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Summary

The translation project deals with the problem of rendering proper names, author
neologisms, and magic spells in the novel Esme's Wish by Elizabeth Foster. It has been
revealed, that proper names and author’s neologisms perform a function of characterization and
create unique images. The authors of fantasy novels put an additional emphasis on such words,
as they reflect unique author’s vision. Adequate translation of such types of lexicon should be
a balanced and well-grounded decision, aimed at a faithful conveying of imagery and pragmatic
potential encoded in such lingual means. Proper names that offer cultural and historical
information reflect the novel's fictitious setting. The translation project has been analysed due
to the techniques by P. Newmark, L. Molina and H. Albir. It has been shown that author
neologisms and proper names are used to create and define unique imagery. The most frequent
techniques used to render proper names and author neologisms are transliteration, transcription,
naturalization and calquing. The necessity and significance of employing various translation
techniques are demonstrated by this translation work. The project fully ensures artistic value of
the translation. In particular of fantasy works, the translated author's neologisms can serve as
the basis for further translations.

Key words: fantasy, imaginary world, proper names, author neologisms, magical
spells, translation techniques

AHoTauis

[lepexknaganpkuii MPOEKT TPUCBIYCHUN MPOOJEMi BHKIAQJICHHS BJIACHMX Ha3B,
aBTOPCHKUX HEOJIOTI3MIB Ta MariyHuxX 3aKinHaHb y pomani Emizaber docrep «baxanus
Ecme». BusBneno, mo BiacHi iMEHa Ta aBTOPChKI HEOJOTI3MH BUKOHYIOTH (PYHKITiIO
XapaKTEPUCTHKHU Ta CTBOPIOIOTH HEMTOBTOPHI 00pa3u. ABTOpH pOMaHiB XaHpPY PeHTE31 poOIsITh
JIOJTATKOBUHM aKIIEHT Ha TaKUX CJIOBaX, OCKUIBKM BOHH BiZOOpa)karOTh YHIKAJIbHE aBTOPCHKE
OadeHHs. AJIIGKBAaTHUW TMEepeKa], TaKWX THUIIB JIGKCHKA Ma€ OyTH BHBaXXEHUM Ta
OOTpYHTOBaHUM pIIICHHSM, CIOPSIMOBAaHMM Ha JOCTOBIpHY Tmepeaady oOpa3HOCTI Ta
MparMaTUYHOro MOTEHIliay, 3aKOJOBAaHOIO B TAaKUX MOBHHX 3acoOax. BracHi Ha3Bu, 110
HECYTh KYJbTYPHO-ICTOPHYHY I1HGOpPMAIliI0, BiTOOpa)KalOTh BHUTAJaHE MICIE il poMaHy.
[TepexnaganpKuii MPOEKT MPOAHAII30BaHO 3a TpUiioMaMH, 3anponioHoBanuMu [1. Heromapkom,
JI. Moninoro Ta I'. AnwsOipoMm. IlokazaHo, 10 aBTOpPCHKI HEOJIOTI3MHM Ta BJIACHI Ha3BH
BUKOPUCTOBYIOTHCSI Ul CTBOPEHHS YHIKalnbHMX 00pa3iB. Haitmommupenimmmu npuiiomamu
MepeKyiay BJIAaCHUX Ha3B Ta aBTOPCHKUX HEOJOTI3MIB € TpaHCIHiTepallis, TPaHCKPHUIILis,
HaTypanizaimis Ta KaiabKyBaHHs. Llg mepeknamamnbka po0OoTa JEMOHCTpPYye HEOOXiNHICTH 1
BYKJIMBICTh 3aCTOCYBAHHS PI3HUX NepeKiagabkux npuitoMiB. [IpoekT moBHICTIO 3a0e3meuye
XYIOKHIO HIHHICTh MepeKIaay. 30Kkpema, sl TBOPIB Yy kaHpi (heHTe31 nepekiiaicHi aBTOPChKi
HEOJIOTI3MH MOXYTh CIIYTYBaTH OCHOBOIO JJIsl OJIANIBIIIUX MTEPEKIaIiB.

KurouoBi ciioBa: ¢penmesi, yaenuii ceim, 81acHi Ha36u, ABMOPCHLKI HEON02I3MU, MALIYHI
3AKNUHAHHS, NePeKIadaybKi nputiomu
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Introduction

Fantasy texts are undoubtedly among the most challenging to translate when it comes
to various literary genres. Fantasy is one of the most popular literary genres nowadays. In
addition to being engaging for readers, this type of literature also sparks a lot of interest among
linguists, especially when it comes to the challenges of translating it. This literary genre known
for its antithesis — good and evil, order and chaos, harmony and dissonance — fantasy has roots
in many forms of mythmaking, legends, fairy tales, and utopias. The protagonist typically
embarks on a quest to battle for justice and the truth. Because of magic, enchantment, and
mysticism, fantasy allows for assumptions about the fundamentals of the universe, its laws, and
its rules. Fantasy novels are frequently full of allusions since the genre allows the author
complete creative freedom.

An example of this is the novel Esme’s Wish by an Australian author Elizabeth Foster,
which was chosen as a source for the translation project. It is a fantasy book brimming with
magic, mystery, and myth, follows fifteen-year-old Esme Silver on her quest to find her mother.
The novel is woven with dragons, magical powers, enchanted objects, a breathtaking scenery,
and numerous allusions to Greek mythology.

The translation project’s relevance is conditioned by the rapid development of a fantasy
genre, insufficient study of rendering its lingual and stylistic features in translation. A
successful translation will help preserve the artistic value of the novel, convey the author's
vision and the unique style. In addition, a high-quality adaptation of the book will make it
possible to popularize neologisms coined by the author. Furthermore, a highly artistic
translation of the novel Esme’s Wish can serve as the foundation for a global fan base that
transcends social and cultural divides. Fans of the author's work will be able to communicate
with one another in this way.

The aim of the translation project is to translate a fragment from Elizabeth Foster's
novel Esme's Wish and examine the techniques employed to render lingual means of shaping
the imaginary world of the novel.

The project pursues the following objectives:

1) to perform the translation of eight chapters of Elizabeth Foster’s novel Esme’s Wish;

2) to explore the characteristic features of the genres of portal fantasy and coming-of-

age story;

3) to analyse the techniques used for translating proper names;

4) to describe the techniques applied in the process of translating author’s neologisms.

The results of my translation project were approbated at the 2nd All-Ukrainian Scientific
and Practical Conference of Students, Applicants and Young Scientists New Trends in
Translation Studies, Philology and Linguodidactics in the Context of Globalisation Processes
(Novermber 7, 2024). The theses of the project Lingual means of shaping the imaginary world
in translation of E. Foster’s Esme’s Wish were published in: The Proceedings of 2nd All-
Ukrainian Scientific and Practical Conference of Students, Applicants and Young Scientists
New Trends in Translation Studies, Philology and Linguodidactics in the Context of
Globalisation Processes (pages 168-171).

Data source of the project is the book Esme’s Wish by Elizabeth Foster.

The translation project contains an introduction, two chapters, including translation
and translation commentary, conclusions, references, two summaries, appendices.



Chapter 1. Translation of first eight chapters of the novel Esme’s Wish by Elizabeth Foster

Source Text

Elizabeth Foster
Esme’s Wish

Chapter 5

Esme hung by a thread, suspended on the very edge of consciousness.
Life rushed back into her. Her eyes flew open. She was still under the
water’s surface, the current propelling her up, but now air was
flowing into her lungs.

Somehow, she was breathing in air-sweet, precious air-underwater.
Seconds later, she broke through the surface.

Esme staggered out of the pool and collapsed onto a rock, wrung out
and wretched, as limp and sodden as flotsam washed up on shore.
She retched, sure she had swallowed half the sea, but nothing came
up. The pool settled back into peaceful somnolence, winking at her
in the sunlight. Esme gaped at it. She had just been under that water-
drowning under that water.

Her mind spun uselessly, stuck between gears. She scrabbled for
something, anything, to orient herself. Around her lay a ledge strewn
with rocks, water filling the gaps between the stones. The sea pulsed
close by. Wisps of cloud threaded through cyan skies, mirrored in the
pools below. Unfamiliar pools.

Target Text

Enizader ®docrep
baxkanns Ecme

Po3aia 5

EcMe moBucna Ha BOJIOCHHI, YITUISIOYHCH 32 CaMHM Kpaill CBIIOMOCTI.
JKUTTS 3HOBY 3aBUPYBaJIO y IpyAsx. [i oui posmmomuucs. Bona Bee e
3HAXOMJIACh BiJl TOBEPXHEIO BOJIM, TE€UIS MIAMITOBXYBAJIAa TUIO TOTOPH, ajie
Tenep MOBITPS JIMHYJIO 1O ii JereHb. SIKUMOCh YMHOM, M BOJIOIO, BOHA
BIIMXaJla TIOBITPS - TaKe COJIOJKE Ta JTOPOTOIIHHE TOBITps. JleKkuibka
CEeKYHJ] TOTOMY, BOHA HapeIITI MpoOuIacs Ha IOBEPXHIO.

EcMme, xuTarounch, BUMIILIA 3 BOJOMMH Ta BITaja Ha CKello. BucHakeHa Ta
pO3IaBlieHa, 3aMyp3aHa ¥ MJIsiBa, HEMOB CMITTSI, SIKe XBWJII MiAHECIN JI0
Oepera. Bona BimkamnuioBansach 3 IMOBHOK BIIEBHEHICTIO y TOMY, IIIO
MIPOKOBTHYJIA IOHAMMEHIIE TOJOBUHY MOps. AJjle, Ha IUBO, 1e OyIlo
30BCIM He Tak. Bojoiima 3HOBY 3aHypHJIach y 3aKOJHMCYIOUMN CIOKIH,
HAOCTAHOK MIIMOPT'YIOUH il COHTYHUM MpoMiHHAIM. EcMme po33siBuia poTa.

[Ile MmuTh TOMY BOHa OyIia Mif Li€10 BOJIOIO — TOHYJMA Y 11 001iiMax.
CeigomicTh poOuiia 6e31LIbHI 00epTH, HEMOB IIeCTepHI Janu 30iii. Bona
BiUaliIylITHO HamMarasnacs 3HalTu 0oai 1moch, abu 30pieHTyBaTHCh. Koo
Hei OyB BUCTYI 3aCHUMaHHUM KaMiHHSM, MPOMDKKH MDK SIKHM CTapaHHO
3arMoBHIOBaNA BoJa. BiguyBanucs iMmysiabcu Mops Hemoaamik. Kmantuku
XMap TpPOHU3YBaldM HeOecHy OJIaKHTh, BII3EPKAIIOIUUCH Y BOJOMMax
3HM3y. He3BuuHux BogOMMAaxX.



This isn’t Spindrift. An ice-cold thought slid into her mind.

I’m making this all up.

Her breath came short and sharp. The letter—the one Aaron had
thrown into the fireplace-flashed before her.

Headaches, delusions, fragmented mind.

Her mind worked itself into frantic knots, while her body registered
a new world that, at first glance, seemed little different to her own.
She put her hand to her chest, and felt it rise and fall.

A shadow passed overhead. The sea eagle. Her purloined notebook
between its talons. Esme leaped to her feet.

‘Hey! Come back here!”

She sprinted after the bird, almost tripping on the uneven ground.
Beyond the rocks, a faint path came into sight, lined with thick
foliage.

The bird had vanished, but it had left the notebook behind. It lay there
on the ground, flecked with grime, but somehow still intact. She
picked up the notebook, sure it would be ruined, but the pages were
completely dry, her mother’s drawings perfectly preserved. Ariane’s
sketch of the rainbow-hued shell shimmered up at her: ‘Triton
Dreaming’.

She hugged the notebook to herself and looked around wildly. Surely
there was someone here who could tell her what was going on. She
began to walk, and then run, down the narrow path.

Around the next corner, Esme barreled into a boy. He stumbled and
fell back. A spyglass flew out of his hand, spun high in the air, and
thwacked him on the side of his head on its way down.

‘I’m so sorry! Are you okay?’ Esme cried out.

e ne Crninapudt. Kpmkana gymka npomaiiHynia B TOJIOBI.

Le Bce Moi Buragku. J{uxaHHs CTaio pi3KUM Ta MEPEPUBATOCH 3 KOKHUM
KOBTKOM TOBiTps. Ilepen Hero mpoHices JUCT — TOW cammuid, 0 AapoH
KUHYB y KaMiH. ['01oBHMIA Oib, MapeHHs, (parMeHTH cBimoMocTi. Po3ym
Ecme kyOnmuBces y majneHux By3Jax, a TUIO pO3Mi3HABAIO HOBHIA CBIT, IKHIA,
Ha TepIIMK TOTJIAN, Majo YMM Bigpi3HsBCS Bix ii BrmacHoro. Bona
NpUKIajga pyKy 10 TpyAed Ta Biguynia, K CEpUEOUTTs 3MYIIYIO ii TO
MiTHIMATUCh, TO OMYCKATUCh.

Hap ronoBoro npomaiinyina Tinb. Mopcekuii opedt. Ii BkpajieHuii 3aniucHuk
MDK Horo KirTiB. EcMe BMUTH IigBesacs.

— Arog! TloBepuucs!
Bona merHynmacs 3a HMM, Jielb HE MEpPEUENUBIINCH 3a MIACTYNHUN
KaM’STHUM BUCTYIN. 3a CKEJISIMU BUIHUIACS CTEXKa, T'yCTO BHUCTEJIeHa
JUCTSIM.

[Itax sx y BOJIy KaHyB, ajie 3aJUIIUB MO cOOl 3amuCHUK. BiH JiekaB Ha
3emJTi, TOKpUTHH Opymom, aie Ha auBo Iumid. EcMe mimnsuta #ioro,
MepeKoHaHa, 0 3aMMCHUK HE BIUTIB, al€ CTOPIHKA OynmM CyXuUMH, a
MaJTIOHKM MaTepi MOBHICTIO HEYIIKOKEHUMHM. [i TOIs] 3yNMHUBCA Ha
ecki3i ApiaHu, A€ SICKpaBUMH OapBaM{ BHUTpaBaja MYIUIS: «3aMpissHUN
Tputon».

Bona npuropHysia 3anucHUK A0 cede, 3UULI0 03Uparydnch J0BKoa. TyT
TOYHO MaB OyTH TOM, XTO PO3MOBICTb, IO KOIThCA. i Xoma 3romom
nepeTBopuiiacs Ha OIr BY3bKOIO cTexuHOI0. 3a poroM Ecme Bpizanace y
xyoni. Y crpo0ax BTpUMAaTu piBHOBAry, BiH Bce-Taku Bmas. [lim3opHa
TpyOa BHJIETLIA 3 pYK JOTOPH Ta O0JIICHO MPU3EMIIAIIACS FOHAKY Ha TOJIOBY.

— ITpo6au! Meni Tak mkoga! 3 To6010 yce rapasn? - BUT'YKHYJIa
Ecme.



‘I think so,’” he said, rubbing his head ruefully. ‘Except there seem to
be two of you.” He swiped a hand in the air next to Esme.

‘Maybe you should sit down for a bit,” said Esme, grabbing his hand
as it groped at nothing. The boy was real; he hadn’t vanished into
vapour.

As he picked up his spyglass, Esme took in his appearance properly
for the first time.

A sweaty shirt outlined a slight, athletic build. He was of medium
height, with dark skin and spiky brown hair, and looked about the
same age.

A band of distinctive blue markings ran down one side of his face, a
series of lines that resembled an endless roll of waves, like the sea
had left its imprint on him.

He spoke with a slight accent, one she couldn’t place.

She swayed a little, and he reached out a hand to steady her.

‘Maybe you should sit down.’

She put her hand to her head, checking for bumps. Her fingers met
only atangle of stringy, salty hair. Blood had congealed over a cut on
her leg, and she was sure her hair and eyes were as wild as Medusa’s.
The enormity of what had happened was beginning to register. She
struggled to speak, in a voice thick with emotion and hoarse with
dehydration.

‘I’'m so glad I found you,” she said. ‘One minute I was in the rock
pool back home, next thing | was here. | held my breath as long as |
could. I thought | was going to drown’.

The boy shook his head. He was rubbing at his temple, looking
puzzled.

— LinkowMm, - Binpi3aB HE3HAWOMEIlb, CKPYLITHO MOTUPAIOYH T'OJIOBY,
- Bac, JI0 TOTO 3K, 37[a€ThC I 1 ABOE. XJIOTENb BKa3aB Ha MOPOKHE MICIIe
nopy4 3 Ecme.

— T'agaro, TOO1 CItiJy MPUCICTH, - CKa3zaja JiBYMHA Ta ITiIXOIHIIA
Horo pyky, mio MpoAOBXKyBasia XamaTH mMOBiTpsA. KOHak OyB IUIKOM
pearbHUM - BiH HE PO3YHHUBCS Yy KPYTOBEPTI YSBU.

IToxu xmomens mIykaB mia3opHy Tpyoy, Ecme ckopucranacek
MO>KJIUBICTIO Kpallleé PO3JMBUTUCH HOrO 30BHINIHICTH. 3JIerKa CHITHLIA
cCopouka MIKpEcIoBaja CTPYHKY M amIeTuyHy cTarypy. Bin Oys
CEpeHhOr0 3POCTY, MaB CMAarjisiBy ILIKIPYy Ta HAmpoyyd HECIyXHSHE
BOJIOCCSI KaIlITAHOBOTO Koibopy. Ha Burmisa BiH OyB omgHositkoM Ecwme.
JlexinbKka BUpa3HUX CHHIX BIIOMTKIB BKPUBAJIM HOro 00IMyYsi, Haraayouu
nepekat xBuib. CKIamanocss Bpa)XE€HHS, HIOMTO MOpE 3aIUIIMIO CBIid
MOIUTYHOK Ha 3TajIKy.

Joro MOBJICHHS IPOHM3YBAB JIe/b ITOMITHHIT AKIICHT, TIOXOKEHHS
sakoro EcMe Bce HiiK He MOrJla BU3HAYUTH. BoHa TpOXu MOXWUTHYNACh, 1
pyKa XJIOMIIS MEUTTEBO MIPOCTSIIACh, A0 MIIXOTHUTH Ti.

— S mymaro, 110 11€ T0O1 BapTO MPHUCICTH.

[ pyka nepeBipsiia ronoBy Ha HasBHICTb I'y/Ib. AJle 3i 3HAXiIOK OyB
JMIIE KMYT COJIOHOTO BoJioccsi. [lopi3 Ha HO3i BKe BCTHT 3alleKTHUCS
KpoB’t0. Ecme Oyna BreBHeHa, 110 1i 04l Ta BOJIOCCS TaKi K O€3yMHI, SIK Yy
Meny3u [opronun. Macmrab TOrO, IO TPANMIOCh, IOYaB MOBUIHBHO
HacyBaTuUCh Ha AiBuMHY. KOHa MaHOpiBHUIS HaMaraisach MPOMOBUTH
0opail 1mock, ane ii roJioc mporpaBaB y OMTBI 3aXJIMHAIOYUM €MOLISIM Ta
crpasi.

— 51 6e3MexxHO paja, 10 HapellTi 3HalIIIa Bac, - 3JETUI0 3 BYCT
Ecwme, - HemoaaBHo s Oyina BaOMa, OJHA JIMII MHUTh - 1 OMUHUIACH TYT. S
3aTpuMyBajia JAMXaHHS TaK HAJOBrO, HACKUTBKM OyIu CHPOMOXHI MO
jereHi. byna numn ogHa 1yMKa — g MOTOHY.



“You couldn’t have drowned,’ he said.

She stared at him blankly.

‘I get it. You’re an otherworlder.” He waved a hand in the direction
of the pool. ‘I’ve heard you need masks and things to breathe
underwater over there. You don’t need anything here. The water’s
enchanted.

Otherworlder? Enchanted?

Esme’s vision blurred. Everything seemed too close, and too far
away, all at the same time. The ground came up toward her.
Something pressed against her lips-the edge of a water bottle.
‘Here,” said the boy.

She opened her eyes to see his liquid brown ones regarding her with
concern. With a muttered thanks, she took the bottle. He helped
steady her on her feet.

“You’'re taking it better than most,” he said. ‘Most otherworlders who
stumble across a portal go into complete shock-can’t speak for days,
afterwards. At least, that’s what I’ve heard. I’ve never met one. Till
now. I’'m Daniel, by the way.’

‘I’'m Esme.’

‘Want to see where you are?’

Daniel started up the narrow path before Esme could answer. She
hurried to catch him. The path soon ended, revealing a sandy beach
fringing a wide lagoon.

Esme stopped in her tracks, her knees threatening to give way again.
A shining island city floated on the surface of the lagoon. Domes and
towers rose above timeworn dwellings in pale pinks, creams and
ambers. Glistening waterways snaked between them. Spires pierced
the skies, and high above them, golden streaks flashed across the
firmament.

X7omenp MOXUTaB TOJI0BOI0. BiH CITAaHTETMYEeHO IOTUPAB CKPOHIO.

— Twu He Moryla MOTOHYTH, - Bigpi3aB roHaK. EcMe ymm kunysia
HETSMYIIHUHI TOTJISA.

— S1 BroponaB. Tu iHIIOCBITSHUH, - BiH BKa3aB PyKOIO Ha OaceiiH, -
S gyB, 1m0 BaM MOTPIOHI crieniaibHi MacKu Ta TPYOKH, abW TUXaTH Tix
BOJIO10. AJle TyT BOHHU 3aiiBi. Bojia 3auapoBana.

[amocBiTssHuH? 3auapoBana?

[Touyre 3aTbMapuiio 04i. Yce HaBKOJIO 371aBajloCh TAKUM OJTU3BKUM
Ta O0e3HaIIMHO JaJIEKUM BOJHOYAC. 3eMJIS TiKayia 3-mijg Hir. PanTtoM moch
HNPUTHUCHYJIOCH JI0 1i I'y0 - To Oyrna IUIsIIKa 3 BOJIOO.

— Tpumait, - ckazaB XJIOTEIIb.

[lpuiimoBmmm a0 TsIMH, BOHA MMoOaumMia MOTO Kapi o4, IO
cTypOoBaHO po3riisinanu ii. Bona B3sa misimky Ta 6e3 ynuHy 00pMoTiia
cJIoBa MOJAKH coO1 mif Hic. BiH gomomir i migBecTucs.

— A TH MIIHHH TOPIMIOK, TAPHO TPUMAEMICS, - TTOYAB XJIOMEIh, -
binpmiicte IHIIOCBITAH, IO MaJW BAady HATpamuTH Ha TMOpTal,
nepeOyBarOTh y CTaHI MOBHOTO MIOKY. MOXYTh 3a JCKUIbKa JHIB HE
MPOMOBHTH 1 ciioBa. [IpuHaiiMHI, XOAsATh Taki 4yTKU. S 1€ KOIHOTO HE
3yctpiuaB. Hikonu. Mene 3Batu [lenien, 1o peui.

— 51 Ecme.

— Hy mo, KopTuTh CKOpiIlle AI3HATUCH JI€ TH 3HAXOUIICS?

Jenien pymwuB BY3bKOIO CTEXKHMHOIO, Hepul HiLK 3 BYCT Ecme
BCTHTIJIA 3JICTITH Binnmosinb. Hezabapom, musax po0ir kinms. Ilepen ounma
MOCTAaB MIIIaHUH IIsK, oOpamieHuit narynorw. Ecme 3acturna Ha miciti, a
il KoJiHa 3 XBWJIMHU Ha XBWJIMHY MOTIIIM 3HOBY MinKocuTHCh. [locepen
3aMuMBy Masyio csitode Micto. Kocrtenmum Ta Bexi 3aidManucs  Hal
MOHIBEUEHUMH YacoM OYIIBISIMH  OJiI0-pPOKEBOrO, KPEMOBOTO Ta
OypLITHHOBOIO BIATIHKIB. 3-MOMDK HUX Meperulitajucs ONMUCKydi BOJHI



‘Is this Esperance?’
‘I thought you didn’t know where you were,” said Daniel.

Esme removed her sandals and burrowed her feet into the sand. It was
warm and gritty between her toes-reassuringly familiar. Her eyes kept
being drawn back to the city across the water, tracing the strange
ribbons of golden light as they danced across the sky.

‘I’ve seen this city before. In one of my mother’s drawings. It’s like
she drew it from this very spot. She used to tell me stories about a
place like this. When | was almost asleep. Like she wanted me to
remember, but forget at the same time.’

‘So how come she hasn’t brought you here herself?’

‘I don’t know. She disappeared when I was young. They searched for
her everywhere. I have to go there,” she declared. ‘To Esperance.’
“Your notebook.” Daniel bent down and picked up the book, dusting
the sand off it.

‘I can give you a ride over if you want,” he said, handing it back to
her. ‘I was about to leave anyway.’

The stranger’s easy manner both disarmed and disconcerted her.
‘My boat’s here-well, my father’s boat,” continued Daniel.

She gnawed at her lip.

‘Maybe I should be heading back. I can go back, can’t [?’
‘Whenever you want.’

nursixu. [nwni nponusyBanu HEO03BiA, a BUCOKO 3a 00pieM MpOMaiHYITH
30JI0Ti TacMa.

— To ue BiH - Ecniepanc?
— 51 OyB BIIEBHEHHWH, IO TH ¥ TaJKU HE Ma€Il, JIe¢ ONMUHWIACH, -
npomoBuB JleHier.

Ecwme 3Hs151a 60COHDKKY Ta 3aHYpHJIa HOTH Y ITicoK. BiH OyB TeruinmM,
ajie BOJIHOYAC MIOPCTKUM MDK MAJIBISIMU HII — HACTUTBKU 3HAWHOMUM, IO
3aKoiucyBaB. EcMe He Moria BiipBaTH MOTJISI BiJl IUBOBUKHOTO MICTa,
MUIBHO CIOCTEPIraloyy, sIK y HeO1 TaHIIOI0Th 30JI0T1 CTPIUKH.

— $I Gaumna e micto panimie. Ha ogHOMY 3 HapuCiB MO€i Martepi.
Bona HemoB MmamoBana came 3 1poro Mmicus. Mama posnoBifana MeHi
ictopii mpo uei kpail. Komu s maibke apimana. Hibu xotima, abu s
3amam’siTajia KO>KHe CJIOBO, ajie i BOJHOYAcC 3a0yJia, IK Ka3KOBUH COH.

— A yomy BoHa TeOe He npuBena a0 Ecniepancy panimie?

— l'agkwm He maro. Bona 3HUMKIA, Koy s OyJia 1€ 30BCIM MaJIolo.
VYcinoBcroau mykanw ii. S maro BUpyImuTH Tyad, - mpomosmia Ecme, - 110
Ecnepancy.

— Taiit 3anmucHuK. JleHien migHsIB OJOKHOT, CTPYIIYIOUH 3 HBOTO
MICOK, - 51 MOXy mifiBe3TH Tebe, SIKIOo 3a0a)kaenr, - 3aIpPOIOHyBaB IOHAK,
MPOTATYIOYH Pid BiacHUI, - HaM 3 To60r0 Mo 10po3i.

HeBumymienicte  He3HaioMIs po33bpoina Ta
30eHTeXHIIa JIBUUHY.

— Miii 4oBeH HemnoiajiiK, TOOTO YOBEH MOro 0aThKa, - MPOJIOBIKUB
Henien. Bona 3akycuna ry0y. MoxinBo, Tpeba HeraifHO NMOBEpHYTHUCS
J0JIOMY.

— 51 MoKy TOBEpHYTHCS Ha3ald, Tak?

— Sk TinbKU 3a0akaent.

BOJHO4YAaC



The thought of revisiting the rock pool again, so soon, sent a shudder
through her. And if she went home, she realised, she might never
make it back here again. Hugging the notebook to herself, she
accompanied Daniel down the beach.

A wooden boat, with faded blue trim, rocked in the water. The name
Talia was lettered on its side in a graceful blue flourish, and a carved
dragon decorated its prow, projecting out over the water, as if ready
to take flight.

‘Every boat has a dragon on the prow, but it’s only a wooden one,’
her mother had whispered.

Doubt tugged at her once more. Was this how delusions worked, by
reaching into the past and twisting old memories? She eyed Daniel
warily. Her mother had once painted the crossing of the Styx,
depicting the foul ferryman Charon with fiery eyes and a greasy
waist-length beard. If this was the afterlife, Daniel was a much more
agreeable guide than the one in Ariane’s painting. Esme clambered
into the boat and noticed the oars tucked into the side. ‘I can help
row, if you’d like.’

‘No need.” Daniel spoke aloud to the wooden figurehead.

‘To the Lake, Talia.’

The boat glided off without any visible means of assistance. As they
left the shore behind, fragments of old conversations with Ariane
came back to her, scraps of information about this world, disguised
as make-believe. Her mother couldn’t have told her about Esperance
outright-of course she couldn’t have. Not with the way that everyone

OpnHa jMIm aymMKa Mpo Te, 0 BOHA TaK CKOPO IMOBEPHETHCS JI0
KaM'ssHOTO OaceifHy, 3MycmiIa ii Tilo TpeMTiTH. EcMe 3po3ymina, 1o Kojau
BOHa IMOBEPHEThCS JOJIOMY, TO IUIIXY Has3al BXKE MOXKE HE OYTH.
[TpuropHyBmm 10 ceOe 3aNMMCHUK, BOHA HIlTa cinifoM 3a JleHienmom.

JlepeB’ssHUll 4OBEH 3 BUIBUIUM CHHIM 03100JE€HHAM MpILINBO
roijaBcs Ha BoJl. KopMmy cynHa mpukpaiaB OJMakUTHUN Hamuc 3 iM’siM
«Tanis», KokHa JliTepa sikoro Oyia ctapaHHO BuKapOyBaHa. Ha Hoci 4oBHa
KpacyBaBcs BUPI3bOJIEHUIN IPAKOH, TOP/I0 BUCTYIAIOUU HAJl BOJIOIO, HIOUTO
TOTYIOUHNCH 3JIETITH.

— Y KOXHOT0 YOBHA Ha HOCI € JJPaKOH, aJie JINII Liel AepeB’ sTHUil, -
MPOIIETIOTIA i MaTip y crioraaax.

Ecme 3HOBY Oyna MillHO 3aKyTa y oOiiimax cymHiBIB. Xi0a He Tak
BJIAIITOBAaHI MapeHHs? BOHHM 3MisSMH 3amoB3al0Th y TBOE MHHYJE Ta
NEepeKPYIyIOTh CTapi croraan. BoHa HAaCcTOPOKEHO KWHYIA TOTJISA] Ha
Jeniena. Ii Matip koanck HamamoBana nepenpasy uepes piuky Crikc. Ha
ecKi3l OyJa mocTaBa 3JI09€CTUBOTO MepeBi3HMKa XapoHa. BiH MaB BOTHsHI1
oul Ta 3aHenOaHy Oopomy, MmO csAranma moscy. SKImo 1e Bce-Taku
noToibiyHui cBit, To JleHien OyB HabaraTo MPHEMHINIUM MPOBITHUKOM,
HDK 00pa3 3 kaptunu Apianu. Ecme cita y voBeH. Bona momiTuia ckiaaeHi
BecIa.

— $1 MOy TOTIOMOTTH TPEOTH, SIKIIO XOYETIL.

— Hemae notpe0u, - Jlenien mpoMoBUB /10 JiepeB’aHOi pirypwu, - o
o3epa, Tauie.

YoBeH 3 JIETKICTIO BIIIUTUB, HE TIOTPEOYOYH )KOIHOT JOTTOMOTH. SIK
TUTHKU BOHU BITYaNIWIIH, 0 CBiIOMOCTI EcMe yBipBamuch ypuBKH pO3MOB
3 ApiaHOl0, KJIANTUKHU CIIiB MpO LEH CBIT, CTApaHHO 3aMacKOBaHi Mij
BUTQJIKM. MaTu He Moria posmoBicTu JoHI mpo Ecmepanc rets yce —
3BICHO, 110 HEe MorJa. be3 ormisiay Ha Te, sk yci O 1e CIpUHHSIIA — aJiKe
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would react-with the way they had reacted. So she had dropped hints,
told stories, drawn pictures, instead.

Unless I’'m making everything up, too. Esme stared ahead at the city,
desperately hoping it wasn’t just a mirage.

From a distance, Esperance appeared to be drifting on the lagoon’s
surface, as if its hold on existence was so tenuous that it could slip
back into the depths at any moment. High above the city, sinuous
shapes pinwheeled across the sky. Daniel trained his spyglass on
them.

‘Dragons’

‘Dragons?’ she spluttered. She rubbed at her eyes before staring
skyward again.

He passed her the spyglass. ‘Have a closer look.’

Through the lens, she could see the sun refracting off the golden
wings of dozens of creatures, gliding effortlessly through the clouds:
scaled beasts, with crested heads and long snouts.

‘That’s what I was doing over at Laertes,” Daniel went on, seemingly
oblivious to Esme’s disbelief. ‘Dragon-spotting. A wild mother and
her brood are supposed to have settled down there. But I’d just about
given up looking when you ran into me.’

The air was saturated with salt, just the way it was back home. Gulls
scoured the shores for food, scattering when pedestrians displaced
them. Columned mansions with arched windows and ornate
balconies lined the shores; squares and fountains filled the gaps
between the blocks of buildings.

‘We’re coming up to the Palace Canal,” said Daniel, as they neared a
pale stone bridge spanning the entrance to a wide waterway.
Breaching whales and slender dolphins swam amongst creatures of

BOHH B)X€ BigpearyBanu. HatomicTh, MaTip HaTsKaa, po3moBijana icTopii,
MaJTtoBajia KapTHHH.

3BiCHO, AKIIO yce IIe He Miii Bi1acHu# cBiT panTa3ziii. Ecme BuByana
MOTJISIZIOM MICTO Ta JIeNisiia Halito, IO 11e He MipaX.

3nmaneka MOTJIO BUAABaTHCh, 0 Ecnepanc npelidye Ha moBepxHi
naryHu. HemoB ioro icHyBaHHs O0yJI0 TAKUM KPUXKUM, 110 Oy/Ib-SKO1 MUTI1
BIH MII 3ICKOB3HYTM Y MOpPCBHKI TJIMOMHHU. Y BHCOYMHI HaJ MICTOM
KPYKJISJT B IOHKI CHUTyeTH. JleHien HampaBUB Ha HUX MII30pHY TPYyOy.

— JlpakoHu, - Biipi3aB BiH.

— Jpakonu? — Buryknyna aiBuuHa. Bona crapanHo npoTep:a oui,
nepu HBK 3HOBY BTymHuTHCS Y HeOocxmi. [leHien mepenas i mig3opHY
TpyOy. Kpi3h niH3y BoHa mobavmiia ik COHIIE 3AJIOMITIOETHCS Bifl 30JI0TUX
KpHUJI ICTOT, IO JIETKO MaHEBPYIOTh 3-TIOMDK XMap: 3Bipi, BKPUTI JTYCKOIO,
3 yyOaTUMU TOJIOBaMU 1 BUTSTHYTUMHU MOPJIaMU.

— Ocb Bi1acHe Te, YuM s 3aiimMaBcs y Jlaepteci, - MoBuB [leHien, He
30cepepKyroun yBary Ha HemoBipi Ecme, - CrnocrepiraB 3a JpakoHamH.
Tam mMaiia THI3IUTHUCS OUKA CaMUIA 3 HOTOMCTBOM. S To1i MaiiKe 3aKiHYNB
MOIIYK, &K [MOKU TH HE HAJIETUIa Ha MEHE.

[ToBiTpst Oyn0 HacW4YeHE CULIO, TaK camo, SK 1 BAoMa. YaWku
pEeTeNbHO HUIIIOPWII IUISDK Y TIOMTYKaX DKi, MUTTEBO PO3JTITAIOUUCH, KOJIU
iX BUTICHAIM WIiOXoau. B3mopxk Oepera BHIIMKYBAaJIHCh MA€ETKH,
oOpamMJieHI KOJIOHaMH, apOYHUMHU BIKHAMHU Ta PO3KIIIHUMH OaJKOHAMH.
CkBepu Ta (DOHTaHU 3aMIOBHIOBAIIU POMBKKH MK KBapTalaMH CIIOPY/I.

— Mu npsmyemo o IlananoBoro kanany, - noBinaB Jlenien, koau
BOHM HaOIM3MUIMCA 0 OJiI0r0 KaM’sIHOrO MOCTY, IO PO3TOPHYBCS HaJ
TUpJIOM IIUPOKOi BOAHOI aprepii. Bennuni kutu Ta rpauiiiHi aenbdinu
MaHeBpYyBaJIM 3-MOMDK Mi(IYHUX CTBOPIHb: TOProHHM, JeBiadaHU Ta
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myth: gorgons, leviathans, and colossal beasts with countless
tentacles. Florid script wound along the bridge’s side:

Ephyra, Capital of Aeolia

‘I thought this place was called Esperance.’

‘That’s the old name. It was changed after the wars, centuries ago.’

Talia’s bow moved into the shadow cast by the bridge. Esme’s skin
prickled as they glided underneath, and a strange sensation came over
her, as if she had travelled these waters before.

A flotilla of craft plied the canals: flat-bottomed boats, black ferries
with gold trim, gondolas in rich jewel-box colours, and other small
vessels like Talia. Slender waterways meandered off from the larger
canal, giving tantalising glimpses of other parts of the city.

Further along, a woman garbed in long-sleeved robes, decorated with
red-and- pink blooms, approached the edge of one of the narrow
waterways that intersected the Palace Canal. The woman stepped
directly onto the water, and crossed the canal with ease.

Go back now, while you have the chance. People don’t walk on
water-or breathe underneath it. And everyone knows dragons don’t
exist. Soon, Talia passed into a shining lake with an island at its
centre. Esme drew in a long, shaky breath, and then exhaled slowly.
Her mind had been conjuring up fiery pits; Daniel had guided her
someplace the complete opposite.

A vast ivory palace stood on one side of the island, surrounded by
manicured grounds. A cathedral of towers rose like stalagmites
beyond its smooth round walls, their beauty reflected in the lake

BEJICTCHCHKI YyJJOBUCHKA 3 HE3JIIUCHHUMH IyMaiblsiMi. Ha MocTy BaOmI0
3ip BUTOHYEHe rpaBipyBanus : Edipa, cromuus Eomii.

— S nymata, 1o 1ie micie 3BeThesi Ecriepanc, - 3/MBOBaHO MOBHIIA
Ecwme.

— Lle crapa HasBa. Ii 3MiHMIM MiCIA BOEH, IO TPMBAIM 6arato
CTOJITH TOMY.

Hic «Tamii» nmipHyB y TiHb, Ky Binkunas wmict. Ilkipa Ecme
TMOKOJIIOBAJIA, IIOWHO BOHM NPOMAWHYIM MiJ HUM. [i OXONWIO [IUMBHE
BIQUYTTs, HIOM BOHA MaHJpye LHMMU BOoAaMM He Brepiie. daotuiis
KOopalJIiB KypcyBajia KaHaJIaMH: TIJIOCKOJIOHHI YOBHH, CMOJIUCTI TTAPOMH 13
30JIOTUM O3700JICHHSIM, TOHJ/JOJM BUIITYKAaHWUX BIATIHKIB FOBEIPHUX
BHUpOOIB, Ta 1HIII MaJleHbK1 cynHa, Takl sk «Tamis». ToHki BoaH1 apTepii
po3rayKyBaJIics BiJl BCEOCSIKHOTO KaHaiy, /lapyroun 3Mory 3auapoBaHo
CIIOTJISA/IATH 1HIII KYyTOUKH MICTa.

Hemonamik 3’sBuiach jkiHKa, BOpaHa y CYKHIO 3 JIOBTUMH
pyKaBam#, 1o OyiM pO3MINTI YePBOHO-POXKEBUMH KBiTamu. [limidmoBmm
JI0 Kparo MpOTOKH, 10 nepeTnHana [lananoBuii kaHall, BOHA CTyNHJIa Ha
TIOBEPXHIO BOJIU Ta 3 JISTKICTIO MepeTHya nuisix. [loBepraiicst Ha3a:, MOku
He Mmi3HOo. JIroau He XO0a4Th IO BOJI, a I HOTOTIB He AUXAIOTh IIiJ HEl. Y CiM
BiJIOMO, 1110 JpakoHiB He icHye. Hezabapom «Tauiss» mpomaiiHyna csitoue
03epo 3 OCTPOBOM TOocepe Hporo. Ecme 3poOuia riauboKuid, TpeMTIMBHIA
BIMX, a MOTIM MOBILHO BUAMXHYTA. i ysiBa BMMAaJbOBYBala BOTHSHI
Kkpatepu. JleHien BiB AIBUMHY JI0 30BCIM 1HAKIIIOTO MICIIS.

Ha omnomy Oowi ocCTpoBa 3HaXOIMBCS PO3KIIIHUK manal 3i
CJIOHOBOT KiCTKM, 0OpaMJIeHUH TOTJISHYTHUM CaJoM. 3a HOTo IIaieHbKUMU
KPYTIJIUMH CTIHAMM, HEMOB CTaJlarMiTH, 37iiManucs coOopH, Kpaca sIKHMX
BiJUI3epKaitoBanacs y o3epi. Bech 3amMok OyB 30yJOBaHUI 3 TAakoro
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below. The whole palace was made of the same pale luminous stone
as the bridge they had passed under earlier.

‘That’s the Godstone Palace,’ said Daniel. ‘It’s been here forever or
at least, as long as Esperance has. But the monarchy died out long
ago. The mayor lives there, now. It’s the seat of the city council.’
Another bridge connected the island to the city proper. As soon as
they had passed underneath, the little boat came to a stop. When Esme
made a move to climb out, Daniel stayed in and waved her off.

‘I can’t leave Talia here. I’ll be back soon.’

Esme stepped out into a wide, circular plaza that curved around the
lake as far as the eye could see. In the distance, the gilded roof of a
bell tower glinted in the sun. Fountains were scattered throughout the
plaza, and Esme stopped to admire the nearest one. Marble sea
nymphs cavorted amongst sculpted waves, while real water roiled
beneath them, its movement reminding her of the churning rock pool.

Her wonder at the sight was interrupted by a familiar sound, carried
by the breeze: the same haunting tones she had heard only the night
before, at Spindrift. Esme followed the sounds across the plaza to
their source: an enormous wind harp.

Twin marble plinths, situated on opposite sides of the harp’s neck,
bore the faces of a man and woman. Their names were etched on a
plaque below:

Michail and Sofia Agapios, Founders of Aeolia.

The wind harp stood at the back of the plaza, in the shadow of a long
building. The doors opened, and the sound of the harp was lost in a
babble of voices as the hall emptied out into the plaza.

‘Ariane! Ariane, is that you?’

Chapter 6

ONiZIOTO CBITJIIOrO KaMEHI0, IO 1 MICT, MiJ SIKUM BOHH HPOTUIMBAIIN
HEII[0IaBHO.

— e IMamany boxxoro xamento, - moudaB JleHien, - BiH OyB TyT
3aBX]1, a00, MpUHAWMHI, CKUTbKH icHYe EcriepaHc. Ayie MOHApXis JaBHO
nomepa. 3apa3 TaM npoxuBae Mep. Lle pe3uaeHiniss MicbKoi pajiu.

Hle ommu wMict 3’emHyBaB octpiB 3 wmictoMm. IlloitHO BoHHM
NpOMalHyaM M1 HUM, 4YOBEH 3ynuHHUBCA. Ecme 3pobuna kpok, abu
NOKUHYTHU CYIHO, ajie JeHien 3aiummBes Ta JIUI MaXHyB PYKOIO:

— S5 me Moxy 3amumuTh «Tamiro». Ckopo mo6aunMocCh.

Ecme crynuna Ha MIMPOKY KPYIITy IUIOILY, SIKa BCEOCSKHO OTHHAA
o3epo. BmanuHi, Ha COHIIl MO30JI0TOI0 MPOMEHMBCS aax A3BiHMIN. Ha
ol Oynu po3kuaani Gpontanu. EcMe 3ynunumacs, abu moMuiIyBaTHCS
Halommx4IuM. Mopcbki HiM(U MapMypOBOTO BIITIHKY BUTAHIIbOBYBAJIU 3-
MOMDK CKYJBNTYPHUX XBHWJIb. [lil HUIMH BUpyBaia CIpPaBXKHS BOJA, PyX
SKO1 HaraayBaB OypJiMBY TIPChKY PIUKY.

[i moame Bim moGaueHoro mopymuB 3HAHOMHE 3BYK, SKHil
MpOMaiiHyB Ha Kpwiax BITpy. ['OMiH, IO XOAWB 3a HEKO MO IT’ATax IIIe
octanHiM BedopoMm y Cminapudri. Ecme Bupymmia Ha momryk pkepena
3BYKIB — HUM BHSBHJIACh BeJIMUE3HA AyXoBa apda. 3 000X OOKIB rOpJIOBUHU
IHCTPYMEHTY, Ha JBOX MapMypOBHX IT'€fecTayiiaXx, OyJu BHUKapOyBaHI
00JIMYYs YOJIOBIKA Ta )KIHKU. [ 'paBitoBaHHS iX IMEH OyJI0 Ha MEMOpialbHIN
nomrri BHU3Y: Muxain ta Codis Aramioc, 3acHoBHUKH Eoutii.

Apda posramryBanach y 3aKyTKy IUIOLIL, B TiHI JOBroi OYAiBIIi.
JBepi po3naxHynucs, i 3ByK MY3MYHOTO IHCTPYMEHTY 3aryOuBCs cepell
TOMOHY T0JIOCIB. 3aJia CIOPOYKHIJIA 1 HATOBM BUHIIOB Ha uiomty. [IpomyHnas
KPHK:

— Apiano! Apiano, 11e TH?

Po3ain 6
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A russet-haired lady hurried toward Esme, wearing a scarlet uniform
with the words ‘City of Esperance’ embroidered on the lapel.
Accompanying her was a girl around Esme’s age. Upon drawing
closer, the woman’s face clouded with confusion.

‘Oh, I'm sorry, I... I thought you were someone else. An old friend.
You look so alike...’

‘My mother’s name is Ariane,” ESme blurted out.

‘Ariane Silver?’

“You must be Esme? Of course, there’s such a likeness. So where is
Ariane? It’s been so long at least seven years now.’

‘I’m Miranda,” said the woman. ‘Miranda Lovell, and this is my
daughter-°

‘Lillian. Hi.”

‘Mum’s not with me,’ said Esme. ‘She’s ... missing. It’s been several
years, now. | was hoping she might be here. Mum went on a trip, and
never came back. We searched everywhere... Most people think she
was lost at sea.’

Miranda looked mystified.

‘Like, drowned.’

‘Drowned?’ Miranda put her hand to her heart, reacting as though
drowning was some sort of rare disease. Esme had forgotten,
momentarily, that people could breathe underwater here. Feeling
very out of place, she dropped her gaze, just as Daniel arrived.

‘Hey, Esme. I ...Ms Lovell?’

Miranda waved at him in vague acknowledgment. ‘Oh, Daniel, hello.
Wait, you two know each other?’

‘Esme came through the portal on Laertes Island. I was there dragon-
spotting when she ran in to me. Literally.” He rubbed his head.

Esme winced at the memory of the pool that had swallowed her and
then promptly spat her out again. ‘I-1 found it by accident. | got pulled
under, and ended up here.’

o Ecme moayxy 6irna pyaoBosioca JKiHKa y 4epBoOHii yHidopMi 3
BUIIINTHM Ha JankaHi HarmucoM «Micto Ecnepanc». i cymyTaunero 6yma
niBUMHA TPHONM3HO TOro X BiKy, mo W Ecwme. IlimifimoBmm Ommkue,
00144 )KIHKH 3aTbMapUIIOCs Bill pO3ryOJI€HOCTI.

— S mepenpomryto, f... S cruryrana Bac 3 iHIIOIO JHOAWHOO.
Crapum npyrom. Bu Ha 1MBO CXOXi...

— Moto martip 3BaTi ApiaHa, - npomoBuia Ecme.

— Apiana CinpBep? - mpumycTuia He3HailoMka, - BoueBuap T
Ecme, BipHO? BescymHiBHO, HEMOBIpHA CXOXKICTh. A nie cama Apiana? Mu
He Oauuiauch IUTY BIYHICTH, HIOHAMMeHIIe ciM pokiB... S MipaHnna.
Mipanna JlaBen, a 11e MOsI TIOHBKA...

— Jlimian. Ilpusirt, - npeacTaBuiIach JIBYMHA.

— Mama He 31 MHOIO, - mouana Ecme, - Bona... 3unkIa. Bxke sk
KUIbKa pOoKiB. S Mana Hajito, 110 BOHA TyT. Mama Bupymuia y nojaopox 1
HE MoBepHYJacs. Mu mrykanu ycroAu... ButbmiicTs nroaei gymaroTh, o i
noryomio Mmope. MipaHaa BUTIIsIIalia pO3ryoIeHOT0.

— IleBHO, BOHa MOTOHYJA, - MpoMoBHIIa Ecme.

— IloTonyma? - Mipanga cxomuiach 3a cepiie, HiIOM YTOIICHHS
Oys0 piakicHOIO XBopoOoto. Ha Muth Ecme BycTuIa 1yMKy, 10 TYT JIFOIA
3IaTHI JUXaTH M7 BoAoro. /[iBunHa Oyna HE B CBOIM Tapiiili, 1 3perToro
BizBena nmorsid. Panrowm 3'sBuBcs [enien.

— Ipugit, Ecme. A ... mic JlaBemn?

Mipanna nomaxaia HoMy pyKOIO Ha 3HaK HE3HAYHOTO MPUBITAHHS:

— O, [eniene, BiTaro! 3a/1iTh, BU 3HAETES OJAWH OJTHOTO?

— Ecme mnorpanuna kpi3k mopran Ha octpoBi Jlaeprec. S
CrocTepiraB TaM 3a ipakOHaMH, KOJIM BOHA HaJeTila Ha MeHe. bykBalbHoO,
- BiH TIOTEP T'OJIOBY.

Mopo3setb mpo0ir no3a mkipoto Ecme Bin oaniel 3axu npo 6aceiiH,
SKUHA IPOKOBTHYB 1i, @ MOTIM HIBUIKO BUILTIOHYB!

14



Miranda’s eyes fixed on Esme’s clothes and hair, as if registering her
dishevelled state for the first time. ‘Poor Ariane. She never got a
chance to tell you about us?’

‘In a way ... in stories.’

‘Of course. She said her grandmother did the same for her. I never
met Lucinda, but Ariane often talked about her ... and you, of course.
She was planning to bring you over when you were older.’

Ever since the pool had dragged her down into its depths, Esme’s
mind had been working in fits and starts, as it tried-and failed to make
sense of things. Now, the doubting voices in her head were
momentarily silenced. Not just one, but two of her family members
had been here. The Spindrift rock pools were more than just a way to
while away an afternoon. They were the way to Esperance.

‘If you don’t have anywhere to stay tonight,” said Lillian, ‘you can
stay with us.’

‘Of course,’ said Miranda. ‘It’s the least we can do.’

Esme glanced around. The afternoon was wearing on, and much of
the city was now in shadow. A surge of notes spilled through the
plaza. The wind had picked up, and the harp’s soliloquy reminded her
of Spindrift-and her mother. If her mother really had been here, then
how could she leave without finding out more?

‘Thanks. I guess I could’ She glanced at Daniel. “You said I can go
back anytime I want, right?’

‘Sure,’ said Daniel.

‘I have to get back to the palace for another meeting,” said Miranda.
‘But Lillian can show you the way home.’

— S HaTpanmiia Ha HHOTO BHUITAKOBO. MeHe 3aTATHYIO i BOAY, 1
MOTIM ST OMTUHKJIACS TYT.

[ornsx Mipanmu 3ynuHUBCS Ha oAs3i Ta Bosocci Ecme, HiOM
BIIEpIIIE MOMIYar0uH ii CKyHOBIKEHHUIA BUTIIS.

— bimomanaa Apiana. BoHa HikoIM He Majia MOKJIMBOCTI ITOBiaTH
T001 TIpO Hac?

— Xiba 110...y Ka3Kax.

— 3eicHo. [i 6abycs pobuna Tak camo. I Hikonu He 3ycTpiuana
Jlrocinny, ane ApiaHa 4acTo poO3MOBijaia Mpo HEL.. 3BICHO, 1 TPO CBOIO
JIOHEYKY TaKo. BoHa Mpisizia 0JHOTO pa3y 3aBiTaTH JI0 HAC pa3oM 3 T0O010,
SIK TUTBKH-HO TI0JI0OPOCITIIIIAETI.

Binroni, sax GaceiiH 3aTArHYB ii y cBO1 BOJIOJIHHS, po3yM Ecme
IpaioBaB ypuBKamMu. BiH BimyaiinymHo HamaraBcs 3HAaWTH CEHC Y
OaraTboX peyax, ajie Tak 1 He cnpomircsa. Ha Muth, rosioc CyMHIBY B roJioBi
Ecme 3amoBk. HaBiTh He oauH, a ABoE€ ii poandiB moOyBanmu TyT. CKesICT1
Oaceitnn CriHapudTy OyaM YMMOCH OUTBIIMM, HDK MICIIEM TasHHS Yacy.
Bonu ciyrysanu muisixom 1o Ecniepancy.

— Sxmo T0061 Hife mepeHouyBaTH, - movana Jluriad, - TO MOXenr
3aJIUIINTUCS Y HaC.

— 3BicHO, - ckazasia Mipanna, - lle HaiimeHIIe, mo MH MOKEMO
3poOHuTH 117151 TEOE.

EcMme o3upnymacs. JleHb TUTaBHO TEpETiKaB y Hid, a BXKe OLIbIIa
yacTUHa MicTa OyIia mij] ByaJuTto CyTiHOK. [Tnomero mponecacs XBUIs HOT.
3niitHsABCA BiTEp, 1 conocmiB apdu Haranas it npo Crinapudt Ta ApiaHy.
Sxmo i MaTip JificHO Oyna TyT, TO SIK BOHA MOTJIa 3yIUHUTHUCH 32 KPOK Bijl
icTHHH?

— Jsakyro. I'apato, 1ie 4ymoBa ines, - BOHA OKHHYJA MOTJISIIOM
Jeniena, - Tu ckazas, 10 st MOXKY MIOBEPHYTHUCS Oy1b-IKO1 MHTI, YU HE TaK?

— 3BicHO, - BifpizaB JleHien.

— S mocmimaro Ha 3ycTpid 70 nanany, - ckaszana MipaHna, - Ane
Jlinian MO>ke MOKa3aTy BaM IUISAX JI0JIOMY.
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It was only after Miranda left that Esme noticed the uncomfortable
silence be- tween Daniel and Lillian. Lillian had taken to examining
the pavement, and Daniel was shifting from foot to foot.

‘I should go,’ he said. ‘I’ll come by tomorrow, check on how you’re
doing. If it’s all right with you, Lillian.’

Lillian continued to ignore him. He turned on his heel and marched
off. Esme wondered what had happened between him and Lillian, but
her companion said nothing about it as they made their way out of
the plaza.

As they plunged into the maze of alleys and laneways that made up
Esperance, Esme questioned the wisdom of her decision to stay.
Away from its prosperous heart, the city appeared to be in dire straits.
Rubble was piled up at intervals, rooftops looked close to caving in,
and shattered windows had been boarded up instead of repaired.
“What’s happened here?’

‘Earthquakes,” said Lillian. ‘That’s what the meeting in the plaza was
about. The quakes have been going on for years. People keep
predicting they’ll stop soon, but they haven’t. It’s not just here, other
regions are suffering as well, but Esperance always seems to bear the
brunt of them. There’s talk of evacuating the city, going to other
places. But nobody wants to leave Esperance.’

Ahead, a group of children laughed as they launched makeshift toy
boats into the canal. As the paper ships foundered in the waves of
passing traffic, the children sang a song, over and over:

‘Pearl of the ocean, pearl of the sea,
No more pearls for you or me.

Take a boat, load it well,

Watch it sinking in the swell...”

Komu Mipanna minura, Ecme momituia HISKOBY MOBYAHKY, IO
3armoJjoHmIa yBech mpoctip Mk Jlenienmom ta Jlimian. [[iBuynHa cTapaHHO
BTYIUTIOBaJIa 04l Yy XiJIHUK, a FOHAK IIEPEMHUHABCS 3 HOT'H Ha HOT'Y.

— Mewni TpeOa ¥iTh, - mouas Jlenien, - S 3aBiTaro 3aBTpa JI3HATHUCH,
K y Tebe cnpau. Skmio Jlimian He mpoTH, 3BiCHO.

Bona nponosxyBana irHopyBatu Horo. XJomenb po3BEpHYBCS Ta
nimoB rets. EcMe 0yrno 1ikaBo, 110 MOTJIO TpanuTUCh MbK HUM Ta JlimiaH,
npore 1l CYHyTHHK HIYOTO HE CKa3aB IMpo LEe JOpPOror 3 IUIOMIL
[HopunyBmu y n1abipuHT NpoByJKiB Ta Bynulb Ecnepancy, Ecme BkoTpe
3aCyMHIBaJIacsl B MyJIPOCT1 CBOTO PIillIEHHs 3aUIIUTHCS. Bianuui Bix cBoel
KBITY4YO01 Ta COHSIYHOI CTOJIMIII, OKOJIMIII MICTa HaraayBaJk pyiHU. YIJIaMKU
Oy/iBeNb JIMIEe HAarpoOMapKyBaJUCh 3 TUIMHOM 4acy, Jaxyd OyJid TOTOBI 3
XBWJIMHU Ha XBUJIMHY OOBaJIUTHUCS, @ pO30UTI BIKHA - CKYT1 JIOIIKaMH.

— o tyr cranoca?

— 3emnerpycu, - MoBuia Jlimian, - Ock cTocoBHO 4Yoro Oyia
3ycTpid Ha muionli. BoHu TpuBaioTh Bke OaraTo pokiB. MemkaHIll 9acTo
popoyarth, 110 HE CHOTOAHI-3aBTpa KaracTpodi HacTaHE KiHEIb, aje Ie
HISIK HE CTA€ThCs. [HIII PeTrioHN TaKOXK CTPaKIaloTh, ane Ecnepanc 3apxau
npuiiMae Ha cebe HancubpHIMKA yaap. [ToaeiikyroTh Ipo eBakyairito MicTa
Ta Tepei3a M0 IHmMX Miclk. Alle HIXTO He Xode 3anumaTtu Ecrnepanc.
Hemnopamik peroranu miTd, 3allyCKalO4d KaHAJIOM CaMOpPOOHI YOBHUKH.
[Tokun mamepoBi KOpaOJIMKK TOHYJIM Yy XBWJISIX CYACH, IO MPOTUIABAIIH,
MaJieya CIiBaJia IiCHIO, IOBTOPIOIOYH CJIOBA 3HOBY 1 3HOBY:

«[lepnuHa okeaHny, MOps IIepJIMHA,

Jns Tebe, Ui MEHE HEMA€e TaKuX.
Bi3pmu TH "yoBeH Ta MuH 0e3 yIuHY,
[TornsiHp, sIK BTONAE y XBUJISAX B IOHKUX»
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Esme and Lillian stopped on a latticed bridge that spanned a small
canal. Beneath them, a slender green twist of water wound off out of
sight.

‘This is home,” said Lillian, gesturing toward the front door of a
house adjacent to the canal. No. 8 Nestor Street was a tall terrace of
peeling terracotta stucco, patched up in places like the other houses
along the street. A golden sea goddess adorned the knocker. At a
touch of Lillian’s hand on the deity’s wave-swept tresses, the door
swung open.

Lillian’s house had a cluttered yet comfortable feel to it, reminiscent
of home. As her eyes ran over them, she was astonished to see
something she recognised: a bell with a fishtail wound around its
handle.

‘Oh! Mum gave me one of these,” she exclaimed, taking it up in her
hand.

‘Ring it,” said Lillian, laughing.

At the tinkle of the bell, a rush of glorious sounds filled the hallway,
pouring over her and through her, whisking away much of her
tiredness, before fading away. The room was spinning. So much had
happened in a few short hours.

‘What’s the matter? Are you okay?” asked Lillian.

‘It’s just a lot to take in.” Magic. Dragons. Breathing underwater.
Walking on top of it. ‘I’ll be fine.’

Lillian’s mother arrived home shortly afterwards. Over a dinner of
spicy fish, Esme finally got the chance to quiz her about Ariane.
When she asked how they had met, Miranda smiled.

‘T used to host visitors to Aeolia from far-flung regions. As part of
my job with the council.’

‘Far-flung regions ... like, other worlds?’

Ecme Ta Jlinian couHWIMCA HA TIPaT4acTOMy MOCTY, IO
NEPEKUHYBCS Yepe3 By3eHbKUN KaHai. [1i1 HUMU TOHKUI 3€1€HUI BUTOK
BOJIM 3HUKAB 3 MOJIS 30DY.

— e mam gmim, - ckazana Jlimian, BKa3ylouW Ha BXIiOHI JBepi
cnopyau, mo Oyma mopyd 3 KaHainoM. bymuaok Ne 8, posramoBanuii Ha
Bynuii Hecropa, MaB Tepacy, mo Oyna 03/1001eHa 3aTePTOI0 TEPAKOTOBOIO
ninHUHOW0. BoHa Oyna monekyau 3ajiaTaHolo, siK 1y OUIBIIOCTI OCelb
B3J/IOBX BYJHIIL. 30JI0Ta MOPCbKa OOTMHSI MPUKpalaia CTyaKy. Jlum ogun
JTOTUK pyku JlimiaH A0 XBWISICTOTO BoJioccs (irypu, 1 JBepi MOKIPHO
BimunHuincsa. bymunok Jlitian OyB 3axapamieHuM, ajieé Hampouy.
3aTUIIHUM, HaragyBaB pinHy ocemto. Ilornang Ecme 3ynuHuMBCcsS Ha
3HallOMOMY €J€MEHT1 JEKOpy: /[A3BIHOYKY 3 pPHO'SYMM XBOCTHKOM,
HAaMOTaHUM Ha PYUKY.

— He Bipto cBoiMm owam! Mama mnopapyBana MeH1 Takui, -
BUTYKHYJIa JIIBUNHA, OEPYIH HOTO B PYKY.

— Ilon3Bonwu, - ckaszaina JligiaH, CMIFOYHCE.

[Tig TydHUH N3€HBKIT KOPUIOpP HAMOBHUBCS BUPOM IPEKPACHHUX
3BYKIB, SIK1 IPOHU3AJIH AYITY Ta TPOXOAWIN KPi3b CBITOMICTh. BoHM 3MuIH
Outbmry yactuny BToMu Ecme, mepin Hibk 3racHyTH. KiMHaTa 3akpyTuiiacs.
besniy BChoro Tpanuiioch 3a KiibKa MIBUAKOIUTMHHUX TOJMH.

— IIlo 3 To6or0? Bee rapazn? - 3anuraina Jlutias.

— IIpocro 3abarato peueit mis ycBimomieHHs Maris. J[pakoHH.
JuxauHs mig Boaor0. X0/1a Hero.

— 31 MHOI0 Bce Oyze rapas.

Hezabapowm, matu Jlinian nosepHynacs nogomy. Ha Beuepro Oyna
puba, mpucmadeHna crnemismu. [lix gac tpane3u, Ecme HapemTi BXomnuia
MOKITUBICTH po3nuTatu Mipanay npo Apiany. Konu BoHa noiikaBuiacs,
SK BOHU MTO3HAHOMUITUCS, KIHKA TOCMIXHYJIAcCs:

— S 3ycrpivana B Eomii rocreit 3 manekux kpais. Lle Oyio
4acTUHOIO MO€i podoTu B Pari.
— Jlanekux kpaiB ... Ha KIITANT 1HIIUX CBITIB?
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‘No, just different parts of Aeolia. Yours is the only other world we
know of, and visitors are quite uncommon. There are only about half
a dozen portals between your world and ours. And you’ve seen how
well they’re hidden. People rarely stumble upon them by accident.
Was the tide turning when you found the shell?’

Esme nodded.

‘Aeolia was originally founded as a place of refuge-only those invited
here were meant to pass through. Your mother stayed with me
whenever she was over here. The last time I saw her, she’d just
finished preparing for an exhibition.’

‘An exhibition?’

‘She looked tired,” Miranda went on, ‘but I didn’t think anything of
it. 1 just assumed she was exhausted from the effort of getting
everything ready. She left Esperance the next day. We never saw her
again. But | thought nothing of it. Ariane had always said that after
the exhibition was done, she would go home for good, so she could
spend more time with you before bringing you here, when you were
older.

She gave Esme a sad smile.

‘It was a bit strange, though that she never said a proper goodbye. I
always wanted to check up on her, but with the separation and
everything-as well as working full time on the council- I just never
got around to it.’

‘You practically live at the palace’, Lillian interjected.

Miranda gave a nod of vague acknowledgement, her mind clearly still
on the past. ‘I sent letters with the sea eagle,” she continued, ‘but
never heard anything back. Now I know why.’

‘The sea eagle?’

‘Yes, a messenger bird that was very attached to Ariane one with
speckled wings.’

More pieces fell into place.

— Hi, mpocto pi3ni perionn Eomnii. Bam cBitT — equnmii, npo sKuii
MM 3HaeMO. MOro MeIIKaHI JOCHTh He3BMYHI BimBimyBaui TyT. Mix
BaIllUM CBITOM 1 HAIIIUM € JIMIIIE IIICTh TOPTATIB. I, SIK TH MOTJIa IOMITHTH,
BOHHM J00pe MPHUXOBaHi Bix 4ykux oueid. Jlroau, 3a3Bu4ail, HaTPAIUIAIOTH
Ha HUX BumnajkoBo. Konu Ty 3Halnuia Mymuio, 0yB Npurius?

EcMme cTBepKYBaIIbHO KMBHYJIA.

— Cnouatky, Eouist Oyna 3acHOBaHa sIK Miclle IPUXUCTKY - CIOJU
MOTJIM MOTPANUTH JIMILIE Ti, KOTO 3apocuii. TBOSI MaTH XuWjia y MEHeE,
KOJIM rocTioBasia TyT. BocTanHe s 6aumia ApiaHy, I0I{HO BOHA 3aKIHUYMIIA
HiATOTOBKY J0 BUCTABKH

— BucraBkn?

— Bowna Burisigana BTOMJIEHOTO, - MPOAOBKYyBaia Mipanna, - Ae
g HE HaJajla IbOMY HaJIe)KHOTO 3HaueHHs. Sl rajana, 1110 BOHA BUCHAaXEHA
3ycuiisiMu, abu Bce miaroryBatu sk ciia. HacrymHoro nus ApiaHa
nokunyina Ecnepanc. 3 tux mip Mu ii He Gauninu. Ane g He TypOyBaJiach 3
I[bOTO IPUBOAY. ApiaHa 3aBXKIM Ka3aja, 10 MICIs 3aBEepIICHHS BUCTABKH,
BOHA T0iJe 0JAOMY Ha3aBXKIu. MaTu XOTUIa TMPOBOJUTH OUIBINE Yacy 3
TO0O¥0, TIEPIT HIK MPUBE3TH CIOJIH.

Bona nmogapyBana Ecme cyMHY OCMIIIIKY.

— 41 O6yna 3muMBOBaHa, a/PKe BOHA HABITh HE morpoinaiacs. MeHi
3aBXIM KOPTUIO MPOBIJATH ii, ajie dyepe3 BiICTaHb Ta iHIII OOCTaBHUHH, a
TaKOX 4uepe3 Te, M0 5 IpairoBaia B Paji moBHUI poOOUYuil 1eHb, 51 HIKOJIH
HE MaJjia yacy Ha I1e

— Tu nmpakTUYHO >KMBeIll y nanaili, - BTpyruiacs JlitiaH.

Mipanya HeBUpa3HO KMBHYJA Ha 3HAK 3rOJM, alle TyMKaMH BOHA
Bce mie Oyna y cmoranax. — Sl Hajacuiana JIMCTH MOPCHKHM OpJIOM, -
NPOJOBXKKIA BOHA, - ajl€ HIKOJIM HEe OTpHMyBaja BiamoBini. Temep s
PO3YMit0 YOMY

— Mopcekuii open?

— Tak, ntax-mocnaneip, kit MaB 0COOTMBHII 3B’SI130K 3 ApiaHOIo.
VY HBOTO OUTH TUISIMUCTI KpHUIIa.
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Over the rest of the meal, Miranda’s eyes flickered to Esme more
than once, but not in the same way that the villagers of Picton would
react when they saw her. To the people back home, Esme was an
unpleasant reminder of the past, a link to tragic events best left
forgotten.

‘I’1l go sort out somewhere for you to sleep. Maybe not the guest
room. It needs a clear-out. That would take days ...”

‘What about Finn’s room?’ asked Lillian.

‘I was just thinking that.’

Some time later, Miranda called out for Esme to come upstairs. The
walls of the stairwell were covered with artworks and framed
photographs, but Esme was too bleary-eyed to take much notice of
them-except for one. A small painting of Miranda’s house, from the
viewpoint of the little bridge outside.

She recognised the style at once: confident brush strokes in a palette
of colours she’d seen many times before. Esme knew her mother had
painted it even before she saw the initials ‘A.S’ in the bottom corner.

She ran her hand over the edge of the canvas, feeling the bobbled
weave of linen. Then she unhooked the canvas and flipped it over,
looking for a date. There it was, in Ariane’s hand. Her mother had
painted it the year before she disappeared.

The surety that her mother had been here settled in her like a pebble
dropped into a pond. All that had happened that day-the sea eagle’s
strange behaviour, the trip through the rock pool, and her arrival in
the city-had seemed so surreal, like a dream from which she would
wake in the morning. Until now. She rehung the picture and climbed
the stairs, her heart lifting with every step.

EnemeHTH po3MOBi/Ii MOYaaN CKIAJAaTH HUTICHUN Ta3l.

3a Beuepero Mipanna vac Bing vacy kujana norisin Ha Ecme, ane
30BCIM HE Tak, AK e poOmau Memkanmi cema Ilikron. [lns moneit y
pimHomy kpai, EcmMe Oyma HempueMHUM HaraayBaHHSM IIpO TparidHe
MUHYJIE, SKE KpaIile 3a0yTH.

— Sl migroryro Mictie s HoviBiIi. Moxke, He y BiTanbHi. TaMm Tpeba
Ak cnig npudpatu. HeoOxiqHe renepanbHe NprOMpaHHs Ha KUTbKa JIHIB...

— A gk moao kiMHaTh @iHHa? - 3anuTtana Jliman.

— VY MeHe Tako>X BUHUKJIA 115 171e41.

Uepes neskuit yac Mipanaa nokiukana Ecme naropy. CtiHu Ha
CXOJ0BOMY MalJaHYUKy OyJIM MpHUKpalleHl KapTHHaMU Ta oOpaMJIEHUMU
¢dotorpadismu, ane AiBYMHA Maja HAJATO MOTaHMUU 3ip, aOM 3BEPHYTH Ha
HUX yBary. 3a BUHATKOM ojHiel. HeBennuka kapTuHa 13 300pa’kKeHHSIM
OyauHKy MipaHay Ta MaJIeHbKHM MICTKOM HaJBOPI.

Bona onipa3y Bii3Haja CTHIIb: BIICBHEH1 Ma3KH TIEH3JIS Y TTO€THAHHI
3 MJIITPOIO KOJIBOPIB, AKI BOHA Oaunia 6e3:114 pasiB. Ecme 3po3ymina, xTo
aBTOP IILOTO BUTBOPY MHUCTEITBA. Bike moTiM miBuMHA 1moOavunia iHiiamm
«A.C» y HUKHbOMY KYTKY.

Bona TopkHymach pyKOK TOJIOTHA, BIAYYBAlOYH XBUJIACTE
neperyeTeH s TboHy. J{iBurHa nepeBepHya Horo y noirykax gatu. Bona
3Hala 1i, y pyri Apianu. I Math HamamoBana 110 KapTHHY 3a Pik 70
CBOT'O 3HUKHEHHS.

Bnesnenicte y TOoMy, mo ii maru Oyma TyT, 3akapOyBaiacs
BCEpeMH1, HEMOB KaMiHUHUK, KWW BIaB y CTaBOK. YcCe, IO CTajocs TOro
IHS - AMBHA MOBEIIHKA OpJiaHa, MOJAOPOXK Kpi3b KaM'SHUCTUN OaceilH Ta
Opui3a 10 MicTa - 37aBajocs CIOPPEaTiCTUYHUM CHOM, MPO SKHil BOHA
HaBITh HE 3rajae BpaHii. /(o uporo momeHnty. BoHa noBicuia kapTuHy Ha
Miclie 1 MiiHsAIacs CX0/1aMH, KOXKEH KPOK 3MYILYBaB ii ceplie KaJlaTaTH.
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Chapter 7

Unfamiliar sounds filtered into Esme’s bedroom the next morning.
The pounding waves of Splinter Bay had been replaced by more
subdued noises: the lap of water in the wake of passing boats, a
child’s laugh from the nearby bridge, the muffled toll of distant bells.
A melodious voice rose up from the ground floor, floating effortlessly
over scales and runs. It was Lillian, practising her singing; she had
mentioned Esme might hear her in the morning.

She had found her way to the place her mother had whispered of, the
place sewn into the fabric of her dreams. Esperance. It would take
more than one day to adjust to a place where people could breathe
beneath the water’s surface, and walk on top of it, but her remaining
doubts were receding fast.

Mum told me about this place, she told herself. She’s been here. And
not just her - Lucinda, too.

An electric thrill ran through her as a glimmer of gold appeared over
the rooftops. Two serpentine shapes twisted in and out of view,
before pinwheeling away to another part of the city. Dragons
belonged in storybooks and children’s games, not in everyday life.
Yet here in Esperance, they were a living, breathing presence, riding
the winds with consummate ease.

Lillian’s voice floated out to her. ‘I hope my singing didn’t wake
you.’

Her eyes skimmed the room. ‘It’s good to see someone up here. This
was Finn’s room-my brother. We don’t see much of him these days.
And this house is way too big for two. That’s for you. It belonged to
your mum-my mum found it for you last night.’

Pozain 7

HacrymHoro panky a0 criansHi EcMme minkpanucst He3HaiioMi 3BYKH.
I'ypkit xBunb 3atoku CrutiHTep-beil 3MiHMBCS Ha OUTBII MPUTITYIICHUN
IIyM: TUIECKIT BOJAW Bil YOBHIB, IO MPOIUIMBAIOTH MOB3, IUTIYUN CMIX 3
CyCITHBOTO MOCTYy, TEpeA3BiH Jalekux Oamrt. MenoaiifHuii T0J0C
JOHOCUBCS 3 TEPIIOTO IOBEPXY, JIETKO IEpENTiTalodl dYepe3 ramu i
nporonu. Ile Oyna Jlutian, sika mana HeaOMsKUW XucT 10 cmiBy. BoHa
3rajana, mo Ecme Mosxe rmouyTtu ii BpaHiiil.

JiBunHa 3HaMILIA HUIAX 10 MICI, PO SKe MIenoTiia ii MaTH, 10
CBITY, 3a1IMTOTrO y TKaHUH1 Mpiid. Ecniepanc. He nens un aBa noTpibHi 1uist
TOTO, a0W 3BUKHYTH JIO MICIIA, /i€ JIOJU JUXAI0Th M1 BOJOIO 1 XOIAThH il
noBepxHer. CyMHIBY 3aTUIIMIIACS, aJi€ IIBUJIKO BIFCTYIAIN, HEMOB ITiCTIS
NopasKu y OUTBI.

— Mawma po3noBiiana MeH1 po 1ei kpaii, - mpomosmia Ecme 1o
cebe, - Bona Oyna Tyt. | He TUTbKM BOHA - JIFOCIHAA TaKOXK.

Enextpuunuii iMOyabCc MPOWIIOB 11 TUIOM, KOJW HaJI JaXxaMu
npoMaitHyB OnuckiT 3o0i0t1a. J[Bi 3mienomiOHi Girypu TO BUpPHUHAIH, TO
3HUKAJIU 3 TOPU30HTY, MEPIl HDK 3aKPYXKISITH y 1HIIOMY KyTOYKY MICTa.
Jpakonu Oynu reposiMM Ka3oK Ta IUTSYUX 3a0aBOK, a HE ICTOTaMU 3
MOBCSIKJICHHOTO XUTTA. Anie TyT, B Ecnepanci, BoHu Oyiau peaqbHUMU
BTUICHHSIMH, 1110 3 HEHMOBIPHOIO JIETKICTIO MYaJId HABBUIICPEIKU 3 BITPOM.

["onoc Jlinian mopunyB g0 Ecme :

— CrnogiBarocsi, Miii ciiiB Tebe He po30yauB.

Bona oOkuHyna norasgoM KiMHATYy.

— IIpuemuo 6auntH TyT Korock. Lle Oyna kimHaTa DiHHA - MOTO
Opata. Mu Mmano 6aunMMoch OCTaHHIM yacoMm. Tomy, OyAMHOK 3aHAATO
BEJIMKMHA 11 Hac ABoX. Tpumaid. L{s piu Hanexana ApiaHi - MOsl Mama
3HalnuIa ii 45 Tede BUOpa BBEUeEpi.
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Esme took the bag over to the little kitchen table where they had eaten
dinner the night before. She eagerly undid the drawstring, only to find
that the bag was empty. She jiggled it up and down.

‘That’s weird. It feels full, but there’s nothing in there.’

‘I noticed the weight, too. Must be some trick to it.’

Lillian had cooked scrambled eggs, and served them with bread rolls
flecked with some sort of seaweed, along with tangy breyberries:
small dark morsels of sweetness, harvested from a nearby island.
‘Mum said she was hoping you’d stay a little longer.’

‘I’d like to,” she said. ‘But what about you? You probably have
plans.’

‘Not really, apart from avoiding Mum’s plans for me,’ said Lillian,
busy spoon- ing what looked like tealeaves into a pot of water on the
stove. ‘School holidays have just started here and the dragon
festival’s coming up. Mum’s in charge of all the festivals in
Esperance. And she’ll drag me in to help if I’'m here on my own. But
if you stay, I’ll have the perfect excuse. It’s not every day an
otherworlder comes to visit.’

A voice hailed through the kitchen window.

‘Hello?’

The warmth on Lillian’s face evaporated.

The two of them entered the courtyard to find Daniel bobbing up and
down on the other side of the wall. At first Esme started-thinking that
he was walking on water like the woman she had seen yesterday-but
he was just standing in Talia, swaying with the motions of the boat.
‘Hi, Esme. Need a lift back to Laertes?’

‘Thanks, but I think I’1l stay a bit longer. Try and find out more about
what Mum was up to while she was here.’

Ecme nokiiana cyMKy Ha MaJICHBKH CTiJ, 32 SKHM BOHH BEYEPSUIH
HanepenoaHi. [(iBunHa HeTepIuIsde po3cTeOHYIA ii, ale BUSBHIIA, IO Pid
nopo>xHs. BoHa moTpsiciia Bropy-BHU3.

— JluBHO. CKJIa/1a€ThCS BPAKEHHS, 1110 BOHA MTOBHA, aJIc BCEPEANHI
reTh HIYOTO.

— Cxoxe, He TUTbKM g moMituia ii Bary. [leBHa pid, 1e SIKHiCh
TPIOK.

Jlinian mocMakuia sieyHIO Ta nojaia ii 3 Oyjaoukamu, Mo Oynu
BKpUTI SIKUMHCHh BOAOPOCTSAMHU. CTpaBy JONMOBHWIM TOCTpl OpeHHUIl —
KPUXITHI TUIOJTH, 51Kl 30Mpar0Th Ha CYCITHHOMY OCTPOBI.

— Mama Mae HajIiro, 10 TH ITIe TIOTOCTHII Y HaC

— 51 6 3amo0kwu, - BigmoBsina EcMme, - ane sk mono tedbe? HamesHo,
Ma€ll Kyny IUIaHiB

— He 30BciM, OkpiM THX IJIaHiB, mo Oyaye Ha MEHE Mama, -
BignoBia JlimiaH, 3aKUIar04YX J0KKOIO IIOCH CX0Ke Ha YaliHi TUCTOYKHU J0
KacTpyJli Ha IUIUTI, - Y HAC MIOWHO PO3MOYAIMCS IIKUThbHI KaHIKYJIH, a
He3abapoMm - decTuBa b ApakoHiB. MaMa BimoBiaibHa 32 yCi 3aX0/IU B
Ecnepanci. | Bona HeoAMIHHO 3BEPHETHCS O MEHE IO JOMOMOTY, TUIHKH-
HO S THHATUMYCh Oe3 nina. [Ipore sKmo TH 3ayMmuiics, y MeHe Oyne
YyIOBHI IPUBII BIITOPOIUTH ceOe Bl OpraHizamiiHux nmutanb. He KoxeH
JIeHb J10 HAC MPUI3AUTH IHIIOCBITSIHUH.

["osoc mpostyHaB 3 BIKOHIISI HA KyXHI.

— Aros?

Temno BMUTE BumapyBajiocs 3 oonmuyaus JlimiaH.

Bonu paszom Buiinumm Ha moABip's 1 moGawwim Jlewiema, 1o
roiiiaBcs mo Toil Oik cTiHU. BiH pUTMIYHO migHIMaBCs 1 OMyCKaBCs Ha
Bojy. EcMe onpasy momaymarna, mo Xjiomnerb X0 JUTh 10 BOII, SK XKIHKa, 110
BOHU 3ycTpiuanu panime. [Ipore, BiH mpocto crosiB Outst «Tamiiy,
nperidyrodn pa3oM 3 HOBHOM.

— Ilpusir, Ecme. IlinBe3tu Te6Ge 1o octpoy Jlaept?
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‘Great,” said Daniel, studiously ignoring Lillian.
The resentment now radiating from Lillian was just as fierce as it had
been back in the plaza.

While Lillian was inside, Daniel took the opportunity to unlatch the
gate and seat himself at the mosaic table. ‘Is that yours?’ he asked,
eyeing Ariane’s bag with considerable interest.

‘It’s my mum’s,’ said Esme. ‘She left it here. But there’s something
odd about it. It feels full, but it isn’t.’

Daniel examined the bag and fiddled with the drawstring.

‘I thought so. Look at the fabric closely. See how it moves?’

The pattern on the lining was swirling around, expanding and
receding before her eyes.

‘My grandmother had one. I was always trying to guess the
password.’

‘Password?’

He handed the bag back to Esme. ‘Can you think of a word your
mother might have used?”

Esme racked her brain. ‘Picton? Spindrift?” The bag didn’t budge.
‘What about names?’ Lillian suggested.

‘Esme!’ said Daniel triumphantly, to no effect.

‘Lucinda?’ Esme tried. ‘Aaron?”

At the mention of ‘Aaron’, the bag came to life. It quivered, then
puffed in and out like a pair of bellows, before stretching out to more
than twice its original size. Esme watched the bag’s contortions in

— Jskyto, ane rajgaro, mo 3aiuirycss Ha neBHui yac. CrpoOyro
Ji3HATHUCS OUTBIIE PO TE, UMM 3aliMaracs MaMma, IOKH Oyia TyT.

— Yynoso, - ckazaB JleHien, crapaHHO IrHOPYIOUH MPHUCYTHICTH
JlimiaH.

HeBnoBoneHns, sike 3apas
HEBHMMOBHO JIFOTUM, SIK 1 Ha TUTOMII.

BUIIPOMIHIOBaJIa [iBUMHA, OYIO

[Toku Jlutian Oyna Bcepeauni, JleHien MUTTIO BIAIMKHYB XBIPTKY Ta
BMOCTHUTHCS 32 MO3aiYHHUI CTOJIHK.

— Ile TBO€? - 3amMTaB BiH, 3 ILIKABICTIO AOCIIKYIOUH CYMKY
Apianu.

— Ile moei mamu, - Biamosiia Ecme, - Bona 3anummna 1i Tyt. Ane
TYT KOiTbcs 1IOCh AuBHE. CKJIalaeThCsl BpaKeHHs, 110 BOHA HANlOBHEHa,
aJjie 1e He Tak.

JleHien orasiHyB CyMKY Ta OKPYTHB 3aCTIOKY.

— S Tak 1 gymaB. [lornsHe Ha TKaHWHY yBaxKHO. bauwmi, sk BoHa
pyxaeTbcsa?

BizepyHOk Ha mIKIamii  KPYXJIAB, PO3MIMPIOBABCA  Ta
3MEHIITYBaBCS.

— ¥ Mo€i 6a0yci OyB Takuid. Sl 3aBXM HaMaraBcsi BraJaTH MapoJib.

— [Tapons?

Bin BinnaB cymxy Ecme.

— CrpoOy#i BrajaTu CI0BO, II€ TEBHO IIOCH BAXKIHMBE IS TBOET
Marepi

EcMme cymmma rojoBy y 310raiKkax:

— IixkTon? Crinapudt?

CyMKa HaBITh HE BOPOXHYJIACh.

— MoxnuBo, cipobyeMo iMeHa? - 3anpononysana JlitiaH.

— Ecme! - T1piym¢ansHo BuUrykHYyB JleHien, ane Takox
0e3pe3yIbTaTHO.

— JIrocinma? - cnpoOyBaia qiBUMHA, - AapoH?
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awed silence. When it had stopped expanding, she fumbled with the
drawstring and peered inside.

She spread the contents out on the table: a small sleeve for
photographs and a coin purse-both of which she vaguely recalled
from home-as well as a jewellery fold and a shell. Esme flipped
through the photos first, stopping at a black-and-white photograph of
herself with her parents, beside the wind harp at Spindrift. Tools were
strewn on the ground around them. They must have just finished
building it. Ariane stood next to Esme and Aaron, a delighted smile
on her face.

She passed it around. ‘That’s Lucinda’s cottage—well, more of a
shack, really.’

“You and your mum do look alike,” said Lillian. ‘And that’s ... your
dad?’

In the photo, Aaron’s face was open and relaxed. There was no trace
of grey in his hair, and his shoulders were straighter, less weighed
down than in recent years.

‘That’s him. He remarried recently. I think one of the reasons Dad
gave up on searching for Mum was because she told him about
Esperance. There’s a letter-l found it just before | came here-a letter
from a doc- tor, questioning Mum’s state of mind. Now I know why
the villagers were always avoiding me, or giving me odd looks. They
must have thought I was going to end up like her.’

[MouyBmmm imM’s AapoHa, cymka pantoMm oxuia. CrioyaTtky BOHA
3aTpeMTiia, MOTIM Haayacs Ta po3ayiacs, sk rnapa cribdonis. [Jari, BoHa
pO3TrHyNacss OUTBII HDK YZIBIYi BiJI CBOTO MOYATKOBOTO po3Mmipy. Ecme
MOBUKHM CHOCTepiraia 3a BUTHHaMu TOpOMHKHU. Konm piu 3akiHumia cBii
puTyan, [iBYMHA HaMalajla IIHYPOK 1 3a3UpHYJa BCEPEIUHY JUBO-
apTtedaxry.

Bona posknana BmicT TopOuHkM Ha crul. Cepen Hux OyB
HEBEJIMYKUM 40X0J1 3 poTorpadisMu Ta ramanens it MoHeT. OO0uB1 pedi
TaKOX HEBUPA3HO, HIOW Jenb BIAYYTHUM JOTHKOM, Harajajid Mpo IiM.
Tako>k, BOHU 3HAMILIN MIILIEYOK AJis MpUKpac 1 Mmynuto. EcMe npuitHsiiack
ropratu (otorpadii. [Tornsa 3ynuHUBCS HAa YOPHO-OUTIN CBITIMHI, J€
Oynu 300pakeHi Oathku Ta cama kpuxitka Ecme. Came doto - 3pobneHe
outa appu y Cningpudti. HaBkoao HUX BUUIIIO PO3TIEIITH PO3KHIaH1
IHCTpyMeHTU. BOHH, IEBHO, 1I0ITHO 3aKIHYMIIM MTPOLIEC BUTOTOBJIEHHS L€
apdu. Apiana crosia mopsia 3 Ecme Ta AapoHOM 13 TPHEMHOIO TTOCMIIIKOIO
Ha 0014yl

Bona nepenana gorokapTky mani:

— e koremxk JlrociHau, TouHime, OyeMo BiIBEpTI, Xayra.

— Bu 3 mamoro HeHWMOBIpHO CXOXIi, - cka3ana JlimiaH, - A 1ei
YOJIOB’STa... TBiM TaTO?

Ha dotorpadii o6muuust Aapona Oys10 JIETKHMM Ta PO3CIa0ICHUM.
Ha Bonocci cuBMHA 1Ie HE BCTHIJIA 3aJUIIMTH CBIA CiIija, a Tuiedi Oyiau
HIMPOKUMHU, MEHII CKYyTUMHU, HK OCTaHHIM 4acOM.

— e BiH. baTpko HemogaBHO 0ApYX)UBCA BApyre. ['afaro, oqHier0
3 MPUYMH, YOMY TaTo NPUNUHUB MOIIYKH MaMu, Oyao Te, IO BOHA
posnoBsina iiomy npo Ecniepanc. Hanepenoiui moaopoxi croiu, st 3HalIILIa
JUCT Bi JiKapsi, KU CyMHIBaBCS Yy NyIIEBHOMY CTaHi Mamu. Temep s
PO3YMIit0, YOMY CEJISTHH 3aBKIU YHHUKAIH MeHe a00 31M3UM OKOM TUBUIIHCS.
Bonait mymany, 1o s 3aKiH4y Tak camo, SIK BOHA.
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Esme scrutinised her mother’s possessions. The shell was as big as
her palm, and indigo in colour, its smooth surface speckled with
dozens of tiny, milky-white dots, like a constellation of stars. It
wasn’t a surprise to find it in amongst her mother’s things; Ariane
was an avid collector of shells, and had often used them as subjects
in her paintings.

Inside the jewellery fold lay an amethyst ring, a gold chain, and a
couple of silver bracelets. She wrapped them up again. It felt strange,
looking through her mother’s jewellery without her there.

The wad of notes tucked into the bottom weren’t ones she recognised.
She peeled off a note. A wind harp adorned one side of the yellow
paper. Pictured on the reverse was the face of one of the founders of
Esperance. It was Michail Agapios, whose statue Esme had seen in
the plaza.

‘Is this much?’ she asked, passing some of the crinkled notes to
Lillian.

Lillian held up the yellow note. ‘That’s ten merles. And this, Lillian
held up a pink one, ‘this one’s worth twenty. This, and the rest, should
last you weeks’.

Esme piled everything back into the bag, and pulled the string tight.
‘Now what?’

‘Same password,’ said Daniel.

Saying Aaron’s name again tugged at Esme’s heart. Even while
Ariane had been here, Aaron’s name had still been on her lips, Esme’s
father uppermost in her mind.

Daniel pushed aside the tea tray to reveal a reclining mermaid, pieced
out in shimmering silver tesserae. A number of the tiles were missing,
and he rested his hand over the squares where the stone lay bare.

Ecme munbHO ornsiHyna piy Apianu. Mynuis Oyna 3aBOUIbIIKH 3 11
JIOJIOHIO, KOJBOPY iHAMro. Ii TiajeHpka IOBEpXHS Oyla MOLATKOBAHA
0e3144I0 KPUXITHUX MOJIOYHO-OUTHX Kparodok, HeMoB cy3ip's. He cramno
HECTIOIBaHKOIO 3HAKTH 11 cepen pedel marepi: ApiaHa Oyna BigjgaHuUM
KOJICKI[IOHEPOM MYIIEINb 1 4acTO HaJMXalach HUMH Yy CTBOPEHHI CBOIX
KapTUH. YcCepeauHi MilleuKy 3 KOIITOBHOCTSIMU JIEKAaB aMETHCTOBHUUN
NepCTeHb, 30JI0TUH JIAHIIIOXKOK Ta KUIbKa cpiOHUX OpacneriB. BoHa 3HOBY
3axoBajla iX. byno HEMPUCTOMHUM PO3IUBIATUCSA IPUKPACU MAMU HE Y i1
HNPUCYTHOCTI.

Kynka GaHKHOT, BiFKJIaJeHa Ha YOPHUHN JI€Hb, Oyna HE3BUYHOIO.
Ecme Butarnyna onny 3 Hux. Ha ogHomMy Oo1li >KOBTYBAaTOTO Mamipiist
KpacyBasacs BirpoBa apda. Ha 3Bopoti - 0O6auddst 0JHOTO 13 3aCHOBHHKIB
Ecnepancy. lle O6yB Muxaitno Aramioc, ckyiasnTypy sikoro Ecme
crorjisiaaia Ha IUIOLI.

— Ile Oararo? - 3amuWTayia BOHA, NEpeNalOUd KUTbKa 3IM'ATHX
6ankHOT JlinmiaH.

Jlimian mpocTArHya OJMH 3 TaMipIIiB:

— Ile mecsate mepiiB. A 1e, - Jlimian migHsUIa POKEBY, - BapTye
nBamsATh. [{poro Ta pemrtr T061 BUCTAYUTh HA KUThKA THXKHIB

Ecme noknana Bce Ha3aj 10 TOPOMHKH 1 MIITHO 3aTArjIa MOTY3KY:

— I o renep?

— Toit cammii maposb, - cka3aB [leHien.

Komm im's Aapona 3nerino 3 Byct Ecme, y 1i cepiii 3HOBY ThOXHYIIO.
Hagite konmu Apiana Oyna TyT, iM's AapoHa HE JIMIIAJIO CBIIOMOCTI, a
6arpko Ecme 3aiimaB nepiie miciie y KpyroBepTi ii TyMOK.

JleHien BiICYHYB TaIl0 3 4YaeM, adHM IMOKa3aTH JieKady pycalyky,
BUKIIQJICHY MEPEeXTIIMBUMU cpibnsgctuMu Teccepamu. Kynku ¢parmeHTiB
IUIUTKU HE BHCTayajo. XJOoNelb MPoBIB PYKOIO MO KBajpaTax, A€ KaMiHb
3aJIMILIUBCS OTOJICHUM.
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‘I remember this from years back. Needs a patch up, don’t you think?’
Esme caught the plea for reconciliation in his words, but if Lillian
had, she ignored it.

Esme had no idea what their ongoing quarrel was about, but felt
pressure to try to say something-anything-to defuse the tension. If it
weren’t for Daniel, she might still be wandering around Laertes
Island, even blundering into a furious nesting dragon’s den. And if it
weren’t for Lillian, she would have nowhere to stay, and no offer to
stay longer.

‘She’s a mermaid, right?” Esme asked uncertainly, touching the
mosaic. Lillian answered. ‘That’s a siren. The sirens guard the
songspells of Aeolia. And she’s not really a she. Their sex is
indeterminate.’

Esme examined the fishtailed creature more closely. The siren wore
a circlet of silver, but was missing the traditional long tresses of a
mermaid.

‘What was that?’

‘She said it’s hot,” Esme cut in hastily. ‘We should go for a swim, or
something’.

Lillian gaped at her, but Daniel looked appeased.

‘Good idea. I could take us in Talia, to the lagoon.’

Lillian shook her head and picked up the tray.

The tension in the air was more palpable than ever.

‘Well, at least Esme and I are making an effort,” said Daniel.

Lillian dropped the tray back on to the table.

— S mam'sraro e, Bimkomu cBiT cBitoMm. [loTpebye nmaTku, 4u He
Tak?

Ecme BnoBuna y ioro cioBax Jie[b BIIYyTHE OnaraHHs PO
NPUMHUpPEHHs, ane Akmo Jlutian 1 movyna Horo, To 3a CTapoI0 3BHYKOIO,
POIrHOpYBaJa.

EcMe #1 ragky He MaJia Ipo IPUYMHY IXHBOT 3aIIeKII01 cBapku. BoHa
JIMII BiJuyBaJla Halpyry Ta TUcK. J[iBUMHa BOJIIa CKa3aTH LI0Ch — OoJail
0Ch, adu po3psiautu atmochepy. SAxoOu ne Jlenien, BoHa, eBHaA pi, 10CI
Onykana 6 octpoBoM Jlaept. SIkio nonepeaHpo He moTpanuia O 70 JIirea
posmoueHoro apakona. Ta i 6e3 Jlimian, EcMe He mana 6 maxy Han
TOJIOBOIO, Ta HABPSI UM XTOCH 3AIPOTIOHYBAB 3JTUIIATHUCH III€ HA TIEBHHUHA
Jac.

— Bona pycanka, BipHO? - HEBNEBHEHO mollikaBuiacs Ecme,
TOpKarounch Mo3aiku. JIiTian BiAMoOBLIA:

— Ile cupena. Bonu oxopoHsroTh miceHH1 3akiauHanHs Eouii. Ta #
He 30BCIM NPaBMIBHO HApiKaTH iCTOTY KiHOUOIO 0CO00I0. IXHS CTaTh
HEBH3HAUCHA.

Ecme posamBunacs puboxBocTe CTBOpiHHSA YyBaxkHime. CupeHa
HOCHJIa CpIOHUH MepCTeHb, ale il OpaKyBajao TUMOBUX JAOBTHX IACM, SIK Y
pycaox.

— IITo BoHa GoBKHYIa?

— Bomna ckazana, 1mo cnekoTHO, - MOCHIIIHO BTpyTmiaca Ecme, -
Mu MaeMoO IITH IIOILIaBaTH, aboIio0".

Jlinian po33sBuiia pota, ajie [leHien BUTIIAIaB BJOBOJICHHIM:

— Uynosa ixes, miarpumyro! S Moxy BiBe3TH Hac Ha «Tamii» 10
JaryHH.

Jlinian moxuTana rojoBoo 1 B3suia Tamto. Hanpyra y moBiTpi Oyna
HACTUTBKH BITYYTHOIO, 110 37]aBAJIOCH 1l MOXKHA YXOIUTH PYKOIO:

— Hy, npunaiimui Mu 3 EcMe pokianaemMo 3ycuib, - MPOMOBHUB
Jenien. JliniaH mocraBuia Talo Ha3al.
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‘Don’t put it all on me. This is all your fault in the first place!’
‘Look. It grew back, didn’t it?’

Things had taken a very strange turn.

‘What grew back?’ Esme asked.

‘He set me on fire!” Lillian cried.

He snorted. ‘She forgot to mention it was an accident. When she was
eight. We were best friends, up until then.’

‘Were the burns bad? How long did it take to heal?’

‘It was only the end of her plait,” said Daniel.

‘It was worse than that. It was half my hair. And my back was totally
fried, covered in blisters. I was off school for ages.’

‘A week,” he muttered.

‘Well, it felt like ages. I’'m sure there’s still a scar somewhere.’
‘Come on, Lillian,” he protested. ‘I was just going through a phase.’
‘A phase? I’m surprised you didn’t burn our house down-and yours.
You were obsessed with fire. I bet you still are.”

‘How would you know? You’ve ignored me for years! It’s not like I
haven’t tried to apologise. More than once. Honestly, Lillian, you
must hold the world record for holding a grudge.’

Daniel retreated to the gate, where he turned back around, his hands
clenched into fists.

— Any He cMill mepeknagaty Bce Ha MeHe! Mu o0uBa 3HaEMO, 110
1€ TBOSI TpOBHHA!

— Iornsue. BoHo Bimpocio, ere x? - 3anutas [eHien.

Koxwe cioBo Bce Oubiie 3aransuio Ecme y rimyxuit Kyr:

— o Bimpocno? - morikaBuinack Ecme.

— Bin mene migmanus! - Jlirian 3ammakana.

IOHak num ri1y31MBO MUPXHYB:

— He Gapucs npuragaru, mo e OyB HemacHui Bunaaok. Komu iit
Oyno Bicim. Jlo 1i€i icTopii, Mu Oyliu HE pO3Ui Bo/Ia

— Omniku Oynu cunpHUMHU? SIK JOBro BOHM 3aroroBaiucs? -
cTypOoBaHO MpooBKyBajna Ecme.

Ta ropi, e OyB nuIIe KIHYKK i KOCH, - BiAnoBiB [[eHier.

— Bce Oyno nabararo ripmie. [lonoBuHa Moro Bosioccs 00ropisio
BIICHT. A MOsI criiHa OyJia BKpUTA OIKaMHU Ta THIKAMHU MyXHpsMu. S He
BIJIBIyBaJia IIKOJY [Ty BIYHICTb

— Twxnaens, - cripoctyBaB JleHien.

— 3aneBHsI10, BITYYBAJIOCH SK I1ij1a BIUHICTh. ['afgato, s i 1oci Maro
Ipamu.

— OO0y, Jlimias, - 3anpoTecTyBaB Mapyook, - Y MeHe MpocTo OyB
CKJIQJTHUH TIepIO/I.

— Cxnagauit iepion? S mpocTo BpakeHa, SIK TH HE CHAJIMB HAIl
OyIMHOK, Ta ¥ cBili 10 Kynu. Tu OyB onepkumuii BorHeM. b'focst 00 3aknan,
3apa3 Bce ¥ JI0Ci O-CTapoMy Ta IM0-TaBHBOMY.

— 3Bigkinsg To61 e 3HaTH? Ty 0OMUHATIA MEHE JIECATOIO JOPOT0I0
ctinbku pokiB! [Ipore s He mommmar crpo® 3700yTH TBOE MPOIIEHHS.
besniu pazi. Ha uncroty, Jlitian, TH, 1eBHO, CBITOBHUI PEKOPICMEH 3
yMiHHS Taitu 0Opasy.

Jlenien pymwMB [0 BOpIT, HIiCAS YOr0 pPO3BEPHYBCS, MIIHO
CTHCHYBILIU KyJIaKH:
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‘So that’s it? We’ll just let another seven years pass by. Is that the
plan?’

‘There’s a problem, Esme cried out. ‘With this plan’.

‘What?’

Daniel and Lillian said simultaneously.

‘This swim plan, I mean,’ she said, quickly improvising. ‘All I’ve got
with me is a book and a bag. Nothing else. No swimmers.’

The tension broke.

Lillian gave Esme a begrudging smile.

‘I’ve got some you can borrow.’

‘Wait. I didn’t agree to this.’

‘Too late. I’ll go get Talia ready.’

‘If you want to go that badly, I guess I'll join you.’

“You really didn’t talk to each other for seven years, because of one
accident?’

Daniel and Lillian said nothing. All she saw was two guilty faces. It
was as if their fight had been going on for so long they had forgotten
what had started it.

‘When you put it that way,” said Lillian, ‘I suppose it wasn’t such a
big deal. But it felt like it at the time. | guess when lots of big things
are happening around you ... little things can blow out of proportion.
‘I’1l say,” Daniel muttered.

‘Hey, I’m trying to apologise here,’ said Lillian. ‘You missed it. [’'m
done.’

Chapter 8

A short while later, Esme leaned over the side of Talia, watching
Daniel disappear into the grey-green depths of the lagoon. The water
stretched out ahead of her, a sheet of cool relief, waiting for her to
slip underneath.

— To6To 1e Bce? Mu 3HOBY yCTUMO Ha CaMOTUIUB I CiM POKiB?
To e TBiit TuIan?

— € npobnema, - Buryknyna Ecme, - 3 1iuM miaHoM.

— To0t10? - cka3anu Jlenien i JIurian BogHOYAC.

— 51 maro Ha yBa3i IUTaH 3 KyIIaHHAM, - OOBKHYJIa BOHA, HAIPOYY/I
MIBUJIKO IMIIPOBi3yroud, - Bce, mo y MeHe 3 co0or0 - Ie 3alMCHUK Ta
TopOuHKa. butbie Hivoro. JKoaHoro KynajibHUKa

Hamnpyra Bincrynuna. Jlinian nogapyBaia Ecme MIsIBY mOCMIIIKY:

— Y MeHe Ma€ mock OyTH, MOXKY 1TO3u4uTH... CTpuBail. 5 Ha 11e HE
nignucyBanacs! - 3apoTecTyBaia JIiBUMHA.

— Bixe 3anizno. Yac miaroryBatu «Tamito», - perotHyB Jlenien.

— o x, Ecme, konu T Tak CHJIBHO Oa)Kaem MmiTH, TO, MaOyTh, 5
CKJIaJy KOMMaHio, - 3iTxHysa Jluriax.

— To Bu [liiCHO He CHUIKYBAJIUCS CIM POKIB uepe3 1ei HelllacHuil
BHUNAIOK? - mepenutana Ecme.

Henien ta Jlutian HeMoB Boau B poT Habpamu. JliBumHa Oaunia
auiie ABa oOnMYdYsl, MPOHU3aHI MPOBHHOI. BoueBuap, iXHS cBapka
TpHUBaJIa Tak JOBIrO, III0 BOHU i 3a0yiIH, 3 4Or0 BOHA MOYasacs.

— T'apa3zn, konu Tak moaymarw - movana Jlimias, - To, MaOyTh, 11€ HE
Taka BXe W Benuka nmpoosiema. [Ipote To11 MeHI BBHKAIOCh KaTacTpodoro
BCECBITHROTO MacmiTady. ['ajgaro, KOMu OMNUHSENICS Y KPYTOBEpTI
BU3HAYHUX IMOJIH. .. APIOHUII MOXKYTh 37]aBATHUCS 3aHAATO BarOMHUMHM. . .

— Ha nonauy, s... - npodypmoris Jleniern.

— AroB, s TyT BUOauuTUCh Hamararoch! - BuUrykuyna JlimiaH, -
Xoua, Gaiimyxe. Tu Bce mporaBus. Ha nibomy BiiacHe Bce.

Po3aia 8

3ronom Ecme, nepexunuuucs yepes 6opt «Tamii», ciocrepirana,
sk JleHien 3HMKae y cipo-3eleHMX ITMOMHAX jaryHu. Boma crenmmnacs
nepea Hero, HEMOB IMPOXOJIONHUHM penbed B OUIKyBaHHI, 100 TiBUMHA
CKOpIII MOPUHYINA Y ii BOJIOIHHSL.
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It was so unsettling, seeing Daniel disappear beneath the surface, and
not coming back up for air. The dangers of drowning had been drilled
into her since before she could remember. Her whole life had been
spent beside a lighthouse, built to prevent people from perishing in
the waves of Splinter Bay. And for years, she had dreamt of her
mother sinking beneath the waves. Daniel resurfaced and kicked
away from the boat. Lillian, sitting on the cross- bench beside her,
watched him with a funny expression on her face.

‘Thanks,’ she said to Esme.

‘For what?”

“You got us talking again. She clambered over the side, mumbling as
she went. ‘Although I think we might have forgotten how to be
friends’

Esme’s mind raced back to her experience in the portal: the way the
water had closed in on her, the way it had forced her down, the way
everything had faded to black.

Her first breath under the water was jarring and strange, but air
flowed in at once, just the way it had in the rock pool. She fought the
urge to kick back up, and soon began to relish the freedom. There
were no masks or snorkels to contend with down here, and the water
didn’t sting her eyes-nor, when she ventured down a few feet, did her
ears suffer from the pressure. This weightless world was hers to
explore.

For a while, Esme, Daniel, and Lillian hung a few feet below the
surface, observing the movement around them. Small fish flitted
above, weaving in and out of water dappled by the sunlight, while
larger fish drifted below in languorous procession. A school swept up
from the depths, their silver forms flickering around like darts of

Koxnoro pasy, xonu JleHien 3HUKaB IMiJ NMOBEPXHEIO Ta HE
MIOCIIIIIAB TTOBEPHYTUCH 3a JOPOTOLIHHMUMH KOBTKaMHU HOBiTps{ cepre
Ecme thoxkano. Crpax HOTOHyTI/I Oys BukapOyBaHuii y ii CBitoMOCTi Tak
JIOBTO, CKiTbKH [iBYMHA ceOe mam’sTae. 11 KuTTa mpoMaiiHyo Koo Maska,
SKUW 3aBaguB THOeni coTeHb Jonei y xBwiax Crutrintep-beii. Poxamu
JiBYMHI MApPUIIOCh, SIK i MaTip TOHE Yy MMOJIOHI Oe3MoIa HIX XBUIIb. JleHiesn
BUPHUHYB Ta BIIITOBXHYBCSA BiJ cynHa. JliniaH, 1Mo cuauia Ha MonepeyHii
NaBIi MOpyd, CHOCTepirana 3a HUM. 1i oOmMYYs 3arpano KyMeJHUM
BUPA30M:

— Jskyto, - cka3ana BoHa EcMme.

— 3a mo? - 34MBOBAHO IIOIIKABUIIACH AIBUYMHA.

— 3a Te, MO0 MU 3HOBY CHUIKYeEMOCH, - JlumiaH mepenizia uepes
Oasiky, Hagam OypMouy4H, - Xo4a s JyMaro, 10 MU, TIEBHA P14, 3a0yiH, SIK
e - OyTu Apy3sMHu.

VY ronosi EcMe mpoHecnacs 3rajgka mpo mopTai: K BoJa HaKpHiia
il, @ MOTIM MiJICTYIMTHO TATHYJA A0 CBOIX TNIMOWH, SIK BCE HABKOJIO HIOM
MIOTPAINJIO JIO TTOJIOHY MITHMH.

[Tepmmit Bqux 1mix Bosioro OyB JAOBOJII HECMIOJAIBAHUM Ta TUBHUM:
MOBITPsI OJJpa3y JIMHYJIO BCEPEANHY, TaK CaMo, SIK 1 B KaM'ssHOMY OaceifHi.
Bona BiguaiinymHo Ooponacs 3 OakaHHSIM BHHHPHYTH, a He3abapoMm
royvasia HacoJIoPKyBaTUCs cB0001010. TyT He aH1 Macok, aHi TpyOok. Bona
HE IIUIaJIa 0Yi, a KOJM BOHA HABAKWIIACS CIIYCTUTHUCS TIMOIIE, 1l ByXa He
CTpakaaiau Bix THCKy. Lleit HeBaroMuii CBIT OyB BIIKPUTHM IS i1 TI3HAHHS
Ta JTOCIIDKECHHS.

Hesxuii yac Ecme, Jlenien Ta Jlutian mepeOyBanu Ha TIHOMHI
KUTBKOX METPIB ITi/I TOBEPXHEIO BOM, CIIOCTEPIraroyy 3a BUPOM HABKOJIO.
HpibHi pubku mypxaiau Bropi, B’IOHKO BHUTAHIILOBYIOUH Y IPOMEHSX
COHSAYHOTO CBiTJa. bkl MOpChKi kuTeni apeidyBanu Ha JH1 Y MIIOCHIH
KpYyrosepTi. 3 IIMOMHU BUHUPHYA 3rpasd, ii cpibascTi oOpa3su MepexTinu
HaBKOJIO, HEMOB CBITJIOBI CIUCH. BOHM pUTMIYHO MOTOHIyBaluCs B TaKT
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light. They swayed in time with the currents of the lagoon, a
synchronised concert conducted by an invisible hand.

The fish moved off, and Esme watched their departure, captivated by
their dance, until Lillian tapped her on the shoulder urgently. A
shadow was spreading across the lagoon’s surface. They quickly
stroked away from it, and then turned to see a rush of gold scales slam
into the scattering school.

A dragon.

It swallowed dozens of fish in its great maw before shooting up out
of the water. Esme and the others kicked to the surface to see it rising
back up into the sky. On their way back into the city, Talia passed by
the spot where the dragon had dived. The fish were long gone, and a
solitary ray circled in the water.

‘So, what do dragons eat?’” Esme asked.

‘Fish, mostly,” said Daniel. ‘They don’t eat people. At least, never on
purpose.’

Talia took them up the Palace Canal toward the lake, where they
could easily access the waterways leading to Lillian’s house. It was
getting late: night and day were jostling for possession of the city.
The upper storeys of buildings were still lit with gold, but below, the
colour faded out to blacks and greys, leaving only oblique lines and
shapes in the canals and on the shores.

Just before the canal’s end, Daniel directed Talia toward one of the
squares that filled the gaps between the storeyed mansions. A large
statue stood in its centre: an image of a youth who appeared more
flesh than marble in the fading light. The vision of sinewy, marbled
beauty held a torch aloft, keenly searching out something over the
water, muscles straining to escape the plinth that anchored him in

tedii sarynu. Ouyam BiIKpHBCS CHHXPOHHUH KOHIIEPT, SIKUM TUPUTyBajia
HEBUJMMa pyKa.

Pubu pymunu noss, a Ecme npoBopkana ix noriasaoM, 3a4apoBaHa
ixaim tanneM. Ta panrom Jlimian norieckana ii mo miedy. 3arajgkoBa TiHb
npoMaifHysa MOBEpXHEIo JIaryHH. [IUUTiTKY MIBUAKO Jaimu Jparaka, aie
JONUTIIMBICTG B3suta Topy. BoHM oOepHymucs Ta moOaumid, SIK TOTIK
30JI0TAaBO1 JIYCKA BCTPOMHMBCSI y 3Tparo, IO po3CiioBajiacs 3a JIYeHI
CEKYH/IU.

HpakoH.

BiH npokoBTHYB JecSITKH pUO CBOEIO BEIMUYE3HOIO MAIIE0, MEpII
HDK BHUCKOB3HYTH 3 BOJM, HEMOB cTpiia. EcMme Ta iHIII BUApANaInCh Ha
MOBEPXHIO, a0W CTMOCTEpIraTh, K BiH MITHIMAETHCS Ha3ald 0 HEOOCXHUITY.
[nsxom g0 Mmicta, «Tamis» mpoxoauiia MoB3 MICIUHY, /€ TIPHYB JIPaKOH.
Bix pubu 1 ciigy He 3aHMIIIIOCS, a Y BOJ1 3BHBACS CAMOTHIN MPOMIHb.

— A 4uM XapuyroThcs ApakoHu? - 3anuTtana Ecme.

— 3a3Buyail puboro, - ckazaB [enien, - BoHu He imaTh roAei.
[IpunaiiMHi, HABMHCHO

«Tamisgy pymmna IlanamoBuM KaHaiIoM 0 03€pa, 3BIIKH BOHHU
MOTJIA JIETKO MICTATUCS BOJHMX IUIAXIB, IO BeMM 0 OyauHKy JlimiaH.
byno Bxe mi3HO: neHb 1 HiY4 OopoJsvMcs 3a BOJOMIHHS MicToM. Jlaxu
Oy/iBeIb BCE 1€ BUTPABAJIN 30JI0TOM, aJie BHU3Y KOJIIp BUIBITAB 10 YOPHO-
Ciporo, 3ajMIIar4H 1Mo codi Koci JiHii Ta 00pucH Ha Oeperax.

[lepen xinmem kanany, Jlenien HampaBuB «Tamito» 10 onHiel 3
IJIONI, SIKI  3alOBHIOBAIM TPOMDKKM MDK  0araTomoBEpXOBHUMH
ocoOHsikamMu. Benuuna cratys kpacyBasiacsi y neHTpi miomii. [locrarrtio
OyB IOHAK, KM y 3racaroyoMy CBITJIi TOXOJIUB HA )KUBY JIIOJUHY, aHDK Ha
MapMypOBY CKYIBITYpY. MOHYMEHT M’S3HCTOT IOCTaBH Ta BUTOHYEHOCTI
TPUMaB CMOJIOCKHUIT yropi, MUJIBHO BUIIYKYIOUYH IOCHh HaJ BOJOK0. M's3u
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place. As Talia idled in the twilight, the torch surged into life, tongues
of flame twisting high in the air.

‘Prometheus,” explained Daniel to Esme. ‘By Tarnini, the most
famous sculptor in Aeolia. His works so embodied the spirit of the
ancient gods, that the gods imbued them with their own power. Those
flames appeared out of nowhere. Each night at dusk it lights up-it has
for centuries.’

‘Ancient gods? And they’re still around?’

Daniel’s eyes were dancing. ‘Maybe’

Lillian sighed. ‘Of course it wasn’t the gods. An enchanter must have
set it up a long time ago.’

They lapsed into silence as Talia drifted on. Shadows flickered in the
moving currents behind them. One drew Esme’s eye. Strangely, it
never wavered with the light.

It stayed with them, trailing them up the canal.

It could be nothing, thought Esme, but a shiver skittered up her spine.
She nudged Lillian. ‘See that? Behind us?’

Lillian twisted back for a brief look.

‘I can’t see a thing.

When Talia entered the lake, Lillian turned around again and studied
the water more intently. In the deepening twilight, the water was an
impenetrable black, and utterly still.

‘Daniel,” said Esme. ‘Stop a moment.’

HEMOB KUK y cripo0ax BUpBATUCH 3 IUIiH(DH, sKa KaliJaHaMU TPUKYJa
no uporo Mmicus. Ilokm «Tamis» mpocToroBana y CyTIHKaxX, CMOJIOCKHI
O’KUB, a S3UKH MOJIYM's] CIIUCAMH 3aKPYTUIIMCS BUCOKO y TOBITPI.

— «[Ipomereii», - Jlenien mosicauB Ecwme, - PoGora TapwiHi,
BUJIATHOTO CKyibHTopa Eouii. Floro BUTBOpM HACTiNbKM BTiMIOBATH IyX
naBHIX OO0XeECTB, IO Ti HAAULUIM iX BiIacHO cwioio. lle momym's
3'sBusiocss  HI3BiAKW. IlloBedopa, $K TUIBKM CYTIHKHM TOPKAaKOThCS
HebocxuiTy, BOHO cnanaxye. Lle TpuBae Bxke OaraTo CTOJITS.

— CraponasHi 0oru? BoHnu 1ie icHy1OTbh?

Oui [leniena 3a0iranu, HEMOB y MONIYKaxX MiAKAa3KH :

— MoxauBo

JliniaH 31TXHYNA.

— QOueBugHo, MO Ile He Oorn. BreBHeHa, Ile BUTIBKA SKOI'OCH
JaKTyHa

VYci Tpoe TMOpUHYAM Yy KOJIMCKY MOBYaHHS, MMOKH «Tamis»
MPOJIOBXKYBaJIa CBIM MUIAX. TiHI MEPEXTUIM B PyXOMHX IOTOKaxX MO3aiy.
Ecme 3BepHyna cBoto yBary Ha ofHy 3 HHX. Ha a1BO, BOHA K0JHOTO pa3y
HE KOJIMBajacs Bij JpKepena cBitia. TiHb cirimyBana 3a HUMH, BIIPOJOBXK
KaHally. MOIIMBO, 11e¢ HIYOr0 HE O3Hauae, moxymana Ecme, mpoTe Bin
mo6aveHoro y Hei BoJjioccs ctajno quOku. Bona mrroBxnyna Jlimias :

— bayum nie? Ochb Tam, no3aay Hac?

Jlinian moBepHynacs Ha3ad, OO0 MMIBUIKO OKHHYTH MOTJISIOM
MICIIUHY :

— Sl nidoro He Oauy.

Komu «Tamnis» 3numnacs 3 o3zepom, Jlimian 3HOBY o3upHynacs i
NWIbHILIE MOTJSHYIAa Ha TITUOMHU. Y CyTiHKaX Boja Oylia HEPOHUKHO-
YOPHOIO 1 a0COIOTHO HEPYXOMOIO.

— Jlenien, - cka3ana EcMe, - 3ynuHUCh Ha XBUJIUHKY.
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Daniel stopped the boat opposite the entrance to the palace and
brought it around side-on. Whatever it was stirred about twenty feet
away.

‘Did you see that?’ Esme asked. The water rippled then rippled again.
Something reared out of the lake. A grotesque creature-some sort of
hybrid creation, with the flared head of a cobra and the diamond-
shaped body of a ray-balanced motionless on its long tail.

It hovered there like a hooded grey ghost, before sliding back into the
water.

For once, Daniel and Lillian were as stunned as she was.

‘Watch out!” Esme yelled, grabbing the oars and throwing one at
Daniel.

The beast breached out of the lake and let out a blood-curdling hiss.
The curve of its hood framed a face straight from the underworld, its
eyes blood-red slits of rage. A forked tongue flickered along two
fearsome fangs. The creature fixed its eyes on Esme, and lunged.

Chapter 9

Daniel swung his oar, but Esme got in first, smashing the creature
right in the face. Thwack! As it fell, Daniel belted it with the other
one. The boat pitched wildly as his oar connected. The creature
collapsed backward. It quickly recovered and propelled itself out of
the lake again.

‘Duck!” Esme cried, pulling Lillian down into the bowels of the boat.
The ray sailed right over them, its spiked tail lashing across the space
where their heads had been only moments before. Enraged, it
launched itself at them a third time —

JleHien 3ynuHUB YOBEH KOJIO BXO/1Y /IO Maally Ta epeBepHyB Horo
Ha Oik. bomaii mo 1e 0yi10, BOHO 3aBOPYIIMIIOCS 32 JIECATOK METPIB BiJ
HUX.

— Tu e GaumB? - 3anmrana Ecme, - Boma 3arpemrina, moTiMm
IMITYJIbC IOBTOPHBC!

Ta pantom, icToTa BUHHpHY/IA 3 o3epa. [ poTeckHE CTBOPIHHSA -
I0Ch Ha KIITAIT TiOpuaa, 3 PO3KIBOIICHOK TOJOBOK KOOpH 1
POMOOBHAHUM TUIOM, IIO HEPYXOMO OajgaHCyBaJO Ha JOBIOMY XBOCTI.
Bono HaBuci0 Hajx BO/IOIO, HEMOB cipa MpHMapa y KamiolIOHI, a MOTIM
npoBaniiocs: mig Boxy. Llporo pasy Jlenien ta Jlimian Ttak camo Oymnu
OTOPHYTI1 CTpaxoM, sIK IHIIOCBITSIHKA Ecme.

— Crepexucs! - kpukHyna Ecme, xanmatoun Becna Ta XOypistioun
oxue [leniemro.

Ictora BUHHpHYJa 3 03€pa, ICIS YOro IMPOJYHAIO KpPUBaBe
IUTIHHSA. BUTHYTHH KamomoH 00paMIIsiB MOPIY CTBOPIHHS, IO SBHJIOCS
TIPSIMO 3 MiZ3eMHOTO CBiTy. Moro odi mepeanBanich KpHBaBO-4ePBOHUMH
npopizamu JioTi. BunononiOHui sI3UK 3BUBABCS 3-TIOMDK JIBOX CTPAITHUX
3y0iB. IcToTa BTynuna cBiit morysin y Ecme 1 3poOuiia pi3kuii BUma.

Po3aia 9

Jlenien 3amaxHyBCsi BeciioM, alie EcMe BcTHIiIa 3aBmatu yaap 1o
JKaxJIMBiH icToTi mepioto. bym! BMuth TBaproka Bnasna, a J{enien o6xonus
ii iHmmM BecoM. YoBeH BiTMYyTHO XUTHYJIO, KOJIM HOTO Becja 3yCTpPLINCS
y cytuui. IcroTa pyxHyina Haza.

[IpoTe, mOTBOpA IIBUIKO OTOBTAJNACS Ta 3HOBY PHHYJIA JIO TIIHOHH.

— Ilpurnucs! - 3akpuvana Ecme, Tsaruyuu Jlimian yrnu0 4doBHa.
Ckar npomaiiHyB npsMO HaJl HUMH, Horo roctpuii xBicT B/lapuB o Tomy
MICITIO, Jie IIOMHO Oynu iXHi roysoBu. Po3rHiBaHMiA, BIH KUHYBCS Ha HHUX
BTpETE. ..
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But then stopped in midflight. Only inches from Esme. The air turned
cold around her. Ice was forming around the creature, encasing it in
a frozen prison. A blast of pale-blue air, sparkling with countless tiny
particles of frost, was emanating from the fingers of a black-
uniformed palace official on the opposite shore. Once the creature
was fully contained, the official waved her hands in a circular motion,
drawing the frozen mass toward her. 1t made a rough landing on the
jetty, spraying chips of ice everywhere.

Lillian had gone white.

‘What-what is that thing?’

By now, a crowd of onlookers had gathered on the nearby bridge, and
others along the shore had stopped to watch as well. The palace
official called out to them from the jetty, beckoning them toward her.
They climbed out of Talia and gathered around the comatose
creature. Even trapped inside the block of ice, it was a startling sight.
Its malicious face leered up at them.

‘Wait here, please,’ said another official, stern eyes sweeping over
the three of them. ‘All of you.’

He strode back toward the palace, and returned with some water and
an armful of blankets.

‘The lord mayor wants to see you. I’ll show you to his office. Follow
me.’

Lillian had regained some of her colour, and she quickly interjected.
‘There’s no need. I know my way around. My mother works here.
I’m Lillian Lovell. My mother’s Miranda Lovell, Events Director.’
The official nodded, and went to usher away the crowd.

‘The lord mayor?” asked Esme. ‘What would he want with us?’

... Ane moTiM 3acTur y mosiboTi. JIuiie B KUTbKOX CEKyHJax Bil
Ecme. IloBiTps HaBKOJO [IBUMHM BMHUTH CTajJO XOJOTHUM. IctoTra
OTIMHWJIACS Y KPYDKaHIM MacTIll, SiKa yB's3HIOBaMA ii CBOIM X0s1010M. BHOyx
071110-0JJAKUTHOTO TIOBITPSL BHUOJIMCKYBaB HE3JIIYCHHUMHU KPUXITHUMHU
YaCTUHKAaMH JbOAY. MariuHuii CTpyM BHPBaBCS 3 HaJbI[iB YMHOBHHUIII,
BOpaHOi y YOopHY yHihopMy Ha NpOTHIEKHOMY Oepe3i kaHamy. Komm
NMoTBOpa OyJa MOBHICTIO 3HEPYXOMJICHA, JKIHKA JIMII JISTKUMHU 3MaxamMu
PYK TIPUTSATIIa KpUKaHOTO B si3HS 70 ceOe. CTBOPIHHS Bif[paszy K PYXHYIO
Ha TIpUYaJl Ta 3aJUIIIIIO TI0 CO01 OPEOJT 3 YIAMKIB JIbOTY.

Jlinian no6uiina:

— IIlo ue 3a TBaproka?

Ha mocty Bxe 3i0paBcst HaTOBI TUisiaaviB. JIroau, Mo mTpOXOoauiTu
MOB3, TAKOXX 3YMHUHIINCS CIOCTepirati. YWHOBHMII, MO IMpaIoBaga y
nasari, TyKHyJsa 10 TPl 3 mpuyaay Ta HoKIuKaia 10 cebe. Bonu Buimiznu
3 «Taumii» Ta 3i10panucss HaBKOJIO HEMPUTOMHOI icToTH. HaBiTh y macTini
KpWIKaHOi OpWJIM, CTBOPIHHS CHPAaBILIO HeaOWsKe BpakKeHHS. 3JiCHA
MoOp/Jia 3upKajia Ha HUX.

— 3auekaiite TyT, Oyab Jlacka, - IPOMOBHB IHIITUH YMHOBHHK Ta
OKHMHYB CYBOPHM TMOTJISAOM MiTITKIB, - Koxken

Bin mokpokyBaB 10 manaiy 1 MOBEpHYBCS 3 KyXJIeM BOJAU Ta
00EepEeMKOM KOBJI.

— ITan mep Oaxxae 6aunTh Bac. S cympoBOKY O HOTO KaOIHETY.
Crinyiite 3a MHO10. Jlutie Jlinian BiTHOBHIIO CBili MPUPOTHUIA KOJIIp, 1 BOHA
HIBUAKO BTPYTHIIACA :

— Hemae motpebu. S 3naro manan, ik cBOi M'ITh MajibIliB. TyT
npairoe Most mama. S Jlimian JlaBemn. Most matu - Mipanaa JlaBenn,
TUPEKTOp 3 opranizaiii 3axoAiB. YMHOBHUK KHMBHYB 1 MIIIIOB PO3TaHITH
HATOBII.

— Ilan mep? - nepenutana Ecme, - Illo iomy Bix Hac moTpiOHO?
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Lillian pointed to a pair of arched windows above the palace’s
imposing front doors.

‘He might have seen what happened from up there. His office looks
out over the lake.’

Esme, shaken by the encounter with the creature, and acutely aware
of her damp and bedraggled appearance, felt very unprepared for a
meeting with what sounded like the highest official in Esperance.

Dazzling artworks covered every inch of the entrance hall’s ceiling:
oval frescoes in gilded frames. The largest painting depicted nymphs,
sirens, and other denizens of the sea gathered around Poseidon,
trident in hand. A series of large blue banners hung from flagpoles
mounted along the walls, each adorned with a crest: a crest segmented
into four quadrants, displaying a harp, a dragon, a nautilus shell, and
a royal sceptre. Each crest was topped with a golden orb.

A long sweep of marbled floor led to a double spiral staircase at the
back of the entrance hall. On the next floor up, Lillian led them down
a wide corridor, past por- traits of distinguished men and women in
blue mayoral robes. An official waved them through and they stopped
before a set of panelled doors. Beyond lay the office of the lord
mayor. In one corner stood a marble-top desk edged in gold filigree,
in another, an ornate fireplace. An oversized globe hung from the
high ceiling, revolving slowly in the air.

Two people stood with their backs to Esme, deep in conversation
before the vaulted windows on the far side of the room. The first, a

JlimiaH BKa3aja Ha apy apoyHUX BIKOH Ha/I PO3KIITHUMU BX1THUMH
JIBEpUMa Tajaiy:

— 3BigTM BIH MIr cmocrepiratu, o Tpamuiocs. Bikaa oro
KaOiHeTy BUXOISTH Ha 03€po.

Ecme, mnpuronommieHa 3ycTpiydi0 3  TOTBOPOIO,  YiITKO
YCBIZIOMJTIOBajla CBi HemOaquii Ta TOMIApIIAaHWK 30BHINIHIA BUTIIS.
JiBunHa BiguyBaja ce0e 30BCIM HE TOTOBOIO JI0 3YCTpPidi 3 THM, KOTO
MPO3BaJIM HAWBHIIOIO TTOCAI0BOIO0 0co00t0 Ecnepancy.

brucky4i BUTBOPM MHCTENTBA 3allOBHIOBATHM KOXKEH CAHTHUMETP
CTell BecTuOwJIA: oOBajbHI (peckn y mo3oiodeHux pamax. Ha
HalOUIBIIOMY TOJIOTHI Oynu 300paskeHi HiM(U, CUpEeHU Ta IHII1 KUTEeN1
MOPCBHKHX TIIMOWH, 1110 3i0panucs HaBkoJo [loceinona 3 Tpu3yoom y pyiii.
3 (uarmToKiB, BCTAaHOBJICHHUX Y3/IOBX CTIH, 3BHCaJla HU3KA BEIUKHUX
OJIaKUTHUX CTATIB, Ha KO)KHOMY 3 SIKUX MaiopiB rep6. Bin OyB po3ainenuit
Ha 4JoTWpu (irypu: 3 OJHIET CTOPOHU KpacyBaiucs apdu, 3 iHIIOI OyB
JPaKoH, Jayi MYILII HAyTHUIyca 1 HAOCTaHOK Iapchkuid ckinmetp. Koken
rpe6inb OyB yBIHYaHHI 30JI0TOIO KYJICHO.

Crexxka MapMypOBOTO MMApKETy BeJia 10 TBUHTOBUX CXO/IIB B KIHIII
nepeanokoro. Kpokywoun Ha HacTymHUE moBepx, JIiuTian mpokiana misix
IIUPOKKUM KOPHUIOPOM TIOB3 TOPTPETH BHUIAATHUX YOJIOBIKIB 1 JKIHOK,
BOpaHUX Yy CHHI MepChKi MaHTIi. YMHOBHMK MaxHYB iM PYKOO, 1 BOHU
3YINMHWIKCS TIEpe]] [BEpUMa KabiHeTy maHa Mepa. Y KyTKY pO3TallyBaBcs
NUCHMOBUI CTUT 3 MapMypOBOK CTUIBHUIICIO, TPABIPOBAHUN 30JI0TOIO
¢urirpannio. Takoxk, Tam KpacyBaBcsi 03700JI€HUN KaMiH. 3 BUCOKOT CTel
3BUCaB BEJIETEHCHKUI III00YC, SIKU HECHIITHO 00epTaBcs y MOBITPI.

JlBoe mronei crosim crnimHOo 1o Ecme, 3arymOneHi B po3MOBY
HopsiA 3 CKIEMIHYaCTUMHU BIKHaMU B JajdbHbOMY KiHIII KiMHatu. [lepma
nocraBa Oyna BHCOKOIO OO0 KIHKOIO B TEMHOMY KOCTIOMi, BOHA
BUIIPOMiHIOBaJa MOTOPOLIHY aypy. li cMoJjucTe Bonoccsi 6Y/O MillHO
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tall, pale woman in a dark suit, exuded a formidable presence. Her
black hair swept up in a bun, she was tapping her fingers impatiently
on the windowsill. As she turned toward Esme, a flicker of cool
surprise passed over her face. The man beside her had been hunched
over, his full attention on the commotion outside. As he registered
their presence, his body straightened up until he was almost as tall as
the woman beside him. Deep lines creased his dark umber forehead,
but there was still a spring to his step and manner, and a coiled energy
in his movements. He, too, was dressed in a suit.

‘Ah, Lillian,” he said in a smooth voice. ‘So it was you out there |
thought so. | wanted to make sure you were all safe.’

Lillian stepped forward. ‘This is Daniel Swift and Esme Silver.
Esme’s visiting Aeolia. It’s her first time here-she’s staying with us.
Esme, this is the Right Honourable Lord Mayor Everett Trevelli,
High Councillor of-’

‘Just call me Everett.’

He smoothed down his thatch of salt-and-pepper hair, which curled
up at the front, like a white-flecked comber rolling into shore.

‘And this is Celia Skye, Chief Enchantress of Esperance among other
things.’

The eyes of the enchantress, onyx-black and impenetrable, scanned
the trio. She nodded at Lillian, but her eyes came to rest on Esme,
who squirmed in her still- damp clothes.

‘We saw the whole incident from the window,” she said, her curt
manner in sharp contrast to the mayor’s honeyed tones.

‘What exactly happened out there?’

Daniel answered.
‘Esme noticed something following the boat. When we stopped to
have a closer look, it attacked us ...’

3i0paHe B Iy4OK, BOHA >KBAaBO MOCTYKYyBaJla MAJBLSAMHU MO MiIBIKOHHIO.
Konu Bona nmoBepHynacst 1o Ecme, Ha ii 00in44i mpomMaitHyB KprKaHHA
noxuB. YosoBik mopyd OyB 3ropOiieHMWid, a HOro yBara - NpHKyTa 10
6e3naay Ha Bynulli. Ko BiH Bce 3K Taku MOMITUB CTOPOHHIO IIPUCYTHICTB,
H0ro 1mocTaBa BUPIBHSIIACK, 132 3pOCTOM BiH MUTTIO Ha3JJ0I'HAB KOJIETY, 110
cTosuta opyd. [ OOKi 3MOPIIKH 3aIOJIOHUIA HOTO TeMHE OypIITHHOBE
40JI0, MIPOTE XOJa Ta MaHepu BCe IlI€ BiJJIaBaji MPYKHICTIO, a PYXH -
eHepriero. BiH Takox BOpaHUii B KOCTIOM.

— Oy, JlinmiaH, - cka3aB BiH CIOKIHHUM TOJIOCOM, - S Tak i AymaB,
1o 1e Oyna Tu. MaB nepekoHaTHCs, 0 BH BC1 B O€3Ielli.

Jlimian 3po6uiia Kpok Bepe/;

— Ile Henien Cidt Ta Ecme CinpBep. Ecme npuixana 3 BI3UTOM 10
Eonii. Bona Tyt Briepie i roctioe y Hac. EcMe, 11€ BUCOKOTIOBa>KHUH JIOp/I-
mep Eseper Tpesemni, BepxoBHuil pagHuk...

— IIpocto EBeper.

BiH nmnpurnaauB CBOIO COJIOM'STHO-TIEPIIEBY IIEBEIOPY, sKa
3aBUJIACs CIiepeny, Hadye rpeOiHelb 3 OUTMMH TUIIMaMH, 110 IPUOUBCS 10
Oepera:

— A e Cenist Ckait, BepxoBHna wyapiBauis Ecnepancy.

Oui yapiBHUIII, YOPHI, K OHIKC, 1 HEMMPOHUKHI, BTYIHJINA TOTJIS Y
Tpiiiro. Bona kuBHyma Jlutian, ane nmuibHO criocTepirana 3a Ecme, sika
HaAMUHAJAcs y CBOEMY IlI€ BOJIOTOMY OJIsI31.

— Mu croorigaand Bech IHIMAEHT 3 BIKHA, - CKa3aja JKiHKa, il
CyBOpa MaHepa BiIUyTHO KOHTPACTyBaja 3 MeJIOIIHHOIO IHTOHAIIIEI0 Mepa,
- Illlo came Tam Tpamunocs?

Jlenien mouas:

— Ecme nomituna, mo icrora cruimye 3a 4yoBHOM. Komm mu
3YNUHUIIMCS PO3IJIEITH CTBOPIHHSA, BOHO HAIlaJIo Ha Hac...

— o x, 3po3ymino. A T HOro BUIAJKOBO HE CIIPOBOKYBaB?
3apanu kapTy? - CKeNTUYHO MOLIKaBUJIACh YapiBHULIS.
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‘I see. And you didn’t provoke it? For a lark?’

‘What? No?’ Her eyes bored into Daniel’s.

‘Hm. So you have no idea why it targeted you?’

‘No,’ said Lillian, with a flicker of annoyance.

‘I think it might have followed us in from the lagoon,’ offered Esme.
The mayor lifted a warning hand.

‘Celia, there’s no need to interrogate them like this. They’re just
children. The most important thing is that you’re all right,” he said.
‘Let me assure you that this sort of thing is not a common occurrence
here in Esperance.’

He swung a deep brown hand toward the revolving globe. ‘How
much do you know about Aeolia?’

‘ Almost nothing, so far.’

‘Well, you deserve a better welcome than this.’

The mayor beckoned for her to join him by the slowly circling globe,
where countless small islands were scattered across a vast expanse of
blue. He reached up and tapped the orb.

‘Aeolia is, in many ways, like your world, but much younger. We
have no large landmasses comparable to your continents-our islands
are spread out over vast seas. Our world and yours come from the
same matter, but exist on different planes. A pity your visit has
coincided with the quakes. Our enchanted borders protect Esperance
from invasion on all fronts, but not from attack within-or,” he sighed
again, ‘from assault by the very ground beneath it.’

The mayor pointed out the various clusters of islands that formed the
world’s regions, and explained how one day, long ago, they had all
risen up from the sea to give Aeolia its present form.

When he had finished, Celia turned to Daniel and Lillian.

— I[o?! 3BicHO Hi? - 06ypuBca napy6ox. I oui Biumucs y Jeniena:

— XM. ToOTO HE Maem KOHOTO YABICHHS, YOMY BiH HaIlLUIUBCS
came Ha Tebe?

— Hi, - 3aBamuna Jlimian, a y 1 o4yax mpoMaiHyJI0 po3apaTyBaHH.

— MoHBO, 115 TBAPIOKa NPUJIETLIA CIO/IU 3 JIATYHH, - IPUITYCTHTIA
Ecme. Mep 3acTepexiinBO MiTHIC PYKY:

— Cemnie, He cmig ix Tak gonutyBatd. lle Bchoro nwmmr naitu.
HaiironosHie, 1110 3 BaMu Bce rapas/l. 3areBHsI0 — MOI0HE HE € 3BUYHUM
sBUIIEM TyT, B Ecnepanci, - BIH MaXHyB TEMHO-KOPHYHEBOIO PYKOIO B
cTopoHy TyoOyca, mo obepraBcs, - Sk Oararo TW B3araji 3HAEN PO
Eomito?

— BigBepro kaxy4u, Maii’ke HIYOTO.

— o x, Bu 3acinyroByere Ha 3HaYHO Kpalluid MpUoM, aHDK IIeH.

Mep nokiukaB i CKJIACTH KOMIIaHIIO y CHOTJISAaHHI XHUMEPHOTO
rio0yca, M0 HECHINIHO KPYXJaB. HesnmideHHI MaleHbKl OCTpIBIll Oynau
pO3KuIaHi o 6e3KpaliHbOMY IPOCTOPY OJIakuTI. BiH IPOCTATHYB pyKy Ta
MOCTYKaB MO KYJIi:

— Eouis 6arato B omy cxoska Ha Barm cBiT, mpoTte 3Ha4HO Mostomia. TyTt
HEMa€ BEJIIMUE3HUX CYXOIYTHUX TEPUTOPIM, SKI MOKHA TOPIBHATH 3
Bammmvu konTrHHEHTaMH. OCTPOBH PO3KUIaHI IO HEOCSHKHUX MOpsix. Hari
CBiTH O€pyTh MOYATOK 3 OJIHIET MaTepii, ajie ICHYIOTh y pi3HUX BUMipaX. Ha
MIPEBEIMKHM JKallb, Balll BI3UT MpumiaB Ha nepioj] MOCTIHHUX 3eMJIETPYCIB.
3ayapoBaHi KOpJOHHW 3axHINAIOTh EcrepaHc Big BTOPrHEHHsS 3 YycCix
KYTOUYKIB, ajie He Bijl Hamay 3CEpeluHu - ado, - BiH TSXKKO 3ITXHYB, - Bin
Hamaay camoi 3eMJi mijg Horamu. Mep BKa3aB Ha KYIKY OCTPOBIB, IO
YTBOPIOIOTH PErioHU cBiTYy. BiH po3MOBiB, SIK AyXe NaBHO, 3 MOPCHKHX
Burisiny. Konu posnoBiap no6irna kings, Cenis moBepHynacs o [eniena
ta Jlinian:
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‘If you don’t mind waiting outside, I’d like to speak with Esme alone’
The enchantress guided Esme to one of the armchairs before the
fireplace. Once they were seated, Celia’s voice softened, and her eyes
lost their interrogative gleam.

“You may call me Celia. I’ve heard that you came across our world
by accident. Director Lovell told me yesterday that you were staying
with her, and that your mother had gone missing.’

Esme nodded. ‘Mum used to visit here all the time, apparently. But
she disappeared several years ago. We’ve searched everywhere back
home, but nobody’s looked here. It’s been so long that-that I’m the
only one left looking.’

Everett leaned forward, his brows knitting together.

‘’m very sorry for your loss, but I really don’t think it wise for
someone so young-

‘How old do you think I am?” Esme blurted out.

‘Uh,” Esme continued. ‘What I meant to say, your honour ...’

Before he could say any more, Celia stepped in.

‘Don’t underestimate young people. In these sorts of cases, it’s often
what family or friends uncover that can lead to a breakthrough.’

She leaned in closer to Esme.

‘I lost someone close to me, too, when I was younger. I remember
how difficult it was. Like a part of me had gone missing.’

Just as Esme left the room, she overheard Everett say her name and
immediately tiptoed back to listen at the door. Celia was drumming
her fingers on the windowsill again. The lord mayor’s voice was just
audible.

‘... clearly a hopeless case.’

— bynpre nackaBi, mouekaiite Hac 3a JBepuma, s O XoTina
noroBoputH 3 EcMe Biu-Ha-BiuU.

YapiBHHUIS CynmpoBOAWIAa TIBYMHY O OJHOTO 3 Kpicen mepen
kamiHoM. Konm BoHm cinm, ronoc Cernii moM'sIKIIaB, a 04i BTPATHIIN CBiit
CKENTUYHUM ONHCK:

— Mosxem knukatu MeHne Cemiero. S uyma, mo Bu BuUmamkoBo
noTpanwiu 1o Hamoro cBiry. [lani JlaBenn nosiomMuia MeH1 BUOpa, 110
Bu xuBere y Hei, 1 1o Bamia maTtu 3HMKIa 0€3BICTH.

Ecme xuBHYNa Ha 3HAK 3TOJIA.

— Mawma, MabyTh, HOCTIIIHO TyT rocrtioBana. IIpote, BoHa 3HUKIIA
KUIbKa pPOKIB TOMY. Bioma, Mu BClOAM IIyKaid ii, aje CIOAM HIXTO He
nictaBcs. Lle TpuBano BIYHICTE, TOMY s €IMHA, XTO MPOJAOBKYBAB MOITYKH.

EBeper HaxunuBcs Briepes, 1oro OpoBU CyMUIHCS.

— S nyxe cniBuyBaro Bariii BTpari, aje s He BIIEBHEHUH, 110 TaKiii
IOH1 0c001 BapTO BTPYUYaTHUCh...

— A CKiITbKM MEHI pOKiB, sk ragaere?!, - Buryknyna Ecme. Bona
MPOJIOBXKMIIA, - S Mayia Ha yBa3i, Bama yecTs...

Ax pantom BTpyTHiacs Cenis:

— He cimix HemoOomiHIOBAaTH MOJIOAL. Y TaKHUX BHMIAIKAX 4YaCTO caMe
BOHH 3/1aTHI JOKOTIATUCH 10 ICTUHU CTOCOBHO CiM'T UM Jpy3iB.

Bona naxunuiacs o Ecme:

— S Tex BTpaTmia O6au3bKy MeHi JroauHy. Komu Oyna roHoro. S
nam'saTaro, 1o 1e Oyo HecTepHo Baxkko. HiOu BimipBaivi 4aCTUHKY MEHE
CaMol.

[oitHo Ecme 3poOuia kpok 3a aBepi KIMHATH, BOHA MMOYYyIa, 5K 3
ycr EBepera mponyHano ii iM'as. Y Ty X MHUTh, BOHA HaBIUIMHbKaX
noBepHynacss Hazaja, moO mnputynmutucs 10 aepedd. Cenisi 3HOBY

OapabaHua ManbIIMHU MO MiABIKOHHIO. ['010C mana Mepa NeiBe TyHaB:

— ...BoueBuns 0e3HamiiiHUI BUIAH0K.
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The tapping stopped.

‘Why shouldn’t I offer to help? She lost her mother. That creature
down there. Is it one of Nathan Mare’s?’

‘Don’t tell me you’ve been listening to that nonsense, too.’

‘It’s not implausible, given—°

‘Given what? He’s everyone’s scapegoat these days. I’'m more
interested in his connection with Ariane Silver.’

Esme stifled a gasp. She strained forward to hear more, but they had
stopped speaking. Celia gave a short, sharp laugh. ‘I know you’re
there, Esme. You may as well come back in.’

Esme pushed the door open, and hovered there. A semblance of a
smile crossed Celia’s face. ‘It’s never a good idea to eavesdrop on an
enchantress.’

Chief enchantress or not—she didn’t care. If they had information
about her mother, it belonged to her too.

‘People back home kept things from me for years. If this Mare person
is connected with Mum’s disappearance, I’d like to know about it.’
‘All I’'m providing’ said Celia, ‘is general knowledge, information
that Esme could easily discover for herself.’

Celia moved over to the fireplace and leaned against it. The
frontispiece was embellished with the same crest that Esme had seen
in the entrance hall.

‘What you will discover, if you go looking, is that a man named
Nathan Mare escaped from prison-here, in Esperance-several years
ago. The city’s been searching for him ever since.’

What?

Celia’s words winded her. She felt as immobilised as the creature
trapped in ice downstairs.

‘Prison? And he knew my mother?’

PanToM, mOCTYKyBaHHS IPUTTUHIIIOCS.

— A yomy O MeHi He mojatu pyKy gomomoru? BoHna BTpartmia
marip. Ta TBaproka BHU3yY. Lle oxne 3 TBopink Heiirana Mape?

— O0mu11, HEBXKE TH TAKOXK YyJIa L0 MASYHIO.

— 5] He Oyna 6 HACTUTBKM CAMOBIICBHCHOIO, BPAXOBYIOUH. ..

— BpaxoByroun mo? Bin 3apa3 - man-BinOyBaiiino st Bcix. Mene
OuTbIIIe 1IKaBUTH HOr0 3B'130K 3 ApiaHoto CiibBep.

Ecme 3aramyBana noaux. Bona nputucnacs ayxde 10 ABepeid, abu
MOYYTH KOXHE CJIOBO, ajl€ BOHHU pAalTOM IMEpPEecTaid PpPO3MOBIISTH.
[IpomaiiHyB KOPOTEHBKUI CMIIIOK YapIBHHUIII :

— 4 3Haro, mo ¢ Tam, Ecme. [Ipoxonb.

JiBunHa I1mITOBXHYNa OpaMy, Ha MOpO31 1i HOTM 3aKaM SHUIH.
O6nuyuam Cenii mpoMaiHyJI0 IIOCh CXO0KE Ha MOCMIIIKY:

— Paxy HIKOJIM HE MiJCITyXOBYBATH YapiBHULIIO.

BepxosHa uapiBHuIls, 6072 Hi - Oaiigyxe. K0 BOHN 3HAIN IOCh
npo ii marip, To i EcMe Mana mpaBo Ha iCTUHY.

— Yci HaBKOJIO poKaMH NMPUXOBYBAJIU Bill MEHE MpaBy. KMo mei
Mape noB'si3aHuil 31 3HUKHEHHSM MaMH, s 0 XOTL1a yce Tpo I 3HATH.

— Bce, unm s Bosoiro, - movaina Cenis, - L{e 3aranpHOBiOMI (hakTh
Ta BIIOMOCTI, siKi EcMe j1erko Moruia BiiiykaTu caMOCTIiHHO.

Cenis mimidmaa A0 KaMiHy Ta crepiacs Ha Hboro. MpoHTHCIIC
MpUKpamiaB Tol camuii repd, Ha skuii Ecme 3BepHyna yBary 1me y
MEepeAnoKOT:

— SIK1110 BM OYHETE CKJIa/IaTH L€ Ma3Jl, TO AI3HaeTecs, 110 YOJIO0BIK
Ha iM's Hatan Mape BTik 3 B'i3HuLI - TyT, B Ecnepanci, - Kiibka poKiB
ToMy. BifITO/1 KOKEH y MICTI IIyKae Horo.

—o?

Crosa Cennii 30unu 1i 3 manTenuky. BoHa BiguyBasa cebe MoBHICTIO
3HEPYXOMJICHOIO, T€Th SIK Ta iCTOTa, 110 MOTpanuia B KpUXKaHy MacTKy
HEI[0/IaBHO:
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‘When Miranda told me of your situation, I remembered your
mother’s name from a list of Mare’s acquaintances. I’m in charge of
his apprehension.’

‘Celia deals with security matters for the city,” said the mayor, ‘as
part of her duties. She oversees the prison from which Mare escaped.’
‘I wouldn’t be too concerned about Mare’s connection with your
mother, Esme,’ said Celia. ‘He had many friends here. He still does.
Dr Mare was a well-known figure, highly respected in his field. His
conviction was controversial. In fact, many people still believe he did
nothing wrong.

Everett made his way over toward the door. ‘We’d better get down
there. I told them to hold the creature for us.’

‘If you do come across anything important, please let me know. I may
be able to help.’ said Celia.

The lord mayor puckered his lips as if he was about to argue with
Celia, but stopped himself.

‘Now, be sure to take a climb up the Keeper’s Tower while you’re
here. You’ll find that it has the best view in the city.’

As Talia glided back through silent canals, Esme said little, rocked
by this new, un- settling information. At least she had a lead now-
thanks to Celia. The lord mayor had been helpful, but blinkered when
it came to her situation, whereas the chief enchantress, despite her
cold demeanour and forbidding appearance, had shown some
empathy for her predicament.

That night, as exhaustion overtook her, Esme remembered
something. A name. She took up her mother’s notebook and read over
the final entry.

— B's3uuns? Bin OyB 3naiioMuii 3 Mo€ro Matip’'10?

— Konm Mipanna moBifana MeHi ycro CUTYyaliro, s 3rajana iM's
BaIIoi Marepi 31 COUCKY HaOMkeHuX 10 Mape. S BinnmoBinanbHa 3a Horo
3aTpUMaHHSI.

— Ceunist 3aiiMa€ThCS MUTAHHSAMH O€3IEKH MICTa, - TIOSICHUB Mep, -
e yacTuHa i 000B'13KkiB. BoHa kepye B's13HHUIIEI0, 3 K01 BTIK Mape.

— He cnin 3anaaro nepeiimartucs 3B's3koM Mape 3 TBO€IO MaTip'to,
Ecme, - ckazana Cenis, - Bin maB Broctans apy3iB. I moci mae. Jloktop
Mape OyB B1IOMOIO MOCTATTIO, JAY’KE€ LIAHOBAHOIO Y JIIKapChKiil cdepi.
Moro meromm Ta 37100yTKM OyiM CymepewIMBHMH. BiBepTo Kaxyun,
Oararto Jrojiei i 10Ci BBOKAIOTh, 110 BiH HE 3pOOMB HIYOTO JINXOTO.

EBeper miaiifios 10 aBepe.

— Ham kpame cnyctutucs. S cka3aB iHITUM MPUTPUMATH ICTOTY
JUTSL Hac.

— PantoMm Bu HaTpamnuTe Ha IOCh BasKJIMBE, Oy/b J1acKa, IOBIIOMTE
MeH1. MO>XJIMBO, s 3MOXY IOTTIOMOTTH, - cka3ana Ceis.

[Tan mep ckpuBuB ryou, HIOM 30upaBcs cynepeuntu Cenii, ane
3YIUHHUBCS:

— He 3a0ynpre 3aBitaTtu 10 Bexi XpaHurtens, MOKKA BU TYT. 3B1ATH
BIJIKPUBAETHCS HAUKPAIIMI BUI HA MICTO.

[Toxu «Tanis» koB3ana THXUMU KaHaiaMu, EcMe HEMOB BoJiu y pOT
HaOpana. Bona Oyna mpurosiomIiieHa ILi€l0 HOBOIO, sKa HIIK HE MOTJa
3afHATH HaNeXHe Micie y cBimoMocTi. [lpunaiimMHi, Temep BoHa Maia
3auinky 3aBasku Cenii. [lan Mmep unmMano gonomir, ajge He Ha/laB HaJIeKHOT
yBaru ii curyariii. Hanpouy BepxoBHa 4apiBHUIIS, HE3BAKAIOUU HA CBOIO
KpW)KaHy MOBEIIHKY 1 CYBOPUI BHIVISAJ, MPOSBUIA a0UsIKE CIIBYYTTS JI0
CKpPYTHOTO CTaHOBHIIA IHITOCBITSHKH.
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Returning to Esperance tomorrow, when the tide is right. Slept badly-
dreamt of Nathan.

Chapter 10

The events of the last few days repeated themselves in the night,
jumbled in amongst Esme’s dreams. She watched, helpless, as her
mother was led into the darkness by a shadowy, sinister figure. Then
she was trapped beneath the water’s surface, unable to breathe,
unable to move a muscle. A gold-scaled dragon sheared toward her,
before morphing into the ray-like creature that had charged at her in
the lake. Its blood-red eyes were the last things she saw before she
woke up.

Her mother’s notebook had fallen on to the floor by the bed. Esme
took it up again, and puzzled over the last few lines, the way she had
the night before. Couldn’t sleep-dreamt of Nathan. Could the Nathan
in this notebook and the Nathan Mare who had escaped from prison
be one and the same?

The thought stayed with Esme as she travelled by ferry a few hours
later, with Lillian, on their way to the Keeper’s Tower. The city sights
provided a welcome distraction. Around the bend, Esme started, then
stared, open-mouthed. A woman was standing by the next bridge,
artfully funnelling water up from the canal with motions of her hands.
Esme watched, entranced, as the drops of water came together to
form a school of fish, which flipped and wriggled in mid-air before
dispersing.

Tiei HOU1, KOJIM CHJIX BXKE Makbke noyuiid Tiio EcMme, BoHa ze1o
npuragana. Im's. Bona cxomwia MaMUH 3alUCHHK 1 3HAWIIIA OCTaHHIN
3aIuC:

— IloBepuenns 1o Ecnepancy 3aBTpa, koau Oyne npumuins. Crana
rmoraso - cauBcs Hatan.

Po3ain 10

[Toxii ocTaHHIX KUIBKOX JHIB MOBTOPIOBAIMCS BHOYI, B’IOHKO
3BUBarOYMCh yBi cHax Ecme. Bona Ge3nopaaHo crioctepiraia, sik 3710BiCHA
NoCTaTh Bejie il MaTip y 6e3npocBiTHY TeMpsBY. [IoTiM BoHa noTpanuia 10
NacTKH MiJ BOJOK. BoHa He Morna nuxaTH, HE MOTJIa TOBOPYXHYTH
M's3amu. Ha Hel HacyBaBCsl IpakoH 13 30JIOTUCTOIO JYCKOO, aX TMOTIM -
00epHYBCsl Ha XMMEpHY ICTOTY, sIKa HEIIOJaBHO HAKWHYJACsS Ha TPIAIO.
Moro xpuBaBi oui Oynu oOCTaHHIM, IO BOHA MOOAYMIa MEpPeN
poOYHKEHHSIM.

Ha mimno3i O6urst bkka jexaB 3anmucHUK ii marepi. Ecme 3HOBY
B3sJ1a MOTO 1, IK 1 MUHYJIOT HOYI, JTamMaJia T0JIOBY Ha/l OCTAHHIMHU PSIJTKAMH:

— He morna 3acuytu - cHuBcst Haran

Ywu mir 3rapanuii Hatan 1 Haran Mape, HuHI BiTOMUH sSIK BTIKad 3
B’SI3HUIII, OYTH OJIHIEIO JIFOAUHOIO?

Is nymka He mokumana rojoBu Ecme. Bike depes kimbka romauH
BoHa pasoM 3 Jlimian ixama Ha mopomi 10 BapTtoBoi Bexi. KpaeBuau micta
TpoxHu BinBodikau 1. 3a moBoporoM EcMe 3ynuHWiacs, a THOTIM
BUTpILIMIACS, PO33SBUBIIH poTa. Ha cyciiHbOMY MOCTY CTOsIIa JKIHKa, sIKa
BIIPaBHUMHU pyXaMH PYyK CIpsSIMOBYBalla BOJAY 3 KaHaly goropu. Ecme
3a4apoBaHO CIIOCTepirana, siK KparJi BOoAu 30upanucs T0Kynu, GopMyroun
KOCAK puOu. BOoHM KpyXJsiii Ta 3BUBaNacad y TOBITPI, MHepUl HiIX
PO3JIUTHUCS Y OKPEM1 KPATUTHHKH.
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A man beside her was trying to emulate her feats. He brought the
water up with no difficulty, but after attaining a certain height, it
splashed back into the lagoon, shapeless.

Esme ran down the back of the ferry to see more. The woman was
now sculpting the water into the shape of a large snapping turtle,
moving her hands in and out as if playing an invisible accordion.
After the turtle vanished, she flicked her hands in a circular motion,
until a wriggling eel swam in the air. It wrapped itself around her
hapless companion before dissolving back into the lagoon.

‘How’s she doing that?” Esme exclaimed.

‘Oh, that’s just her Gift,” Lillian said casually.
The ferry jolted.

“This is our stop.
They disembarked into a busy square. Mouth-watering smells drifted
from a bakery, drawing them to the shop window. A row of flat-
topped pastries, pressed with the draconic emblem from the city’s
crest, lined a tray behind the glass.
Lillian’s nose was almost pressed to the window. ‘Dragonsbreath
buns. The first of the season. They’re only around for a few weeks
each year-during the month of the festival.’

‘My treat.” Esme pushed her way into the crowded shop and ordered
half a dozen, counting out a handful of unfamiliar coins into the palm
of the shopkeeper.

They soon reached the plaza where she had first met Miranda and
Lillian. Daniel was waiting by the Keeper’s Tower. Esme recognised
it as the same tower that she had glimpsed upon her arrival in
Esperance.

‘This-reminds me of the lighthouse-back home,’ puffed Esme, after
they had climbed the first fifty steps.

‘Lighthouse?’ asked Daniel.

YomoBIK MOPYY 3 HEIO HAMaraBcsi MOBTOPUTH ii BUTAJIMBI JKECTH.
Bin, 6e3 ocoOmuBuX 3ycwib, 3MiliMaB BOJY JOTOpH, aje, PUHYBIIU Y
BHCOYiHb, BOHA XJIFOIIAJIacs Ha3aj A0 JaryHu. EcMme moOirma no 3aaHpoi
YaCTUHH MOpoMa, abM MoOaYnTH 1€ BUIOBHUIIE O0oai 1mie ouH pa3. JKinka
BTLTIOBaJA y BOJy 00pa3 BEIMKOI uepernaxu, mo Kianaia 3ydamu, pyxaia
JarnamMu TyJu-CI0, HiOM rpaioyn Ha HeBUAUMOMY akopzeoHi. ITicis Toro,
SK BOHA 3HMKJIA, J)KIHKa HaJlajll poOuiia KpyroBl pyxu, aXx IOKHU B OBITP1 HE
3'IBUBCS 3BUBUCTHI Byrop. BiH o00BuBcs HaBkojo ii Oi7oJamHoro
CYNyTHUKA, TEePII HDK 3HOBY IIOPUHYTH JIO JIATYHH.

— Sk BoHa 11€ pOOUTH? - 3 MOIMBOM BUTYKHYIIAa Ecme.

— O, ue mpocro ii Mlap, - Hembamo Bignosuta Jlimian. ITopom
3pUTrHYBCH, - Lle Hama 3ynuHka.

Bonn kpokyBaiv )KBaBOIO IUIOMICIO. 3 MEeKapHi JOJUHAIN alleTUTHI
3amaxu, MO0 NPUKYJIHM IXHIO yBary /A0 BITpUHM. 3a CKJIOM Ha MiIHOCI
KpacyBaBcsl psiJ] TICTEYOK 3 TUIOCKUM BEPXOM Ta APAKOHIBCHKUM HITAMIIOM
3 MICBKOTO Tepoa.

Jlimian maiike TPUTHCHYIIACS] HOCOM JI0 BITPUHH:

—bynoukn «[logux npakona». Ilepmi B mpomy ce3oHl. Bonwm
MIPOJIAIOTHCSl MPOTATOM JIEKUTBKOX THJKHIB IIOPOKY, a came ITi dYac
decTuBaIIo.

— Sl mpuromaro, - Ecme npotucHynacs 10 nepenoBHEHOT KpaMHUII
1 3aMOBWJIa 3 JIECATOK, MPOCTATHYBIIM >KMEHIO HE3HAHOMHMX MOHET Ha
JOJIOHIO TIPOAABIISL.

HezabapoM BOHM [ifmiam 10 MiOLIl, A€ BOHA BIEpIIE 3ycTpila
Mipanny Tta JliniaH.

Jenien Bxe yekaB Outst Bexi XpaHurens.

Ecme Bi3Hana came Ty BexXy, SKy BOHa Oauuyia BIIEpIIe M0 IpUi3Ii
1o Ecniepancy:

— Bona naragye MeHi mpo Mask Baoma, - mpomouia Ecme 3
HOCTAJIBIi€10, KOJM BOHU TIOJIONIATH MEPIIi M'SITAECAT CXOIUHOK.
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“The lighthouse where I live.’

‘So you have to climb stairs like this every day?” asked Lillian,
stopping to catch her breath.

‘We live in the cottage next door. My dad’s the lighthouse keeper,
and-*

“You have keepers there, too?” Daniel asked.

‘Uh, well, it just means he looks after the lighthouse. What’s a keeper
here?’

‘The keeper watches over all the magic in Esperance. This tower is
named after one of them, Thomas Agapios. They come from royalty,
originally there’s only one born in each generation-but now they’re
the last of the royal blood.

Esperance was occupied during the wars, and Thomas Agapios was
imprisoned here, along with the rest of the royal family. He was the
only one who survived. He helped to restore Esperance when the wars
were over.’

Esme leaned over the edge, her heart thundering. Several dragons
were hovering close to the tower. The impressive creatures were
close to thirty feet long, and dwarfed their human riders.

Their clawed bodies rippled with scales, muscle and sinew straining
underneath. In flight, this was stretched out over a series of slender
bones, rather like the structure of a bat’s wings.

The dragons’ riders were outfitted in scarlet and gold tunics,
matching the golden scales of their steeds. One of them raised a hand
to wave at Esme, and she returned the greeting, her heart still
thudding hard. Daniel and Lillian showed up behind her, panting
from the climb. Daniel’s eyes, like Esme’s own, shone at the sight of
the dragons.

— Masik? - nepenutas Jleniedn.

— Masik, e s MEIIKaro.

— To 1001 MOBOAUTECS WIOAHA HiAIMMATUCh TAKUMH CXOoIamu? -
3anuTaina JliniaH, 3ymTUHUBIINCE, MO0 MEPEBECTH MOIHX.

— Mu xuBemMo nopsiz, y OyauHky. Miit TaTo - gorisigaq Masika, i...

— VY Bac TaM Tex € XpaHurteni? - 3anutaB [enHien.

— Hy, ue mpocto o3Hayae, 110 BIH Kepye MasKOM. A 1110 O3HA4Yae
OyTH nornsgadeM TyT?

— Xpanutenb Harisgae 3a Beiero mariero B Ecnepanci. L{g Bexa
Ha3BaHa Ha 4YecTh OAHOrO 3 HUX, Tomaca Aramioca. Bonu moxomsTts 3
BIJOMOTO KOpPOJIBCbKOTO poay. Koiuch naBHO, KOXXHOTO CTOPIYYs
HapOJDKyBaBCs HOBUI HACIIHUK, ajie 3apa3 BOHU OCTAaHHI NMPEACTaBHUKHI
KopoJiBcbKoi KpoBi. Ecnepanc OyB okynoBaHuil mia dac BiiiH, a Tomac
Aramioc OyB yB'I3HEHHMIl TyT, pa3oM 3 IHIIMMH WIEHaMU KOPOJIBCHKOL
pomuHu. Bin equHuit, XT0 ToAl BUXKUB. BiH momomir mocraButu Ecnepanc
Ha HOTH, KOJIM BIHHU BPEIITI-PEIIT 3aKIHYMIIACS.

EcMme mepexunumnacs yepe3 Kpai, ii cepie kanatano 0e3 ymuHY.
JlexinpKa JpaKoHIB CIIOYUBAIU MOPYY 3 BEXKEI0. BeleTeHChKi CTBOPIHHSA
csArajiy IIOHANMEHIe [ecATH METpIB 3aBIOBXKKHU, a iXHI BEPIIHUKHU
3MaBAIMCS MYpallKaMd B TIOPIBHSAHHI 31 CBOIMH MiJOTIYHUMH. Ixmi
Ma3ypyucTi TU1a PO JTyCKOTO, MiJ SKOK BUTPABAId Bpakarodl M'sI3U Ta
cyxoxwuid. [lix dac monpoTy, iXHI KpWjia pO3TATYBAjIUCS Ha Oe3midui
TOHKHUX KICTOK, IO BiJIaJIEeHO HaraJyBajio Ka)kaHa.

JpakoHsa4l BepHIHHKK Oynu BOpaHi y YEpBOHO-30JI0TI TYHIKH,
YTBOPIOIOYM i/IcaJIbHE TOEJHAHHS 13 30JIOTHCTOIO JYCKOIO CBOIX KOHEH.
Omun 3 HUX migHIC pyKy, abu momaxatu Ecme. Bona BinmoBina Ha
MIpUBITAHHS, aye ii cepie Bce e 0e3kalbHO KanaTtano. [enien ta Jlitian
3'IBUIIHCA TT03a/ly Hel, XeKatouu Bill HecCKiHueHHoTo miaomy. Oui Jleniena,
TOYHICIHBKO 5K 1y EcMme, 3acsisiiu Bi MOSIBU APAKOHIB :
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‘This tower is as low as they’re allowed to fly over the city,” he
puffed. ‘“They used to be able to fly wherever they wanted, but there
were too many accidents.’

Esme's eyes stayed fixed on the creatures as they flew off to join more
of their kind across the lagoon. She had a sudden urge to sit down and
sketch their sinuous shapes, to record their forms on paper forever.
Since Ariane's disappearance, Esme had lost much of her passion for
art, but seeing the dragons stirred an urge within her that had lain
dormant for years. This must have been how Mum felt all the time,
when she was here.

‘It’s so clear! You can see for miles today. Look. Right out there, past
the lagoon, that’s the Tiamat Sea.’

Spread out below was the labyrinth of shining waterways, red roofs,
towers, and pale domes that made up Esperance.

Six wide canals wound out from the central lake, spilling into the
wider lagoon. Further out, minute islands bordered the lagoon, on the
other side of which lay the Tiamat Sea.

One of the dragons was racing across the skyline, spewing fire in
spectacular fashion. Another dragon drew too close, and the tip of its
tail was caught in the expulsion of flames. The injured creature
plummeted toward the lagoon, leaving a trail of smoke in its wake,
but both dragon and rider emerged from the water, intact, just a few
moments later.

‘How do the riders even stay on their backs?’ asked Esme.

‘Do you still want to be a ranger, Daniel?’ asked Lillian.

‘Yeah, but my family don’t want me to. They’re put off by the
higher... ... fatality rate. But they’re the ones who brought me to
Esperance in the first place. I’d never even seen a dragon until | left

— s Bexxa 1OCUTh HU3bKa, TOMY BOHH MAOTh IIPABO KPYXJIATH HAJ
MICTOM, - MUXTIB BiH, - PaHilie BOHM MOTJIM JiTaTH, ¢ iM 3aMaHEThCs, aje
e CIIPUINHSUTO O0e3J11Y HeaCHUX BUTIAIKIB.

Ecme He MoTT1a BiipBaTH 04ei Bi iCTOT, KOJIM BOHH BiJTITaIM, a0u
NpUeIHATHCS 10 ToOpaTUMiB 1o Toi Oik jarynu. HecmopiBano, y Hei
3’BUJIOCS Oa)XaHHA 3pOOMTH HApUC 3BUBUCTHX CTBOPiHB, MO0 Ha BiKH
3akapOyBaru ixHi oOpasu Ha manepi. [licns 3HuxHeHHs Apianu, Ecme
BTpaTWJIa TMPUCTPACTh JI0 MHUCTEITBA, aJjie, TOOAYMBIIN JPAKOHIB, XBHIISA
HATXHEHHS HAaKpUIIa ii 3 r0J10B00. i TalaHT YeKkaB LbOIO MOMEHTY, HOKH
npivaB pokamu. [IeBHa piv, Tak camMo mouyBanacs Mama, KOJIU MPHi3Iuia
CIO/IH.

— Ha nebocxwmmi Hi xmapuaku! CpOorojHi yce, K Ha JIOJOHI J0
camicinbkoro ropusoHTty. [lormsae. OH Tam, 3a naryHoto, Mope Tiamar, -
BKazana JlimiaH.

BHU3y po3KMHYBCS JTaOIpUHT CAIOYMX BOJHUX NUISXIB, YEPBOHUX
JaxiB, OamT Ta OMIAUX KYMOJIB, IO Pa3oM YTBOPIOBAJIW HEWMOBIpHUM
neiizaxx Ecmepancy. Illicth mmpokux KkaHamiB Opaju MMOYaTOK Yy
LIEHTPaILHOMY 03€pi, PO3IIMBAIOYUCH Y IIMPIIY JIaryHy. [i o611MOByBaIu
IpiOH1 OCTPIBII, TTO TOM OIK AKUX CHHSIBOIO po3CcTenmiiocs Mope Tiamar.

OpuH 3 TpakoHIB MUYaB TOPU30HTOM, CTPIMKO BUBEPralOYl BOTOHb.
[Hmmii npakoH mimIeTiB 3aHanTo OJMWM3BKO, TOMY KIHYMK HOrO XBOCTa
noTpanuB y Bup mnonym's. I[lopanena icrota Bnama y BOJIM JIaryHH,
3aJUIIaud 3a coboro ciif auMy. Kidbka XBWJIMH MOTOMY, APAaKOH Ta
BEPIIHUK BUPUHYIH 3 BOAU HEYIIKOKEHUMH.

— A SIK BEpUIHMKH TaK CIIPUTHO TPUMAIOTHCS Ha CIIUMHI? - 3amuTasia
Ecme.

— Tu Bce me xouen Oytu pelHmKepoM, [leHiene? - mouikaBuiIach
JliniaH.
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Thalassa! Dad keeps taking me on work trips, trying to get my mind
off them. He’s dragging me away on one again tomorrow.’

‘It was so empty, yesterday afternoon,’ said Esme.

‘When that ray...’

‘Mum had already heard about the attack by the time she got home
last night,” Lillian told Daniel. ‘She didn’t go on too much. I think
she was just glad we were all right.’

‘Mine weren’t too happy. Dad said there have been sightings of
creatures like that in other regions-and other attacks. No one knows
where they’re from, the creatures, but they’d never been seen in these
parts-until yesterday.’

‘Well, the mayor seemed to know something about it,” said Esme.
“He thought the creature might be connected with someone called
Nathan Mare. Though he didn’t say that to my face. I was listening
at the door. I heard my mother’s name just as I left, so I hung around
outside. Until Celia figured out I was there, and called me back in.’
Lillian looked impressed.

‘Did you get in trouble?’

‘No, not really. Celia told me that Mum and this criminal-Mare-knew
each other. That’s why they were talking about him.’

Daniel frowned. ‘Why would they know each other?’

‘I don’t know, but Celia said not to be too concerned. That Mare had
plenty of friends in the city, and some didn’t agree with his
conviction. But when I got home last night, I went through Mum’s
notebook, the one I brought with me. There’s a mention of someone
called Nathan in it, in the last entry she made before she disappeared.
It might be just a coincidence, but I still want to find out more.’

Daniel pointed out a distant building, rising up over the patchwork of
red roofs.

‘See that golden dome down there? That’s the Temple Library. It’d
be as good a place as any to start.’

— Tak, age MOsi CiM's KaTeropuyHO MPOTH. IX TypOye ... BUCOKA
CMepTHICTh. AJie camMe BOHU IpuBe3u MeHe 1o Ecnepancy. S Hikomu He
OauuB npakoHa, gonoku He yumuB Tanaccy! Taro mocriiiHo Gepe MeHE Y
poOoui MO3AKH, HE MOKUAAIOYH CIPOO 3aTbMapUTH MOIO MPHCTPACTh.
3aBTpa BiH TSATHE MEHE Y UEeProBe BiIpsKEHHS. ..

— Ydopa BIeHb TYT OyJI0 Tak MOPOXKHBO, - ckazaia Ecme, - Kou
1151 HOTBODA...

— Mawma noBepHyJacs 1010My BUOpa BBeUEpi 1 BOHA BXKE 3HaJIa PO
HamaJ, - cka3ana Jlinian Jlenieny, - Bona ne nHaaro nepeitmanacs. Jlymaro,
Mama OyJia mpocTo paja, 10 3 HaMU BCeE rapasi.

— Moi ot He HaaTo 3panum. Taro po3moBiB, MO0 MOMIOHUX ICTOT
0auniy y IHIIMX perioHax, /¢ BOHM TaKOX Haragaim Ha Jiroaei. Hixto e
3HA€, 3BIJIKA BOHU 3 IBUIKCH. L{i TBAPIOKM y HAIIMX KpasX BIIEpIIIE.

— CkJanocsi BpaKeHHs, 110 Mep II0Ch HE JOTOBOPIOE, - CKas3ala
Ecwme, - Bin npumycTus, 1m0 ictoTa Moke OyTH TIOB'sI3aHa 3 KUMOCH Ha iM's
Haran Mape. Xoua BiH He cKa3aB MeEHI 1boro B oOmuyus. Sl
MiJICIyXOBYyBaJia 3a ABepuMa Ta mouyna iM's matepi. [lomoku Cemis He
BJIOBHJIa MOIO MPUCYTHICTh Ta HE MOKJIMKAJIa Ha3a/.

Jlumian BUTIISIAIa TPUTOJIOMINIEHOTO:

— Ckaxu, T Ma€eml HEMMPUEMHOCTI?

— Hi, me Te m06. Cerist po3noBina, 110 Mama i 1iei 3J109nHenb Mape
Oynu 3Haiiomi. Och YOMY 3a HBOTO 3aiIIjia MOBA.

Jlenien HacymnuBcCs:

— 3B1IKM BOHU MOTJIM 3HaTHU OJIUH OJTHOTO?

— I'agku He maro, ane Cenis 3areBHMIA, MO0 5 HE mepeimanacs.
Toii Mape maB 6e3nid Ipy3iB y MICTi, IPOTE AEsIKi 3 HUX HE PO3AUISIIN HOTO
MEepeKOHaHb. AJle MOBEPHYBIIUCH JA0JOMY BUOpa, sl MEeperisHyia MaMuH
3aMMCHUK, SIKUH B3siia 3 co0oto. Tam € 3raayerbes XToch Ha iM's Haraw, a
came B OCTaHHBOMY 3aMKci nepe/ S HUKHEHHIM. MO3KIINBO, 11€ IPOCTO 30ir,
aJie 51 BCe OJIHO IparHy JAi3HaTHCs OlblIe.
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‘I can take you there now, if you’d like,” said Lillian.
Esme shook her head.

‘There’s no need. You two have done enough for me already. [f Mum
really is linked with this Mare person, this could get dangerous.’
Lillian looked put out.

‘But I want to help.’

‘I do, too,” said Daniel. “When 1 first arrived here, I didn’t know
anything, or anyone. I barely even knew the language. That’s when |
made friends with Lillian. I met her at school. She used to stand up
for me when no one else would.’

Lillian’s expression was hard to fathom.

‘1did?

“You were really sweet back then. Now you’re just mean.’

She arched an eyebrow at him, and he laughed.

‘Anyway, you’d better let us help, Esme,’ he said.

‘Or we’ll throw you off the tower. Like they used to in the old days.’
‘What?’

‘During the occupation of Esperance. The Tyrians did it, as sport.
They’d drag prisoners up here and hold them upside-down over the
edge. Most of the time, unless the person could offer a big enough
bribe, they’d let go. See those marks there, on top of the stone?’

Jlenien BKka3aB Ha BiIJaleHy OyAiBIIO, IO 3AliiManacs Haj
KJIANITHKaMU OarpsiHUX JIaxiB:

— Baunm toii 30omotuit kynon? Lle Xpamosa 6i0mioTeka. 3BiaTn
MOJKHA ITOYaTH IYKaTH iH(OpPMAIIiio Ipo Bce, IO 3aBIOTHO.

— S Moxy cympoBoauTu TeOe 0 Hei 3apa3, SKIIO 3a0akaenl, -
ckazana JliriaH.

Ecme v moxurana roJioBoo:

— Y upomy Hemae HeoOXxi1HOCT1. Bu ABO€ Bke 10ocTaTHRO 3p0OUIN
Il MeHe. SIKIIIo MaMa cripaB/il SIKOCh MOB'A3aHa 3 Mape, To 11e Mmoxe OyTu
HeOe3neuHo. Jlimian BUriIsgana po3ryoieHo:

— Ane... S xouy noromortu!

— i Tex, - ckazaB Jlenien, - [IpuixaBmm croau Brepiie, s 30BCIM
HIYOro He 3HaB. Ta ¥ JjieaBe MIT 3B’sA3aTH MICIIEBOIO MOBOIO Oomail nBa
cioBa. Came Toi s motoBapuiryBaB 3 Jlurian. S mo3naitoMuBCs 3 HEIO y
ko, BoHa 3aBxau 3actynanacs 3a MeHe, TTOKH 1HII Oyl OCTOPOHb.

Bbyno Baxkko BioBuTH Bupa3 oOauyus Jlirian:

— Cnpasni?

— Toni Tu Oyna myxe IpUEMHOTO. A 3apa3 TH IIPOCTO YEPCTBA.

BoHna ckenTu4HO BUTHYJa OpOBY, 1 BIH A3BIHKO 3apETrOTaB:

— Xaii TaM 1o, ToOl ClIif IO3BOJIMTH HaM J0IoMOrTH, Ecme -
CKa3aB BiH.

— Inakmre, mu ckuHemo Tebe 3 Bexi. SIk poOunu y crapi yacu, -
nonaia JliriaH.

— To6t10? - 3nuBOBaHO nepenuTana Ecme.

— Ilig wac oxynanii Ecnepancy, Tupiiicbki BOTHM Maiu IIOCh Ha
KIITAJIT CIHOPTUBHUX 3MaraHb. BOHM 3aTAryBanu CIOQM TMOJOHEHUX Ta
TpUMallK iX OTOPH JPUTOM Haj MpipBOIO. 3a3BUuai, SIKIIO JIIOJUHA HE
MOTJIa 3allpONOHYBaTH YUMAaNOro xabapa, il BiAmycKalu y BUIbHUHN MOJIIT.
IToMiTHiia MO3HAYKHK TaM, HA KaMeH1?
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Esme’s hand was resting on one of them. She lifted if off like she had
just touched a hot stove. Notches in the stone ran right around the
perimeter.

‘Every notch,” Daniel said, ‘is a’

‘Forget it. I don’t want to know.’

‘Something smells good,” he said.

After taking one for herself, Esme handed the bag of Dragonsbreath
buns over to Daniel.

The red paste inside the buns was the spiciest thing she had ever
tasted.

Her eyes brimmed over with tears.

‘What’s in these things?’

Lillian laughed.

‘They’ve got dragons on them. What did you expect, jam? Come on,
let’s go.’

Chapter 11

The Temple Library dominated the square, its entrance flanked with
fluted columns of grey-veined creamy marble. The building was
crowned with the golden dome that Esme had seen from atop the
Keeper’s Tower.

A nearby flock of pigeons had taken off in a startled rush.

‘Oh no,’ cried Lillian, as a rumble came up from the ground below.
It sounded like an enormous subterranean beast, making strange
noises in its sleep. The sounds came intermittently at first, before
joining together in a deafening, continuous roar.

An earthquake. Esme’s heart vaulted into her throat as the ground
beneath them began to shiver and shake. She stared down with
mounting horror. The cracks in the pavement- how had she not
noticed them before?

Pyka Ecme nexana Ha ogHoMy 3 HuX. Bona B muTh npubpana ii,
HIOW IIOHHO 00MeKIIacs rapsyor0 MaTeNbHEI0:

— Haciuku BKpUBAIOTh TeTh YBECh MEPUMETP
npoaorxuia Jlimian.

— Koxna Haciuka, - noroBHuB [lenien, - 1e. ..

— JloctaTHpo. S HEe X041y OAPOOHIIB.

— O#, nene, sikuii apomart! - MPOMOBUB IOHAK.

KaMEHIO, -

B3sBum ogny co6i, Ecme nepenana nakyHok 3 Oynoukamu «[loanx
npakoHa» Jleniemy. UYepBoHa macta BcepeauHI CMakoiauka Oyna
HAWTOCTPINIO HAYMHKOIO, SIKy BOHA KOJM-HEOynmp KymryBana. Ciapo3u
3aroJIOHUIIHN 11 0Yi:

— o y Hux BcepeauHi?

JliniaH 3amunacs CMIXOM:

— Ha Hux apakonu. A 4oro TH ouikyBaia, 6aOycun pkem? Hy x
60, xogimo!

Po3pin 11

XpamoBa 0i0i0TeKa 0XOMuiIa 3HaYHy YaCTUHY TuomIi. Bxin 1o Hei
dbnankyBanu pudieHl KOJOHH 3 KPEMOBOTO MapMypy, IO BHTpaBaid
CIpUMHU TIPOKWJIKAaMHU. BymiBiro yBiHUyBaB 30JI0THH KyroJj, skuii Ecme
panimie crorisgana 3 6amtu BapToBoi Bexi.

3rpas roJry0iB, 1110 TOBKJIACS HEMOAAIIK, MEPEISTKaHO PO3JICTLIACS:

— O Hi, - BUrykHysna Jlijian, KoJiu i HOoraMu MPOJIyHaB TYPKIT.

Ile 6yB HEMOB BeIMUYE3HUN MIA3EMHUN 3Bip, 1110 KPEKOTAaB yBi CHI.
Crioyatky rypkit TOHOCHUBCS YPUBKaMHU, aji€ BPEIITI-PEIIT 37UBCS Y XBUITIO
MOTY>KHOT'O TYITy.

3emierpyc. Cepiie Ecme MUTTEBO 371€T110 A0 ropia, KoJid OpykiBKa
il HUMHU [T0Yaja TpeMTiTu. BoHa 3upkHyna BHU3 3 HAPOCTAIOYHM KAXOM.
TpimuHu Ta po3710MH B acajbTi - IK BOHA HE oMivaja ix yBech 1ei yac?
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She tried to grab hold of something-anything-to steady herself, but
everything was moving as much as she was. The ground around her
rippled like water. The earth thundered and swayed beneath her. And
then it was over, just as quickly as it had begun.

“You’ve gone white,” said Lillian, who looked way too calm. ‘Was
that your first quake? You get used to it after a while.’

Unlike most things in Aeolia, this was something Esme didn’t want
to get used to. The earth was supposed to be solid, fixed, immutable.
“You’ve really had tremors like this for years?’

Lillian nodded.

‘I can hardly remember what it was like before. Usually they’re even
worse than that.’

The cracks left by the quake thankfully stopped just short of the
library’s steps. As in the palace, rich frescoes decorated the ceiling.
The first depicted a man and woman in robes, resting on a sandy
beach. Esme recognised them as the founders of Aeolia: Michail and
Sofia Agapios. Michail was gazing out to sea, while Sofia cradled a
harp, her flaxen hair flowing down toward the strings.

Another panel showed the birth of Aeolia: misty islands rising from
the great womb of the sea. Above the islands, red, green, and pink
bands of light swathed the sky. Sea dragons played amongst the
lights, twisting in and out of enormous curtains of colour. A long
passageway opened up to a sight that took Esme’s breath away. A
majestic waterfall spilled down from the apex of the library’s domed
roof, crashing soundlessly onto the ground. The great gusts of spray
settled into vapour, obscuring the chequered marble floor.

Ecme namaranacs Bxonutucs 60/1aii 3a mo-He0yab, abu BCTOSITH Ha
Horax. Bce HaBkoJo 3xiiiManocs. bpykiBka HaBKOJIO 3ApUTaliach, sIK BOJA.
3emis rpuMiTa Ta KOJIMXAJIACh i HEI0. A TIOTIM MHUThH - BCE 3aKIHUMIIOCS
TaK caMO MIBHMJKO, SIK 1 10YaIocs.

— Twu 30mimna, - ckasana JlimiaH, sska BUIIAOala HaATO CIIOKIHHOIO,
- Tu Bnepue 3actana 3emiierpyc? Sk He IPUKPO BU3HABATH, aji€ i 10 LIbOTO
3BHUKAEM. ..

Ha Bigminy Bin 6inbiocTi peueid B Eomii, 10 mo1i0HOTO CTUXIHHOTO
nuxa Ecme He xoTina 3BuKatu. 3emuisi Majia OyTH TBEpJOI0, HAIIHHOIO,
MIIIHOIO :

— To ui cTpycu Bxke TpUBarOTh 0arato pokis?

Jlinian KuBHYNA:

— 4 maibke He mam'siTaro, AK 1e Oyno paHime. 3a3BUYail BOHU
HabaraTo ripuii, HbK 3apas.

TpimyHM, HEMOB IIpaMU HA IUIONII, 3yMUHWIACS HEMOJAIK Bij
cxoniB 0i0mioreku. Sk y manari, CTENIO MPUKpAIIad PO3KIIIHI GPECKH.
Ha nepiit Oynu 300paskeHi 4OJIOBIK Ta XKIHKA B IIaTaX, BOHU BiANIOYNBAIH
Ha mimanoMy Tisbki. EcMe Bhi3Hanma B HUX 3acHOBHUKIB Eouii: BumaTHux
Muxaiina ta Codito AramiociB. Muxaitio nuBuBcs Ha Mope, a Codis
nputHckana 1o cebe apdy. Ii nisHe Bonoccs MOBKOBOIO XBUIIEIO CHAIAN0
Ha CTPYHH.

Ha iHmomMy nmaHHo BTUIMIM HapopKeHHs Eouii: TymaHHI OCTpOBH,
I0 BU3UPAIOTh 3 BEJIMKOIO MOPCHKOTO joHa. Ham octpoBamm OGarpsiHi,
CMaparJoBi Ta POXEBI CMYTU CBITJIa MPOHU3YIOTh HEOOCXHI. MOpPCHKi
JPaKOHU 3BUBAJIMCh MK BOTHSIMU, 3aKyTaH1 y BeJIMYe3H1 KOJbOPOBi 3aBICH.
JoBruii kopunop BinkpuB ouam Ecme BuUIOBHIIIE, Bl SIKOTO TIEPEXOIHIIO
MOJUX. 3 BEPIIMHU KYHOJONOAI0HOTO naxy 0i0mioTeku OypiauB BeTUYHUN
BoJIOCTIaf, O€33By4yHO po30MBAIOYMCh Ha THUCAYl Kpamenb. BenwuesHi
MOTOKH OCIZaliy JIETKUM TYMaHOM, 3aTYJISIFOYH COO0I0 KapTaTy MapMypOBY
MiJIOTY.
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Esme bent down to try to scoop up some of the mist wafting around
her ankles, but nothing cold or wet clung to her fingers.

‘Another enchantment?’

Daniel nodded.

‘The books wouldn’t last very long if it was real.’

‘I love coming here,” said Lillian, skipping ahead. ‘This library holds
the largest collection of songspells in all of Aeolia.’

Then the three made their way past statues of Greek deities, all mired
in mist, as if they were floating above the clouds of Mt Olympus.
‘The nine muses,” said Lillian, running a hand along one of the
sculpted shapes.

A wrought-iron staircase led up to the first gallery, where they
retrieved back copies of the city’s two most widely read newspapers,
the Aeolian Eye and the Esperance Daily. It took some time for Esme
to settle in to her task. The Temple Library, with its marbled floors
and magical accoutrements, was so different from the tiny Picton
library back home, although it did share the same hushed atmosphere
and solemn air. One article from the Aeolian Eye-a weekly column
by somebody named Basil Roth-was dated one month after Ariane
had vanished.

Trevelli’s Tremors
Shaky Start to New Mayor’s Tenure

An air of civil unrest-if not outright insurrection-was palpable in
Esperance’s Town Hall last night, as our new lord mayor, Everett
Trevelli, concluded his leadership acceptance speech.

‘I would like to give the citizens of Esperance my utmost assurance,’
the mayor promised, that the disturbances that have been plaguing

Ecme naxwnmmacs, abu 3a4epriHyTH TPOXH JWBHOTO MapeBa, IO
KITyOO4HBCsl HaBKoJIO 1i HIr. Ha quBO, HIYOTO XOJIOJHOTO YH BOJIOTOTO HE
YirIsuIocs 3a i masnbIli.

— e onne 3aknuHanHs? JleHien KUBHYB:

— SIxkOu Bomocman OyB CHpaBXKHIM, KHUTH He 30eperim O cBid
Cy4aCHHMU BUTIIAL.

— S mol6nro xonuTu croau, - MoBuia Jlinian, CTynuBIIM BIiepes, -
VY wmiit 616mi0TeI1 30€epiracThcsi HAMOLTBINA KOJISKITiS TTICEHHUX 3aKJINHAHb
y Bciit Eonii.

[ToTiM BOHM IPOMIILIN MOB3 CKYJABNTYPH I'PELBKUX O0KECTB, 3aKyT1
B TyMaH, Haue BOHM JpeldyBanmu xmapamu Omimmy. — JleB'sSTb My3, -
ckazana JlimiaH, mpoBOISTYN PYKOIO 1O OJIHIN 3 CTaTyp.

KoBaHni cxoau mpokiafany LUISIX 0 MepIIoi rauepei, e BOHU
3HAWIUINA CTapi MPUMIPHUKH JBOX HAWUMIOMYJSPHINIUX Ta3zeT micta «OKo
Eomii» Ta «Ecmepanc Jeitmi». Ecme 3HamoOuBcs nesxkuit vac, abu
3pO3yMITH CBOIO TOJIOBHY I[1Tb.

XpamoBa 06i0sioTeka 3 1i MapMypOBOIO MiJIOTOI0 Ta MAaridYHUM
037100JIEHHSAM Ty’K€ BiApi3HsuIacs Bi KpuXiTHOT Komipku y IlikToHI Ha
OarpkiBIIMHI. Asie Oylla CXOXICTh - B HIM IaHyBaja Taka X THXa
atMocdepa Ta CBDKE MOBITPA.

Onna crarrs «Oxka Eomil» - HOTHKHEBOT KOJIOHKH SIKOTroCh bas3iig
Pora - Oyna naToBaHa 4yepe3 MICSIb IMICs 3HUKHEHHS ApiaHH.

«Tpewmtinns TpeBemni — XUTKUI MOYATOK KaJIeHI[ii HOBOIO Mepa»

Jlyx TpoMaITHCHKUX 3aBOPYLIEHB - AKIIO HE BIABEPTOrO MOBCTAaHHS
- manyBanu B Mepii Ecniepancy B4opa BBeuepi, KOJIHM Halll HOBUII MTaH Mep,
EBeper TpeBemnii, 3aBepiryBaB CBOIO MPOMOBY IIIOJI0 CBO€T iHABTYpaIlii :

— 1 xoTiB Om 3aneBHUTH rpomajisiH Ecnepancy, - moo0iuss mep, -
0 1IbOMY CTHUXIMHOMY JIHMXY, sSIK€ IEepeciilye Halle MNUISIXETHE MICTO
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our fair city over this past month will soon be over. We are working
with a team of experts from Pelorus to determine the cause of the
earthquakes, and soon all will be well once more.’

These words had barely left the mayor’s lips when a tremor struck,
the Town Hall itself shaking from side to side as if to spite him. One
citizen opined that Trevelli’s appointment as lord mayor had brought
down a curse upon the city.

Meanwhile, the citizens of Esperance and its surrounding islands
wake up each morning wondering if their homes will be reduced to
rubble. All will NOT be well, Lord Mayor Trevelli.

The election is over, and the hard work of guiding Esperance through
these troubled times has begun. Without really noticing what she was
doing, she took up a pen and started doodling on her hand.

‘Wish I could draw like that,” said Daniel, leaning over to look. The
doodle had turned into one of the spires she had seen on the way here.
She had added a sailing ship, balanced on top.

‘I haven’t really drawn since my mother disappeared.’

‘Here’s something on Mare.’ said Lillian. The headline was splashed
across the front page of the Esperance Daily.

MARE FOUND GUILTY ON ALL COUNTS

After seven days of deliberation by the jury, the controversial trial of
Dr Nathan Mare has at last come to its conclusion. Mare, who was
arrested three months ago on charges of manslaughter and medical
malpractice, has been found guilty on all counts, and sentenced to
fifteen years in prison.

IPOTATOM OCTAHHBOTO MiCSIls, CKOpo Oyne mokmaneHo kpaid. Mwu 6e3
YIIMHY TPAIOEMO 3 TPYyIoko ekcrieptiB [lenopy, abu BU3HAUNTH IPUUUHY
3eMJIETPYCIB, 1 He3a0apoM Bce 3HOBY Oyie TIpeKpacHoO!

OcraHHi cliOBa JieiB€ BCTHUIJIM 3JIETITH 3 BYCT Mepa, K CTaBCs
3eMJIETPYC.

Paryma roiiganacs 3 60ky B 0ik, HEMOB HaBMHCHO.

OauH TpOMaJsSHUH NPUIYCTUB, IO MpU3HA4YeHHsA TpeBemii Ha
nocajy Mepa HaKJIMKaJIO Ha MICTO TIPOKIISTTSL.

Tum uyacom oxuteni Ecnepancy Ta mNpWIErNIUX OCTPOBIB
MPOKHUJIAIOTHCS MIOPAHKY 3 €JIMHOI0 JYMKOIO - UM HE IMEePETBOPATHCS IXHI
Oynuuku Ha pyinu. BoueBunp yce HE Oyne mo6pe, man mep Tpesemri.
Bubopu 3akiHumnmcs, 1 mouanacs TsKKa poOoTa 3 KepiBHUITBA
Ecnepancom y mi — xutki yacu. HaBiTe He momivarouu, mo poOmsaTh ii
BJiacHi nainbii, EcMe B3s1a pydky Ta movaia MajtOBaTH Ha CBOIM pyIll.

— XoTiB OM $ TaKk MaJIoBaTH, 3a3apicHo MoBHB JleHien,
HaXWJIUBIIKNCH, OO MOTJITHYTH. Hapuc mepeTBopuBCs Ha OJIMH 31 MITTHJIIB,
AKi BOHa Oaumyia Jgopororo croau. JliBumHaA gojana BITPHIBHHK, IO
OaylaHCyBaB Ha BEPIIHMHI OAITH :

— 51 He MairOBaJia BITOdI, IK 3HUKJIA MOS MaMa.

— AroB, TyT moch nmpo Mape, - Buryknysna JlimiaH.

et 3arosoBok OyB Ha mepriii mmanbTi razetu «Ecnepanc eimiy.

MAPE IIII BAPTOIO 3A BCIMA I[IYHKTAMMU
ObBMHYBAYEHHA
[Ticns  TWXHA OOroBOpEHHS MNPHUCSHKHUMM — CYNEpEewINBOIO

CyIOBOTO TIpoliecy Haja noktopom Haranom Mape, crnpaBa HapemTi
MiAXOJUTH J0 CBOTO 3aBeplleHHs. Mape OyB 3aapelITOBaHU TPHU MICSIT
TOMY 3a 3BUHYBAa4€HHSIM Yy HEHaBMHUCHOMY BOWBCTBI Ta MeAU4HIN
HenOanocti. Bupok OyB 3a BCiMa NMyHKTaMU 3BHHYBAu€HHS, a CaMoOTro
JiKapst 3aCy/DKEHO 10 M'ITHAAUATH POKIB YB'S3HEHHS.
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A grainy photograph accompanied the article, showing Mare being
led through a corridor as uniformed officials held back the press. His
head was bent down, so that his facial expression was hidden beneath
his silver hair.

Despite the best efforts of the Esperance High Court to keep the
details of Mare’s trial confidential, the case has attracted an
extraordinary amount of public attention. As the investigation
progressed, it was revealed that Mare had carried out dangerous
experiments on a number of terminally ill patients, who had given the
doctor written permission to try out new, untested medical
procedures that may have extended their lives. Each one of them died
within a month of entering into his care.

A charismatic figure, lauded for his pioneering work in medicine, Dr
Mare still retains the support of many. A large number of students
and fellow staff members at the University of Esperance continue to
express outrage and disbelief at the charges laid against him, as well
as at the severity of his sentence. While some believe that Mare did
no wrong, others insist that he coerced his patients into agreeing to
participate, and that his acts pushed far past the boundaries of ethical
behaviour. Antonia Trask, whose husband, Frank, was one of the
patients in Mare’s care, had this to say:

‘Those marks on Frank’s throat. And it wasn’t just him. I’ve been
told all the others had them, too! If he had known what Mare had
planned for him, he would never have agreed to it. Experimenting
with Gifts everyone knows how dangerous that is’

Dr Jonathan Quigley, one of Mare’s colleagues at the University of
Esperance, expressed a different opinion.

‘Nathan has done nothing wrong. The people in his care consented to
these procedures, as a gift to research, with full knowledge of the

CraTTi0 JOTIOBHIOBaNIA 3e¢pHUCTA (poTOTpadis, Ha SKil BUAHO, IO
Mape BexyTh KOPHIOPOM, a ocobu y dopmi crpumyioTh mpecy. Horo
rojoBa Oylla HaxWJieHA BHH3, TaK MI0 BHUpPa3 OOJIHYYSl XOBaBCS ITi[
CpIOIACTHM YOJIOM.

HesBaxkaroun Ha yci 3ycminis Bucokoro cyny Ecniepancy 36epertu
JeTani CyZoBOTO Tpoliecy Hag Mape B TaeMHHIIL, CIIpaBa MPUBEPHYIA
HaJMIpHY yBary rpomMajicbKocTi. ¥ XO[1 po3CiilyBaHHs 3'aCyBajlocs, IO
Mape npoBoauB HEOE3MEYH1 €KCIIEPUMEHTH HaJl HEBUJIIKOBHO XBOPHUMU
nalieHTaMu, sIKi Jadu JOKTOPY MUCBMOBHUH JO3BLI. Horo meroro Oyno
BUINIPOOYBAaHHSI HOBHUX, HENEPEBIPEHUX MEIUYHUX MPOLENYp, 10 MOIJIU O
NPOJOBXKHUTH JKUTTS TPUPEYCHUX Ha cMepTh. KoXeH 3 HUX ToMmep
MPOTATOM MICSIIS HICIs TOTO, SIK IMOTPAIUB Mif] HOTrO OMIKY.

XapuzmatuuHa nocrate Harana, BitoMa CBOIMH HOBaTOPCHKUMH
poboTamMH B MEAMIIMHI, ¥ JOCI KOPUCTYETHCS MIATPUMKOIO 0Oaratbox
mofed. 3HayHa KUTBKICTh CTYJIEHTIB 1 CHIBPOOITHHKIB YHIBEPCUTETY
Ecnepancy mnpooBXKYyIOTH BHCIOBIIOBATH OOYpeHHS 1 HEIOBIPY [0
BHUCYHYTHX IIPOTH HHOTO 3BUHYBAYE€Hb, a TAKOXK JI0 CYBOPOCTI BHHECEHOTO
romy BUpPOKYy. Jleski BBakaroTh, mo Mape He 3poOWB HIUOTO TOTaHOTO.
[IpoTe iHMII - 110 BiH 3MYCUB CBOIX MAIlIEHTIB IO 3rOAW Ha y4acTh, a HOTO
Iii - BUHIIUTH TaJIEKO 3a MEX1 €TUYHOT MOBEAIHKU. AHTOHIA Tpack, 40J0BIK
skoi, @peHk, OyB OJIHUM 13 MaiieHTiB Mape, cka3aia HacTyITHE:

— Ii cmigm Ha ropii @peHka. .. | He Tinbku y Hhoro! MeHi ckazanu,
110 BOHU Oyiu 1 B iHmux! SIkOu BiH 3HaB IPO KaxJIMBI HaMipu Mape, BiH
Ou HiKoJIM HE moroAuBcs Ha 1e. Excnepumentu 3 [lapamu — ycim Biomo,
HACKUIBLKH 1I€ HEOE3IIEYHO.

Hoxtop Jxonaran KBirni, onun 3 kosner Mape 3 YHIBepCUTETY
Ecnepancy, BUCIOBHB IHITY JYMKY:

— Haran He 3po6uB Hidoro amopanbHOTro. JIroau, ski nepedyBanu
mig HOro OMiKOI0, Jaid 3roAy Ha Ii MPOIEenypu 33yl JAOCTIKEHb 3
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risks involved. What has happened to him today is a travesty of
justice.’

Dr Mare is the only son of Esperance benefactors, Drs Jules and
Eleanor Mare, who were also commended during their lifetimes for
their scientific talents and charitable work.

‘Any thoughts?’ Daniel asked.

‘I can see why the conviction was controversial. It’s not very clear
what he actually did. Or what he’s like, apart from being shifty. It
says here that he was experimenting with Gifts,” she said. ‘What
exactly are they?’

Daniel answered.

‘Magical abilities. Most Aeolians have one.’

‘But ever since the quakes started, people’s Gifts haven’t been
working the way they’re supposed to,” said Lillian.

Esme had assumed that the abilities she had seen demonstrated in the
city were limited to only a select few.

She regarded Lillian and Daniel curiously.

‘What about you two?’

‘I don’t have one,’ said Daniel. ‘“Not yet, anyway. The Gifts are meant
to emerge at our age, but, like Lillian said, there have been problems.
It might be different for Lillian. Come to think of it, there’s a Seeing
Stone around here somewhere. I’ll go and get it.’

Esme buried herself back in the newspapers, where she found another
article on Mare. Only a few months after his incarceration, the Citadel
had been damaged in an earthquake, resulting in the flooding of three
floors and the escape of dozens of prisoners. Mare was amongst them.
Daniel soon returned with something wrapped in an indigo velvet
cloth. He set the bundle on the table. Within its folds was a large orb
of cloudy quartz, moony in appearance and marked with a number of
natural occlusions.

NOBHMM YCBIIOMJIGHHSIM DPH3HKIB, TMOB'SI3aHMX 3 HHUMH. Te,
BiTOYBA€THCS 3 HUM CHOTOJIHI — YKATFOTIHA IMAPOIis Ha TIPABOCY IS,

Jokrop Mape - emuHuii cuH Bimomux moo6poxiiB Ecmepancy,
nokropiB XKrons ta Eneonopu Mape, siKi TaKOX JOCATIIN YCITIXiB 3a CBOT
HAYKOBI TaJIAHTHU Ta OJNIarOJiHHY JTisUTBHICTD.

— byne-siki mymMmku? - 3anura [lenien.

— 4 ycBimomuioro, yomy BUpOK OyB cynepewinBuM. He myxe
3p03yMiJio, 110 BiH Hacmpas/i 3poouB. AOO XTO BIH TaKHil, OKPIM TOTO, L0
XUTpUM Ta miACTynHUM. MoBa Hinuwia npo exkcnepuMeHTH 3 Jlapamu,-
ckazana Ecwme, - 1o 11e o3Hagae?

JleHiel MmosiCHUB:

— Mariuni 3110HO0CTI. BOoHU € y O1IBIIOCTI €0TIHIIIB

— AJe BiIKoJIM TTOYaNMcCs 3emiieTpycu, [lapu mroiel He mpalroTh
TaK, K CIi, - ToToBHIIIA JIiTiaH.

Ecme mpumyckana, mo 3410HOCTSIMH, SIKi BOHa Oaunia paHiue y
MicTi, OynM HaauUleHl jauin oOpaHi. BoHa 3 monmuTiwBO BUTpimianacs Ha
Jlinian ta Jleniena.

— A gk momo Bac 1Box?

— ¥V mene Hemae [lapy, - BinnosiB Jlenien, -IIpunaiiMHi, MOKH 110.
V namomy Bimi {apu moBUHHI IPOSIBIATHCS, alie, AK cka3ana Jlurian, nemo
MO3Ke IX CTpUMYBaTU. MOXIINBO, y HEl Bce Oyze iHakiIe. Ko noaymaru,
TO Aech TyT Mae Oytu Kaminb-BintyH. S npunecy Horo.

j11(0)

Ecme 3HOBY mopuHysia y Ta3eTH, Ji¢ 3HANIIIA 111 OJIHY CTATTIO PO
Mape. Jluie yepes kinbKa MicA1iB miciust Horo yB'si3HeHHs, Llutanens Oyna
TIOLITKO/IXKEHA 3€MIIETPYCOM, IO TPU3BEJIO JI0 3aTOIICHHS TPHOX MOBEPXIB
1 BTeui fgecaTkiB yB'si3HeHux. Cepen Hux OyB 1 Mape.

Hezabapom /[lenien mnoBepHYBCS 3 MPEIMETOM, 3arOpHYTHM Y
OKCaMUTOBY TKaHHUHY KOJIbOPY IHAUTO. BiH MOKIaB 3ropToK Ha CTil. 3 HOro
[IOBKOBHMX BUTHHIB BU3UPaJia BEJHMKa KIS KaJJaMyTHOTO KBapIly, CX0XkKa Ha
MicCsI1Ib 1 KapOOBaHa HU3KOIO MPUPOTHUX 3aTEMHEHb.
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‘This Seeing Stone is meant to pick up any hints of an emerging Gitt.
| sometimes check it when I’m in here.’

Nothing happened at first, but then, glowing cinders appeared within
the orb.

‘Hot, hot, hot!” Daniel juggled the orb and dropped it back on the
velvet.

‘That that’s never happened before.” Esme stared at the flames
receding in the orb, and glanced over at Lillian. She looked equally
stunned, but then she smirked.

“Trust you, Daniel-fire.’

“Your turn,” he said, passing the Seeing Stone to Esme.

Esme took up the stone, and shifted her gaze to Daniel, wondering
about the link he’d made with it, the flames that had surged inside.
Drops of water were bubbling up inside of it, coalescing into rushing
streams, which faded away before forming again.

‘What’s going on?’

Daniel and Lillian’s eyes were still fastened on the crystal.

‘Wow, Esme. It’s seeing a Gift in you.’

Drops of dew had gathered on the outside of the stone, and it almost
slipped out of her hand.

‘No, there must be some mistake. I’m not even from here’.

Daniel picked up the orb and wiped it dry.

“You might not be, but what about your relatives? That’s how the
Gifts pass down. Through bloodlines.’

‘It’s just thrown up a false result, that’s all a false positive.’

Daniel gave her a bemused look.

‘It’s not science class, Esme. It’s magic.’

He passed the orb to Lillian. ‘Your turn.’

— Ieit KamiHnp-BilllyH TpHU3HAYEHUN JJIsi TOTO, a0 BIIOBJIIOBATH
Oynap-ski iMIynscHu 3apopkeHHs Japy. S iHoai mepeBipsito Horo, Koim
OyBaro TYT.

[epmi muti HiYoro HE BimOyBajocs, aje MOTIM BCEpeAWHI Kyl
BUIHUIHCS CSI0Y1 MMOTIENIHINA:

— I'apsiue, rapsiue, rapsige! - JleHien ;KOHIUIIOBaB KyJero 1 K0ypHYB
il Ha3aJ Ha OKCaMuT, -TaKoro 1€ HIKOJIU HE TPATUILIIOC.

Ecme crnornspana mosym's, 1o BIACTYNajao BIJIMO Kyii, MOTIM
norsHyna Ha Jlimian. Bona Oyna Takoro % MPUTOJIOMINIEHOTO, ajie 3r0JI0M
MOCMIXHYJTacs:

— Hosipsito 1001, [Tomym’ssHuit Jlenien.

— TBost uepra, - 60BKHYB apyOoK, nepenaroy kaMinb Ecme.

JiBunHa B3suta Kynio Ta mepesena norisig Ha Jleniena. Sk BiH
BCTAHOBHMB 3B'SI30K 3 TIOJIyM'sIM, IO CTajaxHysno BcepenuHi? Kpamii Boau
MoYaJld Iy3UPUIIUCS BcepenuHi apTedakTy, 3JIMBAIOYUCh Yy OYypXIIMBI
MOTOKH, SIKI 3HUKAJIH, a MOTIM 3HOBY (hOPMYBAIHUCSI BOEIUHO:

— IIlo BinOyBaeThCs?

[Tormsimu eniena ta Jlutian Bce 1mie OyJid MPUKYTI IO KAMEHIO:

— Oro, Ecme. Bin 6aunts y T061 [ap.

Ha 30BHimHROMY 00111 BillIyHAa 310payincsl Kparwii pocH, 1 BiH Majio
HE BHUCJIIM3HYB 3 11 pYK.

— Hi, ne, mabyTh, SiKach MOMUIIKA, TOYHO MOXUOKa. Sl HABITH HE
TYTELIHS, - [T0Yaja 3anepeyyBaTi IHIIOCBITSHKA.

Jenien mifgHic Kymiio Ta BUTEp il HACYXO:

— Moske, TH ¥ He 3BimcH, Xall TaM SK, ajle 10 CTOCOBHO TBOIX
pinaux? Came tak nepenarotbes Japu. [1o kpoBHiii TiHil.

— BiH mpocto BUAAaB TOMHIKY, 1€ BCE XHUOHOMO3UTHUBHUI
pe3ynbTaT! - mpoaoBKyBana Ecme.

JleHien cCnaHTETUYEeHO TOTJISIHYB Ha Hel:
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‘No thanks,’ said Lillian.
‘Why not?’

Spots of colour appeared on her cheeks.

‘I was in here last week and I it then. I tried’.

‘So what? Things might have changed.’

Lillian grimaced and took the orb from him.

It stayed clear for a few moments, before turning a dull grey.
'See? That means there's nothing.'

Daniel sighed.

"Yet. Stop overreacting. It doesn't mean anything.'

Chapter 12

It's true, what Daniel said. You could have a Gift-they are passed
down through the bloodlines. Your mother came over here all the
time, and your great grandmother, didn't she?'

The prospect of having a blood relation from Aeolia seemed an
impossibility. And even if what she had seen in the stone had been
true-which it wasn't-she wasn't planning on crowing about it to
Lillian, who, she suspected, had spent most of her life dreaming of
the Gift she might one day receive.

So she said nothing as Lillian bent down toward the crowded bottom
shelf. It housed a dozen thick volumes, bound in rich claret-coloured
velvet.

'Songspells,' said Lillian, brushing a hand along the spines of the
volumes.

— le ne npupoanunyi Hayku, Ecme. Lle maris. Bin nepenas kymto
Jlinian. Hymo, TBOS uepra.

— Hi, nsxyto, - Bimpizana Jlurias.

—Yomy Hi? - OLIKaBUBCS XJIOTIEIb.

[i moxu Hammmics yepBoHOO hapdoro:

— S Oyma TyT MUHYJIOTO TIXKHS, Ta Bce MapHo. Hidoro He
3’ IBUJIOCSL.

— I mo 3 Toro? 3apa3 yce moxke Oyt reTh HaBIaku! - 3alIEBHUB
toHak. Jlimian ckpuBmiiacs 1 3a0pania y Hporo Kymto. Kiibka cekyH]1 BOHa
3ayMmianacs Mpo30poro, a TMOTIM ToYaia ThMSHITH, IEePEINBAIOYNChH
CIpUMH BIJITIHKaMHU.

— Hy ot, 6aunm? Sk s 1 ka3ana — A13yChKH.

Jenien 31TXHYB:

— Iloxu mo. Ipunman pobutn Oypro y ckisHIll. Lle me Hidoro He
O3HAYae.

Po3pin 12

— Te, mo ckazaB [lenien, Oyno npasaor. Tu moxem matu Jlap -
BiH MEpeaeThCs 0 KpoBi. TBOS MaTH MOCTIMHO NMPUXOAMUIIA CIOAH, 1 TBOS
npabalycs, xiba He Tak?

[lepcnekTrBa MaTh KpoBHOro poamya 3 FEoumii 3maBanacs
HEMOXUTMBOO. | HaBiTh SKOM MPOPOITBO KaMEHIO OyJj0 ICTHUHOK - a IIe
Oyno He Tak - Ecme He 30upanacs xBamutucsa num nepexn Jlimian.
BoueBub, BOHA IIpOBEIIa 3HAYHY YAaCTUHY CBOTO XHTTs, Mpitouu mpo [lap,
SIKMI BOHA MOTJIa O OJIHOTO JHS OTPHMATH.

Tomy BoHa mpoMoBuaia, Koiu JlimiaH Haxwimiacs [0
NIepENOBHEHOT HIDKHBOT rmoJniii. Ha Hiil j1exaB 3 AeCATOK TOBCTUX TOMIB,
NEPEIUIETCHUX Y OKCAMUT HACUYCHOTO KOJIBOPY O0pJIo:

— IlicenHi 3akaMHaHHS, - TpounTana JlitiaH, IpOBIBIIN PYKOIO MO
KOPIHIISIX anbMaHaxiB. BoHa BuTArIa oauH 3 (oJiaHTIB 1 BHaja mopyd 3
Ecme Ha 71KKO :
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She drew out one of the tomes, and plopped down beside Esme on
the bed.

'Is this the Gift you want? To be able to cast songspells?'

'I've always wanted to be a songstress, more than anything. Dad's
given me two books of songspells a year, since | was ten.'

She opened the volume on her lap, titled Incanto of Melisande, Vol
Il. Page after page flowed with staves of musical notes. Looping,
slanted letters ran beneath each line, in a language Esme didn't
recognise. The sirens were the first to cast songspells, so it's in their
language, Lillian explained.

"The symbols all represent sounds, so you can sing it without knowing
the meaning of the words. I've been learning what | can. You're not
supposed to do this-prepare for your Gift in advance," she added
wistfully.

'Are there any songstresses in your family?'

'Mostly on my mother's side. For all I know, | could get nothing, like
Mum did-or else my dad's Gift. He's a doctor. Mum keeps telling me
to try and forget about it, that it'll happen if it's meant to. She says I'm
as bad as the enchanters.'

'What's so bad about them?'

‘The enchanters have always believed they're way above everyone
else. They covet their Gifts over all. They only marry each other, to
increase the chances of passing them on. They're secretive, too.
Songspells are available to anyone. Of course, you have to be Gifted
to use them, but there's no waiting around thirty years until your
mentor reveals their best magic on their deathbed, if at all. Choosing
who you love, based only on what their Gift is-that seems so
coldblooded.'

— He roit Jlap, sikuii T Oaxaem? Bwmitu Hakiagatu MiCEHHI
3aKJIMHAHHSA?

— 51 3aBknau Mpisiia OyTH CIiBaykoro, TOHAA yce Ha cBiti. Tarto
JlapyBaB MeEHi MO JIBi KHUTH IICCHHUX 3aKJIMHAHb HA PIK, BIJIKOJIU MEHI
BUITOBHUJIOCS JICCATb.

Bomna Binkpuia KHUTY, IO Jiekana y Hei Ha KojiHax. Bona maina
Ha3By min — 3akiauHaHHs Menicanau, Tom II. CropiHkamu mepexTiau
CTPYMKH HOTHMX 3HakiB. Ilin KOXXHMM psakoM Oyiau 3akUIbLbOBaHI,
BUKPUBJIEHI1 JIITEpU MOBOIO, sIKy EcMe He B 3M031 OyJ1a po3ni3HaTu:

— Cupenu Oynu MEpIIMMHU, XTO 3aKJIMHAB MICHIMH, TOMY II€ IXHS
MOBa, - nosicHma Jlimia, - Bei ciMBOIM 03HAa4al0Th 3BYKH, TOMY MOYKHA
CITIBaTH, HABITh HE 3HAIOYW 3HAYCHHS CJIiB. SI BUBUMIa Bce, 1o 3Moria. He
CJI1JT ITHOTO POOUTH - TOTYBATHCS 10 CBOTO Jlapy 3a3/aneriap, - 3a1yMINBO
JI0/1a1a BOHa.

— VY TBOill poAMHI € CTIIBauYKH?

— IlepeBaxxHo Mo MamwuHii JiHii. Hackinbku MEH1 BITOMO, ST MOTJIa
reTh HIYOTO HE OTPUMATH, K MaMa, abo >k HaBMakW - ycmajakyBatu [lap
tata. Bin nikap. MamMa nocTiiHO CTBEp/KYE, a0 sl TOKUHYJIA TYMKH TIPO
1e. BoHO HEOIMIHHO CTaHEThCs, SKIIO Tak Oyzae moTpioHo. Kaxke, mo s
TaKa X HEeMopsAHa, K 1 YaKIyHHU.

— A 1110 B HUX TAKOTO MOraHOTO i HEMOPSAIHOTO?

— YapiBHUKM 3aBXAM BBaXKaJIM, 110 BOHM HabaraTto Kpaiii 3a
iHmmx. Bouum xanatote cBoix JlapiB monaa yce. HaBiThb oApyxKyroThcs
JUIIE OJWH 3 OJHUM, aOu 30UIBIIMTH IIMAHCH TMepeAaTH 3I10HOCTI
HallaakaM. A 11e BoHH nmoTainusi. [liceHH1 3akiIMHaHHS JOCTYIHI OyIb-
KOMYy. 3BICHO, 1100 HMMH KOPHCTYBATUCS, HEOOXIJHO MaTH IIEBHI
3aibHocTi. [IpoTe He Tpeba uekaTu TPUILATh POKIB, IIOKH TBild HACTAaBHUK
Ha CMEPTHOMY OJIpi PO3KPHE CBOIO MOTYTHIO Marito, SIKIIO B3araii 3adaxkae
IUTUTUCS 11i€r0 TaeMHHICr0. OOUpaT KOXaHy JIIOJMHY JIMIIEe Ha OCHOBI
TOTrO0, AKMH y Hei Jlap - 1e Tak XOJIOJHOKPOBHO.
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Esme fidgeted with one of the threads of the bedspread, thinking of
home. Her father had certainly been besotted with Penelope, as well
as determined to start over, and give Esme a new mother, whether
she wanted one or not. Penelope’s motives were less clear, but Esme
had never seen the same glow of adoration in her eyes that she had
seen in his.

'Dad married Mum for love, but it didn't last. He ended up marrying
another doctor. Mum tried hard to put on a brave face. She changed
the front door knocker from a god to a goddess. Took me shopping a
lot that bit was good. Of course, it was all made worse by Finn leaving
as well." said Lillian.

'Finn left?

‘Yeah. When Dad left, my brother went with him. A few days after
they left-that's when Daniel burnt my hair. Back then, seeing him
reminded me too much of losing my dad and brother. Giving each
other a hard time became a habit. I think we both must have taken it
too far, in the end, because eventually we stopped talking altogether.'
'Do you see your dad much?' she asked.

'When | can. He's always busy like | said, he's a doctor. Because of
his Gift.'

A note of pride sounded in her voice. 'He can see through things.
Literally. Dad said that when | was a baby, he could see my tiny heart
beating away, little lungs moving in and out.'

“Yeah. Dad hated his Gift at first. Now, though, he says he couldn't
do without it. Just goes to show that you shouldn't worry too much
about whatever Gift you get. It might be the best thing that ever
happens to you.'

Ecme kpyTuia oJiHy 3 HUTOK KOBJIPH, IOPUHAIOYH y TYMKH PO JIiM.
besymoBHO, koxaHHsiM OaTtbka Oyma IleHemoma, mo crama i Madyxoro.
Aapon OyB CIIOBHEHMH DIIIY4OCTi IMOYATH BCE CIOYATKY 1 MOJapyBaTH
Ecme HOBY Martip, xoTina 6 BoHa 1poro uu Hi. Motusu Ilenenonu Oymu
MEHII OYEBUIHMMH, ajie JIBUMHA HIKOIHM He O0aumna y ii 09ax Takoro x
OsucKky 000KHIOBaHHS, IKE BOHA Oaumiia y MorJisil Tara.

— bartbko onpyxuBcs 3 MaMoOK0 MO Ji0OOOBI, aje I€ TPUBAJIO
HEIO0Bro. 3roJIoM, IOB’53aB CBOE JKUTTS 3 IHILOO JIIKapko. Mama 3 ycix
CWJI Hamarasacsi pooutu xopoOpuii BurisiA. Bona HaBiTh 3MiHWIA PYUKY
JIBEPHOTO MOJIOTKA 3 Oora Ha OoruHI0. My 0arato XoIuiu 1o KpaMHUILISIM,
1 Bce Oymo rapas. 3BHYAHO, BCE CTAJIO IIe Tipiie, kKouu PiHH moixas, -
posmnosina Jlimian.

— @iHH nimoB?

— Tax. Konu TaTto noixas, miif Opar noixas 3 HuM. Yepe3 Kuibka
THIB Ticas ixHporo BiA'3ay Jlenien mignmanmmB Moe BoJioccs. Komu s
3ycTpivaia Horo, 1e¢ HEMOB IIpaM - HarajyBaB PO BTpaTy Tara i Opara.
Buiinuio mock Ha KIITanT 3BHYKM - 3aBJaBaTU OJWH OJHOMY OOJIIO.
Jymaro, MA ABO€ 3aMIIIJIM HAATO JajieKo, 00 BPEIITI-pelIT 3aMOBKIM Ha
JTIOBT1 POKH.

— Twu yacto Gauwniics 3 0aTpkoM? - HoLiKaBuiIace EcMme.

— Komm mar 3mory. Tato 3aBxau 3ailHATHH, apke BIH JIKap.
3aBnaku cBoemy [apy, -

["omoc Jlimian BUTpaBaB HOTKaMH TOPOCTI, - BiH Moxe 6aunTtu pedi
Hackpizb. bykBanmbHO Hackpi3b. Taro po3moBifaB, MmO Kojgud s Oyra
MaJICHbKOIO, BIiH CIIOCTepiraB, SIK O'€TbCA MO€E KPHXITHE ceple Ta SK
HANIOBHIOIOTHCS MajieHbKi JereHi. Tak. Cro4yaTtky TaTo HEHaBUMIIB CBiil
Hap. Ane Tenep BiH Kaxe, 110 6e3 HbOrO siK 6e3 pyk. Tomy BpemTi-pemr,
HE crija nepermMatucs, sikuil came Jlap Tv otpumaen. MosxiuBo, e Oyne
Halfkpaille, 110 TPamUThCs 3 TOOOI0.

Mipanna crosiia Ha moaBip’1 OyauHKy Ne 8 Ta monuBana pociuHU
y cTapiii BaHH1 Ha KIFTUCTUX HDKKaX.
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Miranda stood in the courtyard of No. 8, watering the plants in the
old clawfooted bathtub.

‘This one's the best remedy for skin conditions: boils, sties, pimples,
and the like,' said Miranda, moving the watering can over the middle
of the bathtub. The plant's tiny flowers had opened to drink in the sun,
but the afternoon rays were long gone. She picked off a couple of
dead leaves.

'Every family in Esperance has one, or at least, those with teenagers.
But the poor thing's been making things worse lately.

Miranda tipped the can right over to extract the last of the water.

"I'll go fill it up for you, Esme volunteered.

'Oh, no need. Look! Miranda tipped the watering can so that Esme
could see water creeping up its sides.

It's enchanted. One of the most useful presents I've ever been given.'

Miranda touched a finger to the rosette plant, and Esme watched,
transfixed, as the tips of its leaves lit up, glowing for a few seconds
in the dusk.

A small pot of lavender was tucked in by the herbs, and Esme brushed
her fingertips against one of the purple stalks.

'We have this at home. It's Mum's favourite.'

'l can't get used to the news that she's gone’ said Miranda.

‘It's the same with my mother-she passed away a few years ago. | still
think about going to visit her, and then remember she's not here
anymore. Such a long goodbye, that forgetting and remembering that
seems to go on forever. Like a little death each time. | can't imagine
what it must be like for you. As were you and your father. | think it
was hard on her, not being able to tell people where she really was.
We know of the existence of your world, but it's not quite the same
for you, is it?'

— Hemae minmoro 3aco0y Bij MKIpHUX 3aXBOPIOBaHb, HX 1el. He
Oyne GypyHKyIiB, HapWBiB, HaBITh MPUINIB, - CcKa3aia MipaHna,
nepecyBalOyH JiKy Ha cepeuHy BaHHH. KpHUXiTHI KBITOUKH PO3KPUIIHCS,
abu BXOITUTH COJIOJKE CSAUBO COHIIS, aJIe MICIs1001THE MPOMIHHS BXKE JABHO
3axoBayiocs 3a oOpieM. BoHa 3ipBasia KilbKa MEPTBHX JIICTOYKIB:

— Y xoxHiil ponuni B Ecriepanci € Taka pocianHKa, TpUHANMHI y
ciM’IX, A€ € HIIIITKUA. AJie OimoJialiHii OCTaHHIM YacoM CTae€ Jejaii
ripuie.

Mipana nepexuinia JiiKy, o0 BUJIMTH OCTAHHIO OCTaHHI Kparuii
BOJIN:

— Sl mixy HanmoBHIO i, - 3rojocunacs Ecwme.

— Oi, He TpeOa. [lornsgus! - Mipanaa Haxununa TuBo-apTedakT
Tak, mo0 JiBUMHA nmodaumia, K BOJA CIOB3A€ThCS IO ii cTiHkax, - BoHa
3ayapoBaHa. OOuH 3 HaMKpallMX NOJApyHKIB, II0 MEHI KOJU-HEeOynb

BpyYaJIu.

Mipanaa TopkHyJacs MaJbIeM J0 TianuHTY, a Ecme 3adapoBaHo
criocTepiraia, siKk 3aroputics KiHYMKW JUCTS POCIUHU, Ha KUThKa CEKYH/T
3aMEpEeXTIBIIHN y CYTIHKAX.

HeBenuukwuii ropiiyk 3 JaBaHA0r0 OyB HarpOMa KEHUHN TpaBaMHu, i
EcMme npoBerna manbisiMu 1o 0 JHOMY 3 (hi0JI€TOBUX CTEOECT:

— ¥V Hac BlioMa € taka. e mamuHa ynro0seHa, - MOBHJIA JIIBYMHA.

— 51 He MOXY yCBITOMHUTH TOH (hakT, IO BOHA TIOMEPIIa, - CKazaja
Mipanna, - Sk 1 mos martip. Bona momepiia kibka pokiB Tomy. S gacto
joBmo cebe Ha AymIll, abu BigBigaTH ii, ane MOTIM 3raayro - ii Oiiblie
Hemae. Take J0Bre mpoIIaHHS, TOMY 3a0yTH Ta BIIIIYCTHTH 3[a€ThCS
HEMOXJIMBUM. Sk MajieHbKka cMepTh 1opasy. He Moxy ysBUTH, SIK TOOI
Baxko. Ta TBoemy Oatbky. ['anato, 1ie OyB HECTEpIHHMIA TATAp - HE MaTH
3MOTH PO3MOBICTH JIIOJsAM, JIe¢ BOHA HacmpaBai Oyna. Mu 3HaemMo mpo
ICHYBaHHsI BAILIOTO CBITY, aJie s Bac Hall -3araaka? Yu He tak?
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‘Not at all. Mum did tell Dad about Esperance, but he didn't take it
well. He thought she was ill, that she had made up Esperance-
Aeolia—in her mind.'

Miranda's face turned down, but before she could reply, her
expression changed.

Small wisps of light were drifting toward them from the canal, their
reflections streaming in the water behind them like the tails of
comets.

"They don't come round so much anymore, but | used to see these all
the time, when | was younger. It's said that when the islands were
first created, the ocean was full of them.’

She glanced over at Miranda, whose face had relaxed into blissful
serenity. When the last wisps of light floated off into the night and
Lillian called to Miranda from the kitchen window, the spell was
broken. The fine, worried lines that usually crossed Miranda's face
returned. She was almost at the door when she stopped and turned
back.

'Oh, Esme, | meant to tell you-I've contacted a Professor Sage from
the university here. Ariane worked with him. She illustrated one of
his books. He's away at the moment, but | sent a letter, telling him the
news.'

Miranda's words took a moment to sink in.

‘A book?

"Yes, | never saw the finished product, but it was about the myths and
legends of Aeolia. A compendium. I'm sure the professor will give
you a copy.'

Miranda went inside. A compendium-such a book sounded weighty,
substantial. How had Ariane found time for a project like that? On
her way back inside, Esme stopped by the rosette plant and touched
a finger to it. Its phosphorescent glow winked again, a red beacon in

— 3oBciM Hi. Mama po3nosina tatoBi npo Ecnepanc, ane BiH He
nyxe no0pe ue cnpuiiHaB. BiH noaymas, 1o BoHa xBopa, a Ecniepanc ta
Eoumist — Buragka ta miin OypxiuBoi (anrasii.

Mipania omycThiIa Od4i, ajie MepIl HDK BOHA Jlayia BIANOBiNb, BHUpa3 il
00U 3MIHUBCAL.

MarneHnpki KJIANTUKH CBITIA IUIMBJIM JI0 HUX 3 KaHajy, iXH1 BiIOJIUCKHU
CTPYMEHUIN y BOJ1 103a/ly HUX, Ha4€ XBOCTH KOMET.

— BoHu Bxke He Tak yacTo 3'IBIISIOTHCS, ajie y FOHOCTI 1 0aumia ix
noctiiiHo. [1oaelKytoTh, 1110 KOJU OCTpOBU OyiIM TUIbKU CTBOPEHI, OKE€aH
OyB CIIOBHEHUN HUMHU.

Bona mornsnyna Ha Mipanny, obmuuus sikoi posciabuiiocst y
6naxxeHHOMY criokoi. Konn octanHi npoOIMCKU CBIT/Ia MOPUHYIU Y HIY 1
Jlinian noknukana MipaHy 3 BIKHA KyXH1, 4apH OyJu 3HSTI.

Tonki, HalTOBHEH1 CTYpPOOBaHICTIO 3MOPIITKHA Ha 00mua4i Mipanau,
noBepHy/ucs. BoHa Bxke Maibke MifidImIa 10 IBEpei, KoK 3yMUHIIACS 1
obepHymacs :

— Jlo peudi, Ecme, s xoTtina 1001 A€mio cka3aTH - s 3B's3ajacs 3
npodecopom CelpkeM 3 TYTEITHROTO YHIBEPCUTETY. ApiaHa IpalroBaa 3
HUM. BoHa imocTpyBana oAy 3 Woro kHuUT. Bin 3apa3 y Bin'izmi, aye s
HaJicana oMy JICTa 3 HOBUHAMM.

CrnoBa Mipanau He oJipa3y JICTAIUCS CBIIOMOCTI.

Kuanxky?

— Tak, mpoTe s HIKOJIM He 6aymniia TOTOBOTO BUJAHHS, ajie BiH OyB
npo midu ta erenau Eouii. 36ipuuk. S BieBHeHa, 110 npodecop mnoaapye
TOO1 MPUMIPHHUK.

Mipanna 3aiinuia Bcepeauny. Kommnenaiym - Taka KHUTA 3Bydana
Baromo, 3MicTOBHO. SIk ApiaHa 3HallUIa Yac AJsl TaKOTO MaclITabHOTO
npoekty? IloBepratouncs 10 OyauHky, Ecme 3ynuHunacs O6u1s rialiury i
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the night. Like a warning light. The more she found out, the more she notopknymacs 10 Hei manbueM. 1i docopeciieHTHE CcAWBO 3HOBY

wondered what else she didn't know about her mother. OJMMMHYJIO YCPBOHMM MasiukoM y TempsiBi. HemoB momepemkyBanbHe
cBiT0. UM OUIbIIE BOHA Ai3HABAIACS, TUM OLIBIIOIO XBHWJIEIO IOJIMHAIO
MUTaHHS - CKUTBKY II€ BOHA HE 3HAIA PO CBOIO MaTip.
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Chapter 2. Rendering lingual means of shaping imaginary world in the
translation of E. Foster’s novel Esme’s Wish

2.1. Genre characteristics and author’s style of the novel Esme’s Wish by E. Foster

The source text of the translation project is the novel Esme’s Wish by Elizabeth Foster,
an Australian writer of novels. Esme's Wish, her debut book, has won a prestigious Purple
Dragonfly award and received praise from all over the world. Esme's Gift, which won a second
Purple Dragonfly and an IPPY for outstanding Y A fiction, is a testament to the series’ ongoing
success. Esme's Voice, which will be released by Odyssey Books, marks the end of Foster's
writing journey. She is a Books in Homes Role Model and a member of the Australian Society
of Authors. Foster, who resides in Sydney, Australia, is engrossed in the last episode of her
cherished Esme series. She creates stories that appeal to young readers between the ages of 10
and 14 using nature, especially the water, as her inspiration. Although Elizabeth Foster had
always been a reader, telling stories to her kids sparked her interest in writing.

When fifteen-year-old Esme Silver, the protagonist of the book Esme's Wish, is forced
to face her father's second marriage, her entire world falls apart. Her anguish is dismissed as
teenage rebellion, and her defiant outburst is dismissed as well. Esme, however, detects a more
profound deceit. She is haunted by the terrifying realization that something evil lurks beneath
the surface of her mother's absence, which was officially attributed to a terrible maritime
disaster.

Esme is thrown into a maelstrom of exploration after an unplanned trip to the magical
world of Aeolia. In the enigmatic city of Esperance, her adored mother, Ariane, a famous myth
and legend painter, maintained a secret life. Esme starts to doubt everything she believed to be
true as she digs deeper into her mother's past.

Aimed at teenagers, this young adult novel delves into relatable themes such as self-
discovery, the complexities of parental and peer relationships, first love, and the looming
challenges of adulthood. She wrote about her book: ‘I’m Elizabeth Foster, author of the Esme
trilogy, a fantasy adventure series perfect for fans of Percy Jackson and Narnia’ (Foster, 2023).

Ancient myths, folklore, and folktales are the earliest examples of fantasy
literature, which has origins deep into human history. Stories about gods, heroes, and mythical
creatures were told orally by societies all over the world long before the written word was
invented. These stories shaped each society's perception of the universe and of human nature.
These stories were preserved in ancient books as oral tradition gave way to written tradition.
Fantasy elements are still honored today in works such as Homer's The Odyssey, which features
cyclops and sirens; the Indian epics Mahabharata and Ramayana, which are full of heavenly
interventions; and the Norse sagas, which have giants and gods (Costello, 2023).

The novel Esme’s Wish meets and demonstrates all the features of the fantasy
genre. Take the base in reality, for instance. The impossible is the foundation of fantasy, which
frequently incorporates aspects that go against accepted physics, nature, and reality principles.
Typical fare includes magic, mythological animals, and heavenly interventions. Ancient stories,
legends, and the human imagination are all sources of fantasy, which frequently doesn't require
an explanation. In the fantasy genre, setting and worldbuilding are usually set in worlds that are
either completely the author's own creation or a magical version of our own; these worlds may
have their own distinct laws, histories, and geographical features. Heroism, magic, destiny,
quests, and good vs evil are frequently central themes. The conflict, which emphasizes personal
development and the value of free will, is frequently moral or spiritual (Costello, 2023).

The fantasy genre has certain subgenres, and the subgenre of my work is portal
fantasy. Characters in this style of fantasy worldbuilding—who are typically children—travel
from their own reality. Through some sort of "portal,” they travel to another realm. The new
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world is typically a completely different reality. The characters occasionally journey to
a different era within their own planet (French, 2023).

As Annika Barranti Klein aptly describes in her comprehensive list '50+ Must-Read
Portal Fantasy Books,' portal fantasy occurs when a character is transported from their
familiar world to another through magical means, often via a specific location or object like a
wardrobe, rabbit hole, or mirror (Klein, 2019)

The novel Esme's Wish is a representative of the coming-of-age genre. The main goal
of a coming-of-age story is to show the protagonist's development from a youngster to an
adult. Preteens and teens making the transition to adulthood are usually the focus of most of
these works. Children's books, classic literature, modern novels, films, and television shows
all feature this literary genre, which has existed for millennia. Because it is a genre that can be
applied to all of humanity, it is a popular and significant means to offer different thoughts
about the maturing process (Bal, 2023). According to the terminology, a coming-of-age novel
is a work of fiction that chronicles a character's development and a number of significant life-
altering events (Baldwin, 2024).

Considering the information above, we may infer that E. Foster's novel Esme's Wish
exemplifies the fantasy genre. Because throughout the story, we observe a detailed parallel
world inhabited by mythical and otherworldly creatures. We witness the girl's growing up and
the change in the characters of the young heroes, their confrontation with evil. Magical
abilities, author's neologisms and other components also reveal the fantasy genre. Allusions to
Greek mythology play an important role in creating and revealing a parallel world.

2.2 Rendering verbal means of reflecting imaginary world in the novel Esme’s
Wish by E. Foster

Esme’s Wish is a debut book written by an Australian author, Elizabeth Foster. It is a
fantasy following a girl's journey into a magical world to discover what happened to her mother.
The main character, a fifteen-year-old Esme Silver protests during her father's wedding, people
write it off as the actions of a self-centered, obstinate adolescent. Esme cannot accept the fact
that her mother passed away. Esme, though, is dubious. She is confident that there are people
hiding the true cause of her mother's absence, assuming that the phrase "lost at sea" covers
something worse than she has any right to know.

The truth comes to light when Esme is unintentionally carried away and immersed in
the magical realm of Aeolia. It's not long before she discovers that her mother Ariane, a talented
myth and legend painter, lived a covered second life in Esperance, a dilapidated country. Esme
starts to wonder if she actually knew her mother at all as she learns more about Ariane.

After falling through a watery portal, Esme enters the City of Esperance, a place where
people can breathe underwater. There are a variety of things to discover in this watery magical
world, including mystery, magic, gifts, nasty beasties, dragons, and a lot more. The magical
world that Esme discovers is inspired by Greek mythology. The text abounds in allusions to
Greek Gods through references to statues and paintings. Greek mythology is widely reflected
in the text through different place names: cities, mountains, rivers.

The magic underwater world described in the novel is verbally represented by proper
names, author’s neologisms and magic spells.

2.2.1 Rendering proper names in the translation of Foster’s novel Esme’s Wish.

The fictional world of the novel is reflected in proper names, or onyms, from Ancient
Greek: dvopo, “name” (Merriam-Webster).
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Proper names, which act as a sort of "key" in exposing the author's artistic intent, are of
special interest in the semantic structure of the fantasy novel. . Proper names are semantically
grouped into the following classes:

1. Anthroponyms

a) names of humans: Esme, Aaron, Ariana, Daniel, Michail, Sofia, Miranda, Lillian,
Lucinda, Finn, Celia, Everett, Nathan, Thomas, Antonia, Basil, Jonathan, Penelope, Jules,
Eleanor, Tarnini, Frank;

b) surnames of humans: Silver, Agapios, Lovell, Swift, Skye, Trevelli, Mare, Roth,
Trask, Quigley;

c) charactonyms (nicknames): Daniel-fire;

d) titles of the rulers: Founders of Aeolia Michail and Sofia Agapios, the Right
Honourable Lord Mayor Everett Trevelli, High Councillor of Esperance, Chief Enchantress
of Esperance Celia Skye;

2. Toponyms which are classifies into:

a) choronyms (names of territories): Esperance, Aeolia;

b) astionyms (names of towns and cities): Spindrift, Ephyra, Thalassa, Pelorus;

¢) dromonyms (names of roads and transport routes by water, land or air):

Palace Canal;

e) pelagonyms (names of seas): Tiamat Sea;

f) potamonyms (names of rivers): Styx;

h) insulonyms (names of islands): Laertes;

i) architecturonyms (names of objects of architecture): Godstone Palace, Keeper’s

Tower, Temple Library, University of Esperance, Citadel, Prometheus;

J) hodonyms (names of roads and streets): No. 8 Nestor Street;

k) oronyms (names of mountains): Mt Olympus;

3. Mythonyms (names originating in mythology): Medusa, Charon, Triton;

4. Proper names of magical powers: Gift.

Proper names are translated in different ways according to a variety of factors,
including the age of the target audience, the context, the style, and the semantic content of the
text.

In modern translation studies, a unified approach to the translation of proper names in
fiction has not yet been formed.

A. Gudmanian identifies five main ways in which foreign names can be included in
the text: 1) direct inclusion of a foreign language name with original graphics in a text with
another graphics(transplantation); 2) the use of various additional letters and marks, when the
usual means of writing in the target language are not sufficient; 3) automatic replacement of
the borrowed name with the letters of the target language (transliteration); 4) translation; 5)
practical transcription. The first two methods are considered unacceptable for rendering
foreign proper names by means of the Ukrainian script (I'yamansa 2000, p. 26).

L. Kolomiiets notes that the choice of a strategy for translating a proper name is
influenced not only by the subjective preferences of the translator, but also objective factors,
which include: the target audience of the translation and the state of the target polysystem; the
number of existing translations of a particular work in the target literature (after all, the need
for fornication arises especially acutely when a large number of adaptation translations are
created, which increase the distance between the reader and the original); the function of the
source text in the target literary polysystem. Thus, the choice of strategy can be influenced by
both linguistic and extra-linguistic factors, each of which leads to the choice of one or another
method (or several at the same time) at a certain segment of the translation (Koxomiens 2004,
p. 386).
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M.V. Berezhna identifies thirteen stages of translation of proper names: these include
determining whether a language unit is a proper name, identifying the class to which it belongs,
defining the proper name's national, linguistic, and other characteristics, determining whether
it is single or plural, determining its traditional correspondences, determining whether it is
possible to transfer a proper name in its original form into the target language, selecting the
formal similarity method, determining whether the correspondence is part of the target language
syntagmatic and paradigmatic system, and determining whether it is euphony; to determine the
proper name's inner form and its applicability; to determine whether translation isidentical to
the source text; to verify that variations of the proper name are equal; and to verify that the
proper name retains its aspects in the target language (bepesxxua 2007, p. 62-66).

We will start the analysis of translating proper names in E. Foster’s Esme’s Wish with
the proper names of humans, or anthroponyms. The novel’s multidimensional anthroponymic
space is derived from the actual anthroponymicon, which was constructed using linguistically
recognized models. But there is also another anthroponymic universe that lies behind this
reality. This is the distinctiveness of E. Foster's anthroponymicon, which enables us to reflect
the wonderful, fictitious world and the real, existing one at the same time.

In order to understand and study the author's style, and to reproduce it even further in
the target text, the anthropomorphic space is of great importance.

The novel Esme’s Wish has a complex and multilayered anthroponymic system which
develops along with the storylines, requiring extensive background knowledge from the
translator.

In the source text anthroponyms represent personal names and surnames, nicknames
of people which denote prominent character traits, and royal names (rulers of a totalitarian
kingdom).

Personal names used in the novel Esme’s Wish are transliterated, transcribed or
naturalized.

Transliteration is “one-by-one alphabetical rendition of a lexical unit in the source”
(Bopuc 2022, p. 7). The TL personal names preserve both graphic form and pronunciation. The
following proper names can serve as an example of transliteration: Esme, Ariana,, Miranda,
Lucinda.

Esme hung by a thread, suspended on the very edge of consciousness (Foster 2017, p.
35) - Ecme moBurcIIa Ha BOJIOCHHI, YilUISIOYKCH 38 CAMHI Kpail CBiTOMOCTI.

The TL personal names retain both the names' phonetic and visual forms. In this case,
we have kept the original form of the name Esme, without muting the last letter e.

Preserving the spelling of the foreign proper names in the target language contributes to
recognizability and more accurate identification of the name bearer: e.g. English Tennessee -
Tennecci, German Halle - Tane, Italian Arezzo - Apenro, Ferrara — ®eppapa (I'osmosay 2022,
p. 197).

Taking into account the criterion of recognizability, we retain the doubling of
consonants in the target language personal name.

‘What about Finn’s room?’ asked Lillian (Foster 2017, p. 50) — A sk 010 KiMHaTH
®inna? - 3anurana JlimiaH.

The double consonants nn in the SL name Finn are preserved in the TL name ®iumn.

Some personal names are transcribed. Transcription is “a one-by-one phonemic
rendition of a lexical unit in the source language by means of the alphabet of the target
language” (Bopuc 2022, p. 7). The following proper names can serve the examples of
transcription: Thomas, Jonathan, Daniel, Nathan, Jules, Frank.

I’'m Daniel, by the way (Foster 2017, p. 37) - Mene 3Batu JleHieJ, 10 pedi.

The English male name Daniel is transcribed as /'den. jol/. Thus, the sound form of
this name is rendered into Ukrainian by TL phenemes.
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The text also contains personal names that are naturalized in translation. When
naturalization technique is applied, a source language proper name is adapted phonologically,
orthographically, or morphologically to the rules of the target language (Newmark 1988, p. 82).
The following are the examples of naturalized personal names: Penelope, Michail, Lillian.

Her father had certainly been besotted with Penelope, as well as determined to start
over, and give Esme a new mother, whether she wanted one or not (Foster 2017, p. 91) —
be3symoBHO, koxaHHsIM OaTbka Oyna Ilenesomna, 1o crana iii Mayyxoro.

The ending e in the SL proper names Penelope is replaced by the TL ending -a, thus
the SL names is adapted to the morphological rules of the TL.

Surnames are translated by means of transliteration and transcription.

The following surnames are examples of transliteration technique: Swift, Mare, Trask,
Agapios, Silver.

This is Daniel Swift and Esme Silver. Esme’s visiting Aeolia. It’s her first time here-
she’s staying with us. (Foster 2017, p. 68) - Lle [lenien CeidT ta Ecme Ciibep. Ecme
npuixaina 3 Bi3utoM 10 Eomii. Bona Tyt Brepiie 1 rocTioe y Hac.

The surname is pronounced quite clearly in this instance. Consequently, the best
translation was obtained using transliteration. Since Swift and Silver are pronounced exactly as
they are spelled, they are translated letter-by-letter.

Surnames in Esme’s wish can also be transcribed: Roth, Skye, Lovell, Quigley.

‘And this is Celia Skye, Chief Enchantress of Esperance among other things.’ (Foster
2017, p. 68) - A nie Cenist Ckaii, BepxoBHa yapiBHuilst Ecriepancy.

The sound form of the surname Skye is reproduced by the Ukrainian letters, or through
transcription.

Nicknames (also referred to as charactonyms) in E. Foster's novel are used mainly to
convey emotional and evaluative information. It includes information about the character's
name as well as his or her distinguishing characteristics. Charactonyms are challenging for
translators since they convey the author's intention. Thus, the inner form and pragmatic
potential of a SL charactonym must be preserved in translation.

Calquing is used to the greatest extent in the reproduction of so-called “speaking”
names, which are a means of characterizing a character and act primarily as a stylistic device
conveying semantic, evaluative, aesthetic, etc. information (Asknrox 2011, p. 140).
Charactonyms with vivid inner forms convey figurative and characteristic meaning through
common words or their bases, which enables them to be translated by means of calquing.

One of the characters in the novel Esme’s Wish is the boy with supernatural powers
nicknamed Daniel-fire. In order to preserve the inner form of this name in translation we used
calquing technique:

Trust you, Daniel-fire.” (Foster 2017, p. 88) - Hogipsto 1061, [loaym’sinmii Tenieur.

The meaning of each component of the SL charactonym Daniel-fire is preserved in the
TL charactonym, with morphological modification of the component fire.

The novel contains specific titles of rulers of underwater world. These titles are
translated by means of calquing:

And this is Celia Skye, Chief Enchantress of Esperance among other things. (Foster
2017, p. 68) - A e Cemnist Ckaii, BepxoBHa yapisHuusi Ecnepancy.

High Councillor of Esperance Everett Trevelli (Foster 2017, p. 68) - EBepert Tpeerui,
BepxoBuuii paanuk Ecnepancy.

These translations are the most appropriate and successful, because these titles are
inherent in the fantasy genre and the magical universe.

Toponyms serve as the foundation of the onomastic realm in fantasy literature because
they convey linguistic, historical, ethnic, and cultural information. Greek mythology is
referenced in toponyms, which can be semantically grouped into: choronyms (names of
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territoreis) Aeolia; astionyms (names of towns and cities): Ephyra, Pelorus; pelagonyms
(name of seas): Tiamat Sea; potamonyms (names of rivers): Styx.

Some of these toponyms reflect an allusion to Greek mythology. Everything from the
city's architecture to the names of locations and characters is laced with a multitude of maritime
motifs and mythical references

Greek mythology-inspired Aeolia is the mystical realm that Esme discovers throughout
her travels. There are magic, monsters, and unexplained earthquakes in this realm full of
adventure. In the Odyssey of Homer, Odysseus visits Aeolia, the island realm of Aeolus, the
ruler of the winds. Aeolus' Aeolia was a floating island encircled by "a wall of unbreakable
bronze" where the "cliffs run up shear" that was only described as mythological in the Odyssey.
The location of the island is not mentioned by Homer, but subsequent authors began to identify
Aeolia with one or more of the Lipari Islands, sometimes known as the Aeolian Islands, which
are located north of eastern Sicily. Strongyle (present-day Stromboli), one of the Lipari Islands,
was supposedly Aeolus' island, according to the Greek geographer Strabo. Others connected
Aeolia to the island of Lipara, or Lipari as it is today (Kapach, 2023).

Choronym Aeolia was naturalized as shown in the following example:

Aeolia was originally founded as a place of refuge-only those invited here were meant
to pass through (Foster 2017, p. 49) - Cnouatky, EoJist Oyna 3acHOBaHa SIK MICII€ TPUTYIIKY -
CIOW MOT'JIU IMOTPANWUTHU JIAIIC Ti, KOT'O 3aIrpOCHIIN.

According to phonetic norms, the combination of letters -ae in proper names of Latin
origin must be rendered as a sound -e (Ko3oBuk & Illumaiino, 1993).

Another type of toponyms having an allusion to Greek methology is astionym Pelorus.
One of the Giants, which Cadmus sowed the dragon's teeth at Thebes, and one of the Spartae,
or men, developed from them (Dictionary of Greek and Roman Geography,1854)

We are working with a team of experts from Pelorus to determine the cause of the
earthquakes, and soon all will be well once more (Foster 2017, p. 84) - Mu 6e3 ymuHy
mpairoeMo 3 Tpymnoro ekcreptis Ilenopy, abu BU3HAUNTH MPUUKHY 3€MJIETPYCIB, 1 HeE3a0apom
BCE 3HOBY Oyjie MpeKpacHo!

In the novel, astionim Pelorus was translated by means of naturalization. In proper
names of Latin origin, it is phonetically correct to remove the ending -us (KozoBuk &
[lumaiino, 1993).

The astionyms can also be conveyed in Ukrainian by means of transcription. The
astionym Ephyra alludes to Greek mythology, where it is a sea nymph, the daughter of Oceanid
Doris. The phonemic form of SL Ephyra is rendered by the TL graphemes.

Florid script wound along the bridge’s side: Ephyra, Capital of Aeolia (Foster 2017, p.
41) - Ha mocty Babuiio 3ip ButoHueHe rpasipyBanns : Edipa, cromuus Eoii.

The analogical example of a transcribed city name is Thalassa:

1'd never even seen a dragon until I left Thalassa! (Foster 2017, p. 78) - S Hikonu He
0auuB JpakoHa, TOMOKH He 3anumuB Tamaccy!

The hydronyms in the text also have a clear allusion to Greek mythology. For example,
in prehistoric Mesopotamian mythology, Tiamat was the primeval goddess, the mother of the
gods and the embodiment of the salt sea. She was connected to the chaos of creation as well.
The allusive pelagonym (the name of sea) is represented in the following sentence:

‘It’s so clear! You can see for miles today. Look. Right out there, past the lagoon, that’s
the Tiamat Sea.’ (Foster 2017, p. 77) - Ha mebocxuii Hi xmapunku! CbOroIHi yce, SIK Ha T0JIOH1
70 caMiciHbKOTO Topu30HTY. [lornsaue. OH TaMm, 3a naryHoro, Mope Tiamar, - Bkazauna JlinmiaH.

The method of rendering pelagonym Tiamat is transliteration.

Another example of hydronyms used in the novel is the potamonym Styx. It has a
symbolic meaning and reference to Greek mythology. Ancient Greek Styx, often known as the
River Styx, is a goddess and river of the Underworld in Greek mythology. She was the mother
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of Zelus, Nike, Kratos, and Bia, and the wife of the Titan Pallas. Her parents were the Titans
Oceanus and Tethys. Zeus ordered the gods' solemn oaths to be sworn by the water of Styx as
a mark of respect for her because she had allied with him in his battle against the Titans (Stewart
2024).

The potonym Styx was translated as Cmike, which is an example of the use of
transcription.

Her mother had once painted the crossing of the Styx (Foster 2017, p. 39) - Ii marip
KOJINCh HAMaJIOBaJIa Iiepenpany yepe3 piuky Crike.

The novel also contains an allusion to Greek mythology, namely in the title of
speleonym Mt Olympus. The Greek gods reside on Olympus, according to Greek mythology.
"Olympus" was the name given to the residence of the Twelve Olympian gods in Greek religion
and mythology.

Then the three made their way past statues of Greek deities, all mired in mist, as if they
were floating above the clouds of Mt Olympus. ‘The nine muses,’ said Lillian, running a hand
along one of the sculpted shapes. (Foster 2017, p. 82) - [ToTiM BOHH TPOMIILTA TIOB3 CKYJIBITYPH
IpelbKuX 00KeCTB, 3aKyTl B TyMaH, Haue BoHU ApeidyBanu xmapamu Quaimmy. «ZleB'sITb My3»,
- ckazasa Jlimian, mpoBOASIYM PYKOTO TIO OJTHIN 3 CTATyp.

The name of the mythical mountain was translated by means of naturalization.
According to phonetic norms, in nouns of Latin origin with the ending -us, this ending is
removed (Kozosuk & Ilunaiino, 1993).

In the novel, the author uses a number of architecturonyms (names of objects of
architecture), which are rendered in the target text by means of calquing, i.e. “literal translation
of a foreign word or phrase” (Molina & Albir 2002, 510). By applying the calquing technique,
the counterpart in the target language is created that is similar to the SL proper name in terms
of internal form and structural organization. It is important to preserve the inner form of a SL
proper name in the target language fantasy-related context as it encapsulated important cultural
information and helps to understand the author’s intention. The examples of calqued
architechturonyms are given in the sentences below:

‘That’s the Godstone Palace, ’ said Daniel (Foster 2017, p. 42) - Ile axaun Bo:koro
KaMeHI0, - mouaB JleHier.

‘See that golden dome down there? That’s the Temple Library. It’d be as good a place
as any to start.” (Foster 2017, p. 78) - bauui toit 3010THit Kyroa? Ile XpamoBa 6i0tioTeka.
3BiATH MOXKHA IMOYATH IIYKaTH iH(POpMAIIio PO Bce, 0 3aBrOJTHO.

The architecturonyms the Temple Library and the Godstone Palace become unique
markers of a specific author's secondary universe. The inner form of these proper names is
retained in the target text through calqued counterparts Xpamosa 6ioriomexa i Ilaray Boscozo
KAamMeHrIo.

The narrative contains the description of the other objects of architecture. The Greek-
inspired name Prometheus denotes the statue created by a sculptor Tarnini who made sculptures
of ancient Greek deities.

Prometheus is a prophetic and good son of the titan lapetus and the nymph Clymene
Thetis in Greek mythology, brother of Ataman, Menetheus, and Epimetheus, and father of
Deucalion. He stole fire from Olympus and gave it to people, for which he was imprisoned by
the gods. In art, the image of Prometheus is used as a personification of the enlightener
(Cartwight, 2013).

‘Prometheus,’ explained Daniel to Esme. ‘By Tarnini, the most famous sculptor in
Aeolia (Foster 2017, p. 63) - «IIpomemeir», - /lenien noscuue Ecme, - Poboma TapHini,
gudamnozo ckyrbnmopa Eoumii.
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SL name Prometheus was naturalized during the translation. In this case, the suffix
typical for the Greek language -us was naturalized and replaced with the corresponding ending-
u in Ukrainian.

The novel Esme's Wish abounds in the names of the gods from the Greek Pantheon.
Mythonyms (names originating in Greek mythology) help to approximate the characters of the
novel to a Greek-inspired underwater world of Esperance.

The text also contains examples of mythonyms: Medusa, Triton, Prometheus. These
examples show more allusions and parallels to Greek mythology and deities. For instance,
Triton (according to Greek mythology) is an ancient sea deity, the son of Poseidon and
Amphitrite, with whom he lives in a golden palace at the bottom of the sea, near Aegaea
(Hesiod). On the mainland, the main city of his stay was considered to be the neighborhood of
Alalkomen in Boeotia, near Lake Copaida, where the Triton River was located. Here, according
to local legend, Triton fought with Hercules. There is also a Tanagra story about Triton's martial
arts fight with Dionysus. In addition to the Beotian River, there was the Triton River, with the
mythical Triton Lake, in Libya. According to legend, Jason was swept here by a storm and,
thanks to Triton's assistance, was saved from the disaster. Triton helped the Argonauts and gave
them a lump of land, which later formed the island of Callista (The Editors of Encyclopaedia
Britannica, 2024).

Mythonyms are translated by transliteration and naturalization techniques.

Transliteration can be demonstrated, for example, with the translation that follows:

Ariane’s sketch of the rainbow-hued shell shimmered up at her: ‘Triton Dreaming’.
(Foster 2017, p. 36) - Ii mormam s3ymuHmMBCS Ha ecki3i ApiaHu, Je SCKpaBUMH OapBaMu
BHUTpaBajia Mynuis : «3ampisauii TpuTon».

Triton is transliterated, that is, a lexical unit in the source language is rendered using
the alphabet of the target language because it is pronounced exactly as it is spelled.

The text contains an allusion to a mythological monster Medusa. Medusa is one of the
most famous Gorgons in ancient mythology, who were the daughters of the sea god Phorkia
and the goddess of the deep Keto. After Medusa was transformed into a terrible monster by
Athena, she lived with her sisters on an island in the farthest ocean far from the lands inhabited
by mortals. Medusa had wings, claws, and burning eyes, and a snake instead of hair on her
head. Those who saw her or looked at her turned to stone. Perseus beheaded Medusa, and from
her body came the warrior Chrysaor and the winged horse Pegasus. With the help of Medusa's
head, Perseus turned Atlanteus, Polydectes, and his guests into stone. The emergence of corals
is also associated with Medusa's head (Macquire, 2023).

The mythonym Medusa is transliterated into Ukrainian:

Blood had congealed over a cut on her leg, and she was sure her hair and eyes were as
wild as Medusa’s (Foster 2017, p. 36) - Ecme Oysa BreBHeHa, 1110 i 04i Ta BOJIOCCS TaKi K
6e3ymHi, ik y Meay3u ['oprouu.

In this sentence, transliteration is coupled with amplification when rendering the name
Medusa. We add the name Iopeorna in the target proper name to specify the origin of this
monster in Greek mythology.

Fantasy books tend to contain magical artifacts and supernatural abilities. In Elizabeth
Foster's novel Esme's Wish, the plot often revolves around people from another world,
Esperance, who are endowed with magical powers. These abilities are called Gifts. They depend
on the character's bloodline, innate talents, and aptitude for certain skills. Each local manifests
them at different times, but they may not be present at all. Even if everyone in the hero's family
had one or another Gift. This element plays a significant role in the formation of certain
characters and becomes the object of others' experiences if the manifestation of the Gift takes a
long time. Also, due to their unusual and secret nature of origin, the Gifts become the objects
of cruel experiments by the antagonist scientist. In the author's magical world, the locals are
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endowed with supernatural powers. They use them to control water and create various natural
phenomena. Elizabeth Foster has created the word, which is called the Gift within her universe

‘How'’s she doing that”’ Esme exclaimed. ” ‘Oh, that’s just her Gift, ’ Lillian said
casually’ (Foster 2017, p. 75) - «5Ik BoHa 11¢ pOOUTH?», - 3 MOAUBOM BHUTyKHYyIa Ecme. «O, e
npocro ii Jap», - Henoano Bimgnosina JliriaH.

In this case was applied established equivalent, which is ‘a term or expression
recognized (by dictionaries or language in use) as an equivalent in the TL’ (Molina & Albir
2002, p. 510).

A quantitative analysis of the applied techniques used to render proper names indicates
the predominant use of transcription making up 35%, followed by transliteration (30%),
naturalization (15%), calque (10%), transliteration + amplification and established equivalent
with 5% each.

2.2.2 Rendering verbal means of expressing author’s worldview in the translation of
Esme’s Wish

An imaginary magical world created by fantasy authors, is full of magic, witchcraft, in
which gods, heroes, monsters live, and there is a constant struggle between the forces of Good
and Evil. In order to bring this secondary world closer to the real world, it is necessary to
“materialize” it with details, signs, and things. That is why writers create the language of the
fantasy world, first of all, with the help of new words coined by the author, or author’s
neologisms.

I. Loshchynova notes that a well-crafted by a writer neologism can accurately reflect
not only the writer's own worldview, but also the peculiarities of the national worldview.
Author’s neologisms help them “accurately, expressively or even associatively convey
a thought, to reproduce an emotional state, combining linguistic and extralinguistic
information” (Jlomunosa 2016, p. 6).

Neologisms are created in any language to denote new phenomena, objects that appear
in society, or to express the presentation in a literary text. The creation of neologisms is an
active and complex process. Following J. Bhatt, we believe that “neologism is a newly-coined
word or phrase. Essentially, it is either an entirely new word or phrase or a new sense given to
an existing word or phrase” (Bhatt, 2023). Neologisms have undoubtedly improved each
language concerned, regardless of whether they result from a lack of proficiency in a particular
language or from a lack of equivalency or concordance between certain terms or expressions in
two languages. According to S. Pinker , “neologisms also replenish the lexical richness of a
language, compensating for the unavoidable loss of words and erosion of senses” (Pinker,
2014).

Nordquist defines neologism as “a newly coined word, expression, or usage.”
(Nordquist, 2014).

According to P. Newmark, neologisms can be described as “newly coined lexical units”
or as “existing lexical units that acquire a new sense” (Newmark 1988, p.140). Pavel and Nolet
also suggest this distinction, making a distinction between morphological and semantic or sense
neologisms (Pavel & Nolet 2001, p.20-21). P. Stockwell, however, takes a different tack and
views neologisms as words with new forms, or neosemes as “new meanings attached to existing
words” (Stockwell 2000, p.119).

In the process of translating author’s neologisms, it should be borne in mind that the
formation of the newly coined word occurs according to the laws of a particular language,
according to the word-formation models of this language. Similarly, it is translated according
to the laws of the target language, according to its word-formation models. Therefore, it’s a
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challenging translator’s task to render the word forming model of the neologism in the target
language, which corresponds to both the source language and the author's intention.

There are different approaches to translating author’s neologisms, the most common of
which are the following: functional substitution, translation, transcription, transliteration,
calque, descriptive translation (explication), and target language neologism (®owmina 2015,
p.14).

The researcher T. Dankevych distinguishes two stages of translation of English
neologisms into Ukrainian:

1) clarification of the meaning of the neologism (when the translator either refers to the
latest editions of English explanatory or encyclopedic dictionaries, or finds out the meaning of
the new word, taking into account its structure and context);

2) translation proper by means of the Ukrainian language, namely: transcription,
transliteration, calquing, descriptive translation, direct inclusion (Jaunkesuu 2014, p. 341).

In the undertaken project, we will follow P. Newmark's classification of translating
neologisms: TL neologisms (which include TL-derived words that serve as new coinages and
creations de novo without known etymological roots), transference (without formal
modification, possibly with the use of italics), naturalization (morphological or phonological
adaptation of the given neologism), functional terms (a generic or specific equivalent that
neutralizes or deletes certain semantic components), literal translation (transfer of the primary
meaning of the SL lexical item, as well as through translation, or literal translation of the
individual elements of compound items), modulation (shift in viewpoint), and combined
procedures (Newmark 1988, p. 140-150).

In order to give names to unknown and unique objects of the magic world of Esperance,
the writer of the novel coins new words, reffered to as author’s neologisms. They are created
primarily for the purpose of artistic and stylistic nomination.

The source text contains the word breyberries, the name of local berries existing in the
imaginary world. The author’s neologism breyberries is an expressive lexical unit created
primarily for the purpose of artistic and stylistic nomination. It is a previously unknown word
distinguished by its originality and novelty: Lillian had cooked scrambled eggs, and served
them with bread rolls flecked with some sort of seaweed, along with tangy breyberries: small
dark morsels of sweetness, harvested from a nearby island (Foster 2017, 54) - CtpaBy
JOTIOBHWJIM TOCTP1 OpeHHMII — KPUXITHI IUIOH, SIK1 30MPaloTh Ha CYCIAHROMY OCTPOBI.

The author’s neologism breyberries is translated by coining the neologism in the target
language opennuyi by analogy with the SL neologism. The word breyberries is a blending
created of merging two words: brey and berries. The TL neologism is coined by merging the
transcribed word 6peir and the Ukrainain suffix -nuy and ending -i. The word forming process
and the meaning of the SL neologism were preserved in translation.

It is not uncommon for a fantasy world to have its own currency and financial
terminology. In Foster's novel, the author uses the neologism merles which represents local
currency.

‘That’s ten merles. And this, Lillian held up a pink one, ‘this one’s worth twenty. This,
and the rest, should last you weeks’ (Foster 2017, p. 57) - «Ile necsats MepaiB. A 1ie, - Jlinian
MIiIHSATAa POXKEBY, - BapTye ABAALATH. L{poro Ta pemrtu T061 BUCTAUYUTh Ha KUTbKA THXKHIBY.

Naturalization was employed as a translation approach to depict the local currency
while maintaining its pragmatic possibilities. During the translation from English to Ukrainian,
the suffix -es was replaced by the Ukrainian ending -ie of the noun if genitive case.

The inhabitants of the author's fictional world have their own term for strangers who
have entered their territory. For outsiders from another space, they are called ‘otherworlders’.
The following sentence is an example of the use of this word:

You 're an otherworlder (Foster 2017, p. 37) - Tu iHIIOCBITSIHUH.
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To retain the linguistic and cultural information, this neologism is calqued rather than
transcribed or transliterated. The essence of this term was respected and not distorted in the
translation.

Mythical creatures or other otherworldly beings are characteristic of the fantasy world.
Inthe novel Esme’s Wish, the area is inhabited by sirens. Sirens are demonic creatures in ancient
Greek mythology whose upper body was female and the lower part was fishy. They were also
depicted as creatures with a bird's body and a woman's head.

‘That’s a siren. The sirens guard the songspells of Aeolia’ (Foster 2017, p. 58) - «Ile
cupena. BoHU OXOpOHSIOTH IMiCEHH1 3aKIuHaHHS Eoiiy.

That context was preserved by means of naturalization technique. The accepted
translation of the mythical creature siren is cupena, since the vowel i in the SL siren is replaced
by the TL vowel « followed by the amplification of ending -a.

Author’s neologisms perform a function of characterization and create unique images.
The authors of fantasy novels put an additional emphasis on such words, as they reflect unique
author’s vision. Adequate translation of such types of lexicon should be a balanced and well-
grounded decision, aimed at a faithful conveying of imagery and pragmatic potential encoded
in such lingual means.

The author creates new words denoting types of local dishes and unusual foods in the
magic undwerwater world. The name of the spicy dish Dragonsbreath buns was calqued in the
target language as 6ynouxu «Ilooux opaxona». The following sentence contains the exemplified
neologism:

After taking one for herself, Esme handed the bag of Dragonsbreath buns over to
Daniel. (Foster 2017, p. 84) - BasBmu oany cob6i, EcMe mepenana makyHOK 3 OyJa04KaMu
«Ilogux npakona» Jleniemny.

This term has been translated as 6ymnouxu «Iloaux gpakona» by means of calquing.

To better recreate the otherworld, author Elizabeth Foster adds magical artifacts to her
novel. This is common to many other works of the fantasy genre. Supernatural artifacts
contribute to the expressive disclosure of the parallel world and its inhabitants. The following
example is provided here :

Come to think of it, there’s a Seeing Stone around here somewhere (Foster 2017, p. 86)
- Slkmo moaymaTH, To Jiech TyT Mae 0yt Kaminb-BilyH.

In this sentence, the term Seeing Stone was translated as Kawino-siugyn by means of
modulation. According to Molina-Albir's research, modulation is “a shift in point of view;
whereas transposition is a shift between grammatical categories, modulation is a shift in
cognitive categories”(Molina & Albir 2002, p. 510). This technique involves the semantic
development of the scenario stated in the text and assumes a logical and semantic examination
of the circumstance. The technique aids in making sense and adhering to TL norms if the
scenario is properly constructed.

In fantasy literature, spells are often used as magical formulas. In the novel Esme’s
Wish, children are described to have a magic power to manipulate water. They use a verbal
incantation to produce magic: As the paper ships foundered in the waves of passing traffic, the
children sang a song, over and over:

‘Pearl of the ocean, pearl of the sea,

No more pearls for you or me.

Take a boat, load it well,

Watch it sinking in the swell...” (Foster 2017, 46)

Iloxu nanepOBi KOpa6JII/IKI/I TOHYJIN Yy XBUJIAX CYJACH, IO HNPOIUIMBAJIN MMOB3, Majicda
CHiBaJa MiCHIO, TOBTOPIOIOYH CIIOBA 3HOBY 1 3HOBY:

«IlepnuHa okeaHy, MOps IIEpIIMHA,

I[J'ISI Te6e, JJ11 MEHE HEM A€ TaKux.
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Bi3bMu TH HOBeH Ta MuH 0e3 yIuHY,

[Mornsup, sk BTOnae y xBuiisax B roukux» (Translated by A. Lysenko).

The spellsong was translated preserving the principles of equilinearity (the order of
stanzas and lines of the SL spellsong) and equirhythmia (the rhythmic structure of the SL
spellsong). The euphonic (sound) structure of the SL spellsong was also preserved in
translation. Additionally, the TL spellsong retains the author's imagery, another essential
component of poetic matrix (Kopysrers 2008, p. 271-272).

Quantitative analysis of neologisms revealed the following results: naturalization
(25%), creating an analogy-based TL neologism (25%); calquing (25%); modulation (25%).
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Conclusions

The translation project focused on the translation of eight chapters of Elizabeth Foster’s
novel Esme’s Wish. The fictional world of the novel is reflected in proper names, author
neologisms, magic spells or onyms. The novel Esme’s Wish has a complex and multilayered
onymic system which develops along with the storylines, requiring extensive background
knowledge from the translator. The novel Esme's Wish by the Australian author Elizabeth
Foster, is a fantasy book brimming with magic, mystery, and myth, follows fifteen-year-old
Esme Silver on her quest to find her mother. The analysis revealed the problem of rendering
proper names, author neologisms, and magic spells in the novel. The fictional world of the
novel is reflected in proper names which convey historical and cultural information. Proper
names are semantically grouped into: names of territories; names of cities; names of seas; names
of rivers; names of objects of architecture; names of mythological creatures; titles of rulers of
underwater world and names of dishes. It has been discovered that proper names and author
neologisms serve to characterize and produce distinctive images. These words are given extra
weight by fantasy genre authors since they express their own perspective. A balanced and well-
founded decision should be made when translating such vocabulary in order to faithfully
represent the pragmatic potential and picture embedded in such linguistic means. Also, the
novel reveals and explores abundant usage of epithets, metaphors, and similes. According to
analyses, throughout the book, translation techniques such as calquing, transcription,
naturalization, and transliteration were predominant.

Since the novel was inspired by Greek mythology toponyms serve as the foundation of
the onomastic realm in the fantasy novel, the most numerical group of analyzed proper names
was mythonyms. They are translated by means of transliteration, transliteration + amplification,
transcription and naturalization.

The names of architectural objects also are unique markers of the author's secondary
universe. The inner form of these names encapsulates important cultural information, that’s
why there was preserved the inner form in the target language by using calquing technique.

A quantitative analysis of the applied techniques used to render proper names indicates
the predominant use of transcription making up 35%, followed by transliteration (30%),
naturalization (15%), calque (10%), transliteration + amplification and established equivalent
with 5% each.

In order to give names to unknown and unique objects of the magic world, the writer of
the novel coins new words, reffered to as author’s neologisms. They are created primarily for
the purpose of artistic and stylistic nomination. Another author’s coinage is the word denoting
local currency of the magic world which is translated by means of naturalization.

In fantasy literature, spells are often used as magical formulas. In the novel Esme’s Wish,
children are described to have a magic power to manipulate water. They use a verbal incantation
to produce magic. The spellsong was translated preserving the principles of equilinearity (the
order of stanzas and lines of the SL spellsong) and equirhythmia (the rhythmic structure of the
SL spellsong). The euphonic structure of the SL spellsong was also preserved in translation.
Additionally, the TL spellsong retains the author's imagery, which is another essential
component of poetic matrix.

Authors' neologisms and proper names are given extra weight by the fantasy tale author
since they express their own perspective. A balanced and well-founded decision should be made
when translating such vocabulary in order to faithfully represent the pragmatic potential and
image embedded in such linguistic means.
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Appendix A

Applied techniques used to render proper names

35%

Transcription

= Transliteration
Naturalization

= Calque
Transliteration +

amplification
Established equivalent
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Appendix B
Author’s neologisms translation techniques
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