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AHoTanis

Lei mepeknaganbKuii MPOEKT MPUCBSIYCHUH TOCIIHKEHHIO OCOOIUBOCTEH BIITBOPCHHS
HANpyTH Ta CACIICHCY B OIMCOBUX HAapaTHUBaX Ha MPUKJIIA/l YKpaTHCHKOTo nepekiany pomany Capu
ITekxkanen «CkissHMiA OyauHOK». [IpOEKT 30cepe/KyeTbcsi Ha aHalli3i JIHTBICTUYHUX Ta
CTHJTICTHYHHX 32C001B, 1110 CTBOPIOIOTH aTMOC(EpPy HAPYTH B OPUTIHAIBHOMY TEKCT1, @ TAKOXK Ha
BU3HAYCHHI e(EKTUBHUX METOMIB 1X TMepeKiIaay YKpaiHChKOI MOBOK. BiamosigHo,
NepeKIalallbKuii TPOEKT CKIANAEThCA 31 BCTYMY, JABOX pPO3JALTIB, BHCHOBKIB, CIHCKY
BUKOPHUCTAHUX JIKEPET Ta JOJIATKY.

[lepiwmii po3ain MPOEKTY MICTUTh aBTOPCHKUH Mepekiia BUOpaHuX (parMeHTiB poMaHy 3
aHTJIHACHKOI HA YKpaiHCbKY MOBY. OCHOBHUM 3aBJIaHHSM IIPH BUKOHAHHI 1IbOTO Mepekiary Oyio
30epexeHHs eMOIIIfHOro BIUIMBY, aTrMoc(epu Hampyrd Ta CTHIIICTHYHUX OCOOIMBOCTEH
OpUTTHAJIBHOTO TEKCTY.

Jlpyruii po3jia MPOEKTy MPOIOHYE NETAJbHHUN aHai3 MEpeKIaJalbKUX BHKIMKIB Ta
OOTrpyHTYBaHHS MEPEKIaJallbKUX PillleHb, TPUMHATUX IS BIATBOPEHHS CACIICHCY Ta HAMIPYTH MpU
po6orti Hax nepmmM po3aiiom. OcobmuBa yBara npuIuIIe€ThCS MpodeMam 30€peKeHHS PUTMY
HapaTHBY Ta eMOIliifHOTO 3a0apBleHHS JIeKCUKH. Llel mepexnaganbKiii TpoekT Oyae KOPUCHUM
JUIS  TIepeKJIafiaviB  XyJ0XKHBOI JITEpaTypu Ta YKpaiHCBKUX YHUTAYiB, SKI IIKaBIATHCS
NICHXOJIOTIYHUMH TPHIIEPAMH Ta CaCIIEHC-TITepaTyporo.

KitouoBi croBa: iHTpura, Hanpyra, OMMCOBUN HAPAaTUB, ICUXOJIOTTUHUHN TpUIep.

Abstract

This translation project is dedicated to exploring the challenges of recreating suspense and
tension in descriptive narratives through the Ukrainian translation of Sarah Pekkanen's novel
House of Glass. The project focuses on analyzing the linguistic and stylistic devices that create
atmosphere of tension in the original text and developing effective strategies for their translation
into Ukrainian. Accordingly, the translation project consists of an introduction, two chapters,
conclusions, a list of references, and an appendix.

The first chapter of the project contains the author's translation of selected fragments of the
novel from English into Ukrainian. The primary objective of this translation was to preserve the
emotional impact, atmosphere of tension, and stylistic features of the original text.

The second chapter offers a detailed analysis of translation challenges and justification of
translation decisions made to recreate suspense and tension in the first chapter. Special attention
is paid to the problems of preserving narrative rhythm and emotional coloring of vocabulary. This
translation project will be valuable for literary translators and Ukrainian readers interested in
psychological thrillers and suspense literature.

Keywords : suspense, tension, descriptive narrative, psychological thriller.
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Introduction

Translating literature is a great challenge for a translator, so he or she must always develop
their knowledge and expand their thesaurus. The lack of literary logic also makes translation im-
possible. Literary devices, phrases, and style are the things without which the creation of any lit-
erary masterpiece is impossible, let alone its translation. Every translation requires analysis, which
is what this work is dedicated to.

The translation was made of the psychological thriller House of Glass by Sarah Pekkanen.
This book exemplifies contemporary suspense literature, skillfully combining elements of psycho-
logical tension, unreliable narration, and gradual revelation of truth. The text contains numerous
descriptive passages that build suspense, carefully timed narrative revelations, and culturally spe-
cific elements that added complexity and challenge to the translation process.

The psychological thriller genre has gained significant popularity among Ukrainian readers
in recent years, yet many works remain untranslated or inadequately translated due to the specific
challenges they present. The translation of suspense literature requires special attention to main-
taining the emotional impact and tension that define the genre, making this research particularly
relevant for contemporary translation practice.

Of course, the main goal was to translate the text in a way that would preserve the suspense
and tension of the original while remaining accessible and engaging for Ukrainian readers. To
achieve the aim of this project, the following objectives have been established:

1) to discover the author's biography and the novel as a genre of literature and provide trans-
lation into the target language;
2) to analyze Sarah Pekkanen's narrative techniques for creating suspense and tension in

House of Glass;

3) to scrutinize the translation of suspense-building elements within the text to summarize
methods and techniques employed during the translation process.

The paper contains of an introduction, translation part, translator's analysis, and con-
clusions. The translation project consists of 41 pages of the actual translation and 13 pages of
the translator's analysis. The source text consists of 12, 240 words and 53, 713 characters
with spaces, and the target language translation consists of 10, 777 words and 58, 233 char-
acters with spaces.



Chapter 1. Translation of the book House of Glass by Sarah Pekkanen

CHAPTER 1

Tuesdays at 4:30 p.m. That’s her routine.

I stand on a grimy square of sidewalk near the busy
intersection of 16th and K Streets, scanning the approaching
pedestrians.

My new client will arrive in seven minutes.

I don’t even need to meet her today. All I have to do is
visually assess her to see if I’ll be able to work with her. The thought
makes my shoulders curl forward, as if I'm instinctively forming a
version of the fetal position.

I could refuse to take on this client. I could claim it’s
impossible for me to be neutral because the media frenzy surrounding
the suspicious death of her family’s nanny has already shaped my
perceptions.

But that would mean lying to Charles, who is the closest thing
I have to a father.

“You know I hate asking for favors, Stella,” Charles said last
week from across the booth in his favorite Italian restaurant. He
unfolded his heavy white napkin with a flick of his wrist, the crisp
snap punctuating his words.

Perhaps a reminder that in all the years I’ve known him, he
has never asked me for a single one?

“I’m not sure if I can help her,” I’d told Charles.

“You’re the only one who can. She needs you to be her voice,
Stella.”

Saying no to the man who gave me my career, walked me
down the aisle, and has provided a shoulder during the dissolution of
my marriage isn’t an option. So here I wait.

My new client won’t take any notice of me, a thirty-eight-
year-old brunette in a black dress and knee-high boots, seemingly

YACTHHA 1

Sk 3aBx M, moBiBTOpKa 0 16:30.

S croro Ha OpynHOMY KJIANTUKy TpOTyapy OIS TanxaciuBOTrO
nepexpects 16-i Ta K-cTpiT, NUIbHO BAMBISIOYUCH Y HATOBII IEPEXOKUX.

Uepes ciM XBIWIMH Ma€ 3’ SIBUTHCS] MOSl HOBA KITIEHTKA.

CporojiHi MeH1 HaBiTh HE MOTPIOHO 3 HEIO PO3MOBIIATH. Bce, 1110 5 Mato
3poOUTH, — IIe MONISIHYTH Ha Hel ¥ BUPINIMTH, YM 3MOXY S B3ATHCS 3a IO
cipaBy. Bif mi€i gyMku MOi 11€4i MUMOBOJII OITYCKAIOTHCS, HIOW HaMarar4uch
CXOBATHUCS BiJ] HEBUJIUMOTO TATAPSI.

S morna O BiIMOBUTHCH, MOINIa O cKa3aTH, IO HE 3MOXY OyTH
00’ €KTUBHOIO, aJKe MEIIHHIIA aKiOTa)K HABKOJIO 3araJKoBOi CMepTi HsHI B 11
POIIMHI BXX€ BIUIMHYB Ha MO€ OaueHHs CUTYaIlii.

Azne 1ie o3Ha4asno 0 ooManyTu Yapib3a — JHOIUHY, sKa Oyna Ui MEHe
Maiixe K 0aThKo.

— Tu x 3Haem, gk g He 000 TPOCUTH Ipo Joromory, Crenmno, —
ckazaB Yapip3 MHHYJIOTO THXKHS, CHASYM HaBIPOTH MEHE B CBOEMY
ymo6/IeHoMy iTanilickkoMy pecTopani. Moro pyka Jerko posmpaBumia 6imy
CEPBETKY, 1 LIe TUXMI LIepex JHILEe MiIKPECIUB BaroMICTh CKa3aHOTo.

MoxuBo, 11e 6yB HOro crnocid Harajgartu, 10 3a BC1 111 POKU BiH HIKOJIH
HI IIPO 110 HE NMPOCHUB.

— He BnieBHeHa, 1110 3MOXY i 10IIOMOI'TH, — BiJNOBIJA f.

— Tu eauHa, XTO MOXe Lie 3poOuTH. 1if HoTpiOHa came TBOS JOMOMOTa,
Cremno.

BiamMoBUTH 40NOBIKOBI, IKU TOMTOMIT MEH1 MMOOYIyBaTH Kap’ €pY, BiB J10
BIBTaps 1 MiATPUMYBAB IIiJl 4ac MOTO pO3JIyueHHs — B3araji He BapiaHT. Tox
3apa3 s TYT, CTOIO 1 YeKaro.

Most HOBa KJTiEHTKA HAaBPSIJl Y1 IOMITUTh MEHE — TPUILSTUBOCEMHUPIYHY
OpIOHETKY B CTpPOTii YOpHIM CYKHI Ta BUCOKHX YOOOTSX, IO BIUBIISETHCS B



distracted by her phone, just like half the people in this power
corridor of DC.

Two minutes until she’s due to arrive.

As the weak October sun ducks behind a cloud, stealing the
warmth from the air, a nasal-sounding horn blares behind me. [ nearly
jump out of my skin.

I whip around to glare at the driver, and when I refocus my
attention, my client is rounding the corner a dozen yards away, her
blue sweater buttoned up to her neck and her curly red hair spilling
over her shoulders. Her expression is wooden.

She’s tiny, even smaller than I expected. She appears to be
closer to seven years old than nine.

Her mother—tall, brittle-looking, and carrying a purse that
costs more than some cars—holds my client’s hand as they approach
their destination: a gray stone building with its address discreetly
displayed on a brass plaque. Inside is the office of DC’s top child
psychiatrist.

In another few moments, they’ll disappear through the doors
and be swallowed up by the building.

She’s just a kid, I remind myself. One who has been through
more in the past month than some people endure in a lifetime.

I’'m good at my job. Maybe the systems and strategies I’ve
developed will carry me through. I can put a favor in Charles’s bank
for a change.

A few steps away from the entrance of her therapist’s
building, little Rose Barclay stops. She pulls her hand out of her
mother’s and points down to her shoe. Mrs. Barclay nods, busying
herself by removing her oversized sunglasses and placing them in a
case while Rose bends down.

I squint and crane my head forward.

People stream past Rose like water around a rock, but no one
seems to notice what she’s doing.

eKkpaH TenedoHy, SK 1 TOJOBMHA JIONEH y LbOMY JiJIOBOMY paioHi
Bammnrrona.

Mo ii mpuxoy 3aJUIIAIOCS BCHOTO JAB1 XBHJIMHHU.

[oitHo cnabke >KOBTHEBE COHIIE XOBA€ThCS 3a XMapy, pa3oM 3
OCTaHHIMH TIPOMCHSIMH TEIJIa, 33 MO€I0 CIIMHOI JIyHA€ PI3KUH CUTHAI
aBTOMOO1IA 1 1 JIeb HE MIACTPUOYIO Bil HECTIOAiBaHKH.

S moBepTarch, o0 MOTISHYTH Ha BOJIIS, 4 KOJHM 3HOBY 30CEPEIKYIOCH,
0auy, sIK MOSI KJTIEHTKA BUXOJAUTh 3-3a POTY, MPUOIM3HO 32 IECATOK METPIB Bij
MeHe. Ii cuHiil cBeTp 3acTeOHYTHII aX 70 CAMOTO Tropia, a KydepsiBe pyJe
BOJIOCCS CTa/Ia€ Ha IIeyi.

Bupa3 ii o6muuust abcomoTHo Ge3emortiiinmii. BoHa 30BCiM MasieHbKa,
HaBITh MEHIIIA, HIXK s YSBIsUIA; HA BUMIIAL 1l, MaOyTh, CIM POKiB, a HE JIEB’SITh.

[i marm iime mopyd — BHCOKA, TEHIiTHA, 3 CYMOYKOIO, IO KOIITYE
Oinblile, HDK KiUTbKa aBTOMOOLIIB, HIXKHO TPUMAKO4M JOHBKY 32 PyKy Ta
OpsIMyIOud 110 cipoi kam’siHoi OymiBii, aapeca SKOi CKPOMHO BHOHWTa Ha
naryHHii Tabnuuni Oins Bxomy. TyT posramoBanuii odic OmHOTO 3
HaWBIJOMIIIUX TUTSIYMX IICUXiaTpiB y BarmuHTTOHI.

Bona Bchoro nuiie 1uTuHa, Haraayo g codi. JlutuHa, sika 3a OCTaHHIH
MICALb NepekuiIa OlIbIle, HIXK JesIK1 JO/IU 33 BCE CBOE JKUTTH.

51 3Ha10 CBOIO CIIpaBy, CUCTEMHM Ta CTpaTerii, K1 1 po3poduiia, Maiu 6
JIOTIOMOTTH. SIK MIHIMYM, III€}0 CIIPABOIO s JOMTOMOXKY Yapib3y.

3a KillbKa KpOKIB BiJ BXOAy A0 OyAMHKY CBOIO IICHXOTepareBTa
ManieHbka Poy3 bapknaii 3ynuHseTscsa. BoHa BUCMUKY€ CBOKO PYKY 3 MaMHHOI1
1 mokaszye Ha cBoe B3yTTa. Micic bapkmail nuiie MOBYUKM KUBA€, 3HIMAIOUU
BEJIMKI COHLIE3aXUCHI OKYJISIpH 1 aKypaTHO BKJIaJIatouH ixX y ymisp, moku Poys
HaXUJISETHCS.

S Mpy>Kycsl i TATHY TOJIOBY BIIEpE]], HAMararouuch Kpaiie po3mieaiTh.

Jlromn mpoxonaTe moB3 Poy3, Haue Boga NOB3 KaMiHb, ajie HIXTO,
3/1a€THCA, HE TTIOMIYaE, 0 BOHA POOUTE.



Rose isn’t adjusting the buckle on her shiny black Mary Janes,
as I’d assumed.

Her left hand is stretching out to the side. Seeking something.

I’'m drawn forward. Closer to her.

It happens so quickly it’s almost over before I realize what she
has done. If my angle had been off—if I’d been watching from across
the street or inside the building—I never would have noticed.

Rose straightens up, her left hand slipping into the pocket of
her sweater as her right hand reaches up for her mother’s.

The evidence is gone now, tucked away.

But I saw it. I know what this shy-looking girl collected off
the sidewalk and concealed to keep.

A shard of broken glass, shaped like a dagger, its end tapering
to an evillooking point.

CHAPTER FOUR

The tall iron gates swing open, and I gently press down on my
gas pedal, easing along the curving private road toward the Barclay
estate in Potomac, Maryland. This historic Colonial and its twenty
acres of land were purchased for $12 million, according to public
records.

And that was before the Barclays renovated the mansion and
added a reclaimed-wood barn and two-story shed.

The property is in both Ian and Beth Barclay’s names, but
Beth’s inherited fortune made the buy possible.

I take another swig of hazelnut coffee from my travel mug. I
feel a bit off my game—I didn’t sleep well last night after Marco’s
news—and I need to be sharp.

As of today, I’m officially the best interest attorney for Rose
Barclay.

It’s time to meet my newest client.

Bona e 3actibae cBoi 6mucKydi 4opHi Tydenbku Mary Janes, HaBmakw,
il ;1iBa pyKa TATHETHCS BOIK, HAMAraruuch II0Ch 3HAWTH.

S BiguyBaro, ik MEHE HiOU TATHE ONMMKYe 10 Hel, Haue MarHiTOM.

Bce cranocs Tak panrtoBo, 1110 sl HaBiTh HE BCTUraro 30arHyTH, [0 BOHA
3pobwmia. SIkOu s muBMIIACS MMiJ IHIIMM KyTOM — 3 IHIIOTO OOKYy BYJIHMII YU
3cepenuHu OymiBili — 51 O HIYOTO HE oMiTHIIa. POy3 MIBUIKO IMiIBOUTHCS, JTIBY
PYKY BOHA 3aCOBY€ B KHIIICHIO CBETpPA, a IPaBOI0 Oepe Mamy 3a PYKY.

Jloka3 3HHK, MOTO CXOBAJIH.

Ane g me Oaumna 1 TOYHO 3HAKO, MO I, HA TEPIIMA MOTIIAL,
COpOM’SI3JIMBA JIIBYMHKA IIOCH MIJHSIIA 3 TPOTYapy 1 CXoBaJa.

Ile OyB yiaMOK pO30HMTOrO CKJia — TOCTPHMA, CXOKHIA Ha KHHJDKAI, 13
TOHKHM, 3arOCTPEHUM BICTPSIM.

YACTHUHA 4YOTHUPU

Bucoki xoBaHi BOpOTa BiTUMHSIOTBCA 1 S OOEPEKHO HATHUCKAIO HA
neAanb rasy, 3abKIKal4d Ha 3BMBHCTY JIOpPOTY, IO BEIE 10 IPHUBATHOIO
MaeTKy bapkmaiB y Iloromaky, mrar Mepinena. 3a Kiibka XBUJIMH TEpenl
MHOIO TIOCTa€ BEJNYE3HHH OyIMHOK B KOJOHIQJIbHOMY CTHJI, OTOYEHUH
JIBAISATbMA aKpaMH JOTJISAHYTOI 3eMiIi. 3riiHO 3 OQIIIHHUMH 3alKrcami,
KOJIMCh 1151 HepYXOMicTh Oyna npuadaHa 3a 12 MuIbHOHIB 0apiB, aje 1e Oyino
e 710 Toro, sik bapkial moBHICTIO BiJipecTaBpyBaiH ii, 100yIyBaBIIN capail 3
nepepobIeHo1 1epeBUHU Ta ABOMIOBEPXOBY CTaiHIO.

OdimiitHo BiacHICTh HaNIeXKUTH leny Ta bet bapknaswm, arne, sik Bigomo,
1151 KYIIBJIS CTajla MOXJIMBOIO 3aBJIIKU CIMEHHOMY criaky ber.

51 po6uto 11€ OZIMH KOBTOK 3alalllHOT KaBH 3 apoMaroM (yHIyKa 31 CBO€ET
TEPMOYAIIKH. YCepeInHi HapOCTae TPUBOTa — MUHYJIOT HOYI 51 Maifke He crana
4yepe3 HOBUHU BiJ Mapko, aje chbOrofHi MeHi moTpiOHO OyTu 3i0paHOIO, SK
HIKOITH.

Bin ceoroani s odimiiino anBokar Poy3 bapxaii.

I cboroaHi — JIeHb HAIIOTO 3HAHOMCTBA.



I crane my neck as I approach the house, trying to glimpse the
area where the nanny was pushed—or fell. But my view is blocked
by a big excavator parked by the side of the house, its giant metal
claw waiting to smash and grab.

I shift my gaze to the house. It’s like something from a place
time forgot, with its gray-green serpentine-stone construction and
wide front porch. The house is ringed by sprawling oak and cedar
trees, but not a single fallen branch or brown patch mars the emerald
expanse of lawn. Lush blue hydrangea bushes, with flower clusters
as big as bowling balls, line the beds surrounding the front porch.

I park my Jeep in front of the garage and double-check that I
have everything I need. My phone is fully charged and has a good
camera, since I never know when I’ll need to document something.
In my shoulder bag I’ve tucked my laptop and a new yellow legal
pad. My cherished Montblanc pen —a gift from Marco—is in an
interior pocket.

I step out and inhale the clean air. It’s hard to believe this place
is less than thirty minutes from the hustle and grime of DC. Instead
of the rush of traffic and bleating of horns, all I hear is birdsong.

I climb the porch steps and press my finger to the bell. Beth
Barclay opens the door a moment later, like she was hovering nearby.

Police never officially deemed her a suspect in the murder.
But I can’t help assessing her ballerina-lean, five-foot-nine frame.
Strong enough to push her petite young nanny through the fragile
single-pane glass of a hundred-year-old window?

Absolutely.

“Ms. Hudson?” she asks, even though I gave my name at the
gate intercom.

“Call me Stella.” I extend my hand.

She takes it. Her grip is firm.

“Welcome. I’'m Beth.”

HaGmmxarouncy 10 OyIuHKY, s HaMararocst po3rieliTH Micie, e, 3a
qyTKaMH, HSHIO a00 IITOBXHYJM, a00 BOHa cama Bmana. Ilpore miil momisin
3aKpUBa€ BEIMUE3HMIl EKCKABAaTOp, NPUIAPKOBAHMI Hemojalik. Moro
BEJIMYE3HUIN METaJIeBUH KiBIIl HIOW 3aBMEp B O4iKyBaHH1, TOTOBUH TPOILUTH BCE
Ha CBOEMY IIUISIXY.

A mepeBomky noran Ha OynuHOK. BiH Haramye micie, 3a0yTe yacoM:
CTIHM 13 CIpO-3€JIEHOTO CEPHAaHTHHOBOTO KAMCHIO Ta IIMPOKUN 3aTHUIIHUAN
raHok. JIoBKoJIa pO3KUHYIUCS BEIUYHI AyOU M KeIpH, a MiJ iXHbOK KPOHOIO —
Oe3goranHa 3ejeHa raysiBMHa, Ha SKifl He BHIHO XOMHOI IUIIMH YH 3JIaMaHOI
TUIKH. Y3I0BX KIyMO, IO OTOYYIOTh IAHOK, MHUIITHO KBITHYTh KYIIli OMTAKUTHUX
TOpTEH31H, a IXHI CYIBITTS 3aBOUIBIIKY 3 KYIIO JUIsl OOYIiHTY.

S mapkyro cBif jkumn Oulg rapaxa i yBaXHO NEpEBIpsl0, YH Bce
HeoOximHe 31 MHOIO. TermedoH MOBHICTIO 3apsDKCHHM, a Kamepa ToToBa J0
BUKOPHUCTAHHS — HIKOJIM HE 3HA€ll, KOJIMU JOBENEThCs IIOCh 3adikcyBaTu. Y
CyMIIi — HOyTOYK 1 HOBEHbKHI KOBTHH IOPUIMYHIIA OJOKHOT, a y BHYTPIIIHIH
KHILIEH]1 — MOJapyHOK Big Mapko: ymrobiena pyuka Montblanc.

S BUXOMKY 3 MallMHM W BAWXAK CBDXKE, YUCTEC MOBITPS. Baxkko
MOBIPUTH, IO II€ MiCLe — JMIIE 3a SIKUXOCh TPHUILATh XBWIMH 13[M BiJ
METYLUIMBOIO, 33AylIUINBOro BamuHrrona. 3amicTh Iyily MAallMH 1 TYAiHHS
KJIAKCOHIB JIOBKOJIa MEHE JIMILE CITiB MTaxXiB.

S migHIMarocs CXollaMM TaHKY 1 HaTHUCKalo Ha JA3BIHOK. 3a MUTh JIBEpi
BiquuHsie ber bapkiaii, Haue BoHa Bxke Oyia 1ech Mopyu.

[Toniuia HikonM odimiiiHO HE BBaxkasa ii MiJO3PIOBAHOI0 y BOMBCTBI,
IpOTE S HE MOXKY HE 3aTpUMaTH MOMISAA Ha il BUTOHUYEHIH, MOB y OanepuHH,
¢birypi i BUCOKOMY 3pOCTi — IPUOJINU3HO CTO CIMIECAT I'SITh CAHTUMETPIB. Ta
Y1 BUCTA4YMJIO O y Hel cuil, 1100 BUIITOBXHYTH CBOIO TEHIITHY MOJIOIY HSHIO
Kp13b KPUXKE CKJIO OJJHOKAMEPHOTO CTAaporo BikHA?

beszanepeuno.

— Ilani Xamcon? — 3anuTye BOHA, XO4a sl BKE Ha3Bajla CBOE IM’S Y
nomModoHi 0111 BOPIT.

— Moskna npocto Ctenia, — BiJIMOBIIA0, MPOCTATAIOYH PYKY.

Bona 6epe ii. [ToTuck minHui, yneBHeHUH.

— JlackaBo npocumo, s ber.



She has the same pale skin, delicate features, and red hair as
her daughter. But the years have sloughed away some of the vibrancy
of Beth’s coloring.

I step across the entryway and feel my eyes involuntarily
widen.

It’s as if I’ve landed in another time.

From the narrow-planked, dark wood floors to the steel-gray
steam radiators and pocket doors with skeleton keyholes, it’s as if this
house has been perfectly preserved for a century, waiting for the
Barclays to move in.

Most major renovations of old homes involve tearing down
walls to create an open floor plan and using architectural tricks to
bring in light and flow.

The Barclays didn’t do any of that. They went backward in
time, not forward.

The floor is slightly sloped, and the ceilings are low. The
hallway is papered in a flowery ivory pattern, and the console table
looks like an antique, with its rickety legs and brass fixtures. Above
it hangs a watercolor in an ornate gold frame that could have come
off the wall of a museum.

“Would you care for some coffee, or perhaps sparkling
water?” Beth offers.

Despite all she has been through—a double betrayal, a death
in her home, a public scandal, and a looming divorce—her manners
are impeccable, her voice soft and cultured. She wears slim-fitting,
camelcolored pants and a cream sweater with a scarf that looks like
vintage Hermes knotted around her neck. But I can read the deep
strain in her eyes, and in the faint lines around her mouth.

Beth looks like a woman on the brink—of an eruption or a
collapse. Maybe both.

I shake my head. “No thanks.”

“So.” Beth’s hands twist together. “I’m not quite sure how this
works.”

[i mxipa Taka * Gmiga, pucu o6IMYYS TaKi K BUTOHYEHi, a BOIOCCS —
SCKpaBoO-pyze, K 1 B I JOHbKU, OJHAK 3 poKaMu ber nemo BTpaTuia cBOO
SICKpPaBICTb.

S mepecrynmaro mopir OyauHKY 1 BigdyBaro, SK MOI 04l MHUMOBOJI
PO3IIUPIOIOTHCS.

51 HeHaye MOTpanuia B 1HILY EHOXY.

By3bka TeMHa JiepeB'siHa IiI7I0TH, CTaleBO-Cipi Oarapei Ta MiKKIMHATHI
JBepl 13 XUTPOMYIPUMHU 3aMKOBUMH LIUIMHAMU — BCE BUIVISIA€ TakK, Hadye Lel
OyIMHOK 4YymOBO 30€pircst MpOTSITrOM CTOJITTSA, YE€KAIO4M Ha IMOSIBY B HbOMY
bapknais.

31e01IbIIoTo i 9YaC PEMOHTY CTAPOBUHHUX OYyIMHKIB 3HOCSTDH CTiHH,
abu CTBOPUTH MNPOCTOPY IUIOILY Ta BAAIOTbCA JI0 PI3HUX apXITEKTypHHUX
TOHKOIIIIB, 00 HAITOBHUTHU KiIMHATH CBITJIOM 1 JIONATH M IPOCTOPY.

[Tiyora B OyAMHKY TpOXHM MOXWJIEHA, a cTedi Hu3bki. [lepeamokiit
MPUKPAIIAIOTh MIAJEPU 3 HKHAM KBITKOBHM Bi3€pPYHKOM KOJBOPY CIOHOBOT
KICTKH, @ KOHCOJIbHUM CTOJIMK BUIVIAZAE, SIK aHTUKBAapHA 3HaX1JKa, 3 XUTKUMHU
HDKKaMH ¥ JaTyHHOIO (QypHiTyporo. Hajg HUM BHCHTH KapTWHA B PO3KIIIHIN
30JI0Ti# pami, sika Morvyia O JIETKO CTaTH YaCTHHOK MYy3eHHOT eKCTIO3HIIii.

— He GaxaeTte kaBu, Yu, MOKJIUBO, Ta30BaHOI BOJIU? — MPOTOHYE beT.

HesBakaroun Ha Bce, IO il JOBENOCS MEPEKUTH — MOABIHHY 3pany,
CMEPTh Y BIACHOMY JIOMi, MyOIIYHUM CKaH/IaJ 1 HEBIIBOPOTHE PO3ITYYCHHS — 1i
MaHepu 0e3/10raHHi, a rojloc 3By4UTh M'AKO M cTpuMaHo. BoHa BsirHeHa B
o0nsiraroul MITaHU KOJIBOPY BEpOIOXKOI BOBHH, KPEMOBUM CBETpP, a Ha IIHI
€JIEraHTHO 3aB'A3aHui mapd, cxoxuit Ha BiHTaXXHUH Hermes.

[Ipore ii o4i Ta J€1b MOMITHI 3MOPIIKH HABKOJIO I'y0 BUIAIOTh ITTMOOKY
BHYTPIIIHIO HAalpyTYy.

ber Oyna 6inb11e cxoka Ha )KIHKY Ha M€XI1 — Y4 TO HEPBOBOI'O 3pPUBY, UM
TO )KUTTEBOI KaracTpopu. A MOxe, 1 TOro, 1 IHIIOTO.

S moxuTana rojoBoro.

— Hi, gsaxyro.

— Orxe... — ber HepBOBO KPYTUTh NalibLli. — S| HE qyXKe YSABIISIO, SIK
11e Mae Bi0yBaTHCS.



I smile in a way that I hope reassures her. “All I need to do
today is meet Rose. You can remain with us the whole time.”

Beth doesn’t look happy. Then again, most people aren’t when
faced with a lawyer who may decide the best thing for their child is
to have minimal contact with them.

“I’m going to be around a lot during the next few weeks, so
it’s important Rose feels comfortable with me,” I continue. My job
requires me to assess everything in Rose’s world and get multiple
perspectives from people she knows before I give the court my
custody recommendation.

“l understand.” Beth nods toward the staircase, with its
intricately carved, thick wooden banister. “She’s in her room.”

“Just one question first. How much does Rose know about the
divorce?”

“She’s aware her father and I are divorcing, and that we both
want her to live with us.”

I can’t help thinking that’s a huge emotional burden to place
on the shoulders of a small child.

As I follow Beth to the stairs, I pause and peer into a formal
living room to my left. Furniture is grouped around a simple brick
fireplace—it looks like another original feature of the house—and a
large black piano awaits, sheet music resting on the ledge above its
keys.

Rose plays, I remember. She’s supposed to be remarkably
good for her age. There’s a silver tea set on the coffee table, and the
rug is woven in dark blue and maroon shades. The room feels sterile,
as if it has been staged but not truly lived in.

Something else feels off about this house, but I can’t put my
finger on it. There’s a heaviness to the air, as if gravity is somehow
stronger within the confines of these walls. Maybe the rage and
turmoil and pain swirling around are affecting me.

We climb the stairs, the hundred-year-old wood creaking
under our weight. Rising in symmetry with each step is a series of

S1 mocmixarocs, HaMarar4uch i 3aCIOKOITH.

— Bce, mo Meni nmotpibHO chorogHi, — 1€ 3ycTpitucs 3 Poys. Bu
MOXKETE 3aJIMIIATUCS 3 HAMHU BECh Yac.

ber He 3naeThes macnuBoo. BriMm, 1ie i He TUBHO, aJXKe MaJIo XTO paJlie,
KOJIM Ma€ CIPaBy 3 aIBOKATOM, 37JaTHUM BUPILIUTH, 1110 JJIs IXHBOT AUTHHU Oyrie
Kpaiie 0OMEXUTH CIIJIKYBaHHS 3 HUIMH J0 MIHIMYMY.

— IIpoTsirom HacTYyNMHUX KUIBKOX THIKHIB 51 4aCTO HaBiAyBaTUMycs 110
Poy3, Tox BaxiMBO, 1100 BOHa MoYyBajacs 31 MHOK KOM(OpPTHO, —
MPOAOBXKYIO s. — Mos 3aBIaHHS — OLIIHUTH BCE, IO BiJ0YBA€THCS B XKHTTI
Poy3 1 mouyTH pi3Hi TOYKH 30py BiJ JIHOAEH, K1 11 OTOUYIOTH, EPIIl HiXK HAJaTu
CyZly CBOIO PEKOMEHIAIIIO MO0 OIIKH.

— S posymiro. ber mokasye Ha cXOIu 3 BUTOHYEHO BUPI3bOJIIEHUMH,
JIepeB'SsHUMH TiepriiaMu. — BoHa y cBOil KiMHATI.

— Crnepury oHe NUTaHHA: 110 caMme Poy3 3Hae npo po3iydeHHs?

— Bona 3Hae, mo Mu 3 0aTbKOM pPO3TydaeMocs, 1 mo Mu oOuaBa
X0ueMo, 100 BOHA KUJIA 3 HAMHU.

Sl He MOXY BHKHMHYTH 3 TOJIOBH JIyMKY, HACKUIBKH II€ BEIMYC3HHUN
EMOLIIHUI TATap, SIKUH JIArae Ha TUIedl MalleHbKOT TUTHHH.

[Tpsimyroun ciiom 3a bet 1o cxo/iB, s HA MUTh 3yNUHSIIOCS 1 3aIIs1/1a10
y BITadbHIO JiBOpPYY. Tam, HaBKOJO CTapOBHHHOIO IIETISHOTO KaMiHa,
po3ramoBaHi MeOJIi — CXOXKe, 1€ OJHAa aBTEHTUYHAa OCOOJHUBICTH IHOTO
OyaMHKy. bij1st CTIHM CTOITH BeJIMKe YOpHE MiaHiHO, @ Ha HOro MIONITpi He0aio
po3kuaani apkymi HoOT. S mpuramyro, sik rpae Poys. [lnsi cBoro Biky BoHa
Bpakae MalcTepHicTio. Ha ’XypHalbHOMY CTOJNMKY BHOJIUCKY€E CpiOHMIA
YailHUI cepBi3, a MiJUIOTY BKPUBAa€ KWJIMM, BUTKAHUN Y HAaCHUYEHUX TEMHO-
CUHIX 1 60pIOBUX BiATIHKAaX. Yce B 1il KIMHATI BUTVISIA€ HAATO JOCKOHAIHUM,
H10M 11 CTBOPUJIN AJIsl TIOKA3Yy, a HE JJISl CHPaBXKHBOTO HKHUTTS.

[och mie 3ma€Thbesi AMBHUM Yy I[bOMY OYAMHKY, ajie s HE MOXY
3po3yMiTy, 1o came. [IoBiTps TyT Bakke, HIOM cuja TSDKIHHS B LIUX CTIHAX
CWJIBHIIIA, HIXK 32 MEXaMH I[bOTO 10MY. MOXIIHBO, 11€ THIB, CyM'SITTsI 1 O171b, 10
BUPYIOTh HaBKOJIO, TAIOTHCS B3HAKH.

Mu nigHIMaeEMOCs CX0/laMu, il HaMH TIOCKPHITYE CTOJIITHS JIEPEBUHA.
3 KOXXKHOIO CXOIMHKOK Ha CTiHaX 3'MBISAIOTBCS HOBI (ororpadii Poys,
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photographs of Rose, from infancy through the present. I’'m struck by
the fact that Rose is smiling in only two of the pictures. There’s
something eerily adult in her eyes, even as a toddler.

I want to pause and study the photographs—there’s another
off detail tickling my brain—but Beth is moving quickly. It’s a
struggle to catch up to her; my limbs feel leaden.

As we approach the second-floor landing, my gaze is pulled
to the rear of the house. A window overlooks the grounds. The nanny
would have tumbled past that pane of glass, her face filled with terror,
her arms outstretched.

I suppress a shudder. If I were the Barclays, I’d move out as
quickly as possible. It seems strange that given the ugliness of their
pending divorce, they’re still living under the same roof.

But Charles explained why: The Barclays have agreed to sell
the house, and Ian Barclay is honoring the prenup he signed by not
angling for alimony or a piece of Beth’s inheritance, so their standoff
has nothing to do with money. Each will leave the marriage with the
same assets they brought into it.

But neither Beth nor Ian wants to give up their chance at
winning full custody of Rose—and they see moving out as a losing
chess move.

My chest tightens. The fate of a helpless young child rests in
my hands, and I have no idea if I’'m equipped to fix what seems like
an unwinnable future for her.

More than a half-dozen doors with round brass knobs line the
second floor, and all are closed. I wonder what lies behind them.
There are no other visible windows in the hallway, and the space is
dim.

Beth passes two doors, then pauses at the third and taps her
knuckles against it.  inhale a deep breath into my pinched lungs. This
is my first chance to look beyond the surface, to see what all the
tabloid articles and TV clips couldn’t.

MOYMHAIOYM 3 AUTUHCTBA 1 10 cborofeHHs. Haiibinbiie MeHe 1uBye Tol (akT,
o juiie Ha aBox Qororpadisx Poy3 mocmixaerbcs, a B 11 o4ax — IIOCh
MOTOPOIITHO JI0POCTIe, HEMOB BOHA 3HAJIA O1IIbIIE, HIXK TOIMIIOCS JJIA i BIKY.

51 xouy 3yNUHUTHUCS i YBaXKHO pOo3AUBHUTUCA oTorpadii — sKach neTaib
BIIEPTO HE JIA€ CIOKOIO, TpoTe beT pyxaeTbes HaaTo WBUAKO. S Hamararocs il
HA3[I0THATH, Ta 3 KOXKHUM KPOKOM HOTH CTalOTh JeJall BaA)KYUMHU, MOB HAJIUTI
CBHUHIIEM.

Komu mu Maiike miaHsUMCS HA IPYTUNA MOBEPX, Mild TOTIISIT MUMOBOJTI
3yNHUHSAETHCS HA 33/IHIN YaCTHHI OyIMHKY, SIKY YyJI0OBO BUIHO 3 BIKHA CXOJ0BOTO
Maiianunka. Moe cepiie CTUCKAeThCs BiJl AYMKH, IO came I BIKHO MOIJIO
CTaTH OCTAHHIM, 1110 Oauwia HIHS. Y MOiH ysBi 3pHHAE 11 00MYYs], CHOTBOPEHE
XKaxoM, 1 6e3MopajHO PO3KUHYTI PYKH.

S mamararoch 3acniokoituchk. Ha mictii bapknais s 6 Bxe gaBHO 3'ixana
3 IbOro OyIUHKY. 3/1a€ThCsl Maiike aOCYpAHUM, IO, MOMPU BCIO JKAXJIUBICTh
iXHBOTO Maii0yTHHOTO PO3ITyUEHHSI, BOHU BCE I1I€ MEIIKAIOTB ITiJT OTHUM JaXOM.

Yapnb3 nosicHUB, y YoMy pid: bapkiai qomoBuiucs npogaru OyIuHOK.
len bBapknaii, AOTPUMYIOYHCH MiJMHCAHOTO NUTIOOHOTO JIOTOBOpY, HE
MIPETEeH/Iy€ Hi Ha alliMeHTH, HI Ha YaCTHHY criaAmuHu ber. [xHs BiiiHa, X0U SIK
11€ TMBHO, 30BCIM HE CTOCYETHCS TPOIICH Ta 1 BOHH 000€ 3aIMIIATh 1IeH MUTI00
13 TUM caMUM, 13 YUM KOJIMCh Y HbOTO YBIMIIUIN.

AHi ber, ani leH He 30upar0Thcs BTpavyaTy AHC OTPUMATH OBHY OITIKY
Haj Poy3 — 1715 HUX nepeiz[ piBHO3HAYHUN POTPALTHOMY XOAY B LM «Tpi».

VYV rpymsx moch cTtHcKaeTbesa. Jlons 1€l Ge3mopagHoi MaJeHBKOT
JIBUMHKH TEIep 3aJIeXKUTh BiJl MEHE, a sl HE Malo KOIHOTO YSBJIECHHS, UM 3MOXKY
3MIHUTH T€, IO 37a€THCS MPUPEUCHIM.

Ha npyromy nosepci po3ramioBaHi 6 1Bepei 13 KpyIJIMMU JIaTyHHUMH
pyuyKaMu, K1 MIIIHO 3a4uHEeH1. MUMOBOJI1 BUHUKAE IIKaBICTh: 1110 XOBAETHCS 3a
HUMH? Y KOpPHJIOpi HEMAE >KOJHOTO BUAMMOTO BiKHA, TOMY IPOCTip OTIOBUTHIA
THMSTHUM, Maiike TIOXMypPUM OCBITJIICHHSIM. BeT MpoXoauTh 1MoB3 JBOE JABEPE,
a ToJli 3yNMUHAEThCA OIS TPeTiX. [i Hanblli CTYKaroTh MO JepeBy JerKUMH, Ieb
YYTHUMU JOTUKAaMU. S BAuXaro rMuOoKo, 10 000 B CTUCHYTUX Tpyasx. Le miit
NEepUIN [IaHC 3a3UPHYTH 32 JIAIMITYHKH, MOOAYUTH Te, 110 3aJUIIAIIOCS 032
yBaror TabJ0iMHUX CTaTeH 1 TEIEeBI31MHUX CIOXKETIB.
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Beth opens the door to reveal a tidy bedroom with walls
painted soft pink. A wooden rocking chair occupies one corner, and
on the canopy bed is a large cloth doll that appears to be formed in
Rose’s image—down to her wide blue eyes and freckles.

“Rose? I have someone I’d like you to meet.”

I don’t love Beth’s choice of words. There’s an implication of
ownership to them, like I’m here as Beth’s guest. In order for me to
do my job, Rose can’t think I’m in the corner of either of her parents.
I’m here to serve her, not the adults in her life.

Rose twists around from her white wooden desk, where she’s
reading a book. I glimpse the title on the jacket: Anne of Green
Gables.

“Hi, Rose.” I keep my tone light. “My name is Stella
Hudson.”

Rose’s eyes are downcast. She doesn’t give any indication she
has heard me.

“I’'m a lawyer, Rose. And guess what? I’m here to work for
you.”

She doesn’t react.

Sometimes my clients are glad I’ve arrived. They’re desperate
for someone to finally listen to them. Others are resistant.

This year alone I’ve had a fifteen-year-old girl slam a door in
my face, narrowly missing catching my hand in it, and a seventeen-
year-old boy curse me out, a vein bulging in his forehead and his
voice rising into a deep-timbred shout—just before he fell to his
knees and burst into tears.

I have no idea how Rose feels about my presence.
“I know there’s a lot going on for you right now, and it’s
probably pretty confusing,” I continue.

JIBepi BiTUHHSIFOTHCS, 1 IEPE/Ii MHOIO TIOCTa€e KIMHATa, HEHAde 3 TUTSII01
Ka3ku. HiKHO-pOXKEB1 CTIHM OTOPTAarOTh MPOCTIP TEIUIMM CBITIOM, Y KYTKY
TOi/IaeThCcs JepeB'ssHE KpIiclo, a Ha JIDKKY 3 OangaxiHOM JIeKHUTh BEIHKa
TKaHUHHA JiAiabKa. BoHa Bpaxkae cBoe€ro cxoxicTio 3 Poy3 — Ti  Benuki
OJIaKUTHI 04l Ta 00JHUYYS, BCISTHE BECHSIHKAMHM.

— Poy3? S xouy Tebe 3 KUMOCH MTO3HAHOMHTH.

Meni He monobaeTbes, sk ber minOupae cioBa. Y HUX BiAUyBa€eThCS
Jie[b BIIOBUMHMM IMIITEKCT BIACHOCTI, HIOH S TyT JIUIIE ii TiCTh, IPOTE I1€ 30BCIM
He Tak. lI[o0 s Moria sIKiCHO BUKOHYBAaTH CBOIO poOoTy, Poy3 He moBuHHA
JlyMaTH, 1110 5 CTOI0 Ha 0011l ogHOro 3 1i 6aThKiB. S TyT, 00 AOMIOMOITH caMe
iif, a He TOPOCIUM, K1 IPUCYTHI B i1 )KUTTI.

Poy3 BipuBaeTbCs BiJl KHUXKKHU, CHASYU 32 CBOIM OUIMM JiepeB’sTHUM
croioM. BOoHa TOBITPHO TOBEPTAETHCS IO MEHE, 1 S BCTUTAl0 KPAaeEM OKa
MOMITUTH Ha3By Ha oOknaauHI: «ExH 13 3enenux JlaxiBy.

— Ipusit, Poy3, — s Hamararocst TOBOpUTH HEBUMYIlIEeHO. — MeHe
3Batu Crena ["ajgcon.

Poy3 omyckae mormsm, ii odi 30CepeKyrOTbCs Jech Ha MiAo3i.
XKomHoro pyxy, *&0JHOTO HATSAKY Ha T€, 110 BOHA MEHE MOvyIa.

— S anBokar, Poys. I g TyT, 1106 TO61 10NOMOT'TH.

AJie cioBa po3UMHSIOTHCS B TUIII, HIOU 1X 1 He OyI10.

IHomi MOi KJIi€HTH 3ycTpiualoTh MeHe 3 MOJIErHIEHHAM. IM moTpiben
XTOCh, XTO BHUCIyXa€, XTO CTaHe Ha ixHill Oik y CBITI, WO 30a€THCS
HecllpaBeauBUM 1 Oaiiayxum. IHII X HaMaralOTbCs YMHHMTH OMHIp.
Hanpuknan, B npoMy poui M'STHaAUATUpIYHA JIBUMHKA I'PIOKHYJA JIBEpUMA
nepes MOiM OOJIMYYSIM, JIEAb HE 3aU€UBIIN MEHE PYKOIO, a CIMHAALSTUPIYHUMA
XJIOTIEL[b KPHUaB Ha MEHE TaK, a)k Ha YOJIi BUIHYNACA KMJIa, a TOJIOC 3pUBABCS
Ha MPOHM3IIMBUNA, Malike TBAPUHHUN KPUK, IMICIS YOTO BIH parToM BIaB Ha
KOJIIHA 1 pO3pHIaBCsl.

Sl He Maro KOIHOTO YSBICHHS MPO Te, sIK POy3 craBUTBhCS 1O MOET

MPUCYTHOCTI.
— 51 3Hat0, 110 3apa3 y TBOEMY KUTTI OaraTo 4oro BiOyBaeThCs, 1 1€,
MalyTh, 3MyIIye TeOe MOUyBaTUCS PO3TyOIEHO, — THUXO NMPOAOBXKYIO sI. —

12



“I’ll be spending some time with you and your parents over
the next few weeks to help figure out what will make you happiest.”

Rose is wearing a green velvet dress today, with her loose red
curls pulled back in a matching headband. Up close, I see a sprinkling
of freckles across her nose and cheeks. Again, I’'m struck by how
young and innocent she appears—and by how formally she is
dressed.

I wonder where she put the shard of glass.

“I like your room.” I glance around, spotting a blue ribbon
from a horse show, a tall bookshelf in white wood, and a painting of
a garden scene in another large, ornate gold frame.

“This painting is so pretty and peaceful. It must be nice to look
at.”

I keep my tone gentle and pleasant as I admire the pink
flowers and the little dog peeking out from behind a tree.

“I didn’t see the dog at first ... It’s almost like he’s playing
hide-and-seek.”

I don’t ask a single question because I know Rose won’t
answer.

She can’t speak.

CHAPTER SIX

I’m heading down the road toward the security gate when an
old Nissan Sentra tears around a curve, its muffler popping like a
gunshot.

I jerk my steering wheel to the right to avoid a collision,
braking hard. The other driver does the same, but since he’s going
double my speed and he overcorrects, he skids at a forty-five-degree
angle onto the grass before coming to a stop.

I’'m tempted to flip him off. But the driver may have
information I need. So I turn off my engine and step out with a smile.

[IpoTarom HacTymHHX TIKHIB s 4yacto Oymy 3 To0O0, MO0 JOMOMOTTH
3pO3yMiTH, 110 3pOOHTH TeOe MIACIUBOIO.

Croroani Poy3 BasirHeHa B 3eJIeHy OKCAMUTOBY CYKHIO, SIKa M1IKPECITIOE
ii Hixkny Onmimicte. Ii posmymiene pyme Bomoccsi akypaTHO TpuOpaHe Hasaj
CTPIYKOIO Y TOH BOpaHHs. 30JIM3bKa s IOMIYar0 pO3CUI BECHSHOK Ha ii HOCI Ta
nokax. MeHe 3HOBY Bpakae i1 JUTS4Ya HEBUHHICTh — KOHTPACT MIXK ii FOHOIO,
TEHAITHOIO 30BHIMIHICTIO Ta i€ JOPOCIIOI, CTPOTOK0 CYKHEIO.

JlyMKa mpo yJaaMoK CKJia panToOBO MPOCIH3A€E KPi3b MOT pO3AYMU: KyIAH
K BOHa Horo moxina?

— Meni gyxe momgo0aeTbcs TBOA KIMHATa, — Kaxy $, MOBUIHHO
O3HMpAIOYUCh JOBKOJA. Miil MO 3aTPUMY€EThCs Ha ONAaKUTHIN CTpidmi 3
KIHHOT BUCTaBKH, aKypaTHO MPUYEIUICHIN Ha CTiHY, BUCOKIN KHM)KKOBIH MOJIUIII
3 Ouoro gepema i KapTUHI B MacHBHIM 30JI0TiH pami, Ha sIKiid 300paKeHUI
CaJIOBUI Mei3aX, CIIOBHEHUH CIIOKOIO 1 3aTUIIKY.

— 1ls xapTHHA Taka rapHa i yMHpOTBOpeHa, — JA0Aa0 5. — MalyTsb,
MIPUEMHO Ha HEl JUBUTHCS.

S BOUBISAIOCS B POXKEBI KBITH, PO3KHJIAHI MO Cajy, i palTOM IOMidaio
MaJIEHBKOTO NECHKa, 1II0 BU3KPAE 3-32 JIepeBa.

— O, a 51 ciepiry i He MOMITHJIA TecuKa. BiH HIOW TpaeThCs B XOBAHKH,
— 3 JIETKUM YCMIXOM 3a3Hayaro .

S yHuKaro 3anuTaHb, 3Ha04d, 1110 Poy3 He BIAMOBICTS.

Bona He MO>ke TOBOPHUTH.

YACTHUHA LIICTb

S Habmmkarocst 10 BOPIT OXOPOHH, KOJM Ha TOBOPOTI 3'ABISETHCS
crapeHbkuil «Nissan Sentra». ['TylIHUK peBe, HEMOB rapmara, BUITyCKaOuu
TYYHHUH MOCTpin. S pizko BUBEPTArO KEPMO BIPABO, 00 YHHUKHYTH 3ITKHEHHS,
1 HAaTHCKaKo Ha rajgbMma. [HImWi BOJIA HamaraeTbcs 3pOOHMTH TE XK came, aje
4yepe3 HaAMIPHY MIBUIKICTh HOTO aBTOMOO1JIb TOYMHAE 3aHOCHUTH. [1i1 KyTOM Yy
COpPOK IT’SITh TPaJyCiB MalllMHA 3JIiTa€ 3 JOPOTHM Ha TPaBy, 3AJIMLIAIOYM 32
co00t0 rmuboKi 6OPO3HH, MEPII HI’K OCTATOYHO 3YITUHUTHUCS.

Ha muth MeHe oxorumoe OakaHHsS AaTH WOMY IpodYyXaHa, aje IIoCh
3MyIIye€ MEHE 3YNUHHUTHCS — MOXIIUBO, Y HBOTO € iHdopMallis, sika MEeHi
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“You okay?” I call, noticing his tires have dug deep channels
into the grass.

He doesn’t answer. His head is resting on the steering wheel
and his eyes are shut. For a second, I fear he’s injured. Then his head
rises.

I quickly assess him: He’s a young guy, maybe twenty-five.
Handsome in an edgy way. Dyed-blond hair with black roots and a
couple of tattoos on his arms. His car and clothes tempt me to peg
him as working class, but in my line of work I’ve learned to avoid
drawing conclusions.

He meets my eyes, then revs his engine. He’s preparing to
leave.

The urge to stop him seizes me, and without thinking, I leap
in front of his car.

He meets my gaze through the windshield, and I almost flinch
when I see the fury burning in his red-rimmed eyes.

But if anger scared me away, I’d never be able to do my job.

I hold up my palms and force another smile. “Got a second?”

His right hand lifts up and then slams down. Instead of blaring
the horn, though, he hits the steering wheel so hard his fingers must
sting.

Then he rolls down the window. “What?”’

He isn’t Rose’s piano teacher—not with that treatment of his
fingers. I can’t imagine the Barclays employing a guy with this kind
of attitude as a contractor. So who is he?

I walk over to his side of the car. “Hi, I’'m Stella Hudson. I’'m
here because of Rose. The judge overseeing the divorce hired me to
help her.”

He tilts his head back, listening.

“Do you mind if I ask you a couple questions?”

He doesn’t say yes, but he doesn’t decline, either.

“What’s your connection to the Barclays?”

“To them? None.”

noTpiOHa. 3aJMIIUBIIHY LI PO3AYMH, S BUMHKAIO JABUT'YH, BUXOKY 3 MAIIMHU
1 Hamararocs 3/1aBaTuCs CIOKIHHOI0, HABITh YCMIXaroCs.

— VYce rapaza? — nuraro s, KUJIAH04Ud MOTIIS Ha CIAM Bij IIWH Ha
3eMJIi.

S BnuBIstOCcS B HHOTO. MOJIOAMA, POKIB ABAALSTUA M'STH. Y YOMYCh
HaBiTh NMPUBAOIUBHUIA: TToGapOOBaHE CBITIE BOJOCCS 3 YOPHUM KOPIHHSAM Ta
KilIbKa TaTyIOBaHb Ha pyKaX. oro aBTo i Hen6anmii osr HABiIOIOTH TyMKH
npo poOITHMYMK KJac, aje s JoOpe 3Har: 30BHINIHICTE MOXE OyTH
OMaHJIMBOIO, TOK HE MOCIIIIAI0 3 BACHOBKAMH.

Hamri mornsau 3ycTpivatroThesi. BiH MOBYKM 3aBOAMTH JIBUTYH, HIOU
TOTYIOUUCHh MOIXaTH Aaji. YCepeaunHi MEHE clajaxye TPHBOTa: HE MOKHA
JI03BOJIUTH MOMY MTPOCTO TaK 3HUKHYTH. He po3aymytoun, s BUCTpuOyro nepen
fioro MammHoO0. BiH TUBUTHCS HAa MEHE Kpi3b JOOOBE CKJIO, i HA MUTh MEHI
XOYEThCsI BIACTYMUTHU. Y HOT0 ouax majiae JroTh. AJie SKOU s 103BOJIsIIA CTPaxy
KepyBaTH co000, TO Hikoy 0 He oOpana cBoro mpodecito. 3mMymyo cebde
30epiratu Cokii, migHIMa0 PYKH Y K€CTiI IPUMHUPEHHS i HATATYIO YCMIIIIKY.

— Maere XBWIHHKY? — MUTAIO 1.

BiH MOBYMTS, JIuIIE Pi3KO MiJHIMAE MpaBy PyKY, a MOTIM OIYyCKae ii
BHH3. AJle 3aMICTh TOTO, 1100 HATUCHYTH Ha KJIAKCOH, BIH 13 CHJIOIO 0’€ 1O

KepMy, @K  3[a€ThCs, Majblli TOBHMHHI  majgatkd  Big  Oouto.
[Ticas TpuBanoi nays3u BiH HOBUIBHO OITyCKA€ BIKHO.
— o?

Moro rpy6uii ToH 3MyIIye MeHe Ha MHTb 3aMHCJIHTHCA. Bin TouHO He
BuMTenb ¢opreniano Poy3. HaBiTe Baxko ysaBuUTH, 1100 bapkiai HaitHsu
KOI'OCh 13 TAKMM XapakTepoM. To XTO xk BiH?

S 06X0/Ky MalIMHY ¥ 3ynuHsIOCs 011 ABEpeil.

— Ilpusir. A Cremna Xaacon. A Tyt yepe3 Poys. To6To, cymas, skuit
BeJIe CIIPaBYy PO3JIyUEHHsI, TONPOCUB MEHI JJOITIOMOITH Til.

Bin 35erka 3akujiae royioBy Hazajl, IPUCITYXalOUYHCh.

— Bu He npoTH, AKIIO 5 TOCTaBIIIO KiJTbKA 3aITUTaHb?

Bin MmoBunTH, ane i He 3anepeuye. Lle MokHA CIPUNWHSTH SIK 3TOY.

— SIx Bu noB’s3aHi 3 bapknasmu?

— 3 Humu? Hisik, — HOTO0 T0JI0C 3BYYUTH TPYy0O.
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Scorn sharpens his tone. I ask the next obvious question.

“So why are you here?”

“Look, I didn’t exactly get invited for dinner. I showed up
because they’ve still got Tina’s stuff and her family wants it.”

I’ve never seen a picture of him, but I’'m now certain it’s the
nanny’s boyfriend. I scour my memory for his name: Pete.

“You were dating her? The nanny?”

He pounds his steering wheel again, this time with both fists.
“She has a name! Why doesn’t anyone ever say her name?”

He’s right.

“Tina de la Cruz.”

Hearing me acknowledge her seems to blunt the razor-sharp
edge of Pete’s anger. But it must still be festering beneath the surface.

Anger is a natural part of the grieving process, but for Pete,
it’s obviously more layered: Tina was his girlfriend, but she was also
sleeping with Ian Barclay—and carrying Ian’s baby.

I catalog Pete’s heavy breathing and tense, muscular body. His
affect is at odds with our bucolic surroundings.

In the distance, two horses—one a lush sable brown, the other
a dappled gray—are grazing in a field surrounded by a wooden fence.
The smell of freshly cut grass wafts through the gentle early-fall air.

The juxtaposition hits me: Every detail of the Barclays’ seven-
bedroom home and manicured gardens is flawlessly curated.

And every person I’ve encountered here is deeply damaged.

“You’re here to get her things?” I echo, stalling because I'm
working something out.

He nods curtly.

“Will it all fit in your car?” His Nissan doesn’t have much of
a trunk.

L5 BiAMOBiAb HAIITOBXYE MEHE HA HACTYITHE 3aIIUTAHHS.

— Toni yomy BU TYT

— CuyxaiiTe, s TYT HE TOMY, II0 MEHE 3alpOCHJI Ha BEYEPIO, —
rapyuTh BiH. — Y HUX 3ayamuiaucs pedi TiHu, a T poanHa Xoue X TOBEPHYTH.

I Bce pantoMm crtae Ha cBoi micua. S Hikomum He Oaumia ioro Ha
(dboTorpadisx, ane Tenep Maike BIIEBHEHA — I1€ XJIONEIb HsHI. 31a€ThCs, HOTO
3ByTh IIiT.

— Bu 3ycTpidyanucs 3 HEw? 3 HSHEI0?
Moro o6muuusi HAIPYXYEThCA, a MOTIM BiH Pi3ko 6’¢ 060Ma KyJlakamH 0
KepMy.

— VY mei e iM’s! Yomy HIXTO HIKOIM HE Ha3uBae ii imeHi?!
Woro o6ypenHs Ha MUTB 00€336potoe MeHe. BiH mpaBuii.

— Tina ne na Kpy3, — Hapemri mpoMOBIISIO .

Ha mutb 31a€ThCs, 1110 MO CJI0Ba 37I€TKa BraMyBaJIl TOCTPHii, MOB J1€30,
rHiB [liTa. Ane s BiquyBaro, SIK BiH BCe 1€ TTAJIa€ BCEPEIUHI, TIIIOYMM BOTHEM,
TOTOBUH CHaJIlaXHYTH 3HOBY.

['HiB — HeBiJ’ eMHa yacTUHA CKOpOOTH, mpoTe i [lita 1ie He mpocTo
Oi1p 1 He mpocTo BTpara. TiHa Oyna HOro MIBYMHOIO, MOTO KOXaHHSM, alie
BOJHOYAC BOHa JuIwia JIKKO 3 leHom bapkiaem 1 Hocuia HOro AMTHHY.
S nomivaro, K Baxxko muxae ITiT, K HanpyskeHi oro M’s3u. Moro emoii pizko
KOHTPACTYIOTh 3 TUIICIO HABKOJIMIIHBOTO CBITY. Y IalMHI, Ha 00T OPOKEHOMY
I10J11, HEKBAIJIMBO MAacyThCs J1Ba KOHI: O/IMH 13 OJIMCKYUYOI0 TEMHO-KOPUYHEBOIO
miepcTio, IHMMH — psgOuit  cipuil. IloBiTps HamoBHEHE apomMaToM
CBIXKOCKOIIICHOIT TPAaBU, HACUYEHE TEIUIOM OCIHHBOI'O PaHKY.

Ile#i koHTpacT Bpakae MeHE A0 TJIMOWHU: KOXKHA JETalb MA€ETKY
bapknaiB — Biil BeIMUE3HOro OYyAMHKY 13 CIMOMa CHAJbHAMM JI0 1J€ajbHO
JOTJISTHYTUX CaJliB — MIpolyMaHa J0 ApiOHUITE. | Bce K KOXKHA JTFOIMHA, 3 KOO
s TYT 3ycTpidanacs, IPUXOBY€ B cOO1 IMTMOOKI, HEBUIUMI paHH.

— Bu npwuiiim no ii pedi? — nepenuryio s, 3aTpUMYIOYH OIS Ha
HbOMY. BiH KMBae, HOro pyxu CTpUMaHi, HEMOB KOXXHE CJIIOBO JJA€ThCS oMy
BaXKO.

— Ile Bce BMICTUTBCS y Ballly MallliHy ? — KUAat0 MOrysi Ha foro Nis-
san, 0arayKHHUK SIKOTO HABPS] YA MOKE BMICTHTH BEIUKHIA BAaHTAXK.
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“It’s just a couple bags and boxes,” he said. “That’s what they
told Tina’s mom.”

Probably her clothes and toiletries, maybe a few books and
personal tokens. A family like the Barclays would furnish the nanny’s
room. They wouldn’t want her bringing in an old mattress and
mismatched dresser and nightstand.

I need to keep him talking. He knew Tina well. Even though
she kept secrets from him, maybe she occasionally confided in him.

“It must be difficult for you to be here,” I say. “Would you
like my help?”

He considers it for a second, then shakes his head.

“I’m going to get in and out of that house as fast as I can,” he
tells me. I see a muscle twitch in his jaw.

“And Ian better not get in my way.”

I throw out another question, hoping to strike a nerve. “Do
you blame Ian for the affair?”

“Are you for real? Tina wasn’t like that—she didn’t sleep
around. He’s twice her age and her boss. He probably came on to her
and she was scared he’d fire her if she said no.”

I edge closer and take in the brown rosary beads hanging from
his rearview mirror, and the McDonald’s drink in his cupholder. The
interior 1s neat but worn; the vehicle must be ten years old.

The only thing in the car that looks new is the T-shirt Pete is
wearing with a logo that looks like a guy jumping over a park bench.

I dig in another direction.

“Do you think Tina wanted to quit?”

His eyes darken.

“Yeah. She hated it here. The house creeped her out. She was
going to get a Taser.”

“Why?”

— Jlume KinbKa CyMOK 1 KOPOOOK, — BiJIIOBiJa€ BiH MICHS May3U. —
Tax ckazanu mami TiHu.

ﬁMOBipHO, me 1 OoJfir, KOCMETHKA, KiIbKa KHHMI YHM I1aM’ STHUX
npioauie. Cim’s bapkiaiB, 31 ¢cBoiM craTycoMm 1 aMOillisiMH, HalleBHO, cama
oOcTaBuia KIMHATy HsHi. BoHu 6 He 103BOMMIIN {if IPUHOCUTH CTapuil MaTpaly
YU TpOMI3AKI MeOJIi, 1110 HE BIAMOBIAAIN O IXHROMY O€3/10raHHOMY 1HTEp €pY.
Meni notpibHo, 106 BiH 3aroBopuB. Bin 3uaB TiHy, MOXIIMBO, Kpalle 3a BCiX.
HagiThb sK1110 BOHA 1ITOCH TPUXOBYBAJIA Bl HHOTO, IIEBHO, 1HO/I1 JOBIpsUIa oMY .
To061, MaOyTh, BaXKO TyT mepedyBaTh, — Kaxy M’ SIKO. —
MosxmBo, To01 moTpiOHa gomomora?

Bin Ha MUTH 3aMUCITIOETHCS, HIOW 3BaXXYIOUM MOT CJIOBa, a TOJII XUTAE
TOJIOBOIO.

— 1 3aiiny 1 BHiiy 3 HOTO OYJIMHKY TakK IIBHJIKO, SIK 3MOXKY, — Kaxe,
1 g Oauy, K HApyXKyeThcs Horo menena. — I xait Tinpku lan cipoOye cratu
HA MOEMY IUISAXY.

S1 craBiio 1€ O[HE 3aIUTAHHS, CIIO/1IBAIOYUCH TOYYTH MPaBAY

— Twu 3BuHyBauyem lena y 3pazi?

— Tu cepitozno? Tina He Oyna Takol — BOHA He craja 3 iHImKUMU. Bin
yABIYI cTapuInii 3a Hei 11i 0oc. BiH, MaOyTh, MpucTaBaB 70 HEl, a BOHa Oosacs,
IO BiH 3BUIBHUTS i1, SIKIIIO BOHA CKAXE «HI».

A migxomxy OnnK4e, PO3AMBISAIOUYUCH KOPUYHEBI HAMUCTHUHHU Ha
YOTKaxX, II0 BHUCATh Ha J3€pKali 3aJHbOTO BUAY 1 CTakaH 3 HAMOEM i3
«MaxkngoHanbaca», M0 CTOITh y mijcTakaHHUKY. CaJloH YHCTHM, Xouya BXKe
TPOXHU MOUIAPHAHUN — MalIMHi, MaOyTh, POKIB AecsATh. €IMHA Py y MallIMHI,
110 BUTJIAZIA€ 30BCIM HOBOWO — 11e ¢yTOonka [lita, 3 TOTOTUIIOM, CXOXKUM Ha
XJIOMIIS, SIKUM CcTpuOae yepes JaBKy.

51 nepeBoIXKY MOTISA B IHIINHN OIK.
Hymaem, Tina  xorina
Moro odi TeMHIIIAOTS.

— Tak. Bona nenaBunina 1e micie. bynunok ii nskaB. Bona HaBiTh
30upanacs KyImuTH eIEeKTPOIIOKED.

— Yomy?

3BUILHUTHUCS? IIUTaro s
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“Stuff started happening to her here.” The hair rises on the
back of my neck.

“What happened to Tina here?”

He looks at me, incredulous.

“What happened? They killed her.”

“Who, Pete? Who do you think killed Tina?”

He shrugs. “If T knew that, I would’ve already done something
about it.”

He puts his hands on the wheel. I notice a few curious items
in the front seat: a pair of thin gloves and sneakers with Velcro straps
instead of laces. I take a closer look at Pete. He’s wearing long, baggy
shorts that have ridden up to reveal bruises on his knees, and there
are scrapes on the knuckles of his right hand, as if he had been
punching someone. There’s also an Ace bandage around his left wrist.
Either he’s terribly accident-prone, or something else is giving him
injuries.

“One last thing—you said the Barclays didn’t invite you
here,” I blurt.

“Yeah. They don’t know I’'m coming. They’d probably just
put her stuff out on the porch, and I want to see her room one last
time.”

I reach into my pocket for one of the business cards I carry on
me at all times. “Please call me if you think of anything else.
Anytime.”

I give it to him and step back, staring after him as he drives
off. He has no idea how much information he provided.

The Barclays aren’t aware he’s coming. But Pete made it
through the gate. That means he knows the security code. Tina must
have given it to him at some point.

Most security gates have an alert that sounds inside the house
when the gate is opened. Perhaps because the Barclays are having
work done at the house, they aren’t concerned about vehicles arriving
today.

— 3 Hero novanu BigOyBaTucs AUBHI pedi, — Kaxke BiH, 1 5 BiAUyBaro,
SIK BOJIOCCSI HA TIOTWJIMLI CTA€ TUOKH.

— o cranocs 3 TiHoO TYT?

Bin 1uBUTHCS Ha MEHE HEJOBIPJIMBO.

— o cranocs? Ii BOwIN.

— Xro, Ilite? Sk T nymaem, xTo BOuB Tiny?

BiHn 3HU3y€ ruieunma.

— SIkOwm s 3HaB, 51 0 y>Ke III0Ch 3pOOUB.

Bin kname pykm Ha kepmo. S momivaro KijibKa IIKaBUX pedeld Ha
MepeHbOMY CHJIIHHI: Mapy TOHKUX PYKaBUYOK 1 KPOCIBKH 3 PEMIHISIMH Ha
JMITyYKax 3aMicTh MIHYpKiB. S yBakHime npuausisitocs a0 Ilita. Ha Hpomy
JIOBT1 MIIIIKYBaTi HIOPTH, SIKI TPOXU 3a/I€PJIUCS, OTOJIIOI0YH CHHII Ha KOJiHAX.
Ha xicToukax #oro mpaBoi pyKH MOAPSTIMHUA — Haue BiH KOTOCh OWB, a JiBe
3am’scTss oOMOTaHe elacTUYHUM OMHTOM. AOO BiH Jyke He3rpabHuii, abo
MPUYMHA HOTO TPaBM 3HAYHO CEPHO3HIMIA.

— | octaHHe, — KaxKy s, — BM CKaszaiM, 1o bapkiai Bac crogu He
3aIpOIIyBaJIH.

— Tak. Bonu He 3HaroTh, 10 g npuiny. HameBHo, BOHM IIpOCTO
BHUHECJH 1i pedl Ha IaHOK, a 51 XO4y BOCTaHHE N00AYUTH ii KIMHATY.

S xnany pykKy B KHMILIEHIO M BUTSrar OJHY 31 CBOiX BI3UTIBOK, SKi
3aBXIH HOIITY 13 c000}10.

— bBynp nacka, 3arenedoHnyiiTe MeHi, SKIIO 3rafaere IOCh ime. Y
OyIb-sKUi yac.

S naro Homy BI3UTKY ¥ BIAXOMKY Has3ajd, CIOCTEpIraroyd, sIK BiH
Bi1 DKmkae. BiH HaBITh HE 370TagyeThes, sk OaraTo iHGoOpMarlii BiH MIOWHO
PO3MOBIB.

bapknai He 3HatoTh, mo [liT 30upaeThcs mpuixaTtu. AJjie BiH Yxe
MPOMIIOB yepe3 BOpOTa, a 1€ O3HAyae, 0 BiH 3Hae Koxa Oesmeku. TiHa,
HMOBIpHO, CKa3aja Horo oMy KOJIUCh.

BinbIIicTh OXOPOHHUX BOPIT MAalOTh CUTHAN, SIKHH YyTH BCEpEIHHI
OyIMHKY, KOJMU iX BiAYMHAIOTE. MoxiauBo, bapkiai mpocTto He 3BepHyIH
yBaru, aJke BOHU MPALIOIOTh Y OYAMHKY i 3BUKIIH, 1110 MAITUHH MPUDKKAIOTh
1 BIJU 1K KAIOTh TTPOTATOM JTHSL.
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What I’'m more curious about is Pete’s past visits to the estate.
I can’t see Beth allowing Tina to entertain Pete in the house, but
perhaps Tina snuck him in when the Barclays were out.

Clearly Pete has been in her room before, or he wouldn’t have
said he wants to see it one last time.

Anger was pulsing off Pete when we spoke.

Was he angry enough by Tina’s betrayal to push her to her
death?

Marco’s words echo in my mind: /¢’s always the husband.

Unless it s the boyfriend, 1 think.

CHAPTER TEN

A sharp ringing sound cuts through the air.

Ian reaches for his cell phone, which is facedown on the table
between us.

“Sorry, it’s one of my workers.”

I hear a man’s voice come through the line, but his words are
unintelligible. I know ien, who started working as a landscaper
straight out of high school, now runs his own company.

It 1sn’t the business you call to get your leaves raked or side
garden weeded.

The Great Outdoors handles big-budget hardscaping
projects—from swimming pools to outdoor kitchens.

“Hang on, I’ll come take a look.”

Ian disconnects.

“We’re doing some work in the back and I need to run down
there. Should only take a minute.”

The call broke our flow, but I’ve gotten enough from Ian
today. I’'m far more curious about the noises coming from the
backyard.

I stand up and reach for my purse.

“Mind if I tag along?”

Ta nHaiibinpmie MeHe LIKaBIATH nomnepenni BizutH Ilita 1o maerky.
Baxxko ysButH, 11006 ber no3Bosmna Tini npuiimaru Ilita B OyauHKY, TpoTe,
MO>IHMBO, TiHa MOTalKK 3amporryBaia ioro, konu bapkiais He Oyno Broma.
OueBuHO, 10 BiH OyBaB y i1 KIMHATI paHille, iHaKIIe BiH OW HE CKa3aB, IO
xo4e nobaunTH ii BocranHe. Konmu mu po3mosisiy, I1it 6yB cioBHEHHUI THIBY.
Uu mir meit rHiB Ha TiHy — 3a 3pajgy 4M IIOCh 1HIIE — JIOBECTH HMOTO J0
KpaitHomiB? Yu Mir BiH OyTH HACTUIBKU PO3NMIOUCHHM, 00 MiJIITOBXHYTH ii
10 cMepTi?

CnoBa Mapxko BiJUTYHIOIOTb y Moii TOJIOBI:
«lle 3ae6xcou uyonosik. 3a GuHAMKOM MUX 6UNAOKI8, KOIU ye X1oneyvp, s
oymao».

YACTUHA JECATDH

Pi3kuii 3ByK q3BiHKA MPOHU3YE THIILY.

len TsarHETHCS 10 TeneoHy, IO JEKUTH HA CTOJII MK HAMH, EKPAHOM
JIOHU3Y.

— Ilepenpomuryro, 11€ OJMH 3 MOIX CHIBPOOITHHKIB, — IOSICHIOE BiH.

31 ciyXaBKM JIOJMHA€ YOJOBIYMM TOJIOC, ajie CiloBa 3aJIMIIAIOThCS
Hepo3OipimBuMu. S 3Haw, 1O leH, sKWUNA po3MOYaB CBOKO Kap epy
JaHama@THUM AM3aliHEpOM OJpa3y IMICis IIKOJIU, Tenep Kepye BIACHOIO
KOMITaHi€r. Maiio Toro, 1€ He sSiKach 3BUYaiiHa (ipma, 110 3aiMaeThCsl JTUIIIE
NpUOUPAHHSM JIUCTS UM NPOTIOJIIOBAHHAM Oyp siH1B, Horo kommnaHisi, The Great
Outdoors, peanizye MaciITabH1 i JOPOT1 MPOEKTH 3 JTaHAIA(THOTO TU3alHY —
BiJl OyiBHUIITBA OAaceiHIB O CTBOPEHHS CTHJIBHUX BIAKPUTUX KyXOHb.

— 3auekaif, s 3apa3 3ackouy i riasHy, — Kaxe [eH y ciyxaBky.

Bin knane tenedoH i 3BepTaeThes 10 MEHE:

— Mu 3apa3 mparroemMo HajJ OJHUM IMPOEKTOM Ha 3aTHBOMY JIBOPI.
Myuy #iTh, 11e 3aliMe OyKBaJIbHO JEKiTbKa XBUJIMH.

JI3BiHOK mepepBaB Hally pPO3MOBY, ajleé CbOTOJHI Sl BXKE€ JIOCTaTHHO
nizHanacst Bing lena. HatomicTe MeHe Kynu OuUIbIlie IIKaBISTh 3BYKH, IO
JOJUHAIOTH 13 33aJHBOTO JBOpPY. S MiABOKYCS, HECHIIIHO Oepy CyMKy W
HEHaB'sI3JIMBO 3aUTYIO:

— Bu He nipoTH, AKIIO 5 TiTy 3 BaMu?
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Ian blinks. He doesn’t immediately reply, so I up the stakes.

“It’s for my report.”

This isn’t untrue.

“I need to get a sense of Rose’s environment. It’ll help me
when it comes time to make my recommendation to the court.”

I’m strong-arming Ian by reminding him I’ve got the main say
in how custody of Rose will be awarded.

Unlike Beth, Ian seems eager to remain in my good graces.

“Oh, of course.” But he can’t completely quash the edge in
his tone that tells me he doesn’t like it.

We head down the long hallway. lan steps aside for me to
travel down the staircase first, and instead of waiting for him at the
bottom, I turn and walk directly through the arched doorway into the
kitchen.

There’s a woman in a white chef’s coat rinsing a head of
lettuce at the sink, but she doesn’t acknowledge us.

“I see you already know your way around,” lan comments.

I can use this to my advantage.

“Beth showed me yesterday,” I say, hoping to ignite a
competitive spark in Ian.

If he thinks Beth is giving me free access to the house, he
may wonder what else she is being open about—and try to one-up
her.

I look around the kitchen, visualizing the scene that set
everything in motion—the first domino to tip.

Tina and Rose making dinner, the pot of water for the pasta
beginning to boil, Beyoncé singing in the background.

Ian coming in, his shoulders relaxing as he took in the happy
scene.

The cork easing out of the wine bottle. The lingering look
between Tina and lan; the spark igniting.

len 3aMBOBaHO Moprae, Ha MUTh HIOM BararoYuchb. MOBYAHHS
3aTATYETHCS, TOXK S BUPILIYIO HATUCHYTH CHJIBHIILIE.

— Ile m1a Moro 3BiTy, — J10/1al0 HEBUMYILIEHO, X04a 1€ i HE 30BCIM
npasaa. — MeHi ToTpiOHO 3p0O3yMiTH, B SIKOMY OTOYEHHI xuBe Poy3, a 11e, B
CBOIO Yepry, JOIIOMOXKE, KOJIU sl TOTYBaTUMY PEKOMEH/ ALl sl Cyay.

51 Hamararoch NepeKoHaTH HOro, TOHKO HATSAKAK4YM, 10 caMe s Maro
BUpIIIANIbHE CIIOBO B TOMY, XTO OTpuMae omiky Haja Poys. Ha Binminy Bix ber,
IeH, 31a€ThCs, TOTOBUM MTH Ha MOCTYNKH, a0 30€perTu MO MPUXHUIIBHICTS.

— Hy, rapa3a, — moOroKyeThcsi BiH, X04a B TOJIOCI 3BYYHTH JIE/IBE
BJIOBMMA HOTKA HE3a/I0BOJICHHS, SIKY BIH HE 3MII IPUXOBATH.

Mu #inemo moBruM KopuuopoM. leH BifcTymae BOIK, MPOIYCKAarOUu
MEHe BIIepe]], 11100 5 MepIIOoro CITyCTUIacs cXo1aMH. AJle 3aMiCTh YeKaTu Horo
BHHU3Y, 51 BUPINIYIO JTIATH 1 3aX0/Ky 4epe3 apodHi JBepi MpSAMO HA KYXHIO.
bins pakoBHHHU CTOITh JKiHKa y OLTOCHIXKHOMY KyXapChKOMY XaJlaTi, 00epexHO
MPOMHBAIOYHN il CTPYMEHEM BOJM KayaH cajlaTy. 37a€ThCsi, BOHA HABITh HE
MoMiYae Haloi MPUCyTHOCTI.

— bauy, Bu Bxe 100pe TYT Opi€HTyeTech, — Kugae leH i3 HOTKOIO
IIKaBOCTI B Ir'OJIOCI.

Moro 3ayBaxkeHHS — e IIAHC, SKAM S MOXY CKOPHCTATHCA.

— ber nokasana MeHi Bce BUOpa, — BIANOBIAAIO 1.

Ile naBmucHwuii xi1. Skio len BupimuTh, mo bet Hagana MeH1 NOBHUM
JOCTYT J10 OyAMHKY, BiH IOYHE CYyMHIBATHUCS: a 110 111€ BOHA TOTOBA PO3KPUTHU?
I, six1110 MOACTUTD, CIPOOYE NMEPEBEPIINTH 11, 0K TPOJEMOHCTPYBATHU BJIaCHY
nepesary.

S ormsimaro KyXHIO, HAMaralounch ySIBUTH Ty MHUTbh, KOJIM BCE MOYAIIO
3MiHoBatucs. [lepmie 10MiHO, 110 BMajo i 3aMyCTHIIO JIAHLIOTOBY PEAKLIIO.
Ocp Tina 1 Poy3 rotyroTth Beuepro: KacTpyssl 3 BOAOIO JJis MacTu OyJbKae Ha
IUIMTI, @ Ha 33lHbOMY (OHI JIyHae ronoc beitonce. Vaiitmos len, oro mieui
3JIerKa OIMYCKaroThCsl, KOJIM BiH 0auuTh L0 IAWIIYHY ClieHy. B pykax muisinka
BHHA, KOPOK 3 TpPICKOM BUBUIbHA€ThCS 3 ropieuka. [lormsn. JloBruid,
3aTpuManuii morysaa Mk TiHoto Ta leHom. Ickpa, sika Ha MHUTH chanaxye,
3MIHIOIOYH BCE.
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I pull myself back into the present. Ian slides opens one of the
doors and bends down to put on a pair of work boots that are waiting
just over the threshold, revealing the source of the mechanical noises:
The excavator is digging up the patio, collecting stone and dirt in its
giant claw before swiveling and tossing the contents into a dumpster.

It’s demolishing the area where Tina landed after crashing
through the window.

Erasing the scene.

I follow Ian outside. The excavator stops mid-swivel as a guy
wearing a long-sleeved shirt with the logo of lan’s company hurries
over, holding an open laptop. I take advantage of Ian’s momentary
distraction to wander away, to the far edge of the now-broken patio.
The yards are breathtaking, with the season’s last roses spreading
their orange and cream petals and pansies adding bright splashes of
purples and yellows to the flower beds. An inviting stone pathway
leads to a tiered fountain in the middle of a small pond.

In the distance, I can see the wooden barn by the fenced
pastures where the horses are grazing in the gently rolling fields
again. There’s a two-story shed that complements the style of the
barn, with hydrangea bushes flanking its doorway. It isn’t hard to
imagine the gushing copy the real estate agent selling this house will
write: Picturesque. Timeless. A tranquil oasis.

My skin prickles as the eerie sense of being watched sweeps
through me. I swivel and catch Ian staring at me, his arms folded
across his chest, while his employee points at something on the laptop
screen. lan quickly breaks into a smile, but not fast enough to hide
the fact that his expression was grim. Because he doesn’t like the
news his worker is delivering, or because he doesn’t like me being
here?

I turn back around and find what I’ve been looking for: the
vegetable garden where Rose and her grandmother were picking
tomatoes when Tina crashed through the window. The vegetable beds
are raised higher than others I’ve seen—they’d come to my waist.

51 moBepTarocs 10 peasibHOCTI. leH BiquuHsIE qBEpl i HAXUIIIETHCS, 1100
B3yTH po0OYl UEpPEBUKH, 3aJIMIICHI O mopora. 3a ABepuMa — IIyM, IO
panTom npuBepTae Moo yBary. Tam, Ha 3aJHbOMY JIBOP1, €KCKaBaTOP MOBUIEHO
TIepeKonye 3eMinio. Moro Beqnmue3Huii KOBIII, MOB TOM XMKaK, 30Mpae KaMiHHS
1 IIMHY, a TIOTIM CKHJIa€ BCE B METAJIEBUI CMITTEBUH Oak.

Bin moBHicTIO pyliHye Te Miclie, e Tina Braia miciis Toro, K BUJIeTiIa
gyepes BIKHO, CTUPAIOYU KOXKEH CITIJT TOIii.

S Buxomxy 3 lenom Ha Bynuito. ExckaBaTop 3ynuHSETHCS 1 10 HHOTO
MiAXOIUTH XJIOMEIb y COpOUlli 3 JOBIMMHU PyKaBaMH, Ha SIKid BHIHO JIOTOTHUII
koMmnanii lena. BiH Tpumae BIOKpUTHI HOYTOYK, TOX 5, KOPHUCTYIOUHCH
MOMEHTOM, KOJIM [€H Ha XBWIJIBKY BiJBOJIIKCSI, THXO BiJXO/XKY 10 JAJIbHBOTO
Kpal BHYTpIIIHBOTO ABopuka. TyT, cepen pyiH, s 3HOBY Bifuyyia Kpacy:
OCTaHHI B CE30HI TPOSHAN PO3IYCKAIOTh CBOI HIKHI ITOMapaH4eBi Ta KPEMOBI
TIETIFOCTKH, a OpaTKU CKpaBUMH (Hi0JIECTOBUMHU 1 )KOBTHMH OpU3KaMHU JI0/IAI0Th
KOJIOpHUTY KiryMOam. KaM’siHa Topika, 110 BeJe 10 6araTospycHOro poHTaHy,
rocepes MaJI€HbKOTO CTaBKa, BUTTISAAE K IIMATOK >KUBOIHUCY.

Branwni, Ha T 3eneHUX TMOMIB, s Oady JACpeB'sHUN capaid Ous
OTOPOJKEHUX MACOBMUILL, /i€ KOHI MAaCyThCsl HAa M'IKUX cXxujax. /|BormoBepXxoBuit
capaii 1J1ealbHO BIIMCYETHCS B CTUIIb CTalH1, a KyIIll TOPTEH31i, 1110 00paMJIsSIOTh
IBepi, AO0Aa0Th HoMy ocobauBoro mapmy. JIerko ysBUTH, SK areHt 3
HEPYXOMOCTI, 10 TpoJa€e 1ei OyAMHOK, 3aXoryieHo mnuiie: «MambOBHUYUH.
[To3ayacoBuii. CriokiiHUN 0a3HCY.

Moto 1mIKipy MNPOHH3YE MOTOPOIIHE BIAYYTTS, IO 3a MHOIO
crniocTepiraroTs. S obepratocs 1 6ady, 1110 leH AMBUTHCS HAa MEHE, CKIIABIIHN PyKH
Ha TpyJsx, a Horo cniBpoOITHUK BKa3ye Ha IIOCh HA €KpaHi HOyTOyka. leH
LIBUJIKO PO3IUIMBAETHCS B YCMIIIILL, aJI€ HEAOCTATHBO IIBU/IKO, 100 TPUXOBATH
TOi (hakT, MmO Horo BHWpa3 obOauyus OyB MoxmMypum. ToMy M0 HOMy HeE
110/100a0THCSI HOBUHH, SIK1 TIOBIJOMJIsIE HOTO MPAIiBHUK, YU TOMY 1110 HOMY He
MoA00a€THCSA, IO S TYT?

51 po3BepTatrocs 1 3HaX0/Ky Te, 10 IIyKaia: ropo, ae Poy3 i ii 6alycs
30upanu momigopH, koin TiHa BWIETiNA 3 BiKHA. ['pSAAKM MITHATI BHUIIE, HIXK
1H1II, 5IKi 51 Oaumia — BOHU OyJiM MEHi J10 mosica. BoHM po3TamioBaHi 3a COpOK
SpAIB B BHYTPILIHBOTO JBOpPHKA, OIS CTAPOMOJHOI MOTY3SHOI TOWJaNIKH,
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They’re set back forty yards or so from the patio, near an old-
fashioned rope swing tied to a low branch of a golden oak tree.

Ian steps away from his worker and approaches me.

“What are you building out here?” I ask.

“We’re putting in an outdoor fireplace with a pizza oven. It’1l
increase the resale value of the house.”

Does he actually think he’s fooling me?

“Nice. Is Rose a fan of pizza?”

Ian smile.

“She loves it. Even with anchovies. I told you, my little girl is
one of a kind.”

“Why did you replace all the glass windows in the house with
plexiglass?”’

I hit him with the question hard and fast so he doesn’t have
time to prepare.

Ian flinches. “Beth—she, ah, developed a phobia right after
Tina died ... It’s called nelophobia ... the fear of glass.”

I’ve never heard of it. But I know people suffer from all kinds
of unusual phobias—intense fears not just of spiders or germs, but
also of sunlight or laughter. The human mind tries to protect us in all
kinds of mysterious ways, but some of its strategies do more harm
than good.

“It’s been ... difficult,” Ian continues. “She’s scared of
anything that can shatter. We had to replace all our dishes. Mirrors.
That sort of thing.”

Is he telling the truth? He’s avoiding my eyes. He could be
embarrassed by his wife’s extreme fear. Or he could be covering up
for something else entirely.

“You don’t have a single mirror in the house?” 1 ask,
wondering how Beth does herself up. When I saw her the other day,
her makeup was flawless.

“We put polycarbonate ones in the bathrooms, like they use
on boats. They’re unbreakable. She’s okay with that.”

MPUB'SI3aHOT 710 HU3BKOI T'JIKH 30JI0TUCTOrO 1y0a. leH BigXoanuTh BiJ poOiTHHUKA
U MpSIMYE J10 MEHE.

— IIo Bu TyT OyayeTe? — muraro 1.

— Bynauuauii kamid 13 miv4to i minu. e miaBummTh BapTicTh
OyIMHKY, SKIIO OyaAeMO HOoro mpoaBaTH..

Bin cepiio3Ho qymae, 1o s B 1€ TOBIprO?

— Tl'apHa iges. A Poy3 moOuTh mimy?

Ien nocmixaeTbest:

— Bona 1i o6oxHioe. Hapith i3 anuoycamu. S x ka3zaB, Mo MOs
JIBYMHKA YHIKaJIbHA.

S1 3MiHIOIO TeMy, CTaBIIO 3aIIMTAHHS Pi3KO i HeCIo1iBaHo, 00 3acTaTh
H0oro 3HeHallbKa:

— YoMy BM 3aMiHMIH BCi IIMOKK B OyIMHKY Ha OpraHidyHe CKJIO?

len 3npuraerses.

— Posywmiete... y ber... micns cmepti Tiau B Hei 3'sBunacs ¢ooOis...
HazuBaetbcs Henmodo0Ois... cTpax cKia.

S HIKOJM HE YyJia Mpo Take. AJe s 3Hao, IO JIIOJIU TMOTePHaTh Bil
Haiipi3HOMaHITHIIKUX (OOI — MNaHIYHOIO CTpaxy He JMIIEe MaByKiB YU
MIKpOOiB, a i COHSYHOTO CBITJIa YU CMIXY.

JlroachKa Tncuxika HaAMaraeThCsl 3aXUCTUTH HAc y HaWpi3HOMaHITHILI
croco0u, xoya JesdKl 3 IMX 3aXMCHUX MEXaHI3MIB 3aBIalOTh OUIBIIE HIKOIM,
HI’K KOPHCTI.

— Ile... Henmerko, — mpogosxye len. — Bona 060iTbCsl BChOTO, 1110
MO’Ke PO30UTHCS, TOXK HaM JIOBEJIOCS 3aMIHUTHU BECH [TOCY/1 Ta I3epKalla y JIOMi.

Yu xaxe BiH npasny? leH yHukae moro moryiany. MoxiuBo, oMy
HISIKOBO 4Yepe3 HaJIMIpHUHN CTpax APY>KUHHU. A MOXe, CIIpaBa 30BCIM B IHIIOMY
1 BIH IIIOCh TTPHXOBYE.

— V BamoMy OyIMHKY B3arajli HeMae J3epkai? — TMUTa 4,
JTUBYIOUHNCH, Ik beT mpuBoauThk cebe no many. Komu s 6aunna ii 0oCTaHHBOTO
pasy, il Makishk OyB 6e3/10raHHHA.

— V¥ BaHHUWX KIMHaATaX BCTAHOBUJIM JI3epKaJyia 3 ToJIiKapOOHATy, SK Ha
Kopabisix. BoHu He po30KBalOTHCS, TOX i Tak CHOKIMHILIE.
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I wrap my arms around myself, feeling chilled even though
it’s a balmy day for early October.

Tina was right when she told Pete something about this house
is deeply off. Whatever she felt is still happening. I feel it, too.

I pull my mind back to the questions I need answered in order
to do my job correctly.

“Did Rose see Tina? After she fell?”

Ian closes his eyes. The excavator jerks into motion again, its
claw tunneling several feet into the earth. I suppress a shudder. I can’t
help thinking it’s almost as if it’s digging a grave.

“We all saw her.”

His voice is hoarse, his eyes faraway. It’s as if he is looking at
the broken body of the young woman who claimed she loved him
splayed out on the stones all over again.

“My mother was in the vegetable garden with Rose. At first
she thought the noise was a tree branch falling. Then she came closer
to the patio and saw Tina. I’d just gotten off a call when I heard my
mom scream. | came racing down the stairs. Beth was a few seconds
ahead of me. I thought something had happened to Rose ... There
was glass everywhere. Beth didn’t have on shoes, and she stepped on
a shard from the window. Her blood ... Tina’s blood...”

Ian’s voice is a monotone. He’s so pale I’'m worried he might
pass out. I reach out and hold his arm.

“Do you want to go back inside?”

He swallows hard.

“Yeah, okay.”

When he sits down to remove his boots, I see his hands are
trembling. It takes him two tries to undo the bow on his right.

As we step back into the kitchen, I see the chefis still working
at the sink. [an doesn’t seem to notice her, but perhaps that’s because
I’'m between them and I’m blocking his view. His gaze is drawn
toward the living room, the source of the deep, rich piano notes filling
the air.

S obGiiimaro cebe pykaMu — MEHi XOJIOTHO, X04a SIK Ha MMOYATOK JKOBTHS
neHb Terri. Tina mana parito, kKoiau kazana [lity, mo 3 muM Oy IMHKOM IIOCh
Herapas. 1o 6 BoHa Toai He Biguysa, BOHO HIKyAM He MoAitocs. Mao toro,
sl TEXK 11€ BiTUyBalo.

[Tomymku moBepTarocs 10 3alHUTaHb,
pO3CiyBaHHS.

— A Poys3... Bona 6aunna Tiny? ITicna naginas?

len 3ammonrye oui. ExkckaBaTop 3HOBY IOYMHA€ IpPALIOBAaTH, HOroO
MaCHBHI 3aJi3Hi Ma3zypi BrPU3AIOTHCS B 3€MITIO, MPOKJIANAI0YH IIISAX YTIHO.
Mene npoiimae Mmopo3oM. He Moy BiJlirHaTH TyMKYy, 1110 11€ BUIJIAJa€ Maibke
TaK CaMo, SIK PUTTS MOTHJIH.

— Mu Bci 1i 6aunam, — HOTO TOJI0C 3PUBAETHCS HA XPUIKUN IIEIIIT,
normsan Oiykae Jiech y MpOCTOpi, HIOM BiH 1 Joci 0auuTh mepea coboro
MOHIBEYEHE TLJI0O MOJIOI01 )KIHKM HA KaMiHHI — TI€T, 10 MpHcsraiacs oMy B
KOXaHHI.

— Mawma Oyna 3 Poy3 y cangy. CoyaTtky BoHa oJymaia, 1o To Brajia
riJIka, a KOJH MiJifmnnia GmxKye 10 BHYTPIIIHBOTO IBOPHUKA... moGaunia TiHy.
51 came 3aKiHUMB PO3MOBY, KOJIM MOYYB ii KPHUK 1 MIBUJIKO IIOMYaB CXOJaMH
BHM3. ber Oirna Ha Kibka KpokiB mornepeay. A ragas, mock ctanocs 3 Poys...
Ycroau 6ys10 ckiio. Ber 6yna 6oca it HacTynuIa Ha OCKOIOK Bifl BikHa. Ii kpoB...
kpoB TiHM...

I'onmoc Iena MoHoTOHHMM. BiH HacTiabKHM 30111, 0 5 OOKOCS — BiH OT-
oT 3HenpuToMHiE. S narigHo Oepy Horo 3a pyky.

— XoJimMo 10 OyAUHKY?

len Bakko KOBTae # Jielb YyTHO BiAMOBIIAE:

—Tak, moGpe.

Konu BiH HaxuisieTbes, 00 3HATU B3YTTS, 5 0ady, K TPEMTSTh HOTo
nanpli. BiH aBi4i HamMaraeTbes po3cTeOHYTH MPSHKKY Ha MPABOMY YEPEBHKY.
[ToBepHyBIIMCH O KyXHi, 1 MOMIYal0 KyXapKy, sika Bce IIe ropajnacs Ouis
pakoBUHU. 31a€Thes, leH 30BCIM 11 He MoMivae, X04a, MOKIIUBO, 1€ TOMY, IO 5
CTOI0 MiX HHMH, 3aTyJIs04H ii. Moro mormsy npukyTHii 10 BiTanbHi, 3BiIKH
JIOJMHAIOTH TIMOO0KI 3BYKH (popTremiaHo.

AKi Maro 3'acyBaTH  JUIS
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“Rose is having her lesson. Sometimes I like to watch. She
doesn’t mind.”

I could be listening to a classical station on the radio. It’s
almost unbelievable that she plays so well. Rose isn’t merely talented.

She’s a prodigy.

Ian walks ahead, through the arched opening to the hallway,
and I follow. From our vantage point in the entryway, Rose’s back is
to us. She sits up ramrod straight, her long hair hanging down her
back, her arms bent at perfect ninety-degree angles. I watch her
fingers sail up and down the octaves, touching the notes with a speed
and dexterity that awes me. The song soars through the air, rich and
vibrant.

Sitting next to Rose on the piano bench is a very thin, balding
man in a black shirt and black slacks. I initially peg him as being in
his sixties, but when he turns his head to follow the path of Rose’s
dancing fingers, I glimpse his unlined face and realize he’s quite
young—in his mid-to-late twenties. It’s his thinning hair and frail
affect that age him.

Rose plays for another minute, and I watch Ian watching her.
Whatever else his failings, it’s clear he prizes his daughter—or at
least her accomplishments. When she lifts her hands off the keys, Ian
claps softly, and Rose turns around.

“Hi, Rose,” I say softly. “You’re really good.”

The piano teacher turns around and frowns, then raises a
finger to his lips. I look at Ian, who shrugs.

The teacher speaks softly to Rose; then her fingers rise to the
keyboard. Her body still marionette-like, she begins to play.

A high-pitched shout erupts from the kitchen. The music halts.
Ian spins on his heel and runs. I’m right behind him. Beth Barclay is
standing in the middle of the room, staring at the woman in the chef’s
coat. The woman’s mouth is rounded in shock as she stares back at
Beth. In her hand, hovering over a stainless steel pot, is a large glass
measuring cup filled with broth.

— V¥ Poy3 ypok, — Kaxe BiH. — [HO/I 5 JIFOOTI0 AUBUTHCS, K BOHA
rpae. lif ue He 3aBaxac.

31aeTbes, HIOH 51 CTyXaro KIaCHYHy MYy3HKY 10 panio. HeliMoBipHO, 1110
BOHA J10CSIJIa Takoi MaiicTepHOCTi. POy3 He MpOCTO Mae XUCT — BOHA CIIpaB/ii
o0apoBaHa.

len mpoctye nomnepeny, Kpi3b apKOBHM IPOXiJ 10 HNEPEANOKOI0, a s
cliyto 3a HUM. 3 opory mu 6aunmMo Poys, moBepHyTy /10 Hac ciHOo0. BoHa
CHUJIUTh pIBHO, i JIOBreé BOJIOCCS CNaJae Ha CIUHY, PYKH 3aCTUITIHM 1]
0€3I0raHHUM KyTOM JICB'STHOCTO TpaayciB. S 3aBOPOKEHO CriocTepiraro, sk il
Naybli MaliCTEPHO KOB3alOTh BrOPY-BHU3 MO0 OKTAaBaX, TOPKAIOYMChH KJIaBIl 3
MPUTOJIOMIIUTMBOIO MIBUJKICTIO Ta Tpariero. Memnojis BHTae B IOBITPI,
Hacu4yeHa i BUpa3Ha.

[Topyu i3 Poy3 Ha poprenianHiii 1aBi CHANTH HEHMOBIPHO XYJOPJISIBUH,
JIMCHUI YOJIOBIK y YOpHOMY BOpaHHi. Criepily s IpUITyCTHIIA, 1110 oMY J1ech Iij
IICTAECAT, ajle KOJHM BiH TOBEPTA€ TOJIOBY, HIO0 MPOCTEKUTH 32 TAaHKOM
nanbiiB Poys, s momivaro iforo Oe3mpuctpacHe oOIMYUsA 1 PO3yMil0 — BiH
3HaYHO MOJIOAUIWIA, JIeABE 3a JBaAlsTh. Jlumie pigeHbke Bojoccs Ta
BHUCHQ)XEHUI BUIJIA] HaZlal0Th HOMY CTapeYMX pHC.

Poy3 npooBxye rpaty 1mie XBUINHY, 1 5 CIIOCTEpIraro, sik [eH TUBUTHCS
Ha Hei. [lonpu Bci Horo HemOMIKH, OYEBUAHO OJHE — BiH IMHUIIAETHCS CBOEIO
JIOHBKOIO, UM IpUHalMHI 11 TamanToM. Konu BoHa Hapemti npulupae pyku 3
kJaBiul, leH crpumano amtoaye, i Poy3 o6epraersces.

— Ilpusit, Poy3, — TuxeHbKO MOBIIIO 5. — TH 4y10BO rpaeml.

VYauTens QopTeniaHo pi3Ko 00epTaeThCs 1 HACYIUIIOETHCS, TOM1
I1THOCUTH TIaJIeIlhb 0 BYCT.

Sl xwmparo morman Ha lenma, TOW JMmIe 3HU3YyE IUIEYUMA.
VYuutens mock ctuxa kaxe Poys, 11 manbili 3HOBY TOPKarOThCs Kiaiml. BoHa
CHJIUTh, Haue JIsUIbKa Ha MOTY3Kax, 1 MounHae rpatu. Pantom i3 KyxHi JoiauHae
MPOHU3NUBUNM KpUK. My3uka oOpuBaeThes.len mBuaKo obepraeThes U
kugaerbess Oirtu. S muy cmigom.Ilocepen kyxni 3aBmepna ber bapkiaif,
BTYNHUBIINCH Y XIHKY B KyXapcbkoMmy (apTyci. Ta omenemeHo po33siBuia
pora, nuBJIsUKCh Ha ber. VY 1i 3acTuriiit Haj KacTpyJsero 3 HepKaBiiKu py1i —
BEJIMKUN CKIITHUI MIpHUHN KyXOJb 13 OyJIbHOHOM.
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Gone is the cultured, restrained heiress who met me at the
front door only yesterday. Beth is trembling, her body rigid. Despite
her expensivelooking outfit and sleek hairdo, she looks completely
undone. There’s a wildness in her eyes.

“How could you be so careless?” Beth snaps. “I told you we
don’t allow glass in this house!”

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

I touch my watch again, restarting the count as I stride briskly
toward the house.

In a stroke of luck, a yard worker fires up a leaf blower. But I
caught the shrill tenor of Harriet shouting “Wait!” just before the
noise erupted. She doesn’t want me anywhere near Rose’s room.

Which makes me even more determined to get there.

As soon as I pass through the sliding doors to the kitchen, I
bend down and pull off my sneakers, hooking them on my fingertips
as I rush to the staircase.

I slip past the housekeeper who is still dusting the living room,
but she barely takes notice of me. Her role is to polish and tidy but
never call attention to herself—to move about invisibly in this house.

That’s what I need to do, too.

I climb the stairs as lightly as possible, but a few moan
beneath my weight.

At one point I pause and hold my breath, but I can’t hear
anyone. When I reach the second floor, my luck holds: All the doors
are closed again.

Notes of classical music come from Beth’s office. It’s loud
enough that she and Rose may never know I’'m here.

I reach for the cold metal knob of Rose’s door, then hesitate.
If Rose is inside, I'll likely startle her. But I need to take that risk.

I rap my knuckles as gently as I can against Rose’s door, then
push it open, holding my breath.

Bin BuiykaHoi, cTpUMaHOi CHAJKOEMHUIII, SIKA IIIe BYOpA 3yCTpivana
MEHE OISl MmapagHuX IBEpeH, He JMIUIOCS W cmiay. ber TpemMTuTs, i TiNO
HanpyskeHe, MoB cTpyHa. [lonpu nopore BOpanHs Ta 6e310raHHy 3a4iCKy, BOHA
BUIJISIJIA€ IUIKOBUTO po3ry0sieHor0. B ouax manae qukuii BOrOHb.

— SIx Tn Moruyia OyTH TaKOIO JIETKOBaXHOI0? — rapuuth bet. — S x
norepepkaia: B IbOMY JI0M1 He IOBUHHO OYTH KOJHOTO CKJia!

YACTHUHA BICIMHAILIATH

S1 3HOBY KHJIa10 MOTJISA Ha TOAWHHUK, TIepe3ayCKaloyl BiJIiK Jacy, i
HIBUJIKO OpsAMyr0 10 OyauHKy. SIK Ha miacTts, ABIPHUK caMe 3aBOJUTh
JHMCTOYB, IPOTE, MEH1 BCE 3K BJAETHCS BJIOBUTH NMPOHU3IMBHIA BUTYK [ appieT
«3auekai!» mepIu His HOro 3arjymiae rypkit J0BKoa. [i HaMaraHHs BTpUMaTH
MeHe IoJiai BiJ KiMHaTu Poy3 e po3nantoe MO PilrydicTh.

[I{o#HO MPOCIU3HYBIIM KpPi3b PO3CYBHI JIBEpl Ha KyXHIO, s Ha XOXIy
3HIMaIO KPOCIBKH, aKypaTHO TPUMAIOUH iX KiHYMKaMu naibiiB. [Ipobirato mos3
CKOHOMKY, fIKa BC€ 1le BUTUPAE MUII y BiTalbHi — BOHA JIe/lb OMidae MeHe. Ii
poboTa — mpudbMpaTH, 3aTUIIAI0YUCH HEMTOMITHOIO TIHHIO B IIboMy JIomi. Came
1€ 3apa3 NoTpiOHO 1 MEHi.

S o0epexHO MiHIMAIOCA CXOJaMH, HaMaralo4uch HE BUIABaTH aHi
3BYKY, IPOTE KIJIbKa CTApUX CXOJAMHOK YCE€ 3K 3paJJIUBO CKPHUIUIATH MiJl MOIMH
HOTaMH.

VY sSKuiich MOMEHT s 3aBMHpalo, 3aTPUMYIOUH JUXAHHS, IPUCITyXakocs,
ajie He 4yI0 JKOJHOro 3ByKy. Konu mifHiMarocst Ha Jpyruii oBepX, po3yMilo,
110 yJiaua Ha MoeMy OOI1i: yci ABepi 3HOBY 3aUMHEHI.

3 kabiHeTy beTr 10CUTh rOJ0CHO JIyHAIOTh 3BYKM KJIACUYHOI MY3UKH,
Tak, 1100 BoHa 3 Poy3 HaBiTh HE 3/10rafaucs, Mo s TYT.

S mpoctsrar pyKy 10 XOJIOAHOI METaleBOl pydykH aBeper Poys, aie
panToM 3yNUHSIOCS, Baraloyuch. SIKIIO BOHA BCEPEIHHI, s, IIBULIE 3a BCE,
HaJIsIKalo ii, Ta B MEHE HeMae BUOOpY — s TOBUHHA PU3UKHYTH.

Crykaro KiCTOYKaMHU MaJbIiB Y IBEpl HACTUILKH THXO, HACKIJIBKHU 1€
MOXJIMBO, a TOTIM INTOBXAal iX 1, 3aTaMyBaBIIA TOIUX, 3aXO/KY.
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I see a girl on her bed, and my heart leaps into my throat.

Then I realize it’s the doll in Rose’s image, down to her red
hair and scattering of freckles.

I step into the room and close the door behind me, shaking
off the creepy sense that the doll’s eyes are following me.

Rose’s room is spotless again, everything perfectly arranged.
No books stick out of the rows on her shelf.

Her desktop contains only a holder for pencils, a stack of
school notebooks, and a whiteboard with an attached marker. Even
the pretty little trash can is empty.

I check the nightstand for the book Rose was reading. It’s
bare, other than a wicker lamp with a frilly shade.

The timer on my Apple Watch hits the one-minute mark.

I hurry to the bookshelf and scan the titles. Anne of Green
Gables isn’t there.

Another thirty seconds have elapsed. I peek out Rose’s
window, which overlooks the backyard, and see Harriet making
steady, jerky progress toward the back of the house.

She’s almost to the patio.

[ yank open her desk drawers, but all I find are odds and ends:
a tiny flashlight, a flowered barrette, a package of Post-it Notes.

[ 1ift the pillows off her bed and look beneath them. Nothing.

I drop to my knees on the pink-and-cream rug and lift up
Rose’s bedspread.

Way up near the headboard is a book, leaning upright against
the wall. I wiggle under the bed and pull it out. The title on the dust
jacket is Anne of Green Gables. 1 slip it off, wincing as the sharp edge
of the thick, glossy jacket slices the pad of my index finger.

Shock sweeps through me. I read the book’s title twice: The
Stranger Beside Me.I’m familiar with the book Rose is reading. I’ve
read it myself. But [ was in my twenties when I borrowed it from the

Moe ceprie CTUCKAETHCS B TPYISX, KOJIU 51 0ady NIBUMHKY Ha JIDKKY.
[Ipore, 3a MUTH NMPUXOAUTH ycBiAOMIEHHS: Lie He Poy3. Ha mikky nexuTh
JSUTbKA, CTBOPEHA TaK MalCTEpHO, IO 37Aa€ThCs ii IBIHHHUKOM — BiJ pYyJOTrO
BOJIOCCSI JIO PO3CHUITY BECHSHOK Ha 00Jny4i.fl 3ax0/Ky B KIMHATY, 00EPEIKHO
3aYMHSIOUM JBEpi 3a c00010, 1 HaMararocs Mo30yTHUCS MOTOPOILIHOTO BiTUyTTS,
10 04l JISUIBKH CTEXaTh 38 MHOIO.

VY kimHari Poy3 manye Oe3moraHHMI TOPSAOK, SIK 3aBXIH, yce
po3cTaBieHO 11eanbHo. JKo/lHa KHUTa He BUOUBAETHCS 3 PA/IIB HA MOJIUIISX, HA
pobodoMy CTOJII JWINE MIHIMYyM TPEAMETIB: TiJCTaBKa IS OJIBIIB, CTOC
IIKUTBHUX 30IIUTIB 1 HEBEJIMKA JIONIKA 3 MapKepoM. HaBiTe MalieHbKe Biaepiie
JUTSL CMITTSI TIOPOJKHE.

S migxomKy A0 WyXJsad, o0 MepeBipuTH, YU € Ha Hill KHWra, SIKy
gyurtana Poy3, mpoTe TaMm HIYOro HEMae, OKpiM BUTOHYEHOI TUIETEHOI JIAMITH 3
MEPEKUBHOIO 00JIIMIBKOIO.

Taiimep Ha Moemy Apple Watch mnokasye oaHy XBHIMHY.
S mBUAKO MIAXOMXKY 0 KHUKKOBOI MOJHIN K mpoOiraro oyMma Mo Ha3Bax.
«Enn i3 3enenux /laxie» Hemae.

[le TpuauATh cekyH. S MiaX0Ky 0 BiKHA, IKE BUXOAUTH HA 3a/IHIH
IBIp, 1 6auy, sk ["appieT BIeBHEHNMHU KPOKaMH PYXa€eThCs 710 3aIHbOT YaCTHHU
OyauHKy. BoHa maiike y BHYTpILIHbOMY JIBOPUKY. 3aIMIIMIOCS 30BCIM Majo
qacy.

S BigKpHBaNO IIyXJSAU MHCHMOBOTO CTONY, alleé TaM JIMIIE JesKi
NpiOHUYKYU: MaJleHbKUH JIIXTapuK, KBITYACTa LIMWIbKA, YIIaKOBKa CTiKepiB. S
MIBUAKO MiAHIMAK MOAYIIKKM 3 i1 Jikka W 3a3upatro miag HuX. Hivoro.
S omyckarocs Ha MmAIOTY 1 TMiJAHIMAK TIOKPUBAJIO Ha JDKKY Poys.
bing y3romis's, mpuTyneHa OO CTIHH, JIEKHUTh KHIDKKA. 1 Hamaiyro ii mif
JKKOM 1 BUTsIrao. Ha manmiTypiii 4iTKo BUIHO Ha3BY — « Enn i3 3enenux Jlaxiey.
IIpote, xonu 51 Gepy ii A0 PyK, rOCTpUA Kpail TOBCTOI TJISHIIEBOT OOKIIaANHKU
plXke MOAYIIEYKY MOTO Halblid, 1 s 3pUratocs. PantoMm MeHe OXOIUTIOE IIOK.
51 BauBIAIOCS B OOKJIAMHKY, MEPEUUTYIOUM Ha3BY IlE€ Pa3, HIOM HE MOXY
TOBIPUTH CBOIM ouaM: «Boueys nopyu 3i MHowoy. $1 n1oOpe 3HaI0 M0 KHUTY,
KoJHCh s cama ywrtana ii. [Ipore meHi Oyno ABaAusTh, KOMU s B3sia il B
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library, and even then, the subject matter kept me up at night.

No little girl should be reading a book about the serial killer
Ted Bundy.

I don’t have time to process what I’ve seen. I pull out my
phone and snap a picture before I replace the book jacket. Just as I
slide the book back under the bed, I see a tiny drop of my blood has
fallen onto the edge of the pages. I try to rub it away, but only succeed
in smearing it.

I don’t have time to try to clean it. All I can do is replace the
book.

I straighten up and peer out the window again, putting my
finger in my mouth to clean it and tasting my own coppery blood. I
don’t see Harriet. She must be making her way through the kitchen
now.

I’ve only got time to check a few spots. They need to be areas
the housekeeper wouldn’t find and that Rose’s parents wouldn’t
easily stumble across. She’s an intelligent girl; she’d choose a good
hiding place.

I peer into the closet, searching for the sweater I saw Rose
wearing the first time I watched her go to see Dr. Markman. It’s
draped on a velvet hanger. I feel the pockets gingerly, but they’re
empty. Other than a pair of mittens, there’s nothing in the pockets of
the pink coat she wore to Lucille’s, either.

Rose’s shoes are lined up on a shelf, so small they almost look
like they could fit the doll on her bed. Her clothes are hanging neatly.
There aren’t any boxes or drawers in the closet.

I can’t see any other place in this room where she could
conceal something.

Then I notice the big velvet jewelry box on Rose’s dresser. It
looks like an antique—something her grandmother might have
passed down.

I open the lid, and a tiny ballerina starts to spin as thin,
delicate notes play.

6i0mioremni. I HaBiTH TOXI, JOPOCIIOIO, CIOXKET 3MYIIYyBaB MEHE TPEMTITH Bif
CTpaxy.

’Konna maneHpKa AiBYMHKA HE TOBUHHA YUTATH KHUTY IIPO CEpiHOTO
BOusIro Tema baami.

B mene Hema vacy Ha po3aymu. Sl mBHAKO AicTato TenedoH i poliro
3HIMOK, IepII HDK MOBEPHYTH OOKJIaAMHKY Ha Micie. Komu st 3acoByt0 KHHUTY
Ha3aj Mijg JIDKKO, TMOMIYalo, K MaJleCeHbKa KparjMHa MO€i KpOBi BHaja Ha
Kpail cTopiHKu. $I Hamararocs cTepTd 1ii, ajge TUIbKH OLIbIIe PO3MAILyrO
OarpsiHy Ismy.

B meHe oOManp vacy, TOMy Bce, IO S MOXY 3pOOHUTH, 1€ 3aMiHUTH
KHHTY.

[TigBoKYCh 1 3HOBY 3a3UPAK0 Y BIKHO, TOPKAKOCh IOPAHECHUM MAJIbLIEM
ry0 i BiquyBaro mprucMak BIacHOI KpoBi. ['appieT Hize HEe BUIHO — MaOyTh, BOHA
JI0C1 HUIITOPUTH HA KyXHI.

S po3yMmito, 1110 BCTHTAIO OTJISTHYTH JIMIIE KiTbKa Micib. Tpeba mrykartu
TaM, KyJd He 3a3MpHE CKOHOMKa 1 Jie 0aTbku POy3 HaBpsl 4K HATpAILISATh HA
cxoBaHKy. BoHa KMiT/IMBa JiBYMHKA — TOYHO 3HAWNUIA OM HATIMHHIA CXOBOK.

3azupato 110 madu i opaszy nmomivaro Toil camuit cBetTp, y akomy Poys
npsiMyBalia 7o Jikaps MapkMaHa TOro JHs, KOJU s CIocTepirana 3a Hero. Bin
OXallHO BHUCUTh Ha OKCaMHUTOBIM Bimanmi. O0epexHO oOMalyro KHUIIEHI —
MOPO>KHI. Y KUIICHSIX POXKEBOTO MabTa, B IKOMY BOHA X0AuJa 70 JIrocib, Tex
HIYOT0, KpIM NapH PyKaBUYOK.

Ii Ty(QeNnbKd CTOSTh Ha MOJUIl — TaKi KPUXITHI, 110 3/1a€ThCs, HIOU 1X
MorJia 6 HOCUTH Ta MOPIIETSTHOBA JISIbKA, 1[0 CUIUTH Ha 1i JikKy. Bech omsr
aKypaTHO po3BilIaHuil. ¥ madi HemMae aHi MIyXJIsaj, aHl TOTAEMHUX BiJJIIICHb.
3maeTbes, B 1M1 KIMHATI OLIbIIE HifIE W ITyKaTH.

Pantom Mmiil mornsn magae Ha BENUKY OKCAMUTOBY CKPUHBKY IS
MpHUKpac, 10 CTOITh Ha KOMOJi. BoHa BUTIIAIa€ CTApOBUHHOK — MaOyTh,
nictanacst Poys Bin 6abyci.

BapTo MeH1 migHATH KpULIKY, K KpHUXiTHA OajepuHa MOYMHAE CBiif
TAHOK T/l TEHAITHY MEJIO/IIF0 My3HUYHOI CKPUHBKH.
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There are a few items in the box—a gold bangle, a necklace
with a cross, a ring with a pretty blue stone.

And there’s a drawer at the bottom. I slide it open.

Even though I’ve been expecting to find them, the sight of the
objects makes me gasp.

Rose didn’t just collect the sharp piece of glass and Lucille’s
box cutter. She’s hiding a small arsenal.

There’s also a pocketknife, a shiny shard from a broken
mirror, and an ice pick.

I don’t let myself think. I go on autopilot, snapping a picture
of the contents. As I close the lid, I hear Harriet’s voice from
downstairs, yelling my name.

I dig into my purse and grab the envelope for Rose, dropping
it onto the foot of her bed. I leave a tiny speck of blood on the
envelope from my cut finger, but it’s too late for me to open it and
just put the photo on her bed.

I take one last look to make sure everything else in the room
is as I found it, then exit and close the door silently behind me.

I hurry down the stairs, this time not worrying about making
noise.

Harriet is just beginning to try to climb the steps. She’s
breathing hard and leaning heavily on her cane.

“What were you doing up there?” she demands.

I feign innocence, even though my heart must be pounding as
hard as hers.

“I left a photo for Rose, like I told you.” Harriet is staring at
me intently. | try to conjure a look of innocence, but I’'m so shaken I
don’t know what she sees in my eyes.

She must know it would never take that long for me to merely
leave something for Rose.

“I don’t feel well. You need to leave,” she says.

I step toward the door. “Of course.”

Bceepenuni kibKka KOIITOBHOCTEH — 30JI0TMH Opacier, JaHILIOXKOK i3
XPECTUKOM Ta KabJlyuka 3 rapHUM OJJAKUTHUM KaMiHIEeM. A BHU3Y — IIyXJIsi/a.
Bucysaro ii moBiIbHO, 3aTaMyBaBIIX MOAMX. | X04 s OoyiKyBaja 3HAUTH TYT
10Ch MOJII0HE, BiJl T00aYE€HOTO NEPEXOILTIOE TTOINX.

Poy3 He npocTo npuxomnuiia ToOCTpUil yaaMoOK CKJa Ta KaHLEJSPCbKHI
Hik Jlrocinp — BoHa 3i0pana minuii apceHan. TyT 1 CkIagaHUN HOXHK, 1
ONMUCKYUYHMil yIaMOK PO30MTOro J3epKaiia, i TOCTPUIM HIXK IS KOJKHU JIBOIY.

Hamararounch HE 3aMUCITIOBATUChH Haj MOOAaYeHWM, HAaYe B TyMaHi,
¢doTorpadyro BMICT HIyXJISIW, a KOJIU 3aKpUBAIO ii, 3HHU3Y JIOJIMHAE TOJIOC
I"appieT — BOHA BUTYKY€ MO iM's1.

[Toxamem nictaro 3 cyMKH KOHBEpT AJisi Poy3, kuaaro Horo Oiis Jixkka,
HaBITh HE HAMAralO4MCh BUTEPTH KPUXITHY KPUBABY IUISIMKY, 110 JIUIIHAJIACS HA
mamepi Bii MOTO MOPI3aHOTO Majbll — 4yacy oOMaib, TOX IMPOCTO KAy
dotorpadiro mopyH.

Bocranne ornsnaio KiMHaTY, MEpeBIpsIOUM, YU BCE HA CBOIX MICISX,
TOJII BUXOJIXKY i 0€33BYYHO MPUUMHSIO IBEPI.

[Tocmimaro cxomamu BHHU3, BXKe HE TypOYIOUHCh Hpo Te, 100 He
HapoOUTH HTyMYy.

["appieT nuiie moynHae MiJHIMATUCS CXOJIaMH, BaXKKO CIIMPAIOYUCh Ha
TAJTUITIO 1 JIEJIBE TIEPEBOISIUU TTOMX.

— II{o BM Tam poOHIU? — 3alUTY€E BOHA.

Bnaro HeBUHHICTB, X04a MO€E ceplie, IEBHO, CTyKa€ HE MEHII T'YYHO, HIXK ii.

— 3amuana ¢ororpadiro st Poys, sk 1 kazana.

lappieTr npoHusye MeHe yBaxkHMM ToriisimoM. Hamaratocs 30epertu
CMOKIMHUI BUpa3 00auyys, aje s HACTUIbKH MPUTOJIOMIIEeHa T00aYeHuM, 110
HaBiTb HE YABIAI, WI0 BOHA MOXE MO0aYuTH B MOIX oOuax.
Bona ToyHO po3ymie — HIXTO O HE BUTPATHUB CTUIBKM Yacy JIMIIE Ha Te, 1100
3aJIUIINTHU SKYCh piu ais Poys.

— S1 morano ceGe nouyBaro. Bam kparie mitu, — Kaxke BOHa.

A po6itro KpoK 10 ABEpeil.

— 3BiCHO.

27



I can tell Harriet knows something has happened that has left
me shaken.

The loving, protective grandma who whisked Rose away
when her parents argued and who claimed Rose was with her when
Tina fell shifts slightly. She puts herself between me and the staircase,
like a guard.

I have no doubt that if I tried to rush past her to get to Rose’s
room again, she’d use her injured body to block me.

Waves of anger and fear roll across her face.

I open the door and step out, then bend down and slip on my
shoes.

Harriet’s voice calls out to me. She doesn’t sound angry any
longer. Now she’s pleading; it’s as if she’s seeking mercy.

Her words chill me to my core: “She’s just a little girl. She
needs her family.”

CHAPTER NINETEEN

I drive away as fast as I safely can, fleeing the darkness that
still feels like it’s trying to cling to me. I’'m not quite at the gate when
an incoming call lights up my Jeep’s console. Caller ID shows it’s
coming from the private school Rose attends.

I shouldn’t answer. I’m too shaken to concentrate.

But I’ve been trying to reach Rose’s teacher all week.

I pull over by the gate and put my Jeep in park, letting it ring
again while I try to steady my breathing.

“Stella Hudson.”

My voice sounds high and tight. I stare at the gate, wondering
if the camera is capturing me now. I reassure myself that even if there
is one with audio capabilities, my windows are rolled up. They can
watch me, but no one can hear me.

“Ms. Hudson, this is Diane Jackson. I’'m the principal of
Rollingwood Primary School.”

ITo ii ouax 6auy — ['appieT BimdyBae, 10 CTAIOCS IIOCh TAaKe, BiJl 4OTO
MEHE JI0C1 TPYCHUTb.

Pantom 00pa3 mo0isaoi, TypOoTnuBoi 6adyci — Tiei, mo 3abpaia Poys
IiJT Yac CBapKu OaThKiB, Ti€i, 1m0 mpucsrangacs, HiOW aiBYMHKA Oyna 3 HEro,
Ko Brana TiHa — mo4ynHae po3citoBaTucs. Ternep BoHa CTOITh MiX MHOIO 1
CX0JJaMH, MOB HEBOJIaraHHUI BapTOBHH.

51 neBHa, cripoOy# st MPOCIM3HYTH Haropy A0 KiMHatu Poy3, BoHa He
3aBara€ThCs 3aTyJUTH IPOXiJ CBOIM MOKAJIIYEHUM TIJIOM.

[i 06muuusm npobiraroTs xBuII THIBY i cTpaxy. S BimuunsiO 1Bepi it
BUXOJUKY, TOJI HAXUIISAIOCS, 1100 B3yTHUCH.

PanTom uyro ronoc 'appier. Y HbOMYy Bke HEMae THiBY, Temep BiH
3BYYHUTbH TaK, Ha4€ BOHA MOJHTH PO MUIOCEPIS.

[i cnoBa mpoHm3yroTH MeHe Hackpish: «BoHa X TpPOCTO ManeHbKa
TiBUMHKA. 1§ moTpiOHA CiM'sL.»

YACTUHA JEBSATHAJLATD

Muy moayxy, TIKalO4Yd BiJ TEMpSBH, sfKa BCE e HaMaraerbcs
BYENUTHUCS B MEHE CBOIMU UiNKUMH Nazypamu. He BcTuraro HaBiTh JiCTaTUCS
BODIT, SIK Ha IaHEe]l MOro JKUIA CHalaxye CUrHall BX1JHOTO A3BiHKa. Ha
€KpaHi BUCBIUYETbCS HOMEp IPUBATHOI IIKOJIM, J€ HaB4aeTbcsi Poys.
MeHi He BapTO BIANOBIIATH, S HAATO MPUTOJIOMIIEHA, 100 YITKO MHUCIHUTH.
[Ipote, s winui TUXKAEHb Hamaramacsi 3B'Si3aTHCS 3 Yy4MTenbkowo Poys.
3yNUHAIO MallMHy Mepel BopiTbMH. TenedoH NpOaOBXKYE HACTHPIUBO
BU/I3BOHIOBATH, TOKH 51 HAMArarocsi OraHyBaTH ceOe i BraMyBaTu CXBHJIbOBAaHE
JIUXaHHS.

— Crenmna XaacoH, — Mil rojoc 3ByYUTh HENPHUPOJHO BUCOKO MU
HanpyxeHo. Kujgaro mBuaKuil morjsg Ha BOpOTa, MIpKyrOUH, uu He (ikcye
MEHE 3apa3 Kamepa CIOCTEpeKEeHHS. 3aCMOKOWI0 cebe TYMKOIO, 110 HaBiTh
SKILIO TaM € Kamepa 3 (PyHKIIi€lo 3amucy 3ByKYy, MOI BIKHA LIUIBHO 3aYMHEHI.
Hexaii 3a MHOIO i criocTepiraioTh, ajie MOYyTH MEHE HE 3MOXKYTb.

— ITani Xancon, e Jasa JI)KeKCOH, TUPEKTOPKA MOJIOMAIMIOT KON
Posnninrsy .
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I’d left messages for Rose’s teacher, not the principal. She
must have passed them up the chain. Still, I go with it, taking my
notepad and pen out of my purse as I start to give the principal details
about my involvement in the case.

She cuts me off, her voice crisp.

“Rose Barclay was a student here only for a short time. Less
than a year. I’'m not sure I can be of any help.”

My mind snags on the word she used: was.

“My understanding is Rose will return to school,” I say. Ian
and Beth both told me the homeschooling was temporary; I’m certain
of it.

“That is not correct,” she tells me. “Rose is no longer a student
at Rollingwood. She won’t be returning.”

“Her parents withdrew her?” I ask.

Silence fills the line. Behind me, the enormous house looms
in my rearview mirror.

“Rose was asked to leave. We take violations of our rules very
seriously.”

It’s another enormous lie Ian and Beth conspired to make me
believe. When I first talked to Ian, he acknowledged colluding with
Tina. Now he’s colluding with his soon-to-be ex-wife. The one he
acts like he hates.

My head is spinning. Rose was expelled? “I don’t
understand.”

“I suggest you contact her former school if you’re seeking
more information.”

Rose is only nine. How many schools has she attended in her
short life?

I feel a tingle between my shoulder blades, a sixth sense
someone is watching me. My hand jerks out and hits the button to
make sure my doors are locked.

I whip around and look back in the direction of the house. No
one is behind me.

S 3anumana nosizomiieHHs BunTenbli Poys, a He nupexropui. MabyTb,
BOHA TIeperpaBuiIa X, aje IMOMpH Lie, 5 AICTaI0 3 CYMOYKH OJIOKHOT 3 PYYKOIO 1
MOYMHAIO MOSICHIOBATHU JAUPEKTOPIII CBOIO MPHUYETHICTH 0 CIIPABH.

Bona pi3ko nepepusae MeHe. Ii roj10c 3By4HTh BIEBHEHO.

— Poy3 bapknaii HaBuanacs y Hac 30BCiM HeAOBro. MeHIE poky.
borocs, st HaBpsAA 9K 3MOXKY BaM JOTIOMOITH.

MeHe 1iKaBUTh CJIOBO, K€ BOHA BXKHJIA: «HABYATIAC».

— Hackinpku Meni Binomo, Poy3 mae moBepHyTHCS 10 IIKOJIH, —

Kaky s. — len 1 ber 3ameBHssIM MeHe, IO JMOMAIlHE HaBYAHHI — IIC
TUMYAaCOBUH 3aXiJ 1 1 B [bOMY IIE€BHA.
— lle =e Tax, Bifpizae BoHa. — Poy3 Ounbmie He ydeHHIS

PosutinrByy i BOHA HE TIOBEPHETHCS /IO HABYAHHS TYT.
— Ii Garpku 3a0panu {i? — 3anuTyIO 5.

TenedgoHHy niHiIO 3aTIOBHIOE Ba)KKE MOBYAHHS. Y A3€pKaji 3aJHBOTO
BUJY g 6ady 0OpHCH BETHYE3HOr0 OYIMHKY, 1110 BUCOYI€ MO3adYy.

— Poy3 monpocunu mitu. Mu gyske cepito3HO CTaBUMOCS JI0 TOPYIICHb
MPABUI Y IIKOJII.

Ille onna BenuuesHa OpexHs, y Ky leH 1 ber 3MoBuIMCS BTATHYTH
MmeHe. I1ix yac Hamoi nepioi po3moBH leH 3i3HaBcs, 110 OyB y 3MOBi 3 TiHOIO,
a Ternep BiH Y 3MOBI 11I€ 31 CBOEI0 Mall0yTHHOIO KOJIMITHBOIO APY>KUHOIO. 3 TIEIO
caMol0, JI0 SIKOi, SIK BiH y/1a€, Bi{UyBa€ JIUILE OTHTY.

YV mene namopounTthes B rosiosi. Hesxke Poy3 Burnamu 31 mkomau?

— Ile sikech HEMOPO3YMIHHHL...

— SIxuro Bam moTpiOHA A01aTKOBA 1HPOPMAILIisl, PayKy 3BEPHYTHUCS 10
11 moInepeaHbO]1 IKOJIH.

Poy3 numie neB'ath pokiB. CKIIBKM 3K IIKUT BOHA 3MIHHJIA 32 CBOE
KOPOTKE KUTTSI?

PanroM mo cniuHI npobirae XoloA0K — IMIOCTE YYTTS IMiAKa3ye, MO0 3a
MHOIO cCIlOCTepiraroTb. Pyka MHMOBONI TATHETbCA JO KHONKH, 100
MEePECBITYUTHUCH, 110 IBEP1 3aMKHEHI.

51 obepTtarocs 1 BAMBIAOCS B OiK OYJMHKY, ajie M03aay — KOJAHOT JTyIi.
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I clear my throat and regain focus. “My job is to get Rose into
the best possible environment. That means I need to ask questions
that may seem like a violation of her privacy. But the law requires me
to do so. I can get a court order to release her records, but it would be
simpler for you to tell me. Why was Rose asked to leave?”

She exhales.

“Any student bringing a weapon to school faces immediate
expulsion.”

“A weapon?” I repeat.

“Rose brought a knife to school. Her teacher discovered it in
her backpack.”

My heart leaps into my throat.

“That’s all I can tell you.” The principal ends the call.

I think of the way Beth ushered me out of the plastic house
during our first meeting. And the grim expression I caught on Ian’s
face as I studied the vegetable gardens where Rose was supposedly
picking tomatoes at the time of Tina’s death. lan and Beth didn’t like
the idea of me being alone with Rose; I had to negotiate to take her
to Lucille’s. And Harriet—so warm and welcoming at first—didn’t
want me anywhere near Rose’s bedroom.

The pieces begin to fit together, as Charles promised they
would.

This shattered, battling family is united when it comes to the
little girl who is obsessed by weapons and who hides a book about a
sadistic serial killer beneath her pink comforter.

They are closing ranks around Rose.

— Tlocnyxaiite, — HapemTi MOPyIIyl0 THIIY, — MO€ 3aBJIaHHI —
3abe3neuntH Uil Poy3 Halikpaie moxuinBe cepepoBuile. Lle o3Haudae, mo s
Mal0 CTaBUTHU 3alUTaHHA, SKI MOXYTb 37aTUCS BTpydYaHHSIM Yy ii ocoOucre
KHUTTA, ajle LbOr0 BHMAarae 3akoH. Sl MOXy OTpuMaTu CyAOBUH opiep Ha
JOCTYI /10 i JOKyMeHTiB, ane Oyno O mpocTime, sKOM BU MPOCTO PO3MOBLIN
MeHi Bce. Yomy Poy3 monpocuiy 3aaunmTy mKosy ?

Bona Baxxo 3iTxae.

— bBynp-skuil yueHb, KOTpUHA NPUHOCUTH JI0 ILIKOJIM 30pOt0, MiJyIirae
HEeraifHOMY BiJIpaxyBaHHIO.

— 30po10? — MepenuTyio 1.

— Poy3 mpuHecna 10 MIKOAM HiX. Ii BumMTenpka 3Haiimma ioro B
PIOK3aKy.

Moe cepue CTUCKA€EThCS.

— Ile Bce, 1110 st MOXKY BaM MOBIJOMUTH, — JUPEKTOPKa pi3Ko 0OpHBae
pPO3MOBY.

JlyMKH BUXOpOM KpYXKJISIIOTh y TOJOBL. 3ragyro, sik ber mocmixom
BHBEJIa MEHE 3 IUIACTHKOBOrO OYJMHKY ITiJl 4ac HAMIOi TEpIIoi 3yCTpidi.
IToxmypuii norusiz lena, konu st orisgana MicelBicTb, 1e Poy3 HiOuTo 30upana
nomizopu B AeHb cMepTi Tinu. Sk len 1 ber Oynu npoTH 11€i 3aMuIIUTH MEHE
HaouHIi 3 Poy3, sk st Mycnia OyKBaJbHO BUIIPOIITYBATH J103BLI BIBE3TH ii 10
JIrocinb. A TappieT, crioyaTtky Taka NpUBITHA i MUJIA, KATETOPUYHO HE XOTLIa
MyCKaTH MEHE JI0 CHIANbHI IIBUNHKU.

[IImMaToukw 1i€i icTOPIi HAPEIITI CKIAAI0ThCS B €MHE LLJIE, SIK 1 Ka3aB
Yapiss.

151, cnoBHEHa CYTUYOK Ta MPOTHUPIY, POAMHA CTA€ OJHUM LIJIUM, KOJIH
CrpaBa CTOCYETbCS MAJICHbKOI JIBUMHKH, SIKA Ma€ HE3JA0POBY LIKABICTH 10
30pofi 1 XOBae mij] poKEeBOIO KOBAPOIO KHMKKY PO CepiitHOro BOUBIIIO-CAIUCTA.
Bonu Bci, sIK 0/1MH, 3aXUIIaI0OTh Poys3.
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CHAPTER THIRTY FIVE

I’m not ready to call it a night.

I exit the Beltway at Connecticut Avenue, a main artery that
leads into the heart of DC. My city is spectacular on this crisp fall
night, with the creamy marble of the Washington Monument soaring
into the inky sky, and Lincoln’s forever watchful figure anchoring the
west end of the National Mall.

I take the parkway that parallels the dark, gleaming Potomac
River, heading into Alexandria, Virginia. That’s where I grew up.

The neighborhood where my dad, mom, and I lived has
evolved, yielding to the hunger of suburban sprawl.

Back then, there weren’t artisanal coffee shops and wine-
tasting bars and apartment buildings with lobbies designed like
gorgeous living rooms. It was a neighborhood for working-class
folks, with a few parks and empty lots and some single-story homes
amid the clumps of town houses.

It’s easy to find my way back to ours. The redbrick facade is
unchanged, but the door is now painted navy blue and the landscaping
is far more elegant.

A graceful crepe myrtle stands in the center of the small
yard—its slender, pale branches bare for the season—and the lawn is
perfectly edged.

After we got Bingo, my dad built a simple wooden fence to
enclose the backyard, but it has been upgraded, too.

I can almost hear my mother’s voice, wafting from the kitchen
up to my bedroom: “Stella! Dinner!”

IfI didn’t answer right away—if | was watching Double Dare
or playing with Bingo—she’d hurry up the stairs, her footsteps light
and quick as a rapid heartbeat.

“There you are!” she’d say, the note of worry in her voice
dissolving by the final word.

YACTUHA TPUAUATH IT’ATH

Beuip e He yac 3aBepiryBaTH.

S 3" mkaro 3 KiutbleBoi Ha KOHHEKTHKYT-aBeHIO — apTepito, M0 Bele
no camoro cepus Bammnarrona. Lliei mpoxomogHOi OCIHHBOI HOYI MICTO
3a4apoBye€: KPEMOBUI MapMyp MOHYMeHTa BalmMHrTona mpoHU3y€e YOPHUIIbHY
TeMpsiBy Heba, a moctarh JIIHKOJIbHA, HEMOB BIYHWUN BapTOBUH, BHUCOYIE€ Ha
3axigHOMY Kparo HamioHnanpHOT anei.

[Ipsimyro MapkoBOKO JOPOror B3AOBK TeMHUX Boj Iloromaky, mio
BHOJHMCKYIOTh Y miThbMi. Mili X Bene 10 Anekcanupii, mo y Bipmkunii —
MiCTa MOTO JUTHHCTBA.

PatioH, qe KOIUCh MEIIKAIN MU 3 OaTbKaMHM, HEBIIMHHO 3MIHIOBABCS M1
HATUCKOM HEBraMOBHUX MepeAMiCcTb. To/li TyT 1 TafiKu HE Mayu 1npo KpadToBi
KaB'ApHi, BUHHI Oapy 4u 0araTormoBepXiBKU 3 BECTHOIOISMH, IO HaraayloTh
po3kimHi BitanbHi. Lle OyB poOITHHYMIT KBapTall: KilbKa MapKiB, MyCTUPIB 1
CKPOMHHX OIHOTIOBEPXOBHX OYIMHOYKIB, 3aryOJIeHUX cepen JIabipuHTy
TayHXayCiB.

Hopory no Hamoro OyIWHKY 5 3HAXO/DKYy 0€3 IKOJHHX 3YCHIIb.
Hernsuuii ¢acan 3anvmmBcs HE3MIHHHMM, XO04a JIBEpl Terep BUOJIUCKYIOTh
TEMHO-CUHBOIO (papOoto, a moABiIp's HaOyso BUllykaHoro BUrsiay. [locepen
HEBEJIMYKOrO JBOPHUKA BUCOYIE€ TpalliiHUi KpemoBUMl MUPT — HOro TOHKI,
OUIACTI BITH OTOJMJIMCS 10 NMPHUXOAY 3UMH, @ CMaparJoBHil ra3oH i/1ealbHO
nigctprwkenuit. Konucs, konn mu 3aBenu binro, Tato 3maiicTpyBaB nmpocTtuii
JIepeB'ssHUM MMapKaH HAaBKOJIO 33 JHOTO MOJBIP'S — TENep 1 BiH JIEII0 3MIHUBCSL.
31aeTbes, A 10C1 4yl0 MaMUH TojocC, L0 JIMHYB 13 KyXHI JI0 MO€I KiMHATH:
«Crenno! Beueps rorosa!» Konm g He BiArykyBaiacs oipasy, 3axoOIUIEHa
neperisiiom «Double Dare» um rporo 3 biHro, BoHa MHUTTIO mMigHIManach
CXOJaMHM Haropy, 1 ii KpOKY 3By4ajii JIETKO i IIBUAKO, Haue MPUCKOPEHE OUTTS
cepusl.

«Ocpb e Tu!» — BUTyKyBaJia BOHA, 1 TPUBOTA B ii TOJIOCI TaHyJIa HA OCTAHHBOMY
CJIOBI.
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My mother had significant anxiety. I recognize that now.
When her life imploded, she self-medicated, perhaps because help
wasn’t available to her, or because she didn’t know how to get it.

When she died, she was a couple of years older than [ am now.
Only a few wispy fragments of her remain. The cardboard memory
box in my house. Her gentle voice singing John Denver’s “Annie’s
Song” as she put me to bed. Her whispered “No ... please” on the
night she died.

After I went to live with my aunt, I overheard her talking
about my mother to her husband, her thin lips pursing as she scrubbed
dishes in a sink filled with soapy water.

“Trashy ... always had the boys chasing her ... thought she’d
just glide through life ... she was an embarrassment.”

I wanted to burst into the room and scream at her: Stop!

The protest welled up in my throat, but I couldn’t release it.

So I turned and went back to my room. I never defended my
mother. Not to my aunt. Not on the night she died, when I could have
gotten out of the closet and maybe saved her.

Not even to myself.

I reach for my phone and enter her name into a search engine.
Nausea rises in my throat, but I force myself to take deep breaths and
look at the results.

I’ve spent so much time digging into Tina’s death. Don’t I at
least owe my own mother that same effort?

Detective Garcia was right about the deaths of nobodies. My
mother merited two lines in the police blotter: Mary Hudson, 40,
found dead of a suspected drug overdose in a Northeast DC
apartment. Police urge anyone with information to come forward.

The detective also told me cold cases never disappear. Files
are kept for perpetuity.

[ attach the link to an email and address it to Detective Garcia.

Tenep s po3ymiro — MOSI MATH JKWJIa B TIOJIOHI BIaCHUX cTpaxiB. Komu 11
CBIT MOYaB pyHHyBaTHucCs, BOHA Hamaranacs 3UUIUTH cebe cama. MoxiuBo,
CrpaBXHsA AonomMora Oyna Juist Hel HEJOCSHKHOIO, a MOXKE, BOHA IPOCTO HE
3HAJIA SIK 11 TTIOMPOCHUTH.

Konu BoHa momepiia, BoHa OyJia JIMIIE TPOXU CTApPIIOKD, HIXK S 3apas.
Bce, 1110 B MeHe 3anunimniiocs — e KapTOHHA CKPUHBKA ITaM'sTi PO HEel B MOEMY
nomi. i marigmmit ronoc, mo HacmiByBaB «Annie's Song» Jxona Jlensepa,
KOJIM BOHA BKJIaJajia MEHE CIIaTH. 11 OCTaHHiM et Tiei Houi: «Hi... Gmaraioy.

[TizHimme, BXe XHUBYYH Y TITKH, S BHUIIQJKOBO Mijciyxaja, sSIK BOHA
roOBOpHUIIA IIPO MOIO MATIp 3i CBOIM 4YoJIOBiKOM. Ii TOHKI I'yOu CTHCKAmMCs BCe
MIITHIIIIe, TTOKM BOHA TEpJia MOCY] Y PaKOBUHI, TOBHI MIIIBHUX OyJIb0AIIOK.

— JlerkoBaskHa... XJIONI[i TAOyHaMHU 3a HEtO Oiraiu... BCl AyMaiu, BOHA
MPOCTO ITyPXa€ IO KHUTTIO... TaHb0A, Ta i TOI.

Meni KOpTUIO yBIpBaTHCS A0 KIMHATH 1 3aKpuyaTH: «3aMOBKHHU!»
CrnoBa mpoOTECTy 3acTPATIM B TOpJii HEBUMOBJICHUM KIyOKoM. HaTtomicTh s
MIPOCTO PO3BEpHYJACSA 1 BTEKJIA 10 CBOEI KIMHATHU. S HIKOIM HE cTaBajia Ha
3axucT marepi. Hi mepen TiTkor0, Hi Ti€i paranpHOi HOYI, KOJIM MOTJIa BUWTH 3
madu 1, MOXKIIUBO, BPATYBATH 11 )KUTTSL.

HagiTb nepes B1acHOIO COBICTIO.

TpeMTsuuMH NaJblsIMM TATHYCS 710 TenedoHy 1 BBOIXKY ii iM'S B
nomyky. Hygora niactymae no ropia, ane s 3MyInyo cede riimOoKo BIAUXHYTH
1 TOUBUTHUCS Ha PE3YJIbTATH.

Sl BUTpaTUIIa CTUIBKYU Yacy, po3ciiaytoud cMepTh TiHU. X10a He BUHHA
sl BIACHi#M Matepi xo4a 06 Takoi > BiTAHOCTI?

HerextuB T'apcist mana pamito — HIXTO He BOuBaB ii. Mos MaTtu
3aciIy’kujia JIMILIE J1Ba PAAKU B MoJileiicbkoMy OroneteHi: «Mepi Xaocow, 40
POKi8, 3HAlIOeHa MepMBOI0 8i0 Neped03V8aH s 8 KGAPMUPI HA NIBHIUHOM) CX0O0L
oxpyey Konymbia. IIpocumo ecix, xmo 6onodic 0y0b-aKow iHpopmayicro,
36epHYMUCS 00 NONIYIL.»

JleTekTuB Ka3ana mpaBay ¥ PO iHIIE — HEPO3KPUTI CIIPaBU HIKOJIH HE
BMHpPaIOTh. BOHM KUBYTH BIYHO.

TpeMTsuyuMU MaJIbIIMU MPUKPITUIIOK0 MOCHJIAHHS 0 €IEKTPOHHOTO
JUCTa | ajpecyto ioro netekTuBy ['apcii.
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She was my mother, I type. And I'm finally trying to find out
what happened that night.

CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX

After about ten minutes, [an squats down to face Rose.

“Honey, I need to peel away and make some work calls. You
can spend some time with Stella. I’ll be back here to meet you guys
for lunch.”

Rose looks over at me, and I hold my breath, waiting. Then
she nods. I feel a strange sense of triumph, as if [’ve passed a test.

Still, I’'m not letting down my guard. I thought Rose and I had
connected at Lucille’s, too.

“Where should we go next?” I ask Rose as lan walks away. |
consult the map on the wall and follow his example by listing options:
“Jellyfish? The Australia exhibit?” She shakes her head. “How about
Shark Alley?”

She nods, and I orient myself before we begin to walk. The
aquarium is growing more crowded now that it’s mid-morning. I keep
an eye out for the trio of women as well as other children. We pass a
few going in the opposite direction, but Rose doesn’t react. A girl who
looks a little older than Rose, however, turns to stare. She could be
admiring Rose’s distinctive hair or sensing some difference or
damage in Rose. It’s impossible to say.

Shark Alley is at the far end of the aquarium. While we walk
there, Rose occasionally pauses to look at exotic fish or waxy tree
frogs. As she lingers to study a harlequin tuskfish, the thin blue light
coming from the tank illuminates the soft curve of her cheek, her
straight nose, and her ringlets. Rose’s profile reminds me of the
cameo necklaces that were popular in the nineteenth century.

I don’t have a lot of time with her. I need to jump right in.
“You must feel so angry sometimes.”

She blinks twice—the only signal I’ve caught her off guard.
“Maybe you feel sad and scared, too.”

— Bona 6yna mocro mamip'to, — nuwy . — 1 5 napewmi 2omosa
Oi3HAMUCs NPABOY NPO MYy Hiy.

YACTHUHA TPUALATD LHICTh

3a gecaTh XBUIMH leH omyckaeTbest HaBmovinku nepea Poys.

— Coneuko, MeHI Tpeba BiUTyYUTHCS Ha KiJIbka poOOYHX JI3BIHKIB.
[Mobyxnem Tpoxu 31 Ctemnorw? S moBepHycs 10 00iqy, 1 MU 3yCTPIHEMOCS TYT.

Poy3 mnepeBoauTh mHOIIsA[ Ha MEHE, 1 1 3aBMHUpPAI0 B OUIKYBaHHI.
Hapemri BoHa kuBae. MeHe OXOIUTIOE JUBHE BIAUYTTS IEPEMOTH, Hade s
CKJIaja SIKWUCh BaXJIMBHM iciuT. [IpoTe, s HE 103BOJIAI0 COO1 po3CIaOUTHC.
Bocranne, konm MeHi 31a10¢s, o Mu 3 Poy3 moposyminucs — 0yio y JIrociss.

— Kynu nigemo nani? — 3anutyto s B Poys, konu len 3HMKae 3 nosis
30py.BuBuaroun mMamy Ha JOIIII, TEPETIUyI0 MOXKIIMBI BapiaHTH:

— Meny3u? Apcrpainiiicbka BUCTaBKa?

BoHa 3anepedHo XHUTa€ rojoBolo.

— Moxe, no anei akyn?

OTpumaBIIM CXBIBHUH KHBOK, 5 IIBHIKO OpIEHTYIOCS 1 MH
BUpYyIIaeMo. B akBapiymi Bjke uuMMalio BiJBiyBadiB — paHOK y posmaii. S
YBa)KHO CTEXKY 3a IPYTIOI0 3 TPHOX JKIHOK 1 BOJTHOYAC HE BUITYCKAIO 3 TTOJIS 30PY
iHmuMx aitedl. Ham Ha3ycTpiy NpoXoauTh KijbKa JrojeH, ane Poy3 He 3BepTae
Ha HUX yBaru. TiIbKM AIBUMHKA, TPOXH cTapiua 3a Poy3, obGepraeTbcsi Ham
ycnia. MoxuuBo, ii 3auapyBajio He3BHuaiiHe Bosoccs Poys, a Moxke, BoHa
Bi/IUyJIa B Hii MIOCh OCOOJIMBE UM MOMITHJIA TIHb MEPEKUTOI TPaBMH. XTO3HA.

Anes akyn po3TalloBaHAa B HaijanblIOMy 3aKyTKy akBapiyma.
Hoporoto Poy3 pa3 y pa3 3ynuHsIE€ThCS, 3a4apoBaHa TO €K30THYHUMU prudamu,
TO JNUCTSHUMH *abamu. Koiau BoHa 3aBMHpae mepesl akBapiyMoM 3 pHOOIO-
apJIeKiHOM, M'siKe OJIaKUTHE CAWBO OKPECIIOE HIKHUI BUTHH i1 IIOKHU, MPIMUN
HiC 1 KaOIy4KH Ha MajblsiX. Y Npodiib BOHA Harajaye CTapoOBUHHY KaMero —
TaKi HOCWJIM Ha HAMHUCTAaX Y JEB'ATHAISTOMY CTOJITTI.

Yacy B Hac oOMainb. Tpeba aisitu 3apas.

— MalyTb, 4acoMm TH BiiUyBa€ll CTPAIICHHUH THIB.

Bona kiinae aBivi — €QuWHA O3HAKa TOrO, IO MOI CJIOBa 3acTaiu il
3HeHallbka. — HamneBHo, T0O1 Tak0X CyMHO 1 JISIYHO.
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Rose doesn’t pull down her shield. She hasn’t shut me out.

I do something I’ve only done with a very few people before,
and never a client.

I open up.

“It happened to me, too, Rose. I became mute after my mother
died. I couldn’t talk for a while. I was seven.”

Rose turns to face me. One half of her face is in the light, the
other cloaked in shadows.

“I was in survival mode. I didn’t trust anyone around me. I’d
wake up in the middle of the night and want to cry out for her, but I
couldn’t.”

I can’t mask the quaver in my voice.

“I felt completely alone, like I was in a tunnel and no one
could reach me. But you’re not alone, Rose. I don’t know what’s
going on, but [ want to help you.”

Rose looks at me for another few seconds, then turns and
glances back into the aquarium tank. I hope she’s letting my words
sink in.

After a moment, she continues walking to Shark Alley. A
three-story walking ramp with a metal railing zags through the middle
of the massive exhibit. The lighting is very dim. All around us are
glass walls holding back the creatures in the tank. We’re in the center
of their world, not the other way around.

Sand tiger sharks and largetooth sawfish glide by, endlessly
circling us.

Rose stands in the middle of it all, spellbound.

She watches the sharks. I watch her.

Is there an incremental softening in her? Is she beginning to
trust me? I can’t say for sure, but I think so.

A few people pass us—a young couple, then a dad with a
toddler in a backpack—but Rose is content to stay in place.

Poy3 He X0OBaeTbeCs 32 CBOIM 3BHYAHUM MIMTOM. He BiICTOPOHIOETHCS
Bix MeHe. | Toi st poOitto Te, Ha 10 HaBa)KyBaJlacs JIMIIE 3 KiTbKOMA JTFOJIbMU,
1 HIKOJIM — 3 KJIIEHTOM.

51 BiAKpHBarO CBOE ceplie.

— 31 MHOI0 OyI10 Te came, Poy3. [Ticns cMepTi Mamu st BTpaTuia rojoc.
He Morna BumoBuTH aHi ciioBa. MeHi Toai Oyio ciM.

Poy3 obepraerbes 10 mene. [lonoBuHa 11 00IMYYS KyHaeThes B CSIBI,
Jpyra TOHE B TEMPSIBI.

— S mpocro Hamaramacsi BWKUTH. He moBipsima »XomHiM maymmi.
[Ipokupanacs cepen HOYl 1 XOTijia MOKJIUKATH MaMy, ajieé HE MOTJIa BUJIATH i
3BYKY.

Miii ronoc 3paiKye MeHEe TPEMTIHHSIM.

— S mouyBamacsi 0e3MEXHO CaMOTHBOIO, Hadye ONUHHUIACH B
HECKIHUEHHOMY TYHeNi, KyAu He JOJHHAB >XOJAeH roioc. Ane T, Poys, He
cama. Sl He 3Har0, IO KOIThCS, aJIe X049y JOMOMOITH TOO1.

Poy3 1ie kifibka CeKyH]] BAUBIISETHCSA B MOE O0JINYYS, TIEPII HIXK 3HOBY
MOBEPHYTHUCS 10 akBapiyma. CrioiBarocs, MOi CIIOBa 3HAXOMATH IIISAX JO il
cepusl.

3a MUThH BOHA pyIIa€e Aai, 0 aKkyjsdoi anei. TpuspycHuil manmyc i3
METaJIeBOI0 OTOPOKEI0 BeJEe Hac Kpi3b CaMiCIHbKE Ceple BelIu4ye3HOi
excrio3uuii. CBITIO TYT HpuUIIylIeHe, Maike npuMapHe. CKIsSHI CTiHH, L0
YTPUMYIOTh BOJSTHUX MELIKAHIIIB, OTOUYIOTh HAC 3 yCiX OOKiB. MU onMHMINCS
B LIEHTP1 IXHBOT'O CBITY, @ HE BOHH — HAIIOTO.

[Timani TUrpoBI aKylu Ta BEJETEHChKI PUOU-TIMIM HEKBAIUIMBO
MPOIJIMBAIOTh MOB3 HAC, ONUCYIOUM HECKIHUYEHHI KOJIa Y CBOEMY ITiJIBOTHOMY
TaHII.

Poy3 3aBmmpae mocepea IbOrO MiABOJHOTO IAPCTBA, 3a4apoBaHa
BujoBUIIeM. BoHa cmoctepirae 3a akynamu, a g 3a Hero. MOXJIMBO, BOHA
MoYMHa€e MeHi NoBipsATH? Baykko cka3aTH HaleBHE, alie MOCh TAKU 3MIiHIOETHCS.

[ToB3 Hac MPOXOAATH JIOAM — CIIOYATKY MOJIOJa mapa, HoTiM 0aThKo 3
HEMOBJISIM y PIOK3aKy-KeHTypy, aiie Poy3, 37aeThcs, IIIKOM 3al0BOJICHA
JTUIIATHACS HA MICIT.
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“It must feel so strange to not have Tina around,” I say softly.
“I remember when my mother died, I couldn’t understand it. How
could she be here one moment and gone the next?”

Rose turns to face me. She’s standing slightly above me on
the slanted ramp, which gives her an extra foot of height.

I take a step closer to her before I realize why I’'m doing it.

I don’t like the illusion that she’s almost as big as me.

I’ve thought about what I would have wanted someone to say
to me after my mother died. Now I use those words with Rose. But I
temper them to cover all the possibilities.

“The whole world changed for you. Nothing is the same
anymore.”

Rose is staring intently at me. I feel a hitch in her energy, as
if we’re linked by a current.

I’'m getting through to her. Something I’ve said struck a nerve.

I’m about to continue probing when a mom and daughter
appear above us on the ramp. The girl appears to be only a couple of
years younger than Rose, but she looks like another species in her
worn jeans and butterfly sweater, with messy hair and a bouncy gait.

The mom has a baby in a front carrier and a diaper bag looped
over her shoulder. She’s a dozen yards behind.

“Olivia, slow down!”

The little girl reaches Rose and blurts out, “What’s your
name?”

“Hi,” I reply. “I’m Stella and this is Rose.”

Olivia looks Rose up and down.

“How old are you?”

I try to gauge Rose’s comfort level. She doesn’t appear
bothered by the interaction, so I let it play out.

Rose lifts her hands and holds up nine fingers.

“She’s nine. Four years older than you, Olivia.”

The mom looks at Rose for an extra beat, then at me.

“We don’t want to bother you. Come along, Liv.”

— Hanesno, Tak auBHO 6e3 TiHM MOPYY, — THUXO MPOMOBIISIIO 5. —
Konu He cTanmo Mo€i MaMu, s HISIK HE MOIJIa 30arHyTu: sIK 1€ — LIOHHO Oyna
TYT, 1 panToM... 3HUKJIA?

Poy3 oGepraerbcst 1o MeHe. CToAYM TPOXU BHILE Ha MOXHIOMY
MaH/IyCl, BOHA Maii’ke PIBHAETHCS 31 MHOIO 3pOCTOM.

S MuUMOBOJI1 poOJTIO KPOK 710 HET, MepII HIXK YCBIIOMIIIOI YoMy. MeHi
HE MoA00a€eThCs LA 1TF031s — T€, 1[0 BOHA 3/1a€THCSI Mai’Ke TaKOIO 3K BUCOKOIO,
SK 5. S moBro gymaina mpo Te, SKi cJoBa XOTUIa O MOYyTH cama ITiCisi CMepTi
Mamu. Tenep kaxy ix s Poys, ane m’sikiie, J03BOJISIOYH i BITUYTH BCE I10-
CBOEMY.

— TBgiit cBiT nepeBepHyBcsi. Bee 3minmmnocs Hazaxau. [lormsan Poy3
MPOTIiKae MEHE HACKPI3b.

S BimuyBaio, SK MK HaMH WyJbCy€ HEBHAMMA EHEpris, Hade
EJNIEKTPUYHHI cTpyM. S po3yMmito: MEHi BajIocs MPOOUTHUCS KPi3b 11 3aXUCHUN
Myp. Moi cioBa 3auenuiu MOCh TAHMOOKO BeepenuHi. S Maibke 3BakuiIacs
KOIIHYTH TJiHOlIe, KOJIM Haropi Ha MaHAycl 3'ABUJIMCA MaMma 3 JIOHBKOIO.
JliBUMHKa BUTJSA€ JUIIE TPOXH MOJIONMIO 3a Poys, ame 3maerscs
CTBOPIHHAM 3 IHIIOTO CBITy Y CBOIX IIOHOIIEHUX JUKMHCAX, CBETpl 3
MeTeIUKaMH, 3 CKYHOBKEHOI YYIPUHOK 1 KBAaBOIO XOJOK. li Marw,
BIJICTaBIIIM METPIB Ha JECATh, HECE MAJIOKa B CIIHTY Ha IpysX, a Ha Iiedl —
TENINAETHCSA CyMKa 3 MIATY3KaMHU.

— OumiBie, HE JeTH Tak!

JiBunHka migackoumia 10 Poys.

— Sk Tebe 3ByTh?

— Ilpusit, — o3Baniacs . — Mene 3Batu Cremia, a ue Poys.

OuniBis IPUCKIMIMBO OrJIsAHYJa Poy3 3 HIr 10 rojoBH.

— To01 ckiibkH poKiB?

Sl Hamaramacs 3po3yMiTH, Yd HE Hampyxye Poy3 1ie chiKyBaHHS.
Cxoxe, BOHO i1 He OCHTEXHIIO, TOXK sI HE CTaja BTpydarucs. Poy3 migHsia
PYKH, IOKa3yIOUYH J€B'SITh MaNbLIiB.

— Tit nes'saTh pokis. Ha woTupu poku crapma 3a tede, OmiBsie.

Mama niepesena normsg 3 Poys Ha MeHe.

— Mu He XoueMo BaM 3aBakaTu. Xoxaimo, JIiB.
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I think about how I would’ve wanted my condition to be
explained when I was a kid.

“Rose isn’t talking right now, but she can hear everything you
say.” I keep my tone casual, and I don’t overexplain. “This is a good
spot to watch the sharks, if you want to stay.”

The mom smiles easily and sets down her diaper bag with a
relieved sigh.

“Well, Olivia will talk enough for the both of them.”

It’s true; Olivia is one of those happy-go-lucky kids who
keeps up a steady stream of chatter. She’s apple-cheeked and quick
to smile.

She tells Rose that sharks never sleep, and it’s funny, but I
swear | can feel the frustration surge in Rose. She probably wants to
tell Oliva that sharks have restful or inactive periods, and the issue is
far more complex than most people realize.

Olivia moves closer to Rose and grabs her hand.

“Look at my necklace. I got it for my birthday. It has an O for
Olivia.”

Rose tries to pull back, but Olivia grabs her hand again.

“You can touch it if you want!” She doesn’t give Rose a
choice; she pulls her hand to her necklace.

I don’t intervene. Rose doesn’t need my protection.

“Why don’t you talk or smile?”” Olivia asks.

Olivia’s question isn’t aggressive, but I can feel a shift in the
atmosphere.

The mom doesn’t seem to hear what’s going on; her baby has
begun to fuss, and she’s walking back and forth a few feet away.

“Huh?” Olivia probes.

As if in slow motion, I see Rose reach into the pocket of her
sweater. I lunge toward her.

I know what Rose sometimes keeps in her sweater pockets. |
see the flash of something shiny a split second before I grab Rose’s
arm.

S 3ragana, sk cama XOTia OM TOYYTH TOSICHEHHS CBOTO CTaHy B
JIUTUHCTBI.

— Poy3 3apa3 He po3MOBIIsi€e, ajle Uy€e KO>KHE Ballle CII0BO.

51 roBopuiia HEBUMYILIEHO, O€3 3aiiBOro ApamMaTusMy.

— Tyt uynoBe micue, moO cmocrepiraTd 3a akyinamMu. Moxere
3aJIMILUTHCS, SKIIO XOUeTe.

Mama M'sIKO TOCMIXHYJIAcs 1 3 SBHUM IOJICTTIEHHSM OITyCTHIIA CYMKY 3
i ATy3KaMH.

— Mo x, OiBist TOYHO TOBOPUTHME 32 HUX 00OX.

I ue Oyna npasna — OniBis Hanekana A0 TUX LIACIUBHUX AITEH, sIKi HE
BMIIOTh MOBYaTW. PyM'sHa, 3 JIETKOIO TMOCMIIIKOIO Ha  OOJWYYI.
Bona posnosinae Poy3s, 1110 akyjiu HIKOJIM HE CIUIATh, 1 11€ KyMEIHO, aie s
Maibke ¢ismuHO BimuyBaro po3uapyBaHHs Poys. HameBno, i xopTHuTh
nosicHuTi OiBii, 1110 aKyJIM MalOTh IIEPi0JIU CIIOKOIO Ta 3HUKEHOI aKTUBHOCTI,
1 1Ie mUTaHHs HAabaraTo CKIIQIHIIIE, HIXK OUTBIIICTE JIF0IeH COO01 ySIBIISE.

OumniBig niactynae 6mkde 10 Poy3 1 xanae ii 3a pyky.

— JluBuch, sike B MeHe Hammcro! MeHi mojapyBadu Ha JeHb
HapokeHHd. bauni OykBy «O»? Lle o3Havae «OmiBisn».

Poy3 namaraerbcs BicTopoHuTHCs, asie OiBis 3HOBY Xarae ii 3a pyky.

— Moen TOpKHYTHCS, SIKII0 Xo4dent!

Bona He 3anuimae Poy3 Bubopy, TATHYYH 11 pyKy 10 HAMHCTA.

41 He BTpyuatocs. Poy3 He notpedye MOro 3axucTy.

— YoMy TH He pPO3MOBISENI 1 HE MOCMIXAeUIcsA? — JIONUTYEThCS
OuiBisl.

V ii nuTaHHI HEMAa€E 3710CTI, JUIIE MUPUN TIOIUB, aje s BIAUYBalo, 5K
HacTpill pO3MOBHU PAINITOBO 3MIHIOETHCS.

Martu, 37a€ThCs, HE Yy€ Hamol pPO3MOBH — ii HEMOBIS II0YaJO
BEpeIyBaTH, 1 BOHA 3aKOJHUCYE MOro, MOXOKAIOUM TYAM-CIOJM 3a KUIbKa
KpOKIB BiJl MEHE.

— Hy? — ne BramoByeThcst OmiBis.

HemoB y crioBiibHeH1H 3iiomill, s Oady, ik Poy3 TSArHeThCs 10 KUIIEHI
cBerpa. S kunatocs 110 Hei. S 3Har0, 110 Poy3 1HOAI HOCUTDH y KUIIEHSX CBETPIB.
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Then I freeze, my hand in midair. It’s a silver tube of lip gloss.

Relief pours through me. It seems as if Rose wants to show
one of her little treasures to Olivia, perhaps in exchange for seeing
the necklace.

Rose twists open the gloss and dabs a bit onto her lips. The
vivid red is gaudy against her porcelain skin. I can’t imagine Beth
letting Rose buy it, or possessing this shade herself.

Plus, the brand is cheap, the kind you’d buy in a drugstore,
with the fake silver chipping off the tube.

Where did Rose get it?

Then Ashley’s words float back into my mind: Tina would
sometimes put a little lip gloss on Rose when she got ready to go out.

Perhaps Rose took this from Tina’s room. It looks like the
shade she was wearing in the video Pete sent me.

Did Rose take it as a way to stay close to her nanny?

Or as another trophy?

Olivia keeps up her happy chatter.

“Can I see it?”

She reaches for the lip gloss, but Rose jerks it away.

The baby is fussing loudly now. His mom bends down
awkwardly, reaching into the diaper bag and murmuring something
about a pacifier that was just there. I want to help her—to offer to
find the pacifier or hold the baby—but I can’t take my eyes off Rose.
I can feel her anger rising; it’s palpable.

“No fair! I let you touch my necklace!” Olivia lunges,
grabbing for the lip gloss.

Rose throws out her free hand and pushes the little girl. Olivia
staggers back before falling on her behind. She catches herself before
she rolls backward beneath the railing, coming perilously close to
tumbling off the edge of the platform.

“Oh, no—honey! Are you okay?” Her mother rushes over, her
baby now wailing.

[lepmr HiK BCTHrar0 CXOHOUTH 1i 3a PYyKy, JIOBIIO TOTJISIIOM JIEb
HOMITHHAI MeTaJi4yHui BimOnaucK. S 3acTWrar0 Ha Micli — II€é BCHOI'O JIHII
CpibscTHil TFOOWK OMHCKY IJIs TYO.

Mene HakpuBae XBWJIS IOJIETIIEHHs. 31a€Tbesi, Poy3 mpocrto xoue
noautuTucs 3 OMiBi€l0 OMHUM 31 CBOIX TMOTAEMHUX CKapOiB, MOXIJIHBO, Yy
BIAMOBib Ha 1i HaMHCTO. POy3 BiKpHBae TIOOWK 1 MPOBOAUTH OJIMCKOM IO
rybax. SIckpaBo-uepBOHMI BIATIHOK KpUYYyIEe KOHTPACTYE 3 i OIOCHIKHOIO
mkiporo. He Moxy ysButh, mo6 bet no3Bonuna Poy3 kynutu takuii abo cama
KOpHCTyBajiacs MOIIOHIM KOJIbOpoM. J[o TOTo kK, IIe JeleBa MapKa 3 alnTeKH,
HECIPaB)KHE CPi0JI0 BXKE BIATYIIYEThCS BiJl TIOOMKA.

3Binku BiH y Poy3?

I pantom cnoBa Enuti cnanaxyrots y nam'sati: «Tina iHozi naBana Poys
TPOXHU OIUCKY AJIs TyO, KOJM Ta 30Mpaiiacsi HaJaBip.»

MabyTs, Poys B3sina itoro 3 kimHatu Tinu. Komip my»ke cxoxwii Ha TOH,
akuM ~ Oynmu  HadapboBani i  ryom Ha  Bimeo  Bim  IliTa.
s Poys 1ie crioci0 BiguyTH OIU3BKICTH O CBO€T HAHI? UM IpOCTO 11e OAuH
cyBeHip?

— MoxHa rissnyTu? — mebede OniBisl, HE BTaMOBYIOUHCh.

Bona Taraerscst nmo Omucky, ame Poy3 pi3ko BIJICMHUKYE PYKY.
HeMoBIIs Temep po3pHBaeThCS Bijf mauy. Moro MaTy He3rpabHO HAXMIAETHCS
70 CYMKH 3 MiJAry3KaMu, OypMOYy4YHd HIOCh MPO MYCTYIIKY, siKa Mana O Tam
OyTH. Sl X0uy 1OMOMOTTH, 3alIPOIIOHYBATH MOIIYKATH i Y MOTPUMATH AUTUHY,
asie He MOXKY BizBecTu norisia Big Poys. S ¢i3uuHo BiauyBaro, ik HapocTae ii
THIB.

— Ile meuecno! 5 x gana ToO1 MOAUBHUTHUCI MOE HAMUCTO!

OmniBis poOUTH pI3KMIA pPUBOK, HaMararO4uch CXONUTH OJMCK.
Poy3s MuTTEBO mpocTsrae BUIBHY pPYKY BIEpel 1 IITOBXAa€ [IBYMHKY.
OumniBisl MOXUTYEThCS, BTpayae piBHOBAry i majaae Haszaa. BoHa KOTHThCS 110
MOPY4YHIB, HEOE3MEUHO HAOIMIKAIOUUCH IO Kparo TIaT(OpMH.

— O, Hi, mo6a! Tu B nopsaaxy?

[i MaTu KMpaeThCS 10 MeHe, a AUTHHA 3aXOAUTHCS MLIAYEM.

— MemHi Tak mkona, e 0yJo...
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“I’'m so sorry—it was—" The words dry up in my throat. It
wasn’t an accident. Olivia wouldn’t have been seriously hurt if she’d
fallen through. The drop is only about two feet. Still, my heart is in
my throat.

“You shouldn’t push. That isn’t nice,
admonishes Rose.

Rose slides the lip gloss back into her pocket and turns her
back on us. The mom takes Olivia’s hand and they walk away.
Olivia’s high voice floats back to us: “I don’t like that girl. She’s bad.”

I know what is going to happen even before I move to look at
Rose. Our fleeting connection is severed. The shutters have fallen
over her eyes. She’s unreachable.

2

the other mother

CHAPTER SIXTY

I don’t like Harriet walking behind me, out of my line of
vision.

At least the tapping of her cane against the floor provides a
reference point. I don’t release the breath I’'m holding until I reach
the kitchen and duck to the side of the open doorway.

“Normally I don’t drink alcohol unless it’s a special occasion,
but this feels like one.” Harriet’s voice enters the room a moment
before she does.

“What do you mean?”

“Talking about Ian and Beth’s possible reconciliation put me
in a festive mood. I’'m hoping Beth will withdraw her divorce petition
soon.” Harriet’s hand is in the pouch of her sweatshirt. She’s holding
something —a bulky object. A gun?

I glance around the kitchen. There are no butcher blocks of
knives. No heavy glass bottle of olive oil on the counter, or big crystal
vase of flowers on the island. Nothing I can use to defend myself.

Harriet is still standing between me and the doorway. Her
genial mask is peeling away, revealing what lies beneath it:

CrnoBa 3acTpsaraioTe y MeHe B ropii. Lle He OyB HemacHUI BUMAIOK.
Hagite sixOn OmiBig Bmajia, cepiO3HMX TpaBM BOHA O HE 3a3Hajla — BHCOTA
BChOTO OnM3bKO NBOX (yTiB. I Bce & y MEHE MEpPeXOIUTIE IMOAMX, CepIe
CTHCKAETHCS.

— He moxna mToBxatucs. Lle morano, — 3acrepirae iHma mama,
TUBIISTYKCH Ha Poys.

Poy3 MoBUKH X0Ba€ OHCK JUIst TyO y KUIIEHIO i TOBEPTAETHCS A0 HAC
cnuHoro. Matu 6epe OmiBito 3a pyKy, 1 BOHH Wy Th. AJie 1i A3BIHKUH TOJIOC II1e
JIOBro OpHHUTH y IOBITPi: «MeHi He mo1o0aeThes 1151 AiBUMHKA. BoHa moranay.

51 Bxke 3Haro, o Oyae Aali, 1me A0 Toro, sk nmosepratocs 10 Poys. Ham
KPUXKHUH 3B’A30K OCh-OCh PO3ipBETBCA. 1 TOTIsAz 3MiHIOETHCA. BoHa 3HOBY
3aMHKA€ETHCS B COOI.

YACTUHA HICTAECAT

Mene HEenoKoiTh, o ["appieT KpoKye mo3amy, mo3a MekaMu MOTO TIOJIS
30py.

Jlume po3MipeHe MNOCTYKYBaHHsS 1 HalMll MO MIUI031 CIyTye
OpieHTHpOM. 3aTaMyBaBUIM MOAMX, S NPAMYIO J0 KyXHI Ta 3yHMUHSIOCS O
IIPOYNHEHUX JBEPEM.

— 3a3BMyaii 1 He BXKUBAIO CIUPTHOrO, — JIyHa€ rojoc ['appieT 3a MUTH
I1o Ti OsIBH, — aJie ChbOT'OIHI — OCOOJIMBUN BHIAJIOK.

— IIo BM MmaeTe Ha yBaszi?

— Po3moBu npo moxnuBe npumupeHHs lena ta ber minHAmM MeHi
HacTpiil. CiogiBatocsi, beT HeBIOB31 BiAKINYE 3asBY MPO PO3TYUCHHS.

Pyka lappier cxoBana B kuieHi cBerpa. BoHa mioch cruckae —
AKHICh 00'€eMHUI TIpeaAMET.

Hesxe microner?

Sl mWBHIKO OIJIsNAl0 KYXHIO: M'ACHUX HOXIB HEMae, Ha CTOJI — Hi
IUTSIIIKY OJIMBKOBOI 0111, HA KyXOHHOMY OCTPIBIIi — KOJIHOT KpUIITAJIEeBO1 Ba3u.

Hivoro, 110 6 s MOTJIa BUKOPUCTATH JJIs1 CAMO3aXHUCTY.

TappieT 3acTuria Mixk MHOK Ta JABepHMa. i Oe3JoraHHa Macka
TPICKA€ThCS, OTOJIOIOYM  CHpPABXKHE OONHUYYS, CIOTBOPEHE BiAYAEM.
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desperation. She takes a step closer to me. I instinctively back up,
keeping about three feet between us.

“Oh, Stella. When did you figure it out?”

“Figure what out?”

“Don’t pretend. Something changed in the living room. I
slipped up, didn’t 1?”

If Rose is nearby, she needs to hear the truth. She has to know
I believe in her. That I finally see what has been going on.

I can’t sacrifice her ever again.

So I say it loudly: “I know you killed Tina.”

Harriet’s eyes fill with what looks like true anguish.

“No, no, it was an accident. I didn’t even lay a hand on her.
But I was there, up in the attic, when she went through the window.”

“If you knew Tina’s death was an accident, why didn’t you
just say so?”

She shakes her head.

“Who would have believed me? And there were ... well,
extenuating circumstances. I could easily have ended up in prison for
the rest of my life. And now it’s gotten even messier. | can’t let you
go to the police and tell them what you know. It won’t end well for
me. Beth and Ian and Rose will all hate me. I’'ll lose my family
forever.”

Harriet takes a forward step, and I match it with another
backward one.

“Why did you have to come here tonight, Stella? This was so
close to being over.”

I’ve made a terrible mistake; I forgot to keep looking at her
hands. Her right hand rises, pointing a blocky piece of metal that
resembles a gun at my chest.

With her left hand, she raises her cane. For a moment, I think
she’s going to jab me with it. Maybe I can wrest it from her grasp, I
think frantically. It’ll be hard for her to move around without it.

Bona HabmmkaeThcs, 1 s MHUMOBOJI BIJCTyNaro, TPUMAalOYH BiJICTaHb,
MPUOJIU3HO, B METP.

— O, Crenno. Konu Bu 310raganucs?

— IIpo mo Bu?

— Toxi mpukmparucs. Bu ayxe 3MIHWINCH TaM, y BitanbHi. S
MOMUJIMIIACS, TaK?

Poy3 mae OyTtu aeck nopyd. Bona moBuHHa NOYyTH IpaBay, BOHa MCUTh
3HATH, IO s BIPIO Ti 1 10 s HapemTi Bce 30arHyia. S Ouibie HE MOXKY HEHO
KEpPTBYBATH.

— 1 3nat0, 1m0 e Bu BOWK TiHy, — Miii TOJI0OC JIyHA€E YiTKO 1 TY4HO.

B ouax 'appieT 3011CKy€ IOCH CXOKE HA CIPABKHIN OLIb.

— Hi-ni, To 6yB HemacHuii Bunajok. S ii He yinana, st mpocto Oyna Ha
TOPHIL, KOJM BOHA BUIIAJIA 3 BiKHA.

— SIkmo BW 3HaANHU, IO CMEPTh T1HW — HEMIACHUI BUIA0K, YOMY
MPOCTO HE 3i3HATUCS?

Bona noxurana roiaosoro.

— Xto 6 moBipuB? [lo Toro x Oymu... meBHi oOctaBuHu. S Morna
ONIMHUTHCSA 3a I'paTaMu JI0 KIHI[A CBOIX JIHIB, a TeTIep Bce CTallo 1ie ripie. S He
MOKY JO3BOJIUTM TOOI MITH A0 MOJiLii 1 po3moBicTH Bce, 1m0 Bigomo. Lle
MaTuMe ISl MeHe kaxnuBi Hachiaku. ber, len 1 Poy3 3HeHaBUIATH MeHe, 1 o
Ha3aBXJIM BTPady CBOIO POJIMHY.

["appiet cTymnae Bnepen. S Biacrymnato.

— Hagimo Bu mnpuiinumm ceoronni, Cremno? Bee mano oT-0T
CKIHUMUTHCS.

S 3poOuna ¢aTtaibHy NOMMIIKY, KOJIM 3a0yjia CTEXUTHU 3a 11 pyKamH.
Bomna niziliMae npaBy pyKy, HalIpaBJIsilOYHM B MOI I'py/IU IOCh METaJIeBE, CX0XKeE
Ha micTosieT. JIiBOIO pyKOrO BOHA TMifiiMae CBOIO manuiro. Ha mMuTe meHi
3JIA€THCA, 1110 BOHA 30MPAEThCA MEHE BJApUTH. Y TOJIOBI IpOMaifHyIa JymMKa —
MOXJIMBO, 5 3MO>KY BUPBAaTH NAJINLIO 3 il pyk? be3 Hei BOHa HaBpsiA UM 3MOXkKe
nanexo mitH. IIpote, appier nuie TOpKaeTbcs KIHYMKOM HaJUIll IMaHeNi
MOpyH4 31 MHOIO.

[Tanenb MOBUNBHO BIJACYBA€ThCA, 1 MEpeli MHOIO BiJKPHBAETHCS
MPUXOBaHUM JMiPT.
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But Harriet uses the tip of her cane to poke the panel next to
me. It slides open, revealing the elevator.

“I have a special bottle of wine Beth gave me for my birthday.
I’d like for us to drink it tonight.”

Bile rises in my throat. I can’t go in that tiny space again.

I shake my head. “No.”

Rose must be aware that Harriet was absent during the
minutes surrounding Tina’s fall. That was why her leg desperately
tapped at the dinner table. But I failed my young client. I didn’t heed
her wordless clue.

“What is that thing?”’ I’'m stalling, desperate to stay out of the
tiny, claustrophobia-inducing place.

“Did you know you can buy Tasers online and have them
shipped to you?”

Pete told me Tina wanted to buy one. Perhaps that’s how
Harriet got the idea.

“I’ll give you to the count of three and then I'm going to fire
this thing. I watched some videos on what happens. You may lose
control of your bladder. You’ll probably collapse. Then I’ll drag you
into the elevator. But please don’t make me do it.”

If I do as Harriet says, we’ll be tucked together in a confined
space. Maybe I can turn my worst fear into an advantage. I could
lunge at her, wrestling the Taser out of her grasp. Or I could kick her
bad knee.

“One.”

I’'m wearing my light puffer jacket. It’s unzipped, leaving my
chest exposed, but if I use it like a shield, it might dull the effects of
the Taser even if Harriet gets off a shot at me.

Rose is waiting for me to help her. If I don’t come through for
her, she’ll be consigned to a life under Harriet’s reign.

“Two.”

I take a step toward the elevator. The moment Harriet crosses
the threshold after me, ’'m going to spin around and fight.

— VY MeHe € ocobauBa IUISIIKa BUHA — NOJapyHOK Bia ber Ha neHb
HapoDKEHHS. XOT1I0CsI O po3AUHTH 1i 3 TOOOIO0 ChOTO/THI BBEUEI.

VY porti nepecuxae. Sl HE MOXY 3HOBY ONUHUTHCA B TOMY TiCHOMY
3aKYTKY.

— Hi, — xuTaro rojiosoio.

Poy3 mae posymitu — "appier He Oyio mopyd y Ty MUTb, Kojau TiHa
BITaJIa, OCh YOMY iI HOT@ TaK HEPBOBO BiI0MBaJIa PUTM i 001IHIM CTOJIOM.

ITpote, s Bce  miJBena CBOIO IOHY KiieHTKY. He 3mMormna 3po3ymiT it
HiME MPOXaHHS.

— IIo ne Take? — TArHy 4yac, Bii4aiJyllTHO HaMaratouluch TpUMaTUCS
MOJIAJTI BiJ TOTO 3a{yIUIMBOTO MICIIS, IO BUKIIMKAE MAHIYHUH CTpax.

— By 3Hanu, 1010 eJeKTPOLIOKepH MOXKHA IPOCTO 3aMOBHMTHU yepe3
IHTEpHET, 1 BOHU JOCTABJIATH MPSMO J10I0MY?

ITit posnoBigas, mo Tina xorina mpuadatu Takuii. MabyTh, came
3BiaTu [appier i migxonuia mro iaero.

— Ha paxyHok Tpu 5 3acToCyro LI0 HITYKY, SIKIIO He mijgeTe cami. 5
Oaumsa Bizeo, MO BOHAa POOUTH i3 JIIOJBMH, BU MOXKETE HaBITh BTPATUTH
KOHTPOJIb HaJ CBOIM TIJIOM, IICJISI YOTO s MPOCTO 3aTATHY Bac y nidrt, aie,
MPOIITy, HE 3MYIITYHTE MEHE IIbOTO POOHTH.

Skmo s 3po0mo Tak, sk Kaxe ['appieT, MM OMUHUMOCS 3aMKHEHUMHU
pa3oM y TiICHOMY MpocTopi. MOXKIIMBO, 1I€ MaHC 00epHYTH CBi HAWOUIBIINIA
CTpax Ha IepeBary — s 3MOXKYy KUHYTHCS Ha Hel 1 BUpBAaTH €JIeKTPOoIIoKep 3 i1
PYK, a00 X BIapUTH IO XBOPOMY KOJIIHY.

— Opun.

Ha meHi1 nerkuii myXoBUK, pO3CTEOHYTUH Tak, 10 TPYAU JHUIIAIOTHCS
HE3aXUIIEHUMH, aJle SIKII0 BUKOPUCTATH ii SIK LIIUT, BOHA MOKE IOCIA0UTH 10
€JIEKTPOILIOKEpa, HaBiTh fAKIO [appier crnpoOye BIApUTH MEHE HHM.
Poy3 crnoziBaeTbcsi Ha MOIO JIOTIOMOTY, 1 SIKIIO s HE BPATYIO ii 3apa3, BOHa
Ha3aBXK/JU 3aIMIIUTHCS i Biaaoko ["appier.

— JIBa.

Po6mo xpox g0 midra, cmomiBatounch, 10 moiHO [appier
NEPECTYNUTH MOPIT CIiI0M 32 MHOIO, PO3BEPHYCS 1 JaM BiJICiU.
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I step into the elevator. The walls seem to buckle as my vision
blurs. I dig my nails into my palms as hard as I can, the sharp burst
of pain briefly distracting my brain.

I take one more step, feeling my legs weaken as terror saps
my body’s strength. A low roaring noise fills my ears, signaling a
panic attack is imminent. I force myself to listen for the tap of
Harriet’s cane to alert me to her whereabouts. Once she’s inside, 1’11
whip around.

I hear the tapping. I start to spin around. Then a tremendous
shock explodes, seeming to originate inside my body. My legs give
out. I can’t move or think. I can’t even breathe.

CHAPTER SIXTY-SEVEN

“How’d it go with Charles?” she asks.

I look across the high-top bar table at Detective Natalia
Garcia. She came to meet me straight from work, and I’'m guessing
by the way she keeps nibbling at her thumbnail that something
happened today she isn’t easily able to shake off. A troubling new
case, maybe.

I wait while the waiter delivers our drinks—a whisky on the
rocks for her and a Malbec for me—before answering.

“I was surprised by how easy it felt to forgive him. I can
understand why Charles did what he did. He thought if he could just
save me ... Not that it would erase everything that happened, but—"
I’'m fumbling for the words to explain.

“I get it,” she interjects. “He did the wrong things for the right
reasons. Most important, his heart was always in the right place.”

She sums it up so simply and accurately. It feels good to be
understood. I take a sip of wine, feeling its warmth all the way down
into my stomach. Adele’s rich, soulful voice is playing over the
speakers, and the votive light on our table casts a golden glow over
Natalia’s tan skin. I can’t imagine wanting to be anywhere else.

[Tepectynato nopir. CTiHM HEMOB MPOTHHAIOTHCS, a MEpel OYUMa BCe
po3mnuBaeTbess TymaHoM. Illocuiau BuBarocst HIFTSAMHU B JIOJIOHI — T'OCTPHM
OLJIL HA MUTH BIJIBOJIIKAE BiJ ITAHIKH.

Ille omuH Kpok, 1 s Big4yBarO, 5K ClIa0MIAlOTh HOTH, SK
BCENOIVIMHAIOUMN jKaX BHCMOKTYE OCTaHHI CHJIM 3 MOTrO Tila. Y Byxax
HapoCTa€ HU3bKUH I'YPKIT, 1 51 pO3yMilo, 1110 [TaHIYHA aTaka HEMUHYYa. 3MYIIYIO
cebe 30cepenuTrCs Ha CTYKOTI ii Majuili, e 3ByK BUIACTh 11 HAOIMKCHHS.
Bapro iif onuHUTHCS BcepeauHi, S pO3BEPHYCSL.

Uyto moctykyBanHs. [lounHaro oOepraTHcs, aje panToM MO€ TiJio
MIPOHU3YE MOTYXHHUM enekTpuuHuil po3psia. Horu minkomyrotbes. He moxy
aHi MOBOPYXHYTHCS, aHi qyMaTH. HaBiTh TuXaHHS 3aBMHPAE B TPYISX.

YACTUHA WICTHAECAT CIM

— IIlo Tam i3 Yapins30M? — 3amuTy€e BOHA.

S nuBnrock Ha netektuBa Hataniro ["apcito, 110 cUIUTH 32 BUCOKOIO
0apHOO CTIMKOI HAIPOTH MEHE. BoHa mpwiilnia croau oapasy 3 podoTH, i s
MOMi4ato, Ik BOHa HEPBOBO IPHU3€ HITOTh BEJIMKOTO MAaJbIls — IIEBHO, CHOTO/IHI
TPamuIIOCh IOCh TaKe, IO HisIK HE He 3 IyMoK. MabyTh, HOBa CIipaBa, 110 HE
JIa€ i CIIOKOIO.

UYekato, 1oku odilliaHT MPUHECEe Hallll Hamoi — 1l BICKI 3 JIOJIOM, MEHI
- KeJX BuHa «Masb0ek», mepil HiXK BiATOBICTH.

— Memne caMy Bpasuiio, sk JIETKO s oro npobdaunia. S po3ymiro i#oro
MoTHBH. Yapms3 BipuB, 110 3MOKE MEHE BpATYBaTH... L{e He BUKpecIoe TOoro,
10 CTaJoCs, ajie... — s MAOUParo CI0Ba, HaMaraloyuch MOSICHUTH.

— Sl po3ymiro, — Mepexoritoe BoHA. — BiH YMHHUB HEMpPaBUILHO 3
MPABWIBHUX CIIOHYKAaHb.

['onoBHe — Horo Hamipu Oynu mupuMu. BoHa Tak BIy4YHO 1€ cKazaia.
SAx nobpe, kKonu Te0e PO3YMIIOTb.

S po6m1o KOBTOK BUHA, 1 HOTO TEIJIO PO3TUBAETHCS IO CAMOTO ILTyHKA.
3 AuHAMIKIB JIMHE TIIMOOKHUH, TPOHUKJIMBUHN TOJI0C AZIeNb, a HACTUIHHA JTamMIIa
OropTae 30JI0TaBUM CSIHBOM 3acMariy mkipy Haramii.

He ysBinsto kpamoro micus, fe O S XoTu1a 0yTu 3apas.
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“Do you think Harriet’s going to get out of jail while she’s
still alive?” I ask.

“Probably,” Natalia says. “She’s taking a plea, but I doubt
she’ll serve more than ten to fifteen years. She could have a decade
of freedom after that.”

Rose will be a young adult by then. She’ll be in control of
what kind of relationship she has with Harriet—if any.

If it were me, I’d cut Harriet out of my life forever. Harriet’s
cunning, born of desperation, was breathtaking: After she discovered
Tina and lan slept together for the first time, she tried to turn Rose
against Tina, figuring that might make Tina quit. Harriet told Rose
about the affair and said Tina was planning to live with lan and
become her new mother. Rose could see Tina liked Ian too much; she
couldn’t discount Harriet’s stories. That’s why Rose was so
conflicted; she really did alternately love and hate and fear Tina.

When Tina didn’t leave, Harriet stepped up her campaign.
Police found her secret stash of electronics: She hid mini-cameras in
Tina’s room to monitor Tina and Ian’s trysts and gauge the
seriousness of the affair. That led to the creepy note telling Tina she
should have worn the red dress. Harriet also hid a tiny tracker in
Rose’s coat when I took Rose to Lucille’s. When Harriet saw the
photograph of Rose cuddling the baby squirrel, she made Rose look
especially disturbed by texting the roadkill photo to Lucille.

“I just lost you,” Natalia says. “What were you thinking
about?”

I slowly twirl my wineglass by the stem.

“I thought I heard Rose say something once when I was with
Harriet. It turns out Harriet had downloaded an old video of Rose
waving at the camera and saying ‘Hi’ and she played it when I was in
the basement to make me think Rose was choosing not to talk.”

“That would be a natural assumption,” Natalia tells me.

But I know better. I remember what it was like when people
didn’t believe I couldn’t talk.

— Sk rapaem, appier Buiize Ha BOJIO 1€ 32 XKHUTTA? — 3aMUTYIO f.

— Moxnuso, kaxxe Hartans. — Bona BHU3Hana npoBuHY, TOX
HaBpsJ 49U OTPUMAE OUIBINE NECATH-IT'SITHAAUATH pokiB. Ilicns nporo B Hel
OyJie 11e pOKIB JIeCATh Ha BOJII.

Ha Toit wac Poy3 yxke craHe HOpOCIO 1 cama BUpINIyBaTHUME, YU
nigrpumyBatu crocyHku 3 Iappier. Ha ii micui s 6 Ha3aBXIM BHKpECIHIa
Tappier 3i cBOro uTTa. i miACTyNHiCTh, BMKIMKAHA BigdaeM, Bpakasa:
Ai3HaBmMCh mpo nepmy Hi4 Tinm Ta lena pasoM, BoHa cropoOyBaia
HanamryBatu Poy3 nmpotu Tinu, cnoaiBaro4mck, mo Ta 3BUIBHUTHCA. ["appier
posnosina Poy3 npo ixHili poMaH 1 monepeauia, mo TiHa MIaHye KUTH pa3oM
3 lenoM i ctatu ii HOBOrO MaTip'to. Poy3 Gaumina, sik crmuibHo TiHa Koxae lena,
TO HE MOIJIa IPOCTO BiAMaxHyTHCs Bij ciiB I'appier. Came ToMy i HOUyTTS
OynM TakuMH CyNEepewIMBUMHU - BOHA TO moOwia TiHy, TO HEHaBHIiNa, TO
Oosmacs ii.

[Ticnst Toro, sik Tina He 3BiMbHMIACK, ['appieT mocunmia Tuck. [omiris
BUsIBUJIA 11 TAEMHY CXOBAHKY 3 €JIEKTPOHIKOIO: BOHA BCTAHOBHUJIA MiHi-KaMepu
B KimHati Tinu, mo6 crnocrepiratu 3a ii mobayeHHsMu 3 leHom 1 poszymirtw,
HACKUIbKH CepHO3H1 IXHI CTOCYHKH.

Ile BoHa HamMcanga Ty MOTOPOUIHY 3amlMCKy, ¢ BuMaraia Bia TiHu
BISITHYTH YEPBOHY CYKHIO. ['appieT Takox 3axoBajia Masuok y nainsto Poys,
KoJH s BiaBo3mia ii 1o Jlrocins. [lo6aunBmm ¢oto, ne Poys obiiimae Oimdens,
BOHa Hajiciana Jltociuib 3HIMOK MepTBOI OIKM Ha A0pPO3i, 00 3aCMyTHTH
JIBUYNHKY.

— IIpo mo T Tak 3amucnuiack? — 3ayBaxye Haraus.

51 NOBUIBHO Kpy4dy KEJIUX B PYLI.

— 3rapgana, sk nmouyna ronoc Poy3, konu O6yna 3 ['appiet. Busunocs,
110 KOJIH 51 OyJ1a B Ti/1Bajii, BOHA IIPOCTO BBIMKHYJIA CTape Bijeo, ne Poy3 Maxae
B KaMepy 1 Kake «IPUBIT», JJIs TOTo, 11100 51 moxymara, Hiou Poys nepenymana
TOBOPHUTH.

— lle 0igIKoM JIOTiYHE MPHITYIIEHHS, BianoBigae Harans.
[Ipore, s 3Hat0 kpanie. [lam'sTato, sk 11e — KOJIM JIFOAU HE BIpATH, 110 TH HE
MOKEIIl TOBOPHTH.
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“That old Frank Sinatra song must have really freaked out
Tina,” Natalia says, referring to another recording found on Harriet’s
phone: a snip of the Frank Sinatra song “Tina.” Harriet told police
she played it through the air duct that led into the attic late at night to
terrify Tina.

“Harriet did everything she could think of to drive Tina out.
But when she realized Tina was pregnant, she lost control.” I shake
my head. “Did she really think Rose would just go back to normal
after a few months, like nothing happened?”

“Harriet will pay for that.” Natalia’s shoulders square, like
she’s getting ready for a fight. I think about what Charles told me
when he was urging me to take the Barclay case—that I haven’t
gotten jaded. Natalia hasn’t, either. She takes on cases involving the
worst things human beings can do to one another. She runs straight
into the storm. I wonder what makes her tick.

“I found out why Beth left Yale, too,” she tells me.

“Oh, yeah?”

“She was a little shy and different from other girls, like her
daughter. There was an incident with a boyfriend—they were
together one night, and he invited a couple of his buddies in to watch
without Beth knowing. Word spread around campus. He was expelled
and she decided to leave, t0o0.”

There’s a parallel between Rose and Beth here, too—but not
the one I feared. Rose truly was bullied at the school she attended
before Rollingwood, which is why she left.

“How is Rose doing?” she asks.

“Better,” I tell her. “I’'m going to her piano recital next
month.”

She takes a sip of her whisky. “Are you going to break your
rule again and work with more young kids?”

I look down at my hands. “I don’t know. They’re tough.
Sometimes they distort their own realities. Other times people
deliberately do it for them.”

— Ma0yTtp, Ta crapa micHs Cinarpu no0psuye Hamskana Tiny, —
3ayBakye Haraus, 3ragyroun 3anuc y tenedoni ['appier: ypuBok micHi @peHka
Cinatpu «Tina». Tappier 3i3Hamacs momimii, mo BMHKanma ii dYepe3
BEHTHJIALIIHY TpyOy Ha TOpHIII Mi3HO BHOYI, 00 HaXkaxaTH TiHy.

— I'appiet BunpoOyBaia Bci criocodu, mo6 no3dyrucs Tinu, ane Koiu
Ji3Hajacsl Mpo BariTHICTh, BTpaTHJIa Haa COOOI0 KOHTPOJb, — SI XHUTalo
rojgoBoro. — Hepke BOHA cmpaBIi Bipwia, MO 3a Kigbka MicsamiB Poys
MMOBEPHETHCS IO HOPMAIBHOTO KHUTTS, HIOM HIYOTO i He cTaocs?

— T'appieT BinmoBicTh 3a Bce.

Haranis Bunpsimiise miedi, Haue roTyl4uch A0 00t0. S 3raayio cioBa
Yapib3a, KOJIHM BiH YMOBIISIB MEHE B3SITHCS 3a CIpaBy bapkiaiB, MOBIISB s 11e
He BTomuiacs, gk 1 Haramnis. Bona 6epetscs 3a cipaBu npo HalicTpaliHiiie, 1o
JFOIA MOXYTh 3aIOJIISITH OTHE OJJTHOMY, CMUIMBO i1e Ha3ycTpiu Oypi. LlikaBo,
110 K HaJac 1M TaKkol CUJIN.

— Jlo peui, s nizHanacs, yomy bet nokunyna €1bChbKUil YHIBEPCUTET,
— Ka)ke BOHA.

— Cnpasni?

— Bomna Oyna copom's13n1BoI0, TpUMaiacs OCTOPOHb 1HIIMX JIIBYAT, SIK
111 TOHBKa, a OTIM CTaJIacs 1CTOPIA 3 XJIOMIIEM — BOHH MIPOBEJIM Pa3oM Beuip,
a BIH MOKJMKaB Jpy3iB MOAMBHUTHUCS, 0e3 ii Bimoma. UyTku posneTiiucs
xammycoMm. Voro BizpaxyBaiu, a BOHA 3a/THIIHIA YHIBEPCHTET CaMa.

I Tyt mpocrexyerbes mapanens Mk Poys i1 ber, ane He Ta, Akoi 5
Oosumaca. Poy3 cmpaBal 1bKyBaqu B TIOMEPEIHIM IIKOII, TOMYy BOHa W
nepesenacs 10 PoutiHrByaa.

— Sk Tam Poy3? — nutae BoHa.

— Kpame, — Bignosimaro. — HactynHoro wicsiust #ay Ha 1i
(dopremniaHHUN KOHIIEPT.

Bona poOuTh KOBTOK BiCKI.

— To 1m0, 3HOBY MOPYIIUIIT CBOE TIPABUIIO 1 MPAIIOBATUMEI 3 MaJTUMHU
IITEMU?

S quBIIFOCH HA CBOI TOJIOHI.

— He 3nato. 3 HUMHU HenpocTo. [HOMI BOHM BUKPHUBIAIOTH BIIACHY
peaJIbHICTh, @ YaCOM L€ POOJIATH 3a HUX 1HIII.
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“Is that the only reason why they’re tough for you?”

She wants to know what makes me tick, too.

“It’s easier for me to work with older kids. They’ve got more
agency, you know?”” She deserves my full honesty. “And obviously I
didn’t have the greatest childhood, so...”

I see it in her expression, her recognition of a counterpart in
me. Silence stretches between us for a beat, but it isn’t uncomfortable.

“I get it,” she interjects. “The thing is, people like us—we
want to go back in time and change things for ourselves. We can’t.
But when we help other people ... well, it doesn’t fix us. But for a
little while, every time I close a case and I’ve gotten some justice for
a victim, [ get this feeling of —”

“Peace.”

“Exactly.”

Our eyes lock and I feel a little dizzy.

“So what do you do for fun on the weekends?” she asks.

“Well, on Saturday I'm going out for a drink with my ex-
husband and his new girlfriend.”

She smiles, full on. I feel it all the way down to my toes.
“Sounds interesting.”

The question flows out of me, like it’s the most natural thing
in the world. “Want to join us?”

I see it again: the corners of her mouth fluttering. Her answer
is perfect.

“It’s a date.”

She leans across the small round table, very close to me.
“Remember that time in my office when I told you I like puzzles?”

I nod; her proximity takes my breath away. She leans a few
inches closer and kisses me lightly. Her lips taste of whisky and feel
like a promise.

“You’re a puzzle,” she whispers.

— Lle enqunaa mpuyrHa, YoMy TOO1 3 HUMH BaXXKO?

— 31 cTapmMMu AIThbMHU POCTIIIE — BOHU CAMOCTIHHIII, po3yMien?
— BoHa 3acyroBye Ha IIUPICTb.
— A 11e MO€ TUTUHCTBO Ba)KKO HA3BaTH IACIUBUM, TOKX...

I[To ii oOmmuyto Gady — BOHA BITi3HAJA B MEHI CIOPiAHEHY aynry. Mix
HaMH [MOBHCA€ THIIA — HE THITIOYA, a, HABIIAKH, 3aTUIIHA.
— Po3ymiro, — nopyirye moBuanky Haramis. — Taki, sSIK MU... MU XO4eMO
MOBEPHYTUCh y MHHYJIE 1 BC€ 3MIHHUTH, NMpoTe Le HeMoxmBo. Komm x
JIOTIOMaraeMo 1HIIKM... 1€ HE JIiKy€e Hamii paHu. Ta mopa3sy, 3aKpHBarOuu
CTIpaBy 1 BITHOBJIIOIOYH CIPABEITUBICTD JUIS KEPTBH, 5 BiIyBaro...

— Crokii.

— Cawme Tax.

Hami morusiay 3ycTpidaronTes, 1 MEHe 3JIeTKa MaMOpPOYHTh.

— SIKi 1aHy Ha BUXIAHI? — OUATAE BOHA.

— B cy0ory 3ycTpiyarocs 3 KOJMIIHIM Ta WOTO HOBOK JiBYHMHOIO.
Bona ycMixaeTbes Ha TOBHI TpyIu. S BiIUyBaro 1€ X y KIHUMKaX MaJbIliB HIT.

— 3BYYMTb LIKaBO.
[Tutanns 3puBaeThcs caMme co00r0, HIOM HAUMIPUPOTHIIIA PIY Y CBITI.
— Ilpuennaenics 1o Hac?

[ 3HOBY Oauy 1e: KyToukH ii ry0 TpemTaTh. Binnosinp ineanbHa.

— Ile moGaueHHs.

Bona HaxunseTbcss dYepe3 MaJCHBKUM KPYIJIMM  CTIJI,
— Ilam'staem, s kazama Ttomi B odici,

Iy’)Ke OIHM3BKO.
[0 JIFOONI0 TOJIOBOJIOMKH?

Kusaro. Bif i 61u3bK0CTI epexorunoe noaux. Bona nomaerbed e Ha
KiTbka CaHTHMETpIB ONIKYe I JIEreHbKO Iiye MeHe. [i ry0H 3 mpHcMakoM
BiCKi - Ha4e OOIIIsTHKA.
— Tu — romoBoaoOMKa, — IIEMOYE BOHA.
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CHAPTER SIXTY-EIGHT

I don’t know how I’ll feel when the door opens and I glimpse
her face.

I could turn around right now and walk away. I could claim
I’'m overbooked—that I have too many cases vying for my time. But
then I’d be lying to myself.

I shake out my hands and do a few neck rolls, trying to force
some looseness into my body. Then I close my eyes and think of the
new touchstone in my life, the one that gives me strength and shapes
my new determination: Rose’s arms around my neck, and her
whispered thank you in my ear.

I grab the brass knocker and rap it twice.

The office door opens, and there she is, her hair shorter than
when I last saw her but her expression as welcoming as | remember.

“Hi, Stella.”

My old therapist, Chelsea, steps to the side, clearing the way
for me to enter her office.

I take a deep breath and walk in.

YACTUHA WIICTAECAT BICIM

Ceprie 3aBMHUpaE, KOJU S YABJIAIO, K BIAYMHATHCS ABEP1 1 a1 modady ii
o0y YsL.

S Morna 6 BiACTYNUTH, MPOCTO PO3BEPHYTHUCS ¥ MiTH TreTh. Moria 6
BUIIPABIATUCS IIAJIEHUM PUTMOM KHTTS, O€3TIU4I0 CIpaB, IO MOTPEOYIOTh
MOTO 4Yacy, aJjie 11e 03Ha4ayIo O 30pexaru camiit coOi.

S crpymyro pykamMu W poOiro KijbKa IUIaBHUX OOEPTIB TOJIOBOIO,
HaMararo4uch 3BUIBHUTH TUJIO BiJ HAIPYTH.

3aruTIoIy 0 04l i [yMaro PO HOBHM JOPOTOBKA3 Y MOEMY JKUTTI — TOH,
10 HaJla€ MEH1 CUJIM U rapTye Moo pimrydictb: Poy3 obiiiMae MeHe 3a Iuio i
IIETIOYE Ha BYXO «ISKYIO».

S xanarocs 3a ABEpHUN MOJIOTOK 1 JIBiUl CTyKalo.

JBepi odicy MpOUHHSIIOTHCS, 1 OCh BOHA — 3 KOPOTIIIUM BOJIOCCSIM, HIXK
s Iam'sITaro, aje 3 TAM CaMUM MPUBITHUM BUPA30M OOTHYYS.

— Ipugit, Cremno.

Most koHIIIHA TepamneBTka, Yenci, BiAcTynae BOIK, IPOMYCKAOYd MEHE
710 CBOTO KaOiHeTy.

S pobiro mMOOKKi BAKX 1 IEepecTynaro Mmopir.
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Chapter 2. Challenges of Recreating Suspense and Tension in Descriptive
Narrative: The Case of Ukrainian Translation of House of Glass by Sarah
Pekkanen

2.1 Characteristics of the book and the author's biography

Sarah Pekkanen has established herself as an internationally recognized author with works
featured on the USA Today bestseller list. With a professional background in investigative
journalism and feature writing, her publications have appeared in prestigious outlets including The
Washington Post, USA Today, and numerous other publications. Born in New York City, Pekkanen
later relocated with her family to Bethesda, Maryland. During her time there, she collaborated with
a co-author to produce Miscellaneous Tales and Poems. In her youth, Pekkanen demonstrated
remarkable determination by sending formal correspondence to publishing houses requesting
consideration of her manuscript. (All American Speakers Bureau, 2023)

Pekkanen has achieved notable recognition within the psychological thriller genre through
both solo works and collaborations with Greer Hendricks. Her literary approach features
meticulously structured narratives characterized by psychological tension and developed
characterization. House of Glass demonstrates Pekkanen's narrative proficiency through complex
characters and examination of familial psychological dynamics. (Synopsis of House of Glass,
2024). Based on our analysis, previous works including The Wife Between Us and Gone Tonight
establish Pekkanen's thematic focus on domestic complexity and psychological manipulation —
elements prominently featured in House of Glass. This thematic consistency provides continuity
throughout her literary portfolio.

Pekkanen's psychological thriller, House of Glass, scheduled for publication in August
2024, presents the narrative of protagonist Stella Hudson, a best-interest attorney who advocates
for children in contentious custody proceedings. Her client, nine-year-old Rose Barclay, whose
wealthy parents Beth and Ian are divorcing, may have witnessed her nanny Tina's suspicious death.
Hudson's investigation is complicated by Rose's refusal to speak, creating uncertainty about
whether the parents are responsible or if Rose herself poses a threat. Pekkanen skillfully portrays
Hudson's confrontation with her own childhood trauma concerning her mother's addiction and
death, while simultaneously developing the character of Rose, the mysteriously silent child at the
narrative's core (Goodreads, 2024)

One of Pekkanen's outstanding strengths lies in her ability to masterfully craft emotional
atmosphere and establish a distinctive tone in her works. The author demonstrates exceptional skill
in creating psychologically complex child characters, particularly the character of Rose who
evokes genuine psychological discomfort and remains in memory as one of the most disturbing
and unsettling child portrayals in contemporary literature (But First Kafka, 2024).

The translation of different genres and styles requires some special efforts and approaches.
The main task of the translator, regardless of the style of the book they work with, is to reproduce
the original text by means of the target language's linguistic units, while preserving the style of the
text (Korunets 1., 2018, p. 124). In the process of translating psychological thrillers, particularly
Sarah Pekkanen's House of Glass we have noticed unique challenges related to the specifics of the
genre.

Translating psychological thrillers presents distinct difficulties as the translator must
accurately convey characters' mental states while maintaining the tense and suspenseful
atmosphere of the narrative. They must also preserve the stylistic elements that generate feelings
of anxiety and uncertainty in readers. The translator faces two principal challenges: ensuring
psychological authenticity of characters in the target language and explaining cultural and social
references that help readers understand character motivations and narrative development (Rubin,
203).

The translation of psychological elements in thrillers requires meticulous attention to
connotative meanings and emotional undertones that might be expressed differently in various
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cultures. According to Charles J. Rzepka AND Lee Horsley (2010, p. 188), the perception of fear,
anxiety, and psychological distress varies significantly between source and target language readers,
making it essential for translators to adapt certain psychological descriptions while preserving the
author's intentional ambiguity and misdirection. These narrative techniques are fundamental in
psychological thrillers like House of Glass as they create the atmosphere of uncertainty and
contribute to the climactic revelations that define the genre.

So, from all of the above, we can conclude that Sarah Pekkanen's novel House of Glass
exemplifies the psychological thriller genre, demonstrating its characteristic features. The
narrative portrays characters grappling with their thoughts and fears, often creating reader
uncertainty regarding reality versus perception. The novel generates a compelling atmosphere of
suspense that intensifies as the plot progresses (But First Kafka, 2024). These elements collectively
make House of Glass an excellent example of contemporary psychological thriller fiction and a
valuable case study for examining translation challenges.

The subsequent chapters of this thesis will explore the specific translation solutions
developed to address these challenges, focusing on maintaining psychological authenticity,
cultural context, and narrative tension in the Ukrainian translation of selected passages from House
of Glass.

2.2 Psychological thriller elements and their narrative manifestation in House of Glass

As previously established, Sarah Pekkanen's House of Glass belongs to the psychological
thriller genre, a classification that significantly influences both its narrative structure and the
specific literary devices employed throughout the text. To fully comprehend the translation
challenges presented by this work, it is essential to understand how Pekkanen employs various
techniques to create the distinctive atmosphere of tension permeating her novel.

Before we proceed with the analysis of the original text and the difficulties of its translation,
it is first necessary to clarify the meaning of the psychological thriller genre. The psychological
thriller represents a distinct subgenre that emphasizes unstable psychological states of its
characters while creating an atmosphere of fear, dread, and unease (Punter D., Hughes W., Smith
A. 2015, p. 1050).

Core Elements of Psychological Detective Thrillers:

e Investigator Psychology: protagonists exhibit psychological complexity through personal
flaws, trauma histories, and moral ambiguities that directly influence their investigative
approach.

e Tension Mechanisms: these narratives employ strategic information revelation and atmos-
pheric elements to maintain persistent psychological suspense throughout the storyline.

e Intellectual Conflict: the genre centers on mental confrontations between investigators
and antagonists, featuring manipulation tactics and psychological warfare.

e Narrative Complexity: multi-layered plot structures with unexpected developments force
both characters and audience to continuously reassess their assumptions.

e Psychological Exploration: these works prioritize deep examination of motivations be-
hind both criminal and investigative behaviors.

e Thematic Darkness: the narratives consistently engage with disturbing aspects of human
nature, exploring societal taboos and ethical boundaries.

e Motive Primacy: understanding why characters act becomes equally important as resolving
the criminal puzzle itself (Quinta Fourie, 2023).

According to Tomlinson, the essence of a thriller lies in its functional impact rather than
structural elements. The genre is characterized by its ability to generate and maintain heightened
emotional states in readers, producing both exhilaration and enjoyment throughout the narrative
experience. (Tomlinson 2018, p.10).
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As Gambier and van Doorslaer mentioned in the Handbook of Translation Studies, the
nature of a genre shapes the translator's approach, as they must go beyond rendering linguistic
elements to also recreate the genre's distinctive mood (2010, p. 95).

Central to the psychological thriller is requires an unresolved situation with meaningful
stakes and a deliberate delay before reaching resolution (Tomlinson, 2018, p. 128). Contrary to
common misconception, suspense is generated not through uncertainty about the outcome itself,
but rather through the author's skillful construction of the situation. Tomlinson argues that “readers
can experience genuine suspense even when they know the eventual outcome,” which explains
why psychological thrillers maintain their tension even upon repeated readings or viewings (2018,
p. 129). This perspective has significant implications for translation, as it suggests that preserving
the narrative structure and pacing is often more crucial than maintaining lexical ambiguity.

From a psychological perspective, in our examination of psychological thrillers, we can
observe that tension emerges as a multifaceted phenomenon encompassing numerous dimensions
of human experience. When individuals anticipate crucial plot developments or character decisions,
they often experience intense emotional states of tension. This psychological state creates a
powerful engagement mechanism that drives audience investment in narrative resolution. As
Lehne and Koelsch (2015) note in their research, tension in narratives is closely linked to
expectation and anticipation, creating a state of suspense that profoundly affects emotional
engagement.

Although traditionally linked to fictional forms such as ancient epics, romances, novels,
and short stories, narrative operates within a dual framework that also reaches beyond the realm
of imaginative literature. (Fowler & Childs, 2006, p. 148) In our analysis of suspense and tension
in the Ukrainian translation of House of Glass, this narrative framework helps examine both
content elements and rhetorical techniques that create psychological effects, revealing the
translator's challenge of maintaining these tension-building devices across languages.

According to Herman, Jahn, & Ryan, detective fiction, as a genre, centers on narratives
where the primary action involves an investigator's efforts to solve a crime and bring criminals to
justice, whether dealing with theft or murder cases. The crime and detection elements establish a
collaborative relationship between authors and readers, functioning like a game with established
rules. The core questions driving this genre are Whodunit? and Who is guilty? (2005, p. 103). In
analyzing House of Glass by Sarah Pekkanen, these fundamental questions take on additional
complexity as the novel reveals that Bett herself carries guilt, despite initially appearing as a victim.

One of the most striking aspects of Pekkanen's writing is her ability to transform ordinary
settings into spaces charged with emotional significance and foreboding. The author frequently
uses environmental descriptions to establish mood and foreshadow events, creating what Gothic
literature scholars identify as settings that reflect psychological states (Punter D., Hughes W.,
Smith A. 2015, p. 431). In psychological thrillers, physical environments often function as
externalized manifestations of characters' internal states, serving as symbolic landscapes mirroring
emotional realities (Baker & Saldanha, 2020, p. 178).

The description of the Barclay estate:

It's as if I've landed in another time. From the narrow-planked, dark wood floors to the
steel-gray steam radiators and pocket doors with skeleton keyholes, it's as if this house has been
perfectly preserved for a century, waiting for the Barclays to move in. (Pekkanen, 2024, p. 21)

This example establishes a sense of temporal displacement and isolation mirroring the
protagonist's psychological state; the mention of "skeleton keyholes" subtly introduces Gothic
elements through what can be understood as memento mori symbolism - images that serve as
reminders of mortality and the transience of life (Punter & Byron, 2004, p. 26). Meanwhile, the
notion that the house has been "waiting" anthropomorphizes the setting, suggesting it possesses
agency — a classic technique for building suspense in Gothic traditions that creates what Botting
calls "gloomy and mysterious" architecture characterized by decay and hidden passages (1996, p.
2).
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According to Baker and Saldanha (2020), translating spatial descriptions requires careful
attention to the connotations of words, as they help construct not only a physical location but also
a psychological atmosphere that plays a vital role in advancing the plot (p. 181). Similarly,
Denning (2014) notes that in thriller narratives, space is not simply a backdrop but takes on an
active role within the story, shaping the events and tension (p. 73).

Further building this effect, Pekkanen contrasts external beauty with internal unease:

The house is ringed by sprawling oak and cedar trees, but not a single fallen branch or
brown patch mars the emerald expanse of lawn. Lush blue hydrangea bushes, with flower clusters
as big as bowling balls, line the beds surrounding the front porch (Pekkanen, 2024, p. 20).

This meticulous, almost unnatural perfection creates a jarring contrast with the
psychological turmoil occurring within the house, suggesting that beneath beautiful appearances
lie disturbing realities.

Another significant technique employed by Pekkanen involves character descriptions that
simultaneously reveal and conceal, creating tension through ambiguity. This approach reflects
what literary theorists describe as the dynamic interplay of transparency and obscurity that char-
acterizes psychological suspense (Punter D., Hughes W., Smith A. 2015, p. 436). The author often
depicts characters in ways that highlight their potential for both vulnerability and threat, creating
complex psychological portraits.

This technique is particularly evident in the description of Beth Barclay:

But I can't help assessing her ballerina-lean, five-foot-nine frame; strong enough to push
her petite young nanny through the fragile single-pane glass of a hundred-year-old window?
Absolutely (Pekkanen, 2024, p. 21).

This observation immediately places the reader in a state of uncertainty and suspicion. The
seemingly objective physical description transitions seamlessly into a consideration of violent
capability, forcing readers to view characters through a lens of potential threat. The juxtaposition
of “ballerina-lean” with an evaluation of murderous capability creates cognitive dissonance that
heightens narrative tension.

The contrast between Beth and her daughter Rose creates an additional layer of
psychological complexity:

She's tiny, even smaller than I expected. She appears to be closer to seven years old than
nine; her mother—tall, brittle-looking, and carrying a purse that costs more than some cars —
holds my client's hand as they approach their destination. (Pekkanen, 2024, p. 10).

This contrasting portrayal establishes a visual power differential reflecting deeper
psychological dynamics.

A particularly noteworthy feature of Pekkanen's writing is her deliberate manipulation of
textual rhythm to generate suspense. This technique operates at the syntactic level, with sentence
length and structure reflecting the emotional intensity of scenes.

In moments of calm or reflection, Pekkanen employs longer, more complex sentences with
elaborate syntactic structures.

Marco doesn't derive his sense of self-worth from the eight-figure deals he navigates. He
takes more pride in volunteering pro bono hours to battered women and donating a chunk of his
salary to charities that serve underprivileged children. His heart is with people—with family
(Pekkanen, 2024, p. 17).

This measured pace creates a sense of normalcy against which more urgent moments stand
in stark relief.

When tension increases, sentences become noticeably shorter and more abrupt. This
staccato rhythm mimics heightened alertness and accelerated heartbeat, physiologically engaging
readers in the protagonist's experience of tension.

Rose isn't adjusting the buckle on her shiny black Mary Janes, as 1'd assumed. Her left
hand is stretching out to the side. Seeking something. I'm drawn forward. Closer to her. It happens
so quickly it's almost over before I realize what she has done (Pekkanen, 2024, p. 10).
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According to Rzepka and Horsley (2010, p.145), psychological thrillers often depend on
these small moments of observation where something seemingly innocent becomes sinister. The
translation successfully preserves this narrative function by maintaining the progression from
curiosity to realization of danger.

The novel's first-person narration represents another crucial element in building suspense.
By filtering all events through Stella's perspective, the author creates an inherently restricted
narrative viewpoint that forces readers to question the reliability and completeness of information
they receive. This narrative strategy exemplifies what Hiihn et al. identify as a form of strategic
restriction of information that generates suspense through limited perspective (2014, p. 384).

First-person narration also allows for the seamless integration of internal speculation and
observation:

My voice sounds unnaturally high and tense. (Pekkanen, 2024, p. 96).

This explicit acknowledgment of deception as common establishes a framework of distrust
that permeates the entire narrative.

When analyzing the purpose of these detailed descriptions within House of Glass, we must
consider their narrative function beyond mere scene-setting. In narratology, descriptive passages
operate simultaneously on multiple levels. According to Gérard Genette (1980), a foundational
narratologist, descriptions serve to create a particular narrative mood that governs the regulation
of narrative information provided to the reader.

As Fludernik emphasizes in her An Introduction to Narratology, linguistic elements at the
discourse level serve a transformative function, converting abstract words and sentences into
concrete fictional experiences (2009, p. 59).

Through these interconnected techniques, Pekkanen's descriptive methods transform what
might otherwise be a straightforward mystery into a psychologically complex exploration of
trauma, deception, and human vulnerability. The suspense derives not from what is explicitly
stated, but from what remains hidden — in the gaps between descriptions, in the unreliability of
perception, and in the contrast between appearance and reality.

2.3 Rendering descriptions

In analyzing Sarah Pekkanen's House of Glass, our research identified numerous types of
descriptions throughout the psychological thriller narrative. Due to the extensive variety of
descriptive passages found in the text, we categorized and focused on the most prevalent types that
significantly contribute to the genre's characteristic suspense and psychological tension. Through
systematic analysis, we identified six dominant categories: environmental descriptions that
establish atmospheric settings, character descriptions that reveal psychological states and
motivations, investigative elements that drive plot progression, emotional commentaries that
enhance reader engagement, hyperbolic descriptions that intensify dramatic effect, and narrative
twists that maintain suspense.

The descriprions of enviroment

Having established the narrative techniques Pekkanen employs to create suspense and
tension, this section focuses on the specific challenges of translating these elements into Ukrainian
and the strategies employed to preserve the psychological impact of the original text. As Baker
and Saldanha note, effective translation of psychological thrillers requires not only linguistic
equivalence but also the recreation of affective patterns and psychological resonance that define
the genre (2020, p. 215). The translation must preserve both what is explicitly stated and what
remains implicit — the gaps, suggestions, and ambiguities that generate suspense.

To analyze the translation of the novel and the techniques applied in the translation process,
Molina & Hurtado Albir's classification (2002) was used to explain our steps in detail.

Environmental descriptions in House of Glass present particular translation challenges due
to their multifunctional nature. These passages simultaneously establish setting, reflect
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psychological states, foreshadow events, and create atmosphere. The Ukrainian translation must
preserve these multiple layers of meaning while maintaining the subtle connotative elements that
contribute to suspense.

In order to increase the predatory aspect of development and heighten the sensation of
instability that adds to the narrative tension, we applied lexical modulation by transforming “the
neighborhood” into «paiion», which provides additional temporal context and emotional
resonance. The translation also employs generalization in rendering the specific enumeration “my
dad, mom, and I as the more general «mu 3 6amvxkamuy, amplification through the addition of
«HeBIMUHHO» to intensify the sense of ongoing change and reduction, omitting the metaphorical
“hunger” while preserving the essence of aggressive urban expansion.

The neighborhood where my dad, mom, and I lived has evolved, yielding to the hunger of
suburban sprawl. Back then, there weren't artisanal coffee shops and wine-tasting bars and
apartment buildings with lobbies designed like gorgeous living rooms. (Pekkanen, 2024, p.163)

Paiion, Oe xonucv mewkanu mu 3 6amvkamu, HEBNUHHO 3MIHIO8ABCA NiO HAMUCKOM
Hee2amo8Hux nepeomicmo. Todi mym i eadku He manu npo Kpagmosi Kas'spwi, sunHi b6apu yu
bazamonogepxieKu 3 6eCMUOIONIAMU, U0 HA2AOYIOMb PO3KIWHI 8IMAIbHI.

Pekkanen frequently employs animal imagery to create subliminal threat, as demonstrated
in this passage:

Sand tiger sharks and largetooth sawfish glide by, endlessly circling us. (Pekkanen, 2024,
p-169)

ITiwani muepogi akynu ma eenemencvKi pubu-nuiy HeK8aniueo NPONIUEaOMy N063 HAC,
ONUCYIOYU HECKIHUEHHI KONA ) CBOEMY NIOBOOHOMY MAHYL.

Here we have amplification in the addition of “nexsanauso’ and the extended metaphorical
phrase “y ceoemy niogoonomy manyi”, which transforms a simple description into an ominous
metaphor. We also applied lexical modulation by transforming “circling” into «onucyrouu
HECKIHYEHHI KONay.

In the following example we applied both lexical and structural modulation. Lexical
modulation is evident in transforming “/'ve landed in another time” into «nompanuna 6 inuty
enoxy» and “skeleton keyholes” into «xumpomyopumu 3amxosumu wirunamuy, changing the
specific architectural term to a more descriptive phrase comprehensible to Ukrainian readers. To
better fit Ukrainian grammatical patterns, structural modulation is used in the phrase “has been
perfectly preserved ... waiting for the Barclays to move in”.

It's as if I've landed in another time. From the narrow-planked, dark wood floors to the
steel-gray steam radiators and pocket doors with skeleton keyholes, it's as if this house has been
perfectly preserved for a century, waiting for the Barclays to move in. (Pekkanen, 2024, p. 21)

A Henaue nompanuna 6 iHwly enoxy. Bysvka memna Oepeg’sna nionoeu, cmanego-cipi
bamapei ma MidDCKIMHAmMHI 08epi i3 XUMPOMYOPUMU 3AMKOBUMU WITUHAMU — BCE BUSTAOAE MAK,

Haye yeil 6YOUHOK 4y00680 30epiecsi NPOMA20M CIMOAIMMA, YeKaodu Ha nosasy 6 Hbomy bapkaais.

According to our research, Pekkanen uses amplification, modulation and personification
of inanimate objects with predatory traits to build suspense:

But my view is blocked by a big excavator parked by the side of the house, its giant metal
claw waiting to smash and grab. (Pekkanen, 2024, p. 20)

Ipome mitl noansd 3aKpueae eenuyesHull exckasamop, npunapkosanuti nenooanix. Hoeo
senuUYe3HULL Memanesutl Kiguwl HiOU 3aemep 8 O4iKY8aHHi, 20mMosuUtl Mpouumu 6ce Ha C60EMY ULTAXY.

The excavator's menacing appearance as a predatory creature with deliberate intent is
heightened by the use of amplification in the addition of «wnibu 3asmep 6 ouixysanmni», which
transforms the simple description into a more ominous and threatening image. Additionally, lexical
modulation is applied in transforming “fo smash and grab” into «mpowumu eéce nHa ceoemy
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wsixy», changing the specific dual action into a more generalized destructive force, which adds
to the suspenseful narrative's environmental threat element.

In this instance, amplification, transposition and structural modulation were considered
necessary to give the reader the complete picture that the author had portrayed.

My city is spectacular on this crisp fall night, with the creamy marble of the Washington
Monument soaring into the inky sky, and Lincoln's forever watchful figure anchoring the west end
of the National Mall. (Pekkanen, 2024, p. 163)

L]iei’ npoxonoonoi ociHHbOI HOUI MICMO 3a4apoBye:. KPemosuil Mapmyp MOHYMEHmA
Bawwunemona nponuzye uyopHunvbHy mempagy Heba, a nocmamv JIiHKOIbHA, HEMO8 GiuHULL
8apmosuli, 8ucoyie Ha 3axionomy kpaio Hayionanernoi anei.

We applied amplification by adding the metaphorical phrase «rnemos giunuii sapmosuiiy.
The translation technique of transposition was employed when we converted the English adjective
“spectacular” into the Ukrainian verb "3auapogye”, transforming a static descriptive quality into
an active, engaging action. Additionally, we used structural modulation to reorganize the sentence
structure from “My city is spectacular on this crisp fall night” to «L]ici npoxonoonoi ocinuboi Houi
MICMO 3a4aposyey.

Regarding proper nouns, we employed different translation techniques: “Lincoln's” uses
borrowing as «/linkonvnay, “Washington Monument” uses borrowing as «MoHymenma
Bawunemonay, while “National Mall” uses an established equivalent « Hayionanvnoi anei», as
this official translation already exists and is widely recognized in Ukrainian.

Character descriptions

Character descriptions in House of Glass often reveal psychological states indirectly
through physical details, creating a challenge for translation. The Ukrainian translation must
preserve both denotative accuracy and connotative implications that suggest hidden depths beneath
surface appearances.

In the following example, modulation, adaptation and literal translation were maintained
through careful lexical selection:

Police never officially deemed her a suspect in the murder. But I can't help assessing her
ballerina-lean, five-foot-nine frame. Strong enough to push her petite young nanny through the
fragile single-pane glass of a hundred-year-old window? Absolutely (Pekkanen, 2024, p. 21).

Toniyia nikonu ogiyitino ne gadxcana ii ni0o3pO6aHo y 0USCMSI; ane si MUMOBOIL
OYiHION0 iT 6anemHo-CmpPYHKY hicypy 3a68UKU NPUOIUZHO CMO CIMOeCam N simb CaHMUMempie,
00CMAamHbO CUNLHA, WOO BUULIMOBXHY MU MEHOIMHY MONI0OY HAHIO KPi3b KpUXKe 0OHOULAPOGE CKIIO
cmonimnuvoeo 8ikna? beznepeuno

«banemno-cmpynkyy» preserves the “ballerina-lean” quality that suggests both grace and
potential strength, while the evaluative leap to murderous capability is preserved through the
parallel structure of question and emphatic single-word answer. We also applied modulation in
transforming “deemed” to «esascana», changing the legal connotation to a more general
assessment. Additionally, adaptation was employed in converting the imperial measurement “five-
foot-nine” to the metric equivalent «cmo cimoecam n'smo canmumempis» to accommodate the
measurement system familiar to Ukrainian readers.

In the second example, the translation maintains the use of structural modulation in “But I
can read the deep strain in her eyes” and literal translation while preserving the contrast between
interior strain and external composure through parallel structural elements.

But I can read the deep strain in her eyes, and in the faint lines around her mouth. Beth
looks like a woman on the brink—of an eruption or a collapse. Maybe both (Pekkanen, 2024, p.
22).
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Ilpome ii oui ma n1edb NOMIMHI 3MOPWIKU HABKOLO 2Y0 8UOAOmMb 21UOOKY SHYMPIUWHIO
Hanpyey. Bem 6yna Oinvuwie cxoodca Ha MHCIHKY HA MexdCi — YU MO HEPBOB02O 3pU8Y, Yu Mo
arcummesoi kamacmpodghu. A moodice, i moeo, i iHWO2O.

As we previously mentioned, Pekkanen employs vivid psychological descriptions to
convey character emotions:

She's tiny, even smaller than I expected. She appears to be closer to seven years old than
nine. Her mother—tall, brittle-looking, and carrying a purse that costs more than some cars...
(Pekkanen, 2024, p. 10).

Bona 306cim manenvka, Hagime MeHwA, HidC 51 YAGIALA; HA 8U2A0 itl, Mabdymv, CiM POKis,
a ne oee'smo. Ii mamu iioe nopyu — BUCOKA, MEHOIMHA, 3 CYMOYKOIO, W0 KOWmye Oinvule, Hidi
KilbKa a8mMomo0inis...

In this example we have used modulation, amplification, and reduction. Structural
modulation occurs in reorganizing “tall, brittle-looking ... a purse” into «gucoxa, mendimua, 3
cymouxory. Amplification is evident in adding «306cim» to intensify “tiny" as «306cim manenvray,
«ti0e nopyu» to create a more dynamic scene. Reduction appears in condensing “appears to be
closer to” into «na euenad» and transforming the participial phrase “carrying a purse” into the
prepositional phrase «3 cymoukoron, streamlining the description while maintaining its essential
meaning.

The translation maintains the physical contrast between mother and daughter that
symbolizes their psychological dynamics. The term «mendimnay» for “brittle-looking” adds a
subtle suggestion of vulnerability beneath Beth's imposing presence, creating psychological
complexity.

Investigative elements

The investigative elements in House of Glass present specific translation challenges, as
they must simultaneously convey factual information and psychological tension. When translating
investigative scenes, particular attention must be paid to terminology, pacing, and emotional
subtext. Through careful application of Molina's translation techniques — particularly modulation,
amplification, and adaptation — we can preserve both the procedural precision and emotional
intensity that characterize Pekkanen's suspenseful narrative.

This example demonstrates our application of modulation in transforming “obsessed by
weapons ” into «mae He300po8y yikagicms 0o 30poi». While the lexical choices differ significantly,
semantic core remains preserved, creating a more linguistically appropriate expression for
Ukrainian readers

This shattered, battling family is united when it comes to the little girl who is obsessed by
weapons and who hides a book about a sadistic serial killer beneath her pink comforter. (Pekkanen,
2024, p. 98).

L[, cnosnena cymuuox ma npomupiy, poouHa cmae OOHUM YINUM, KOAU Cnpasa
CMOCYEMbCS MANLEHLKOT OIBYUHKU, SIKA MAE HE300P08Y YIKasicmv 00 30poi i X08a€ Nio poiHcesoo
KOBOPOI KHUIICKY NPO CePIHO20 80UBYIO-CAOUCMA.

To enhance clarity and emotional impact for Ukrainian readers, we employed
particularization, amplification, and modulation techniques in this passage. The particularization
technique converts the generic “pieces” into the more contextual «wmamouxu yiei icmopiiy,
specifying that these fragments relate to narrative elements. Through amplification, we
incorporated «rapewmi»y. Our modulation approach transformed “fit together” into
«cxnaoaromocs 6 eoure yiney, while “as Charles promised they would” becomes «sKk 1 Ka3aB
Yapnb3z», converting formal assurance into conversational reference.

The pieces begin to fit together, as Charles promised they would. (Pekkanen, 2024, p. 98).
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HImamouku yiei icmopii napewmi ckaadaromsbcs 8 €Oure yine, K i kazas Yapnvs.
This highlights the point at which disparate hints combine to create a cohesive image,
reinforcing the investigative process.

The next example illustrates our application of amplification and variation techniques. We
used amplification by expanding “I'm tempted” into «Ha mums mene oxonnoe baxcanusny, which
creates a more vivid emotional description, and by adding «aze wocw 3myurye mene synunumucsy.
Variation is employed in transforming the idiomatic expression ‘‘flip him off” to «damu tiomy
npouyxanay, which is culturally appropriate Ukrainian equivalent that maintains the aggressive
intent while conforming to target language norms.

I'm tempted to flip him off. But the driver may have information I need. (Pekkanen, 2024,
p. 30).

Ha mums mene oxonnioe 6adcanusi damu tiomy HpOUYXAHA, aile WocCh 3MYULYE MeHe
3YRUHUMUCS — MOJICTIUBO, Y HbO2O € IHpopMayis, AKa MeHi nompioHa.

Through our use of modulation and amplification, this translation transforms the sequence
from conditional speculation to observation of action to conclusive revelation, effectively building
suspense. Modulation is evident in changing “If my angle had been off — if I'd been watching from
across the street or inside the building” to «fkbu 1 ousunacs nio iHwum Kymom — 3 iHUL020 OOKY
synuyi uu 3cepedunu Oyoieni» and “straightens up, her left hand slipping into the pocket ... her
right hand reaches up for her mother's” to «we6uoxo niogooumucs, 1igy pyKy 80HA 3ACOBYE 8
KUWeHio ..., a npasoio bepe mamy 3a pyky». Amplification occurs in adding «iioco» to emphasize
the deliberate hiding of evidence, creating stronger focus on the object's disappearance..

If my angle had been off—if I'd been watching from across the street or inside the
building—I never would have noticed. Rose straightens up, her left hand slipping into the pocket
of her sweater as her right hand reaches up for her mother's. The evidence is gone now, tucked
away. (Pekkanen, 2024, p. 11).

Axbu s dusunacs nio iHwumM Kymom — 3 iHuo20 60Ky 8yauyi yu 3cepedunu 06y0ieni — s 0
HIY020 He nomimuna. Poy3 weudxko nioeooumoucs, 1igy pyKy 60HA 3aCO8Y€ 8 KUULEHIO cempda, a
npasoio bepe mamy 3a pyKy. Jlokaz 3uuK, 1020 cxo8anu.

In this case, our translation employs modulation in transforming “dig into” to «noxanyem
dicmatoy, “I leave” becomes «zanuwunacsay, and “as I found it” transforms to «xa ceoix micysaxy.
Generalization occurs in converting the specific “on her bed” to the more general «nopyur.
Reduction is applied by omitting “behind me” from “close the door silently behind me”, while
maintaining the stealth element essential to the scene's tension.

1 dig into my purse and grab the envelope for Rose, dropping it onto the foot of her bed. [
leave a tiny speck of blood on the envelope from my cut finger, but it's too late for me to open it
and just put the photo on her bed. I take one last look to make sure everything else in the room is
as I found it, then exit and close the door silently behind me. (Pekkanen, 2024, p. 94).

A noxanyem odicmaro 3 cymku Kousepm 011 Poys, kudaro 11020 6ins nidxcKa, HAGIMb He
HAMA2aryucs GUMeEpmMU KPUXimHy Kpueagy WIAMKY, WO 3aluUuldcs HA nanepi 8i0 Mo2o
NOpI3aH020 NaAlbys — Yacy obManb, Moxc npocmo kiaody gomoepaghito nopyu. Bocmanne
0211010 KIMHAMY, NepesipsaloduU, i 6ce Ha C80IX MICYsX, MOOI 8UX00ICY U 0€336YYHO NPUUUHSIO
ogepi.
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Emotional commentaries

Emotional commentary — the protagonist's reflections on her own feelings or observations
about others' emotional states — presents unique translation challenges, as it requires preserving
both psychological insight and narrative voice.

In the first example, the literal translation was used.

— Stella Hudson. — My voice sounds unnaturally high and tense. (Pekkanen, 2024, p. 96).

— Cmenna Xaocon, — mill 2010¢ 38y4UMb HENPUPOOHO BUCOKO U HANPYICEHO.

This self-observation maintains close lexical equivalence to preserve the protagonist's
psychological self-awareness.

This example illustrates the use of both reduction and amplification. Reduction is evident
in omitting “she asks”. Amplification occurs through adding «cnpasorcne obnuuusny to enhance the
mask metaphor, and expanding “desperation” into the vivid phrase «cnomeopene giouacm.

Oh, Stella. When did you figure it out?" she asks. Her genial mask is peeling away,
revealing what lies beneath it: desperation. (Pekkanen, 2024, p. 287)

— O, Cmenno. Konu eu 3002adanucy? — Ii npusimna macka mpickaemucsa, o2onwonoyu
CNPABIICHE 0ONUYYSL, CHOMBOPEHE BIOUAEM.

The translation enhances the original by introducing additional detail and transforming
abstract ideas into more concrete imagery. These shifts deepen the psychological portrayal and
sharpen the contrast between external appearances and inner emotional states, making the intended
meaning more vivid and accessible to Ukrainian readers.

In the following case, structural modulation is evident in combining two separate English
sentences into one Ukrainian sentence, creating a more fluid narrative flow that better suits
Ukrainian syntactic preferences. We also applied generalization when transforming the specific “/
see a muscle twitch in his jaw” into the more general «s 6auy, sK Hanpys’cyemvcs 1020 wenenay.
Reduction occurs in omitting the pronoun “me” from “he tells me, ” simplifying it to «kaorce giny.

I am going to get in and out of that house as fast as I can,” he tells me. I see a muscle twitch
in his jaw. (Pekkanen, 2024, p. 32)

— A 3a1i0y i 8utidy 3 yb020 O6YOUHKY MAK WEUOKO, K 3MONCY, — Kadice BiH, i 51 6auy, sK
HanpyscyeEmuvcsi U020 ujenend.

In this example, transposition was applied by modifying the grammatical structure of the
sentence, aiming to achieve greater naturalness and alignment with the syntactic norms of the
Ukrainian language, as perceived by the target audience.

We all saw her. His voice is hoarse, his eyes faraway. (Pekkanen, 2024, p. 55)

— Mu 6ci ii 6auunu, — 11020 2010C 3pUBAEMBCS HA XPUNKULL Wenim, no2isi0 OIYKAE 0ecob y
npocmopi.

Transposition occurs in converting the adjective “is hoarse” into the verb phrase
«3pusacmoucay, changing the grammatical category from a state description to an active process.
Additionally, we used amplification by adding «xa xpunxuii wenim» and modulation was applied
in transforming “his eyes faraway” into «noenso 6aykae decv y npocmopiy, where the static
description becomes a dynamic action that better conveys the character's distracted mental state.

In the next example, a combination of modulation and amplification was employed to
render a more psychologically nuanced portrayal in the Ukrainian translation. Modulation is
evident in transforming “This isn't untrue” into «ye i He 306cim npasday, while amplification
occurs through the addition of «doodarw nesumyweno» and «xoua», which provides additional
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context about the speaker's manner and creates a more complex psychological portrayal of the
character's internal conflict between honesty and deception.

1t’s for my report. This isn’t untrue (Pekkanen, 2024, p. 52)

— []e 0111 M020 38imy, — 0000 HEGUMYUIEHO, XO4d Ye Ul He 308CiM npasodq.

These techniques slightly enhance the character’s self-awareness regarding her strategic
communication, while also adding an additional layer of emotional complexity.

Hyperbolic descriptions

Hyperbolic descriptions — expressions that deliberately utilize extreme exaggeration to
intensify emotional response or convey potential threat — create distinct challenges for translators,
who must carefully balance maintaining the intended dramatic effect while ensuring the expression
remains convincing in the target language context.

Here, we employed structural modulation, changing the sentence structure and
amplification techniques that enhance the foreboding atmosphere of the house “looming” by
transforming the description into an active perception by the protagonist who observes it in the
mirror.

Behind me, the enormous house looms in my rearview mirror. (Pekkanen, 2024, p. 97)

YV 03eprani 3a01ub020 6udy 51 6ayy obpucu enuue3no2o 6yOUHKY, Wo BUCOYIE NO3AD).

This method heightens the psychological tension in the scene, creating a more immediate
sense of unease for the reader.

In this instance we applied amplification by expanding “claw” to «macuemni 3anizui
nazypi», which intensifies the predatory imagery, and by adding «npoxnadarouu winsx yenuoy.
Modulation was employed in transforming “funneling” from a descriptive participle into the more
aggressive verb «egepuzaromwscsy. Our translation also utilizes personification by attributing
animate characteristics to the excavator through the «na3zypi» metaphor. Additionally, we applied
reduction by omitting the specific measurement “several feet”.

The excavator jerks into motion again, its claw tunneling several feet into the earth.
(Pekkanen, 2024, p. 55)

Exckasamop 3106y nouunac npayroeamu, 11020 MACUBHI 3a1I3HI NA3YPL 62PU3AIOMBCSL 6
3eMIt0, NPOKAAOAIOYU ULTAX Venuo.

This example demonstrates the usage of structural modulation with elements of inversion.

The nasal-sounding horn blares behind me. I nearly jump out of my skin. (Pekkanen, 2024,
p. 10)

3a mo€to cnumolo yHAE pI3KUll cueHanr aemomooins i s n1edb He niocmpubylo 6io
HeCcnooi8amKu.

Those methods effectively communicates the character's startled reaction in a way that
sounds natural to Ukrainian readers while maintaining the tense atmosphere of the scene where
the protagonist is anxiously waiting to observe her new client.

In this case, the amplification is achieved through adding «Bim Bemmuesnoro» and
«mpoaymaHa 1o ApioHuiby, while modulation applied in “seven-bedroom home ... gardens is
flawlessly curated” changed to «6younky i3 cimoma cnanrbHAMU 00 10ealbHO O02NAHYMUX CAi8y.
Those techniques were implemented to maintain the psychological tension inherent to the thriller
genre, where artificial perfection often masks underlying dysfunction.

Every detail of the Barclays' seven-bedroom home and manicured gardens is flawlessly
curated. (Pekkanen, 2024, p. 31)

Kooicna oemanv maemky bapknaie — 6i0 eenuue3no2o 6yOuHKy iz cimoma cnaibHAMU 00
i0eanvbHo Q02nAHYmMuUX cadie — NPooymana 00 OpioHUYb.
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This example demonstrates transposition, changing an adjective “angry” to a noun “euig”
and modulation by transforming “You must ... sometimes” into “Mabyms, yacom...” which help
us deeply understand characters' emotional states is essential to the narrative.

You must feel so angry sometimes. (Pekkanen, 2024, p. 168)

Mabyms, uacom mu 6ioyyeacus cmpauieHHUull 2His.

Narrative twists

Narrative twists represent pivotal moments in storytelling where audience expectations are
deliberately subverted, creating powerful emotional impacts that range from relief to shock. These
literary devices are particularly effective when they transform seemingly dangerous situations into
harmless outcomes or reveal hidden threats lurking beneath apparently safe scenarios.

One fascinating category of narrative twists involves "false alarms" — moments crafted to
generate tension and fear that ultimately resolve into harmlessness. These require exceptional skill
in translation because they depend on maintaining the precise balance of threatening cues that
initially mislead the audience, followed by contextual shifts that reframe the entire situation.

The first example demonstrates reduction techniques where we eliminated “with it” and
“I think frantically ”, alongside structural modulation evident in transforming “/t'll be hard for her
to move around without it” into «be3 Hei 6oHa HABPSO YU 3MOJCE OANEKO NIMUY.

These translation choices effectively preserve the tension-building sequence that
characterizes psychological thrillers, where anticipated violence dissolves into mundane action,
creating the genre's signature atmosphere of false alarms and misdirection.

With her left hand, she raises her cane. For a moment, I think she's going to jab me with
it. Maybe I can wrest it from her grasp, I think frantically. It'll be hard for her to move around
without it. But Harriet uses the tip of her cane to poke the panel next to me. (Pekkanen, 2024, p.
288)

Jisoto pykor eona niditimac ceoro nanuyio. Ha mumv meni 30acmvbcs, wo 60HA
30upacmucs mene goapumu. Moowcaueo, s smoocy eupeamu nanuyio 3 ii pyk? bes nei 6ona naspso
yy 3modice oanexo nimu. Ilpome, I'appiem nuwe mopraemuvcs KiHUUKOM nAIuyi nameni nopyy 3i
MHOH0.

To effectively capture the narrative twist in this passage, we employed reduction by
eliminating “a split second” and “Then ... my hand in midair”, which streamlines the action
sequence, while implementing amplification through the addition of «scvoeco auwy. Modulation
was applied in restructuring “keeps in her sweater pockets. I see the flash of something shiny” into
«HOCUMDb Y KUUEHSX CBEMPIE ... JIOBI0 NO2AAOOM 1€0b NOMIMHULL MeMATiuHUll 6I0OTUCK».

As if in slow motion, I see Rose reach into the pocket of her sweater. I lunge toward her. [
know what Rose sometimes keeps in her sweater pockets. I see the flash of something shiny a split
second before I grab Rose's arm. Then [ freeze, my hand in midair. It's a silver tube of lip gloss.
(Pekkanen, 2024, p. 171)

Hemoeg y cnoginvnenii stiomyi, s 6auy, sk Poys macnemocs 0o kuweni ceempa. A kuoarocs
0o Hei. A 3uaro, wo Poy3 inodi nocums y kuwensax ceempis. Ilepw Hidxc ecmuearo cxonumu ii 3a
PYKY, 1087110 NO2IA00M J1e0b NOMIMHUL Memanidnuil 8ioonuck. A 3acmuearo Ha Micyi — ye 8cb020
Jauw cpionacmuti moouk OIUcKy ons 2yo.

This approach successfully transfers the dual nature of the narrative twist — starting with
perceived danger that transforms into a harmless situation — while ensuring the text reads
naturally for the Ukrainian audience and preserves the psychological impact intended by the author.
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In the following example we applied amplification by adding «panmom». Modulation was
employed in transforming ““/ feel a tingle between my shoulder blades” into «no cnuni npobicae
xono0oky, changing the specific physical sensation to a more generalized fearful response.

1 feel a tingle between my shoulder blades, a sixth sense someone is watching me. My hand
Jerks out and hits the button to make sure my doors are locked. I whip around and look back in the
direction of the house. No one is behind me. (Pekkanen, 2024, p. 97)

Panmom no cnumi npobicac xonodox — wocme uymms NiOKA3VE, WO 3d MHOKO
cnocmepieaiomo. Pyka mumoeoni mscHemvcsi 00 KHONKU, WOO Nepeceiovumucs, uo o0sepi
3amkHeHi. sl obepmarocs i 60usnsocs 6 Oik OYOUHKY, aie no3ady — HCOOHOI OVUlL.

The translation challenges encountered in House of Glass exemplify what Baker and
Saldanha identify as the core difficulty in translating suspense: preserving "not just what is said,
but how it is said—the rhythm, pacing, and strategic ambiguities that create psychological tension"
(2020, p. 215). Through careful attention to environmental descriptions, character portrayal,
investigative elements, emotional commentary, hyperbolic expressions, and narrative twists, the
Ukrainian translation maintains the psychological depth and suspenseful atmosphere of
Pekkanen's work while accommodating the linguistic and cultural differences between English and
Ukrainian.
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Conclusion

Sarah Pekkanen is a contemporary American author known for her psychological thrillers,
including House of Glass, which demonstrates her narrative proficiency through complex
characters and familial psychological dynamics. Her writing features meticulously structured
narratives characterized by psychological tension, with environmental descriptions, character
portrayals, and narrative twists that create a compelling atmosphere of suspense.

In our work, we undertook the translation of key passages from House of Glass, a narrative
centered on Stella Hudson, an attorney who becomes entangled in a mysterious death investigation
involving a child. Throughout the novel, Pekkanen masterfully weaves psychological elements
into the storyline, particularly through the careful construction of threatening environments and
complex interpersonal dynamics. The text utilizes precise linguistic choices to build and maintain
suspense, creating a crescendo of tension as the plot unfolds. Our translation focused on preserving
these psychological nuances while ensuring cultural relevance, paying particular attention to the
descriptive passages that establish mood and foreshadow events. This translation approach
highlights the novel's exploration of truth concealed beneath appearances and the psychological
journey toward uncovering deception within seemingly perfect family structures.

During the translation the following translation techniques were used:
e Modulation (37%)

Amplification (28%)

Reduction (14%)

Literal translation (5%)

Transposition (5%)

Generalization (5%)

Particularization (2%)

Variation (2%)

Adaptation (2%)
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Appendices

Appendix A

8% 3%

15%

21%f

Types of descriptions

i 25%

m Character descriptions ® Environmental descriptions

® Investigative elements = Emotional commentaries

m Hyperbolic descriptions m Narrative twists
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14% l

Appendix B

Translation techniques

4 37%

28%

®m Modulation m Amplification m Literal Translation
= Transposition m Particularization = Reduction
m Generalization m Variation m Adaptation
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