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Abstract

The translation project deals with the translation and analysis of a selected fragment from
the book No one saw it coming by Susan Lewis. The novel belongs to psychological thriller and
has the elements of family drama and suspense. The first chapter consists of four chapters from
the source text and their translation into Ukrainian. The second chapter is dedicated to the
translation analysis, focusing on stylistic features of literary texts. The special attention was paid
to the concepts of emotionally coloured vocabulary, irony, subtext and inner monologue as
means of creating tension in psychological thriller. In addition, translation techniques used to
render these concepts in the target text were observed. This translation project will be valuable in
terms of engaging Ukrainian audience to this genre of literature.

Key words: emotionally coloured vocabulary, inner monologue, irony, psychological
thriller, subtext, translation techniques.

AHoOTaIIA

[epexknananpkuii MPOEKT MPHUCBSIUCHUH TMEPEKNIaAy Ta aHalizy BUOpPAHOTO ypUBKa 3
kuuru Cerozan Jloic «No one saw it comingy». PoMaH HaJaeKuTh 10 KaHPY MCHXOJIOTTYHOTO
Tpujepa i MICTUTh C€JIEMEHTH CIMEHHOI IpaMu Ta cacreHcy. [lepmmii po3zin ckiamaeTbes 3
YOTUPHOX O3B TEKCTY OpHUTiHATY Ta iX MepeKiagy yKpaiHChbKOIO MOBOM. Jpyruii po3min
NPUCBSYCHUN aHAJI3y MEpeKiaay 3 aKICHTOM Ha CTUJIICTUYHHMX OCOOJIMBOCTAX JIITEPATYypPHUX
TekcTiB. OcoONMMBY yBary NPUIUICHO TOHATTSM EMOIMHO 3a0apBlieHO JICKCHUKH, 1pOHIi,
HiATEKCTYy Ta BHYTPIIIHBOMY MOHOJIOTY SIK 3aC00IB CTBOPECHHS HANpPYrd B TCHXOJIOTIYHOMY
tpuiepi. KpiMm Toro, Oyno po3riisiHyTo nepekiajanbKi TPUAOMHU, 110 BUKOPUCTOBYIOTHCS IS
BIITBOPEHHSI X TOHATH Yy TEKCTi mepekiany. Lleil mepexiaganbkuii mpoekT Oyae HiHHUM 3
TOYKH 30py 3aJTy4YCHHS YKPATHCHKOT ayTUTOPIi 10 I[LOTO YKAHPY JIITEPaTypH.

Kuarouosi ciaoBa: emoriiiHo 3a0apBiieHa JIEKCHKA, BHYTPIIIHIA MOHOJIOT, 1pOHIs,
NICUXOJIOTIYHUHN TpHUIIEp, MIATEKCT, IPUHOMH MEepeKIIany.
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Introduction

Literary translation is considered to be one of the most challenging types of translation
because it involves dealing with different aspects. A translator must not only convey the meaning
but also preserve stylistic features of the text. The author writes a literary work with the aim of
provoking certain thoughts and emotions in readers. A task of a translator is to get the original
message across the target audience maintaining the same level of emotionality. Particular
attention is required to translate psychological thriller as means of literary expression are
significant part of it. The topicality of the translation project arises from the necessity to explore
the stylistic features of translating literary texts, especially emotionally coloured vocabulary,
irony, subtext and inner monologue as important parts. It is also enhanced by the popularity of
this genre, so there is a need for high-quality translation to engage Ukrainian readers.

The topic of translating literary texts and rendering its stylistic features has been studied
by some Ukrainian scholars such as N. Bober, T. Kryvoruchko, N. Romanova, M. Zhovtobriukh
and others. A lot of foreign scholars like H. Castro, N. Hassan, N. Mrasori, L. Tavadze and
others have made researches in terms of this topic.

The object of the translation project is stylistic aspects of literary translation.

The subject of the project is the peculiarities of rendering stylistic features of the text in
translation, in particular emotionally coloured vocabulary, irony, subtext and inner monologue.

The objective of the translation project is exploring the role of stylistic devices in literary
text and examining translation techniques employed to render them in Ukrainian translation.

The implementation of the set goal involves dealing with a number of tasks:

- to translate a selected fragment of the novel No one saw it coming by Susan Lewis;
- to examine the usage of emotionally coloured vocabulary in psychological thriller;
- to characterize irony and subtext as means of conveying implicit meanings;

- to define the ways of rendering inner monologue in psychological thriller.

The project material is the fragment of the novel No one saw it coming by Susan Lewis
and its Ukrainian translation. The source text consists of 44,918 characters with spaces; the
target text consists of 44,391 characters with spaces.

The translation project includes an introduction, two chapters (translation and
translation commentary), conclusions, a list of references and appendices.



Chapter 1. Translation of the novel No one saw it coming by Susan Lewis

They told me she was dead, but I’ve found her.

They said my mother was dead too.

She is now.

I’m staring at a photograph of her funeral — who photographs
funerals? — and I’'m wondering who all the people are. My sister is
there, described as the only daughter. With our father being dead —
damned straight to hell, I presume (and hope) — she is the chief
mourner. She’ll be forty-four by now. How time flies.

The last time | saw her she was three years old and screaming
not to be wrenched from my arms. | knew better than to scream, but |
couldn’t help it. It’s hard for a ten-year-old to stop themselves, in spite
of knowing what will happen if they do.

She’s grown into a beautiful woman. That is no surprise. |
always knew she would. Our mother was beautiful too.

I more closely resemble our father, but in looks alone. | have
nothing of his character. | have done everything in my power to
prevent that.

This photograph shows my sister surrounded by people who
care for her, and from what it says in the accompanying piece, they all
cared for our mother too.

They didn’t know the woman the way I did.

Apparently she became a paediatrician, a healer of children,
which is such a screeching irony that it’s as if every instrument in an
orchestra is hitting the wrong note.

My sister’s life has been very different to mine. I have no idea
if she’s ever thought about me, if she even remembers me.

I really don’t care about my mother dying. I’'m glad she’s gone.
I have no desire to confront what she was, or what she did. She might
have ended up doing good, but she was an evil woman once. No one

MeHi ckasany, 1o BOHa TIOMepJIa, aJie s 11 3HalIIa.

MeHi cka3any, 0 MOsl MaTH TEX IIOMepJIa.

Tenep e Tak i €.

S nusnrocs Ha oTorpadiro 3 i MOXOPOHY — XTO B3araji ¢otorpadye mo-
XOpOHHU? — 1 TyMaro, XTO BCi i JIIou. Tam € Mosi cecTpa, SIKy Ha3UBaIOTh €TUHOIO
noukoro. OCKUIbKY Hall 0aTbKO TOMEp — s MpHITycKaro (1 Jy»e CIIOAiBarocs), 110
BiH TIOTPAITUB MPSAMICIHBKO JI0 TIEKJIa — BOHA € TOJIOBHOIO TUTaKaJIbHUIICIO. 3apa3 il
Mae OyTH COPOK YOTUPH POKH. SIK e LIBUJIKO JIETUTh Yac.

[it 6yn0 Tpu pokM HA MOMEHT OCTAHHBOI HAIIOi 3yCTpidi, i BOHA Bomana,
06 ii He 3a0upanu Bix MeHe. S mpekpacHo po3yMiia, 110 HE BapTO KpUYATH, alle
HE MOTJIa HIY0T0 BAIATH. JlecaTupiuHiii AMTHHI BaKKO CTPUMATH CBOI €MOIIii.

Bona Bupocna i ctana kpacuporo xiHkor. Lle He quBHO. S 3aBxau 3Haua,
mo tak Oyzne. Hama matu Tex Oyna BpoAIHBOIO.

41 Ginbire cxoxka Ha Hamioro 6atbka, ale TiTbKU 30BHI. Bin ioro xapakre-
py HeMae 1 ciay. S 3po0uia Bce MOKIIMBE 1S IIOTO.

Ha it ¢pororpadii Most cectpa B OTOUYEHHI JIIOAEH, sIKI TypOYIOThCS PO
Hel, 1, CyIIYu 3 CYNpPOBIAHOIO TEKCTY, BOHU BCl TaKOK MIKIYBaJIKMCS PO HAITy
Mmarip.

Bonu He 3HaIM 110 JKIHKY Tak, SIK 5.

Cynsum 3 ycboro, BOHa cTajla NeiaTpoM, AUTSYUM JIKapeM, 1 11e HaCTiIb-
KM CyNepeunTh ild, HIOM KOXKEH IHCTPYMEHT B OPKECTp1 Ipa€ HE Ty HOTY.

XKutts Mo€i cectpu yxe BiAPI3HAETbCA Bl MOro. 51 He Maro ysIBIEHHS,
YH BOHA KOJIM-HEOY/b yMalia Ipo MEHE, YU BOHA B3arajil MEHE MaM'sTae.

Meni Gaiinyxe, mo Mos MaTH nomepina. S paga, mo i Hemae. S He Maro
Oa)kaHHS CTUKATHCS 3 TUM, KO BOHA Oysa, 9u 110 BOHa poduia. MokiuBo, BO-
Ha BpeIITi-pemT pobusa 1o0pi ChpaBH, ajleé KOJUCh BOHA Oyia 371010 >KiHKOIO.
HixTo HE 3Hae MbOTO, KPIM MEHE.

[Ikona, 1m0 MOs cecTpa HIKOJIM He IllyKajla MeHe, XOoda, IIBH/IIE 32 BCe,
BOHA JyMalia, 1o 5 MepTBa.



knows that better than 1 do.

I’'m sorry that my sister never came to find me, although
there’s a good chance she thought I was dead.

I’'m not. In fact, finally, after all these years, I’'m close enough
to see her whenever I choose, although she can’t see me. Not yet,
anyway, but soon, when the time is right, she will know all about me.

I hope it will bring us both nothing but joy.

PART ONE
CHAPTER ONE

‘You know, I can’t help wondering how you’re feeling right
now.’

Hanna Madden blinked with surprise. She hadn’t been aware of
anyone close by, much less studying her. She had thought she was
alone and, for the moment at least, unobserved.

She was standing in the doorway of the Orangery, gazing out
over Goldney Hall gardens, where a very elegant evening party was in
full swing. Twilight was bathing everyone in an almost dreamlike
glow; small bursts of laughter seemed to float above the low rumble of
voices, as graceful and captivating as the flowering lilies basking in
the Dutch canal. Hanna had always loved this venue, with its lush,
flowing lawns, richly foliaged trees and neoclassical statues — a truly
splendid oasis at the heart of Clifton, one of Bristol’s most exclusive
suburbs.

‘I’'m sorry,” she said politely to the woman who’d joined her,
‘have we met?’

The woman smiled winningly and put out a hand to shake.
‘Riona Byrne,” she said, ‘and I admit I feel as though I know you.
Maybe our paths crossed in a past life?’

Hanna took the hand, not entirely sure whether this was a light-
hearted tease, or if Ms Byrne actually meant it. She was Irish, judging

Ane s xuBa. Hacnipapi, micist BCiX IUX POKIB, 51 HAPEIITI Maro 3MOTy Oa-
YHUTH i1, KOJH 3aX04y, X04a BOHA MEHE Hi. TpOXH 3rofoM, KOJIM HacTaHE Yac, BOHA
TI3HAETHCS TIPO MEHE BCe.

CrnoniBatocs, 11e Oye 100pe 11 Hac 000X.

YACTHHA IEPIIA
PO3LJI NEPIINM

— 3HaeTe, 1 He MOXY HE MOIIKaBUTHCS BAIllUM CAMOTIOYYTTSIM.

XanHa MenneH 311BoBaHO KiinHysa. BoHa He moMivyana HIKOTo Mopy4, He
KKy4dHd BXKE MPO Te, MO0 XTOCh 3a HEI croctepira. Bona gymana, mo Oyna ca-
Ma 1, TprHAiMHI Ha TOM MOMEHT, HiXTO ii He Oa4YuB.

Bona crosmna y neepsix Opanxepei, TuBIsTYHCh Ha caau [ onaHi-Xomy, 1e B
camMoMy po3naii Oyna qyxe enerantHa Bedipka. CyTIHKM OropTaji BCiX Maiixke
Ka3KOBHM CSTHBOM; HEBEJIMKI CIIalax¥ CMiXy, 37aBajloCs, JIMHYIU HaJl THXUM TO-
MOHOM, Taki X BUTOHYEHI i 4apiBHIi, K KBITY4l JILTii, 1[0 KYHAJIUCS B FOJUIAHACH-
KOMY KaHaJll. XaHHa 3aBXK/H JIIOOWIIA 11€ MiCII€ 3 HOTO MUITHUMU, XBUJISICTUMU Ta-
30HaMHM, OaraTUMH Ha JIUCTS JI€peBaMU Ta HEOKJIACUYHUMMU CTAaTysIMU — CIIpaBJi
YyJJOBOIO 0a3010 B camomy cepii KiiroHa, oqHOro 3 HalleKCKIIO3UBHIIINX IT€-
penmicTb bpicToss.

— Bubaure, — BBIWIMBO cKa3ajia BOHA >KIHII, AKa A0 HeT migiiiiia, — MU
3HaoMi1?

JKiHka NpUBITHO MOCMIXHYJIACS 1 MPOCTITHYJIA PYKY AJIsl pyKOCTHCKaHHSI.

— Piona BipH, — cka3zana BoHa, — 1 CITiJI CKa3aT, M0 MEHI 37a€ThCA,
Hi0U 5 Bac 3Ha10. MOXKIIMBO, HAIIM MIJISTXU TIEPETUHATIUCS B MUHYJIOMY KHUTTI?

XaHHa moTUcNa i pyKy, HE 30BCIM po3yMitouM, 4y lie Oyna Jerka
HacMimKka, uu nafi bipH giiicHo mana e Ha yBasi. Cyasuu 3 akIeHTy Ta iMeHi,
BoHa Oyna 3 Ipnmauzii i Maja BUTOHUYEHY, 31erKa ipOHIYHY MaHepy MOBEIiHKH. li
TyCTe, KpacuBe XBIJISICTE BiJ PUPOAN PYJE BOJIOCCS CATANO TUICYEH, a Ha TOJIOBI
BUJIHIBCSA TEMHO-CHHiH okcamuToBHH 06i10K. Ii HixkHi Ta cipi oui Gynu Becemumu



by the accent and name, and had a cultured, ironic sort of air about her.
Her thick, beautiful red hair was shoulder length and naturally wavy,
held from her oval face by a navy velvet Alice band; her eyes, gentle
and grey, were humorous and direct. Her smile was friendly and yet
Hanna was sensing a hidden hesitancy in its depths, as if she were
half-afraid of being rebuffed.

‘Now, that’s an interesting notion,” Hanna responded with a
genial laugh. She was used to putting people at their ease, was good at
it, in fact. ‘I wonder where the past life might have been?’ she mused.
‘And was it during this incarnation, or an earlier one?’

Clearly pleased to be taken up on the playful challenge, Riona
said, ‘I guess the possibilities are endless and not a little fascinating.’

Hanna laughed again, her gentle blue eyes lighting with
mischief, her fair-skinned and lovely face flushing with pleasure.
‘Seriously, have we met before?” she asked. ‘You do seem
familiar? If so, I’'m sorry for not remembering,” she quickly added. It
was rude, pompous even, to have forgotten someone’s name, never
mind their existence, and she never felt comfortable trying to excuse it
with the fact that she and her husband had such a wide and varied
network of friends, family and business associates.

‘Ah, Hanna! There you are.” Emerging from a nearby clutch of
dark-suited men came the man of the hour, her husband, Jack. Though
not conventionally handsome — his eyes were too narrow, his nose too
large and jaw too prominent to make him so, his imposing height,
broad shoulders and high-wattage smile rarely failed to make him
stand out in a crowd. They were also known to cause several female
hearts to beat a little faster. The fact that he was one of the most
prominent businessmen in the region also earned him a great deal of
attention, and respect, for he was known to be a tough, but fair-minded
and generous employer.

‘Are you enjoying yourself?’ she asked as he reached her. ‘I’d
like to introduce you to ...?’

‘Jack, over here!” someone shouted. It was the newly elected

Ta mMUpUMHU. [i mocMmimika OyJa MPUBITHO, ajie XaHHA Bi4yBajia B HI MPUXOBa-
HY HEpINIy4icTh, HIOM BOHA 00sIaCs OTPUMATH BiTMOBY.
— IlikaBa nmymka, — BifmoBijga XaHHa, MPUBITHO cMitounch. BoHa mo0pe

BMUJIa PO3TAlIOBYBaTH Jtojei no cebe. — LlikaBo, ne Morio OyTH Lie MHHYIE
XKUTTA? — 3amuciauiacsd BoHa. — | ym Oyno 1e mig vac miei iHKapHamii, 4u
panire.

SIBHO 3a/10BOJIEHA THUM, IO 1i TPAIMBUI BUKJIMK OyB MmiaTpuMaHuid, Piona
cKazaja:

—T amaro, MOKJIMBOCTI O€3MeEKHI 1 HEaOUSIK 3aXOILIUBI.

XaHHa 3HOBY 3acMisutacs, B 1l HDKHUX OJIAKHTHHX OdYax 3arpaiu OiCHKH, a
CBITJIC 1 MUJIE OOJIMYYS TOYEPBOHIIO BiJl 3aI0BOJICHHS.

— Cepiio3HO, MU paHille HE 3ycTpidanucs? — 3amuraja BoHa. — Bu
3[1a€TeCh MeHi... 3HaioMor0? SIKmio e AificHo Tak, To BubayTe, 10 HE MaM'aTalo,
— MIBHJIKO J10J1aj1a BOHA.

Le sikock Tpy0O0, HABITh MHUXATO, 3a0yTH YHECH IM'A, HE KaXy4dd BXKe MPO
camy JIFOIMHY, 1 il 3aBkau Oyn0 HEKOM(POPTHO BUIIPABOBYBATHCH TUM, III0 BOHA
Ta 11 YOJIOBIK MalOTh TaKe IIUPOKE 1 PI3HOMAHITHE KOJIO IPY3iB, POAMUIB Ta JiI0-
BUX MapTHEPIB.

—A, Xanno! Ocsk TH €.

3 Irpynu 4OJOBIKIB Yy TEMHUX KOCTIOMax BMWIIOB I'OJOBHHUM repoil qHS —
ii yonoBik /Ixek. Xoua BiH He OyB HaATO MPUBAOIMBUM 3a 3arajJbHONPUHHATUMHU
CTaHJapTaMH — MOTo 04l OyJiM 3aHA/TO BY3bKHUMHU, HIC 3aHAJTO BEITUKHUM, a IIIe-
Jlera 3aHa/ITO BUITYKJIOK, — HOT0 BUCOKHM 3pICT, MIMPOKI IIeYi Ta sICKpaBa IMo-
CMiIlIKa He MOIJIM He BMJUISATH HOro 3 HAaTOBMY. Moro mosBa 3mymryBajna cepis
KIHOK OuTHCA TpoxH mBumie. Toil ¢akT, mo BiH OyB OJHUM 3 HaWBUIATHIIIUX
013HECMEHIB Y PErioHi, TaK0XK MPUHOCUB HOMY BEJIMKY yBary 1 moBary, aJke BiH
OyB BiIOMHMIA SIK dKOPCTKHH, aJie CIIpaBeUIMBUH 1 IeAPHI poOOTOIaBEIlb.

— Bam yce momob6aetbesi? — 3anurana BOHA, KOJM BiH MTIMIIOB 10 HET.
— S xortina 6 mpeacTaBUTH BaM...?

—JIxeky, Xxoau-Ho croau! — XToch KpUKHYB. Lle OyB HOBOOOpaHuit mMep,
U0 KaMMaHiio J[ek akTUBHO MmiATpuMyBaB. JIkek, 30epiratoun MocMilIKy, npo-
OypMOTIB MiJ HiC:

— Yu Bxe yac gaTv HOMY 3HATHU, XTO TYT FOJIOBHUI?



Metro mayor, whose campaign Jack had robustly supported; Jack
maintained his smile as he muttered under his breath, ‘Is it time yet to
let him know who’s boss?’

Supressing a laugh as she glanced at Riona, Hanna said, ‘Way
too early. And don’t forget, you like him.’

He grinned. ‘Why aren’t you mingling?’ he asked, already
starting to leave.

‘I am.” She would have added that she’d just come from the
ladies and had made a new acquaintance on the way, but he’d already
gone and anyway it seemed a bit presumptuous to make such a claim
of Riona Byrne. ‘Sorry,” she said to her, ‘I’ll introduce you later when
he’s less in demand. Unless you already know him?’ No, she couldn’t
— Jack would never have been so rude as to ignore someone he knew.

Appearing amused, Riona said, ‘This is the first time our paths
have actually crossed — and is there ever a time when he isn’t in
demand?’

Hanna rolled her eyes.

‘Not really.’

Riona smiled.

‘So this evening is to celebrate him taking the title of West
Country Businessman of the Year for the fourth time in a row?’

Hanna regarded her openly, enjoying the gentle mockery that
seemed to have no edge to it, only a smooth, easy sense of irony.

‘We are indeed,” she confirmed. ‘He’ll tell you he doesn’t put
any store by these accolades, but between us, I know he enjoys them.’

Then realizing she could be talking to a journalist, she wished
she could take it back.

‘And what about you?’ Riona probed. ‘Does it bother you to be
famous?’

Hanna had to laugh.

‘I’d hardly describe myself as that,” she countered, giving a
wave to someone she knew, ‘but since you ask, there are times when
we’d both prefer a little more anonymity.’

[Ipuaymyroun cmix, XaHHa norisHyna Ha Piony 1 ckazaina:

— 3ananro pano. I He 3a0yBaii, 10 BiH TOO1 MOI00A€THCA.

Bin nocmixHyBcs.

— YoMy TH HE CHUIKYENICS 3 IHITUMH? — 3alUTaB BiH, BXKE IMOYWHAIOYN
UTH.

—4 cminkyrocs.

Bona xorina gogatu, Mo MOWHO MpHMILIA 3 1aMChKOI KIMHATH 1 MO J0-
pO3i BCTHUTIIa MO3HAOMMIIACS, ajie BiH yXKe MIIIOB, Ta i B3araii Oymo 0 Tpoxu
3yXBaJlo TOBOPUTH Take 1npo Piony bipH.

—Bubaure, — cka3aia BoHa iii, — Sl mo3HaiOMIIIO Bac Mi3HIIIIE, KOJIH BiH
Oyze MeHII 3aKJIonoTaHui. Y Moke BU BXKeE 3 HUM 3Haiomi?

Hi, naBpsin un — J>kek Hikoau He OyB OM HACTIUIBKU TPyOuM, mo0 irHO-
pyBaTH TOTO, KOT'O 3HAB.

Piona 3amoBoseHo ckazana:

—Hammi nuisixu nepeTHysMCs BIiepie. A BiH B3araji KOJUCh OyBae HeE 3a-
KJIONIOTaHUM?

XaHHa 3aKOTHJIA OYi.

—Hi.

Piona nocmixnynacs.

—Tox choroAHilHIA Beyip MPUCBIYEHUM TOMY, 110 BiH BUETBEpTE IO-
criib oTpuMaB TUTYN «bizHecMeH poky 3axiHOTO Kparoy»?

XaHHa MAJIBLHO MOJUBHIIACS HA HEl 3 JICTKUM TIy3yBaHHSM, SIKE, 37]aBaJIO-
s, HE MaJlo HiIKOi TOCTPOTH, a JIUIIIE JIeTKe, HEBUMYIIIEHE MOYYTTS 1pOHii.

—Taxk, came Tak, — miaATBepAMIIa BoHA. — BiH ckaxxe Bam, 1m0 Homy Oaii-
Jy’Ke Ha 111 HaropoJiy, ajie MiXk HaMHu, s 3HalO, 1110 oMY 11e TT0/100a€ThCsl.

[ToTim, ycBiIOMUBIIH, 1110 3apa3 Nepe] Heto Moke OyTH >KypHaJiCTKa, BO-
HAa TIOIIKOAyBaa, 0 HE MOXE B3ATH CBOI CIIOBA Ha3al.

— A sx mono Bac? — morrikaBuiacst Piona. — Bam He mokydae cnaBa?

XaHHa HEe MOTJIa HE TIOCMIXHYTHCS.

— 51 He BBaxkaro cebe BiOMOIO, — BIIMOBLIA BOHA, TOMAaXaBIIH PYKOIO
3HallOMOMY, — aJie, OCKIJIbKHA BU 3alMTalH, TO 313HAIOCH, 110 OyBarOTh MOMEHTH,
KOJIM HaM 000M XOYEThCS 3ATUIITUTHCS HETIOMITHUMH JIJIS THIITHX.

HacnpaBni 3a nBagisaTh TpU pOKU NUTIOOY Oylo YMMano BUMAAKIB, KOIU



In fact there had been plenty of occasions during the twenty-
three years of their marriage when they’d wanted nothing more than to
shut out the rest of the world, but she certainly wasn’t going to get into
any of them now. Her eyes alighted briefly on a male figure in a group
beneath the late flowering mulberry tree and her heart contracted. She
knew he’d been watching her, had felt it since his arrival, but he
wasn’t looking her way now.

Riona said, ‘I guess I’'m hogging your company when I’m sure
everyone here wants to talk to you.’

Hanna’s gaze roamed the elegantly dressed clusters of people
spread out around the lawns and colourful flower beds and said wryly,
‘They seem to be managing just fine. Can I ask, are you a reporter?’
she said.

Riona’s eyebrows rose in surprise.

‘No. I’'m sorry if I gave that impression.’

Hanna said, ‘So what do you do, Mrs ... Ms ...?’

‘Actually, it’s Doctor, but please call me Riona. And is it OK
to call you Hanna?’

‘Of course. Everyone does, even people who don’t know me.
Jack often goes for Han, or even Hanny — very annoying. | tend to call
him Jacky if he does that.’

She wanted to ask what sort of doctor Riona was, and who she
had come with, but was afraid it might sound as though she was
challenging her right to be there. She didn’t remember seeing her
name on the guest list.

In timely answer to one of her questions, Sebastian — Seb —
Goodman, Professor of Social and Political Theory from Bristol
University, and one of Jack’s oldest and dearest friends, came to drape
an arm around Riona’s shoulders.

‘I see you two have met,” he declared.

Hanna knew him well enough to tell from his slightly flushed
face and glittering blue eyes how attracted he was to Riona Byrne. He
was quite a looker himself, with his thick blond hair, chiselled jaw and

BOHM XOTUIH JIMIIE OJHOTO — BIJATOPOJUTHUCS BiJl PEITH CBITY, aje 3apa3 BOHA
TOYHO He 306upanacs Ipo i€ 3ragyBaTu. li HOMVIA] HA MUTh 3yIHHMBCS HA 4YO-
JIOBIYIM TMOCTaTi B TPyHi JIOJEH IMia Mi3HO KBITY4OK IIOBKOBHIICIO, 1 11 ceprie
cTHCHYJNOcs. BoHa 3Hana, 1m0 BiH crocTepiraB 3a HEro, BiI4yBasia 1€ 3 MOMEHTY
Horo mpuxoy, aje 3apa3 BiH HE IUBUBCA B ii OiK.

Piona ckazana:

— MaOyTb, s Bac 3arpumaiia. BrieBHeHa, 110 BC1 TYyT XOUyTh 3 BAMH IOTO-
BOPUTH.

XaHHa MOTJIHYyJIa Ha €JIeraHTHO BOpaHUX JIOACH, SKi PO31MILINCS MO ra-
30Hax 1 0apBUCTUX KBITHUKAX, Ta IpOHIYHO CKa3aja:

— 3aaeTbes, BOHM YYyJIOBO CIPABISIIOThCS 0e3 MeHe. MokHa cnuTatu
JIEII0, BH JKypHATICTKa? — cKa3aja BOHa.

Piona 3auBOBaHO ImiTHsIa OPOBH.

— Hi. Bubaure, SKI10 5 cripaBuiia Take BpaKCHHS.

— To yum Bu 3aiimMaeTecs, NaHi... TaHHO...? — cOuTala XaHHa.

— Hacnpagni, s moxTop, ane, Oyas j1acka, Ha3uBaiite MeHe Piona. Moxxna
3BepTaTHCs 10 Bac XaHHa?

— 3BuuaitHo. Bcl Tak MeHe Ha3MBAalOTh, HABITH Ti, XTO MEHE HE 3HAE.
JIxex yacTo Ha3uBae MeHe XaH a0o0 HaBiTh XaHHI — 1€ AyXe aparye. S 3a3Buuait
Ha3uBaro oro J[eki, KO BiH TaK pOOUTH.

Bona xorina 3anutatu, B sKid ramy3i PioHa oTpumana JOKTOPCHKUM
CTYIIHB 1 3 KUM BOHA MpUHIILIA, aje Modosacs, 1110 1€ MOKe BUIJISIaTH SIK 3aIrle-
peueHHs ii npaBa Oytu TyT. BoHa He nmam'stana, mo0 6auyuia ii iM'st y CiMcKy roc-
TEM.

Sxpa3 mix yac BiAMOBiAI Ha oAHe 3 i1 3amutaHb, CebactiaH, ab0 MpPocTo
Ce0, I'ynman, npogecop couiabHO-NOIITHYHOI Teopii y bpicTonbcbkoMy yHiBEp-
CHUTETI 1 OWH 13 HalCTapIKUX Ta HAROMKIKMX ApY3iB JI>keka, miaidiIoB i 001iHIB
Piony 3a meui.

— bauy, Bu Bxke 1o3HalloMIIINCS, — CKa3aB BiH.

XaHHa 3HaJIla HOT0 JOCTaTHHO J0OpE, MO0 3pO3yMITH 3 HOro 3JIerKa Mo-
YepBOHLIOrO 00MMYYsA Ta OMUCKYyUHMX OJNIAKMUTHUX OueH, SK CHIBHO BiH 3alliKa-
BuBca Pionoto bipH. Bin cam OyB gocuTh mpuBaOIMBUM YOJIOBIKOM, 3 TYCTHM
CBITJIUM BOJIOCCSIM, BUPa3HUM MiJ00OPI/ISAM 1 JOCHTH T'apHOIO CTaTypolo, ajie BiJ



pretty good physique, but since his wife’s passing two years ago, he’d
shown no interest in meeting anyone else.

‘How are you, Han? Looking great, as uuj,” he said, kissing her
lightly on the cheek. ‘Did Riona tell you she’s a fan?’

Wincing, Riona said, ‘It’s not exactly what I said. More an
admirer,” she informed Hanna.

Pulling a contrite face, Seb said, ‘I’ve obviously misspoken, so
forgive me, ladies. Can | get you both a drink? Your glasses are empty
and | have it on good authority that the vino on offer is pretty easy on
the palate.’

It was Badger’s Bluff, a chardonnay from a vineyard right here
in the centre of Clifton — Jack and Hanna liked to keep things local
where they could — and she was pleased to hear Seb, a known wine
buff, talking up the vintage.

Aware of Jack’s repeated glances in her direction, and others
trying to get her attention now, Hanna said, ‘Time for me to mingle,
but it was lovely to meet you, Riona. I hope you’re staying for the
speeches.” Her eyes shone with mischief and, to her delight, Riona
picked up on it.

‘Wouldn’t miss them for the world,” she assured her with a
dryness that made Hanna laugh out loud.

As she moved away, soon swamped by other guests (a few
minutes with her was the next best thing to an audience with Jack), she
could feel herself being watched by the man beneath the mulberry tree.
She took care to stay away, was determined not to look at him at all,
but his scrutiny was like a tether, trying to reel her in. She was strong
enough to resist, at least for now.

Everyone was here, from the uniformed High Sheriff (a
position both Jack and his now-deceased father had held at various
times over the years); all three mayors — Lord, Metro and City; at least
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KOJIM [TIOMepJia HOro Jpy>KHHa /1Ba POKM TOMY BIH HE BUSIBJISIB IHTEpECY /10 3HaHO-
MCTB 3 IHITUMH KIHKaMH.

— Sk ™a, Xan? Sk 3aBkau Ma€ell rapHU BUTIISA, — CKa3aB BiH, JISTEHBKO
NOLITYBaBIIH ii B OKY. — PioHa cka3ana 1001, 1110 BOHA TBOs (paHaTKa?

CkpuBuBIIMCch, PioHa Biamosina:

— 41 He 30BciM Tak ckazana. Ckopilie, MPOCTO MAHYBATBHUI, — IIO-
BIZIOMMJIa BOHA XAaHHI.

3 BuHyBaTUM BHpa3zoM o0ianyus Ceb ckasas:

— $1, oueBHHO, HEMPABWIBHO BHCIOBUBCS, TOX HpOIIY BHOAUYeHHs, Aa-
MHU. MOXY s 3alIpOTIOHYBaTH BaM BUIIUTH? Bali Kenuxu MOpOXKHi, a 3TiHO 3 iH-
dbopmMarriero BiJi MOTO HaJIIfHOTO JXKepena, 11e BUHO AyXKe MPUEMHE Ha CMaK.

Ie 6ymno bamkepc biad, mapaone 3 BUHOTpaJHUKA, PO3TAMIOBAHOTO TYT,
y uentpi Kmidprona — JIxek 1 XaHHAa MOMIOOMSIIA 32 MOXKIIUBICTIO KYITyBaTH
MICIIeBl IPOAYKTH — 1 1ii OyJ0 MPUEMHO YYTH, SIK BIIOMHH IMOIIIHOBYBaY BHUHA
Ce0 xBanuB 1IEH COPT.

[omituBimm, mo J>kexk HeoaHOpa30BO morisiaae B ii Oik, a iHII Hamara-
IOThCS IPUBEPHYTH 11 yBary, XaHHa cKa3aia:

— MeH1 yac MocHiKyBaTUCs 3 TOCTSIMH, aje OyJ0 MPHEMHO 3 BaMH TO-
3HallomuTHCs, PioHo. CrioziBatocs, BU 3JIMIINTECh HA TIPOMOBY.

B 1i ouax 3acsisna ickopka, 1, Ha ii paaicTh, PioHa 11e momiTuia.

— 51 6 3a HilO B CBITI HE MPOMYCTHJIA TaKe, — CYXO BIJMOBiJa BOHA, L0
3Mycuii0 XaHHY TOJIOCHO PO3CMISITUCS.

He BcTHriia BoHa BimiiiTH, K B)KE€ OIMMHHIACA B OTOYEHHI 1HIIMX T'OCTEH
(ki71bKa XBUWJIMH 3 HEIO Oynu Maibke sk ayaieHuis 3 Jxexom), ane ii He OKUAaIo
BIJJUYTTS, 10 YOJIOBIK Ii/l IIOBKOBUIIEIO CTEXUTH 3a HEt0. BoHa Hamaranacs Tpu-
MaTHCs mojaii, Oyna pilllyye HajallToBaHa HE JMBUTHUCH HAa HHOIO, aje HOoro
NWIBHUHN noruisa] OyB Haue MarHiT, 1[0 HaMaraecs NPUTATTH i1 1o cebe. Bona 0y-
J1a IOCTaTHbO CUJIBHOIO, 00 MPOTUCTOSTH IIHOMY, TPUHANMHI TTOKHU IIT0.

Tyt 6ynu Bci: T'onoBuuit mepud B yHipopmi (10 mocany nporsrom 0Oa-
raTbOX pOKiB 10 uep3i oOikimManu Jek 1 fioro nokiiHu 6aThKO); yci TP MEpU —



two dozen members of the exclusive Society of Merchant Venturers,
Jack being amongst their number; at least two High Court judges;
several prominent barristers; the grand maitre of the Bordeaux
Commanderie; and many of the city’s leading businessmen and -
women.

As she listened, laughed, commiserated and flirted her way
around the party, she found herself glancing about for Riona Byrne.
She saw that she and Seb were talking to Bob Reeves, former
president of the Rugby Football Union and grower of Badger’s Bluff.

‘Ah ha! Here you are. I’'m so sorry we’re late.’

Recognizing the breathless voice of one of her dearest friends,
Hanna turned to embrace her. ‘Hello you,” she said delightedly.
‘Traffic bad?’

‘Tell me about it.” Andee Lawrence kept her hands on Hanna’s
shoulders as they gazed into one another’s eyes, wanting to intuit if
there were any secrets to be shared, problems to solve, or good news to
celebrate?

Andee was around the same age as Hanna, slightly taller but
just as slender and, where Hanna’s hair was a delicate strawberry-
blonde, Andee’s glorious shoulder-length curls were exotically raven.
It was her arresting aquamarine eyes that were her most compelling
feature, however. They drew a person in instantly, and they also never
missed a thing, which had made Andee an excellent detective in the
past — and, albeit in a less formal capacity, still did.

She looked around, clocking the other guests, many of whom
she knew, if only slightly.

‘Where’s Graeme?’” Hanna asked, referring to Andee’s partner;
his property development company was currently partnering with
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JIOpA-MEP, METPOIOJIIHHUNA Mep 1 MICHKUU Mepl; I[OHANMEHIIIE OBa IECIATKU
yjieHiB 3akpuToro ToBapucTBa KyMLiB-MiJIPUEMIIIB, cepen skux OyB i Jlxek;
HIoHalMeHIIe Ba cyal Bumoro cyny; Kijgbka BUAATHUX aJBOKATiB; I'PaH-METP
bopaocekoi KOMaHz[opi'l'z; Ta 6araTo mpoBigHUX Oi3HECMEHIB 1 Oi3HEecC-JIe/l MicTa.

ITokn BoHa ciyxamga TOCTEH, cwisuacs, coiBuyBajga 1 duipryBanza Ha
Beuipi, ii morssin mykaB Piony bipa. Bona mobGaunna, mo Ta pazom i3 Cebom
po3MOBIIIOTH 13 bo6om PiB3om, komumHiM npe3uaeHToM Coro3y perdi Ta BUpoO-
HukoM bamkepc brad.

— Ara! Ocb T 1e. Bubau, 1110 MM 3ami3HHIHCS.

BmizHaBmm 3auxaHui TOJIOC OJTHIET 31 CBOIX HAHOMMKUMX MOAPYT, XaHHA
MOBEpHYJacs, 1100 001MHITH Ti.

— Ilpusit, — paznicHo cka3ana BoHa. 3aTopu?

— He Te cnoso.

Enni Jloypenc Tpumana pyku Ha 1uiedax XaHHH, IWBJSIYUCH i B oW,
HAMararouuch 3pO3yMITH, YU € SKICh CEKPETH, SIKUMH MOTPIOHO MOALTUTHCS, MPO-
Onemu, sKi TOTpiOHO BUPIMKTH, a00 XOPOIIl HOBUHH, SIKi MOTPIOHO BiACBITKYBa-
™?

Enai 6yna npubau3Ho TOro X BiKy, 10 i XaHHA, TPOXH BHIIA, ajle Taka kK
CTPYHKA, 1 SKIIO BOJIOoCCs XaHHU OyJI0 HIXKHO-PYCSBUM, TO MUIIHI Kydepi Exni 1o
rieuelt 0ynu sickpaBo-4opHuMH. OiHaK HalnpuBadausimow pucoro Exnal Oynu ii
JVBOBMKHI aKBaMapHHOBI o4i. BOHM MHTTEBO NPUTATYBAJIM MOIJISAA 1 HIKOJIU
HIYOr0 HE MPOIYCKaJH, 1110 B MUHYJIOMY 3po0mio EHl uyi0BUM J1€TEKTUBOM —
1, X0u 1 B MeHIII oiliiHOMY cTaTycl, aje Tak 0yIno i Joci.

Bona ornsHyna IHIIUX TrocTel, 0ararbox 3 SIKMX 3Hajla, Xo4a ¥ He Jyxke
noope.

— Je I'pem? — 3anurana XaHHa, Matouu Ha yBasl naptHepa Enmi; iloro
KOMIIaHisg 3 PO3BUTKY HEPYXOMOCTI Hapasi CHiBIpalioBaia 3 KommaHiero Jlxeka
HaJ npoekToM MiHicTepcTBa 060oponu B [liBHiuHOMY Jl€BOHI.

1 .o oo . . . . . . . . . .
Y Benuxiti Bpumanii' 6 o0Homy micmi abo pe2ioHi MO#CYyMb 00HOUACHO ICHY8AMU KilbKA NOCAO Mepa 3 pisHumu @yHKyiAmuU. JIopo-mep BUKOHYE NepesadcHo YepemMOoHIaNbHy POob i
npeocmasnae Micmo Ha oQIYiliHUX 3ax00ax; MempononitiHUll Mep Kepye WUPUIo MICbKOI0 A2loMepayiclo ma Mae 8UKOHABYI NOBHOBANCEHHA (30Kpema Yy cgepi mpancnopmy i

EeKOHOMIKU), MICbKULL Mep OUOMIOE AOMIHICMPAYil0 KOHKPEmHO20 Micmd.

2 A . o . . e . . .ee
Grand maitre of the Bordeaux Commanderie — nouecnuti mumyn xepignuxa enimumoco GuHHo2o dpamcmea y Dpanyii, nos’sizanozo 3 pecionom bopoo. Taxi xomanoopii
3aUMalOmbCsl 30epedceHHsIM mpaouyitl, RONYIAPUIAYIEIO BUH MA MAIOMb YEPEMOHIANbHULL, NPECMUINCHUL XAPaKmep.



Jack’s on a Ministry of Defence project based in North Devon.

‘He got waylaid as we came in,” Andee replied, ‘and I’m sure
he’s found Jack by now. Who’s that over there?’ she asked, nodding in
the direction of the mulberry tree. ‘He seems very interested in ...
you?’

Hanna said, ‘I’'m sure it’s you he’s looking at, wondering who
you are.’

Andee was amused. ‘And he is ...?” she prompted.

‘Hugo Astor. He’s heading up our in-house legal team now that
Ernst Samuels has retired.’

Andee’s eyebrows rose.
commented dryly.

Hanna spluttered a laugh. That was certainly one way of
describing the man who oozed masculinity to the point of carnality. In
fact, in her opinion — despite his looks — he was a pretty loathsome
character: cocksure, self-satisfied, egocentric, pompous and, though it
pained her to admit it, apparently brilliant at his job.

Wanting to steer Andee away before he realized they were
discussing him, she signalled to a waiter and took two full flutes of
champagne from his tray.

‘Lovely to see you,” she said, clinking her glass against
Andee’s.

‘Likewise,” Andee responded. ‘Are you sure it’s OK for us to
stay for a few nights?’

‘Are you kidding? I’ve been looking forward to it.’

It wasn’t as if they didn’t have the room — they had so much of
it at their family home in the Chew Valley that sometimes she and
Jack had to text or call to find out where the other was in the house or
the grounds.

‘Excellent, so we’ll have plenty of time to chat.” Andee sipped
her drink and made a swift survey of the gathering. ‘I see the local
high-fliers are out in number,” she commented.

‘Still mostly white, over-privileged and entitled,” Hanna

‘He’s very physical,” she
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— Bin 3arpumMaBcs Ha BXoJli, — BiamoBiia Exai, — 1 s BlIeBHEHA, 110 BiH
yke 3HaiimoB /[xeka. XTo 11e TaM? — 3anuTalia BOHA, KUBHYBIIM B OiK IIOBKO-
BHIIl. — 37a€ThCs, TH HOro 3alikaBuia.

XaHHa cKa3ana:

— S BieBHeHa, 110 BiH JUBUTHCS HA TeOe, 60 oMYy I1iKaBO, XTO TH TaKa.

Enni e po3secenmio.

— A XT0 BiH? — MoYaJia BOHa.

— I'"toro Actop. Tenep, nicnsa Buxony Epacra Camyenbca Ha meHciro, BiH
OYOJIIO€ HAIl BHYTPILIHIN IOPUAXNYHUI BIAIL..

Enpi minHsna 6poBw.

— Bin nyxe... ¢pi3nuHul, — CyX0 IPOKOMEHTYBaja BOHA.

XanHna poscmisutacs. Lle, 6e3nepeuno, OyB OJIMH 31 CLIOCOOIB OMUCATH YO-
JIOBiKa, KU BUIPOMIHIOBAB MYXHICTh aX J10 HempucrtoitHocTi. HacnpaBai, Ha i
JQYMKY, HE3Ba)KalOUM Ha MOTO 30BHINIHICTh, BiH OyB JOCHUTH OTHJIHUM IE€PCOHA-
JKEM: CaMOBIIEBHEHUM, CAMOBJIOBOJICHUM, €rOLEHTPUYHUM, TUXATUM 1, X0U SIK OU
HE XOTUIOCS IIe BU3HABATH, SBHO TPO(ECiOHAIOM CBOET CIIPaBH.

Baxkaroun BinmBectu EHJi mojani, mepin HiX BiH 3p03yMiB, III0 BOHH 00r0-
BOPIOIOTH MO0, BOHA MOKJIMKaNa oQiliaHTa 1 B3sla Y HbOTO J[BA MOBHUX KEJIUXH
[IAMITAHCHKOTO.

— Paga Tebe 6auntu, — CcKaszana BOHA, IIOKHYBIIHCH CBOIM KEJIMXOM 00
kenux Enpi.
— 51 texx, — BignoBi1a Enji. — Tu BHeBHEHA, MO MH MOXKEMO 3ajH-

IIMTUCS HA KiJIbKa HOUEn?

— Twu xxaptyem? 5 3 HETepHIHHAM IILOTO YEKaja.

He Te 106 y HUX He Oysio Miclii — HaBIAaKu y iXHbOMY CiMeiiHOMY Oy-
TUHKY B foiauH1 Yy Oyno tak 6araTo micis, 1o iHoA1 BoHa 1 J[)kek Mycuinu nuca-
TH TIOBITOMJICHHSI OJIUH OJHOMY a00 JA3BOHUTH, 00 Ai3HATHUCS, 1€ caMe B OyAMH-
Ky a00 Ha TepuTOpii mepedyBae 1HIIHA.

— UynoBo, Tox y Hac Oyne Oararo yacy anas po3mMoB, — EHai 3poOuia
KOBTOK 1 HIBUAKO OTJIsIHYJIa MPUCYTHIX. — bauy, micueBa enita 3i0panacs B MOB-
HOMY CKJIa/ll,— MPOKOMEHTYBaja BOHA.

— Bcboro Ha BChOro HaJMIpHO MPUBLICHOBAHI Ta PO3MELIEH] JIOIU, —
npobypMoTina XaHHa, — aJie 3 100puM cepuieM. BoHa tof1ana 3 mocMiIIKoO:



muttered, ‘but generally good at heart.” She added with a smile, ‘So
how is life in Kesterly-on-Sea?’

Andee groaned. ‘Crazy, but it’s that time of year. Tourists
fighting for deckchairs and spilling all over the pavements; cafés and
pubs struggling to keep up with the crowds; teens beach-partying into
the small hours ... Frankly, it’s good to get away for a spell.’

Wryly, Hanna said, ‘And presumably no one’s gone missing,
or been murdered or kidnapped, so your extra-special services are not
currently required?’

Andee smiled.

‘Correct. Now, who’s here that I should meet? Either of the
children around, by the way?’

‘Leo’s is in Italy,” Hanna replied, referring to her and Jack’s
twenty-one-year-old son, who had recently graduated from
Birmingham Uni with a 2:1 in business development. ‘And Caitlin’s
taken the baby to stay with friends in Wales for a while.’

Even as she spoke her daughter’s name, she could feel her
heart tightening and twisting. Their rebellious eighteen-year-old was a
uni no-show and regular pot-smoker, as well as mother to adorable
eighteen-month-old Sofia. Much of the time Sofia’s care fell to Jack’s
stepmother, Jenny.

‘And what about your two?’ she asked, certain already that
Andee’s perfect two — both a little older than Leo and Cait, and from
her first marriage — were excelling in their chosen fields.

Before Andee could answer, Jack and Graeme swooped in on
them, closely followed by a photographer who wanted shots of the
four together — then of Hanna and Jack, followed by just Jack, then
Hanna. By the time it was all over, Andee and Graeme had joined
other friends, and Jack was talking to the party organizers about where
to stand to deliver his speech.

The sun had dropped below the horizon by now, and all
attention was starting to focus on Jack as he took his place in front of
the Orangery. Hanna walked back a few paces and slipped quietly into
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— To sk xxuttsa B Kecrepimi-on-Ci?

Enpi 3iTxHyna.

— boseBuibHe, ane 3apa3 sKpa3 po3nain ce3oHy. Typuctu GoproThes 3a
IIE3JIOHTH 1 PO3JIMBAIOTH HAIOI Ha TPOTyapax; Kade 1 mabu JieBe BCTUTalOTh 00-
CJIyTOBYBaTH HATOBII; MIJIITKU BECENATHCSA Ha IUISDKI O paHKy... YecHO Kaxyuu,
no0pe Ha JesIKUil yac BUPBATUCS 3BIATH.

XaHHa IpOHIYHO CcKa3aja:

— I, MabyTbh, HIXTO HE 3HUK, HE OyB YOMTHH UM BUKpaJEHH, TOX TBOT
0COOJIMBI MOCIIYTH 3apa3 He NOTPiOHI?

Enpi mocmixuymacs.

— IIpaBuibHO. A XTO TYT €, 3 KUM s Maro no3zHaiomutHcs? Jlo peui, a e
mitu?

— Jleo B Iranii, — Bignosina XaHHa, Malouu Ha yBa3i IXHBOTO 3 Jl>KeKOM
21-piuHOTO CHHA, SIKMI HENIOAABHO 3aKiHYMB BipMiHreMChKUN yHIBEPCHUTET 3 BiJl-
3HAKOI0 Yy Tay3i po3BUTKY 0i3Hecy. — A KelTuiH B3sa AUTUHY 1 Toixana Ha Jie-
SKHI 9ac 0 IpY3iB B YelbC.

HagiTh K011 BOHAa BUMOBJIsUIA 1M'S CBO€T TOUKHU, BOHA BiUyBaa, sIK ceple
CTHCKAE€ThCA. IXHs OyHTiBHA 18-piuHa Jouka He 3'ABIsIAcs B yHIBEPCUTETI, pery-
JSIPHO KypHJia MapuxyaHy 1 Oyia matip'to 4apiBHoi miBTopapiunoi Codii. binpmry
yacTUHY 4Yacy jnorisaoM 3a Codieto 3aiimanacs mauyxa Jlxeka, JKeHHI.

— A gk Bamn aBo€? — 3aIlnTana BOHA, B)KE BIIEBHEHA, IO iAealbHI IITH
Enni Big nepuioro uuio0y, Tpoxu crapiii 3a Jleo 1 Keitt, nocsirnu yenixy B o0pa-
HUX Ipodecisx.

[Tepm nixk Enail BcTurna Bianosictu, q0 Hux migoirau Jxek 1 I'pem, a 3a
HUMH — ¢oTtorpad, sskuil XoTiB coTorpadyBaTt iX ycix YOTUPHOX pa3oM, HOTIM
Xanny 1 JIxeka, a motim Tutbku [[xeka, a Toni Xanny. Ilicis nporo Enmai 1 I'pem
MM 10 1HIIMX ApY3iB, a JDKEK pO3MOBIISB 3 OpraHi3aTOpaMu BEUipKHu Mpo Te,
Jie HOMY CTOSITH, 100 BUTOJIOCUTH CBOIO IIPOMOBY.

CoHIlle BXXe CXOBaJOCS 3a TOPU30HTOM, 1 TEMep ycs yBara nepeumuia 1o
Jlxeka, sikuit 3aifHsIB cBo€ Micue nepea Opanxepeero. XaHHa BIIINIIIA HA KUJIbKa
KPOKIB Ha3aj 1 TUXO CXOBaJacs B TiHI, BIIYYBalOYM MOTAT A0 CBOEI YIHOOJIEHOT
yacTUHU cany. st OUIBIIOCTI TAKUM MICIIEM € TPOT — BpaKaroya MITy4YHA Meve-
pa, BUPHUTA B JANGHLOMY CXHIJIi marop6a. Moro crinu Ta crens 6ymm mpuKpanieHi



the shadows, feeling the pull of her favourite part of the gardens. For
most it would be the grotto — a spectacular man-made cave dug into
the far hillside. Its walls and ceilings were decorated with hundreds of
species of seashells and coral that Thomas Goldney Il had transported
from the Caribbean during the eighteenth century. There were moves
afoot now to rename this historic hall and gardens, given Goldney’s
links to the triangular slave trade that had firmly placed him and many
Bristol merchants amongst the wealthiest men of their time.

Moving past the grotto, Hanna wandered up the gentle slope of
the hillside, passing the tower with its smooth stone walls and
castellated rooftop. She arrived at a long, grassy walkway raised above
the gardens, with the city spread out below. In daylight, and in winter
when there were no leaves on the trees, there were spectacular views
down to the harbour and all the way across to Dundry Hill in the
distance, the start of the Mendips.

She was lit only by moonlight as she slipped in front of the
statue of Androcles, the lion wrapped around his sculpted body like a
weathered cloak. She inhaled the fresh grassy scent of the nearby
orchard and warm night air, and could hear Jack’s voice far behind,
though not what he was saying. She didn’t need to listen; she knew the
speech well, having helped to write it. She wondered if he’d noticed
her walking away, if anyone had.

She was invisible to the crowd now, melding into the statue’s
shadow, her pale dress making her appear almost ethereal.

She didn’t hear anyone approaching, no footsteps in the soft
earth, no whisper of breath or rustle of clothing. She was only aware of
him coming to lean against the plinth beside her, when gravity seemed
to disappear and her senses began to swim.

Neither of them spoke, or touched, merely stood motionless
and silent, the sounds of the party distant and strange, as though they
belonged to another world. She could feel the thickening beat in her
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COTHSIMU BHJIIB MyIeNb 1 KopaniB, siki Tomac [Nommni Il mpusi3 3 Kapubcrkoro
mopst y XVIII cromitri. 3apa3 HIyTh NmeperoBOpu Mpo NeperiMeHyBaHHS IbOTO
ICTOPUYHOTIO 3aJly Ta CaJliB, 3 OTJISAY Ha 3B'SI3KM ['0JIHI 3 TpaHCATIIAHTUYHOIO pa-
GoTOpriBIeIo’, sika 3po0HIa HOro Ta 6araThboX OPICTONBCHKHX KYIIiB OXHAMH 3
Hap0araTmmx JIFeH TOro yacy.

MunyBmm rpot, XaHHa IiJHSIACSA MOJOTHM CXHJIOM rarop0a Ta mpoumuia
MOB3 BEXKY 3 TTIAAKUMHU KaM'SsHUMHU CTIHAMU 1 3y0uacTuM aaxoM. Bona Buiinuia Ha
JIOBTY, BKPHUTY TPaBOIO JOPIXKKY, IIO 3AiManacs HaJa calaMH, a BHU3Y PO3KHHY-
joca MicTo. Y JEHHHH Yac 1 B3UMKY, KOJM Ha JiepeBax He OyJo JIUCTS, 3BIACH
BiJIKpMBABCS YyJOBHUI BUJ HA raBaHb 1 ax 10 Janapi-Xin, ne nounHaotbess MeH-
JIIICBKI Taropowu.

[Tig Mics9HUM CSHBOM BOHA MPOCIHM3HYJA MOB3 CTATyI0 AHIPOKIA 3 Jie-
BOM, SIKHi 00iliMaB ioro TiJio, Haue MolIaprnanui miam. BoHa BauxHyna cBiKUN
TpaB'sHUN apoMaT CYCiIHBOTO Caay i Teruie HiuHe MoBiTps. Jech manexko moszamy
6y1n0 uyTHO ronoc Jlxeka, age 6ya0 BaKKo po3idparu ciaosa. [if He moTpi6HO Oy-
JI0 CIIyXaTH; BOHA A0Ope 3HaJIa 1[I0 MPOMOBY, 00 jonomaraia ii nucatu. Bona 3a-
MMCIMJIACS, YU BiH IIOMITHB, 1110 BOHA BiMIHIIIIA, YU XTOCH 1HIIHH 1€ IIOMITHB.

3apa3 BoHa OyJsia HEBUMMA JJIsl HATOBITY, 3JMBAIOYUCH 13 TIHHIO CTaTyi, a
ii cBiTJIEe TUIATTS pOOMIIO ii Mailke HE3eMHOIO.

Bona e uyna, mo0 XToCch HAOIMKABCS, HI KPOKIB 1O M'sIK1i 3€MJIi, Hi IIIe-
NOTY TUXaHHS YU LIeNecTy ofsary. Bona e Bifdyna, K BiH MiIIHIIOB 1 criepcs
Ha TMOCTaMEHT TMOpyd 13 HE, 1 TOMAl, 3[aj0Cs, 3eMJyis Miluia 3-MiJg Hir, a ii
CBIJIOMICTb ITOYaJia 3aTyMaHIOBaTHCA.

Bonu crosnu Ha BijcTaHi i HE BUMOBHIIN KOJHOTO CJIOBA, a BJIaJuH1 0yJI0
YyTHO JMBHI 3BYKH BEUipKH, 110 HIOM Haiexajau A0 1HIIoro cBiTy. Bona BiguyBa-
Ja, SIK CepIe B TPYASX IMOYajo OMTHCS BCE CHIIBHINIE, SIK JMXaHHS CTA€ MIOBEpXHE-
BUM 1 60s3kuM. BoHa BiguyBasia iioro Tak camo, HiOu Horo pyku it ryOu TopKanu-
cs i, HIOW BIH YCI€I0 CHUJIOI0 CBOTO Oa)kKaHHS TPOHUKAB y caMy ii CYTHICTb.

— To0bi He cnig TyT OyTH, — HPOXpHUIIiia BOHA.

V #ioro rosoci mpoyHaja MOCMIIIKa, KOJIH BiH CKa3aB:

— Aule TH 3Haja, 1O S IPHHTY.

3 . . . . . e . . . .
Tpancamnanmuuna pabomopeienss — ye nepege3eHHs. NoHesoseHux niodel 3 Agpuxu ons npayi na niawmayisx y Ilieniuniii ma Iligdenniui Amepuyi, 30kpema Ha mepumopisnx
cyuacnoi bpasunii, nigdennux wmamie CIIIA, Kapubcokux ocmposis, Koaym6ii ma Exeadopy.



chest, was aware of her breath, shallow and fearful. She was as alive to
him as if his hands and mouth were on her and he was pushing the
force of his desire all the way into her.

‘You shouldn’t be here,” she croaked.

There was a smile in his voice as he said, ‘But you knew I’d
come.’

She could tell that he was looking at her, but she couldn’t look
at him. She knew if she did she would lose control; it was already
slipping away. She wanted him with an urgency that could so easily
override everything else; that always did.

The last time they’d been in these gardens, less than a fortnight
ago, at a mutual friend’s wedding, they’d walked along this grassy
bank to the rotunda, where he’d taken her, swiftly, violently, almost
without feeling, his brutal hands clasped around her hips, hawk-like
eyes alert to discovery. It had been as if he were doing her a favour,
bringing her to a breathless, shattering climax before walking away. It
was always like that and she couldn’t get enough of it.

She knew already that it was going to be no different this
evening.

CHAPTER TWO

Hanna woke slowly, blearily, opening her eyes to a silvery
wash of moonlight spreading about the room. It took a moment for her
to register that she was in her and Jack’s bed, at home. The tall sash
windows of their master suite were open to allow in a welcome night
breeze, along with the scent of damp, summery countryside.

Beside her, Jack was sprawled out on his back, fast asleep. It
took a lot to wake him.

She lay still, listening, wondering what might have disturbed
her, certain that something had, but she could detect no unusual
sounds. They were quite remote here, on the slopes of the Chew
Valley, surrounded by six acres of their own land that rambled and
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Bona BiguyBana, mo BiH AWBUTHCSA Ha HeEl, ajie HE MOIJa MOIJSHYTH Ha
HbOro. BoHa 3Hana, 1m0 SKIIOo 11e 3p00UTh, TO BTPATUTH KOHTPOJIb, 1110 B MIPHHLIUIIL
BXKe 1 cTajocs. BoHa XxoTia #0ro Tak CHJIBHO, IO II€ MOTJIO JIETKO 3aThbMapUTH
Bce inme. Tak OyIo 3aBx/Iu.

Bocranne BoHM Oynu B IMX cajax TPOXHM MEHIIE JBOX THXKHIB TOMY, Ha
BECULIl CHUIBHOTO Apyra, 1 WIIIM B3JIOBX LBOTO TPaB'SHUCTOTO Oepera /10 ayib-
TAHKH, ¢ BiH B3sB 1i IIBHIKO, )OPCTOKO, Maibke Ge3 mouyrris. Moro rpy6i pyku
oOxonwy ii cTerHa, a odi, K y AcTpy0a, NWIBHO CTEXWIH, UM HIXTO iX He Oa-
yuth. Lle Oyno Tak, HIOM BiH poOUB il MOCIYTY, MOBIBIIM ii 10 3aIUXAHOTO, MPHU-
TOJIOMIIUTMBOTO MKy 33J0BOJICHHS, TIepIl HiX miTH. Tak Oyio 3aBxknu, i BOHA HE
MOTJIa HACUTUTHCS LIUM.

Bomna Bike 3Hana, o poro Beyopa Oyze Tak camo.

PO3/I1JI IPYT U

XaHHA MMOBOJI1 PO3ILTIONIMIIA 04l 1 MoOaymiia KIMHATY, HAIIOBHEHY Cpi0iisic-
TUM CAHBOM MiCAYHOTrO cBiTna. lif 3HajmoOMIacs TPOXH yacy, IO YCBiZOMHUTH,
1110 BOHA JIGKUTh y JIKKY pa3oM i3 J[xekoM, y cebe Baoma. Bucoki BikHa iXHbOT
crayibHi OyJiM BITUMHEH], 11100 BIIYCTUTH NMPUEMHUN HIYHUN OpU3 1 apoMar BoJIO-
rOro JITHBOT'O Cefa.

JIKeK JieskaB Ha CrMHI Ginst Hel, Ta MinHO cras. Moro 6ymo Baxko po30y-
JUTH.

Bona nexxana HepyxoMo, MPUCITyXarUrCh JI0 THII HABKOJIO Ta rajiana, 1o
Morio ii po30yautu. Bona Oyna BeBHeHa, 110 IIOCH CTAJIOCs, ajle He dyJia JKOJI-
HUX He3BUYalHMX 3BYKiB. TyT, Ha cxunax nonuHu Yy, BOHU MOYyBajucs BiIipBa-
HUMH BiJl YCbOTO CBITY: /IBa 'eKTapd IXHBOI 3eMJIi TATHYJIHUCS IO caMUX Oeperis
o3epa biermon. Mexi Tepurtopii Ta BopoTa Oy MakCUMaIbHO 3aXUIICHI; BEIH-
KWW reopriaHChbKHi OynumHOK, mam’siTka apxitektypu II kareropii, i3 cimMoma



stretched down to the shores of Blagdon Lake. Their boundaries and
gates were as secure as they could be made, the large Grade Il
Georgian property, with its seven bedrooms and bathrooms, was fully
protected by cameras and alarms, as were all of the outbuildings.

She’d always felt safe here. Unlike some of their neighbours,
they hadn’t experienced any break-ins, or gratuitous vandalism,
although they were never sanguine about this good fortune; the time
could always come when someone decided to target them.

Pushing back the covers, she padded over to a window that
overlooked the front drive, not really expecting to see anyone or
anything out of place, only to enjoy the cooling air.

A fox darted across the lawn and disappeared into the woods
that bordered the approach road. Moments later, its eyes appeared
from between the trees, yellowy-crimson and staring, as if it knew she
was there, watching, and it was watching her back.

Feeling restless, she moved across to the other side of the room
to gaze down to the lake. It was a vast, sprawling swathe of black at
this hour, with bright moonlight spilling in ripples over its glassy
surface. There was no one out there, nothing to see apart from a
sprinkle of lights on the far shore and the skitter of a duck or goose
breaking the calm of the water. A barn owl hooted and somewhere, at
a distance, the roar of a motorcycle faded into the silence.

Reaching for a thin cotton wrap, she slipped it on and let
herself quietly out of the room. On the rare occasions when she and
Jack were alone in the house, she wouldn’t bother to cover up, but
Andee and Graeme were with them tonight and she’d rather not
embarrass them, or herself, should one of them venture downstairs in
search of iced water.

She went barefoot along the landing and took the front stairs,
wide and grand, sweeping down to the large entrance hall below. She
turned to continue on to the kitchen. It occupied the west wing of the
house, with four sets of arch-topped French doors to one side, and
three more to the back that opened onto a wraparound terrace, where
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CHAJBHAMM Ta BaHHUMM KIMHATaMH, L1J10J000BO OXOPOHSBCSA KamepamMH N Cur-
HaJTi3allis MU — TaK CaMo, K 1 BCl TOCOAapChKi Oy iBIIi.

Bona 3aBxau BiguyBana cebe Tyt y Oesmeri. Ha BigMiHy Bim iHIIHX
CyCifliB, BOHM HE CTHUKaIHMCA 3 KpaJiKKaMu 4M BaHaaimizMoMm. OJHAaK HE BapTo
CWJIBHO CIIOAIBATUCS Ha CBOKO yjady, ajpkKe 3aBKIU MII HACTaTH MOMEHT, KOJIHU
XTOCh BUPIIMINUTH HA HUX HAIUTATHUCS.

BinkuHyBIIM KOBApPY, BOHA IMiAIAIIIA 10 BIKHA, 110 BUXOJWJIO HA M 13HY
JIOpOT'Y, HE CIIO/IiBaIOUYUCh OOAYUTH KOTOCh YH IIOCh HE3BHYHE, a JIUIIE MI00 Ha-
COJIOJUTUCS TIPOXOJIOTHUM IOBITPSM.

Jlucuus mpoOiria mo ra3oHy i 3HUKIA B JIICI, IO MEXYBAB 3 JOPOTOI0. 3a
MUTH 11 )KOBTYBaTO-4€pPBOHI MUJIBHI 0Ui 3'IBUIIUCS MIXK JepeBaMHu, HiOU pyJa 3Ha-
JIa, 10 JKiHKA CTOITh TaM 1 TUBUTHCSA HA TBAPHHY, a Ta JUBUTHCS Y BiAIOBIIb.

BinuyBaroun Hecrokiid, BOHa mepeiiuia Ha HIUKA 01K KiMHATH, 1100 Mo-
JUBUTHUCS Ha 03epo. O 1iil TOAMHI BOHO 37]aBAJIOCS BEIIMUE3HOIO YOPHOIO IUISIMOTO,
Ha IJIaJICHBbKIN IMOBEPXHI KO BUAHLIKMCS SICKpaBi MicsuHi BinOaucku. HaBkoso He
OyIo Hi Iymri — TUTBKY JajieKi BOTHI BUAHUINCS Ha Oepesi il 4yTHO Oyno MmIBH-
KUH OIYpXIT Ka4KM YW T'YCKH, IO MOPYIIyBaJu CHOKiM Bogu. PamToM npomnyHas
KpPHUK COBH, 1 IECh 1aJIEKO PEB MOTOILMKJIA 3HUK y THUIIII.

Bona HakuHyna Ha ceOe TOHKHMI OAaBOBHSIHMIN XajaT 1 TUXO BUMILIA 3 KiM-
HaTH. Y TUX PIAKICHUX BUIAAKaX, KOJU BOHU 3 JIKekoM 3anuiuanucsa B OyAUHKY
HAOJIMHIII, BOHAa He TypOyBanacs npo Te, 00 BAATHYTH I10ch. OJIHaK CbOTOJHI 3
Humu Oynu Enni 1 I'pem, ToMy BOHa HE XOTiJIa CTaBUTH iX, a TaKOX ce0e, B HE3-
pY4YHE CTAHOBHIIE, SKIIO XTOCh 13 HUX BHUPILIUTH CIYCTUTHCA BHM3 IOMUTH XO-
JIOJTHOI BOJIH.

Bona npoiinia 60COHDK HMPOKMMHU PO3KIIIHUMH CXOJaMHU 1 CIIyCTHJIACS
110 BeuKoro BecTuOromto. [ToTiM moBepHyna 1 monpsiMmyBaia A0 KyXHi, 110 3HaXO0-
Juiacs B 3axigHOMY Kpwiti OynuHKy. KyxHS mMana 4eTBepo apKOBUX JBOCTYJIKO-
BUX JBEpEH 3 0JJHOTO OOKY i IIe TPOE M03aay, SKi BUXOAWIH Ha Tepacy, HaBKOJIO
AKOi OyJM KIyMOM Ta CTOJMKH 3 IapacoibkamH, a mocepeanti — GonTtan. Hux-
HIM CaJIOM TpOoJIsiraia TPaB'sSTHUCTA CTEXKKa, SKa TATHYJacs 4epe3 JyT 3 MOJbOBH-
MU KBITaMH ax JI0 03epa.



flower beds and tables with parasols were arranged around a central
fountain. A grassy footpath led through the lower garden and snaked
on down through a wild-flower meadow all the way to the lake.

The land had been bought by Jack’s great-great-great
grandfather, back in the early 1800s, but it had been his son, John
Madden III, who’d built the first house on the plot based on a design
by William Kent. It had been added to and modernized considerably
during the ensuing two centuries, but it retained most of its original
fireplaces, cornices, pillars, and the typical symmetrical form and
fenestration of the original era, while providing all the necessary
comforts of a twenty-first century home.

Although Hanna didn’t hail from quite such an exalted
background, both her parents had been eminent surgeons, highly
respected in their fields, particularly her mother, and she herself had
gone to all the right schools. As her mother had put it when Hanna had
told her she and Jack were to be married, ‘Well, he has no reason to be
ashamed of you, so let’s be thankful for that.’

So typical of her mother.

Finding the kitchen empty, she stood in the darkness for a
moment, still uncertain whether she’d been woken by someone or
something outside. The valley was teeming with wildlife, so it was no
real surprise when a security light was triggered outside the stables.
Nevertheless, it caused her a moment’s unease as she fleetingly
recalled the detestable Marius Hansen triggering the lights one night
when he shouldn’t have been there. He was the older brother of a girl —
Freya — who’d once taken care of the horses, and had disappeared
when his sister had left her job a couple of years ago. They might be
mostly forgotten now; however, brief moments such as this one could
remind Hanna of how uncomfortable Marius used to make her. It was
if he was seeing more than she’d ever want him to, or knew things
about her that he might one day try to use against her.

Shrugging off the unwelcome memory, she turned on a single
lamp and gazed at her own ghostly reflection in the night-darkened
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[ro 3eMenbHy IISHKY npuaoaB mpanpanpaaia xexka Ha mouatky XIX
CTONITTS, ane came ioro cuH, /xon Meanen III, noGynyBaB Tyt nepmmii Oyau-
HOK Ha OCHOBI npoekTa Binbsima Kenra.

[IpoTsiroM HAcCTYIHHMX JBOX CTOJITh OYAMHOK 3HAYHO PO3IIUPWIA Ta
BJIOCKOHAJIMJIH, OJTHAK BAAJIOCS 30€perTH OUIbIY YaCTHHY OPUTTHAIBHUX KaMiHiB,
KapHM3iB, KOJIOH, a TAaKOK TUIIOBY CUMETPUYHY (popMy 1 BikHA TOI €NOXH, B SKii
BiH OyB MOOYIOBaHUM, MPHU I[bOMY 3a0€3MEeUyIOYN BCl HEOOX1AHI YMOBH 1T KOM-
doptHOTrO XUTTA Y XXI CTOMITTI.

XaHHa HE MOXOJWJIa 3 TaKOro 3HATHOTO poay. TuM He MeHI, oouiBa ii
OaTpky OyNnu BHIATHUMHU Xipypramu, Ay)K€ IMIaHOBAaHUMH Yy CBOIX rairy3six, 0co0-
7UBO ii MaTH, a cama JIBYMHA HaByajacs y HallKkpamux mkosax. Sk ckazama ii
MaTH, KoJiu XaHHa MOBiAOMIIIA Ti, 110 BoHA 1 J[)kek 30uparoThest OJPYKUTHCS:

— Hy, flomy Hemae yoro copomutucs Tede, ToX AaBail OyaemMo BISUHI 3a
1e.

VY npomy Oyia Bes ii MaTH.

Kyx#s Oynia nopokHbOI0.

Ha sxych MuTH BOHa 3acTHrjia B TEMpsiBi, BCE II€ CYMHIBalOYUCh, YU Il
30y/MB IIIyM caMme 3HaaBOPY. Y J0JIMHI OyJI0 YMMaso JUKUX TBApHUH, TOXK HE OyI10
HIYOTO IMBHOTO B TOMY, 110 O1JIs1 CTaiiHi cripaltoBajio 0XOpoHHe cBiTIo. [IpoTe 1e
BUKJIMKAJIO B HE1 MUTTEBE 3aHEMOKOEHHS, 00 BOHa MHMOBOJII 3rajaja, ik OJHOTO
pasy BHOUYI II€ CBITJIO CIIpalloBajio yepe3 orujaHoro Mapiyca I'aHceHa, sikuii He
MaB Tam OyTtu. Bin O0yB crapmum 6parom Dpei, sika KOIUCh AOTIIsIAaa 3a KIHBMH.
Kinbka pokiB TOMy AiBUMHA MOKHHYJIA POOOTY, 1 1 Opar Takox 3HHUK. 3apa3 mpo
HUX, Ma0yTh, Mailke 3a0yiu, MpoTe Taki KOPOTKI MOMEHTH, K IIei, HaraJyBaju
XaHHi, SIK HENPUEMHO BOHA MovyBayiacs yepe3 Mapiyca. 3aaBasnocs, HIOH BiH Oa-
4yuB OlJIbIIIE, HIXK BOHA XOT1J1a, a00 3HAaB Take, [0 OJHOTO JHS MIr OW BUKOPHUCTA-
TH IIPOTH HET.

BinkuHyBIIM HEMpPHEMHI CHOra/y, BOHA YBIMKHYJA OJHY Jammy 1 MOJH-
BUJIACS HA CBOE TEMHE BiOOpakeHHs y BikHi. Terep XTOCh OiHiCHO NMWBUBCA Ha
Hel: JKIHKa 3 OJIiAuM 00JuYusM, po3MaTiaHUM PYCSIBUM BOJIOCCSAM 1 0€310HHUMH
ouuMa.

o Ta >xiHKa Tam aymaia npo ii BigoopaxkeHHs Tyt? Uu 3pobuiia 6 1s He-
BUpAa3Ha, aJie MWJIbHA IpuMapa Te, 10 BOHA 3po0uita O0uis cTatyi AHJIPOKIIa, TOKH



window. Now someone really was staring in at her: a woman with a
pale face and messy, strawberry blonde hair and fathomless eyes.
What did that woman out there think of her reflection in here? Would
that vague yet watchful apparition have done what she had at
Androcles’ statue while Jack was giving his speech?

By the time she and Jack had left the party with Andee and
Graeme, there had been no sign of the man who’d joined her at the
statue. Earlier on in the evening, she’d spotted him talking to Riona
Byrne, laughing and flirting as though they might actually know one
another. As if sensing her eyes on him, he’d turned and caught her
staring. His smirk was despicable, his arrogance appalling, and yet she
still couldn’t be sure that she wouldn’t let him fuck her again.

What was wrong with her? Why was she so drawn to a man she
could barely stand? These past weeks since he’d joined the company,
it was as if another self was driving her, pushing past who she really
was to take over her mind and her body in a way that could be
terrifying if it weren’t so exhilarating.

She wondered if he might have gone home with Riona Byrne,
although why she’d think that when Riona had clearly been with Seb,
she had no idea. She wondered how long Seb had known the woman,
why he hadn’t told her that he was seeing someone. Or perhaps they
were colleagues, or simply friends.

Hearing Jack come into the kitchen, Hanna turned around and
started to smile. His navy robe was belted loosely about his thickened
waist, his hair was tousled and comically on end, while his beloved
face was darkened by a shadow beard. In spite of his success and
social standing, there was no sense of entitlement or self-importance
about him, no prideful enjoyment of his accomplishments and
ancestry. The fact that the roots of his family wealth were firmly
planted in the slave trade was considered by him to be a source of
nothing but shame; it was what drove his remarkable philanthropy.

‘Couldn’t sleep?’ he yawned, putting on his glasses.

She shrugged and tilted her face up for the kiss she knew was
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JI>KeKk BUroJI0IIyBaB CBOIO TPOMOBY?

Komu Bonm 3 JI)xekoM MOKMHYIH BedipKy pazoMm 3 Enpai Ta I'pemom, yo-
JIOBIKA, SIKUW TIpUETHABCS 10 Hei Ol cTaTyi, BiKe W ciia nmpocTuB. Panime Toro
BEYOpa BOHA MOMITHIIA, SIK BiH PO3MOBIISB, cMisiBes 1 (hipTyBaB 3 Pionoro bipH,
MMOBOAMBCS HIOM BOHHM AiiicHO Oynu 3Hakiomi. BimuyBmm ii mormsg Ha co0i, BiH
obepHyBCst i M06aunB, SIK BOHA AMBUTHCA HAa HBOrO. Koro mocmimka 6yaa oru-
HOI0, HOr0 3apO3yMITICTh KaXJIMBOIO, aje BOHA BCE OJHO 3HaJa, IO CKOPIII 3a
BCE JI03BOJIUTH HOMY 3HOBY 3 HEIO IIepecraTy.

o 3 Hero He Tak? Yomy ii Tak TATHYJIO 10 YOJOBiKa, SKOTO BOHA JEb
Teprina? Brpomosk ocTaHHIX THXKHIB, BIIKOJIX BiH MPHEJHABCS 10 KOMIIaHii, BO-
Ha BiJuyBaja, HIOM 1HIIA OCOOMCTICTh KepyBaja HEl0, BUTICHSIIOUYM 1i CIPaBXKHIO
CYTHICTb, II00 3aBOJIOAITH il pO3yMOM 1 TiJIOM y TaKHii KaXJIMBHUH 1 BOAHOYAC 3a-
XOILTIOI0YHi c1ocib.

Bona 3amucnmiiacs, 9 He TIIIOB BiH 10oa0My 3 PioHoto BipH, Xo4ya qomy 0
Tak aymatu, ajxke Piona sBHo Oyna 3 Cebom. LlikaBo, sk moBro Ceb 3HaB IO
KIHKY, YOMY BiH HE CKa3aB iii, 10 3yCTpPIYa€ThCS 3 KUMOCh. A MOXe, BOHH Oynu
Kojieramu abo MmpocTo Apy3sMHU.

[TouyBmn, six [Iek yBiMIIOB 10 KyxHi, XaHHa oO0epHYIacs 1 MOCMIXHYJIa-
cs. Moro TemHo-cuHiii Xamar GyB HEIIUIBHO 3aB’s3aHMII HA TOSCI HABKOJIO
TOBCTOI'O ’KMBOTA, BOJIOCCS OyJIO CKYHOB/)KEHE 1 CMILIHO CTUpPYAIO B pi3HI OOKH,
a Ha oOnuyui Oyna meruHa. He3Baxaroum Ha CBiff ycmixX 1 collialbHUM cTaTyc, Y
HbOMY HE OyJIO HISKOTO MOYYTTS BJIACHOI BaXJIMBOCTI UM 3apO3yMIJIOCT1, HISKOL
rOp/I01 HACOJIOU BiJl CBOiX JOCSTHEHD 1 MOXOoKeHHs. Toil ¢akT, 1o ioro poauHa
CKOJIOTHJIA TaKUW CTATOK 4epe3 padOTOPTiBIO, BUKIMKAB y HHOTO JIUIIE COPOM.
Came 11e CTIOHyKao Horo 10 Takoi akTUBHOT OJ1aroAiifHOCTI.

— He mosen 3acHyTH? — MO31XHYB BiH, HAIATal09H OKYJISPH.

Bona 3Hu3ana nmieynma i mijgHecna o0auyuds IS MOUTYHKY.

— MeHi 37an0cs, 110 S MOCh MOvysa, — CKa3ajga BOHa, — alie, MalOyTh,
1ie OyB MPOCTO OJICHb.

Bin auBHBCS cBOIMHU TNIMOOKMMH 1 MPOHUKIMBHMHU O4YMMa Ha Hei, HIOU
HaMararo4uch MPOYUTATHU 11 HAUMIOTAEMHIII JTyMKH.

o Bin 6auns? I1po mio BiH 1ymaB?

BiH nmijgHsAB OpoBy, 3HOBY MOILUTYBAaB ii 1 MIIIOB HAIUTH cO01 BOAU 3 XOJIO-



coming. ‘I thought I heard something,” she said, ‘but it was probably
just a deer.’

He gazed down into her eyes, his own deep and penetrating, as
if he could see right through to her innermost thoughts.

What was he seeing? What was he thinking?

He arched an eyebrow, kissed her again, and went to help
himself to water from the fridge-dispenser.

She loved him and everything about him to the very depths of
her heart. True, they’d had some clashes over the years, point her to a
couple that hadn’t, but she couldn’t imagine anything or anyone ever
coming between them, in spite of the way they tempted it at times.

She was glad he was awake too. She wanted his company,
always did and always would. ‘Did you enjoy the party?’ she asked as
he sat adjacent to her at the island.

‘Sure,” he replied. His large hands around his water glass were
more workmanlike than elegant, yet she knew how tender they could
be, how capable they were in so many ways. ‘It was good to see
everyone,” he said. ‘The award’s a bit embarrassing. I think, if they
offer it to me again, | should discreetly decline and suggest someone
else.’

She smiled. ‘And I’m sure you have a suitable candidate in
mind,’ she teased.

His eyes narrowed, but he didn’t deny it. Putting someone else
in the spotlight, allowing them the recognition and glory of city-wide
success would probably please him far more than achieving it himself.
‘Have either of the children been in touch?’ he asked, returning to the
fridge for more water.

Her heart flipped with as much love as dismay. ‘Only Leo,’ she
replied. ‘He’s having a great time, apparently, but wanted us to know
he was thinking of us tonight. You especially.’

Jack’s eyes showed how deeply he felt his connection to their
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TUIbHUKA.

Bona giiicHo koxana ioro 1 Bce, o OyJio 3 HUM MOB'Si3aHO0. 3BUYANHO, 32
[l POKH Yy HUX OYJIU CyNepeyukH, ajie y Koro x ix He Oyno? Bona He mMoruia ysiBUTH,
[0 II0Ch 200 XTOCh MOJKE CTaTH MDK HMMH, HE3Ba)KAIOYU Ha T€, L0 1HOJI BOHHU
caMi IMTPOBOKYBAIM KOH(IIIKTH.

Bona Oyna pana, mo BiH Tex He craB. Bona 3aBxau Oyna i Oyzae pana ifo-
ro KoMmaHii.

— Tobi crionobanacst Bedipka? — 3amnuTaja BOHA, KOJIM BiH CiB MOpyY i3
HEIO 33 CTOJIOM.

— 3BuuaitHo, — BiAMOBIB BiH. Moro BeTHKi pykH, 110 TPUMAIK CKIISHKY 3
BOJIOIO, Oynmu pajiie CXOXXHUMH Ha PyKH POOITHHKA, ajlle BOHA 3HAaNa, SKUMU
HKHAMH Ta yMIJTUMHA BOHH MOXYTh OYTH.

— byno npueMHo mobaunTtu BCiX, — cKazaB BiH. — Lls Haropona Tpoxu
He Juist MeHe. Jlymaro, SIKIo BOHU 3HOBY 3aIlPOIIOHYIOTH ii MeHi, Tpeba Oyme obe-
PEXKHO BIIMOBHUTHUCS 1 3aMIPONIOHYBATH KOT'OCh 1HIIIOTO.

Bona nocMmixaymacs.

— 1 51 BneBHeHa, 110 y Te0e BKe € KaHAUAaT, — MoXKapTyBajia BOHA.

Bin 3By3uB oui, ane He 3anepeuuB. BiH 13 3am00ku O MOCTaBUB KOTOCh
IHIIIOTO HAa CBOE MICIIE, BIIJIaBIIN TOMY BU3HAHHS Ta CJIaBy Ha IIiJie MICTO.

— XToCh 13 AiTel 3B'sI3yBaBcsi? — 3allUTaB BiH, OBEPTAIOYMCH JIO XOJIO-
JWIIBHUKA 32 BOZOIO.

[i ceprie 3a6uocs Bif M06OBI i po3mauy.

— Tinbku Jleo, — Bianosina BoHa. — Cyasuu 3 ycbOro, BiH 4y/10BO MPO-
BOJUTH Yac, aje XOTiB, 00 MM 3HAJIM, 10 BiH HE 3a0yBae mpo Hac. OcobIMBO
npo Tebe.

Oui JI>xeka moka3yBaiH, sIKUM TIIMOOKUHN 3B'A30K y HBOTO 31 CBOIM CHHOM,
HACKITBKMA CXO0Ka IXHS 30BHINIHICTH Ta amOimii. Jleo OyB nyke JerKuM y BUXO-
BaHHI 3 CaMOT'0 HapOJHKEHHS, 1 HIYOTO HE BKa3yBaJIO HA T€, IO 1€ MOXKE 3MIHUTH-
csl.

— Twu Bignosina Ha HOro MOBIAOMIIEHHS? — 3alIUTaB BiH.

— $l ckazana, 0 MM CyMyeMO 3a HMM 1 3aBTpa Hajinuemo (otorpadii.

son, their similarities and shared goals. Leo had been nothing but easy Bix Keiit Hisikoi 3BicTKHM, — g0aa1a BoHA, 60 J[)KEK XOTiB OW 3HATH, HE3BAKAIOUN

since the day he was born and there was no sign of that changing.

Ha TC, K 1€ MOXKC Horo O6pa3I/ITI/I, — aJIC a4 HC BIICBHCHA, IO BOHA 3HAJIa PO



‘Have you messaged back?’ he wanted to know.

‘I told him we miss him and we’ll send photos tomorrow. No
word from Cait,” she added, because Jack would want to know in spite
of how it might hurt him, ‘but I’'m not sure she knew about the award.’

His expression darkened. ‘I really don’t care about that,” he
reminded her. ‘It’s her not being in touch when she has to know we’ll
be worrying about Sofia that pisses me oft.’

It was pissing Hanna off too, given what an unpredictable and
unreliable mother Cait could be, but she said, ‘I’'m sure everything’s
fine. If it wasn’t, we’d know by now.’

He turned to stare out towards the lake, and she knew he was
seeing their tiny granddaughter in his mind — chubby, jubilant, still
unsteady on her feet and the most precious part of their lives. It was
how they’d felt about Cait when she was small. Leo too, of course, but
then Cait had hit her teens, fallen in with the wrong crowd, started
taking drugs ...

‘Just get off my case,” she’d shout at them, if they tried to talk
to her about it. ‘It’s only weed, for fuck’s sake, and don’t tell me you
never smoked it because [ know you did.’

It was true; Hanna and Jack had, regularly, and it wasn’t
unknown for them to indulge now, though never when Cait was
around. Actually, since they’d realized their daughter was using,
they’d stopped bringing it into the house, smoked it only when away
on what they called their special weekends.

God forbid Cait should ever find out about them.

What really mattered was that Cait adored Sofia. But Hanna
couldn’t help wondering if Cait was getting high with her friends in
some remote farmhouse in Wales right now, while Sofia slept, or
watched, or wandered unchecked into the night.

An icy chill went through her merely to think it.

‘Are you hungry?’ Jack said suddenly.

She thought about it. “Yes, I am,” she decided.

He went to check the fridge. ‘Oh yes,” he murmured as
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Haropony.

Moro o61i4dst MOXMypHIIO.

— MemHi Gaiinyxe Ha 1ile, — HarajaB BiH ili. — MeHe apaTye Te, 1110 BOHA
HE 3B’SA3YETHCSI, X0Ua MPEKPACHO 3HAE, IO MU XBUIIoeMocs 3a Codiro.

Ile mparyBano i XaHHY, 3BaXKalouu Ha Te, SKOI HelependadyBaHOMO 1
HEeHaJiifHOI0 MaTip 1o Moria Oyt Keiir, ane BoHa cka3zaina:

— 4l BneBHeHa, MO Bce rapasna. SkOu Oyno iHakme, Mu O ye Ipo IIe
3HAJH.

Bin noBepuyBcst y Oik o3epa. Bona 3Hama, mo BiH Aymae mpo IiXHIO
MaJIeHbKy OHYYKY — ITyXKCHBKY, PaJiCHY [IBYMHKY, SIKa IIOWHO HaBYMJIACS
xoautu. Lle MasieHbKe uyZ0 cTano HailI0pOKYOK0 YaCTHMHOK iXHBOIO XKHUTTA. Tak
BOHM cTaBwimcs 1 10 Keiit, komu BoHa Oyiia manenbkoro. [lo Jleo Tex, 3BuuaiiHo,
ane moTiM y KeHT mouaBcs NiAMITKOBUN BiK, BOHa MOTpamwia B IOTaHy
KOMITaHil0, TI0Yajia B)KUBATH HAPKOTHKH...

— Ilpocro BiguemiThCs BiJ MEHE, — KpHuala BOHA iM, SKIIO BOHHU
HaMarajimcs 3 HEe[o Ipo 1e MoroBoputu. — Lle K TUIbKK TpaBHUKa, 4OPT 3a0upaid,
1 HE KaXXITh MEHI, 110 BU HIKOJH ii HE KypuId, 00 5 3HaK0, 10 KypUIIH.

[le Oyna mpaBna. XanHa 1 JKeK peryisipHO KypHJIH 1 A0CI IPOJAOBKYIOTh
ne poOutH, ane He B mpucyrHocti Keirt. HacmpaBmi, 3 Tux mip, SK BOHH
3pO3yMiIH, IO IXHS JTOYKa BKMBAa€ HAPKOTHUKH, BOHH TEPECTaIM MPUHOCUTH iX
JOJIOMY 1 KYpUJIH TUTBKH 1] 9aC TaK 3BaHUX «OCOOJIMBUX BUXITHUX.

boxe 30aB, o6 Keitt xonu-ueOyap mpo 11e Ai3Hanacs.

HaiiBaxxnusime Oyno te, mo Keiit ob6oxHioBana Codiro. Ane XaHHa He
Morja He AyMaTH Mpo Te, YU 4yacoM He KypuTh KelT 3apa3 3 npy3siMH Ha SIKIHCh
BijianeHid gepmi B Yenbci, moku Codiss crnuTh, AMBUTHCA TeeBi3op abo aech
Onykae BHOY1 0€3 Harsy.

Bin oxniei nuie g1yMku npo 1e y Hei mpo0ir X001 o CIHHI.

— Twu ronogna? — panrom 3anutas J[Kek.

Bomna 3amucnunace.

— Taxk, ronogna, — BUpIIITHIA BOHA.

BiH mimmoB nepeBipuTH XOJO0JMIbHUK.

— O, Tak, — npoOypMOTIB BiH, KOJH ILIOCHh SBHO JOTOAMWIO iHomy. Bin
JicTaB KOpOOKy, NMOBHY CMauyHUX JOMAIHIX KpEKepiB, MPUIOTOBAHUX IXHBOIO



something clearly hit his taste buds. He pulled out a tub full of their
housekeeper’s delicious home-made saratele, saying, ‘Yes, yes, yes.’

Laughing, Hanna fetched two plates. ‘Florina knows you too
well. She’ll have baked these specially to satisfy your middle-of-the-
night munchies.’

Biting into one of the cheesy crackers, he said, “You know, I
think I might have to ask her to marry me.’

‘She’s already turned you down half a dozen times. Besides, |
expect Tomas would have something to say about that.” Florina had
been the children’s nanny when they were small and had taken over as
housekeeper around eight years ago, at about the time she’d married
Tomas. He also worked for them now as occasional driver and full-
time groundsman. They felt like part of the family, although they
didn’t live on the property; they had a small place of their own across
the lake in Ubley.

He finished his cracker and picked up another. “When does
Jenny get back?’ he asked, referring to his beloved French stepmother,
who’d moved out of Lake House when Jack’s father had died, and
taken up residence in the large thatched cottage next to the stables.

‘She’s due back next Wednesday.’

‘Remind me where she went again.’

‘To Macon — Burgundy — to stay with your aunt Lilian for a
few days.’

‘Ah, yes. I’'m missing her, but it’s good for her to get away
while she can.’

‘And she won’t go while Sofia’s around — we know that.’

Jenny’s attachment to her great-granddaughter wasn’t only
born of natural love and an innate sense of protectiveness; it also filled
the giant hole in her life that had followed the death of Jack’s father.

Hanna felt Jack watching her as she popped in the teabags and
filled two mugs from the boiling tap. She wondered again what he was
thinking, where his mind had ventured in the past few minutes. It was
one of so many things that she enjoyed about him: how unfathomable
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JIOMpPOOITHHUIIEHO, 1 cKa3aB: — Tak, Tak, Tak.

CwMitounch, XaHHa IpUHECTa 1Bl TAPLIKH.

— @nopina xyxe goope Tede 3Hae. Bona, MaOyTh, CriemiajibHO CIIeKIa iX,
1100 33I0BOJIBHATH TBIM HIYHHIA alleTHT.

BiakycuBIim oJIMH 13 CAPHHX KPEKEPiB, BIH CKa3aB:

— 3Hael, 1ymaro, st IOBUHEH MOIMPOCUTH 11 pyKH.

— Bona Bxe BigmoBisuia To01 6araro pasiB. Kpim Toro, mymaro, Tomac
MaB OM 1110 CKa3aTu 3 I[bOTO IIPUBOY.

@rnopina Oyna HSHEIO IiTeil, KOIW BOHU OYylnM MalleHbKMMH, a OJIU3BKO
BOCBMH POKIB TOMY, MPHOJIM3HO B TOH Yac, KOJIM BOHA BHMIUIA 3aMix 3a Tomaca,
cTasia OMpoOiTHHIICI0. BiH TakoX MpaiioBaB y HUX BOJIEM 3a MOTpedH Ta
Ca/liBHUKOM Ha TMOBHUI poOouuii 1ens. Bonn Oynu 4acTHHOIO POAMHH, X04a i He
KWK Ha TEPUTOPIi MaeTKy, 00 Majau HEBEIMUYKY BJIACHY XaTHMHKY Ha 1HIIOMY
Oepesi o3epa B YOuri.

Bin 10iB Kpekep 1 B3SB 1€ OTUH.

— Komm [[)xeHHI MOBEpHEThCA? — 3alUTaB BiH, MAalOYM Ha yBasi CBOIO
yino0JeHy QpaHIly3bKy Mauyxy, sika Buixana 3 Jleiik-Xaycy micis cMepTi 6aTbka
Jlxeka 1 ocenmiacsd y BEIMKOMY KOTEIKI 3 COJIOM'SHUM JlaxOM TOpyY 31
CTalHsAMH.

— Bona Mae moBepHYTHCS B HACTYITHY CEpENy.

— Harapnaii meni, Kkyau BoHa moixana.

— ¥ Makon, byprysuito, Ha KiJibKa JHIB A0 TBO€I TiTKU JlisiaH.

— A, TouHo. S cyMmyro 3a Hero, aje il Kpalle BIANOYHUTH, TOKH € Taka
MOJIUBICTb.

— I Mu 3HaeMO, 1110 BOHA HiKyAu He Toine, moku Codist TyT.

[puxunpHicTs [KEeHHI 1O CBO€I MpaBHYYKH Oyja BUKJIMKAaHA HE TUIbKU
OPUPOJHOIO JIIOOOB'I0 1 BPOMKEHHMM TOYYTTAM 3axucTy. BoHa Takox
3alOBHIOBAJIa BEJIMYE3HY MOPOXKHEUY B il JKUTTI, 110 YTBOpHWJIACS MICHS CMEpTI
Oarbka JIkeka.

XanHa BinuyBana norisa Jlkeka Ha coOl, KOJIM BOHA 3aHypIOBaja YaiHi
NaKeTHKH 1 HAlOBHIOBAJA JB1 YaIllKM KHUIT'ATKOM 3-TiJ KpaHa. Bona 3HOBY
3aMUCIWIIACS, TIPO IO BiH JyMae, KyIu JYMKH 3aHECIH HOTO 3a OCTaHHI KiJIbKa
xBuiuH. Lle Oynma ogna 3 OaraTthox peueH, ski i momoOanucs B HbOMY: Te,



— and sometimes unpredictable — he could be.

‘How about you?’ he asked as she came to sit down again.
‘You didn’t say whether you had a good time at the party.’

Before she could answer, he said, ‘I saw you up at the statue
with Hugo Astor.’

Her breath stopped as she nodded slowly.

‘I don’t think anyone else noticed,” he told her.

She simply looked at him, relieved he thought that, and hoping
it was true.

She was certain she knew what he was thinking, although he
could always surprise her.

‘Will it be over soon?’ he asked. ‘Or should I start to worry?’

‘There’s nothing to worry about,” she assured him, ‘and never
will be. Can you say the same?’

Pushing aside his plate, he wiped his hands and mouth on a
square of kitchen roll and said, ‘You know I can. I love you and only
you, Hanny Madden.’

Slanting her eyes, she said, ‘I love you too, Jacky Madden.’

He laughed and pressed a kiss to her lips. ‘Doesn’t it ever turn
you on to think of me with another woman?’ he murmured.

‘Not so much, but I know what it does for you to think of me
with a man I don’t know, or — even better — don’t like.’

His eyes stayed on hers, searching and slightly puzzled.

‘Do you really not like Astor?’ he asked.

‘Not one bit, but he’s clearly a good lawyer and I know you’re
glad you hired him.’

He nodded thoughtfully.

‘That’s true, he is good. I guess he didn’t imagine getting
involved with my wife just weeks after joining us.’

With a scoff she said, ‘I’d say he expected it. It’s how he
behaves, anyhow.’

‘And you let him?’
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HACKUIbKHY BiH MIT OyTH He30arHEHHHUM, a 1HOJII i Henepen0auyBaHUM.

— A TH sK? — 3anmTaB BiH, KOJIHM BOHA 3HOBY ciia. — Tu He ckazana, 4u
no0pe TpoBesIa yac Ha BEvipiii.

He pgaBiu it BiAmoBicTH, BIH JOJAB:

— 5] 6aumB Tebe G111 cTaTyi 3 ['toro AcTopoM.

Bomna 3aramyBana moaux i HOBUIbHO KUBHYJIA.

— He aymato, 110 XTOCH 111€ 1€ TOMITUB, — CKa3aB BiH Til.

Bona mpocrto auBumiacs Ha HROTO 3 TOJIETIICHHSIM, CIIO{iBAIOYUCH, IO BiH
nificHO Tak nymae. Bona Oymna BreBHEHa, 10 3HAE HOTO TyMKH, X04a BiH 3aBXKIU
MIT 11 3MBYBAaTH.

— Ile ckopo 3akiHUMTBCA? — 3anmuTaB BiH. — YW MeHI modYaTH
XBUJIFOBATHUCS?

— Hemae mpuunH XBUITIOBATHCS, — 3alleBHUIIA BOHA HOT0, — 1 HIKOJIM HE
oyne. Tu moxenn ckazaTu Te came?

BincynyBmm Tapiiky, BiH BUTEpP PYKH 1 POT KYXOHHHUM PYIIHHUKOM 1
CKa3aB:

— Twu 3Haen, mo Moxy. S koxato Tebe 1 TUbku Tebe, XaHHo MeieH.

— 4 tex koxaro Tebe, Jxkexki MeaneH, — TPUMPYKHUBIIK OUl, CKa3aia
BOHA.

Bin 3acmisiBes 1 nouiayBas ii B ryou.

— TeOe yacoM HiK0JIM He 30y/PKyBaJla 1yMKa IPO MEHE 3 1HIIOK0 KIHKOK0?
— MPOILIENOTIB BiH.

— He nyxe, ane s 3Ha10, sk Tebe 30yKye JyMKa PO MEHE 3 YOJIOBIKOM,
SIKOTO 51 HE 3Ha10, a00 — IIIe Kpallle — He J00ITIO.

BiH npoioBKyBaB MUIBHO, ajie HIOU po3ry0JIeHO TUBUTHCS Ha 11 00IMIYsl.

— Tu cnpasni He moOumn Acropa? — 3anuTaB BiH.

— AHiTpoxu, ajne BiH, 0e3MepeyHO, XOPOLIMH IOPHCT, 1 g 3Hal0, IO TH
paauii, o HalHSIB HOTO.

BiH 3a1yMn1BO KUBHYB.

— Ile mpaBga, BiH xopommii. MaOyTh, BIH HE YSBISB, IO 3a KiIbKa
THOKHIB MICJIA IPUETHAHHS 10 HAC 3aKPYTUTh POMAaH 3 MO€IO JPY>KUHOIO.

— 51 6 ckazana, 110 BiH IIbOTO OYIKYBaB. Y Oy/Ib-SIKOMY BHUIMAJKY, BIH TaK
ce0e MOBO/INTh, — CKa3aja BOHA 3 MIPE3UPCTBOM.



‘Because it suits me. It’ll be over soon. I’'m pretty sure it is
already.’

He seemed unsurprised. They were well used by now to the
flings one or other of them indulged in from time to time. The only
rule was that they weren’t kept secret from one another. If they were,
that would be cheating, and neither of them ever wanted to go there.
They’d seen too many marriages break up because of it, and theirs was
far too precious to them to allow anyone to come between them.

‘Did you meet the woman who came with Seb tonight?’ she
asked.

‘Briefly. Was it a date, do you think?’

‘I’m not sure. She’s a doctor, apparently.’

‘GP?””

‘No idea.’

He regarded her closely.

‘Hanna Madden, are you trying to set me up?’

She laughed and play-punched his arm.

‘No way. Not if she’s with Seb. I just thought I might like to
get to know her better.’

‘Then call him and invite them over.’

‘Mm, yes, I think I will.’

He got to his feet and stretched as he yawned.

‘Ready to go back upstairs?’

A few minutes later, they were lying side by side on the bed,
hands linked at they stared towards the ceiling and enjoyed the cool
night air on their bare skin.

‘Do you think we’re strange?’ she asked after a while.

He shrugged lazily. ‘We’re just who we are.’

‘So, strange?’

Cocking an eyebrow, he said, ‘There are a whole world of
people out there way stranger than us so, in the grand scheme of
things, I’d say we’re pretty OK.’
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— I i lomy no3Bosmna?

— Tomy 1o MeHi e BurigHo. J1o TOTo X 11e CKOpO 3aKiHYUThCs. S Maiixke
BIIEBHEHA, 1110 BXXE 3aKiHYHIIOCS.

Bin He BUriIamaB 3QMBOBAHHM. BOHM B)Ke 3BHKJIM IO TOrO, IIO 4Yac Bil
yacy XTOCh 13 HHMX JO3BOJIAB €001 IHTPMKKHM Ha CTOPOHI. €IUHE MPaBUIIO
MOJIATAJI0 B TOMY, IO BOHU HE MPHXOBYBAM 1€ OJHE Bia omHOro. SKOm
MPUXOBYBAJIH, 11e OyJIo O 3pajiolo, a HIXTO 3 HUX HE XOTIB bOoro. BoHu Oaurim
3aHaATO OaraTo PO3NydeHb Yepe3 Ie, a iXHii MU0 OyB /Ui HUX HAJTO I[IHHUM,
1100 J103BOJIUTH KOMYCh BTPYTUTHUCS M1 HUMH.

— Tu no3HalloMHBCA 3 JKIHKOIO, fika mpuinuia chorogni 3 Cedom? —
3anuraia BOHa.

— Tpoxu. Sk gymaen, y Hux 0yio nodayeHHs?

— He 3naro. Bona, MaGyTb, Jikap.

— Cimeiinwmii Jikap?

— IloHArTa He Maro.

BiH muiisHO MOAMBUBCS HA HET.

— XaHHo MenjieH, TH HaMaraeuicsi Hac 3BeCT?

Bona 3acwmisinacs 1 xapToMa Biapuia Horo 1o pyiii.

— Hi B sikomy pasi. He Toni konu Bona 3 Cebom. S nmpocTo nmojgymana, 1o
XO0TU1a 0 Kpare i1 mi3HaTH.

— Toni moA3BOHM HOMY 1 3alTpocH iX 0 HAaC.

— Mwm... Touno, nymato, Tak i 3po0ro.

BiH niaBiBCs, MOTATHYBCS 1 MO31XHYB.

— byznemo nosepratucs Haropy?

3a KibKa XBWJIMH BOHU JIEXKaTH MOPYY Ha JDKKY, TPUMAIOYHCh 32 PYKH,
JTUBJISTYUCH Y CTEI0 1 HACOJIO/KYIOUHCh MPOXOJIOAHUM HIYHUM MOBITPSAM, ILIO
OTOPTaNo IXHIO TOJIY LIKIPY.

— Tu BBaXkaem HaC JUBHUMHU? — 3alUTajla BOHA YEPE3 JICIKUM Jac.

— Mu pocTo Taki, AKi €, — BiH JIIHUBO 3HU3aB IUIEYMMA.

— To nuBHi?

[TigasiBim OpoBYy, BiH CKa3aB:

— VY CBITI € KyIa JroJeH, siKi Habarato JIUBHIII 32 HAC, TOXK 3arajioM s 0
CKa3aB, 1[0 MU I[IJIKOM HOPMaJIbHi.



She laughed and settled her head on his shoulder, then placed a
hand on his chest, sinking her fingers into the wiry hair and inhaling
the wonderful male scent of him. She listened to his breathing as it
deepened, carrying him into sleep, and let her thoughts return to the
party and those brief yet erotic moments with Hugo Astor. It wouldn’t
happen again; she’d made up her mind about that now. He might be
surprised and disappointed when he found out — it was possible he’d
even try to talk her round — but he’d learn to live with it, if he wanted
to stay working for Jack.

CHAPTER THREE
Hello again. I’'m sorry, I forgot to introduce myself earlier.

My name is Blanche. It’s suits me because my skin is pale, my
eyes chalky blue and my lips have little colour. I look as though life
has tried to bleach away my physical existence, yet inside my heart
vibrates with life and my blood is as rosy red as the varnish painted on
Hayley’s nails.

| feel oddly hypnotized by those nails as they tap on the table,
long white fingers moving irritably up and down, breath coming
impatiently, the scent of her skin filling my nostrils.

I only mention Hayley because she is here and a little wild and
often has too much to say, although she’s not speaking now. She’s
angered by my stubbornness, frustrated by her need to cow me.

She reaches for the funeral photograph that has my sister at the
centre of it. 1 remove it from her hand and lay it face down on the
table.

It takes a while, but finally Hayley leaves. Fond as | am of her,
I’ve no interest in her opinions today.

| keep my hand on the photo and turn to stare abstractedly at
the bird-feeders hanging from the trees outside. I’ve always loved
birds, but there was a time when I couldn’t name any, and nor could |
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Bomna 3acmisinacs 1 mokiana rojiopy Womy Ha Iiede, MOTiM IMOKJIajla pyKy
Ha MOro TpyAd, 3aHYpPHBIIM TaibIli B JKOPCTKE BOJOCCS 1 BIMXaOYH HOTO
YyJ0OBUI YOJIOBIYMM 3amax. BoHa ciyxaia, sik HOTO JMXaHHS MOTJIUOIOBAIOCS,
3aHYpIOIOYHM WOTO B COH, 1 I03BOJIMJIA CBOIM JyMKaM MOBEPHYTHUCS /10 BEUIPKH 1
TUX KOPOTKHX, ajle epOTHYHUX MOMeHTiB 3 ['toro Actopom. lle Oinbmie He
noBTOpUTHCs. BoHa Bke Bupimmia ue ais cedbe. Bin, MaOyThb, 3auBYyeETHCs 200
pO34apyeThes, KOJIM JII3HAETHCA TMPO 1€, MOXKJIMBO BiH HaBITh CIHpoOye
NEepeKOHAaTH 11 epelyMaTH, aje BiH MyCUTh 3MUPUTHUCS 3 11 pillIeHHM, SKIIO X04e
MIPOJIOBXKYBATH TpaloBaTy Ha Jxeka.

PO3/11J1 TPETII
[le pa3 BiTato. Bubaurte, s 3a0yna npeacTaBUTHCS paHillIe.

Mene 3Batu bmanm. Ile iM's myxe MeHI miaxoautb, 60 s maro Oximy
HIKipy, cipo-OnakuTHi O4i Ta Maibke Oe30apBHiI ryou. S BUIIsimar Tak, HIOM
KUTTS HaMarajaocs 3HeOapBUTHU MEHE, ajie B MOEMY CEpIl BUPYE XKHUTTHA, a MOs
KpOB TaKa X ICKpaBO-Y€PBOHA, SIK JIaK Ha HIFTAX Xenl.

MeHne 3aBOpOXKYIOTh 111 HITTi, SIKi CTYKalOTh MO CTOJY, 111 JOBT1 0111 MambIl,
[0 HEPBOBO PYXAOThCA TYIU-CIONIM, 1€ HECKOKIMHE MuXaHHs Ta 1i 3amax, IIo
3aroJIOHUB MO1 Hi3/pi.

S 3ragyro Xeini TIIbKK TOMY, IO BOHA TyT. BOoHa 37a€Thes TPOXU JTUKOIO
i 3aHanTO Ganakydoro, Xoya 3apa3 BOHA MOBUMTb. Ii 3IMTh MOs BHEBHEHICTh Ta
01CUTh MO€ HEOAXKAHHS T1KOPSTHUCS.

Bona tsaruerbes 1o ¢ororpadii moxopoHy, Ha sKii B LEHTpi 300paxkeHa
Mosi cecTpa. Sl BupHuBaro CBITJIMHY 3 ii pyK 1 IepeBepTaro.

Uepes neskuii Xeni HapemTi minuia. Xod £ ii 1 Jr00t0, ajne cboroiHi ii
JlyMKa MEHE He I[IKaBUTb.

S noknana pyky Ha Qotorpadii i 6e3a4yMHO JUBHIIACS HA TOJIBHUII IS
MITaxiB, 0 BUCSATH HA JIepeBax 3a BIKHOM. Sl 3aBxkau JTr00mIa nTaxis, ajie OyB Jac,
KOJIM 51 HE MOTJIa Ha3BaTH >KOJHOTO 3 HUX 1 B3araii ix He 6aumia. Sl Mornia TinbKu
YyTU X COJIOAKUH 1 NMPOHU3IMBHUNA, TPEMTIMBUN 1 4acOM HETapMOHIMHMIA CIiB
yepes CTiHU.



see them. | could only hear their songs through the walls, sweet and
shrill, juddering and sometimes discordant.

I have some memories of the day the police came to take our
father away, the chaos, the noise, rage and terror. The smell, too — but
with so much adrenalin rushing around did anyone actually notice it? |
don’t know if anyone was shot, hurt, but I do know that my mother
grabbed my sister and took her, leaving me behind. I can still see my
sister’s treasured little hands reaching for me, clawing, panicking,
pleading, desperate for me to hold on to her. Our mother had shown no
real interest in her after her birth. There was always too much else
going on — too many distractions, demands, rituals; all sorts of
comings and goings that burn red and amber and sharp and dark in my
mind to this day.

Knowing that my sister is safe and has been for all these years
fills me with so much relief and happiness, it’s like flowers are
floating down from heaven to spread joy and redemption all around us.

Even after so long, she still means everything to me. I’'m sure
she has no memory — or even knowledge — of how much danger she
was in back then. Or of how she used to depend on me, her little stand-
in mother. We played, sang, laughed and cried together. | told her
stories, all made up from my imagination, because I didn’t know there
were real children’s stories back then. She didn’t notice that I couldn’t
run free the way she did. She was too young to understand where we
were and what was happening around us. And now here we are, like
two branches from the same tree that have grown at the same time, one
before the other, but forever joined. We always will be.

I’ve printed out the photograph taken at my mother’s funeral. I
made it as large as possible, and then I glued it to a card, leaving a
plain white strip down one side. This is where I’'m writing in the
names of the people surrounding my sister. There are lines drawn to
their faces for ease of identity.

Hayley wants to meet them, but I won’t allow it. She is too ...
how can | put this? Liberal with her charms. Her libido has a very
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VY Moiii mam’sTi 30eperaucs crnoraay Mpo Xaoc, IIyM, JIIOTh 1 KaX TOTro
IIHS, KOJM TIONIIiS TpuHnuIa 3a0paTd Hamoro Oarbka. 3amax s TaKoX
3amam’ATana, aje 4Yd XTOCh MOTo B3araji MOMITHB, KOJIM B MOBITPI BUTaB Takuil
aapeHamin? $l He 3HAIO, YU KOTOCh 3aCTPENWIM, YU XTOCh MOCTPa)/aaB, aje s
3HAI0, 1110 MOSI MaTH CXOIIHJIa MOIO cecTpy 1 3abpauna i, 3anumuBim MeHe. S moci
YITKO MaM’siTaro, K CeCTpa MpOCTAraja 10 MEHE CBOi MaJIeHbKI PYUYKH, Xaraja
MEHE B NaHili, BiquaiaymHo Omaraioud He Bimmyckatu ii. Hama matu He
BUSBIISJIA 10 HET OCOOIMBOIO 1IHTEpECY MICis HApOKEHHs. 3aBkau Oyno 3aHAATO
Oararo iHIIKMX CTpaB, 3aHAATO Oarato BiABOJIKa4MUX (HaKTOPiB, BUMOT, pPUTYaiB
— BCSIKOTO pOJy MOJI1, SIKi ICKPaBO 1 YITKO 3aKapOyBaiucs B MOTH mam'sTi.

YcBigoMIIeHHS TOTO, IO MOSI CECTpa 3apa3 i Bei i poku Oyna y Oesmeri,
MIPUHOCTh MEHI HEHWMOBIPHE IOJIETIICHHS 1 IacTs, HEMOBOM 3 HeOEC MOBIILHO
CHaJa0Th KBITH, HECYYH yCIM JIOBKOJIA PAIICTh 1 CIIaCiHHSI.

HaBiTh micns CTUTBKOX POKIB BOHA 3aJHUIIAETHCS Ui MEHE AYXKE JOPOTrOk0
JIOAUHOIO. SI BIIEBHEHA, 110 BOHA HE MaM'ATa€, UM HABITh HE 3HA€, HACKUIBKU Ti
TOJ1 3arpoxkyBaja HeOe3rneka. AOO K BOHA 3aliexala BiJi MEHe, CBOET MaJeHbKOT
3aMiHM Matepi. Mu rpanucs, criiBaiy, CMISIIUCS 1 IIaKalu pa3oM. S po3mnosinana
iii BmacHi BUragaHi ictopii, 60 TOAl s HE 3HANA, IIO0 ICHYIOTh CIPABXKHI JUTAY1
Ka3ku. BoHa He momivaina, 1o s He MorJja 0iraTu Tak BUIBHO, sIK BOHa. Bona Oymna
3aHa/ITO MaJEHbKAa, 1100 PO3yMITH, JIe MU OYIIH 1 1110 Bi10YBaNIOCs HaBKOJIO.

I ocb MU TyT, HIOM ABI TUIKM OJHOTO JIepeBa, 110 BUPOCIU OJHOYACHO 1
HA3aBXM 3'€IHaHI. MU 3aBk1u OyJeMO pa3oM.

S pozapykyBana dotorpadito, 3po0ieHy Ha MOXopoHax Mo€i marepi. S
3pobuna ii s;tkomora OifbIIOI0, a TMOTIM MPUKIIEina 10 JUCTIBKH, 3aUIIMBINU 3
0/IHOTO OOKYy O/IHY Ou1y cMykKy. CaMe TyT s TUITY IMEHa JIFOJIEH, 110 OTOYYIOTh
Mot cectpy. Lo nerme Oyno ix ineHTH(]iKyBaTH s mpoBena JiHIl A0 iXHIX
00Hy.

Xeini xoue 3 HUIMHM TTO3HAOMUTHCS, ajie s He T03BOJIsII0. BoHa 3aHanTo...
K Ou 1e ckazatu? 3aHaATO BUIBHO PO3MOPSKAETHCS CBOIMU HpUHAmamu. A ii
Oa)kaHHA P1JIKO 3HA€E, KON 3yMUHUTHUCS.



unreliable off-switch.

In case Hayley comes back, | slide the photograph into a
drawer beneath the computer. Billy was working here earlier; | can tell
not only by the coffee drips on the keyboard, but by the music website
he’s left on the screen.

You see, | am not alone here, in case you were thinking that. |
never have been actually, not for a long time. These days | surround
myself with lively and gentle souls who come and go of their own free
will.

I wonder what my sister would make of my friends if she were
ever to meet them? A colourful, contrary group of individuals. They
are who make up my family today. We are bonded and committed in
ways that most families have little sense of. There is only one amongst
us who knows everything about my mother and sister. She understands
what happened all those years ago. | talk to her often — every day, in
fact. I’'m sure she’ll be back soon.

I realize 1 am smiling. Warmth is stealing softly through my
heart. Having my sister in my life — at least on the periphery — is all
I’ve ever really wanted. Knowing she is safe and loved is all that
matters.

| just hope that she really is.

CHAPTER FOUR

Riona let herself in through the front door of a smart detached
house in the Westbury-on-Trym area of Bristol. It was Victorian in
style, double-fronted with large bay windows on the ground floor, a
red tiled roof and whitewashed walls. Inside the rooms were spacious,
with high ceilings, intricate cornices and cast-iron fireplaces. The well-
tended garden surrounding the property was full of trees and flower
beds and protected from the outside world by a high brick wall, front
and back, and solid automatic gates at the entrance. The pedestrian
access was operated by a digital code.
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Ha Bumamok, skmo Xeini mnoBepHEThCS, s mokjana ¢otorpadiro B
yXJISIAy i1 KoMmi'roTepoM. b panime mpairoaB TyT. Lle BUaHO HE TUTBKHU 110
Kparuisix KaBU Ha KJIaBiaTypi, ajie i 1Mo BIIKPUTOMY Ha €KpaHi My3UYHOMY CauTy.

bauwure, st TyT He OJHA, AKIO BU TaK moaymaiu. HacrpaBi s BXKe JTaBHO
He OyBaro ojHa. 3apa3 s OTOYYK ce0e KUTTEPANICHHUMH 1 JOOPO3HWIMBUMU
JIIOJIBMH, SIK1 IPUXOATH 1 HAYTh 3a BIACHUM Oa’KaHHSIM.

[ikaBo, mo0 6 MOsl cecTpa moaymala Mpo MOiX JApY3iB, SKOM KOJHUCH iX
syctpina? Lle rpyma sickpaBux Ta cynepewmBux Jitozei. Came BOHU 3apa3 € MOEKO
poarHOI0. My moB'si3aHi MiX CO0OI0 1 BifJIaHI OJUH OJHOMY TakK, SIK OUIBIIICTBH
POJMH HaBITh HE YABJISIIOTh. Cepell Hac € JIMIIE OJIHA JIFOJMHA, SKa 3HA€ BCE MPO
MO0 MaTip i cectpy. Bona po3ymie, mo cranocst 6arato pokiB Tomy. S wacto 3
HEI0 PO3MOBIISII0 — (DaKTUYHO, MO1Hs. BrieBHEHa, 1110 BOHA CKOPO TIOBEPHETHCSI.

S momivaro, mo mocmixarocs. Terro M'sKo MPOHUKAE B MO€ cepiie. Maru
CECTPY B MOEMY KHUTTI — MpPHUHAWMHI Ha BiICTaHl — I1€ BCE, YOO 51 KOJIU-HEOYIb
nparayna. 3HaTH, 10 BOHa B Oe3merni i ii mo0mATh, — II€ BCe, IO ISl MEHE
Ba)KITUBO.

S TINBKH CIOJIBAOCS, IIO L€ JIMCHO TaK.

PO3/11J1 YETBEPTUM

Piona ygiiina 4yepe3 mapajHi JABepi eleraHTHOro OyIWHKY B paiioHi
Becrb6epi-on-Tpim y bpictomni. bynnHok, mnodynoBanuii y BIKTOpiaHCbKOMY CTHIII,
MaB CHMETpUYHMI (pacaj, BeNMKi epKkepu Ha MepIIOMY IOBEpCi, YEepBOHY
YyepernuyHy MOKPIBIIO Ta MoOUIeH] cTiHu. Beepeauni kiMHaTH Oyiu MPOCTOPUMHU,
3 BUCOKHMHU CTENSIMH, XUTPOMYJIPUMHU KapHU3aMHU Ta YaBYHHHUMH KaMiHaMH. Y
JOTJITHYTOMY CajJy HaBKOJIO OyauHKY Oyno Oarato nepeB 1 KiaymO, a BHCOKa
[erfsHa CTiHa 3 000X OOKIB 1 MiI[HI aBTOMAaTU4YHI BOpOTa Oiisl BXOJY 3aXHILATH
HOTO BiJ 30BHINIHBOTO CBITY. BXi /uist Mrofelt Ha TEPUTOPIF0 KOHTPOJIOBABCS
U(PPOBUM KOAOM.



The entry hall was airy and welcoming and as she dropped her
keys into a drawer she was listening, waiting for the sound of voices,
or music, but all was quiet.

With a small sigh of satisfaction, she checked her reflection in
the mirror above the console. She looked tired, she thought, and a little
strained around the eyes, but her mood was good. She’d had a call
about an hour ago from Seb Goodman, the friendly professor who’d
taken her to the party at Goldney Hall last Friday evening. He’d
invited her out again, this time to a wine-tasting, followed by dinner, at
a vineyard on the outskirts of town.

She was more than happy to go. She’d decided as soon as
they’d connected through an exclusive online dating site that she
wanted to know more about him. They’d first met at a coffee bar a few
days ago near the university, and she’d found herself warming to him
in a way that had quite surprised her. He’d seemed to like her too, for
he’d asked her right there and then — or after two coffees that had run
on to an impromptu lunch — if she’d care to accompany him to an
exclusive event that very night. This was where she’d met Jack and
Hanna Madden, amongst others, and had listened to Jack’s acceptance
speech while his wife had been engaged elsewhere.

Riona had no idea if anyone else had noticed Hanna’s apparent
indiscretion — nor was she sitting in judgement, although it had made
her wonder about the Maddens’ marriage.

She turned aside, and went through to the kitchen, her low
heels tip-tapping on the tiled floor. To her surprise, there was no sign
of Blanche. She sighed softly. It was painful even to think about all
that Blanche had been through as a child, and since. It was so terrible,
unimaginable really, that it rarely found its way into words. To speak
of it was to relive it, and there were times when the reliving could be
almost as traumatic as the experiences themselves. However, over
time, Blanche had developed her own way of coping: strategies,
mental exercises and safe havens to help soothe and even displace the
fear and anxieties.
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[epeanoxiii 6yB nmpocTopuii i 3aTuiHuil. BoHa KuHyIa K04l B IIYXJISITY
1 Tajiana, 1o Movye Yuich TOJI0CH abo MY3HKY, ajie B OyJAMHKY OYJI0 THXO.

[lonermeno 3iTXHYBIIM, BOHa MOAWMBWIACA Ha ce0e B J3epKalio Haj
cronukoM. i 31a0cs, 110 BOHA BUIJIAAE BTOMIIEHOIO, 3 HABKOJIO Oueil 3'sBHIINCS
Mimku, ane HacTpiii y Hei OyB xopoumid. [IpubGmmu3no roguHy TOMy iH
3arenedonyBaB Ceb ['yaman — npuBiTHUH npodecop, KUK y T'STHUIIO BBEYEPi
B3sAB ii Ha Beuipky B [ommni-Xomi. Bin 3HOBY 3ampocuB ii, I[bOro pasy Ha
JETyCTallil0 BUHA, a TOTIM Ha BEYEPIO0 Y BUHOTPAJHUKY HAa OKOJIUIII MICTa.

Bona Oyna Haja3BuuaitHo paga pomy. Konw BOHH TUTBKY TTO3HAHOMUITUCS
yepe3 callT 3HalOMCTB, BOHA 3pO3yMiJia, 10 XO4e Ji3HATHCS MPO HHOTO OLNIbIIE.
Bonu Briepmie 3ycTpinucs KijbKa THIB TOMY B KaB'spHI MOOJIU3Y YHIBEPCHUTETY, 1
BOHA HE OUiKyBaja, 110 BiH il Tak crnogobaeTbes. Bona oMy, 31a€ThCs, TaKOX
iMnonyBana, 060 onpasy >k, ab0 TOYHIIIE MICIA JBOX KaB, SIKi IEPEpOCIH B
IMITPOBi30BaHMit 0011, BIH 3alIpOCHUB ii CyNPOBOIXKYBAaTH HOTO HA OCOOIHMBY MOJII0
Toro X Beyopa. Came TaMm BOoHa mo3Haiomunacs 3 Jxexom i XanHowo MemeH i
ciyxana mpoMoBy Jlkeka miJl yac OTPUMAaHHS HAropojau, MOKU MOro Ipy:KUHA
Oysa 3aiiHATa JEiH/IE.

Piona He Mana ysBJIEHHS, Y XTOCH illle MTOMITHB OYEBUIHY HEOOAYHICTh
XanHu. Bona He 30upanacs ii 3acymKyBaTH, Xo4a L€ 3MYCHJIO il 3aMHUCIUTHCS
HaJ nutro6oM MeneHis.

Bona posBepHynacs 1 minmmia A0 KyXHI, CTyKalud Mig0OpaMH IO
KaxenbHiM migno3i. Ha 11 mogus, brnanm Hige He Oynmo BumHo. Bona THXO
3iTXHyna. HaBiTe mymaru mpo Bce, mo bmanm mepexwina B TUTHHCTBI 1 MMICIS,
Oyno Gomsue. Lle Oyno crpaBii HACTIIBKU JKaXJHMBO, IO MPO ILI€ PIIKO MOKHA
OyIi0 TOBOPUTH clIOBaMH. [ OBOPUTH PO 1€ 03HAYAIIO MIEPEKUBATH BCE 3aHOBO, a
11e 1HO/1 TPaBMyBAJIO MaiXe Tak caMo, sIK 1 cami mofii. OgHak 3 wacom braHmn
npuaymaia BiIacHMM croci®é GopoTHCs 3 IUM: MCUXOJIOTIYHI TEXHIKH, MEHTAJIbHI
BIIPaBU Ta TaK 3BaHi “Micis Oe3meku”, sKi JOMOMAaralTh 3aCIOKOITUCH 1 HABITh
BUTICHUTH CTPax 1 TPUBOTY.



She had achieved most of this before Riona had come into her
life. Riona’s purpose now was to try to prove to Blanche that she
wasn’t only capable of living a normal life, free of the support systems
she’d created for herself and that were actually holding her back, but
that she was ready to.

Riona was just finishing a cup of tea when her thoughts were
interrupted by Billy, out in the hall, singing along flatly to whatever
music was plugged into his ears — Californication, she thought. The
middle-aged man’s look was pugnacious, hard set, almost mean, but
he could be very tender with Blanche. He could also be impatient
bordering on aggressive. Lately, he’d become mad keen to find
himself a girlfriend, and Riona was trying, as delicately as she could,
to point out the problems with this, but so far he was refusing to listen.

Hearing another voice taking over the song (Ruby, by the
sound of it), Riona felt a flood of warmth. Ruby, half-Italian, half-
Scottish, was a dedicated people-pleaser, awkward dancer and easy
laugher. She was close to forty, estranged from most of her family, but
extremely close to Blanche.

As quiet resumed in the hall, Riona got up and went through to
her study. Although she’d drawn up a therapy schedule, it often went
forgotten and she rarely tried to enforce it. Freedom to come and go
was important, she understood that, and she was always there, at the
centre of their world, if anyone needed to talk. Meanwhile, she kept a
watchful, in some ways motherly eye on them all, to make sure
nothing and no one was going off the rails. She also made regular
reports to Dr Emilia Francis, the psychiatrist overseeing this project.

It was a couple of hours later that Riona heard her mobile
ringing out in the hall, where she’d apparently left it in her coat
pocket. As soon as she saw who was calling, she felt a lift in her heart.

‘Hello,” she said warmly, going back into her office and
closing the door.

‘Hi. Do I have the right number?’ Seb asked. ‘Is this Riona?’

She smiled. ‘It is.’
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Bomna 3po6una 6arato 4oro 1o Toro, sik Piona 3’sBunacs B 1i xkutTi. 3apa3
Mmetoro Pionu O6yno nosectu bianil, 110 BOHa MOKE KUTH HOPMAJIbHUM JKUTTSM,
0e3 BCiX IIMX TEeXHIK CaMOIIATPUMKH, SKi pajiie 3aBaxaid ii.

Piona came momumBana 4aii, konu ii mymku nepepBaB bimwii, skuii OyB y
KOPUOpi 1 MOHOTOHHO TiJICTIIBYBaB MY3HIIi, IO JIyHaJa B HOr0 HaBYUIHHKAX —
Red Hot Chili Peppers «Californication» iii 3gamocst. 3 BHUIUIAAY LEH YOIOBIK
CEpeIHBOr0 BIKY 3/1aBaBCsl BOWOBHUYUM, CYBOPHM, HaBITh 3J1MM, ajie 3 bianin BiH
MIr OyTH Ayxe HLKHUM. [HONI BiH MIir OyTH HETEepIUISIYMM a)X A0 arpeCHBHOCTI.
OcraHHIM YacoM BiH 3aropiBcs ifie€r0 3HAWTH coO1 aiBumMHy. PioHa 3 ycix cui
Hamarajacs JeliKaTHO BKa3aTH oMy Ha npoOyieMu B HOro xapakrtepi, aje MmoKu
10 BiH BiIMOBJISIBCS 11 CITyXaTH.

[TouyBiwy, sSIK 1HIIKUNA TOJIOC TAKOXK MOYaB MiJICIIIBYBAaTH (CYIS4YH 3 yChOTO,
ne Oyna Py6i), Piona Bimuyma npurmB Ttera. PyOi, HamoJoBUHY iTaliiika,
HAloJIOBUHY HIOTJIAH/KA, 3aBXKAM IparHyjia JOTOJUTH JIIOISAM, He3rpabHO
TAHIIOBAJIA Ta TOCTIMHO CMisutacs. i Oys0 Maiike COpOK, BOHA BiIJaIMiacs Bij
OLIBIIOCTI YWIEHIB CBOET pOJIMHHU, alie Oyna ayxe 6au3bkoro 3 bianm.

Konu B 3ami 3HOBY 3amanyBana Tumia, PioHa Bcrana 1 minuia 10 CBOTO
kabiHeTy. Xoua BoHa ¥ ckiana rpadik Teparii, ae mpo Horo yacto 3adyBaid, i
BOHA PiJIKO Hamaraacs oro gfoTpumyBatucs. BoHa po3ymina, 1o BaXXJIMBO MaTH
cBoOony BHOOpY. OfHaK SKIIO KOMYCh IMOTPIOHO MOTOBOPUTH, BOHHM 3aBXKIH
MOTJIM 3BepHyTHCs 10 Hei. TuM 4acom BOHa yBaKHO, HIOM TO-MaTepPHUHCHKH,
CTEeXKWJIa 32 HUMH BCiMa, 1[00 MepeKOoHaTucs, 1o Bce Hiae sk ciif. BoHa Takox
perynspHo 3BiTyBajla 10KTopy Eminii ®@pencic — ncuxiarpy, sika KepyBaja UM
HPOEKTOM.

UYepesz kinpka roauH PioHa mouyna, fK y MEpeanokoi 3aa3BOHUB ii
MOOipHUH TenedoH, KU BOHA, MaOyTh, 3THIINIA B KUAIIEH] NAbTO. SIK TUTbKH
BOHA M00auUMIa, XTO A3BOHUTH, 11 cepIie 3a0MI0CS IBU/IIIIE.

— Ao, — MPUBITHO CKa3aja BOHA, TOBEPHYBIIKMCH /10 CBOTO KabiHETYy i
3aYUHUBIIN JBEPI.

— Ilpusir. A npaBuisHO HabpaB Homep? — 3anuTaB Ced. — Lle Piona?

Bona nocmixnynacs.

— Tak.



‘Thank goodness. I tried a while ago, but must have misdialled
because I got some bloke who ... Well, anyway ... How are you?’

‘I’'m fine,” she assured him, fleetingly wondering if Billy had
got hold of her phone and answered it. ‘Surprised to hear from you
again today,” she said. ‘Has something changed about the wine-
tasting?’

‘No, not at all. I hope you can still make it.’

‘I’'m looking forward to it.”

‘Good. Me too.’

She waited, certain there must be more.

‘Actually, you’re probably going to think this is crazy,” he said,
‘or too much, but I just wondered if you might be free for a quick bite
this evening?’

Riona was thrilled that he wanted to see her so soon. “Where
did you have in mind?’

‘Oh! Anywhere. Do you have a favourite place? Or I was
thinking ... Rosemarino on York Place, in Clifton. Do you know it?’

‘No, but I can find it. Shall we meet in, say an hour?’

‘Excellent. Fantastic. I should make sure they have a table. If
they don’t, I’ll call back; if they do, I’ll text you with the time.’

Smiling, Riona rang off and sat quietly for a moment, thinking
things over and imagining how this new relationship might play out.
All the signs were good — there was no doubting that — but of course it
was very early days.
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— CnaBa bory. S npoOyBaB A3BOHUTH TPOXH paHime, aje, MaOyTh,
MIOMIJIMBCS HOMEPOM, 0O BI/IMOBIB SKUUCH XJIONEIb, SKUM... Hy, HeBaxImBoO... Sk
™?

— VYce rapasn, — 3amneBHUIA BOHA HOr0, MUMOXiJb 3aMUCIUBIIKNCH, YU
yacoM He Bbijuti BiAIIOBIB HA A3BIHOK.
— JluBHO 3HOBY uyTu Tebe cboroaHi, — ckazajga BoHa. — Illock

3MIHWJIOCS MO0 JAeTycTallii BuHa?
— Hi, 30BciM Hi. Crio1iBaroCs, TH BCE 111 3MOXKEII IPUNATH.
— 1 3 HEeTEePIIHHAM YEKaro IbOTO.

— HoGpe. S Tex.
Bona 3auekana, BIIeBHEHa, 110 1€ III€ HE BCE.
— Hacmpasni, tv, MaOyTh, MOAYMAEI, 110 11 00KEBULISA, — CKa3aB BiH,

— abo 3aHaATO, aje s MPOCTO MOAYMaB, UM HE XOTija O TH CHOTOJHI 31 MHOIO
OBEYEPSATH?

Piona Oyna B 3axBaTi BiJ] TOTO, 1110 BiH XOTiB OOAYUTHCSA 3 HEIO TaK CKOPO.

— Kynu v xotiB 6u mit?

— O, xyau 3aBrogHo. Y tebe € ymoOneHne micue? AGo s aymaB mpo...
«Po3mapuno» Ha Mopk-Ilneiic, y Kidroni. Uyra npo Hporo?

— Hi, ane s Mmoxy ioro 3HaiiTH. 3ycTpiHeMOCs, CKaXKiMO, 32 TOIUHY?

— Uynoo. ®antacTU4HO. Sl NOBUHEH NEPEKOHATHUCS, 110 Y HUX € BUIBHUMN
CTONUK. SIKIIO HEMae, 51 IepeA3BOHIO; SKIIO €, S HAAIIUTIO TOO1 OBIIOMIICHHS 13
YacoM.

ITocmixarouncs, PioHa mokiana ciayxaBKy 1 XBWIMHY CHJIUIa MOBYKH,
00TyMYIOUH BCE 1 YSBISIOUH, SIK MOKYTb Jlajll pO3BUBATHCS 11 HOBI CTOCYHKH. Yl
3HaKU OyJIU XOpPOUIMMH — Y IIbOMY He OyJI0O CYMHIBIB — ajie, 3BU4aiiHo, 11e OyB
JIAIIIE TTOYATOK.
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Chapter 2. Stylistic features of translating literary texts based on the novel No
one saw it coming by Susan Lewis

2.1. General characteristics of the novel No one saw it coming by Susan Lewis

Susan Lewis is an internationally bestselling author from the UK. She has written over
forty successful stories which captivate the readers with their gripping plots and unexpected
endings. Before becoming a writer, she was making a career in the television industry, but
eventually she decided to try her hand at writing (HarperCollins Publishers, 2026). In 1988 her
first novel A Class Apart was published. The book turned out to be a success because the readers
were impressed by the absorbing story which even made them cry. Susan Lewis is known for
writing about important social issues in her novels. She prefers to work in genres like thriller,
family drama, suspense and crime where she can fully open up about relevant topics. Besides,
she has published autobiographical memoirs Just One More Day (2006) and One Day at a Time
(2011) in which she shared about her childhood in the sixties. Susan got the recognition from the
Romantic Novelists' Association (RNA) which represents writers of romance literature in the
United Kingdom. She was nominated twice for the Romantic Novel of the Year for her novel
Silent Truths in 2002 and The Hornbeam Tree in 2005. Currently she lives in Gloucestershire
with her family (HarperCollins Publishers, 2026). Today she devotes herself to charity work.
Susan supports the breast cancer charity Breast Cancer Care because when she was nine years
old her mother died of cancer. Lewis is a member of the Bristol-based charity Breast-cancer Unit
Support Trust (B.U.S.T.), which funds medical equipment for Southmead Hospital in Bristol.
Additionally, she plays an active role in helping bereaved children alongside the Winston’s Wish
organization (Penguin, 2026).

The novel No one saw it coming written in 2023 is a perfect blend of a psychological
thriller, suspense and family drama. The story centers on a married couple Hanna and Jack
Madden who have rather unconventional relationships. Their family seems perfect, wealthy and
influential but in reality they hide some unpleasant secrets from the public. Despite being truly in
love with each other, they have been having affairs by mutual agreement. Family dramas are
known for resolving complex problems between people and the betrayal is one of the most
common. It can be demonstrated in different forms and usually serves as a main driving force of
the plot (M. Cornish, 2024). In the novel this topic is observed from different points of view. The
author dives into the open relationships as a way to maintain marriage and deep emotional bond
between the couple. As the story unfolds, the readers discover another side of such relationships,
revealing that Hanna and Jack weren’t entirely honest with each other — it turned out that Jack
had a secret child with another woman. Thus, Susan demonstrates that even in an open
relationship the potential for betrayal still exists (R. Reads, 2023).

No one saw it coming is a prime example of psychological thriller as it has main features
of this genre. First of all, in such novels the attention is paid to the complexities of human nature
as the goal is to explore deep dark corners of a person’s mind (J. Duke, 2018). That is why a
narrator usually has some mental disorders which are the result of traumatic past events. In this
novel we are introduced to the character Blanche who suffers from dissociative identity disorder
(DID). The author uses a first-person narrative in Blanche’s chapters to give the readers a
possibility to dive into her thoughts and understand her perception of the world. However, the
question arises as to whether we, as readers, can believe her version of events. Another
distinguish feature of a psychological thriller is tension and danger. Characters are depicted in
familiar settings and face a threat from the loved ones (C. Willis, 2026). Therefore, the focus
shifts to the analysis of the character’s inner state, his fears, thoughts and struggles. Moreover,
the external environment often reflects the situation, especially when a menace approaches. As a
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result, the places once thought to be safe are turning into the sites of latent danger. These all
feature of psychological thriller are demonstrated in the novel (R.Reads, 2023).

Suspense is closely connected to psychological thriller as it serves to build tension and
anxiety. As a genre of fiction, it emerged in the eighteenth century and is derived from gothic
fiction. It differs from mystery and thriller by its pacing since tension is built gradually and
important information is relieved step by step (J. Campbell, 2024). Such technique helps readers
investigate the characters’ behavior and their inner world thoroughly. In the novel the main plot
twist occurs when Jack goes fishing and doesn’t return. Eventually, his body was found in the
lake and everyone becomes a suspect. The investigation is gradually bringing to light new facts
not only about the crime itself, but also about the characters’ background. The readers find
themselves becoming part of the investigation, which makes this novel even more compelling
(R.Reads, 2023).

So, No one saw it coming by the British writer Susan Lewis is a fascinating novel which
combines different genres like thriller, drama and suspense. The story focuses on important
social issues and psychological problems encouraging people to reflect on the causes and
consequences. The novel got positive reviews from readers, so it is worth being translated into
Ukrainian so that our readers can also enjoy it.

2.2. Rendering emotionally coloured vocabulary

In this chapter, the main attention is given to emotive vocabulary. Literary texts are
characterized by the emotional impact they have on the readers. This is one of their
distinguishing features. Such works are intended to fulfill two key functions: the emotive and the
aesthetic (N. Bober, 2021, p. 14). The writers use a wide variety of emotionally coloured
vocabulary to express the feelings of their characters. M. Zhovtobriukh describes the term of
emotionally coloured words as lexical items that convey different emotional states and reflect
evaluative attitude towards the reality, people or events (1972, p. 66-68). They can be divided
into several groups based on their semantic features. According to N. Romanova (2011, p. 174)
there are words that are used to describe the emotional state of a person. These are feelings of
anger, fear, sadness, happiness etc. Another category includes evaluative vocabulary reflecting a
positive or negative attitude towards an object, person or phenomenon (N. Romanova, 2011, p.
174). For example, the word gentleman has a positive connotation, man — neutral and brute — a
negative one. The usage of each of these words demonstrates the speaker’s attitude to the
situation. There is also a group of words in which the emotional meaning is rendered
grammatically through word-forming elements, i.e. affixes (N. Romanova, 2011, p. 174). This
phenomenon is typical of the Ukrainian language, but it also occurs in English.

Taking into the consideration that the novel No one saw it coming is a psychological
thriller, it means that the author used diverse vocabulary to convey the emotional states of the
characters. The main task of a translator is to preserve the same emotional tone in the target text
as in the source one (L. Karjagdiu, N. Mrasori, 2021, p. 2332). The characters in this novel are
struggling with a lot of psychological problems which is noticeable in the way they express their
thoughts. For instance, the novel starts with the monologue by a yet unknown character. She is
describing a psychological traumatic episode from her own life — her sister was taken from her:

(1-S) I can still see my sister’s treasured little hands reaching for me, clawing,
panicking, pleading, desperate for me to hold on to her (Lewis, 2023). — (1-t) A ooci uimxo
nam’samaio, K cecmpa Npocmseald 00 MeHe C80i MANeHbKI pYuKu, Xanaia MeHe 6 NaHiyi,
siduatioywHo onazarouu He eionyckamu ii. The character’s fear and helplessness is reflected
through the accumulation of emotive verbs clawing, panicking, pleading creating the emotional
intensity. In the translation we tried to maintain this tension, so the readers could imagine the
situation. Thus, we have created the feeling of inner fear which the character experienced in that
moment.
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Another example demonstrating the emotional intensity is presented below:

(2-s) With our father being dead — damned straight to hell, I presume (and hope) (Lewis,
2023). — (2-t) Ockinvku nmaw 6amvko nomep, s npunyckaio (i Oysice cnoodiearocs), wo 6in
nompanug npsamicinbko do nekaa. As can be seen, the character had a complicated relationship
with her father, as is evident from her reaction to his death. The usage of emotionally coloured
vocabulary shows the act of verbal aggression and deep-seated resentment. We have conveyed
this in the most typical way for the target readers by using affix and keeping the hidden irony.

The following sentence serves as an additional example of emotional colouring in the
text:

(3-s) He was a pretty loathsome character: cocksure, self-satisfied, egocentric, pompous
(Lewis, 2023). — (3-t) Bin 6ys oOocumb 02UOHUM RNEPCOHAINCEM:. CAMOBNEBHEHUM,
camogoosonenum, ecoyenmpuynum, nuxamum. In this example the author used emotionally
coloured adjectives to express a certain attitude towards a character. Words with negative
connotation were chosen to describe his personality. Therefore, the readers can form an accurate
impression of the character. In the target text we have used stylistic equivalents with the same
negative connotation. Thus, we have reached stylistic equivalence between the source and target
text.

As can be viewed, the genre and theme of the novel necessitate the usage of negatively
coloured words to convey the characters’ emotional state. Nevertheless, positively charged
vocabulary was used in the novel as well. It plays a different role since it doesn’t dominate, but
contrasts with the negatively charged vocabulary. Such words appear in the description of nature
and general atmosphere or of emotions such as love or joy. The following example demonstrates
this:

(4-s) Knowing that my sister is safe and has been for all these years fills me with so much
relief and happiness, it’s like flowers are floating down from heaven to spread joy and
redemption all around us (Lewis, 2023). — (4-t) Vcsioomnenns mozo, wo mos cecmpa 3apa3 i 6ci
yi poxu Oyna y 6esneyi, npuHOCmMb MeHIi HeUMOSIpHe NolecuieHHs 1 wacms, HemMoeou 3 Hebec
nOBIIbHO cnadaioms Keéimu, Hecyuu ycim ooexona padicmse i cnacinus. The feeling of pure
happiness is rendered through the metaphor creating an image of divine blessing. In the target
text we preserved it through literal translation keeping its emotional impact and connotation.

Similar emotional colouring is conveyed in the next example:

(5-s) She loved him and everything about him to the very depths of her heart (Lewis,
2023). — (5-t) Bowna oiiicno roxana tioeo i éce, wo 6yno 3 num nog'sizano. In this example
emotionally coloured vocabulary used to emphasize the character’s feeling. The metaphor to the
very depths of her heart intensifies the affection. In the translation we have decided to omit it,
but we have still retained the same emotional tone as in the source text.

To sum up, in the novel No one saw it coming the author demonstrates the extensive
usage of emotionally coloured vocabulary that reflects both negative and positive emotional
states of the characters. According to the sample, the frequency of negatively coloured
vocabulary is 16 cases or 62% and positively coloured one is 10 cases or 38% (see Appendix A).
Thus, it can be concluded that words with negative connotation predominate as the story focuses
on traumatic experience, while words with positive connotation are used less and serve as a
contrast rendering good feelings and emphasizing the depth of the narrative.

2.3. Conveying irony and subtext

In this chapter, the objects of our study are irony and subtext. They are often used in
psychological thrillers to build suspense and create tension. Irony is a figure of speech when the
words convey the opposite of their initial meaning (L. Tavadze, 2024, p. 261-265). In other
words, the speaker says one thing meaning another. There are several types of irony: verbal,
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dramatic, tragic and situational (L. Tavadze, 2024, p. 261-265). In this paper we have paid
attention to verbal and situational irony as they were presented in the novel.

A vivid example of irony appears in the following sentence:

(6-S) 1'd hardly describe myself as that (Lewis, 2023). — (6-t) A ne ssadicaio cebe
sioomoro. This is an example of verbal irony when there is a difference between what the
character said and what is actually true. In reality, she is famous and enjoys the benefits of her
status. However, she denies this fact to appear more modest during the conversation. As a result,
there is a gap between her words and the reality which creates irony. Moreover, in this passage
there is an example of litotes — understatement in which the speaker presents something as worse
or less significant than it is (M. Birkelund, 2019, p. 64). As can be seen, irony can be conveyed
through a figure of speech such as litotes. In the translation we preserved the original verbal
irony adapting it to the norms of target language.

Another noteworthy example of irony is presented below:

(7-s) Apparently she became a paediatrician, a healer of children, which is such a
screeching irony that it’s as if every instrument in an orchestra is hitting the wrong note (Lewis,
2023). — (7-t) Cyosiuu 3 ycvoeo, sona cmana nediampom, OUmMsIHUM JIKApem, I ye HACMIIbKU
cynepeuums i, HIOU Kodicen IHcmpymeHnm 8 opkecmpi epae He my Homy. Here, we can see the
example of situational irony. There is a discrepancy between what we expect and what actually
happens. In this passage irony is based on the contrast between character’s personality and
profession. Normally we associate paediatricians with care and kindness. However, the narrator
sees the woman in a different light, so irony is used here to emphasize the incongruity. The
metaphor intensifies this dissonance and implicit criticism. We have maintained this situational
irony in the target text as well.

An additional instance of irony can be observed in the following sentence:

(8-s) He'll tell you he doesn’t put any store by these accolades, but between us, I know he
enjoys them (Lewis, 2023). — (8-t) Bin ckaoice 6am, wo iiomy 6atioyzxce Ha yi HA20poou, aie Mixc
Hamu, s 3Haio, wo tomy ye nooobacmocs. In this example we can observe a blend of verbal and
situational irony. The first type of irony is applied when the character denies the importance of
accolades to maintain the image of a humble man. Situational irony is closely connected to
verbal one in this case. There is some inconsistency between the description of a modest person
who truly don’t care about praise and awards and the reality in which this man enjoys it secretly.
Thus, two types of irony are combined in the example with verbal irony being predominant. The
translation fully preserves this blend.

Having analyzed the sample, we have defined cases of usage of irony. According to it,
verbal irony is used more frequently, particularly in 7 cases, while situational irony — in 3 (see
Appendix B).

Another object of our observation is subtext. It is perceived as the hidden underlying
meaning of a statement which emerges from the interaction between its literal meaning and the
situational context (T. Kryvoruchko, 2024, p. 107). Subtext plays crucial role in psychological
thrillers allowing the authors to convey tension indirectly. The readers have to read between lines
to understand characters’ true feelings and motives:

(9-S) They didn’t know the woman the way I did (Lewis, 2023). — (9-t) Bonu ne 3nanu yro
acinky mak, sk s. On the one hand, the explicit meaning of this sentence is that other people
knew the woman differently from the narrator. On the other hand, the implicit meaning states
that others see only the social mask and there is a dark side to her which only the narrator knows.
Consequently, it creates a contrast between public opinion and personal experience. Subtext is
conveyed by the use of generalization — the woman instead of my mother — emphasizing
emotional distance. The lack of details encourages the readers to seek for deeper meaning and
fill the gaps themselves. Hence, subtext is used to add a sense of mystery and suspense
increasing tension and psychological depth.

Another example of subtext can be identified in the following passage:



34

(10-5) I really don’t care about my mother dying. I'm glad she’s gone (Lewis, 2023). —
(10-t) Meni 6auoysce, wo mos mamu nomepna. A paoa, wo ii nemae. At first glance, it seems
that the narrator is completely indifferent towards her mother’s death, even feeling relief and
satisfaction. In fact, deep psychological trauma and repressed emotions are hidden behind these
words. The intensifier used in this sentence expresses an attempt at self-conviction rather than
the truth. Overall, subtext in this context reveals the character’s psychological state and hints at a
traumatic past without directly describing it.

In conclusion, irony and subtext are stylistic devices used to convey implicit meanings.
Irony serves as a tool to highlight the discrepancies between what is said and what is meant. The
function of subtext is to reveal the true meaning behind the words. Together, they help the author
create a complex narrative with deep psychological characterization of characters and engage
readers in thinking and interpreting hidden meanings.

2.4. Peculiarities of rendering inner monologue in psychological thriller

In this chapter, the attention is given to inner monologue and the peculiarities of its
rendering. It is closely connected with psychological thriller in terms of expressing characters’
thoughts and feelings. This literary genre concentrates on the volatility of the human mind, so the
authors frequently use inner monologue as a means of revealing the character’s depth. The key
function of this literary device is to provide insight into the process of self-understanding and
identity formation (H. Castro, 2025). Thus, the readers are engaged in the narrative and feel
strong emotional connection with the characters. There are two types of inner monologue: direct
and indirect. The first type is characterized by the direct stream of character’s thoughts without
any comments or explanation from the author (N. Hassan, 2016, p. 6920). The second type
involves the author as a guide through character’s conscience, so the reader sees it through the
author’s narration (N. Hassan, 2016, p. 6920). For a translator it is important to accurately
preserve inner monologue to maintain the author’s intended effect on the readers.

The following example demonstrates how the character’s thoughts are conveyed:

(11-s) They told me she was dead, but I've found her. They said my mother was dead too.
She is now (Lewis, 2023). — (11-t) Meni ckazanu, wo 8ona nomepaa, aie s ii snaiwna. Meni
ckazanu, wo mos mamu medxc nomepia. Tenep ye mak i e. In this example direct inner
monologue is presented as a spontaneous thought process which the author rendered through
syntactic fragmentation and ellipsis to create emotional tension. We have preserved this structure
in our translation by keeping its original rhythm and using compensation to adapt it to the norms
of target language.

Another example of inner monologue is presented below:

(12-s) What was wrong with her? Why was she so drawn to a man she could barely
stand? (Lewis, 2023) — (12-t) Il{o 3 neio ne max? Yomy it max msacHyio 00 40108IKd, K020 BOHA
neos mepnina? This is another example of direct inner monologue expressed through rhetorical
questions. The character thinks about her actions, although she refers to herself as “she” rather
“I” as if she were judging another person. The repetition of questioning reflects confusion and
emotional tension of the character. The translation preserves this effect and the structure of the
source sentence accurately.

The next passage reveals the character’s inner conflict:

(13-s) She knew if she did she would lose control; it was already slipping away (Lewis,
2023). — (13-t) Bona 3nana, wo saxwo ye 3pobums, mo empamums KOHMPOJb, WO 8 NPUHYUNL
eoice i cmanocs. In this case we can observe a bright example of indirect inner monologue
because the character’s inner thoughts are conveyed through the narrator’s voice. It creates a
small distance between the character’s conscience and a reader as the thoughts are, so to speak,
filtered through third-person narration. In terms of translation, we have used integration to
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combine two sentences into a complex one and modulation to maintain the emotional and
semantic equivalence of the source text.

Another example of inner monologue appears in the following sentence:

(14-s) I'm staring at a photograph of her funeral — who photographs funerals? — and I'm
wondering who all the people are (Lewis, 2023). — (14-t) A ouentocs na ¢pomoepaghiro 3 it
HOXOPOHY — XmMo 63azali pomoepaghye noxoponu? — i dymaro, xmo eéci yi moou. Here, a flow of
inner thoughts is interrupted by a rhetorical question. This fragmented structure imitates a real
mental process creating a sense of emotional estrangement. In the target text we have preserved
the original punctuation to imitate spontaneous thought and used amplification to enhance the
emotional aspect of the sentence.

Having analyzed all examples, we have distinguished the main translation techniques that
were applied in the target text to render inner monologue. According to the sample, we have
used modulation in most cases (37%) to adjust conceptual perspectives. To adapt the translation
to the norms of target language transposition was utilized (21%). When there was a need to
enhance emotional expressiveness we have used amplification (16%). Besides, antonymic
translation sometimes serves as a means of conveying an emotional aspect (16%). In addition,
we have also applied integration (5%) and compensation (5%) while rendering inner monologue
(see Appendix C).

In conclusion, inner monologue is a significantly important part of a psychological
thriller through which characters’ fears, doubts, emotional states are portrayed. Therefore, its
rendering focuses on conveying emotional tension, the depths of the subconscious and hidden
meanings. The author uses inner monologue in the novel with a specific intention. The
translator’s task is to preserve the complete psychologically complex structure of the text, in
which emotional intensity and the author’s style harmonize with the text’s underlying meaning
and narrative tension. The adequacy of the translation is achieved by a combination of different
translation techniques to convey the author’s original message to readers as accurately as
possible.
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Conclusions

Within this translation project, we have worked on the translation of the novel No one
saw it coming by Susan Lewis. It was defined that this book contains elements of different
genres like psychological thriller, family drama and suspense. The important social problems are
the centre of attention as well as some mental disorders which make this novel relevant today.
The author could combine gripping plot with an exploration of important social issues through
the characters. We have managed to convey the author’s message in the translation.

We have made the analysis of a translated fragment paying attention to some stylistic
features. Firstly, we have defined the concept of emotionally coloured vocabulary and its role in
psycological thriller. Besides, we have divided it into positive and negative and have established
that words with a negative connotation predominate in the novel. There are 16 cases or 62% of
negatively coloured vocabulary and 10 cases or 38% of positively coloured one (see Appendix
A).

Secondly, we have characterized the usage of irony and subtext as means of conveying
implicit meaning and creating tension in the text. We have placed emphasis on verbal and
situational irony and discovered 7 cases of verbal irony and 3 cases of situational irony (see
Appendix B). Additionally, we have analysed the function of subtext in psychological thriller
and observed how it is used together with irony to provoke thought processes in the readers’
minds.

Thirdly, we have identified inner monologue as a particulary important means of
revealing characters’ psychological states and conveying their emotions and feelings. It was
established that the task of a translator is to preserve the content and emotional tension of the
speech. In order to achieve the accurate translation we have applied different translation
techniques like modulation (37%), transposition (21%), amplification (16%), antonymic
translation (16%), integration (5%) and compensation (5%) (see Appendix C). Combining these
translation techniques has enabled us to convey the author’s intention as accurately as possible.

The results of this translation project may serve as a basis for future broader research of
stylistic features and their rendering in the target text, based on works of various genres.
Moreover, the translator’s individual style and his impact on preserving the stylistic
distinctiveness of the text could also be an interesting topic worth exploring.
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Appendices

Appendix A

Emotionally coloured vocabulary in the
novel No one saw it coming by Susan Lewis

m Negatively coloured
vocabulary

m Positively coloured
vocabulary
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Appendix B

SO B N W OB~ 01 oo N

Cases of the usage of irony in the novel No
one saw it coming by Susan Lewis

Verbal irony Situational irony
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Appendix C

Translation techniques used to render
Inner monologue in the target text

m Compensation
= Modulation
& Transposition
® Amplification
u Integration

m Antonimic translation
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