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Abstract

The translation project is devoted to translating a section from Lizzelle Sambury's Delicious
Monsters and analyzing the functioning of emotionally and stylistically marked vocabulary in the
original text and its adequate reproduction in translation. The research focuses on the challenges
posed by translating emotionally and stylistically marked vocabulary that contributes to the novel’s
horror and mystical atmosphere. In translating were used such translation strategies as
domestication, foreignization and transcreation. For implementing these translation strategies was
used the classification of translation techniques worked out by L. Molina and A. Hurtado Albir,
which are central to rendering the original’s emotional intensity and stylistic nuances accurately.
The analysis involved comparing both the source and target texts, with examples illustrating how
these techniques were applied to specific passages. The ultimate goal was to determine the most
effective strategies and techniques for capturing the book’s eerie and suspenseful atmosphere while
maintaining the integrity of the author’s stylistic decisions.

Key words: expressive vocabulary, stylistically marked vocabulary, emotionally marked
vocabulary, psychological thriller and supernatural horror, translation techniques, translation
strategies.

AHoTaIis

[lepexnananpKuii MPOEKT TMPHUCBSIUEHO 3IIHCHEHHIO TEpeKianay ypuBKy 3 KHUrH Jlizens
Camoypi Delicious Monsters, a Takox aHami3i (YHKIIOHYBaHHS EMOIIWHO Ta CTHJIICTHYHO
MapKOBAHOI JIEKCHKH B TEKCTi OpUTIHATY Ta IUIAXIB ii aJeKBaTHOTO BIATBOPEHHS MpPU MEPEKIIaIi.
JlocniKeHHs 30CepeKYEThCs Ha BUKIIMKAX, OB’ sI3aHUX 13 MEPEKIIaZoM EMOLIIIHO Ta CTHIIICTHYHO
MapKOBaHOI JIGKCHKH, III0 CTBOPIOE aTMoc(epy kaxy Ta MicTUKM B pomani. [lin wac mepekmamy
3aCTOCOBYBAIMCH TaKi MepeKiaalbKi cTpaTerii, IK JoMecTUKallis, (popeHusarliss Ta TpaHCKpeallis.
Jnsg iX OpakTUYHOTO BTUIEHHS BHKOPUCTOBYBAJUCh IEpeKialalbKi TEXHIKH, po3poOieni JI.
Mozninoro Ta A. Yprago AnpOipoM, sIKi € LEHTPAJIbHUMHU Ui TOYHOTO BIATBOPEHHS €MOLiIHOT
Hampyru Ta CTHJIICTUYHMX OCOOJMBOCTEM opuriHamxy. Y TMpolecl aHali3y IOpiBHIOBAIUCS
OpUTIHAIBHUHN Ta MEepEeKIaeHUI TEeKCTH 3 MPHUKIAJaMH, sIKi LTFOCTPYIOTh 3aCTOCYBaHHS LIUX TEXHIK
JI0 KOHKpETHUX ypuBKiB. OCHOBHOIO METOIO OyJIO BU3HAUEHHS ONTHUMAJIBHUX CTpaTeridl Ta TEXHIK
JUId Tiepefadl MICTHYHOI HAmpyKeHOoi aTMocdepu KHHUTH, 30epirarouM IUTICHICTh aBTOPCHKUX
CTHJIICTUYHHX PIILIEHb.

KurouoBi cioBa: excnpecuBHa JIEKCHKA, CTHJIICTUYHO MapKOBaHA JIEKCHUKA, E€MOILIiITHO
MapKoBaHa JIEKCHKa, ICUXOJOTIYHMM Tpwiep 1 HaANPUPOAHMN >KaX, NEpeKyagalbKi TEXHIKH,
nepekyaialbKi cTparerii.
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Introduction

Fiction is an integral part of culture, allowing readers to immerse themselves in fictional
stories that often illustrate the problems people face in the real world. One such example is the
novel Delicious Monsters, which attracts the audience with its intriguing plot and relevant topics
that concern young adults. Delicious Monsters is a combination of psychological thriller and
supernatural horror. The author of this novel is Trinidadian-Canadian writer Liselle Sambury, who
specializes in fiction that intersects various genres, including fantasy, science fiction, and horror.
This novel exemplifies Sambury’s talent for combining horror and mysticism, creating an eerie and
suspenseful atmosphere intended for young adult readers.

The book raises important issues such as identity, self-acceptance, complex relationships
between children and parents, truth-seeking, moral choices, and racism, making it more relevant to
a young audience. The plot develops around a mysterious house, portrayed as a lively protagonist
and embodies human qualities. The author skillfully combines elements of the real world with
supernatural components, depicting the problems of young adults against the backdrop of mystical
phenomena.

The main characters of the novel are two adolescent girls whose stories develop in different
time periods. Daisy, who can see ghosts, moves into an old mansion with her mother, hoping to
escape her traumatic past, but soon uncovers the dark secrets of the mansion and her family. A
decade later, Brittney, tries to investigate the secret of the mysterious mansion and escape her
abusive mother. Each of the girls struggles with their traumas and uncovers dark truths.

One of the novel’s peculiarities is the usage of expressive vocabulary, which creates a
mystical and tense atmosphere, allows readers to immerse themselves in the characters’ inner
world, and adds informality and a special youthful colour to the communications between the
characters.

Therefore, during our work, we will focus on the research of expressive vocabulary,
determine the peculiarities of the book genre, and reveal the difficulties that arise during translation.

Moreover, to better explore this topic, | participated in scientific and practical conference of
students, postgraduates and young researchers “New Trends in Translation Studies Philology and
Linguodidactics in the Context of Globalisation Processes”, and published the theses titled
“Emotionally Marked Vocabulary: Ways of Translation”.

The goal of our project is to translate the fragment of the novel, explore expressive
vocabulary, and explain the translation techniques used to preserve the eerie and mystical
atmosphere of the source text.

The objectives of the translation project are:

- to translate the fragment of the novel,
to characterize the genre of the book;
to study and classify expressive vocabulary in the source text;
to define and explain applied translation techniques to achieve translation strategies.

The structure of the translation project. The translation project consists of an
introduction, 2 chapters, references, an annotation, and 3 appendixes. The total volume of the
translation project is 71 pages.



Chapter 1

Translation of the novel Delicious Monsters by Liselle Sambury

Source text

Target text

Chapter 3. Brittney

The thing about having a name like Brittney is that it creates
a certain image. An impression.

Picture a Brittney. Right now. Think of who that might be.

I bet you’re not imagining me.

That’s the best part about my name. People never see me
coming. | stride through the office, towering over the other interns
at my full5°11” height, taking up space with a Yeah, I'm fat, get
over it attitude, black—and-lilac—colored braids swinging above
my shoulders, and my laptop tucked under my arm. The thing
about confidence is that it doesn’t matter if you really have it or
not, so long as you pretend well enough. And at Torte, presenting
anything less than what I’m bringing would get me eaten alive.

Torte used to be the sort of media company synonymous
with those videos you saw on Facebook where disembodied hands
showed you how to make quick meals on a hot plate as if they
didn’t have an entire studio kitchen. Like you didn’t have an entire
kitchen too. “Brownies 5 Ways,” “Six 5—Ingredient Chicken
Dinners You Won’t Believe,” shit like that. One day, someone had
the bright idea to film interns trying some of the more outlandish
recipes. Literally called “Interns Try Our Most—Hated Recipes,”
and it blew the lid off the internet as far as food—niche videos were
concerned. That was only a few years ago, and I’m really fucking
glad that I wasn’t an intern then.

Today it’s a company filled with talented young people
making viral videos for its various affiliated YouTube channels
and also people like Kevin, relics of early marketing who got their
management jobs via distant uncles who themselves got to be

Po3nin 3. bpirtHi

Crpasa B ToMy, 1110 iM’s1 BpiTHI CTBOpIOE MEBHMIA 00pa3 0COOMCTOCTI —
CKJIa/Ia€ TIEBHE BPaXKEHHS. Y sIBITh 001 NIBUMHY 3 IIUM IMEHEM IPSIMO 3apa3 i
noyMaiTe, Ik BOHa MorJia O BUTJISAATH. 3aKIaJaloch, IO 5 30BCIM He
BiJIMOBiAat0 Baomy ysiBiaeHHI0. Och y IbOMY 1 YapiBHICTh MOTO iIMEH1: BOHO
IIPUXOBYE T€, KUM 5 € HACTIPABI].

S kpokyto Kpi3b odic, HEMOB KOpabelb IJIUBE cepell XBHUIIb,
3M1MMar0YuCh HaJ yciMa cTakepamu cBoiMu 180 caHTHMeTpamu 3poCTy Ta
BUTICHSIOUN 1X Kpyriaumu popmamu. Ha niedi cniajiae 4opHo-0y3KkoBe Bojoccs,
i1 TaXBOIO 3aTHCHYTUH HOYTOYK, SIKHW CTBOPIOE AiIoBHiA 00pa3. Miit BUTIISL,
3J1a€ThCs, caM NpoMoBIIsie: «Tak, st TOBCTA, 1 110 3 Toro? 3MUpiThes 3 UM !»

CrnpaBa B TOMY, 1110 BIIEBHEHICTh — II€ MacKa, IKYy MO>KHA HaJliITH, HaBITh
SKILO BCEPEMHI TH BiIUyBaelll cede 1HaKIIe.

A B Torte, sx0u 5 IMOKa3ajaa CBOIO HEBIECBHEHICTE — MeHe 0 3'in
KHUBLIEM.

Torte Oyina Ti€ro MeIIaKOMIIAHIEI0, sIKA IITaMITyBasia BiIeo 3
«Facebooky». Ha kagpax BUIHUINCE HE3PO3YMLJIO UHi PYKH, K1 TOTYyBaJli Ha
IUTMTI II0Ch HABMaHHS, HEMOB Y HUX He OyJo cTyAii-KyxHi A 3iiomok. 11lock
Ha KIUTAJIT POJIMKIB MiJ HAa3BOIO «5 METOIB NPUToTyBaHHs bpayHi», «6
HEHMOBIPHO CMaYyHUX CTPaB 3 KypKH, JIHILE 3 5 MPOCTUX 1HTPEIIEHTIBY, 1 TaKe
1HIIE JIaiiHO.

[Tam’siTaro sIKOCh KOMYCh CHaJIO Ha YMKY 3HSITH CTaXepiB, SKi
JIeTYCTYIOTh KyJliHapHI eKcriepuMeHTH. Bifeo mix Ha3Bowo «CTaxkepu iAiTh
HEICTIBHI CTpaBW» MilipBaiio [HTepHET cepen KyaiHapHuX O1oriB. e Oymo
JIMIIE KiTbKa POKIB TOMY, 1 51 10 Oica paja, 1110 TOJi He CTa)KyBaJjlach TYT.

Crorozni y Torte mopsia 3 Takumu Jiro16Mu ik KeBiH, KUil € pesnikBiero
PaHHBOTO MAapKETHUHTY, Ta OTPUMAaB KEPIiBHY 110CALy 3aBJSIKU TOMY, 1110
HapOJIMBCS Yy «IIpaBWIbHIN ciM '1», paiftoe O6arato TasianoBuToi Mosoai. Came




important by being born into the right families.

From across the room, Kevin shrinks in his seat, trying to
pretend like he doesn’t know I’'m coming for him.

That’s the thing about implementing a work policy like “no
closed doors” in an effort to make the workplace seem more fun
and liberal than it is. It means people like Kevin, my manager and
an altogether—-mediocre white man who makes more than triple the
basic intern wage they give my Black ass, doesn’t have anywhere
to hide.

We literally work in a giant warehouse that exists on a
single floor where the only privacy comes from either the
bathroom or the meeting and filming rooms that border the entire
perimeter of the space.

Part of me knows | shouldn’t bitch. Most of the other
students in my film production program struggled to find
internships during the summer, and of those who did, precisely all
had duties that included coffee runs. A chore | have been spared
from. I’m a rare case in that I not only get to make content, | also
get paid in more than “experience.” Except it’s still barely above
minimum wage. And | continue to be rejected for every
government grant and loan for students because my mom’s
income is too high.

Once again, she’s made my life more difficult than it
needed to be.

I stop in front of Kevin’s desk. He has three screens
arranged in a semicircle around him, presumably to hide how little
work he actually does. It’s also completely bare. Kevin is
generally uninspired. He came from a huge tech company that
some family member founded and is about forty in a company
where everyone is either in their early twenties, or like me, late
teens, which got him a position of authority that he has yet to
prove he deserves.

“Ready for our meeting?” I say, forcing my voice to adopt a
chipper “Brittney” tone.

BOHHU CTBOPIOIOTH BipyCHI Bijeo /it YouTube-kaHamy Hammoi koMmnaHii.

KeBiH cuauTh y iHIIOMY KiHIII KIMHATH 1 HOMY, MOEMY MEHEIKEpY,
OUIOIIKIPOMY YOJIOBIKY, SKUW OTPUMYE OUIBII, HIXK TOTPIHHY 3apIuiaTy
CTaXKepa, HIKYIH MOMITUCh. A TIPUYHMHA Y TOMY, 1110 KOMIIaHis 3apoBaIuia
MOJIITHKY BIAKPUTHUX JIBEPEH, 3 METOIO CTBOPUTH BIILHUN Ta KUBUU MTPOCTIP.
BiH omycTUBIIM OIS XOBAETHCS Y Kpicii, HaYe He 0AUUTh, 110 5 IPIMYIO
came J10 HbOTO.

Mu (pakTHYHO TpaIFoEMO Ha BEIUYE3HOMY CKJIali, 1€ BCe
PO3TaIIOBaHO HA OJHOMY MOBepCi. €AMHMI croci0 CXOBATUCH BiJ MOTIISAIIB 1
BIJITOYUTH — 11e 200 Tyasier, 200 KIMHATH JIJIsl TIEPETOBOPIB 1 B1JICO3HOMOK.

Pozywmito, 110 HEMae ceHCy BUpa)kaTh HE3aJ0BOJICHHs. BibIIoCTi CTyIeHTaM
MOT0 KypCY 3 KIHOBUPOOHHUIITBA BaXXKO OYJIO 3HAUTH MicIIe JUI CTAKYBaHHS,
ajie Bce K KOMY BIAaBaJIOCs 3HAUTH, TO €IMHUHN IXHii 000B 30K — MPUHOCUTHU
kaBy. be3rimy3e 3aHATTS, sKe MEHe OMHHYII0. MeHi MOmacTuIIo, 1o 5 He
TIJIbKY CTBOPIOIO KOHTEHT 1 HAOYBarO «JIOCBIAY», ajie i OTPUMYIO 3apILIATHIO.
Och TiNBKH, BOHA BCE IIIE JIEAb MIEPEBUIIYE MiHIMANKY. | geprkaBa i Hagami
BIJIMOBJISIE MEH1 y TpPaHTaX 1 MO3UKaX JIJIsl CTY/ACHTIB, OCKIIBKA MaMHUH JTOX1]]
MEPEBUIILYE iXHI JIMITH.

Bona 3HOBY 3po0uiia MO€ KUTTS CKJIaIHIIINM, HI)K BOHO MOTJIO O1
OyTH.

S 3ynunstocs nepen crosiom Kepina. HaBkos0 HOTO CTOSATH TPH
eKpaHH, UMOBIPHO, JJIsl TOTO, 11100 MPUXOBATH, SIK HACTIPaB1 BIH MaJIO MPAILIOE.
Ha #ioro cromni Hemae Hiyoro 3aiiBoro. KeBiH, cxoxe, HE 3 THX, KOT'O HaJ[lXa€e
poboya armocdepa.

Momy npu6nmsHo copok pokiB. Bin mparoe y koMmanii, e Bcim a6o
TPOXH 3a IBAALSTH a00 K MEeH1 OJM3bKO ABaALSTH. BiH mpuitios 3
BEJIMYE3HOI TEXHOJIOTYHOT KOMIaHii, IKYy 3aCHyBaB XTOCh 13 H1Oro poanyis,
caMme Tak BiH OTpHMaB KepiBHY nocaay y Torte, Ha sSIKy BiH Ille Ma€ JOBECTH, 10
3aCIIyTOBYE.

—'oToBHIA 10 HAMIOT 3yCTPIYi? — MUTAIO 51, 3SMYLITYIOUH CBil roJoc
HaOyTu 6agp0poro ToHy «bpiTHI».

BiH KMBHYB 1 MIIXONMUBCS, HE3rPaOHO BiJI €IHYIOYH HOYTOYK Bij
pobodyoro croiy.

— Ere x, mu B Ocean Room....Sl x HaueOTO BKa3aB 1€ B 3aMpOIICHH1?




He nods and jerks to his feet, sloppily unhooking his laptop
from its desk setup. “Yup, we’re in the Ocean Room.... Did I not
put that in the invite?”

"l saw, but | looked over and noticed you here and figured
we could make our way there together.” I grin at him, and he
forces a smile back. No way am | gonna let him catch me sitting in
that room twiddling my fucking thumbs while he plays his weak—
ass power move and comes in late. Nah.

On our way to the Ocean Room, we pass the communal
book shelf, which I purposely look away from. It was one of those
ideas proposed by a committee of people who take bonding with
everyone at work too seriously. Somewhere on there is a book
featuring a black dust jacket with a photo of my mom smiling
proudly. Meanwhile, within the pages, she details every time she
let me go hungry, every boyfriend she let shout abuse at me just
for existing, and the multiple instances in which she explained
what a burden I had put on her. All in the name of transparency so
that she can say how she was “saved” and how much she’s
“grown.” Every bit of my business now available for anyone to
read. A New York Times bestseller for eight years alongside the
four self-help books she published, the massively successful
annual speaking tour, and the soon-to—be—greenlit film adaptation
of her life.

People love the trauma. They adore a chance to tell a Black
woman how strong she is. More than that, she represents an out. A
way for people to cleanse themselves of their past and come out
shiny and new.

People fall over themselves chasing the same experience she
claims to have had and come back with their own reports of how
much they’ve developed.

Once the do—gooders in the office realized who | was, they
set a fifteen—minute meeting to ask me if it was all right for them
to have the book on the shelf because “even though we know you
have a better relationship with your mom these days, it does

— Taxk, s 6aunna, ajge 03UpHYBIIKCH, TOMiTUIA Bac 1 mogymana, mo mMu
MOTJIY O TITH TYIU Pa3oM.

S mocmixarock oMy, a BiH CHJIOMIIb HATATYE MTOCMIIIKY Y BiAMOBIb.

Hi B sikoMy pa3i y HbOTO He BUIJIE 3aCTaTH MEHE OJIHY B NIEPEroBOPHii
KIMHATI B O4IKyBaHHI, KOJIYITAIOYKHCh MAJIBIIEM Y HOC1, KOJIM BiH 3aIT1i3HIOETHCA.
Hi, nikomu.

Hopororo 1o Ocean Room mMu npoxoaAnMo MOB3 CIUIbHY KHHKKOBY
TIOJIMITIO, BiJ] SIKOT sl HABMHUCHO BiZBOKY morJsii. Lle Oyma ueprosa ines
aKTHUBICTIB, K1 HAJITO MEPEHMarOThCs TUM, 100 yci Ha poOOTi Oynu SK 0/1HA
cim’s. Jlech TaM € KHIDKKA Y YOpHIN CynepoOKIaanHI 13 300paXXKeHHAM MO€T
MaMH, sIKa TOPJI0 TTOCMIXa€eThCsl. Y cepeinHi 11€1 KHUTU BOHA 0 HaWIpiOHIIIHIX
MOPOOHUIIH OMTUCYE KOXKEH BHUIAI0K, KOJIU 3aJIMIIaTa MEHE TOJIOAHOIO,
KOKHOT'O XJIOMIIS, SKOMY JI03BOJIsUIa 3HYIIATUCH HAJll MHOIO, JIUIIE 32 MOE
ICHYBaHHSI, 1 HEBIIMHHO JIOBOJIMIIA, IO 5 — ii roJoBHMM Oitb. | BCe 1Me i
racioM «BIIKPUTOCTI», 3 METOI MPOAEMOHCTPYBATH SIK i1 «BUTATIIH 3 00JIOTa»
1, IKUH IUIAX «CaMOPO3BUTKY» BOHA Mpoiiiia. Tenep KoxKeH MOXke IPOYUuTaTH
PO yce HAlMOTaeMHIIIE 3 MOTO KUTTA. YOTUPU KHUTH 3 CAMOPO3BUTKY, SIK1
BOHa omyOikyBana, Bu3HaHi 6ectcenepom The New York Times. [l{opiuni
3yCTpidi 3 YUTa4aMu He BTpayaroTh MOMYISIPHOCTI, a GUIbM IpO i1 KUTTS, KU
HEBJIOB31 BUIiIe, BUKJIMKAE THTEPEC.

JIronsam nojo6aroThes TpaBMU. BoHM 000KHIOIOTH YOPHOILKIPY JKIHKY,
0COOJIMBO KOJIM BOHA BIAKPUTO PO3IOBIIA€ TIPO CBIiif KUTTEBUMA MOCBi. Lle
ixHiH croci6 mo30yTHcs BaHTaKy BIACHOTO MUHYJIOTO Ta IMOYATH XKHUTTS 3
YHCTOTO apKyIIa.

Bonu rotoBi Ha Bce, 11100 TOBTOPUTH 11 TOCBiA, @ HOTIM AiNAThCS
CBOIMH BJIACHUMHU ICTOPISIMU PO HEMMOBIPHE MEPEBTIICHHS.

Sxock 10O6po3UUIKBIIL 30aTrHYIH XTO S TaKa 1 BIAIITYBaIX OJiIl-
onuTyBaHHS. BoHM X0Tinu ni3HaTHCcs yM st OyBa HE MIPOTHU TOTO, 100 KHUTA
CTOsUIa Ha MoJnii. Xo4a BOHHU i 3HAJM, IO «5 HAJIaroJniaa CTOCYHKH 3
MaMOI0», aJie BCe K TaKh TypOyBaJIuCs PO MOi «CYMHI criorafu». S He XoTiia
BiaMoBisiTH. He XoTina, 100 BOHU AUBUIIKCS Ha MEHE KATIOHUMU
OnararounmMu ounMa. Ta i mo 3 Toro? Bonu y 6yas-skomy pasi ii mpounTainu O.

SIK 51 MOTJIa CKa3aTu X04 OJHE IOTaHEe CJIOBO MPO TY «CBATY» JKIHKY,
0e3 MOPYKH 5KOi, sl He MOTJIa OTPUMATH Hi KPEUT HAa HABYAHHS, HI OPEHIYBaTH




contain painful memories.” I wasn’t about to say no and have them
send sad—puppy—dog glances my way. What did it matter? They
would read it anyway.

And how could I say a bad word about the reformed woman
who | needed as cosigner for my bank loan for school and my
rental lease? | realized pretty quickly that when you’re eighteen,
people don’t want to give you much without a real adult to vouch
for you. Turning nineteen didn’t change anything either. I didn’t
want her help. But what was the alternative? Housing in Toronto is
competitive. Other kids showed up with their parents, a credit
check, multiple cosigners, and the cash on hand for first and last
month’s rent. I had spent so long suffering, it felt like this bit of
freedom being away from her was worth it, even if | needed her to
get it.

But it also makes it feel like I haven’t left at all.

I’m still in her suffocating embrace.

Until I have the stability to carry myself, she’s the only
thing keeping me afloat. And she’s made it very clear that my
expressing to anyone that our relationship is less than ideal would
mean that well running dry.

I force myself not to think of it as we enter the Ocean
Room. Jayden is already inside with his laptop open, scrolling
through his phone. It makes me think immediately of us in our
first year at Toronto Film School. We both got the texts from our
other group project teammates bailing at the same time. | was in
the doorway, and he was inside our meeting room. | would have
left. I’d planned to. I’d had these grand ideas of reinventing myself
in college. I wouldn’t be the quiet, wounded girl in the corner that
I was in elementary school, too shy and scared to talk to anyone.
But I also wouldn’t be the completely hostile bitch that [ was in
high school, too furious and jaded to let anyone in. There would be
a balance. I would be personable. I would make friends. And Mom
wouldn’t be around to ruin it just because she could.

But in that moment, staring at my first chance to reach out, |

x)uTi0. I mobpe ycBioMuIIa, 110 JIFOIA HE MOCHIIIAITh TOO1 10BipsATH 0e3
JIOPOCIIOTO MOPYYHTENSI, HABITh KO TOOI BXKE BiCIMHAAIATH. | Te, 110 MeHi
BUITOBHUJIOCS IEB’ATHAIIATH, TEXK HIUOTO He 3MiHWIO. S HEe Xouy, 11100 BOHA
MeHi jonomarana. Ase xiba € Buxin? 3HailTH KHUTI0 B TOPOHTO — 1€ CIIPABIKHE
BUNPOOYBaHHA. [HII AiTH puXoamM 3 6aTbKaMu, 3 0€3I0raHHOIO KPEIUTHOIO
ICTOpI€TO, MIJIOK apMi€l0 MMOPYYUTENIB 1 JOCTATHBOIO CYMOIO TOTIBKH 32
MIEePIIMH 1 OCTaHHIM MicCsIli OpeHau. Sl Tak TOBro cTpaxkaaia 1 Tak BTOMHJIACS
BiJl MAMHHOI OTIIKH, 1110 TOTOBa Oyia Ha Bce, abu 3100yTH X0U KPaTuTio
CcBOOOM, HABITH SKILO IS IBOTO MOTPIOHO OYII0 3BEPHYTHUCS MO TIOTIOMOTY
caMe 10 Hel.

BinuyTTs TOTO, IO 5 BCE III€ 3aJIe)KHA BiJl MAMH, HE TOKUAIIO MEHE.

A noci B 11 3aaynunBUX 00ifiMax, sKi HE JarOTh MCHI KUTH.

[Toku 51 HE MOXKY 3a0e3neunTr cobi piHAHCOBY CTAOLIBbHICTh, BOHA
€/IMHA XTO JAONIOMarae MeHi TPUMaTHCh Ha IJ1aBy. | BOHa 4iTKO J1ana 3po3yMiTH,
AKIIO 51 XO4 KOMYCh HAaTSAKHY Ha MPOOJIEMH B HAllIMX CTOCYHKaX — TO BBayKai
BCE MPOTIAJO.

Ha nopo3i 10 Ocean Room s Hamaratoch BUKHHYTH 3 TOJIOBU IIei
HenoTpi0. JkeieH yxe Tam, 3 BIIKPUTUM HOYTOYKOM, TOPTA€E CBil TeleoH.
Onpasy 3raayro nepiuii Kypc B TOPOHTIBChKil KiHOIIKOJ Ta MUTh, KOJIU MU
000€ 0JHOYACHO OTPUMAJIM MOBIAOMJIEHHS B/l HAIIMX OJHOTPYIHUKIB PO TE,
1110 BOHU BUXOJISATh 3 MIPOEKTY.

S crosina y nBepsix, a BiH CUAIB y IeperoBopHiil kiMHaTi. S 6 minuta. 5
TakK 1 maHyBaia. JlyMKH po nepeocMHUCIIEHHs CBOET 0COOUCTOCTI CTaJH
HapKHUM KaMEHEeM Yy KoJiemki. S Ouiblie He XOTijIa CUIITH B KYTOUKY THXOIO,
00paKEHOI0, HATISIKAHOIO Ta COPOM " SI3JIMBOIO JIIBUMHKOIO TTOYATKOBOI LIIKOJIH,
sKa Oostacs 3 KUMOCh 3arOBOPUTH. AJjie BOJHOYAC s HE Oakaia oKa3yBaTu
BCIM SIKUM arpeCHUBHHMM, PO3JTFOUEHUM Ha CBIT CTEpBO s Oysa y cTapuiii mIKodi.
S XoTina 3HalTH 30JI0TY CEPEIMHY, BIIKPUTHUCS JIFOIAM, 11100 MaTu apy3iB. I
Mama 0 He cTaja Ha 3aBajii IPOCTO Yepe3 Te, 110 MA€ TaKy MOKJIHUBICTb.

I ochk B TOIt MOMEHT, KOJI 1 MOTJIa 3pOOUTH TEPIINI KPOK JIO CBOTO
NEPEeBTIIEHHS — Miil BHYTpIIIHINA TOJI0C 3MYCHB MEHE 3yNUHUTHCA. S 1ymana
PO IPUYUHH, Yepe3 sIKi 5 Maro ce0e HEHaBUAITH — PO Ti MPUYMHH, SIKI Mama
BHUCJIOBHJIA BroJIoc, abo, K1 MPOCOYMINCS MK pAaKaMH il MoBUaHHS. SIK s
MorJjia MPOCUTH KOTOCh MOJOOUTH MEHE, KOJIM cama TUIbKU royasia cobi




froze. My head was crowded with all the reasons | had to hate
myself. The ones Mom had said outright and the ones she’d said
without speaking a word. How was | supposed to ask someone to
like me when | was only just starting to like me?

I couldn’t do it.

So Jayden did it for me.

He grinned and said ”Hey, do you believe in ghosts?”

[ didn’t. Still don’t. But I love to pick apart what people
think is supernatural. We spent hours going back and forth with
our theories. And Haunted was born. Our little YouTube show that
we poured months into. Jayden’s strength was the research and,
despite his spiritual beliefs, a commitment to objective fact. Mine
was crafting an emotional connection to the people involved and
making the audience care about them.

We launched the first season and hit a million views in a
month. The week after, Torte came to us with a deal. We would
sell them the rights and then get to intern there in the summer after
our first year of college, working on the second season. Another
smash hit.

At the time, I don’t think either of us had really understood
what giving over our series meant beyond a check. Or even what
working at Torte would actually be like. Sure, we got amazing
equipment, always—accessible studio space, all the stock photos
and video we could want, and an actual budget.

But we also got Kevin.

He takes a seat in a chair with an aggressively vibrant
tropical—fish print. Right beside the door, as if he needs to be close
to an exit. | let him settle in before | sit down. Even seated, | tower
over him. This guy in his ridiculous plain black T—shirt and too—
loose chinos would be the one assessing the monetary success of
Haunted, and if it failed to out perform both its previous seasons,
he would be the one to make an extra—sad face at us while he
suggested bringing in some help. Which would mean having full-
time producers effectively colonize what we started. Contractually

HOTpOXY nojpodarucs?

51 He morna BriopaTucH.

Tox J[keieH 3poOuB 1€ 3a MEHE.

Bin ycMmixHyBcs 1 ckazaB: «[IpuBit, a TH BipuIl y mpuBHIIB?»

Hikxomu He Bipuna. I qoci He Bipto. [Ipote s kaiidyro Bix po3ciiayBaHb
yCbOTI0, 1110 JIFOX HAa3UBatOTh HAAIPpUpoAHUM. I Tak 3’ sBuincs «IIpuBnam» —
Hale MajeHbke YouTube-110y, Ha CTBOPEHHS! IKOTO MU BUTPATUIA YUMAJIO
yacy. CuibpHOIO cTOopoHOI0 JIKeiinena Oyno AOCHiKEHHsI 00’ €KTUBHUX (DaKTIB.
Bin 3aBx1u 1IyKaB BiJIMOBi1, HE3BAKAIOUM HA PENiriiiHi mepekoHanHs. Mos x
CHJIa Y CTBOPEHHI €MOI[IHOTO 3B’SI3KY 13 IEpCOHaKaMH Ta 3aIliKaBJICHHI
rIJa4iB Y IXHIH 1071

Mu 3aIryCTHIIN TIEPIIHA CE30H 1 3a MICSIb HaOpaJid MiTbIOH
neperisaaiB. TwxkaeHb noromy koMmnanis Torte 3BepHyIack 10 Hac 3
npono3uiiero. Mu nmpojany iM rpasa, a moTiM MPOXOAWIH TaM MPAKTHKY
BJITKY HICJIs IEPIIOTO KypCy, MPALIOI0UN HAJl IPYTUM CE30HOM. 3HOBY Ha
KpHJIaX yCITiXy.

Toxi Mu i1 He ysABIsUIH, 1110 KPUETHCS 3a Mepelavyeto MpaB Ha cepial,
OKpIM XKHpHOro yeka. AOO HaBiTh SIKOIO HacrpaBl € podora B Torte. 3BicHO,
MU MaJIM KpyTe3HY TEXHIKY, TOCTYIIHY CTY[i0, yci 6axaHi CTOKOBI (OTO Ta
B1JI€O, a TAKOXK pEaTbHUN OIOJIKET.

I 3Buyaiino x 3’siBUBCs KeBiH.

Bin ciB Ha cTinelp, OOTATHYTHIM TKAHUHOIO 3 ICKPaBUM ITPUHTOM
TpONiYHUX pHO, MpsiMO O1Is 1BEpei, Haue XOTiB OyTH sKoMora OJHmK4e 10
BUXOy. S 103BOJIMIIA HOMY BMOCTUTHCS, MIEPII HIX cija cama. HaBiTh cuasuu,
s Oy7na 3HAYHO BUIIIOKO 32 HBOTO. Lleli xmonenp y 0e3riy3 it 4opHiit GpyTdomii
1 MIIIKYBAaTHX IITaHAX MaB BUpilIyBaTu a0i0 «[IpuBuaiBy, 1 IKII0 HOBUI
CE30H HE MepeBepIINTh 0OUIBA MUHYJII CE30HH, TO BiH 3 HA/I3BUUYAITHO CYMHHUM
BHPA30M O0JINYUS 3aIPOIIOHYE JTOJIATKOBY J0ToMory. Hamn nmpoekT nepeiimon
O i1 MOBHUN KOHTPOJIb MOCTIHHUX MpofocepiB. Xoya (GopManbHO BOHU HE
MaJIi TIpaBa Mo30aBUTH HAC MICIIA, ajleé BOHM MOTJIM TIOCTIMHO OJIOKYBAaTH HaIIIi
MPOMO3HULi, aK MTOKK MU CaMi HE 3aX0YEeMO 3BIIbHUTHUCS.

[ 3HOBY MM 3BHYaiiHI CTYI€HTH, sIKI OOPIOTHCS 32 MailOyTHE
Harepe0/iH1 BUILYCKY. A Mpisi PO Hallle M0y PO3JeTiiach B APY3KH.

A 3mimmoro 3yowm, a JxeiaeH TMBUTHCS Ha MEHE 3aCTEPEKITHBO.
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they couldn’t push us out, but they could make sure that none of
our contributions were approved until we got frustrated enough to
leave.

Back to being two ordinary college students, fighting for
prospects as graduation looms. Our show, gone.

I grit my teeth, and Jayden gives me a warning look.

“New laptop sticker?”” he says in a friendly voice, pointing
to Kevin’s MacBook decorated with, I shit you not, the branding
decals we get from sponsors. Most of the other managers leave
their laptops clean, but of course Kevin has to “fit in” with us and
somehow thought logos was the way to do it.

Kevin beams.

“Yeah, just had a meeting with Airbnb. We’re trying to
work something out with them.

Fuck, I hate office small talk.

“For Haunted?”

“Not right now, but we could consider that. Speaking of,”
Kevin says in the world’s worst transition, “I wanted to chat with
you two about your proposal.”

Jayden throws me a sidelong glance as if to say, Told you.

I purposely don’t look back at him. “What about it?”

“Unfortunately, it was turned down.”

“Oh?” I ask, my voice going so high—pitched that it’s
somehow on the edge of aggressive.

Kevin squirms.

“The stakeholders feel that ‘Forgotten Black Girls’ as a
theme is a bit isolating and niche. And they wonder if we’ll have
enough material by sticking to ghost stories with such specific
parameters. It’s a really important topic, but it feels like one part
of something bigger. They would love to see you open it up wider.
Everyone believes that you two can really push the limits with this
season.”

Push the limits? That’s exactly what that theme is doing. But
apparently, we have very different understandings of what that

— Hogwuii cTikep Ha HOYTOYII? — TOOPO3UUIIMBO 3AMUTYE BiH, BKa3yIOUH
Ha MacBook Kesina.

3y0 naro, 11e OpeHI0B1 HAKJICHKH BiJ] CHOHCOPIB. 31€01IbIIIOr0 1HIII
MEHE/KEPH 3aJIUIIAI0Th CBOI HOYTOYKH YUCTHMH, aje, 3BiCHO kK, KeBiH
MOBUHEH «BIUCYBATUCS) B HAIll KOJIEKTHUB, 1 YOMYCh BUPILIUB, 1110 JIOTOTHIIH —
e HalKpamui crocio, oo 1e 3poouTH.

KeBiH mocMixHyBCHl.

— Tak, TiITbKK-HO 3aKiHYHMIIACs 3yCTpid 3 Komnaniero Airbnb.
CrnogiBaemocs Ha IUIITHY B3aEMOJIIIO.

Yopt, He niepeHoy i o¢icHI Oamavky.

— Jlo «IIpuBugiB»?

— He 3apas3, ane i mpo 1oy moroBopuMo. [lo pedi, — KeBin HamaraeTsbcs
HEJOTEMHO MEPEeUTH 70 1HIIOI TEMH, — 51 XOTIB OOTOBOPUTH 3 BAMU JIBOMA BaIlly
MPOTIO3HULIIIO.

JIKeiieH Kuaae Ha MeHEe KOCHH oIS, HiOu Kakyur «S1 5k ka3aB!»

51 HaBMUCHE HE 03UPaOCs Ha HbOTO:

— A 110 3 Hero?

— Ha »anb, HaM BIIMOBHJIH.

— [Io? — 51 3anUTYyI0 MPOHU3IUBHUM T'OJIOCOM, JIeAb CTPUMYIOUU
pO3JIpaTyBaHHS.

KeBiH CKpHBHBCH.

— IaBecTopu BBaXKarOTh, 10 TeMa «3a0yTi YOPHOIIKIPI A1BYATAY € JIEIO
BY3bKOIO Ta HE 3aXOMUTh MIUPOKY ayAUTOPil0. IX TypOye, 10 HaM He
BHUCTA4MTh LIKABOIO MaTepialy Mpo MPUBHU/IB, ITOB’sI3aHUX CaMe 3
TEMHOIIKIpUMH AiBUaTaMu. Tak, 11e akTyalbHa IpoOiieMa, alie CTBOPIOETHCS
Bpa)XEHH4, 1110 1€ JuIie GpparMeHT 4orock Ouboro. Bonu xorinu 6, 106 Bu
HIMpILE PO3KPHIIH 1i. YCi BIEBHEHI, 1II0 BU JIBOE MAETE MOTEHINIA] BUMTH 32
MEXI1 I[bOTO CE30HY.

Buiitu 3a Mexi? Came 1151 TeMa Ma€ NepCreKTUBY BUBECTH HOBUI CE30H
Ha IHITUH piBEHBb. AJie, CX0XKe, MH 0a4UMO PO3BUTOK TOI1d a0COIFOTHO T10-
pi3HOMY. 32 MOPOXKHIMH OajlaukaMu MPUXOBYETHCS T€, 1110 KOMIIaHii Hemae
JIiJ1a 10 «YOPHOIIKIPUX JIBYATY.

S 3ragyto, Sk cuiiia y Hamii KBapTupi, Koau MeHi 0yio ciM. lanbii
3JIICHO Jpsinajiu Bopc Kuinma. Mawma 3 sskuMoch 0oiidpeHIoM noixasia Ha




11

means. It’s just a bunch of corporate run around to say that no one
cares about forgotten Black girls.

I think of sitting in our apartment when | was seven. Picking
at the carpet. Mom had gone across the border to shop with a
boyfriend. She hadn’t told me, though.

No one checked in on me.

“What would you like us to do for next steps?”” Jayden says
without missing a beat. He adapts smoothly while | twist myself
into every sort of shape to avoid being told what to do.

Kevin gives him an indulgent smile that makes me want to
slap it off his face.

“You’ll need to redo the proposal by the end of the day. If
you have trouble coming up with a concept, the stakeholders have
agreed that it would be a great option to open up the floor. There
are a ton of people who have let me know they have some ideas
for the show, and if there’s one that works, they can join you two
on the project. It may be better, even. | know you guys take the
summer semester off school for this. It could give you more time
to better balance your work here and your schoolwork.”

I bet there have been people whispering in his ear trying to
get involved in our shit. What he means is, if we can’t come up
with something perfect by the end of the day, they’ll let all the
rodents have a turn picking at our meat. He couldn’t care less
about our coursework.

I throw Kevin the same shit—eating smile he gave us and
say, “I don’t think that will be necessary. We’ll have something
ready for the end of the day. You can forward their ideas to us to
consider for future seasons if you like. We’re always open to
suggestions.”

“Okay, well, I look forward to reading it.” He gets up from
his chair, itching to flee. “There’s another twenty minutes on the
room, so feel free to stay here and brainstorm.”

“Thanks.”

He leaves and speed—walks back to his desk.

HIOIIHT, HE CKa3aBIlIX Hi CJIOBA.

HixTo npo MeHe HaBiTh HE 3rajaB.

— I mo Bu mpononyete poOutu aamni?— 3anuras /xeliieH He Baraloymch.

BiH mu1aBHO MiJUIaIITOBYETHCS MTOKH S POOIIIO BCE MOXKIIMBE, 11100
MIPOTHCTOSATH BKa3iBKaM 1330BHi.

KeBiH mOCMIXHYBCS TaK JMIEMIPHO, 110 MEHI 3aXOTII0Ch 1aTH HOMY
asmaca.

— Bam notpibHO nepepoOUTH MPOMO3HUIIIIO 10 KiHI JHA. SKII0 Bam
BaXKO MPUIYyMaTH KOHIIEMIIiI0, TO IHBECTOPH MPOMOHYIOTH IPOBECTH
KOJIEKTUBHE 00roBopeHHs. baraTo mtoie moguiuirucs CBOIMH 11€sIMU
CTOCOBHO IIIOY 1, IKIIO Cepe]] HUX 3HaleMO HIOCh AIMCHO KPyTe, TO 3alIPOCUMO
aBTopa y Bamry KoMaHy. MOKJIMBO Tak HaBiTh Kpaiie. UyB, 110 BH HA JTITHIH
cemecTp podute naysy. Lle 6 peasbHO TOMOMOTIIO BaM Kpalle MOeAHATH
poOOTY 1 HABYAHHS.

3akagarocs, 110 € JIOH, K1 HAINTYIOTh HOMY Ha ByX0, HAMararo4mch
BTPYTHTHUCH Y Hallle JaiftHo. BiH MaB Ha yBa3i, 1[0 BOHH JJO3BOJIATH yCIM
rpU3yHaM [0 4ep3i pO3PUBATU HAC HA HIMATKH, SIKIIO MU HE 3MOXKEMO
NPUIYMATH TIOCh TOCKOHAJIE 10 KiHIIS THS.

S mocmixHynack KeBiny Kpi3b 3yOu y BiJIIOBIi/b:

— 1 He mymaro, 10 BUHUKHE Taka HEOOX1AHICTh. Jl0 KiHIISA JHS MU
BIIOPAEMOCH. SIKIIIO X04eTe, MOXKETe HaIICIaTh HaM IXHi iJiei, abu Mu
PO3TIISHYIM 1X JUIst MaOYTHIX ce30HIB. MU 3aBKAM BIAKPUTI O IPOMO3UILIIH.

— I'apa3z, MeHi ByKe KOPTUTh MOYUTATH Balll HOBUM CIIEHApi, — BIH
MABOAUTHCS 31 CTUIBLI 3 Oa)KaHHSIM SIKOMOTA IIBU/IIIE BTEKTH.

— IIle € 20 xBUJIMH, TOMY HE COpOMTeCS, 3aIUILIalTeCs TYT 1 TeHepyiiTe
7ei.

— Tak, 3BiCHO.

Bin BuiTaE 3 KIMHaTH i CTPIMIOJIOB MYUTH JIO0 CBOT'O pOOOYOTO MICIIS.

— TepmiTu #ioro He MOXKY,— IPOMOBIISIIO S 3 JIFOTUM BUPA30M OOITHYUS.

JlxelineH riauOoKo 31TXHYB 1 MPOBIB PYKOIO MO CBOIM KOPOTKUM
nogapOOBaHUM B 30JI0TUCTUH KyuepsiM. BiH yacTo ekcriepuMeHTYBaB 3
TOHYIOYMMH 3ac00aMH, sIK1 OJJHOYACHO 3MIHIOIOTH KOJIIp BOJIOCCS Ta 3a4ICKY.

— Slcua piu. Ane Mu nepedaydany iXHIO BIIMOBY.

— Y Hac HANMOMYJISIPHIIIIE M0y CE30HY. 3 BEJIMKOIO KUIBKICTIO
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“I hate him,” I say with a glower.

Jayden sighs and runs a hand through his short, curled hair.
It’s dyed gold. He uses a bunch of temporary dyes. The product
colors and styles his hair at the same time.

“Obviously. But we knew they would turn it down.”

“We have their highest—viewed show. Highest—viewed!”

“Yes, and what were our other seasons? First one,
‘Vengeful Spirits,” and the second one was ‘Love Gone Wrong.’
Super—general themes. Now straight to ‘Forgotten Black Girls’?
Have you seen how many Black people work here? It was never
going to happen.”

Precisely four Black employees work at Torte. All interns.
And of us, Jayden is the only openly gay person.

He’s right, though I wish he wasn’t. “So, what next?”

“What about that email we got?”

“No.”

“Britt, come on. We’ll have an inside source.”

“An anonymous source.”

“They said they would tell us who they were later. That
doesn’t even matter. The contacts they gave us check out.”

My eyebrows climb. “Oh, so you checked them?”

Jayden has enough shame to look sheepish. “Just doing my
due diligence.” He continues, “But think about it. We could pump
this up big. Do our usual research and stuff but even more than
that. Organize interviews with the people involved. Get on
location. Do a real investigation.” From the way he’s talking
faster, I can tell that Jayden is getting excited. This isn’t something
he thought of on the fly—he’s been thinking about it, even though
he agreed to go with my idea of “Forgotten Black Girls.”

Our usual show on Haunted involves us doing a huge
amount of research-his always more thorough and less biased than
mine—and then we both chat about the theories, pull together
existing interview and podcast clips, get a liberal use of Getty
images to show on-screen, and have a playful banter about what

neperssiis!

— Tax, a axi Oynu inmii ceonu? Iepmmii — «McTUBI AyXu», a Ipyrui —
«Po306uTe cepue». 3aranpHi TeMU. A Ternep Biapasy 10 «3a0yTUX YOPHOIIKIPUX
niBgat»? A T 6aumiia TYT X04 OJHOTO YOPHOUIKiporo criBpoOiTHHKa? L{poro
HIKOJIK HE Oy/Ie.

VY Torte npairioe auIe 4eTBEPO YOPHOUIKIPUX MpaniBHUKIB. Bei
CTaXHUCTH. 3 yciX Hac, JKeiieH — eAMHUHN, XTO HE MPUXOBYE CBOIO
TOMOCEKCYalIbHY OPiEHTAILIIIO.

Xoua MeHI1 1 He XoueThCsl 11e BU3HABATH, aJie BiH ITPaBUM.

— Orxe, mo gam?

— A SK MO0 JUCTA, SIKUA MU OTPUMAITH?

— O, Hi.

— bpitt, Hy % 60! ¥V Hac Oyzae mxepeno 3cepenunu!

AHOHIMHE JIXKepeo.

— Bonu cka3zainu, 110 3rooM Ha3ByTh cBOi iMeHa. Lle B3aramni He Mae
3Ha4yeHHs. KOHTaKTH, SIKi BOHM HaM JIaJId, BUSIBHJTUCS CITPABKHIMHU.

S 31uBOBaHO MigiIiMar0 OPOBH.

— Hessxe Tu ix nepesipus?

— IIpocTo pobito BCe, 1110 B MOIX CHIIaxX, — BiH MIPOJIOBXKYE, — AJle TUIBKH
ysiBU co01. MU MO>keMO pO3KpYTUTH Hauly ifeto Ha noBHy! [IpoBenemo Haie
3BUYaiHE PO3CIilyBaHHs, ajie 3 OUTbIIUM (POKYCOM Ha KIFOUOBI MOMEHTH.
OpraHizyemMo IHTEPB 10 3 JIFOJIbMH, SIK1 1O TOTO NMpUYeTHI. BuikmpkatumeMo Ha
micia mogiit. ITpoBeeMo crpaBkHe po3ciiayBanHs. Horo ronoc nmpuckopuscs,
1 06yno momiTHO, 110 J[keinen 3aropises 1iero iaeero. Lle He Te, 1m0 BiH
IpUIyMaB Ha JIbOTY — BiH 0OMipKYBaB BCe 3a3/aJerifib, 1 HaBITh TOTOJIUBCS Ha
MOI0 17110 «3a0yTUX YOPHOLIKIPUX J1BYATY.

Harue 3Buune moy «IIpuBuan» BuMarae npoBeJieHHs KPOIITIMBUX
JoCI T KeHb. JIKeiIeH 3aBx a1 OUThII MPUCKITUIMBHIN Ta MEHII YIIEPEKEHUH,
HiX 5. Ane y mpotieci poO0TH MU pa3oM 00rOBOPIOEMO Teopii, 30upaemMo
IHTEPB 10 Ta YPUBKHU TMOJKACTIB, BAKOPUCTOBYEMO 300pakeHHs Getty mist
Bi3yaJIbHOT'O CYIIPOBOJY, 1 0aBUMOCSI MIPUITYILIEHHIMHU PO MOXKIUBI MOAi1. Mu
3 CaMoro MOYaTKy 31MIUIKCS Ha TOMY, 1[0 HIYHI TOi3/1KH 10 MPUMapHUX MICIb
— IIe IypHs, B SIKiii MU HE X04eMo OpaTw ydacTb. Ase i AeHHI MOI3KU
BUSIBUJINCS 32 MEXaMU OI0JpKeTy. 3aB/sIKi HEHMOBIPHOMY YCIIXY OCTaHHIX
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could have happened. We both agreed from the start that touring
haunted locations at night was the shit we did not want to
participate in, but even going during the day was out of the
question because we didn’t have the budget. Now the success of
our last two seasons has significantly increased the amount of
spending we could do. Traveling on—site isn’t unrealistic anymore.

“Britt?”” Jayden says, voice softer now. “Look, I would love
to do this, but I know that house is personal for you. If you really
don’t want to, we won’t. We’ll think of something else. But this
story embodies ‘Forgotten Black Girls’ without saying it.”

“Personal.” It’s a good word.

It feels like that. Me. Her. And her house.

I swallow.

The email we got was about the mystery in a house that
spawned hundreds of fan theories when the story first broke. It
captivated people. Though lately all that had been overshadowed
by the narrative my mom had started.

A haunted house turned Miracle Mansion. The one that she
says changed her for the better. In the years since her memoir hit
the bestseller lists, people have booked stays at that mansion
feverishly, each of them hoping to have their problems solved by
the supposed power within its walls.

A cult of them forming around my mom: her, their messiah,
and that fucking book, their Bible. And the house. The house is
salvation.

Except the email heavily suggested that many people missed
the full story. That there was something more sinister there. And
they had contacts who would tell us things they hadn’t shared with
others.

We could re-expose the house’s dark history that had been
conveniently forgotten. Relegated to true crime forums that were
eventually overrun by believers who wanted to tell their stories of
positive change.

If we did this right, we could bring to light the sort of pain

JIBOX CE30HIB TEIep MU MOKEMO BUTpavaTu 3Ha4HO OubIne. [Toizaku Ha Mmiciis
3WOMOK HE BUIIIAAIOTh YUMOCH HEPEATIHHHM.

— IMocyxaii, bpitt! — ckazaB Jl>keliieH, 1 HOTO TOJI0C CTaB HUKHIIIAM. —
51 6 3am00KH 11e 3pOOUB, BTIM s pO3yMif0, IO TOH OYAMHOK OCOOMCTHIA JIs
tebe. SIKiIo Ty crpaBzi He Xo4Yelll, To MH He Oyzaemo. Buragaemo mocs iH1e.
AJie, 110 HE KaXKH, caMe 1151 icTopist yocoOioe «3a0yTuX YOPHOIIKIpUX J[iBUAT.

«OcobucTuii» — 11e BIy4HE CJIOBO.

Bono crocyetncst Mmoix crioraniB. Tinbku si. Bona. I ii OyauHOK.

Sl 3aTaMOBYIO MOJIUX.

B enekTpoHHOMY JHCTI HIIIOCS PO TAEMHUITIO OyIMHKY, SIKUH CTaB
MOIITOBXOM JIJIsl COTE€Hb (haHATCHKUX TiMOTE3, KOJH Lis 1ICTOpis BIIEpIle
noGaunna cBiT. g TaeMHuUI ostoHua ysBy 6aratbox. OfHaK, OCTaHHIM
yacoM mpo Hei 3a0ynu Ha TJIi iCTOpii, IKY pO3MOBiIa MOSI Mama.

BynuHOK 3 mpuBUIaMu EPeTBOPUBCS Ha OYIMHOK dyzec. Sk BoHa
Kaxke, OyIMHOK, SIKUW 3MIHUB 11 )KUTTS Ha Kparie. MUHYJIO KiJIbKa POKiB
BIJITOI, IK MAMHHI MEMyapH MOJIOHWJIM CePIIs YNTAUIB 1 CTalnH OecTCelepoM.
3auapoBaHi iICTOPIIMU MO€T MaTepi, JTIOU AKTUBHO OPOHIOBATM HOMEPH
1 KO’KEH CITO/11BaBCs 3HAUTH pO3B’SA3aHHA CBOIX MPOOJIEM y Ti MICTUYHIN cuil,
sKa HIOUTO MeIIKae y HOro CTiHaXx.

Hagkoso Moei maTepi ckinanaeTbest cexta. Bona — ixHiii mecis, a ii
TpUKJIATa KHUTa — iXHA bi61is. | 11 Oy1IMHOK — OyTMHOK MOPATYHKY.

HaTtomicTb B €1€KTpOHHOMY JIMCTI 3rajlyBajiocs, 1o 0araro Jrojen He
3HAIOTh BCi€l MpaBay Mpo OyAUHOK. Y HbOMY BiJJOYBarOThbCs 3JI0BICHI peyi, 1 €
CBIJIKHU, SIKI MOXKYTh PO3IIOBICTH HaM T€, YOTO JIFOJIU III€ HE UYIIH.

Mu mornu 6 3HOBY PO3KPUTH TAEMHHUIIIO IbOTO OYAUHKY, SIKY
HaMarajucs mpuxoBatu Bij ycix. Lle 3aragkoBe MuHyse nepeTBOPUIIOCS Ha
JIETeH/Ty, 110 TOLIUPUIIAC KPUMIHATEHUMU GOpyMaMH, A€ JTIOIU TUTHITHCS
CBOIMH ICTOPIsIMH MPO JTMBa Ta 3L1IEHHS, K1, SK BOHU BIpWIH, BIIOYIHCS B LIUX
CTiHAX.

AxOu Mu 3poOwIIH 1€ BJIajI0, MU 3MOTJIM O MOKa3aTH CBITOBI TOU O1JTb,
KU MOsI MaMa BM1JIO MacKyBaJia Ta MpUXoByBaia. Mu 6 po3kpuiiu, 1o 3a
(dacamom MpOro «iJIeaTbHOTO» OYIMHKY XOBAETHCS CIPABKHE MEKIIO.

[Ipore, mocmigKeHHs] BUMarae 3aHypUTHCh Y MUHYJE. X04a 11 He MOs
oco0ucTa 1CTOpisl, ajie CIoTaIy PO YOPHOIIKIpY niBunMHY Jleit3i, sika 3a3Haia
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that my mom excelled at covering up and rebranding. We could
break open the walls of her house and show what it really
represents.

But that would also mean digging into it. Even if it isn’t my
story, I would have to be reminded of that connection every step
of the way. Of that house whose story, her story, keeps us tethered
together. That house made me need her.

“Trust me on this,” Jayden says as if sensing my indecision.
“You know that you can, right? Trust me? We’re a team. I’ve said
that from jump. This is our show. No matter what rights bullshit
exists. Haunted belongs to us.”

I clench my hands into fists on my lap. We’ve only known
each other for a couple of years, but Jayden’s become a constant in
my life. We talk every single day. For all intents and purposes,
he’s my best friend. If [ can’t trust him, then she’s won.

“If I say no, you’ll drop it?” I ask.

He nods. “Yes.”

At the end of the day, we hand in our proposal for the third
season of Haunted: “Houses That Kill.” We’ll go on location to a
series of known haunted homes, do our own interviews with the
people involved, tour the spots (during the day, thank you), and
catalog our experiences. Our first stop will be the Miracle
Mansion and the mystery of Grace and Daisy Odlin—including
how the house racked up a body count. The very same place that
my mom, in her bestselling book, claims changed her from an
abusive and neglectful parent to a completely reformed woman.

Kevin basically creams his pants reading over it.

If we succeed with this, if this third season blows up even
bigger, not only will we get to keep our show, but I can negotiate
for the sort of pay that will let me be truly independent. A real
salary during summers and a guaranteed job after graduation. No
more of this intern bullshit.

I can say goodbye to my mom forever.

And | can show that her beloved house of miracles is a thin

CTIIBKH CTPaXKJaHb y TOMY OYJIMHKY HE JaBasid 0 MeHi criokoro. Toi OyauHoK
3poOHB MEHE 3aJIS)KHOIO BiJ| HEl.

— JloBipcst MEHI, — BIIEBHEHO 3acnoKkoiB J[keiiieH, BiIuyBaodu Mii
BHYTpIIIHII HECIIOKIHA.

— Twu  3Haem, o 3Moxken, aBxex? JloBipcs MeHi. Mu x oHa
Komanja. Sl ka3aB 1e Big camoro novarky. Lle Haie moy, nomnpu te, 1o 3
npaBaMH KoiTbesa MasiuHs. «[IpuBuan» Hanexarb HaM.

Tpumaroun pyku Ha KOJIiHaX, 51 CTUCKAIO 1X B KyJaku. Mu 3HaiioMmi
JUIIe AeKiIbKa poKiB, ane [[keliieH cTaB HEBil’€MHOIO YACTHHOIO MOTO SKUTTS.
Mu Oanakaemo 110151, 0€3 CyMHIBIB BIH M1l Halikpaluii Apyr. Skio s
MPUIMHIO HOMY JIOBIPATH — TO BOHA MIEPEMOIKE.

— SIK110 5 BIZIMOBIIIOCS, TH BIAYETIMIIICA? — 3aMUTYIO.

Bin kuBae ronoBoro «Taxy.

3perIToro, Micys HAPYKEHOTO JAHS, MU BIIIIPABIISEMO MTPOTIO3UIIII0
TPETHOTO Ce30HY BeO-cepiany «I[IpuBuiB», 1 Ha3BOK «byIWHKU-BOUBIII.
Mu BiJ1BiTa€EMO HU3KY BIJOMHUX OYIHMHKIB 3 MPUBHIAMH, IPOBEIAEMO BIIACHI
IHTEPB 10 3 OUEBU/ILISIMH, OTJITHEMO MICIIS B CBITITY IOPY 100M, 00 11e
Oe3neuHilie, 1 3anuiemMo Haurl BpaxeHHs. [lepmmm mMu Bigsigaemo «byauHok
qy/1ecy», € MU CIPOOYEMO PO3KpUTH TaeMHUItO ['petic Ta Jleisi Omnuin i
3’ACyBaTH, K Y IIbOMY OYIMHKY OIMHUJIOCS CTUIBKU TPYIIIB.

Te came micre, ke 3a CJIOBaMH MO€i MaMH 3 11 OecTcernepa, CTano s
Hel MiCIIeM MOBHOT TpaHcopMallii — Bil MaTepi, CXUIBHOI J10 )KOPCTOKOCTI Ta
HEXTYBaHHS, JI0 JKIHKH, SKa PaJAUKAIbHO 3MIHUIACH.

KeBiH y npssMOMy ceHCl HaA3I0pUTh B ILITAaHU B IPOYUTAHOTO.

SIKI10 MU JOCATHEMO YCIIXY, SKIIO TPETii ce30H BUOYXHE, TO MH HE
TUTBKH 30€peKeMOo Hallle 1oy, a i OTpUMaEMO TOHOpap, 110 BiIKpUE HaM JBepi
JI0 CIpaBKHbO1 cBOOOM. PeanbHa 3aprutaTHs YIpPOIOBX JIiTa 1 rapaHTOBaHE
Micie poOOTH Miclisg BUITyCKY. bijbIiie HiIKOTo cTa)XepchKOro JiaiHa.

51 3MOKy Ha3aBK/IU MOMPOIIATUCH 31 CBOEKO «TFOO0I0» MaTyCEIO.

A 3MoXy oBecTH, 110 ii yIro0JeHnid OyIMHOK YyaecC — HACIIPaB/Ii €
OyAMHKOM >KaXiB.

danpmuBUH, SIK 1 BOHA cama.
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cover—up for a house of horrors.
A sham, just like her.

Chapter 9. Daisy

Something had happened inside that person’s house.

The thing Mom had fisted in her hand was a set of keys that
she tossed into the tray under the dash. | figured that she got them
from the lawyer if they were for our house. And whatever they had
talked about inside had inspired the anger that | knew she was
suppressing.

By the time we pulled onto a gravel road I hadn’t even seen,
it was dark enough that Mom had to flick on the headlights. The
U—Haul groaned as we bumped along the rocky roads whose
pebbles flew at the windows and clinked intermittently like sharp
nails rapping on the glass.

Mom parked near the water and hopped out of the van.
“Grab your essentials. We’ll come back for the rest tomorrow.”

“We’re just going to leave our stuff out in the open
overnight?”

“Daisy.” Mom put her hands on her hips. “It’s a small
cottage community. No one is going to steal our things.” She dug
out her purse, and | grabbed my backpack.

The campground was marked by lights twinkling over the
space-from small lamps to RV lights to cell phones being used as
flashlights. There were roaring campfires with people who, as we
walked to the boats, glanced over at us and didn’t look away when
we spotted them, the way people would have in the city. Mom
smiled and waved at them, and only after returning the gesture did
they go back to their fires.

“When people look at you, you gotta wave to them,” Mom
said. “That’s how people know you’re friendly.”

In Toronto, it was the opposite. Strangers who waved at you
were uncomfortable people you wanted to avoid.

Po3nain 9. [deii3i

[ock Tpanmiiock y TOMy OYyAHHKY.

Y MamuHi# pyti kitodi. BoHa xOypiisie X y JIOTOK i1 TaHEIUTIO
npuiIaaiB. SIKIo TO K04l BiJ HAIOTO OyIUHKY, TO S 310TaIyI0Ch, BiJl KOTO
BOHA iX OTpuMaja — Bij aaBokara. Po3MoBa 3a 3akpuTuMu
JBepuMa, MadyTh, po30ypxaiia B Hill THIB, KM BOHA JIEZIBE CTPUMYBaJa.

Konu My BHixaiu Ha He3HAlOMY MeHI IpaBiiiHy JOPOrY, CTEMHLIO
HACTUIBKH, 1[0 MaMi JIoBeJI0cs yBIMKHYTH (apu. Bantaxiska U—-Haul
T'YPKOT1JIa, TOKH MU TPSICITUCS 10 KaM SIHUCTIN 1opo3i. Kaminmi 6unu y BikHa
Ta J3BIHKO I[OKAJIA, HEMOB I'OCTP1 IBSIXH CTyKaIIM 10 cKiry. Mama
HpUIapKyBaiacs No6Ju3y BOAOHMH 1 BUCKOUMIIA 3 MAILIUHHU.

— Bi3bmu 3 co00r0 Bce HaltHeoOX1THime. 3a BCIM 1HIIMM ITOBEPHEMOCS
3aBTpA.

— Mu piiicHo 3anuiaeMo yci pedi TyT, pocTo Heba, 10 paHky?

— Jeitsi. — Ctosana Mmama pyku B 60ku. — Lle HeBennuKke KoTeKHe
Mmicteuko. HikoMmy He moTpi0Hi Haii peyi. Bona Butdria cymouky, a s cxonuia
HATUTIYHUK.

KemmiHr OCBIT/IFOBABCSI MEPEXTIMBUMHU BOTHSIMU — BiJl MAJICHBKHUX
JXTapiB 710 CBITJIa aBTO(QYProHiB 1 Tee(OHIB, SKI BUKOPUCTOBYBAIIH SIK
nmixtapuku. JloBkosa najganu OaraTTs, Outd aKkuxX cuauiy groau. Ko mu
IpsIMYyBaJIU 10 YOBHIB BOHH HE 3BOJIMIIM 3 Hac oueil. HaBiTh KoM MU moMivainu
iXHI MOTJIA/IA, BOHU HE BIIBEPTAIHCH, SIK 11€ POOJISATH JIFOJU Y MICTI.

Mawma nocMixHysacs 1 momaxaia iM pykoro. Bianosisim iii TumM camum,
BOHU MOBEPHYJIHCS 10 BOTHUII, HEMOB IEPEKOHAIMCH Y HAII MPUBITHOCTI.

— Konu moam auBnsThCst Ha Tebe, TH Maell OMaxaT iM pyKoro, —
3areBHUJIA Mama, — Tak JIF0IU PO3YMIIOTh, IO TH JOOPO3UUIIHBA.

VY Toponro Oyso Bce HaBnaku. He3naiiomii, sSiki Maxanu
PYKOI0, BUKJIUKAJIM AUCKOM(OPT, 1 MU Hamarajiucsi TpPUMaTHCS B/l HUX MOAAJII.

51 monmpsimyBaa yciija 3a MaMoro 710 npuvainy. Bona cBiTuia
JXTApUKOM 1 MOBUJILHO NEpecyBaiacs, OrjsIalouy MPHUILIBAPTOBAHI YOBHH.
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| followed Mom to the dock, where she used the light of her
phone to peer at the different boats before stopping at one. It was
hard to see the details in the dark, but it was larger than any of the
others around it. There were two main seats up front that were
plush and looked leather, and another set of three seats in the back.

“Jump in,” Mom said, tossing her purse into our new ride.

I grasped onto the side of the boat and climbed in. She put
the key in the ignition. It roared to life, then dimmed to a gentle
purr. Driving boats was another unknown Mom skill to add to the
list.

As she untied us from the dock, she took a look at me.
“There should be jackets stashed somewhere. It’s warm now, but
it’ll get cold once we get going.” She gritted her teeth and sighed,
looking around us. “I didn’t want to do this at night.”

“Should we go back into town? Get a hotel?”

She shook her head. “No. It’s a quick boat ride versus an
hour back into town, and I’'m exhausted. We already have to go
back for groceries, which I also wanted to avoid, but it’s too late
now. I’ll figure it out.”

Really, we should have stayed in town for the night. [ wasn’t
sure if it was impatience about seeing the house, or if what
happened at the lawyer’s place rattled her so much that she didn’t
think of it. But I wasn’t about to suggest what we should have
done. It would just annoy her.

I found the jackets, one for her and one for me, and then we
were Off.

I had been on precisely one boat before. It was the ferry
from Toronto to the Toronto Islands. It was so giant that you could
barely feel the movement.

This wasn’t like that. The breeze whipped and rippled the
jackets so much that it sounded like the flapping of birds
descending on us.

After the initial burst of speed, Mom slowed down
significantly, squinting at the shore.

3roJ1oM ii morJyisil 3yNMHUBCS HA OJTHOMY 3 HUX.

VY tempsiBi BaXKKO OyJI0 IIOCH PO3TIEIITH, alle el YOBEH BUIJIIaB
3HAYHO OUTBIIMM 3a 1HIII, K1 KoJuxaucs moonu3y. Crepeny cyiHa BUIHUIACS
JBa M’sIKi CUIIHHSI, 000UTI MaTepianom, 10 HaraJyBaB MIKipy, a Mo3aay — Iie
OJIUH psiZl 3 TPbOX CHUJIIHb.

— 3acTpulyii, — cka3ana MaMa, KuJaro4uy CBOIO CYMOYKY B Halll HOBUI
TPAHCIOPT.

S Bxonmutacs 3a OOpT YOBHA 1 3aJTi3/1a BcepeinHy. BoHa BcTaBuia KITFOY
y 3aMOK 3anaitoBaHHs. MOTOp 3apeBiB, MOTIM 3aTHX 1 HI)KHO 3aMYpPKOTIB.

S HaBiTH HE 3/10TayBajacs, 110 MaMa BMi€ KepyBaTu 4yoBHamH. Lle mie
OJIHE BMIHHS, SIK€ MOXKHA JI0/1aTH J10 MEPENiKy il IPUXOBAaHUX TaJAHTIB, PO K1
s paHilIe He 3Haja.

Bins’s3yroun Hac Bij IpUyaly, BOHA [TOJIMBUIIACS HA MEHE.

— Jlech TyT MaroTh OYTH 3aXOBaHI KYpTKH. 3apa3 TEIIo, ajle K TUIbKU
MU pYLIMMO, CTaHE IPOXOJIOAHILIE.

Bona 3ninmta 3you i 3iTXHYJa, OTJIAJaI09UCh HABKOJIO.

— S1 He xoTiJIa pOOUTH IIOTO BHOYI.

— Moxe, noBepaemocs 10 micta. [locennumocs B roteni?

Bona noxurana rojaosoro.

— Hi. Mu mBume qicraneMoch Ha YOBHI, HXK Oy/IeMO TTOBEPTATUCh Y
micTo. I st 30BciM 6e3 cuit. Ham y Oyab-sikoMy pasi 1ie noTpiOHo moixartu 3a
MPOJYKTaMH, TUIBKU MPUITyCKalo, 1110 Mara3uHu BXKe 3a4hHEH1. AJle 5 I10Ch
BUTraaarno!

[Ipote Hacnpapi HaM BapTO OYJI0 O 3ATUIIUTUCS Y MICT1 Ha HIY.
HaBiTb He 3HaIO UM TO HECTPUMHE Oa)kaHHS SIKHAMIIBU/LIE TO0AYUTH
OyIMHOK, YM T€, 10 Tpanuiocs y KaOlHeTi alBoKaTa, Tak il Bpa3uJyo, 10 BOHA
HE MojiymMaJa Mmpo NpoayKTH. Sl He HaBaKyBaslacs MPOIOHYBATH, 110 POOUTH
namni. e 6 TiapKu po3aparyBao i.

51 3HaiinuIa KypTKH, OIHY U1 Hei 1 oJIHy JU1s ce0e, 1 MU pyLIHIIN.

3a Bce CBOE KUTTS s IJ1aBaja JHIle Ha OJHOMY YOBHI.

To 6yB nopowm, sikuii kypcye 3 Toponrto 1o OctposiB TopoHnTo,
HACTITLKH BEJIMUE3HUH, 110 HOTO TIEpEeCYBaHHS Mailke HE BIAIyBaIoCs.

Aue 3apa3 Bce 30BCIM 1HaKIIE — BiTep IIMArae i Tpirnae KypTkH, Haue
HAC aTaKyBajia BeJIMKa 3rpasi NTaxiB.
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Everything was dark. The water was a shadowed silhouette
moving alongside us, and we were long past the lit-up cottages
along the water. Only the dark shapes of trees swept by on the
banks.

After a while, we reached a point where Mom slowed down
so much it almost felt like we stopped. Her exhale was loud
enough to hear over the engine. The smoothness that we had
during the ride turned unbalanced as the boat adjusted to the
change in speed. Mom carefully brought us in next to the dock and
started to tie up the boat.

Meanwhile, I stared. “Holy shit.”

Mom didn’t bother telling me not to swear.

From the dock, a set of sleek concrete stairs, lit by hanging
lights in the trees, led up a hill to the sort of house that seemed like
it belonged on TV. | counted four separate floors climbing into the
sky, and | needed to turn my head and scan to see the whole house.
That was when | spotted another roof, though significantly
smaller.

“There’s multiple houses?” I asked.

Mom’s laugh rained down like shattered glass, fractured
and sharp. “Two. The main house and the bunkie, where we’ll
stay.”

“We’re not staying in the main house?”” I watched her face
as she swung her purse onto her shoulder, but she turned away
before I could examine her expression too much.

“No, I’ve got plans for the main house. Remember?”

Right. The house was supposed to be a hotel or a bed and
breakfast. Something like that. She was always fuzzy on the
details. But other people would stay there. I’d just assumed we
would too.

She started up the stairs. “Come on.”

I followed Mom as we climbed the concrete steps that gave
way to gravel crunching under my shoes, the mismatched rocks
leading up the driveway to the imposing and massive house that

Ha maneniit mBuaKocTi Mama BifipBajacs BiJl IprU4aiy. 3roJoM
CTHOBUIBHMIIA X1 YOBHA, IPUMPYKHIIACh, BAUBISAIOUUCH B JalIbHII Oeper.

OcBiT/IeHHI OyIMHKY MTOCTYITOBO 3HUKAJIM BJIAJIMHI 1 MU BCE O1IbIIIE
3aHyPIOBAINCS B TIIHOOKY HITHMY.

Jluiie TeMHI cUITyeTH JepeB MUTOTLIH 1OB3 Hac. A BOJja, HEMOB
MOBYa3HUI MPOBITHHK, BEJa HAC BIIEpEl, IIOKM YOBEH PO3CiKaB ii riaip.

HeBnoB3i Mama Tak COBUIbHUIIA HIBUAKICTS, 1110 37aJI0CS, HAY€ MU
30BCIM 3ynUHHIUCS. BoHa Tak TydHO BUAMXHYIA, IO i1 MOANX 3arIyIIuB
HaBITh IIyM ABUryHa. CIOYaTKy YOBEH IUIMB CIIOKIMHO, ajie K TITbKU
NIBUJIKICTh 3MIHWJIACS BiH ITOYaB XUTATHCS 3 OOKY B OiK, MIIKUIAI0YH HAC HA
CUIIHHAX. Mama MalCTepHO IiIirHaia Horo 10 caMoro mpuyaty i movasia
IIPUB’SI3yBATH.

Tum yacom s po3risigana Bce TOBKOJIA 1 HE CTPUMABIINCH MOBUJIA!
«YHoprt 3a0upaii!»

Mawmi 6yno Bce 0JiHO, IO 5 JTaroCsl.

Bix nmpruany Benu riragieHbKi OSTOHHI CXOH, OCBITJICHI PO3BIIIAHUMU
Ha JiepeBax Jixtapsmu. Bonu nigiiimanucs Ha narop0 a0 OyAUHKY, KU
3/1aBajocs MIr OU CTaTH CLEHO0 17 KIHOQUIbMY. S HapaxyBajia YOTHpHU
OKpeMi MOBEpXH, sKi 31ilimanucs B He060. Po3Mipu criopyau Oy HaCTUIBKU
BEITUKUMH, 1110 5 MyCHJIa 00EpHYTHUCS HAaBKOJIO cebe, 1100 modaunTu Bech
OyIAMHOK.

CamMe ToA]1 5 MOMITHIIA III€ OJUH J1aX, X04a I 3HAYHO MCHIIHIA.

— Hesxe Tam kinbka OyJUHKIB? — BUTYKHYJIA 5 3 TOJJUBOM.

3 MaMHUHUX BYCT BUPBaBCS A3BIHKHUI CMIX.

— Tam nBa. I'onoBHUIT OyAMHOK 1 KOMIpPUKHA, JIe MU OyIE€MO JKUTH.

— Mu He 3anuImMMOocs B TOJIOBHOMY OYJIUHKY? — 51 yBaXkKHO
criocTepiraia 3a MamMor0, KOJIM BOHA 3aKH]lyBalla CyYMOYKY Ha Tuiede. AJie Ta
3aBOawINMBO BIJABEPHYJIACS, 100 51 HE 3MOTIJIa PO3TIIEAITH BUPA3y ii 00a1Iysl.

— Hi, y meHe € iH111 mianu Ha rooBHUM OynuHOK. [1am’araem?

Le#t 6yauHok MaB OyTu roresneM abo MiCleM, Jie MOKHA IEPEHOUYBATH
i mocHigatu. [l{ock Tumy nporo. Bona 3aBxau Oymna HewiTKoIO B Aeramnsax. Llei
OyAMHOK MMpU3HAYEHUH U1 rocTeil. S yomych moaymana, Mo MU TeX TYT
KUTUMEMO.

Bona nmouasna nigiiMaTrics cXOoqaMu.
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would now be our home.

Swinging lamps snaked along the trunks of near by trees.
They illuminated the path but also created shadows along the
bricks of the mansion that didn’t exactly highlight it in an
appealing way. It was a pattern of two shapes: part of the house
was made up of flat walls, but in between were walls that jutted
out in semicircle formations and likely had window seats inside.
Each floor was marked by long and narrow windows with white
trim and soft billowing curtains whose color I couldn’t make out
in the half—light. The brick walls and triangular boxy roofing
reminded me of old Toronto homes, though it seemed to have its
own unique charm. It was well maintained but had the vibe of a
place that had existed for a long time.

“It looks haunted,” I said, sliding my eyes to Mom, a half
smile on my lips. A self-indulgent joke. Though I suddenly
realized that I couldn’t see any dead. No cold hanging in the air,
either, beyond the coolness of summer at night. Usually they
would enjoy something like this old, unoccupied house.

I noticed Mom hadn’t responded and turned to her.

She was staring at the house.

It alImost looked like she had the beginnings of tears in her
eyes.

But it was too dark to see, and by the time she turned to
look at me, I felt like I had imagined it. “We’re going to make it
work,” she said. “We are, aren’t we?”’

I nodded, not sure what else to do.

Mom abruptly turned and walked toward the right side of
the grounds.

I looked back at the house.

Something curled in the pit of my stomach, and I refused to
acknowledge it as fear. I couldn’t mess this up. Not after
everything. I let my eyes crawl over the brick and mortar.

The house didn’t actually look haunted. Really, it just
looked old, not only in time but old money. The sort of house with

— Xonaimo.

S monpsimyBaia 3a MaMolo, MiAiiMalYich 0eTOHHUME cxoamu. Jlami
s TOYyJIa SIK 1M1 MOIMH Ye€PEBUKAMH 3aXPYMTIIIM KaMiHIli — 1€ TpaBiiiHa
CTeKKa. BoHa Bena 10 BETUYE3HOTO Ta AUBOBM)KHOTO OYIAMHKY, SIKUI MaB
CTaTH HAIIOKO IOMIBKOIO.

['ay4ki Jammm, MOB 3Mii, 0OBUBAIN CTOBOYPH JIepPEB, IO POCIHU TOPYY.
BoHu ocBiTIIOBa)IM TOPIXKKY, ajie TAKOK CTBOPIOBAJIM TiHI, SIK1 O1IbIIIE
JISTKaJ, HiXK IpUBa0IroBa. by IMHOK MOETHYBAB JIB1 apXiTEKTYpHI GopMHU.
[Tnacki cTiHu yepryBaaucs 3 HAIBKPYTIIMMH BUCTYIIaMH, BCEPEANHI SIKUX,
HMOBIpHO, O0JIAaIITOBaHI CUAIHHS 01 BikHA. Ha KO)KHOMY moBepci 0BT i
BY3bKIi BiKHa 3 OLIMM 037100JICHHSM Ta HKHUMU XBIJISCTUMU IITOPAMHU, KOJIIp
SKHX 51 HE MOTJIa PO3TJIeIITH Y HalliBTeMpsiBi. LleTsiHi CTiHM Ta TPUKYTHHIH
KopoOuacTuil 1ax Haragamnu MeHi crapi Oyaunku TopoHTo,

X04a, 3/1aBajiocs, BIH MaB CBOIO YHIKaJIbHY NpUBa0IUBICTh. ByauHok OyB y
XOpOIIOMY CTaHi, ajie BiI4yBajocs, 10 BiH MOOyA0BaHUN 6araTo poKiB TOMY.

— Take BiguyTTs, HIOM TYT MELIKAIOTh IPUBUIM, — CKa3aja 5 3
HAMIBYCMIIIIKOIO Ha BYCTax, MePEeBOASIUM OIS HAa Mamy. Sl mokapTyBadia,
HaMaralouuch PO3BISITH CBOI BIIACHI CYMHIBHU. AJie panToM 3po3yMmisa, 110 He
0auy MepTBUX. Y MOBITPI TAKOXK HE BIAUYBAETHCS XOJI0J, OKPIM JITHBOI HIYHOT
MPOXO0JIOU. 3a3BUYail iM MMO00AETHCS MOCH HA 3pa30K IIBOTO CTApOTO,
0€3I0JHOTrO OYIUHKY.

S momiTmia, IO MaMa MOBYHUTH, 1 00EpHYIIACH /10 HET.

Bona He 3Bo/1MI1a 3 OY/AMHKY OYEH.

Ha sixych MUTB MeHI 3/1a710Cs1, IO BOHA OCh-OCh 3arliayve.

Aue HaBKOJIO OYJI0 HACTIIBKU TEMHO, 1110 5 3aJIe/IBE€ MOIJIa I[0Ch
PO3TIIEITH, 1 KO BOHA MTOBEPHYJIACS 0 MEHE, 5 3p03yMiJia, [0 BCE JIUIIE
LTI MOET YSIBH.

— Y Hac Bce Buiijie, — cka3aia BoHa pimryye. — [IpaBaa x?

51 KUBHYIa, HE 3HAIOYH, 11O I11e pOOUTH.

Mawma pi3ko obepHyacs 1 mimuia BIpaso.

51 o3upHynacst Ha OyAMHOK.

CkpyTHi10 KUBIT, aJie 51 He BU3HaIa, 110 1€ cTpax. Sl He MorJa Bce
sincyBatu. [licist Bcboro, 1o cTanock. S MuiabHO BAUBISIIACH B KOXKHY
[ETJINHY Ta PO3YHH.
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a history of privilege passed down. Of easy living. People with
these houses had a legacy that stuck to the original hardwood
floors, and there was a lingering scent of dust that spoke of
horseback-riding lessons and fully paid private education. Mom
and | carried with us a history of cheap four—ingredient dinners,
homey artificial scents, and a sort of middle—class poverty.
Meaning you aren’t really poor, so you can’t bitch about it, but
you’ll probably never own property in your lifetime.

Except now we did.

“Bunkie” wasn’t a word I was familiar with, but I had an
idea in my head of what it would look like. A small-scale house,
maybe big enough for a couple of bunk beds. Hence, bunkie. |
imagined something tiny and cramped that didn’t make any sense
to live in considering that we had inherited a giant mansion.

The bunkie, in reality, was bigger than any apartment we
had ever lived in, and | suspected the size of many normal houses.
It was propped up away from the ground with stairs leading to a
front deck and another porch in the back.

“Who has a mansion and then builds another house beside
1t?” I asked.

Mom pushed her way inside the place, dropping her purse
on a side table and flicking on the lights.

“Your uncle Peter said it was built because not everyone
likes to stay in the main house. It gets noisy with a lot of people, |
guess. I think sometimes staff stayed here too.”

“Peak rich—people behavior,” I muttered. Mom didn’t
respond.

It was spotless inside and smelled like it was freshly clean—
Pine—Soland lemon Pledge—and the ceiling was covered with
exposed wood rafters. The bunkie was built with the same sort of
modern open floor plan that | was used to in the city, but it clearly
had two separate bedrooms while 1 was used to living in places
without any. | expected one or two dead people to be hanging out
inside. Empty spaces were usually sad by nature, which they

Hacnpasni OynuHOK He OyB CXO0KHi Ha OyJIMHOK 3 IpuBUAaMu. Bin
MPOCTO BUIJISIIAB CTAPUM, HE JIMILE XPOHOJIOT1YHO, aJlie i CTApUM Y CEHC1
«CTapOBUHHOTO OaraTcTBa». ByIMHOK, SIKU IPOTATOM 06araTboX poKiB OyB
0CEPEIKOM 3aMOKHOTO POy, JIe IHI MUHAJIHM Y PO3KOILi Ta 6e3TypOOTHOCTI.
Jlronu, K1 )KUIIM B TaKUX OyIMHKAX, 3QTHIIWIN y CITaJIOK OPHUTIHAJIbHI
MapKeTHI MiJUIOTH, a TAKOXK 3allWJICH] CTAPOBUHHI CTiHU, K1 HaraayBajH PO
YPOKHU BEpPXOBOI 13/11 Ta MOBHICTIO OIJIaueHy MpUBaTHY ocBiTy. Hac 13 mamoro
CYMPOBOJKYBAJIU CIIOTAIU TIPO JICIIEBI BeYepi 3 YOTUPHOX IHTPEIIEHTIB,
JIOMAIIIHI ITYYHI apOMaTH Ta )KHUTTS Ha PIBHI HUXKYE cepeaHboro kiacy. Le
03HAYae, 110 BU HE 30BCIM OiHI, TOMY HEMA€E HA M0 CKAPKUTHCS, aJle,
HMOBIPHO, HIKOJIU B )KUTTI HE CTAaHETE BIACHUKOM HEPYXOMOCTI.

AJle MM Taky CTAJIH.

«®Drirens» 30BCIM HE3HAWOME /ISl MEHE CJI0BO, Ta B CBOIH YyABI 5
CTBOpHJIA HOTO 00pa3 — MaJeHbKHUI OyAMHOUYOK, JOCUTH MPOCTOPHUH, 1100
BMICTUTH KiJIbKa ABOSIPYCHUX JIKOK. OTke, duirenb. S ysBisiia coli mock
KPHXITHE 1 TICHE, B IKOMY HE OYJIO )KOJTHOTO CEHCY KUTH, BPAXOBYIOUH, 1[0 MU
yCHaIKyBaau BEIUYE3HUN OYAHHOK.

Hacnpasni ¢airens 0yB Ou1b1INM 32 OyAb-SIKY KBapTUPY, B K1 MU
KOJIN-HEOY/Ib JKUIIH, 1 5 M1J03pIOBaa, 1110 3a pO3MipaMH BiH JIOPIBHIOE
OaratboM 3BUYAHUM OyauHKam. Bin 3emii ioro nignupanu cxoau. OaH1 BeIu
Ha BHYTPIIIHIO TEpacy, a 1HIII — 0 TaHKYy.

— Hagimo OyayBatu ManeHbKU OyAMHOYOK MOPYY, KOJIM Ma€Il
BEJIMKUN OyAMHOK? — 3amuTana s.

Mama nmomToBXoM BiTYMHUIIA JIBEPI 1 YBINIILIA B CEPEIUHY, KUHYIIA
CYMOUKY Ha )KypHaJIbHUI CTOJIMK 1 BBIMKHYJIA CBITJIO.

— Tt paapko [lerep ckazas, 1o el OyInHOYOK 30y 1yBain, 00 He
BCIM KOM(OPTHO KHUTH y TOJIOBHOMY OyIHHKY. OUeBHIHO, TaM CTa€ JTyxke
IITYMHO, KOJIH 3 1K pKaeThbest 0araTo moae. | Tyt iHoal 3ynuHsIucs
NpaliBHUKH, sIKi 00CIYyrOByBasld TOCTEH.

— Tunosa noBeAiHKa OarariiB, — mpodypmoTiia 1. Mama He
BiJ[pearyBaja.

VYcepeauni 0yno 6e310raHHO YMCTO, 1 BITIYBABCS 3aax CBIXKOCTI,
cocHoBoi cymiii Pine-Soland ta numonnoro apomary Pledge, a cremnto
MPUKpAaIIaId MacUBHI JiepeB’siH1 6anku. byninHodok 0ys10 3Be/IeHO B TAKOMY K
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enjoyed. But there were none, just like the rest of the property. I
crossed my arms over my chest and forced myself to believe that |
wasn’t doing it for comfort.

This place wasn’t exactly a beacon of joy. So why weren’t
they around?

I wandered into one of the rooms, where a queen bed filled
the space along with a vanity. My feet carried me forward, and |
dropped onto the vanity seat.

| stared at the girl looking back at me.

A girl with a little fro who had no idea how she’d gotten
where she was.

“Do you want this as your room?”” Mom popped her head in
the doorway.

I blinked at her. “My room?”’

“Yup. There are two, so you get one.”

“Yeah,” I said, the words falling out of my mouth, slack.
“This room is good.”

I had never had my own space. Everything was always open
and exposed. | should be happier. | knew that. But | could only
wonder what would happen if my earbuds died. Or if | had a
particularly bad nightmare. | imagined a dead body lying on top of
me, desperate to cling to the inherent sadness in my fear. | would
be so cold. Shaking. Trembling. And when | screamed, would
Mom be able to hear me through the door? Or worse, would | stay
asleep? Getting colder and colder. And she would find me in the
morning.

Dead. Frozen. And no one would be able to explain why.

I cut off the thoughts and shook my head. | needed to stop.

Dazy.

Dazy.

“Dazy?” Mom said, and I jerked my head toward her. I
hadn’t even realized that I was staring at the bed. Imagining it.
“Are you okay?”

“Yeah. I’'m fine.”

Cy4yaCHOMY CTHJI1 3 BIIKPUTHUM IUIAHYBaHHSIM, JI0 SIKOTO s 3BUKJIA B MiCTi. AJe
110 BiIPI3HSIIO HOTO Bijl 3BUYHOTO JJIsl MEHE CTUJIIO, TaK IIe JIBi OKpeMmi
cnaibHi. S ovikyBaia, o BcepeanHi nepeOyBatoTh OJTHE UM JIBa MEPTBHX Tija.
besmtoani Miciis 3aBX1u OyJIM OCEIEr0 IS IPUBHIIB, SIKI HACOJIOKYBATHCS
iXHBOIO CYMHOIO aTMOC(EpOIo.

Aune ix He Oy1o, K 1 HiYoro iHmoro. CXpecTUBIIN PYKU Ha TPYIsX, 5
Hamarasacs rnepekoHaTu cede, 1o s pooto 11e He 3apaau KoM(popTy.

VY npomy micui 6yi0 Tak Mano pagocti. To yomy TyT He Oyio
MPUBUIIB?

1 3aiinuia B 07HY 3 KiMHAT, TIPOCTIp SKOi TIOBHICTIO 3aiiMajio
KOPOJIBCHKE JKKO Ta TyaleTHUN cToiauK. Horu cami nmonecnu mMeHe Boepes, i
s BIIaJIa Ha CTLJIEIb, IKUM CTOsIB OIS A3epKaiia. Pantom s momiTiia, 1o i3
JI3epKajia Ha MEHE BUTPIIIAETHCS JIBUMHKA 3 ahpo3adickoro. Bona Haue 30BCimM
HE pO3yMisa, sIK BOHA TaM OTMHUIIACS.

— Xouer, 1m06 11e 0yna TBosg KiMHaTa? — MaMma 3a3upHyIia y I1Bepi.

3IMBOBAHO IIISIHYBIIM Ha Mamy, s IepenuTaa;

— Mos kimHara?

— Tak. Ix 1Bi, TOMy 0/1Ha TBOS.

—T'apa3n, — cka3ana 4, 1 cioBa cami BUJIETINN 3 MOro pota. — Ls
KIMHATa 49y/0Ba.

Y MmeHe Hikonu He 0yi10 BnacHoi kiMHaTH. JKoIHOTO Miclis, 16 MOXKHA
Oyso 0 cxoBarwucs. Bee sik Ha nononi. S mana 6u paxitu. HatomicTts s qymana
PO Te, 0 MOXKE CTATHCh, AKIIO My3HKa B HAYIITHUKAX PAlTOBO 3aMOBKHE 1
MEH1 HaCHUTBCS CTPAIIHUH COH. Sl ysABIIsIa, SIK 10 MEHE TIPUTHCKAETHCSI MEPTBE
TiJI0, XOJOJHUMH MAaJbIIMU, HAMarartouuch MOTTUHYTH MOIO JTYIITY.
besnopanHa, 51 nexy, mapanizoBaHa CTPaxoM, MAKOPSIOYUCH HOTO BOJL. A
SKIIO S TaK 1 HE MPOKUHYCH BiJ IIBOTO )KAXJIUBOTO CHY? A SIKIIIO I 3aKpHUUY, aje
MamMma He Mo4Yye yepe3 JIBepl, 1 3paHKy 3HalIe MEHE XO0JI0IHOI0 1 MepPTBOIO. |
HIXTO HE 3MOXKE PO3raJaTé TAEMHUIIIO MO€ET parToBOi CMEPTI.

51 obipBana 1yMKH 1 OXuTana rojaoBoro. MeHi notpidHo Oyio
3YIUHUTHCS.

Jetisi.

Jetisi.

— Jleii3i, — ckazasia MaMma, 1 51 pi3KO CXWJIMJIA TOJIOBY B 11 OiK. S HaBITH HE
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I was fine. Everything was fine. | only had one of the dead
lie on me once. One time. And I woke up. Besides, it hadn’t
happened again since I’d discovered Kidz Bop. I didn’t even have
any knowledge to prove one could kill me like that. Translucents
were basically harmless. | was fine.

“It’s going to be all right, you know,” Mom said. “We’re
here now. This house is going to save us, you’ll see.”

She smiled at me. It wasn’t still or stiff the way I thought it
might be now that we were here. It was the sort of smile I tried to
hold in my head when | thought of her. Soft and beautiful, like it
was feathered at the edges, more like a dandelion blowing in the
wind than a twitch of lips.

I didn’t ask her what we needed saving from. From her
perspective, probably just from being lower middle class.

“Yeah,” I repeated.

“Good. Now, I feel sweaty and gross, so I’'m going to jump
in the shower.”

“Study session tonight?” I asked. She’d said she was
exhausted earlier, but it was Wednesday. That meant it was time
for Mom to unsuccessfully drill perfection into my head. At the
very least, I hadn’t cried after one in years, which was nice. That
was how it was the first few times. Now | was numb to it all.

She let out a soft sigh.

“At some point, you need to stand on your own two feet.”
She planted a hand on her hip. “There’s only one uncontrollable
factor in this equation. You and | both know it. Now you just have
to show that you can manage.”

I couldn’t form a sentence.

Mom left me alone in the room for her shower.

Show that you can manage. Meaning don’t screw up. Don’t
ruin this.

A muscle in my jaw twitched and flexed without my
permission.

I watched my reflection as | ran my fingers through my hair

YCBIAOMJIIOBAJIA, 0 BTYNUJIACA B JIKKO, YSIBIISIFOUH yC€ 1I€.

— 3 Tobot0 BCe rapaszn?

— Tak. Bce rapasn.

51 Gyna B HOpMi. AGCOIOTHO B HOpMI. JIuIle oJiMH pa3 Ha MeHi JieKaB
MepTBuid. Oqun pas. [ s npokunynacek. [[odpe, 1110 3 TOro 4acy, 5K s modyasia
ciyxatu Kidz Bop, i kommapu Biactynui. S He Bosiojiija JOCTaTHIMA
3HAHHSAMH IIPO CBIT AYXiB, 1100 3HATH YU 3/1aTHI BOHU BOMBATH TAKUM YHHOM.
HamniBnpo3opi icTtoTu He Hecu 3arpo3u. Sl He mocTpakaana.

— Bce Oyae noOpe, T  3Hael, — ckazaina Mmama. — Tenep Mu TyT. Lleit
OyJIMHOK BpPATYE HAC, OCh MTOOAYHIII.

[i yeminika Gyna muporo, 30BCiM He TAKOIO 3aCTHIIION UM (halbIIHBOIO,
K 51 MOIJIa O ysIBUTH B 11iH cutyariii. Came 110 YCMIIIKY s Bi4ai1yIIHO
Hamaraiach 30€perTy B ysBi, KOJIM JyMaiia mpo Hewo. HixkHa ¥ yapiBHa, HiOu
OropHyTa M’SIKMMH Iip THKaMH, i1 ycMilIKka OuIblIe HaraayBaia Kyiab0a0y, ska
PO3BIIOETHCS BITPOM, aHIK 3BUYAHHUN pyX ry0amu.

S He 3anuTana ii, Bi1 4oro Ham Tpeda psaTyBatucsa. MoKIMBO Bijl
HAIIOTO IOTAHOTO KUTTSL.

— I'apasn, — st moBTOpMIIA.

— Yynoso. S ayxke criTHiNa 1 moyyBarocs oruaHo. [liny B xymr
OCBIKUTHCH.

— 3aHATTS CHOTOJIHI BBEUEPi?— 3amuTana s.

Panime BoHa ka3ana, 110 BUCHaXXEHA, aJie XK cepena. A 1e o3Havae, 1o
MaMma 3HOBY 3aHYAMTh MEHE JI0 CMEePTi CBOIMH 1/1eaaMH JOCKOHAJOCTI.
[TpunaiiMHi, 1 A€KUIbKA POKIB HE TUIaKaJa Micsl MoA10HUX PO3MOB, a 1€ BKE
npuemHo. Tak Oyno nepiui Kijbka pa3sis. Temnep s ctana 6aiykor0 10 LBOTO.

BoHna TuxeHbKko 31TXHYa.

— V axuiich MOMEHT MOTPiOHO cTaTH Ha BJIacHI HOTU. BoHa B3sumacs mif
00ku. — Y 11bOMY PIBHSIHHI € JIMIIe 0JTHE HeBioMe. Mu 000€ Tpo 11e 3HaEMO.
Tenep 1001 IPOCTO MOTPIOHO MOKA3aTH, L0 TH 3 HUM BIIOPAEIIICS.

51 He po3yMina, 110 Bi/IMOBICTH.

Mawma miniia B Iy, 3aJUIIUBIIN MEHE OHY B KIMHATI.

JosecTh, mo mosxem Bropatucs. OTxke, He obnaxkatucs. [Hakie Bce
nige mkepedepTs. M 43 mienenyu CMUKHYBCS 1 HAIIPYKUBCS MUMOBOJI.

S nuBMnacs Ha CBOE B1IOOpaXKEHHsI, COTHI pa3 NPOBOASIYN NAJIbLISIMU
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for the millionth time. Already | had been with this version of me
for a couple of weeks, and it still didn’t quite fit. It was like staring
at someone else making my movements.

I paused and ran my finger back over one spot. Instead of
smooth scalp, there was something hard and cracked. | scraped my
nail over it. The feeling of the ridge was like when I pushed Mom
to leave the relaxer on longer than we should have. The chemical
would burn into my scalp, so slowly that I didn’t notice until the
skin felt scorched. A scab would grow over the burn, and | would
peel it off days later.

By the time | was with Noah, Mom and | had perfected the
timing around how long to leave the relaxer on. I didn’t want to
imagine the face he would have made if he’d run his fingers
through my hair and pulled off a scab.

But this was different. It felt the same, but when | tried to lift
it from my scalp, the pain was sharp and stinging. | dug my nail in
harder around the perimeter to loosen it, pushing myself off the
vanity chair to get closer to the mirror.

I must have nicked myself with the clippers, maybe when
Mom surprised me. I couldn’t think of any other way I could have
gotten a scab on my head.

| speed-walked into the living room and searched in Mom’s
purse for the travel-size beauty kit | knew would be there. | took
out a pair of tweezers and went back to the mirror.

Probably I should have just left the scab alone. But |
couldn’t. It was there, and I knew it. And I wanted it gone. I had
made a fresh start with this hair and didn’t need a scab making it
something scarred.

I tugged on the edge of the skin with the tweezer, trying to
ignore the way the pain made my teeth clamp together and my
eyes water. In the mirror, it was lifting the tiniest bit.

Just a little more.

I paused when a flash of white peeked out from under the
scab instead of the crimson of blood | expected. Leaning closer to

10 BOJIOCCIO0. MUHYJIO BKE JiBa THXKHI, SIK 5 )KUBY 3 11€10 BEpciero cede, 1 BOHA
JI0Ci He 30BCIM MEHI nacye, HiOM 51 ONMMHWIACH Y YyXKOMY TiJli, ale MOKY HUM
KepyBaTH.

S1 3ynuHHMIacs 1 3HOBY IPOBEJIA MaJIbIIEeM MO0 TOMY K MiCIII0. 3aMiCTh
M’SIKO1 1 IJ1aICHBKOT IIKIPH TOJIOBH s1 HamMalaia mock TBEPJIE 1 MOTPiCKaHE,
CXO0’Ke Ha OMIK, SIKM 3aJMIIUBCS Ha MOIl IIKipi MIiCIs TOTO, SIK S BMOBHJIA
MaMy TIOTPUMATH 3aciO JJIs BUTIPSMIIEHHS BOJIOCCS IOBIIE, HIXK MOTPIOHO.
XiMiKaT MOBIJILHO B’iaBCs B LIKIPY TOJIOBH, aJie 51 HABITH HE BilUyBaya, IIOKU
He obnekyacs mkipa. Ha omiky yrBopuiacs Kipka, Ky s IOCTIHHO 3Aupaa.

Jo 3ycTpiui 3 Hoem My 3 MaMO¥O BXKE JOCKOHAJIO BiITOYMIIH IPOIIEC
BUKOPHUCTAHHA 3aC00Y JJIsi BUIIPSIMIICHHS BOJIOCCS, BU3HAUYMIIU CKIIBKHU Yacy
fioro Tpeba TpUMaTH LIS 171eaIbHOTO Pe3yNIbTaTy.

51 Gosmack HaBITh YSIBUTH cO01 Oro BUpa3 o0iauyysi, sKOU BiH 3aIyCTHB
MajbIll MEH1 Y BOJIOCCS 1 BUITAIKOBO 31pBaB KIPKY.

Ha nieit pa3 Bce Oyrno inakie. BiguyTTs 31aBangocst CX0KUM, ajie KOJU 5
cnpoOyBaa 3ipBaTu KipKy 31 MIKipH, MEHE OXOMUB Pi3KHA 1 TPOHU3IUBHUI OiIb.
S cunpHiIIE BUENMIIacsS HITTEM 3a Kpai KipKH, 1, BIIIITOBXHYBIIUCH BiJl
TYaJICTHOTO CTOJIMKA, HAXWJIWJIACs OJIMbK4e 0 J3epKajia, o0 po3TieIiTH, Mo
pobutio.

MaOyTb, 51 moapsmanacs IiJ] 9ac CTPHKKH, KOJIM Mama 3HEeHaIbKa
yBiinuta. HaBiTh He MOXY YSIBUTH, SIK 1HAKIIE MOTJa 3 IBUTHUCS L KipKa Ha
MO} TOJIOBI.

IIBHAKOO X01010, HAU€ BiJ YOTOCH TIKAIOYH, S 3aiIIIa A0 BiTalbHI i
noyasa rnepeBepTaTi MaMHHY CYMKY B TIOITYKaX MaJ€HbKOTO Ha0Opy st
KOCMETHKH. 5| Oyna BIeBHEHa, 110 BiH TaM €. S JicTana miHIeT i MOBepHYyIacs
710 A3epKaa.

VMoBipHO, Kpame Gyo 6 He 4ilmaTH Ty KipKy B3arai. Ale s He
ctpumanach. Bona Oyma tam 1 st mpo 11 3Hana. MeHi Tak CUIbHO XOTLTOCS il
no30yTucs. 3 UM BOJIOCCSAM MOYATIOCS MOE HOBE JKUTTS 1 1 HE X0uy, 1100 SIKach
KipKa 3poouiia oro nompaMoBaHUM.

S moTsrHyNMa MIHIETOM 3a Kpail IKipH, HaMararouuch irHopyBaTu Oifib,
B1JT IKOTO 3yOM CTUCKAJHCS, a 0Yl CIbO3WIHCS. Y JI3epKalli s 0aumia, sK BOHA
HOTPOXY MigiiManach.

e Tpimku.
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the mirror, | squinted.

And there, from under the scab on my scalp, a tiny white
worm about the size of a vine leaf stem wiggled out. Bone pale,
with deep grooves marking each millimeter of its body, writhing
on my head.

| screamed.

The tweezers flew out of my hand, and it seemed like one
scream wasn’t enough. Two, then three, burst out from between
my lips. | sprinted from the room and ran around the bunkie until |
found the bathroom.

The shower curtain was closed and the water was running,
but there wasn’t a single peep. “Mom?!” I screeched.

Her hand reached around the barrier between us, shaking
the slightest bit, and she poked her head out. Her features were
jittery. Scattered. Somehow she seemed more shaken than | was.

“There’s a maggot on my head.” The screams were gone
from me. My voice came out in a flat tone.

It broke whatever had rattled her. “What?”” She turned off
the shower and wrapped herself in a towel.

“There’s a scab on my head, and there was a worm coming
out of it.”

“A worm or a maggot?”

“I don’t know! It was white and fucking gross.”

“Don’t swear.”

“Mom!”

She dug around on my scalp with her nails, searching
through my curls for the grub. “I can’t see anything.”

I moved away from her and leaned close to the mirror,
looking for the spot. | ran my fingers along my scalp in the same
way that | had before.

But I couldn’t find it again. “I don’t get it. It was there. |
lifted up the corner of the skin.”

Mom tugged the shower cap off her head, and her twists
tumbled out of it. “It was a long drive, Dazy. Maybe you just need

S 3ynuHuUIacs, KOJIH IMiJT KIPKOIO 3aMiCTh OYiKYBaHOI KPUBaBO-4E€PBOHOT
IIMU OJTUCHYIO 1ock Oine. HaxunuBimcs Onmkye 10 13epKaia, s
HPUMPYKUIAC.

3-mij KipK Ha MOTH rOJIOB1 BUITOB3 MaJIECCEHbKHIA O1THIT uepB’siK
PO3MIpOM, SIK CTE0JI0 BUHOTPATHOTO JIUCTS. biuii, sik KicTKa, 3 TiJIoM,
PO3UIEHUM TTTMOOKUMH KaHaBKaMHU, BiH 3BUBaBCS Ha MOii TOJIOBI.

51 3akpuyana He CBOIM I'OJIOCOM.

[Tinner Bunas 3 pyku. S kpuyana 3 yciei cum. Kpuk po3puBaB rpyau.
S Buerina 3 KiMHaTH 1 Oirajia HaBKOJIO OYAMHOYKY, TOKU HE 3HANIILIA BaHHY.

JlymoBa mTopka Oyia 3aunHeHa, BoJa TEKJa, ajie )KOAHOTO 3BYKY.

Mawmo?! — g 3aBepelana.

[i TpeMTsua pyka 06epesKHO IPOCTArHYIAcs KPi3h IITOPKY, a HOTIM
npocyHysack ronosa. O6snyus BUTIsia10 3HepBoBaHo. PoscisiHo. Bona
37aBayiacs OUIbII CXBUILOBAHOIO, HIXK .

— Y MeHe Ha rojoBi JMYUHKA.

Kpuku cruxinu. S roBopuia criokiiHUM TOHOM.

[ e ocTaTouHO MOPYIIMIIO 11 eMOIINHHY CTIHKICTD.

— 1lo? — Bona BUMKHY1a Iyl 1 3arOpHYJacs B pyIIHUK.

— Y MeHe Ha roJioBi Kipka, 1 3 Hel BUJII3/Ia IMYMHKA.

— YepB gk un TMUUHKA?

— 51 He 3Ha10! BoHo Oyio 6ijie 1 OXpiHITH, SIKE OTUIHE.

— He naiics.

— Mawm!

Bona konmpcanacs HiIrTsIMA B MOiid TOJIOBI, ITYKAOUX JINYMHKY B MOTX
Ky4uepsix.

— S Hivoro He Gauy.

A Bipiiia Bix Hel 1 HAXWIUIACS J0 A3epkaina. Sl 3HOBY mpoBena
MAJIBISIMHU T10 TIKIPi TOJOBH, SIK TOTO Pasy.

Aue s He HIYOro He 3HaIIA.

— 51 me po3ymito. Bono x Oyino Tyt. S 3amepia Kpaeyox MIKIpH.

Mawma cTsruyia 3 rojIoBH MIAMOUKY JUISL Iy, 3-TiJ K0T BUMaio ii
Ky4epsiBe BOJIOCCH.

— Y Hac cporojHi Oyna jtoBra gopora, /leisi. Moxe, To01 mpocto Tpeda
rocnaTu?
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some sleep?”

I wasn’t caught in a fucking daydream. “I saw it.”

“Why don’t you shower next, then? Kill it with some good
scrubbing.”

“Does that work for lice?”

“Was it lice?”

“I don’t know! It looked like a worm.” I crossed my arms.
“Where would I even get lice?”

“The TTC.”

If I was ever going to get lice, the Toronto public transit
system was probably the best bet. “Do you think just washing my
hair will work?”

“I don’t know, Black people don’t get lice.”

“I highly doubt that there isn’t a single Black person in this
world who hasn’t gotten lice.”

Mom sighed. “You know what I mean. We can see the
doctor when we go back into town.”

“Okay.”

She pointed at the shower. “For now, may as well see what
scrubbing does.”

I stood in the bathtub under a spray more scalding than |
would usually endure in the hope that it would kill whatever was
there. My fingers probed along my scalp-half expecting something
alive to wriggle against my fingers but nothing happened.

After the shower, | methodically parted my hair and
checked for both the scab and the creature, but I couldn’t find
either.

Whatever | saw, it was gone now.

Chapter 37
They came the next day on the boat with four video cameras,

huge enough that they needed to be carried on broad shoulders; six
tripods; a seemingly endless parade of lighting; and puffy Canada

Ile OyB HE KIATUI COH.

— 51 Gaunya Bce Ha BIacHI Oyi.

— Yomy 0 T0O1 HE MPUUHATH Tyl HACTYIMHOK? 3MUTH 1€ XOPOIITUM
ckpabom.

— Ile aie mpoTu BoIIeH?

— Ile Oynu Bommi?

— He 3naro. Aue 1ie 0yio cxoxe Ha TMYUHKY. — S cxpectuna pyku. — Jle
s B3araji MorJia O ImiIXOMUTH BOII?

—Y rpoMajchbKOMy TPAHCIIOPTI.

SIk11o gech 1 MOXKHA TIIXOMUTH BOIIEH, TO, Ma0yTh, TPOMAaICbKUN
TpaHcnopT TOPOHTO — HalKpalle Micle A I[BOTO.

— 51 He 3Hal0, ajie y YOPHOLIKIPUX JI0eH He OyBae BOIIEH.

— $1 nyxe cymHiIBarocs, 10 B CBITI HEMAE KOIHOT YOPHOIIKIPOT
JIOJIMHM, Y K01 O He OyJio Boweil.

Mawma 3iTXHyna:

— 3Haenl rmpo 1o . Mu MokeMo BIABIAATH JIIKapsi, KOJIU IIOBEpPHEMOCS
JI0 MicTa.

— Hy, rapasn.

Bomna xecTom Bkazasa Ha qyIi:

— A noku cripo6yeMo 001iTHCS CKpaOyBaHHSIM, MOKIIUBO JIOTIOMOJKE.

S crosina y BaHHIN M CTpPyMEHEM BOJH, OUIBII MEKyYUM, HIXK 5
3a3BMYa TepIijia, CIOIBalOYNCh, 110 11e BO'e BCe, 110 TaM Oyio. S marana
NANBISIMU IIKIPY TOJIOBH, OUIKYIOUH, 1110 IIOCH KUBE Oy/1e 3BUBATHCS HA MOIX
MaJbISX, ajle HIY0TO He Bi0YBaJIOC.

[Ticna gymry st perenabHO po3ibpana Bojoccs Ha MPOALTH i nepeBipuia,
Y1 HEMA€E TaM KIpKH, UM Ti€Tl ICTOTH, ajie TaM HIY0Tro He OyJIo.

Te, mo s 6Gaumna — 3HUKIIO.

Po3ain 37

HactynHoro nHg BOHU NpUOY/IM HA YOBHI, 3 YOTUPMA BETUYE3HUMU
BiJIeOKaMepaMHu, I1iCTbMa IITATUBAMHU, Ta 0€3J144I0 OCBITIIOBATBHUX
npunafaiB. Bei ogsraeni B myxoBuku Bijn Canada Goose, Xo4a HaaBOpi JOCUTH
TEIIO.
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Goose coats-though it wasn’t cold enough for that. It was Monday
morning, and Mom had been rushing around the bunkie since at
least six a.m. When | rolled out of bed closer to seven thirty and
padded into the living room, she was gone.

Only when | snuck over to one of the bunkie windows and
pulled back the curtains did | see them. All of their camera
equipment had the same logo stamped on it. It was a silhouette of
the CN Tower with TOWER written in uppercase letters inside the
shape. How Mom had managed to get people from a multimillion—
dollar company with just as many YouTube followers was
anyone’s guess. I didn’t think the house was specifically calling to
people based on platform size.

Though it wasn’t hard to figure that something as juicy as
someone dying in a giant mansion hidden in the bush in northern
Ontario wouldn’t have a certain kind of draw.

Mom was animated, at her peak entertaining mood. She
wore her own Canada Goose in a mossy forest green. I didn’t
know why she’d bought that. The thing cost almost an entire rent
payment, but she brushed it off. They all looked like they were out
of an ad for thousand—dollar coats, Mom with her hair in a short,
straight bob—one of her more expensive wigs—and the rest of the
Tower crew. | recognized one of the girls; she was white and had a
short blond pixie cut with tattoos up the side of her neck.

I knew her videos, too. She would go to remote or unique
Airbnb locations, stay there for a night or so, and catalog the
whole experience. Interview the hosts, explore the town or city,
and do a generally in—depth review. If she liked your place, you
got a shit ton of bookings. And if she hated it, you still got a shit
ton of bookings. Unless you said something messed—-up—sexist,
homophobic, and/or racist—you were pretty much guaranteed
success as soon as she showed interest.

Now I really didn’t know how Mom had swung this.

She was fluffed up. Her chest high and proud, and her
mouth moving constantly. Words floated in from outside, far away

Panok noneninka. Mama nopanacs 3 TOMaliHIMU CIPaBaMH 3 MIOCTOT
roauau. Ko 61136K0 TiB Ha BOCEMY s BUTIOB3JIA 3 JIKKA 1 MOIUIENAch Y
BITAJILHIO, MaMH BXe TaM He Oyno. Bona 3Huka 6€3 ciiny.

Sl migkpanachk 710 BiKHa, BiICYHYyJIa INTOPH 1 moOaunia TeneBisiiiHe
o0Jna/IHaHHA 3 OIHAKOBHUM JIOroTUIIOM. Ha HbOMY 300paxeHo CHiIyeT
teneBi3iiiHo1 Bexi CN 3 Hamrcom Benmkumu Jitepamu TOWER Bcepenusi.
st Mene OyI0 3arajikoro, K Mami BJIajoCs 3aJTy4UTH JIIOJIeH 3 TaKOT BEJIUKOL
komranii, YouTube-kanan sikoi MaB OararoMmisibiioHHY ayauTopito. He nymaro,
110 OYZAMHOK 00MpaB rocTel 3a1eKHO B KUTBKOCTI IXHIX MiJIHUCHUKIB.

AJie BOueBU/Ib, TaKa TyqHa MO, SIK CMEPTh y BEJTMKOMY MA€ETKY, SIKHI
XOBA€ETHCS B MIBHIYHOOHTAPIMCHKINA IITYIINHI, HE MOTJIa HE CTaTH CEHCAIIIETO.

Mawma xBaBa, y nijiHeceHoMY HacTpoi. BoHa Bsria cBiii OpeHnoBuit
3eneHuil myxoBuk Canada Goose. [loci He 30arHy ajsi 40ro BOHa HOTo KyMuia.
L5 piv KOIITYBasA, K MiCSIYHA OPEH/Ia KBAPTUPH, aJile MaMa i OKOM He
3MHUTHYIa. [ 06pa3 J0NoBHIOBANA HAlIOPOKYA TIEpyKa 3 KOJNEKIIiT — IpsMe
BoOJIOCCS 31 CTprkKot0 bo6. Bona Burmnsaana tak, HiOM 3ii1nIa 31 CTOPIHKH
peKIaMH HalJOPOKYMX MaNbT [VISHIIEBOTO )KYPHAIY, 5K 1 WIEHW KOMaHIH
Tower. S Bni3Hana oHy AIBYMHY — OUTOMIKIPY OJIOHAMHKY 31 cTpuKKoro [1ikci
Ta TaTYIOBAHHSM Ha IIHi.

A cminkyro 3a ii YouTube-kananowm, 1€ BOHA 3HIMA€E OTJISIIM HE3BUUHUX
Ta MaJIOBIJOMUX MicIlb. BuOpaBim jokarlito, BoHa OpOHIOE KUTIIO Yepes
mwiatdopmy Airbnb Ha nekinbKa HIB, 1 PETEIBLHO JOKYMEHTYE CBOT BPAYKEHHS.
JliBurHa MPOBOIUTH IHTEPB 10 3 TOCMOAAPSIMHU, TOCIIHKYE MICIIEBICTh Ta
3HIMa€ I'PYHTOBHUH crokeT. SKio il cnomobanocs Baie micle, To y Bac Oyne
Kyna OpoHIOBaHb. A SKIIO i He cro100anocs, Takox Oyie Kyrna OpOHIOBaHb.
€1uHe, 10 MOXe BCE 31MCYBATU — 11€ SKIIO BU JISIITHETE IIOCh TPOBOKYIOYE —
CEKCHCTChKEe, TOMO(OOChKE UM pacUCTChKe. B iHIIIOMY BUNAJKY, SIK TUTBKU
BOHA MPOSIBUTH IHTEPEC — YCIiX BaM TapaHTOBAHUU.

51 Tenep MpoCTO HE PO3YMIl0, SIK MaMmi 1€ BAAJIOC.

Bona npuuenypuiace, crosiia npsiMo 3 ropJ1o MiJHSATOI ToJI0BOIO 1
Oe3nepecTaHKy TOBOpHIIA.

3 ByJIUIIl JOJIMHAJIA PO3MOBA, JIajieKa Ta MPUTITyIIeHa. Y ce, Mo 5
3MOTJIa PO3YYTH, L€ II0Ch PO OyIUHOK 1 cHiaHOK. He 3Hato, Koiu BoHA
BCTHIJIa CXONUTH MPOIYKTH, HACKUIBKH 51 TIaM SITAl0 y90pa BOHA HIUOTO HE
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and faint. All that | caught was something about the mansion and
breakfast.

I didn’t know when she’d managed to grab groceries
because she hadn’t gotten any last night, as far as [ knew. We had
cried, she’d claimed exhaustion and crawled into bed, and I'd
showered, standing under the faucet with hot water stinging my
face, feeling like I had been peeled back. Layer upon layer of skin
painfully torn from my body and pushed out in to the cold without
the protection of a dermis. Just exposed yellow fat and muscle like
the nose—job guy on the TV.

I hadn’t been able to get the image of dead Peter out of my
mind. Why was he like that? If the house spoke to Mom, if it liked
her, was it doing that for her? To what end? It was hard to believe
that a house that fed on people would be sentimental. But it was
torturing him and doing it without making him pass on.

I thought of the times when Mom had caressed the side of
the house. Every time she’d said the house wasn’t the problem.
Was that the truth? Or was that because it was doing this for her?

And worse...What was she doing for it in exchange?

I let the curtains fall closed as Mom led the camera crew
inside the house. A quick check in our fridge confirmed my
suspicions. She had collected a bunch of the groceries I’d bought
for us yesterday to fill their order. | speed-walked to my room so |
could see them make their way into the mansion.

Mom’s foot hovered for a moment on the threshold as the
crew walked past her, but she did it-she went in.

I guess it shouldn’t have been so shocking. She had already
gone inside to save me. Besides, she had her maggot protection,
and the house liked her. The only thing keeping her out was her
memories. These people were high—class guests. Their words
could make or break the business. If there were ever a time to push
herself, this was it.

The image of Ivy hovering near the mansion came back to
me. She was the danger. She was the one we needed to stop. vy

Opasia. BeuopoM MM normsiakanu, BOHA IOCKApKUIIAcs Ha BTOMY 1 3aji371a y
JKKO. A s minpia y aynr. CTOsiuu i1 Tapsiuor0 BOJIOIO, I BiT4yBaJia sIK BOHA
o0mikae Moe 00IMYYs, SIK MIap 3a IMIapoM, Have JIe30 TOCTpoi OpUTBU, OOJIICHO
3pi3a€ MIKipy, OTOJIIOI0YH TII0, SIKE€ TPEMTLIIO BiJl XOJOTY.

S HisSK HE MOTJIa BUKUHYTH 3 TOJIOBH 00pa3 meptBoro Ilitepa. Homy BiH
Tak BUTIAAaB? SIK1o OyAMHOK PO3MOBIISIB 3 MaMOIO 1 JIFOOMB i, UM MIiT BiH 1€
3poouTH miist Hei? st woro? Baxkko Oyiio MOBIpUTH, 110 OYAMHOK, STKHMA
MOYKUPAB JIIOJIEH, MIT OyTH CEHTUMEHTAIBHUM. AJie Oy TMHOK 3J1ICHO KaTyBaB
Horo 1 He JaBaB HOMY ITOMEPTH.

Sl srajana T1 MHTI, KOJIM Oa4yuiia sSIKk MaMa HI>KHO IJIajujia CTIHU
Oynunky. lllopa3y BoHa ka3aia, 110 npobdiaema He B OyauHKy. [IpaBga? A
MO3KJIMBO, BIH ITPOCTO 3apaju Hei BOMBaB 1HIIUX?

[ naiictpamnimre... [1lo x Bona iiomy BijgnaBana B3amin?

Mawma noBena 3HIMaJIbHY TPYITy 0 OYANHKY, a 51 OMyCTHIIA IITOPH i
TilIa 10 X0J0IUIbHUKA, 00 BIEBHUTHUCH Y CBOIX IMi1o3pax. BoHa miiicHO
3a0para Kymmy IpoayKTiB, sIKi s mpuadana JUisl Hac ydopa, o0 MpUroTyBaTu
CHI/IaHOK JUIsI 3HIMaJIbHOT IpynHu. S MIBUJIKO MONpsMyBajia 10 CBO€T KIMHATH,
3BIJIKM MOTJIA CIIOCTEPITaTH, IK BOHU 3aXOIUTUMYTh B OyJIMHOK.

Mawma 3aTrpumManack Ha opo3i, 1 MeHi 3/1aJ10Ch, 11J0 BOHAa HAa MUTh
3aBarajach, OKH KOMaH/1a IIPOXO/IAJIa TIOB3 Hel. AJie BpeITi-peIT BOHA
yBiHIILIa BCEpEaUHY.

A ranmana, mo i Hivoro Oositucsa. BoHa x 3axoauia Bcepeauny, mob
BpATYyBaTH MeHe. J[o Toro x y Hei OyB MariuyHuii 3axXucT, 1 OyJMHOK ii JII0OUB.
€uHe, 0 3aBaXkaylo 11 — crorafu. A 11l Jitoau O0yJid BUCOKUMU TOCTsAMHU. Bin
iXHBOT'O CJIOBA 3aJIeKaa A0 L1101 cripaBy. ICHYIOTh MOMEHTH KO Tpeba
BHUKJIACTHCS Ha CTO BIJICOTKIB — TO II€ 3apas3.

O06pa3 AiiBi, sskuii BUTaB 01511 OyAMHKY IOBEpHYBCS 10 MeHe. Bona
HeOesneuna. Bona Ta, koro motpiOHo 3ynuHuTH. BoHa 3aneBHsia, mo OyanHOK
JTHOOUTH MEHE. A YoMy K TOJI BiH Mi/l/JaBaB MEHE TAKUM TOPTYpaM Yy CBOiX
ctinax? OjHak, BiH TaK 1 HE 3MYCUB MeHe MiIKopuTHCs Horo Boji. Came Toi,
Kouin AiiBi Oyna y OyJIMHKY, 1 BUTATJIa TOTO OTHJIHOTO XpoOaka, came TOJi 5
CTpakaaJia BiJl FaIOIMHAIIlH, K1 KepyBalIl MOIM TLIOM, caMme TOJIi 51 moOauusa
MEpTBY JIBUMHY Yy KIMHATI, PO AKY XOTia Ai3HaTHCa AliBi. KoxHoro pasy
AliBi Oyna npuyeTHa.
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said the house liked me, so why had it done those things in its
rooms to me? But then, it hadn’t made me give anything up either.
When Ivy was there, that’s when I pulled the worm from my head,
that’s when I was tortured with the hallucination of them in my
body, that’s when I saw the memory of the girl who Ivy wanted to
know. Every time, vy was the one who benefitted.

Even if I didn’t 100 percent trust Mom’s motives anymore,
it stood to reason that the house didn’t do those things to me of its
own will. Ivy had power over it somehow.

It was like Mom said: the house wasn’t as independent as it
seemed.

I thought of the Ivy who’d dragged me out of bed that night
to go to the room where the girl died. Who was likely the reason
that girl died. Who pressed her ear against the door to listen to that
couple tormented by bees.

That was not someone | could convince to stop.

I had to make her pass on. It was the only way.

Mom burst through the bunkie door so suddenly that |
jumped. “I need you to keep an eye on them during their stay. Ivy
needs to be controlled.” She paused and gritted her teeth. “And I
can’t be with you. If you get caught by them, I can spin a story. If
I get caught, it’ll ruin everything. Just keep out of the rooms so Ivy
won’t be able to lock you in again.”

There it was. Finally. My permission to go into the house.
My chance to prove myself. To earn my freedom.

And no more of this pretending to be a normal teenager,
since | was going to have to skip school.

“Okay,” I said. I had planned on watching over them
anyway, but it felt better to know Mom was finally on board.
“How long are they here?”

“Two nights.” She took a deep breath in and out. “If things
get bad...listen to the house. It’ll help you. Trust me, it doesn’t
want Ivy pulling its strings either.”

I froze. “Listen to the house that’s torturing people?”

S npuranana MamMuHi cioBa: «byaHHOK He OyB TAKUM HE3aJIeKHUM, 5K
31aBasIocs». X0ua s BKe He JOBIpsijia MaMi Ha CTO BiJICOTKIB, Miif po3yM
HiKa3yBaB, 1110 CAaMOCTIHHO OYAMHOK HE MOKE 3HYLIATUCH HAJ| JIOJbMH.
IIMoBipHO, BiH 6yB JMIIe iHCTPYMEHTOM Y pykax Aiisi. Bona
BUKOPUCTOBYBaJIa OyIMHOK JUIsl BIACHUX LILJIEH.

S 3ramana Ty Hid, KoJu ABI BUTSATIIa MEHE 3 JIDKKA 1 TIOBEJIa JI0
KIMHATH, JIe Jie)KaJla MepTBa J[IBUMHA.

Came A¥iBi cTasia IPUYUHOKO 11 CMEPTI, a epe.l TUM, K TiAIaTH
IIBYMHY TOPTYpam, 3MYIIyBalla CIIyXaTH, K y CYCiAHII KiIMHATI MOAPYKHS
napa CTpakaae BiJl yKyciB OJDKIII

Ile Oyna He Ta Jqr0AMHA, SKY S MOIJa OM MepeKOHaTH 3yNUHUTHUCS. S
Masia 3MycuTH ii momeptu. Lle OyB ennHuil BUXia.

MamMma Tak HeCTo/IiBaHO yBipBajacs y IBepi KIMHATH, 110 S ITICKOYHJIA.

— He 3Bozb 3 HUX Oueil, MOKM BOHM TYT. A#iBi TpeOa KOHTPOIIOBATH,—
BOHA 3po0Ouiia nay3y i 3uinuia 3you. — I 1 He Moy Oytu 3 T06010. SIKI110 BOHU
Tebe CIIMMalOTh, 51 3MOXKY PO3KPYTHTH ICTOPII0. A SIKIIO MEHE CIIHMaIOTh, TO
Bce nponaze. [Ipocto Tpumaiics momani BiJ KiMHAT, 100 A¥iBi 3HOBY He
3MorJia Te0e 3aMKHYTH TaM.

Ocb BoHO. HapemnTi MeH1 103BosiniM 3aiiTH y Oy auHOK. Miif manc
nokasaTu cebe. 3aciy)KUTH CBOOOTY.

51 Ginble He Oyny 3BUUAHHUM M1UTITKOM, TOMY MEH1 JI0BE/IeThCS
MPOTYIIOBATH IIKOIY.

— I'apazn, — mpoMoBIIsitO.

BnacHe, 5 i1 6e3 11 3rou 30upanacs iX KOHTPOJIIOBATH, aJle BCE XK
IPUEMHO, 1110 MU TETEpP 3 MaMOIO B OJHII KOMaHII.

— CKUIBKM BOHU TYT OyAyTh?

— JIB1 HOU1, — BOHA TTTMOOKO 31TXHYNA. — SKIO CUTYyallis
MOTIPIIUTHCA...pUCTyXaicsa 10 0yauHKy. Bin 1061 nonomosxe. Iosip,
OYAMHOK T€X HE B 3aXBaTi BiJ TOTO, 0 AiBi 1OT0 KOHTPOJIOE.

S 3aBMepia.

— CnyxaTu OyJJMHOK, SIKUH KaTye Jroaen?

Bomna 3iTxnymna.

— Ie six pocnuna. Le B ii mpuposi — BuxxuBatu. [Hoxi BiH
1OKUBITIOETHCSI MEPTBUMH. A 1HOJII )KUBUMH JIT0/IbMH. BiH iX He BOHMBa€, 1 TUM
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She sighed. “It’s like a plant. It’s in its nature to survive.
Sometimes it feeds from the dead and sometimes from people. It
doesn’t kill them, and they don’t remember. But it needs help. It
needs gardeners. Some, like lvy, let it grow wild and out of
control. Not like us. We’re the good ones, Daisy. We keep it
pruned and manageable. The house is not bad. The house is a
function of its gardener. It helped me, you know? When he was...
it was the only thing | had. The only one who I could tell
everything to. And it wants me to help it. It wants you to help it.
So let’s take care of the corporeal and move on with our lives.”

A chill settled over my shoulders as if one of the dead were
pressed against my body, pulling me to its chest, trapping me in its
arms. I didn’t like the way she talked about the house. It felt like
reverence. Like she was in church, praying at its altar. This thing
that fed on fear and pain.

Ivy called it an animal, and Mom called it a plant.

The house is a function of its gardener.

I swallowed but nodded. First, Ivy needed to be stopped. We
could figure out where to go after that. “Okay. When do I go
inside? Now?”

“No, I need to go finish giving them a tour, and then I need
to go get the Jeep. Actually, you can drive me out to the launch to
pick it up and then bring back the boat after. Just sit tight until
then.”

As she made her way to the house, | followed her out and
veered off into the greenhouse. It didn’t take long to look after the
plants, and by the time 1 finished, Mom would be done with her
grand tour.

The garden was doing better. Some plants were still
struggling from the overzealous caretaker that | could only assume
had been Ivy in my body, going through the charade of being me
S0 as to not be suspicious. | watered the ones with drying soil and
dusted the leaves of some of the larger palms with a damp cloth.

“More and more. There are so many people coming in and

Giblie BOHU HIiYOTO HE MaM’ATaloTh. Asie oMy TOTpibHa gormomora. Momy
notpiOHi caxiBuuky. [leski sik AiiBi, 103BOJIsIE HOMY PO3pOCTAaTHCS | BUXOAUTH
3-mmij KoHTponto. He tak sik Mu. Mu xoporri, [ei3i. Mu gorasigaemMo 3a HUIM Ta
TPUMAEMO i1 KOHTpoJeM. byuHok Henoranuii. ByAMHOK BUKOHY€E BKa3iBKU
CBOTO cajliBHUKA. BiH monomir MeHi, po3ymiemi? Bin OyB.. BiH OyB € TMHUM, 1110
y MeHe Toi Oyno. €1uHuil, KoMy s MOTJIa Bce PO3MOBiCcTH. | BiH X0ue, 100 s
rHomy monomora. I BiH xoue, o0 v oMy qomomoriia. Tox rmogadaimo mpo
MartepiajgbHe 1 KUTUMEMO Jajli.

HIkiporo 5 BiguyNa KpHKaHUM X0JI0]l, HEMOB XTOCh 13 MEpI1IiB 00XOIHUB
MEHE CBOIMH pyKaMH 3a IJIedi, CTUCKalo4H B 00iiiMax. MeHi He criogobaiocs,
SK MaMma roBopuiia npo OyauHoK. BoHa mo60XHO cXuuisacs nepe HUM, siK
nepes BiBTapeM.

HaromicTb 1ei Oy IMHOK )KUBUBCS CTPaXoM 1 00JIeM JII0JIeH.

AliB1 Ha3MBaJ1a 1Oro TBAPUHOIO, a MamMa — POCIIMHOIO.

Byaunok OyB BimoOpaxeHHSIM XapaKTepy CBOTO CaJ[iBHUKA.

[IpokOBTHYBIIM IPYAKY B rop:ii, 1 KUBHYJa. Aje crepity Tpeda 0yio
NOKIHYKUTH 3 AliBi. [IoTiM MU BU3HAUMMO, KYJM pyXaTHUCS JaJi.

— I'apasn. Konu meni 3aiitu Bcepenuny? 3apas?

— Hi, 5 Mym1y 3aKiHUUTH €KCKYpCito, a MOTIM 3a0patu jxkumn. B3arani-
TO, TU MO>KEII B1IBE3TH MEHE 10 IpHyaly, oo 3adpaTu Horo, a noTim
noBepHeIIcs Ha 4YoBHi. [IpocTo mocuap Moku Mo TyT.

Bona nonpsimyBana 10 OyIuHKY, 5 TIUIA 32 HEIO 1 3BEpHYTIA y
TEIUTHIIIO. 3 POCIMHAMHU S TOpasiach MIBHUJIKO 1 0 TOTO Yacy, sIK 5 3aKiHUY,
MaMa BK€ 3aBEPIIUTh CBOIO TPAHI03HY €KCKYPCIIO.

B cany cnpaBu iinun kpariie. Jleski pociIMHU BCe 1€ OTOBTYBAIUCS BiJ
HaJMIPHO CTapaHHOTO CaJIBHUKA, KUM, O€3 CYyMHIBY, Oyia A¥iBi, 110 OCeNUIacs
B MOEMY TiJIi i BJjaBaia MeHe, o0 He BUKIUKATH Mi103p. S monwia Ti, 1o
IJICOXJIH, @ JIUCTS 3 JICSIKUX BEITUKHX ITAJIbM IIPOTEpIa BOJIOTOK0 TaHIiIPKOIO.

— Ix crae pocTo HeHMOBIpHO OaraTo. Llei moTik roeid, SKi BUXOIATS 1
3aX0JIATh, HE MPUITHHAETHCS. AWBI, HAaBITh HE 3aMOPOYMIIACH HAJ] THM, 100
MIPOMTH Yepe3 ABepi, SK 1€ BIACTUBO oM. Ternep He Oylio ceHCy BAaBaTH
KOroch iHII0ro. BoHa rnpocto mpoiiiiia Kpi3b CKIIO.

— Hagimio Tu B3araii moiuia pociauHu?— s 3anutana. — Yomy 6 1061
IIPOCTO HE 3alTH CIOM 1 HE MOTYJISTH, AKIIO TH YAAa€l MeHe?
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out.” Ivy didn’t even try to go through the door properly. There
wasn’t much point now in pretending to be something she wasn’t.
She simply walked through the glass.

“Why did you even bother watering the plants?” I asked.
“Why not just come in here and walk around if you wanted to
pretend to be me?”

Ivy gave me a sweet smile—dark red lipstick and dark
sunglasses. “I want to know who the girl in the room is.”

It was sad, really. The barriers between the dead and the
living were sometimes so fluid and other times so stark.

I said, “Stop making the house torture the guests and kill
people, and maybe I'll tell you.”

She scowled at me. “It’s in the house’s nature to feed.”

“But not to eat people and not to kill, right? It needs help,
doesn’t it? And that’s you.”

Ivy’s lips pinched tight. “Tell me who the girl is.”

I shook my head. “I already made you an offer.”

Part of me thought about trying to make her pass on now,
but she was too on guard. It wouldn’t work if her hackles were up.

“Fuck your ‘maybe,’ ” she snarled. ““ ‘Maybe’ is an excuse
for a lie that you know you’re telling. You can say ‘maybe’
forever, and I have forever, and it’s too long.”

The door opened, and I turned my head toward Mom. “Let’s
£0,” she said.

When | turned back to Ivy, she had disappeared.

The boat ride was quiet until Mom looked over at me, wind
whipping through her hair, cheeks pale from the cold. “You can do
this, right?”

“I’ll figure something out,” I muttered.

“No, you will not ‘figure something out.” You are going to
use the things you learned in the study sessions you seem to have
conveniently forgotten.”

I hadn’t ‘conveniently forgotten.’ I purposely tried not to
think of them.

AJiB1 3arakoBO MocMixHyJsachk. Ha Hiit Oymna TeMHa yepBOHa momaza i
COHIIE3aXHCHI OKYIISAPH.

— I xody 3HaTH, XTO Ta AIBYMHA B KIMHATI.

Le 6ymno HacmpaB/i cyMHO. Mexi MiXk )KHBUMHU Ta MEPTBUMHU OyBaIH
HACTIJILKM MIHJIMBUMHU, a THKOJIM HACTUIBKH PI3KHMH.

S ckazana:

— Ilpununu 3mymryBaTi OyIMHOK KaTyBaTH rocTeil 1 BOMBATH JIIOJICH,
MOYKJIMBO, TOJII 51 CKa)Ky TOO1 OibIiIe.

Bona nacynuna 6poBu:

— Bynunok, mo0 icHyBaTH MoTpedye KUBICHHS.

— Aze x He icTu Trojiel 1 He BOMBaTH iX. | oMy moTpiOHO JomomaraT.
[ e 1 pobu.

ATiB1 MIIIHO CTHUCHYJIA TYOH:

— IIpocTo ckaxu XTO Ta AIBUMHA.

S moxurana royioBoro:

—51 T061 BKE 3aMpONOHYBaja YMOBH.

MeHne nepenoBHIOBaIO OakaHHS MOKIHYMTHU 3 HEIO TYT 1 3apas, ane
crpoOyBaTH BOUTH 1i — 3aHAJTO PUBMKOBAHO. 11 Ol MUIBHO CTEKUITH 32
KO>KHUM MOIM pyXOM, a Halpy’keHe Tij0 OyJIo HaroroToBi f1aTH Bijacid. [Toku
BOHA TPUMAETHCS HACTOPOXKI, ST HE 3MOXKY I[LOTO 3POOHTH.

— Jlo Gica TBOT «MOKIIMBOY, — OTPU3HYJACS BOHA. — L{UM «MOXIHBOY» TH
YXWISENICS BiJ] MpaBan. Ty MOXeI TOBOPUTH «MOKIIHMBOY» HECKiHUeHHO. Tak, 5
BIYHO ICHYBaTHUMY M1k CBiTaMH, ajie YeKaTu TBOEI BiJIMOBIl TaK IOBro — Iie
3aHaJTO.

— Xonaimo, — cka3ana BOHa.

Konu st moBepHynacs 10 TOro micuis, e po3MoBiisiiia 3 AlBI, TO ii Bike
Tam He OyIo.

Mu rMBIM Ha YOBHI MOBYKHU. BiTep rpaiiiuBo po3BiloBaB MaMHHE
BOJIOCCS, a HIOKH i1 30J11/UK BiA Xonoxy. PantoM BoHa 3anuTana:

— Twu >k Moxer 1e 3poOuTH, paBaa?

— S BUrajaro moch Ha X0y — NpoOypMOTia 5.

— Hi, Hivoro Buragysatu T4 He Oyjenl. Ty CKOpUCTa€eICs 3HaHHIMU,
K1 OTpuMasia Ha 3aHATTIX. CroziBarocst BOHM O€3CIiTHO BUMIAPYBAIIUCh 3 TBOET
TaM'sTi.
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“As a reminder, those sessions were to help you. You know
how to deal with aggressive spirits, so deal with her.”

I chewed on the inside of my cheek and said nothing.

It was different to practice things in safe settings with Mom
versus coming here and dealing with something real. And it’s not
like Mom had given me any idea of what to expect. She hadn’t
even wanted me involved until now. But | had read the dead to get
information. I’d held on to that much. But then I’d wasted so much
time not being sure if Ivy was or wasn’t a ghost and then got
fucking possessed.

Enough. I would end this.

I would make lvy pass on.

Forcibly.

I had done it enough times before.

I cleared my throat and bundled tighter in my jacket. “I’1l
deal with her.”

When | was nine, for one of our study sessions, Mom took
me to an abandoned warehouse in the West End of Toronto,
almost in Mississauga, it was so far west. It was this old discount
shoe place. The signs in front proclaimed it was private property,
but they didn’t have any cameras or security. Mom and I just
walked in.

It must have been something like eleven at night. The whole
place was dark, and Mom wouldn’t use the flashlight on her
phone. That July was already hot and humid, but inside the
warehouse it was somehow more so, like soaking in a hot tub. The
whole place was this giant empty box with dirty floors littered
with beer bottles and trash.

“Just like the other times, there’s someone in there who
needs help passing on.” Mom pressed her hand on top of my head
and gripped it. It was a gesture that was partially affectionate and
partially for control and focus. I used to like it. “But it’s going to
be a bit different. I need you to stay strong, okay?”

I tried to push down the fear that rushed through me at the

Hi, Bonu He «BuUMapyBanucsy». Sl HABMUCHO Hamarasiacs He JyMaTu Ipo
HUX.

— Haranyto, 1o 11i ceancu MaJid 1ooMorTu To01. Tu 3Haenm, sk
00poTHCS 3 aTPECUBHUMH JTyXaMH, TOXK po30epucs 1 3 IHM.

51 rpusna mjoky i MoBuasa.

[IpakTuKyBaTH II0CH Y O€3MEYHOMY MicCIIi 3 MaMoIO OyJI0 30BCIM HE Te,
110 IPUITH CIOJM Ta 3ITKHYTHUCS 3 PeabHICTIO. | Mama He Jana »OoJHOTO
HATSIKy Y4 IiKa3KH, 10 OYiKyBaTH. BoHa HaBiTh HE XOTiNa, 1100 g Oyna
MIPUYETHA JI0 IIbOTO aX JIOTEeTep.

51 3 merKicTio MOTJIa IPOHUKATH B TIIMOMHM AYII TOMEPIIUX Ta
pO3Mi3HaBaTH IXHIO CIIpaBXkHIO Npupoy. Lle 3aBxau BraBagock MeHi. Are,
SIKOTOCh JIiJIbKa, sl TAK JIOBTO Barajacs, 4u € AWBI MPUBUIOM YH Hi, IO
OHMHAJIACH ITiJ 11 BIAJ0X0.

Hocuts. S mokinuy 3 mum.

S nokinuy 3 A¥iBi.

[Ipumycoso.

Y Mmene O0yB nocsia. S pobuia Take yxxe 6arato pasis.

S mpokanuisaack Ta MUIBbHIIIE 3arOPHYJIAch y KYpTKY.

— 51 po3bepycs 3 Hero.

Komau meHi 6ys0 1eB’siTh, Ha OJIHE 3 HAIIMX 3aHATh MaMa [OBEla MEHE
Ha 3aHen0anuit cknan y Bect-Eng ToponTo, maitke 1o Micciccarya, 1ie ganeko
Ha 3axo/i. Konucek Tam 3HaxoauBes cTapuil MarasuH, Jie IpojaBajid B3yTTS 31
3HMkKamu. Ha Gy/iBii BUCIB nonepe/pKyBaibHU 3HaK «[IpuBaTHA BIACHICTHY,
aJie aHi KaMep, aHl OXOPOHU MU He OMITIIH. S 3 MaMOIO Oe3MepenIKoaHO
YBIHIILIIa BCEPETUHY.

Ha ronuanauKy 0M3bK0 OJUHAIIATOT HOY1, 1 HABKOJIO MMaHyBasia
rnuboka TeMpsiBa. Mama BUpilIiIa He BMUKATH JIIXTapHUK Ha TenedoHi, abu He
MOPYITYBaTH HIYHY THITY. MU ONMMHUINCH Y BETMYE3HOMY TIOPOKHBOMY
npumimeHHi. [Tiamora 6ymna BcTeneHa rusiiKkaMu 3-1Mi1 MBa Ta 1HIIUM
cMmitTaM. HanmBopi cTosiyia mumiHeBa crieka, mpoTe BCepearHi CKIaIy
TeMIeparypa BUsBHIACS 111 BUIIOK. [T0BITps 3AaBaIOCS HACTIIBKU TapsIuuM,
HIOM y po3apeHiil Ja3Hi.

— Sk 1 Konmuch, TYT OiyKae Jymia, sika HoTpedye T0MOMOrH, o0
MeperTH Ha TOU CBIT.
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idea of what was new about this session. But [ wasn’t very good at
it back then, and | trembled even as | sweat.

I searched the space for the person we were looking for.
Eyes bouncing off the once—vibrant shoe—sale signs and empty
shelves.

When | found him, | stopped.

A little boy was curled up in a corner, his knees pulled to
his chest with his chin resting on them.

And | knew him.

That same boy had held my face against the ground while |
choked on dirt.

I cried out and turned to run, but Mom wouldn’t let me. She
settled her hands on my shoulders and turned me around. “Daisy,”
she said, tone sharp.“You are not the same age as him anymore.
You’re a big girl now. You cannot spend your entire life afraid.
Mommy worked very hard to find this boy for you. It was not
easy. But lucky for us, he’s still as much of a bully as he was
before. He’s been scaring kids in the area. Look, even I can see
him. He’s not even trying to hide. Now you’ll take care of him.”

There was an intensity to her voice that scared me, and her
grip was too firm to break out of. | twisted in her arms,
whimpering.

He was going to hurt me.

I was going to die.

I needed to run.

I could hear the again.

Dazy.

Dazy.

Dazy.

“Daisy!” Mom snapped. “Didn’t I save you last time? I’'m
right here. Nothing bad will happen.”

That stopped me.

| stared into her face, pinched with irritation, and | knew she
was right. Mom had saved me from those kids.

Mama nokana pyKy MeHi Ha FOJIOBY i CTHCHYJIa MOIO MakKiBKYy. [i 10THK
OyB HIXKHHM, ajie i BOAHOYAC BIAJHUM, HIOM BOHA XOTiJIa 30CEPEIUTH MOIO
yBary Ha 3aBJaHHI.

Konuce meni 1ie mogobanocs.

— Aue Bce Oyze Tpoxu iHakmie. He 31aBaiics, st 3Hat0, 1110 TH MOKENI 11e
3poouTH, rapaszi?

S Hamarasnacs BiJIITHATH CTPaX, SIKUH IPOHU3YBaB MEHE, KOJIH
JyMaia Ipo Te, [0 YeKae Ha MEHE ITiJ] 4ac IbOr0 HOBOT'O BUIIPOOyBaHHs. Ale
3aCIIOKOITHCS HE BaBaiocs. Sl TpeMTiia 1 miTHiIa, OrISJal0dy CKIIaJ, y cpooi
no0aunTH JIOAMHY, Ky MU IryKanu. Odi KOB3aJIX 1O KOJIUCH SICKPAaBUX
TabJIMYKax pO3MPOJaKy B3YTTS i MOPOKHIX MOTUIISIX.

Ocp BiH. f] 3HaiinDIa Horo.

ManeHbKH# XJIOMYUK, IKUWA 3TOPHYBCS] KAJIAUYMKOM Y KYTKY,
HiATATHYBIINA KOJIIHA JI0 TPYIEH 1 MOKJIABIIN HA HUX T 100P1 L.

I 51 3Haua ¥ioro.

[e Toi#t camuit XJIOMYUK MPUTUCKAB MEHE OOJIHYYSIM JI0 3€MJI1, TIOKH 5
3axJIMHANACh OPYJIOM.

Sl 3akpuyana 1 XoTijla BTEKTH, ajleé Mama 3ylruHujIa MeHe. BoHa nokiana
PYKH MEHI Ha IJiedi 1 po3BepHyJia 00Ju4YsIM JI0 cebe.

— Jlel31, — cka3aia BoHa pi3ko. — TH Bike He TOro BiKY, 110 BiH. Tu Bxke
Jopociia IiBUMHKA. TH HE MOXKEII MPOKUTH BECh Yac y cTpaxy. Mami goBenocs
MPUKIIACTU AyXke 0arato 3ycuib, 1100 3HaiTu Horo. JloGpe, 110 BiH HITPILLIKH
HE 3MIHUBCS 1 3aJTUIIMBCS TAaKUM Ke 3a01sK010. BiH ngkae aiteit y ipomy
paifoni. [lornsHb, HaBiTh 5 Horo Oady. | BiH He HamaraeThbcsi cxoBaTHcs. Tenep
TH TIOJI0A€EII TIPO HBHOTO.

V 1i ronoci BiguyBanach Halpyra, sika Hajsikajga MeHe. Sl Hamaranach
BUPBATHUCS, ajJle BOHA MII[HO TpUMaJla MEHE 3a IJIedi.

Bin xoTiB 3po6uTH MeH1 bosue.

Sl manma nomepru.

MeHi notpibHO OyI0 TiKaTH.

51 3HOBY 11€ UyIna.

Jetisi.

Jetisi.

Jetisi.
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But still... Every other ghost | had faced in a session up until
that point had been, at most, semi—opaque. They didn’t have the
ability to hurt me. But a corporeal...That was different.

Mom must have sensed my hesitation because she squatted
beside me and pointed at the boy. “Look at him. He hasn’t even
noticed we’re here. He’s alone and has wandered so far from the
playground he was in. It isn’t like it was before. You’ll see. After
you do this, you’ll feel so much better.” Her expression was so
earnest. She smiled, and it was full of hope. | knew that she felt
this was the answer. That this would help me stop being so scared.

I swallowed and nodded. “Okay.”

“Good girl.” Mom stood and gave me a little push forward.

At the time, it felt encouraging.

The boy looked exactly the way he did when | was six. He
was white and wore faded blue—denim shorts and a washed—out
red T—shirt. His sneakers were a pair of dirty white Nikes. The
dead were a snapshot of who they used to be beyond the sadness
or violence of their deaths. I shouldn’t have been surprised that he
hadn’t changed, but I was.

“The words,” Mom prompted.

I swallowed again and shuffled forward until I was in front
of the boy, only a couple of feet of space between us.

Mom was right. He was so small now compared to me.
When | was six, he had been a giant. “How can I help you pass
on?” I squeaked. Mom had put beads at the end of my braids, and
they clinked together as | trembled.

Any moment now, he would come to life and attack me.

I stiffened my muscles, braced for it.

I remembered his name from when we had played together.
Before he hated me.

Jonathan. We called him Johnny.

He looked up, and I jumped back. But he didn’t do
anything. Just squinted and said, “Who are you?”

He didn’t remember me.

— Jleit3i! — Mama He cTpuMaracs 1 3akpudaia. — Xi0a s He BpsATyBaja
Tebe MuHynoro pa3y? S x nopyd. Hivoro moranoro He CTaHeThCH.

51 3aBMepria. S BAUBIIsIIacS B CKPUBJICHE BiJl pO3ApaTyBaHHS OO0IHYYS
Martepi Ta 3roZioM 3po3yMmiJia, [0 BOHA Ma€ PaLilo.

Mawma BpsTyBajia MEHe BiJl THUX AITe MUHYJIOTO pa3sy.

Aue Bce X TakH... Bei iHmmi npuBuay, Skux s 0aunia pasimie, Oynu
HaIiBIpo30puMu. BoHU HE MOTIM MeH1 3aBAaTH 00r0. A OT TiJIeCH1
npuBud... To Oyno iHake.

Mawma, MaOyTb, Biqdysa MOIO HEpPIllydicTh, 00 MpUCiia HABMOYINKU
MOpYY 31 MHOIO 1 BKa3aJjla Ha XJIOIMYMKa.

— ITornsiHp Ha HBOTO. BiH HABITH HE MMOMITHUB, IO MU TYT. MaJleHbKUI
CaMOTHIH XJIOMYUK, 3a0TyKaB AaJeKo BiJl CBOrO MaiJaHUMKa. Y ce 3MIHIIIOCS.
Tu 3posymiemnt. Ilicnst Toro, sik TH 11e 3poOuiI — To01 cTaHe HabaraTo Kparie.
Bomna Burnsgana cepito3Horo, aje 04i Ta HOCMIIIKA CSSUTH HAII€lO0.

S BiguyBaua, 1110 BOHA 0a4UTh y IbOMY MOPATYHOK, IO CaMe 11e
3BUIBHUTH MEHE BiJ] CTpaxy.

S cTucHyna 3you 1 KUBHYIa:

—Tl'apazn.

— Xopoina niBunHka. Mawma BcTana i TpOXHu MiAIITOBXHYJIa MEHE
BIIEpPE/.

Ii HiATpUMKa Mi10aIb0proBaa.

XJI0MMYMK BUIJIAJIAB, TAK CaMo, SIK 1 i1 YaC OCTaHHbOI HaIIOi 3yCTpiul,
KOJIM MeH1 0yIo micTh. biomkipuii, o sirHeHNH y BULIBIJII CHHI IITaHH,
3anpaHy 4epBoHY (QyTOO0NKY, Ha HOrax - OpyaHo-01mi kpociBku Nike. S 3Hana,
1110 MEPTBI1 3aJIMIIAIOTHCS TAKUMHU, IKUMH BOHH OyJIM Y MOMEHT cMmepTi. [IpoTe
YOMYCh MEHE TMBYBAJIO, 1110 BIH aHI Karul HE 3MIHUBCS.

— CrnoBa, — mijiKasasiga Mama.

S 3HOBY POKOBTHYJIA 1 MiAiAIIUIa OIFbKYe 70 XJIomunka. Mixk HaMu
3aJTUIIANIOCH JIUIIIE ACKiTbKa KPOKIB.

Mama mana pamito. Bid Takuii MaqeHbKHH, SIKITIO TTOPIBHIOBATH 31 MHOIO
tenep. Koau mMeHi Oysio 1ricTh, BiH 3/1aBaBCS BEJIETHEM.

— SIK 51 MOKY AOTIOMOTTH TOO1 TOMEPTU?— 51 TOJIOCHO KPUKHYJIA.

Mawma BIutena B MOi KOCH HAMUCTHHKH, SIKI TeTep MENOAIMHO
JI3BIHKOTLJIN, KOJIM ST BCSI TPEMT1JIA.
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The fact hit me hard and fast. | thought about him all the
time, about them all. About what they did to me.

And he had no idea who | was.

“Prompt him again,” Mom said, using her impatient voice.

“How can I help you pass on?”’ I asked again, louder this
time, the way Mom taught me.

Johnny ignored me and looked at her instead. “Who is she?”

Mom sighed. “Next steps. We already know he’s been
around too long.”

If they didn’t answer the question, then they didn’t want to
pass on. Which meant he wouldn’t go away over time. Which was
obvious because he had been around for at least three years now.
That made things harder. Because now | would have to force him.

My legs shook as | made myself step forward. | needed to
do this. I needed to keep going. Because however terrified | was of
him, somehow the idea of disappointing Mom was worse.

I reached out my hand for him, and before I could touch
him, he slapped it away.

That had never happened before. Usually, the dead didn’t
understand what | was doing. They would watch passively, and by
that time, it was too late. Besides, the other ones hadn’t been
corporeal. They physically couldn’t make contact with me like
that.

But Johnny was a boy who sneered at you from the top of
the slide as he pushed you down. And apparently, he didn’t want
to be touched.

For a moment, all | did was stare at my hand, feeling the
sting of pain lace through it. Like I was confused about what was
happening.

Then | screamed.

It was going to happen again.

He was going to try to kill me.

“Daisy!” Mom shouted. “You’re stronger than him. Just
push him down!”

VY Oynb-Ky MUTh BiH MIT O’KWUTH 1 HAaIlaCTH Ha MEHE.

S Hanpy>KuiIa M’sI3M 1 IPUTOTYBAaJIacs.

S mam’siTana Woro iM’s 3 4aciB AUTHHCTBA, KOJIM MU 1€ APYKIIIH 1
rpaiucs pa3oM. AJie OTIM BCe 3MIHUJIOCS, 1 BIH TTOYaB HEHABUIITH MEHE.

Jxonaran. Mu HazuBaau oro J[>KoHHI.

Bin mizBiB o4, 1 s Bijfckounia Ha3aa. BiH HiYOro He 3po0uB, IPOCTO
MPUMPY>KUBCS 1 3aIIUTAB:

— XT0 TH?

Bin He nam’siTaB MmeHe. BiH HaBiTh He 37]0rayBaBcs, XTO 5. A s BeCh
Yac Jaymala mpo HbOTro, PO HUX YCiX, PO T€, 10 BOHHU 3pOOUIH 31 MHOIO.

— 3amnuTai ioro mie pa3s, — ckazajia MamMa HeTepIuiye.

— Sk s MoKy moroMorTu To61 momeptu? — S nepenuraia, HbOro pazy
TOJIOCHIIIE TaK, K BUMIIA MaMa.

JI>KOHHI HaBiTh HE TJSIHYB y Mill OiK, @ HATOMICTh ITOIMBUBCS HA MaMy
Ta i CIIUTAB:

— XT0 BOHA?

Mama 3iTXHy1a.

— Jlami. Mu 3Ha€eMo, 110 BiH TYT JYKe JOBTO.

SIK110 BOHU HE BiAMOBIJANY Ha 3aTUTaHHS, 1€ 03HAYAO, 1110 BOHU HE
XOUyTh MOMHUPATHU. A, OT)KE, BIH 3 4aCOM 3HUKHE. 3pO3yMLJIO, aJ)K€ BIH TYT YK€
Tpu poku. CuTyallis ycKJIaaHIoBanacs — Tenep MeHi JOBEIEThCS MPUMYCUTH
Horo 11€ 3p0OUTH.

S Biguyna, sIK HOTH TIOYaJId TPEMTITH, KOJIU 3pO0uIIa KPOK BIEPE/.
[ToTpi6GHO 11€ 3p0OUTH, HE MOXKHA 3yNUHATHCA. S Oosack oro, ajie cTpax
po3dapyBaTu MaMy OyB HECTEPIHIIINM.

S npoctsrnyna no J[KoHHI pyKy, BIT4YBalOUH, sIK TPEMTATh MO MaJIbII.

AJie s HaBiTh HE BCTUIJIA IOTOPKHYTHCH 0 HOT0, SIK BiH Pi3KO BIIKMHYB MOIO
JIOJIOHIO.

Takoro panimie Hikosnu He Oyno. 3a3Bu4ail MEpTBI HE PO3YMLIH, 11O 5
poOutto. BoHu cnokiiiHO criocTepiraiy, IOKM HE HacTaBaB MOMEHT, KOJIH 0YJ10
Mi3HO OMMpATHCS 1 1yX BIAXOIUB Y iHIIUH cBiT. KpiM Toro, paHimie s Mana
CIPaBY 3 HETUIECHUMHU JAyXaMH, K1 HE MOTJIU (I3UYHO B3aEMOMISTH 31 MHOIO.
Ane JI>xoHHI OyB TUM XJIOITYUKOM, SIKUH, XMXUKAIOUH 3 BEPXIBKH TipKH,
mToBXaB Te0e BHU3. [, Cy/s1uM 3 ychOro, BiH HE XOTIB, 0O HOTO TOPKAJIMCA.
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I didn’t want to do that. I wanted to run away. I wanted to
not be there. But Mom kept shouting, and Johnny was standing up
now, coming toward me. He looked annoyed.

“It’s you or him, Daisy! You or him!”

Later, | wondered what had driven me forward. If it was my
own desire to overcome my fear or if it was my desperate need to
avoid disappointing Mom.

| wanted it to be the former.

But I couldn’t ever say so with confidence.

I remember screaming. | remember pushing Johnny in the
chest with all my strength. Being shocked by how easily he went
down. He hit his head and started crying.

I was so scared.

I pulled him up by the collar of his cheap shirt and slammed
him back down on the ground. Again, and again.

I was so scared.

He was dazed, his eyes rolling in his head. And there was
blood and tears. I didn’t know that ghosts could have blood and
tears just because they were corporeal.

I was so scared.

I thrust my hand into his chest, and it went through.
Smooth. Like he was a translucent. Just like 1 had with so many
others by then, | wrapped my fingers around the place where his
heart should have been. Where it was. | could feel it, beating
frantically, like he was a living person.

Cold ran down my arm like a shock.

I had done this before. It was how | read the dead. Touching
their hearts.

But this time, | squeezed.

The chill disappeared, and | was flooded with warmth.

Johnny’s eyes shot open, and he screamed. And screamed.
And screamed.

I was on the merry—go—round again, and his screams were
blending with mine. And was | screaming right now too? Were we

SIKychb MUTB 51 TPOCTO JTUBUIIACS HA CBOIO PYKY, BIIUYBaIOUH, SIK ii
npoHu3ye Oib. ['ostoBa iia 06epToM, s He po3yMija, 0 KOIiThCS.

S 30likHyna. BiH 3HOBY HaMaraBcst MEHE BOUTH.

— Jle#3i! — kpukHyna Mama. — Tu cuibHima 3a Heoro. [IpocTo
31IITOBXHU HOTO!

MeHi XOTLI0CS BTEKTH. AJie Mama MPOJIOBXKyBajla Kpu4ary, 1 JkoHHi
HiJBIBCA U MONPSIMYBaB /10 MeHe. BiH BUIIIs1aB PO3IIOUEHUM.

— Obwupaii! A6o BiH Tebe, abo Tu ioro, Jleii3i! Bin uu Tu!

[Ti3Hime s 0OMipKOBYBaJa, 110 K MEHE IITOBXHYJIO BIEPE — YU TO MOE
BJacHe OakKaHHs MOJ0JIATH CTpax, UM Bi4YaiIyniHa morpeda He po3yapyBaTu
Mamy.

51 xoTina BipUTH, IO caMe MEPIINA MOTUB KEPYBaB MOIMH JIisIMH, ajie y
rIMOWHI Ty s He OyJia BIICBHEHA B IIbOMY.

S mam’srato, sik kpudaina. [lam’grato, sk 3 yCi€l CHIIM IITOBXHYIA
JlxonHi B rpyau. S Oyna mokoBaHa THUM, SIK JIETKO BiH BIaB. BiH BoapuBcs
rOJIOBOIO 1 TOYAB IUIAKATH.

MeHi OyJs10 Tak CTpaIlHo.

S cxomnuna #oro 3a KOMip ACIIeBOi COPOUKH 1 TypHYJIa Ha 3eMITto. Tak
3HOBY 1 3HOBY.

Bin cTosB omenemennii, 04i 3akouyBaiuch mif 106a. Kpos i cibo3u
CTIKaJH Mo 00JINYYIO.

51 He 3HaNA, 110 Y MPUBU/IIB € KPOB 1 BOHU MOXYTb IUIAKaTH TIJIbKU
TOMY, 1110 BOHHU TiJIECHI.

S Tpemrina Bijg cTpaxy.

S BcTpommIia pyKy HOMY B TpY/IH, 1 BOHA MPOMIIIa HACKPi3h, MIIABHO,
Haye BiH HamiBNnpo3opuil. S Tak yxe poOuia 3 IHIIMMU IpuUBHIaMU. S cxonua
fioro 3a cepiie, siKe MIAJCHO KalaTalocs B TPY/X, K Y )KUBOI JIFOJUHHU. X 00
MIPOHM3aB MOIO PYKY, HaUe EJICKTPUIHUN CTPYM.

S ke e pobuna. Tak st yuTaza MEPTBUX, TOPKAIOYHCH IXHIX CEpIELb.

Ane pOro pasy s KOro BU4aBUIIA.

X010/ BIICTYIUB, 1 MEHE HAITOBHUJIO TETLJIO.

JI>)KOHHI1 pi3KO PO3IUTIONIMB 0Yi 1 3aKpryaB. BiH Kpu4aB 1 KpUyas.

CBiT #1110B 06€pTOM, 1 HOTO KPUKH 3JIMIHCS 3 MOIMHU.

Uu kpuyana Tinbku 8?7 Uu My 0060€ kpruyann?
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both screaming?

His body dimmed. His transparency increased, more and
more until even I couldn’t see him, but I knew he was there
because | was still holding his heart.

I saw people he had loved and lost. People he hurt. Times
he was happy. Times he was sad. Everything in flashes too fast
and disorienting to comprehend.

His screams faded too, until they were so small and faint
that I wasn’t sure if I was hearing them or just listening to an echo
playing in my mind.

Then, my hand shapped into a fist. The thing I was holding
on to was gone.

Gone forever.

Everything | had seen faded with him, but the effects

remained. | trembled. | was bundled in a heat that burned.
And | was terrified.

I hunched over on myself and wrapped my arms around my
body.

Who had that been? That girl slamming Johnny’s head into
the ground?

That wasn’t me.

I was the girl whose head he was pressing into the ground.

Choking on earth.

Dying.

I was supposed to feel better, but | was more scared than
ever. And now Johnny and the kids weren’t the only thing that
scared me. Now | scared me.

“Done?” Mom asked.

“Done,” I whispered, tears streaming down my face.

She tugged me up under my arm pits and got me into
standing position. “See? You faced your monster, and you won.
You were stronger.” Mom had the biggest grin I had ever seen on
her face. She was beaming. Overjoyed.

Proud.

Woro Tino nomepkio. Bin craBas Bce Ginblie i Giible MPo3opuM, ax
MOTIM CTaB HEBUIUMUM. AJie s 3HAJIA, IO BiH TYT, TOMY IO JOCI TpUMala Horo
ceple.

S 6auwmta oOaMaus JIFOICH, IKUX BiH KOXaB 1 TUX, KOTO BiH BTpaTuB. S
Oauunia, K BiH 3aB/1aBaB OOJIIO IHIIKM, 1 SIK caM cTpaxaaB. S 6aunia Horo
macTs i CMyTOK. Bece MUTOTIO Tiepes ounMa 3aHaITO MIBUIKO, 100 BIOBUTH
BCIO ICTOPIIO HOTO JKUTTHI.

Moro KpHKH MOCTYIIOBO CTHXAJIH, TIOTIM CTAJIH Jeb YyTHUMH, i 5 BKe
HE MOTJIa 3pO3yMITH, YH 5 CIIPaB/i iX 4yl0, UM TO MPOCTO BIATYHHS Yy MOiH
rOJIOBI.

Pyka cTucHynacs y Kynak i Te, 1o st TpuMasia, 3HUKJIIO.

3HMKIIO HA3aBX/IU. Y ce 3HUKIIO Pa3oM 3 HUM.

S tpemTina. MeHe KUAaIo TO B 3Kap, TO B XOJO/I.

[TapanizyBaB cTpax.

S 3ropbunacs 1 ooxonuia cede pyKaMu.

Xto 51?7 Ta niBuuHa, sika BAapuia JKoHHI roj0BOI0 00 3eMITi0?

Hi, To Oyna He 1.

S ta niBuMHa, Ky BiH BTUCKAB OOJMYUSM y 3€MIII0, SIKa HACUITy HE
3aIUXHYyNacs Ta He moMepa.

S cnoniBanacs Ha MOJIETIICHHS, ajie CTpax NMepernoBHIOBaB MeHe. Ternep
g Oosimacs He Timbku JDKOHHI Ta IHIINX JiTei, Tenep s 6osiacs i cebde.

— Tu Bnopanacs?— 3anurana Mama.

— Briopanace, — npoienorina s, a CIb03H TeKIU M0 00THUIYIO.

Bona MimHO cxonuia MeHe IiJT TaXxBH 1 TOCTaBUjIa Ha HOTH.

— baunm? Tu 3iTkHYyNIack 31 CBOIM MOHCTPOM 1 oboposna ioro. Tu Oyna
CUJIBHIIIOIO.

Ha o6nuyyi Mamu 3’ siBHJTAcs IMpa MOCMIIIKa. S 111e HiKOJIU Takoi He
6aumna. Bona cssna. Bona macnusa.

Bona numaetscs.

[InmaeTses MHOKO.

Mu ozpa3y noixanu B Dairy Queen. Mama Kynuia MeHi miaoMo0ip
Blizzard 3 apomaTom xaBu Ta mMaToukamu nednBa Oreo Ta 1ie il 103BoJInIa
B3sITU OUTbIINHI cTakaH4MK. S B3su1a Benukui. [lopiiist Oyna HaATO BEIMKOIO
I MeHe, 11100 1oicTu, ajie g 3'ina CTUIBKH, CKiIIBKH 3Moria. Beck 1ieif yac BoHa
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Proud of me.

We went to Dairy Queen right after. Mom got me an Oreo
Mocha Fudge Blizzard and let me choose the size. | got a large. It
was too much for me to ever finish, but | ate whatever | could. The
whole time she smiled at me and ran her hand along my head.

And | knew that | would always do anything she wanted if |
could feel like that again.
Even if making the dead pass on felt like | was dying too.

Chapter 45. Daisy

The moment | was inside, the sound cut off abruptly.

No more flapping wings. No rustling. Nothing.

It made sense. The house used its voice to draw people in.
And now | was here.

Inside, the mansion looked the same as always, minus the
blackout of light from the thorns draped over the windows and the
eerie fall of silence.

The dead were still here.

Packed inside.

Even they looked uncomfortable with it. Dozens and dozens
of them stuffed into the space like sardines, none of them moving,
crowded among opulent furniture and gold—filigree banisters.

And they stared.

But this time, I stared back.

The house’s voice might be loud, but this wasn’t its domain
anymore. It was Ivy’s.

“Where’s my mom?” I asked them.

The one nearest me raised a translucent hand and pointed up
the stairs. Slowly others in the room followed, each of them
pointing.

I raced up, taking the steps two at a time.

We had guests staying with us right now, but not one of
them had come out to investigate the literal gunshot sounds. |

rmocMixaiacsi MeHi 1 TJ1ajiuia pyKoro 1o TOJIOBI.

3apaau TOTO0, 00 3HOBY MEPEKUTH 11 MACTS, 5 OyJia TOTOBA BUKOHATH
OyIb-sKY i IPUMXY.

HagiTh Kom Jomomararo 3aryojieHuM JyliaM MOMEpTH, 1 BIIUyBaro,
110 TEX TOMHPAIO.

Po3nin 45. [deii3i

[{oitHO 51 oMMHMIIACH BCEPEAMHI, 3BYK pi3ko 00ipBaBcs. I'onoc, mo
KJIMKaB, 3HUK. XKoaHoro mypxoTy. Bei 3Byku, siKi 51 Uyiia 3aTUXIIH.

Tenep s 3po3yMina, 110 OyIMHOK NPUMaHIOBAB JIFOJIE€H CBOIM IOJIOCOM.
Tenep 1 s oro 310014.

Bceepenuni Oy1MHOK BUTIIAIAB TaK CaMo SIK 1 3aBXK/IH.

[IpoTe KoJIFOUI TiIKH, IO HIIIFHO OOILTITAIM BiKHA, HE JTaBAJIM CBITIIY
POOUTHUCS, CTBOPIOIOYH TOXMYpPY arMocdepy. Tuima nanyBaia Bakka Ta
THITIOYA.

MepTBi Bce 111e Oyiu TYT.

3aTUCHYTI BCepeInHi.

HagiTh BOHU HE MOTJIM TIPUXOBATH CBOTO JHCKOM(pOpPTY. JlecsaTku,
COTHI, Ha4ye CapJIMHU, BTUCHYTI CIO/IM, )KOJI€H HE BOPYILIUTHCS, TOBILIATHCS
cepell pO3KIIHUX MEOJIIB 1 1030J04YE€HOr0 MOpyYYsl.

IxHi mornsau BMBanucs B MeHe.

[{poro pasy s Tex BUTpilaIach Ha HUX.

I'onoc OynuHKy, MOXe, il TyHae Ty4yHO, aje 1e OibIie He HOoro
BostoAiHHs. Lle Tepuropis AiiBi.

— Jle most Mama?— 3amuTana s ix.

Tol, 110 cTOsAB HalOIMXKYE A0 MEHE Mi/IHSAB HaIIBIIPO30pPY PYKY 1
BKa3aB Ha cxo/u. [ToBoJIi KOXEH 3 HUX MOYaB IMOKA3yBaTH MaJIbLEM.

S no6Girna Bropy, nepecTynarwyu 3a pas /1Bl CXOJUHKH.

Xou y OyAMHKY 3apa3 1 IOBHO roCTeil, ane ’K0AeH HaBiTh HEe
MOBOPYXHYBCS MICIS IIUX I'YYHUX, COPABKHIX NOCTPUIB. S yysa THX1 TOJIOCH B
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could hear the murmur of voices in their rooms and even saw a
couple of doorknobs turn, but the doors stayed closed. | suspected
that Ivy had something to do with that, too. She likely wouldn’t
want any interference in whatever it was that she had planned.

There were more dead waiting at the top, and they pointed
me down a hall. More and more of them showing me the way.

Ivy, leading me.

But | had already realized exactly where | was going.

My boots squeaked on the floor. I sprinted with everything
that | had in my body until I skidded to a stop in the hallway in
front of Mom’s old room.

There Mom stood bound in a swath of thorns that covered
every inch of skin but her eyes and nose. A torn—off piece of her
jacket was stuffed in her mouth and held in place by the branches.
Blood dripped from tiny cuts all over her body. Beside her, vy
stood, braids long and shades on, with agrin on her face. “Record
time,” she chirped. “I thought it would take you longer.”

There were no sounds of guest activity in this hallway. |
couldn’t tell if it was because Mom hadn’t booked anyone into
these rooms or if Ivy had done something to them.

“Let her go, please,” I said. “What is it that you even
want?”

“I thought we had an understanding, Daisy? You sit in the
backseat, and I get shotgun.” Ivy turned toward Mom. “But you let
her ruin it. And him, too. King.”

She spat his name as if it were a bad taste in her mouth.
Mom was screaming something against her gag, but Ivy wasn’t
listening. “Oh right, can’t forget the details.”

A branch naked of thorns pulled away from the rest and
plunged back toward the side of Mom’s head, straight into her ear.
She screamed, and her eyes rolled into the back of her head.

“Stop 1t!” I cried. “What are you doing?”

“Relax,” Ivy drawled. “She’s fine.”

The branch came away from Mom’s body, and she sagged

iXHIX KIMHaTax i HaBiTh O0aumnia, K JCKUJIbKa pa3iB MOBEPHYJIACh pyUyKka. AJe
JBEP1 3THIIUIACS 3aunHEHUMHU. S miio3proBaia, mo AWBI TeX 10 IbOTO
npuueTHa. BoHa oueBHHO Bee BialITyBala, 1100 HIXTO HE BTpYyYaBcs B il
TUTaHU.

Haropi tex Oynu MepTBi, 1 BOHM HalpaBWJIM MEHE BHU3 110 KOPHIOPY.
Ix craBano Bce Ginbiie i Ginble, i BCi MOKA3yBaaM KyIu HTH.

AliBi, Belie MEHE.

Anie 51 Bxe 1 cama 3710ratyBanacs, Kyau iuy.

[Tiznora ckpwuriisia mijg MOIMHU YepeBHKaMu. S Muaja 3 yCixX Hir, ax MOKH
He 3yNHMHUJIACS Mepes IBepruMa MaMUHOT CTapoi KIMHATH.

Mama Oyina BcepeauHi, 0OMOTaHa KOJOYKAMH, 1110 BKPUBAJIIU yCE TLJIO,
OKpiM ouYeil Ta Hoca. Y poTi MIMATOK KYPTKH, 3aTHCHYTUH TiIKaMH. Y ce TilI0 B
KPUXITHHUX TOpi3ax, 3 IKUX Karana KpoB.

bins Hei cTosina AiiBi, BUOIMCKYBaJla JOBIUM BOJIOCCSM 1 3yXBaJlo
rnocMixanacs.

— Tu nobuna pexop, — 3amedeTana BoHa. — S qymaia, 1o e 3aiime
OlyIbIIIe Yacy.

VY xopusopi He OyJI0 )KOJAHOIO HATSKY Ha IPUCYTHICTb rocTei. S He
MOTJIa 3pO3yMITH YU 1€ TOMY, 110 Mama HiKOTO He TOceNsuIa B 11l KIMHATH, YU
TOMY, 1110 A¥BI II0Ch 3 HUMH 3pO0HIIa.

— Jait 1ii cnokiii, mpomry. Ilo Tu Bix Hei xouem?

— 4 ragana, mo Mu 3 T00010 Topo3yminucs, Jeit3i? Tu cuaumn Ha
3aJJHbOMY CHJIIHHI, a 51 CTPUISAIO 3 PYIIHHULII.

AliB1 MOBEpHYJIACh JO MaMHU.

— Tu no3Bonuna it Bee 3incysartu. | Kinry tex.

Bona BumoBmMIIa HOTO 1M 5 3 OTHJIOH0.

Mawma 1moch Kpudaia Kpi3b FraH4ipKy, ajie AWBI He yyIa.

— Hisx He MOy 3a0yTH 111 TOIPOOHTII.

I'inka Ge3 KOTIYOK BijlipBaiacs BiJl IHIIMX T1UIOK 1 BCTpOMUIACS MaMi
npsiMo y Byxo. BoHa 3akpuuarna 1 3aKoTuiia oui.

— [Ipununu 1ei kommap! — 6marana s 3i cipo3amu Ha ovax. — [lo i
pobur?

— He nepeiimaiicsi, — mpoTsKHO BignoBijga ANBI.

— 3 HEI0 BCE rapas/l.
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forward, eyes flickering back open. It threw something to the
ground, and | spotted a wriggling white body before Ivy crushed it
with her foot. Blood spurted from the maggot, and it shuddered
before lying still.

Ivy smiled at me. “There we go, no more interference.”

“What do you want? Seriously?” I pleaded, words hollowed
out and dry. “My body? You can’t even do the things you want
with it. The house won’t let you go.”

She heaved a heavy sigh and shook her head. “I have been
trying to help you.”

“By possessing me?!”

“Yes! Because you can’t seem to get your shit together on
your own. You can’t help but get under her thumb at every turn.”
Ivy stabbed a finger at Mom. “Run away with her? You think
anything will get better? She’s manipulated you your entire life.
She led people here to be tortured. I'm helping you get rid of her.”

I shook my head and swallowed. “And you’re better? You
think this house is your friend? It’s not! And you killed that girl,
for what? To impress it?!”

“I tried to save her!” Ivy yelled.

What? | attempted to put the pieces back together, but all |
could remember from that night was vy coming inside the house,
using my body.

She scrubbed her hand over her face. “I got mad that she
was going to leave her husband. Sometimes the house reacts when
I get mad, but I didn’t mean to!” Ivy’s chin dipped toward her
chest. “I did my best to stop it. But I just remembered why I was
pissed off all over again, and it got worse and...”

Ivy gave the girl as a sacrifice to the house when she got
upset. And when she tried to possess it again to stop it, she
accidentally made it worse. Maybe I shouldn’t have, but I believed
her. The way her voice strained and her eyes got wide. She was, at
least mentally, only a few years younger than me. And | was sure
that she had no real idea what she was doing.

I'inka 3HOBY BifipBajgack, MaMa HaXMJIMJIACS BIIEpE] 1 PO3TUIIONIMIIA OYi.
Bona kuHyma mock Ha 3eMJTI0, 1 51 TOMITHIIA, SIK 3BUBAETHCS OiJie TLI0, eIl
HDK A¥iBi po3uaBmiia ioro Horoto. KpoB Opu3Hysa, TMUYMHKA 3aTpeMTiia 1
3aBMepIa.

AJiB1 TOCMIXHYJIaCh:

— Hy ocp, Ginblie HIXTO HE 3aBaKaTUMe.

— Yoro tu xoueni? bnararo, ckaku 4yoro Tv xouei? Moe Tino? Aje x
TH HaBITh HE MOKEII HUM KepyBaTu. Tu HIKOJIHM He BUOEpeuIcs 3BiicH.

Bona Bakko 31TXHyJa 1 POMOBHJIA!

— 51  xoTina T0O1 10MOMOTTH.

— 3aBoJIoaiBIIA MOIM TUIOM?!

— Tak! Tomy 1110, BUSBJISIETHCSI TU HE MOXKEILl CAMOCTIHHO B34TH ceOe B
pyku. Bona Te6Ge BiuHO BOAUTH 3a HOCA. AIiBI TKHyJIa aJIbLIEM HA MaMy.

— Tu xouenn BTekTH 3 Hew0? Jlymaeni, mock 3MIHUTHCS Ha Kpaiie? Bona
MaHiIyJiroBaja To00r0 Bce TBO€ )XKUTTS. BoHa 3amMaHIOBaia Croau aroel Ha
TOpTypH. S nonomoxy 1001 Mo30yTucs ii.

S moxuTasna rojoBolo 1 IPOKOBTHYIA.

— I 1061 Tak 6yne kpame? Tu gymaen, 1o el OyIuHOK — TBIA apyr?
L1e ne Tax! Hagimo tv BOuna Ty aiBunny? 1100 3aciyxuTH oro cxBajieHHs?!

— 51 xotina BpsATyBatH ii! — KpukHyna ANBI.

Hlo? S namaranacs 316paT JOKYIH MOJIT, sIKI TPAMUIIUCS TI€T HOYI.
Axe Bce, 1110 51 TaM’siTajia — 1€ TUIbKH Te, IK AlBI yBiiillIa B OyAUHOK Y MOEMY
Timi.

Bona nposena pykoro 1mo o0aug4io.

— Mene 00ypui10, 1110 BoHa 30upasnacs HOKMHYTH CBOTO 4OJIOBiKa. [HoI,
KOJIM 5 37110cs, OYAMHOK TaKOX CEpAMTHCS, aje s kK He XoTiial

A¥BI cXuinsa rojosy.

— 51 pobuna yce MOXIIMBe, MO0 3yNUHUTH 11e. AJie TyT 5 3HOBY 3rajaja,
YOMY 5l TaK PO3JIIOTUIIACK, 1 3TICTh Haue MiACKUInIacs 1i...

VY nopusi rHiBy A#BI BiJijaJia AIBYMHY B )KEPTBY OyJIUHKY.
Hamararouncek npubopkaru Horo, BoHa JIMIIe 301k HOTO PYHHIBHY CHITY.
MosKIuBO, He BapTo OyJI0, ae 1 iif mosipuna. Ii rosoc TpemriB Bix Hanpyry, a
04l pO3MIUPHIIUCS BiJ cTpaxy. Bona Oyrna, nuiie Ha KiTbKa POKIB MOJIOJIIIOO 32
MEHE Ta MEHII 3pUJI0I0 Y CBOIX MIPKYBaHHsX. S 3po3ymisia, 1110 BOHA HE
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The plants. I thought they were like that because she wanted
to pretend to be me. But that wasn’t it.

“You tried to take care of the garden too, didn’t you?”

Ivy bit down on her lip. “I didn’t know how.”

“And what about what happened to Hayden?”

She at least had the decency to look ashamed.

“I can’t,” I said. “I can’t let you take over again. Especially
not now.” I needed to save Mom, and I definitely needed a way to
stop the house. If we left, eventually the mansion would call us
back. We had no maggots, and | doubted we had time to grow a
new batch. We wouldn’t get far, not when the voice was this loud.

“You’re going to let her control your life forever!” Ivy
snapped. “So I’ll make the choice easy for you. Either you let me
take over and I can make better decisions for you, or I'll torture
Mommy to death in one of the rooms. It’s what the house wants
the most now that it doesn’t need her. It would be so simple for me
to help it do it. I am going to be the favorite.” Ivy slid her
sunglasses off her face and met my gaze head—on.

“One way or another, I’m going to save you from her.” Her
voice went quiet when she added, “Because no one wanted to save
me.”

I didn’t know what she meant. She kept saying that. No one
saved her. And I couldn’t form a thought to try to understand with
Mom screaming through her gag. She was saying something, but |
couldn’t make it out.

“Please don’t do this, Ivy,” I begged.

She clenched her jaw. “I’m doing this for you.”

Mom screamed louder against her gag, and finally Ivy
turned to her. “What?!” She must have made herself visible to
Mom if they could address each other directly.

The thorns pulled away from Mom’s mouth, and she spat
out the gag to speak. “Leave her alone! This is my fault. I’'m the
one you want.” She looked at me. “Just let her punish me. You go
and live your life. I’ll find some way to deal with the house.”

YCBIJIOMJTFO€ HACITIIKIB CBOIX JIiH.

S BBaxkana, mo AiiBi TOTJsAa1a 32 POCIMHAMU TUTBKH ISl TOTO, TI00
BUJABaTu ce0e 3a MeHe. AJjie BUSBUIIOCH, 110 1€ HE TaK.

— Tu Texx Hamaranach JOTJIAATH 32 caJloM, TipaBa?

AliB1 IpuKycHIia ryoy:

— 51 He 3Hana, K.

— A mo Tpanuiocs 3 XeigeHom?

[Tpunaiimui 0yi0 BUAHO, IO 1i HIIKOBO.

— 51 He MOXYy, — cKka3ana s1. —S1 He MOXXy JI03BOJIUTH TOO1 3HOBY B3SITH
Bce Ha cebe. OcolauBoO 3apas.

MeHi noTpiOHO BpATYBAaTH MaMmy, 1 sl Majia 3HAHUTH CIIOCi0, K 3yIMUHUTH
el OynuHok. HaBiTh SIKIIIO MU BTE€YEMO, 1I€H IPOKIIATUN OYAMHOK, PAHO YU
Mi3HO, 3MYCUTh HAC TIOBEPHYTHUCS. Y HAc He OyII0 JIMYMHOK, 1 I CYMHIBaJIAaCh,
110 Y HAaC IOCTaTHBRO Yacy, 00 BUPOCTUTH HOBY mapTiro. Ham He BaacThCs
BTEKTH, KOJIM BIH KPUUHUTh TaK FOJIOCHO.

— Tu Bce xuTTs 30Mpaemics i migkopsaTHca? — AWBI OrpU3HYyIacs. —
Towmy s monerury To01 BuOip. AGO TH 103BOJIMII MEHI B3ATH BCE Y CBOI PYKH 1
npuiMaTy pimeHHs, ado s 3aMydy TBOIO MaTyCIO 10 CMEPTI B OJHIH 13 KIMHAT.
I e te, yoro OyaMHOK X0oue HailOIbIIe 3apa3. BoHa flomy He nmoTpibHa. S
MorJia 6 oMy JIETKO JOTIOMOT'TH B IIbOMY. | TOM1 51 cTaHy MOTro YIrOOJICHHIICTO.
ATBI 3HsJ1a COHLIE3aXMCHI OKYJISIPH 1 IUIIHYJIa MEH1 IPSMO B OUl.

— S B Oyab-sikoMy BUTIQJIKY BPATYIO TeO€ B HEl, — ii TOJI0C 3aTUX, KOJIU
BOHA J0fiajia, — 00 HIXTO MEHE He BPSTYBaB.

51 He po3yMina, 1110 BOHA XOTLIa UM cKa3aTu. BoHa 1ie pa3 nmoBTopuia
Tex came. Hixto He BpaTyBas ii. | yepe3 Kpuku mMatepi, 3ariaylieHi FraH4ipKoko
B POTI, 51 HE MOTJIa YCBITOMMTH, 110 AIiBI Ma€ Ha yBa3i. BoHa mjock rosopuia,
aJie s1 He MorJIa po3iopaTH.

— AiiBi, Oynp J1acka, He poOu 1bOT0, — OJy1arasa .

Bona ctucnyna 3you:

— 51 pobutto 1ie 3apanu Tede.

Mawma 3akpuyasna 1ie rojJocHile, BUIITOBXYIOUH FaH4YipKy, HApeITi
AJiB1 MOBepHYyacs 10 Hei:

— IIlo To61 ?!

Bona, MaOyTh, 3po0uia cebe BUIUMOIO NI MaMH, a/)Ke BOHH MOTJIH
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Ivy frowned and spat at Mom, “Stop trying to control
everything. This is Daisy’s choice.”

Mom laughed. “I think once you hear what I have to say,
you’ll prefer the option where you torture me and let Daisy go.”

“What are you doing?”’ I pushed, stepping closer to Mom.

“ 1 couldn’t see her before, so I didn’t know. I couldn’t tell.
But | can see her now,” Mom said as she stared at [vy.

The entire time | had known her, Ivy had shown herself to a
small pool of people. King, his family, and me. And even then,
that first time she hadn’t wanted to be seen by me, but I saw all the
dead.

This was truly the first time Mom was allowed to see and
hear her.

Because this time, she wanted Mom to watch me condemn
her or sacrifice my life for her. lvy could say this was for me, but |
knew there was at least a part of her relishing this intimate torture
of the little girl who was able to escape the mansion in a way she
never could.

Tears welled in Mom’s eyes. “I didn’t realize I would hurt
so many people when | decided to help the house. I just wanted
him to stop. To leave me alone.” She bit her lip. “But it never
wanted to make him stop completely, because then I would stop
feeding it.” Mom gave me a long look. “It said that I should have a
baby. That babies born in this house were special. They could see
the dead. And that we needed one to protect the house from
corporeals that could create problems.”

Shivers crawled over my arms. | hated that this was the
origin of my life.

“But I... I didn’t want to be at the mansion anymore. |
realized that if | had a baby, Mom wouldn’t let me come back for
the summers. | could escape.”

Mom stopped coming to the house when she was sixteen.
Grandma wanted Mom out of the way before that, but the idea of
people talking behind her back about not being able to control her

CHUIKYBaTHUCS HAIPSMY.

Korouku BiACTYNWIH, 3BUTBHAIOYM MAaMUHOTO poTa. BoHa BUILTIOHYIA
TaH4yipKy ¥ MPOMOBUIIA:

— Jaii iii cnokiii! Sl BuHHA y BchboMy. 3a0upaii MeHe.

Mawma nepeBesa Ha MEHE MOTJISAL:

— Hexaii BoHa MeHe mokapae. A TH HWaH 1 )KUBU CBOIM KUTTAM. S
po30epycs 3 UM OYTUHKOM.

A¥iBl Hacynuiach i KPUKHYJA MaTepi:

—I'oxi Bce koHTpoOItOBaTH, 3pemmrtoro! Ie pimenns Jei3i!

Mawma 3acmisunacs:

— Jlymaro, KoJiu IOYye€ll MOi CJI0Ba, TH 00epell BapiaHT, BIAMYCTUTH
Jleii3i 1 BUpIIIUTH CIIpaBy 31 MHOIO.

— o ™! poOuII?— MTOBXHYIA S, MAXOAIYH OJMKIE O MAMH.

—51 He Gauuna ii padiie, TOMy He 3Haja. Sl He Morja LbOro CKa3aTH.
Axe temnep s Oauy 1i, — BiANOBLIa MamMa, po3risaaoyu ABi.

3a Beck yac, 1o s ii 3Hana, ABi mokazyBana cede mano komy. Kinry,
fioro cimM’i Ta MeHi. Xoua Nepuoro pasy, BOHa He XOTina, mo6 1 ii 6aunna, ajne
g 0aunsa ycix MEpTBUX.

A¥iBI Boepiie J03BOJIMIIA MaMi MOYYTH 1 TOOauUTH cede.

[Iporo pa3zy BoHa XOTija, 00 Mama cTajia CBIJIKOM TOTO, SIK 5
3aCyJDKYIO 11, a00 )KepTBYIO CBOIM KMTTAM 3apaiu Hei. ANBI Morua 6 ckasaTy,
110 1€ 3apaj i MEHe, ajie s 3Haja, [0 MPUHANMHI YacTHUHA i1 HACOJIO0KyBaIacs
[IUMU IHTUMHUMH TOPTYpaMU MalIeHbKOI JIBYMHKH, SKiil BAATOCS BTEKTH 3
OynuHKYy, 00 il caMiii He MTOTaIaHUIIO.

MamuHi 04l HATOBHUITUCS CITEO3aMHU.

— 1 He ycBiIOMITIOBAA, 1110 JOTIOMAaraloyu OyJIUHKY, 5 3aBJIaM IIKOIN
CTUTBKOM TIOsM. Sl mpocTo XOTina, o0 BiH 3ynuHUBCA. J[aB MEHi CIIOKiH, —
BOHA MpUKYycHIa I'y0y. — AJie BiH HIKOJIM He 0a)kaB 3yMMHUTUCH, aJ1Ke TO1 51 O
nepecrana oMy MPUBOIUTH KEPTB, — MaMa KUHYJIA HA MEHE IPOHUBITUBUI
MOTJISI/L, — BIH Ka3aB., 1110 51 MYIIY HApOAUTH JTUTHHY, 110 JIITH, HAPOJXKEHI B
bOMY OYIMHKY — 0c00NMMBi. BoHM Manu 31aTHICTh 0auuTu MepTBHX. BiH
Ka3aB, 1[0 HaM MOTPIOCH TOM, XTO MOKE MPOTUCTOATH TUIECHUM 1CTOTaM, SIKi
Oynu 31aTHI HAIIKOTUTH.

I[To timy npoGirnu mypaniku. Came 11 cTajo NPUIHHOI MOTO
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now—pregnant child would be worse. She cared the most about
what other people thought of her. It was, like Mom said, the
greatest dream and the perfect escape, but to hear it said so plainly,
to know that | was a means to an end, stung.

I was a tool in two ways: the house trying to get another
gardener, and Mom trying to get away.

“It shared so many things with me. How we could torture
Peter forever if | wanted. How, when you were older, you could
help. How to train you to make the dead pass on, because the
house couldn’t do anything about them—something that | know
now was a lie. There were so many plans... but my plan was still to
leave.” Mom’s lip trembled. “I felt bad. I had called Mom when I
was outside the house. Told her | was pregnant. She was going to
come get me. But the house had saved me. So I told it what | was
going to do.”

I got the impression that Mom sharing the truth with the
house hadn’t gone well. And from the way she cringed, I knew I
was right.

“It was so mad at me. It begged me to stay. It would have
no gardener. And it said that it would stop helping me.” She
swallowed. “Mom wasn’t coming until the end of the summer. I
still had a month. It wanted me to give it something to take my
place. And it wanted proof that | would follow through. So when
Peter and Dione said they could adopt my baby so that I wouldn’t
have to put my life on hold... it heard. And that’s what it wanted.”

Ivy narrowed her eyes. “Does this story have a point?”

“Yes,” Mom said, voice firm. She looked at me. “I wasn’t
going to let them have you. I couldn’t. Not him. Not her. You
were the size of a fucking grape, but I already loved you.”

She had saved me because she loved me. It was so simple,
but I couldn’t make it stick. Because if she loved me so much,
why had she put me through all this? She was probably just
pregnant and hormonal.

Tears spilled down Mom’s cheeks. Her voice croaked as she

HAPOKECHHS.

— Aute s1... S He XoTina OiIbIIIe 3aTUIIATUCS B ILOMY OYAHHKY. S
3p03yMiJia, SIKIIO HAPOKY IUTUHY, TO MaMa He JI03BOJIUTh MEH1 MPUDK/DKATH
Ha JTO. | 1 3MOXKY BTEKTH.

Mawma npunuHuIa NpuihKIHKaTH J00MY, KOJU 11 OyJIo MIiCTHAALSTD.
babycs i panimie xoTiia BiAIpaBUTH MaMy sSIKOMOTra Jaji, aje tenep ii Oijbiie
JsKaja IyMKa mpo Te, 110 JIFOU IUTITKYBaTUMYTh PO HE3/AaTHICTh BIIOPATHUCS 3
BariTHOIO JOHBKOIO. [i Hali6iNbIIe XBUIIIOBANIO, IO TIPO Hel JyMAroTh iHIIi
moau. Crpasi, sK 1 Ka3aja Mama, e Oyna Haif3anoBiTHIIIA Mpis, BTEKTH 3
I[BOT'O MPOKJISITOTO MICIS, aJie YyTH, 110 s OyJia JuIe 3aco00M JyIsl BTIICHHS
[OTO MJIaHy, OyJ10 HecTepHO Oosnsye. Sl cTana IHCTPYMEHTOM Y pyKax 000X:
OyAMHOK 0a4MB Y MCHI HOBOTO CaJ[iIBHHKA, & MamMa — IIUISAX JI0 CBOOO/IH.

— Bin 6araTo yuM 31 MHOO ToIiTMBCs. PO3MOBIB 1Ipo Te, IK MH MOTJIH O
katyBatu [liTepa Bi4HO, SIKOM 51 3aXOTiJIa; SIK TH MOTJIa O JOTTIOMOTTH, KOJIH
MiPOCTEIl; IK HABYUTH TeOe T0oMaraT MepTBUM TNEpEeHTH B iHIIUHN CBIT,
ajke OyZAMHOK OpexaB, KaXy4H, 10 HE MOKE€ 3 HUMU H140ro 3pooutu. bymno
0araTo IUIaHiB. .. ajie Mill MJIaH BTEKTH 3aJUIIMBCI HE3MIHHUM. — MAMHHI TyOn
3arpeMTuTn. — MeHi crano 371e. Konu Buifiina Ha ByJUIIO, s 3aTeneoHyBaia
Mami 1 OB1IOMMJIa TIPO CBOIO BariTHiCTh. BoHa 30upanacs nmpuixaTu 3a MHOIO.
Ane OynrMHOK BpsATYBaB. TOX s pO3MOBLJIa HOMY PO CBOI IUIaHU.

Hlock MeHi mijKa3zyBajo, 10 MaMUHa CIIpoOa pO3MOBICTH OYAUHKY
npaB/y 06epHYIACh HE HAMKPAIIO CTOPOHOIO. 11 BUpa3 00nuyYs miTBEp/UB
MOI CJIOBA.

— Bin OyB Takuii 3nuit Ha MeHe. Bin O61araB MeHe 3amumuTUca. Y HbOTO
He Oyno 6 cagiBHUKA. | BiH MOTpOKyBaB THM, IO HE I0NIOMaraTUMe MEeHi
OlyIbIlIe, — BOHA MPOKOBTHYJIA 1 JIaJli IPOJIOBKIIIA, — MamMa 30Mpaiach MpUixaTu
B KiHi JiTa. llle 3anummaBcs micsib. Bin 6axas, o0 s Bijgmana oMy Te, 110
MOTJIO MEHE 3aMIHHUTH. | BUMaraB 0Ka3iB, M0 S BUKOHAIO 00IIHKY. ToX KoIn
ITiTep 1 [lioHa cka3anu, 10 MOXXYTh YCHHOBUTH MOIO AUTHHY, 11100 MEHI HE
JTIOBEJIOCS BIAKJIAJATH CBOE KUTTS HA MOTIM... OyIMHOK 1MOYyB. | 11€ Te, 40T0 BiH
XOTIB.

ATiB1 3By31J1a OYi:

—Yu € B i icTopii ceHc?

— Tak, — 3 yleBHEHICTIO CKa3aJla Mama.
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continued, “I thought... I could just suffer through it until my mom
came. But after just one night...” She sucked in a breath and
sobbed.

It was too much. She couldn’t do it. Which meant she’d
found a way to appease the house. But how?

“I told it that I would give it another baby. A new gardener.
One who would have the same powers you would, Daisy. So |
crushed these antibiotics and put them in Dione’s food so that it
would mess up her birth control. | knew she was still... with him,
even after everything I’d told her. I promised the house her baby
instead of mine. And she got pregnant.” Mom let out a dry laugh.
“I was off the hook. And on that drive home with your grandma,
on the highway, | saw a patch of blueberries and that one daisy. It
was so fast. But I didn’t miss it. And I named you right then. It
was the greatest dream that I’ve ever had because it was real.”

My name wasn’t an outright lie after all. It was a white lie.
Sanitized to hide the hurt and pain beyond that car ride.

Mom traded another life for mine. One that wasn’t even in
the world yet. I didn’t understand how that connected to Ivy until
Mom turned to her with watery eyes. “You look just like her,” she
said. “I’m so sorry. I stopped talking with Dione. I assumed she’d
had the child, and I thought maybe things were okay. But then my
mom never mentioned the kid. I thought she’d miscarried.” Mom
sucked in a sob. “So you see, it’s my fault that you were born to
them. My fault that this house sunk its claws into you. I wasn’t
smart enough to avoid it, but you shouldn’t have had to make that
choice. Punish me, but leave Daisy alone.”

Ivy wasn’t just some random soul called by the house and
stuck inside like the rest. This was her home. She was Peter’s
child. And somehow she had died here. She existed because Mom
promised her to the mansion before she was even born, knowing
that she was giving a child to not one but two monsters. To save
me.

But no one had saved Ivy.

Bomna risnyna Ha MeHe:

— 51 6 He no3Boamna im 3abpatu Tebe — Hi Homy, Hi 1il. S He Morna
11boro 3poouTH. Tu Oyna po3mMipoM K J0BOaHA BUHOTPAJANHA, ajie 5 BXKE
mrobuna tebe.

Bomna BpstyBana mene, 60 mobuna. Lle 6yso Tak mpocto, ane s He
MOTJIa IIbOTO 3pO3YyMITH. bo SIKIII0 BOHA TaK CHJIBHO MEHE JII00MIa, 4OMY BOHA
3MyCHIIa IIPOITH Yepe3 yce 1e? IMOBipHO, Iie IIPOCTO TOPMOHH uepes
BariTHICTh TaK BIUIMBAJIHU HA HEI.

[To MAMHHKX LIOKAX MOKOTUIIMCS CIIbO3H. 1i roaoc OyB XpHIKUM, KOJIHU
BOHA MIPOIOBXKHJIA:

— Sl nymana... 110 3MOXy MEpETEpIiTH, IOKU HE Tpuiie Mama. Ale
TICIIsl OJIHIET HOYI..., — BOHA BAUXHYJIA MOBITPS 1 CXJIUITHYJIA.

Le 6yno 3anaaro. Bona He moria nporo 3podutu. Lle o3nauano, mo
BOHA 3HailIIa crnocid 3acnokoiTH OyAUHOK. AJte AK?

—VY Biauai s ckazana oMy, 0 HApOKY Ill€ OJIHY TUTUHY — HOBOTO
caJ[iBHHMKA, IKMI MaTHME TaKi K cami 310HO0CTI, 1o i TH, [ei3i. Tox s
nopioHMNA 111 aHTUO10TUKH 1 TiaMmimIana ix y iy [lioHi, mjo0 3incyBaru aito
MpoTH3AIUTIAHUX 3aco0iB. S 3Hama, 110 BOHA BCE III€... 3 HUM, HaBITh MICJIs
BCBOTO, 1110 4 ilf po3noBina. S moobiusia Oy JMHKY IPUHECTH 11 AUTHHY 3aMiCTh
cBoei. | BoHa 3aBariTHiIa, — MaMa 3acMisIach, ajie cMiX OyB SIKUHCh HEXKUBHA.
— MeHni HaueOTO po3B’A3anu pyku. I mo 1opo3i 1o0oMy 3 TBo€ro Oadycero, Ha
nioce, st mobaymia Kyl YOpHHUL 1 OIHY MaprapuTKy. Mu ixainu MBHJIKO, ajie s
BcTuria ii nomitutu. Came ToAl iM’4, sike s ToO1 Jana, BUpBaIocs 3 MOiX YCT,
HI0M cama mpupo/ia HienHya Horo MeHi. S 6yna Ha cbomMmoMy HeO1 BiJl IIACTS.

3perToto, icTopist MOro iMeHi He Oyrna BifBepToro OpexHero. Lle Oyna
OpexHsl Ha craciHHs, 11100 BUIIpaBAaTH TOW OUIb Ta CTpaXkJIaHHS, SIKI XOBAJIUCS
3a TI€I0 MOT3IKOI0 B MAIIIKHI.

Mama oOMiHsIIa 1HIIE )KUTTA Ha Mo€. Te, 1110 HaBITh 1€ HE 3’ IBUI0CH
Ha CBIT. Sl He po3yMina, K IIe OB’ 13aHO0 3 A¥iBi, TOKH MaMa He MOBEpPHYJIacs
110 Hel 31 cap03aMU Ha Ovax.

— Tu nyxe cxoxa Ha Hel, — ckazana Mmama. — MeHi ayxe mkoza. 1
MpUTIMHUIIA CIUIKYBaTUCs 3 [{ioHO0T0. Sl TpumycTHiia, Mo BoHa HapoIuia
JUTHUHY 1 TOyMana, 1o, MOKIUBO, Bce rapas/l. Ta i Most Mama O1IbIiie HIKOJIH
HE 3raJiyBajia Ipo Ty JUTHHY. S BUpimmiIa, Mo y Hei CTaBCs BUKHJICHD, — MaMa
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Ivy’s face was slack and impassive. She didn’t move, didn’t
speak for a long moment, then turned and looked at me. “I’'m
sorry, Daisy. | have to be selfish this time and make the choice for
you. You're better off without her.”

“No, Ivy, please!” I yelled.

It was too late.

With a flick of her wrist, the door to Mom’s old room
opened, and the thorns tugged her inside.

“Mom!” I rushed to the door, and it slammed shut in front
of me.

Her screams rung out from the other side. | turned around to
Ivy. “Stop his! I’ll do it! I’ll give you my body!”

Ivy glared at me. “You need to learn to value your life.
Yours! Not your mom’s.” Her fingers shook. “I am dead. Dead.
There are so many things that | wanted to do and never can. And
even when | was alive...being in this house was a nightmare. |
never had a chance, right from the start. But you do. You can be
anything and go anywhere. Maybe once you have to give
something up, you’ll understand. I’m sorry, but it’s for your own
good.”

The door to the right of me opened, and a swath of thorns
broke free from the window and pulled me inside. I didn’t even
have time to scream.

CTpUMYBaja CXJUIyBaHHs. — To OGauul, 11e MOsi IPOBUHA, 1110 TH HAPOIUIIACS
y HuX. Sl BUHHA B TOMY, 11O 1€l Oy/AMHOK BUENUBCs y Tebe mazypamu. MeHi He
BUCTAYWIIO PO3YyMY, 11100 I[bOIO YHUKHYTH, ajie TH HE TOBHUHHA OyJs1a poOUTH
ueit Buoip. [lokapaii mene, ane Jleii3i He yinaii.

AliBi He Oyna MpOoCTO BUMAAKOBOIO AYIIEHO, IKY IMOKJIUKAB OyIWHOK 1
sIKa 3aCTpArIIa BcepeanHi, sk 1 Bci inmi. Lle Oy ii gim. Bona Oymna autunoro
ITiTepa. I sskumock unHOM BOHA TYT nomep:a. Bona icHyBana, 60 Mmama
moo0iIsIa OyIMHKY TUTUHY IIe 110 i1 HapOHKCHHS, 3HAOYH, 110 BOHA BiJlIa€e
JUTHHY HE OZJHOMY, a JIBOM 4Y/JOBUCBKaM, 11100 BpSATYBAaTH MEHE.

AJe HIXTO He BpSTyBaB AIBI.

OO6nuyusa AiBi Oyno MisiBUM 1 6e3emoliiHuM. BoHa 10Bro crosiia
HEPYXOMO, aX IMOTIM MTOBEpHYJIacs 1 OJUBHUIIACS HA MECHE.

— Bubau, Jleii3i. Llporo pasy s 0yay eroictkoro i 3po0:ro Bubip 3a tebe.
To61 O0yze kparie 0e3 Hei.

— Hi, AiiBi, 6nararo! — 3akpuyana 5.

Byno Bxe mi3Ho.

Pi3zkum pyxom pyku A¥Bi BiJUMHMIIA ABEPi IO CTAPOi MAMHHOI KIMHATH
1 KOJIIOUKH 3aTSATIIU i1 BCEPEIUHY.

— Mawmo!

S xuHynacs 10 1Bepei, 1 BOHU 3a4MHIINCS TIPSIMICIHBKO MEepeJil MHOIO.
3a aBepuMa JyHaNH 11 )KaxJIMBI KpUKH. S moBepHYynacs 10 ANBI:

— 3ynunu oro! S 3po6uro ue! A Bignam To01 cBoe TiI0!

A¥BI TTIsIHY/Ia HA MEHE:!

— To61 Tpeba HaBuuTHCS 1iHYBaTH CBOE KUTTS. CBo€! He uTTs TBOET
MaMH, — ii nanbli TpeMTian. — S MepTBa. MepTBa. IcHYye CTUIBKM peueid, ki 5
XOTiJ1a 3po0uTH, ane He Moria. HaBiTe konu e Oyiia )KUBOIO. .. TepeOyBaHHs y
[bOMY OYJIMHKY BHAaBaJIOCs HECKIHUEHHUM HIYHUM KOIIMAapoM. 3 caMoro
MOYaTKy B MEHE He 0YJI0 )KOIHOTO MAaHCYy MI0Ch 3MIHUTH. TH K MOXKENI CTaTh
KHUM 3aBIOJIHO, MaHAPYBATH Oy/Ib-Ky1u. MOJIMBO, KOJIM TH BTPATHII I110Ch, TO
3posymient. Bubau, ane 1ie Ha KOPUCTH TOOI.

JlBepi mpaBopyd Bijl MEHE BITUMHUINCSA, a 3 BIKHA BUPBABCS MTyYOK
KOJTFOUOK 1 3aTSATHYB MEHE BCepeIMHY. Sl HaBiTh HEe BCTHIIIA 3aKPHUYATH.
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Chapter 46. Daisy

Several ideas of what | expected to find in the room came to
mind. The first was, keeping in theme, more maggots, and |
clenched my muscle sand swallowed my last bit of wiggling—
body—free saliva. Or maybe it would be the kids from the
playground, come to make another attempt at killing me. Or it
would be Noah looming over me, spreading his fingers over my
throat and pushing down until | stopped breathing.

What | did not expect was Mom sitting on the bed.

Her hair was in its usual twists, and the gold edge of her
round glasses glittered in the small bits of light that managed to
peek through the thorns twisting around the window. She looked
comfortable on the cream-and-midnight-blue sheets. Natural. As
if she weren’t actually over in the next room, experiencing
whatever horror lay inside under Ivy’s will.

I turned around and tried to open the door, though it
wouldn’t budge. I didn’t think it would, but I had to try.

“Let me out!” I screamed, hoping that the house would
finally speak to me, but it remained silent. Of course it would. It
got power from torturing me, and I wasn’t about to bring it
sacrifices like Mom had. And it didn’t even need her anymore.

“I thought you were like me,” Mom said behind me.

I turned, though I knew I shouldn’t.

She smiled, calm, serene. “I used to think you were strong
and capable. Ambitious. You were like that when you were little.
When you grew those plants after the first one died. But then there
were so many ways you weren’t like me. Scared and sensitive.
You couldn’t even take the most casual jibe from my mom. I was
listening to much worse at your age.”

Hearing her made my stomach churn as if there were
maggots swimming around in there after all. At least that was
straightforward. This was something entirely different.

Po3xain 46. [deii3i

Y MoOiii rosoBi poMaiiHyI0 Kilbka KapTHH TOTO, 110 51 MorJia 0
no0a4YnTH B KIMHATI.

[Tepma gymka Oyna mpo Te, o B KIMHATI 0araTo JHYUHOK, TOMY s
CTHCHYJIa M 5131 1 IPOKOBTHYJIa OCTAHHIO KPAIUIIO CIIMHUA. A MOXe, 11e JIiTH 3
JUTSYOTO MailaHUMKa, SIKi TPUAyTh, 1100 cripoOyBaTH 3HOBY BOUTH MEHE.
A0Go 11e 6yB 6u Hoii, sskuii HaBHC HaJli MHOIO, PO3YCTIIPUBIIH MBIl HA MOEMY
TOpJIi, i TACHYB OW, ITOKH 5 HE IepecTala IUXaTH.

Yoro 51 He ouiKyBasia, TaK 1€ M0OAYUTH MaMy, sIKa CHJILIa Ha JIKKY.

[Tacma 1 Bostoccst 3aBUBAIKCS, @ 30J10Ta OIIpaBa KPYIJuX OKYJISpiB
BHOJIMCKYBaJla y MPOMIHIISAX CBITJIA, SIKI TPEMETIMBO MPOOUBAIUCS KPi3h
CIUIETEH1 cTe0a TepHY, 110 po3piccs 3a BIKHOM. BoHa cniokiiiHO niexana Ha
KPEMOBO-TEMHOCHHIX mpoctupaanax. Peanictuuno. HaueOto i Tismo 6ymno Ty,
a Tymia mepexuBalia Te )axiTTs, ke AWBi BIaIITyBaja Uil MaMH 3a JBepuMa
KIMHATH.

S obepuynacs 1 cripoOyBaina BITYUHUTH JBEPi, ajie BOHU 1 3 MICIISI HE
3pymiy. S 3Hana, mo Tak 0yze, ane Mycuiia cpoOyBaTu.

— Bunyctu mene! — kpuuasa si, Co/1iBalOunCh, 1110 OYAMHOK HapeIlTl
3arOBOPHTH JI0 MeHe, ale BiH MoBuas. O, Tak. Moro cuma xuBuIacs Biz
karyBaHb. Hi3aiio Ha cBiTi sl HE CTaHy IPUHOCUTH HOMY KEpPTBH, SIK 1€ poouia
Mmama. | BoHa ifomy Bke He Oysa moTpiOHa.

— S mymana, o TH CX0Ka Ha MEHe, — CKa3aja Mama 3a MO€I0 CITUHOIO.

51 obepHynack, xoua 3Haja, 10 He BapTo OyJIO.

Bona nocmixanacs, criokiitna Ta 6€3TypOoTHA.

— Panimre s qymana, 1o ¥ cuibHa i 3110Ha. AM6iTHa. Tu Oyna Takorw y
TUTUHCTBI. Ty mocaawiia i poCIIMHMA, KOJIU TPAIMMIACh MepIia CMepTh. AJie B
IHIIOMY TH AY>Xe BiApi3HsAJacs Bil MeHe. Tu HaBiTh HE BUTPUMYBaJIa
[IIy3JIMBUX KapTiB cBoel Mmamu. [lepensikana ta Bpa3iuBa. Y TBOEMY Billl MEH1
JTIOBOJIMJIOCS CITyXaTH KOPCTOKIITY KPUTHKY.

[TouyBmw i, Miif HUTYHOK 3aKpYTHJIO TaK, HaYe B HbOMY IJIaBaJIN
mnuuHKY. Hy, npunaiimai e Oyno npsMouiniiiHo. Lle 6yio memio 30BciM iHIIe.

— Tu urakana gepes npuuiB. Lle Oyno cmimuo. Bonn Bxe Oynn
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“You cried over ghosts. It was ridiculous. They were
already dead. You couldn’t take even the slightest push in school.
And yet you always acted like you were my caretaker. Like |
would fall apart if you weren’t there to help.” She propped up her
chin on her hand, and her grin grew wider. “I just needed to give
you something to be good at.”

“What does that even mean?”

“Sometimes I would crash and burn so you could fix things.
Give you a bit of self-esteem.” She shook her head. “I shouldn’t
have. It just made you slack everywhere else. You never got better
at school, and you certainly never became a better medium.”

I opened my mouth to dispute what she said, then shut it
again. Because I didn’t really know. Mom was full of so many
secrets and lies. Would it even be shocking if it were true?

I crossed my arms and jerked my head from side to side.

“This is the house talking. Why tell me all of this if not to
just mess me up and distract me from saving Mom?” I turned
around and went back to trying to kick down the door.

“Oh, honey,” Mom laughed. “I’m telling you this because
it’s your biggest fear. Don’t you know? You’re scared of the
truth.”

| froze with my fingers on the knob.

“You always were. You let dead kids bully you, and
realizing they weren’t alive nearly destroyed you. So much so that
you almost killed a little girl over it. You don’t like learning the
truth. It’s why I never bothered telling you.”

I turned back toward her, and she shrugged at me. “For
example, you’re just not smart enough to go to university. But you
tell yourself that it’s because you don’t try. Or you don’t care.”

I gnawed on the inside of my cheek to keep from saying
anything. From shouting out denials or caving to what she was
saying. I couldn’t tell what the truth was anymore. My own
thoughts kept getting looped together with what was being said.

I was on the merry—go—round again, turning, and turning,

MepTBi. Tu HE MOrJIa BUTPUMATH HABITh HAIMEHILIOTO MOMITOBXY B HIKOJII.
OpHak TH MOCTIMHO BAaBaa i3 cede MO0 OMIKYHKY, HIOH sI po3maaycs Ha
YaCTHHH, SKIIO TH HE MPUKAJIEHT Ha IOIIOMOTY, — BOHA Tinepia miaoopiaas
PYKOIO0, 1 HIMPOKO MOCMIXHYJACh. — I MPOCTO XOTJIa YUMOCH OITUTHUCS 3
TO0O0, 100 TH MOTJIa CTaTH YCHIITHO.

— IIlo ue B3araii o3Hayae?

— Inoni s magana Ta po3ouBanacs, oo T Moria Bce BunpaButu. 11[o6
MiTHSATH TBOIO CaMOOIIIHKY, — BOHA ITOXHTala rojioBor. — He Bapto Oyno. Le
MIPOCTO AaJIo TOOI MPHUBIJ JiegaproBaTH. Y MIKOJI TH HE 3MOTJIa JOCITTH
BHCOKHX Pe3yJIbTATIB, 1 B IKOCTI MeJliyMa TH T€X HE JIOCSTIIa HIiY0TO.

S Bigkpuia poT, o0 MOCh CKa3aTH, 3alEPEeYUTH, ajle CII0BA 3aCTPATIU
B TOpJi. Y TyMKax BUHUKINA CYMHIBH: MOXKIIUBO, ii CIIOBAa — HE TIPOCTO OpexHsi?
AJke BOHA 3aBXKAM Opexana, I0Ch IPUXOBYBaJa 1 s HIKOJIM HE 3HaJIa, SIKOT
BOHA HACIIPaB/i AyMKHU PO MeHe. SIKOU 11e BUSBHIIOCS TPABIOI0 UM HIOKYBAJIO
0 e mene?

51 cxpecTrna pykd i 3aniepedHo 3aKHBaJia TOJIOBOIO.

— Leit ronoc HanexxuTh OyAUHKY. [lJ1s 94oro BiH yce 1€ MeHi
PO3MOBi/IaE, SIKIIO HE XOU€ MEHE 3aIUIyTaTH Ta BIBEPHYTH BiJ MOPITYHKY
Mamu?

51 po3BepHy:acs 1 cripoOyBaJia 3HOBY BUOUTH ABEPI.

— Ox, moba, — Mama 3acMisiiack. — 5 T0O1 po3MoBiAat0 PO BCE TIABKU
TOMY, 1110 TH Goiuics. Yu 1 He pozymien Hidoro? Tu Ooinics npaBau.

51 3aBMepuia, TPUMAIOYUCh NMANbLSIMU 32 PYUKY.

— Tu 3aBxnu O6yna takoro. Tu Tepmina, KoM MEpTB1 IITH 3HYILATHUCS 3
Tebe 1 yCBIJOMIICHHS TOTO, 1110 BOHU HE JKMBI, Jieab He BOMIo Tebe. TBos
TEPIUIAYICTH J10Bena Tebe 10 Mexi. Tu jenp He mo30aBuiia )KUTTS MAJIEHbKY
niBUMHKY. Tu Oofmics nizHatucs npapay. ToMy s i He HaBaxyBasacs il
PO3KpHBATH.

51 obepHyIachk i IIsHyNa Ha HEIO, @ BOHA 3HU3aJa TUIeYHMA.

— Hampukitag, TH poCcTo HEIOCTATHRO PO3yMHA, 00 BCTYIHUTH JI0
YHIBEpCHUTETY. AJie TH BUIIPABJIOBYEII ce0e TUM, 1110 T HaBITh HE JOKJIagaia
3ycuJb, a00, 110 T001 Oaiyxe.

S myxde mpuKycHia IoKH, 11100 MTPOMOBYATH.

S onuHMIack MK Oa)KaHHSIM 3alIePEYUTH BCe Ta OAKaHHAM
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and turning.

Dazy.

Dazy.

Dazy.

Suddenly their heads were pushing themselves out of the
wall. Tiny childlike limbs, arms, and legs, and smushed faces.
They were like Ivy. Furious at me for wasting the lives that they
couldn’t have.

I stumbled away from them to the door, but they were inside
those walls too, calling to me.

Dazy.

Dazy.

Dazy.

“You know I don’t love you,” Mom said with a sweet smile.
“You’re a tool. You got me away from this house. Your ability to
communicate with the dead made you useful even though you
messed that up too. Even your body was a tool to keep lvy
preoccupied so she wouldn’t interfere with the guests. The torture
IS necessary, but the deaths make everything so messy.” She
played with the end of one of her twists. “And now you’re a means
to save me. And you’ll do it. Because you want me to love you so
much. You’ll do anything. Not that it matters. You’ll always be a
tool to me.”

I lurched back against the door, and Johnny’s distorted face
screamed, “Dazy!” in my ear. I scrambled away from the walls,
which only brought me closer to Mom.

“Give up loving me. What’s the point? Everything will be
better if you do. Give it up, and you can go free.” She grinned.
“Freer than you’ve ever been in your life. Don’t love me. You
know I don’t love you.”

No. She was my mom. Of course, she loved me. Of course,
she did. But even as that went through my mind, I thought of
every time Mom had thrown me under the bus. Of every secret
revealed where | was being used and manipulated to help her. Us

MIPOBAIMTHCS KPi3b 3€MITIO BiJl TTpaBau. MeHi Oyi10 BKe BaXKKO BIAPI3HUTH
npasy Bin 6pexni. Ii coBa He naBaaM MeHi CIIOKOIO.

51 3HOBY ONMHMIIACA Ha Kapycell, 1 KpyKJIsula, KpyKJIsula, KpysKJysuia.

Jetisi.

Jetisi.

Jetisi.

PanrToM 31 cTiHUM cTayM 3 SIBJISITUCS TOJIOBH, KPUXITHI IUTSY1 KIHIIBKH,
PYKH 1 HOTH, 1 cIOTBOpeHi o0nuyust. Bonu Oynu sk AiiBi. Bonu HeHaBuaiu
MEHE 32 Te, 1110 51 MAPHYIO )KUTTS, AKOT0 IM HE CYAMIIOCS MaTH.

S BimcTynwiia 10 IBEpei, ajie BOHU i TaM MPOOMBAIIUCS KPi3b CTiHH,
KJIMYy4Yd MEHE.

Jeiizi.

Jetisi.

Jeiisi.

— 3Haew, HacpaBi g He 000 Tede, — cKa3ajia MaMa 3 MUJIOHO
MOCMIIIKOI0 Ha 005muyi. — Tu — iHCTpyMeHT. T BU3BOJIMIIa MEHE 3 I[HOTO
noMy. TBOs 3MaTHICTB CIIIKYBAaTUCS 3 MEPTBUMHU 3po0uiia Te0e KOPUCHOIO,
X04a 1 TYT TH Bce 3irncyBana. HaBiTb TBO€ Ti10 OyJI0 IHCTPYMEHTOM, 11100
BIJIBEpHYTHU yBary AiiBi, 11100 BOHa He 3aBakaia roctsim. KatyBanHs
HeoOX1/1He, ajie cMepTi poOJISITh BCe TAKUM 3alllTyTaHUM, — BOHA rpajiacs 3
MacMOM CBOTO BoJioccsl. — [ Tu BuTsATHeN Mene 3 6e3oaHi. Tu 1e 3pooui, 60
TaK CHJIbHO Xouell, 100 s Tede roomta. Ty roToBa Ha BCe 3apaau MeHe. Xoua
HaclpaB/i, 1ie He Ma€ 3HaueHHs. Bce 0/1HO TH JU1 MEHe JIMIle iHCTPYMEHT.

S Biaxunuiace BiJ 1BepeH, 1 crioTBopeHe oonnyust [KoHH1 3akpruyano
MeHi Ha ByXo0: «/lei3i!» S BiamoB3ia moaani BiJ CTiH 1 ONMHHUIACH OIUKYE 10
MaMH.

— He mo0u mene. Skuit y nbomy cenc? SIKio TH HEHaBUAITUMEII MEHE,
BCe cTaHe HabaraTo kpaiie. Binmyctu, 1 Tu Oyzaem BijibHa, — BOHA
MOCMiXHYJacs. — BulbHIIIOW0, HIXK TH KOIU-HEOY b Oyna y cBoeMy kHTTi. He
00U Mene. Tu k 3Hael, 1o s Tede He TI00ITI0.

Hi. Bona x Mos Mama. Bona mo0uth MeHe. Tak, BOHA IFOOUTh MEHE.
Moi po3aymu nepepBaiu ripki ciorajau. 5 3rajana KokKeH pa3, KoJIi BOHa MEHe
oOMaHoBaJla, BUKOPHCTOBYBaJIA 1 MaHIIyJIOBaja 3apajau cBoei Buroau. Harme
nepeOyBaHHs B IbOMY OyJIMHKY — 1€ 6e3nepepBHUN JIAHIIOT MaHImyJsIii. |
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being in this house was one huge manipulation after another, and
for what? Revenge on a man who was already dead.

I understood how much she was hurting from it. I could
understand why she wanted his suffering so badly. But that didn’t
change the fact that she used me, her own child, more than once.

It would be easier if [ didn’t love her. Everything would be.

She was right. She didn’t love me.

But then... “Why didn’t you give me to the house when I
was a baby?”

Mom frowned. She opened her mouth and closed it. Finally
she said, “Sometimes mothers can be sentimental. Even me. It
doesn’t change anything.”

My lips quirked the slightest bit. It was the same thought I"d
had when Mom shared that tidbit with me and lvy. Because every
time there was evidence of her love for me, | found something to
dispute it. Some reason why | was wrong.

And it always felt right in my mind, but hearing it said back
to me gave it a different caliber. It seemed like shitty reasoning.

“This is the truth,” I said firmly. “The truth is that it’s
impossible to understand the sort of mom that | have. The truth is
that it’s painful to put together the fact that she loves me with the
things she does that hurt me. The truth is that I don’t have a good
mom, but she’s mine, and I love her anyway. And maybe that
makes me look weak and desperate, but [ don’t really care. Maybe
I’ll regret saving her. Maybe she’ll just hurt me again. Maybe |
would be better off walking away. But I can’t. And that’s my
choice. No one else gets to decide that for me. She’s trying, so I
won’t leave her, not forever. I want to give her a chance.” I press
my lips into something like a smile. “You, on the other hand, I
have no problem leaving behind.”

“But can you?” Mom’s voice morphed, changing,
deepening. Her nose swelled until it split open with a crunch of
bone and spurt of blood. It dripped down her face as a small black
beak poked through.

1uist yoro e Bee? [Tomcra mroauHi, sika Bxke Oyina MEpTBOIO.

51 po3ymina, HACKUTBKY i1 OoJsiue BiJ BbOTO. I MOTIIa 3pO3YMITH, YOMY
BOHA TaK CUJILHO MparHysia, mood BiH cTpaxaaB. AJie 11e He 3MIHIOE TOH (akT,
110 BOHA HE Pa3 BUKOPUCTOBYBaJIa MEHE, CBOIO BJIACHY JIUTHHY.

byno 6 nermie, six0u s ii He Mr00OMIa. Bee O6yio 6 mpocrime.

Bona mana panito. Bona He mo6una MeHe.

Aujte x Tonl...

—Yomy TH He Bignana MeHe OyIHHKY, KOJH g Oyina HEMOBISIM?

Mawma ckpusuia o0ianuysi. Bona posnymysana, mo ckazatu. [ BpemTi
IIPOMOBUJIA:

— MatepsimM 1HO/II BJIaCTHBAa CCHTUMEHTAIBHICTh. HaBiTh MeHI. Ate 11e
HE Ma€ 3HAYEHHS.

51 neap MOMITHO cKpuBHIIa IyOu. Y ToJIOBi KpyTHiacs Ta ) caMa JyMKa,
K 1 TOJIi, KOJIM Mama pO3IoBiaia MeHi Ta AiiBi Ty icTopito. Y KOXHIH il
crpoOi T0BECTH CBOIO JIIOOOB s Oaunia miAcTym. Aje MpoJoBXKyBaia IyKaTH
BUIIPaB/aHb, HABITh KOJIM BOHA BIAKPUTO CKa3aja, 10 He JIIOOUTh MEHE.

— I'apa3n, Tu maemn paniro! — BuMoBHia s pimryde. — [IpaBna B Tomy, 110
HEMOJKJIMBO 3p0O3yMITH, sika y MeHe MaMa. [IpaBia B TOMy, 1110 MEH1 CKJIaHO
YCBIAOMITIOBATH TOM (haKT, 110 BOHA TIOOUTH MEHE, 3aBJIal0YH OJTHOYACHO
takoro 6o:xto. [IpaBna B ToMy, III0 y MEHE HE J1y’K€ XOpollla Mama, aje BOoHa
Mo, 1 51 Bce 0JTHO i1 m00mr0. MOXKITUBO, Yepes 11€ 51 BUTIIAIAl0 CI1a0KOko Ta
BITUalIyIITHOIO, ajie MeH1 Oaitnyxe. MOXIHBO, S OUTKOYIO, 110 BPATYIO Ti.
MoxJuBO, BOHA 3HOBY 3p00MTH MeH1 Oossiue. MOXKIIMBO, Kpallle /Ui MeHe
Oyze mitu, ane s He MoKy 3poOuTu iHakuie. | e mii BuGip. TiIbKYU 5 BUPILIYIO.
51 He 103BOIIIO PO3IIYYUTH HAC HA3aBXAM. S XOuy naTu il maHc, —1 3MyCHiIa
cebe mocMmixHyTucs. — Tebe, HarpuKkIaz, st O JErKo MOKUHYJIA.

— A T MOelI? — roJIoc MaMH 3MIHHMBCS, cTaB rIuOmuM. Pantowm ii Hic
[O0YaB PO3IyXaTH, a MOTIM pO31pBaBcs 3 KaXJIMBUM 3BYKOM XPYCKOTY KIiCTOK. 3
MOPOXKHUHU TIPOOUBCS YOpHUH 13600, sIKMil 0e3KaabHO KIIIOBaB il 3cepeinHi,
HaMararouuch BUOpatuch Ha30BHI. KpoB 1 IMaTKM Tijla CTIKAIHU MO i1
CIIOTBOPEHOMY OOJIMYYIO.

S BiacTynuiia 10 ABepei, He TOPKAIOYKCh iX Ta MUIBHO OCTEPIralounCh
JTUTSYMX KIHIIBOK, sIKi BCe Ie HacmiByBamiu: «Jleitsi, Jleisi, [eit3in. Mama
perorasa, KoJiM ii 00Iuadst po3puBaIOCs Iie O1IbIe, 1 HA30BHI MPOOUPABCS
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I stepped back toward the door without touching it, mindful
of the various child—body parts writhing in it, still chanting,
“Dazy, Dazy, Dazy.”Mom laughed as her face tore open more, and
the bird wriggled its way out, its black, gray, and white feathers
covered with a thin layer of glistening blood. Finally, it popped
free of her face, and more followed.

Butcherbirds.

One after the other shoving themselves out from her bloody
face to the symphony of her cackling, and the snaps of broken
bone and cartilage. Each bird simply hopped out and they all
surrounded her. Some standing on the bed, or her body, or the
floor. More and more of them.

When they were finished, her face was split so severely that
the bone white of her skull was visible, and her eyes dangled from
their sockets, the familiar brown I had grown up with. Her lips
were a ripped and bloody ruin with pus—colored fat peeking out
from her lipstick. She said, “No Mommy to save you this time.”

And all at once, the shrikes took flight.

These ones did not peck with tiny sharp pinches. There was
something different about them. The first took a nip out of my
arm, and with it pulled off a chunk the size of a quarter, so deep
that | saw the shine of bone underneath the slick coating of my
blood.

| screamed.

One tore at my eye, and | felt it come away with a rough tug
on the stringy nerves that held it in its socket. Whole tufts of my
hair and scalp were cleaved away at once. A small group of them
started pecking at my skull, doing their best to get at the soft
insides of my brain.

And she was right. Mom wasn’t going to save me this time.
King wouldn’t either.

I was going to die here,

And they would find my body, not in pieces devoured by
shrikes, but whole, lying prone, and chalked up as a brain

nrax. Moro 4opHo-cipo-0ise mip’s MOKpUTE TOHKOIO TTIBKOKO OJHMCKY4Y0i KPOBI.

Bpemiri, icrora BupBayiacs 3 i Tijia i 3a HErO MoYaiy BUIA3UTH iHIi. Lle Oynu
Cipi COpPOKOITY/IH.

OnuH 32 OJHUM BOHM BUCTPHOYBanu iz cuMdoHiro ii perory ta
XPYCKOTY 3J1aMaHUX KIiCTOK 1 XpsiiiB. [ITaxu oTodyBanu ii 3 ycix 6okiB. OaHi
CiJany Ha JIKKO, 1HII — Ha 11 TLJI0, a e YaCTHHA — Ha ITiJIJIOoTYy.

[ ix craBaso Bce Oublie 1 OiIbLIe.

[i 061mmuus poskpasiHe Ha IIMATKK, PO3JEpTe TaK, IO BUAHIIUCS Gisi
KICTKH ueperna. 3HalioMi 3 AUTUHCTBA Kapi 04l Terep 3BUCAIH 3 PO3TPOIICHUX
OYHHIIb. 3 PO3ipBaHMX, KPUBABUX Ta PO3IYXJIHMX T'y0 coumiiacs rHiifHA piguHa,
sKa 3MilIyBajacs 3 TOMaJoro.

Bona ckazana: «Mawma He BpsTYye Te€O€ IIbOTO pa3y.

[ B Ty 5K MUTh COPOKOITYIU 3METLIH.

L1i He KITIOBaNK KPUXITHUMH TOCTPUMH IIUITYUKAMH. Y HUX OYJ10 IIOCh
inme. [lepiia icTora BigKycHiia MIMAaTOK MO€T pyKH, pO3MipOM 3 MOHETY
YeTBEPTAK, HACTIIBKH IIHMOOKO, IO 5 1Modadnsia OJIMCK KICTKH Mif] CIIU3bKUM
apoM KpoBi.

51 3aBepemana.

[H11a po3ipBana Mo€ OKO, 1 5 BiJuyJia, sK BOHO BifipBajiocs, 00JIiCHO
MOTSTHYBILHN 33 CTPYHKI HEPBH, 1110 YTPUMYBaJIU Horo B oyHMIl. Jle3a 3pizanu
1111 )KMYTH MOT'0 BoJloccsl Ta IKipy. HeBenuka rpyna 3rpai nodana a3p00aTu
Miii Yepern, HaMaratouuch JICTATUCS 10 M’ SIKUX HYTPOII[IB MO3KY.

Bomna rosopua npasay. Mama He BpsATye MeHe 11bOTO pasy. KiHr Tex
HE BPSTYE.

Sl mompy TyT.

[ 3HAMIyTH MOE T1I0, HE PO3JIEPTE HA IIMATKU COPOKOMYAaMH, a IIie,
110 JISKUTh Ha 3eMJIi, 1 3aIUIIYTh K PO3PHUB MO3KOBOI aHEBPU3MHU.

Mama Tex Oymna 6 MmepTBa.

AuJe s He MOTJIa IIbOTO JIOIYCTHTH.

Hizamo y cBiti!

51 moBuHHA OyJla YUMOCH MOKEPTBYBATH, 11100 BCE 3aKiHUMUIOCH.

Binnycru! Bupsu cBoto 111000B 3 ceplid, 1 11l TOPTypH 3aKiHYATHCA.
3maBarics!

Sl Hamarayach NPUIYIINTH TOJIOC, SIKUH JIyHAaB Y MOiii rosiosi. S He
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aneurysm.

Mom would be dead too.

I couldn’t let it happen. I wouldn’t.

All I had to do was give something up.

Give it up. Give up on loving her and this can stop. GIVE
UP!

I forced the voice from my head. No. I wouldn’t give it that.
That was mine.

I knew this house now. This was a house that told an abused
girl that it would help her, then threatened to take it away. This
was a house that told a girl who just wanted to be loved that she
could be its favorite when it really wanted to be rid of her. This
was a house that told you that you needed to give it what it
wanted, when the rule was simply that you give it something.

This was a house that found the prey of bigger predators
and fed on their fears.

It wasn’t Mom’s innocent plant, simply a function of its
gardener, and it wasn’t [vy’s animal, unable to help its nature. If it
was anything, it was human. It chose to lie and manipulate to get
what it wanted, and it dined on the dark monstrous bits of the
people it used, growing stronger only through the combination of
their wills. Mom and lvy were right about that much. In the end, it
still needed us to become what it was now.

I would not be another girl devoured by whispering walls
and false promises.

| forced the sensation of my flesh ripping and tearing out of
my mind. And | pushed my thoughts somewhere new. I thought of
the moment in the bunkie, only a few minutes before now, where |
was wrapped in Mom’s arms and for the first time in years felt
wholly that she loved me.

I languished in the thought, in the sensation, in the complete
sense of acceptance.

And I gave up the part of me that said it was a lie.

When | opened my eyes next, the shrikes were gone, and

BicTyIuTiO. I kpamnka. Sl 3po3ymina, mo 1ei aim — ganpmusuil 1pyr. Bin
00IIISIB MPUXKUCTOK 3aJIsIKaHil JIBYHHIIL, a TIOTIM 3arpoKyBaB 3a0patu iioro. Lle
OyB OyIMHOK, SIKMI Ha3UBaB JIIBUNHKY CBOEIO YITIOOICHHIICIO, KA TIPOCTO
XOTiJ1a OyTH KOXaHO0, aje BiH HACIpaB/Ii skafaB ii mo30ytucs. Lleir Oyannox
BHMaraB OiblIle, HK oMy Hayiexkaso. [IpaBuiio Oyio mpocte: BijgaTH moch,
aJie BiH 3aBK/IH JKaJaB OUTBIIOTO.

Ile OyIMHOK, IKWW 3HAXOAMB 3100MY OIBIIMX XM)KAKIB 1 )KUBUBCS
iXHIM cTpaxoMm.

Lle He Oyna MaMuHa HEBUHHA POCIIMHA, SIKa 3aJIe)KaJia BiJl CBOTO
Ca/liBHUKA, 1 He TBapuHa AWBI, sIKa HE MOTJIa BIIOPATUCH 31 CBOIMHU MPUPOIHIMHU
IHCTUHKTaMU. K110 11e mock 1 0yIo, To 11e — noauHa. Bona cBimomo obupana
OpexHI0 Ta MaHIMYJISAIIIO SIK CIIOCIO TOCATHEHHS CBOIX 1[I, BOHA JKUBUJIACS
TEMHHMH, JKaXJJMBUMHU CTOPOHAMU JIFOJIEH, IKMX BUKOPHUCTOBYBAA, 1 ii cuiia
3pocTalia 3 KO’)KHOIO HOBOIO )KepPTBOI0. Mama Ta A¥iBi MaJi pariro o0 soro.
I Bpemrri-pemit Mu Oynu noTpiOH1 IIbOMY OYAMHKY, 1100 CTaTH TaKUM SIKUM BiH
€ 3apas.

51 He cTaHy HACTYITHOIO 3I00UYYIO IIMX XUKUX CTiH, JIe CIIOBA OTPYEH1
OpexHero.

S cunominbs BUraHsijia 3 TOJIOBU BIAUYTTS 000 po3aepToro Tina. S
3MiHHJIA HAPSIMOK CBOIX TyMOK.

S1 moliHO 3ragana mpo TOM MOMEHT, KOJIM MaMa 3aropHyJia MEHe y CBOI
001iimMu. Briepiie 3a 6araTo pokiB s Biq4yJia, 1110 BOHA MEHE JTHOOUTb.

S mopuHyna y 1yMKH, 3 BIIUYTTSIM IOBHOTO MPUAHATTS 1 3arTylINIa B
€001 roJioc CyMHIBY, SIKMI IIETIOTIB, IO 11€ OPEeXHI.

Konu 51 po3mutonuia o4i, COpOKONyAIB yke He 0yJ10, a Ha JIDKKY CUALIA
TUTBKH Mama, I1J1a i HeYIIKO/KEHA.

— Bowna e He pa3 tebe poszuapye. Tu sx cama pozymiern.

S moBuana. HatoMicTe moBepHyJia pyuky i BiTUMHHIIA JABEPI.
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there was only Mom sitting on the bed, whole and untouched.
“She’ll always disappoint you. You know that, right?”
[ didn’t answer. Instead, I turned the knob and pushed the
door open.
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Chapter 2
Translation analysis

2.1. General characteristics of the novel

Liselle Sambury is a Trinidadian-Canadian author specializing in fiction that intersects
various genres, including fantasy, science fiction, and horror. She is primarily recognized for her
commitment to crafting complex and multifaceted characters, as well as narratives that reflect her
personal experiences and cultural heritage (Liselle Sambury, 2015). The author skillfully integrates
her Canadian and Caribbean heritage into her works, providing them with a distinctive cultural
texture. The main themes of her writing encompass issues of identity, family relationships, and
moral choices, rendering her works particularly relevant to a young adult audience. Her novels,
especially those within the horror and mystical genres, are targeted primarily at young adult readers,
successfully blending elements of the real world with fantastical and supernatural components. This
approach enables her to create layered narratives that address intricate social issues through a
fantastical lens (Jacobo, 2024, p. 2). Sambury also produces content on YouTube, where she shares
her writing experiences and insights into the publishing industry. Her digital presence plays a
crucial role in shaping her author brand and expanding her readership among younger audiences.

Sambury’s body of work comprises four novels primarily aimed at a teenage audience,
characterized by her unique interpretation of the fantasy and science fiction genres. She gained
recognition with her debut novel, Blood Like Magic (2021), which has been lauded for its
innovative exploration of themes related to magic and identity, distinguishing it from other works in
young adult literature (Baugher, 2021). The novel follows a teenage girl named Voya Thomas, who
Is part of a family of witches in a futuristic Toronto. She faces the daunting task of finding and
killing her first love to activate her magic, confronting a challenging moral dilemma. The sequel,
Blood Like Fate (2022), continues VVoya’s journey after she activates her magic. Now, she grapples
with new challenges concerning the future of her family and the witch community, alongside a
looming existential threat. This novel delves deeper into the ramifications of the heroine’s
decisions, revealing new facets of the magical world and raising questions of loyalty, love, and
duty. Both novels feature intricate plot structures that intertwine elements of science fiction, magic,
and social issues, particularly concerning identity, cultural heritage, and family traditions. Sambury
meticulously crafts a world where magic intertwines with pressing matters of identity, social justice,
and cultural legacy (Mondor, 2021).

The third work by the author, Delicious Monsters (2023), presents a dark narrative that
combines psychological thriller and supernatural horror. This novel exemplifies Sambury’s talent
for merging horror and mysticism, creating an eerie and unsettling atmosphere intended for young
adults. The unsettling and mystical ambiance is carefully constructed throughout the narrative,
immersing readers in a realm where the boundaries between the supernatural and the real world
blur. The protagonist, Daisy, possesses the ability to see the dead, who feed on the sorrow and
disappointment that surround her. This power frequently leaves her feeling detached from the living
world. When her mother unexpectedly inherits an isolated mansion in Timmins, Ontario, Daisy
seizes the opportunity to escape the ghost-filled streets of Toronto, hoping for a fresh start. This
also presents a chance to distance herself from her ex and attempt to rebuild a relationship with her
emotionally distant and seemingly fragile mother.

A decade later, Brittney, a podcaster yearning to escape her abusive mother, enters the
narrative. With a chance to explore the stories of forgotten Black girls and expose her mother’s
deceit, Brittney begins to unearth the history of the same remote mansion that Daisy once knew. As
she delves deeper into the secrets of the so-called “Miracle Mansion”, she confronts more questions
than answers. The structure of Delicious Monsters is built upon two interwoven plotlines, with the
stories of Daisy and Brittney developing in parallel yet occurring in different time periods. This
narrative technique effectively underscores the connections between past and present, creating
emotional resonance that highlights the weight of inheritance and generational trauma.
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Delicious Monsters represents a departure from traditional young adult fantasy, immersing
the reader in a psychological thriller infused with supernatural elements. From the outset, the house
is depicted as a mysterious and ominous place, creating a tense atmosphere where past and present
intertwine in a compelling and dark narrative. Critics note that “the horror elements emerge late and
thus have less of an impact than the generational trauma that unfolds, which is memorable for its
realistic portrayal of toxic relationships and the limited choices they often impose” (Spisak, 2023, p.
198). The novel stands out for its psychological depth and masterful use of suspense. As one critic
remarks, “Liselle Sambury treats the sensitive issues in her book with delicacy and care, which
readers will appreciate” (Pamenter, 2023, p. 34).

A significant storyline in Delicious Monsters revolves around the break from a toxic past
and the search for one’s place in a world where it is difficult to discern whom to trust. Alongside
Daisy’s narrative is Brittney’s — a young woman who, a decade later, investigates the mysterious
history of the same house for her documentary project. Through the intertwining of these two
heroines’ stories, set in different time periods, Sambury explores the complex relationships between
generations and the influence of the past on the present.

Delicious Monsters offers not only a captivating plot and an emotionally rich experience but
also raises vital questions about the power and impact of the secrets and traumas we carry with us.
The novel emphasizes the necessity of understanding the past to achieve freedom in the future, as
well as how hardships can shape our perception of ourselves and the world. With a unique style and
multidimensional characters, Liselle Sambury has crafted a work that leaves a profound impression
on readers.

When translating literary texts from a foreign language into Ukrainian, translators often
encounter numerous challenges. These challenges arise from differences in the structures and
operational rules of the languages involved in the translation process. Many scholars contend that
since literary translation must fully reproduce the original text, such translation is inherently
impossible for purely linguistic reasons, not to mention the difficulties in replicating the unique
creative style of a distinguished poet or writer (Radchuk, 2008, p. 290).

In our view, achieving an ideal translation that accurately conveys context while preserving
the author’s style is indeed unattainable. Translating horror and mystic fiction presents unique
challenges, particularly when striving to maintain the tension and atmosphere that are integral to the
genre. The use of culturally embedded metaphors and genre-specific idioms often requires careful
adaptation. Specifically, ensuring that the translated text retains the same level of suspense and
eeriness while conforming to the target language’s syntactic norms is crucial to preserving the
original’s impact.

Therefore, when engaging in literary translation, the translator must frequently strike a
balance between providing an adequate translation and maintaining stylistic integrity. We assert that
priority should be given to the accuracy of the translation, as misinterpretation of the work’s content
by the reader presents a more significant issue than an imprecise conveyance of stylistic devices.
For instance, reproducing the emotional and lexically marked vocabulary present in Delicious
Monsters proved particularly challenging. Sambury’s usage of expressive and emotionally marked
language is central to creating the novel’s eerie and mystic atmosphere. Moreover, Sambury
employs vivid imagery and intricate descriptions of the environment, particularly in scenes
involving the mansion, to evoke a sense of otherworldliness. The blending of metaphors and
sensory details enhances the unease, rendering the supernatural more tangible. Therefore, in
translating this work, we prioritized ensuring that the translated text conveys all the information
found in the original as accurately as possible while adhering to the norms of the Ukrainian
language.

Thus, from the preceding analysis, it is evident that Liselle Sambury’s mastery of linguistic
devices, including expressive language, imagery, and sentence structure, plays a pivotal role in
crafting the novel’s mystical and eerie atmosphere. The challenges of translating such stylistic
nuances are considerable, as maintaining a delicate balance between accurate translation and
preserving the supernatural tension is essential to retaining the novel’s emotional depth.
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2.2. Rendering of expressive vocabulary in the process of translation

Expressiveness is a key conceptual category of speech, defined as the property of an element
or phenomenon that imparts an evaluative character to utterances. It encompasses evaluation,
emotionality, intensity, and imagery (Karpenko, 2019, p. 108). Expressive vocabulary plays a vital
role in communication, as it conveys information while adding emotional and stylistic depth to
statements, rendering language more vivid and figurative. This allows the expression of feelings
and enhances the impact on the listener or reader. This aspect of language can be divided into two
main categories: stylistically marked lexical units and emotionally marked lexical units, each
serving distinct functions within the text.

Marking (stylistic coloring) refers to the presence of additional connotative information —
emotional, expressive, evaluative, or stylistic — within a language unit, which determines its
capacity to create a specific stylistic effect, coloring speech according to the communicative and
pragmatic intentions of the speaker, with various nuances (Bilohur & Ushchapovska, 2021, p. 9).
Stylistically marked lexical units are characterized not only by their primary meaning but also by
their stylistic coloring, which depends on the context or sphere of their usage. This category
encompasses literary, conversational, formal, or informal words that enhance the emotional
background of the text. An essential component of stylistically marked vocabulary includes
idiomatic expressions, dialectal words, and jargon, which are often employed to create an authentic
linguistic style for characters in literary works, reflecting their origins or social status (Bilohur &
Ushchapovska, 2021, p. 9).

Thus, stylistically marked vocabulary consists of words and expressions used to create a
specific stylistic effect in the text; they relate to specific social or regional dialects, cultural realities,
and so forth. These lexical elements can differ significantly between languages, resulting in
particular challenges during their translation. The most common of these are colloquialisms —
conversational words typically used in spoken, primarily dialogic language. They possess
functional-stylistic significance, belong to the lexical-stylistic paradigm, and contain components of
expressive, emotional, and evaluative meaning (Spiridonova & Panasiuk, 2020, p. 200). For
instance, colloquialisms are used to establish an informal tone, making the text more natural and
“alive”. They convey the realities of the characters’ everyday lives and their emotional reactions to
various situations.

In Liselle Sambury’s novel Delicious Monsters, colloquial expressions contribute to the
portrayal of a casual communication style, reflecting the characters’ emotional states and their
social contexts, thereby allowing the reader to experience a more authentic atmosphere of
interaction.

For example:

No way am | gonna let him catch me sitting in that room twiddling my fucking thumbs while
he plays his weak-ass power move and comes in late (Sambury, 2023, p. 42). Hi ¢ sixomy pasi y
Hb020 He suilde 3acmamu Mene 00HY 8 Nepe208OPHIll KIMHAMI 8 O4IKY8aHHI, KOJIYNAIOUUCH NANbYeM
¥ Hoci, Koau 6iH 3aniznroemocs (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

“When people look at you, you gotta wave to them,” Mom said (Sambury, 2023, p. 315). —
Konu nmoou ousnsamoecs na mebe, mu maecwt nomaxamu im pykoio, — sanesnunra mama (Pyvovar,
2024, p.....).

As we see, the colloquialisms used in the original text contribute significantly to character
development and the overall tone of the narrative, reflecting the informal, relatable voice of the
protagonist. In the first example, the phrase “gonna” is a colloquial contraction of “going to”,
which captures the protagonist’s casual, rebellious attitude. Modulation is applied in the translation,
altering the perspective (I'm gonna let him — y nvoco ne sutioe), which simplifies the expression’s
comprehension. In the second example, the use of “gotta” serves as a colloquial shorthand for
“have got 10”, which conveys an imperative in a less formal and more conversational tone. To
render this colloquialism, we employed the variation technique, as reproducing the short form
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“gotta” in Ukrainian without altering the stylistic level is impossible. The informal language not
only enhances the dialogue’s realism but also illustrates the mother’s character and her desire for
her daughter to engage positively with others. Overall, these colloquialisms serve to enrich the
dialogue, offering insights into the characters’ personalities and the social context of their
interactions. The informal language resonates with readers, allowing them to connect more deeply
with the narrative’s emotional landscape.

Another type of stylistically marked units is slang. Slang expressions help create a specific
social context and underline the youthful speaking style of the characters. The use of slang is a
crucial element reflecting the informality and even rebellious attitudes of the characters.

For example:

Kevin basically creams his pants reading over it. (Sambury, 2023, p. 57) — Kesin matioce
enaoac 6 excmas, nepezisioaouu ye (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

This slang expression is a metaphorical and informal way to emphasize Kevin’s strong
emotional reaction. The variation technique was applied for the translation, as similar metaphorical
expressions do not exist in Ukrainian, and a direct translation would significantly lose its style and
be overly vulgar. Instead, the phrase “maiioce énaoac 6 excmaz” is used, which conveys the
original’s meaning without direct coarseness, while still maintaining the sarcastic tone and overall
emotional reaction.

Another example is vulgar slang:

“New laptop sticker?” he says in a friendly voice, pointing to Kevin’s MacBook decorated
with, 1 shit you not, the branding decals we get from sponsors. (Sambury, 2023, p. 32) — Hosuii
cmikep Ha HOymoOyyi? — 00opo3uuIueo 3anumye 6in, éxkasyrouu na MacBook Kesina.- 3yo oaro, ye
bpenoosi naxnetiku 8io cnoucopis (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

In this example, the phrase “I shit you not” is a characteristic vulgarism used to emphasize
the truthfulness of what is being said, often accompanied by an emotional undertone. The original
phrase is a crude expression that conveys strong surprise or sarcasm. In the translation, a discursive
creation technique is employed, where the crude expression is replaced with a less vulgar but
expressive Ukrainian equivalent “3y6 oaro”. This preserves the informal style and highlights a
certain emotionality of the character while softening the original's coarseness.

Vulgarisms, particularly those involving the word “shit”, frequently appear in the text. They
play a crucial role in shaping the characters’ personalities and their attitudes toward their
environment, emphasizing the emotional backdrop of communication.

Another example is:

| bet there have been people whispering in his ear trying to get involved in our shit.
(Sambury, 2023, p. 41) — 3aknadarocs, wo € 100U, AKI HAWINMYIOMb UOMY HA 8YX0, HAMALAIOYUCD
empymumucs y Hawe aaino (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

The expression “get involved in our shit” contains the crude colloquial element “shit”,
often used to express disdain or negative attitudes toward something. In the translation, stylistic
marking is preserved through the use of the word “raiino”, which carries a similar emotional
connotation in Ukrainian. Here, a literal translation technique is employed, as the Ukrainian version
conveys the same feelings of disdain and irritation as the original.

The text also features lexical units reflecting the Trinidadian-Canadian origins of the author,
particularly those associated with Black English (AAVE). Although the text does not fully exhibit
the characteristic features of this phenomenon, certain elements indicate the influence of spoken
language, although they are not exclusively tied to AAVE. At the same time, the dialectal elements
in the text reflect not only the cultural specificity of the characters but also emphasize their social
identity. The use of such elements is typical of certain communities, particularly among African
American characters. For example:

It means people like Kevin, my manager and an altogether — mediocre white man who
makes more than triple the basic intern wage they give my Black ass, doesn’t have anywhere to
hide (Sambury, 2023, p. 59). — Kesin cuoums y inwomy Kinyi KimHamu, [ oMy, MOEMY MeHeONcepy,
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OILIOWKIPOMY UONOBIKY, KU Ompumye OiLlbUl HIJC ROMPIUHY 3apniamy cmasxjicepd, HiKyou
noodimucw (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

The expression “my Black ass” is a race-marked vulgarism, which, however, emphasizes
the character’s racial identity and social inequality. The characters in the text demonstrate
awareness of certain social and cultural issues, such as racial isolation in the professional
environment and the undervaluation of African American themes in media projects. For instance,
when characters discuss the lack of Black workers in the company, it may indicate their deeper
understanding of racial issues, which often hold significant weight in the dialogues of Black
characters. In the translation, this lexical element was omitted because, although a direct equivalent
“mos wopna Oyna” can be used, it does not contain critically important information for
understanding the fragment and only burdens the sentence. Therefore, it is appropriate to remove it,
employing a technique known as reduction.

Idiomatic expressions, or phrasemes, are significant stylistic elements that often cannot be
translated literally. They convey specific meanings and emotional nuances through stable language
constructs with a culturally specific character. Their proper conveyance during translation
necessitates the application of appropriate techniques to preserve both meaning and stylistic
coloring (Shojaei, 2012, p. 1224).

For example:

| was off the hook (Sambury, 2023, p. 307). — Meni nauebmo po3se’sasanu pyku (Pyvovar,
2024, p.....).

The expression “to be off the hook” in English means “to be relieved of responsibility ” or
“to escape from a difficult situation” (Cambridge Dictionary). In translation, this expression was
adapted using an established equivalent technique, preserving the semantic content of the original
through the use of the Ukrainian phrase “pose’szanu pyxu”. This version conveys the idea of
liberation from specific pressures or obligations, maintaining the emotional weight characteristic of
the original.

Another translation method for idioms was applied in the following fragment:

But even as that went through my mind, I thought of every time Mom had thrown me under
the bus (Sambury, 2023, p. 490. — A 3cadanra koowcen pas, Koau 60HA MeHe 0OMAHIO6ANd,
suKopucmosyeana i maninynioeana 3apaou ceoci eucoou (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

The idiom “throw someone under the bus” means “to betray someone” or “to use someone
for one’s own benefit”. In the translation, the amplification technique is utilized, as the Ukrainian
version conveys the expanded meaning of the idiom through a detailed explanation of the
character’s mother’s actions — “o6manrweana, euxopucmogysana i maninynosana 3apaou Cce0el
sucoou”. This not only accurately conveys the meaning but also emphasizes the emotional context
and depth of betrayal implied by this expression. Ultimately, both idiomatic expressions were
conveyed through appropriate translation techniques, allowing for the preservation of not only the
content but also the emotional and stylistic nuances characteristic of the original text.

Emotionally marked lexical units, in contrast to stylistically marked ones, aim to convey the
speaker’s feelings and emotions. This category includes words that directly indicate emotional
states or feelings, such as “fear,” “joy,” “anger,” as well as exclamations and diminutive forms of
words. As noted by O. Yaskevych (2011, p. 203), emotionally colored lexical units serve as tools
for conveying the speaker’s subjective attitude toward the world and the people around them. In
literary works, emotionally marked vocabulary is actively utilized to recreate characters’ inner
worlds, establish atmosphere, or heighten emotional tension within the text.

In Liselle Sambury’s Delicious Monsters, emotionally marked vocabulary creates a mystical
atmosphere, intensifies tension, and allows the reader to feel the emotions of the characters. We
propose categorizing the emotionally marked vocabulary used in the text into three main groups:
vocabulary that serves to describe scenes that evoke fear and create a mystical atmosphere;
vocabulary that conveys the physical sensations of the characters; and vocabulary that reflects the
emotions of the main characters.
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Creating suspense — the atmosphere of fear and mystique — is a crucial element of the horror
and mystical genre. Specific lexical units are employed to enhance tension, introduce elements of
mystery, and evoke feelings of anxiety and uncertainty in the reader.

For example:

Inside, the mansion looked the same as always, minus the blackout of light from the thorns
draped over the windows and the eerie fall of silence (Sambury, 2023, p. 58). — Bcepeouni 6yourok
8U2NI0A8 MAK camo, 5K i 3aedicou. Ilpome Ko0Ui 2iNKu, wo witbHO 0ONIIMAIU 8IKHA, He 0A8aIU
c8imiy npobumucs, cmeopiowyu noxmypy ammoceepy (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

This example conveys an atmosphere of fear and mystery through the description of
physical details — “thorns” and ‘“eerie fall of silence.” The lexeme “blackout” combined with
“thorns” creates an image of isolation and danger, where natural light, typically associated with
safety, is obstructed. In the translation, the particularization technique is utilized, revealing the
symbolic function of “thorns” through a more detailed description of their impact on the
atmosphere — “eerie fall of silence ”. This enhances the sense of threat and mystery experienced by
the character. The translation technique preserves the same image of danger as in the original,
maintaining its emotional intensity.

The author also actively employs elements of personification that add mystique:

It was like Mom said: the house wasn’t as independent as it seemed (Sambury, 2023, p.
371). — A npueadanra mamuni cnosa: “Byounoxk ne 0ye maxum He3anexdcHum, sk 30a8anocs’
(Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

Besides, she had her maggot protection, and the house liked her (Sambury, 2023, p. 456). —
Lo moeo e y nei 6yé maziunuii 3axucm, i Oyourox ii iroous (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

The expression “the house wasn'’t independent” underscores the mystical element of the
house, suggesting that it possesses its own will. The implication of hidden forces manipulating
reality creates a tense atmosphere of distrust. The translation is direct and preserves the same
intensity of the mystical effect. The lexeme “independent” implies that the house is more than an
ordinary building — it is part of a living mechanism governed by unknown forces. In the translation,
this element of mystery is retained while maintaining the original meaning through literal
translation. The translation conveys a tone of mystery and gives the reader a sense that something
dark and sinister lurks behind the house’s outward appearance.

In the second example, the use of the word “maggot ”, which evokes associations with decay
and death, carries a strong negative emotional charge that enhances the sense of danger, providing a
negative connotation. Conversely, the second independent clause in this sentence has a positive
connotation, as “the house liked her”. In the translation, “maggot protection” is adapted as
“maciunuti 3axucm”, softening the crude image. The discursive creation technique is employed to
maintain the overall mystical and protective sense while eliminating the repulsive subtext of the
fragment.

Thus, in the context of descriptive scenes that evoke fear, lexical units are used to heighten
tension and create an atmosphere of uncertainty and anxiety. Through techniques of literal
translation, particularization, and discursive creation, the emotional impact of these expressions is
preserved in the Ukrainian translation.

Physical sensations described in the text are equally important elements that help the reader
“immerse” themselves in the situation and feel what the characters are experiencing. This
vocabulary conveys not only emotional states but also physical reactions to specific events or
situations.

For example:

A chill settled over my shoulders as if one of the dead were pressed against my body,
pulling me to its chest, trapping me in its arms (Sambury, 2023, p. 311). — Ilkiporw s eiouyna
KpUMdCAHuil X07100, HeMO8 XMOoCb 13 Mepyie 00Xonue meHe C8OiMU pyKamu 3a niedi, CMUcKariu 8
obitimax (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

The description of the physical sensation of cold indicates an emotional reaction of fear or
anxiety. The depiction of cold that “settled over my shoulders” physically transports the reader into
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a situation where the character feels threatened by an unknown, possibly supernatural force. The
translation employs a combination of modulation, generalization, and amplification — the first alters
the active state to passive “chill settled over” — “s siouyna”, the second modifies a specific body
part “shoulders” to a more general one “skin”, and the third enhances the impression from the
author’s metaphorical use “chill” — “xpuowcanuii xonoo . This combination of techniques allows for
the preservation of the tone and emotional tension conveyed by this description while remaining
natural for the Ukrainian reader. The phrase “xpuowcanuii xonoo” reproduces the physical sensation
of cold, and the metaphor “o6xonue mene ceoimu pykamu 3a nneui” conveys a sense of invisible
threat, intensifying the anxiety of the situation. The original employs a blend of metaphorical and
physical description to create a sense of uncertainty, which is accurately conveyed in the translation
through enhanced images that evoke fear and discomfort.

At the same time, when translating emotionally marked vocabulary, techniques of direct,
literal translation were used more frequently:

The chill disappeared, and | was flooded with warmth (Sambury, 2023, p. 326). — Xo.100
eiocmynue, i mene Hanoenuno menuo (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

The first was, keeping in theme, more maggots, and | clenched my muscles and swallowed
my last bit of wiggling—body—free saliva (Sambury, 2023, p. 451). — Ilepwa oymka 6yra npo me, wo
6 ximnami bazamo JAUHUHOK, MOMY S CHUCHYA m’a3u i NPOKO6MHY1A OCNMAHHIO Kpani CHuHu
(Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

In the first example, Liselle Sambury contrasts cold and warmth to emphasize the change in
the character’s emotional state. The description of how “the chill disappeared” is associated with
relief or the lifting of a threat, while “flooded with warmth” evokes feelings of comfort and safety.
The translation preserves this feeling through literal translation, as the structure and meaning of the
phrase allow for the same emotional impact to be conveyed. “Mene nanosnuno menno” accurately
reflects the reversal from danger to calm. Such vocabulary is particularly effective in horror
narratives, where temperature changes often signify emotional tension or resolution. The translation
achieves a similar effect by using established equivalents to maintain emotional dynamics.

In the second example, the description of the character’s physical reaction to the disgusting
image of maggots heightens feelings of discomfort and even revulsion. The sensation that the
character “clenched her muscles” reflects not only a physical but also an emotional state — tension
and disgust. Literal translation techniques is used to maintain the impression of the repulsive image.
The phrase “cmucnyna m’sasu” clearly conveys the physical reaction to fear or disgust, while the
image of “mpoxosmmuyna ocmannio xpanmo caunu’ effectively amplifies the physical aspect of
revulsion. By preserving the images and reactions of the character, the translation conveys a strong
emotional impression that induces physical and psychological discomfort in the reader, thereby
enhancing the eerie atmosphere of the text.

Emotionally marked vocabulary that describes physical sensations aids the reader in
immersing themselves more deeply in the characters’ experiences, allowing them to feel their
reactions to fear, tension, or surprise. Through techniques of modulation, generalization,
amplification, and literal translation, these sensations retain their emotional impact in the Ukrainian
translation.

The emotional state of the characters serves as the foundation for plot development and
shapes the reader’s perception of their internal conflicts. The vocabulary reflecting these emotions
not only conveys feelings but also delves into the psychology of the characters, revealing their
fears, joys, hatred, or disappointments.

For example:

Tears welled in Mom’s eyes (Sambury, 2023, p. 342). — Mamuni oui nanoeénunucs
cavozamu (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

This example conveys the emotional state through a simple yet effective description of a
physical reaction — tears. The phrase “tears welled” carries not only a physical meaning but also
emotional weight, indicating inner pain, sadness, or grief that is building up and about to erupt. The
original employs elements of restraint, as it is not about tears flowing but rather that they
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“appeared” in her eyes, suggesting a moment of vulnerability or emotional breaking point. In the
translation, this effect is preserved through the phrase “nanosnunucs civoszamu”, but modulation is
applied within the sentence (Tears welled — oui manoenunucs, so a shift in perspective is
introduced), along with transposition to achieve adequacy and compliance with grammatical norms.
The techniques employed allow for an accurate conveyance of both the content and the emotional
tension embedded in the original — the gradual accumulation of emotions that may later overflow in
tears, symbolizing a moment of fragile emotional openness for the character.

Another example:

Even if I didn’t 100 percent trust Mom’s motives_anymore, it stood to reason that the house
didn’t do those things to me of its own will (Sambury, 2023, p. 327). — Xoua s éxce ne oosipsana
Mami Ha cmo 8iOCOMKI6, Mitl po3yM NIOKA3)6A8, WO CAMOCMIUHO 0YOUHOK He MOdice 3HYUWAMUCD
Hao arovmu (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

The expression “didn’t 100 percent trust Mom’s motives” reflects an emotional state of
uncertainty regarding another person and conveys the complexity and ambiguity of the relationships
between the characters, particularly the heroine’s doubts. The original emphasizes a partial loss of
trust by using the expression “100 percent”, which, within this context, serves as a marker of the
degree of distrust but not an absolute loss of faith. The phrase “it stood to reason” underscores the
heroine’s rational approach as she seeks a logical explanation for seemingly supernatural events. In
the translation, this rational element is preserved through the phrase “miii pozym niokasysas”,
which also indicates a process of thinking and analysis. The technique of literal translation allows
for the preservation of the relationships’ complexity and the character’s emotional state without
losing the logic and emotional depth, thereby revealing the intricacies of the relationships between
the characters and adding depth to their emotional conflicts.

In some cases, emotions are expressed through physical reactions, for example:

My lips quirked the slightest bit (Sambury, 2023, p. 59). — A 1ed6 nomimno ckpusuna 2you
(Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

This expression exemplifies a very subtle and restrained emotional response. The original
uses the phrase ‘“quirked the slightest bit”, conveying minimal physical reaction — a barely
noticeable change in facial expression that nonetheless can reflect a wide range of emotions, from
sarcasm to muted irony. The description of the slight movement of the lips emphasizes the hidden
emotion that the character does not wish to reveal openly. In the translation, the phrase “zeos
nomimno ckpusuia 2you” 1S used, preserving this subtlety and nearly elusive quality of the reaction.
The modulation technique is employed, which alters the perspective of expression (My lips quirked
— A ckpusuna 2y6u), assisting in adapting the translated text to the logic of the Ukrainian language.

As observed, emotionally marked vocabulary conveying the characters’ emotions is critical
for constructing the psychological portraits of the protagonists. Through the use of techniques such
as modulation, transposition, literal translation, and discursive creation, the emotions of the
characters become comprehensible and accessible to the Ukrainian reader while preserving all the
nuances of feelings embedded by the author.

It is important to note that stylistically and emotionally marked units can intersect. For
instance, expressive epithets or metaphors often combine both emotional and stylistic coloring,
enriching the utterance. Stylistic expression is frequently employed to attract attention and leave an
impression on the reader. In such cases, stylistically marked words amplify the effect of influence
(Karpenko, 2019, p. 108).

For example:

Part of me knows I shouldn’t bitch (Sambury, 2023, p. 59). — Po3zymitn, wo Hemae cency
supaxcamu He3aooeonenusn (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

The original expression contains both emotionally and stylistically marked units. The word
“bitch” is used as a crude word that conveys an emotional state of dissatisfaction or criticism. It
serves as a marker of not only emotional coloring but also a specific social context in which such
colloquial terms are commonly used in informal speech. Stylistically, this colloquialism amplifies
the effect of coarseness and discontent, emphasizing the character’s internal conflict. In the
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translation, the technique of description is employed, where the coarse colloquial form is replaced
with the neutral expression “supasicamu nezaoosonenns”. This makes the phrase less aggressive
while maintaining the general idea of restrained discontent. Such adaptation considers linguistic and
cultural differences while conveying the original’s meaning. However, it can be argued that the
stylistic impact of the translation has suffered, since “bitch” not only expresses an emotional
attitude but also serves as a means of stylistic influence, enhancing the reader’s engagement through
the emotionally charged and coarse nature of the expression.

For example:

Fuck | hate office small talk (Sambury, 2023, p. 37). — Yopm, six mene opamyromo yi oghicui
po3mosu npo nicenimuuyi (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

In this instance, we again observe the intersection of both emotionally and stylistically
marked units. The lexeme “fuck” is a profanity that conveys strong dissatisfaction or irritation. This
word communicates the character’s emotional state, revealing their sharply negative attitude toward
the situation. Stylistically, this lexeme is also employed to enhance the expressiveness of the
statement, making it more blunt and casual. In the translation, the offensive word is substituted with
a less coarse variant “wopm ”, which partially preserves the emotional connotation while making it
more acceptable in Ukrainian. The technique of discursive creation has facilitated the adaptation of
the original’s coarse style to a softer version in translation while retaining the emotional impact of
the phrase. Unlike the previous case, the stylistic aspect of the text remains unchanged, as one
vulgar word is replaced with another.

In translating stylistically and emotionally marked vocabulary from English to Ukrainian, it
is essential to preserve not only the content but also the emotional and stylistic tension of the
original. In texts such as Liselle Sambury’s Delicious Monsters, vocabulary with emotional and
stylistic coloring plays a pivotal role in establishing atmosphere, conveying feelings, and
characterizing the characters. In our translation, expressive vocabulary presented specific challenges
due to its layered meanings and connotations. We divided this vocabulary into stylistically marked
and emotionally marked categories. Stylistically marked vocabulary in the original text includes
slang, especially vulgar slang, colloquial words, and idiomatic expressions, all of which help create
an authentic linguistic style for the characters. Emotionally marked vocabulary was grouped into
three main categories: words and phrases used to describe scenes that evoke fear and create a
mystical atmosphere; vocabulary conveying the physical sensations of the characters; and
vocabulary reflecting the main characters’ emotions. To accurately convey these elements in
Ukrainian, we applied several translation techniques, including literal translation, variation,
modulation, reduction, established equivalent, amplification, discursive creation, particularization,
generalization, and transposition.

2.3 Translation techniques and strategies used for implementing

A translation strategy is a plan of action that defines the approach to solving tasks in the
translation process aimed at achieving a specific goal, such as preserving the atmosphere of the
original text or adapting it to the cultural norms of the target audience. According to Lorscher, a
translation strategy can be considered as the conscious application of procedures necessary to
convey meaning from one language to another (Loescher, 1991, p. 76). Additionally, Molina and
Albir classify strategies into two main types: comprehension strategies and reformulation strategies
(Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002, p. 498-512). The former focuses on distinguishing between
primary and secondary ideas, while the latter includes paraphrasing, reinterpreting, and
retransmitting the original content in the translation. A distinct place among strategies is held by
domestication, which involves maximum adaptation of the text to the reader’s culture, eliminating
foreign elements to achieve naturalness, and its opposite, foreignization, which preserves authentic
elements, emphasizing the cultural specificity of the original (Zhuo, 2022, p. 60).

As a result, in translating Delicious Monsters we used three translation strategies:
domestication, foreignization and transcreation. The primary strategy employed was domestication.
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This choice was driven by the need to adapt the text to the Ukrainian cultural context, especially in
instances where the original realia lacked precise equivalents in the target culture. The use of
domestication helped to maintain the text’s clarity for Ukrainian readers while preserving the
overall meaning and style of the work. This mainly involved adapting culturally specific
expressions that, due to cultural differences, required some reformulation to better align with the
expectations of the target audience. Shifting emphases and adding explanations helped to recover
meanings that might have been lost due to cultural and linguistic differences between the English
and Ukrainian contexts. At the same time, the opposite strategy, foreignization, was used in the
translation of proper names. This involved the protagonists' names, brands, product names, social
networks, and companies. In addition, since this is fiction, transcreation was employed to preserve
imagery by changing the sentence structure and adding new elements to convey the emotions and
mood of the source text.

The combination of all these strategies allowed for achieving both adequacy and
equivalence in translation through various techniques.

The fundamental principles of translation strategy are supplemented by an explanation of the
legitimacy of using various technical methods that might diverge from the formal similarity of the
translation to the original but ensure a higher level of equivalence (Nikolayeva, 2018, p. 114). L.
Molina and A. Hurtado Albir (2002) highlight specific techniques used in the translation process
that facilitate the implementation of particular translation strategies. In our study, we will employ
their classification to analyze the techniques we applied in translating Liselle Sambury’s Delicious
Monsters to achieve the goal of correct translation the source text.

1) Amplification is a translation technique that involves adding additional details or
information to clarify or explain the content of the original text. This technique is employed to
make the text more comprehensible for the target audience, especially when certain cultural or
conceptual elements may be unclear without further elaboration. Amplification is also used to
prevent potential losses in meaning that may arise during translation (Molina & Hurtado Albir,
2002, p. 510).

For example:

Soft and beautiful, like it was feathered at the edges, more like a dandelion blowing in the
wind than a twitch of lips (Sambury, 2023, p. 37). — Hisxcna it uapisna, nibu ocopnyma m’aKumu
nip’tnkamu, ii ycmiwka oinvule Hazadysanra Kyavbady, siKka po3sioEMbCsl GIMPOM, AHINC 36UUALIHULL
pyx eyoamu (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

Now the success of our last two seasons has significantly increased the amount of spending
we could do (Sambury, 2023, p. 320). — 3as0siku HeiMOGIpPHOMY YCRIXY OCMAHHIX 0BOX CE30HI6
menep Mu Moxcemo sumpavamu 3Ha4no oinouwe (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

In the first instance, the translation of the verb “feathered” is supplemented with the epithet
“m’sxi”, which adds extra details and emphasizes the tenderness of the image that, in our view, the
original author intended. In the second example, the translation from English to Ukrainian requires
the introduction of clarifications concerning “the success of the last two seasons”. Instead of a
literal translation of “success”, we include the epithet “meiimosipnuii”, which enhances the
meaning and helps to emphasize the scale of achievements that contributed to increased
expenditures. This approach helps to avoid the loss of emotional intensity present in the English
text.

2) Borrowing is one of the most common translation techniques, involving the use of words
or phrases from the source language without alteration in the target language. This approach allows
for the preservation of the cultural specificity of the original and emphasizes its authenticity.
Borrowing can be complete or partial: complete borrowing involves retaining the word in its
original form, while partial borrowing includes adapting the foreign word to the grammatical rules
of the target language. This technique is particularly relevant when translating proper names, terms,
technical vocabulary, or foreign realia that lack exact equivalents in the target language (Molina &
Hurtado Albir, 2002, p. 510).

For example:
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| force myself not to think of it as we enter the Ocean Room (Sambury, 2023, p. 59). — Ha
noposi 0o Ocean Room s namaearocv sukunymu 3 20108u yeul Henompio (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

Torte used to be the sort of media company synonymous with those videos you saw on
Facebook... (Sambury, 2023, p. 34). — Torte 6yra mieto mediakomnanicro, AKa wWMamnysaid 6ioeo 3
«Facebooky» (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

In these examples, borrowing is used to reproduce proper names. The name Ocean Room
remains unchanged, conveying the specific meaning of this location, crucial for the context of the
work. The translation maintains the sense of authenticity of the original text, emphasizing its
cultural characteristics. In another example, the company’s name Torte is also borrowed, as is the
name of the social network Facebook. This allows the reader to better understand the context and
avoids the loss of meaning or confusion.

3) Compensation is a technique that involves recovering lost information or stylistic features
of the original in another part of the translation. This approach is employed when a particular
element of the text cannot be accurately conveyed in one place, and thus the translator compensates
for this loss in another segment of the text. For instance, if the original contains a pun that cannot be
translated literally, the translator might create a similar effect in a different part of the text,
preserving the overall style and tone of the work (Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002, p. 510).

For example:

If we did this right, we could bring to light the sort of pain that my mom excelled at covering
up and rebranding (Sambury, 2023, p. 209). — SAk6u mu 3pobunu ye 8oano, mu 3mo2iu 6 HOKA3AMu
€8Im0l moii Oib, AKUL MOsL MAMAa 8MIN0 MacKysaia ma npuxogysana (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

In this sentence, the expression “excelled at” is translated as “smino”, creating a similar
effect and highlighting the mother’s skill in concealing true emotions. A literal translation of this
expression is impossible, but we managed to maintain the impression of the text and its form.

4) Discursive Creation is a technique in which the translator uses a new, original phrase or
expression to convey the meaning of the original. This approach is quite creative and is applied
when a literal translation is impossible or ineffective. In literary translation, discursive creation
allows for preserving the atmosphere and tone of the work, adapting it to the linguistic and cultural
norms of the target audience. This technique requires the translator’s creativity and deep
understanding of the context, as improper use can alter the meaning or style of the text (Molina &
Hurtado Albir, 2002, p. 510).

For example:

Mom and | just walked in (Sambury, 2023, p. 419). — 4 3 mamoro be3nepemkoono ysitiuiia
ecepeouny (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

The stakeholders feel that ‘Forgotten Black Girls’ as a theme is a bit isolating and niche
(Sambury, 2023, p. 340). — Ineecmopu esadicaroms, wo mema «3abymi YOpHOWKIPI disuamay €
Oewo 8y3bK0I0 ma He 3axXonums wupoKy ayoumopito (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

In the first case, the word “just”, which in the original text indicates the mere fact of the
action (simply walked in), is conveyed as “6Oesnepewxoono”, creating a new semantic nuance. The
use of discursive creation adds details that reflect the mood or atmosphere of the scene, making it
clearer or more emotionally expressive for the target audience. This technique allows for better
recreating the atmosphere that the author intended. In the second example, we added elements that
are not mentioned in the source text, the phrase “is ... niche” is translated descriptively as “ne
3axonumsv wiupoxy ayoumopiro”. It conveys the meaning that, in Ukrainian culture, lacks a direct
equivalent, while preserving the original context. Through discursive creation, one can accurately
convey the essence of the English term, which might otherwise remain unclear or lose significance
without clarification.

5) Description is a translation technique that involves replacing a specific element of the
original with a detailed description in the target language. This approach is particularly effective
when conveying concepts or realia that lack direct equivalents in the target audience’s culture.
Description allows for preserving the meaning of the original by expanding or clarifying it, ensuring
better understanding by the reader (Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002, p. 510).
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For example:

We went to Dairy Queen right after. Mom got me an Oreo Mocha Fudge Blizzard and let
me choose the size (Sambury, 2023, p. 308). — Mu oopasy noixaru ¢ Dairy Queen. Mama xynuia
meni naiombip Blizzard 3 apomamom kasu ma wmamouxamu neuuea Ore0 ma we i 003601u1a
83amu Oinowuti cmakauuux (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

This sentence mentions the name of the product “Oreo Mocha Fudge Blizzard ” but does not
explain the ingredients. In the translation, we added an explanation “nzombip Blizzard 3 apomamom
kasu ma wmamouxkamu neuusa Oreo” t0 make the description more understandable for the
Ukrainian audience, who may not be familiar with this brand or this product.

6) Established Equivalent is a translation technique that involves using commonly accepted
equivalents in the target language to convey idioms, phrases, or fixed expressions from the original
language. The use of established equivalents maintains the naturalness of the text and ensures its
comprehensibility for the target audience (Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002, p. 510).

For example:

Obviously. But we knew they would turn it down (Sambury, 2023, p. 317). — Acua piu. Ane
Mu nepeddbayuanu ixuio giomoasy (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

| was off the hook. (Sambury, 2023, p. 203) — Meni nauebmo po3zeé’azanu pyxku (Pyvovar,
2024, p.....).

In all these cases, commonly accepted equivalents for the idioms used in the original are
applied in the translation. This technique ensures that the translation retains the naturalness and
cultural relevance of the source expressions, making the text more relatable to the target audience.

7) Generalization is a technique in which a specific term or concept from the source
language is replaced by a more general or broader term in the target language. This approach avoids
ambiguities or difficulties related to the translation of specialized terms, ensuring the text’s clarity
for a wider audience. Generalization is useful in situations where specific details might be excessive
or unclear for the reader, especially if they are not crucial to the overall meaning of the text (Molina
& Hurtado Albir, 2002, p. 510).

For example:

There Mom stood bound in a swath of thorns that covered every inch of skin but her eyes
and nose (Sambury, 2023, p. 37). — Mama 6yna eécepeduni, 06MOMAHA KOMOUKAMU, WO BKPUBALU
yce mino, okpim oueti ma noca (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

The campground was marked by lights twinkling over the space—from small lamps to RV
lights to cell phones being used as flashlights (Sambury, 2023, p. 442). — Kemnine oceéimurosascs
MepexmaueuUMu 80CHAMU — GI0 MANEHbKUX 1ixmapie 00 ceimia asmogypzonie i menedonis, sKi
suxopucmogyganu sk apixmapuxu (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

In the first case, the original specifies “every inch of skin”, while the translation employs the
broader term “yce mino”. In the second sentence, the term “RV” (recreational vehicle) is
generalized to avoid excessive specificity, making the translation clearer for a broader audience.

8) Linguistic Amplification is a technique that involves adding additional linguistic elements
to make the text clearer or more emotionally intense. It can include extra adverbs, adjectives, or
clarifications that expand the meaning of the original. This method is used to convey the emotional
state of characters or to create a specific atmosphere important to the text’s genre. Linguistic
amplification allows the translator to better capture the mood, but it is crucial not to overload the
text with details that might slow the reading pace or alter the style (Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002,
p. 510).

For example:

Swinging lamps snaked along the trunks of nearby trees (Sambury, 2023, p. 54). — I'nyuxi
Jaamnu, Mo 3mil, 06susaiu cmosdypu oepes, w0 pocau nopyu (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

As seen in the example, the original uses the verb “snaked” to describe the lamps, while the
translation conveys this description with the comparison “mos 3mii” to emphasize the smooth,
almost lifelike movement of the lamps. The application of this technique is even more evident in the
translation of the term “nearby trees”, for which we added the subordinate clause “wo pocau
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nopyu”. This adds more visual details and creates a clearer image of the scene’s atmosphere,
enhancing its mystical tone. In this case, linguistic amplification is employed to convey nuances of
dynamics and metaphorical content that may be less explicit in the original due to linguistic
differences.

9) Literal Translation is a technique in which the words and phrases of the original are
translated exactly, without changes to the sentence structure. This approach is used when it is
important to maintain the precision of the formulations, such as in scientific or technical texts.
Literal translation allows for the transfer of the grammatical structure of the source language,
although it may not always ensure the naturalness of the text in the target language, particularly if
the stylistic or cultural differences between the two languages are significant (Molina & Hurtado
Albir, 2002, p. 510).

For example:

At least that was straightforward (Sambury, 2023, p. 345). — [lpunaimui ye 6yno
npamoninitino (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

And | knew him (Sambury, 2023, p. 421). — I 5 3nana tioeo (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

People love the trauma (Sambury, 2023, p. 75). — Jlioosm nodobaromscst mpasmu (Pyvovar,
2024, p.....).

In these examples, literal translation is employed, which preserves the precision of the
original’s formulations. The translation conveys the meaning accurately without significant
deviations, which is a key aspect of literal translation. This method is effective when precision and
clarity are priorities, allowing for the retention of meaning without loss.

10) Modulation is a translation technique that involves changing the point of view,
perspective, or grammatical structure when conveying meaning from one language to another. This
approach makes the text more natural and understandable for the target audience while preserving
the core meaning of the original. Modulation is often used to adapt cultural realia, idioms, or
phrases that lack direct equivalents in the target language. It allows the preservation of the text’s
semantic integrity by altering its lexical or syntactic structure (Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002, p.
510).

For example:

My boots squeaked on the floor (Sambury, 2023, p. 37). — ITionoza ckpunina nio moivu
yepesuxamu (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

His transparency increased, more and more until even | couldn 't see him, but I knew he was
there because | was still holding his heart. (Sambury, 2023, p. 37). — Bin cmasaé 6ce Oinvuie i
Oinvle Npo3opuUM, adxNc NOMIM CMAs HeBUOUMUM. Ale 5 3HaAQ, wo 6iH mMym, MOMYy Wo 00Ci
mpumana vioeo cepye (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

In the first example, the modulation technique changes the grammatical structure of the
sentence while preserving its meaning. In the original, the verb “squeaked” is directly associated
with the boots, creating the impression that the boots themselves produce the sound. The translation
shifts the focus to the floor, which “cxkpunina nio moimu uepesuxamu”’, making the sentence more
natural for Ukrainian readers. In the second case, the perspective is also altered—from a direct
depiction of the “transparency” increasing until invisibility in the original text, to a more
descriptive and sequential narrative in the Ukrainian translation. The phrase “His transparency
increased” undergoes a shift, as the Ukrainian version employs a more dynamic structure,
emphasizing the gradual process through “ece 6invwe i Oinvuwe npozopum” followed by the
resolution “aowc nomim cmas nesuoumum”. This modulation creates a natural flow for the target
audience, aligning with typical stylistic conventions of Ukrainian narrative. Such transformations
exemplify how modulation ensures the text’s readability and semantic consistency across
languages, while accommodating linguistic and cultural norms.

11) Particularization is a translation technique that involves replacing a general term or
concept from the source language with a more specific or narrower term in the target language
(Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002, p. 510). This approach emphasizes details and enhances the text's
accuracy, especially when general terms may cause ambiguity or lack informativeness.
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Particularization ensures clarity and precision, but the translator must consider the context and
avoid overloading the text with unnecessary details.

For example:

Ivy gave the girl as a sacrifice to the house when she got upset. (Sambury, 2023, p. 37). - V
nopusi enigy Auiei giooana diguuny 6 scepmay 6younky (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

In the provided example, particularization is effectively combined with amplification to
convey a more precise and emotionally resonant interpretation of the original text. The source term
“upset” is general, encompassing a range of possible emotions such as sadness, frustration, or
anger. In the Ukrainian translation, it is replaced with the more specific term “cuis”, which
provides a clearer understanding of the character’s emotional state. This choice eliminates potential
ambiguity and aligns with the context, where the intensity of the action—sacrificing a girl —
suggests a stronger, more defined emotional impetus.

12) Reduction is a translation technique that involves omitting certain elements of the text
that are not critical for understanding the main content. Reduction is used to maintain text
compactness, especially when the original contains repetitive or non-essential elements (Molina &
Hurtado Albir, 2002, p. 510).

For example:

I chewed on the inside of my cheek and said nothing (Sambury, 2023, p. 417). — A zpu3zna
woKy i mosuana (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

And what about what happened to Hayden? (Sambury, 2023, p. 92). — A w0 mpanunoca 3
Xeuoenom? (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....)

In the first sentence, the element “my” is omitted in translation because it is clear from the
context that the narrator is referring to their own cheek. In the second example, the translation omits
“what about”, streamlining the sentence without losing meaning, resulting in a more concise
rendition.

13) Transposition is a translation technique that involves changing the grammatical structure
of the text without altering its meaning. It allows the syntax of the original to be adapted to the
norms of the target language, preserving the semantic integrity. Using this technique makes the text
more natural for the reader, considering the specificities of the target language (Molina & Hurtado
Albir, 2002, p. 511).

For example:

By the time we pulled onto a gravel road I hadn’t even seen, it was dark enough that Mom
had to flick on the headlights (Sambury, 2023, p. 92). — Koau mu euixanu na nesnaiiomy memi
2PAGIlIHY 00pO2y, CMEMHINO HACMINbKU, Wo Mami 0osenocs yeimkuymu ¢gapu (Pyvovar, 2024,

And there, from under the scab on my scalp, a tiny white worm about the size of a vine leaf
stem wiggled out (Sambury, 2023, p. 34). — 3-ni0 kipku Ha moitl 201061 6UNOE3 MaleceHbKUll OLIULL
uepes sk posmipom, sik cmebno eunozpaonozo nucms (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

In both cases, transposition is used to transform nouns into adjectives: in the first sentence,
the expression “gravel road”, where “gravel” is a noun, is translated as “epasitiny dopoey” with
“epasitiny” serving as an adjective. Similarly, in the second example, “vine leaf stem” involves the
noun “vine” being rendered as the adjective “sunocpaonoco”, demonstrating a grammatical shift
that suits Ukrainian norms.

Another example:

Later, | wondered what had driven me forward. If it was my own desire to overcome my fear
or if it was my desperate need to avoid disappointing Mom (Sambury, 2023, p. 319). — ITi3niwe 5
00MIPKOBYBANA, WO JHC MEHe WMOBXHYI0 6neped — YU mo MOE 81ACHe DANCAHHA NOOOIAMU CIMPAXx,
yy giduadyuna nompeba ne pozuapysamu mamy (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

The transposition in this sentence is based on changing the grammatical structure by
splitting two separate sentences into one complex sentence, while preserving the logic and
emotional coloring of the source text.
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14) Variation is a translation technique that involves changing the style, register, tone, or
linguistic characteristics of the original to adapt it to the needs of the target audience. Variation
allows the text to be more relevant and understandable for a specific group of readers, considering
their social or cultural traits (Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002, p. 511).

For example:

But not to eat people and not to kill, right? It needs help, doesn’t it? And that’s you
(Sambury, 2023, p. 409). — Ane o ne icmu modet i ne sousamu ix. I tiomy nompiéno donomazamu. I
ye mu poouw (Pyvovar, 2024, p.....).

In this example, variation is used to adapt the language of the original to the target audience.
The English version contains dialogue with a questioning intonation, characteristic of modern
language, using contractions and simple phrases, creating an informal tone. The translation retains
this conversational style but adapts it to the Ukrainian linguistic environment by using declarative
sentences instead of rhetorical questions.

We based our analysis on the classification of translation techniques by Lucia Molina and
Amparo Hurtado Albir. The analysis of translation strategies and techniques employed in the
translation of Delicious Monsters demonstrates their effectiveness in achieving semantic
equivalence and stylistic coherence. The use of various strategies, such as domestication,
foreignization, and transcreation, ensured that the cultural and emotional nuances of the original
were preserved while adapting the text to the linguistic and cultural expectations of Ukrainian
readers. Techniques like amplification, transposition, literal translation and modulation further
contributed to the translation’s clarity and expressiveness, addressing the challenges of cultural and
linguistic differences. These approaches exemplify potential ways to balance the integrity of the
source text with the needs of the target audience.

We can summarize that the correct implementation of translation strategies and techniques
allows to make a translation accurate and expressive, and that is an important aspect of a
translator’s work.
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Conclusions

This thesis involved translating a fragment from the novel Delicious Monsters by Liselle
Sambury, analyzing its literary features, and examining the translation techniques employed
throughout the process. Several key conclusions can be drawn based on the research conducted.

1. Delicious Monsters is a blend of psychological thriller and supernatural horror, known for
its suspense and tense atmosphere. It uses stylistically and emotionally marked vocabulary to create
unease, establishing a dark and mysterious environment. This language choice is essential for
maintaining the novel’s unique tone, making translation challenging to preserve the same emotional
impact. The translation required a careful approach to capture the psychological tension and
supernatural aspects while adapting to a new linguistic and cultural context. It was crucial to choose
words, idiomatic expressions, and stylistically marked vocabulary that retained the story’s sense of
mystery and depth for Ukrainian readers.

2. The greatest challenge during translation was handling expressive vocabulary, marked by
emotional and stylistic intensity. This required adapting terms to maintain the original’s nuance and
context. Stylistically marked vocabulary was predominantly represented by colloquialisms (38%),
idioms (37%), vulgarisms (14%), and slang (11%), which underscore the informal nature of
dialogue and enhance connections with youth culture, as well as intensify the conversational tone,
reflecting the natural language of the characters (see Appendix A). In terms of emotionally marked
vocabulary, the majority of words conveyed the characters’ emotional experiences (36%), allowing
for a deeper immersion into the emotional context of the narrative. Elements related to creating an
atmosphere of fear (33%) and physical sensations of the characters (31%) add tension and a sense
of immediacy (see Appendix B). The usage of both stylistically and emotionally marked vocabulary
enhances the portrayal of characters and the atmosphere of the original text. Preserving these
elements in translation helps maintain the authenticity of style and emotional coloring, creating a
stronger connection with the reader.

3. In translating Delicious Monsters, three translation strategies were used: domestication,
foreignization and transcreation. The translation mainly used domestication to fit the Ukrainian
cultural context, ensuring clarity while preserving style. Foreignization was applied mainly in
translating of proper names, while transcreation was used to preserve the imagery and convey the
emotions and mood of the source text. To achieve these translation strategies we used the
classification of translation techniques worked out by linguists L. Molina and A. Hurtado Albir.
According to our statistics, the most frequently employed technique was transposition (15%), that
helped to structure the sentences logically for better readability, followed by literal translation
(14%) to ensure accuracy. Modulation (12%), which allowed for the adaptation of the text to reflect
nuanced meanings in the target language. Amplification (11%) was instrumental in preserving the
original’s stylistic and emotional nuances, enhancing cultural resonance for the target audience (see
Appendix C).
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Appendix A

Stylistycally marked vocabulary

Vulgarism; 14,0%

Colloquialism;
38,0%

Idiom; 37,0%

Slang; 11,0%
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Appendix B

Emotionally marked vocabulary

Fear atmosphere;

Character 33,00%

emotions; 36,009

Physical
sensations;
31,00%



m Amplification
M Description
m Generalization
® Modulation

® Transposition
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Appendix C

Translation techniques
(L. Molina and A. Hurtado Albir)

® Borrowing ® Compensation

® Discursive creation ® Established Equivalent
m Linguistic Amplification m Literal Translation

m Particularization m Reduction

® Variation




