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Abstract

This translation project encompasses the translation of the urban fantasy novel Subversive
(the first book from the Clandestine Magic trilogy) by the American author Colleen Cowley and
a study of the pecularities and challenges of wizards’ vocabulary reproduction into Ukrainian.

This paper is aimed at identifing the specific features of the magical lexicon in Colleen
Cowley’s Subversive and discussing the methods of its rendering in Ukrainian translation, taking
into account the genre and cultural characteristics of the work. In the course of the study, the
author's professional background, the origin of the book, its fantasy genre characteristics in the
context of magical realism, certain cultural implications and modern pressing issues — serving
as a basis for the novel’s creation — were revealed. Attention was paid to overcoming translation
challenges by employing appropriate strategies and techniques to achieve the text’s authenticity,
euphony, clarity and coherence.

The project is structured into an introduction, two chapters, conclusions, references and
appendices.

Chapter 1 presents a translation of five chapters of the book from English into Ukrainian,
adhering to the genre characteristics of fantasy and conveying the atmosphere of author’s
alternate world.

In its turn, Chapter 2 provides the rationale for the choice of the overall strategy and a
comprehensive analysis of the translation techniques applied in the mentioned examples of
wizards’ vocabulary in light of the author’s intention and stylistic features of the novel.

Key words: fantasy genre, magical realism, wizards’ vocabulary, translation strategies,
translation techniques, cultural implications, authenticity, coherence.



AHoTAaLA

[lepexnananpKuii TPOEKT TMOJATae y Mepekyani ypOaHiCTUYHOTO (eHTe3i-poMaHy
«Subversiven/«Caborax» (repmoi kauru 3 Tpuiorii «Clandestine Magic») aMepukaHCHKOT
aBropku Kommin Koymi Ta perenpHOMY BUBUEHHI crneuu¢pikd W CKIaJHOUIB BiATBOPEHHS
YaKJIYHCBKOI JIEKCUKH B YKPaiHCbKOMY TEKCTI IIEpEeKIaLy.

Meta poOOTH — BUSBUTH OCOOJIMBOCTI MariuHoro jekcukoHy B pomani Komin Koymi
«Subversivey Ta npoaHaji3yBaTH METOAU HOTo MepeKIagy YKpaiHChbKOI MOBOIO 3 YpaxyBaHHSAM
KAQHPOBHUX Ta KYIBTYpPHUX OCOONMBOCTEH TBOPY. Y XOIi JOCHIJUKEHHS TAaKOXX BHCBITICHO
B1JIOMOCTI MPO TBOPYICTh aBTOPKH, ICTOPIIO CTBOPEHHS KHHWTH, OCOOJMBOCTI KaHPYy (eHTe3l B
KOHTEKCTI MariyHoTro peaii3Mmy, MeBHI KyIbTYpHI KOHOTamii Ta cy4acHi roctpi mpobiemu, siKi
CIIyTYBaJlM MIATPYHTSM JJis CTBOpeHHs pomaHy. OcoOnMBYy yBary MNpHAITIEHO MOJOJAHHIO
nepeKyaalbKuX TPYIHOLIIB IUISIXOM 3aCTOCYBAaHHS BIAMOBIAHHUX CTpaTerid 1 MpUHAOMIB s
JOCATHEHHS aBTEHTUYHOCTI, MUJIO3BYYHOCTI, IOBHOTH BUKJIa/ly T4 KOT€PEHTHOCTI TEKCTY.

CrpykTypa MpOeKTy mepeadadae BCTYII, JBA PO3JIITIN, BUCHOBKH, CIIHCOK BUKOPHCTAHHUX
JDKEpes Ta J0JaTKH.

VY mepmiomMy po3aili MOAAHO IMEPEKIa I'STH PO3AUTIB KHHTH 3 aHDIMCHKOI MOBH Ha
YKpaiHChKYy BIAMOBITHO JO YXaHPOBUX OCOONMBOCTEHl (heHTe3l Ta 3 ypaxyBaHHSIM aTrmocdepu
AIBTEPHATUBHOTO CBITY, CTBOPEHOTO aBTOPOM.

VY npyromy po3aiiai HaBeeHO OOIPYHTYBaHHS BUOOpPY 3arajibHOI cTpaTerii Ta AeTanbHU
aHaJli3 TMEepeKJIaJalbKUX TMPUIOMIB, 3aCTOCOBAHHX Yy PO3IITHYTHX HPUKIAAaX YaKIyHCHKOT
JIEKCHUKH, 3 ypaxyBaHHIM aBTOPCHKOI KOHLIEMIIT Ta CTUIIICTUYHUX 0COOIMBOCTENH POMaHY.

Knouoei crosa: sicanp penmesi, maziunuil peanizm, 1eKCUKA YAKLYHCMEA, NEPEKIA0AYbKI
cmpame?zii, npuiiomu nepexkiady, KyibmypHi KOHOMayii, A8MeHMU4HiCMb, KO2ePeHMHICMb.
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Introduction

In the contemporary globalized world, the role of the translator has become increasingly
significant, as they facilitate intercultural communication by providing access to diverse systems
of values, artistic traditions, and modes of thinking. The translator functions not merely as an
intermediary between languages but also as an interpreter of cultural codes, which largely
determine the depth of work understanding by a foreign-language reader. This is particularly
crucial in the translation of literary texts, where meanings are often embedded in subtexts,
stylistic nuances, and symbolic elements.

In the past few decades, fantasy has established itself as a prominent genre in modern
literature, moving beyond simple entertainment to become a vehicle for reflecting on social,
ethical, and cultural issues. Through imaginative world-building, fantasy offers a means to
explore themes of power, identity, gender and freedom from new perspectives. For translators,
this genre represents a demanding yet rewarding task: they must render not only the story itself
but also the atmosphere of the world, its cultural allusions, rhythm, and internal coherence.

A key feature of the fantasy genre is the creation of unique linguistic systems,
encompassing both fully developed invented languages and specialized terminology that shapes
the identity of the fictional world. In fantasy, language serves not only a communicative function
but also acts as a means of constructing the cultural, social, and ideological framework of the
world. Authors frequently develop so-called conlangs (constructed languages) — artificially
created languages that add authenticity and depth to the fictional universe. Beyond full-fledged
languages, fantasy texts are abundant in neologisms, archaisms, symbolic names and terms
denoting magical phenomena, social castes, mythological creatures, types of spells, and so forth,
which carry not only nominative but also conceptual functions. Taking these aspects into
account, the present study focuses on the novel Subversive by American author Colleen Cowley
— the first book of the Clandestine Magic trilogy, which combines elements of alternative
history, magical realism, and feminism. In this case, linguistic originality lies both in the creation
of a fully developed invented language and in the elaboration of a lexicon of magical discourse.

Thus, the aim of the study was established: to identify the specific features of the
magical lexicon in Colleen Cowley’s Subversive and to analyze the methods of its rendering in
Ukrainian translation, taking into account the genre and cultural characteristics of the work. In
accordance with this aim, the following objectives were set:

1) to outline the stylistic and genre-specific features of the novel as a context for the
formation of an original linguistic representation of its world,

2) to determine the structural, semantic, and stylistic characteristics of the magical
lexicon, as well as its role and functions in constructing the fantasy world of the text;

3) to identify the challenges associated with rendering wizards’ vocabulary in the process
of Ukrainian translation;

4) to examine the translation techniques employed to reproduce wizards’ lexicon and
assess their effectiveness in preserving the artistic color and atmosphere of the fantasy world.

In its original English form, the text contains 11,906 words and 66,800 characters; the
corresponding Ukrainian version, however, comprises 10,480 words and 68,627 characters.

Translation and research achievements were delivered at the Ukrainian Scientific and
Practical Conference “New Trends in Translation Studies, Philology and Linguodidactics in the
Context of Globalisation Processes” (5 November 2025).



Chapter 1. Translation of five chapters of the novel Subversive by Colleen Cowley

Subversive

Chapter Ten

It was brief and mind-boggling.

Dated 1933, the report was written a few months after the
country elected its first wizard as president, and its contents were
meant for him. It explained in dry prose that none of the seventh-grade
girls who showed up for the magic entrance exams—yqirls being
allowed to participate in those days— could successfully cast a spell.
But women could.

Nearly every woman the authorities tested, in fact.

Ninety-eight percent of the subjects in the secret examinations
were able to levitate a five-pound weight at least a foot off the ground.
Nearly as many could preserve leaves, “results weak overall but
sufficient to protect from rot for an average of six months.” Eighty-
nine percent could perform minor brewing spells.

“It is our opinion that the female sex could—if necessary—»be
educated to handle many of the duties of an omnimancer,” the
unnamed authors concluded. “But we do not recommend it, unless a
war or other calamity demands desperate measures. Ladies are not
suited for such tasks. Only twenty percent of the test subjects could lift
their weights four feet, the minimum requirement of the entrance
exam. Many were exhausted by the effort. And most significantly,
allowing females to work as omnimancers would take jobs from men
when we can least afford it.”

Beatrix stared blankly at the wall after finishing, hardly able to
believe it. Then she carefully put the report back into the drawer with
the end sticking out as before and dashed to the brewing room to find
the Starter Spells textbook.

Caoborax
Po3ain pecaruii

Crucno. IIpuronoMuuinBgo.

Ie#i 3BiT ckimamu B 1933 pori, yepe3 KiIbKa MICAIIB IICIS TOTO, SK
NPE3UICHTOM KpaiHM BIEpIIEe CTaB YaKIyH. TiIbKM BiH MIr Ji3HATHCS BCi JeTali
i€l mpicHOi JOKyMeHTalii. 3a3Hayanocs, IO JKOJHIA 13 CEeMHUKJIACHHIIb, SKi
SIBIJTMCh HAa BCTYITHI ICIIUTH 3 OCHOB Marii (TOi TiBYAT IIe JOIYCKAIH JI0 HUX) HE
BJIAJIOCS YCIIITHO HAKIIACTH 3aKJIMHAHHA. A OT J#CIHKY 3MOTJIH.

Touwnimne, Maiike KOXKHaA 3 THX, KOTO IEPEBIPSUTA OPTaHH BIIAIH.

JeB'sHOCTO BiCiM BiACOTKIB OCi0, SIKi MPOXOIWIN TAEMHI 1CTIUTH, 3yMIJTN
HiHATH Bary NpuOJIM3HO y JBa 3 MOJIOBHHOIO KUTOTpaMH MiHIMYM Ha TPUIISTH
CaHTHMETPIB HaJ 3eMiiet0. | 1ie CTITBbKM K 3MOTJIHM MPOJEMOHCTPYBATH BMIHHS
«KOHCEPBYBATHY JIUCTS: «3araJibHi MIOKa3HUKU BUSBHUIIUCS JOCUTh HU3bKUMHU, aJie
JOCTAaTHIMU JIJISl 3aXUCTY BiJ] THUTTS MPOTATOM IIECTH MiCSIiB». A BiciMzuecsT
JIEeB'SITh BIJICOTKIB BUKOHAJIM €JIEMEHTAPH1 3aKJIMHAHHS 13 31JJIEBAPIHHS.

«Mu BBa)kaeMo, IO MPEACTABHUIID JKIHOYOI CTaTi LIKOM MOXIIMBO, 32
HEOOX1IHOCT1, HABUUTHU OaraTboM O00OOB'SI3KaM BEPXOBHOTO Mara, — Y HIJACYMKY
HaIUcalld HeBiIoMi aBTOpU. — Ta MU HE pajiuMO I[LOTO POOHTH, 32 BUHSITKOM
BUITAJIKIB, KOJIM BiifHA YM 1HII HAJI3BUYAMHI CHUTYyallli BUMAramTh pPaJUuKaTbHUX
3axojiB. [TaHSHKM HEMPUCTOCOBAHI IO TAKKMX 3aBlaHb. JIuIie ABaIIATh BIICOTKIB
MIIIOCTITHAX 3yMUTH MIAHSATH Bary Ha METp 1 IBaIATh JBa CAHTUMETPH, a 1€ —
JuIIe MiHIMajdbHAa BUMOTra BCTymHOro icmurty. Jlns OaraThox I 3agaua
BMSIBWJIACS HAJATO Ba)KKOIO. Ta HaWrojoBHINIE — SKIO JO3BOJMTH >KIHKaM
MpaloBaTH BEPXOBHUMHU Maramu, MU 1mo30aBUMO YOJIOBIKiB poOOTH came TO.i,
KOJIM HaM I1¢ BKpail He Ha KOPUCThY.

JouutaBmm, beaTpikc BTynuiacs B CTIHY, HAMaralo4ich MOBIPUTH Y BCE
HamucaHe. A MOTIM BOHa 0O€pekKHO IMOKJIana 3BIT Ha3aj y IIyXJISAy, JUIIHUBIIN
Kpa€yok TamepiB CTUpYaTH, MOB Tak 1 Oyno, 1 IIMUTHYJa J0 KIMHAaTH
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She would try levitation. Again. And this time, she’d make it
work.

The book, for first-year wizardry students, came complete with
general casting instructions, ones that brought back memories of
examiners addressing a line of boys and one disguised girl twenty
years earlier. Stand ramrod straight. Hold a leaf in your writing hand,
aiming at the object you wish to manipulate. Focus on your goal,
allowing no emotions or extraneous thoughts to interfere.

The specific instruction for levitation was just as advertised:
simple. Say “a@hebban”—chanting if necessary.

She ran to the cellar for a handful of leaves and was halfway up
the stairs before extraneous thoughts seeped in. Would Blackwell be
able to sense if she’d cast magic in his absence? Could it instantly
change her or leave telltale remnants in the house?

She pulled out the massive encyclopedia, one of the books he’d
had her shelve in the brewing room the day before, and looked up
everything she could think of that might cause a problem.

Hair color: “Students may find a few silver hairs soon after
beginning their studies, but it frequently takes five years or more for a
full transformation. Eyebrows retain their original color.”

Spells, monitoring the use of: “Unlike radio waves, magical
activity cannot be picked up on long-range scanners.”

Spells, tracing the casting of: “The idea of connecting a spell to
its caster has captured the imagination of magicists through the
decades. But traces of spellwork disappear within minutes, and no one
has yet found a fingerprint- like identifier in those traces while they
last.”

That all sounded promising. Then “Spells, unauthorized use of”
caught her eye. “It is a federal offense for persons not selected for
wizardry training to attempt to spellcast, or for any wizard to instruct
or offer to instruct such persons in spellcasting. The minimum penalty

Y (ecmapoanan.) «migHiMaTH, «ITIAHOCHTH» 200 «PO3IMOYMHATH.

3UIIEBApPiHHS y TIONIYKAX MIAPYYHUKA «3AKIUHAHHS 0I5l NOYAMKIBYIE».

Jlesitamis. 3HoBy. AJte Terep i 1ie i CHTy.

Y  KHWKLI A7 T[epIIOKYPCHUKIB-YapiBHUKIB MICTHIIMCS —3arajibHi
IHCTPYKIIIi 3 YaKJITYHCTBA, SIKI HaBIsUTM CIIOTay PO €K3aMEHATOPIB, IO IBAILAThH
POKIB TOMY J1aBajy BKa3iBKU XJIOMISAM 1 OJHIN mepeomsrHeHid niBuuHi. Crid
CTpyHKO. B pyii, sikoro mnumemn, TpuMad JUCTOK 1 IUIbCS B TPEIMET, SKHUM
X04Yelll KepyBaTh. 30CepeibCs Ha CBOTHM METi 1 HEe JI03BOJIb €MOI[isSIM YH CTOPOHHIM
JTyMKaM CTaTH Ha 3aBaji.

Oco06nuBi BKa3iBKM CTOCOBHO JICBITAIlil BUSBWIHCA €JIEMEHTAPHUMHU.
[IpomoB «ahebban'y, i sxmo noTpibHO, TOBTOPK HOTO 3HOBY i 3HOBY.

beatpikc mobirma mo migBay, aOu NPHUXONUTH XMEHI0 JucTs. Ha
MiBIOPO31 HAropy ii 3HeHalbKa OCSIMHYIHU TPUBOKHI TyMKHU. Yu 3mMoxke brieksenn
BiUyTH 11 Mariro 3a ioro BiacyTHOCTI? UM HE 3MIHUTBHCS BOHA BMHTH 1 YM HE
JUIIATHCA B OYIMHKY XapaKTepHUX CIiIiB?

Bona BuUTATIIA BENMYE3HY CHIUKIIONEIII0 — OJHY 3 THX KHUT, SKi BiH
MONPOCHB 1i MOKJIACTH HAa IMOJUI0 B KIMHATI 3ULIE€BApiHHA HamepemoaHi — i1
B3s1JIacsl IEPEBIPSATH BCe, 110, Ha i1 MKy, MOTJIO 3aBAATH IIKOJIH.

Komip Bonoccs: «Y cTyaeHTa MOXKYTh 3'SBUTHCS KiIbKa CHUBHX BOJIOCKIB
HEBJIOB31 MICJISI MEPIINX 3aHATh, alie Ui IIJTKOBUTUX 3MIH 3a3BUYail IOTPIOHO
n'sTh pokiB abo Outbmie. Ilpm npomy OpoBM He BTpadaroTh CBIM HMpUPOIHMI
KOJIp».

3aknMHaHHA Ta iX BUKOpUCTaHHS: «Ha BiIMiHY Bif palioXBHIIb, MariyHa
aKTHBHICTh HE (DIKCYETHCS CKaHEpaMU IIUPOKOTO PAIiyCy Jiin.

3aknMHAHHA Ta 1X BiACTeXeHHs: «BOpomOBK NECATHIITH TeMa 3B'S3KY
MDK 3aKJIMHAHHSAM Ta YaKJIyHOM HE JaBaja CIOKOIO0 Marie3HaBlsM. BTiMm, ciigm
YaKJIYHCTBA 3HHUKAIOTh 3a JIIYeHI XBUJIWHHU, 1 MOKH IIO0 HIKOMY HE BJAJIOCH
BUSIBUTH B HUX IIOCHh HA KIITAJIT «BiJIOUTKA TAJIBIS», IIOKH Ti HE PO3CISITHCHY.

Jyxe oOHamiiIuBO Bee 1€ 3Bydasio. A panToM ii MOIJIA] BIaB HA CIOBa
«HecankiionoBaHe BUKOPHCTAHHS 3akiuHaHb». «OcoOuW, HE JOmyIIeHi [0
MPOXO/DKEHHST  CHelialbHOT MIATOTOBKM YapiBHUKIB, HE MAalOTh IpaBa
3MIACHIOBATH YaKJIyHCTBO. bylb-fKOMY YapiBHHUKY TaK0X 3a00pOHSETHCS



is ten years in prison.”

Ten years.

She pushed the book back into place, rubbing her arms to stave
off a chill.

She tried to rekindle her courage with bracing thoughts.
Blackwell wouldn’t be back for nearly an hour, for instance. And how
amazing it would feel to bend the rules of physics to her bidding. But
ten years kept echoing in her mind.

Then it hit her—she needed a copy of that 1933 report, and she
needed it now, before Blackwell decided to move it somewhere more
secure. Casting a spell was the only way she could get a duplicate
before he came back. Having a duplicate was the only way she could
convince a reporter to take the information and run with it.

If a newspaper splashed “Women Capable of Magic” across the
front page, the effect could ripple all the way to equality. The
revelation would be a bit awkward for a certain anti-magic group,
granted, but wasn’t her sister interested in equal rights above all else?
In this very house she’d found the lever they needed to move the
world. Maybe it would change society so dramatically that the life she
wanted would no longer be impossible.

That was worth the risk of ten years in prison.

Beatrix, glancing at her watch, paged frantically though several
books until she found the carbon-copy spell (“sorry, boys, it doesn’t
work on money”). She brought that and Starter Spells to the receiving
room, searching for something to levitate—surely a safer first attempt
at magic than messing around with a top-secret document that could
presumably be ruined if something went wrong.

An aging telephone directory that felt as if it weighed at least
five pounds fit the bill. She set it on the floor, stood ramrod-straight,
took several deep breaths to slow her racing heart and tried to clear her
mind.

Grasping
“Ahebban.”

two leaves, hand trembling, she murmured,

HaBYaTH YU MPOMOHYBATH HABYaHHS TaKUM 0CO0aM, OCKUIBKH 1€ BBRKaTUMEThCS
dbenepalbHUM 3JI0YHMHOM. MiHIMaabHE IMOKapaHHS — JIECATh POKiB M030aBICHHS
BOJII».

Ilecams poxis.

Bona 3amrToBXHyNna KHUTY Ha Micue ¥ moTepia mepearuiivys,
HaMaralouyuch BITITHATH XOJIOAOK, IO MPOOIT TIJIOM. Tit OyJ0 BaXKO 3rajaTH
mock migbagpopiuBe, MO0 3HOBY omaHyBaTH cebe. Ckaximo, biekBemn mae
MOBEPHYTHCA JIMIIE 32 TOAUHY. SIK ke uy10BO Oyi0 O MOPYUINTH 3aKOHU (DI3UKU
i miamopsiaKyBaTu iX cBOii Boii. OqHAK AyMKa MPO decsimsb pokie HE NaBana i
CIIOKOIO.

I TyT ii ocsismo — Tpebda mictaTu Komiro Toro 3Bity 3a 1933 pik, mpudaomy
HeraitHo, IOk biIekBe1 He mepexoBaB Horo B KeCh HajllHIiIe Micte. JIume 3a
JIOTIOMOTOI0 Marii BOHa MOTJIa CKOIIIOBAaTH JOKYMEHT, IEpIl HiXK HOro BIACHUK
MOBEpHEThCA. TiNbKM Tak MOKHa OyJj0 MEepeKOHATH >KypHAaJicTa HagaTH I
iH(popMarii po3rosocy.

SIkiio Ha mepmIii mIaabTi Ta3eTH 3'IBUTHCS 3arojoBOK «OKiHKW 371aTHI
YaKITyBaTW», [I€ BUKJINYE CIIPABKHIN pe30HAHC 1 CATHE caMOr0 MUTAHHS PIBHOCTI.
be3ymMoBHO, moziiOHE OJKPOBEHHS IMOCTaBUTh Y HE3py4YHE CTAHOBMIIE MEBHY
oprasizamiloo, II0 BHUCTyHae MNpPOTH Marii, Ta xiba ii cecTpa He mparxHysia
piBHOIIpaB's nmoHax yce? Y 1boMy *k OyIMHKY BOHA 3HaWIIa NOTPiOHUI BaXisb,
100 3MIHUTH CBIT. A panTOM 1€ HACTUIbKU KapJUHAJIbHO 3MIHUTh CYCHUIbCTBO,
110 T€ )KUTTH, PO SIKe BOHA Mpisiia, HapeITi HacTaHe?

Ocb 3a ye MokHa O0yI10 0 1 Ha AeCATh POKIB 3a IPaTH CICTH.

I'nanyBIIM Ha ronuMHHMK, bearpikc moxamiem craja rOpTaTH CTOPIHKH
NeSIKUX KHHT, TOKH He 3HAKIUIA KOMIIOBaIbHE 3aKIMHAHHS (8ubauatime, nauose,
3 epowuma yeii mplok He npoide). Bona 3abpana ioro Ta «3akaunanma 0
nouamxieyie» O BITaJIbHI, HaMaralOYWCh 3HAWTH IIOCh, M0 MOXXHa Oyio O
HiHATU B TOBITPs (3BICHO, BIEpIlE CIpOoOyBaTH Marito KyJu K Oe3neuHile, Hix
rpaTHCcs 3 HAJACEKPETHUM JTOKYMEHTOM, SIKUH 3 JIETKICTIO MOYKHA 3HHIUTH TIPH
HepIIiif xKe Haroii).

Crape3nunii  TeneOHHHMM  JOBIIHHMK, SIKHH, 37aBajiocs, BaXXUB
IIOHaMEeHIIe JBa KUIOrpaMu, MIAXOAMB ijeanbHO. BoHa mokiana i#oro Ha
MiJUIOTY, BUIpSMUIIAcS, 3po0MiIa KijbKa IIMOOKHUX BJAMXIB, 00 YHOBUIBHUTHU
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Nothing happened.

“Ahebban, ahebban, ahebban, ahebban,” she chanted, trying to
press down creeping emotions with each syllable.

Still nothing.

“Ahebban.” The leaves were damp where they touched her
palm. “Ahebban!” She squeezed her eyes shut, unable to keep her
mind so clear it didn’t longingly picture the directory obliging her.
“4hebban! Ahebban! AHEBBAN!”

Her stomach swooped, something almost electrical sizzled
down her right arm and she opened her eyes just in time to see the
phone book jerk upward, the leaves turning to dust in her hand. The
directory stopped about three feet above the ground and hung there,
vibrating with an invisible energy.

“Oh,” she gasped. She tottered backward and fell into a chair.
“It’s true— it really is true.”

Peter rounded the curve on Main Street just before his
driveway, thinking of harvesting leaves for forty-five minutes to round
out the two-hour absence he’d promised, when his locket burned hot
for the third time since he’d arrived in Ellicott Mills.

He pulled to the side of the road, snatched a leaf from his
pocket and cast the identification spell. Blood roared in his ears as he
waited for it to form an image.

Miss Harper.

Well—about time.

He let himself into the house by way of the cellar entrance,
spelling himself invisible as he went, and crept to the first level. He
found her seated in the receiving room—staring at a telephone
directory floating near the desk, her lips parted, her eyes wide.

He understood that awestruck feeling. When he blew the state’s

cepleOuTTs, 1 Hamaraaach 3BUIBHUTH PO3YM BiJ AYMOK.

Cruckarouy TpeMTIMBUMH PYKaMH JIBa JINCTOYKH, BOHA ITPOLIENOTLIA!

— «Ahebban».

Hisixoro edekry.

— «Ahebban, ahebban, dahebban, ahebban», — mNOBTOPIOBaNA BOHA,
HACUJIy CTPUMYIOUYH €MOIii 13 KOXKHUM BUMOBJICHUM CKJIJIOM.

Jloci 6e3 3MiH.

— «Ahebbany, — mucTsa ax 3MOKpino Bix ii mononi. — «4hebban!», —
BeaTpikc MIiIIHO 3aIuTIONIMIIA OYi, MIOCHJIA CTApPAIOYMCh HE JyMAaTH IPO Te, 5K
JOBIJHMK MiAKOpsAEThCA i Hakasy. — «Ahebban! Ahebban! AHEBBAN!»

B ii uBOTI MIOCH 3aKpyTHJIOCSA, MO TMpaBii pyii HIOM MPOHIIOBCS
eJIEKTPUYHHUIA CTPYM, 1 BOHA SIKpa3 pO3ILIIOLIMIIA 04l caMe TO[l, AK TeseOHHUN
JIOBIJTHUK Pi3KO 3I1MHSBCS BrOpy, a JIMCTS B ii pyli oOepHyocs Ha miil. Kamkka
3acTuriia mpuOIM3HO B METpl HaJa 3eMJel0 1 3aBUCia, aX BiOpyooud Bif
HEBUIMMOI €HEeprii.

bearpikc 3iTxHyna Big nmoauBy. BoHa xuTHynacs Hazaja 1 3Bajuiiacs Ha
CTiJIeIb:

— To 1e npasna... 1icHO npasoa.

[Titep 3BepHYB 3a NMOBOPOTOM Ha MEHH-CTPUT HpPSIMO IEpe] CBOEIO
M T3HOI0 aJIe€0, PO3MIPKOBYIOUM MpO 301p JUCTS NPOTITOM COPOKa I'SITH
XBHJIMH, SIKi Madu 6 KOMIIEHCYBaTH OGIlAHY JBOTOAMHHY BifCYTHicTh. Moro
MeNalibiiOH BXKE BTpPETE OOMANMB WOTO TMEKYYHM TEIUIOM 3 TOTO 4acy, SIK BiH
npuixas 10 Enxnikor-Mimis.

Bin 3ynuHuBCcA Ha y30144i, BUTATHYB 13 KHILIEHI JIUCTOK 1 IPOMOBHB
3aKIMHAHHS ideHTHdiKaiiiz. Y ByXaX 3alIyMina KpoB, a TOTIM 3'SBUIOCS
300pakeHHsI.

Mic I"apnep.

[Io x, axpa3 BYacHO.

HaxnaBumm Ha ceOe 3akJIMHaHHS HEBUIAMMOCTI, BiH MpoOpaBcs B OyIMHOK

2 MariuHuii crociO BCTaHOBUTH 0c00y a60 cyTHICTh. ITicast MpOMOBJISIHHS BiAMOBIAHUX CJIiB peaMeT (y IIbOMY BHUITAJIKY JHCTOK) MOKa3ye 00pa3s uu

3HaK, IKUH po3KpHBae 0coly abo npupoay 00’ exTa.



examination record out of the water twenty years earlier, the force of
his joy and shock had pressed him to his knees.

Miss Harper came back to herself, jumping to her feet. She
consulted a book whose title he couldn’t make out but which clearly
had the red classified stamp. Then she chanted “gefeallan” until the
directory, once again subject to the laws of gravity, thumped to the
floor.

He hadn’t absolutely counted on her casting spells—reading
classified documents would have been enough—but he wasn’t
surprised. Of course she would want to prove to herself that she could
do it. The temptation would have been irresistible.

The next step of the plan had been to enter stage left,
distressed. How could she break federal law and disobey his clear
instructions, etc. etc.

But he’d designed this trap before he got to know the new Miss
Harper. He liked her. He suspected he could trust her, despite her
mother and League activism. God help him, he was thinking of just
asking for her assistance, rather than once again forcing her hand.

Still, he couldn’t take no for an answer. If the choice he offered
was revealed as no choice at all, wouldn’t that be worse?

As he stood at the threshold, trying to decide, Miss Harper
began chanting another spell. Awritan. He refocused on her to see what
she was copying.

His heart nearly stopped dead.

The top-secret report. A report that surely only a small number
of wizards had ever seen. One the administration certainly did not want
made public.

Without pausing to think, he dropped the invisibility spell and
charged in.

3 (cmapoanen.) feallan — «magaTny.
* (cmapoanen.) «1IO3HAYUTHY, «3POOUTH HAUEPKY», «BIATBOPUTH 00pa3».

yepes MiABaj 1 KpaJbKoMa MiJHIBCS Ha mepinii moBepx. Bin 3acrtas ii y BiTaibHi
— JAIBYMHA CHMLIA 1 po3AuBisIacs TeleGOHHUN AOBIAHUK, 110 BUCIB Y MOBITPI
01151 CTOITY, 3 BIAKPUTUMH I'y0aMH 1 IUPOKO POILTIONIEHUMH OYHMa.

Bin mobOpe 3HaB 1ei cran mpurosiomieHocTi. [lle nBaausTs pokiB Tomy,
KOJIM BiH 3 JIETKICTIO CKJIaB JIEpP’KaBHI iCIIUTH, BiJ PaJOCTi 1 3aXBaTy BiH MPOCTO
BIIaB Ha KOJIIHA.

Mic T'apnep cxomunacs 3 wmicis. BoHa 3a3upHylia B KHUTY, 3ar0JIOBOK
SKOI BiH HE 3MIr po3i0paTH, OJHAK TaM YIiTKO BHUIHIBCS YEPBOHHH Tpud
«cekpetHo». ToJ1l BOHa BUMOBWIIA 3aKIMHAHHS <<gefeallan3», 1 TIOBIHUK, BKOTpPE
M1KOPUBIIUCH 3aKOHAM TpaBiTallii, FeHYyBCs Ha MiUIOTY.

3BiCHO, BiH T€Th HE CIOJIBaBCS, IO BOHA HABYUTHCA YAKIyBaTH
(BucTaumyio © 3 TOJOBOIO 1 YMTAHHSA CEKPETHHX JOKYMEHTIB), aje Iie Horo ax
HisSIK He 3auBYBaso. [leBHa piu, BOHA XOTiJIa TOBECTH COOi, IO 3/1aTHA HA TaKe.
Crnokyca BUsIBUJIacs HemepeOopHOIO.

Jani 3a rutaHoM BOHA Majia 3'SIBUTHCS Ha CIICHI 3J1iBa, BCS Taka y po3rmadi.
Sk BoHa nocmina MopymuTH QenepalbHUN 3aKOH 1 3HEXTYBaTH WOTO UYiTKHUMH
BKa3iBKaMH, 1 0s1a-071a-0ua. ..

Bin migroryBaB 10 MacTKy II€ O TOTO, SIK MO3HAHlOMUBCS 3 HOBOIO
Bepciero mic [Mapriep, sika npunana oMy 10 ayuii. Y HbOTrO Oysd 3/10TaJKH, 1110
i MO>KHa JTOBIpATH, HE3BaXKAlOUM Ha 11 MaTip Ta NpUXWIbHICTG A0 Jliru. bopons
boxe, BIH MpPOCTO XOTIB MONPOCUTH ii PO JTOMOMOTY, a HE BKOTPE A0 HOIOCh
3MYIIIYBaTH.

Brim, BinmoBinp «Hi» Oyjna 1yl HHOTO HENMPUWHATHOK. A KO HOTO
3allpONOHOBAHUN «BUOIp» BUABUTHCSA Oe3 BHOOpY, UM HE CTaHe BiJl IbOTO I
ripme?

[Toku BiH CTOSIB Ha MOpO3i, CHUJIKYIOUUCHh NPUHHATH pILIEHHS, NaHi
[apriep TmoyYana MPOMOBIIATH iHIIE 3akaMHAHHS: «Awritan®». Bin 3HOBY mepesiB
MOIJISI Ha Hel, 100 mMo0aYnuTH, 110 K BOHA KOIIIOE,

VY HBOrO Jieb HE 3YMTUHWIOCS CEPIIE.

Hancexkpernuii 3BiT. 3BIT, sAkuii Oauwmin, Oe3mepedyHo, JUIIE IEKUTbKa
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Chapter Eleven

He seemed to come from thin air, coat swirling behind him.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” Blackwell roared.

Beatrix, trying to come up with a plausible explanation that did
not involve committing felonies, could manage only a stuttered, “I—
I'm—”

“Do you have any idea what would happen to me if that report
got into the wrong hands? Do you?”

She stumbled backward into the desk chair. He slammed his
palms onto the desk and added: “A government official who allows a
top-secret document to be stolen by securing it improperly gets sent to
prison. Who do you think they’ll assume you got this from? Didn’t you
spare a single thought for me?”

She hadn’t. Oh, God.

“I didn’t think I needed to secure things from you,” he said,
voice gone quiet. “How wrong I was.”

“I’m so sorry,” she said, voice catching.

“Sorry you were caught.”

“No, "

“Get up.” He hauled her out of the chair. “You read a top-
secret document and were effectively trying to steal it by casting a
duplicating spell. That’s three separate offenses, Miss Harper—you’ll
be in prison for decades.”

Her knees buckled, but his grip on her arm kept her upright.

The contempt in his voice was unmistakable as he added, “I
wonder how Lydia Harper’s standing in the Women’s League for the
Prohibition of Magic will fare after her sister is arrested for

qJakIyHiB. [, meBHA pid, KEPIBHUIITBO HE 0axkalo, mo0 Mpo HHOTO /Ii3HABCS YBECH
CBIT.

HenoBro naymaroum, BiH 3HSIB 3aKJIMHAHHA-HEBUAUMKY 1 YBIpBaBCS
BCEpEIIUHY.

Po3ain opuHagnaTuin

Bin 3'sBuBcs Hi0U 3 moBiTps. [1o3amy HHOro Ki1yOOYHMBCS TUTAIL.

— Mo, 6 bica, T pobum? — rapkuyB bnekBemn. bearpikc, y cnpo0i
OpUIyMaTH TNpPaBAONOAIOHE TMOSICHEHHS, 10 HE CTOCYBAaJOCh OM CKOEHHS
3JI0YMHIB, CIPOMOTJIACS JIUIIE HA 3aiKaHHS:

— .. ...

— Tu x04 po3ymiemn, 10 31 MHOIO CTaHETHCSI, SIKIIO TOW 3BIT MOTPAIHUTH
y norani pyku? Kaowcu?

Bona ocrynunacs 1 tumroxHysacs Ha CTiUtenp Ours croiy. BiH rprokHyB

JIOJIOHSIMU 110 CTOJTY 1 IPO/IOBIKUB:
JepxcayxOO0BIs, SKHA  JOIMYCTUB  BUKPAJEHHS CEKPETHOTO
JIOKYMEHTa uepe3 HeHaJle)kHe Horo 30epiraHHs, caJpkKaioTh A0 B'S3HHLI. Sk TH
JyMae€ll, XTO, Ha IXHIO TyMKY, d0ag To01 1ieil 1okymeHT? HeBxke TH Hi Ha MUTb HE
noaymMaina npo Mexe?

3BicHO, Hi. Tpscus fiomy.

— He nymaB s, mo MeHi Tpeba XOBaTH IIOCh BiJ Tebe, — cTuXa
MIPOMOBUB BiH. — SIK )K€ ST TOMHUJISIBCSL.

— MeHi yxe 1IKoJia, — CXBHJIbOBAHO [TOYaJia BOHA.

— Ikona, mo Tebe BUKpUIH?

— S ne...

— BcraBail, — BiH BUTAT i 3 Kpicia. — Tu mpounTana BKpail CeKpeTHUI
JIOKYMEHT 1 BJIaCHE Hamarajacsi HOoro BKpacTH, CKOPUCTABIINCH 3aKJIMHAHHSIM
konitoBaHHs. Lle Bxke Tpu okpemi 37104MHHU, Mic ["aprnep — cuaiTUMen y B'sI3HULI
JIECATKH POKIB.

[i Horu mifKocuHcA, aje Horo MiltHa pyka He J03BOJNHIIA il BIACTH.

B iioro romnoci HeBaxKo 0yJ10 BIOBUTH MPE3UPCTBO:

— IlikaBo, mo cranerbcs 3 pemnytarieto Jlimii [apmep y Jli3i xxiHOK 3a
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attempting—unsuccessfully, of course—to cast spells.”

“Oh.” Anger flushed out the horrible, weak feeling fueled by
fear and guilt. “’You set me up to get to Lydia!”

“I did no such thing.”

“You kept leaving me alone with classified books!”

“After expressly warning you not to look at them if you didn’t
want to end up behind bars. Listen carefully, because I’'m about to
offer you a choice.” He let go of her. “You can enter into a magical
contract that will prevent you from disobeying a direct order from me
ever again, or I’'m handing you over to the FBL.”

“What?” she whispered.

“You heard me.”

“I’'m not doing that! You could order me to work against the
League!”

“You’re going to have to trust me, I suppose,” he said.

She stared at him, adrenaline zinging through her body.

Then she darted around him and out of the room.

No use trying to flee the house—even if by some miracle she
escaped, he had ammunition to make life miserably difficult for Lydia.
She could see only one way out of his trap.

Blackwell, hot on her heels, caught up with her in the brewing
room as she grabbed the bottle of aconite.

“Stay where you are,” she said, “or I’ll drink this.”

He came to a shuddering halt, eyes wide. “Don’t. That’s a
terrible way to die.”

“I’m not going to betray my sister.”

“I’m not asking—"

“Get your hands away from your pockets!” she yelled.

He raised them, palms out, to show they were empty. “Suicide
would just make it worse for her.”

“Aconite poisoning looks like murder, not suicide.” She could
barely hear herself over the thudding of her wildly racing heart. “It’s
your word against mine about the report, and if I’ve just turned up

3a00pOHY Marii miciist Toro, sIK il CecTpy 3aapemTyoTh 3a Cpody — 38icHO i,
HEBJAJly — HAKJIACTH 3aKJIMHAHHS.

— On sk, — 3JiCTh 3ariylmiwia Te XKaxXJUBe, KBOJE BIIUYTTH,
MIOKUBIIEHE CTpaxoM 1 JIOKOpaMu CyMIIiHHSA. — Bu miacraBunm meHe, 100
nigiOparucs no Jlimii!

— He 6yno Takoro.

— Bu Bech Hac 3anuiianyd MEHE HAOAMHIIN 3 KHHTaMU, IO MiJ rpudom
«TaEMHO»!

— $1 4iTko monepenuB TeOE: HABITH HE TUBUCH HA HUX, SKIIO HE XOYEII
ONMHUTHUCSA 32 Ipamamu. A Tenep mociayxail MeHe yBaxxHo, 00 s IPOIOHYI0 TOO1
3pobutn BuOip, — 1 BiAmycTuB ii pyky. — AOO TH HIANKCYEN MariyHy yrony,
sKa OlIbIlle HIKOJIM HE JO3BOJIUTH TOO1 OCIyXaTUCh MOIX MPSAMUX HakasiB, abo s
3nam tebe arentam OBP.

— IJo? — npomenotina bearpikc.

— 1 nBidi HE TOBTOPIOIO.

— S uporo e pobutumy! Ille HakaxkeTe MeHi npairoBatu npotu Jliru!

— I'agaro, T0O1 TOBEIETHCS MEHI IOBIPUTHUCS, — 3ayBa)KUB BiH.

Bona BuTpinmiacs Ha HbOT0, TLIO 3aKUIIATIO BiJl aipEHAITIHY.

3pemtoro bearpikc mMurHyIa moB3 HHOTO 1 BUOITIIA 3 KIMHATH.

Tikatu 3 gomy Oylo MapHO — HaBiTh SKOM il JTUBOM BIAJIOCS
BHUCIIM3HYTH, Y HROTO B apceHail OyJo JOCTaTHBO 3ac00iB, 100 MEPETBOPUTH
*uTTs Jligii Ha nekno. Y Hel OyB nuie oauH crnocid BUOpatucs 3 HOro macTku.

bnexBenn HazmorHaB i B KIMHATI 3ULIEBapiHHA, KOJM Ta CXOMWJIA
IUIALIKY aKOHITY.

— AHy, CTOSITH, — CKa3ajia BOHA, — IHAKIIE S 1€ BUIT'TO.

BiH panToM 3amineHis i 375KaHO PO3ILIIOIIUB OYi:

— He mpeba. 1le ctpamina cMepTh.

— 41 He 3pazKy CBOIO CECTpY.

— 51 x He mpomty...

— Pyxku 13 ku1ieHs! — BUKPUKHYJA BOHA.

Bin migHsB iX 0T0HIMEU HA30BHI, IEMOHCTPYIOUH, IO TaM MOPOKHBO.

— Bix camory0OcTBa iii Oyze TUIbKH TipIe.

— OTpy€eHHS aKOHITOM OUIBIII CXO0KE HAa 8OUBCMB0, HIXK HAa CaMOTYOCTBO,
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dead, that undercuts your credibility a bit, don’t you think? Wizards
don’t run the police department.”

“Very clever,” he said, “except I’ve got a camera rolling in the
other room that recorded everything you did there. Shall | show you
the film?”

The words came as such a physical shock that she swayed.
Then she managed a bitter laugh. “And you claim you weren’t setting
me up.”

“I didn’t claim that. I said I wasn’t setting you up to get to your
sister.”

She took a few ragged breaths, trying to figure out what to do.

“I’ll sign your contract,” she said finally, the words heavy as
lead on her tongue, “if you sign an equally binding one that promises
you will do nothing to harm my sister, the League or her future with
it.”

She could tell by the tight line of his mouth that he wanted to
say she was in no position to negotiate. But clearly he could see it
would be very inconvenient for him, at best, if she ended up dead.

“I’ll do it,” he said. “Put down the blasted aconite.”

“Not until everything’s official.”

“Then go fetch paper and a pen from the desk in the receiving
room— unless you’ll permit me to put my hands in my pockets.”

She edged around him and backed out of the room. He
followed her into the hall, no doubt to prevent her from making a run
for it.

The contracts didn’t take long to draw up. His declared: I,
Peter William Blackwell, swear to Beatrix Jane Harper that | will take
no direct or indirect actions intended to harm Lydia Josephine Harper,
to harm her efforts with the Women’s League for the Prohibition of
Magic or to harm the League generally.

Hers was much shorter and more ominous. I, Beatrix Jane
Harper, swear to obey Peter William Blackwell in all matters.

“What are the spellwords?” she asked in a monotone as she

— IIaJieHe KaJlaTaHHS Ccepls 3arityluaio ii roioc. — Bama Bepcis moo 3BiTY
CyMepeunTh MOIH, 1 AKIIO 5 PaToOM MOMPY, 11 TPIIKHY MiaipBe Bamry pemyrariiro,
Bawm tak He 31aeThes? YakiyHu 5K HE KepYIOTh NOJTIIEHChKUMU BiAIUIKAMH.

— JlotenmHO, — CKa3aB BiH, — TUIBKH OT y CYCIJIHIM KIMHATI CTOITh
KaMmepa, sika 3amucana Bce, 10 TH TaM poOwia. Xodemr modaunTy 3amnuc?

Bix nmx ciiB BoHa ax 3ApuUrHYyNIacs. A TOA1 T1pKO 3aCMisjIach:

— I Bu kaxere, 110 HE MiICTAB/ISIIIN MEHE.

— Sl takoro He roBopuB. Sl nuiIe Ka3aB, 110 HE MIACTaBIAB TeOe, 00
JCTATHCS IO TBOET CECTPH.

JiBunHa KinbKa pa3iB BaXKO 31TXHYIA, CHIIKYIOUUCH 30arHyTH, 110 X i
poOuTH mai.

— S roroBa mianucatu Bamry yromy, — 3pemiTor BHIaBWJIA BOHA IIi
CJIOBA, TaKi T'YCTi ¥ BaXKi, — 3a YMOBH, [0 BU mignumiere Takuii ke TOKyMEHT,
kUil 3000B'13yBaTUMe Bac He HamkoauTu Moiit cectpi, Jli3i Ta i moganbuiomy
YJICHCTBY B HIH.

Cynsuu 3 HOro MiLHO CTUCHYTHX T'yO, IiBUMHA PO3yMisa: BOHA HE B TOMY
CTaHOBHIIII, MO0 BECTH MeperoBopu. BTiM, BiH, OYEBUIHO, YCBIJOMIIIOBAB, IO Y
Kpalomy pa3si Horo 4ekaroTh BeJIHKI HEPUEMHOCTI, K]0 BOHA TIOMPE.

— 5] sromeH, — MOBMB BiH. — TUILKM MOKJIAAX HEW KIIITUH aKOHIT.

— Crnepury odiriiina npouenypa.

— Topai Bi3pMU mamip 1 pydKy 3 MUCBMOBOTO CTOJIy Y BiTalbHi, Xi0a 110
TH J03BOJIHII MEH1 TTOKJIACTH PYKHU B KHUIIICHI.

Bona omuHyna foro i mo3ajakyBaja 3 KIMHAaTU. A BIH MIIIOB 32 HEIO B
KOPHJIOP, 3BICHO, 1100 HE 1aTH 1l BTEKTH.

VYkiagaHHs yroJi BUSBUIOCH IIBUJKOIO CIIPaBo0. Y MOro TeKCTI WILIOC:
«A, Ilimep Binvsam bnexeenn, npucsearocs beampikc [xceun [apnep, wo mne
80A8AMUMYCSL 00 HCOOHUX NPAMUX YU HEeNnpaMUX Oiu, 30amHuux 3aukooumu JIioii
HKoseghini I'apnep, ii disnvnocmi 6 JIizi dcinox 3a 3abopowny maeii abo JIizi 6
Yinomy».

VY Hei Bce Oyno Habarato kopoTiie i 31oBicHie: «f, beampikc /[ocelin
L'apnep, wnanyco cnyxamuca Ilimepa Binvama bnexeenna 3a 0yo0v-axux
06Ccmasumny.

Ske

3aKIMHaHHA? —  OalaykUM TOHOM CHHTala

BOHA,
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signed her name.

“Ic gehate. ‘1 vow.””

He pulled black stones the size of half-dollars from an interior
pocket and arranged them into two overlapping circles on the floor,
each big enough for someone to stand inside. He balanced the contracts
on stones serving as intersection points. Then he retrieved something
from the small refrigerator where they kept perishable ingredients that
didn’t interact well with preservation spells.

A thrill of horror shot through her when she saw what it was.
The remains of the pomegranate.

“You told me that spell was dark,” she objected, backing away.

He said nothing, merely set the fruit on the worktable and
began plucking out pips. The enormity of what she was about to do
was sinking in. Obey in all matters. Where exactly would that end?
How would she be made to obey? Her legs were shaking but there was
nowhere to sit.

Bracing herself against the worktable, she said: “What do you
want from me?”

He handed three pips to her, followed by a pair of maple
leaves.

“Step into a circle and cast the spell,” he said. “Then eat the
pips.”

“Omnimancer—"

“Now,” he barked, striding into the circle closest to the door.

The setup had a terrible intimacy to it, a parody of a marriage
rite. She forced herself to stand where he indicated, close enough to
breathe in the faint scent of his aftershave, and tried—against
impossible odds—to clear her mind.

“Ic gehdate,” she said, more sob than words, aiming the hand
clutching the leaves toward the contract she’d signed.

“Again.”

“lc ge”—her voice caught—"“gehate.”

He scowled at her. “Focus, Miss Harper

"’

PO3MHUCYIOUYUCH.

— «lc gehate». ToOTO «s KIITHYCBY.

3 BHYTpIIIHBOT KUIIEH] BiH JiCTaB YOPHI KaMiHII pO3MipoM 3 H'STIECST
IEHTIB 1 BHUKJAB iX Ha MiAJ031 Y BHUIVISAAI JABOX NEPECIYHHUX KiJ, JTOCTaTHBO
BEJIMKUX, MO0 y KOKHOMY 3 HHX MOTJIa TIOMICTUTHUCS JIOAWHA. BiH BUPIBHSB
YIOJ¥ Ha KaMIHIX, [0 CIYTyBaJIM CBOEpIAHUM nepexpectsaM. [loTiM BiH gicTaB
IOCh 13 MAJICHBKOTO XOJIOAWJIBHUKA, J¢ 30epiraiucs KOMIIOHEHTH, SIKi IIBHKO
NICYIOTHCS 1 HE MiAIal0ThCs 3aKIMHAHHAM 30€peKeHH .

Bona 3 jxaxoMm 3apurHynacs Bix moOadeHoro. PemTku TOro camoro
rpaHary.

— Ane x Bu kxaszamm, mo me TeMHE 3aKIMHAHHS, — O3BaJlacs BOHA,
3aJIKYIOYH BiJ 31MBYBaHHS.

YosioBiK MOBYKH TOKJaB (PPYKT Ha poOOuYMil CTiN 1 mo4yaB BUIMATH
KicToukd. BoHa moyanma ycBiIOMIIIOBaTH BCIO CEPHO3HICTH TOTO, IO Ii
JOBENIEThCS 3po0ouTH. Kopumucs nonpu éce. Yum 1ie 3aKiHIUTHCSI? SIKUM 9HHOM
BOHA Ma€ KOPUTHUCS? Ii Horm M1KOIIYBaJIKCS, ajie CiCTH OyIo Hije.

OOmeprch Ha CTUIBHUITIO, BOHA CITATANA:

— II{o Bam Big MeHe noTpiOHO?

Bin noaas iif Tpu KICTOYKH, a 328 HUMU — Mapy KJICHOBUX JIUCTKIB.

— CraHp B KOJIO 1 TPOMOB 3aKJIMHAHHS, — 3BENiB BiH. — 3aTuM 3'TK
KICTOUYKH.

— Ane BepxoBHuii mary...

— 3apas3 sice, — TPUMHYB BiH, CTYIIAIOUX B KOJIO, HAMOIMIKYE 10 ABEPEH.

Yce 1e Majo KaxJMBHHA BIATIHOK IHTUMHOCTI, MApOil0 HA IITOOHHIMA
00psan. Bona nepecwimia cebe 1 cTana TaMm, Je BiH BKa3zaB, JIOCTaTHBO OJIM3BKO,
o6 BiAYYTH TOHKHUM apomar HOro JOChHOHY Micis ToJiHHSA, 1 cnpoOyBana —
BCyIleped BCbOMY 00)KEBULIII0 — 3BUIBHUTH PO3YM B1J TyMOK.

— «lc gehatey, — cXIHIyIOYHW, BUMOBHWJIA BOHA 1 MPOCTATHYJIA PYKY 3
JUCTSAM y OIK TMHUCAHOT HEIO YTOIH.
— 3HOBY.

— «lc ge» — romoc oGipBaBcs — «gehdte».
BiH rpi3HO 3UpKHYB Ha HEi:
— 306epiThcs, mic [aprep!
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“Ic gehate, ic gehate! Ic gehate—"

That took. Zip went the magic down her arm. Her contract
glowed, and she stared at it. At the word “obey.”

“Ic gehate,” he murmured at his own piece of paper, which
obligingly lit up on the first try. “Into your mouth on three. One, two—

The pips tasted sickly sweet and bitter-tart, opposing flavors
battling it out on her tongue. She retched but managed to get all three
down. Both contracts glowed brighter for an instant, then faded,
looking for all the world as if nothing remarkable had just happened to
them.

“Give me the aconite,” Blackwell said.

Her hand extended the bottle to him before she had time to
consciously think about following his order. She tried to pull her arm
back and discovered she couldn’t, not until he’d taken the bottle from
her.

What had she done?

She staggered out of the circle, staring in horror at the arm once
again under her control. Her voice sounded thin, all wrong, as she said,
“Is your magic binding me?”

“No. Yours is.”

Oh, that was even worse.

“You’ve turned my own body against myself,” she said,
spitting the words at him.

“Yes, I have.”

She stuffed her shaking hands into her pockets, realized they
were his pockets, the ones he’d made, and pulled them back out. She
wanted to run. Instead, she leaned against the table and forced herself
to ask the question she dreaded to hear answered. “What are you going
to make me do?”

“Omnimancing,” he said.

She stared at him. Omnimancing?

“I will continue fielding requests that require spellcasting

— «lc gehate, ic gehate! Ic gehate»...

CrparroBano. Marist npoMaitHyna o ii pyui, Hi6u 3mitika Ha KodTuHi. Ii
yroJia 3acBIiTHIIACS, IIBUMHA HE 3BOJIMIIA 3 HEl 04eid. 31 ClTOBa «KOPUTHUCSY.

— «lc gehdte», — npoOypMOTIB BiH, ITO3UPAIOYN HA CBIM apKyIll Hamnepy,
SIKHMI TIOKIPHO 3acssiB 3 nepuioi cipodu. — Ha paxynok tpu — Tx. OnuH, ABa...

CMmak KiCTOYOK OYB HYJIOTHO COJIOAKUM 1 TPKO-KHUCIUM: Ha ii sI3UIll HION
ounrcs Bopoxi cBiTH. BoHna BubmoBana, Ta Bce % 3MOIJIa MPOKOBTHYTH BC1 TPU.
Ha sixych Muth 0OMIBI yroaw OJMCHYIM IIE SCKpaBille, a TOMl 3raciu, HiOH
HIYOT0 TAaKOTO HA/I3BUYANHOTO 3 HUMH HE CTAJIOCS.

— Jla¥i croM aKoOHIT, — MOBHB biekBei.

JliBunHa TMpoCTATHYJa WOMY IUISIIKY I€ JI0 TOTO, SIK BCTHUTJA
YCBIIOMUTH, 110 BUKOHYe Horo Haka3. Crnpoba BIICMUKHYTH PYKY BHUSBHIIACS
MapHOIO — BOHA HE B 3MO31 1€ 3pOOUTH, ITOKH BiH HE Bi3bME IIIAIIKY.

1o »x BoHa Hakoina?

[ToxuTyrounchk, BOHAa BUHIIIIA 3 KOJIA, 3 KaXOM BTYIUBIIUCH Y PYKY, HaJI
SKOI0 3HOBY Maja KOHTpOJib. BOoHa 3amuTana TOHEHBKHM TOJOCKOM, 30BCIM HE
CXOXHUM Ha CBIif:

— Ile yepes Bamry marito s mouyBarocsi CKyTo0?

— Hi, 1e Bxke TBOIX pyK crpasa.

o x, ripuie Bxe i He MPUIyMaTH.

— Bwu HayamTyBamm Mo€ BIIacHE TUJIO TPOTH MEHE K, — MOBHJIA BOHA,
BUIIJILOBYIOYH HAa HHOTO KOXKHE CJIOBO.

— Cawme Tak.

beatpikc 3amxana TpemTsul pPyKM B KHIIEHI. YCBIAOMHBINHM, IO IIi
KMILEH] HanexaTh biekBemty, siki BIH caM 1 IOIIMB, BOHA BUCMHUKHYJIA PYKHU
Hazan. XoTitocs BTekTd. OgHAK AiBUMHA Criepiacs Ha CTUI 1 mpumycuia cebe
MOCTaBUTH MTUTAHHS, BI/IMOBI/Ib HA AK€ CTPAIIEHHO 0O0sIacs TOYyTH.

— IIlo Bu xouere, 11100 st 3poOuna?

— OmnanyBaJia BEpXOBHY Marilo.

Bomna Bupsiunnacs Ha Hb0or0. Onauysamu 8epxoery maeio?

A ¥ wHamami BIANOBIZATUMY Ha 3amUTH, IO TepeadavaroTh
BUKOPHUCTAHHS YaKIyHCTBA 11033 MEKaMU OyJIUHKY, alie Bce, [0 MOXHA 3pOOUTH
TYT, TIOJIajli B CBIJIKIB, BUKOHYBAaTHUMEI TH cama, — TMPOJOBXHUB bieksemn,
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outside the house, but everything that can be done in here, away from
witnesses, you will do,” he said, striding to the cabinets and pushing
the aconite back into its slot. “You will handle all the brews by
yourself.”

“But—"

“You will perform your work to the best of your abilities and
cast no spells outside this house. You won’t tell anyone about these
contracts or anything whatsoever to do with magic use, yours or mine.
You are not to suggest we’re involved in anything illegal. You will not
harm me—or yourself.”

He slammed a fist on the table between them. “And you are
most certainly not to do anything that will get me into trouble, such as
making fucking copies of top-secret documents to give to agitators!”

She pressed her fingernails into her palms to keep tears at bay.
She didn’t want to give him the satisfaction.

Besides—he wasn’t done.

“Don’t take anything out of this house without my permission,”
he said. “Don’t duplicate anything in this house without my
permission. Don’t talk, write or otherwise communicate about anything
happening in this house without my permission, other than to say
you’re helping me prepare ingredients for brews. Is there anything at
all about this that is unclear to you, Miss Harper?”

She inhaled, felt her breath hitch and exhaled slowly. “One
thing,” she said, voice mercifully steady. “If you needed my help, why
not just ask for it?”

Somehow this made him even angrier. “Because I wasn’t sure |
could trust you! And then you proved to me that I can’t!”

“So did you—Hades,” she said bitterly.

“Get out.”

That was one order she was happy to follow.

nigiimoBmy 10 madu 1 MOBEPHYBIIM aKOHIT Ha Micue. — TH caMOCTiHO
rOTYBaTHMEII BCi 31714,

— Are...

— Tu BukoHyBaTMMem cBOi OOOB'S3KHM SKHaMKpamie 1 He Oymemn
YaKJIyBaTW Hizle, OKpiM IbOro OyAuHKY. TH HIKOMY HE pO3Ka)Kell Mpo I Yroau
9y B3araji mpo Oyab-1110, IMOB'sI3aHe 3 BUKOPUCTAHHSAM Marii, aHl MO€i, aHl TBOET.
Tu He 3aiKHENICs Mpo Te, 0 MU 3aiiMaeMOCs HE3aKOHHOIO JisuibHICTIO. Tu He
3aIl0Ii€ll IIKOIX Hi MeHi, Hi co0i.

BiH renHyB Kynakom Io CTOIY.

— | B)Xe TOYHO HE MOCMi€ll BTSATHYTH MEHE B SIKICb HEIPUEMHOCTI, SK-
0T, 3poOMBIIM JOBOAHI Konii CEKPETHUX JOKYMEHTIB, MO0 mepeaatd ix
3axonomuuxam!

[i mirTi BMmECA B ONOHI, BOHA Jenb cTpuMyBana cibo3n. He xoTinocs
TIIIUTH HOTO €ro.

J1o TOro X BiH III€ HE JOTOBOPUB.

— He BuHOCH HiYOro 3 uporo OyaUHKY O0€3 MOro [I03BONIY, —
NpOJIOBXMB BiH fani. — He cMiii KomitoBaTtu pedi 3 1pOro OynIuHKY 06€3 MOro
no3Boiay. He po3moBinsii, He NUIIM 1 HE NOBIAOMISAM HIKOMY NpoO Te, ILIO
B1I0YBa€eThCS B LIbOMY OyIMHKY, 0e3 Mo€i 3roau. Xiba 1o TH Ka3aTHMeNll, 1110
JIoTIOMaraenl MeHi rOTyBaTH IHIPeAI€HTH Ui 31uIs. Y ce 3po3ymiio, Mic [apriep?

bearpikc BAMXHyIa, 3aTaMyBajla HAa MUTh [TO/IMX 1 TOBUIBHO BUJIMXHYIIA.

— MeHe o/1He IIKaBUTh, — HABMBOBHUKY MUJIOCTHBO MPOMOBHJIA BOHA,
— skmo 6 Bam 3HamoOmIacs Most 1ormomMora, 4oMy O MpocTo HE nonpocumu mpo
Hel?

Yomycs 1ie Horo 11e O1IbIIe PO3JIIOTUIIO.

— Tomy 110 s He OyB yneBHEHUH, Y1 MOXHa TOO1 JOBipATH! A MOTIM TH
cama JIOBeJIa MEHI, IO IIbOTO POOUTH CTIPaB/Ii HE MOXKHa!

— Sk 1 Bam... Aine, — 3 ripkoTo0 BiJKa3aja JiBUMHA.

— I'ets.

€11Hui Haka3, SKUii BOHA 3a1F00KH BUKOHAJIA.
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Chapter Thirteen

Beatrix dunked a rag into a bucket and scoured the tile floor in
her parents’ room. Except it wasn’t her parents’ room. Or, rather, it
was their room, but they weren’t her parents.

This seemed perfectly reasonable.

As she neared the air-conditioning vent (oh, to have air
conditioning), she heard the voice of her mother—who wasn’t her
mother—filtering up from two floors below. She caught “next year’s
crop of students.” Then “scholarship.” She froze, straining to hear the
rest.

“Angela Smithson certainly seems deserving,” said Mrs. Price,
her prim tones unmistakable.

“Her grades are average, but I would like her to have a chance
at bettering herself,” Beatrix’s not-mother said. “And Betsy Stevens,
too. She wants to be a nurse.”

“There is of course Peter Blackwell to consider.” Mrs. Price
said this as if she were barely holding back a tut-tut.

“No.”

“Oh?” Mrs. Price’s response covered up the sound of Beatrix’s
gasp. “His background is unfortunate, but you must admit he is an
excellent student.”

Mrs. Harper lowered her voice. “The girls and boys we send
represent us, Amelia. They’re the face of Ellicott Mills, and an
illegitimate child is an embarrassment.”

Beatrix wanted to scream down the vent, How can the child
possibly be to blame? But she couldn’t form the words. Her tongue felt
iced over.

Mrs. Price was demurring. Mrs. Price, the compassionate one
of the conversation. “You realize his grandmother will never be able to
scrape the money together to send him.”

“I refuse to condone licentious behavior by providing a
scholarship to the result. I’d sooner quit.”

Po3nin TpuHagusATHIiA

BbeaTtpikc BMOYMIIa TaHYIpKY y BIApO 1 3axoauiacss IpaiTH IUIMTKY Ha
miy1031 y 6aThKiBChKil cranbHi. OCh TUIBKH 11e Oysia HE OaThbKIBChKa CIHAIbHSI.
To6To, e Oyna iXHs cajbHs, ajne BOHU He OynH ii 6aTbKaMu.

Tak OyJI0 IIJIKOM TPUAHSATHO.

[TigiinroBIIM 10 BEHTWIALIWHOT PENIITKY KOHAMUIIOHEPA (ex, sKkOu Jic 8iH
mam e3aeani O6ys), BOHa MOYyja rojioc CBOEl MaTepi — Xoua To Oysa He ii MaTu
— 1110 JIOJIMHAB 3 JIBOX MOBEPX1B HUX4e. BoHa po3uyna cioBa «HacTynHUN Ha0ip
CTYICHTIB», a 32 HUMHU — «CTUIEHIisS». J[iIBUMHA MPUHMILIKIA, CTapalOYUCh
po3i0OpaTH KOKHE CIIOBO.

— be3ymoBHO, Ankena CMITCOH 3acayroBye Ha Hel, — MaHIPHUM TOHOM
Bi3Hauma Micic Ipaiic.

— B Hei cepenni omiHku, Ta s 6 XOTina, abW BOHA HE BTpaTHJIa HAroJu
NposIBUTH cebe, — 3ayBakuiia HiouTo «matn» bearpikc. — A mie berci CriBeHc.
Xoue cTaTH MeJCECTPOIO.

— 3BicHO, HaM mie ciix B3sATH 10 yBaru llitepa briekBemna, — mMoBuia
micic [Ipaiic, 1eab CTpUMYIOUM CBOE HEBJIOBOJIEHE TUPXAHHS.

— ABXeX, HI.

— [Mo? — peaxuis micic Ilpaiic mpuriymmia cXBUIbOBAaHUM MOIUB
bearpikc. — 7ak, y HBOrO CKJIaJHE MUHYJE, allé IMOroAbTecs, Y4YE€Hb BIH
OIMCKYUIHH.

Micic 'apniep ctumunmia rojoc.

— JliByaTa 1 XJOMNI, SKUX MH BIIPSIKAEMO, TMPEACTABISAIOTH Hac,
Awmenie. Boun — oOmuuug Emnmikor-Mimn3, a mo3anumroOHa JUTHHA — 1€ K
rann0a.

bearpikc KOpTUIO KpUKHYTH y BEHTWIILIIO: «Xiba Ooumuna 6 yvomy
sunna?». Ta i1 He BOaIOCss BUMOBHTH YKOJIHOTO CTIOBa. SI3UK HIOM 3aKJISK.

Ha 3aBani crana wmicic Ilpaiic — Ta cama micic [lpatic, HalimuocepIHia
YYacCHHMIIS PO3MOBH:

— Bwu x posymiere, mo Horo 6a0ycs Hi3amo y CBITI HE Ha3z0upae
rpoieii, mo6 BiAIpaBUTH HOTO.

— 51 e 36uparoch NOTypaTH 3yXBajiil MOBEIIHLIl, BUIUISIIOYH CTUTICHIII0
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“Well ... far be it from me to argue otherwise,” Mrs. Price said.
“Could I possibly have another slice of that delightful pineapple
upside-down cake?”

Beatrix staggered to her feet. The room seemed to be closing in
on her. The entire town was closing in—she would never get free. She
caught her reflection in the mirror on the back of the bedroom door: a
shaken thirteen- year-old boy, one knee peeking through threadbare
pants, chocolate-brown hair cropped painfully short.

She woke gulping air, her sister leaning over her.

“Are you all right?” Lydia asked, putting a hand on her arm.

“Dream,” Beatrix gasped. “Bad dream.”

“Yes, but are you OK?”

No. “Yes.” The room was dark. She squinted at the wall clock
but could not make it out. “What time is it?”

“Just past one. You’ve been asleep for twelve hours—I
couldn’t rouse you for dinner. Bee, are you sure you’re not sick?”

“I wasn’t feeling well when I got home, but I seem to be
better,” she said, honestly enough.

“Well—all right.” Lydia looked for a moment as if she would
say something else, but in the end she put a hand to Beatrix’s forehead,
seemed reassured and slipped back to her own bed against the other
wall.

The gesture reminded Beatrix of their mother.

She squeezed her eyes shut. Her dreams were normally
insubstantial, but this was the second night in a row of cinematic detail.
Was it the stress of the Vow? The use of magic? What if the essence of
it—stripping away horrible flourishes of the imagination—was the
honest truth?

She lay awake for what felt like hours, trying to convince
herself that her mother—her witty, wonderful mother—would never
have treated a child so unjustly. But the dream undermined her
certainty in a way that Blackwell’s cruel words had not.

3a Taki 3acnyry. TiUIbKH Yepe3 MO€ 3BUTbHEHHS.

— IIlo *k... s ToyHO 3 Bamu cnepeuatuch He CTaHy, — 3POHMIIA MICIC
[Ipaiic. — A MOXHa MeHI e MIMAaTOYOK IIbOTO CMAayHIOYOrO aHAHACOBOTO
nupora?

bearpikc Ha MHTH BTpaTuja piBHOBAry, ajie opasy X cede omaHyBaia.
31aBayiock, HIOM CTIHM KIMHATH HACyBarOThCSA Ha Hei, a TO i yce MiCTO — BOHa
BXKE HIKOJHM HE BHUPBETHCA Ha BOJIO. J[iBUMHA BIIOBHJIA CBOE BiIOOpaKEHHS y
J3epKajll Ha JBEPSIX CHaJbHI: CXBUJIbOBAHUIN TPUHAAUATUPIUHUM XJIOMYMK, 3-T11]]
NOTEPTUX HITAHIIB BU3UPAJIO OJHE KONIHO, 1 MIOKOJIQJHO-KAIITAaHOBE BOJIOCCH,
0€3005KHO KOPOTKO OOCTpHIKEHE.

Bona npokunynacs, xaniOHO Xarmaouu MOBITPS. A HaJl HEKO CXUIHMIIACS
cecrTpa.

— 3 106010 BCe rapazn? — 3anurana Jlimis, moKIaBImuy pyKy i Ha rede.

— Ile 6yB con, — Baxko Auxarouu, Binkazana bearpikc. — JlypHuii coH.

— To tu B nopsaaky?

Hi.

— Tak.

VY kiMHaTi naHyBaja TempsiBa. bearpikc mpuMpyxuiacs, abu po3rieniTa
CTPUIKM HACTIHHOTO TOJIMHHUKA, aJieé MapHO.

— Kotpa roguna?

— Bixe 3a mepmy. Tu cnana miB g06M — s He Morja TeOe HaBiTh
po30yautu moobigatu. bi, TH He 3axBopina yacom?

— Meni Oyno sKoCh 37€, KO S MPUUNIUIA TOAOMY, aje 3apas, HiOH,
JITIIe, — IIIKOM MPaBAMBO BiJIMOBiIA BOHA.

— Toni nobpe, — Ha MUTH 31an0cs, 110 Jligis Xoue moch 1€ CKazaTH,
ajie BpEIITI-pelIT BOHA TOPKHYJAcs JoJjoHer vona beaTpikc, 3acmokoinacs i
3HOBY BMOCTHJIACh HA CBOEMY JIKKY OLJIS 1HIIOT CTIHH.

Lleit »xect Haragas beatpikc mpo iXHIO Martip.

Bona 3ammomuna oui. 3a3Buyail ii CHOBUIIHHA Oylu HEBUPA3HUMH, Ta
BXE JPYry Hiu MOCHiJIb TiBYMHI CHUJIMCA HEaOMsKi KIHOIIHI cueHu. Moxe, 1e
yepe3 crpec Big Knarsu? Yu vepes ii mariro? A pantoM CyTh y TOMY, IO 1€ BCE
(sIKOM K CTEpTH Ti MOTOPOIIHI BUT'aIKH YSIBH) — CYIIUIbHA MpaBaa’?

[it 3maBanocs, mo BoHA npoJiexana 6e3 CHy KiJbKa TOJUH, CHIKYIOUYHCh
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When the stinging heat of Peter’s early-warning charm woke
him, his first groggy thought was of Martinelli, back for another visit.
But the room was too dark for it to be anything but the middle of the
night.

That cleared away the grogginess like an electric shock.

He repeated the procedure of that other morning but even faster
this time, jumping into pants with one hand while fishing out a leaf
with the other. He bit out the identification spell. The leaf’s ashes
formed the face of a wizard with high cheekbones, a mischievous smile
and a slightly aquiline nose.

Peter hadn’t a clue who it was.

Another flare-up of his charm—followed by the faint sound of
the front door opening and snicking shut—suggested an imminent
face-to-face meeting.

Focus. He had to focus. He spun about, grabbed the pillows off
the top of the bed and arranged them under his covers to approximate a
body. He created an illusory bit of silver hair peeking from the top, as
if he were sleeping on his stomach, and cast two spells on his own
body in quick succession—one to make himself invisible and the other
to form a layer of protection that would repel at least an initial barrage.

He waited in a corner near the bedroom door, the leaf in each
hand damp with his sweat, tension weighing on every muscle. But the
seconds stretched into minutes. No intruder. No creaking stairs to
telegraph one heading his way. The wizard hadn’t come for him,
then—or at least, not primarily. Ten to one he’d come for evidence.

Slowly, agonizingly so, Peter turned the doorknob and inched
the door open. He could see no sign of anyone in the hallway, but he
didn’t expect to—a wizard sent to gather intelligence would have a
high enough security clearance to know the invisibility spell. And all
manner of booby-trap enchantments, too.

But at least any spell cast since the break-in would be fresh
enough for an incantometer to pick up. Peter pulled his from a pocket
and crept out.

nepekoHnaru cebe, mo il MaTH — Taka JOTEIHA 1 MPeKpacHa KiHKa — Hi3amo 0
HE BYMHMJIA OTaK HECHPaBEAJUBO 3 IUTHHOK. BTiM, 1lel COH NOXUTHYB ii
NepeKOHAaHHS 3HAYHO CUJIBbHIIIE, HIXK Pi3Ki cioBa brieksena.

[oitHO MaroYe TEIIo Bij MonepeKyBaabHUX YapiB po3oyauio [litepa,
HaMIepIe, 1o crajxo KoMy Ha TyMKYy, — MapTiHe/1i 3HOBY BHPIIIIUB 3aBITaTH B
rocti. Ta B KiMHaTi CTOSIB aOCONIIOTHUI MOpOK, 1 11e Oyna, 6e3 CyMHiBY, IiIyma
HIY.

JpimMoTa po3Bisiacsi, HEHa4Ye MOT0 BIAPUIIO CTPYMOM.

[{poro pa3zy BiH MOBTOPUB NPOLEAYPY BXKE HACTYMHOI'O paHKy, aje Iie
MIBUJIIIE: OJHIEID PYKOIO HATATAB INTaHW, a JAPYror — JICTaBaB JIMCTOK. BiH
IpOKa3aB 3aKJIMHAHHA iAeHTUdIKanil. [3 momeny gMCTKa BUMaNIOBAJIOCS 3JIerka
ropOoHOCe 00IMYYS YaKITyHa 3 BUCOKMMHU BHIIUIIIMH 1 JTYKQBOIO TIOCMIIIIKOIO.

ITitep i ranku HE MaB, XTO 1€ TAKHUM.

Moro Menanbiton 3HOBY 36/IHCHYB, Je/lb BIOBUMHUIA 3BYK BXiJHHX JBEpEii,
10 BIAYMHWIKCS 1 THUXECEHbKO KJALHYJIM Ha3al, CTaB IEpPeJBICHUKOM
HEMHHYYO]1 3yCTpiyi Biu-Ha-Biy.

3ocepeautuch. Ilitep MycuB 30cepeauTuch. BiH KpyTHYBCS, CXONMB
MOAYIIKH 3 Y3TOJIIB’S JKKA 1 BUKJIAB iX M1Jl KOBAPOIO TaK, HIOM XTOChH JIEKHUTh.
JonaB 11103110 CpiOISACTOrO BOJOCCS, IO BU3MpAlio 3BEpXy, Haye BiH CIaB
JOJIUIMIG, 1 MUTTIO HakjaB Ha ceOe JBa 3aKJIMHAHHS: Teplie — HEBUIUMOCTI,
Jpyre — 3axXUCTY, Ke Majo O BUTpUMATH IPUHANMHI [IepIIy aTaky.

Bin 3auaiBcs B KyTKy Ou1s iBepel crajibHi, B pyKax — BOJIOTE Bij MOTY
mucts. Hanpyra ctuckana koskeH M'si3. CeKyHAM TAMIHCA K XBUIMHU. XKostHOTO
HenpoxaHoro rocts. JKoJHOro ckpuiy cXojiB, KN CIHOBICTUB OM PO YHECH
HaOmkeHHs. OTXXe, YakiIyH MPHUHIIOB HE MO HbOTO, MPHUHANMHI, HE B MEpLIY
yepry. L{i71koM J0T19HO — BiH IIYKaB JTOKa3H.

Hecrepnino nosoi Ilitep kpyTHYB pyuKy 1 MOBUIBHO MPOYMHUB ABEpi. Y
KOpHI0pi He OyJI0 aHl Iylill, aje BiH 1 HE po3paxoByBaB MOOAUYNUTH TaM KOTOCh —
YaKJIyH, 3acilaHui Juig 300py iHopMmalii, HaleBHO X J0Ope po3yMieTbcs Ha
3aKJIMHAHHI HEBUJIUMOCTI. SIK 1 Ha BCUISIKUX Yapax-TacTKax.

A BTiM, Oynp-sKe 3aKJIMHAHHS, BUKOPHCTAHE IIiCIAS NPOHUKHEHHS B
OyauHOK, Oyno 6 JOCHUTh CBKMM, 1100 Horo 3mir BioBuUTH yapomertp. Ilitep
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The measurement device was quiescent until he got to the top
of the staircase. There it registered a spell, a strong one. His money
was on a tripwire, something that if crossed would alert the wizard that
company was coming. Best not to nullify if he could help it. With a
few more readings, he determined that the spell stretched from the
second-to-top step straight up to the ceiling. Well, the staircase was too
squeaky a prospect anyway. He climbed over the railing—a challenge
with limbs he couldn’t see—and swung his way along it until he was
close enough to drop to the floor without a thud.

Light shone from the receiving room. Pocketing the
incantometer, he picked his way across the floor, taking soft, shallow
breaths.

The wizard was rifling through the desk drawer, as visible as
you please. Tall. Athletic build. Quick, quiet and obviously not new to
this sort of assignment. He showed no sign of realizing he was not
alone.

Peter, skulking near the open door in an eerie echo of two days
prior, watched the man produce a leaf—with the fluid speed of a
gunslinger—and cast a spell that didn’t exist.

The room and everything in it turned a neon shade of red, with
four exceptions: a compact rectangular area stretching about three feet
above the floor, one of the front legs of the desk, a spot the size of
stacked paper on top of the desk and the air around the lamp.

Spells, all of them. This wizard could find the location of spells
cast days earlier.

The directory- and report-shaped areas were Miss Harper’s
spells, both a dull white against the red. The spell he’d cast on the lamp
nine days earlier, to light it up until he could get the electricity turned
on, looked dimmer still. But the rotten desk leg he’d shored up with
magic that same day more than a week ago glowed brightly. It wasn’t a
temporary spell, and it showed.

The wizard made a beeline for it, moving with a noiselessness
too complete to be natural skill. He nullified the spell and prodded the

BUTSATHYB CBii 13 KUIIICHI i HETIOMITHO MPOCIU3HYB JaJi.

BumiproBanpHuil npuiag He IMOKa3yBaB HIYOIO, @K IIOKM YOJIOBIK He
HiHABCA HaBepX cxofiB. Tam mpucTpiii 3adikCyBaB 3aKIMHAHHA, HPUIOMY
JnocuTh ToTyXHe. Ilitep poOuB cTaBkM Ha Te, MO e Oyna MariyHa macTka, 1
SKILO B HET BTPAMTH, YaKJIyH OTPUMAE MOMEPEDKEHHS PO HETPOXaHUX TOCTEH.
Pa3 Bxxe Ha Te minwio, ginmie ii He winatu. [lepeBipuBIIN 1Ie KiIbKa pasiB, BiH
BU3HAYMB, 10 3aKJIMHAHHS TATJIOCS BiJ APYroi CXOAMHKHM HAaropi axx 10 CTedi.
[Io x, cxomu 1 Tak OyJM BEIbMH CKpUIyduMu. BiH Buumepcs Ha mepwia (a 3
HEBUIUMHUMH KiHI[IBKAMH 1€ IIe TOW KBECT) 1 MOJII3 M0 HHX, MTOKU HE JICTaBCS
MICIISl, 3B1JIKM MO>KHA O€31ITYMHO 31CTpUOHYTH Ha MiJAJIOTYy.

3 BiTambHI CTpyMEHUIO CsiiBo. CXOBaBIIM 4YapoOMeTp y KHILIEHIO, BiH
noMaiy HonpsiMyBaB uyepe3 KiMHary. HecminiHuii, noBepXHeBUi BIUX 1 BUIUX,
BIMX 1 BUIUX.

YakiyH puBCS B IIyXJdi poOoYoro croiy, HiOM Tak 1 mamo OyTH.
Bucokwuii. Myckynuctuii. LlIBuakuii, HemomiTHU# i, 0€3yMOBHO, HE HOBAa4YOK Y
noJiOHUX crpaBax. BiH OJHUM YMHOM He 10/1aBaB O3HAK TOTO, IO BiH HE OJIUH.

[Titep, mpuuaiBmmch O BiAYMHEHUX JBEpEH, Hade 3HOBY B TOMY
MOTOPOIITHOMY BiJNTYHHI MOiil ABOX JHIB TOMY, Ha BJIaCHI 04i 0a4MB, K YOJIOBIK
JCTaB JMCTOK (IIBUAKO 1 BIPABHO, MOB KOBOOW Xamae peBOJIbBEP) 1 MPOMOBHUB
SKEeCh BUTaJJaHE 3aKJIMHAHHS.

I ximMHaTa, 1 Bce B Hil 3a0apBMIIOCS B HEOHOBMH BIATIHOK YEPBOHOTO,
OKpIM YOTHPHOX MICIlb: HEBEJIMUKOT MPSIMOKYTHOI 30HHM, 10 3/iiiManacs 1ech Ha
MEeTp HaJ MIAJIOrOl, OJHIET 3 TEPeNHIX HDKOK CTONY, AUISTHKA PO3MIpOM 3i
CTOCHK Tarepy Ha CTOJIi Ta IPOCTip HABKOJIO JIAMIIH.

3aknuHaHHA. [loBctogu. Llell yakiyH BMIB BU3HA4YMTH, J€ CaM€ BOHHU
Oynu HakIaJeHi, HaBiTh SKIIO MUHYJIO KiJbKa JAHIB.

30HU 3aMMCHUKIB 1 3BITIB 3aKJiMHaNa Mic ['apnep, 1B1 MaToBO-0111 MIIAMU
Ha T 4epBoHOro. Yapu, sKi BiH HaK/IaB Ha JaMmIy JAEB'SATb THIB TOMY, 100 Ta
CBITHJIA, JIOTIOKH BiH HE MIAKIIOYUTH €JIICKTPHUKY, 3aBAIACS 1Ie OUThI OJiaIuMHU.
3are TpyxJsBa HDKKa CTOJNY, sIKYy BiH HiANEp Mari€ro TOro X Taku THs Oiiblle
TUXHS TOMY, csisila sIK HiKoJId. BoueBu b, 111 yapu 30BCIM HE TUMYACOBI.

YakiyH KUHYBCS 10 HEl, CTYNAl4M TaK TUXO, II0 BaXKKO OYJ0 MOBIpUTH
B NPUPOJHICTH HOro BOpaBHOCTI. BiH 3HSAB 3aKiMHAHHA 1 HPOIIYNaB HIKKY
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leg from all angles, as if he thought it could be hiding something.

Peter turned and crept down the hall on the balls of his bare
feet, heart moving infinitely faster than the rest of him. He’d destroyed
the 1933 report and Miss Harper’s copy of it, just in case, but he had
something else in his possession that would immediately land him in
prison if discovered. It sat in the cellar, cloaked with several strong
spells, and if the wizard went down there—which he almost certainly
would—he’d find it within seconds.

The fear of making noise only slightly outweighed the anxiety
that the man would finish with the receiving room any moment and
come out. Finally, Peter reached the cellar door. The knob turned
without complaint, but then— disaster. The door stuck and opened
with a sound like cracking wood.

The wizard appeared in the hallway the next second, staring
almost right at him.

Peter wasn’t especially religious, despite Pastor Hattington’s
best efforts, but now the only thought that panic had not chased out of
his head was a most sincere prayer: Please, God—Ilet this new spell
require demarcation.

The wizard dipped fingers into a pocket and came out with four
onyx stones.

Thank you, amen.

As the man set a stone in one of the far corners of the hallway,
then the other, Peter inched to the cattycorner kitchen—doorway, no
door—and slipped through. The wizard’s spell could show where
magic had been cast. Presumably it also picked up on spells cast
elsewhere on objects that were then moved into the area in question, as
long as the spells were still operative. Peter’s escape was good only if
this bit of sorcery didn’t reveal spells that had simply passed through,
so it was with a feeling of slow suffocation that he watched the man set
stones in the other two corners and extract a leaf.

® (cmapoanan.) «Tpusane GarpsHe cAiBo».

3ycibid — HoMy 37aBaocs, 110 B Hill IOCHh 3aX0BaHO.

[Titep po3BepHYBCS 1 HABIIMUHLKH, OOCOHDK, MPOCIM3HYB KOPHUIOPOM,
cepiie HiOM BUIIiTaNo 13 Horo oOm’sikioro Tina. [Ipo BCSK BHUITAMOK BiH 3HUIIUB
3BIT 1933 poky i Ty komito Mic ["apriep, ane y Hboro Oyiia Iie oJiHa pid, uepes Ky
fioro 3amporopunu O 10 B's3HMIN. | Il «IIIOCH» 3HAXOMWIOCH Y MiABami, MiJ
KUIbKOMa CHJIbBHUMHU 3aKJIIMHAHHSAMH, 1 SIKIIO YaKJIyH CIIYCTUTbCS Tyau (a
IIBH/IIIE 32 BCE, BiH II€ 3p0OUTH), TO 3HA1E OTO 3a JiUeHi CeKYH/IH.

Ctpax HapoOWUTH HIyMY JIMILE 3JIeTKa MepeBakaB MOOOIOBAHHS, 1110 OCh-
OCh TOUM YOJIOBIK TOBEPHETHCS 13 BiTanbHi. 3pemroro, [liTep Taku mictaBcs 10
nBepeil minBany. Pyuka kpyTHynacs 0e3 3aiiBUX 3ycuib, alle Jajli — Xajemna.
JBepi 3aino, i BOHM MPOYMHIIUCS 3 TAaKUM T'YYHHM TpPICKOM, HIOM XpyCHYIO
JIEPEBO.

Tiei % MHTI y KOPUAODI 3'SBUBCS YaKIIyH, BTYITUBIIMCH Mai>ke B HHOTO.

[Titep He OyB HanATO HAOOXKHUM, X0U SIK OU MacTop ['aTTIHITOH HE CXUIISAB
Horo 10 LEpKBH, aje 3apa3 €JUHa AyMKa, Ky TOKH IO MaHiKa He BUTHAIA 3
rOJIOBH, 3ByYalla SIK Hallupima MoluTBa: «l ocnoou, 6aazaro, 3pobu max, woo
ye HoBe 3aKIUHAHHSA BUMALAN0 0eMApPKAYii».

YakiyH 3aHYpHB PYKY B KHIIEHIO 1 BUTATHYB YOTHPH OHIKCOB1 KaMEHi.

Booice, 0sikyro mooi.

[Toku 4onoBIK KJIaB KaMiHb TO B OAHOMY, TO B IHIIOMY BiJJaJI€HOMY
KyTKy Kopuaopy, Ilitep mpokpaBcs 10 KyXOHbKM HaBOPOTH (ABepel He Oyio,
JMILIE TPOXid) 1 MPOIMIMUTHYB Aajii. YakiyHCbKe 3aKiIATTA MOryo O BKaszaTu, Je
came BUKOpUCTanu Marito. IliTkoM WMOBIpHO, BOHO TaKOX BIOBHJIO O
3aKJIMHAHHS, HaKJIaJeHl Ha 1HII MpeAMETH, K1 MOTIM MEPEeMICTUIIH B IO 30HY,
NOKM 1X Al me He 3racia. llitepy oH-fK NOIIACTHIIO BTEKTH, apKe I
YaKJITYHCTBO HE€ BUSBISJIO 3aKJIMHAHB, SIKI MMPOCTO MPOMAaWHYIW TOB3, BIATAK BiH
Jeqb He 3aIMXaIYHCh CIIOCTEPIraB, K YOJOBIK KJIaje KaMeHi B 1HII JBa KYTKH 1
BUTSATYE JIUCTOK.

Hacrinpku Onu3pko, mo MoxHa Oyno TopkHytucs. [louyru. Ilitep
3aTaMyBaB TIOJUX.

— «Lang réad leoht>», — TIPOIIETIOTIB YaKITyH.
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Close enough to touch. To hear. Peter held his breath.

“Lang réad léoht,” the wizard murmured.

The red spell lit up the hallway with two interruptions: the
window pane and chandelier at the other end.

Peter tried to push back a dizzying rush of relief. This ordeal
wasn’t over yet.

The intruder retrieved the stones with a spell, swiveling to
catch each one speeding at him, and paused as if to consider his next
move. Kitchen. Cellar. Brewing room.

The fight-or-flight urge to do something, not simply stand there
with the odds against him, ratcheted up to an unbearable degree. But he
forced himself to stay put, and the wizard—perhaps swayed by the
brewing room’s many possibilities for hiding contraband—chose the
one option that gave Peter a chance.

Shaking from adrenaline, he tiptoed back to the door that
almost had been his undoing, waited for the wizard to step out of his
line of sight and eased it farther ajar until he could slip through.
Securely on the other side but hardly safe, he padded down the stairs
and felt his way half-blindly in the much deeper darkness of the cellar
until he came up against his false wall—the one he’d thought would be
impossible to tell from the real thing.

He undid it with a whisper. Hefted the dangerous contraband
hiding there. Took careful steps toward the back door, legs burning
with the stymied desire to run.

Finally—outside. He gulped air and picked up the pace, an
invisible man with an invisible load that needed to be hidden with no
spells whatsoever. Somehow, he managed to get down the sloping
lawn without taking a tumble. Once the trees closed in around him, he
set down his burden: Project 96, a weapon capable of leveling Ellicott
Mills and everything around it.

He lifted the invisibility spell cloaking his ill-begotten creation
and stared at the thing, wondering where on earth he could put it.

The device, made entirely from stone, stood two feet high, with

YepniieHi yapu OCSSUIM KOPUAOP, 32 BHHATKOM JBOX MiCIlb: BIKOHHOT
MIMOKH Ta JIFOCTPH HAMPUKIHII KOPUAOPY.

[Titep Hacmiry mpubOpKaB 3aIaMOPOUIMBE BIAUYTTs mosiermeHas. OqHak
BHUITPOOYBAHHIO ITI€ HE KiHEIIb.

HerigHuk >KOHTIIIOBaB KaMEHSIMH 3a JIOTIOMOTOI0 3aKJIMHAHHS, 3BUBABCS,
abu 3JIOBUTH KOXKEH, IO JIETIB Y HBOTO, 1 3aBMHUpPaB, HEMOB OOMIpKOBYIOUH
KO>KeH cBiil HacTynHmid Kpok. Kyxus. Ilinsan. KiMHaTta 3iyeBapinss.

Biguaiigymine mopuBaHHS MIOCHh BIIIATH, @ HE CTOBOMYUTH Ha MiCIli, KOJIH
BCi IIIAHCH TIPOTH HBOTO, CTAJIO BKpail HecTepnHUM. OHAK BiH IepecHiiuB cebe i
HE 3pYIIMB 3 MiCls, a YakiayH (Ma0yTh, MiA BIUIMBOM YCIX THX YYAECHUX
CHoco0iB MEpeXOBYBaHHA KOHTpaOaHIM, sKi BiIKpHBaJa Tepea HUM KiMHaTa
3iI€BapiHHsA) 00paB €JMHUI BapiaHT, sikuil naB [litepy maHc.

Tino Tpsiciock Bin anpeHaniny. BiH HaBIIMUHBKAX MiAIMIIOB 10 IBEpEH,
AK1 JeJlb He 3ryOuaM Horo, JI0UEKaBCs, MOKW YapiBHUK 3HUKHE 3 MOJS 30Dy, 1
NPOYMHUB X 1€ TPOXH, abu mposti3Ti. ONMMHUBIIKUCE Y BiTHOCHIH Oe3meri, [Titep
CIyCTHBCSI CXOJaMM 1 HaBIIOMAlKM HpoOMpaBCcs B IL€ TEMHILIOMY MOPOKY
migBamy, aX IIOKM HE HATpanuB Ha (aiblI-CTIHY — BIIPI3HUTH i BiA
CHPaBXHbOI, SIK BiH [yMaB, IPOCTO HEMOXKIIUBO.

Bin nomenku 11 po3cyHyB. BUTArHYB cxoBaHy TaM HeOe3NeuHy
KoHTpabanay. OOepexHO MiAIMIIOB 10 YOPHOTO BUXOJY, B HOTaX a)X MEKJIO Bif
JKary4yoro OaxaHHs TIKaTH.

I ock, HapemiTi, Ha Boji. BiH 3aKOBTHYB HOBITPs 1 MPHUIIBUAIIUB KPOK,
JFOIMHA-HEBHIMMKA 3 Oara)keM-HeBHIMMKOIO, SKHI He MOKHaA OyJo MPHUXOBaTH
KOJHUM 3aKJIMHAHHAM. SIKUMOCh YHMHOM #HOMy BJANOCs CITyCTUTUCS IO
MOXHUIIOMY Ta30HY, HE MEepeYeNnuBIINCh. SIK TUTBKM HABKOJO HBOTO 3TYCTHIIHCS
JiepeBa, BiH omycTuB cBoto Houry: ITpoekt 96, 30posi, 37aTHA 3pIBHATH 13 3eMJICIO
EnnikoT-M1is13 1 Bce HaBKpYTH.

BiH 3HSB 3aKIMHAHHSA HEBUIUMOCTI, SKE XOBalIO MOro 3o0IlacHe
TBOPIHHS, 1 BTYITUBCS B HHOTO, JIAMAlOUYH TOJIOBY, KY/IH )X HOTO MPUTKHYTH.

Lleit kaM'sHUI TpUCTPIH, 3aBBUILKKA OJM3BKO HIICTAECATH CAaHTHMETPIB,
CTOSIB Ha TOHKIW MIJCTaBIl, Ha SKIA pO3TalIOBYyBalach HEIMOOKAa dYamma —
YIMOChH CXO0’Ka Ha Ba30H. Ta BiH Hi3allo He cTaB OW XOBaTH ii Ha BUAHOMY MICIIi
B OpaHXepei, HaBITh 13 POCINUHOIO 331 BUsAAy. [lo obunBa Goku vami Oymau
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a thin base topped by a shallow basin—a bit like a planter, except he
would never try to hide it in plain sight in the greenhouse, even with a
plant for verisimilitude. Both sides of the basin were inscribed with
runes. Even a slow-witted wizard would immediately grasp that these
runes were not for encouraging life.

No, he had to stow this transmitter as far out of sight as
possible. He hoisted it again, arms already protesting, and headed
farther into the darkness of the forest.

He trudged for what must have been a quarter-mile, stumbling
over exposed tree roots and the uneven terrain, before finding a spot
that seemed good enough to risk. Just past a small clearing crouched a
dense thicket of multiflora rose, peppered with vicious thorns—as
thuggish and uninviting as a plant could get. He followed it away from
the path for at least five hundred feet. Grateful for the spell shielding
his body, he shouldered his way into the mess and wrestled the weapon
into its midst. Then he rearranged the shrub’s arching stems to conceal
what he’d done, a comb-over writ large, and fought his way out. He
couldn’t see the thing at all. Hooray for invasive plants.

He looked around the clearing until he felt confident he would
have no trouble finding it again, and then retraced his steps, well into
trembling exhaustion. Collapse was imminent by the time he reached
the forest’s edge, so he lay on his stomach in view of the house and
waited for a sign that it was still occupied.

Time ticked by. He drifted off at least once, despite rocks
digging into his hip and the burning pain of overtaxed muscles. He had
just convinced himself to get up and go in when the wizard exited, dark
coat blending into the night.

The man strode toward the tree line, giving Peter another jolt of
unwanted adrenaline. Move? Stay put? But this time he didn’t have to
choose: As soon as the sloping hill shielded the wizard from Main
Street, he disappeared with a dramatic swirl of his duster-length coat.
The tell-tale sound of teleportation, like a cork pulled from a wine
bottle, meant he was likely gone and not just invisible.

BuKapOyBaHi pyHu. HaBiTe Henomyruii 3akiunaTens Bigpasy 0 30arHys, 1110 BOHU
@)X HISK HE CUMBOJII3YIOTb IPOJJOBKEHHS KUTTH.

Ane Hi, BIH MyCHB CXOBaTH LIed IepemaBay sKHAmami BiJ JIIOJICHKHUX
oueil. Ilitep 3HOBY HOro mifHsB, XO4a PYKH BXXKE IeThb HE CIyXalMCh, 1 PYLIUB
yriauo J1iCOBOI MITHMHU.

Bin mpoampaBcsi, IeBHO, 30 MiB KUIOMETPA, MOCTIHHO MEPEUIIITIIOIYNCH
yepe3 OroJieHe KOPIHHS AepeB 1 TOpOUCTY 3eMITI0, MEPII HiXK HATPAINUB Ha MICIIe,
10 BUJAIOCS MOMY JOCTaTHBO BJAJINMM, a0 3BaKUTHCS Ha pusuk. Oppasy 3a
HEBEIIMKOI TAISBHHOIO MPHYALIMCA HEMmpojasHi 3apocTi 0araToKBITKOBOL
TPOSIHIU, YCISHI MiJCTYMHUMU IINUYaKaMH — JHWKi, HENpPUBITHI, Tak 1 HE
CKa)Kelll, 110 Iie KBiTH. BiH BIIHIIOB Bif CTEXKKH IITOHANMEHIIE HA CTO II'ITIECAT
MeTpiB yOik. J[gKyroun yapam, 110 3aXUIIalid HOTo TiJ0, BIH MPOi3 Kpi3hb Xalli 1
CXOBaB CBOIO 30pOr0 MOMDK KOMIOUHMX credein. [Jlam BiH BUBEpPHYB IX Tak, 100
3aMacKyBaTU CBOi MisiHHsS, 1 BUOpaBcs Ha3oBHI. Hidoro 1 He Buano. CnaBa
pociiMHaM-Tiapa3utam!

YomnoBik 00IMBUBCS TalsiBUHY, NEPII HDXK YHNEBHUBCA, 10 0€3 3yCHIb
3Haiae i1 3HOBY, MICII YOrO PYIIMB Ha3aJ CBOIMHU CIiJJaMH, BHCHaXCHHUU [0
HecTaMu. Ha y3micci BiH JieAb HE 30MIIIB, TOXK HPWJIIT HAa JKMUBIT Tak, 00
OyAMHOK 3aJIMIIaBCs Y MOJI1 30pY, 1 CTaB BUYIKYBaTH, YU J0CI TaM XTOCh OpPYJIYE.

Yac crumBas. [IpuHaiiMHI OAMH pa3 BiH 3ajpiMaB, HONPH KaMiHHS, IO
BIIMBAJIOCS HOMY B CTETHO, 1 MEKy4ui Olb y MepeBTOMIIEHUX M'si3aX. TUIbKU-HO
BiH IIEpEeKOHaB ce0e BCTATH 1 3alTH A0 OYAMHKY, SK 3BIATH BUHIIOB YaKIyH, YUH
TEMHUH MJIaI 3IMBaBCs 3 HIYHOIO MITHMOIO.

Tolt 4onoBik pymuB 70 jJicocmyr, 1 Ilitep 3HOBY BiauyB HeOa)kaHMIA
BUKHJ ajapeHaniny. birtu? 3aBmeptu? Ta nporo paszy HoMmy He JIOBEJIOCS
o0OupaTty: HOHHO CXWJI marop0a 3aTyJIuB YakiyHa Bil MeHH-CTPUT, K BiH 3HUK,
BUXOPOM 3IIMHSIBIIN CBIM JOBrui Tutaml. BupaszHuii 3ByK Tenenoprarii, HEMOB
KOPOK, BUTATHYTHH 13 IUIAIIKM BHHA, BKa3yBaB CKOpIllle HA 3HUKHEHHS, HIX
MPOCTO HA HEBUIUMICTb.

[TiTep nepeBepHyBCs Ha CIIMHY 1 3aITIOIIMB O4i, a0U BraMyBaTH HYJOTHE
3amamopouenns. Ha Bonocuny Bix apemry. Momy Baanocs yHUKHYTH L€l 107,
asie, MOKJIMBO, BiH JIMILE BIATATHYB HemMuHyue. Kum Ou He OyB 1€l yakiyH, BiH
3HaB, 110 POOHUTE.
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Peter rolled onto his back and squeezed his eyes shut, trying to
ward off a nauseating dizziness. He’d been a hair’s breadth from arrest.
What he’d done to avoid that fate might have merely delayed the
inevitable. Whoever this wizard was, he knew what he was doing.

Peter dug demarcation stones from a pocket and set one on the
moss beside his head. Then, struggling to his feet, he marked the other
three angles of a large square—one that encompassed the spot where
the mystery wizard teleported from—and cast the new, impressive
spell. Only the exit point shone white against the red, forming a
vaguely body-like shape. He walked to it and put his hand straight
through to make absolutely certain the man wasn’t still there. Waiting
for him,

Heart decelerating, he nullified the spell, collected the stones
and staggered back to the house. He cast it again, this time around the
structure itself. The telephone junction box glowed bright white—he’d
been tapped, then. As he had no intention of saying anything the least
bit incriminating via phone, they were welcome to listen in.

He was too drained to check for more booby-traps, and far too
exhausted to shimmy up the side of the staircase to avoid tripping the
prowler’s silent- alarm spell, if it was still in place. He dragged himself
into the receiving room. There he spent the remainder of the night, just
shy of fully asleep.

Chapter Fifteen

Peter, one step from the top of the staircase, heard the front
door open and shut, followed by the soft sound of Miss Harper’s bare
feet on the hardwood floor. He could practically feel her anger from
two flights up. With a sigh, he slipped into the attic.

Over the weekend, he’d transformed it into an approximation
of an experimental-spells lab. Gone were all the odds and ends.
Enchantments on the walls, ceiling and floor shielded the old wood
from the magic he was about to start throwing around. Most of it

[Titep micTaB 3 KUIEHI JeMapKaliiiHi KaMeHi 1 OJHOTO IMOKJIaB Ha MOX
Outst cBO€l rosioBu. Hacwimy 3BiBIIMCh HAa HOTH, BiH PO3MITHB IHIII TPU KYTH
BEJIMKOTO KBaJ[paTa, 110 OXOIUTIOBAB MiCIIe TeJIeMOopTallii 3araJKoBOro 4akiyHa, i
IIPOMOBUB HOBE, HE MEHII MOTYXXHE 3aKJIMHaHHA. Terep Ha YEpBOHOMY TIi
Oinmina nuine ToYka HOro BUXOAY, HEBHPA3HO HAraaylo4d JIOACHKY IOCTATh.
[Titep migiimoB 10 Hel 1 MPOCYHYB PYKY IMPSMO HACKPi3b, 00 MEPEKOHATHCH,
110 TOH YOJIOBIK Y)ke He TaM. | He uekae Ha HOTro MosIBY.

Cepiie CITOBUTLHUIIOCS, BIH 3HSB 3aKJIMHAHHS, 310paB KaMeH1 1 XUTalO4HCh
nojaBcs 10 OyauHKy. BiH 11e pa3 HaKkiIaB yapw, Ha [el pa3 Ha caMmy OyiBIIO.
TeneponHa maHenp 3acssiia SCKpaBUM OUIMM CBITIIOM — BHXOIUTh, HOTO
NPOCITyXOBYBAIM. A Tak SK BiH HE MaB Hamipy MOBIIOMIISTH IIO-HEOyAb
BUKpUBAJbHE MO TenedoHy, TO HeXail CIyXaroTh.

BiH HACTUIbKM BHCHAXHBCS, IO BXXE HE OYJIO CHII TIEPEBIPSATH HASIBHICTH
IHIIKMX MIHI-IACTOK, 1 HACTIJIBKY 3HECHWJIEHUH, 110 HE MIT IiIHATHCS IO CXO0aaX,
mo0 He 3a4enuTd Oe3lMIyMHE 3aKJIMHAHHS-CHTHAI3AIli0 MPOTH TpaldiKHUKIB,
SIKITIIO BOHO I1I€ ¥ JI0Ci Misu10. BiH MorsieHTaBcs 10 BiTaJIbHI, JIe i TPOBIB 3aJIUIIIOK
HOYi, HE 3IMKHYBIIIN OYEH.

Po3aia m’arHagnaTHi

3a KpOK BiJl BepXHbOi cXOAUHKH IliTep mouyBs, K 3apumiiaM BXiJHI ABEpi,
a MOTIM — Jeab BJIOBUMHUN KpoK Oocux HIr mic ['apnep mo mapkery. Bin
NPaKTUYHO BiA4YyBaB ii CEpPAUTICTh, HABITh Yepe3 JBa MOBEPXH. 3ITXHYBIIH, BiH
MPOIIMHUTHYB Ha TOPHIIIE.

3a BuXigHI BiH O0O0jamITyBaB TyT IIOCH Ha 3pa3ok Jabopatopii
eKCTIEpUMEHTABHIX 3aKIIMHAHb. YBECh MOTIIOX 3HUK. 3aKIMHAHHS Ha CTiHAX,
CTeNi Ta MiJUI031 3aXUIIaIM CTape JEpeBO BijJ BIUIMBY Marii, sIKy BiH 30upaBcs
3aCTOCOBYBaTH. 3/1€0UIBIIOTO HIYOTO HE BUXOAWIO — Taka BXKe MpHUpoja
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would do nothing at all—that was the nature of R&D. Ninety-nine out
of a hundred attempts to create brand- new spells failed, either in the
pfft sense or because the results weren’t useful. If you were lucky, one
worked—as intended or as a happy accident. If you were unlucky, one
went monumentally wrong.

Impossible to predict how magic would react to a seemingly
harmless combination of words—or words and aids—never tried
before. That was why one wasn’t supposed to muck around with spell
invention all alone.

He’d been doing a lot of things lately that one wasn’t supposed
to do. “Forpringan feorhbealu,” he said, a dictionary lying open on the
table beside him so he could make absolutely certain he didn’t
mispronounce the Old English words. Defend against deadly evil. That
pretty much summed up his requirements.

Magic zipped from his fingers in the familiar way that if he
lived to be one hundred he would still never tire of. He moved to the
peach he’d encircled with the invisible spell and tried to step on it.
Steel-hard magic stood between him and the fruit. That wasn’t
unexpected, since forpringan was a known protection spell. The real
test was whether this pairing would do any better than beorgan, the
gold standard for defense—the spell he’d used on the room itself.

He aimed at the peach a second time and cast the strongest
explosive spell he knew. The protective enchantment darkened under
the strain, black tendrils zigzagging from the point of contact, and
disintegrated after two minutes, four seconds with an echoing boom of
failure. He let up just in time to avoid splattered peach. Beorgan would
have held for roughly three minutes if cast well. Beorgan was an
effective shield against the force of fifty tons of TNT.

The weapon he’d hidden in the forest could generate an
explosion equal to ten thousand tons.

6 (cmapoanen.) «BinBepHYTH IHX0, IO KATTS OKUAPAE.

! (cmapoaHejz.) «PATYBATH», KOXOPOHATHY, «y'I(pil'[J'IIOBaTI/I», «BaxymaTHmn.

HAYKOBO-AOCHiTHOI poOotu. [leB'sHOCTO 1eB'siTh i3 cTa cnpold 31 CTBOPEHHS
abCOJIFOTHO HOBHUX 3aKJIMHAHb 3aKIHUYBAJIHUCS INPOBAJIOM, ab0 K «mio», abo
Yyepe3 MapHICTh pe3yabTarTiB. SIKIIO MOIMIACTUTH, OJHE 3aKJIMHAHHS CIIPAIIOE —
AK IUIaHyBajiocst abo MpOCTO MOBE310. A SKIIO Hi, TO IIOCh MOIJIO IITH
KaTacTpo(iyHO HE TaK.

HixTto He wmir mepeabauuTd, sIK Maris Biapearye Ha, 3aaBajiocs O,
HEBMHHE IO€IHAHHSA CIiB (a00 CIiB 1 JOJAaTKOBUX EJEMEHTIB), sKE HIKOJIH
panimie He BunpobdoByBanocs. Ock YoMy He citij Oysio OaBUTHCS 3 BUTAAyBaHHIM
3aKJIMHAHb CAaMOTYXKKH.

OcTaHHIM 4YacoM BiH 3pOOMB UMMAaio pedeid, siki He cliJ Oylo pOOHUTH.
Bin mnpokazas «Forpringan feorhbealu®», 3Beprarouncs 10 posropHyTOro
CJIOBHMKA, IO JIe)KaB MOpPYY Ha CTOJ, a0W MEpecBITUUTUCS Y NPaBUIBHOCTI
BUMOBH CTapOAHTIIIHCHKUX CIiB. 3aXHCT BiJl CMEPTOHOCHOTO 37a. Bracue, came
e iiomy 1 Tpebda.

3 Oro NaJTBIIiB IMOJIMHYJIA Marisi — TaK 3HAHOMO i 3aXOIUTHBO, 110 HABITh
y CTO pOKiB BiH He BTOMHUBCS O Big mporo BiguyTTs. [liTep mimiiimoB no
3a4apOBAaHOTO0 HEBHJIUMHM 3aKJIMHAHHSIM MEpCUKa 1 CpoOyBaB HACTYIHUTH Ha
HbOr0. Mk HUM 1 GpyKTOM YTBOPHMBCS HENIPOOMBHMI Mariunuii 6ap'ep. Lle i He
nuBHO, ajke «forpringan» — nmoOpe Bimome 3akiavHaHHS 3axucTy. CrpaBiKHE
BUNIPOOYBaHHA MOJATalo B TOMY, 4M OyAe Ile NO€AHAHHS [I€BIIUM 3a
«beorgan’y, sxuii BBakacThcs eTanoHOM Oe3meku. CamMe HUM BiH 3aXMINAB IiTy
KIMHATY.

BiH npuniauBcs B IEpCUK BAPYre 1 BUTOJIOCUB HAUMOTYXHilIe BUOYXOBE
3aKJIMHAHHA 3 ycix HoMy Bigomux. I1i cuioro ynapy 3axucHI yapu MOTbMSHIIH,
BiJl TOUKH 31TKHEHHS PO3IMIIUIMCS YOPHI 3BUBUCTI CTPYMEHI, 1 Yepe3 /1Bl XBUIMHU
Ta YOTHPU CEKYHIM 3aKJIMHAHHA 3 2VpPKOMOM PO3ipBaJOCh HA IIMAaTOYKU. Sk
nobpe, MO0 BIH BYACHO BIJCKOYMB TOAQl, 1 OpWU3KM BiJ TEpCUKa WOTO HE
3aJIsMay.

3a HaJIGKHOIO 3aCTOCYBaHHS 3akiuHaHHsS «beorgany mporpumanocs 6
NpUOIM3HO TPU XBWIMHH. «Beorgan» — MOTYXXHHH IIMT, 3JaTHHA BHTPUMATH
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“Bewerian feorhbealu,” he said, trying the next combination on
his list.

Beatrix listened to the muffled sounds coming from somewhere
above as she chopped her way through a sleeping-aid brew. What was
he doing? Setting off cherry bombs? Whatever it was, it seemed
unlikely to be about omnimancing—nothing on the to-do list taped to
the cabinet required explosions—and she thought back to Garrett’s
question. Too bad she couldn’t pass this bit of intelligence on to him,
though she was nearly as angry with the Army’s “problem solver” as
she was with Blackwell.

Thanks to Garrett’s unexpected visit, they would have to
conduct League business outside the house. Rosemarie declared the
college the only safe alternative. Beatrix had no logical reason to
disagree, but the thought of regularly going on campus filled her with
something like dread.

Everything about Hazelhurst appealed to her—the architecture,
the portraits of suffragists on the walls, the labs stocked with
equipment, the hallways alive with the muffled sounds of lectures. She
hated to leave, so she hated nearly as much to go in the first place.

Brew finished, she stoppered the bottle and set it aside for
Blackwell to check. The instructions he’d left on the table ordered her
to leave that final spell to him so he could confirm she’d handled the
preparations correctly. Even so, he’d pushed her onto a tightrope
without much of a net.

“Riht won’t tell me whether you managed spells of sufficient
strength, so use the incantometer to measure as you go,” he’d written
in the smooth script that identified him as one of Rosemarie’s former
students. “Remember— anyone drinking a brew after the spells wear
out could get food poisoning.”

8 (cmapoanan.) «Bbepertu Bix 3ma».
% (cmapoanan.) «IpaBUIBHOY, «1006PE», «KCyMIIHHOY (PO Jii/BUMHKN).

BUOYX M'SITIECATH TOHH TPOTHITY.

CxoBana y jici 30posi 37aTHA BUOYXHYTH 3 CHJIOK, €KBIBAJICHTHOIO
JECATH TUCSYaM TOHH.

— «Bewerian feorhbealu®», — BuMOBHB BiH, mepeBipsoun HaCTYIHY
KOMOIHAIIIIO 31 CBOTO CITHCKY.

Bearpikc Bcmyxanacsi y HeBUpa3Hi 3BYKH, 10 JOJTMHAIN AECh 3TOPH, TTOKU
BOHA Hapi3aja IHrpemieHTH s cHomiHoro 3unia. Illo x BiH Tam poOuB?
[Terapmu nigpusas? 1o 6 me He Oyno, HABPSA YU 1€ CTOCYBAJIOCS OE3MEYHOTO
OMaHyBaHHS BEPXOBHOI Marii (HIilIO 31 CIKCKY CHOpaB, IO BUCIB Ha mmadi, HE
nepenbavano BUOYXiB), i iif npuraganocs sanuranus [appera. [Ipukpo, mo y nei
He Oyll0 MOXKIIMBOCTI Mepeaaty oMy 1o iHopMalliro, Xxoua JiBUMHA THIBaIacs
Ha IBOTO «pimanxy mpobjaem» BIHCHKOBOTO BiJIOMCTBA HE MEHINE, HIX Ha
bnexsena.

Jlsaxyroun HecnomiBaHOMY BisuTy lappera, iM mOBemeThCa 3aiimMaThcs
cinpaBamu Jliru mo3za Mexamu JIOMiBKH. €IMHUM O€3MEYHUM MiClIeM, Ha AYMKY
Po3mapi, 3anumascs konemk. Y bearpikc He Oyio KOJHUX JIOTIYHHX IIJCTaB HE
MOTOAUTHUCS, ajie BiJl OAHIE] AYMKHM TpPO MOCTIMHI MOI3AKU A0 CTYAEHTCHKOTO
MiCTeuKa 11 OXOTUIIOBAB SIKUHCH TIEPEIISIK.

VY Teizenrepcti i iMIOHYBajo Bce apxiTeKTypa, MOPTPEeTH
cyppaXHCTOK Ha CTiHAaX, OCHalleHl oOyagHaHHsIM JabopaTopii, 3aauTI
NOPUTIIYIIEHUM BIUTYHHSM JIEKLIH Kopuaopu. [liBuMHa CTpalieHHO He XOTiia
3QJIMINATH 1€ MICIIe, TOXK CTPAIICHHO HE XOTUIa ¥ MPUDHKIKATH CIOJIH.

3BapuBILIY 317UIs, BOHA 3aKOpKyBaJla IUIAMIKY 1 BiAkiania ii, o0 bieksenn
yce mepeBipuB. B 1HCTpyKIisfiX, SKI BIH 3ajJMIIMB Ha CTOJI, 3a3HA4ajoCs, IO
OCTaHHE 3aKJIMHAHHSA BOHA TMOBHMHHA 3AJMINUTH oMy, abW BiH MiATBEPAMB, IO
MIPUTOTYBaHHS BUKOHAHI YCIIIIHO. AJI€ BCE OJTHO — BiH MIPOCTO KUHYB ii Y BOIY
0e3 pATIBHOTO Kpyra.

«Riht%» He Tokaxke, unm BHCTauMIO BaM cumim 1A 3aKIMHAHB, TOMY
nepeBipsiiTe Bce 3a JOMOMOTOI0 YapoMeTpa», — IMPOMHCAB BiH PIBHEHHKUM
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No pressure.

She turned to look at the to-do list, one hundred ninety items
long the last time she’d counted, and noticed that he’d begun writing
new requests at the bottom. On some of the completed ones,
meanwhile, he’d added notations to indicate they weren’t really done:
“Next batch Oct. 5.” An omnimancer—a good one, anyway—was
clearly on a tread-wheel that never let up.

Why in God’s name had Blackwell come home to take this job,
for no pay, in order to fob it off on her at his own expense? The easy
answer was insanity, but she felt confident he wasn’t crazy. Perhaps he
was being paid by the Canadians—or the Germans or Japanese—to
throw a wrench into a sensitive project by bowing out, and he needed a
semi-plausible place to retreat to. Perhaps he had passed information to
them. Perhaps he was putting the entire country in danger.

Assuming there even was a project. Garrett could be lying. But
the thought of it bit at her and whispered ugly things to her
subconscious. Last night she’d dreamt of a desert rocked by an
explosion so massive it lit up the sky. Listening to Blackwell setting
off blasts now was not making her any less uneasy.

She couldn’t think about that at the moment, any of it. If she
didn’t focus, people could get hurt. She sliced, mashed and mixed with
fevered concentration, cast spells of acceptable if not impressive
strength that left her feeling winded, and decanted the results.

Then, slipping off her heels, she crept from the brewing room
in stocking feet and up the rickety staircase, determined to find out for
what purpose Blackwell had coerced her into doing his work for him.

She followed the off-and-on noises to the attic and hovered
near the closed door at the top of the staircase. Odd that he hadn’t
taken the precaution of soundproofing it, as he had with the receiving
room the day the general visited. Though on second thought, she
supposed he would have no reason to fear she could tell anyone about
his activities.

It was a barrier she intended to test at every opportunity.

MOYEPKOM, THIOBUM st yuHiB Po3mapi. — «lIlam'araiiTe: KokeH, XTO BUI'E
31U TTICTIS 3aKIHYSHHS i1 9apiB, PUBHKYE OTPYIiTHCS.

Hy rtak, npiOHuIi.

Bona obGepnynach, abu MOTJSHYTH Ha CHOUCOK CIIpaB, B SIKWUM, 3a ii
OCTaHHIMH MiJpaxyHKaMH, BXOJAWJIO CTO JEB'STHOCTO IYHKTIB, 1 MOMITHJIA, IO
[Titep mouaB gonucyBaTH HOBI 3aBlIaHHS BHU3Y. Jlo AesKUX 13 BiKE 3aBEPIICHUX
BiH 3QJIMIIMB NMPUMITKH, a OTXKE, HE Taki BOHU Bxe i roroi: «HactymHa mopiis
5 koBTHS». BepxoBHuii Mar (NmpuHaliMHI, XOpOIIWi) Oe3NmepecTaHKy
IpaIoBaB, MOB OiJIKa y KOJIeCi.

I'ocniogu, auig doro x brieksenn norogusces nosepuytucs noaomy? Lle i
3aapMa B3SBCS 3a II0 poOOTy, MO0 MOTIM MEpPeKIacTd Ha Hei CBOI KJIOMOTH?
BinnoBige HampomryBamacs cama coboro — BiH 3'ixaB 3 rmy3ay. Ta beatpikc
3HaJa: 1 He TOW BHIAIOK. MoKe, KaHa/Ili, HIMII Y¥ STOHII TIATHIN HOoMy 3a
BTpYYaHHS B HAJCEKPETHUN IMPOEKT, TOX BIH IIYKaB SAKECh OUIbII-MEHII
Oe3neune wmicne, ae 0 MokHa Oyiio cxoBaTucs. Moke, BiH 3JMBaB IM naHi. A
MO3Ke, BiH Hapa)xxaB Ha HeOe3MeKy 1Ty KpaiHy.

[IpumycTuMo, Takuil MPOEKT ChpaBii ichyeae. lapper Mir i 30pexarw.
OpHak cama JuIle 3rajika Mpo Iie He JaBajia il CIIOKOI 1 HaBiloBaja OpHIKi
TyMKH. Buopa BHOYI JiBUMHI HacHWIAacs IycCTeNsl, SIKY CKOJMXHYB HAaCTIIbKU
HNOTY)KHUM BUOYX, 0 ax HeOo 3aropijocs. | Temep, mouyBmu, sik biexsern
I0Ch MiIpUBAE, iid cTajo e O1JIbIe He 1O COoOl.

3apa3 BOHa B3arajii He MOIJIa PO MOCh AyMaTH. SIKIIO HE 30CepeAUTHUCH,
nocTpaxkaaroth Jgoau. HiOu B nuxomaHIll, BOHA KpUIIWIA, po3THpaia 1
3MillyBaJia, BUMOBJIsUIA BiIMOBIHI 3aKIMHAHHS, HEXal 1 HEe HAATO CHIIbHI, Ta BCE
OJIHO BUCHAKJIMBI, 1 pO3JIMBaja BCE MO EMHOCTSIX.

[Ticns nporo BoHa 3HsUIAa MiAOOpPH, TUXECEHBKO B MAaHYOXax BHUMILIA 3
KIMHATH 3ULIEBApiHHA 1 XUTKUMH CXOJaMH pyllWja Ha TOpHUIIE, CIIOBHEHA
pimry4ocTi 3'scyBaTu, HaBilo biekBent 3MycHB i BUKOHYBATH HOro 5k po0oTy.

JliBurHa minia Ha ypUBYACTUN 3BYK, IO JOJWHAB 3TOpH, aje 3aBMepia
nepes 3auMHEHUMH JBepuMa Ouls BEPXHIX CXOJMHOK. SIKOCh TUBHO, IO BiH HE
moa0aB MpPO 3BYKOI30JIAIIIO, SIK Y BUMAJKY 3 BITAJBHEIO, KOJU IO HHOTO 3aBITaB
redepai. Brim, beaTpikc mogymku po3mipKoByBaja: HOJIOBIKOBI HEMa€ CEHCY
HEMOKOITHCS, 1110 BOHA PO3MOBICTh L€ KOMYCh PO HOT0 JisSTHHS.
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Behind the door came the clang of two metallic objects
colliding and a sound like french fries in oil. This continued for a
while—a minute, two, three?—before the explosion she’d heard over
and over downstairs. Following it was a stretch of something close to
silence, perhaps a rustling of papers. Then Blackwell cast a spell,
followed by another, both too muffled to be understandable, and—
clang—the process repeated itself.

She had to make out those spells. She pressed her ear against
the door. After a moment, he murmured a jumble of Old English
syllables, followed by a much clearer word: “Fordayst.”

Collision, french fries, boom.

She held her breath, straining to hear the entire string this time.
Something something beeloo? She had to teach herself more Old
English. But the spell after the pause was unmistakable. “Fordayst.”

Collision, fries, boom. Even faster this time.

“Dést na”—wait, she knew that phrase, “do not”—and another
unintelligible word or two. Then, once more: “Fordayst.”

She didn’t stay to hear the inevitable rest. She tiptoed back
downstairs, found the hefty, extra-classified volume that claimed to be
the repository of all spells and flipped to F.

It took a minute because she wasn’t sure how the word was
spelled or whether she’d heard the infinitive. Finally she found it—
fordest, blast those tricky long vowels—under the second-person
present indicative of fordon.

“To undo, bring to naught, ruin, destroy; abolish; kill,” the
dictionary declared. “Powerful explosive spell. Restricted use only.”

Oh God.

She tried to start on the next brew, but her hands trembled.
Finally she retreated to the kitchen and ate the lunch she’d packed,
trying—failing—to think of a harmless reason her employer would cast
a restricted spell known for ruination and destruction.

10 (cmapoanzn.) «3aUIIATIY.

Tenep y Hel BU3pIB 3a1yM BUIPOOYBATH 1eW IIUT 32 OyIb-SKO1 CITyIIHOT
HaroJy.

3a nBepuMa OpsI3HYIM JIBa METAJIEBI IPEMETH, 1 MPOTYHAB 3BYK, CXOKHI
Ha IIKBapyaHHs KapTorwl ¢pi B KUIUIA4ik omii. Tak TpuBajo Iie MEeBHUN dYac
(xBUIMHY, ABi1, TpU?), a MOTIM cTaBCs BUOYX, KM BOHA HEOJHOPA30BO UyJia
BHM3Y. | TyT HacTtanma BigHOCHA ThIIa: 3amenectind mamepu. Toxi biexsemn
BUMOBHMB 3aKJIMHAHHS, a 32 HUM II€ OJHE, 1 00uABa MPO3BYYaIN HACTIIBKU THXO,
10 iX HEMOXKJIUBO OyJI0 po3iOpatH, i... 6PsA3b... yce CTanocs 3HOBY.

JiBurHa Mycwia BIIOBHTH Ii 3aKiIMHaHHSA. BoHa mpumama ByXoMm 0
nBepeil. 3a MUTh YOJIOBIK MPOOYPMOTIB SIKYCh MIIIAHMHY 31 CTapOAHIIIIHCHKUX
CKIIajiiB, a janmi — HabaraTo giTkime cnoso «Fordayst'%».

bpsi3kit, mikBapuaHHs, 6abax.

3araMyBaBIIM IMOJIMX, BOHA HAIPY)KEHO BCiIyXajacs, 00 IbOro pasy
nouytd BCcio (Qpasy. Skecp «beeloo»? Tpeba Oymo Oinbie BYUTH
CTapOaHTIIHChKY MOBY. Ta micis may3u Mpo3Bydasio 3aKIMHAHHS, K€ TOYHO HE
crutyTaen 3 iHmumu. «Fordayst».

Bbps3kirt, mikBapuanus, 6abax. L{poro pa3y HaBiTh HIBU/IIIIE.

«Dést na»: 3auekail, BoHa 3HaJa 1€ 3allepeYeHHs, TOOTO «He», 1 111e OHe-
JIBa HE3pO3yMUIHX ciioBa. A Toji e pa3: «Fordayst».

JliBunHa He 3axOTUla JOCIyXOBYBaTM HeMHHyuud ¢iHan. Bona
CIIYCTWJIACS HABIUIIMHBKYU JOHU3Y, 3HAWILIA 3J0POBE3HUH, CYBOPO 3aCEKPEUECHUI
TOM, y SIKOMY, Haue0TO, MICTWJIMCS BCl 3aKJIMHAHHS, 1 PO3TOpHYJa HOro Ha JiTepi
«F»,

Ile 3aiiHss10 XBUWIIMHKY, TaK SK y Hei OyJlM CYMHIBU IIOAO HalvCaHHS
clloBa Ta 4y caMe iHQIHITHB BOHA TO4Yyla. 3pemTor 3Haiinuia — «fordest»
(OynpTe MPOKIIATI, XUTP1 JOBI1 TOJIOCHI) y ApYTid 0c001 OAHMHU TENepilIHbOro
yacy aiecinoBa «fordony.

«CkacyBaTH, 3BECTH HaHiBellb, 3pYHHYBaTH, 3HUIIMTH; JIIKBIIyBaTH;
BOMTH», — Hnwiocs y cnoBHUKY. — «lloTy)kHe BHOyXOBe 3aKIMHaHHS.
OOMexeHe BUKOPUCTAHHSY.

boxeuxn.
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It sounded like he was practicing, or seeing how well the spell
worked against various defenses—the better to use it at some later
date.

Food helped stem the shakiness. She refocused on brewing,
with great effort, and worked her way through two more assignments
before she had to stop to rest. Blackwell’s boots on the stairs gave her a
nasty turn—she didn’t want to see him, she really, really didn’t want to
see him—but to her relief he headed out, the front door opening and
closing with a soft click. Four o’clock. One more brew should round
out the day, and perhaps she could leave before he returned.

Assuming she had enough energy left to see it through. She’d
cast fifteen spells already and was feeling close to drained. Hints of a
headache played around her eyes and the base of her neck, the promise
of pain to come.

The next assignment was a vitamin-heavy concoction that the
manual noted was designed to stave off health ailments on ships and in
other situations where food was scarce. “Expensive ingredients,”
Blackwell had written in the margins of the book, and any question she
might have had about whether he’d penned that today or twenty years
earlier was erased by the next sentence: “Please get it right the first
time.”

Tomorrow, then. She wasn’t taking a chance in this condition.
But as she prepared ingredients for a chronic-cough syrup, one that
blessedly needed just two spells to see it through, she tried to guess
who had asked for the vitamin drink. No one had mentioned any such
need during the onslaught nine days prior. Blackwell had written the
brew on the list himself, squeezed between allergy relief for half-a-
dozen suffering farmers and the cough syrup for fourteen-year-old
Danny Taverson, so he obviously thought it was too important to wait
until the first round of requests was filled.

She finished the syrup brewing without any evident mishap,
squeaking by on her last spell with a three-moon measurement. Then
she packed everything up, tucked her shoes and stockings in her bag

Beatpikc B3siacsi 3a HACTYNHY MOPLIO 3L, Ta PyKH 11 HE CIyXaucs.
Bpemri-pemt BoHa mojanacs 10 KyXHi, 3'ma cBiii 00iq 1 cipoOyBana (MapHO)
BUTAJATH XO4Y SKYChb HEBHHHY NPHUYMHY, YoMy O 1ie ii KepiBHHMK 3BepTaBCs 10
TaKUX «OOMEKEHUX» 3aKJIMHAHb, 3HAHUX CBOEIO HUII[IBHOIO CHIIOIO.

Cknazanocsi BpaxxeHHs1, HIOM BiH TpeHyBaBcs a00 MepeBipsiB, HACKUIBKU
e(eKTUBHO 3aKJIMHAHHSA JI€ TPOTH PI3HUX BHUAIB 3aXHUCTy, 100 3TOAOM
CKOPHUCTATHUCS HUM.

I)xa BramyBama ii TpeMmTiHHA. 3 BEJIUKUMM 3yCUIUIAMH BOHA 3HOBY
30cepenuiacs Ha 3UIIEBApPiHHI 1 BCTHIIA BUKOHATH IIIC J[BA 3aBJAaHHS, TIEPII HIXK
nepeectu nmoaux. Ctyk uobit brneksemna mo cxomgax 3mycuB ii 3imynurtucs (i
HE XOTUIoCsS Horo GauuTH, ayxke, Oyoce He XoTinocs). [Ipote, Ha i mpeBenuke
acTs, BIH BUMIIOB, 1 TapaJiHi ABEPi JABIUl JIETEHbKO KiayHyau. Bike derBepra.
Ocra"He 3ULId Ha CHOTOAHI, 1, MOXKJIMBO, BOHA BCTMI'HE IITH 10 HOro
MOBEPHEHHSI.

[Tpumyctumo, i e BUCTayae Cuil, M00 JOBECTH BCi CIIpaBH 10 JIamdy.
Bona Bke Haknana M'ATHaUATh 3aKJIMHAHb 1 MOYyBalach Tak, HIOM 3 Hel
BUYABWIM BCi Ccoku. [lepmmMu a3BiHOYKaMH OO0 CTald Jie[h ITOMITHI
HEMPUEMHI BITIYTTsI HABKOJIO OYeH 1 B JUISIHIII IIH1.

HacrynHe 3aBnanHs — HacMYEeHHI BiTaMiHAMU HACTIH, SKUH, 32 OMTUCOM
y MOCIOHMKY, MpU3HAYaBCs Ui MPO(DITaKTUKH 3aXBOPIOBaHb Ha KOPaOJsiX Ta B
yMoBax HecTaul iki. «/lopori KOMINOHEHTHW», — BKa3aB biiekBenn Ha MOJAX
KHWUTH, 1 BCl CYMHIBH IIOJI0 TOTO, Y HAMUCaB BiH 1€ CHOTOJHI, Y JIBAISTh
POKIB TOMY, pO3BIsUTUCS HAacTymHUM peueHHsM: «lIpomry, 3pobu Bce sk Tpeda 3
HEPUIOTo pasy».

OTtxe, 3aBTpa. Y TakoMy cTaHl BOHa He 30upanacsa pusukyBatu. OnHak,
MOKH TOTYyBajla IHIPENIEHTH JIi CUPOIY BiJl XpPOHIYHOIO KaILIl, KWW, XBajia
HeOecam, BUMaraB JIMINE JIBOX 3aKJIMHAaHb, BOHA HaMarajacs BraJaTH, XTO X
3aMOBHB BiTaMiHHUH Hamiid. CepeJ HaBajlu HEIyKUX JIeB'ATh JAHIB TOMY XOJHA
Iylia i cIoBOM He OOMOBHIIACh MPO HBOTO. BilekBessT BIacHOpYdY BITHCAB IIe
31JUIA 10 CHMCKY, BTHUCHYBIIM MOTO MK 3aco0amu Bif aneprii Juis >KMEHBKU
OimonamHNX GepMepiB, SKI CTpaXJaIW BiJ HEl, Ta CHPONOM BiJ KalLIIO IJIs
yoTupHaauatupiuyHoro Jlenni TeBepcoHa, Tox, 6e3mepeyHo, BiH BUPILIUB, 1O L5
3asBKa HAJTO CEpHO3HA, i YeKaTH, TOKU BUKOHAIOTH MEPITY YepTy 3aMOBJICHb, HE
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for the walk home through the forest and rushed for the front door—
just a bit too late. In walked Blackwell, his deep blue coat flaring
dramatically around him.

“Done?” he asked.

“Yes.” Her heart beat so loudly she could hardly hear herself
over it.

“Come with me, please.”

He led the way back to the brewing room, crossed ‘“Remediate
flood damage in courthouse basement” off the to-do list—so that was
where he’d gone—and turned to inspect her work. “How was your
spell strength?”

Not trusting her voice, she pointed to the instructions he’d left.
She’d added notes about the spells for each brew. The best one—the
first she’d made—would last seven moon cycles. It was downhill from
there.

“That will do,” he said.

As he cast the incantation over each concoction that would
show whether it had been made properly, she told herself she didn’t
care about the results. In fact, she hoped she had done poorly. He’d
ordered her to work to the best of her abilities, so she could do nothing
less, but if her best wasn’t good enough—if he needed to step in to do
the work himself—maybe he wouldn’t have time to destroy. Maybe—
maybe—he would let her go, the terms of the contract still binding but
quiescent.

One by one, all her brews turned a dark green.

“Very good,” Blackwell said.

She didn’t know what was more distressing: that she’d
succeeded, or that his words sent a thrill up her spine that felt almost
like the rush of magic. Despite everything, a deep-seated part of her
wanted to do this work and do it well.

He looked over her notes again, frowning. “Why didn’t you

1 3aKJ’II/IHaHHSI, SAKE ,Z[i}IJ'IO MMpOTATrOM TPbOX MICSIYHHX I_II/IKJ'IiB.

MOYKHA.

beatpikc noBapuia cupon 6e3 KOIHUX KypHO3iB, Jie[b-JIe[lb BUMOBUBIIN
OCTaHHE 3aKIMHAHHA TpuMmicsaunuka'l. Jlani Bona Bce crakyBaja, CXoBaja B3yTTs
Ta MAaHYOXH B CYMKY, a0U MPOUTHUCS JIICOM JOJOMY, 1 MOKBAIMMUIACS A0 BXIJHHUX
JBepel, xo4ya Oylo TpillleuKH 3ami3Ho. Y KiMHATy yBilmoB bieksemt, y TeMHO-
CHHBOMY ILIaIIl, IKHH e()eKTHO PO3BUBABCS HABC101Y.

— 3akiHumna? — CIUTaB BiH.

— Tak, — 1i ceplie HaCTUIbKU I'YYHO KaJlaTaio, 10 BOHa cama cebe JieJb
qya.

— Xoaimo 31 MHOIO, Oy/Ib J1acKa.

YouoBik 3aBiB ii Ha3aa 10 KIMHATH 3UII€BAPIHHSA, BUKPECIUB 13 CIIUCKY
cnpaB «JlikBiyBaTH HACTIJKHM MiJTOIUICHHS B MiABali Cyay» (TO OCh A€ KHOro
HOCHJIO) 1 TAIMIIIOB, 100 TIEpeBipUTH 1i POOOTY.

— Sk gisnu TBOT 3aKJIMHAHHS LIBOTO pazy?

He noBipsroun Bi1acHOMY TOJIOCY, NiBYMHA TUIFHYJIA HA HOTO 1HCTPYKII.
BoHna nonama mpumiTke 10 KoxHOTO 3unsa. HaiicwpHime (i 3BapeHe MepInm)
JSTAME CIM IMOBHUX MicsiB. J{am cripaBu minmmm ripire.

— l'ogutses, — 3poHuB biiekse.

I moku BiH YMTaB 3aMOBJISTHHSI HaJl KO)KHUM HACTOEM, 100 TIEPEKOHATHUCS
y MPaBUJILHOCTI iX MPUTOTYBAaHHS, JiBYMHA 3ameBHsIIA cede, 1o il Oaiimyxke Ha
pesynbTaT. BracHe, iit xoTunocs, mo0 BoHA He énopanacs. biaekBenn 3BeniB i
JIOKJIQJIaTH MAaKCUMYM 3YyCHJIb, TOX 1l HE 3aJMIIaIocs HIYOro 1HIIOro, a SKIIO ii
MaKCUMYMY BHSIBUTBCS 3aMajio (SIKIIO HOMY JTOBEJIETHCS BTPYTUTHUCS 1 BUKOHATH
poboTy camoMmy), TO, MOXIJIMBO, Ha PYHHYBaHHS NMPOCTO HE 3aJIUILUTHCSA 4Yacy.
MO>KJIUBO. .. MOKJIMBO, BiH BIAMYCTUTS ii, Yroja /aji 3B’s3yBaTUMeE iX, Ta BXKE Y
[IIKOBUTIN THIII.

VYeci ii 31 1o "ep3i moyanu HabyBaTH TEMHO-3€JIEHOTO KOJIhOPY.

— IIpexpacHo, — MoBUB briekse.

JliBunHa He 3HaJa, 1m0 ii OLTBIIE ApaTyBajIo: TE, IO i TaKU BAAIOCS, YU
Te, 1110 HOro cjoBa MPOHU3AIM ii TUIO CTPYMOM, CXOXKMM Ha Marito. Ta morpu
6ce, 1eCh y TIMOMHI Tyl il KOPT1JI0 BUKOHYBATH 1110 poOOTY 1 IKHalKparle.
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make the vitamin brew?”

“I didn’t want to ruin it.” She leaned against the wall to take
some of the strain off her back and legs. “I’ll prepare it tomorrow
morning when I’m not so drained.”

His gaze shifted from the paper to her. “How are you?”

“Fine,” she said, throwing the word at him like a knife. He
didn’t get to do this to her and then inquire solicitously about her
health.

“I’ll drive you home.”

“No!”

“Really—"

“I like the woods,” she put in quickly before he could turn it
into an order, and tried to change the subject. “Who is the vitamin brew
for?”

“Anna, Evan and Tommy Clark. The seven-year-old with the
earache problem and her younger siblings.”

She frowned, wondering what the children had in common
with famished sailors, and then the answer came to her like a wallop to
the head. The Clarks didn’t have enough money for a doctor. They
probably didn’t have enough for other necessities as well.

“You think they’re malnourished,” she said.

“Almost certainly.”

“Will this help?”

“It should.”

Her anger and fear ebbed slightly. An unusual sort of terrorist,
Omnimancer Blackwell.

“Mrs. Clark didn’t ask for that, did she.” Beatrix looked him in
the eye for the first time that day. “She couldn’t have known such a
thing existed.”

“No child should have to go hungry,” he muttered.

It sounded like the voice of experience. Guilt pricked at her—
why hadn’t she noticed? Why hadn’t she shared her lunches with him
at school rather than haring off during the break to read books in the

Bin e pa3 neperisHys ii HOTaTKH 1 CIIOXMYPHIB.

— Yomy TH He 3Bapuiia BiTaMiHHE 31171517

— S Gosimacst Hioro 3ircyBaTH, — BOHA CIIepiacsl Ha CTiHY, OO0 TPOXHU
po3caabuTH cruHy 1 HOrM. — S TPUTOTYH0 MOro 3aBTpa BpaHIl, MEHI Tpeba
HaOpaTUCs CUJL.

Bin nepeBiB morJis 3 HOTATOK Ha Hel.

— Sk TBo€ camonouyTTsi?

— JloOpe, — Bigkasaja JiBYMHA, METHYBIIM B HHOTO IIUM CIIOBOM, MOB
HOXeM. BiH He MaB mpaBa Tak 3 HEIO MOBOAMTHUCS, a MOTIM TYpOOTIMBO
IIKaBUTHUCA i1 370POB'SIM.

— 4 BigBe3y Tebe nogaomy.

— Hizamo!

— Cepiio3Ho...

— S x mo06umio Jic, — MIBUACHBKO KMHYJA BOHA, MEpII HiX BIH BCTUT
NEPEeTBOPUTH CBOI CJIOBa Ha Haka3, i 3'ixayja retb i3 TeMU. — A IS KOTO IIe

BiTaMiHHE 3UU1s?

— Jns Annun, EBana i Tomwmi KiapkiB. Cemupiuna [iBYMHKA, SKa
CTpaxkJae BiJ O0J0 y ByXax, Ta il Mojo/i OpaTH.

Bona nacynuiacs, po3MipKOBYHOYH, IO CHIJIBHOTO MArOTh Il JITH 3
TOJIOZIHUMH MOpSIKaMHM, @k ParToM il y ToJlIoBYy Blapuia Bianosias. Kiapku He
MaJM JOCTaTHbO Trpoulei, mo0 3BepHyTHCs A0 Jjikaps. HameBHo, iM He
BHCTAYaJio KOIITIB 1 Ha 1HIIII HEOOX1/IHI peui.

— T'agaere, BOHM HENOINAIOTHL? — 3amuTaia JiBUYMHA.

— IinkoM iMOBipHO.

— A e nonomoxe?

— IloBuHHO.

i morte i TpuBora momany Buryxiu. TepopHCT BiH piakicHuii, neif
BepxoBauii mar biiekse.

— Micic Kmapk e He mpocuiia Takoro, BipHO? — Bmepine 3a meit neHp
beatpikc moauBuiacs iiomy B oui. — BoHa 1 raaku He Mmaina, IO Taki pedi
HACIpaB/il ICHYIOTb.

— XoaHa tuTHHA HE MYCUTh FOJI0TyBaTH, — MPOOYPMOTIB BiH.

B romnoci BimuyBaBcsi A0cBil. J[okopu CyMIIIHHSI TpU3JIM ii: YOMY BOHA
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glen and imagine herself at Hazelhurst?

“If you’re certain you want to walk home, you’re free to go,”
he said, breaking the charged silence. “Hand me whatever leaves you
have left in your pockets, please.”

As she obeyed his nominal request, he narrowed his eyes,
frowning. “Hang on.” She flinched involuntarily into the wall as he put
out a hand and plucked two hairs from her head that had slipped out of
her bun.

They were silver.

“Wizards usually save their first magic-tinted hair.” He stepped
back, allowing her to breathe again. “I’m afraid you can’t.”

He pulled out a leaf and murmured a spell. The offending
specimens went scorched-black before disappearing altogether, as if
he’d burned them.

“You can’t just cast a spell to turn them back to their original
color?” she asked, wanting to avoid having them plucked from her
scalp one by one. Wanting even more to avoid having his hands in her
hair.

“Possibly, but then you’d have the remnants of magic around
you constantly. Should someone discover that, it would look
suspicious. You’re not likely to develop more than a few silver hairs a
week—I promise you won’t lose many.”

“But traces of spellwork disappear within minutes,” Beatrix
said, parroting the encyclopedia she’d read on the fateful day she’d
cast her first spell.

“I thought so, too. It turns out that someone has developed a
new spell to pick up on those traces for much longer.”

Her heartbeat revved from excitement this time, not fear. “How
long?” “Days, possibly weeks.”

He could determine once and for all if Garrett cast spells in her
house. If there were enchantments, then they would know why the
wizard was really in town. If there weren’t—well, perhaps Garrett was
being straight with her. Perhaps she could trust him to a certain extent.

[LOT0 He moMiTuia? YoMy BOHA HE MOAUTMIACS 3 HUM CBOIM 001I0M Y IIKOJMI, a
3aMICTh IIOTO BTEKJA I 4Yac TMEpPEepBH, 1100 MOYMTATH KHWKKH B TIPCHKIH
ToNUHII 1 ysiBuTH cebe B I'eiizenreperi?

— Skmo TM IiMCHO XOodYell JICTaTUCA AOMY IIIIKH, TO MOXeW HTH, —
pO3ipBaB BiH HampyxeHy Tuiry. — TiIbKH Bigaaid MeHi, Oyab jacka, BCe JIUCTS,
1110 3IMLIMIIOCS Y TBOIX KHUILIEHSX.

Bona ciayxHSHO BUKOHaJa WOro (opMaibHE NMPOXaHHS, BiH IPUMPYKUB
04l 1 HaCYITUBCS.

— CrpuBaii...

Bona mMumoBOmi BigcaxHynacs 10 CTiHHM, KOJHM BiH MPOCTSATHYB PYKY 1
BUCMUKHYB 3 ii FOJIOBH JIBa BOJIOCKH, 1110 BUOMJIUCS 3 ITyUKa.

CpibisicToro Kompopy.

— YaknmyHu 3a3Bu4aili OepexyTh cBOoe mepiie QapOoBaHE Mari€ro
BOJIOCCS, — BiH B1JIIHIIOB, J03BOJIMBIIM 1l 3HOBY quxatu. — Ha xaib, T001 Tak
HE MOJXKHA.

Yo10BIK BUTATHYB JIUCTOK 1 IPOMYPMOTIB 3akiIMHaHHS. Ex3emmispu-
BUHYBATI{i TOYOPHIJIH, a TIOTIM 3HUKJIM, HEMOB BiH iX CHAJIUB.

— Hexxe He MOXHa IPOCTO BUMOBHUTH 3aKJIMHAHHS 1 MOBEPHYTH CBii
KOJIMILIHINA KOJip? — TMOI[IKaBUJacs BOHA, aOW JIMII HE BHCMUKYBATHU KOXHY
BOJIOCHHY 3 I'oJI0BU. AQO 11e Kpale — abu Horo pyku He TopKajiucs ii Bojoccs.

— MoxHa, Ta MOTIM JI0BKOJIa Te0e MOCTIHHO BUCITUMYTh 3aJIMILKH Marii.
SIK110 XTOCH 1€ IOMITHTh, BUHUKHYTH MiJO3pHU. 32 TUX/IEHb y TeOe 3'IBUTHCS HE
OlIbIIE KIIBKOX CHBHX BOJIOCHH. 3alleBHAIO, 0arato BOJIOCCA TH TOYHO HE
BTPATHILL

— Brim, ciiam yakiayHCTBa I1I€3ar0Th 3a JIiYeH1 XBUIMHU, — bearpikc
NpOIMTYBajia CJIOBA 3 EHUUKJIONEli, Ky BOHA MPOYUTajIa B TOM TOJICHOCHHUH
JIeHb, KOJIM BIIEpIIIe BUMOBHJIA 3aKIMHAHHS.

— I 51 tak nymaB. BusBnseThcs, XTOCh BUTaJaB HOBE 3aKIMHAHHSI, SKE
JTO3BOJISIE BJIOBJFOBATH Ii CIIIAHM MPOTSITOM TPHUBAJIOTO Yacy.

L{poro pasy ii cepiie 6uI0CS Bijl 3aXOIJICHHS, a HE BiJ CTpaxy.

— Sk nosro?

— Kinpka gHiB, MOXKIHBO THXKHIB.

Bin Mir Ou Bigpasy > BHM3HAYUTH, YM BHMKOPHUCTOBYBaB lapper
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Perhaps (oh please God) she could help him stop Blackwell before
something or someone was destroyed, and extract herself from this
nightmare.

“I want you to cast this spell in my house,” she said—quickly,
before she could think of reasons not to go through with it.

“What? Why?”

“Cast the spell in my house or you will harm my sister, her
efforts with the Women’s League for—"

“All right, all right,” he said, putting up his hands, stopping her
before she could call on his Vow. “I’ll do it. But first explain to me
why you believe you have traces of magic in your house.”

She intended to say, “Because we have a leak in the
organization, and I want to make sure it’s not a magical one.” That
wasn’t a lie. But different words tumbled automatically from her
mouth, the absolute truth extracted by his demand.

“A wizard visited yesterday.” Damn, damn, damn.

He sucked in a sharp breath. “Who was it?”

“He said his name is Theo Garrett.”

“Tall, aquiline nose, about our age?”

“Yes,” she said. “You know him?”

“In a manner of speaking.” He crossed his arms. “Tell me what
he said.”

The words rushed out: “He asked me why I was working for
you, why you wanted me to work for you, what you have me do. He
said you were handling a sensitive project for the Army, and they want
to know why you quit. He asked if I’ve seen you work on anything that
didn’t appear to be omnimancy, and he asked me to keep an eye out for
‘anything untoward.””

She gasped for breath, miserable. So much for Garrett’s
element of surprise. But Blackwell did not seem astonished by these
revelations. Either he already knew the Army was investigating—that
could be why a general showed up last week—or he’d expected they
would come after him.

3aKIMHaHHSA y 11 OyamHKy. SIKIIO BOHM MIMCHO Oyiu, TO CTaNO O IUJIKOM
3pO3yMiJI0, YOMY HACHpaBl YaKJIyH MPUiXaB 0 MicTa. A SKIIIO HI — TO, MOXE,
Tapper ka3as iii mpaBay. Mosxe, iii ciig Oys10 10BipATH oMy X0u Tpimku. Moxe
(boke, TibkK 6 BOHO Tak OyIi0), BOHa O joroMoria oMy 3ynuHuTd brieksenna,
MepII HiX M[0Cch a00 XTOCh 3arMHE, 1 BUPBATHUCS 3 IILOTO KOIIMApYy.

— 51 xouy, mo6 Bu mpouunTanu ne 3akiMHaHHA B MOEMY OYAMHKY, —
BUTIAJINJIA BOHA, TIOKH I1I€ HE BCTUTJIA MTEPEIyMaTH.

— IIlo? HaBimo?

— IlpounTaiiTe e 3aKIMHAHHSA B MOEMY OyIMHKY, 1HAKIIE 3aIIKOJNTE
MOiii cecTpi, ii aismbHOCTI y JIi31 KIHOK...

— Jlobpe, mobpe, — 3arykaB BiH, 3[IiHMarO4u pyKd, 0100 3YNUHHUTH ii,
nepul HiXK BOHA BCTHUIVIA JOTOBOPUTH cioBa 13 Horo Kmareu. — S 3rozen. Ta
CHepIIy MOSICHA MEHi, YoMy TH AyMA€ll, IO Y BaIIOMY JIOMi € CIIiJTH Marii.

bearpikc xotina ckazatu: «ToMmy 1m0 B Hailiii opraxizamii € MamokK, i s
X04y MepeKOHATHCs, IO BiH HisSK HE MOB'13aHUi 3 Marieto». YecHo. Haromicts 3
il BycT MUMOBOJII TIOJIETUIA 30BCIM 1HIII CIIOBa — YHCTICIHBbKA MpaBAa, sIKy HOTro
BUMOTa MMPOCTO BUAYIINIA HA30BHI.

— Buyopa 10 Hac MpUX0IUB OJJMH YaKJIyH.

Yopr, wopt, uopm.

BiH pi3K0 KOBTHYB HOBITpSL.

— I xT0 TO OYB?

— HasBagcs sk Teo Tapper.

— Bucokuii, ropboHOCHH, TPUOIU3HO HAIOTO BIKY?

— Tak, — miaTBepauIa BoHa. — Bu 3 HUM 3HaKOMI?

— Tuny Toro, — BiH cXpecTUB pykHu. — Po3Kaxku, 1110 BiH TOBOPUB.

I coBa BupBamch cami co6010:

— Bin po3nutyBaB MeHe, 4oMy s mpaitoro Ha Bac, ywomy Bu xominu,
mo6 came s mpairoBaia Ha Bac, siki 3aBganns Bu meni nopydaete. ['oBopuB mpo
CEeKpEeTHUM MpoekT ans ApMmii, HaJ sikuM Bu mpaigtoete, 1 mo iM Tpeba 3HaTH,
yomy Bu 3BinmpHMIHCH. IIpocuB MeHe poO3MOBICTH, M He Oaumna s, mod Bu
3aliMaJIMCcsl YMMOCh, IO HE CXOXKe Ha Bamr B Marii, i mMOMpOCHB CTEXHUTH 3a
«OyIb-SIKUMH I1I03PLTHUMHU JTiTMU.

[it 6pakyBano noBiTps, BoHA modyBajiacs kamorigHo. Ock i Bech e(eKT
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“I suppose I don’t need to ask why you neglected to mention
this of your own volition,” Blackwell said, a bitter twist to the words.

“No,” she said between deep breaths. “You don’t.”

“Tell me what you said to him. All of it.”

“You’re making me work for you against my will. I primarily
assist you with brewing. I’ve never seen you do anything that’s not
related to omnimancing. | wish I could tell him something of use but |
can’t.” She tried to stop there, but the magic opened her mouth, moved
her tongue and pressed the rest out. “And I would give him information
to help put you in prison, if I could.”

“Ah,” he said—a soft, dangerous sound. She thought of the
fordest spell and shivered convulsively. “Well, Miss Harper, I have
things I need to accomplish first, so please don’t rush.”

When he pulled three oak leaves from his coat, it was all she
could do not to turn and run. But she had no illusions that she could get
far—he could bring her to a halt with a single word—and she preferred
to keep what was left of her self-respect.

“I believe Wizard Garrett is in town today,” Blackwell said.
“I’ll come with you as promised, but I’d rather he not know I’ve left
the house empty.

Heol0d,” he murmured, and faded into nothing.

Had he transported himself to her house? There’d been no
popping sound

“Omnimancer?”’

She put out a hand, a reflex action—and invisible fingers
brushed against hers. “Here.”

Disconcerting. Very disconcerting.

“After you,” he said.

As they walked down his expansive lawn, he murmured, “Why
do you believe Wizard Garrett is a threat to your sister and the

12 (cmapoanen.) «MopoK», «ITHMa».

HECTIOIBAHKM, Ha sAKMU crogiBaBcs lapper. A or BiekBemn aHitpoxu He
3IMBYBaBCSl I[bOMY OJKpPOBEHHIO. AOO BiH yXe 3HaB, 10 ApMis 3aiiMa€eThCs
po3ciinyBaHHAM (MOKE, 4Yepe3 1€ W SBUBCS T'eHepal MUHYJIOrO THXHS), abo
YeKas, 110 332 HUM NPUNIYTh.

— Tlapmaro, He Tpeba 3amUTyBaTH, YOMY TH HE 3rajajia mpo Iie 3 BIACHOT
BOJIi, — 3 TIPKOTOIO B TOJI0CI BAUMOBUB biiekBe.

— He tpeba, — Biamosina BoHa, mepeBoasiun noaux. — Lle 3aiiBe.

— Po3noBinaii, mo Ty oMy HaroBopuia. Bce 10 ApiOHUIIb.

— Bwu 3mymyere MeHe mpamroBatm Ha Bac mpoTm Mo€i 3k BoUI.
Hacammnepen s nonomarato Bawm y 3imieBapinni. S Hikonu He momivana, mob Bu
3aiiMajiCsl YUMOCh, OKpiM Marii. 51 Ou XoTija cka3aTh HOMY IOCh KOPHCHE, alie
HE MOXY, — BOHa crpoOyBajia 3aMOBKHYTH, Ta Yapy caMi MOTATHYJIH 11 3a S3HK 1
BUIITOBXaJIH pemTy ciiB. — SxOu ™Most Boms, s O mominmmnacs 3 HHUM
iH(popMariero, sika 6 TormoMorsia 3alIpoTOPUTH Bac 0 B'SI3HUILIL.

— A-a, — THXO 1 3arpo3jMBO NPOTATHYB BiH. Bona 3ramama mpo
sakiuHaHHs «fordest» i 3apuraynacs. — Illo k, mic 'apmep, crnepiry s Maio
JIEII0 3pOOUTH, TOXK, OY/Ib JIACKA, HE IMTOCITIIIIAM.

Konu BiH BUIfHSIB 3 KUIIIEHI CBOTO IUTAIA TPH AYOOBI1 JIMCTKH, BOHA MaJlo
He 3ipBajach TikaTtu. BTiM, MiBUMHA 4yJOBO 3Haja: BTeya MapHa (OAHOro Horo
CJIOBa BUCTAYMJIO O 3yNMUHUTHU i), TOXK il aumanock 0onail BOEpErtd 3aauILIKu
BJIACHOI T'1HOCTI.

— Tanaro, yaknyn [apper choromHi B Micti, — moBuB bieksemt. — S
nigy 3 ToOOIo, 5K 1 0011AB, ajle Kpalle oMy He 3HATH, 110 OYJAMHOK JIMIIUBCS 0€3
HaTJsy.

— «Heolod'%», — po6ypMOTIB BiH i pO3UMHHUBCSA B TIOBITPI.

Hes>xe BiH TenenopTyBaBcs 0 Hel 1o1oMy? A SIK K€ XapaKTepHUil JsIcK?

— BepxoBuuii Mary?

bearpikc MamMHANIBHO MPOCTATHYJAA pPYKY, 1
TOPKHYJIHCA Ti.

— Cromu.

HEBUIMMI MaJbIl
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League?”

“The last time I took a wizard at face value ...”

Perhaps it was just the wind, but she thought she heard him
sigh.

She stepped into the forest, tense muscles loosening as she took
her first breath of mossy air. This place was the one constant in a life
that seemed always to be taking unexpected turns, usually for the
worse, and she intended to walk home in it without once thinking of
the wizard behind her.

“Why, Miss Harper,” said an entirely different wizard—tall,
dark-eyed and aquiline-nosed. “Fancy meeting you here.”

Chapter Sixteen

Peter stood, not moving, hardly breathing, as Miss Harper took
Garrett to task for jumping out of a tree at her. Either she didn’t know
what he did, or the woman had no fear.

The military offered few career options for wizards. Most did
R&D. Some specialized in the combat equivalent of omnimancy,
casting shields, setting off explosions and keeping soldiers from
bleeding to death. Almost all the rest were spies and assassins.

No mystery about the category Garrett fell into.

“You’re right, of course,” the man was saying—to Miss
Harper. “One does not as a rule enjoy having wizards rain down on
them. By way of apology, let me walk you home. I take it the forest is
the shortest way there?”

“No. I mean—ryes, it is, but you needn’t walk me home.”

“You don’t like me,” Garrett said, as if it were an interesting
discussion point. Or possibly a first.

“It’s more that I don’t like wizards.” She smiled in that

bentexxno. BenbMu GeHTEXKHO.

— Ilicnga Bac, — MoBuB biiekBemnn.

I moxu BOHM MUK HOTO pO3KINIHUM NOABIp'aAM, [liTep Tuxo 3anuTas:

— Yomy TH BBaXKacll, o 4akiayH [apper 3arpoxye TBoil cectpi Ta JIizi?

— MuHynoro pa3sy, KOJIu 5 MOBipHjIa YaKIyHY Ha CJIOBO...

Yu TO BiTEp TaK MOBISB, YU TO il MOYYJIOCS Jieb BIOBUME 31TXaHHS
bieksema.

CtynuBmy Ha 3eMJIIO JIiCY, MIBYMHA 3pOOMIa MEPIIHi KOBTOK MOBITPS,
MPOCSIKHYTOTO 3allaXOM MOXY, 1 Biauyia, SIK po3cialisIoTbCs HANPYXEeHI M'S3H.
[{um micuem, sike 3aBXKAM 3/1aBaJiOCS TAKUM HE3MIHHUM Y 11 KUTTi, CIOBHEHOMY
HECTIO/IIBAaHOK, 3a3BUYail MMOTAaHUX, BOHA XOTiJIa MPOTYIATUCS J0A0MY, 3a0yBIIN
PO YaKJIyHa 3a 11 CHUHOKO.

— Oit, mic ['apniep, — o03BaBCs 30BCIM IHIIUH YaKIyH — BHCOKHHU,
TEMHOOKH, TopOoHOCH. — Sk He3BHUHO 3ycTpiTH Bac TyT.

Po3aia micrHAaansATHA

[Titep HemopywmHO CTOSAB, Maike He Juxawooud, Moku wmic ["apmep
Bu4nTYBaga lappera 3a Horo HaxabHy MOsBY 3HEHalbka. AGO X BOHA HE
YCBIJIOMJTIOBaJIA, 1110 BiH 3p0o0uUB, a00 K L MaHi HE Maja Hi Kparuli cTpaxy.

VY BiliCbKOBIH CIyk01 11 4akiayHIB OyJ0 He Tak 1 6arato Kap'epHHUX
MOJKJIMBOCTEH. 3/1€01JIbIIOr0 BOHM 3aiiMaliuCcsi HAYKOBUMH JOCHIDKEHHSAMH Ta
po3poOkamu. [leski chemiamizyBaiucsi Ha OOMOBHX 3aKJIMHAHHSX, SK-OT
CTBOPEHHSI 3aXMCHUX LIMTIB, MiJAPUBaHHA OO'€KTIB Ta MOPATYHOK COJIJATIB BiJ
CMEPTENBbHUX KPOBOTEY. A Maiike BCl 1HII CTaBaJy IIMUTYHAMHU Ta HaWMaHUMHU
BOUBIISIMH.

He cexper, 110 AKOi 3 UX KaTeropiii Hanexas [apper.

— 3BicHO, Bu Maere parito, — MOBUB YOJOBIK... 10 Mic ['apmep. —
3a3BuYail HIXTO HE JIOOUTH, KOJIM YAaKIIyHH NaJal0Th SIK CHIT Ha rojoBy. Ha 3Hak
BUOayeHHs, 103BOJIbTEe MpoBecTH Bac nomomy. Ilpumyckaro, mo HalKoOpoOTIIMMA
HUIAX BeJE Yepes JIic, BIpHO?

— Hi. V¥ cenci, Tak, ane mpoBoKaTH MEHE 0JIOMY HE 000B'SI3KOBO.

— He nopmoGarocs s Bam, — Binnogis apper Tak, Hibu 10 Gyna 1ikasa
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sardonic, crooked way of hers, right side of her mouth quirking higher
than the left.

Garrett grinned back. “I can’t very well blame you. Though it
seems only fair to walk with me until you can decide whether I'm
disagreeable on my own account.”

“Some other time, perhaps? I have just enough energy to get
home. I don’t think it would stretch so far as to allow a conversation,
which would make for a very dull trip.”

“Come with me, then, and you won’t have to walk at all,”
Garrett said, holding out a hand.

Peter glared at him, which naturally had no effect at all. Miss
Harper looked intrigued.

“Are you offering to take me home magically? How does that
work, exactly—is it instantaneous?”’

“Nearly.”

“Should I be concerned we’ll appear at our destination with
body parts rearranged?”

“Hasn’t happened even once,” Garrett said, putting a hand to
his heart. “To me or anyone else.”

“And how long have wizards been traveling this way?” she
asked skeptically.

He laughed. “You ought to be a prosecutor. Fine, only for
several years. But it’s perfectly safe—researchers have been
teleporting for at least a generation. We just couldn’t use it to get
farther than a few feet until someone developed fuel with more of a
Kick.”

Peter suppressed a sigh. That someone was him. He wished he
hadn’t, considering what it had led to.

Garrett dipped his fingers into an interior pocket and came out
with a “red”—a teleportation leaf the color of cherries. “Shall we?”

“Was that picked after it started to turn? I should have thought
that would make it less effective.”

“The color is artificial. It’s to ensure we don’t mix it up with a

TeMa JJisi 00roBopeHHs. A0O0 K, MOKe, B3araii rnepiia.

— Panmme MeHi He 10 BmomOOM 4YakiIyHH, — Yy Hel 3'aBHiacs Ta
capKacTM4YHAa, TPOXH CKPHBJICHA IIOCMIIIKa, KOJM MpaBUi KYTOYOK pOTa
[T IHIMAETHCS BUIIE 3a JIIBUH.

Tapper BCMiXHYBCS Y BiTIOBIIb.

— 4 nve B mpaBi Bac cymutu. Xoua, Oyno 0 cmpaBemnuBo, sikOu Bu
npoiIuIMcs 31 MHOIO, @ TaM B)K€ BUPILINTE, YU MpUEMHA Bam MOst KOMIaHisl.

— MoxuuBo, iHmMM pazom? MoOiX CHJI BHUCTaYHWTh JIMIIE HA JOPOTY
nonomy. He mymaro, mo ix crane juis Oeciam, a 0e3 Hel mporyiisiHKa Oyne Hy
BEJIBMU HY/IHOIO.

— Toxui xoximo 3i MHOIO, i BaM He npuiifeTbes Wty mimku, — i Tapper
MPOCTSTHYB PYKY.
[Titep GmucHYB Ha HBOTO 3-miJ J00a — MapHO, SICHA pid. A 0OCh MicC

["apnep noxxpasimana.

— Tob6to Bu nporonyere mpoBecTH MEHE JI0I0MY MariyHUM CIIOCOO0M?
I ik came BOHO IpaLto€ — 5 1 KJIIMHYTH HE BCTUTHY?

— Mainxe.

— MeHi BapTO XBWJIIOBATHUCS, 1110 HA MiCIll MPU3HAUYEHHS MU ONIMHUMOCS
3 MeperIyTaHuMU YacTUHAaMU Tin?

— e otcoonozo pasy Takoro He TpAIUUIOCs, — 3aneBHUB lapper,
TpUMaro4u pyKy Ha cepii. — Hi 31 MHO0, HI 3 KUMOCH 1HIIIHM.

— | 4Kk naBHO 4YakIlyHM Tak «KaTaroTbcs»? — y ii rojoci 3ByuaB
CKETTUIU3M.

BiH po3cmisiBes.

— Bawm 6u B npokypopu. ll{o %, Bcboro-Ha-BchOro Kijibka pokiB. Al 1ie
IIJIKOM O€3MeYHO — HAyKOBLI MPAaKTUKYIOTh TEJENOpTAllil0 BXe MpUHAMMHI
onHe TMoKoJiHHA. [IpocTo paHime MU HE MOIVIM TIepeMIMaTUCs Aalli, HDK Ha
KUJIbKA METPIB, MOKH XTOCh HE BUHAMIIIOB MAIKBO 3 OLIBIIOI0 MOTYKHICTIO.

[Titep mpunymeno 3iTxHyB. et «xTock» — 1e BiH. Kparie 6 BiH 1poro
HE poOUB, 3Ba)Kal04M Ha T€, 10 YOTO Iie MTPU3BEIIO.

TappeT 3aHypHUB PYKY Y BHYTPIIIHIO KUIIEHIO 1 iCTaB MOCh «4E€PBOHE)» —
JIMCTOK JIJIs1 TeJenopTalii KOJIbopy BUIIIHI.

— Unemo?
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regular leaf and waste it on another spell.”

She eyed it, clearly intrigued. “How does it work?”’

Garrett smirked. “I’m afraid that information is—”

“—classified,” she finished for him, rolling her eyes.

“Annoying, isn’t it? I get told that a lot, too. So—coming?”

As she took a step toward the wizard, her knees buckled.
Garrett sprung forward and caught her—so quickly it was alarming.

“Thank you,” she said, voice catching.

“You really are exhausted.” He gazed down at her. This too
was alarming. “What on earth did Blackwell have you do today?”

Peter could see by her expression that she wished she could tell
the truth, never mind the implications it might have for her. But her
Vow stood in the way. She cleared her throat. “Cleaning.”

“The lout.”

“Absolutely and completely.”

She had regained her footing, but Garrett did not let go. Peter
had the urge to chuck a stone at him. Seducing your target’s assistant
to get information was terrible form.

He glanced back at Miss Harper in time to see her raise a
challenging eyebrow. “This spell requires a long stretch of standing
still, I take it?”

He nearly gave himself away by laughing. Garrett’s own lips
turned up as he said, “Just didn’t want to rush you. Ready? Hang on—
gefaran!”

They dematerialized, setting off Peter’s charmed locket. He
fumbled for it with fingers he couldn’t see and held it away from his
chest for the few seconds it needed to cool down.

Then he took off for Miss Harper’s house at a sprint. His days
of burning through high-grade fuel on a whim ended when he left D.C.
His two remaining reds were tucked in a breast pocket of his coat for

— Voro 3ipBanu nicis TOro, SIK BiH M0YaB 3MiHIOBaTH Komip? S mymaia,
1€ 3MEHIIY€E HOro CUILy.

— 3abapeienns He crpapxkHe. lle mo6 mMu He meperuryranu Horo 3i
3BHUYAHUM JIUCTSM 1 HE 3MapHYBAJIU HA 1HIIE 3aKJIMHAHHS.

V 1i ouax yuTaBCS OYCBUIAHHIA IHTEPEC.

— SIx BOHO mnparroe?

T'apper i3 MOCMILIKOIO BifNOBIB:

— borocs, mo s iHGOopMaIIis...

— ...IIIJTKOM Ta€EMHA, — 3aKOTHBILH 0Yi, JOKUHYJIA BOHA.

— bicurs, ere xk? S Tex yacto Take uyto. To 110, X0AIMO 31 MHOIO?

[IoitHO BoHa 3po0miIa KpOK y OiK yakiyHa, SK 1i KOJiHA MiJAKOCHIIUCS.
fappeT MMTTEBO Iiaxomnus ii. Tak MBUIKO, 10 a)K AUBHO.

— JIsKy10, — XpHILIO BUMOBHUJIA BOHA.

— Bu i1 cripaBai 3Hecuneni. — Bin onmyctuB Ha Heil mornsan. [ me tex
HacTopoxuino. — Yum ke brexsemn 3mycuB Bac croronni 3aiimarucs?

3 Bupazy obnuyus niBuuHU IliTep po3ymiB, 1m0 il KOPTUTH CKa3aTH
npaBjy, i Oalyke, YUM 1€ MOKe JIJIsl Hel oOepHyTHCs. AJie Ha 3aBaji cTosuia ii
KnsrtBa. beatpikc kanmsuyna.

— IIpubupanHusm.

— OT nackyaHUK.

— [iIKOM 1 TTOBHICTIO.

JliBuuna minBenacs, ane lapper He Bimmyckas ii. Ilitepy crpamieHHO
XOTUIOCS KUHYTH B HHOTO KaMEHIOKOO. 3BaOJIIOBATH MOMIYHUITIO CBOEI MIIlIEHI,
o6 BUBiAaTH iH(pOpMaIIiIo — siKa eudoma.

Skpa3 y ueli MOMEHT BIH IUISIHYB Ha Mic ['apmep 1 yrieniB, ik BOHa
HEBJIOBOJICHO MiAH:Ia OPOBY.

— 4 tak posymito, /IS IOTO 3aKJIMHAHHS Tpeda MOBro i HEMOPYIIHO
CTOSITH?

Moro nemp He Buka3aB cMix. I'y6u Tappera BUrHYmHCS B MOCMIm 3i
CJIOBaMHU:

37



emergencies, and catching up with Garrett and Miss Harper did not
qualify. But the thought of her alone with that spy-or-assassin did keep
him running far past the point he otherwise would have slowed to a
walk.

When he finally pulled into sight of her back yard twelve
minutes later, he was just in time to see the wizard dematerialize
again—this time by himself. Miss Harper stood in her gazebo, looking
at the spot that had been Garrett and now was thin air. Peter caught his
breath, relieved she was fine even though he’d had no reason to expect
otherwise, and cleared his throat.

She swung about, looking not so much startled as wary.

“Can I safely reappear?” he said, keeping his voice down.

“Wait here—I’1l be right back.”

Sweat trickled down his hairline as he stood at the edge of her
property. He supposed he should have cast a cooling spell before he
dashed through the woods in the encore heat wave that always seemed
to come in September, but somehow the weather hadn’t registered. He
wiped his forehead, glad for the temperature-control spell worked into
his coat, and glanced around the yard as he waited for Miss Harper to
return.

A garden extended across most of it. He remembered flowers
there twenty years ago, delicate blooms in yellow and red where
lettuce, tomatoes and cabbage now grew, and couldn’t help feeling
sorry about the change. The flowers had been the one thing about this
place—Cedarwood?—that he’d really liked. Everything else had
stoked up envy. The flowers had such a quiet, undemanding beauty
that looking at them had always calmed him.

But you couldn’t make a meal of them.

Minutes ticked by. What was she doing? When she finally
opened the back door, her expression was apologetic.

“My sister’s in class, but one of our boarders was here,” she

13 (cmapoanen.) faran — «mepemimarucs», «og0POKYBATH.

— IIpocro ne xotiB Bac kBamutu. I'otoi? Tomi
«gefaran!®3»,

Bonu poszumnmiuce, i y Ilitepa 3amanaB ioro 4dapiBHMI MeAajbioOH.
Hamamapmm HEBUAMMHUMH TaNbIIMH, YOJOBIK BIATATHYB HOTO TOAal BiJ
rpylieil Ha KiJibKa CEKyH]I, TOKH TOH OXOJOHYB.

A TOTIM BiH CTpIMIoJIOB TomM4aB 70 OyauHky Mmic ['apnep. Ti yacu, konu
BiH BUTpauaB BHCOKOSIKICHE TAJIMBO 32 BIACHUM Oa)KaHHSM, MUHYJIH 3 MOMEHTY
nepeizay 3 Bamumarrona. JIBox OCTaHHIX «4E€pBOHMX» BiH CXOBaB y HarpyaHii
KUILEHI TUIala Ha BUIIAJ0K HAJ3BUYAMHUX CHTYallil, aje Ha3qoransaTtu Lappera i
mic ["apnep Toro He Bapte. Ta Big JyMKH PO Te, 110 BOHA 3aJUIINIACS HAOUHII
3 THM Y4 TO IIIUTYHOM, Yd TO BOWBICIO, IliTep HE 3yNmUHSBCS, X04Ya 3a 1HIIUX
00CcTaBUH JAaBHO O YK€ CIIOBLIHLHHUBCS 1 POCTO HILIOB.

Hapemri, 4epe3 nBaHaIIATh XBWIMH, BiH ONWHUBCA Ha 3aJHBOMY

TpUMaNTECS:

pOT0 pasy caMm. Mic ["apriep crosiia B anmbTaHIl 1 po3risgalia micie, e MOWHO
oys [apper, a Ternep — mopoxHeya. 3 TMOJIETIEHHSM, 110 3 HEI0 BCE rapasjl, Xo4a
He OyJ10 )KOHHUX IMiJCTaB OUYiKyBaTH iHIIOTO, [liTep BigcamaBcs i MPOKANIUISABCA.

JliBunHa KpyTHYJAcs, CKOpILIe HE Bij CTpaxy, a 3 00epekKHOCTI.

— 1 BXe MOXKY MoKa3aTUCs? — TUXUM rosiocoM cnutas IliTep.

— Ilouekaiite TyT, 5 3apa3 IOBEPHYCh.

[Tit miBkamu 30iraB 3 WOrO 4oja, MOKH BiH YeKaB Ha Kparo ii 0O1MCTS.
Homy crig 6yn0 6 HAKIACTH 3aKIMHAHHS OXOJOMKEHHS, MEPII HiXK PBOHYTH
Yepes JIC y TaKy CIeKy, 10 3aBXKIM HACTaBaja y BEpECHI, ajie TIOTOy BiH SIKOCh
He BpaxyBaB. Butepmm domo, Ilitep mnoTimmBecs, oo B Mialli € YapH
TEPMOPETYJIALlli, a MOTIM OKHHYB MOTJISAO0M JBIp, YEKalOUM HA MIOBEPHEHHS MiC
I'apmiep.

binpury vactuHy AUIAHKHM 3aiimaB caj. Bin mpuragysaB, K ABaaLSITH
POKIB TOMY TaM POCIHU KBITH — HIXKHI >KOBTI1 Ta YepBOHI OyTOHH, a Temep Tam
pOCITH cajart, MOMiIOpH Ta KamycTa, i HOMy CTajo MPUKPO Bij TakuX 3MiH. KBiTH
— €IMHE, 1110 HOMY MO-CIPaBKHbOMY Tof00anocs B mboMy Mictli (B CimapByi,
4yh gK Horo tam). Bcee iHIIE BUKIMKANO 3a3/picTh. Y KBITaxX BigdyBajach Taka
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said as he canceled the invisibility spell in her kitchen. “I asked her to
run an errand for me.”

He had no idea she’d taken on boarders. He supposed she had
no choice if she wanted to pay for college. But his twinge of sympathy
was muted by the thought that she had a big house that could be rented
out and a large yard that could be gardened, whereas his grandmother’s
second-floor apartment had one bedroom and no land at all.

He glanced around, struck by how familiar her Kkitchen
seemed—exactly as he’d remembered it, in fact, except now faded by
austerity. Not as bad as his grandmother’s home had been, but the
signs were there. Walls in need of new paint. Several cracked-and-
mended tiles on the kitchen floor. Appliances twenty years out of date.
He followed her into the hall and saw the same furniture in the sitting
room that had been there when he was a boy, with nothing done since
to spruce it up.

“This is the most likely place for a spell,” she said, gesturing to
the sitting room, “but it could have been cast anywhere. He was left
alone for a while, unfortunately.”

He forced himself to stop looking at the signs of her fall from
affluence. “I’d better check outside, then. My telephone was tapped at
the junction box, so yours might be, too.”

She stared at him. Quickly, before she could ask questions, he
added, “When did he show up?”

“While most of us were still at church. But why—"

“Did he jump out of here? Teleport, I mean,” he said, thinking
the slang word might confuse her.

“Yes—outside, in the front yard. Omnimancer—"

“He cast three spells in Ellicott Mills Sunday morning. Two
during church and one about a half-hour after.”

That got her attention. “How do you know?”

“Magic,” he said, trying for deadpan but not quite managing.
His lips quirked of their own accord.

She started to laugh. In one second flat she choked it off,

THXa, HeBUOATTMBa Kpaca, 1 BiH 3aBXKI1 3HAXOANB Y HUX YMUPOTBOPEHHS.

AxOu x iX me MokHa 0yJ10 3’icTH.

Yac munas. 1llo Bona pobuna? Hapemri BoHa BiquuHMIA 3a/1H1 ABEpi, HA
i1 00aMYYil YuTaI0Cs BHOAUCHHS.

— Mos cecTpa Ha 3aHATTAX, MPOTE€ OJHA 3 HAIIMX MEIIKAHOK Oyia
BJIOMa, — IOSICHUJIA BOHA, KOJIH [liTep ByKe 3HAB 3aKJIMHAHHSA HEBUAUMOCTI y HEl
Ha KyxHi. — S mopyuuna iii n1emo 3poOuTH JIIst MEHe.

Bin 1 ragku He MaB, 110 y Hei Baoma 1ie € xuiblll. [Ipumnyckas, mo y Hei
He Oyso BHOOpY, SKIIO BOHA XOTLJIa OIJIATHTU KOJIC/DK. AJIe TIOPUB CITIBUYTTS
3armymmia iHOIa JyMmka: ii OyJUHOK BeNIMYe3HM, HOro MOXKHa 3/1aBaTH B
OpEHJy, a TIPOCTOpE TO/ABIP'Ss — TEPETBOPUTH HA caja. Y KBapTHpi Horo 6adyci
Ha IPyroMy HoBepci Oya Jullie 0JHa CHAIbHA 1 HISIKOI 3eMeNbHOI TUTSHKH.

BiH po33upHyBcs, TUBYIOYNCH, HACKIJIBKU 3HAHOMOIO 371aBajiacsi HOMy IS
KyXHsI — TOYHICIHBKO TaK BiH 1 mam'sTaB ii, Xiba 1o Tenep BoHA MOOJISKIA Bijl
JKOpCTKOT ekoHoMmii. He HacTuTbKM 3amylieHa, sk 0aO0ycwHa ocensi, aje TeBHI
o3Haku Oynu. CTiHM, IO JaBHO Bxke He Oaumnu HOBOi ¢apOu. [lexinbpka
TPICHYTHX 1 MiJUIaTaHUX KaXJIiB HA IMi/UT031 KyXHi. 3acTapijie Ha JBAAISTh POKIiB
noOyroBe HaunHHA. CIiI0M 32 HEIO BiH YBIHIIOB J0 BiTalbHI i TOOAYMB Ti cami
MeOJI1, 111€ 13 HOro AUTUHCTBA. 3 TOrO Yacy HIXTO iX TakK 1 HE OHOBUB.

— Ocb TYT cKopilie 3a BCe 1 HakJIanM 3aKJIWHAHHS, — IoyYaja BOHA,
MaxHYBUIM PYKOIO Ha BITaJIbHIO, — XO4a 1I€ MOTJIO CTaTHcs Je 3aBrojaHo. Ha
JKajlb, Ha SIKUMCh Yac YOJIOBIKA 3aTHMIIIHINA CaMOTO.

3MycHuBIIM cebe MPUMHUHUTH CHOTJSIATH O3HAKH 11 TAIHHSA 3 BEPIIUH
3aMO>KHOCTI, BIH MOBHB:

— Tomi MeHi e nepeBipuTy HaaBOpi. Miif TenedoH mpocIyxoByBalu
yepe3 po3MoUIbHY KOPOOKY, MOXKIIMBO, 1 Balll TEX.

Bona Brymmiacs B HBOro. MHTTIO, MepIl HiK BOHAa BCTHIJIA 3aJaTH
MUTaHHS, BiH JIO/aB:

— Ko BiH npuxoaus?

— V¥ Toii yac, Komu OUIBIIICTH 3 HAC IIE€ 3HAXOJWiacs B IEpKBi. Ale
HaBIIIO...

— BiH 3Bizncu BuckouMB? Y CeHcl, TelenopTyBaBcs, — yTouHus Ilitep,
BUPIIIMBILY, 1110 CJIEHTOBE CJIOBO MOXe€ 11 30MTH 3 aHTENIHKY.
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expression turned somber. He could catch her train of thought as easily
as if she’d handed him a ticket: She didn’t want to let herself enjoy his
company for even one unguarded moment.

His voice sounded wrong in his ears as he said “stay here”—
and he realized too late what those words would do. She was stuck in
place, eyes wide and accusing. “Please,” he snapped, undoing the
effect of his order, and stalked out.

Her junction box was unmolested. He retrieved his stones from
the ground around it, slipped back into the house and set them in each
corner of the sitting room as she watched from the hallway.

“Demarcation,” he explained, sensing her bottled-up question.
“The spell needs limits to work.”

The room lit up with his incantation. He took a step backward
into the hallway so he could get the full view of the room.

“What are we looking for?” she asked, frowning.

“White areas, breaks in the red—Iike that,” he said, gesturing
to where he’d been standing when he cast. “That was my spell, and I
don’t see anything else. But we’d better check under the furniture.”

“Wait, teach me the spell. We could go faster if we split up the
house.”

He translated this as I don’t want to be in the same room with
you, and in that they were in complete agreement. Her mere presence
excoriated him.

“All right.” He fished four more stones from a pocket and

— Tak, 3HanBOPY, Nepen OyauHKOM. BepxoBHUIi Mary...

— VY HenuI0 BpaHIl BiH BUMOBHMB TPH 3aKJMHaHHS B Esumikor-Mimns.
JIBoe€ miz yac ciy>kOu B LIEPKBi 1 0J1HE MPUOIM3HO Yepe3 MiBroJUHH OIiCIs.

Ha uie BoHa 3BepHy1a yBary.

— Sk Bu giznanucs?

— Maris, — BIAMNOBIB BiH, HAMAarar4uch 30eperTu cepilo3Huil BUpa3
o0muyus, ane HoMy He AyXKe I BAaJocA. YCTa MHUMOBOJII BHUTHYJIUCS Yy
MOCMIIIIKY.

JiBunHa poscMisiiacs. Ta 3a MUTh BOHA 3ayIInjIa CBii cMiX, ii oOmudust
3aCTUTIIO B CyBOpill rpumaci. BiH Mmir mpouuTtatu ii AyMKH TaKk caMoO JIETKO,
HEMOBOM BOHA Jiajia oMy Ha IIe mpaBo: bearpikc Hi3amo HE XOTiJIa JO3BOJIUTH
co01 60ait Ha MUTB PO3cIadbUTHCSA B HOTO MPUCYTHOCTI.

BuMoBieHI clioBa «CTild Ha MICII» SKOCh iHaKmIe 3Bydayum y Ilitepa B
rOJIOBi, 1 BIH HAQATO Mi3HO 30arHyB, SIK caM€ BOHU MOXYTb BIUIMHYTH Ha HEI.
Beatpikc 3axisikiia, BUTPIIMBINN OYi 1 3BHHYBauyylO4YM Horo mormsagoM. Pisko
JOKMHYTE <«IIpOILy» 3BeJ0 HOro Haka3 HaHIBElb, 1 YOJIOBIK IOJAaBCS IeTh 13
KIMHATH.

Po3noainbHy KOpoOKy HIXTO He 4inaB. BiH miHAB 13 3eMIli BUKJIAJEHI 10
KOJIy KaMeH1, IOBEpHYBCS J0 OYAMHKY 1 PO3KJaB iX MO KyTax BiTalbHi, TOAL SK
beatpikc cTexxumiia 3a MM A1CTBOM 13 EPEIIOKOIO.

— Jlemapkariisi, — TOSCHUB BiH, IMEpeAYyBalO4YM 1ii Ha3piBaroue
3anuTaHHs. — [1]00 3aKiIMHaHHS cIpaltoBajo, Tpeda BCTAHOBUTH MEXKI.

Kimuary 3ammio cBiTiIoM Bif Horo 3aMoBIISIHHS. BiH BiIIHIIOB Ha KpPOK
Ha3a/1 y NepernoKii, 11100 MOBHICTIO OIITHYTH MPUMIILICHHS.

— Illo came Mu mrykaemo? — chnurajga BOHA, 3JI€TKa 3BIBUIM OpOBU
JOKYTIH.

— bini 30HHU, BKpamieHHs B 4YEPBOHOMY — IIIOCh Ha 3pa30K I[bOT0, —
BianoBiB IliTep i1 moka3aB pykoro Ha MicIle, 1€ caM CTOSIB, KOJH YakiyBaB. — 10
OyJl0 MO€ 3aKJIMHaHHA, OUIbLIE TYT HIYOro He Oady. Auie MepeBipUTH TMif
MeOJISIMH HE 3aBa/IUTh.

— CriiiTe, CKaXIiTh MEHI 3aKJIMHAHHS. SIKIIO PO3AUTUMOCH, TO 3MOKEMO
IIBH/IIIE OTJIAHYTU OYAMHOK.

VY iioro mepexaai 1e 3By4aso K «1 He Xouy Oymu 3 mooow Ha 0OHOMY
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dropped them into her hands, along with a handful of leaves. “The
incantation is lang réad léoht.”

She repeated it three times, fixing her pronunciation before he
could correct her. Apt pupil.

Eyes on the stones, she said: “May I have your permission to
tell my sister and her vice president in the League that you checked the
house and found no sign of magical interference, should that
fortuitously prove to be the case?”

He hesitated. He wanted to say no, but he didn’t know how far
his Vow would reach—and he was loath to find out, because then she
would know exactly how far she could push.

“All right,” he said. “But don’t tell anyone else.”

“And may I also have your permission to use this spell in the
future as long as there’s no danger of anyone seeing me cast it?”

“Miss Harper—”

“Please,” she said, face tight with a tension he felt in his own
muscles, deep into his very bones. He understood what it meant to
oppose Washington. He seemed to understand her, in fact, with some
instinct that was as unwanted as it was unsettling.

“Yes,” he muttered, turning away.

She tackled the dining room, kitchen and study while he
dispatched the less-involved living room, basement, stairs and
bathroom. She caught up with him as he paused at the threshold of a
bedroom on the second floor.

“Here, too?” he asked.

“Everywhere,” she said, moving to the next room with a grim
air.

It took longer to get through that level. He found no previously
cast spells there, but his eyes started to play tricks on him. Several
times he thought he saw a bit of white glinting amid the red in the air
near him. Closer inspection always turned up nothing.

The smaller third level, taken up entirely by the late Mr. and
Mrs. Harper’s bedroom suite, was even less changed than the rest of

Kéaopamuomy mempi». X04 y 4OMYCh BOHU TOBHICTIO cmiBmanu. OpHa nuie i
MIPUCYTHICTh OyAMIIa B HHOMY 3Bipa.

— Hy noGpe, — BiH BUHHSB 13 KHIIEHI 1€ YOTUPH KaMeHi 1 pa3oM i3
’KMEHBKOIO JINCTS CYHYB 1ii y pyku. — [Ipomosisii «lang réad leoht.

JliBurHa TOBTOpMJIA IIi CIIOBAa TPUYi, BIATOUYIOUM BUMOBY, a0HM BiH HE
BCTHT ii BUIPABUTH. 310HA YICHUIIS.

He 3Boasiun oueii 3 kaMeHiB, BOHA 3arOBOpHUJIA;

— Yu moxy s oTpumaTH Bamry 3roay, mo0 po3noBicTu cecTpi Ta ii Bire-
npesugeHTi B Jli3si mpo Bamy mnepeBipky OyAMHKY Ta BIACYTHICTH CIiJIiB
MariyHoro BTpy4YaHHs, y TOMY BUIIQJIKY, SIKIIO 1€ A1MCHO Tak?

Bin 3acymuiBaBcs. Momy koprino ckasatu «wHi», ane Ilitep He 3HaB, 1e
came 3aKiH4yIOThCS Mexi oro KisaTBu: a ifoMy rets He xoTiiocs 6 11e 3HaTH, 60
ToJli bearpikc TOYHO 3pO3yMie, SIK 1alleKO BOHA 3MOJKE 3aMTH.

— Hy nobpe, — BupimmB BiH. — AJie O17IbIIE Hi CJI0BA HIKOMY.

— [ uu MOXKYy $ 1€ OTPUMATH 3T0/1y Ha BUKOPUCTAHHS I[bOTO 3aKJIMHAHHS
B MallOyTHBOMY, TUIBKH SKIIO HIXTO MEHE HEe OauuTume?

— Mic 'apmep...

— bnararo, — nomnpocuia BoHa, TpUMaro4u 00JUYYs y Hanpysi, sIKy BiH
BIIUYBaB Yy CBOIX M's3aX, aX JO CaMICIHbKMX KICTOK. BiH ycBizomuiioBaB, 1110
O3Hayae MPOTHCTOATH BamumHrToHy. 3maBanocsi, BiH PO3yMiB ii, HacHpasii,
3aBJISIKU IKOMYCh IHCTHHKTY, SIKHi OYB TaKMM HEOa)XaHUM, TAKHM TPUBOKHUM.

— Tak, — npoOypMOTiB BiH y CTOPOHY.

Crnepury niBuMHA B3sjacs 3a ilajbHIO, KyXHIO Ta KaOlHET, a BIH — 3a
MEHII 3axapalleHl BiTaJbHIO, MiJBaJ, CXOIU Ta BaHHY. beaTpikc Ha3morhana
HOT0 Ha TOPO31 CMaIbHI Ha JPYTrOMY TTOBEPCI.

— I Tyt?

— TloBcrogu, — TOHYpPO O3Bajiacsi BOHA 1 Mepednuia 0 CYCITHBOI
KIMHATH.

Ha wneii piBenb 3HagoOunock Ounpiie yacy. XKonHUX cTapux 3akjIMHAaHb
BiH TaM HE 3HAMIIIOB, ajie oro o4i MoYaau rpatu 3 HUM 37ui xkapT. Kinbka pasiB
oMy 3n1anocs, o BiH 0a4uTh 0111 30JUCKU cepell YePBOHOTO KOJIbOPY B MOBITP1
01151 cebe. OHAK MPUIUBUBIIKCH YBAXKHIIIIE, IIOPA3y HIYOTO HE 3HAXO/IUB.

HeBenuukuii TpeTiit moBepx, KU MOBHICTIO 3aiiMalia CriaibHs MOKIHHUX
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the house. Lack of dust proved someone cleaned it regularly, but
otherwise it was a time capsule from a period when his future looked
dim and Miss Harper’s bright. He demarcated the area, musing about
the dramatic U-turns both their lives had taken—though where his was
headed did not seem at all promising to him.

A cleared throat. Miss Harper. “Did you find anything
downstairs?”

“No. You?”

“Nothing.”

He murmured the spell as she passed by and they worked on
opposite ends of the expansive room, backs to each other. The drawers
were empty but Mr. Harper’s suits still hung in the closet, and déja vu
gripped him in a chokehold as he got down on his knees to check the
back corners for telltale flashes of white. All he needed to complete the
trip back in time was a mop.

As if she had somehow read his mind, Miss Harper said, “Mrs.
Price confirmed what you said about my mother.”

“You asked her?” he said, startled.

“I had to know.”

He added what he’d said to her about Mrs. Harper to his list of
things he wished he could take back—not top of the list, but it had
pretty awful competition. What on earth did it gain him to make her
see her mother as he did? He imagined her grief battering against him,
a physical force, and couldn’t bring himself to look at her. The silence
stretched out, horribly, as he tried to find words better than “I’'m
sorry.”

“That’s what you wanted, isn’t it.” Her voice was sharp with
bitterness. “That’s why you made me dream that dream.”

“What?” He got tangled in Mr. Harper’s suits as he tried to
stand and had to flail his way free, seeing another glint of white as he
swung around. It almost looked as if it was on his chest. “What
dream?”

“Of you cleaning my parents’ room and overhearing my

micTepa Ta Micic ["apnep, 3aMIMBCs MPaKTHYHO 0e3 3MiH, TOPIBHIHO 3 PEIITOIO
OynuHKy. BiacyTHICTh MUy CBiuUWja MPO TE, M0 XTOCh PETYISIPHO NMPUOHpaB
TYyT, aJie B yChOMY 1HIIOMY — I1¢ OyJia KarcyJsa 4acy 3 mepioay, KOJu Ha HbOTO
YyeKajgo TeMHe MaiOyTHe, a Ha Mmic ['apnep — sckpaBe. BiH mo3HaumB mexi
JUISHKH, PO3MIPKOBYIOYHM PO KApKOJIOMHI Bipaxi, SKUX 3a3HaIM BOHU 000€ B
’KMTTI, X04a HOTO J10J11 HE BUAABaJIach HOMY IEPCIIEKTUBHOO B3araii.

Mic I'apnep. [Ipokanuisiiace.

— Bu moch 3Haiinum BHU3Y?

— Hi, a tu?

— Tex HivoTO.

[Titep mpoOypmoOTiB 3aknuHaHHs, Konu bearpikc mpoxoauna mos3. Boru
CTaJIM 1O Pi3Hi OOKU MPOCTOPOI KIMHATH, CHMHOIK OJUH /10 OJHOro. Y IIyXJisjgax
Higoro e Gyo, ame Koctiomu Mictepa aprepa Bce me Bucinu B madi. Horo
MPOMHSIIO JIeXkKaBIO, KOJU BiH OIYCTHBCS Ha KOJiHA, 100 MEpeBIpUTH NaibHi
3aKyTKH Ha HasBHICTh XapakTepHUX Oinmux 30muckiB. llIBabpa — eaune, 4oro
oMy OpakyBaiio, 100 3aBEPIINUTH L0 [TOJOPOK Y MUHYJIE.

Hibu npounTaBmm iioro nymxu, mic ["apriep moBua:

— Micic [Ipaiic miarBepauia Bamii cioBa npo Moo MaTip.

— Tu nurana B Hei? — 3auByBaBcs [litep.

— 1 Mmycuna ai3HaTHCA.

Crucok peuel, siki BiH XOTiB OM BIIMIHUTH, IOMOBHUBCS MOTO CIIOBaMHU
npo Micic ["apnep — X04 BOHHU 1 HE OUOJHIIM HOTr0, ajie KOHKYPEHIIII0 CKIIalaln
Heabusiky. Yoro, 6sgxa, BiH JOOMBCS, 3MYCHUBILH 11 TOMISIHYTH Ha MaTip Tak, SK
BiH? YSBHBILY, sSIK I rOpe HABATIOETHCS HA HHOTO 31 BCi€l CUIIM, BiH HE CIIpOMIrcs
migBeCTH 04l Ha Hei. MOoTOopoIlIHa MOBYaHKA 3aTATyBaJlach, MTOKU BIH HamMaraBcst
3HANTH CJI0BA Kpallli 32 «MEHI HIKOJa.

— Bu x uporo xorinu, g npaBa? — y ii pi3KOMy TOHI BiauyBajlacs
ripkota. — Ocb 4OMy BU 3MYyCHJIM MEHE TOOAUYUTH TOH COH.

— Illo? — BiH 3aruryTaBcs B KOCTIOMax Mictepa [apmepa, 1 oMy
JIOBEJIOCh BUPHUBATHUCS, 11100 3BUIBHUTHUCS, aXX PanTOM MOOAYMB 1€ OJUH Ot
30JIMCK, KOJIU KPYTUBCA. 3AaBajiocsl, HIOM BiH OyB y HbOTO Ha Ipyasx. — Akuu
COH?

— Sk Bu npubupanu kiMHaTy MOiX GaThKIB 1 MiJICITyXaJlyd MO0 Matip! —
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mother!” she said, turning to face him. “Two nights ago—"

She broke off, staring at the air between them in open-mouthed
surprise. He saw it as well—two twined threads of bright-white magic.

They traveled from his chest to hers.

“Oh, God,” she whispered. She backed away as if she could
disconnect herself from him, the line of magic between them getting
longer and thinner but not disappearing.

Peter braced himself against the wall, feeling sick. “Did you
dream of an explosion last night?”

His question stopped her in her tracks. “Yes.”

“And three nights ago—you dreamt of your mother dying?”’

She staggered as if he’d struck her. He rushed forward,
thinking she might faint, but instead she closed the distance between
them and grabbed his arms.

“What have you done?” she yelled.

“Nothing!” She was nearly his height, leaving him nowhere to
look but into furious eyes reflecting the red of the room. “Nothing
except entering into a Vow with you at the same time you entered into
a Vow with me.”

“Did you know this would happen?”

“No,” he snapped, pulling free. “This isn’t a frequently cast
spell, and I’ve never heard of it used to bind two parties together with a
pair of contracts. It appears we’ve discovered a side effect. You’re not
to talk, write or otherwise communicate about the contents of my
dreams, and the fact that mine are yours and vice versa, to anyone.”

“The contract I signed harms my sister, her efforts with the
League and the League generally, and | want you to destroy it
immediately!”

Nothing happened. He crossed his arms, frowning. “Trying to
wiggle out of your obligations, are you?”

She jabbed a finger at him so aggressively, he was glad he’d
already thought to issue a no-violence order. “How am I to sleep at
night knowing you’re either foisting your dreams on me or watching

BUTIAJINJIA BOHA oMY B 00amuy4st. — J[Ba aHI TOMY...

Bona MoOBYKM BTynujach Yy HOPOXHEUY MIK HHUMM, 3IUBOBAHO
BIIKpHBILIY poTa. BiH Tex 1e mobaunB — /Bi MepemieTeHi HUTKU SICKpaBO-01s101
Martii.

Bin iforo rpyzei go ii.

— boxeukn, — 3amenoTina BoHa. beaTpikc mouana 3aaKyBaTH, HiOH
HaMmarajgacs Bi'€qHaTHCS BII HHOI'O, ajle HUTOYKA Marii MK HHMH IOBIIAjIA 1
TOHIIIAJIA, TA BCE X HE 3HUKAJA.

[TiTep criepcs Ha cTiHy, HOTO HYAHIIO.

— To6i Munynoi HOY1 cHUBCS BUOYX?

Moro nuranHs 36ui10 ii 3 Hir.

— Tak.

— A Tpu 1HI TOMY — TOO1 HAaCHHMJIACcS CMEPTh MaTepi?

JiBunHy XuTHYyNno, Haue BiH 1 BaapuB. Ilitep kuHyBCca o Hei, 60
MOyMaB, IO BOHA 3apa3 30MJIi€, ajieé HATOMICTh JIBUMHA camMa CTYIHIIa OJrKYe
JI0 HBOT'O 1 CXOIMUJIa HOTO 3a PyKH.

— o Bu naxoinu? — 3akpuvaina BOHa.

— Hivoro! — ix 3pict OyB Maiike 0JHaKOBUM, 1 HOMY HE 3aJMIIATIOCH
HIYOrO 1HILIOTO, SIK JUBUTHCS B PO3JIIOYEHI OYl, y SKHUX CSSUIM BIIOJIUCKHU
YepBOHOTO KOJIhOPY KiMHATU. - Hivoro, xiba mo naB To0i KnsTBy B Ty % MHTB,
10 1 T MEHI.

— Bu 3nanu, mo take Tpanutbes?

— Hi, — Bigpi3aB 4onoBiK, BUpUBaOUnCch. — lle 3akiMHaHHSA HE 4acTo
HaKJIaJaloTh, 1 1 HIKOJIM HE 4yB, 1100 HOro BUKOPUCTOBYBAIMU IS 3B'SI3yBaHHS
JIBOX JIIOJIEH 3a JONOMOror mnapu yroa. MaOyTh, MaeMo crpaBy 3 MOOIYHUM
epexToM. Hixomy He po3nOBiJail, He MUIIM 1 HE AIIKCH 1H(OpMaIlli€ro, Mpo L0
MOI CHH, 1 B3araji, Moi CHA — IIe TBOi, a TBOi — MOI.

— VYropa, Ky s mianucana, IKOAUTh MOil cecTpi, ii mismpHOCTI B JIi3i Ta
Bciit JIi31 3aranom, 1 s xouy, o6 Bu 1i HeraitHo po3ipBanu!

VY BiAMoBiib — HiYOro. BiH CXpecTHB pyKH 1 CKPUBHBCH.

— Hamaraerech yxunurucs BiJi CBOiX 3000B's13aHb?

Bona Tak arpecMBHO THIbHYJAa B HBOTO HaJbIEM, IO BIH aX 3pajiB
3aBYaCHO BHJIAHOMY HaKa3y HE YAHUTH HACHIIbCTBA.
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my own over my shoulder?”

“You think I’'m overjoyed about that? Don’t blame me, Miss
Harper. You demanded the second Vow.”

“Oh yes! How could you possibly be to blame for all the
actions you took to force me to that point?”

He was tired of feeling guilty. He was trying to keep the world
from blowing itself up, and he’d be damned if he was going to stand in
the bedroom of the woman who almost ruined his life and let her
daughter declare him a villain—even if it was uncomfortably close to
the truth.

“I didn’t force you to read that report,” he said. “I didn’t force
you to cast those spells. If you were honorable, you would have closed
that desk drawer and walked away.”

He’d obviously hit the mark. She turned and sat on her parents’
bed, looking out the window rather than at him.

“You’ve done what I asked,” she said. “You’re free to go.
Thank you for proving that there is one honest wizard in Ellicott
Mills.”

Peter canceled the spell, wishing the wretched Garrett had cast
something, and swept out of the house.

He had plenty of time on the slog back through the forest to
think about everything Miss Harper might see if he continued to dream
of past events. Creating Project 96. Testing it with ever-more effective
and appalling fuel. Replacing it with an inferior lookalike and ferrying
away the original in the dead of night. What if, slipping through some
loophole he neglected to close, she found a way to pass the information
to Garrett?

He poked at his order from all angles and could not find a weak
spot. That left him free to chew over a different miserable thought.
God knew what he would dream with Miss Harper watching—judging.
His subconscious would be laid bare before her, the person who hated
him more than anyone else in the world.

— Sk g1 MOXy cmatu BHOUYI, 3HaIO4M, o Bu abo HaB'a3yeTe MeHi CBOT
CHHM, 200 HarJI0O TUBUTECH MOi?

— Tu nymaem, meni ue npuemuo? He 3BunyBauyit mene, mic ['apnep. Tu
cama BuMaraia 3pooutu apyry Kinsarsy.

— Tak! Xi6a Bu MoxeTe OyTH BUHHUM Y BCiX TUX YYMHKAaX, 110 3MYCHIU
MEHE MITH Ha Take?

BiguyrTs npoBuHU 3aMydnio Horo. BiH HamaraBcs BpATYBaTH CBIT BiX
CaMO3HHMILCHHS, 1 OyJb BIH MPOKJISITHH, SKIIO CTOSTUME B CITAJIbHI KIHKH, sSKa
MaJi0 HE 3pyHHyBaJla HOrO JKHTTSA, 1 JO3BOJHUTH ii JOHBII 00i3BaTH HOTO
MEpP30THUKOM, HaBITh SKIIO 1€ BUSBUTHCS HECTEPITHOIO MIPABJIOIO.

— 51 e 3MymyBaB TeOe YUTATH TOH 3BiT, — MoOYaB BiH. — | yakiryBatu
TEX He MPUMYIIyBaB. SIkOu T Oyna 4ecHO0, TO MPOCTO 3aYMHUIA O Ty LIyXJITy
1 TiIIa reTs.

OueBuHO, BiH BIy4YMB Yy came s0iydko. BoHa po3BepHyiacs, cija Ha
0aThKIBChKE JIKKO 1 MepeBera Morisil y BIKHO, a0 TUIBKH HE TUBUTHCH HOMY B
oul.

— Bu BuUKOHaIM MO€E MpOXaHHS, — MPOMOBHJIA BOHA. — MoskeTe OyTu
BiTbHUM. [[sKyt0 3a noka3 Toro, mo B Emmikor-Minns € Oomail ooun decHui
YaKITyH.

[Titep 3HSB 3aKJIMHAHHSA 1 XYTKO BHMHIIOB 13 OyOuHKY. Ase Homy Tak
XOTi0¢s, 00 TOM MEP30THUK [appeT xou wocs HauaKITyBas.

Jopororo Hazaa, TaM, y Jici, Yy HbOro Oylo JOCTaTHbO yacy, LI00
oJlyMaTH Mpo Bcl mofii, siki Mic ['apnep morna 6 mobauntu, sSkOu oMy 1 mami
cHuioch MuHyIe. 3amyck [Ipoexty 96. [IpoBenenHs BunpoOyBaHb Ha BCe OLIbII
edeKTUBHOMY 1 >KaxjuBoMmy manuBi. Hemomyra migpoOka Ta BHBE3CHHS
OpUTiHATy TMiJ MOKPOBOM HOYi. A 1m0, SK BOHA MpPOCIM3HE Kpi3b SKYCh
LIMApuHKY, Ky BIH HE MOMITHB, 1 3Haije crocid mepeatu 1o iHQoOpMallio
Tappery?

[TiTep 3amymaBcsi HaJ KOKHHM CJIOBOM CBOTO Hakasy, ajie¢ He 3HaXOJIWB,
JI0 4OTo MpHJIEpTUCS. 3aJMIIalocs *YBaTH BiacHi Tipki aymku. Jlume bory
B1JIOMO, III0 MOMY HAaCHUTBHCS TiJ MUJIHLHUM, OCYJJIMBUM morisaoM mic [Maprep.
Moro oromemy mijacBiOMiCTh 106AYNTH [iBYUMHA, AKA HEHABHMAMTH HOTO
CUJIbHIIIE 32 BCIX.
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Chapter 2. Linguistic representation of magic in Colleen Cowley’s novel

Subversive and its interpretation in Ukrainian

2.1. Book overview

Subversive by Colleen Cowley is the first book in the Clandestine Magic trilogy, featuring
urban fantasy with feminist themes, published by Slender Sky Books in 2020. From the very
cover of the book, readers can predict the plot through the paratactic elliptical phrases “A wizard.
An unwilling assistant. An explosive secret,” embodying the defining narrative elements of this
work (Cowley, 2020).

The story unfolds in an alternative version of twenty-first-century America where the
advancement of women’s rights has stalled at the level of the early twentieth century. It is a
period of “magiocracy” — male wizards hold government positions, have privileged access to
magic, and influence politics. In this society, women are not allowed to perform magic, so no
magical education is available to them. The main character is Beatrix Harper, a quick-witted and
determined woman involved in politics, namely in the Women’s League for the Prohibition of
Magic, an association that strives for equality, where her sister, Lydia, is rapidly gaining
popularity. With the appearance of Peter Blackwell in Ellicott Mills, however, her life is turned
upside down. He takes her into his house as his assistant, and one day she finds a top-secret
record and discovers her own magical abilities. Blackwell makes her sign a contract, called the
Vow, which binds their souls together and guarantees absolute obedience to the terms. The
young woman has no idea of the danger that awaits her and her sister, the truth about magic kept
hidden by the authorities, the nature of the secret Project 96 that could destroy her hometown,
and what will happen between her and Peter next.

The 326-page book begins with a dedication to a friend, Christina Morland, who assisted in
writing the book, and her husband. Overall, the work has 34 chapters without subheadings, and
at the end there is information about the prequel and sequel to the selected book, as well as a
brief note “about the author”. The plot revolves around two main storylines: political games
closely linked to magic, and the nascent romantic relationship between the main characters in the
midst of all the turmoil. It is a third-person narrative, mostly concentrated on Beatrix, since
almost everything is reflected through her thoughts, perceptions and consciousness in general,
making it somewhat problematic for the reader to understand Peter Blackwell’s genuine motives.
It is worth noting that the author shifts between colloquial register (in dialogues between
characters) and formal one (legal nuances, documentation language, political speeches),
endowing the text with a bit contrasting charm. Furthermore, another characteristic feature is the
use of emotional contagion to enhance the plot’s dynamism — first, the protagonists experience
certain powerful emotions or sensations, the reader anticipates what might happen, and then the
events reveal themselves.

This book, permeated with themes of slow-burn trust/love and political revolution, also
stands out for its use of a fictional language of Old English origin, descriptions of various
magical activities and their specifics, setting the atmosphere of a fantasy world, captivating the
reader from the very beginning, immersing them in an imaginary universe and allowing them to
see on their own that sometimes magic is not just a game, but a potent tool for human
manipulation which, if it ends up in the wrong hands, can become a weapon of mass destruction.

2.2. Colleen Cowley: author’s background and the origins of Subversive

Almost every work of art grows out of a particular life experience — what a person has
read, believed, questioned, feared or hoped for. The books by the American writer Colleen
Cowley are no exception. They are the product of her imagination, her reflections on romance,
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power, and inequality, as well as her fascination with alternative worlds where anything is
possible.

To begin with, Colleen Cowley is the author’s pseudonym. As mentioned on her website,
“it is a family name of sorts, though” (Cowley, n. d.). Cowley has been passionate about fiction
since childhood, and at the age of 9, she already came up with an idea for a fantasy/sci-fi story. It
was her father who encouraged the little girl to bring her imagination to life. Over the years, she
has been inspired by many fantasy books — Naomi Novik’s Spinning Silver, Rowling’s Harry
Potter, Erin Morgenstern’s The Starless Sea, Tolkien’s The Hobbit, and others. What made the
deepest impact on her, though, was Jane Austen with her intricate, dreamlike, feminist novels,
especially Northanger Abbey, which served as a sort of “muse” for Subversive (Bagenstose,
2020).

Cowley spent eight years writing the novel, completing it in fragments during her spare
time. The author herself notes that “it’s been really frightening to watch the actual world become
so much more dystopian” (Julie One Book More, 2020). Nevertheless, she sought to put on
paper the story of a woman who always wanted to be able to do magic, and combining this with
her fixation on unequal social roles, she wrote a novel about a magical society where male
wizards are at the top, followed by common men and only then by women. It was important for
Cowley not just to embody a romantic story, but to delve into something much deeper, more
meaningful, and more intimate in order to draw the reader into the plot as much as possible. This
is evidenced by the review of the writer and her friend Christina Morland, who claims that “This
book is above genre. This book is about story. If you love the basic elements of storytelling (...),
you're going to love Subversive” (Morland, 2020).

In the early stages of her career, the author had some doubts about whether she should
approach publishers or be self-published. That said, she ultimately opted for independence.
Cowley favours incorporating a variety of genres into a single work, a practice that might not
appeal to publishers who track reader preferences. The author was not concerned about whether
her novels would gain worldwide recognition. Instead, she prioritised the absence of pressure,
deadlines and the ability to arrange her publications on her own terms, as well as her readers,
being the most valuable critics of her books.

By now, the writer has already released several works: Clandestine (a prequel novella),
the Clandestine Magic trilogy (Subversive, Radical, Revolutionary), standalone novels Into the
Bargain, The Opposite of Magic, all of which are available for order on her own website and
online bookstores. Cowley also runs social media accounts (Instagram, Facebook, X), and
promotes her books to fans who enjoy such kind of fiction. Nonetheless, she admits, “I haven’t
been able to get my head out of this world for long enough to start thinking about other what-
ifs,” so there is a high probability that the new works will be released soon (Julie One Book
More, 2020).

2.3. Text selection and its translational distinctiveness

This translation project is based on five chapters (Chapter Ten, Chapter Eleven, Chapter
Thirteen, Chapter Fifteen, Chapter Sixteen) that illustrate both the peculiar elements of fantasy
and the linguistic aspects. Notably, Subversive is a vivid example of contemporary fantasy, a
genre of literature characterised by magical and supernatural elements that do not exist in real
life, and more specifically, magical realism, whose characters perceive uncanny things
(telepathy, telekinesis, levitation) as everyday routines (Kyskin, 2024, p. 25). Over the decades,
the fantasy genre has evolved, branched out and transformed. Among the prominent
representatives of fantasy literature are H.P. Lovecraft, A.H. Blackwood, J. R. R. Tolkien,
C. S. Lewis, and M. L. Peake. According to Bovsunivska (2009, pp. 452-454), this genre is
characterised by descriptions of a world order with illogical laws, where magical phenomena,
sorcerers, witches and extraordinary artefacts strongly connected to nature (so called
“pandeternenism’) coexist together.
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Fantasy reveals reality through allusions and reinterprets it in a completely innovative
manner. This genre often functions as a form of allegorical language — fictional worlds and
magical imagery enable authors to convey more than conventional realistic literature allows
(Demchyk, 2016, p. 102). Considering the genre and linguistic features, selected parts of the
novel Subversive were chosen for analysis of wizards’ vocabulary due to their high thematic
saturation, functional relevance and representativeness for the entire text corpus. Specifically, the
chosen fragments demonstrate a sufficient concentration of magical terms related to the practices
of wizardry, rituals, spells, artefacts and other elements of alternative magical reality, making it
possible to conduct a systematic analysis of the semantic field of these units. Moreover, such
lexicon does not play a decorative role — it is structurally integrated into the plot, embedded in
the motivational logic of the characters, and reinforces the narrative. The stylistic features of
already mentioned chapters are particularly noteworthy: the author employs register
hybridisation, blending colloguial and legal registers with sacral-like vocabulary, creating a
sense of “patchwork” reality where magic is not an exception, but a symbolic linguistic code for
accessing an alternative way of understanding the world.

Additionally, the chosen chapters cover various communicative speech formats — from
magical descriptions to character dialogues and elements of introspection, giving the reader an
opportunity to observe how wizards’ vocabulary functions in different contexts. From the
translation perspective, magical expressions often involve hidden meanings that are difficult to
convey literally. Sometimes there is a risk of turning everything into a fantasy template or,
conversely, overloading the text with complex terminology, potentially distorting the atmosphere
and making it seem artificial. That is why, the following analysis provides not only a more
complete picture of the magical lexical field of the novel Subversive, but also insight into the
creative decisions faced during translation.

2.4. Translation techniques to recreate wizards’ vocabulary

In a fantasy text, magical vocabulary acts as the “linguistic fabric” of the world, helping
the reader to feel part of something wonderful, strange and supernatural. Through unique names,
spells, chants, and invented words, it creates a specific rhythm and style of storytelling that
makes the fictional universe seem real and logical. The vocabulary of wizards not only
designates specific objects or phenomena, but also plays an important role in portraying
characters, showing their competence and setting the tone and flow of the text.

Magical and fictional vocabulary occupies a special place in the works of renowned
English fantasy authors, as it shapes the unique linguistic systems of their worlds and defines the
genre recognition of their works. For instance, George R. R. Martin’s A Song of Ice and Fire is
distinguished by its complex archaic language, numerous proper names and elements of
constructed languages, which create a sense of historical depth and cultural complexity (Fabrizi,
2016, pp. 4-5). The magical vocabulary in J. K. Rowling’s Harry Potter series combines
Latinised spells, playful neologisms and stylistically marked names for magical creatures and
objects, creating a light, accessible and richly meaningful linguistic system. J. R. R. Tolkien, on
the other hand, is known for inventing fully-fledged fictional languages with their own
phonetics, grammar and etymology, making vocabulary a central element of his world-building
and giving his mythology unparalleled authenticity (Livingston, 2012). Similarly intriguing is
Colleen Cowley’s usage of such lexicon in her novel Subversive, integrating magical elements
into an alternate universe. Her magical terminology combines everyday speech with sacred and
political connotations, creating a tense intersection of faith, power, and the supernatural. To
reproduce such vocabulary, careful selection of translation techniques is required to preserve its
semantic richness, stylistic features, and artistic function in new linguistic and cultural contexts.
Yablochnikova (2022, p. 154) claims that translators face several professional challenges while
dealing with fantasy works: to reveal conceptual similarities and differences between linguistic
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representations, to comprehend the specific features of national consciousness and to reflect how
the writer processes their thoughts.

Having analysed the entire text of the novel, and especially the selected chapters for the
translation project, a decision was made that a translation strategy would not be sufficient to
convey the fictional atmosphere of the plot into Ukrainian. The ultimate goal was to maintain a
balance between the author’s style and the foreign nature of the work and to reproduce the main
ideas in a manner understandable to Ukrainian readers without excessive “Ukrainisation”. In line
with Venuti’s foreignization strategy, which involves preserving the linguistic and cultural
elements common to the original text and giving the reader a feeling of foreignness, it was
determined that in our case, its overuse could have the effect of artificiality, overloading the text
with foreign forms and reducing its readability (Venuti, 1995, p. 20). The second option was
localization, meaning that the text is reproduced in such a way that the reader is unable to
identify whether it is an independent work or a translation (Pym, 2004). Nevertheless, a too
localized text poses the risk of losing the otherworldly atmosphere, a defining feature of the
fantasy genre. Taking into account all the advantages and disadvantages of these strategies, it
was agreed to follow the strategy of transcreation instead, as it enables the creative and adequate
rendition of ideas and concepts. According to Gaballo (2012, pp. 95-113), transcreation
represents an interlingual interpretation of the source text, considering the target audience
specificities. The translator, in turn, is required to produce new linguistic and cultural images that
would compensate for their absence or inadequacy in the cultural environment of the target
language.

While strategies cover the overall approach to the entire text, translation techniques work
at the level of words, phrases or structures. Following Molina and Hurtado’s classification
(Molina, Hurtado, 2002, pp. 510-511), the following techniques were the most frequently applied
during translation:

1) Adaptation;

2) Amplification;

3) Borrowing (pure borrowing);

4) Calque;

5) Description;

6) Established equivalent;

7) Generalization;

8) Literal translation;

9) Modulation;

10) Particularization;

11) Reduction;

12) Transposition.

Archaic Old English and magical vocabulary in Subversive serve primarily stylistic and
artistic functions. Such linguistic elements do not simply denote magical actions or concepts, but
also create a sense of historical depth, giving the impression of an ancient tradition, a hidden
knowledge system and centuries-old magical practices that seem to exist beyond the boundaries
of modern language. As in some fantasy classics, where, for instance, constructed or archaic
language layers help shape the world (like Tolkien’s Elvish language or Rowling’s Latinised
magical terminology), Cowley also utilises a similar linguistic approach as a medium for
immersion: unfamiliar words enhance the atmosphere of mystery, making the magic more
tangible and convincing. In contrast to Tolkien’s works, where artificial languages are rendered
in accordance with Ukrainian translation traditions, we decided to leave Old English unchanged
in our translation, using the technique of pure borrowing, when a word or phrase is transferred to
another language unaltered (Molina, Hurtado, 2002, p. 510). This approach to conveying magical
vocabulary is motivated by a strong intention not to distort its stylistic and cultural function, as it
acts as a marker of archaic and magical context. Therefore, its direct incorporation into the
translation allows us to preserve the authenticity of the author’s idea without superfluous
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layering of stylistic elements. Nevertheless, for the sake of clarity, translator’s footnotes were
added, containing the approximate meaning of certain words or expressions as additional
information to facilitate readers’ understanding.

(1-s) “Ahebban!” She squeezed her eyes shut, unable to keep her mind so clear it didn’t
longingly picture the directory obliging her. “4hebban! Ahebban! AHEBBAN!” (Cowley,
2020, p. 77)

(1-t) — «Ahebban!», — Beampikc miyno 3ANTOWURA 0T, WOCULU CIAPAIOYUC He OYMAMU NPO
me, K 00BIOHUK niokopsiemucs ii Hakazy. — «Ahebban! Ahebban! AHEBBAN!» (Koyni/Kosup,
2025, p. 9)

(2-s) “Ic gehate. ‘I vow.’” (Cowley, 2020, p. 82)

(2-t) — «Ic gehate». Toomo «s kianycoy (Koyni/Koszup, 2025, p. 14).

(3-s) “Lang read leoht,” the wizard murmured (Cowley, 2020, p. 103).

(3-t) — «Lang read leoht», — npowenomis uaxnyn (Koyni/Kosup, 2025, p. 21).

(4-s) Finally she found it—fordést, blast those tricky long vowels—under the second-person
present indicative of fordon (Cowley, 2020, p. 119).

(4-t) 3pewmoro 3natiuna — «fordést» (6yobme npokismi, xXumpi 0062i 2010CHI) y Opyeiti 0cobi
00HUNHU menepiunbo2o uacy oiecnosa «fordony (Koyni/Kosup, 2025, p. 28).

(5-s) “Heol0d, ” he murmured, and faded into nothing (Cowley, 2020, p. 124).
(5-t) — «Heolod», — npobypmomis 6in i pozuunuscs 6 nogimpi (Koyni/Kosup, 2025, p. 34).

In the process of translating a fictional text, the challenge of cultural adaptation inevitably
arises, as English and Ukrainian literary traditions are based on different historical perceptions,
symbolic systems, and stylistic norms. Consequently, translators must not only convey the
story’s main idea, but also adjust it to the cultural expectations of the audience, harmonising
foreign imagery and linguistic elements with the traditions of the target language. Taking fantasy
into account, it is important to reproduce the otherworld realism represented by a whole complex
of imaginary attributes created by the author’s imagination (Shaposhnyk, 2018, pp. 568-569).
The wizards’ vocabulary also belongs to them, and its rendering required the translation
technique of adaptation, namely replacing a cultural element with one that is more familiar to the
target audience (Kozachuk, 2023, p. 133). Descriptions of magical practices, units of
measurement, words with specific cultural and historical connotations, expressions related to
potions and magical ingredients, etc. were covered:

(6-s) Ninety-eight percent of the subjects in the secret examinations were able to levitate a five-
pound weight at least a foot off the ground (Cowley, 2020, p. 75).

(6-t) Hes'sstnocmo sicim siocomkie ocib, siKi npoxXoounu Mmaemui icnumu, 3yMitu RIOHAMU a2y

npUOIU3HO Y 064 3 NOTOBUHON KI10OZPAMU MIHIMYM HA MPUOUAMb CAHMUMEMPIE HAO 3eM1el0
(Koyni/Kosup, 2025, p. 6).

(7-s) And most significantly, allowing females to work as omnimancers would take jobs from
men when we can least afford it (Cowley, 2020, p. 75).
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(7-t) Ta naiieonosniwe — sKWO 00360IUMU HCIHKAM NPAYIOBAMU GEPXOSGHUMU MA2AMU, MU

no36a8umo 40108iKi@ pobomu came mooi, Koiu Ham ye 6xkpail He Ha kopucmov (Koyni/Kosup,
2025, p. 6).

(8-5) Spells, tracing the casting of- “The idea of connecting a spell to its caster has captured the
imagination of magicists through the decades. ” (Cowley, 2020, p. 76)

(8-t) Raknunanns ma ix eiocmedxcenns: «Bnpodoexc Oecsmunimb mema 36'A3Ky  MidC
3AKAUHAHHAM MA YAKILYHOM He 0d8ala cnokoio maziesnasuamy (Koyni/Kosup, 2025, p. 7).

(9-s) Zip went the magic down her arm (Cowley, 2020, p. 83).
(9-t) Macis npomaiinyna no it pyyi, Hiou 3miika na kopmuni (Koyni/Koszup, 2025, p. 15).

(10-s) Then she carefully put the report back into the drawer with the end sticking out as before
and dashed to the brewing room to find the Starter Spells textbook (Cowley, 2020, p. 75).

(10-t) A nomim eona obepexcno noknana 36im HA3a0 Yy WYXAA0y, JUMUSU KDAECYOK NANEPIE
cmupyamu, M08 max i 0yno, i wWMueHyia 00 KiMHamu 3i11€6APIHHA Y NOWYKAX NiOPYYHUKA
«3axnunanns ons nowamxieyie» (Koyni/Kosup, 2025, pp. 6-7).

The translation technique of calque, i.e. the literal translation of words or expressions
(lexical or structural), also served as a means of reproducing the magical vocabulary (Molina,
Hurtado, 2002, p. 510). It allowed reflecting the internal logic of fictional concepts and
preserving the structural features of words. Many terms in fantasy works are usually
semantically transparent to native speakers of the original language, since they are built from
understandable elements. Nevertheless, it was necessary to convey such word forms to Ukrainian
readers without losing their imagery and symbolism, as well as avoiding stylistic ambiguity. In
addition, calque required caution, since the literal translation of such elements is not always
appropriate and does not guarantee sound naturalness, so it became essential to consider both the
phonetic and semantic norms of both the Ukrainian and English languages.

(11-s) And all manner of booby-trap enchantments, too (Cowley, 2020, p. 101).
(11-t) Ak i na ecinaxux uapax-nacmxax (Koyni/Kosup, 2025, p. 19).

(12-s) But at least any spell cast since the break-in would be fresh enough for an incantometer
to pick up (Cowley, 2020, p. 101).

(12-t) A emim, 6yOv-siKe 3aKIUHAHHSA, SUKOPUCMAHE NICISL NPOHUKHEHH 8 OVOuHokK, 0yio 6
oocumo cgisicum, wob oo smie enosumu wapomemp (Koyni/Kosup, 2025, p. 19).

(13-3) (...) “I wonder how Lydia Harper'’s standing in the Women’s League for the Prohibition
of Magic will fare after her sister is arrested for attempting—unsuccessfully, of course—to cast
spells.” (Cowley, 2020, p. 80)

(13-t) — Lfixaso, wo cmanemwcs 3 penymayicero JIioii Iapnep y JIi3i acinok 3a 3abopony mazii

nicis moeo, Sk il cecmpy 3aapeuwtmyioms 3a cnpody — 36ICHO Jic, He80aly — HAKLACMU
saxaunanns (KoynilKosup, 2025, p. 11).
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(14-s) Securely on the other side but hardly safe, he padded down the stairs and felt his way half-
blindly in the much deeper darkness of the cellar until he came up against his false wall ¢...)
(Cowley, 2020, p. 103).

(14-t) Onunuswuce y sionocniti besneyi, Ilimep cnycmuscs cxooamu i HABNOMAYKU NPOOUPABCSL
8 We MeMHIUOMY MOPOKY NIOBALY, axc NOKU He Hampanué Ha ganvmw-cminy (...) (KoynilKosup,
2025, p. 22).

(15-s) Over the weekend, he’d transformed it into an approximation of an experimental-spells
lab (Cowley, 2020, p. 116).

(15-t) 3a euxioni ein obnawmysas mym woch HA 3pPA30K J1AOOPAMOPIi eKCREePUMEHMATbHUX
saxkaunans (Koyni/Kosup, 2025, p. 24).

In the Subversive world, where the magical system combines both modern and archaic
elements, it is particularly important to find a lexical balance between the new and the familiar to
the reader. Translators do not always have to create a corresponding term in the target text;
moreover, they have to be able to distinguish neologisms from existing words and expressions.
In such cases, established equivalents are of great help, namely words and phrases defined in
dictionaries or already recognized as widely used ones in the target language (Molina, Hurtado,
2002, p. 510). According to Catford (1965, p. 21), the term “equivalent” itself is a subject of
discussion, since finding corresponding words and expressions in the target language is both key
and difficult task for a translator. Nevertheless, the use of established equivalents enabled
integration of the wizards’ vocabulary into the already formed Ukrainian-language fantasy, as
many basic concepts (e.g., spells, magical actions, names of artefacts, sorcerous components,
ritual objects, etc.) have equivalents in the Ukrainian translation tradition. As a result, the target
audience can understand the text more easily, and the translator can avoid creating unnecessary
neologisms and stylistic redundancy. Nonetheless, in the process of translation, much attention
was paid to context and stylistic nuances to ensure that the chosen term accurately reflects its
primary function within a specific text fragment.

(16-s) She would try levitation. Again. And this time, she’d make it work (Cowley, 2020, p. 75).
(16-t) JTesimauisn. 3nosy. Ane menep i ye nio cuny (Koyni/Kosup, 2025, p. 7).

(17-s) Blackwell, hot on her heels, caught up with her in the brewing room as she grabbed the
bottle of aconite (Cowley, 2020, p. 81).

(17-t) Bnexeenn mazoocnaé ii 6 KimMHami 3LIIEBAPIHHA, KOJIU MA CXONULA NJSUKY AKOHIMY
(Koyni/Kosup, 2025, p. 12).

(18-s) Both sides of the basin were inscribed with runes (Cowley, 2020, p. 104).
(18-t) I1o o6uosa boku wawi 6yau suxapoyeani pynu (Koyni/Kosup, 2025, pp. 22-23).
(19-3) (...) Please, God—Iet this new spell require demarcation (Cowley, 2020, p. 102).

(19-1) (...) «locnoou, 6naeaio, 3pobu mak, wWob ye HoOGe 3AKIUHAHHI BUMALANO OEMAPKAUTD»
(Koyni/Kosup, 2025, p. 21).

(20-s) The tell-tale sound of teleportation, like a cork pulled from a wine bottle, meant he was
likely gone and not just invisible (Cowley, 2020, p. 104).
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(20-t) Bupasuuii 36yx menenopmauii, Hemo8 KOpOK, GUMSCHYMULL i3 NJISUWKU GUHA, 6KA3)Y8A8
CKoOpiue Ha 3HUKHEeHHS, Hidic npocmo Ha Hesudumicms (Koyni/Kosup, 2025, p. 23).

(21-s) The wizard dipped fingers into a pocket and came out with four onyx stones (Cowley,
2020, p. 102).

(21-9 Yakayn sanypus pyxky 6 kuuienro i eumseHys yomupu oHikcosi kameni (Koyni/Kosup,
2025, p. 21).

(22-s) On some of the completed ones, meanwhile, he’d added notations to indicate they weren't
really done: “Next batch Oct. 5.” (Cowley, 2020, pp. 117-118)

(22-t) [lo Oesxux i3 6oice 3a6epulenux 6iH 3aAAUMUE NPUMIMKU, @ OMdIce, He MAKI BOHU 8Jice U
eomosi.: «Hacmynna nopuia — 5 scoemusy (Koyni/Koszup, 2025, p. 27).

(23-S) (...) when his locket burned hot for the third time since he’d arrived in Ellicott Mills
(Cowley, 2020, p. 77).

(23-t) Hozo medanviion exce empeme obnanue itioeo nekyuum meniom 3 mMoz20 4acy, K GiH
npuixas 0o Ennikom-Minnz (Koyni/Koszup, 2025, p. 9).

As the fantasy genre is characterised by escapism (defined by the Collins Dictionary
(n.d.) as “an inclination to or habit of retreating from unpleasant or unacceptable reality, as
through diversion or fantasy’”’) — a kind of runaway from social norms and real-life problems —
we can safely assume that there is a broader array of creative opportunities for translators as
well. Literal translation of the specific vocabulary of our selected fantasy novel could eliminate
its charm, symbolism and metaphoricity. Therefore, the translation technique of modulation is a
device for conveying the artistic function of such vocabulary, involving some coherent shifts
(Molina, Hurtado, 2002, p. 510). In our case, this technique enabled the rearrangement of certain
phrases in order to preserve the novel’s style, transform its emotional register and depict plot
details more accurately without serious lexical distortions.

(24-s) The real test was whether this pairing would do any better than beorgan, the gold
standard for defense—the spell he’d used on the room itself (Cowley, 2020, p. 116).

(24-t) Cnpasocne eunpobysanmns noasieano 6 momy, uu 6yoe ye NOCOHAHHs OIEGIUUM 3a
«beorgan», akui esaxcacmocsa emanonom 6esnexu. Came Hum 6iH 3aXUWA6 ULLY KiMHamy

(Koyni/Kosup, 2025, p. 25).

(25-s) Possibly, but then you’d have the remnants of magic around you constantly (Cowley,
2020, p. 122).

(25-t) Moowcna, ma nomim Ooexkona mebde ROCMIUHO GUCIMUMYMb 3ATUWIKU  MAZIT
(Koyni/Kosup, 2025, p. 32).

(26-s) The leaf’s ashes formed the face of a wizard with high cheekbones, a mischievous smile
and a slightly aquiline nose (Cowley, 2020, p. 101).

(26-1) I3 noneny nucmka 6umanioeanoca 3nezKa 20pOHoOHoOce 0OAUYYA UAKIIYHA 3 BUCOKUMU
sunuysamu i 1ykasoro nocmiwxoro (Koyni/Kosup, 2025, p. 19).
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(27-s) Had he transported himself to her house? There’d been no popping sound (Cowley,
2020, p. 124).

(27-t) Hesorce 6in menenopmysascsi 00 Hei 0odomy? A saK dHce XapakmepHuil asAcK?
(Koyni/Kosup, 2025, p. 34)

(28-s) As he cast the incantation over each concoction that would show whether it had been
made properly, she told herself she didn’t care about the results (Cowley, 2020, p. 120).

(28-t) I noxu ein uumaeé 3aMO6IAHHA HAO KOMNCHUM HACHMOEM, W00 REPEKOHAMUCA Y
nPAsUIbHOCMI X RPU2OMYBARHA, Oisuuna 3anesHsua cebe, wo il baldydice Ha pe3yibmam
(Koyni/Kosup, 2025, p. 30).

Additionally, during translation, a decision was made to apply the technique of
amplification, or adding information to the translation for the purpose of explication (Kozachuk,
2023, p. 133). In general, the English language lexicon is more compressed than Ukrainian; for
instance, a single word can hold the meaning of a phrase or an entire sentence, making it quite
challenging (or usually impossible) for the translator to find an equivalent in Ukrainian. Since
the focus of this paper is on wizards’ vocabulary, this technique facilitated the reproduction of
magical procedures in a semantically full manner. As Masanovets (2021, p. 162) claims, adding
information allows the target language reader to experience similar feelings to those of the
source language reader. To this extent, amplification does not distort the text but rather preserves
its multi-layered nature. As a result, we expanded certain expressions with additional words,
clarifications and more detailed descriptions to render magical concepts in full. Overall, our
approach did not alter the style but rather enhanced understanding of the internal logic of the
wizardry, resulting in a translation that more accurately reflects the author’s vision.

(29-s) It explained in dry prose that none of the seventh-grade girls who showed up for the
magic entrance exams—qirls being allowed to participate in those days— could successfully
cast a spell (Cowley, 2020, p. 75).

(29-t) 3asmauanocs, wo HcoOHIU i3 CeMUKIACHUYDL, AKI ABUIUCL HA 6CHYRNHI iCRUMU 3 OCHO8
Mmazii (mooi odiguam we Oonyckaiu 00 HUX) He 60aNOCA YCHIUWHO HAKIACMU 3AKIUHAHHSA
(Koyni/Kosup, 2025, p. 6).

(30-s) Steel-hard magic stood between him and the fruit (Cowley, 2020, p. 116).

(30-t) Misic num i ppyxmom ymeopuscss nenpoouenuit maziunun oap'ep (Koyni/Koszup, 2025,
p. 25).

(31-s) She sliced, mashed and mixed with fevered concentration, cast spells of acceptable if not
impressive strength that left her feeling winded, and decanted the results (Cowley, 2020, p. 118).

(31-t) Hibu 6 nuxomanyi, 6oma Kpuwiuia, posmupaia [ 3MIULY6ald, SUMOGILA GIONOBIOHI
3AKIUHAHHS, HeXall | He HA0MO CUNIbHI, MA 8Cce 0OOHO GUCHANCTUGI, | PO3IUBAIA 6CE€ NQ EMHOCHAX
(Koyni/Kosup, 2025, p. 27).

(32-s) It is a federal offense for persons not selected for wizardry training to attempt to
spellcast (...)(Cowley, 2020, p. 76).

(32-t) Ocobu, ne donyweni 00 RPOXOOIHCEHHA CREUiaIbHOT RIO2OMOBKU YAPIBHUKIE, He MAIOMb
npasa 30iticnoeamu yaxiaynemeo (Koyni/Kosup, 2025, p. 7).
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Conclusions

In the context of today’s globalised culture, the translator acts as a bridge between
different linguistic and cultural realms. By providing access to other systems of values, artistic
traditions and mentalities, they not only transfer texts from one language to another, but also
interpret the cultural implications conceiled behind the words. This is especially noticeable in the
field of literature, where depth of understanding depends on the ability to decipher hidden
meanings, recreate stylistic nuances and symbolic layers. Thus, the translator becomes not just a
transmitter, but a full-fledged co-creator, who determines how a foreign work will be perceived
by a new audience.

Five selected chapters (Chapter Ten, Chapter Eleven, Chapter Thirteen, Chapter Fifteen,
Chapter Sixteen) of the first book Subversive (the Clandestine Magic trilogy) by Colleen
Cowley, an American romantic fantasy author, became a cornerstone of our translation project,
showcasing both the linguistic challenges of recreating wizards’ vocabulary and the distinctive
features of the fantasy genre. The novel is 326 pages long in that it consists of 34 chapters with
no subheadings. It concludes with a note about the prequel and sequel, along with a short
information about the author. The novel is written in the third person, focusing on Beatrix Harper
and Peter Blackwell, the main characters in an alternative version of modern-day America, ruled
by a “magocracy”: only men have the right to practice magic, whereas women are strictly
forbidden from learning or using it.

After analysing the genre characteristics of fantasy, paying particular attention to the use
of wizards’ vocabulary, and how the book was written, we figured out that such lexicon serves as
a catalyst for the reader to understand how sorcery functions in a fictional world, what laws
regulate it and what values it embodies. During the translation, we selected some specific words
and expressions, beeing an integral part of magical realism. These included proper names, a
language of Old English origin for spells and their general names, magical artefacts, practices of
wizardry, and more (Appendix A). Dealing with wizards’ vocabulary required not only linguistic
accuracy, but also awareness of stylistic nuances and cultural connotations. The choice of
appropriate translation strategy (transcreation) and a number of translation techniques was an
important step in its reproduction. As the pie chart in Appendix B demonstrates, pure borrowing
(27 cases or 25%), calque (17 cases or 16%), established equivalent (14 cases or 13%) and
adaptation (9 cases or 8%) were the most commonly applied translation techniques for this
lexicon.

Fantasy remains one of the most popular genres in contemporary literature, since it not
only expands the boundaries of the imaginary world, but also opens up unlimited potential for
exploring social, cultural, and psychological processes through the lens of the supernatural.
Therefore, the translation of fantasy works is of special importance: the translator is in charge of
preserving the unique style, conceptual unity and evocative atmosphere of the original text.

In sum, the study of wizards’ vocabulary, including that of Cowley, is essential because it
shapes the story’s universe, defines the characteristics of its magical system, creates an
immersive experience for the reader. Magical terms are often polysemous, culturally marked or
purely authorial formations, causing difficulties in their reproduction in another language. The
translator should not only provide accurate equivalents, but also take into account the style,
genre expectations and logic of the fictional world. This multifaceted nature makes the study of
fantasy translation both relevant and extremely valuable for understanding the mechanisms of
intercultural communication.
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Appendix A. Prevalence of magical lexicon in Subversive
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Proper names

Rituals

Magical artefacts

General spell names

General magical notions

Practices of wizardry

Old English spells
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Appendix B. Translation techniques to render wizards’ vocabulary in

Subversive
Reduction Transposition Adaptation
2% 7% 8%
Particularization
[0)
2% Amplification
5%
Modulation
7%

Literal
translation
6%

Generalization
7%

Pure borrowing
) 25%

Established
equivalent

13% Description Calque

2% 16%
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