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Abstract

The translation project deals with the translation of a fragment of the psychological thriller
The Man Made of Smoke by Alex North and translation analysis. The distinctive features of the
psychological thriller genre were characterised. It was revealed that literary devices play an
important role in rendering the psychological atmosphere of the novel. The literary devices used
by the author were identified and described. The translation techniques used for rendering literary
devices were identified according to the classification of Lucia Molina and Amparo Hurtado Albir.

Key words: atmosphere, literary devices, metaphor, modulation, psychological thriller,
translation techniques.

AHOTALIA

[NepexnananpKuii IPOEKT MICTUTh MEPEKIIA]] YpHBKaA rcuxoiioridnoro tpuiepa « The Man
Made of Smoke» Anexca Hopra Tta mnepeknamanpkuii aHamiz. bBymo oxapakrepu3oBaHO
0COOJIMBOCTI JKaHPy MCHXOJIOTIYHOTO Tpuiiepa. BeranoBieHo, M0 XydoXkKHI 3ac00H BiJITpaloTh
BO)XJIMBY POJIb Y BIIITBOPEHHI IICHUXOJIOTIYHOI atMocdepu pomany. byino BUSBIEHO Ta OMUCaHO
XyJIOXH1 3ac00HM, BUKOpUCTaHi aBTopoM. [lepexiaganpki mpuiloMH, BUKOPUCTaHI JUIsl mepenadl
XyIOXKHIX 3ac00iB, OYyJI0 BUSBIICHO BiAMOBIIHO 10 Kiacudikaiii JIrocii Momiau Ta Ammapo Yprano
Anb0ip.

Kurouosi cioBa: armocdepa, XyaokHi 3aco0u, metadopa, MOIYIISAIisL, TICHXOIOTIYHHN
TpHJIIED, MEePEKIAIAIbKI IPUHOMH.
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Introduction

Contemporary literature plays a significant role in people’s lives, as it reflects current
issues, emotions and experiences, and attracts readers around the world. Consequently, the
translation of foreign literary works into Ukrainian contributes to the promotion of intercultural
communication and broadens access to the world’s literary heritage. Psychological thrillers are
becoming particularly popular, attracting readers with their tense atmosphere, intricate plots and
the complex psychological experiences of the characters. As the reader’s full emotional
engagement with the atmosphere is crucial to the psychological thriller genre, it is essential to
accurately reproduce the linguistic and stylistic features of the text. Therefore, the relevance of
this work lies in a detailed study of the specifics of the genre and the literary text, as well as in the
search for effective translation strategies that will contribute to expanding the readership of
contemporary psychological thrillers in Ukraine. In order to achieve this goal, we decided to
translate a new book by the contemporary British writer Alex North, The Man Made of Smoke.

The book The Man Made of Smoke tells the story of Daniel Garvie, a criminal profiler who,
as a child, had a traumatic encounter with a brutal murderer.

As the novel belongs to the psychological thriller genre, the author utilises descriptive
narration to provide a detailed account of the characters’ inner feelings, the atmosphere, the
situations and the settings in which the events unfold. In this way, descriptive narration helps to
create a tense psychological atmosphere. In order to make these descriptions more expressive and
emotional, literary devices are a crucial element. They help to heighten the emotional perception
of the text, influence its interpretation and evoke vivid imagery. That is why, in our translation
project, we identify and analyse literary devices and the translation techniques employed. Many
foreign and Ukrainian scholars have studied the concept of literary devices. Among foreign
scholars, we can point out Alaviyya, N., Aliyeva, P., Alisoy, H., Aljadaan, N., Black, L. A., Braga
Riera, J., Eliassen, M., Farxadova, M., Feccomandi, A., Harris, R. A., Hasanova, S., Hussain, R.,
Jahn, M., Kennedy, A., Koelsch, S., Lehne, M., Nord, C., O’Reilly, C., Pacheco, P., Paramalingam,
M., Qu, J., Saldanha, G., Samandarova, S., Tu, K., van Krieken, K., Wang, Y., and others. Among
Ukrainian scholars, we can point out Ababilova, N., Golovnia, A., Mozghova, Y., Shevchuk, L.,
Shcherbyna, A., and others. Foreign scholars have also paid particular attention to translation
techniques and methods, for example Lucia Molina and Amparo Hurtado Albir, Peter Newmark,
and others.

The purpose of the translation project is to translate a fragment of the novel The Man
Made of Smoke and to identify literary devices in the source text and explain the ways of rendering
them.

The tasks of the translation project are:

e to translate a fragment from the novel The Man Made of Smoke by Alex North;

e to characterise the distinctive features of the genre;

e to identify and describe the literary devices used by the author to create the
atmosphere of a psychological thriller;

e to reveal and explain the translation techniques used to render the literary devices.

The research material is the book The Man Made of Smoke by Alex North and its
translation into the Ukrainian language. The source text consists of 44,641 characters, the target
text consists of 39,132 characters.

The structure of a translation project. The translation project consists of an abstract, an
introduction, two chapters, conclusions, references, and two appendices. The total volume of a
translation project is 46 pages.



Chapter 1. Translation of the novel The Man Made of Smoke by Alex North

Source text
It could be anywhere, this place.

Arest area in the countryside, just off the motorway. There’s a low
budget hotel on one side of the car park, gas pumps on the other. Inside
the single-story building at the far end, there is a food counter, a shabby
amusement arcade, and a shop with snacks and newspapers and a selection
of bestselling books. Outside the entrance, a van is selling flowers. The
bunches rest in battered metal buckets, wilting in the afternoon heat.

After parking, the man sits in the darkness of his van for a time.
Then he gets out and walks slowly toward the main building.

The first witness to see him is a teenager dressed in creased kitchen
whites, who is leaning against the wall of the hotel, smoking a cigarette.
Hours later, he will give the police the same vague description as others
who are present here this afternoon. The man is tall. Long green coat; dirty
jeans; work boots thick with dried mud. The teenager will mention brown
tufty hair, and a sun-weathered face. But the main thing he will remember
is a sense of threat that he can’t quite put into words.

“He was someone you don’t want to look at,” he tells the police.

The man stops briefly at the flower van. A young woman is
working inside. From behind the counter, she can really see only the man’s
upper body, and so she wouldn’t be able to describe his face even if, like
the young man outside the hotel, she had been prepared to look at him for
long enough.

She will be clear about the words, at least.

“Nobody sees,” the man says. “And nobody cares.”

Inside the main building, the man approaches the food counter and
stands there for a moment without ordering. Another teenager is working

Target text
JloBoJ1i HETIPUMITHA MiCIIHHA.

[IpunopoxHs 30Ha BIAMOYMHKY JE€Ch B CUIBCHKIA MiCLIEBOCTI. 3
OIHOTO0 OOKYy MapKOBKH 3HAXOAUTHCS JEUIEeBHUM TroTeidb, 3 I1HIIOIO —
aBTO3ampaBka. Y MAIbHbOMY KYTKY PpO3TAIIOBYETHCS OJHOMOBEPXOBA
OyaiBIIsL, ycepeanHi K01 € MPOAYKTOBA CTiliKa, 3aHeA0aHui 3aJ IrpOBHUX
aBTOMATIB 1 KpaMHUYKA 31 CHEKaMH, ra3eTaMu Ta J00IPKOI0 KHMKKOBUX
Oectcenepi. Ha Bynuili mepes BXoIOM CTOITh KBITKOBHIA (pyproH. byketu
y MOOUTHX METAJICBHUX BiJ[pax B’sIHYTh BiJl ICHHOI CIICKH.

[Ticas Toro, sk MpUIApKyBaBCsl, YOJOBIK NESKUNA Yac CUIUTH Y
TEeMpsiB1 CBOro pyproHa.

3rofioM BiH BUXOJUTH 1 MOBUILHO MPSMYE 10 TOJIOBHOT Oy/iBIIi.

[lepmiuM #oro MOMITHB MIAMITOK Yy 3IM’SATIH OUTIH KyXOHHIM
yHIpOpMI, SIKUH CTOSB, CHEPIINUCh HA CTIHY TOTENI0, 1 MaJUB LIUTapKy.
[TizHime, maroun CBIAYEHHS TMOMIIIi, BiH, SK 1 pelITa OYE€BU/IIIIB, OTHIIE
auie 3aranbHi pucu. YonoBik BUCOKMi. JloBre 3ereHe manbTo, OpyaHi
JUKMHCH, poO0Ul YepeBUKH, BKPUTI 3ac0XJI010 OarHiokoro. [Tititok 3ragae
TaKOXX CKYHOB)KEHE KallTaHOBE BOJIOCCS Ta OOBITpeHe oOmuyus. Aue

HalisickpaBile 3akapOyeTbcs B MaM ATl BIAYYTTS TPHUBOTH, SIKE
HEMOYJIMBO OIUCATH CIOBAMH.
“Bid TOMH, BiJ KOr0 MHUMOBOJI BIABOIUII ITOTNIST’, — MOBIAOMIISIE

XJIOTIEIb MOJIITI.

Yo0BIK Ha MHUTH CIUHSAETHCS OUIS QyproHa 3 KBiTaMu. Tam
Ipalioe MOJOAA JKiHKA. [3-3a mpuiaBka BoHA OauuTh JUIIE TYIyO
yosoBika. Came TOMy, HaBiTh SKOW, SIK 1 FOHAK OUIS TOTEN0, MUIBHO
BAMBIISUIACH B HHOTO, HE 3MOIJIa O OonmucaTH HOro o0auyds.

[IpunaiimHi, c0Ba BoHa po3iOpaa 4yiTKo.

— HixTo He 0auuTh, — NPOMOBHUB 4YOJOBIK. — | HIXTO He
MeperMaEThCA.

YcepenuHi roIoOBHOTO MPUMIIICHHS YOJIOBIK MIXOAUTH A0 CTIMKH
3 1Kero 1 3aTpUMY€EThHCS TIepe]] Heto, Hiuoro He 3aMOBIIsiioun. Tam mpaiitoe



there, but he’s too busy and distracted to pay the man much attention. He’s
scanning the racks of burgers and hot dogs wrapped in greasy paper,
making a mental count. A smart kid, this one. He’s only been there for two
weeks, but he knows what sells and when, and has been trying to get the
guy working the grills in the back up to speed.

“Nobody sees,” the man says. “And nobody cares.”

The middle-aged man in charge of the arcade catches only a
glimpse of him, because he’s concentrating on a boy who wants to come
in and play on the machines. It’s gambling, so adults only. If you ask him,
it’s stupid to have an amusement arcade when you know there are going
to be families coming in and kids running loose, but nobody asks him. He
seems to spend half his life telling children that they can’t come in. That’s
something he’ll think about a lot after today.

The man enters the shop next, loitering in the aisles for a minute
before leaving. The teenage boy behind the counter barely notices him;
he’s keeping an eye on a kid he suspects of being a potential shoplifter. At
home, this teenager is obsessed with true crime, and spends a lot of his
time reading lurid accounts of serial killers, the more violent the better. In
the years to come, this afternoon will loom large in his memory.

“Nobody sees,” the man says. “And nobody cares.”

It’s not really true. After today, a great many people will care. They
will watch the television coverage, read the newspaper reports, and scan
the websites. A few years from now, they will buy copies of The Man
Made of Smoke by Terrence O’Hare, billed as the definitive account of the
Pied Piper killer and the children he took away.

But right now, I suppose, the man is correct.

Finally, he walks down the concourse toward the back of the rest
area, where the crowd is sparse and the lights are flickering.

And he waits.

1€ OAMH MiAJITOK, ajie BiH HACTUIBKU 3aKJIONOTAaHUHI CBOIMM CIIpaBaMH,
[0 HaBiTh He MoMivae rocts. Ouynma mpoOirae 1Mo MoJvLsX, paxyruu
NOAYMKHU Oyprepu Ta XOT-JOTH B XKUpHOMY manepi. KmitiuBuii 1oHak.
Yeboro nBa THXKHI Ha poOOTi, a BKE TAMUTH, KOJU Ta IO HaKpaiie
IPONAETHCS, 11€ M HAMAraeThCsl MATATHYTH NPAIliBHUKA 32 TPUTIEM.

— HixTto He 06aunTh, — NPOMOBUB 4YOJOBIK. — | HIXTO HE
IIEPENMAETHCSL.

KepiBHuK irpoBOro 3aiy, 40oJOBIK CEPEIHIX POKIB, JHILE MHUTLIEM
noMiyae #oro, aKe yBary 3a0Upae XJIOMYUCHKO, IO MPOCHTHCS
BCEpEeMHY MOTrpaTy Ha aBToMaTax. A3apTHi irpu Juiie g gopocnux. Ha
HOro IyMKy, BIAKpUBaTH pO3BOKAIBHHK 3al y MicCli, KyaH
NPUXOAUTUMYTH CiM’1 3 JIITbMH, SIKI BCIOAM racaTUMyTh — MOBHA JIypPHSL.
Axne xto x ntutae? [1o10BUHY CBOTO )KUTTS TUIBKH i pOOUTH, IO MPOTAHSE
niTnaxiB. [Ticist CbOTOHINTHBOTO JHS BiH IIE HE pa3 MOBEPHETHCS J0 i€l
JTyMKH.

Yo10BIK 3aXOAUTH 10 KPaMHHUII, TOBUTHHO ONyKae MiX psSaaMu i
HEBJIOB31 BUXOMUTh. [li/yTiTOK 3a MpUIaBKOM Maiike He 3BepTa€E Ha HhOTO
yBard. BiH MUJIBHO CTEXUTH 3a XJIOMYAKOM, SIKOTO MiJ03PIOE€ y Hamipi
OI0Ch NOLYNHWTH. YAOMa L€ IOHAK 3aXOIUTIOETHCS TPYKpaMoM W
3aUUTYETHCS PO3MOBIIAMHU PO CEpIMHMX YOMBIb, a UMM >KOPCTOKIIIE
nosipoOuili, TUM Kparie. MUHYTh pOKH, a 11eH JeHb 11I€ JJOBI'O MallopiTuMe
B HOTO maM’sITi.

— Hixto He 06aunuTh, — MNPOMOBHUB YOJOBIK. — [ HIXTO He
[EePEINMAaEThCSL.

Hacmnpasni e e 30BciM Tak. [licis chOrOMHINIHBOTO JHS Oarato
xT0 Oynme mneperimatucs. Jlromu AWUBUTHMYTHCS TeNeBi3iiiHI HOBHHHU,
YUTAaTUMYTh Ta3€THI CTATTi, NEPerIsAaTUMYyTh CaTHU. 3a KUIbKa POKiB
BOHHM KYIMyBaTUMYTh MpUMipHUKK KHUTH «JltomuHa 3 gumy» TeppeHnca
O’Tapa, sxa craHe ocTaHHIM cjoBoM y cmopasi Bousui-Illyponosa ta
BUKpaJIeHUX JiTeH.

Opnnak Hapasi, MaOyTb, YOJIOBIK TaKH Ma€ Pallifo.

3pemToro, BiH MpsIMy€ BHHM3 110 KOPUAOPY 10 JATbHBOTO KiHIIS
30HU BIIMIOYMHKY, JI€ MaihKe MOPOKHBO 1 JIEJh )KEBPIE CBITIO.

I gekae.
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Coins clattering in the arcade; shouts from behind the food counter;
mingled conversations. All that noise disappeared as I closed the door to
the men’s toilets and started down the corridor beyond. There was only the
unsettling hum of the bulbs flickering overhead.

Old trails left by a dirty mop had dried on the tiled floor like swirls
of faint, ghostly hair, and the air smelled stale. The hum from above me
grew louder as | walked, and my heart started beating a little harder. It felt
like I was entering a place in which I didn’t belong yet, and I had to fight
the urge to turn around and head back out. But that was stupid; [ wasn’t a
little boy anymore. There was nothing here to be frightened of.

And then I heard someone whistling.

I faltered. The sound was coming from ahead of me, around the
corner. It was neither casual nor mindless, clearly a deliberate and
purposeful tune, and I recognized it from somewhere without being able
to name it. It was familiar in an odd, unnerving way, as though I’d heard
it in a dream, or a nightmare, or in some different life altogether.

Everything is fine, I told myself.

There s nothing to be scared of-

I reached the end of the corridor and turned to the right. The toilets
were long and narrow, with four cubicles on the right-hand side, a urinal
along the wall opposite, and a sink and mirror on the far wall. The door of
the cubicle farthest from me was closed. The whistling was coming from
whoever was in there, and a little boy was standing outside it.

The atmosphere had already put me on edge, but the sight of the
boy made my breath catch in my throat. Because I felt it immediately:
something wrong was happening here. The boy was small and skinny,
wearing old clothes that were at least a couple of sizes too large, and which
hung loosely off his thin frame. One of his cheeks was streaked with dirt.
As he turned his head to look at me now, it seemed to move in slow motion.
Along with the otherworldly whistling and the flickering light, I was
suddenly convinced I was looking at a ghost.

Then I registered the expression on his face.

Terrified. Desperate.

keskosk

Bpsi3kiT MOHET y 3aii irpoBHMX aBTOMATiB, TOMIH 3-3a MpPUJIaBKa 3 DKero,
OypxJIUBI pO3MOBHU. YBECh II€Hl IIyM 3HHUK, IIOHMHO sI 3a4MHUB JBEpi
YOJIOBIYOrO TyajeTy 1 pymuB KopuaopoMm naini. Jlume nammu 3Bepxy
MOTOPOIIHO TYAUTH i MEPEXTLIH.

3acoxyi IAMH Big OpyaHOi IIBAOpM HA TUIMTIII HArajxyBajH
npUMapHi macMa BoJIOCCS. Y TOBITpI BiAdyBaBCS 3aTXiuil 3amax. 3
KOYKHUM KPOKOM HaJl TOJIOBOIO HAPOCTaB T'yJ 1 ceplie 3aKajarajio TPOXHU
CHIIbHIIIE. 31aBayiocs, s CTYNHB TyIW, A€ MEHI He micue. S nense
BTpHUMaBcs, 1100 He MOBEpHYTH Ha3ad. Ta mio 3a aypHuii. S Bke He
MajieHbKul Xjomyuk. TyT Hema yoro GodTucs.

A panToM s MO4YYB, SIK XTOCh HACBHUCTYE.

S 3ynuHuBCs. 3BYyK JOJMHAB CIiepeny, Aech 3a porom. Lle Oyna He
JIETKOBa)KHA 4K Oe3yMHA MENO/lis, a HAaBMaKK YiTKa Ta npoaymana. S ii
BITI3HAB, ajie¢ HE MIr 3rajaT, /e caMe 4yB paHime. BoHa 3maBamacs
3HAalOMOIO y JUBHMM, HaBITh TPUBOXKHHUM CHOCIO, Haye 3 SKOrOCh CHA,
KOIIIMApy YX 30BCIM 1HIIIOTO KHUTTS.

“Vce 0obpe”, — 3acniokoroBas s cebe.

“Hiuoeo bosimucs”.

S nifmoB 0 KiHLS KOpUIOpY 1 MOBEpHYB mpaBopyd. Tyarer
BUSIBUBCS By3bKHUM 1 JOBTUM: IIPaBOPYY PO3MIILYBAINUCA YOTUPU KaOIHKH,
HaBIPOTU — IMiCyap, a B KiHII MPUMILIEHHS — paKOBUHA 3 J[3€PKAJIOM.
JBepi HaiiBignaneHimoi kabiHku Oynu 3aunHeHi. Came 3BIATH J0JIMHAB
YUICH CBHUCT. A Mepe]] HUMHU CTOSIB MAJIGHbKUIN XJIOMYHUK.

S # 6e3 Toro OyB SIK Ha TOJKax, aj€ KOJHM MOOAuMB XJIOMYUKA, Y
MeHe nepexonuiio noaux. Onpasy NpuiIIIo yCBIIOMIEHHS: TYT IIOCh HE
Tak. XJIOMYUK OyB Malvi 1 XyJIuid, a 3 HOTO CYXOpPJISIBOTO TiJia 3BHCaB y
J1Ba pa3u OiIbIIuil moHomeHui oar. OnHa 1noka Oyina BumMazaHa OpyaoM.
Konm BiH TIOBEpHYBCSI, 371aBaiocs, 110 BCE CTIOBIIBHHUIOCA. | B Ty MHUTH,
cepes AMBHOTO CBUCTY i JKEBPIHHS JIaMIl, 51 OyB MeBEH, 1110 0auy NpUBUAA.

Ta MoTiM s TOMITHUB BUpa3 O0IMYYS XJIOMIHKA.
Crpax. Biquaii.



His eyes begging: please help me.

The two of us stared at each other for what felt like an age, that
whistled music continuing from behind the closed door. I held the boy’s
gaze, unable to break it. But I had no idea how to react. What to do or what
to say. Nothing in my life so far had prepared me for the strangeness of
this encounter. I could see the fear on the boy’s face. Please help me. And
I wanted to. The boy was small and emaciated, and his expression
reminded me of how I felt facing the bullies in the schoolyard, desperate
for someone to come and help me, rescue me, make it stop. I had the
uncanny sensation that I was looking into a fairground mirror, in which
the reflection was only very slightly distorted. And I felt an immediate,
deep connection to the boy. I knew that I had to help him.

But then the whistling stopped.

The silence lent an instant charge to the air. The urge to help shifted
inside me, like an animal that had been frozen in headlights jerking back
to life. All I knew for certain right then was that there was something
dangerous on the other side of that closed door. That a monster was about
to emerge, and I needed to get away from it as quickly as I could.

It was blind panic. I reacted without thinking, stepping into the
nearest cubicle and pulling the door closed quickly. I clicked the lock down
just as | heard the door at the far end of the toilets creaking open on its old
hinges.

Then nothing aside from the hum of the lights.

I sat down as quietly as I could on the toilet seat, then lifted my
feet off the floor, brought my knees up to my chest, and wrapped my arms
around them. It was dark in the cubicle, but the door didn’t go all the way
to the ground. At the bottom, there was a letterbox of pale green light
flickering weakly on the tiles.

I waited, my heart beating hard.

For a few seconds, there was nothing. But then I heard slow,
purposeful footsteps, and I held my breath. A shadow broke the light
beneath the cubicle door and stopped there. I stared down at the muddy
tips of a pair of enormous, weathered work boots.

I heard slow breathing from the other side of the thin wood.

Woro normsin 6naras: “IIpouty, donomoscu meni’”.

Mu auBHIIMCS OJTHE HA OIHOTO, 3/1aBaj0Cs, LTy BIUHICTh, @ CBUCT
3-32 3aUMHEHUX JIBepel yce He MPUMHUHSBCS. S He MIT BIIBECTH OIS BiJl
XJIOIMYUKA. AJie HE MaB OIHOTO ysBIeHHs, 5K miath. 1o pooutu? Illo
kazatu? JXXUTTS He TOTyBajO MEHE 0 Takoi AMBHOI 3ycTpiui. S Oauus
cTpax y ioro ouax. “bynp nacka, momomoxu MeHi”. I s xoTiB 6u. Xnomuuk
OyB KpHUXITHHI Ta 3MapHLUINIL, HOTO OIS HAaraJaB MEHE B IIKIIbHI POKH.
Komnucs s Tak camo cTOSIB Ha MOABIP T epe XyniraHamu, onararouu, moo
XTOCh TPHUIIIOB HA JIOTIOMOTY, 3yIIUHHB X, BPSATYBaB MEHE. 31aBasioCs,
HIOM JUBIIOCH Yy KpUBE MA3€pKalo, SIKe JUIIE TPOXH CIOTBOPIOE
BinoOpaxeHHs. Sl onpasy BiM4yB CWJIBHUH eMOIiHHMNA 3B’s30K. 51
3pO3yMiB, IO MYIITy HOMY JOMOMOITH.

Pantom cBuct ypBascs.

Tuia MUTTEBO 3alIOBHMIIA MOBITpPsL. bakaHHA 1OMOMOTITH 3raco,
HEMOB 3BIp, 1110 3aBMEp BiJ CTpaxy, panTOBO INPUHUIIOB 10 TsAMH. S OyB
YIEBHEHUH TUIBKM B OJHOMY: IIOCh HeOE3MeYHe XOBajoCh MO TOM Oik
3a4MHEHUX ABeped. Tam OyB MOHCTp, KM OT-OT BUPBETHCS HA30BHI, 1
MeHi Tpeba TiKaTu SKOMOTa IIBUIIIIE.

Mene oxomuna manika. He po3aymyrouu, s 3aCKOYMB 10
HailOnmxuoi kaOiHKM I mocmixoM 3a4iMHMB JiBepi. KianHyBs 3amMkoM came
B Ty MHUTb, KOJIM Ha 1HIIOMY KIHIII KOPUAOPY LIOCH 3aCKPUILIO — CTapi
JIBEp1 MOBITLHO BITYMHIITUCS.

I 3amana Tuma. 3aJUINUIOCh TIIBKU TYIIHHS JIaMIL.

S sxomora THXillle CiB Ha CUIIHHSI YHITa3Yy, MiJHSIB HOTH 3 ITiJIJIOTH,
MPUTHUC KOJIIHA N0 Tpyneid 1 oOiMHSB iX pykamu. Y KaOiHIIl HaHyBaja
TEeMpsiBa, ajie JBeplsiTa He JOXOIMWIM 70 caMoi mijutord. Kpi3p minuny
poOMBaNOCs ThMSIHE 3€JI€HE CBITIIO, 1110 MEPEXTLI0 Ha ITUTII.

51 yekas, ceplie KajaTao.

Kinpka cekyna — HI4Oro. A mNOTIM MOYYNHCS MOBUIbHI, Ba)Ki
Kpoku. S 3aramyBaB nonux. TiHb mepekpuiia CBITJIO MiA ABepuMa i
synuHuiaacs. S BTynuBcs B OpyIHI HOCAaKM BEIMYE3HHMX, MOTEPTHX
pOOOYHX YEPEBUKIB.

S mouyB MOBUIbHE NUXaHHS 3 1HIIOTO OOKY TOHKOi JIepeB’sTHOT
MIEPErOPOIKH.



And then what sounded like fingernails tracing lazy circles on it.
“Nobody sees,” a man’s voice said.

I wanted to squeeze my eyes shut but I didn’t dare. Instead, I looked
down at the tips of his boots, not blinking. My vision began to sparkle.

Please, 1 thought.

Little dots of light danced in front of my eyes.

Please.

“And nobody cares.”

The boots moved away.

I kept staring down at the gap. A few seconds later, a weaker
shadow passed across the tiles: the boy, presumably, following silently and
obediently behind. I waited until I heard the distant sound of the door back
to the concourse opening and closing. Until all that remained was the
pounding of my heart and the hum of the lights above.

Finally, I opened the door to the cubicle.

The toilets were empty now. But whoever had been outside the
door had left something behind. There was a small square of white paper
on the tiles of the floor, and without understanding how or why, I was sure
that it had been placed there for me.

I reached down carefully, my hands shaking.

It was heavier than paper. Some kind of thin card. The back was
perfectly white, but when I turned it over I realized it was a photograph.

It took me a second to make sense of what I was seeing.

And when I did, I began to scream.

A TOTIM — 3BYK, CXO)KHH Ha IapalaHHs HIrTiB, 0 HEKBAILTUBO
MaJItOBAJIM KOJIa.

— HixTo He 6a4nTh, — MPOITyHAB YOJIOBIYHMA TOJIOC.

Crpax HE J03BOJMB CTYJIMTH MOBIKK. Miil morsg OyB MPUKYTHIA
JI0 HOCakiB Horo 4yepeBukiB. He HaBaxyBaBcsi Oonmail kininmHyTH. B ouax
1OYaj0 MEPEXTiTH.

“byov nacka’”’, — 6naras s.

KpuxiTHI BOTHUKH CTpUOaNH Iepes] OurmMa.

“byos nacouka”.

— I HiXTO He nepelMaeTbCs.

UepeBuKH pyLINIIN TETh.

51 nponoBXyBaB JMBUTHCS Ha INUIMHY MiJ JBepuMa. 3a KUIbKa
CEKyHJI TI0 TUIMTIII KOB3HYJIA CJIa0Ka TiHb, MaOyTh, TOW XJIOIMYHK, SIKUH
MOBYKH Ta CIyXHSHO HINIOB CiiJIOM. S 4eKaB, IOKU HE MOYYB, SIK JECh Y
JaJeYnHl BIIYMHWINCA 1 3auMHMWIMCA ABepl A0 BectuOrons. [loku He
3aJIMILIUIIOCS HIYOTO0, KPIM IYIIaHHS MOTO Ceplis 1 TyJIy JIaMIl HaJ{ TOJIOBOIO.

Hapemri s BigunHUB 1BEp1 KaOIHKH.

Tyaner OyB mopoxHiil. Ane TOH, XTO HIOWHO CTOSB 3a JIBEPUMA,
3anuImuB 1ock. Ha munTii jnexaB HeBeMUMKUN OLIMH KA TUK mamnepy, 1 s
HiOM MiACB1JIOMO 3p03yMiB, 1110 BiH MPU3HAYaBCs caMe JUIsl MEHe.

51 0bepexHO NOTATHYBCS BHU3, PYKH TPEMTLUIH.

Bin OyB BakuumMm 3a mamip. Cxoxuid Olibllle HA TOHKUH KapTOH.
3BopoT OyB MPOCTO O1IMM, ajie KOJIH s EPEeBEpHYB, TO MOOAYMB, LIO 1€
¢ororpadisi.

MeHi 3Ha100MI0CS KiJTbKA CEKYH/I, 00 yce 30arHyTH.

I moTiM KpHK BHUPBABCS caM COOOIO.



James

August 1998
Click.

James is lying on the dirty mattress when the key turns in the lock.
The sound makes him draw his knees up to his chest. It’s instinctive; it
won’t do anything to protect him. But when faced with danger, we all have
a desire to curl up. To make ourselves small and unseen.

The door opens slowly.

In the first few months after he was brought here, James was kept
in one of the wooden pens outside, tethered by his ankle to a post in the
ground. He would lie there shivering at night under a black sky full of
implacable stars, and there were moments when he thought he would die,
and then ones in which he thought he might already have.

But at some point in the last few weeks, the man had brought him
inside. Now he sleeps up here, in a small, windowless room on the first
floor of the house. It had been a relief at first. And yet there was also the
crawling sensation that all of this was happening by design. That the man
had waited until a part of James really had died outside—Ilost somewhere
between winter and spring—and that the man was now intending to fill the
gap that dead part had left.

The door creaks to a halt.

It’s pitch black in the room, so whenever he’s locked in here, it’s
impossible to tell if it’s day or night. But there’s a window at the far end
of the hallway outside the door, and the dim light in the corridor right now
suggests to James that it’s either dawn or dusk. He doesn’t know which;
time is difficult to keep track of. It feels like the man usually only keeps
him locked in here overnight, but James has the impression that he has
been left alone for longer this time.

That’s not good.

Because despite the fear and horror, he is alive. The man hasn’t
killed him. But any shift in routine could mean that is about to change.

The man steps into the doorway.
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HMaxeiimce

Cepnenw 1998 pix

Knay.

Jlxeiimc nexuTh Ha OpynHOMy Marpami. [lodyBimm 3ByK Kiroua B
3aMKy, BiH IHCTUHKHTBHO IMATATY€E KOMiHA a0 Tpyaei. Llei pyx ioro He
BpsTye. Ta xomu HeOesneka auxae Mopyd, YCi MU XOYEMO 3TOPHYTHCS
KajaynkoM. CTaTu MajJeHbKUMU 1 HETIOMITHHMH.

JIBepi MOBIJIbHO MPOYHHSIOTHCSI.

[Ipotsrom mepmux KiIbKOX MICSIIB ITiCJIsS BUKpajaeHHs, [[xeitmca
TpUMaJl B OJHOMY 3 JICpEB’SIHUX 3aroHiB Ha MOXBIp’i, MPUKYTOTO
JIAHITIOTOM 32 HOTY 10 cToBna. Hoyamu BiH JiexaB, TPEMTSUH, ITi]] TEMHUM
HeOOM, BCITHUM Oaiimykumu 30psiMu. Yacom oMy 31aBasocs, o0 CMepTh
BXKe OJTM3bKO, a 1HOJII 1110 BXKE IMPUMIILIA.

Ane nekulbKa TH)KHIB TOMY YOJIOBIK NpPUBIB MOro A0 OyIHHKY.
Tenep BiH HOUYY€e Ha MEPIIOMY MOBEpPCl y TICHINA KIMHATLi 0e3 KOTHOTro
BikHa. Crioyarky xjonens BinuyB mnojermeHHs. IIpore [[xeiimca He
MOKHJIAJI0 TPUBOXKHE BIUYTTH, 110 BCE L€ YaCTUHA SKOroch 3aaymy. Lo
YOJIOBIK JOYEKABCsl, MOKU SKACh YaCTUHA MOT0 TaKH OiticHo TIoMepia TOJ1
Ha NofBip’1, 3ary0ieHa iech cepell 3MMU Yd BeCHU. TOX Temep BiH Xode
3allOBHUTH YTBOPEHY ITOPOKHETY.

JIBepi 31 CKPUITOM 3yTIHHSIOTHCS.

V KiMHaT1 MaHye€ CyIiIbHA TEMPSIBA, TOXK KOJU XJIOMIIS 3aMUKAIOTh,
HEMOXKJIMBO BH3HAYUTH JCHb 3apa3 Ud Hid. AJjie BIKHO B JAJIbHOMY KiHITI
KOPUIOPY 3a JBEpHUMA, 3 SKOTO MPOOMBAETHCS ThMSAHE CBITIIO, HATSIKAE
JlxetiMcy, 1110 3apa3 CBITaHOK, a0 CyTiHKH. BiH He BeBHeHHUiA. Yac cTaB
PO3MHUTHUM. SIK MPaBUIIO, YOJIOBIK 3aMHUKAa€ XJIOMLS TUIbKM Ha Hi4, aje
1poro pasy Jxeiimc BiguyBae, 1110 HOTo 3aJUIININ HAOAWHII Ha JIOBIIIE.

[Torano.

Bo, xait Tam sK, monpu BCi CTpaKIaHHS, BiH 10C1 )KUBHIA. YOIOBIK
foro mie He BOWMB. Ayie BapTO JHIIE APIOHUIN 3MIHUTHUCS 1 BCE MOXE
3aKIHYHUTHUCH.

YomoBik 3’SIBISETHCS y IBEPSX.



As always, James avoids looking at his face. The man doesn’t like
that. But the truth is that there is nothing to see there anyway. Even lying
in the darkness, with nothing to distract him, James finds it impossible to
picture his features. Ever since that first day at the beach, he has been a
black space in James’s mind, not so much a presence as an absence. The
man is as vast and unfathomable as that night sky outside.

But even out of the corner of his eye, James can see it.

The man is usually empty-handed when he arrives on a morning.
There have been times when he brings a camera with him: a bulky old
Polaroid contraption. He will hear a click and a whir and then become
aware of the man wafting the photograph in the air.

But today, he’s holding a knife.

James closes his eyes quickly. Instinct again; if we can’t see the
monster then it isn’t really there. That was something his mother used to
say sometimes when he woke up scared in the night. A lot of growing up,
she’d tell him, gently stroking his forehead, is about pretending there’s no
such thing as monsters until you eventually realize that it’s true.

Except she was wrong. There is such a thing.

His heart patters in his chest.

“Get up,” the man says. “Follow me.”

Despite his fear, James knows better than to disobey.

“Yes, sir.”

And when he opens his eyes, the man is already gone. James listens
to the heavy sound of his footfalls moving away down the corridor, then
scrabbles quickly off the mattress and through the doorway. The man’s
enormous frame fills the hallway ahead. He leads James past the closed
doors up here, then downstairs, then through the stale, smoky air of the
front room.

And then outside.

Something about the quality of the light in the trees tells James that
it’s nearly dawn, and he blinks a little as he follows the man down the
wooden steps from the house’s rickety porch. The camper van is parked at
an angle in front of him. Beyond the vehicle, the rest of the farm stretches
away, still draped for now in the night’s receding shadows.
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JIxeMc, sSK 3aBXKIM, BIJIBOAUTH IOIVISA] BiJ HOro oOJIMYYS.
Yonogika ue aparye. Hacnpasai auButuca TaMm Hemae Ha 1o. Hapith y
TEMpsIBi, KOJIU BiH MOBHICTIO 30CEPEIKCHNUM, XJIONELb HE 3/1aT€H YSBUTH
roro pucu. 3 Ti€l camoi mepIoi 3ycTpivi Ha TUISHK] YOIOBIK 3aKkapOyBaBCs
MOPOXKHEUEI0 y CBIIOMOCTI, Haue Horo Hikomu i He Oyno. beskpaiiniii i
He30areHHuM, K HiYHe He0O HaIBOPI.

Ta xpaem oka J[>xeiiMc momivae iemio.

3a3Buuail BpaHI YOJIOBIK HPUXOJUTH 3 IOPOXKHIMH PYKaMHU.
Tinbku 1HKONIM TPUHOCUTH KaMepy, rpoMiznkuii crapuii [Tlomapoin. Jlynae
KJIAlaHHs, TYOiHHSA, a noTiM JIkeldMc 4ye, K TOW 3Maxye 3HIMKOM Yy
HOBITPI.

[Ipore choroaHi B HOTo pyKax Hik.

JI>keliMC MOCITIXOM 3aIlTIONIY€ 04i. 3HOBY iIHCTUHKTHUBHO. SIKIIIO HE
OauMIl YyqOBHCHbKA, 3HAUUTh, HOro i Hemae. Tak KOJHMCh Ka3alla Martw,
KOJIM XJIOMYMK TPOKUAABCS cepel Houl HajskaHud. “UactuHa
JOpOCHiIIaHHs, — HDKHO IMIaJuia BOHA HOTo MO 4Yoiy, — LI BJaBaTu, 110
MOHCTpIB He ICHYE. | 3pemToro nepekoHaemics, 1o Tak BOHO 1 €”.

Tineku BoHa nomuiisiiacs. BoHu iCHYIOTb.

Moro cepiie Kanarae B rpysx.

— [linBonmbes, — 3BYyUUTH HaKa3. — 3a MHOIO.
Jlxeiimc 00iThCs, ajie MPEKPacHO 3HAE, 110 OCIYXyTacsi HE MOXKHa.
— Cityxarocs.

SIK TUIBKM XJIOMYMK PO3ILTIOLIY€E O4i, YOJIOBIK YK€ 3HUK. Jlumie
IIyXe BIJUIYHHS BaXXKUX KpOKIB BiJIajsieTbesi KopuuopoM. JDxeiimc
IIBUIKO 3iCKaKye 3 Marpama W mnpocnm3ae y paBepi. [lomepeny,
3allOBHIOIOYH COOOI0 BECh MPOXiJ, i7ie MAaCUBHA MOCTaTh 4oJoBika. BoHu
MUHAIOTh 3a4MHEH1 BEp1 HAropi, NOTIM NPSIMYIOTh CXOAAMU BHU3, KPi3b
3aTXJje, IPOKypeHe NOBITPs MepeIHbOi KIMHATH.

I ock — monBip’s.

Ceiio MK JepeBamMu migkaszye JDxelmcy, 10 Bke Maibxke
CBITaHOK. BiH MpPYXHUTBCS, CIIyCKAIOYWCh 32 YOJIOBIKOM 3 JIEpEB’STHHX
CXIJIIIIB XUTKOTO TaHKy. [lepen HUM, miJ KyTOM, PUITApKOBaHUHN (DyproH.
Hani po3kunynack hepma, BCe I11e 3arOpHyTa B TiHb, 10 MTOBUTLHO TaHE y
HEPUIMX IPOMEHSIX COHIIS.



The farm.

James always thinks of it as that, even though it’s really a
compound, somewhere deep in the woods, with tight webs of barbed wire
strung between the trees. There are wire cages in which the man keeps
chickens, and a row of wooden pens where emaciated animals are tied to
posts. The air stinks of petrol from the generator that’s constantly putt-
putting away close to the tree line. A farm though. It’s easier to think of it
as that than some of the other things he might call it.

Prison.

The place he’s going to die.

The man walks around the side of the camper van, striding
confidently over the dry ground, his boots raising misty pufts of dust. He’s
holding the knife loosely down by his side. And he doesn’t look back—
because even though he’s leading James to his death right now, he also
knows he’ll follow. And James does, of course. Because what choice does
he have? There’s nowhere to hide here. No chance of escape. No use in
shouting for help.

Because nobody is coming to save him.

He remembers his first few days here at the farm. Back then, he
had tried to convince himself it was a nightmare that he would wake up
from soon. When he accepted it was real, he still thought it was going to
end. Because the police would be looking for him, wouldn’t they? He
remembered the shows he and his mother used to watch on their little
television: the ones in which the detective never gave up hope, and the
victim was always rescued in time. Away from the farm, the whole world
knew that James was gone, and so everyone would be searching for him.
His father might never have replied to the letter James wrote, but his
mother wouldn’t forget about him. She wasn’t going to rest until she found
him and brought him back home where he belonged.

You and me against the world, James.

But then the days passed.

And then the weeks.

And nobody came for him.
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Depma.

JIkeliMC 3aBKAM Tak ii Ha3WBa€, X04a HACIPAB/ 1€ pajIie CKia
Jnech MMOOKO B JIici, ¢ MK JepeBaMH HATATHYTI TYCTI MaBYTHHU
KOJIIOUOTO JIpoTy. TyT 3HAXOIATHCSA KIITKU 3 KypMH, II€ s/ IE€PeB’ THUX
3aroHiB, Y SKMX JI0 CTOBIIB IPHB’A3aHI BUCHaXeHI TBapuHU. [loBiTps
NPOCSKHYTE CMOpOAOM OCH3MHY BiJ TeHeparopa, sSKuidl 0e3 ymuHy
mapaxxkomumas Oinst micoBoi mexi. @epma. Jlerme HazuBary ii Tak, HiX
TUMH HIIMMH CJIOBAMH, IO CIIaJal0Th Ha [yMKY.

B’si3uutis.

Micre, n1e BiH 3ycTpiHE CMEPTh.

YouoBik 00X0aUTh (yproH, BIEBHEHO KPOKYIOUH CYXOH0 3€MJICIO,
1 ioro 4o0OTH 3M11MMalOTh y MOBITPS TyMaHH1 XMapku nuiay. Hix nerko
3BHCae B Horo pyui. BiH He o3mpaeThcs, 00 3HA€E, MO HABITh BEIy4YH
JxeliMca mpocTo B 00iliMU CMeEPTI, TOH yce ofHo mife ciigom. | xiomnens
ime. bo mo omy 3anmmaersea? Tyt Hemae ne cxoBatucs. Hemae mancy
BTeKTH. Hemae ceHcy KiMKatu Ha JOIOMOTY.

AJDKe HIXTO HE TIpHii/ie Ha MOPSITYHOK.

Bin mam’sitae nepuni aH1 Ha depmi. Toni JIxeliMmc 11e Hamarascs
nepekoHaTu cede, 110 1€ JIHIE KOIIMap, Bij SKOTO 0Cb-0Ch MTPOKUHETHCH.
Komnu Bce 3k Taku OCSTHYB peaibHICTh, HOTO HE MOKKJIada Halis, 1110 Bce
CKOPO 3aKiHUUTbCA. AJpKe K Mominig mMana 6 ioro mykaru, npasaa? ¥V
mam’sITi CIUTMBAJIM TIepenadi, siki BOHM 3 MaMOIO JTUBHIMCS HAa CBOEMY
MaJeHbKOMY TeNeBi3opi: Ti, Ji¢ JEeTEKTUB HEBIUHHO TNPOIOBKYBaB
PO3CIITyBaHHS 1 KEPTBY 3aBKIU BCTHrajiu BpATyBatu. Jlech Tam, 3a
Mexxamu (epMH, BECh CBIT 3HaB, MmO J[xeiMc 3HHK, 1 MOTrO HIyKalu.
barpko, MOXIMBO, Tak 1 HE BIAMOBIB HAa HOTO JIMCTA, ajI¢ MaTH HIKOJIHA O HE
3a0yna npo HhOro. BoHa O He 3acmokoinach, JOKM HE 3Haillma ¥ He
MOBEpPHYJIa CUHA J0A0MY, Ty[lH, Ie HOMY MicII€.

“Mu 3 moboio npomu ecvoco ceimy, /icetimce”.

Ta MuHYH JTHI.

A TIOTIM THXHI.

I nixmo 1o HBOTO TaK 1 HE MPUMIIIOB.



During that period, there were times when the man left the farm.
On each occasion, James had watched the old camper van disappearing
down the trail between the trees, waited until the sound of its engine had
faded, and then screamed with all the strength he could muster. Calling out
for his parents. Shouting for someone—anyone—to come and save him.
But his calls disappeared into the trees, and his voice failed him, and there
was only ever the insistent putt-putting of the generator in reply. And each
time, it was only the man who returned.

Nobody sees.

And nobody cares.

He follows the man across the farm now. Past the lines of wooden
pens, where the animals stand motionless inside. Toward the empty pen
all the way down at the end. The one closest to the woods, which used to
be where he slept. Its gate is open. Perhaps the man has decided to move
him back out here? Perhaps that’s all that’s happening? Except he knows
itisn’t. Because the man is turning the knife around in his hand, and there’s
a sense of purpose to him: a kind of dark energy buzzing around him like
flies.

There’s a dirty old shovel leaning against the post in the center.

James falters. Even with his back to him, the man seems to register
it.

“Get in there,” he says. “Pick up the shovel.”

James walks past him slowly, and then into the pen. He takes hold
of the shovel. He can barely lift it. The wooden handle is old and soft, but
the metal blade at the bottom is heavy. It’s caked with mud and rust.

“Start digging,” the man says.

James stares down at the surface of the ground.

And he wants to cry. He doesn’t need to be told what he’s digging
here. It’s his own grave. But the thing that sickens him the most is how
ashamed he is. Because he feels so weak, and the earth here is hard and
solid. His shoulders begin to hitch a little as he tries to keep the tears in.
How worthless he is. Everyone has forgotten him. All that’s left is the man,
and all the man wants is this one final thing from him, and he can’t even
manage to do that right.
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VY Ti yacw TpamsIocs, MO YOJIOBIK 3anumia (epmy. | mopasy
JxeimMc MpoBOKAB TOMIIAIOM CTapuil (yproH, KU 3HUKAE CTEKKOIO
MiX JepeBamMu. BiH uekaB, MOKH 3BYK JIBUTYHA PO3TaHE BIAJIHHI, 1 TOII
Kpuuas MOCHIIH, SIK TUTbKHU MIrT. 3BaB 0aThKiB. Bonas, abu xo4 XTOCh, Oy/1b-
XTO TIPHHIIOB HA JOTIOMOTY. AJie KPUKU TOHYJIM MK JepeBaMU, ToJoc
3puBaBCsA, 1 €IUHUM BIATYKOM OyJI0 HECTEpIHE MAPAXKOMIHHA
reHepaTopa. | KO)KHOTO pasy MOBEpTaBCs TUIBKU YOJIOBIK.

“Hixmo ne bauums”.

“I Hixmo He nepevumacmobcs’”.

Bin criinye 3a yonoBikoM 4yepes moasip’s epmMu. MuHaouu psian
JIepeB’sIHUX 3aroHiB, /1€ HEPYXOMO CTOSATh TBAPMHU. BOHM MiIXOIATH 110
KpaiHboro, 017151 camoro Jticy. Tawm, Jie KOJIrCh HOYyBaB XJIONeNb. XBipTKa
po3urHeHa. Moye, 4OJOBIK MPOCTO BHUPIIIMB MOBEpHYTU Horo Hazaa?
Moxe, Ha 1OMYy Bce€ 1 3akiHUMThCSA? 3BICHO K Hi. YoOJIOBIK
LJIeCTIPSIMOBAHO KPYTHTh HIXK y pyLi, @ HaBKOJIO BITUyBa€TbCsS TEMHA
€Hepris, sika I3MKIUTh, HEMOBOU Piif MyX.

VY 1eHTpi 3aroHy NpUTYIIMIACA 10 CTOBIA cTapa Opy/Ha Jjomnara.

Jlxeiimc 3ynuHsieThes. Tol, HaBITh HE 00€PTAIOYNCh, BIUYBAE II€.

— YcepenuHy, — nIpoMoBUB BiH. — bepu snonary.

JI>xeliMc TOBUTBHO IPOXOAUTH MOB3 HHOT'O 1 3aX0UTh Yy 3ariH. Bin
Oepe sonary, i jeaBe Moxke ii migHATH. [lepeB’siHa pyKosTKa THMJA Ta
M’sika. JIe30 B ipki, BKPUTO TpyAKaMH 3aCOXJIOro GarHa.

— Komaii, — Haka3ye 40JI0BIK.

JIxeriMC TUBUTHCS HA 3€MITIO ITi1 HOTaMH.

I fiomy xouerscs rurakatu. He Tpeba ciiB, mo6 3po3ymit. Bin
KOIIa€ CBOIO BJIACHY MOTWITY. Asie HallOuible po3’igae copoM. XJIOMUUK
HajATO cinaOKkuid, a 3emyd HaATo TBepAa. [lnedi mounmHaroTh 3ApUraTucs,
KOJIU BiH KOBTae cibo3u. Hikdgema. 3a0yTuii ycima. 3anuImmBCs TUTBKA
YOJIOBIK, 1 HaBITh OCTaHHE 3aBaHHs J[XKeiiMC HE MOYKE BUKOHATH SIK CJTiJI.



“Start digging,” the man repeats. James gathers himself together.
He plants the tip of the shovel against the earth as best he can. Looks at
the metal edge at the top of the blade. And then he stamps down on it with
the arch of his bare foot as hard as he can.

skskok

As James digs his own grave over the next few hours, he forgets
about the pain in his body. The trembling muscles. The heat of the sun as
it begins to burn his shoulders. The fact that his right foot is so badly hurt
now that it won’t support his weight. He’s determined to do this. He will
keep going.

The whole time, the man is whistling softly behind him.

The tune is the same one as always, as maddening and strange as
ever. James hates the way that it has begun to worm its way into his mind.
Every night in the darkness of his room, it plays in his head, and sometimes
he’s even found himself humming it without realizing. It’s as though the
tune is an infection that’s gradually spreading to him from the man.

He doesn’t want it to be the last thing he ever hears.

But he knows it will be.

Eventually the whistling stops. James assumes that’s the man’s
way of signaling that he’s done enough and that the grave is ready. With
his hair bedraggled and sweat running down his face, he leans on the spade
and looks down at the hole before him. A shiver of pride runs through him.
His body is weak and the ground is hard, but he’s done a good job. The
hole is long and deep. And he’s so exhausted now that he just wants to lie
down in it, and for this all finally to be over.

Except ... that’s not quite true.

He looks up at the sun streaming through the mist between the
trees, and for a moment he thinks he sees his mother standing there, half
illuminated by a ray of light. It’s only his imagination—a vision driven by
the delirium. He knows that. But he still feels a small fire burning inside
him. He wants to go home. He doesn’t want this monster to beat him.

He wants to live so very badly.

He leans there, breathing heavily, his body trembling.

Waiting.
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— Komaii, — moBTOpIoe 4onoBik. XJonens 30upae PemTKa CUIlL.
CraBuTh, K MOXE, JIONIATy JIe30M 10 3eMii. [IMBUTbCS Ha MeTaleBHUA
Kpaii. | motiM HaTucKkae 6O0COIO HOTOIO 3 yCi€l cuim.

skoksk

Komatoun BracHy MOTMIy MpOTSATOM HACTYNHHUX KiJIBKOX TOAMH,
Jxeitmc 3a0yBae npo 611k y Tii. TpemTinHas m’sa3iB. CrieKy COHIIA, 110
noynHae oOmamroBaté Iuiedi. | Te, moO mTpaBa HOra TaK CHIIBHO
MOIIKO/DKCHA, 10 BXE HE TPUMAae Horo Bary. XJIOINEIb CIIOBHEHUMN
pIIIyd0CTi 3aBEPIINTH CIIpaBy. BiH HEe 3yIMMHUTHCS.

YBech 11eit uac J40JIOBIK THXO HACBHUCTYE MO3a]Ty.

Mernonis 3aBK/I4 O/lHA i Ta cama, Taka >k JIMBHA i JIpaTiBIUBa, 5K
1 panimre. JlxeliMc HEeHABUIUTh, 110 BOHA 3aciia B foro rojosi. [lloxoui,
JeKa4u B TEMPsIBI CBO€T KIMHATH, BOHA I'pa€ B IyMKax, a iHO/1 BiH HaBITh
JIOBUTH cebe Ha TUXOMY HacmiByBaHHI. HeHade Bipyc, 10 mepenaeThes
pa3oM i3 MOAUXOM TOTO, XTO CTOITh 3@ OT0 CIIMHOIO.

Xmomnerp He Xoue, 100 11e Oy710 OCTaHHE, IO BiH MOYYE.

AJe ycBIJIOMITIOE, 1110 TaK 1 Oyze.

3pemTor0, CBUCT ctuxae. J[>keMc po3ymie 3HAK YOJIOBIKa, IO
poOoTa 3aBepIiieHa, 1 Moruia rotoa. Bomoccs ckyioBmkaHe, MIT CTiKae
0 OOJTMYYIO, CITUPAIOYHCH HA JIOTIATY, XJIOTEIh TUBUTHCS HA BUPUTY SIMY.
Y HBOTO MPOKUIAETHCA NMBHA TOpAicTh. T110 cnabke, 3emiis TBepAa, ae
BiH ymopaBcs. SIma noBra i mmOoka. BToma HacTiibKM CHIIbHA, IO
JkeliMC TOTOBMI JSITTH TyAW TMPOCTO 3apa3, MO0 Yyce HapelTi
3aKIHYUIIOCH.

MOXIIHBO. .. TII€ HE 30BCIM TOTOBUH.

Bin mimBoawTh TOTISAN HAa COHIE, SIKE TPOOUBAETHCS Kpi3h
CepriaHOK MDX JepeBaMHd, 1 Ha MHUThb OauuTh Martip. BoHa cCTOITH,
HaIBOCBITIIEHa TIpoMeHeM. J[kelMc 3Hae, 10 1€ JUIIe MapeHHS Bij
yToMH. AJle B HbOMY Crallaxye MalleHbKU BOTHUK. BiH xoue momomy. He
xoue, 100 e 4yJOBUCHKO HOTo 371amaiio.

Tak majko xo4e KUTH.

XJomneup CToiTh, AUXATH BaXKKO, TUIO TPEMTHTD.

Ouikye.



From back up the farm, he hears the sound of the camper van door
slamming shut, and he realizes the man is no longer standing behind him.
He hadn’t even been aware of him moving. But that’s no surprise—it’s one
of the powers the man has. He seems able to appear and disappear at will.

James risks glancing in that direction.

And what he sees there catches his breath.

The man is walking back toward him again. As always, his face is
a black absence, but James’s gaze is drawn instead to the figure beside
him.

The little boy that the man is dragging by the arm.

With his heart pounding, James looks down at the hole he has dug.
Not his own grave at all. The relief that understanding brings washes
through him like ice-cold water. But it also brings a burst of shame. He
only saw the boy for a second, and he looked nothing like James, but it
still feels as though he was seeing a reflection of himself.

But he’s done a good job, hasn’t he? He needs to cling to that.

He is still alive.

A part of him knows that’s what the man wants him to think. That
there is a purpose to everything he’s doing. That out of all the words James
might use to describe this place, the worst one of all might be this:

Home.
But all that, along with the shame, is overwhelmed by the relief.
He is still alive! He hears the man and the boy approaching. And as he
looks up again at the trees ahead of him, he sees that his mother is gone
now.
James

August 2001
The man whistles quietly as he drives.
James stares out of the windows of the camper van, eager for
sensation but also overwhelmed by it. His gaze darts here and there—one
side then the other; up through the windscreen—watching the woods
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3 mubuHM epMU BiH UYE, SIK 13 TYPKOTOM 3a4HHSIOTHCS JBEPLSATA
¢dbyproHa, i po3yMie, 110 YOJOBIKa BKe HeMae mo3any. [keiiMc HaBiTh HE
MIOMITHB, KOJIM TOM 3pymuB 3 Miclisl. Ta 1ie i He TUBHO, aJKe OJHa 3 KOTo
3mi0HOCTEN 1€ BMIHHS 3’ IBIATHCS ¥ 3HUKATH, KOJIM 3a0aKac.

JIxeiiMc HaBa)Ky€eThCSl KHHYTH TOTIISA]] B TOH OiK.

[ToGaunHe epexoIIoe KoMy TIyX.

YooBIK 3HOBY HpsIMy€ J0 HBOro. SIK 3amknau, Horo oOmmyds
IPOCTO YOpHA MOPOKHEYa, Ta 3apa3 MO IPUKYTHH 710 OCTaTi HopyY.

J1o Masyoro XJIOMYHKa, IKOr0 YOJIOBIK TATHE 32 PYKY.

Cepue maneno kanarae, /keiiMc TUBUTHCSI BHU3, HA BUPUTY HUM
amy. Lle 30BciMm He ioro BmacHa Mmorwia. [lomermeHHs Bix LBOTO
YCBIIOMJICHHS IPOHU3Y€ HOro, Haue KpukaHa Boja. AJje BOAHOYAC
MPUXOTUTH 1 XBHIIS COpoMy. BiH Ga4umB XJIOITYMKA JIUIIIE MUTb, 1 TOH 30BCIM
He OyB cxokuil Ha J[keliMca, Ta Bce K Take BIAYYTTS, HIOU JUBUTHCS Y
BJIaCHE B1JOOpaKeHHSI.

Ane x BiH IOIpaLlOBaB Ha ciaBy, ere x? J[xelMc 3acmokoroe
cebe.

Bin moci )xuBwHii.

YactuHa #oro posyMmie, 1110 caMe LIbOr0 YOJIOBIK 1 JOMaraeThcs,
mo6 [Ixeiimc B 1ie Bipus. lllo B ycbomy, 110 TYT BifOyBa€eThcs, € SAKach
Mera. [1{o 3 ycix MOXJIMBUX CliB, skUMU J[>keiiMc Mir Ou ommcard 1ie
micie, Hairipumm O6yso 6 oHe:

Iim.

Ta Bce 11€, pa3oM i3 cOpOoMOM, 3aThbMaploe ToJiermeHHs. Bin Bce
e xuBuit! J[xeiiMc dye, sk HaOMMKAIOTHCS YOJIOBIK 1 XJIOMYMK. | Komn
3HOBY MIJBOAUTH MOV Ha JiepeBa Morepeny, 0aunTh, M0 Marepi Bke
HEMae.

Haxeiime

Cepnenwv 2001 pik
YonoBiK THXO HACBHUCTYE 32 KEPMOM.
JlxeiiMc Bu3Mpae Kpi3b BikHA ()yproHa, mparHydd yce BiIuyTH i
BOJHOYAC IIEPEHECHUYIOUHCh IIOUYTTAMH. MOro MHOMISA MeTYILIHBO
nepeckakye To B OAMH, TO B iHIIUI Oik. BiH 3upkae Bropy kpi3b J1000Be



outside the vehicle flashing past. There is almost too much for him to take
in right now. The trees at ground level form an intricate brown-green blur
of texture. He has become so used to his world being static—living in the
center of a universe that turns around him, if it moves at all—that it is a
shock to find himself in motion.

This is the first time he has left the farm in over three years.

James doesn’t remember much of those years. There is too much
pain, too much horror, for him to recall any of what he’s experienced in
detail. But the man has absorbed him into his world by increments. He
made him dig the graves before he made him bury the bodies afterward.
He made him listen before he made him watch.

He made him take photographs of his own.

James thinks of the image he has in his pocket right now: of the
boy in the back of the camper van when the man brought him back to the
farm yesterday. James has never taken part in the killing itself. The man
has been waiting for him to be broken before trusting him to do that. But
that boy is waiting in the end pen back at the farm now. And tomorrow
morning, he will be James’s first.

The man continues to whistle as he drives.

James has no idea where they are going today or why. What does
it matter? The man is God, and he will reveal himself when he is ready.
They drive through woodland and then join the motorway. It is difficult to
keep track of time, but it’s perhaps an hour after they left the farm when
the man finally indicates and takes a turning off the motorway. They drive
into a rest area car park and come to a stop. The man unclips his seat belt.
He indicates for James to do the same.

James’s heart starts beating a little harder.

This can’t be real, can 1t?

Outside the camper van, the air is as fresh as it has ever tasted, and
the slight rush of the breeze suggests a landscape he might run in forever.
He pictures a kite trailing in the blue sky behind him—and then gets
distracted. Because there are people here! The sight of them all around
causes him to blink in surprise. Aside from the man and the boys, he hasn’t
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CKJIO, CIIOCTEpIrarouM, sK 3a BIKHOM IMPOJITAIOTh IMOB3 JepeBa. 3apa3
JIOBKOJIa HAJITO Oararo BChOro, 100 OXOMUTH BCe oipa3y. bis camoi 3emiti
CTOBOYpH 3JMBAIOTHCS B XUMEpPHUH Oypo-3eJeHHN Bi3epyHOK. XJIOMelb
TaK JIOBIO KMB y CTaTUYHOMY CBITI, Y CaMOMYy cCepli Jeb PyXJIHUBOTO
BCECBITY, IO BiJJUyBa€ MOTPSICIHHS BiJl TAKOi AMHAMIKH.

3a ocTaHHI TPU POKH BiH BIEPIIE 32 MEKaMH (PepMH.

Jl>keliMc Maiike HIYOTO HE IaM’siTae Mpo Tou 4ac. 3aHaaro 6arato
Ooito, 3aHaATO Oararo ’kaxy, BUTICHSIIOTH YCI MOAPOOHII croraaiB. Aje
YOJIOBIK KPOK 32 KPOKOM 3aTATHYB Horo y cBiii cBit. Criepiry 3MyIryBaB
KOIaTH MOTWJIH, MOTIM — 3akomyBaTh B HUX Tina. Crepiry Haka3zyBaB
CIIyXaTH, a 3TOZOM — JIUBUTHCS.

3mycuB camoMy pobutu dotorpadii.

JI>keliMc 3rajiye CBITIIMHY, IO JISKUTH 3apa3 Y HhOTO B KHIIICHI, HA
Hili 300pa’keH XJIOMYUK Ha 33aJHBOMY CHJIHHI (yproHa, SIKOro ydopa
YOJIOBIK MpuBIi3 Ha ¢epmy. Bin 1mie Hikonu He OpaB yuyacTi y BOUBCTBaxX.
YonoBiK 4ekaB, JOKM HOTO MCHXIKa 37JaMa€ThCs, 100 TOPYUYUTH IO
cupaBy. AJie Terep TOM XJIOMUUK YeKae y KpallHbOMY 3aroHi Ha ¢epmi. [
3aBTpa 3paHKy BiH cTaHe s J[keiiMca nmepimm.

YouoBik yce 11e HaCBHCTYE 32 KEPMOM.

JlxeliMc He Mae JKOIHOTO YSBJIEHHS, KyAM BOHH CBHOTOJHI
psIMYIOTh 1 HaBiwmo. Ta i sika pi3auus? e yonosik bor, Tomy Bce ctane
BiJIOMO JIUIIIE TOJ1, KOJIM TOM BBa)KaTuMe 3a MoTpiOHe. BoHM MUHAIOTH JTic
W BUIKIDKAIOTh HAa aBTOMAricTpayib. BaKko CIIIIKyBaTW 3a 4acom are,
HMOBIpHO, J1€Ch 3a TOAMHY MiCJsl BUi3My 3 (hepMHU YOJIOBIK BMHKA€E CUTHAII
MOBOPOTY ¥ 3BepTae 3 Tpach. BOHM 3aiKIKalOTh HAa TApKOBKY 30HU
BIJIMIOYMHKY ¥ 3ynuHAIOThCSA. YoNOBIK BifcTiOAE peMiHb Oe3meku Ta
KeCTOM Haka3zye [ xeiiMcy 3poOuTH Te came.

Cepiie XJI0MIS TOYMHAE KaJaTaTH CHIIbHIIIE.

Ie » Bce He HacmpaBi?

HazBopi noBiTps umncTe i CBiXeE, a JIETKU BiTepelb HION Malltoe
nepex HUM oOpii, ne BiH MIir Om Oirtu Oe3 ynuHy. J[keWmc ysBise
TIOBITPSHOTO 3Misi B He61 Mo3ay. .. i panToM BiaBomikaeTbes. Jroau! Ixms
MIPUCYTHICTh HABKO/I0 3MYIITY€ HOTO 3AMBOBAHO KIIIMTHYTH. BinTomi sik iforo
BUKpaJIU 3 TWISDKY, J[KelMc He OauuB >KOAHOT )KMUBOI Ty, KPIM YOJIOBiKa



seen anyone since he was taken from the beach. He’s been in a different
world. But now he’s back in the real one. As he turns to look, this way and
that, it feels as though everything is turning around him instead, and the
sensation makes him dizzy.

This can’t be happening!

“Nobody sees,” the man tells him. “And nobody cares.”

He slams the camper van door.

“You’ll see.”

And then the man sets off for the building at the end of the car park.
James follows dutifully behind. But the man must be wrong, he thinks.
He’s going to wake up from the nightmare after all. He looks down at
himself. He is thin and disheveled, unwashed. He knows there are bruises
on his face. And he still remembers enough of the real world to believe
that someone must notice those things.

Because despite the man’s best efforts, he has never quite lost hope.

Even after everything he has gone through, there is still something
of him left inside. A part of him that believes he might mean more to the
world than the man has tried to convince him. A part that wants to go home.
That hope 1s small and fragile, like a faltering pilot light in his heart, but it
is there. He isn’t brave enough to challenge the man alone, but if someone
were to ask him if he was okay, or approach him and offer to help, James
would tell them everything in a heartbeat. He still has just enough courage
left to do that.

And surely someone will.

A young man is smoking a cigarette outside the hotel at the side of
the car park. James stares across at him as they walk, willing him to look
up. And then he does! James’s heart flutters as the two of them lock eyes.

Notice me, he thinks.

Please.

But then the young man looks away.

“Keep up,” the man tells him.

The flower van first. The woman working inside is young and
pretty, and she has a kind face. Help me, James thinks. But not only does
she avoid looking at him, she even turns away. And the same thing happens
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Ta XJonuiB. Bin mepeOyBaB B iHIIIN peagbHOCTI. A Temep MOBEPHYBCS 10
CIPaBXKHBOI. | KON 03Upa€eThCs, 3MAETHCS, 110 00EPTAETHCS HE BiH, a BCE
HaBKOJIO, 1 BiJ] IIbOTO TAMOPOYUTHCS B TOJIOBI.

He moxe Oytu!

— HixTo He 6aunTh, — MpoMoOBIsiEe oMy 4onoBiK. — | HiXTO HE
MeperMaEeThCA.

Bin rprokae nBepuma ¢yprosa.

— Ilepekonaemics cam.

YounoBik npsimye 10 OyiBii Ha iHIIOMY KiHII mapkiHTy. Jkeiime
MOKIPHO HJe ClioM. XJIOMYUK MePeKOHAHHH, 110 YOJIOBIK MOMIIISETHCS.
BiH 0cb-0Ch IPOKHHETHCS BiJI IOTO KomMapa. JIkeidMc oImycKae oy
Ha cebe: Xyauil, po3namianuid, OpynHuid. Bin 3Hae, 1m0 06IM4Ysi BKpUTE
CUHIISIMU. Bipa, 1110 B peanbHOMY CBITi XTOCh 000B’SI3KOBO MTOMITHTb, yC€
I1€ KUBA.

[Tonpu Bci 3ycuiuist 4ooBiKa, HaJll B HBOMY He 3racia.

HagiTh micisi BChOTO MEPEKUTOr0 B HHOMY JIMIIHIIACS YaCTHUHKA,
sKa BIPUTb, 110 BIH BapTye OUIbILE JJIS CBITY, HI)K HAMAaraeTbCs J10BECTU
40J10BiK. YacTHHKA, siKa Xoue aoxomy. L{g kpuxiTHa i TeHIITHA HATis Jeb
TIIE y cepili, ajie BOHA Bce mie kuBa. [[xeitmcy Opakye BiaBaru, mo0
CaMOTY’KKH TPOTHCTOSITH YOJIOBIKY. Ta SKOM XO0U XTOChH TOI[IKaBUTHCSA
HOT0 CTaHOM, Y MPOCTATHE PYKY AOIOMOTH, TO BiH PO3IOBICTH iM yce 0e3
BaraHb. Y HbOTO BUCTAUUTh Ha 11€ MY>KHOCTI.

XTOCH 000B’SI3KOBO 3HANIETHCS.

bins roremnto, 3 60Ky CTOSHKH, MOJIOJMK MaJIUTh CUrapery. Lnydn
noB3, Jl>kefiMC He 3BOAMTH 13 HHOTO OYEH, HaAMarar4uch MPUMYCUTH
nigasaTa norsia. I ock Bin migHiMae! Ceprie J[keiimca Tpinoue, Konu ixHi
MOTJISIU 3yCTPIYAIOThCS.

“Ilomimbme mene”, — MOTYMKH KaKe BiH.

“bnazarw”.

Aue TO# BiABEpTA€THCH.

— He BiacTaBaii, — Ka)ke 4OJIOBIK.

Crnepury ¢ypron i3 kBitTamu. YcepenuHi Npaiioe MoJIoJa,
BpPO/UIMBA JKIHKAa 3 TPHUBITHUM OOMMYYsM. JlOTIOMOXITH MEHi, AyMae
Jlxetimc. Ta BoHa HE TUTBKM HE IISHYNA, a IIe W BigBepHynacs. I mami



when they go inside. The student behind the food counter is too distracted;
the man at the amusement arcade is too angry; the boy in the shop watches
him with open hostility. Person after person, the horrible realization settles
inside James that nobody is going to help him.

Everything the man has told him is true.

Nobody sees.

And nobody cares.

And then, finally, the bathroom at the end of the concourse. The
man locks himself away inside a toilet stall, whistling to himself. James is
suddenly alone and untethered. He feels the air beginning to sing with
tension.

Run, he tells himself.

But his body won’t respond. It’s the same sensation he remembers
having on the beach—a lifetime ago now—but it’s so much worse. He is
long past the point of helping himself; he is only a little boy, one who
somehow feels even younger than he was back then. What he needs is for
someone to take his hand and lead him to safety. Away from the man. Away
from the boy waiting back at the farm.

All it would take is someone—

And then James hears the door open behind him.

He turns slowly. The boy who walks into the bathroom a moment
later is about his own age, and the sight of him takes James’s breath away.
It is like staring at his own reflection—or into a mirror that shows what he
could have been if things had been different. They stare into each other’s
eyes for a second. And the boy sees him—he’s not like the others here.
The boy knows instantly that something is wrong. Perhaps it’s because
he’s a child too. Maybe it takes someone who hasn’t quite grown out of
their own nightmares yet to recognize when they’ve just walked into
someone else’s.

Help me, James thinks. Help us.

Because if you won t then nobody will.

The boy stares back at him, and the hope in James’s heart flickers
a little more brightly. Even just the eye contact, just being seen, gives him
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MOBTOPIOETHCA Te came. CTYISHT 3a MPUIIABKOM 13 1KESI0 HAJITO 3aiHSITHHA,
YOJIOBIK Y 3aJli aBTOMATIB 3aHAJTO PO3APAaTOBAHUM, XJIONELb Y KPaMHHULI
JUBUTBCS HA HBOTO 3 BIABEPTOI0 HEMPHS3HIO. 3 KOKHOI HACTYITHOIO
JIOAUHOIO B ayuni JkeiiMca mounHae ocijaTi MOTOPOILHE YCB1IOMIICHHS:
HIXTO HOMY HE JIOTIOMOJKE.

CrnoBa 40J10BiKa BUSABUIIMCH IIPABIIOKO.

“Hixmo ne bauums”.

“I Hixmo He nepevumacmobcs’”.

[ 3pemmToro — TyasieT HampUKiHI KOPUA0pY. YOIOBIK 3aMHKAETHCS
B JIaJIbHIM KaOlHI[l, HACBUCTYIOUH.

JI>keliMC 3aJIMIIIAEThCS HAa CAMOTI, 30BCIM OJTUH. Y TIOBITpPi HABUCIIA
Harpyra.

“Tixau”, — HaKa3ye BiH COOI.

Ane Tiio He ciyxaeThcs. Take came BIAUYTTA, K 1 HA TULIKI,
KOJIUCh JaBHO, Ta Ternep Habararo ripiie. Bin noBHicTio 6e3cuinii, ychoro
Ha BChOTO MaJICHbKUI XJIOMUUK, SKUI TOYyBaBCs 3apa3 HaBITh MOJIOJIINM
Hix Tozi. oMy motpiGen XToch, XTo Bi3bMe 3a PyKy i BigBene B Oe3meune
micre. [Tomani Big wonoika. [logaini Bij xJmomiis, 10 4ekae Ha Gepmi.

Tinbku O XTOCH. ..

I panrtom JxeliMc dye, SIK 3a CIIMHOIO 3aCKPUIILUIN ABEPI.

BiH noBu1bHO MOBEPTAETHCS. 32 MUTH B TyaJI€T 3aXOUTh XJIOMYHUK,
npubnuzHo Horo Biky. Y [xeiimca nepexorunoe 1yx. Bin Haue TuBUTHCS
Ha BJlacHe BiJoOpakeHHs a0o0 y J3epKajio, B SKOMY MOro iHIIa Bepcis,
SKOM BCHOTO LIbOTO HE cTajnocs. BoHM nepecikaloThCst MOIISIIOM Ha KiJlbKa
cekyHa. | xnomuuk 6auume ioro, Ha BiAMIHY BiJ 1HIMX. BiH 6e3 ciiB
po3yMi€, IO LIOCH HE Tak. MOXIMBO, TOMY IIO TeX IIE IUTHHA.
MosxuBo, JuiIe ToH, XTO 1€ He Mepepic BIaCHUX HIYHHUX KaxiB, 37aTe€H
BITI3HATH, KOJIU ONMHUBCS y YYKOMY.

“Jlonomoorcu meni, — nymae Jlxxeumc. — /Jonomoorcu nam”.

“bo axuwo ne mu, mo Hixmo .

XJOMYMK HE BIIBOAWTH oueH, 1 B JDkeliMca cramaxye TpOXH
SCKpaBillle KpUXiTHA icKpa Hajii. 3BUYaifHUN 30pOBUN KOHTAKT, MOTJIS,



courage, and he starts to take a step forward. But then the man stops
whistling, and James stops and glances sideways at the closed door. Doing
so breaks whatever spell exists between him and the other boy. When
James looks back again, he sees the boy is already ducking into the far
stall.

Pulling the door closed.

Locking it.

Hiding.

And that last little flicker of hope inside James gutters out.

The man emerges from his own toilet stall a moment later. Even
after all this time, James still knows better than to look at the man’s face,
but he can sense the expression of triumph there right now.

The man ruffles his hair as he walks past.

He stops briefly outside the stall where the other boy is cowering.
James walks past it afterward, dutifully following the man out, and he
reaches out to the door as he does. His fingertips touch the wood so softly
that the boy inside cannot possibly have heard, and yet James senses him
flinching.

You could have saved us, he thinks. But you didn t.

And after a moment’s hesitation, he takes the photograph out of his
pocket and places it on the floor.

So thats yours now.

skskok

When they arrive back at the farm later, the man takes James to the
house. A few of the chickens flutter about frantically in their cages, but the
man seems indifferent. He doesn’t look down the patchy yard either. Past
the pens of animals, to the enclosure at the far end, where the slumped
shape of the boy waits in the early evening gloom.

But James does.

Inside the house, the man leads him through to the dirty kitchen at
the back, then unlocks the heavy padlock on the door there. It opens onto
a set of flimsy wooden stairs descending into absolute blackness below.
James has never been down here. The man’s heavy boots tap solidly on
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10 HOTO MOMITHB, BXKE JOAA€ CMITUBOCTI. J[eiMc poOUTh KPOK BIIEpEI.
CBHUCT NPUIMHSAETHCS, BIH 3YNUHAETHCSA, KUHYBIIM ToMsA] yOIK Ha
3aunHeHi aepi. TuM camum pyiHYIOUM Yapu MDK HUM M IHIIAM
XJIOMYUKOM. J[>keiiMC 3HOBY O3UPAETHCS T ITOMIYaE, SIK TON YK€ IIMUTHYB
y JAIbHIO KaOiHKY.

3aumHsi€e 32 cOOOIO JIBEPI.

3amMuKae ix.

XOBa€ETHCH.

[ ocranHiii BorHUK Hafil BcepenuHi J[xeliMmca 3racae.

3a MUTH YOJIOBIK BUXOOUTH 31 cBO€l KaOiHKU. HaBiTh 3 IIMHOM
qacy XJIOMNEIb 3HAa€, M0 HE BApTO JUBUTHUCS WOMY B OONWYYs, alie BiH
BiJT4yBa€e TaM TpiyMQalbHy MOCMIIIKY.

[Ipoxoastuu MoOB3, YOIOBIK HEOATO KyHOBIUTH HOTO BOJIOCCH.

Bin HeHanoBro 3ynuHsA€eThCS O KaOiHKU, A€ MpUYaiBCs 1HIIUN
xjon4uK. J[xelMc MpoXoauTh MOB3, MOKIPHO CIIIYIOUM 33 YOJIOBIKOM, 1
MUMOXiZIb TOpPKaeThCcs nBepeil. KiHuMkM manbliB Jelb KOB3alOTh IO
JIEPEBY, TaK TUXO, LII0 XJIOMYUK YCEpeInH1 HaBpsI1 YU MIT TIOYYTH, 1 BCE XK
JlxeiiMc BiuyBae, sIK BiH 3pUTHYBCH.

“Tu mie nac epamysamu, — fyMae BiH. — Aie He 3poous Yoo .

[Ticas KOpoTKOTO BaraHHs BiH JicTa€ 3 KUIIEHI CBITIIMHY Ta KJaje
il Ha miasoTY.

“Tenep 6ona meos”.

skskok

[ToBepHyBIICh Ha QepMy, HYOJIOBIK BinBOAUTH Jlxkeiimca 10
Oynunky. Kinbka Kypeit MeTymaTbes y KIIITKax, aje YOJOBIK, 37aEThCH,
ILOr0 HE moMivac. BiH HaBITh He NTUBUTHCA HA 3aHea0aHMi ra30H. BoHu
MUHAIOTh 3aTOHH 3 TBAPUHAMH, TIPSIMYIOTH JIO CAMOTO JAJIbHHOTO BOJILEPA,
JIe Y BEUipHIX CyTIHKaX 4eKae 3ropOiieHa MocTaTh XJIOMIHKa.

Aune [IxelMc TUBUTHCS.

VY OynuHKY 4YOJIOBIK Befe HWOro Ha OpyaHy KyXHIO B IIHMOUHI,
BIIMMKA€ BaKKHI HaBICHUH 3aMOK Ha JBEPIX. 3a HUMU BUIHIIOTHCS XUTKI
JIEpEeB’siHI CXO/H, IO CIYCKAIOTHCS y IIIKOBUTY TeMpsiBy. J[keimc TyT
Briepie. Baxkki MmiIONIBY YOJIOBIKA TIIYXO BiJOMBAIOTH KPOKUA Ha KOXKHIN



each step as he descends. James’s own land more softly behind as he
follows him down into this cold, dark space underneath the world.

At the bottom, the air smells of mold and earth.

There’s a click as the man pulls on a cord. The single bulb flickers
on and buzzes gently, illuminating a small, makeshift storeroom.

James looks around. Every visible surface is thick with dust, and
cobwebs trail down from the wooden ceiling. There are bags stuffed full
of old clothes against one wall. Open cardboard boxes against another,
filled with an assortment of random objects. Crumpled handbags. Broken
toys. Indistinct photographs curling at the edges.

Souvenirs, James realizes.

The wall directly ahead is lined with rusted filing cabinets. Above
them are a series of handmade wooden shelves the man has nailed into the
brickwork. James’s gaze moves over the items there. An old kerosene lamp
and a crumpled box of matches; the rusted handles of wrenches and
hammers; an ornate silver picture frame with no photograph inside. Metal
hooks have been screwed into the fronts of the shelves, keys hanging from
them at intervals all the way along.

The man opens one of the drawers. It makes a rasping, scraping
sound.

“Come and look,” he tells James. James steps across and peers
down. The first thing he notices is the money. It has been a long time since
he has seen money, and there is almost too much of it here for his mind to
make sense of. Hundreds of rolled-up banknotes, held in tight coils with
dirty rubber bands. James has no idea where the man got it from, but the
implication of what he’s being shown is clear.

Look at how powerful I am.

How powerful I can make you be.

His gaze moves to everything else in the drawer.

“Take some of it out,” the man tells him. “Look through it.”

James hesitates for a second, then reaches in and begins to pick
items out at random, one by one. Passports; bank cards; birth certificates;
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cxomuHIl. Kpoku JIkeiiMca HabaraTo THUXIiIri, KOJIH BiH 1/Ie CIIJOM Y IO
XOJIOJHY TEMHY O€30IHIO ITiJ1 3€MJICHO.

BHu3y B HOCI pi3ko 0’€ 3amax MIiCHSIBM Ta CUPOi 3eMJIL.

YonoBIK CMHUKae 3a IIHYp, JIyHae€ KiIalaHHs. €1MHaA JamIIouka
TBMSHO CHajlaxye W THXO JI3WXKYUTh, OCBITJIIOIOYM  HEBEJIHKE
IMITIPOBI30BaHE CXOBHIIIC.

JxenmMc o3upaeTrbes. [1nn ToBCTUM mapoM BKpHUBA€E BCE HABKOJIO,
3 JIepeB’siHOT cTell 3BMCAIOTh HUTKM NaBYTHHHSA. Y3JIOBX OJIHIET CTIHU
BAJIIOTHCS MIIIKK, HAOWUTI CTapUM ONIATOM. Y3IOBX IHIIOI PO3KHAaHI
BIIKPHTI KAapTOHHI KOPOOKH, HAmXaHi PI3HOMAHITHUMHU JIPiOHHUIIMHU.
3im’siTi cymouku. [lonamani irpamku. Posmuti ¢ororpadii 3 3arayTuMun
KpasiMH.

“Tpoghei”, — ycBimommmoe Jxeimc.

Crina npsMO mepei HMM 3aBilllaHa 1pXKABUMHU MeETaJIEBUMMU
madamu. Hax HuMu — nepeB’stHl caMOpOOH1 MOHUL, TPUOUTI 0 LETIH.
Jbxeiimc okmaae norsin Ha pedi Tam. Crapa racoa Jiamma M 3im’sTa
KOpoOKa CIpHUKIB, 1p»aBl pyUKH raliKOBUX KJIIOYIB 1 MOJIOTKIB, BUIIIyKaHa
cpibHa ¢ortopamka Oe3 cBiTIMHM. CrHepeny Ha MOJULAX NPUKPYYEHi
MeTaJIeBl FaukH, 3 SIKUX Yepe3 piBHI MPOMINKKH 3BHCAIOTH KIIIOYI.

YomnoBik BimuuHs€ onHy 3 mmyxisa. JlyHae mopox 1 piske
MIKPSOOTIHHS.

— Ilimitian, TsHB, — MOBHB dYoNOBIK JDkeriMcy. Xiomers
HiAXOAUTH OIKYe 1 3amiaae B myxisiay. lepiue, 1o nmomiyae — rpoii.
MuHynu poku BIATONI, SIK BIH BOCTaHHE iX 0a4yuB, a KyIIOp HacCTUIbKU
Oararo, 110 oui po30iratorbcs. COTHI 3rOPHYTUX Y TYTi PyJIOHH OAaHKHOT,
CTATHYTHUX OpyIHUMU TyMKamMu. J[>KeiiMc He 3Ha€, 3B1IKM YOJIOBIK iX y35B,
ajie CeHC TOro, 110 oMy 3apa3 MOKa3yloTh, OUEBUIHHMA.

“Iloousucyw, saxuti s MOZYMHIL”.

“Hrxum moeymuim modcy 3pooumu mebe”.

[Mornsg Jxefimca KoB3a€e naji MIyXJisiIo0.

— JlictaHb M0Ch, — HAKa3y€e YOIOBIK. — PO3IMBHCE.

XJomelp Bara€Tbcsi MUTh, a MOTIM MPOCTATa€ pyKy W MOYMHAE
JiCcTaBaTH MPEAMETH HaBMaHHs, OMUH 3a omHUM. [lacmopTu, OaHKIBCBKI



driving licenses. The blank faces of strangers stare back at him, and the
details begin to merge as he looks through them. But again, the implication
is clear. The man has dark magic. He can change his name, his age, his
face. There are so many identities in this room, each one a door that the
man can step through, moving from one to the next at will. He is anybody
and nobody. He is whoever he wishes to be. He is hurt and trauma passed
on from body to body. And that is what James can be too.

Nobody sees. And nobody cares.

The man has spent so long convincing him of that, and he’s proved
it to James today. But down here, finally, he is teaching him something
else as well.

Nobody except me.

James hears the familiar tune whistled softly in the air. It takes a
moment for him to realize that it’s coming from him now.

James

August 2001

James lies awake in the darkness.

The room is pitch black and yet the air seems to be throbbing in his
eyes and ears. He’s been lying here like this for what feels like hours, his
nerves singing the whole time. What is he waiting for? He isn’t sure.
There’s no way to tell what time it is. No way to know how many hours
have passed since the man brought him up here earlier.

It had been the same as every other night, except for one small
difference. Whenever the man closed the door in the past, James has
always heard the sound of the key turning in the lock.

Click.

But not tonight.

He had lain there listening, waiting for it, but the sound never
came. Tonight, the man has left the door to James’s room unlocked. But
then, why wouldn’t he? He knows that James has accepted the truth now.
The world doesn’t want him. It never had. Nobody has ever seen him;
nobody has ever cared. And at dawn, the two of them will take the final
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KapTKH, CBIJIONTBA MPO HAPOIKCHHSI, BOJIINCHKI MpaBa. be3nmuki oomuaust
TUBJISTHCSL Kpi3b HBOTO, 1 BCE 3JIMBAa€ThCs JAOKynu. CeHC 3HOBY
oueBUIHUNA. YOJIOBIK BOIOAIE TEMHOIO Maricro. BiH MoXe 3MIHUTH CBOE
iM’s1, BIK, 0Omuyysa. Y Hii KIMHATI CTUIBKH OCOOMCTOCTEH, 1 KOXKHA 3 HHUX
— JIBepi, Kpi3b SKi BiH MaH/PYeE, KOJIM 3aMaHEeThcsa. BiH XTOCh 1 BogHOUAC
HixTO. BiH — TO#, KM 3axode OyTu. BiH — 61716 1 TpaBMa, 110 MEPEAAFOTHCS
BiJI Tija 10 Tija. | Takum camMmuM Moske ctatu JxerMmc.

“Hixmo ne 6auumo. I nHixmo ne nepetimacmocs’”.

YouoBik pokamMu BOMBAB 10 iCTUHY B T0JI0BY J[XelimMca, 1 ChorojHi
3aKkpinuB ypok. Ta TyT, y TeMpsiBi, BIAKPUBAE iICTUHY.

“Hixmo, kpim mene”.
JIxeiiMc dye 3HallOMy MEJOJIi0, THXO HACBUCTYBaHy B MOBITPI. |
JIMILE 32 MUTh PO3YMIE€, 1110 BOHA JIyHAa€ 3 HOro BYCT.

xeiime

Cepnenwv 2001 pix

JlxeliMc niexaB y TeMpsiBl, COH HIsIK HOTO He OpaB.

KiMHaTa HamoBHEHa CyLIJIBHOIO MITbMOIO, a TMOBITps, HIOU
MYJBCY€ B XKHJIaX. XJIOMEIb JIEKHTD, SIK Ha TOJIKaX, BKe, MaOyTh, JeKiIbKa
roguH. Yoro BiH yekae? Cam Toro He 3Hae. HeMOXX/IMBO BU3HAUUTH Yac.
HemoxnuMBO Mi3HATUCH CKIIBKM MHUHYJO TOAMH 3 THX IIp, SIK YOJOBIK
IPUBIB HOTO CIOIH.

st HiY HIYUM HE BiIPI3HSIIACS BiJ] 1HIITNX, OKPIM OJTHI€T TPI1OHUITI.
Paniie, koM 40OJNOBIK 3a4MHSB ABepi, [PkeliMc 3aBKIu 4yB, K y 3aMKY
MIOBEPTAETHCSI KITIOY.

Knay.

Ta He choroaHi.

Bin nexaB 1 uekaB Ha 11e#i 3BYK, aJie Tak 1 He mo4yB. ChOroHi ABEpi
3UIMIIAINCS He3aMKHeHuMH. | gomy 0 Hi? YonoBik meBeH, mo JkeimMc
HapeTi 3MupuBcsa. CBiToBi BiH Ounblie He moTpiOHuil. Ta i HikoaM He
OyB. HixTo Hikonm He OauuB #oro. HixTto Hikomu He mepeilimaBcs. Ha
CBITaHKY BOHH Pa3oM 3po0iaTh ocTaHHii Kpok. He Oyio ceHcy 3amukatu



step together. There was no more need for the man to lock the bedroom
door earlier than there had been for him to worry that James would run
away from him at the rest area.

Except that the man doesn t know that. He only thinks it.

James listens carefully.

The house has been silent for hours now, surely? And if he leaves
it much longer then it will be too late. So he slips out from beneath the thin
cover and stands up.

Listens again. Hears ...

Breathing.

He feels a burst of panic—suddenly sure that the man has been
standing here in the room the whole time, motionless and invisible in the
blackness. But that can’t be true. James remembers watching the door
close. Later on, he saw the thin line of hallway light at the bottom go out.

It’s his own breathing he can hear.

With his palms out in front of him, he walks blindly across the
room in what he knows to be the direction of the door. The floorboards are
rough against the soles of his bare feet. When he reaches the wall, he takes
a step to one side, feeling for the handle.

Finding it.

Then he turns it very gently. A centimeter at a time.

The door opens inward with the quietest of creaks. James listens
again carefully. When he hears nothing, he dares to open the door a little
wider, his hand trembling the whole time.

Then he steps out into the corridor.

It’s dark, illuminated only by a wedge of moonlight from the
window at the far end. That’s where the stairs are. There are three doors in
between. The nearest is the bathroom, but he doesn’t know what’s behind
the other two. He assumes one of them must be the man’s bedroom, but he
has no idea which one. They’re all closed right now.

James wishes that he had Barnaby here to protect him. But the man
threw Barnaby into the sea on the day he abducted him, and so he’ll have
to find the courage inside himself instead. He starts to walk down the
hallway, one small step at a time, imagining that his feet are barely
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IBepl Tak camo, fK 1 mepeiimarucs, mo JlxedMc yrteue 10 30HU
BIJIMIOYMHKY.

TinbKH 4OJIOBIK IILOTO He 3HAE. BiH ymiIe Tak mymae.

JIxelMc npuCITyXaeThesl.

VY nomi maHye MepTBa THINIA BXKE JICK1IbKA TOJWH. 3BONIKATH HE
MOJKHA, 1HaKIIe Oy/e mi3Ho. BiH BUCIM3a€ 3-1111 KOBIPH 1 ITiIBOTUTHCS.

[Ipucnyxaerncs 3H0By. Uye...

Huxanns.

Ceprie cTucKaeTbes. ParroM XJiomis mpoiMae yCBiIOMIICHHS, IO
YOJIOBIK BECh 1€l Yac crmocTepiraB 3a HUM HEPyXOMO 1 HEMOMITHO Yy
tempsiBi. [IpocTto HeMoxmBoO. J[)KelMc TOYHO Ham’siTae, SK 0a4MB, IO
nBepi 3aunHmMcs. [1i3Himne — sk 3HUKIIA TOHKA CMY’KKa CBIT/Ia 3-MMiJ1 HUX.

Bin uye BnacHe nuxaHHsI.

Butarnysmu pyku Brepel, BiH HAaBIOMAIIKU CTyHae A0 JIBEPEi.
Jomku komoTth foro 0oci cTymnHi. JJiHIIoBIIN O CTIHM, BIH 3MILLY€THCS
yOiK HaMallyouu pyuKy.

Haperti 3HaxonuTh.

I ny>xe MoOBUIbHO, Maii’Ke HETIOMITHO, ITOYMHAE 11 TOBEPTAaTH.

JIBepi TUXO 31 CKPUIIOM BIUUHSAIOTHCS Becepenuny. JlxeiMc 3HOBY
HaTPy>KEHO TMPHUCITyXa€eThCcsl. He movyBIIM Hi 3BYKY, BiH HaBa)Xy€eThCS
MPOYMHUTH 1X LIUPIIE, YBECh Yac HOTO pyKa TPEMTHTb.

XJo1e1b BUXOIUTh Y KOPUIOP.

Ckpi3b TeMpsiBa, JHIIE KIMH MICSYHOTO CBITJIA MPOOUBAETHCS 3
BiKHa B JanbHbOMY KiHI[l. CaMme TaMm 3HaxonaTbes cxonu. [lonepeny tpu
nBepi. Haitbmokdi BeqyTh 0 BaHHOI, ajie BiH HE 3HA€, M0 3a 1HIIUMU
JIBOMa. XJIOMEIb MPUITYCKae, M0 3a OHICI0 3 HUX Mae OyTH CHajbHS
YOJIOBiKa, Ta HE MEBEH, 3a KO0 came. YCi BOHU 3apa3 3aurHEHI.

Jlxeiimc xoTiB 0u, 100 bapHa6i OyB mopyd, abu 3aXUCTUTH HOTO.
AJnle 4OOBIK BUKHHYB Irpaiiky B MOPE B J€Hb BUKPAJICHHS XJIOMIIS, TOX
Terep HOMy JOBENEThCS 3HAWTH MYXKHICTh Y €001 caMmOTyXku. Bin
MOYMHAE PyXaTHCS BIEPE], KPOK 32 KPOKOM, YSIBIISFOUH, IO HOTO HOTH



touching the ground. That he’s lighter than air. And it seems to work. He
can feel the soft push of the carpet against his feet as he creeps along, but
every footstep is as quiet as snowfall.

He reaches the first door.

If the man were to step suddenly out of nowhere, this is the final
spot for him to claim he was just going to the toilet. The temptation to turn
back is overwhelming. But he can’t do that. He fixes his gaze on that
window at the end of the corridor: at the moonlight he can see through the
dirty glass. At the outside world. The real world.

And he keeps going.

Past the second door.

The third.

And then he is at the top of the stairs. He looks back down the
hallway, and all the doors there are still closed. There’s no sense of
movement. And everything is silent, aside from a faint rush of air he can
hear from around the window nailed shut beside him.

The stairs.

He places his weight down gingerly, one step at a time, keeping a
gentle grip on the banister for support. The living room below him is lost
in darkness at first, but the shapes there begin to resolve the farther he
descends. He begins to move a little more quickly—wanting to run—but
forces himself to slow down. The danger might be above and behind him
now, but he can still feel it, hovering like a knife that will drive itself
between his shoulder blades if he makes the slightest mistake.

He steps down into the living room.

Stands still. Listens again carefully.

And the house is no longer silent.

It takes him a second to realize what he’s hearing, and when he
does, his skin goes cold. He turns his head very slowly. His gaze moves
from the wall in front of him to the settee under the window at the far end
of the living room, where the man is sitting.

James holds his breath.

23

nenp Topkatothes mimrorn. 1o BiH nermmwmii 3a moBiTps. | 1e, 3qaeThes,
npauoe. Kunum mM’siKo NpyXKUHUTH i HOTaMU, aje KOKeH KPOK THXUH,
SIK MaMIHHSA CHIKUHKH.

XJionenb A0XOAUTh J0 MEPIINX JIBEPEH.

SIKI10 YOJNOBIK panToM 3’SBHTHCS 3 TEMpsBH, Iie Oyne OCTaHHE
Miclie, Jie IIe MOXKHa BJIaTH, HIOM BIH IPOCTO MPSMYBaB 10 TyalleTy.
Criokyca BiACTYNUTH maneHa. Ase xiomnens He Moxe. [keliMc Tpumae
MOMIsA Ha BIKHI B KIHII KOPUIOPY, Ha MICSYHOMY CBITJi, IO
npoOuBaeThCs Kpi3b Opyane ckino. Ha 30BHIIHBOMY CBiTi. CnpasocHbomy
CBITI.

I BiH KpOKy€ nauti.

[ToB3 apyri aBepi.

Tperi.

I ochk xmonenp yxe Ha BepxiBii cxoniB. [lorsHyBIIM Ha3an, BiH
0auuTh, 110 BCl ABEPl 3JIMIIUIUCS 3aunHEeHUMH. Hemae skomHOTO pyXy.
HaBkpyru Tuxo, nuiie KU BiTepelb MPOCOYYETHCS 3-Mia 3a0UTOrO
3BSIXaMH BIKHA TOPSI.

Cxonu.

Bin obepexHO cTae Ha KOXKHY CXOJIWHKY, TPUMAIOYHCh 32 MepuJa.
Crnepury BiTalbHs BHH3Y TOHYJIA B TEMPSBI, ajieé MOCTYNOBO, 3 KOKHUM
KPOKOM Bce OUIbllIe BUMaJIbOBYIOThCS 00pHcH KiMHATH. [[)keliMc mounHae
TPOXH MPHUILIBUIIYBATHUCh, K ke KOPTUTH MOOITTH, OJHAK 3MYIIye cede
CMOBLTLHUTHCH. Hebe3mneka, MOXKIIMBO, BXKE 10331y, aJie XJIOMEIh yce 11
BiJJuyBa€ ii, Ha4ye JIe30, TOTOBE BCTPOMHUTHUCS HOMY B CIUHY, SKIIO BiH
3poOUTh HAlIMEHIINN HEOOepex HUI pyX.

JlxeiiMc CIyCKaeThbes 70 BiTAJIbHI.

3aBMHpa€. 3HOBY TOCITYXAETHCA.

VY OynuHKy Oisbllle He MaHyBaja TUIIA.

Munyno KidbKa CeKyHJ, IeplI HIXK BIH 3p03yMiB, 1110 CaMe 4ye, 1
1€ YCBIJIOMJICHHSI KHHYJIO HOTO B XOJIOMHUHN MIT. XJIOMelb AyXke MOBIIHHO
noBepTae rojoBy. [lomisan kKoB3ae BiJ CTIHM Mepel HUM JI0 JWBaHA IIiJT
BIKHOM B IIPOTHJICKHOMY KiHIII KIMHATH, JI€ CUUTH YOJIOBIK.

JlxelMc 3aTaMOBY€ TTOIUX.



As always, he can’t see the man’s face, but his gnarled hands are
resting on his thighs, and an angle of moonlight lies over them like a sheet.
They are entirely still.

The soft sound of his snoring drifts over.

James remains frozen in place, and the moment seems to go on
forever. There’s nowhere for him to hide. All the man has to do is shift
slightly and open his eyes, and he’ll see James standing there. And then
he’ll hurt him very badly before killing him for this betrayal. Once again,
James feels the urge to go back. It wouldn’t be impossible. He could creep
up the stairs behind him. Return to his room. The man would be none the
wiser, and he would still be alive.

But dawn is coming.

If he takes part in the killing in the morning then the last surviving
fragment of him will be dead anyway. And once James realizes that, he
feels a sense of resolve, that fluttering hope inside him replaced by a small
core of steel.

He breathes out quietly.

Then he turns and moves into the kitchen.

The man has left the door to the cellar unlocked too, and the hinges
creak as James opens it. It’s so dark that he can only see the very top step
below him. Beyond that is just a black hole that seems to go down into the
depths of the earth forever. He takes the first step. Then the next. Breathing
in slowly as he goes, the air around him beginning to smell of freshly
turned soil. Until he feels encased by the ground. This is what it must be
like to be buried, he thinks. But he isn’t buried. He isn’t dead. He is alive.

His foot touches the cellar floor.

The darkness down here is absolute, and he doesn’t dare pull the
cord on the light in case the faint illumination somehow reaches the floor
above. But he remembers the layout of the room from when he was down
here earlier. He takes four steps forward, moving to the wall where the old
filing cabinets are, then reaches out above them in the darkness and begins
to feel his way along the row of keys hanging on the metal hooks there.
They chitter gently as his hand moves over them.
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Sk 3aBaM, BiH HE 0a4UTh OOMUYYS YOJIOBIKa, aje CyXOpisiBl pyKH
JIeKaTh Y HhOTO HA CTETHAX, 1 MICSIYHE CBITJIO OTOPTAE iX OLIOI0 MEICHO0.
Bonu abcomtoTHO HEPYXOMi.

JIOHOCHUTBCSI TUXHH 3BYK XPOIIHHS.

JlxeliMc 3aBMUpAE, 1 MUTh 37Aa€ThCA HECKIHYCHHOI. CxoBaTtucs
Hize. BapTo 4on0BiKOBI JiHIIE TPOXU MOBOPYXHYTUCS Ta POILTIOIIUTH 041
1 BIH HOoro moba4uTh. A TOJI 3aBJACTH XJIOIIIIO CTPAITHOTO OO0, MEpPII
HIX YOUTH 3a 110 3paay. 3HoBy J[eiMc BiIuyBa€e CIIOKYCy MOBEPHYTHUCS.
Lle mimkoM MOXIHBO. BiH Mir Ou THXO MiTHATHCS CXOAAMH, TIOBEPHYTUCS
y cBOIO KiMHary. YonoBik Hidoro 6 He AoBinaBcs, 1 Jxeiimc 3anuimmBscs 0
JKUBHA.

Ta cBiTaHOK y>Ke ONMHU3BKO.

Sxmo BiH OMOMOXE y BOWBCTBI BpaHIN, TO OCTaHHS JKHBA
YacTUHKA iioro camoro 3aruHe. I moiino J[>eitMc ycBiIOMITIOE 11, 3aMiCTh
KPUXKOI Ha/lli B HbOMY 3apOKY€EThCSI TBEP/IA, MOB CTaJlb, PILIIYYICTb.

Tuxuii BUINX.

Bin moBepraeThcs i 3aX0qUTH 10 KyXHi.

JIBepi mbOXy TEX 3aTUMIUINCS BIAYMHEHUMH. [leTi CKpUILIATS,
KOJTM XJIOTellb TATHE iX Ha cebe. [lepen HUM cyiinbHa TeMpsiBa, BUIAHO
TITBKA BEPXHIO CXOMWHKY. Hmkdue — dopHa O€301HS, IO TATHETHCS,
3MAETHCS, XK JO caMoro HeHTpy 3eMii. Bin poOuthk nepmuit kpok. Ile
onuH. [IoBUTBHO BIMXAI0UH, BITIYBAE, SIK IIOBITPSI HATOBHIOETHCS 3aITaXOM
cBDXKO po3putoi 3eMii. “Ocb 60HO K, Oymu noxogawum”, — TyMae BiH.
Age BiH He moxoBaHui. Bin He MepTBuil. BiH xuBHii.

Hora TopkaeTbcst miIjIoTH JIbOXY.

BHu3y maHye HemponisHa TeMpsiBa, 1 BIH HE PU3UKYE BMHKATH
CBITJIO, 0OIThCH, 1110 PaNITOM HaBiTh clla0Ke CANHBO MPOCOUUTHCS Haropy. Ta
e 3 nomnepeaHboro pasy JkeilMc mam’sitae, SIK yce pO3TalloBaHO.
O06epexHO pOOUTH YOTHPHU KPOKH BIIEPE]l, TOPKAETHCS CTIHU 31 CTAPUMU
madaMu, MPOCTATAE PYKY B MITHMI HaJI HUMHU ¥ HaMallye HU3KY KIJIFOUiB Ha
METaJIeBUX TayKaX. BOHM THXO MOA3E€HBKYIOTh BiJl HOTO PyXiB.



He finds the one the man used for the main gate when they left
today.

It’s the only one he needs—that’s what a part of him wants to
insist— except that it isn’t. It’s not good enough. So he keeps moving his
hand to the left, searching for the other keys he saw earlier. He can’t find
them. Time stretches out, threatens to snap. Has the man moved them? The
voice in his head telling him to run grows impatient and shrill. The silence
is singing. But he ignores it all. Focuses as best he can.

And ...

There they are.

He stands there for a moment with the keys clenched tightly in his
fist and his heart beating hard. God—can he really do this? He feels
himself faltering. But then he becomes aware of all the invisible things in
the room around him: all the souvenirs stored away in the bags and boxes
that are lost in darkness against the walls to either side. This little room is
a grave. There are ghosts here. And he can sense them in the air now.

You are strong, they tell him. You are brave.

You know what you have to do.

Yes, he thinks.

He knows exactly what he has to do.

A few moments later, he turns and starts up the stairs. The doorway
to the kitchen is a dark gray rectangle far above, and he keeps his attention
focused on that as he climbs, expecting the man to step into view at any
moment. But it remains empty. Back in the kitchen. He listens. Nothing.
The house is entirely silent. And he’s about to start moving when he
realizes that’s wrong—that it shouldn’t be. He edges into the living room.
The man remains on the settee under the window, the moonlight still
draped over his hands, his face invisible. He doesn’t appear to have moved
at all.

But the snoring has stopped.

And yet there’s no going back now, is there? Not after what he’s
just done downstairs. James imagines the man staring back at him from
the black void where his face should be.
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XJyomenps BiI4yBae TOW CaMUU KIFOY, SIKUM CHOTOJHI YOJIOBIK
BiJIMUKaB I'OJIOBHI BOPOTA.

UYactrHa #oro xoue nepekoHaru cebe, 1o IIbOro JOCUTh, ajie BiH
3Hae, MO Hi. Pyka koB3ae JiBOpydY, IIyKalO4M 1HII KJIFOYl, SKi OauyuB
panime. Ta apemHo. Yac TATHETbCS, MOB I'yMa, sIKa OT-OT ITOPBETHCS.
Hemxe vonoBik ix mepecraBuB? [onoc ycepenuHi, 110 Haka3ye TIKaTH,
CTa€ BCeE JIeAali pi3KiluM i MpoHU3MiBimuM. Tuina 13BeHuTh y Byxax. Ta
BiH He 3Baxae. [l{ocunu 30cepemkyeTbes.

I...

Ocb BOHU.

Jl>keliMc 3aBMHpa€e Ha MUTh, MIIIHO CTHCKAIOUM KIIFOYl B KYJAIli,
cepiie maneHo kanatae. [ocroau. .. uu 31areH BiH Ha 1e? Pimryyicts HIOU
sracae. Ta panroM Bci MPHUXOBaHI pedi B KiMHATI CTAOTh YiTKIIIMMHU:
Tpodei, 3axoBaHi y TeMpsBi, CyMKaX, KOpoOkax 00a6iu cTiH. L{g maneHnbka
KIMHAaTKa — Morwia. Y HIA MEIIKaloTh NpUBUAU. BiH BiguyBae ixXHIO
IPUCYTHICTb.

“Tu cunvHutl, — MENOYYTh BOHU. — Tu Xopoopuii”.

“Tu 3nHaew, wo maew 3pooumu”.

“Tak”, — mymae XJIOTIEIb.

BiH TO4HO 3Hae€, 1110 MyCUTh 3pOOUTH.

MuHae KiUTbKa XBUJIMH, BIH TTOBEPTAETHCS, 1 TOYMHAE T1AHIMATHCS
cxonami. Jleck yropi TeMHO-CipUM MPSIMOKYTHUKOM BUIHIETHCS ABEPHUN
OTBIp 10 KyxHi. JI>keiMC yBa)HO IUBHUTHCSI HA HHOTO, TOTOBUH Y Oy/Ib-AKY
MUTh TMOOQYUTH TaM 4YOJOBIKa. AJle TMPOXiA JHIIAETHCS BUIHHHUM.
[ToBepraeThes 1o kyxHi. [IpuciayxoByerscs. JKogHoro 3Byky. Y OyAMHKY
nanye abconoTHa THia. BiH yke TOTOBUI pyxaTucs Aali, KO panToM
YCBIJIOMJTIOE: TYT IIOCH HE TaK. XJIOMEeIbh KpaJbKoMa 3a3Upac 70 BITAIbHI.
YomnoBik yce 1€ CUIUTh Ha TUBAHI MiJ BIKHOM, PYKH, 3aJUTI MiCSIYHUM
CBITJIOM, HEpyXoMi, oOnuyus ryoutbcs B miThMi. He cxoxe, 1mo0 BiH
B3araji BOPYXHYBCS.

Ta XpoIiHHS panToOM CTHXJIO.

I Bce *x nmoporu Hazajn ke Hemae? He micis Toro, o BiH IIOIHO
3poOuB yHU3Y. JI>KEHMCY BBH)KA€THCS, SIK YOJOBIK AMUBUTHCS HA HHOTO 3
TeMHOI 0€30/1Hi1 3aMiCTh O0IHYYsL.



How worthless you are.

No, James thinks. No, I’m not.

The man turns his head in the darkness.

And then the snoring resumes.

There’s no reason to hesitate. James walks across the front room.
He doesn’t need to tell himself that he’s lighter than air right now, because
it feels like he really is. He walks past the man, into the small porch at the
front of the house, opens the door just enough to slip out through and then
—his heart giddy now, euphoria coursing through him—closes it quietly
behind him.

It’s a cold night. The sky is clear and the moon is full, and the farm
ahead of him seems so much brighter than the house behind. There’s no
need for him to be quiet anymore—not out here. He runs as fast as he can
across the hard ground, heading all the way down to the wooden pen at the
far end by the trees. James hasn’t run this quickly in years, perhaps not
ever, and he can’t remember ever feeling so alive.

The boy chained to the post is awake and alert. Perhaps he’s too
cold and miserable to sleep, but it feels like he was expecting him. As
James skids to his knees in the dust, he can see the boy’s bright eyes, and
the terror there just makes the resolve in him fold over upon itself,
becoming sharper and more defined, like the edge of a blade.

“What are you doing?” the boy whispers.

James takes hold of the padlock on the chain.

“It’s time to leave,” he says.

He works the first key on the ring into place. It doesn’t turn, so he
tries the second. He feels untethered from the world now. Triumphant.

“Where are we going?” the boy asks him.

“We’re going home,” James says.

The second key doesn’t turn, so he moves onto the next. Three
more to go. Glancing up from the lock, he sees the hope in the boy’s eyes
now.

“Do you promise?”
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“Hruii orce mu Hikyemnuil .

“Hi, — mymae Jxerime. — Hi, 11e He Tak™.

You10BiK IOBEPTAE TOJOBY B TEMPSIBI.

I XpomiHHS 3HOBY JIyHAE.

Hewmae Ginpie mpuyuH 3BoJiKaTh. J[keiMC epexoauTh nepeIHio
kimMHaty. He TpeOa HaramyBaTu co0i, 1110 BiH JICTIIHH 32 MOBITPs. XJIOMEIb
BiquyBae ceOe Maibke HeBaroMuM. [IpoXoanuTh MOB3 YONOBiKA, BUXOAUTH
0 HEBEIMYKOro TaHKy mepea OyIWHKOM, MPOYMHSE JIBEpi pPIBHO
HACTIJIbKH, I100 BUCIM3HYTH Ha30BHi. Ceplle IIajieHo KajlaTae, a B )KUjax
nyJbcye eidopis. Xioneub THXO 3a4uHSE 1X 32 c000I0.

Croite xonmoaHa Hid. Hebo 6e3 jx0qHO01 XMapHUHKH, TOBHUH MICSIIb,
1 pepma nomnepeny cse sickpasilie, Hixk OynuHOK mo3aay. Ha cBobori, iomy
B)XE HE MOTPIOHO TUXO KpacTHcs. BiH MUNTH MIOIYXY 110 TBEPAOMY IPYHTY
aX JI0 KpallHBOTO JepeB’THOTO 3aroHy, Oiis gicy. JlxeiMc He mpuramye,
o0 KoiMch OIr Tak IIBUAKO, YW HI00 KONMM-HEOYOb BiAUyBaB Takui
HPUIUB KHUTTS.

Xmomnenp, MPUKYTAA 1O CTOBMA, HE CIUTh, HIOW HAIMOTOTOBI.
MomBo, yepe3 Xolox 1 CTpakJaHHsA oMy Oylio BaKKO 3aCHYTH, aje
CKJIAJITA€ThCS BpPAKEHHSA, IO BIH Ha HBOTO dYekaB. Jkelmc, pi3Ko
3yNUHSAETHCA, 1 BIOABIIM HA KOJIiHA B Opyad, 3yCTpidae MOINIAJ SCKpPaBHX
oueil xjormyuka. Toll cTpax B 3IHMISX JIMIIE 3aroCTPIOE€ BHYTPILIHIO
pimyuicTts /xeiimca, Haue €30 HOXKa.

— o 1 poOui? — NpoIEenoTiB XJIONEllb.

JlxeiiMc BXOMMBCS 332 3aMOK Ha JIAHIIIO31.

— Hawm 4ac TikaTu, — BiJIIOBIB BiH.

JlxefiMC BCTaBUB y 3aMKOBY LIUIMHY MEPIIMH KIFOY 13 KUTBLIS.
3aMOK He MijIaBcs, ToX crpolOyBaB apyruii. Moro oxommao BimguyTTs,
HIOM BiH OiIbIlIe HE HAJICKUTH IIbOMY CBIiTY. [lepemokersb.

— Kynu Mu migeMo? — cuTaB XJIOTElb.

— Jonomy, — BianosiB Jlxkeimc.

Jpyruii K104 HE MOBEPHYBCS, TOXK BIH Y35BCS 32 HACTYITHHM.
3anmuanocs me Tpu. [ligHIBIIM nOMIsA, BiH MOOAUYMB Y XJIOMLEBUX 04ax
MPOOIHMCK Hal.

— Ob6iusem?



“Yes,” James says. “I promise.”

The boy smiles at him.

And then everything is suddenly brilliantly lit, as though a camera
flash has gone off, and the image of the boy’s face is burned into James’s
mind as he winces and closes his eyes.

When he opens them a moment later, the brightness remains.

The whole compound is flooded with light.

“Oh God,” the boy whispers.

Still kneeling in the dirt, James turns his head.

The man is standing on the decking at the front of the house.

The two of them stare at each other for what feels like an age, and
then the man shakes his head and taps down the steps. James feels the hope
die inside him. It was a trap, he realizes. All along, the man was setting
him one final test. Just to be certain he had him. Just to be sure he had
broken him.

And now there’s nowhere to run. The man walks slowly across the
compound toward him, turning the knife in his hand around.
And as he gets closer, he begins to whistle his tune.

James

August 2001

James stands up.

The man is walking toward him across the compound, approaching
him slowly and steadily. There’s no need for him to rush, because he
knows there’s nowhere for James to escape to. There never has been.

Perhaps it’s strange, but James realizes he’s not afraid anymore.
Until this moment, the man has been a monolith, a demon, a monster. But
as he walks toward James now, the lights of the compound are bringing
him into sharp relief, and it’s clear that he’s only ever been a man. Average
height and build. His face is finally visible now, and the features that James
can see there are unremarkable. While he’s still whistling his tune, it
sounds small and silly now.
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— Taxk, — ckazaB Jlxeitmc. — OGitsto.

XJ0omeIp yCMiXHYBCS HOMY.

[ B Ty %K MUTBh HaBKOJIO CHIAJIAXHYJIO CIIITyYe CBITIIO, Ha4Ye OUCHYIIA
KaMmepa, W oOmuudsl XJIOomI BijOuiaocs B mam’sti JlkeliMca, KoM BiH
3IMIYTUCS ¥ 3aILTIONIUB OYi.

Po3rutromuBiy iX, CBITJIO BCE I11I€ 3aJUIIANOCS.

VYBech CKI1a]] 3aJIMBajo CAUBO.

— O, boxke, — MpoIIenoTiB XJIONEIlb.

He Bcrarouu 3 koiiH, J[>keiiMc 06epHYBCSL.

YooBiK CTOITh Ha TaHKY Mepe OyaIuHKOM. BoHM TUBISATHCS ofHE
Ha OJHOIO, 1 3JA€ThCA, 10 MUHAE BIYHICTH. YOIOBIK XHUTA€ TOJIOBOIO i
HEKBAIlOM CXOIUTh YHHU3 CXiIUsAMU. JIKeHMC BITUyBa€, sIK y HbOMY racHe
octaHHs ickpa Hanii. Bin ycBimommoe, mo ne Oyna mactka. YBech 4ac
YOJIOBIK T'OTYBaB JJIsi HbOTO OCTaHHE BumpoOyBanHs. I1[o0 ocraTodno
MEepPEeKOHATHCA, IO BIH Mmig Horo kouTposieM. [1[o6 3Hath, 1o BiH
3JIaMaHuu.

binpme Hema kymu TikaTH. YoNOBIK MOBUIBHO MpSIMy€E dYepe3
CKJIaJI, KPYTSYH HOXKEM Y PYIIL.

Habnwuxarouuce Ommkye, BIH NMOYMHAE HACBUCTYBAaTU 3HalOMY
MEIOIIO.

Hoxeiime

Cepnenwv 2001 pik

JIKerMC MiABOIUTHCA.

YomoBiK MOBUIBHO MIPSIMYE IO HHOTO Yepe3 CKIIa, He KBAIUISTYHUCH.
Bin 3Hae, mo J[xeliMcy Hemae Kynu noaitucs. Tak Oylio 3aBxau.

MyOyTb, NpO3BYyUUTh AMBHO, aJi€ XJIONEIb BIJUYBa€, 10 CTpax
3HUK. Jloci 1meill dYosoBiK 31aBaBCs HWOMY MOHOJITOM, JE€MOHOM,
yynoBUChKOM. Ta Temep, CBITJIO YITKO OKPECIIOE€ HOro MocTarh, 1 CTa€
OYEBHMJHUM, IO YOJIOBIK 3aBKIM OyB juile MoAuHOI. CeperHboro
3pocty Ta ctarypu. O0nuyys, sike HapeITi BUIHO, BpPaXae JIUIIE CBOEID
NEepeciyHicTIO. A CBHUCT, L0 JOJHMHAE, TEMEp 3BYYUTh MIi3epHO M
0e3rmy3/10.



He might even look pathetic if he wasn’t holding the knife.

James glances down. All he has are the keys he took from the cellar.
They won’t save him, but he clenches them between his knuckles anyway.

Just give a good account of yourself, he thinks.

He’s not sure where the voice comes from, but it’s right. That’s all
he can do. Because he is going to die—he understands that clearly. It
should have been obvious from the very first moment he was taken on the
beach that there wasn’t going to be a happy ending. And perhaps a part of
him had recognized that all along, and that’s why he held on to that little
flame inside him.

He was always going to lose.

But that doesn’t mean the man has to win.

He is only a few meters away now, but he has his back to the house,
which means James can see something that he can’t.

You know what you have to do.
He remembers the old kerosene lamp on the shelf in the cellar.
The crumpled box of matches beside it.

The man has left the front door open and, over his shoulder, James
can see a faint glow coming from inside the house. The first few tendrils
of smoke from the fire he started in the basement are already beginning to
emerge out into the air above the porch. The man doesn’t know it yet, but
his storeroom full of dark magic is burning: all his power turning to ash
and smoke. And by the time he does realize, it will be too late to rescue
any of it.

James glances down at the boy beside him.

I'm sorry I didn 't manage to save us, he thinks.

But I tried my best.

And as the man finally reaches them, James looks away from him
entirely: past the pen and into the woods beyond. His mother is standing
between the trees again now, half illuminated by the floodlights, half
illuminated by something else.
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MoxJIMBO, BiH HaBiTh BUIVISAAB OM HIKYEMHO, SIKOU HE CTHUCKAaB Y
Py HIX.

JI>keliMc oImycKae MO BHU3. Y HBOTO € JIUIIE KII0Yi 3 JIHOXY.
BoHu He BpATYI0Th, ajie BiH yCe€ OHO MIITHO CTHUCKAE iX y KyJarli.

“Tpumaticss docmotino”, — JIyHA€E B TOJOBI.

Hesinomo, 3Bijku B3sBCS 1I€H roj10c, aje BiH Mae painiro. Lle Bce,
10 JINIIAETHCS. AJDKE HOMY CYOunocs 3aTUHYTH TYT, TENEp 1€ OYEBUIHO.
Ile Tomi, Konu HOrO CXOMWIM HA IJISHKI, MAJO CTaTU 3pPO3yMLIO, IIO
[IACTUBOTO KiHI HE Oyme. MOXIIMBO, BiH 3aBKIU 1€ Bi4yBaB, i came
ToMy Oepir y cobi ManeHbKU BOTHUK Ha/Ii.

[Topa3ska Oyia HEMHHYUOIO.

Aue 1ie He 03HaYae, 1m0 IePeMOKEe YOJIOBIK.

Toif yxe 30BciM ONHM3BKO, YCHOTO 3a KiIbKa METPIB, 1 CTOITh
criHotO 110 OynuHKy. Lle nae J[>xeliMcy mepeBary: BiH 6a4UTh T€, YOTO HE
0a4uTh YOJIOBIK.

“Tu 3nacw, wo pooumu”.

Ilepen ounma 3’sBisIETHCS 00pa3 cTapoi racoBoi JJaMIU Ha MOJHUL
B I1JBaII.

I 3iM’ATOi KOPOOKHU CIpHUKIB OPSIJI.

Bxian1 qBepi mMIIINcsa HaBCTIK, 1 4epes miiede yoonika Jxeiimc
noMivae ciabke CBITIHHS 3CepeluHH JOMY. 3 TaHKY BXK€ TATHYThCS MepIii
rnacMa UMy BiJ HOXEXI, Ky BIH PO3NaJMB y JIbOXy. YONOBIK IIe He
Mi103pIO€, 10 HOro CXOBUINE 3 TEMHOIO MAri€l0 OXOIJIEHe BOTHEM. Ycs
HOro MOTYTHICTh OOepTaeThcsi Ha momul 1 kiyoum aumy. Komum x BiH
3p0o3yMie€, TO pATYBaTH Oo/ail MOCh Bke Oy/ie 3aHAATO Mi3HO.

JI>keliMc oIyCcKae MOIIsi Ha XJIOMYUKa TOpyY.

“Ilpobau, wo ne 3ymie ypamysamu Hac’', — MAHYyJIa TyMKa.

“Ane s 3pobue yce moocnuge”.

Komu 4omoBik 3pemror MiaXxomauTh 10 HHX, J[KedMc 30BCiM
BiJIBOJIUTH BiJl HHOTO MOIJISI, 32 3ariH, J1ech B Oik jicy. Tam, momix aepes,
3HOBY CTOITh KHOro maru. HamomoBwHY 3aymMTa CBITJIOM MPOXKEKTOPIB,
HATIOJIOBUHY — CSHBOM YOTOChH 1HIIIOTO.
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Bona BcmixaeTnes iiomy.

— Tu MHO¥ TUIIAETICS? — 3aMUTYE XJIOMEIb.

[i yemimka posksirtae me mupiie.

“Binvwe, Hidic mu modxcew cobi ysasumu, — Kadxce 6ona. — A max
cunvHo mebe n0oa10. A menep 3anuowy oui ma tou 00 mexe”.

She smiles at him.

“Are you proud of me?” he says.

Her smile broadens.

More than you could ever know, she says. I love you so much. Now

close your eyes and come here.
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Chapter 2. Rendering psychological atmosphere in the Ukrainian translation

2.1. General characteristics of the book

Alex North is a British thriller writer. He was born in Leeds, England, and currently lives
there with his family (GoodReads, 2025). He studied Philosophy at the University of Leeds and
later worked in the Department of Sociology and Social Policy (North, 2025). Previously, he wrote
under the name Steve Mobsey and published 10 books in the crime genre (North, 2025). As Steve
Mobsey he received the CWA Dagger in the Library award in 2012 for his collection of works
(North, 2025). Some of his novels under this name were Black Flowers and Dark Room. He later
began writing under the pseudonym Alex North.

Alex North is most famous for his first work, The Whisper Man. The Whisper Man, a
Sunday Times and New York Times bestseller, was translated into 30 languages and will be
adapted by director James Ashcroft (North, 2025). He is also known for novels such as The Shadow
Friend and The Half Burnt House. The Man Made of Smoke is Alex North’s latest book, published
on 13 May 2025.

When Daniel Garvie was just a young boy, he experienced a traumatic event — an encounter
with a serial killer at the rest area, later known as the Pied Piper who abducted children. At that
time, the boy narrowly escaped danger by hiding in a toilet cubicle. However, on that day he
encountered not only a brutal killer, but another boy, his own age. The little boy was emaciated
and dressed in shabby clothes. Little Dan was so overcome by fear that the only thing he could do
that day was to hide from the monster. This traumatic event haunted the protagonist for a long
time. He could not forget the boy whom he had failed to help. All this time, Dan felt guilty for
being powerless to do anything at all. Now Daniel works as a criminal profiler. After all, he wants
to understand what goes on in the minds of these monsters who commit such brutal crimes.

One day, whilst working as usual, Daniel Garvie receives a call from the police with
frightening words: “I have some bad news about your father.” He is told that his father, John
Garvie, committed suicide. However, the circumstances are rather suspicious, as the body has not
been found. Dan set off for home, to the small island where he had spent his childhood. He couldn’t
believe that his father could have done such a terrible thing to himself. At the spot where his father
had taken his own life, there was only his car and a suicide note reading “Notify my son”, along
with Dan’s contact details.

Daniel learns that, on the eve of his suicide, his father found a woman’s dead body in the
woods. John couldn’t simply leave the thing alone and felt he had to investigate the murder, as he
had been a police officer in the past. Besides, he had spent all those years since retiring
investigating old cases. Finding this out, the protagonist decides to follow in his father’s footsteps
in his investigation to discover exactly what John had found and what drove him to take his own
life. Daniel examines his father’s old files on various cold cases. He finds connections to a case
from many years ago, about the Pied Piper who once kidnapped and murdered children on this
island. And suddenly, a chilling realisation hits him — the gruesome killer, who was thought to be
dead, has returned.

During the investigation, Dan discovers that all the new victims have one thing in common:
they were all in the rest area many years ago, where the Pied Piper had come with a little boy
named James. Although they had all seen him, nobody helped him; in fact, they ignored him.
Daniel and his father were no exception. It later turns out that Craig Aspinall, the father of the little
boy, is behind all the new murders; he decided to take revenge for people’s indifference. He
kidnapped John to lure Daniel into a trap and kill them both. However, they managed to escape
from him and send Craig Aspinall to prison.

The novel The Man Made of Smoke involves multiple points of view narrative structure
and two timelines. In literary works, the point of view determines the perspective from which the
story is told, affecting how readers perceive the narrative (Eliassen, 2022). The main point of view
is presented by the protagonist, Daniel Garvie. In this case, first-person internal focalisation is
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used, with the narrative occurring in the present tense. Internal focalisation is a narrative mode in
which events are depicted from the character’s internal perspective, and information is limited to
the character’s knowledge (Jahn, 2026, p. 33). The second point of view is provided by the
protagonist’s father, John Garvie, whose perspective is depicted in the past. Here, the third-person
internal focalisation is employed. Thus, although the story is told by a narrator, a character’s
subjective perspectives act as a filter through which events are described (van Krieken, 2018, p.
772). The third point of view is depicted through James Palmer, a boy who was abducted by a
serial killer. His narrative is also set in the past and features a third-person internal focalisation.

Another important narrative structure used by the author is the backstory. Backstory
involves the prior events that form characters, settings, situations, providing necessary context that
deepens the understanding of motivations, conflicts, relationships within the narrative
(Feccomandi, 2025). The story begins with a description of the actions of a mysterious murderer,
as well as a key phrase that runs through the entire narrative and takes on symbolic significance.
Nevertheless, the description retains a sense of ambiguity and incompleteness, as the author does
not fully explain the situation.

The reader is then shown the protagonist’s encounter with the murderer, an event that
shaped the protagonist’s future life and personality. Thus, even before the main narrative begins,
the reader gains a more detailed understanding of the situation, while the atmosphere of tension
and uncertainty remains.

Furthermore, Alex North uses repetitive retelling, repeating several times what happened
just once (Jahn, 2026, p. 67). This allows him to provide more insight into what happened and
clarify the events.

One more notable feature of the text is its layout, particularly the graphical organization of
its elements. The visual layout of a text influences how readers perceive it, which can draw
attention to certain information at the expense of other details (Saldanha, 2011, p. 425). In order
to draw readers’ attention, and to intensify and stress the significance of specific words, the author
uses italics. Italics is a slanted typeface used to highlight certain words (Saldanha, 2011, p. 426).
According to Christiane Nord (2005, p. 132), italics belong to the suprasegmental features of a
text. Suprasegmental features are text-organizing elements that extend beyond words and
sentences, shaping the text’s overall phonological pattern, tone, and structural unity (Nord, 2005,
p. 131).

Here is an example of the use of italics:

At the outside world. The real world (North, 2025, p. 233). — Ha 306niwHbOoMYy c8imi.
Cnpasorcnvomy ceimi (Savula, 2026, p. 22).

In this example, the word in italics highlights the fact that the character is striving not just
for the world, but for the real world specifically, as he constantly felt as though he was in a
completely different world. That is precisely why the real world is so important to him.

The genre of the book The Man Made of Smoke is a psychological thriller. In contemporary
literature, psychological thriller genre is becoming increasingly popular, as such works attract
readers with their complex, subtle and unpredictable plots and characters. One of the key
characteristics of a psychological thriller is a detailed exploration of a character’s psyche
(Samandarova, 2024, p. 246). In this way, readers can form a strong connection with the characters,
which in turn creates a greater sense of psychological tension as the plot develops and the
characters must cope with the unfolding events. Furthermore, according to Samandarova (2024, p.
247), a psychological thriller may also be centred around themes of revenge, betrayal, a loss of
sense of reality. Thus, the novel The Man Made of Smoke is a notable example of a psychological
thriller. The book centres on three characters, whose inner states, emotional experiences and moral
dilemmas are thoroughly represented through their thoughts, reactions and behaviour. The story
explores themes of father-son relationships and the experience of severe childhood trauma that
haunts the protagonist into adulthood; the characters feel as though they have been transported into
a completely different world, a world inhabited by monsters. Alex North skilfully conveys the
peculiarities of this genre, demonstrating its characteristic features and fully exploring its specifics.
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In conclusion, the novel The Man Made of Smoke demonstrates the complexity and depth
of its plot, combined with a multilayered and varied narrative structure. Alex North focuses
considerable attention on exploring the characters’ inner states, their psychological evolution and
their internal conflicts. He skilfully creates a tense atmosphere, which enhances the dramatic
nature of the events and engages the reader to actively reflect on the text. Thus, Alex North’s book
The Man Made of Smoke fully captures the essence, purpose and main characteristics of the
psychological thriller genre.

2.2. Descriptive narrative and literary devices

As previously mentioned, the novel The Man Made of Smoke belongs to the psychological
thriller genre, which is why the narrative structure of the story is particularly important. The
narrative structure is the basis on which the whole story is built, and the main elements that
contribute to its framework are the plot, the characters and the setting (Jing Qu, 2025, p. 7). In
order to fully immerse the reader in the plot and hold their attention, Alex North uses detailed
descriptions not only of the characters’ inner feelings, but also of the atmospheric details, situations
and locations in which the events unfold. This approach demonstrates the extensive use of
descriptive narrative, which helps to create a tense psychological atmosphere and deepens the
emotional perception of the text. The main focus of the descriptive narrative style involves sensory
details, which provide a comprehensive and detailed understanding of the setting and characters
(Kennedy, 2024). Alex North makes extensive use of sensory and descriptive language, thus
creating a vivid picture of events in the readers’ minds, not only visually but also through auditory
and olfactory perception.

In order to enrich descriptions and make them more emotional and expressive, literary
devices are an essential component. Literary devices are the techniques and methods employed to
comprehend the author’s ideas in a literary work (Aliyeva, 2021, p. 5). Their aim is to enhance
readers’ perception of a particular linguistic expression through its semantic or structural features.
Thus, they influence the reader’s interpretation of the text by evoking certain emotions or vivid
images, or by giving concrete form to abstract concepts (Paramalingam, 2023, p. 1).

The employment of literary devices is essential in the novel, as the author’s purpose is to
effectively convey the characters’ emotional states, particularly the feeling of fear, anxiety, and
uncertainty. These emotions are portrayed in the book not only through the characters’ inner
experiences but also through the atmosphere created by the author. In order to achieve this, a
variety of literary devices are applied, which help to create a sense of constant tension in the reader.
Psychological tension can be understood as an emotional state caused by conflict or uncertainty,
which creates anticipation and a desire for resolution (Lehne, Koelsch, 2015, p. 2). Although
emotions usually arise in response to events of personal significance, literary works can evoke
strong emotional reactions through fictional situations and artistic representation (Lehne, Koelsch,
2015, p. 2). Therefore, it is necessary to convey psychological tension accurately so that readers
can fully immerse themselves in the atmosphere. Thus, the author combines a descriptive narrative
with a wide range of literary devices.

Reproducing literary devices in translation is a complicated task, particularly when
working with the psychological thriller genre. The translator must preserve the atmosphere and
accurately convey the content and meaning of literary devices, which can be challenging given the
differences in structure and rules between the Ukrainian and English languages. Furthermore, there
are difficulties in achieving the maximum impact on readers due to differences in the subjective
perception of each language (Mozghova, Shevchuk, 2022, p. 64). Therefore, a crucial aspect of
translation is the identification and analysis of literary devices in order to find the appropriate
approach to their translation.

Let us examine more thoroughly the literary devices utilised in the book The Man Made
of Smoke.
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Anaphora is the intentional repetition of a particular word or phrase at the beginning of
successive sentences to emphasise a certain idea or emotion (Alaviyya, Alisoy, 2023, p. 106).

Here are some examples:

What he needs is for someone to take his hand and lead him to safety. Away from the man.
Away from the boy waiting back at the farm (North, 2025, p. 184). — Homy nompiben xmoce, xmo
8i3bMe 3a pyKY i 8i0gede 6 bezneune micye. Ilodani 8id wonosika. [lodani 6i0 xnonys, wo wekae Ha
@epmi (Savula, 2026, p. 18).

In this example, we can see that although the two sentences could have been combined into
one, the author deliberately separated them using anaphora. This was done to convey the
character’s intense desire to get as far away from this place as possible.

Help me, James thinks. Help us (North, 2025, p. 184). — “/lonomooicu meni, — dymae
IDicetime. — Honomooicu nam” (Savula, 2026, p. 18).

Theres nowhere to hide here. No chance of escape. No use in shouting for help. — (North,
2025, p. 128). — Tym nemae oe cxosamucs. Hemae wancy emexmu. Hemae cency xnuxamu Ha
odonomoey (Savula, 2026, p. 12).

These examples illustrate the use of anaphora to intensify the hopelessness of the situation
faced by the character. In this way, the character’s despair and disbelief are emphasised.

Simile is a device that involves comparing two different entities based on their shared
characteristics, using the words “like” or “as” (Hussain, 2014, p. 2).

Let us explore several examples:

That hope is small and fragile, like a faltering pilot light in his heart, but it is there (North,
2025, p. 183). — lla kpuximna i meHOimHa Haois 1edb MIIE Y cepyi, ale 80HA 6Ce we HCUBA
(Savula, 2026, p. 17).

As James skids to his knees in the dust, he can see the boy s bright eyes, and the terror there
just makes the resolve in him fold over upon itself, becoming sharper and more defined, like the
edge of a blade (North, 2025, p. 236). — [[icetimc, pi3ko 3ynUHAEMbC, | 6NA8UIU HA KOTIHA 8 OPYO,
3ycmpivae noeusio sCKpasux oyell xaionyuxa. Tou cmpax 6 3iHUYsxX auwe 3a20Cmpioe HympiuHo
piwydicms [[ocetimca, naue ne3o nodxca (Savula, 2026, p. 26).

In these examples, the use of similes creates a more vibrant picture in the readers’ minds,
helping them to better understand the character’s state of mind and emotions.

Metaphor is the use of words not in their literal meaning to express resemblances or draw
connections between different concepts (Yigen, 2023, p. 3). Metaphor aims to convey meaning
vividly and concisely; it explores an idea deeper than literal language, enhancing imagery and
expressiveness (Newmark, 1988, p. 104).

Let us look at the example:

This little room is a grave (North, 2025, p. 235). — []a manenvka KiMHamka — mMo2una
(Savula, 2026, p. 25).

In this example, we see how the room is perceived in the character’s mind as a grave,
reflecting his inner psychological state.

Another example:

And once James realizes that, he feels a sense of resolve, that fluttering hope inside him
replaced by a small core of steel (North, 2025, p. 234). — I woiino [oceiimc ycsioomnioe ye,
3amicmb KpUxKoi Haoii 8 HbOMY 3APOOACYEMbCI MBEPOA, MO8 cmab, piwyuicmy (Savula, 2026, p.
24).

Based on these descriptions, we can clearly see that the character had little hope at first,
but then became more confident and determined in his actions.

One more example:

Time stretches out, threatens to snap (North, 2025, p. 235). — Hac msaenemucs, Mo eyma,
saKka om-om nopgemucs (Savula, 2026, p. 25).

Metaphor was used here to reinforce the feeling of time running out. Time seems to stretch
out, creating a sense of anxiety, as it feels as though it could snap at any moment, coming to an
abrupt end.
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Epithet is a descriptive expression or adjective emphasizing a particular feature of an
object that enriches the text with emotional or expressive meaning (Farxadova, 2025, p. 288).

Here are some examples of epithets:

He looks down at himself. He is thin and disheveled, unwashed (North, 2025, p. 183). —
Iicetime onyckae noenso na cebe: xyoutl, poznamaanutl, oOpyonuu (Savula, 2026, p. 17).

In this example, epithets were used to enhance the description of the character’s
appearance.

But then I heard slow, purposeful footsteps, and I held my breath (North, 2025, p. 13). — A
NOMIM NOYYIUCS NOBLIbHI, 8axCcKi Kpoku. A 3amamyeas nooux (Savula, 2026, p. 8).

The most common use of epithets to express and heighten the tension of a situation is
demonstrated in this example.

James’s own land more softly behind as he follows him down into this cold, dark space
underneath the world (North, 2025, p. 185). — Kpoxu [[cetimca nabazamo muxiuii, Koau il ioe
Ci0oOM Y Yo X0N00HY memHy 6e300H10 nio 3emaero (Savula, 2026, p. 20).

This example illustrates how epithets can intensify the impression of a place when used in
a description.

Aposiopesis is a literary device that involves an interrupted, unfinished sentence
(Golovnia, Shcherbyna, 2021, p. 42). In the novel, this literary device is used to increase the
tension and sense of uncertainty, and to add a deliberate pause.

The following examples are:

Listens again. Hears ... (North, 2025, p. 232) — Ilpuciyxaemocsa 3no8y. Yye... (Savula,
2026, p. 22)

All it would take is someone— (North, 2025, p. 184) — Tinoxu 6 xmocs... (Savula, 2026, p.

18)

Parcelling is the deliberate division of a sentence into two or more separate parts
(Golovnia, Shcherbyna, 2021, p. 44). By breaking sentences into shorter, separate parts, the author
highlights important details, increases the emotional impact and creates a more expressive
narrative.

Here are some examples of parcelling:

Pulling the door closed. Locking it. Hiding (North, 2025, p. 185). — 3auunse 3a cob6oro
ogepi. 3amuxac ix. Xosaemovca (Savula, 2026, p. 19).

But he ignores it all. Focuses as best he can (North, 2025, p. 235). — Ta 6in ne 38adxcac.
UJocunu 30cepedxcyemuca (Savula, 2026, p. 25).

He listens. Nothing (North, 2025, p. 236). — [Ipuciyxosyemucs. ’Koonoeo 3eyky (Savula,
2026, p. 25).

Parenthesis is a word, phrase or sentence inserted into another sentence to clarify, explain
or provide additional details, separated by commas, brackets, dashes (Golovnia, Shcherbyna, 2021,
p. 44). This device is frequently used in the book to provide additional details of the situation and
to seemingly slow down the pace of the narrative.

Let us take a look at the examples:

He begins to move a little more quickly — wanting to run — but forces himself to slow down
(North, 2025, p. 234). — /]xcetimc nouunae mpoxu nputlusuUOuy8amucy, K Jdce Kopmums nodiemu,
00HaK 3myuye cebe cnosinoHumucs (Savula, 2026, p. 23).

His gaze darts here and there — one side then the other; up through the windscreen —
watching the woods outside the vehicle flashing past (North, 2025, p. 182). — Hoeo noenso
MEMYULTUBO NEPeCKaKye Mo 6 00uH, mo 6 iHwull OiKk. Bin 3upkac 62opy Kpizb 100606 cKlo,
cnocmepieaoyu, K 3a 8iKHOM npolimarms nogs oepesa (Savula, 2026, p. 15).

Shouting for someone — anyone — to come and save him (North, 2025, p. 129). — Bonas,
abu xou xmocw, 6yOob-xmo nputiuios na oonomozy (Savula, 2026, p. 13).

Some more examples:

That the man had waited until a part of James really had died outside — lost somewhere
between winter and spring — and that the man was now intending to fill the gap that dead part had




35

left (North, 2025, p. 126). — IL]o uonosix 0ouexascs, NOKU AKACL YACMUHA 1020 MAKU OIUCHO
nomepia mooi Ha noosip’i, 3a2ybiena decob ceped 3umu yu secHu. Tooic menep 8iH xoue 3an08HUMU
ymeopeHy nopooicreyy (Savula, 2026, p. 10).

He walks past the man, into the small porch at the front of the house, opens the door just
enough to slip out through and then — his heart giddy now, euphoria coursing through him — closes
it quietly behind him (North, 2025, p. 236). — I[Ipoxooumsv no83 4on08iKd, GUXOOUMb 00
HeBeNUYK020 TAHKY neped OYOUHKOM, NPOUUHAE 08epi PIGHO HACMINbKU, 0D BUCTUZHYMU HA30BHI.
Cepye waneno Kaiamae, a 8 icunax nyabeye eughopis. Xnoneyb muxo 3a4uHse ix 3a cobow
(Savula, 2026, p. 26).

Rhetorical question is a question used for dramatic effect rather than to provide
information, and its meaning is usually clear from the context (Alshamiri, Murshed, 2025, p. 292).
Rhetorical questions are a common literary device in psychological thrillers. They engage the
reader more deeply with the text, encouraging them to reflect on the events and analyse the
situation more carefully. Such questions do not require a direct answer, but they stimulate the
reader’s inner dialogue and create a sense of uncertainty. As a result, they reinforce the
psychological atmosphere of the work and encourage the reader to seek out possible answers and
interpretations.

Examples of rhetorical questions:

Perhaps the man has decided to move him back out here? (North, 2025, p. 129) — Mooxce,
YOI08IK NPOCMO BUpPiUIUE nosepHymu tioco Hazao? (Savula, 2026, p. 13)

What is he waiting for?( North, 2025, p. 232) — Yoeo @in uexae? (Savula, 2026, p. 21)

Has the man moved them? (North, 2025, p. 235) — Hesoice uonosik ix nepecmasug? (Savula,
2026, p. 25)

God — can he really do this? (North, 2025, p. 235) — I'ocnoou... yu 30amen 6in Ha ye?
(Savula, 2026, p. 25)

Personification is a device where inanimate phenomena or abstract concepts are attributed
human traits, qualities or character (Alshamiri, Murshed, 2025, p. 293).

Let us consider some examples of personification:

A shiver of pride runs through him (North, 2025, p. 130). — V Hboeo npoxudaemuvcs ougna
2opdicms (Savula, 2026, p. 14).

He feels the air beginning to sing with tension (North, 2025, p. 184). — YV nosimpi nasucna
Hanpyea (Savula, 2026, p. 18).

The living room below him is lost in darkness at first, but the shapes there begin to resolve
the farther he descends (North, 2025, p. 234). — Cnepuiy simanbhs 6HU3Y MOHYVIA 8 MEMPAEI, ajle
HOCMYNO0B0, 3 KOJWCHUM KPOKOM 6ce Oilbuie 8UMANbogylombcs obpucu Kimnamu (Savula, 2026, p.

23).

Climax is a device where each repetition of a word or phrase indicates a progressive
increase in intensity or significance along a semantic scale (Black et al., 2019, p. 221).

Here are the examples:

But he isn t buried. He isn t dead. He is alive (North, 2025, p. 235). — Ane 6in ne noxosanui.
Bin ne mepmeuii. Bin scusuti (Savula, 2026, p. 24).

Until this moment, the man has been a monolith, a demon, a monster (North, 2025, p. 267).
— Jloci yetl wono6ix 30a8ascs oMy MOHONIMOM, deMonoM, Yydosucvkom (Savula, 2026, p. 27).

But then the days passed. And then the weeks (North, 2025, p. 128). — Ta munynu oui. A
nomim mudicui (Savula, 2026, p. 12).

Hyperbole is a literary device in which a speaker deliberately exaggerates a particular
feature or element. It is used to emphasise its importance or to heighten the expressiveness and
emotional impact of the statement (Aljadaan, 2018, p. 3).

James remains frozen in place, and the moment seems to go on forever (North, 2025, p.
234). — [rcevime 3aemupac, i mums 30aemuvcs Heckinuennorw (Savula, 2026, p. 24).
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The two of us stared at each other for what felt like an age, that whistled music continuing
from behind the closed door (North, 2025, p. 12). — Mu ousunucsi 0OHe Ha 00H020, 30A8A10CA, Uiy
BIUHICMb, A CBUCM 3-3A 3aUUHEHUX 08epeli yce He npununaecs (Savula, 2026, p. 8).

In these two examples, hyperbole is used to heighten the sense that time is passing slowly,
thereby conveying a sense of tension and emotional state.

In conclusion, the analysis shows that the descriptive narrative style in the novel The Man
Made of Smoke plays an essential role in creating the tense atmosphere typical for the
psychological thriller genre. Through detailed sensory descriptions and the portrayal of the
characters’ emotional states, Alex North heightens the sense of tension and keeps the reader’s
attention. A significant role in this process is played by literary devices, particularly anaphora,
simile, metaphor, epithet, aposiopesis, parcelling, parenthesis, rhetorical question, personification,
climax, hyperbole, which enhance the emotional expressiveness of the text and contribute to the
depiction of psychological tension. Therefore, identifying literary devices is an important part of
choosing effective translation strategies and ensuring that the author’s style is accurately conveyed
in the translation.

2.3. Translation techniques for rendering literary devices

Literary translation is a complex form of translation that mediates between cultures,
societies, ideas, and the emotional meanings embedded in a text (Ababilova, 2023, p. 258). Its
main focus is the recreation of the source text’s content and artistic value while preserving the
aesthetic effects intended in the original (Braga Riera, 2022, p. 1). Thus, literary translation must
preserve emotional and aesthetic nuances, as they shape the reader’s perception and maintain the
intended impact of the work (Hasanova, 2025, p. 175). One of the most important aspects of
translating a literary text involves identifying its main features. Literary texts differ from other
types of text by their unique employment of linguistic means designed to create a specific
impression on the reader (Ababilova, 2023, p. 260). In the book under consideration, the author
creates a psychological atmosphere through the extensive use of literary devices. Since we have
thoroughly studied and analysed the literary devices used in the text, the next step is to examine
the translation techniques employed in the translation process. Thus, the further analysis focuses
on identifying and justifying the chosen techniques and assessing their effectiveness in
reproducing the artistic integrity of the original.

In order to identify the translation techniques used in the translation, we refer to the
classification introduced by Lucia Molina and Amparo Hurtado Albir.

Amplification is a technique that adds implicit details or explanatory paraphrasing to the
text to improve clarity and understanding (Molina, Albir, 2002, p. 510).

Let us examine some examples:

He can feel the soft push of the carpet against his feet as he creeps along, but every footstep
is as quiet as snowfall (North, 2025, p. 233). — Kunum m Ko npyscunumy nio Ho2amu, aie KOHCeH
KpOK muxutl, sik nadinns cuiscunxu (Savula, 2026, p. 23).

Because the man is turning the knife around in his hand, and there’s a sense of purpose to
him: a kind of dark energy buzzing around him like flies (North, 2025, p. 129). — Honosix
YiNecnpAMoBano Kpymumy HidC Y pyyi, a HaA8KOIO0 GI0UYBAEMbCS MEMHA eHepeisl, AKA O3UNCUUMD,
Hemoe0u _pit myx (Savula, 2026, p. 13).

In both examples, to create a more vivid image and reinforce the expression, a simile was
translated using amplification.

He begins to move a little more quickly — wanting to run — but forces himself to slow down
(North, 2025, p. 234). — /]xcetimc nouunae mpoxu npuiusuOuy8amucs, K Jce Kopmums nodiemu,
00HAK 3myuye cebe cnosinbHumucs (Savula, 2026, p. 23).

To make the sentences in Ukrainian sound smooth and coherent, amplification was used in
the translation of parenthesis.

Some other examples:
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And perhaps a part of him had recognized that all along, and that'’s why he held on to that
little flame inside him (North, 2025, p. 267). — Moocnuso, in 3a621co0u ye 8iouysas, i came momy
bepie y cobi manenvkuii 6oeHuk Haodii (Savula, 2026, p. 28).

Since the word “hope” appears multiple times in the text, it was appropriate to expand the
metaphor through amplification. In order to enhance the symbolic nature of the expression and
better convey the character’s inner state.

Time stretches out, threatens to snap (North, 2025, p. 235). — Yac macuemscs, mog cyma,
saKka om-om nopsemvcs (Savula, 2026, p. 25).

In this example, the metaphor was conveyed using another literary device, namely a simile.
This is a reasonable approach, as a metaphor can be replaced by a simile while preserving the
original image (Newmark, 1988, p. 110). Amplification was used to make the sentence sound more
natural to the target audience and to create a clearer association.

The silence is singing (North, 2025, p. 235). — Tuwa 036enums y gyxax (Savula, 2026, p.

25).

Here, the metaphor was rendered using two translation techniques: modulation and
amplification. As the word “singing ” was translated as “036enums ”’ to make it sound more natural,
“y syxax” was also added to reinforce the metaphorical image and create a more vivid picture.

And then what sounded like fingernails tracing lazy circles on it (North, 2025, p. 13). — A
NOMIM — 36K, CXOJXMCULL HA UAPANaHHs Hiemie, Wo HeKeaniuso manosaiu xona (Savula, 2026, p.

9.

In this case, the simile was expanded through the use of amplification. This was done to
make the sentence sound more logical and coherent.

And once James realizes that, he feels a sense of resolve, that fluttering hope inside him
replaced by a small core of steel (North, 2025, p. 234). — I woiino [Jcetimc ycgioomnioe ye,
3amicmov KpUxxoi Haoii 8 HbOMY 3apPOOACYEMbCA MBePOa, MO8 cmaib, piuyuicms (Savula, 2026, p.

24).

In this example, the metaphor was replaced and a simile was added. This was done to
preserve the figurative nature of the expression and avoid distorting its meaning in translation.
According to Newmark (1988, p. 110), metaphors can be translated by transforming them into
similes and adding sense to them.

Compensation involves reproducing a source text element or stylistic effect in another
place in the translation when it cannot appear in the same position (Molina, Albir, 2002, p. 510).

Let us take a closer look at some examples:

The man is walking toward him across the compound, approaching him slowly and steadily
(North, 2025, p. 267). — Honosik nogiibHo npamye 00 Hb020 yepe3 cK1ao, He Keaniayucs (Savula,
2026, p. 27).

In this example, epithets were separated since in the original they were placed at the end
of the sentence, whereas in the translation one epithet appears at the beginning and the other at the
end. This was done to create additional tension at the beginning of the sentence and to heighten it
at the end.

It’s the only one he needs — that’s what a part of him wants to insist — except that it isn't
(North, 2025, p. 235). — Hacmuna tioco xoue nepexonamu cebe, ujo yb020 00CUmv, aie GiH 3HAE,
wo ui (Savula, 2026, p. 25).

This example illustrates how a compensation was used to translate the parenthesis. This
was done to make the narrative flow more logical and natural in Ukrainian.

A part of him that believes he might mean more to the world than the man has tried to
convince him. A part that wants to go home (North, 2025, p. 183). — Hagimv nicia 6cbo2o
NepeICUmoc0 8 HbOMy TUMMUNACS YACMUHKA, KA 8IpUMb, WO BIH MOdce 8apmye Oinvuie OJis C8imy,
HidIC Hamazaemuvcs 0osecmu 4onosixk. Yacmunka, saxa xoue oooomy (Savula, 2026, p. 17).

Since two sentences were combined into one for better syntactic flow, the word “a part”
could not remain in the same place as in the original. This is why the literary device of anaphora
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was not formally preserved in this example. Nevertheless, its stylistic effect and emotional impact
remained intact in the translation.

Person after person, the horrible realization settles inside James that nobody is going to
help him (North, 2025, p. 184). — 3 KodicHol0 HAcmMynHow0 a00UHOW 8 Oyuii [[icetimca nowunae
ocioamu MOmopowHe Yyc8i0OMIeHHs. HIXmo tioMmy He donomodice (Savula, 2026, p. 18).

In order to heighten the tension in the translation, a compensation was used. The phrase
“inside James” was moved to the beginning of the sentence, shifting the emphasis onto the
character’s inner state. Therefore, in order to preserve the integrity of the sentence, the
personification “the horrible realization settles” was syntactically restructured. The flexible word
order in the Ukrainian language allows placing the verb before the noun, which makes the sentence
sound natural.

Established equivalent is the use of a term or expression recognized in dictionaries or
common usage as a standard equivalent in the target language (Molina, Albir, 2002, p. 510).

And what he sees there catches his breath (North, 2025, p. 130). — [lobauune nepexonuroe
tomy 0yx (Savula, 2026, p. 15).

The atmosphere had already put me on edge, but the sight of the boy made my breath catch
in my throat (North, 2025, p. 12). — A ii 6e3 moeo 6y8 5K Ha 201Kax, ane Koau nobaiwue Xionvuxa,
v MeHe nepexonuno nooux (Savula, 2026, p. 7).

In both examples, the metaphors have established equivalents in Ukrainian that adequately
reflect their meaning and essence.

Another example:

The two of us stared at each other for what felt like an age, that whistled music continuing
from behind the closed door (North, 2025, p. 12). — Mu ousunucs o0ne Ha 00H020, 30a8A10CH, YLy
BIUHICMb, a CBUCM 3-3d 3AUUHEHUX 08epelil yce He npununaecs (Savula, 2026, p. 8).

In this example, the hyperbole is conveyed using an established equivalent that is widely
recognised in the Ukrainian language.

1t’s pitch black in the room, so whenever he’s locked in here, it’s impossible to tell if it’s
day or night (North, 2025, p. 126). — V kimnami nanye cyyitbha mempsea, modic Koiu Xionys
3aMUKAIOMb, HEMOJICIUBO 8UHAUUMU OeHb 3apa3 uu Hiy (Savula, 2026, p. 10).

In the source text, “pitch black” is a figurative epithet that emphasises the intensity of the
darkness. In the translation, it was rendered through the established Ukrainian equivalent
“cyyinona mempsea”, which conveys the idea of complete darkness and preserves the
expressiveness.

Generalization is the use of a more general or neutral term in place of a more specific one
(Molina, Albir, 2002, p. 510).

Below are some examples:

It'’s as though the tune is an infection that’s gradually spreading to him from the man (North,
2025, p. 130). — Henaue sipyc, wo nepedacmucs pazom iz NOOUXOM Mo20, XMo Cmoims 3a 1020
cnunoto (Savula, 2026, p. 14).

In this example, metaphor was replaced with a more general term because, in a literary text,
this sounds more natural and emotional.

Along with the otherworldly whistling and the flickering light, I was suddenly convinced I
was looking at a ghost (North, 2025, p. 12). — I 6 my mums, ceped OU8HO20 C8UCMY Ui HCEBPIHHS
namn, s 6ye nesen, wo oauy npusuoa (Savula, 2026, p. 7).

The epithet was rendered through generalization, as a word with a broader meaning was
used in the translation instead of the specific meaning of the word in the source text.

Literal translation is translating a word or expression directly, word for word, without
changing its structure or meaning (Molina, Albir, 2002, p. 510).

Let us look at some examples:

He is hurt and trauma passed on from body to body (North, 2025, p. 186). — Bin — bins i
mpasma, wjo nepedaromscs 6io mina 0o mina (Savula, 2026, p. 21).
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It was familiar in an odd, unnerving way, as though I’d heard it in a dream, or a nightmare,
or in some different life altogether (North, 2025, p. 12). — Bona 30asanacs 3naiiomorn y OueHuil
HABIMb MPUBONHCHUU CNOCIO, HAYe 3 AKO20Ch CHA, KOWMAPY YU 308CiM THui020 scumms (Savula,
2026, p. 7).

In this case, the two literary devices, metaphor in the first example and climax in the
second, were translated literally. As this technique provides the most accurate rendering of the
meaning and does not distort it.

Some more examples:

Open cardboard boxes against another, filled with an assortment of random objects.
Crumpled handbags. Broken toys (North, 2025, p. 186). — ¥3006dic inwoi poskudani 8i0kpumi
KApMOHHI KOPOOKU, HANXAHI PISHOMAHIMHUMU OpiOHUYAMU. 3im ‘ami cymouku. Tlonamani iepawiku
(Savula, 2026, p. 20).

And he keeps going. Past the second door. The third (North, 2025, p. 233). — I 6in kpokye
oani. Ilos3 opyei deepi. Tpemi (Savula, 2026, p. 23).

He feels untethered from the world now. Triumphant (North, 2025, p. 237). — Hozo oxonuno
gioyymms, HiOU 6iH Oinbule He Hanexcums yvbomy ceimy. Ilepemooiceys (Savula, 2026, p. 26).

In these examples, parcelling was translated using literal translation in order to preserve
the structural organisation of the literary device.

Modulation is a shift in perspective, focus, or conceptual category in relation to the source
text (Molina, Albir, 2002, p. 510).

Let us consider the following examples:

Because what choice does he have? (North, 2025, p. 128) — bo wo uiomy 3aruwaemovcs?
(Savula, 2026, p. 12)

Perhaps that’s all thats happening? (North, 2025, p. 129) — Moowce, na uvomy éce i
saxinyumoca? (Savula, 2026, p. 13)

In both examples, we used modulation to translate rhetorical questions, as we conveyed the
same meaning but through a different way of interpreting it. In the Ukrainian translation, we
changed the perspective of the expression, making it more natural for the target reader. Thus,
instead of a literal translation, there is a conceptual reinterpretation that takes language norms into
account.

Here is another example:

James feels the hope die inside him (North, 2025, p. 237). — [cetimc 6iouysae, siK y Hbomy
2acHe ocmamnts ickpa Haoii (Savula, 2026, p. 27).

In this example, personification was rendered using two techniques: amplification and
modulation. Since the word “hope” was translated as “ickpa naoii”’, the word “die” was rendered
in Ukrainian through modulation as “eacue’ to preserve the stylistic coherence of the expression.

Other examples:

1t felt like I was entering a place in which I didn 't belong yet, and I had to fight the urge to
turn around and head back out (North, 2025, p. 11). — 30asanocs, a cmynug myou, oe MeHi He
Mmicye. A nedse empumascs, wjobd ne nosepHymu nazao (Savula, 2026, p. 7).

This example demonstrates the translation of a metaphor through a reinterpretation of its
meaning. This formulation preserves the emotional intensity of the original, while rendering the
metaphor more harmonious within the translated sentence.

The room is pitch black and yet the air seems to be throbbing in his eyes and ears (North,
2025, p. 232). — Kimnama nanogueHa CyyilbHO0 NimovmMoio, a NOGimps, HiOU NyibCye 8 HCUNAX
(Savula, 2026, p. 21).

In this case, modulation was used in the translation of a simile. The perspective shifted
from sensory perception “eyes and ears” to a physical sensation “orcunax”. In the original, the
emphasis is on visual and auditory perception. The translation conveys the tension through the
image of a pulsation within the body. This shift helps to preserve the emotional intensity of the
original. Furthermore, it makes the expression more natural and vivid in the target language.
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James is suddenly alone and untethered (North, 2025, p. 184). — [[cetimc 3arumaemobcs
Ha camomi, 306cim 0oun (Savula, 2026, p. 18).

In the Ukrainian version, the epithet was semantically reinterpreted in order to heighten the
emotional impact of the preceding word.

That hope is small and fragile, like a faltering pilot light in his heart, but it is there (North,
2025, p. 183). — Lla kpuximua i meHOimHa Haois 1edb M€ Y cepui, ale 80HA 6Ce we JHCUBA
(Savula, 2026, p. 17).

Modulation was used because the technical term “pilot light” was replaced with the more
figurative expression “zedv muie”. Although the simile was lost in translation, the emotional
meaning of fragility and weak but continuing hope was preserved. This transformation made the
sentence more stylistically appropriate in Ukrainian.

Reduction is a translation technique that involves omitting a piece of information from the
source text in the target text (Molina, Albir, 2002, p. 510).

Here are some examples:

It’s the same sensation he remembers having on the beach — a lifetime ago now — but it’s
so much worse (North, 2025, p. 184). — Taxe came 8ioyymms, AK i Ha NAAHCI, KOTUCL OABHO, MA
menep nabaeamo cipue (Savula, 2026, p. 18).

This example illustrates the use of a parenthesis. As it serves as additional information to
the sentence, certain words were omitted to avoid overcomplicating the Ukrainian version, yet the
literary device was preserved.

And yet there's no going back now, is there? (North, 2025, p. 236) — I éce src dopoau nazao
soice nemae? (Savula, 2026, p. 25)

This can't be real, can it? (North, 2025, p. 183) — L{e sic 6ce ne nacnpasodi? (Savula, 2026,
p-16)

Since, in these examples, the rhetorical question in the original is formed using a tag
question, a construction not widely used in Ukrainian, we decided to employ reduction. However,
the meaning of the questions and their stylistic function were preserved.

Transposition is a technique that involves changing a grammatical category in the target
text (Molina, Albir, 2002, p. 510).

Here are the examples:

He leans there, breathing heavily, his body trembling. Waiting (North, 2025, p. 130). —
Xnoneyb cmoimo, ouxamu eaxcko, mino mpemmumo. Quikye (Savula, 2026, p. 14).

Pulling the door closed. Locking it. Hiding (North, 2025, p. 185). — 3auunse 3a coborw
oeepi. 3amukac ix. Xosacmovcsa (Savula, 2026, p. 19).

When he reaches the wall, he takes a step to one side, feeling for the handle. Finding it
(North, 2025, p. 233). — Jlitiwmoswiu 0o cminu, 6iH 3miufyemucs yoix namayyiouu pyuxy. Hapewmi
3Haxooumy (Savula, 2026, p. 22).

In all these examples, grammatical transposition was used in the translation of the
parcelling. The non-finite forms of the words, namely the participles, were replaced by finite forms
in Ukrainian.

In the second and third examples, besides transposition, amplification was also used. This
was done to provide more details and reinforce the expression.

Another example:

Then I registered the expression on his face. Terrified. Desperate (North, 2025, p. 12). — Ta
nomim s nomimue supas oonuuus xaonyuxa. Cmpax. Biduau (Savula, 2026, p. 7).

In this example, parcelling was translated through transposition as part of speech was
changed. The source text used adjectives, which we have rendered using nouns. This makes the
phrase more expressive and stylistically natural in Ukrainian, particularly given the short,
fragmented sentences.

Some more examples:

And I felt an immediate, deep connection to the boy (North, 2025, p. 12). — 2 odpa3y 6iouys
cunbHull emoyitinull 36’130k (Savula, 2026, p. 8).
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In this example, the epithet “immediate”, which is expressed as an adjective in the source
text, was rendered as an adverb “odpasy” in the target text. Modulation was also used to translate
the second epithet “deep” as “cunvnuii”. Consequently, the first epithet was omitted in the
translation, while the second epithet was retained. Amplification was also used, as “emoyitinuii”
was added to intensify the inner feelings.

Perhaps he’s too cold and miserable to sleep, but it feels like he was expecting him (North,
2025, p. 236). — Moowcnuso, uepez xon00 i cmpaxcOauHs uomy OVIO 8AHCKO 3ACHYMU, aie
CKIIA0AEMbCSL BPANCEHHS, WO BIH HA Hbo2o Yekas (Savula, 2026, p. 26).

In the source text, the epithets, which are expressed through adjectives to describe the
character’s physical and emotional state, were translated into Ukrainian using nouns. Although the
epithets were omitted due to the change in part of speech, the meaning and imagery were
preserved. Modulation was also used, as the logical structure of the sentence was changed into a
cause-and-effect relation. Such modulation adapts the semantic perspective of the utterance and
improves coherence and readability for the target audience.

Other examples:

He walks past the man, into the small porch at the front of the house, opens the door just
enough to slip out through and then — his heart giddy now, euphoria coursing through him — closes
it quietly behind him (North, 2025, p. 236). — Ilpoxooums no63 uonosika, uxooums 00
HeBeNUYK020 TAHKY neped OYOUHKOM, NPOUUHAE 08epi PIBHO HACMINbKUY, W0D BUCTUZHYIMU HAZ0BHI.
Cepye waneno kaiamae, a 8 icunax nyabeye eugopis. Xnoneyvb muxo 3a4uHse ix 3a cobow
(Savula, 2026, p. 26).

His gaze darts here and there — one side then the other; up through the windscreen —
watching the woods outside the vehicle flashing past (North, 2025, p. 182). — Hozo noenso
MEMYULTUBO NEPecKaKye Mo 6 00uH, mo 6 iHwull OiKk. BiH 3upkac 62opy Kpizb 100606e cKio,
cnocmepieaiodu, AK 3a 8iKHOM npolimarms noss oepesa. (Savula, 2026, p. 15).

In these two examples involving parenthesis, one sentence was divided into several
sentences in the translation. This was done to avoid syntactic overload and enhance clarity, which
1s why the parenthesis was not preserved in the Ukrainian version.

And then everything is suddenly brilliantly lit, as though a camera flash has gone off, and
the image of the boy s face is burned into James s mind as he winces and closes his eyes (North,
2025, p. 237). — I 6 my oic Mums HABKONO CRANAXHYIO Clinyye C8IMio, Haye ONUCHYIA Kamepd, U
oonuyys xnonys eioounocs 6 nam’ami [icetimca, Koau 6iH 3iwyauca u 3anaowue odi (Savula,
2026, p. 27).

In this example, the simile was rendered through transposition, as the noun phrase “a
camera flash” was transformed into the verbal construction “érnucuyna xamepa”, making the
sentence sound more dynamic in Ukrainian.

In conclusion, as the book The Man Made of Smoke is a literary text, it requires a thorough
analysis of translation techniques to ensure the adequacy and accuracy of the translation. We have
identified that various literary devices were employed to render the psychological atmosphere of
the book. We used the classification by Lucia Molina and Amparo Hurtado Albir to determine the
translation techniques applied to the rendering of literary devices. Among them, the following can
be highlighted: amplification, compensation, established equivalent, generalization, literal
translation, modulation, reduction, transposition.
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Conclusions

In our translation project, we translated a fragment from the book 7he Man Made of Smoke
by Alex North, identified and analysed the literary devices used to convey the tense atmosphere of
a psychological thriller, and described the translation techniques employed to render these literary
devices. Taking this analysis into account, the following conclusions can be made:

1. The book The Man Made of Smoke is a psychological thriller. A characteristic feature of
the genre is a deep exploration of characters’ psyches, which fosters an emotional connection,
heightens tension, and often centres on themes of revenge, betrayal, and distorted reality. The novel
The Man Made of Smoke features multiple points of view, narrated in both the past and present
tenses, as well as a backstory, a repetitive retelling, and a special visual layout of the text, namely
italics.

2. As the book is a psychological thriller, an essential aspect is the creation an atmosphere
of tension. Therefore, the author employs a wide range of literary devices, thereby adding greater
expressiveness and emotional depth to the text. Eleven types of literary devices were identified.
According to the quantitative analysis, the percentage distribution of the literary devices is as
follows: metaphor (24%), epithet (20%), personification (15%), parcelling (11%), simile (8%),
rhetorical question (6%), anaphora (5%), parenthesis (4%), climax (3%), hyperbole (3%),
aposiopesis (1%) (See Appendix A).

3. In translation, it is important to accurately convey the literary devices of the source text
and preserve the text’s integrity. That is why eight translation techniques were applied in the
translation. Therefore, a quantitative analysis of translation techniques can be provided as follows:
modulation (36%), literal translation (31%), transposition (9%), amplification (8%), compensation
(7%), reduction (5%), established equivalent (3%), generalization (1%) (See Appendix B).

In further research, other literary devices used to convey the atmosphere of a psychological
thriller could be analysed.
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Appendix A. Literary devices
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B personification

I parcelling
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B parenthesis

I climax
I hyperbole
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Appendix B. Translation techniques for rendering literary devices
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modulation
- literal translation
- transposition
B amplification
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- reduction
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