. Pregnant at
the tender age of twenty-one, alone in the UK without any
relatives, she shied away from modern medicine. She tried old
wives’ remedies instead, herbs and anything else she could find,
but I proved to be a survivor. Which is tragicomic, considering
how crap I’ve been at staying alive since the day I was born.

Fate must have rolled the dice then because, before
Daphne could plot other ways to eradicate me, she lost her father
in a car accident. Her mother was already long gone.

Her father’s inheritance gave us a comfortable life, but
money doesn’t erase grief. Daphne was young, parentless and
about to become a parent herself. And there I was, growing
inside her every day, nurtured only by her pain and misery.

When Daphne finally pushed me out, | bestowed her
some happiness. She wasn’t on her own any more. She had a
reason to keep going. And for a while, she loved me, and things
were beautiful and normal.

Normal.

My poor, oblivious mother had no idea of the defects of
my heart.

| used to believe my father would make an appearance
one day, until I was old enough to realise that he wouldn’t. He
was a man who briefly entered Daphne’s life one night and
vanished by morning, leaving no name behind. Eventually, I let
go of the idea of him like releasing a balloon into the sky. Men
seem programmed to discard Mum, though a part of me wonders
if this one might have returned, had he known of my existence.

| shake my head to dispel the fog in my mind, and finally
return to my seat across from the social worker, carrying a tray of
tea and biscuits.

‘Did both of your mother’s parents pass away?’ The

ii matku. Jladua He manyBana TUTHHY. 3aBariTHIBIIN y CBOT IOHI
JBaJLATH OJMH 1 3AIMIIMBIIUCH Y bpuTanii 30BcimM oHa, 6€3 5k01HOT
pinHi, BOHA Iypanacs cy4acHOi MequuuHd. HatomicTs BUIpoOoByBasia
BCSIKI 0a0ChKI METO/IM: TPaBU Ta BCE HIIIE, MIO MiABEPTAIOCS il PYKY,
aJie sl BUSIBIJIACS JKUBYYOI0. | 11 CipaBXHS TparikoMesis, sSIKIIo
3BaKUTH, K KETICHKO MEH1 BIABAIIOCS «TPUMATHCS 32 KUTTS Bij
CaMoro JIHS HapOJHKECHHSI.

Cxoke, 10151 TOA1 BUPIIINIIA KHHYTH KapTH MI0-CBOEMY: TIOKU
Hadna BuramyBaia HOB1 CIOCOOH, SIK MEHE 3IUXATHUCH, i1 0aTHKO
3arvHyB B aBTOKaTtacTpodi, a MaTepi 3k Ha TOH 4ac yke JaBHO He Oyio
cepest KUBUX.

['poui ii 6aThbka rapaHTyBajd HaM KOM(OPT, Ta BOHH HE 3/1aTHI
crept ckopOoTy. JladHa Oysa 30BCIM FOHOIO, KPYTIIOK CHPOTOIO, SIKa
OT-OT Majia cama CTaTH MaTip 10. A s TUM YacoM IIOJIHS pociia
BCEpeINHI HEl, )KUBJITYHUCH JIUIIE 11 60JeM Ta TOpeM.

Konu JladbHa HapemiTi BUIITOBXHYJIA MEHE Y IIEH CBIT, 5
nojapyBaina iif 1pioky macts. Bona 6inbine He Oyna onHa. Tenep BoHa
MaJia 3apa Koro *uTH. SIKuiich yac BOHa MEHe CIpaB/ii JitoOuia, i Bce
HABKOJIO OYJI0 MPEKPACHUM 1 HOPMAJIbHHM.

Hopmanvnum.

Mos 6imonanrHa, HaiBHa MaTip 1 raJKyd HE Majia PO BaJId MOTO
cepus.

S yekana Ha 0aThKa, IOKH HE CTalla JJOPOCIIOI0 1 HE 3po3yMiia
BiH He mpuiize. BiH OyB 40JIOBIKOM, 1110 JIMIIE HA OJIHY HIY 3a3UPHYB Y i1
JKUTTS ¥ 3HUK JI0 PaHKY, HE 3aJIMIIMBILIY HaBITh IMEH1. 3PEIITOO 5
BIAMYCTUJIA TYMKY IPO HBbOT'O, Haue MOBITPSAHY KYJIbKY B HE0O.
YomoBiku HIOM 3a3/1a1eriap NpupeueHi KHaaTu MaMy, Xoua 4YacTHHKa
MEHE raJla€: a parToM el O JUIIUBCS, SKOU 3HaB, 11O 5 €7

S Tpy1ry royioBoto, o6 NporHaTH TyMaH y JyMKax, 1 HapemrTi
MIOBEPTAIOCS HA CBOE MICIIE HAaBIIPOTH COLMPAIIBHUII, TPUMAIOUH TALO
3 Ya€M Ta MEYUBOM.

— OO0oe€ GaTpKiB Baroi Matepi momepnu? Konu s mogaro siHIi
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woman forces a smile when | pass her a cup of tea.

I nod. There aren’t even any photographs to testify to the
existence of my long-gone grandparents.

My father believed in mourning with dignity, in honouring
the deceased and ourselves, Daphne would say when | enquired
about the absence of family mementos. When my mother died,
Papa removed all her photos, because he couldn’t bear looking
at them. The people we lose should remain in our memories, not
in family albums. Certainly not on the walls as decoration.

But now isn’t the time to dwell on Daphne’s principles or
the lack of keepsakes.

‘What about a distant relative your mother might have
mentioned?’ The woman’s fingers curl around the mug, her
signet ring missing a stone. ‘Do any names spring to mind?’

A name . .. I think hard. There’s one. But it doesn’t even
have a face attached to it.

| pick up a chocolate digestive, lost in my thoughts,
drifting to the name that never truly belonged to anyone. Two
years ago, after Ferit left us for good, Daphne dissolved into
herself, as if her tears were laced with poison. | remember her
doe eyes, her laboured breathing and the way she curled up in
bed, seeking solace as | tried to offer comfort. | took care of her
cleaning, feeding and dressing her, ensuring she woke each
morning. That she still lived. There’s a specific kind of terror in
going to bed with the uncertainty that your mother might choke
on her own vomit during the night. Perhaps that’s why I didn’t
make a big deal of her calling me a name that wasn’t my own.

‘Iris,” Daphne said in the dim light of our joint heartbreak.
‘Why do you hate me so much? Iris. Why do you still haunt me?’
She would sob, and then plead for forgiveness. Sometimes, she’d
lapse into Turkish, the meaning of her words deserting me.

‘Who’s Iris, Mum?’ I asked a few weeks later, but she
dismissed me with a wave. This Iris must have been a lost friend,
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YaIIky 4ar, BOHA 3MYILIEHO BCMIiXa€ThCA.

A xuBaro. He nmummnocs HaBite ¢ororpadiit, siki 6 3acBigumiy,
110 MOi ITaBHO momeputi 6adycs i Iixych B3araii iCHyBaJIH.

Hadna xazana, HiOU ii 6aTHKO BIPUB y IIISAXETHY KalI00y Yy
IIOBary JI0 MEPTBHX 1 IO caMHX ce0e — Tak BOHA MOSCHIOBAIA
BIJICYTHICTh IIaM ’SITHUX JAp10HUYOK. [licns cmepTi MaMu, Tato no30yBCs
Bcix (oTorpadiit, 60 oMy Oyio HaaTO OOJIsTYE HA HUX AUBUTHUCS. Ti,
XTO ITIIIOB BiJl HAC, TOBUHHI )KUTH B CEPIIl, a HE B aibOoMax. | TuM maye
HE BHCITU Ha CTIHAX JJIsl IEKOPY.

Aute 3apa3 He 4ac 3aIlUKITIOBATHCS Ha puHIMNax Jagan uu
BIJICYTHOCTI ITaM ’SITHUX peuei.

— Moxe, Oyna sikach Janeka piaHs, Ipo Ky 3raayBajia MaTu?
— TaJIBII )KIHKU CTUCHYJIM TOPHATKO, Ha ii IEpPCHI OpaKyBayo OHOTO
KaMiHIs. MOXITHBO, SIKICh IMEHA CITaIal0Th HA JYMKY?

Skech im’a... Sl Hamararocs 3ragaTu 60ai mock. Ta nepen
OYMMa He MOCTA€E KOJIHOTO 00IUYYSL.

S 6epy mIokoJsagHE IEYUBO, 3aHYPEHA B AYMKH TIPO 1M 5, SIKE
HacIpaB/ii HikoMy He Hanexano. [licis Toro, sk depit kMHYB HaC 1Ba
poku Tomy, Jladua 3namanacs. Ii Hi6u oTpyrosasno Biacue rope. S
nam’siTaro i HaxkaxaHi o4i, Ba)KKe AUXaHHS 1 Te, IK BOHA 3ropTajiacs
KaJJauMKOM Yy JIDKKY, ITYKAalO4U CIIOKOIO, IIOKU S Hamarasacs ii BTIIUTH.
S nbana npo Hei: npubupana, roaysaia, oairaia if crexxuia, uo0 BoHa
HIOpaHKy Mpokuaanacs. AOu BoHa xwuia. CTpallHo JsraTi CraTH, KOJIU
Oofnics, 1o BHOY1 MaTH 3aJUXHETHCS Bifl BIacHOT HyAOTH. TOX sika
pi3HUIA, SIK BOHA MEeHe HazuBana? Slkech uyxe iM’s Oyno HalMEHIIIOH0 3
npooieM.

— Ipic, — mpomosnsina ladHa kpi3b TeMpSABY HAIIOi po30UTOT
J0711. 3a 10 TH TaKk MeHe HeHaBuaum? YoMy TH J10ci epeciiayent
mene? Bowna pupana, a notim Onaraina npo npoineHHs. YacoMm BoHa
nepexoAnia Ha TypelbKy, 1 TOJi g nepecTaBaia il po3yMiTH.

— X0 Taka Ipic, Mamo? — 3anuTana s yepes SKUICH yac, ajue
BOHA MOBUKH BIJIMaxHyJacs, 1al04y 3pO3yMITH, 1110 pO3MOBY 3aKiHUEHO.



| concluded. After all, everyone eventually abandoned Daphne,
unable to tolerate the chaos she served up. | was the only
constant. The one she left behind.

‘Well, do you remember anything?’ The social worker
takes a sip of tea, sensing hope in my hesitation.

‘No.’ I shake my head. There’s no Iris. There’s no use in
remembering. I drop three spoonfuls of sugar into my cup and
create a whirlpool. “There’s no one,’ I say for what feels like the
millionth time.

Finally, the social worker resolves that | can remain at
home under the supervision of Fiona, while they figure out the
next steps for dealing with a seventeen-year-old who’s suddenly
all alone in the world.

Later that evening, in my room, Munu reassures me. ‘This
is good,’ she says. ‘Fiona wouldn’t pour a glass of water on you
if you caught fire. She’ll leave you alone. June’s almost over.
School’s finishing for the year, you can take it easy for a couple
more weeks. Then it’ll only be five months till you turn
eighteen.’

Mum’s painting of Istanbul stares back at me from the
wall — a tower rising from the sea, encircled by gulls. My
favourite. It’s strange that she’s gone yet her brushstrokes
remain. | tear my gaze away, forcing myself not to think of her.

Down in the quiet street, the neighbours’ bins stand like
guards under the amber lamp-posts, with a bold fox weaving
between. | absent-mindedly trace the newest scar on my palm,
and wonder if it will ever stop hurting this much.

Soon, Daphne’s existence dwindles into paperwork. Her
life fits into a slender folder which | keep near a window in her
bedroom. Days blur into each other. I’m trapped in what feels
like an endless Sunday afternoon curled up on the sofa, drowning
in grief while Friends plays on repeat.

| keep asking myself why | was dealt so much bad luck.

«MaOyTb, SIKach KOJIMIIHS TOJPYra», — MOoAyMala si. 3peliToro, Bif
Haduu Bci BinBepTamnucs, 60 He BUTPUMYBAIH BIYHOTO Xa0Cy B 1i )KHTTI.
Heswminnor0 nmuimmanacs Tutbku 5. Ta, Tpo Koro BOoHA 3a0yia.

— Hy 10 mo, npuranyere 6071aii moch? — corjiajibHa
MPAIBHUIS pOOUTH KOBTOK Yar0, BJIOBHBIIY HAIIF0 B MOEMY MOBYAHHI.

— Hi, — 51 3anepeuno xutato rosnooro. Hemae Hisikoi Ipic. S
KHJIAI0 TPHU JIOKKH IIyKPY B YAIIKY 1 TaK KaJlaTaro JIOXKKOIO, 1110 BOJIA
BCEpeNHI aX MyMuTh. Hikoro Hemae, — Kaxy s BXK€ 4d HE
BMUTbOHHE.

3penIToro, COUNpaIiBHUI BUPILIYE, 110 S MOXKY 3aTUIIUTHCS
BJIOMa ITij] HarsioM DioHYU, TOKH BOHU BU3HAYATUMYTHCS 3
MOJAJIBIIMMH KPOKAMH CTOCOBHO CIMHAIISITUPIYHOI JIBUMHH, SKA B
OJIHY MUTb 3aJIUIINIIACS 30BCIM OJIHA Y IIJIOMY CBITI.

Toro Bewopa y MeHe B KiIMHaTi MyHY 3alieBHs€E BCE HE TaK
norano. Hasite mo0pe, 1110 Tak cramocsi, — Kake BoHa. PioHa 0 1
nanblieM He OBOPYXHYIA, SKOU TH ropiia KUBLIEM, TOXK BOHA ITPOCTO
JIacTh T0O1 crokiid. YUepBeHb oT-0T 3akiHUMTHCS. [1Ikoma mo3amy, Tox
MOKHA OalIMKYBaTH MMapy THXKHIB. A JaJli JTUIIE 11’ ATh MICSIIIB, 1 TH
MOBHOJIITHSL.

Mamuna kaptuna 31 CtaMOysioM HIOM IMBUTHCS Ha MEHE 31 CTIHH
BEKa Y MOPCHKIii MmiHi Ta yaiiku B HeO1. Mos ymroosena. JluBHo, 1m0 ii
camoi BJKe HeMae, a 11 pyKa J0Ci BIIUyBa€eThCs B IIUX Ma3Kkax. S
BiJIBEPTAIOCS, 3MYIIyIOUn cebe He 3raayBaTH Mpo Hel.

Ha Tuxiit Bynuiti, mig OypIITHHOBUM CBITJIOM JIIXTapiB, psiaaMu
CTOSITh CMITTEB1 O0aKkH, HIOM BapTOBI, @ MK HUMH 3yXBaJIO MPOCITU3AE
aucuils. S 3ayMIIMBO TOPKarOCs HOBOTO IIpaMy Ha JOJIOHI, MIPKYIOUH,
YH BIIYXHE KOJHCH LIeH OLIb.

Ckopo Bce, mo nummuiocs Bix Haduu, mepeTBopuiocs Ha CToC
JOKYMEHTIB. 11 )KUTTS BTUCHYIOCS B TOHKY MAMKY, IO JEKUTH Ol
BikHa B 11 kiMHaTi. Yac yrpatuB mik. S HIOM OMMHMIIACS B MACTIL BIYHOTO
HEJUTHLHOTO JIHS JIEKY Ha JUBaHI, 3aXJIMHAIYNCH 00JIEM, TIOKH TI0
TEJNEBI30PY MO KOy KPYTAThH Cepiaiu.

51 He BTOMITIOIOCS AyMaTH, YOMY MEHi Tak He mIacTuTh. Lle ik He
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It’s not as if I can walk into a GP’s office and ask why I was born
with a curse. I’ve pressed Munu for answers, but, as usual, she
doesn’t know anything.

‘Fate is a friend to some and a foe to others,’ she says.
‘We can’t choose how we’re born, so stop worrying about it.’

Perhaps she’s right. Obsessing over it engulfs me in
helplessness, amplifying my self-pity and the gnawing
uncertainty of the months ahead.

On the day of the funeral, I’'m alone, steeling myself in
the unfamiliar silence of the house. | navigate my way to the
kitchen to splash cold water on my face, staring at the porcelain
washbasin. When my fingers finally slip from the sink’s cold
edge, I realise how hard I’ve been clutching on to it.

In the back garden, the wind slaps the branches of the fig
tree. | wait for the raindrops to appear on the window as | fetch a
bowl, pour a few glugs of milk and toss in my Rice Krispies, but
the rain doesn’t come. I perch on a chair with the bowl, a spoon
and no appetite. Perhaps I’ve become like Daphne, who could go
hours without a morsel passing her lips.

What if I cry today? I’ve already failed the second rule,
and I’m fucked if I break the first. No tears shall fall. Another
heartbreak may be unavoidable if I let the tears come. And that
will be the end of me.

| fiddle with my evil-eye pendant, a keepsake Daphne
gifted me when I was old enough to be trusted with it. An evil
eye is meant to shield you from harm, perhaps that’s why Munu
designated it as our link. The gold necklace, endowed with the
power to summon her, bridges the gap between us. When | hold
it and whisper her name, Munu arrives — if she can. Though in
recent years, her visits have become less and less frequent.

“You don’t need me as much any more,” Munu says when
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Ta mpodIieMa, 3 SIKO0 3BEPTAIOTHCS JI0 TEPAINEeBTa: MOBIISB, YOMY 51
3’sIBUJIacS Ha CBIT MPOKIATOIO? S Hamaranacs BUTATHYTH OOJail sKich
BiINoOBiIi 3 MyHY, ajie BOHA, SIK 3aBXIH, PO3BOUTH PYKAMH.

— Jlo7s1 KOMYCBh JIpYT, @ KOMYCh BOpOT, — Ka)ke BOHa. Mu He
o0upaeMo, SIKUMU HaM HApOJ[HKYBATHUCS, TOXK TOJIi TIPO 1€ TyMATH.

Mo>xnuBo, BoHa i npaBa. HaB’s1311B1 TyMKH NOTJIMHAIOTh MEHE,
3aJIMIIAI0YM caM Ha caM 13 0e3CHIUISIM, caMosKajaeM Ta 00JIICHOIO
HETEBHICTIO 1010 MalOYTHROTO.

VY neHb TOXOPOHY S 3aJUIIAI0CS HA0JUHII 3 COOO0T0,
HaMararuuch OolMaHyBaTH ce0e B HE3BUYHIM THII MOPOKHBOTO oMy. S
i1y Ha KyXHIO, 100 BMUTHCS XOJIOTHOKO BOJIOIO, 1 3aBMHpAro,
JUBJISTYHACH HA TIOPIICIITHOBY pakoBUHY. Koi MOT masbIli HapemTi
BIJIIYCKAIOTh XOJIOJHUM Kpai, s1 YCBIJOMJIIOIO, SIK MIITHO Sl B HHOTO
BUETMIIACS.

3a 1oMOM y cajy BIT€p raMCeIUTh T0 TuTkax iHxupy. [Toku
roTyto co01 TUTACTIBIlI 3 MOJIOKOM, YC€ TIOTJISAIal0 Ha BIKHO UM HE TijIe
Jo111, aje He6o MOBUYUTh. Tak 1 CHKY Ha/I Ti€EI0 MUCKOIO, a B TOPJIO
HiYoTro He Jize. MalyTh, cTaro cxoxoo Ha JladHy: BOHA MOTJIa IUTHIA
JIEHb TIPOXOAMTH, W IIIMaTKa X1i0a He 3 TBIIIH.

A 110, SIK 51 ChOTOJIHI po3Tutauycs? S Bxke mopymmia apyre
MpaBUJIO, 1 MEH1 KiHEIb, SKIIO MOPYIIY IIe i rnepiie. KooHux cii3.
SIKI10 1aM BOJIIO CIIb03aM, YEPrOBOTO PO3OMTOrO Ceplisi HE YHUKHYTH. |
1€ MEHE OCTaTOYHO J00’€.

S xpydy B pyKax cBiil KynoH, napyHok Bin laduu, skuii BoHa
BpY4MJIa MEHI, KOJIH 5 CTajla JOCTaTHbO CBIJOMOIO JUIs TAaKOT
BIANOBIAATBHOCTI. «CHHE OKO» Ma€ 3aXUINATH BiJl JINXA; IEBHO, TOMY
Myny it oOpasa Horo Crojsy4HOI HUTKOIO MK HaMH. 30JI0THHA
JAHLIOKOK, HAJUIEHUH CUIIOI0 MIPUKIIMKATH i, 10J1a€ OyIb-5IKYy BiJICTaHb.
Bapto meHi cTucHyTH #oro i npouenoTity ii im s, 1 MyHy NpUX0UTh
SIKIIIO Ma€ 3MOTy. X04a OCTaHHIMHU pOKaMHU il BIABIAMHU CTAIOTh A€l
piammmu.

— Tu BXe He TaK CUJIbHO MEHE MOTPeOYyel, sIK KOJIHCh, — Kaxke



I complain about how little time we spend together nowadays.
‘And I have so much to do,’ she protests. ‘Escorting the people
who don’t want to die to the Otherside, including the difficult
ones who can’t believe they’re dead. Then there are the almost-
extinct animals I have to help protect.” She rolls her eyes. “Who
really cares if there’s one less poisonous frog in the world?’

Her bosses do, though, whoever they are. Munu is
forbidden from discussing them, yet it’s clear that she cannot
shirk her obligations. But she promised she’d be at the funeral
today.

On the counter, my phone blips with a notification.

Dropped Dotty to the nursery, OMW. Fiona.

Of course. Who else could it be? | have no friends. No
family.

| push it away and bin the contents of my bowl.

Above the pedal bin hangs a small frame capturing the
Istanbul skyline from the sea. Daphne never returned to her
homeland; instead, she poured her nostalgia into her paintings.
She sold some online and decorated our walls with the others. As
a child, I would sit in her studio, listening intently as she painted
and spun tales of Istanbul: a queen of snakes in a dungeon, a
maiden trapped in a tower, and men who slumbered in an
enchanted cave for centuries. She repeated these stories until |
grew older, and then she ceased looking at my face, as though
unable to bear the sight of me.

My toes curl on the stone floor. The shadow of our fig
tree lays across the white tiles like an old, unhealed wound. ‘Fig
trees bring misfortune.” Daphne’s voice is carried on the rustling
wind. ‘The djinni sleep beneath it. In Istanbul, no one keeps one
near their house.’

The culprit of all our misfortunes dances in the breeze,
oblivious to my anguish. Daphne should’ve felled it, and perhaps
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MyHy, KOJIH 51 TOYMHALO JKAJITUCH, III0 MU TETep Maibke He Oaunumocs. A
B M€HE poOOTH 1O Topiio, — 00yproeThcsl BoHA. Tpeda cynpoBoOKYyBaTH
Ha TO# OIK THX, XTO HiSIK HE X04€ IOMHUPATH, 1 THX TSDKKHX, IO JI0
OCTaHHBOTO HE BIpSITH y BIAacCHY cMepTh. J[o TOoro X, Tpeba omiKyBaTHCS
BUMUPAIOYNMH BUAaMHU TBApUH. — BOHA CKENTHYHO 3aKouye o4i. Hy
KOMY CIIpaB/i € IO JI0 TOTO, 1110 Ha CBITI IOMEHIIAE Ha OJIHY OTPYHHY
*Kaby?

A ot ii rocriofapsm He Oaiiayxe, KuM Ou Ti He Oynu. MyHy
3a00pOHEHO HaBITh 3aiKaTUCS PO HUX, Ta OYEBUIHO, L0 BIIKPYTUTHUCS
BiJl poOOTH BOHA HE MOKe. Ta Bce )k BOHA Jlajia ClIoBO, 10 Oyjie
ChOTO/THI HA TTIOXOPOHI.

Ha tenedon npwuitnuio nosimomieHHs: «Mana BxKe B TUTCAKY,
Oyny 3a xBwinHY. DioHaY.

3BicHa pid. XTo 0 ime e mir 6yru? Hi apy3iB, HI pIIHUX y MEHE
HEMae.

S Bigknangaro TenedoH i 3rpidar0 HEMOIIKUA B CMITTS.

Han BigpoMm [uis CMITTS BUCUTh HEBEJIMKA PAMKA 3 KPAEBUIOM
Cram0byma 3 60oky Mopsi. JladgHa Tak 1 He moBepHYyacs Ha OATHKIBIIMHY,
HATOMICTb yCIO CBOIO TYT'Y 32 JOMOM BOHA BUJIMJIA HA MOJIOTHA. YacTHHY
poOIT ITpo1aBajia B MEPEXKI, a PEIITOI0 MPUKpaIlaia Halll CTiHi. Maioto
1 TOAMHAaMU CUJIa B i MaiicTepHi i 3aTaMyBaBIIM [IOJIUX CllyXalla
HeOunui npo CtamOyI1, mpo 3MiiHy LApiBHY B MiI3eMeIUTi, PO JIBUUHY
3aMKHEHY Y BEX1, Ta Mpo JIET1HIB, 1[0 CTOJITTSIMH CIIajy B 3a4apOBaHii
neuepi. Bona noropropaina 1e 3 poky B piK, a KOJIH sl I0JIopocIIilana
nepecTajga JUBUTHCSA HAa MEHE, Haue cama MOsl IPUCYTHICTb Oyina Juis Hel
TOPTYpaMH.

51 BnMBarocs NanblAMU B KaM siHy niuiory. TiHb BiA IHXUPY
PO3TArHYysacs Mo OUTIH Mmifo3i, HIOM 3acTapiIvii, He3alIKOBaHUH LIpaM.
«[HXup NpUHOCUTD HemacTs», — rojoc JladHu qoauHae pa3oMm i3
menectoM BiTpy. «Tam xoBaroThes 311 nyxu. Y CtamOyii HIXTO He
caluTh MOTO KOJIO AOMYM.

Bunysarensp ycix Hamux 6111 6e3TypOOTHO roiaeThCs Ha BITPI,
Oaiimyxuii 1o moro posnauy. ladui Bapro Oyno 6 iioro 3pybaru,



our bad luck would have been over.

She should’ve known better.

In stark contrast to her turbulent life, Daphne’s funeral is
an eventless affair. No drunk cheers, no tempestuous ex-lovers
causing chaos or puking among the ivy-covered tombstones. No
weeping, no sobs. Certainly not mine.

The service takes place in the pointy church a mile from
our middle class street in Cambridge. I stand amid the graves in
the sprawling, untamed cemetery, wearing a black velvet dress
that gives me an itchy neck.

‘Sare-eh.” Fiona leans over as we wait for the pallbearers
to bear the coffin from the church. I’ve never been a people
person, but I swear every time she calls my name like that, it’s as
if one hundred abandoned Kittens are simultaneously scratching a
blackboard. Imagine being told your mother had passed away by
that voice. She places her hand on my shoulder and I recoil from
her touch. ‘Don’t hunch, darling. Chin up.’

‘Don’t hold back your tears, sweetie,” another woman,
whose name I can’t remember, advises me.

Tears are a gift of vulnerability for those who can afford
it, but I can’t let myself plummet into sorrow. | have to be strong.
Still, it’s hard among this crowd: the selfish ex-boyfriends who
used Daphne like an emotional and on rare occasions, physical —
punchbag, the neighbours and friends who assumed we were
doing okay because we had money. It’s hard to watch them
pretending they’re sad. They didn’t care about her when she was
alive— why would they now?

My heart flutters, a delicate warning. | have one chance
left and I can’t blow it. I need to go numb, feel nothing. I want to
close my eyes and ears until this ceremony ends. Instinctively, |
clasp my pendant. The metal is cold but comforting inside my
palm as I wonder why Munu still hasn’t shown up. I can try to
summon her, signalling my need, but instead, | concentrate on

MOJKJIMBO, TOA1 O 1 HAIIIE JIMXO CKIHYMIIOCS.

I ne x OyB 1l pozym?

[Tonpwm Bce ii HecnokiitHe kuTTs, JladHYy MPOBOAMIN B OCTAHHIO
nmyTh 0e3 3aiiBoro ranacy. JKoIHUX IT’STHUX TOCTIB, JKOJIHUX
HECAMOBHUTHX KOJIMIIHIX, 110 TaJIaCyBaIH O rmocepes 3aHeI0aHNX MOTHIL.
Amni ci3, a1 cxiuiriB. TuM made Moix.

BiacmiByroTs i B Tiif IIMUIACTIN 1IEPKB1 HEMOAJIK B/l HAIIOT
KOCMIYHO J0pOroi ByJaull. 5 cTOro mocepes Xall cTaporo LBUHTAPS B
YOPHII CYKHI1 3 OKCAMUTY, III0 HEIPUEMHO JIOCKOYE IIHIO.

— (Ca-a-a-poHbKo... — DioHa HAXUIIAETHCS OMmpkue. Mu came
YeKaeMO, TTOKA BUHECYTh JOMOBUHY. JlaqHaTH 3 IIOABMH HE M1l KOHUK,
Ta YECHE CJIOBO BiJ il TOJIOCY BCEPEANHI BCE TIEPEBEPTAETHCS, HAUE XTOCh
BHJICTIKOIO T10 TapiIili ckperoyve. TUIBKH YSBITh, SIK 1€ TIOYYTH 3BICTKY
PO CMEPTh MaTepi OTaKUM TojiocoM. BoHa kitazie pyKy MeH1 Ha Tuiede, 1
s 3apuratocs Bin i motuky. He cyrynbcs, moba. Buiie Hoca.

— Ilomutay, TMTHHO, JIETIIE CTaHe, — KaXKe SKach xKiHouKa. S
HaBITh IMEHI 11 He aM’sTalo.

Cnb03M — 1€ PO3KIII IS TUX, XTO MOXE J03BOJIUTH cO01
C1a0OKICTh. A 51 HE MOXKY JIO3BOJIUTH COO1 KAaMEHEM YIacTH B 11O MPIPBY
posnauy. Mymry OyTu ckesnero. AJie K )Ke HyAUTb BiJl IbOTO HATOBILY:
eroiCTUYHUX KOJIMIIHIX, K1 BUKOopucToByBaiu JladHy sk eMoLiiiHy, a
iHOM1 ¥ 13UYHY OOKCEpPCHKY TPYIY; CYCIAIB Ta «APY3iBY», K1 JyMaJH,
II0 B HAaC yce 0K, 00 Mu Manu 6a6:0. TonHO qUBHUTHCS, SIK BOHH
IaMaloTh KOMEJIIO i BAArOTh CyM. IM Oyno HauxaTu Ha Hei, IOKM BOHA
Oyrna )x1Ba — TO SIKOro Oica BOHM IpUIIEpIUCS Ternep?

Cepiie 3aBMupae, Haue yye Oiqy. Y MEHe JUIIUBCS OCTaHHIM
IIAHC, 1 5 HE MOXY Horo mporaBuTH. Tpeba BUMKHYTH €MOIIii, HIY0TO HE
BiZlUyBaTU. 3aMKHYTHCS BiJl yChOTO CBITY, IIOKH 1€ HE CKIHUUTHCS. Pyka
MHUMOBOJII CTUCKA€ KYJIOH. XOJIOAHUN MeTall IPUHOCUTH CIIOKIH. S
Morua 6 ii IpUKIMKaTH, TOJAaTH CUTHAJI, ajie 3aMiCTh I[bOT0 AyMalo, SIK
BOHA 3JIUBYETHCA, 1110 51 cama Jaia codi paay 3 UM HOXOpOHOM. S
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how proud she’ll be when she learns how I handled the funeral
on my own, and let it drop from my fingers.

I slip my hand into my jacket pocket to fish out a fruit
bonbon. The plastic crinkles as | unwrap it, attracting
disapproving glances, and Daphne’s friends shake their heads
with contempt when | offer them one. | have an increasing
suspicion that these people kept Mum close to make them feel
better about themselves. | bet they sank to their knees to chant
Hail Marys after meeting Daphne, grateful they weren’t losing at
life as disastrously as she was.

‘Can you not wait until the service ends to eat?’ one asks.

‘It’s almost noon.” I look up at the sky hanging over us, without a
hint of blue in the expanse. Not for the first time in my life — or even in
the past week — I wonder what the Otherside is like. Did my mother visit
an Inbetween, like I do? Munu says she doesn’t know, swearing she
hasn’t seen Daphne. I have no clue if she is up there, if she’s sober, or if
she knows how much anger and devastation she left me with. Still, 1 like
to imagine someone guiding her safely to peace, unable to bear another
scenario. Knowing Daphne, she’s probably nodding off in heaven at this
hour. I bet the wine up there is top shelf. | snort at the thought. Masking
my pain with humour is the only way I can survive today.

| hear a passive-aggressive murmur about manners, then
someone calls my name from behind.

‘Sare.” The foreign, resonant voice of a man, and he says my
name exactly as Daphne did. ‘Sare?’

| crush the sweet between my teeth as | turn to look at the
stranger, and the waft of lemon and sugar works like a pacifier. He is tall
and slender, his age difficult to pin down, though he seems over sixty.
Under a blazer, he wears a waistcoat, jeans and leather boots. His face is
cleanly shaved, grey hair tied back in a ponytail, and he peers at me over
wire-framed glasses. Shock registers in his expression as our eyes meet,

BIZIIMYCKaIO KYJIOH.

S HUIMOpPKAaro B KHIIEHI, IyKarouu JboastHuK. LlypxiT
00ropTKH BUKIIMKAE IIKBAJI ocyny, a npy3i dadbuu npesupiuso
($upKaroTh, KOJIU 5 MPOIOHYIO 1M NpUroctuTcs. [1eBHO, BOHU ApYKUIU
3 MaMol10, abu He MmovyBaTucs HikuemaMu. b’rocst 00 3akiaa, BOHU
MOJIMJIUCS 0 CbOMOTO TIOTY, JIEJIb TOPOLIABIINCH 13 HEIO a0u JIMIIT
NO/IIKYBaTH HeOy, 1110 BOHU HE TaKi HEBJIaXH, SIK BOHA.

— He morna norepmityu, noku BiacniBawTh? CKOpoO Bke
MOJTyJIeHb — OYPYUTH XTOCH.

S nuBtocs Ha He0O, 10 HABMCJIO HAJl HAMHU BOHO Cipe i BaXKKe,
0€e3 OJHOTO MPOCBITKY. Bike BKOTpe 3a THXKIEHB 5 33 TyMYIOCS, 1110
TaM, Ha TomMy cBiTi? Uu OyBana MmaMa y MDKCBITTI, 5K 517 MyHY
KJIsiHeThCs, o Jladuu He Oaunna. XTo3HA, 4Yd BOHA TaM TAMUTH I1IOCh,
9y 0auUTh, SIK MEHE BUITAIIIOE OUTh 1 THIB. AJI€ 51 BIIEPTO YABIISIO, SIK ii
0e31e4HO BEAYTh /10 Pal0 HIIOTO CLIEHAPIIO S IPOCTO HE BUTPUMAIO.
3uaroun JlagHy, BOHa BXKe Jech y palo JAa€ Xponaka. | BUHO B TOMy paro
SBHO He 3 aemeBux. S cMitocs. CbOTOIHI S BUXKHMBAIO JIUIIIE 3aBASKH
KJIISITOMY TYMODY.

J1o MOiX ByX J0JIMHAE KOBUHE OypuaHHs PO BUXOBAHHS, aX
panToM XTOCh 3-3a CIIMHU BUT'YKY€E MO€ 1M ’5I.

— Ca-a-a-poHbKo... — YoJ0BIUKi T00C, HU3bKUH 1
HalOBHEHUH, HIOM BIITTYHHS B MOPO>XKHIH 3a1i. BiH BUMOBUB MOE€ iM’4
TOYHICIHBKO TakK, K 11e poouna [ladHa.

51 po3Ky1IyIO TbOSIHUK, 00epTatounch 10 He3HaoMud. Cmak
JMMOHHA i€ Ha MEHe, Haue MyCTYyIlIKa Ha HeMOBJIsA. YOJI0BIK BUCOKHI 1
TOHKHH SIK TPICKa, BIK OJpa3y i HE Brajaell, Aech IiJ CIMIECHT.
OparaeHuii CTUIIBHO, KWJIETKA Ta JPKUHCH Takuil co01 eBpomelchKuit
muk. OOaMYYs I71aJKO BUTOJIEHE, CUBE BOJIOCCS CTATHYTE 3331y Y XBICT.
TinTbKU-HO MU 3yCTPUINCS OYMMAa, SIK HOro 00IUYUsl NEPEKOCHUIIO Bijl
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and for a moment we’re two circling swordsmen, our weapons testing
the air between us, each waiting for their opponent to strike.

| initiate the attack. ‘Do I know you?’

‘No — excuse me.” He detaches himself from a group of women
to approach me. It’s then that I notice his walking stick. ‘We’ve never
met.’

‘Sorry, who are you?’ I can’t eliminate the possibility of him
being an ex-boyfriend, even though he looks far too old for Daphne.

‘I—’ His gaze drops to where our feet point at each other. ‘I’'m
your grandfather.’

| step back, and the sugary taste of the fruit bonbon sours in my
mouth. My heart races, pulsing in my throat. Once | was mature enough
to ask questions, my curiosity about Daphne’s past was insatiable, but it
hadn’t taken long to drain my mother of the facts. And I knew without
doubt that the reason she won a battle against the Home Office to remain
in the UK had been the loss of her father right before I was born.

‘I stayed because of you,’ she used to say.

‘You can’t be,” I respond at last.

30

noauBy. Mu HaragayeMo JBOX CYNEPHHUKIB Y MOBYa3HOMY T'epili, 110
XOJISITh KOJIAMU 1 BUBIPSIFOTH BIJICTaHb, A0M HE CXUOWTH, KOJIM HACTaHE
MUTH JJIs yaapy.

— Mu 3HaiioMi? - s IEPIIOTO 3aBIAK0 yaapy.

— Hi... mepenporryto, — BiH 3aJIUIIIA€ TPYITY KIHOK 1 ITIXOAUTH
Onmmxde. TUIbKY 3apa3 s MOMIYaro Majuifto B oro pyui. Mu HIKOIHM HE
Oaunnucs.

— Bubaure, ane xTo BU? — S He BUKIIOYAIO, 110 BIH OJHUH 13 1i
KOJIMIIHIX, X04a 5K Ha cMak JladHu, BiH yKe 30BCIM IMICOK CHILIIE.

— Sl... — BiH AUBAATHCA HA HaIIl Ty}, IO CTOSATH HOCOK JI0
HOCKa. Sl TBIi MiTyCh.

S BiacTynaro Ha KpOK, 1 COJIOJIKMM CMaK JIbOJITHUKA B POTI CTa€
ripkum. Ceplie Kajartae, MyJlIbCYIOUH Jiech ax y ropii. Komnu s minpocna,
TO MoyYasa JOMUTYBAaTUCS IPO MaMUHE MUHYJIE, TIOKH HE BUTATJIA 3 HEl
reTh yce. Sl TouHO 3Haja, 10 BOHA OTpUMaJja JI03BUI Ha MPOKUBAHHS B
Bbpuranii numie Tomy, 110 BTpatuia 0aTbka Nepe] CaMUMH MOJIOTAMHU.

«41 He moixana nurie 3apaau Tede», — Kazajia BOHa.

— Ta Hi, e sKach MOMUJIKA, — BPEIITI BUJABIIIOIO S
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Chapter 2. Lexico-grammatical and stylistic peculiarities of translating O.
Ceren’s The Book of Heartbreak

2.1. Genre and thematic characteristic of O. Ceren’s The Book of Heartbreak

In order to analyze the translation strategies in O. Ceren’s novel The Book of Heartbreak,
we first need to determine the work’s genre and its main stylistic features. O. Ceren’s work
demonstrates the multifaceted nature of its genre structure, a characteristic of contemporary
literature, which is marked by an active blending of genres. The work belongs to the young adult
YA fiction segment; however, its internal structure demonstrates the genre’s multifaceted nature,
combining elements of psychological drama, family saga and magical realism. This combination
determines the choice of lexical and grammatical means and creates a specific emotional
backdrop to be reconstructed in the target language.

The text’s primary genre characteristic is its classification as a coming-of-age story.
According to Roberta S. Trites’ research, YA literature is defined primarily by the protagonist’s
development within social and psychological frameworks. The researcher emphasizes that the
process of development is inextricably linked to the experience of interacting with authority in
this genre, as teenagers "must learn to navigate the many institutions that shape them: school,
government, religion, identity politics, family, and so on" (Trites 2000, p. 10). This determines
the narrative’s anthropocentric orientation, with the central focus on the teenager’s subjective
experience. As Michael Cart (2010) points out, the very concept of young adult remained vague
and amorphous for a long time, as it was only at the beginning of the 20th century that society
began to distinguish adolescence as a distinct stage between childhood and adulthood (Cart,
2010, p. 15). From the perspective of translation studies, this historical and psychological context
requires reproducing the heroine’s distinctive idiolect, which combines adolescent spontaneity,
emotional volatility and the search for identity within this "intermediate” state. At the same time,
the difficulty of such a recreation is compounded by the fact that, in contemporary literature for
teenagers, psychological depth is conveyed not only through dialogue or actions, but also
through specific narrative strategies.

This approach is central to O. Ceren’s creative style, whose writing is characterized by a
high concentration of metaphors with physiological roots. In her works, emotions are not merely
described but "materialize” through bodily sensations, rendering her prose exceptionally
kinesthetic. According to Karen Coats research, this strategy allows the author to bridge the gap
between sensory experience and linguistic expression (Coats, 2018, p. 127). The researcher
emphasizes that in young adult literature, an "internal shift" occurs: metaphors become a means
of transition from external experience to internal, where psychological qualities are expressed
through sensory attributes (Coats, 2018, p. 128).

In O. Ceren’s idiolect, this "internal shift" is closely linked to the elements of magical
realism. As Kimberly Reynolds (2011) points out, the use of magical realism and complex
metaphorical constructs in contemporary YA fiction is not merely a decorative element but an
effective means of externalizing the protagonist’s inner conflicts and psychological trauma. For
instance, in the novel, the physiological metaphor of a "broken heart" transcends its linguistic
boundaries and transforms into a magical determinant that influences the fate of the characters.
According to Reynolds, addressing such distressing themes as depression or loneliness within a
magical realist narrative is often more effective than purely realistic description, as it allows for a
deeper exploration of the character’s "distorted internal logics” (Reynolds, 2011, pp. 69-72).
Consequently, the stylistic dominant of Ceren’s prose lies in the organic combination of the
mystical with the mundane. In translation, the primary challenge is to maintain this balance,
ensuring that the "magical terminology” retains its psychological persuasiveness while
preserving the original kinesthetic resonance of the text.

One of the work’s key stylistic features is its intense emotionality. The text is saturated
with vocabulary denoting inner states, reflections and sensory perceptions. O. Ceren skillfully
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employs the devices of expressive syntax: fragmentation, ellipsis and rhetorical questions, which
mimic lively spoken language at moments of intense emotional excitement. The use of short,
fragmented sentences creates an effect of "shortness of breath™ or anxiety, which is characteristic
of YA literature, where emotions often take precedence over events. Such syntax dramatizes the
build-up of terror by capturing individual impressions passing through the character’s mind in a
logical progression (Leech & Short, 2007, p.177). In O. Ceren’s novel, this technique allows the
state of a teenager whose cognitive focus narrows under stress to be recreated. Reproducing such
constructions in translation requires preserving this fragmentary rhythmic melody of the phrase,
since any syntactic complication (for example, combining simple sentences into complex ones)
will lead to a dissipation of the text’s pragmatic force and a loss of the effect of the reader’s
immediate presence in the moment of experiencing the trauma.

The second dominant feature of O. Ceren’s idiolect is the strategic use of metaphors in
everyday contexts, which often operate on the borderline between irony and social satire. The
author’s stylistic manner is marked by the synergy of hyperbole and evaluative metaphors, which
emphasize the protagonist’s detached and critical view of her surroundings. In particular, social
interactions and emotional tension within the family circle are often articulated through atypical
lexical domains, such as economic or technical discourse. This narrative structure requires the
translator not merely to achieve formal equivalence but to engage in deep pragmatic adaptation.
According to Ernst-August Gutt, within his cognitive theory of relevance, the translator’s task is
to ensure that the target reader can follow the same interpretive path and decode the
"communicative cues" as the primary recipient (Gutt, 2000, p. 164). This is particularly
important when rendering sarcasm and complex linguistic nuances, where a literal translation
can undermine the author’s intent.

The third dominant feature of O. Ceren’s idiolect is an emphasis on sensory details,
which manifest themselves through descriptions of physical reactions to the surrounding
environment. This "physicality” of style, in which external conditions (temperature, lighting) are
closely linked to the heroine’s inner state, aligns with Susanna Keen’s concept of narrative
empathy (2007). The researcher points out that modern 21st-century literary writing techniques
increasingly rely on the principle of "empathetic feeling with" (empathizing alongside the
character), which replaces traditional Victorian sympathy. According to Keen, the description of
somatic states and physical sensations allows the reader to undergo a "vicarious experience”, the
indirect experience of the characters’ lives through identification with their bodily reactions
(Keen, 2007, p. 83). This creates a "mirror" effect of engagement, where a physical sensation
(such as shivering from the cold) becomes the key to the reader’s understanding of the
character’s emotional state.

In conclusion, O. Ceren’s idiolect in the novel The Book of Heartbreak is defined by the
synergy of the coming-of-age genre, ironic metaphorization and an emphasis on sensory details,
which require the employment of a comprehensive pragmatic adaptation and extensive use of
modulation in translation. The choice of these strategies is dictated by the need to accurately
reproduce the author’s sarcasm, preserve the emotional depth of the narrative and convey the
protagonist’s physical sensations in a way understandable to the Ukrainian reader. This approach
ensures that through the strategy of domestication, the author’s imagery is rendered into a form
that aligns with the Ukrainian reader’s cultural and emotional associations. Consequently, the
protagonist’s specific worldview becomes cognitively accessible to the target audience while the
artistic integrity and aesthetic value of the original work remain strictly preserved. A detailed
analysis of the practical implementation of the above-mentioned techniques, with specific
examples will be presented in subsection 2.3.

2.2. Theoretical foundations of rendering lexico-grammatical and stylistic features of young
adult fiction

The theoretical foundation of our study is the communicative-functional approach, which
views translation not as a static comparison of linguistic signs but as a dynamic process of
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conveying meaning and emotion. One of the founders of this approach is Eugene Nida, who
revolutionized translation studies by introducing the concept of dynamic equivalence. According
to his theory, the main criterion for a successful translation is not the formal identity of words or
grammatical structures but the identity of the recipient’s response. Translation consists of
reproducing, in the recipient’s language, the closest natural equivalent of the source message,
first and foremost in terms of content and then in terms of style (Nida & Taber, 2003, p. 12). In
the context of our analysis of O. Ceren’s novel The Book of Heartbreak, this statement takes on
particular significance: the translator does not simply replace English lexemes with Ukrainian
ones but strives to reproduce the very same emotional shock, ironic distance or psychological
tension felt by the English-speaking reader of the original.

This approach continues logically in the works of Peter Newmark, who elaborated on
translation methods by distinguishing between the semantic and communicative aspects.
Communicative translation seeks to reproduce the precise contextual meaning of the original so
that the content and language are entirely acceptable and comprehensible to the reader
(Newmark, 1988, p. 41). In O. Ceren’s novel, characterized by a high degree of subjectivity and
intimacy, the communicative aspect takes precedence, as it allows specific metaphors and the
author’s neologisms to be adapted so they are not perceived as foreign elements in the Ukrainian
text. At the same time, the researcher cautions against excessive simplification, emphasizing that
the originality of the author’s style must be preserved to the extent that it does not hinder
comprehension. Thus, the combination of Eugene Nida’s and Peter Newmark’s ideas allows us
to justify the application of the domestication strategy as a tool for pragmatic adaptation.

An essential step in deepening the theoretical framework is incorporating Mona Baker’s
concept of levels of equivalence. In her seminal work In Other Words, Baker highlights the
complex nature of lexical meaning, singling out its expressive component. Expressive meaning
cannot be verified for truth, as it reflects not objective reality but rather the speaker’s subjective
feelings or attitudes (Baker, 2018, p. 13). Baker illustrates this using the example of synonyms,
where the difference lies solely in the emotional connotation. For O. Ceren’s idiolect, where the
choice of every word is guided by the desire to convey the subtlest nuances of a broken heart,
this theory is key. It allows one to distinguish between propositional meaning and emotional
intensity, which the translator is obliged to preserve even at the cost of altering the denotative
meaning of a word.

A deep analysis of the aesthetic function of language in a literary work is crucial to
understanding O. Ceren’s idiosyncratic style. In this context, we turn to the works of the eminent
Ukrainian scholar Roksolyana Zorivchak, who in her monograph Reality and Translation (1989)
consistently defends the thesis of the inseparability of emotional and aesthetic information from
the general semantics of the text. According to the scholar, the literary word is characterized by a
synthesis of conceptual and sensory components (Zorivchak, 1989, p. 48). This means that the
emotional impact of the text on the reader is not supplementary or optional it is integrated into
the very structure of the linguistic units. The researcher emphasizes that when translating
psychological prose, such as the novel The Book of Heartbreak, ignoring the emotional tone
leads to a loss of the work’s communicative value. Thus, reproducing the emotional and
aesthetic potential of the original is not merely a stylistic preference but a prerequisite for
achieving adequacy, which requires the translator to activate the recipient’s background
knowledge.

To systematize the practical solutions discussed in the following section, we draw on
Viacheslav Karaban’s (2004) comprehensive classification of translation transformations.
Furthermore, we incorporate the functional approach of Lucia Molina and Amparo Hurtado
Albir (2002), whose classification of translation techniques allows for a precise categorization of
micro-level shifts. This integrated toolkit is supplemented by Viktor Koptylov’s (2003) work on
stylistic adaptation and Olena Selivanova’s (2012) cognitive-discursive framework. We argue
that the translation of expressive devices in O. Ceren’s novel is a process of conceptual
modelling. In this context, the translator seeks to activate in the Ukrainian reader’s mind
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concepts and emotional states analogous to those intended by the author, thereby ensuring the
pragmatic adequacy of the target text through the reconstruction of source conceptual structures.

Finally, the functional orientation of our translation is fully consistent with skopos theory
(Reiss & Vermeer, 1984). According to this theoretical model, the dominant factor in any
translation process is its purpose skopos which directly dictates the choice of strategies, methods,
and specific techniques. This teleological approach shifts the emphasis from a purely linguistic
comparison of texts to the functional adequacy of the final product within the target culture. In
the case of O. Ceren’s novel The Book of Heartbreak, the aim is to create a literary whole that
will be perceived by the Ukrainian reader as a natural, aesthetically complete, and emotionally
rich work.

Consequently, every translation decision from the selection of specific synonyms to the
adaptation of complex metaphors is subordinated to the goal of providing the reader with a
psychological experience that is linguistically and culturally accessible. This communicative-
functional approach balances the source text’s constraints with the expectations of the Ukrainian
literary community, ensuring the translation’s high artistic quality and fulfilment of its aesthetic
mission. Therefore, the theoretical principles discussed above establish the methodological
framework for the practical analysis in subsection 2.3, focused on the lexico-grammatical and
stylistic features of O. Ceren’s novel and the specific methods of their reproduction in order to
achieve the pragmatic adequacy of translation.

2.3 Strategies and techniques employed in the translation of O. Ceren’s The Book of
Heartbreak

The practical implementation of this research is based on a multifaceted and
comprehensive analysis of translation solutions aimed at reconstructing O. Ceren’s unique
emotional idiolect within the Ukrainian linguistic and cultural space. In this context, the subject
of our study is the strategic toolkit of methods and techniques meticulously selected not only to
overcome lexico-grammatical difficulties but also to ensure the pragmatic adequacy of the text.

According to the quantitative data derived from our translation (see Appendix A), a
distinct hierarchy of translation techniques has emerged. It was established that the dominant
methods were Modulation (37,6%), Variation (13,9%), Amplification (17,8%) and Linguistic
amplification (9,9%). These empirical results indicate a deliberate and systematic orientation
toward the strategy of domestication. As Lawrence Venuti (2008, p. 18) argues, the
domestication strategy is designed to minimize the "foreignness” of the source text, creating a
"fluent" translation that resonates deeply with the reader’s internal cultural and emotional
landscape.

From our perspective as the translator, this strategic choice was necessitated by the genre-
specific requirements of young adult literature. Following Christiane Nord’s ideas (1997), the
intended function of the target text is the primary determinant for any translation decision. In the
case of The Book of Heartbreak, the skopos was to evoke an immediate, visceral emotional
response in a Ukrainian teenager, identical to that experienced by an English-speaking peer.
Therefore, the high frequency of Modulation and Variation reflects our effort to prioritize the
"spirit" of the narrative and its psychological resonance over formal linguistic symmetry. This
approach ensures that the protagonist's voice, characterized by its vulnerability, irony and
modern adolescent vernacular, remains authentic and accessible in the target language.

The first most significant transformation identified in our study is modulation (37,6%).
Following the classification proposed by L. Molina and A. Hurtado Albir (2002), we define this
technique as a shift in the cognitive category, point of view, or focus in relation to the source
text. In our view, this procedure was essential for rendering the physiological roots and
kinesthetic resonance of O. Ceren’s style, where emotions materialize through bodily sensations
(see subsection 2.1). We employed modulation to ensure the identity of the recipient’s response
and to capture the teenager's distorted internal world through sensory-focused shifts.
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To illustrate this approach, let’s consider the following example: (1-S) ‘She’s... dead?’ |
finally stutter. The idea that someone’s life can be flicked off like a light switch — that your
mum can vanish on a motorway in an instant — doesn’t seem real (Ceren 2025, p. 16). — (1-t) —
Bona... nomepna? — a neose 3mozna eumosumu ui cnoea, HiOU BOHU 3ACMPSIU 6 2OPIi.
YVceioomnenns mozo, wo s’cummsa MONCHA 00ipeamu, aK HUMKY, WO MAMU He CMAI0 OMAK,
noceped 0opoau, 3a SKycb cekynoy — 30aemwcsi nepeanvhum. In this example, modulation
functions as a replacement of a "technical” image with a "living" one. In the source text, the
author compares death to a light switch, which sounds somewhat mechanical. We shifted this
perspective by using the imagery of a thread being cut. This approach helps convey the
protagonist's emotional idiolect: for her, her mother’s death is not merely a "power cut" but a
painful severing of a bond. The «uutka >xutTTs» image is more intuitive for the Ukrainian reader;
it evokes stronger emotions and a sense of how fragile human life truly is. Thus, we rendered not
just the words, but the same profound despair that the character experienced in the original.

Regarding the phrase | finally stutter, modulation was used to emphasize the state of
shock. Instead of a literal translation of the speech defect, we chose the phrase «s nense 3morna
BUMOBHTH I1i cioBa». This shifts the focus from the act of stuttering to the physical inability to
speak due to terror. It makes the character's voice feel more authentic and alive, helping the
reader feel her paralyzing grief.

Let us consider another example of modulation: (2-s) But the earthquake rages on,
breaking glass, splintering wood — telling me what I truly am. An orphan. A no one. The
loneliest girl who ever walked the earth. It’s too late to fight back or resist; too late to call for
help. I hear the crack of my heart and fall to the floor like a ragdoll (Ceren 2025, p. 17). — (2-t)
Ta 3emnempyc une swyxae. b’e ckno. Tpowums depeso — i muusae mene Hocom y npaeoy. A
cupoma. A wnixmo. A naiicamommuiwma oywa na yin 3emni. Bowce 3anizno Oumucs, 3anizHo
Kiukamu Ha ()onomozy. Moe cepye po3KoIoEmMbCsl HCl6I’liJZ, 1 51 eantocs 3 HiZ, MO8 Mapiouemka 3
oopizanumu numxamu. In this example, modulation is used to transform the neutral phrase
telling me what | truly am into the more aggressive and idiomatic «rursie MmeHe HOCOM Yy
npasay». This shift from a simple "statement of fact" to a "confrontational action” effectively
conveys the character’s feeling of being victimized by her circumstances.

Another illustrative instance of modulation in this example is the rendering of the phrase
the loneliest girl as «uaiicamotrimra aymay. In this case, the translation involves a shift from a
specific social and biological category (girl) to a broader existential and spiritual one (soul).

Finally, the modulation of the simile like a ragdoll into «moB mapioneTka 3 06pizanuMu
uutkamu» deepens the imagery of loss of control. While a ragdoll implies general limpness, the
"cut strings™ imagery creates a logical link back to the earlier mutka sxutTst metaphor, reinforcing
the theme of a severed connection and absolute helplessness within the protagonist's emotional
idiolect.

Another sharp use of modulation can be seen in the rendering of the protagonist’s self-
reproach, where a general expression of failure is replaced with a much more vivid, idiomatic
image: (3-s) ‘Fine. I fucked up again, okay?’ | whisper into the shadows, clinging to my anger,
ready to rub it like a bulging blister until it bursts. (Ceren 2025, p. 26). — (3-t) — Hy u nexau. A
3HOBY 6/IANANACA NO CAMI 8yXa, OKell? — 1e0b UYMHO NPOMOGISIO 5 8 NOPOINCHEYY, CIMUCKAIOYU
8 pyKax ceii eHis. A comosa posmupamu 1io2o, M08 po30ymuil nyxup, 0oku 6in He eubyxue. In
this example, the phrase fucked up is modulated into the Ukrainian idiom «Bismanacst mo cami
Byxa». The shift occurs from a broad, vulgar verb of failure to a specific metaphorical state of
being "deeply entangled" or "stuck™ in a mess. This modulation is vital for the emotional idiolect
because it adds a sense of helplessness and scale to her mistake.

The following case illustrates a shift in cognitive categories to maintain the visceral
impact of the protagonist's irritation: (4-s) ‘Sare-eh.’ Fiona leans over as we wait for the
pallbearers to bear the coffin from the church. I’ve never been a people person, but | swear
every time she calls my name like that, it’s as if one hundred abandoned Kkittens are
simultaneously scratching a blackboard. Imagine being told your mother had passed away by
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that voice. She places her hand on my shoulder and I recoil from her touch. ‘Don’t hunch,
darling. Chin up.’ (Ceren 2025, p. 38). — (4-t) — Ca-a-a-ponvko... — Diona Haxursicmvcs
onudcue. Mu came uekaemo, noxu eurecyms 0omosury. Jlaonamu 3 1100bmu He mill KOHUK, Ma
yecHe €080 8i0 il 20]10Cy 8CepeOuUHi 6ce nepesepmacmspCs, Ha4e Xmoch 6U0eaKol no mapinyi
cKpezoue. Tinbku ya6imoe, AK ye nouymu 36iCMKy npo cmMepms Mamepi Omaxum 2010coM. Bona
K1aoe pyKy MeHi Ha nieue, i s 30pueaiocs 8io it domuky. He cymynvcs, moba. Buwe noca. In this
example, the rendering of /'ve never been a people person as «iagHatu 3 JIOABMH HE Mii
kouuk» functions as a modulation of focus. According to Molina and Albir (2002), this
technique allows for a change in point of view; here, the shift moves from a descriptive personal
category (person) to a functional ability (skill or aptitude), which sounds more natural in the
Ukrainian idiolect.

The most prominent use of modulation occurs in the translation of the “scratching”
metaphor. Following the theoretical framework of Molina and Albir, the translators replaced the
original imagery of kittens scratching a blackboard with «Bunenkoro o tapinii ckperoue». This
is a modulation of the cognitive category: the source text's metaphor is rooted in a specific
Western educational trope, while the target text employs a more universal and physically
evocative image for the Ukrainian audience. By shifting the perspective from the "cause"
(kittens) to a more culturally immediate "irritant” (the fork), the translation successfully
preserves the "sensory intensity” of the original. This ensures that the reader feels the same
instinctive cringe as the protagonist, effectively recreating her emotional idiolect through a more
resonant association.

In the following example, the translation strategy relies on the interplay of modulation
and variation to depict the protagonist's distorted perception of reality and her emotional
exhaustion: (5-s) ‘She’s gone,” Fiona repeats, her voice stilted like a robot on the brink of
shutting down. That’s when I spot the fissures appearing on the wall behind her (Ceren 2025, p.
17). — (5-t) — Ii Ginvwe nemae, — nosmoproe diona, i 2onoc nazae, nave 6 poboma, AKUI om-
om supyoumsca. Came 8 Yo Mums s NOMIYAl0, AK HA CMIHI 3a ii CNUHOIO 3 A6/ISII0MbCS MOHKI
mpiwunu. The translation primarily utilizes the technique of variation to adapt the text's
linguistic register for a contemporary youth audience. By replacing the neutral and somewhat
formal terms stilted and shutting down with the slang equivalents «rarae» and «BupyouThCs»,
the translation aligns the protagonist's voice with a specific social dialect. This variation breathes
life into the mechanical metaphor, ensuring that the "fractured” nature of the emotional idiolect
feels natural and visceral. Instead of a literal or textbook comparison, the choice of modern, tech-
oriented slang makes the character's speech stylistically authentic and grounded in the everyday
vocabulary of the target reader.

In this example, the modulation of the phrase She’s gone into «li 6inbie Hemae» is based
on a shift in logical perspective: moving from an action to a state. Instead of describing the
process of "leaving™ or passing away as an event, the translation focuses on the result the
physical and emotional absence of the person. This shift in point of view emphasizes the
irreversibility of the loss and creates a sense of existential void, which is crucial for capturing the
protagonist's emotional idiolect in a moment of shock.

In the following example, the translation also employs a combination of modulation and
variation: (6-s) Tears are a gift of vulnerability for those who can afford it, but I can’t let myself
plummet into sorrow. | have to be strong. Still, it’s hard among this crowd: the selfish ex-
boyfriends who used Daphne like an emotional and on rare occasions, physical — punchbag, the
neighbours and friends who assumed we were doing okay because we had money. It’s hard to
watch them pretending they 're sad. They didn’t care about her when she was alive— why would
they now? (Ceren 2025, p. 38 ). — (6-t) Cvosu — ye poskiw 0nst mux, Xmo modxce 003601Umu
co0i cnabkicmo. A s He Moy 00380aumu cobi KameHem ynacmu 6 yio npipgy posnady. Myuty
oymu ckenew. Ane aK xce Hyoums 6i0 UbO20 HAMOBNY: e€20iCMUYHUX KOJIUWHIX, SKI
suxkopucmogysanu Jaguy ax emoyiuny, a inodi u ¢izuuny 6oxcepcvky epyuty, cycidie ma
«Opy3iey, AKi dymanu, wo 6 Hac yce ok, 60 mu manu 6aéno. Towno oueumucsa, 5K GoHU
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amaroms Komeoiio i 60aoms Cym. I 0y10 Hauxamu Ha Hei, NOKU 80HA DYIA HCUBA — MO AKO20
bica sonu npunepaucs menep?

In this example, modulation is first used to transform the neutral | have to be strong into
the metaphorical «mymry 6yt ckenetox». This shift from an abstract quality to a physical image
of unyielding stone creates a powerful contrast with the earlier image of falling into an abyss,
reinforcing the character's rigid emotional defence.

Furthermore, our use of variation is notably evident in the rendering of we had money as
«vu manu 6abio». By opting for the slang term «6a6mo» instead of the neutral rpomr, we
intentionally emphasize the protagonist’s cynical and dismissive attitude toward her social circle.
This choice reflects her perception of the neighbours and "friends" as superficial people who
only valued her family for their wealth.

In this instance, the translation relies on the technique of variation to bridge the gap
between a neutral description and the protagonist's raw emotional state. By replacing the polite
and abstract phrase it’s hard with the physiologically intense terms «ayaute» and «romxoy, the
translation shifts the register from a formal observation to a colloquial, visceral outburst. This
use of variation is highly characteristic of a teenager's expressive vocabulary, where emotional
distress is often voiced through strong, informal language. Ultimately, this choice ensures the
protagonist’s disgust feels immediate and authentic, capturing the unfiltered nature of her
idiolect for the target reader.

The second most prominent technique identified in our quantitative analysis is
amplification (17,8%). Within the framework of O. Ceren’s idiosyncretic style, we found this
method essential for achieving what we defined in subsection 2.1 as sensory detail and
physicality. Since the author relies on the reader's bodily involvement, amplification helped
clarify the situational context and strengthen the somatic markers that might otherwise remain
underdeveloped in the target language. Furthermore, we specifically utilized linguistic
amplification (9,9%) to heighten the emotional register and stylistic intensity of the protagonist's
idiolect. Unlike purely situational expansion, this type of amplification focuses on introducing
additional linguistic elements such as expressive particles, idiomatic intensifiers or emphatic
constructions that are absent in the source text but necessary in the target language to convey the
character's internal pressure.

In the following case, linguistic amplification is used to intensify the protagonist's self-
reproach and existential despair: (7-s) She’s gone. The words echo, circling me like vultures.
She’s gone. She’s gone. She’s gone. ‘No!’ I scream. ‘Stop!’ Sare, you fool. Did you really think
you could win against the curse? What have | done? How did I trick myself into believing that I
didn’t love Mum? | never stopped caring about her. She is all I have (Ceren 2025, p. 17). — (7-t)
Mamu Oinvwe umemae. i cnosa 610ﬂymmomb KPYAHCAOUU O0BKOAA MEHE, MO8 32Pasi XUNCUX
nmaxie. Ii 6inowe nemae. Ii invwe nemae. Ii 6invwe nemae. — Hil — Kpuyy 5, 3ynunucs! Capo,
mu maka oypena. Tu cnpagdi oymana, wo smooduceus nepemoemu npoxnsmms? o s naxoina?
Ax s moena o0b60ypumu cebe, nosipuswiu, wo He aw0OM0 mamy? A HiKoau He NpunuHsla
mypoysamucs npo Hei. Bona — yce, wjo y mene 3anumunocs y ubomy Kismomy ceimi.

In this example, we employed linguistic amplification to heighten the emotional stakes.
Adding the emphatic particle «ru Taka» transforms the neutral "you fool" into a poignant
expression of self-loathing. Furthermore, expanding She is all | have into «yce, mo y mene
3aJIMIIUIIOCS Y LIbOMY KJISITOMY CBiTi» Serves as an emotional anchor. This addition "thickens"
the atmospheric resonance, ensuring the target reader feels the full weight of the character's
isolation and bitterness in a way that aligns with her established idiolect.

In the following excerpt, the translation strategy relies on a synergy between semantic
and linguistic amplification to reinforce the emotional weight of the protagonist's inner conflict:
(8-s) Tears are a gift of vulnerability for those who can afford it, but I can’t let myself plummet
into sorrow. [ have to be strong. Still, it’s hard among this crowd: the selfish ex-boyfriends who
used Daphne like an emotional and on rare occasions, physical — punchbag, the neighbours and
friends who assumed we were doing okay because we had money. It’s hard to watch them



38

pretending they're sad. They didn’t care about her when she was alive— why would they now?
(Ceren 2025, p. 38). — (8-t) Cuvosu — ye poskiw Onst mux, xmo Mmodvxice 003601UMU COOL
cnabkicmo. A 51 He Modicy 00380aumuU cOOI KAMeHeM ynacmu 6 yio npipey posnauy. Mywy 6ymu
cKenero. Ane Ak dce HyOuUms 8i0 Yb020 HAMOBNY. €20iCMUYHUX KOJUWHIX, SAKI UKOPUCTOBY8ANU
Haghny ax emoyiuny, a inodi i ¢hizuuny OOKCepcoKy epyuty;, cycioigé ma «opy3ie», sKi OyManu, ujo
8 Hac yce 0K, 60 mu maau 6aono. Towno ousumucs, K GOHU AAMAIOMb KOMeOilo [ 80a0mb CYM.
Im 6yn0 nauxamu na nei, noxu éona 6yna scuea — mo aAKozo bica éonu npunepauca menep? In
the first instance, we applied semantic amplification by introducing the markers «xamenem» and
«apipBy». This choice clarifies the metaphorical "plummeting,” grounding the abstract emotion
of sorrow in a vivid, physical sensation of falling, which aligns with the character's somatic
experience of grief.

Subsequently, we utilized linguistic amplification to sharpen the sentence's rhetorical
edge. The original question is expanded into «ro sikoro Gica BoHu mpunepucs Tenep?» through
the addition of emphatic and colloquial elements. This linguistic layering does not merely add
information but acts as a stylistic intensifier, transforming a simple inquiry into a bitter outburst.
By "thickening" the sentence with these markers, we successfully captured the aggressive and
cynical undertones that define the protagonist's emotional idiolect in this high-stress moment.

Finally, amplification proved vital in moments of peak emotional trauma, where we
sought to recreate the protagonist’s "narrowed cognitive focus": (9-S) ‘She’s . .. dead?’ I finally
stutter. The idea that someone’s life can be flicked off like a light switch — that your mum can
vanish on a motorway in an instant — doesn 't seem real (Ceren 2025, p. 16). — (9-t) — Bona...
nomepia? — s 1eoge 3M021a BUMOBUMU Yi CI08A, HIOU 6OHU 3ACMPALIIU 8 20PJli. Y C8I0OMNEHHS
moceo, o Hcumms MONCHA oél’peamu, SAK HUMK)Y, WO MamMu He cmajlo omdak, noceped ()opozu, 3a
AKYCb cekyndy — 30aembcs Hepeanvrum. In our view, this instance of amplification adding the
descriptive clause «uibu BoHu 3acTpsriau B ropii» was crucial for fulfilling the skopos of our
translation. We argue that a formal rendering of the verb stutter would fail to capture the visceral
intensity of the moment. Following Roksolyana Zorivchak’s (1989) thesis on the inseparability
of aesthetic and emotional information, we expanded the sentence to recreate the "shortness of
breath” and physical obstruction caused by shock. This addition dramatizes the build-up of
terror, ensuring the reader’s immediate presence in the moment of trauma.

In addition to the dominant strategies, a smaller yet strategically significant portion of the
translation solutions consists of several auxiliary techniques (see Appendix A). This category
includes Adaptation (7,9%), Generalization (5,9%), Description (4,0%) and Discursive creation
(3,0%). While their quantitative presence is lower, these techniques were essential for addressing
specific micro-contextual challenges where the main techniques could not fully capture the
stylistic nuances of the source text.

Adaptation is the first of these auxiliary methods, which L. Molina and A. Hurtado Albir
(2002) define as the replacement of a source text cultural element with one from the target
culture. In our translation, this method is primarily used to align the protagonist's emotional
outbursts with the linguistic traditions of the target audience while preserving the character's
voice. For example: (10-s) Dead, my mind registers, like an ink stain expanding on a white
napkin. My mother is dead. The fluttering in my chest sharpens into a searing, inescapable
throb. My hands twitch on my lap, the scars inside my left palm tingling. Fuck. | shouldn’t have
ignored the fluttering (Ceren 2025, p. 16). — (10-t) II 6invwe nemae, 6ona mepmea... —
VCBIOOMAIOE Mill po3yM, 51 8i04Y8al0, K MOSL KPO8 XOJNOHe, d HCUIKU mpycamoci. Mos mama
mepmea. Tpenem y epyosix nepemeoproemvcsi HA nekyuuil Oilb, wo npouusye cepye. Pyku
Cinaromvca Ha KONHAX, A Wpamu Ha Ni6il 00aoni Himitomb i nyascyioms. Tpacuya. Meni ne cnio
oyno ienopysamu mpinominns. In this example, the English expletive Fuck is rendered through
adaptation as the Ukrainian «Tpscus». While the original term is a broad-spectrum swear word,
for the Ukrainian teenage idiolect, we chose an adaptation that functions as a sharp, sudden
release of frustration. By opting for «Tpsicusi», we avoid a literal translation that might feel either
too heavy or too artificial. Instead, this choice provides a culturally recognizable and stylistically
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appropriate "emotional explosion" that fits the character's age and the high-stress situation. It
allows the protagonist to sound authentic and edgy in the target language without losing the
visceral impact of her internal collapse.

Another significant use of adaptation can be observed in the rendering of the protagonist's
name as she is addressed by a character she dislikes: (11-s) ‘Sare-eh.’ Fiona leans over as we
wait for the pallbearers to bear the coffin from the church. I've never been a people person, but [
swear every time she calls my name like that, it’s as if one hundred abandoned kittens are
simultaneously scratching a blackboard. Imagine being told your mother had passed away by
that voice. She places her hand on my shoulder and I recoil from her touch. ‘Don’t hunch,
darling. Chin up.’ (Ceren 2025, p. 38). — (11-t) — Ca-a-a-ponsvko... — Diona Haxuisemvcsi
onuocue. Mu came uekaemo, noku euHecyms 0oMoeury. Jlaonamu 3 100bMu He Miti KOHUK, Md
yecHe 080, 8i0 ii 20110CY 8CePEOUHI 8Ce NepesepmMAcmb s, Haue XMoch BUOENIKO NO Mapiiyi
ckpezoue. Tinoku ysa6ims, K ye nowymu 36iCmMKY Npo cmepmv Mamepi omaxkum 201ocom. Bona
KIaoe pyKy MeHi Ha niede, i s 30pueaiocs 6io it oomuky. He cymynvcs, moba. Buwe noca. In this
example, the English Sare-eh is rendered through adaptation as «Ca-a-a-pousko». While the
original uses a vocalic extension to signal Fiona's annoying, sing-song tone, we adapted this by
using the Ukrainian diminutive suffix «-ombk-». In the Ukrainian linguistic context, when a
neighbour or a casual acquaintance uses such a diminutive, it often feels patronizing or
insincerely sweet. This adaptation perfectly captures the cloying nature of Fiona’s behaviour,
which the protagonist finds unbearable. By choosing «Caponbko» over a literal phonetic
transcription, we localized the feeling of social discomfort, making Fiona's character
immediately recognizable as the nosy neighbor who oversteps emotional boundaries.

Generalization is the second of these auxiliary methods, which L. Molina and A. Hurtado
Albir (2002) define as the use of a more general or neutral term (p. 510). This approach is
illustrated in the following translation of a somatic metaphor: (12-s) She’s gone. The words echo,
circling me like vultures. She’s gone. She’s gone. She’s gone. ‘No!’ I scream. ‘Stop!’ Sare, you
fool. Did you really think you could win against the curse? What have | done? How did I trick
myself into believing that I didn’t love Mum? I never stopped caring about her. She is all I have
(Ceren 2025, p. 17). — (12-t) Mamu Ginvwe nemae. Li cnosa 6ionyniooms, Kpyjicasiouu 006koia
MeHe, M0 32paa xuxcux nmaxie. Ii 6invwe nemae. Ii 6invwe nemae. Ii 6invwe nemae. — Hi!l —
kpuuy s, 3ynunucs! Capo, mu maxa oypena. Tu cnpagdi oymana, wo 3modiceus nepemozmu
npoxknamma? o s naxoina? Ak s mozna 060ypumu cebde, nogipusuiu, wo He ar0oa0 mamy? A
HIKOIU He NMpUunuMsia mypoysamucs npo Hei. Bona — yce, wjo y MeHe 3aIutulocs Y ybomy
rismomy ceimi. In this instance, the specific imagery of wvultures is rendered through
generalization as «3rpas xmxux nraxis». In Ukrainian literary and colloquial tradition, the word
«creps’stauku» 0ften feels like a direct calque from English, which can sound jarring or overly
"biological” in such an intimate, tragic moment. By opting for a more generalized descriptive
phrase, we shifted the focus from the specific species to the predatory threat they represent. This
choice allows the metaphor to blend seamlessly with the protagonist’s internal monologue,
prioritizing the visceral feeling of being preyed upon by grief. Consequently, generalization
helps maintain the dark, oppressive atmosphere of the scene while ensuring the language feels
authentic and emotionally resonant for a Ukrainian reader.

A second illustrative instance of generalization can be observed in the following
fragment: (13-s) Someone brings me a glass of milk, as if I’'m a toddler. I can’t drink it. I cradle
the glass in my hand and repeat Munu’s words. Shut yourself away. People can’t be trusted
(Ceren 2025, p. 30). — (13-t) Xmocws nionocums meni ckianKy monoka, Haue s mana oumuna. 5
He Modicy 1020 numu. A auwe cmuckaio CKIAHKY 6 pykax i nosmopioio cioea Mywy: «3axpuiica
610 ycix. Jlloosm ne modcna dosipsmuy. From our perspective, the specific English term toddler
(a child aged 1-3) lacks a direct one-word equivalent in Ukrainian. By applying generalization
and replacing it with the broader phrase «mana nutuna», we preserved the character’s feeling of
being infantilized without overcomplicating the sentence. We argue that this shift from a specific
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lexical category to a more general one ensures that the translation remains natural and accessible
to the target audience while maintaining the pragmatic meaning of the original.

Description is the third auxiliary technique we utilized to clarify the meaning of certain
gestures or concepts. Following the classification by L. Molina and A. Hurtado Albir (2002), this
method involves replacing a term or expression with a description of its form or function. In our
work, we used this to expand on details that would otherwise remain unclear in a literal
translation. A clear example can be seen in the rendering of a non-verbal gesture: (14-s) ‘Who's
Iris, Mum?’ I asked a few weeks later, but she dismissed me with a wave. (Ceren 2025, p. 32). —
(14-t) — Xmo maxa Ipic, mamo? — 3anumana s uepe3 AKUUCb 4ac, ale 60HA MOBUKU
giomaxuynacs, oarouu 3poymimu, w0 po3moegy 3akinueno. From our perspective, simply
translating the verb «Bimmaxuynacs» wouldn’t fully capture the finality of the mother’s action.
By adding the description «garouum 3po3ymiTH, 10 po3MOBY 3akiHueHO», we help the reader
understand the emotional distance between the characters. This choice ensures that the
communicative intent of the scene is preserved.

Another instance of this technique can be seen in the description of a physical object: (15-
S) ‘Your mother—’ Her knee jabs into mine as she snatches a tarnished coaster from Dotty’s
mouth. 1 shift to avoid her squirming. (Ceren 2025, p. 15). — (15-t) — Teos mama...— Ii xonino
panmoso 80apsie MeHe, NOKU B0HA BUPUBAE NOMEMHITY 6I0 4acy NIOCMABKY 01 CKIAHOK 3
poma [Jommi. In our view, a literal translation of the adjective tarnished «noremsuina» would
not fully convey the visual state of the object in this context. By using the descriptive phrase
«IOTEMHIIA Bix yacy», we provide the reader with a clearer image of a worn-out, old household
item. This choice helps to maintain the atmospheric detail of the setting, which is a key element
of O. Ceren’s prose style.

The final auxiliary technique identified in our study is discursive creation. According to
L. Molina and A. Hurtado Albir (2002), this procedure establishes a temporary equivalence that
is totally unpredictable out of context. This was particularly useful for rendering the emotional
and idiomatic layers of the source text. A clear example of this is the translation of the phrase:
(16-s) It’s complicated, but what matters is this: the organisation serves mortals like you (Ceren
2025, p. 21). — (16-t) I]e eéce oopocni cnpasu, ane 3Hail, MU 3aXUWAEMO MAKUX MALAM, K MU.
From our perspective, a literal translation like «1ie ckmagno» would be too neutral. By creating a
temporary equivalence «mgopocii cupaBu», we adapted the dialogue to the specific relationship
between the characters (an adult addressing a child). This solution is unpredictable outside of this
specific context, which is the core characteristic of discursive creation.

The translation of lexico-grammatical and stylistic features in The Book of Heartbreak
requires a strategic combination of methods tailored to the unique "physiological™ essence of
O. Ceren’s prose. By balancing primary strategies with auxiliary techniques, we maintained the
authenticity of the protagonist’s emotional idiolect while ensuring the text remained resonant and
accessible to Ukrainian teenagers. These strategies emphasize the translator’s role in preserving
the "kinesthetic resonance” of the original, creating a reading experience that bridges the gap
between sensory experience and linguistic expression.

The comprehensive integration of these translation methods enabled the successful
reconstruction of the protagonist’s distinctive voice, preserving its somatic expressiveness and
characteristic teenage dynamics. By strategically intensifying the emotional backdrop and
flexibly shifting the register, we managed to convey the character's internal tension and
cynicism, transforming abstract English constructions into vivid, emotionally charged Ukrainian
equivalents. The use of these techniques ensured that every transformation from the adaptation
of cultural markers to the introduction of expressive linguistic devices works to create an
authentic voice. Ultimately, this comprehensive approach allows the Ukrainian reader to
experience the protagonist's psychological state on a visceral level, fulfilling the translation’s
skopos by bridging psychological authenticity with aesthetic impact within the Ukrainian cultural
landscape.
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Conclusions

The translation of lexico-grammatical and stylistic peculiarities in literary texts is a
complex process that demands both linguistic proficiency and psychological intuition. In the case
of O. Ceren’s novel The Book of Heartbreak, characterized by its “kinesthetic resonance” and
somatic markers, the translator’s primary task is to reconstruct the protagonist’s emotional
idiolect a unique linguistic fingerprint that reflects her inner trauma and raw world-sensing. This
study has established a theoretical framework and analyzed practical solutions for rendering this
idiosyncratic style into Ukrainian while ensuring pragmatic adequacy.

In Chapter 1, we presented the translation of selected fragments from O. Ceren’s novel.
This creative process was guided by the goal of crafting a literary whole where the protagonist’s
emotional idiolect is perceived by the Ukrainian reader as an aesthetically complete and visceral
experience. The translation focused on maintaining the "spirit” of the narrative, ensuring that the
character's wvulnerability, emotional outbursts, and modern adolescent vernacular remain
authentically grounded in the target language’s expressive system.

In Chapter 2, a comprehensive theoretical and analytical framework for the study was
provided. The theoretical part established that in Young Adult fiction, the recipient’s emotional
response takes precedence over formal linguistic symmetry. It was determined that achieving
dynamic equivalence is essential for bridging the gap between the source text’s sensory devices
and the Ukrainian reader’s cultural landscape. The analytical part, supported by quantitative data,
revealed a clear hierarchy of translation procedures aimed at preserving the integrity of the
emotional idiolect. The analysis focused on four primary strategies: Modulation (37,6%),
Amplification (17,8%), Variation (13,9%), and Linguistic amplification (9,9%) effectively
supplemented by auxiliary techniques such as Adaptation, Generalization, Description and
Discursive creation.

The findings in Chapter 2 further demonstrated that the successful rendering of the
protagonist’s emotional idiolect requires a flexible approach to employing techniques.
Adaptation allowed for the replacement of English cultural markers and expletives with
Ukrainian equivalents that carry the same emotional weight, while Modulation proved essential
for shifting abstract descriptions into the realm of tangible, physical sensations. Amplification
was utilized to heighten the "physiological” presence of the voice by clarifying the physical
sensations and biological reactions central to the novel’s visceral impact. Together, these
techniques ensured that the character's voice remained gritty, authentic, and profoundly resonant.

Future research may focus on the cognitive-discursive aspects of translating modern
young adult vernacular and the role of sensory-focused shifts in maintaining the communicative
adequacy of emotional idiolects across diverse linguistic environments.

In conclusion, our work on O. Ceren’s The Book of Heartbreak proves that reproducing
the emotional and aesthetic potential of a text requires the translator to go beyond literalism to
reconstruct a character's internal linguistic world. By strategically balancing these techniques, we
have successfully recreated the protagonist's emotional idiolect, fulfilling the work’s skopos by
achieving a profound psychological and aesthetic impact within the Ukrainian cultural
landscape.
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Appendices
Appendix A

Hierarchy of the Dominant Translation Techniques

Linguistic amplification
9,9%

Amplification
17,8%

Variation
13,9%

Description

4,0%

Discursive creation
3.0%

Generalization
5,9%

Modulation
37,6%

Adaptation
7.9%




