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Abstract

Translation project encompasses translation of several chapters of horror gothic novel Spirit
Bares Its Teeth by Andrew Josef White.

The study is devoted to defining the genre of the novel, outlining Andrew Josef White’s
idiostyle with unique way of narration and characterizing narrative elements and literary devices
as the most appropriate reflection of his style in order to provide accurate translation and preserve
the atmosphere of the novel set by the author.

The first chapter of the project comprises fragment from the book Spirit Bares Its Teeth in
the source language, as well as personal translation of it into Ukrainian. The priority task of this
translation was to achieve substantive, pragmatic, stylistic and functional equivalence between the
source text and the translation. The author's style was also preserved. The translator's goal was to
make the translation accessible and easy to understand for different groups of people.

The second chapter analyses and justifies the peculiarities of translating examples of
narrative elements and literary devices horror gothic novel. Translation strategies and techniques
used by the translator when working with the source text are studied in this part.

This translation project will be of interest primarily to the Ukrainian audience who enjoys
reading horror, gothic novels with scary scenes, big tension of emotions and drama.

Keywords: literary devices, narrative elements, horror gothic novel, translation
techniques.

AHoTauis
[le#t mepeknagalbKuil MPOEKT OXOIUTIOE MEPEKIIa]] KIIbKOX PO3JAUIIB FOTUYHOIO POMaHy
xaxiB Ennpro [Ixo3eda Baiita «Spirit Bares Its Teethy.

JlocmikeHHsT TPUCBSAYCHO BU3HAUEHHIO JKaHPY POMaHy, OKPECICHHIO iMiocTWiio EHapro
Jlxo3eda Baiita 3 #oro yHIKagbHOIO MaHEPOIO PO3MOBIAl Ta BHU3HAUYEHHIO  OMNOBIJAIBHUX
€JIEMEHTIB H JIITepaTypHUX 3ac00iB sIK HalOUIBII BIJMOBIJHOTO BiOOpa’keHHS HOro CTHIIIO 3
METOIO HaJJaHHS TOYHOT'0 IIepeKialy Ta 30epekeHHs aTMoc(epr poMaHy, BCTAHOBJIEHOT aBTOPOM.

[Mepmmii po3ain mMpoekTy BKIOYae ¢parMeHT 3 kHuru «Spirit Bares Its Teeth» moBoro
JUKepena, a Tako)K 0coOMCTHM mepekiaz ii Ha ykpaiHCbKy MoBy. IlepriodeproBum 3aBIaHHSAM
bOIO Tepekiaxy Oyno J[OCSATHEHHS CyOCTaHLINHOi, NparMaTHYHOi, CTUJIICTUYHOI Ta
(GYHKIIIOHATBHOI €KBIBAJIGHTHOCTI MK BUXIJTHUM TEKCTOM Ta MepeKIagoM. ABTOPCHKHUI CTHUIIb
Takox OyB 30epexenuil. Meta nepekiagada Oyna 3poOUTH MepeKiiaa JOCTYIIHUM 1 3p03yMiIUM
JUTSL PI3HUX TPYII JIIOJIEH.

Jpyruii po3ain aHamizye 1 OOrpyHTOBY OCOOJIMBOCTI MEpeKyIaay Ha MNpHUKIagax
OTIOBIJIAIbHUX €JIEMEHTIB Ta JITEpaTypHUX 3ac00iB TOTUYHOIO poMaHy jkKaxiB. Y Mii YacTHHI
BUBYAIOTHCS CTpATETrii Ta METO/IU MEePeKay, ki BAKOPHUCTOBYEThCA NepekyiaiaueM Mpu poOoTi 3
BUXITHUM TekcToM. lleil mepeknananpkuil mpoekt Oyze LiKaBUI B IMepIly 4Yepry yKpaiHChbKii
ayauTopii, sSika JIOOMTh YMTATH XKaXJIMBi, TOTMYHI POMAHHU 31 CTPAIIHUMM CII€HAMH, BEIUKOIO
HAIPYTOI0 €MOIIiH 1 IpaMoro.

KittouoBi crioBa: zimepamypHi 3acodu, onogioanvHi eiemeHmu, 20MmuyHULL pOMAaH Hcaxie,
Memoou nepexnaoy.
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Introduction

Relevance of the topic. Accurate reproduction of the author’s non-traditional, unique style
(various literary devices being their significant element) when translating fiction is an important
aspect of a good translation that can convey the author's intention as best as possible, and ignoring
this aspect, on the contrary, can make the reader's experience with the book less rich and reduce
the percentage of understanding. Analysis of literary devices, techniques, as well as specific
peculiarities of the author's writing can elevate the translator's understanding of the characters, the
setting, the cultural implications, as well as the overall themes. Knowing that The Spirit Bares Its
Teeth has a heavy focus on several themes and characters, especially the main character and his
mental state, the analysis of literary devices is important in this type of novel.
The state of the art of research. Linguists have paid a lot of attention to this problem, taking into
account the specifics of translating literary devices, which makes it stand out against the
background of translating more ordinary, bland writing. A review of the scientific literature has
shown that general issues of literary device utilization have been studied thoroughly.
The object of the study is literary devices used in literature as elements of the author's unique
style and rendering it in Ukrainian.
The subject of the study: ways of translating highly literary text of the novel The Spirit Bares Its
Teeth.
The goal of this paper is characterize narrative elements and literary devices as elements of the
author’s idiostyle and to analyze the strategies and translation techniques applied in the process of
translation.
To achieve this goal, the following objectives were performed:
1. To distinguish basic concept of the author’s style, considering narrative elements and literary
devices;
2. To outline challenges of translation of the Spirit Bares Its Teeth from English into Ukrainian
language;
3. To define strategies and techniques of translation of the mixed genre novel;
4. To analyze the examples in relation to their context in the novel and assessing the adequacy of
the translation.
The material of the study is the English source text of Andrew Josef White’s novel The Spirit
Bares Its Teeth and its translation into Ukrainian. The methodological basis of the work is a
comprehensive analysis of both texts to identify differences and similarities between the ST and
the TT.

The structure of the thesis includes an introduction and two chapters (the first with the
translation of fragment of the book, the second reveals translation analysis), general conclusions,
a list of references, an annotation and appendices. The translation project consists of 41 pages of
the actual translation and 15 pages of translational analysis.

The research material was based on the scientific works of such scholars as B.J. Woodstein, Lewis
Turco, Jessica Mason, and etc.

This paper has been featured in the "HoBi TenzaeHIii y mepekiano3HaBCTBi, (ijosiorii Ta
JIHTBOAUIAKTHIII Y KOHTEKCTI riobamizamiiinux mporeciB" conference held in the Borys
Grinchenko Kyiv Metropolitan University.



Chapter 1. Translation of "The Spirit Bares Its Teeth' by Andrew Joseph White

ST
CHAPTER 1

The last time | spoke to my brother was six months ago. |
remember the date exactly: the twenty-second of April, 1883. How
could I not? It’s burned into me like a cauterized wound, an artery
seared shut to keep from bleeding out.

It was his wedding, and I was on the edge of hysterics. I wasn’t
being difficult on purpose. I wasn’t, I swear. I never mean to be, no
matter what Mother and Father say. I’d even promised it would be a
good day. I wouldn’t let the too-tight corset send me into a fit, |
wouldn’t tap, [ wouldn’t fidget, and I certainly wouldn’t wince at the
church organ’s high notes. I would be so perfect that my parents
wouldn’t have a reason to so much as look at me.

And why shouldn’t it have been a good day? It was my brother’s
wedding. He’d just returned to London after a few months teaching
surgery in Bristol, and all I wanted was to hang off his arm and chatter
about articles in the latest Edinburgh Medical Journal. He would tell
me about his new research and the grossest thing he’d seen after
cutting someone open. He’d quiz me as he fixed his hair before the
ceremony. “Name all the bones of the hand,” he’d say. “You have
been studying your anatomy, haven’t you?”

It would be a good day. I’d promised.

But that was easy to promise in the safety of my room when the
day had not yet started. It was another to walk into St. John’s after
Mother and Father had spent the carriage ride informing me I’d be
married by the new year.

“It’s time,” Mother said, taking my hand and squeezing-putting

TLT
PO3JILT 1

BocranHe s crminkyBaBcsi 3 OpaToM MiBpOKYy ToMy. Sl TOUHO mam'sTaro
naty: 22-re kBitHs 1883 poky. Sk Tyt He mam'statu? Lleii cioran sk mpam,
SK TPUITIKaHA paHa, K apTepis, 3amTa, o0 He KPOBOTOYHIIA.

Toni Oyno Horo Becuwis, 1 5, HA MEXI iCTepUKH. S| HEHaBMHCHO Bce
ncyBaB. HeHaBMucHO, KIIHYCh. 1 HIKOJIM HE XOTIB OyTH TaKkuM, HE3aJIEKHO
BiJl TOTO, 1110 TOBOPATH Martu Ta batbko. S HaBiTh MOOOIIAB, IO LIEH JEHb
Oyze uynoBuM. Sl He TO3BOJIIO 3aHAATO TICHOMY KOPCETY BUKIMKATH y MEHE
IOPUCTYN ICTEpUKU, S HE JPUraTUMy HOIow, s He Oyny Hemocujroye
PYXaTucCh, 1 1 TOYHO HE CKPHUBIIOCS BiJl BACOKHUX HOT IIEPKOBHOTO Oprany. 5
OyIy HACTUIBbKH i7€abHUM, 1[0 MOi OaTbKU HE MAaTUMYTh >KOJHUX MPUYHH
KOCHTHCSI HA MEHE.

I yomy 11ie He MaB OyTu uynoBuii aeHs? Lle Oyno eecina moro Opara. Bin
1I0MHO TOBEpHYBCs 10 JIOHIOHA MICs TOTO, SIK KUJIbKa MICSIIIB BUKJIAIaB
xipyprito B bpicTomi, i Bce, 4Oro s XOTiB, TaK 1€ IPUYETTUTUCS O HBOTO I
1mo6a3ikaTH MPO CTaTTI B OCTAHHbOMY BHUITYCKY EOunO)Yp3bK020 MeOUUHO20
JrcypHany. BiH po3noBiziaB MeH1 PO CBO€E HOBE AOCIIPKEHHS Ta HallOrvIHIII1
pedi, sKi BiH O0a4uB MICJs TOro, K KOroch po3pi3aB. BiH 3amuTyBaB MeHe,
KOJIM TIOTIPaBIISB 3a4icKy mepen nepeMonieto: "Ha3Bu Bei KicTku pyku. Tu
BHBYAJIa aHATOMIIO, Y1 He Tak?"

Lle 6yne uyynoBuii neHb. S 00iLsB.

Aute nierko O0ymo 00i1sATH B Oe3I1elli CBO€i KIMHATH, KOJIM TOM JIEHb IIIe HE
noyancs. Bee Oyi0 mo iHmomy, Koiu s 3aimoB B cobop Cesitoro loanna
micis Toro, ik Matu i bathko mpoBenu moi3IKy B KapeTi 3a pO3MOBOIO TIPO
T€, IO 51 BUMTy 3aM1X 1O HOBOTO POKY.

- Yac nHacraB, - ckazama Matu, B3SBIIM MEHE 332 PyKy ¥ CTHCHYBIIH,
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too much pressure on the metacarpals, the proximal phalanges.
“Sixteen is the perfect age for a girl as pretty as you.”

What she meant was, “For a girl with eyes like yours.” Also, it
wasn’t. The legal marriageable age was, and still is, twenty-one, but
the laws of England and the Church have never stopped the Speakers
from taking what they want. And it was clear what they wanted was
me.

It was like the ceremony became a fatal allergen. While Father
talked with a colleague between the pews and Mother cooed over her
friends’ dresses, I dug my fingers into my neck to ensure my trachea
hadn’t swollen. The organist hunched over the keys and played a
single note that hit my eardrums like a needle. Too many people talked
at once. Too loud, too crowded, too warm. The heel of my shoe clicked
against the floor in a nervous skitter. Tap tap tap tap.

Father grabbed my arm, lowered his voice. “Stop that. The thing
you’re doing with your foot, stop it.”

I stopped. “Sorry.”

On a good day, | could stomach big events like this. Parties,
festivals, fancy dinners. Sometimes | even convinced myself | liked
them, when George was there to protect me. But that’s only because a
legion of expensive tutors had trained me to. They’d molded me from
a strange, feral child into an obedient daughter who sat with her feet
tucked daintily and never spoke out of turn. So, yes. Maybe, if it had
been a good day, | could have done it. But good days had suddenly
become impossible.

In the crowd, I slipped away.

Sometimes | pretend my fear is a little rabbit in my chest. It’s the
sort of rabbit my brother’s school tests their techniques on, with grey
fur and dark eyes, and it hides underneath my sternum beside the heart.

Mother and Father are going to do this to you, it reminded me. |
pressed a hand against my chest as | searched the pews to no avail.

3aHAJITO CUJILHO HATUCHYBIIM Ha 1’SICTKOBI KICTKU, TPOKCUMAJIbHI (pajaHTH.
- lllicTHAmUATS - 11€aTbHUIA BiK JJIsl TAKOI TapHOI TIBUUHU, 5K TH.

Ane nacnpaeoi BoHa Mana Ha yBasi: "J[js niBunMHU 3 ounMa, K y Tebe".
Kpiwm Toro, 1ie He ineansuuii Bik. LlnoOnuii Bik OyB 1 foci € 21, ane 3akoHH
AHTII{ Ta IEpKBY HIKOJHU He nepenkoakanu Oparopam Opatu Te, 4oro BOHU
X04yTb. | OyJ0 3po3ymino, 4oro came BOHH XOUYTh - MEHE.

Ilepemonis HiOUM cTana daTanbHUM aiepreHoM. [Toku batbko po3MoBIsiB
13 KOJIETOI0 MK JIJaBKaMH, a MaTu BOpKyBaJia HaJl CYKHSIMU CBOIX MOJPYT, S
BIIMBABCS MaJbISIMU B IIHIO, II00 MEPEKOHATHCS, IO MOS TpaxXes He OImyXJia.
Opranict 3irHyBcsl HaJl KJIaBilIaMu i 3arpaB OJHY HOTY, SIKa MIPOIITPHKHYIIA
Moi OapabaHHI MMEPETHHKH, Hade ToJIKa. 3aHaATO OaraTo JIOAeld TOBOPWIH
omHoyacHo. Haaro ronocHo, HanTo mojgHO, HanTo Temio. Kabmyk moro
YyepeBHKa HEPBOBO KIIAIHYB 00 miasory. Tymn-Tyn-Tyn-Tyr.

baTpko cxonmuB MeHe 3a PyKy, 1 CTUIIHB T'OJI0C.

- [Ipununu. [Ipunuau poOUTH 11€ HOTOIO, TOCUTb.

S 3ynuHuBCA.

- Bubaure.

[HOA1 1 MIr mepeHecTH Takl BeJUKI noAii. Bedipku, pectuarni, mukapHi
Bedepi. [HOI 51 HaBiTh MEPEKOHYBAB cede, 10 BOHU MEH1 MO00a0ThCs, KON
Jlxopmxk OyB mopyd, 00 3aXMCTUTH MeHe. AJie e JIUIIe TOMY, 110 JIETi0H
JIOPOTMX PENeTUTOpIB HaBYMB MeHEe LboMy. BOHM mepeTBOopmin MeHe 3
JUBHOI, IUKOT IUTUHH HA CIIYXHSHY IOHBKY, SIKa CUJIUTh, T110TaBIIN HOTH, 1
HIKOJIM HE TOBOpUTH 0e3 ao3Bosy. OTxe, Tak. MoXiIuBo, IKOU /eHb OyB
BJIQJIMM, I MIT OM IEpPEHECTH Lie. AJie BJjaJli AH1 PaliTOM CTaJId HEMOXJIMBUMHU.

S1 BUCIIM3HYB 3 HATOBITY.

[HOMI 51 BHaro, M0 MOE BITUYTTS CTPAxXy - TO MAJIIEHBKUH KPOJMK y MOIX
rpyasax. Lle Takuil KposMk, Ha SKOMY INIKOJa MOro Opara MpOBOIUTH
€KCIIEPUMEHTH. [3 cipuM XyTpoM 1 TEMHUMH OUKMA, 1 BIH XOBA€ETHCS IT1]T MOEIO
IPYJIHOIO KICTKOIO TIOPYY 13 CepLEM.

Bin maragas meHi: “Mamu i bambko 30MparOTHCs 3pOOHUTH 11€ 3 TOO00”.
S npuUTHCHYB PYKY A0 rpyiei, 6e3pe3yabTaTHO IyKatouu JaBu. Llepksa Oyna
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The church was long, with stained glass stretching up like translucent
membranes. And when they do, you'll cut yourself open. You’ll pull
out your insides. You promised.

| stepped out into the vestibule, and after all this time, there he
was. My brother with his groomsmen, friends from university I’d
never met. Stealing a drink from a flask. Swinging his arms, trying to
get blood to his fingers. Bristol had changed him. Or maybe he’d just
matured while I wasn’t there to see it, and it’d be better if I turned him
inside out and sewed him up in reverse so | no longer had to watch
him age. At least, now that he was back, he’d be serving the local
hospitals and nearby villages, and he wouldn’t be so far away from
me. Nothing all the way out at the coast, not anymore.

I said, barely loud enough to hear, “George?”

My brother met my eyes, and his first words to me in months
were, “That’s the dress you picked?”

Right. I’d tried awfully hard to forget what I was wearing. The
corset was specifically made to accentuate curves and the dress was
gaudy, with a big rump of a bustle as was the fashion. Or Mother’s
idea of the fashion. I’d studied diagrams from George’s notes of how
tightlacing corsets could deform bones and internal organs,
memorized them until I could draw them on the church floor with
charcoal. Flesh and bone make more sense to me than the people they
add up to.

“It was Mother’s idea,” I said plainly, resisting the urge to chew
a hangnail. “May I speak to you? For just a second?”

George flashed a grin at his groomsmen. “Sorry, lads. The sister’s
more important than you lot.”

So he broke away from the flock, even as his friends groused and
jabbed their elbows into his ribs-and then he led me to a quiet corner
in the back of the sanctuary. Away from the people and the noise.

JIOBTa, 3 BITpa)kaMH, IO TSATIUCS Bropy, K HAMMBIPO30pi MeMOpaHH.

I xonu 6onu ye 3pobasims, mu posimuews cede. Tu eumscHews c8oi
Hympowi. Tu 06iysgs".

51 BuiimoB y BecTuOIONb, 1 OCh, BiH JOCI TYT - Miii Opar 31 cBOiMH
madepamu, Ipy3sMH 3 YHIBEPCUTETY, AKUX S HIKOJIM He OaunB. Bin monuBae
co0i 13 ¢uidru, po3mMaxye pykaMu, HAMararO4uch 3MYCUTH KPOB MPWINATH 10
najibIliB. bpicTosb 3MiHUB Horo. AGO X, BiH MPOCTO MOIOPOCIIIIIAB, TOKH 5
Toro He 6a4mB, 1 Oymno O Kpaiue, SKOU s BUBEpHYB HOT0 HaBUBOPIT 1 3aIlUB,
o0 MeHi OiJblle HE JAOBEJIOCS TUBHUTHCS, SIK BiH gopociimae. [IpuHaiimMHi
Terep, KOJM BiH MOBEPHYBCS, BiH OOCIyroByBaTHMME MICIIEBI JIiKapHi Ta
cycinHi cena, 1 He Oyae Tak najnexko Bia MeHe. Hiskux momoposkei, Oinblie
HIKOJIH.

JlenBe ronocHo, st BATYKHYB:

- Jxopmx?

Miii Opart 3ycTpiBcs 31 MHOIO MOTJISJIOM, 1 MEPIIMM, 110 BiH CKa3aB MEHI
3a OCTaHHI MicsIll, 0ymo:

- Tu BuGpana oyt cykHio?

Taxk. S nyxe crapascs 3a0yTH, 1110 Ha MeH1 O0yno oasraeHo. Kopcer OyB
CreliajJbHO BUTOTOBJIEHUH, IIO0 MIIKPECIUTH BUTHWHHU, a CYKHA Oyia
KpUYYIIOI0, 3 BEMUKUM 3a10M. bo Tak MostHO. AGO K, Ile MaMUHE ySIBIICHHS
npo MoJy. Sl BUBYaB Jiarpamu i3 HOTaTok /)kop/pKa Mmpo Te, K TICHI KOpCeTH
MOXYTh JeOopMyBaTH KICTKM Ta BHYTPILIHI OpPraHu, 3amam STOBYBaB iX,
JIOKU HE 3MIT 10 MaM'aTi HaMallloBaTH iX BYTUUISAM Ha HEPKOBHIM MiIO31.
[170Th 1 KICTKM MEH1 3pO3yMUTIIII, HIXK JIFO/IU, SIK1 3 HUX CKJIaJal0ThCA.

- lle Oyma imes Marepi, - mpsAMO cKa3aB s, CTPUMYIOUM Oa)kaHHs
BIAKYCHTH 3a1upKy [1], - MoskHa s 3 ToO010 moroBoputu? OHY XBUIBKY?

JxopIK yCMiXHYBCS CBOIM Iagepam.

- Bubaure, xsomi. Cectpa BayKIMBIIIA 32 Bac.

Tax OpaT BiipBaBcs BiJ HUX, OTIPH Te 1110 HOTo ApYy31 Oypyaiu i THLSIH
JKTSIMU Hiomy B peOpa. [ToTiM BiH MOBIB MEHE /10 TUXOTO KyTOUYKa B TJIMOWHI
CBATWJIHILA, TOJAIIi BiJl JIFOJIEH 1 IIyMmy.



Without Father to snap at me, I couldn’t stop fidgeting. My hands
wrung awkwardly at my stomach, and | bit my cheek until I tasted
blood.

It’s pathetic you ever thought you’d avoid this, the rabbit said.

George got my attention by putting a hand in front of my face.
“In,” he said. I scrambled to follow his instructions, breathed in.
“Out.” I breathed out. “There we go. It’s okay. I’'m here.”

As soon as you were born with a womb, you were fucked.

I couldn’t take it anymore. The mask I’d built to be the perfect
daughter cracked. The stitches popped. | began to cry.

George said, “Oh, Silas.” My name. My real name. It’d been so
long since someone called me my real name. | clamped a hand to my
lips to stifle an embarrassing gasp.

“Use your words,” George said. “Tell me what’s wrong.”

I didn’t mean to do this at his wedding. I didn’t do it on purpose.
I didn’t, I swear.

I said, “I need to get out of that house. It’s happening. Soon.” 1
started to rock back and forth. George put a hand on my shoulder to
hold me still, but I pushed him away. I had to move. I’d scream if |
couldn’t move.

“No. Don’t. Please don’t. I just-I don’t know, I don’t know what
to do.”

“Silas,” George said.

“If I get away from them, I could buy a little more time.” Could
I, though? Or was I just desperate? “Don’t leave me alone with them,
please-*

“Silas.”

I forced myself to look at him. My chest hitched. “What?”

Then, one of the groomsmen, leaning out to the pews, bellowed:
“The bride has arrived!”

be3 bartbka, skmii Oorpu3HYBCS OM Ha MeEHE, s HE MIr IepecTaru
BOpyIIATHCS. MO1 pyKH HE3rpaOHO CTUCHYIIH )KHBIT, 51 IPUKYCHB MIOKY, TOKU
HE BIJTYyB CMaKy KpOBI.

“Tu oymas wo yHuknew ybo2o. /Kanoeiono”. - ckazaB KpOJIUK.

JI>XopK mpUBEPHYB MOIO yBary, IoMaxaBIlld PYKOIO Mepe]l O0IHIYsIM.

- Boux... - ckazaB BiH. Sl mouaB BUKOHYBAaTH HOTO BKa3iBKH, 1 BANXHYB. -
... Bumgux. - 5l Buauxuys. - Otak ot. Bee no6pe. 5 3 Toboro.

AHx minoku mu Hapoouscs 3 ympo6oio, mooi 6y6 eanux.

S GinpIre He MiIr OTO BUTpUMATH. MacKa i7icalIbHOI IOHBbKH, CTBOPEHA
MHOI0, TpicHyna. [1IBu posiitiumcs. S movas ruakaru.

- O, Caitnace. - ckazaB J[xopmx.

Moe iMm's. Moe cnpaBxHe imM'si. MuHYI0O Tak 6arato yacy 3 THX Iip, K
XTOCh Ha3MBaB MEHE CIIPaBXHIM iM’aM. Sl MPUTUCHYB I'yOu AOJIOHEI0, 00
CTPUMATH COPOM SI3ITUBHUI TIOJIUX.

- To6i1 He mpocTo Tak manu si3uka. - ckazaB J[xopmk. - Ckaxku MeHi, 110
He Tak. Sl He XOTiB 100 1€ cTanmocs Ha Woro Becuut. S He HaBMuCHO. S
HEHaBMUCHO, KIISTHYCb.

- Meni notpiOHO BuiTH 3 Toro OyauHKy. Bke mounnaerscsa. Ckopo. -
cKkasas 5. Sl mouaB moroiayBatucs Brepea-Hazai. JKopax MokiaB MeHi pyKy
Ha 1jede, o0 yrpuMaTu Ha MICLI, aje s BIJIITOBXHYB Horo. MeHi Oyno
HEeoOXiHO pyxaTucs. 5 6 3akpuyaB, IKOM HE MIT pyXaTHCS.

- Hi. He po6u nporo. byns nacka, He poOu 115010. A mpocTo... s He 3Halo,
sl HE 3HAI0, 110 POOUTH.

- Caitnace. - ckazaB J>KopJuK.

- Slx1o s BTEUy BiJ HUX, TO 3MOXY BUTPATH TPOXH OiNbIIe Yacy. - A 4u
3mir Ou a? Ywu s mpocto OyB y Biguai? - He 3anwuimait MeHe 3 HUMU HAOMHITI,
Oyab nacka...

- Catinac.

S 3MycuB ceOe MOUBUTHUCS HA HBOTO. Y TPYASX 3BEIOCS.

- [I1o?

Toni, onuH 13 madepiB, HAXWIMBIIUCH J0 JIaBOK, 3apeBiB: "Hapeuena
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“Shit,” George said. “Already?”
“Wait.” I grabbed for his sleeve. No, he couldn’t walk away now,
he couldn’t. “George, please.”

But he was backing up, peeling me from his arm. When |
remember this moment months later, | recall his pained expression,
the worry wrinkling his face, but I don’t know if it was actually there.
I cannot convince myself I hadn’t created it in the weeks that followed.

“We can talk about this later,” George said. “Okay? Sit, before
someone comes looking for you.” Nausea climbed up my throat and
threatened to spill onto my tongue. “Afterwards. I swear.”

He walked away.

| stared after him. Still shivering. Still struggling for air.

What else was | to do except what | was told? I never learned how
to do anything else.

| scrubbed my eyes dry and found my place with our parents.
Mother smiled, holding me by the shoulder the way surgeons used to
hold down patients before anesthesia. “How is George doing?” she
asked me, and I said, “He’s well.” The organist ambled into a slow,
lovely song, and the sun shone through stained glass in a beam of
rainbows. George stood at the end of the aisle. He met my gaze and
smiled. | smiled back. It wavered.

The bride herself, when she walked in on her father’s arm, was
tall, with honey-colored hair. She was not the most beautiful woman
in the empire, but she didn’t have to be. She radiated such kindness
that it was as if she were made of gold.

But.
She had violet eyes.
And a silver Speaker ring on her little finger.

npudymna!l"

- digpko. - BucBapuscs Jxopmxk. - Bxke?

- [Touekaii. - s cxonus ¥oro 3a pykaB. Hi, BiH He MIT IiTH 3apa3, BiH HE
Mir. - J[>kop/ok, Oy/b J1acka.

Aue BiH BiACTYIaB, BiApUBaIOYu MeHE BiJl cBO€i pyku. Komm s 3ramyro
IO MUTh KiJIbKa MICSIIIiB IIOTOMY, TO IPUTAAYI0 TOW OOJTiCHUI BUpa3 00Inyus,
XBUJIFOBAHHS, 1110 3MOPIIMIO HOTO, ajie 51 He 3Hal0, 4u Oyso 1e Hacmpasai. S
HE MOXY IepeKoHaTH cebe, 110 s He HaTyMaB Horo.

- Mu MokeMO0 MOroBOPUTH MO I1e Mi3HiIIe. - cka3aB Jxopmax. - ['apaza?
Cumu, TOKM XTOCh He movHe TeOe mykaTu. - Hygora migibpanack 10 MOTo
ropJia Ta MorpokyBajia rnepeitu Ha si3uk. - [Torim. Knsinycsb.

BiH mimoB reTs.

S nuBuBcs oMy Bemif. S Bce mie TpemTiB. Bee e nenBe auxas.

[Ilo me s mMaB poOWTH, KpiM TOro, MO MeHi ckazanmu? S HiKoIU He
HAaBYMBCS HIYOMY 1HIIIOMY.

Hacyxo BuTepmm odi, 51 3HalIIIOB CBOE Miclie mopsi 3 Oarbkamu. Martu
MOCMIXHYyJacsi, TPUMAlOUd MEHE 3a IUleue TakK, SIK Xipypra TPUMAIOTh
TAII€HTIB TIEpE]T HAPKO30M.

- SIx cnpaBu y [xopmxka? - 3anurTana BOHa, 1 51 cCKa3as:

- Bce no6pe.

OpranicT 3acmiBaB MHOBUIbHY, NMpHeMHY mHicHI0. CoOHIE CSsI0 Kpi3b
KOJIbOPOBE CKJIO BECEIIKOBUMHU MTPOMEHSIMU. [[KOP/IK CTOSIB y KIHIII TIPOXOTY.
Bin 3yctpiB Miii morysn i mocMixHyBes. Hepimyue, s HMOCMiXHYBCS Y
BIJIIIOBIIb.

Cama HapedeHa, IO 3axoJWia TPUMAKOUYUCh 3a pyKy OaTbka, Oyna
BHCOKOIO Ha 3picT, 13 BOJOCCAM KOJIbOpy Medy. Bona He Oyma
HaAllKpacuBIIIOIO JKIHKOIO B immepii, ame i He Mmycuna Oyru. Bona
BHIIPOMIHIOBaJIA TaKy I0OPOTY, HEHaue OyJia 30710TOF0.

Age.

VY nei Oynu ¢ioneTosi oul.

I cpiOuuit nepcrens OpaTopa Ha Mi3HHIIL.



The rabbit said, Soon, that will be you.

When | was younger-ten, | think, or maybe eleven-I dreamed of
amputating my eyes. It seemed easy. Stick your thumb in the socket,
work it behind the eyeball, and take it out, pop, like the cork in a bottle
of wine. If they were gone, | reasoned, the Royal Speaker Society
would leave me be. They came over every Sunday to savor cups of
Mother’s tea, talk with Father about ghosts and spirit-work and
economic _ventures in India, and calculate the likelihood of their
children having violet eyes if they had those children with me.
“You’ve never played with a ghost, have you?” a Speaker said once,
teasing my sleeve. “Because you know what happens to little girls who
play with ghosts.”

And it has never stopped. It has only gotten worse, louder and
louder as | grew into my chest and hips. Now they kiss my knuckles
and run their hands through my hair. They wonder about boys I’ve
been with and offer ungodly sums of money for my hand in marriage.

“Is she lilac, heather, or mauve?* they would ask my mother,
holding my jaw to keep my head still. Sometimes they gave me their
silver Speaker ring to wear, just to see how 1’d look with it one day.
“Oh, Mrs. Bell, when will you let her marry?*

Mother would just smile. “Soon.*

I’d grown out of the juvenile fantasy quickly enough. The eyes
were a symptom, not the disease. If I wanted to resort to surgery, I'd
have to go to the root: a hysterectomy, a total removal of the womb.
Until my ability to continue a bloodline is destroyed, these men don’t
care how many pieces of myself | hack off-but that doesn’t mean I
haven’t popped the eyes out of a slaughtered pig just to feel it.

George’s wife had violet eyes like mine.

He was doing to a girl everything that would be done to me.

Kponuk ckazas: "Tebe cnimkae ma sic 0ons”.

Komu s OyB MONOAIINM, BIKOM B POKIB JECSTh, 3/IA€ETHCS, Y MOXKE
OJIMHAMIIATD, S MPISIB aMITyTyBaTH cBO1 o4i. L{e 31aBaocs mpocToro 3aayero.
3acoByell BENWMKUN TMajenb B OYHHUIKO, MPOCYBAEHI 3a OYHE SOIYKO, 1
BUiiMaem ioro. Unok, sk mpoOka 3 IUBIIKYA BUHA. SIkOM MOT1 04l 3HUKIIH,
MipkyBas 51, KopomiBceke ToBaprucTBOo OparopiB 3aaummio O MEHE B CIIOKOI.
Bonu npuxoaunu moHenii, mob nocMakyBatu yaro Matepi, IOroBOpuTH 3
Barpkom mpo nmpuBHIiB, JYXOBEHCTBO, EKOHOMIYHI mignpuemcTsa B [Hxii, Ta
HiJpaxyBaTy, siKka HMOBIPHICTh TOTO, IO iXHI JITH MaTUMYTh (Pi0JIETOBI OUi,
SIKIIO 51 HAPOJKY BiJl HUX.

- Tu HiKOM He Tpanacs 3 NPUBUIAMHU, YU HE Tak? - IKOCh cKazaB Oparop,
CMHKAIO4d MEHE 3a pyKaB. - TOMy IIO TH 3HA€l, MO BigOYyBaeTbCs 3
MaJICHbKUMH J1IBUATKaMHU, SIKI TPAIOTHCA 3 IPUBUIAMHU.

I me mikomm He mpunuHsUtocs. CTajo TUIBKH Tipiie, TOJOCHIIE W
TOJIOCHIIIE, BIJKOJIM MOI TPyAM Ta CTErHa MOoYalud pPOCTH. Temep BOHU
LUTYIOTh KICTOYKH MOIX MaJBIIB 1 MPOBOISATh PyKaMHU IO MOEMY BOJIOCCIO.
Bonu 1ikaBiAThCA XJIOMLSMHU, 3 SKUMH 51 OyJ1a, 1 IPOIOHYIOTh 0€300%KH1 CyMHU
rpolel 3a MOIO PYKY.

- Ti oui GyskoBi, BepecoBi uM JiNOBi? - MMTaId BOHU MO MaMmy,
TPUMaKOUd MEHE 3a Ieseny, mob po3auBUTHCA. [HOMI BOHM JaBajii MEHI
HaJliTU CBili cpiOHM nepcreHb OpaTopa, MpocTo 00 NO0AUUTH, SIK S KOJIUCH
Oyny 3 HuMm Burisgatu. - O, micic benn, Koiau >k BU JO3BOJMUTE i BUUTH
3aMix?

Mama numre yemixaynacs. - Ckopo.

S nocuTh MIBUAKO BUPIC 13 MATITKOBUX (haHTa3iil. Oul OyJiu CHMITOMOM,
a He XxBOpoOoro. kO s XOTIB BOATHCS IO XIPYpPTriyHOrO BTPYYaHHS, MEHI
JoBenocst O MITH 10 KOPEHs - TiICTePeKTOMisl, TIOBHE BUAANCHHS MaTKu. Jloku
MOSI 3/IaTHICTh TPOJOBKYBATH POJAOBIA HE Oye MOHIBEUEHA, ITUM JIIOJSIM
Oyze Oaiiyxe, CKUIBKU YaCTUHOK ce0e s BiAciuy. AJe e He 03Hayae, o s
HE BUKOJIYITyBaB 04l 3a0MTiH CBUHI, TPOCTO MO0 BITIYTH IIE.

VY npyxunu Jxopmxa Oynu (ioseTosi oui, SIK y MEHE.



I got up from the pew. Mother hissed and reached for me, but |
stumbled into the aisle, clamping a hand over my mouth. I slammed
out the front doors and collapsed onto the stairs.

| spat stomach acid once, twice, before | vomited.

Father came out behind me, dragging me onto my feet. “What are
you doing?” he snarled. “What is wrong with you?”

It will hurt, the rabbit said. It will hurt it will hurt it will hurt.

George has not been able to face me since.
He knows what he did.
CHAPTER 2

November descends upon England, dark and uncaring like
consumption, and I’m almost grateful; after all, it is easier to be a boy
in the winter.

| fret in front of the vanity mirror as embers gleam in my bedroom
fireplace. Darker tones are blessedly more fashionable in the later
months; heavier fabrics and long coats break up the silhouette,
obscuring more feminine features. There’s nothing to be done about
soft cheeks and pink lips, but with my hair tucked into a cap and a
scarf wrapped round to conceal the pins, | just about pass for a boy. A
feminine, baby-faced boy from the poor side of the city-funny, then,
that my bedroom is full of fine dresses and imported rugs-but a boy
nonetheless. Very Oliver Twist. I think. I’ve never been one for
stories.

Still, my chest aches as | fill out my brows with powder stolen
from Mother’s vanity. How cruel is it, that I only get to be myself as
a costume? | do not get to savor the masculine cut of my clothes, or
the illusion of short hair, or the fleeting joy of my skin feeling like
mine. Instead, | have to worry if my boyhood is convincing enough to

Bin po6uB 3 1iBUMHOIO BCE T€, 10 pOOUB OU 31 MHOIO.

S miaBiBcsa 3 maBu. Maru mpomwmiia i MOTATHYJAcs 0 MEHeE, ane s
MOILLITOBXHYBCS JI0 TPOXO/TY, 3aTUCKAIOYU PYKOIO poTa. Sl rPIOKHYB BX1THUMHU
JIBEpHUMA 1 BIIaB HA CXOJIH.

51 BUILTIOHYB IIJTYHKOBY KHUCJIOTY pa3, ABa, MepIll Hi’K MEHE BUPBAJIO.

baTpko BUHIIOB 1033y MEHE, MiIHIMAIOYX MEHE Ha HOTH.

- o v koim? - mporapuas BiH. - [1{o 3 ToO60O HE Tak?

"byoe 6onaue”, ckazaB KpoiuK. "Byde 6Oonaue, Oyoe 0Ooasue, 0Oyoe
bonaue”.

Binromi JI>xopkx HE MIr IUBUTHCS MEHI B OYI.

Bin 3Hae, 110 3poOuUB.

PO31J1 2

Jluctonaz omyctuBcs Ha AHIJiI0, TEMHUI 1 6€3TYypOOTHHI, SIK CyXOTH
[2], 1 7 Maike BOSYHHMA IEOMY; a/PKE B3UMKY JIETIIEe OYTH XJIOMIIEM.

Sl XBUIIOIOCS Tepesl TyaJeTHHM M3€pKajioM, MOKM B KaMiHI B MO€I
CHAJIbHI JOTOPAIOTh BYIJIMHKU. TeMHINI TOHM CTaau OUIbII MOJAHUMH B
OCTaHHI MICHIIi, 1 11 MEHE 1Ie HeHade 0JIarOCIIOBEHHS; IIUIBHIIII TKAHUHU Ta
JIOBT1 NaJbTa MPUXOBYIOTh CUJIYET, 1 HOro OUIbLI KIHOYHI pucH. Hidoro He
HOpOOHII 13 M’SIKUMHU IIIYKaMH Ta pPOXKEBUMHU I'yOaMu, ajie 3 MOiM BOJIOCCSIM,
3aMpaBiIeHUM y KAallKeT, 1 00JU4YsM, 3aKyTaHUM I1appom, 00 MpuxoBaTu
IMIMUIBKYA, S Maibke cXOXuil Ha xiomis. JKiHOYHOTO XJIOMI 13 JUTSYUM
00aMYYsM pojioM 13 O11HOI YacTMHM MicTa (L0 CMIIIHO, 00 MOS CHajbHS
MOBHA TAPHUX CYKOHB Ta IMIIOPTHUX KUIIUMIB), aJie BCE K Taku xjomnis. Jyxe
B nyci OniBepa TBicra. Ha Moro gymky. S Hikonu He 1100UB icTOPI.

I Bce-Taku Moe cepiie KpoB'To 0ONMBaeThCs, Komu s GapOyro OpoBu
KOCMETHKOIO, BKPaJICHOIO 3 TyalleTHOTO cToiimka Marepi. Sk e 11e 5kOpCcTOKO
- 51 MOXyY OyTH co0OI0 JiuIIe B KOCTIOMI. Sl HE MOXY HACOJIOJKYBaTHCS
YOJIOBIYUM KPOEM CBOTO OJSTY, UM 1UIIO31€I0 KOPOTKOTO BOJIOCCS, YH
IIBUAKOTUTMHHOKO PAJIICTIO BiJl TOTO, 1[0 MOE TiJI0 HAPEIITI BiJIMOBia€ MEHI.
HaToMicTe s Mar XBUJIIOBATHCS, YU MOS YOJIOBIYHICTH € JOCTATHLO
NePEeKOHJINBOIO, 100 yOesnmeuntu mene. Hemae B npomy pagocti. Tinbku
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keep me safe. There is no joy in that. Only fear.

You think you'll fool them? the rabbit chides as | work. So many
men would do terrible things for you. So many of them have begged
for the chance. They’d know your body anywhere. Look at the trousers
bunching at my full hips and the linens tied around my breasts that
never feel tight enough. See? You 're nothing more than a little girl
playing dress-up.

And you're going to walk right into their lair.

The rabbit is right. If [ have any time left, it’s not much. Mother
and Father have nearly decided on my husband. That’s what they’re
doing at this very moment: perusing the Viscount Luckenbill’s annual
Speaker gala with a list of names. This year’s costume theme is
literature, so they’re busy in whatever inane outfits Mother has
devised, cross-examining the men who have fawned over me all my
life. I can nearly hear them weighing the advantages of each potential
marriage contract. How many connections do they have? How much
money? How much power?

So, yes, it would be safer to stay home. But tonight is my best,
and maybe my only, chance to escape.

Because a young medium is set to receive his spirit-work seal at
the gala tonight-and with any luck, it will be me. The plan is simple
enough. Go to the gala, get the seal, and run.

I close the tin of powder and remind myself to breathe.

I do not give a shit about being a medium. I want nothing to do
with the Speakers, or spirits, or hauntings, or any of it. But if a silver
Speaker ring marks you as a member of the brotherhood, a medium’s
seal grants you the freedom of a king. Violet eyes make spirit-work
possible, and a seal makes it legal. Speaker money will fund your
travels and businesses. Opportunities rise up to meet your feet. Of
course, England regulates its mediums brutally, but to be officially
recognized as one with that mark on your hand-it might as well be

cTpax.

“Ilymaecw, mu ix Hadypuw?”’ 1OpiKae KPOJHUK, TMOKH 5 TIPAIIOL0.
“Ckinoku yonosixie 3poounu o6u 3apadu mede oncaxauge. CKilbKU 3 HUX
onazanu npo wanc. Bonu eniznaroms meoe mino 0yovb-oe. Iloousucsy Ha
WManu, AKi CmA2YlomuCs HA NOGHUX CMESHAX, HA MKAHUHY, WO CMUCKAE
epyou, ane Hikoau oocmamuvo myzo. bawuw? Tu ecvoeo nuwe mane
OIBUUCHKO, WO 2PAE 8 00ACATKU.

I mu 36upacuwica ygitimu npsamo 6 ixue nie6o”.

Kponuk npasuii. SIkio y MeHe 3ayiMImBes yac, To ioro Hebararo. Mama
3 baTbkoM Maiiyke BUSHAUMIIUCA 3 TUM, XTO OyJie MOiM dosioBikoM. CaMe UM
BOHH 3apa3 3aliMarOThCs: NEeperisialoTh CIUCOK 3alpOLIeHUX Ha HIOPIYHUI
ypounctuii Beuip Opartopa Bikonrta Jlaken6ina. Ilporo poky Temoro
KOCTIOMIB € JIiTepaTrypa, TOK BOHU 3alHATI Oe3riay3IMMu BOpaHHAMH, SIKi
npuaymana Matu, Ta nepexpecHUM JOIUTOM YOJIOBIKIB, SIKi BCE 3 JUTUHCTBA
nianady3HioBan MeHe. S Maiike uyro, Ik BOHH 3BaXKYIOTh IIepeBaru KO>XKHOTO
MOTEHLIMHOTrO NITI0OHOTO KOHTPakTy. CKUIbKM y HUX 3B'3KIB? CKUIbKU
rpomei? CkinbKy Biaau?

Tomy Tak, 6e3neynimie Oyno 0 3aTUIIUTHCS BAOMA. AJi€ CbOTOJIHINIHIN
BeYip - Miif HaWBIPOTIAHIIINMA, 1, MOKJIMBO, €IMHUH IIAHC BTEKTH.

ToMy 110 CHOrO/IHI, HA YPOUHMCTOMY BEUYOpi, OJUH MOJIOAUN MediyM
MaTHME IIAHC OTPUMATH BJACHY I€4YaTKy JAyXOBHOi pobotu. I ko
MOIACTUTh, IIUM MeAiyMoM Oyay s. [lnan nocute npoctuii. [Ipuiiti Ha Bedip,
OTPUMATH MEeYaTKy, Ta TIKaTH.

A 3akpuBaro 6aHWYKY 3 TIHSMH 1 Haraayro co0l JuXaTH.

MeHi HauxaTH Ha peMeciio Me/liyMiB. S He X04y MaTH HIYOro CHUIBHOTO
Hi 3 Oparopamu, Hi 3 1yXaMu, Hi 3 IPUBUJAMH, Hi 3 YUM 3 [[bOTO. AJIe AKIIO
cpibHmit mepctenb OparTopa Mo3HAyYae JIOJUWHY SK 4jeHa OparcTBa, TO
neyarka Meiiyma gapye HebaueHy cBoOoay. @10y1eToB1 04l poOIsATh TyXOBHY
poOOTy MOKIIMBOIO, a TIeyaTKa poOUTH ii JeranpHO0, okK rpomri Oparopa
(hiHaHCYBaTUMYTh MOAOPOXKI Ta 613HEC. MOKIMBOCTI MPAKTHUYHO JTUIHYTH J10
Bac. 3BiCHO, AHIJIisl JKOPCTOKO PETYIIO€ CBOIX Me/iyMiB, aje OyTu odiuiiHo
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magic, the way the empire will bend for you.

So I’ll take the seal, proof of my manhood branded on the back
of my hand, and go where no one knows my face. I’ll enroll in medical
school and begin my life in earnest. Nobody will know | had been a
daughter once. I won’t need Mother and Father. I won’t need George;
I won’t need any of them.

I'll be...

My heel clicks again, tap tap tap, but it’s not enough to get rid of
the tension creeping up my trapezius muscles. In a burst, my hands
flutter, and I shake myself out until I’'m calm enough to breathe again.

After this, I’'ll be free.

I’ve forged my invitation to the gala. According to Mother’s
friends, the young man who is supposed to get his medium’s seal
tonight, who has eyes like wisteria and traveled all the way here from
York for the chance, has fallen ill. Nobody has met him in person, so
I’ve borrowed his name for the evening. I will take his place, and his
seal, and | will be gone before a soul learns the truth.

It’s just that if I’'m caught, if they figure out who | am, that | was
born a girl-

They’ll fucking hang you.

The gala is not far. I slip down the front steps of my family’s
townhome-not nearly as impressive as some of the other houses of
London, but still grand enough to reflect well on the family-and
huddle into my coat. Despite the cold, I refuse to hail a cab. | need to
walk. It’s the only way I can reliably clear my head these days.
Especially since I don’t let my hands flap in public. “You look like an
imbecile,” Father said once, which was far more effective than any of
my tutors’ attempts to get me to stop. “You look stupid, girl.

| tried telling my family the truth exactly once. When | was

BU3HAHUM ITI€}0 MITKOIO Ha pyIIi... Te, K iMIepis 31 MIKIpy BUJIA3UTh 3apajin
Tebe MIHCHO uapigHO.

Tox s Bi3pbMy IEYATKy, 10Ka3 MO€1 MY>KHOCTI1, TO3HAYEHUN HA THIIbHIN
CTOPOHI MO€T TOJIOHI, 1 Mo1aMcsl Ty, JI€ HIXTO He BIi3HA€ MOTO o0inyus. S
BCTYIUTIO JI0 MEMYHOTO IHCTUTYTY 1 BCEPHO3 BI3bMYCs 3a CBO€E KUTTA. HixTO
HE JI3HAETHCS, 0 KOJIUCH 5 Oyna oukoro. MeHi He OyayTh noTpioHi Matu
it batbko, MeHi He Oyze noTpideH J[>Kop/pk, BOHU HEe OYIyTh MEH1 OTPiOHI.

S 6yny...

Miit kabiyk 3HOBY CTyKae, TyM-TYM-TYII, aje bOT0 HEeIOCTaTHbHO, 100
no30yTUCST HANpYTH, IO MiAKPaZaeThCs N0 Tpamemienogionux m’s3is [3].
Moi pyku pi3KO 3IpHUTaloThes, 1 5 TPYIIYCh, JOKU HE 3aCIMOKOIOIOCS 1 MOYHY
JIXATH.

[Ticnst uporo s Oyay BIIbHUM.

S migpoOuB cBoe 3anpomenas Ha Bedip. Cyasuu 31 cimiB Apy3iB Marepi,
MOJIOJIMH YOJIOBIK, KM CbOTO/IHI BBEUEpl NOBUHEH OyB OTPUMATH MEYaTKy
Metiyma, Mae Gy3KoBi oui, i mpuixas crozum 3 Mopka 3apanu wiei Haromu. Ase
BiH 3axBopiB. HixTo He 3Hae floro ocoOucTo, TOMY 5 3al103UYUB HOro iM's Ha
uel Beuip. S 3aiimy ioro Mmicue, 3a0epy Horo neyatky, 1 s Mgy paHilie, Hix
XTOChH JII3HAETHCS MIPABIY.

[TpocTo sIKIO MEHE CHiltMAaroTh, SKIIO BOHU Ti3HAIOTHCS, XTO S, IO S
HapoJMIIacs JIBYMHOIO. . .

... “To eonu meobe, 6 Oica, nogicsims ”.

Beuip He 3a ropamu. S THXO cITycKarocs cXoJlaMu OyIMHKY MO€T ¢iM 1,
1 3aKyTYIOCh B CBO€E ManbTo. el AiM He Takuii Bpa)xarouui, SIK JEsIKi 1HIII
JIOHJIOHCHK1 OYJIMHKH, aJie BCE K JTOCUTHh BETUYHUIA, 1100 HE TaHEOUTH CIM10.
HesBaxxaroun Ha X0J1071, 1 BIIMOBJISIFOCS BUKIUKAaTH Ke0. Tpeba WTH mimkw.
OcTtaHHIM YacoM, 1€ €IMHUH CIOCi0, B IKHH 51 MOXKY IPOBITPUTH TOJIOBY. THM
rave, s He po3Maxyr pyKaMu Ha JIIoasaXx. bateko sxock ckazas: "Tu cxoorca
Ha Oypeny”. lle Oyno HabaraTo edeKTUBHIIIE, HXK Oyab-aKi cipodbu Moix
BHKJIa/Ia4iB 3MYCUTH MEHE 3ynUHUTUCA. "Tu suensioacus dypHo, 0isuuno".
S1 HamaraBcsl CKa3aTH CBOIM pOJMHI MpaBAy piBHO oAMH pa3. Konu s OyB
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younger, back when | thought they still cared, | told them | did not
ever want to be married. Stories that took the shape of fairy tales
sounded like Hell to me. My eyes would give me a good marriage and
a life of privilege, a life of plenty, if I’d only let them. But wedding
dresses, big bellies, the miracle of childbirth? I’d rather cut myself
open. I told them I didn’t want any of it. I told them I was scared.

Mother called me silly, and Father told me to get over it. | knew
what they really meant, though. The rabbit translated for me. Entitled.
Selfish. How dare | ask to be treated differently than anyone else?
Every man and woman in England has a duty, and I couldn’t expect
to escape mine just because | was scared.

I don’t think scared was the word | should have used.

It doesn’t take long to find the South Kensington Museum. It’s a
grand cathedral of art and finery, lit up so brightly against the dark
night sky it looks like it’s been set on fire. The Speakers have
swallowed it whole. Violet banners hang from the marble facade,
framed by thousands of lavenders and lilacs woven into wreaths and
ivy arches, all of which will shrivel and die in the cold as soon as the
event is done. Carriages wait obediently in the street, horses huffing
and puffing while the drivers try to catch a nap. It’s almost as if the
Royal Speaker Society will dissolve into violent chaos if they don’t
spend half their taxpayer funding on decorations and overworked
servants.

At the entrance, a violet-eyed doorman blows into his hands to
warm them. He has a seal, but only a small placeholder design, a circle
freeze-burned onto the back of his hand. This is an indentured
medium: a man who couldn’t afford his full medium’s seal and so
signed himself away to the Speakers in exchange for the funds. It’s a
nasty deal, but there will never be a shortage of people willing to take
nasty deals in exchange for a better life. This indentured medium will
get the rest of the seal, an intricate eye, once his debt is paid off-as

MOJIOJIINM, KOJIH I TyMaB, 1110 BOHU HIKJIYIOThCS PO MEHE, s CKa3aB iM, 1110
HIKOJIM HE X049y BUXOAWTH 3aMiX. IcTopii, mo HaOyBamu GhopMu Ka3oK, st
MeHe 3Bydanu sk [lekso. SIkOM s TIAbKM J103BOJMB iM BUJATH MEHE 3aMIX,
Moi odui 3abe3meynsii 6 MeHI XOpOmMH HUTI00 1 NMpUBLICHOBaHE JKUTTS B
JIOCTAaTKy. AJie BECUIbHI CYKHI, BEJIMKI KUBOTH, MUBO mosoriB? Kpame Bxke
noMepTH. S ckazaB iM, 10 HE X04y IbOTO. S cKa3aB iM, 1110 MEHI CTPALIHO.

Maru Ha3Basia MeHe ypenoto, a batbko ckaszas, 1100 s 3MUPUBCSA 3 LIUM.
Ane s 3HaB, 0O BOHM MajJM Ha yBa3i HacmpaBzai. Kponwk moscHUB Bce.
“Eeoicm”. 51k s cMit0 IPOCUTH, 11100 1O MEHE CTABWJIMCS HE TaK, 5K J10 BCiX?
Kosken 40oBiK 1 3KiHKa B AHIUIT MarOTh 000B’SI30K, 1 sI HE MIT' CITO/{IBaTHC,
1110 BTE€YY BiJ] CBOTO JIMILIE TOMY, 1110 OOsIBCA.

He nymaro, mo “6os6cs’ T€ C10BO, KOTPE S MaB BUKOPUCTATH.

[TliBnennuit KeHciHrroHchbkuii My3ed mBuHako 3HaiimoBcsa. Lle
IpaHIio3HUN CcOOOpP MUCTEITBA Ta BHUIIYKAHOCTi, OCBITIICHWH HACTIIBKU
SICKpaBo Ha ()OHI1 TEMHOTO HIYHOTO Heba, 110 3/1A€ThCsI, HIOM HOTO T AMaTHITH.
Oparopu kitoHynu Ha 1e. dioneroBi mpamnopu 3BUCAIOTH 3 MAPMYpPOBOTO
¢acany, oOpamiIeHOT0 TUCAYaMU KBITOK JIaBaHIM 1 0y3KY, CIUIETEHUX Y BIHKH
Ta apKu - YCl Il POCIMHU 3MOPINATHCS 1 3aTMHYTh Ha XOJIO/1, IOWHO MOIis
3aKiHUMTbCA. Ha BynmuIll CIyXHSHO YeKaroTh €Kilaxi, KOHI MUXKaloTbh, a
BI3HUKM HaMararoThbCsl mHojpimMaTH. Maiixke CKIalaeThbCsi BpPakKeHHs, HiOU
Kopomniscbke ToBapucTBo OpaTopiB pO3UMHUTHCS B HACUIBHUIIBKOMY Xaoci,
SKIIO BOHM HE BUTPAYaTHUMYTh ITOJIOBHHY CBOIX KOINTIB OTPUMAaHUX BiJ
IUTATHUKIB MOJATKIB HA PUKPACH Ta 3alpalbOBaHUX CIYT.

binsg Bxoay ¢ioneToBoOKMH IIBeHLap AME€ B PYKH, MI00 3irpitv ix. ¥
HBOT'O € TeyaTKa, aje Ha Hil JIMIle HeBEeIUKUH, TUIIOBUHA MaJIOHOK, KOJO,
BUIAJIEeHEe Ha TWJIbHINM cTOpoH1 Horo noioHi. lle morosipHuil meniym -
JFO/IMHA, SIKA HE MOTJIa I03BOJIUTH COO1 MOBHOIIIHHY IeYaTKy MeJliymMa, i ToMy
npoaas cebe OpaTopam B 0OMiH Ha komTH. L{e HempueMHa yrona, aye Jroae,
TOTOBUX IITH HAa HENPHEMHI YroAM B OOMIH Ha Kpaile XHUTTS, HIKOJIH He
OpakyBatume. Lleit Menmiym OoTpuMae pemTy Me4YaTKH, JeTalbHE OKO, KOJH
fioro Gopr Oyje BHUIUIAUY€HO... 3BICHO, SIKIIO pyKa JI0 IIbOTO HE IMiJAaCThCs
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long as the hand doesn’t succumb to gangrene first. At least he gets to
wear a fancy ring while he waits.

Through the twin sets of double doors, I hear laughter. It’s
muffled, as if underwater. I’'m late.

“This is a private event, boy,” the doorman drawls as I approach.
There’s a thrill at being accepted as male, but I refuse to let myself
linger on it. It doesn’t matter nearly as much if they’re seeing the
wrong boy.

“I’m aware,” I say, and produce the invitation.

The doorman frowns, skimming the forged document up and
down. His eyes are droopy and his hands seem to be permanently stiff.
“Roswell? My, uh, sincere apologies. Glad those rumors about you
being ill were just rumors.” He doesn’t sound particularly glad. “Well,
they haven’t started the ceremony yet, so you’re in luck. Mors vincit
omnia and all that. Come in.”

He opens the door.

| hate that anything having to do with the Speakers could be
beautiful. Inside, a towering ceiling looms toward marble balconies;
gas lights flicker, turning everything gold. Irreplaceable works of art
have been brought out for the occasion, placed behind tables
overflowing with purple bouquets. The air smells of liquor and pollen
and ozone. And the costumes-a woman with cheeks painted pink in
homage to Heidi. An Edgar Allan Poe carries a model heart. Some
bored- looking man has opted out of the theme by carrying around a
portrait of a horse, claiming to be one character or another from Black
Beauty. So many glimmering silver rings, a smattering of seals, too
much drinking and laughing and noise. It is so overwhelmingly jovial
in comparison to the sick feeling in my stomach. The mismatch makes
me want to dig my nails into my arms. It’s just like the wedding all
over again. | hate it, | hate it.

Just walk away, the rabbit says. You don’t belong here and you

ranrpeHi. [IpuHaliMHI BiH 3MO€ HOCUTH ITUKApHY KaOIydKy, TOKU YEKaE.

Yepes moaBiiiHi ABepi s uyto cMmix. [Ipurmymenwnii, HiOU mix Boxoro. S
3aIi3HUBCA.

- lle mpuBaTHa moisi, r0HAUe, - TATHE MIBEUIIAp, MOKU S MIXOMKy. Te,
10 MEHE CHIPUIMAIOTh SIK YOJOBIKA, XBUIIIOE, alle sl HE J03BOJIAI0 COO1 Ha
BOMY 3alIMKJIMTHCh. Lle He Tak BaKJIMBO, SIKIIO BOHU 0a4aTh B MEHI HE TOTO
XJIOTILIS.

- 51 po3yMmiro, - KaxKy s 1 TOKa3yko 3arpoIIeHHS.

[IBeliniap XMypUThCsI, LIBUAKO Nepeduparoun MiApoOIeHU TOKyMEHT.
Moro oui omyuieHi, a pyKH, 31a€Thes, BIYHO 3a/1epeB’ sHiIII.

- Po3Bemn? Moi, e-e, mupi Bubadenns. Paauii, mo Ti 4yTku 0po Te, 110
BU XBOpi, Oynu jMIne 4yTKamu. - BiH HE 3BYYHMTh HaATO pajmicHo. - Hy,
IIEPEMOHIS IIIe HE TT0YajIach, TOX BaM IoIacTuiio. Mors vincit omnia [4] i Bce
take. [Ipoxonpre.

Bin BimuuHsie nsepi.

51 HeHaBUKY (akT TOro, 110 XO0Y LI0Ch MOB’si3aHe 3 OpaTopaMu MOXke
OyTH mpekpacHuUM. BcepeauHi BHCOKa cTess HAaBHUCAE HAJl MapMypOBUMHU
OaJIKOHAMU; Ta30B1 BOTHI MEPEXTATH, 1 HAU€ M030JI0YYIOTh BCE IOBKOJIA. 3 IT1€T
Haroau OynM mpencTaBieHl O€3I[iHHI TBOPU MHUCTENTBA, PO3MIIICHI 3a
CTOJIaMH, TIEPENOBHEHUMHU IypIypOBUMH OykeTamu. Y TMOBITpI MaxHe
CIMPTHUM, MUJIKOM 1 030HOM. A KocTioMH... JKiHKa 3 po3dapOboBaHMMHU B
yecTh [aiim mokamu. “Exarap Amnan I1o” HocuTh Monens cepus. SKuiich
HYJbI'YIOUMH Ha BUIJIA] YOJOBIK BIIMOBHUBCS BiJl TEMH, TPUMAIO4U 3 0000
MOPTPET KOHsI, BUAAIOUM cebe 3a TOro 4y IHIIOro mnepcoHaxa 3 "Yoproi
kpacyHi". CTUIBKH MEPEXTIUBUX CPIOHUX IMEPCHIB, KyMa Me4YaToK, 3aHaATo
Oararo musITBA, CMIXy Ta ramacy. lle Haa3BU4YaiHO 6eceno TMOPIBHSIHO 3
BITUYTTAM HYAOTH B MOEMY *KHMBOTI. HEBIAMOBIAHICTh 3MYIIIye MEHE BIIUTUCS
HITTSIMU B pyKH. Sl Haue 3HOBY NepexHBar0 BecuUs. A Henasuoxcy ye, s
HEHaBHJIXKY II€.

“Ilpocmo 1i0u cemv ", Kaxke Kposuk. “Tobi mym e micye, | mu ye 3HA€UL.
Obauw. Iou”.
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know it. Leave. Go.

But I don’t leave. I can’t. As I step into the museum, I imagine
the branding iron so cold it smokes in the air. It will crackle and hiss
as it touches my skin. The pain will be worth it in exchange for the
freedom it will grant.

I have to do this.

The doorman steps in behind me, ushered by a gust of air so frigid
that I turn to make sure a spirit hasn’t followed him.

“George Bell?” he says. “The Roswell boy showed up after all.
He’s yours.”

The sickness in my gut blossoms into nausea.

My brother, holding a flute of champagne just inside the door,
stares as if he’s uncovered a medical cadaver only to find my face
looking back at him.

He has a Speaker ring on his little finger.

Did you know that someone like me had once been a surgeon?

It sounds like a myth, but it’s true. His name was James Barry.
George told me about him when | was young, offhandedly, as if he
knew something about me that I didn’t. Barry was a right prick with
no sense of decorum or tact, but brilliant doctors have no use for either.
He was a high-ranking military surgeon, George said, who improved
conditions for the poor and sick all his life-and when he died, it was
discovered by a nurse that he’d been a woman all along.

“Though,” George continued, “you’d think someone like Barry
would’ve wanted to make a fuss about that on his deathbed. Fuck you
all, you’ve been bested by a woman, rot in Hell, all that mess. But he
didn’t.” He didn’t look up from his studies. “You think, perhaps, he
was happier as a man? And that nurse should have left his damned
body alone?”

I’d said nothing in return, but I hadn’t had to. He snuck a chest of
clothes under my bed that night. Formalwear, patched linen trousers

Aune s ue iiny. S He Moxy. Ko st 3aX0/1Ky 10 My3€10, 5 YABIISIO KIEHMO
Take XOJIOJHE, L0 BOHO aX IWMHUTh. BoHO Oyne TpickaTH 1 IIMMITH,
TOPKAIOUMCh MO€ET MIKipH. bisib Toro BapTHii B 00MiH Ha CBOOOIY, SIKY BOHO
MI0/1apyE.

51 moBUHEH 11€ 3pOOUTH.

[IIBeinap 3ax0AUTh 11033y MEHE, BIIyCKAIOUM TAKUN XOJIOJAHWUM IOpPUB
HOBITPA, IO 5 00epTarocs, MO0 MepeKOHATHCS, IO 32 HUM HE MIIIOB IyX.

- JIxopmk bemn? - 3Bepraerhes BiH. - Xionens i3 Po3Bemia Bce-Taku
3’saBuBCs. BiH Bari.

Hynora B MOEMY KHIIEYHHKY ITiI0MpaAIach BCE BUIIIE.

Tpumarouu yxep maMnaHCbKOT0, Mili Opat cTOITh IPSIMO B ABepsX. Bin
JTUBUTKLCS HA MEHE TaK, HIOW 3HAWIIIOB TPYII, 1 0aYUTh, 5K S IUBITFOCS HA HHOTO.

Ha iioro mi3unIi kabmyuka Oparopa.

Uwu 3Ha€eTe BY, 110 51 KOJUCH OyB Xipyprom?

3ByunTh fAK BHTajKa, ajde Ie npasa. Moro 3mamm Jxeitmc Beppi.
JIKOpIK HEHAaBMKCHO PO3IIOBIB MEH1 IIPO HHOTO I1I€ KOJIH 51 OyB MajuM, HiOU
BiH 3HaB IIPO MEHE LI0Ch TaKe, YOro s He 3HaB. beppi OyB 111e TUM NPUAYPKOM
0€e3 MoYyTTS NPUCTOMHOCTI UM TaKTy, ajle TeH1aJIbHUM JIIKapsM Hi J0 TOro, Hi
70 1HIoro. J[>Kopax po3mnoBiB, 1110 BiH OyB BICBKOBUM XipypromM BHCOKOTO
paHry, KMl BCe CBOE )KUTTSI IOKPALyBaB YMOBH /715 O1JHUX 1 XBOPHX, 1 KOJIN
BIH MIOMEp, MeJCECTpa BUSABUIIA, 1110 BiH BECh 1€l 4ac OyB JKIHKOIO.

- Xoua, - MpoaoBXKyBaB JKOp/K, - MOKHA MOJyMaTH, 110 XTOCh Ha
KITanT beppi XxoTiB Ou Ha cMEPTHOMY OJIpi 3A1MHATH rajac i3 IIbOro MPUBOY.
[Mock Tumy: “Jlo 6ica Bac Bcix, Bac 001dnLIa KiHKa, TOPiTh B [lexmi”. Ane BiH
1BOTO HEe 3po0uB. - JKOp/K HE BipUBABCS BiJl CBOI'O HAaBYaHHS. - Jlymaer,
BiH CTaB MIACIMBIIINM, Oyay4dHu 40sI0BiKOM? MoKe Tiil MenmcecTpi BapTo Oysio
3QJTUIIATH HOTO KIISITE T1J0 B CIIOKOi?

S1 HivoroO HE CKa3aB y BIANOBIAb, ajle MeH1 1 He TpeOa Oy:no. Tiel Hodi BiH
MIIKIAB MiJ] MO€E JIKKO CKpUHIO 3 oasroM. OdimiitHuil ofsr, JaTaHi JUISHI
MITAaHU, [0 TIAXOAATH JUIIE OITHMM BYJIMYHHUM XJIOMIIM, BCE Take. Y
CYIIPOBiIHINM MPUMITII Oyino HamucaHo: “/lewo 3 Yyboeo Moe, dewo Hi, are,
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fit only for poor street boys, and everything in between. The
accompanying note read: Some of this is mine, some of it not, but
hopefully all will suit you one day. I’'m wearing those clothes now.

I wish I could feel anger. | wish that, when | was upset, | could
scream and yell and rage, do anything other than cry. | would feel so
much more like a man than a little girl playing pretend. But there | am,
shaking, my eyes burning with tears.

He left me.

He joined the Speakers and left me with them.

The doorman says, “You all right, Bell?”

“I-yes.” George bobs his head in a jerky nod. He has a moustache
now. That’s what I focus on. He has a moustache now, and it looks
very strange on his face.

“Yes. I'm fine, just relieved I don’t have to rework the schedule
is all. And, yes, it’s a pleasure to finally meet you, Mr. Roswell.” He
plays the part well. I struggle to do the same. If I’d known George
would be chaperoning the boy, I never would have come. | would have
found another way; maybe | would have faked the seal, | could have
carved it into the skin myself. “Why don’t I show you around? Come
with me.”

He gestures for me to follow him as the doorman leaves to deliver
the news of my arrival. | tuck close to his side despite the lead weight
in my stomach. No matter what he did, I don’t think I’ll ever outgrow
the instinct to use him as shelter.

George, after a second of hesitation, puts a hand on my shoulder.

There are so, SO many people at this gala. A man with blue eyes
boasts of the number of indentured medium contracts he holds, though
| heard from Father that he feels as if he was cheated out of violet
eyes-and, therefore, spirit-work itself-thanks to his mother’s
infidelity. An older, lavender-eyed gentleman with an ivory cane rubs

Ccnooisarocs, KoIUcy 6ce ye mooi nidiiide”. 3apas st HOIY IeH OJIT.

S xoriB Om BimuyBaTu THiB. MeHi 0 xotimocsa, mo0 koiu s OyB
3aCMYUYEHHUH, 51 MIT KpUYaTH, BOJIATH U JIIOTYBAaTH, POOUTH U0 3a6200HO, KPIM
wiavy. S BimuyBaB Ou ceGe HabaraTo OLbII YOJIOBIYHUM, & HE MAJICHHKOIO
JIBUMHKOIO, SIKa IPUKHUIAETHCA. AJIE OCh s, TpEMYY, MOT 04l TeILIi BiJl CITi3.

Bin 3anumuB MeHe.

Bin npuennascs 10 OpatopiB 1 3aIUIIUB MEHE 3 HUMH.

- Bu B nopsinky, benne? - nurae mBeiinap.

- 5... Tak.

Jlxopx pi3ko KuBae TonoBoro. Tenep y Horo € Byca. Och Ha IOMY A
aKILIEHTYIO yBary. 3apa3 y HbOro € Byca, 1 Ha Horo o0InyYi [1e BUTTISIAE TyKe
JTUBHO.

- Tak. 31 MHOW0 Bce rapasj, MEHI BiIpajilo, IO MEHI HEe MOTpiOHO
nepepoOIATH PO3KIIaA, OCh 1 Bee. I, Tak, MEHI IPUEMHO HAPEIIT] 3yCTPITUCS 3
BaMu, mictepe Posye.

Bin nobpe rpae cBoro poiib. 3 3yCHJUISIM, s HAMArarocs poOUTH Te came.
SAx6u s 3HaB, mo JKOpmK CympoBOIKYyBaTUME XJIOIMIS, s O Hi3amo He
npuiioB. S 6 3HaNUIIOB IHIINUN CTIOCI0; MOKIIUBO, 51 OU MIAPOOUB MEUYATKY -
Mir 61 cam BHpPiI3bOHUTH il Ha HIKIpI.

- Yomy 0 meHi He npoBecTy Bac? XOJIITh 31 MHOIO.

Bin Bka3ye MeHi, 100 s WIIIOB 3a HUM, TIOKH IIBEHIIap BUXOIUTH, 1100
MOBIJOMUTHU Tpo Miil mpuiza. S mpuTUCKarocs 1O HbOTO, HE3BAXKAIOUM Ha
TSOKKICTh B JKMBOTI. He3anexxHo BiJ TOro, 110 BiH 3pOOUB, s HE AyMalo, 110
KOJM-HEOYIb TIEPEpPOCTy IHCTUHKT BHKOPHCTAHHS HOTO SIK CBOTO POJIY
MIPUTYJIOK.

Jop/uK, MICHsS CeKyHIU BaraHHs, KJIaJie MEeHI PyKy Ha IUIeye.

Ha ipomy Bedopi Tak 6araro jmroaeid. Ha oMy cBsATI qyxe, nyxe 6arato
monei. HostoBik 3 OJJaKUTHUMH 0YMMa XBATUTHCS KUTHKICTIO YKIIAJACHUX HUM
KOHTPAKTIB 3 MOCEPEIHUKAMH, X04a sl 4yB BiJ OTIl, 110 BiH BiguyBae cebe
Tak, HIOM Woro mo30aBuin (i0JETOBUX OYEH, a OTXKEe, 1 caMoi JYyXOBHOI
poboTtH, uepe3 3pany matepi. JIiTHIN JTHKEHTIbMEH 13 OJaKUTHUMH OYMMa Ta
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his seal as he discusses his time as a medium in Prince Albert’s private
service decades ago, traveling to hauntings across the world. |
recognize nearly all of them. That one, the rabbit says as we pass a
brown-eyed bachelor set to inherit his father’s shipping company,
didn’t care how old you were when he tried to kiss you in the parlor.
Men will do a lot of things to weave spirit-work into their bloodline.
If they cannot have violet eyes themselves, they will find ways to
control those who do. Marrying them, fathering them, hosting their
contracts-whatever’s most convenient.

But there are more dangerous people at this party than men with
God complexes. I skim the crowd for Mother and Father. I’'m not sure
what they’ve dressed up as. Mother loves any opportunity to make a
scene, so maybe | should be looking for the most ostentatious outfit in
the room, but it’s all just a blur of bright light and shades of purple
and servants, marble statues and oil paintings and alcohol. | hate
alcohol. The smell makes meill.

George drains his champagne, places the flute on the tray of a
passing butler without slowing down, and ducks his head to hiss,
“What the hell do you think you’re doing here?”

“I could ask the same of you.” I ball my hands together so they
don’t do something they shouldn’t. “You said you were working in
the countryside today.”

“I was, but now I’m not,” George says. “Now, let me ask again:
What are you doing here?”

“I’'m getting my seal.”

George makes a noise like I’ve put a knife in his gut.

“No,” he says. “No. Have you gone mad? Mother and Father are
here, you know that.”

“They can’t stop me.”

“They can if they recognize you,” George says, as if [ am not fully

TPOCTUHOIO 31 CJIOHOBOI KICTKHU MOTHPAE CBOIO MEYATKY, PO3MOBIAAI0UN PO
T€, SIK AECATHIITTS TOMY BiH OyB MeliyMOM Ha MpUBATHIN cimyx0i y npuHIa
Anb0epTa, Mo0POKYIOYH J0 MPUBHIIB 10 BCbOMY CBITY. Sl BII3HAIO Maibke
BCiX. “IJbomy, - Kaxe KPOJHUK, KOJM MH TPOXOIMMO IOB3 KapOOKOTO
XOJIOCTAKA, KM 30MPA€ThCS YCHAJAKyBaTH CYIHOIUIABHY KOMIIaHIIO CBOTO
0atbka, - Oyno Oaudydce, CKilbKu mMoOI pPOKi8, KOAU GIH HAMA2ABCS
noyinysamu mebe y eimanvri”. Y0oII0BIKH TOTOBI Ha 0araro 1o, moob BIIeCTH
JyXOBHY poOOTY y CBili po1oBia. SIKII0 BOHM caMi HE MOXKYTh MaTH (hi0JIeTOBI
O4l, BOHM 3HAWAYTh CHOCOOM KOHTPOJIOBATH THX, XTO iX Mae.
OnpyXyBaTUMYThCS 3 HIMH, CTaHYTh IXHIMH 0aThKaMH, YKJIQJIaTUMYTh iXHi
KOHTPAKTH - BUOHMpAH 1110 3pyUHIiILIe.

Ane Ha mii Bedipii € OuUTbIl HeOE3MeuHl JFOAW, HDK YOJOBIKH 3
komiuiekcoM bora. S mykato Martu it barbka B HatoBIi. Sl He 3Hato, y 110
BOHHM OJSATHEHI. MaTu KOPUCTYETbCS OYAb-IKOIO HAarofoK BIAIITYBaTH
CKaHJaJI, TOX, MOXJIMBO, MEHI CITiJ] ITyKaTH HaWMOKa30BIlINi KOCTIOM. AJe
BCe, 1110 s 0ayy - 11€ JIMIlIEe PO3MUTI ICKpaBe CBITIO, BIATIHKU (10JIETOBOTO Ta
CIIyTU, MapMypoOBi CTaTyi, KapTMHM MAacJiOM Ta ajKoroyib. Sl HEHaBUIKY
aJKoToJb. B #ioro 3amaxy MeHi 3Je.

Jbxopmx ocymrye ¢yxep 3 MaMIOaHCHKUM, Ta CTaBUTh HOro Ha Tallto
JIBOPEIBKOTO, IO TMPOXOIWTH TMOB3 HE CHOBUIBHIOIYHCH. BiH Haxwmisie
TOJIOBY, 11100 MPOIIUIIITH MEHI:

- Slkoro Gica Tu TyT poOuI?

- Y MeHe 10 TeOe Te K MUTAHHA. - s TPUMAlo PYKH OJ[HA B OJHIH, 11100
BOHHU HIYOTO HE 3pOOUIIM YOTOCh, IO HE MAIOTh. - TH CKa3aB, IO CHOTOJIHI
TIPAIIOETI B CLTHCHKIN MiCIIEBOCTI.

- A 36upascs, ane Tenep Hi, - Bianosigae JHKopmk, - A Tenep J103BOJIb
3aMuTaTy IIe pas: U0 TH TYT pooOur?

- 51 oTpuMYyIO CBOIO IEUYATKY.

Jxopok BUae Takuii 3ByK, Ha4ue s MUPHYB HOTO B KHBIT.

- Hi. - kaxe BiH. - Hi. Tu mo, 3 ry3ay 3'ixas? Matu it batbko TyT, TH 1Ie
3HAEIIL.
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aware of that. The rabbit reminds me: They Il hurt you they’ll hurt you.
“You’ve done none of the reading, taken none of the oaths, attended
none of the chapter meetings-Oh, don’t look at me like that. When
would you have had time, between sneaking into operating theaters
and cutting up slaughterhouse rejects?” I breathe carefully to steady
myself. Like he taught me. “And then you have no money to pay the
dues-”

I say, “Roswell already paid, and I took the deed to my dowry.
It’s the country house. I’ll pay him back with it.”

“The country house?” George splutters. “Christ, Father really is
desperate. So, you’re going to run away? Trade the deed to some
ne’er-do-well for a few thousand pounds to pay back a man you’ve
never met, then what? Take a train or ship to wherever will have you?
If James Barry was found out, you will be too, and you know what
will happen if you are.”

We stop by one of the pillars holding up the balcony, my back to
the cool stone. We always end up like this. Because of me. | wrap my
arms around my stomach and stare past him, over his shoulder.
Looking anyone in the eye is gut-churningly difficult.

It wasn’t supposed to happen like this. He wasn’t supposed to be
here.

“If the Speakers catch you-"" George chokes on his words. “I have
had lots of bad days, but seeing you at the gallows would be worst of
all.”

What stings the most-out of everything, out of all of this-is that
George had been on my side once. When | was little, he was the only
one who understood me. He ate the food I couldn’t stomach so Mother
and Father wouldn’t snap at me for leaving my plate half full; he let
me hide in his room when we had company over, and tapped three
times on the doorway when it was safe to emerge. He indulged my
curiosity and defended my stubbornness until | learned to hide it. |

- BoHu He MOXyTbh MEHE 3yITUHUTH.

- BoHr MOXyTb, SIKIIIO BIMi3HAIOTH TeOe, - miakpecitoe /Hkopmk, HiOH 5
IIOTO HE JI0 KiHI ycBimomitow. Kponuk Haramye MeHi: “Boxu 3pobasmo
mobi bonsaue, 8oHuU 3poOaAMb MooI boriue”.

- Tu HiYOrO HE YKMTAB, HE MPUCSTAB, HE BiJIBIIyBaB KOIHUX 300piB... O,
He nuBUCH Ha MeHe Tak. Komm O y TeOe 3HAMImIOBCS 4Yac MiK THUM, K
npoOupaTHUCs B ollepalliiiHi Ta po3TuHATH 3a0iiiHui Opak? S rimmboko nuxaro,
mo6 3acnokoitucs. Ik BiH MeHe BUMB. - THM mave, y TeOe HEMae rpolet,
11100 3aIIaTUTH BHECKU. . .

- Po3Bemn yxe 3amnatuB, i s 3a0paB JOKYMEHT Ha CBO€ TpPHUAAHE -
3aMicbKui OyIUHOK. S 3arady HUM.

- Bamicvkuil 6younok? - mpoxpuriB Jxopmxk. - boxe, barbko cripasii B
posnaui. O1xke, TH 30upaenics TikaTu? OOMIHSEN MPaBO HA KiJbKa THCIY
¢yHTIB, 00 BIAMJIATHTH YOJOBIKOBI, SIKOTO HIKOJHM He 0a4wB, 1 10 TOII?
Bupymmm notsirom a6o kopabieMm Tyau, Kyau notpiobno? Sxmo Jxeilimca
Bappi BUKpHUIOTH, TeOE TEX BUKPUIOTH, @ TH 3HAEII, 110 CTAHETHCS B TAKOMY
BUIAJIKY.

Mu 3ynuHsieMocst OUTs OTHOTO 31 CTOBMIB, IO MIATPUMYIOTh OaJikoH. S
CIMpPAIOCs COIMHOIO Ha MPOXOJIOAHUN KaMiHb. 3 HAMM Tak KOxXeH pa3. Uepes
MeHe. S 00XO0ITIor0 pyKaMH KUBIT 1 JUBIIIOCS 110B3 Opata, yepes HOoro mieye.
JluButucs Oy/b-KOMY B 04l HaJ3BUYAHHO BaXKO.

Bce mano O0ytu iHakuie. Bin He moBuHeH OyB TyT OyTH.

- SIxkmo Oparopu criiimaroTs Tede. .. - JHDKopk 3a1uxaeThbes. - 31 MHOIO
cTaBaJlocsi 0arato KernchbKoro, aje Haripmum Oyno Ou mobauutu tede Ha
IMOSHHIII.

[llo Haii0lnblle PaHUTH, 13 YChOTO, 3 YChOIO LbOTO, TaK L€ Te, IIO0
Jlxopmx komuch 0yB Ha Moemy Ooui. Konu s OyB ManuM, BiH OyB €MHUM,
XTO MeHe po3yMiB. BiH 1B 1Ky, Ky s TepmiTu He Mir, 11006 Matu it barbko He
CBapWJIM Ha MEHE 3a Te, 10 s 3aJUIIMB TapijIKy HAMOJOBHHY IOBHOIO; BiH
JI03BOJIUB MEHI CXOBAaTHCSA B MOro KiMHATIi, KOJHM MPUXOIMIN TOCTI, 1 TpUYl
CTYKaB y JIBepi, KOJu Oyno Oe3rmeyHo BUXOAUTH. BiH mOTypaB Moili I[iKaBOCTI
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thought it was the two of us against the world.

Now, we are this. Whatever this is.

My lip wobbles. I’'m crying. Again. Like I always do. And here |
am, still trying, still begging him to see reason. Because it’s still him,
isn’t it?

“Fine.” I try to force my voice level but it doesn’t work.

“If you truly don’t want me to do this, then help me.” He pinches
the bridge of his nose as if | am a child pitching a fit for attention. His
glasses go crooked. “It’ll be more difficult without the seal, but I can
still do it. All I need is to get to Edinburgh. Even to York, or Leeds-I
can make it from Leeds.”

He says, “No. I can’t. Elsie...”

That name makes a spark of rage flash behind my eyes. Of course.
Elsie. Over and over, Elsie. It’s his wife, always his wife, never me.
Ever since she came into his life, he has been distant, and he never
answers my letters, and he’s never home when I visit, and every
attempt to ask for help ends with him hemming and hawing about how
it will affect her.

And maybe I’'m jealous of her too. I am jealous that she got to
pick her husband. I am jealous that she did not have to marry someone
before her body had even finished growing. | am upset that I will never
get the chance for a marriage based on love like everyone else. Why
does Elsie get to be happy when I don’t?

I regret it before I even finish the sentence, but I can’t stop myself.
“Can you leave her out of this for once?”

Something snaps in George’s expression. His nostrils flare. He
slams a hand into the pillar by my head.

“She just lost a child!”

The noise of the gala disappears into a low, droning hum.
A child.

I 3aXMILaB MOIO BIEPTICTb, MIOKU sI HE HABUMBCA ii MPUXOBYBaTH. S 1ymas,
[0 MU JBO€ - HEPO3JIUUBOIA.

Tenep mu ne. 1o 6 e He Oyio.

Most ry6a npwxuth. S 1uiauy. 3HoBy. Sk 3aBxau. I ocb g Bce e
Hamararocsl, Bce 1e 6Jsarato oro cxamenyrucs. Tomy 110 1ie Bce i€ BiH, YU
He Tak?

- 'apa3a. - s Hamararocst MIOCUJIMTU CBiH roJioc, aje 1e He BUXOAUTH. -
SIKmio TH cripaBi He X0o4enl, mo0 5 bOr0 POOHB, TO TOTIOMOXKH MeHi. - Bin
munae cobi mepeniccs, Haue S AWTHHA, AKa TIparHe yBard. Moro oxymsapu
nepexocuimcs. - bes mevarku Oyzae ckiaHiime, aje st Bce 0OJHO 3MOXy. Bee,
mo MeHi nmotpibHo, ne aicratucs no EgunOypra. Hasite mo ropKa qyu
Jinca... 5 3moxy e nooparucs 3 Jliaca.

- Hi. S ne moxy. Enci... - kaxe BiH.

Bin mporo iMeHi B MOiX o4ax cmajaxye ickpa raiBy. 3BudaiHo. Eici.
3HOBY 1 3HOBY, Eici - fioro npyxwuHa, 3aBXau Horo IpyXxuHa, 1 HIKOIH 5. 3
THUX TIip, SIK BOHA 3’SBWJIACS B MOTO KUTTI, BIH BIJJAJIMBCS BiJ MEHE, HIKOJIU
HE BIJIOBIJIa€ Ha MO{ JIMCTH, HOT0 HIKOJIU He OyJI0 BJOMA, KOJIU 5 TPUXOJIKY,
1 KO’KHa cripoOa MOMPOCUTH PO TIOMOMOTY 3aKIHUY€EThCSI THM, 1110 BIH Hapikae
Ha Te, SK 1€ BIIJIMHE Ha Hei.

I, moxnuBo, s it 3a3apro. S 3asmpro Tomy, il manmu BuUOpatu coOi
yonoBika. S 3a3/pro, 110 i1 He JOBENOCsS BUXOIUTH 33 KOTOCh A0 TOTO, 5K 1l
TIJI0 3aKIHYHIJIO POCTU. MeHe 3acMyuye Te, 110 s HIKOJIM HE OTPUMAIO IIAHCY
Ha IUTI00, 3aCHOBaHMI Ha KOXaHHI, sIK y BCiX iHIMX. Yomy Enci Moxe OyTH
IIACJINUBOIO, a I Hi?

- Yu MOXelll TH X04 pa3 He BTATYBATH ii B CUTYaIlit0?

S mkoayro Mpo ckazaHe, L€ HaBITh HE 3aKIHYMBIIM PEUEHHS, aje He
MOy 3YIHHUTH ceOe.

OGmuuus Jlxopmka mepexocuno. Moro Hisapi posmmpumucs. ITpsmo
01151 MOET rOJIOBH, BiH HAHOCUTH yJap B CTOBII.

- Bona woiino smpamuna oumuny!

[ITym noBKOIa epepocTae B HU3bKUH, I3BIHKUMN TYII..
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His statement, corrected for a medical context: a miscarriage. Or
an early stillbirth, maybe, the dead fetus expelled from the womb like
the body rejecting a splinter. This sort of thing is hardly talked about.
It is described as a cold, an unwellness, something to be brushed away
and hidden from polite company.

And if | were Elsie, 1 would be relieved. So terribly relieved,
sobbing, thanking God that the awful thing was gone.

Is that cruel of me? Am | monstrous for being unable to
understand why someone would want to subject themselves to a
parasite? For being disgusted that my brother would dare to put her in
that position at all?

My tutors would say so.

“Is that what you want to hear? Is it?”

George’s hazel eyes flash with a horrible thing I do not recognize.
I think he might be crying too, or maybe it’s just the flickering of the
gas lamps.

“I didn’t want to tell you, I didn’t want to tell anyone, but here we
are. And maybe you don’t care at all-I know you hate her-but do you
want to be the person to put her through this now? When she’s ill?”

I don’t hate her. I don’t. I hate what she means. Like she is a
metaphor, not a living person.

“No,” I say. “I didn’t know. I'm sorry.”

George’s lips draw into a thin line.

“Nothing is as black and white as you think it is,” he says.

It’s been a while since someone has called me slow to my face.
The rabbit tells me I deserve it.

Behind us, in the grand atrium of the museum, someone taps their
fork against a glass. George tears his eyes from me. | peer around the
column, arms wrapped around my chest. It always feels like there’s an
anvil on my sternum whenever someone is upset with me. The chatter
of voices slows, then stops.

JlnTuHa.

Horo CJIOBa, B TEPEKJIaJi HA MEIWYHI TEPMIHU: BHKHICHb. A0O XK,
MOXJINBO, PAHHE MEPTBOHAPOKEHHsSI - MEPTBUI IUIiA BUIITOBXAaHUH 3
yTpoOH Martepi, K Tpicka, BiAkuHyTa Tu1oM. IIpo Take maiike HE TOBOPSATS.
e siBuIIE OMUCYETHCA SIK 3aCTy/1a, IOTAHE CaMOIIOYyTTs, IOCh, 1110 MOTPIOHO
3a0yTH 1 TPUXOBATH BiJ KOMIIaHii.

I axbu s OyB Enci, a1 6 BimuyB mnomnermeHHs. Take HelMOBipHE
NOJICTIICHHS, 1 OM pUaB, IKyloun bory, mo Te ®axiTTs MUHYJIOCS.

Yu sxopctkoro e 3 moro 6oky? Hemxe s xaxiauBuil, 00 HE MOXY
3pO3YyMITH, 4OMY XTOCh XOTiB OM mijiatu cede napasury? bo mene oruaumso,
110 Mili OpaT HaBa)KUBCS BTATHYTH 11 B TaKy MO3UIIIIO B3araii?

Tax Ou cka3any MOi BUXOBATEdi.

- ILle te, mo tu xouew nouytu? Tax?

["opixoBi oui J[op/ka cnanaxyrTh YAMOCH KaXJIMBHM, THM, IO 5 HE
BITI3HAIO. 3/1a€ThCS, BIH TEX IUIaYe, a MOXKE, 1€ IPOCTO MEPEXTIHHS I'a30BUX
JaMII.

- 51 He XOTiB TOO1 PO3MOBiAATH, S HE XOTIB HiKOM) PO3NOBiAATH, aje
BUUIIIIO 1O iHIIOMY. [, MOXJIMBO, TOO1 30BCIiM Oaiiyxe, s 3HAIO MO TH il
HEHaBU/IUIL, aJie YM XO4elll T OyTH TUM, XTO HeXTyBaTuMe Hero? Koiu BoHa
xeopa?

5111 He HeHaBUIKY, Hi. Sl HEHaBUIXKY Te, 1110 BOHA cuMBoJIizye. Hiou BoHa
MeTadopa, a He )KHMBa JII0IMHA.

- Hi. - xaxy 1. - 5 He 3HaB. MeHi npukpo.

['y6u /xopaxa cTSIryroThCsi B TOHKY JIIHIIO.

- Hio He € Takum 4opHO-0111M, K TOO1 34a€ThCS. - KaXKe BiH.

JlaBHO XTOCh HE Ha3WBaB MEHE JAYpPHUM B o0mmudsi. Kponuk kaxe, mo s
3aCIyTrOBYIO Ha II€.

[To3any Hac, y BenukoMy atpiymi [S] My3€r0, XTOCh CTYKa€e BUAEIKOIO IO
cxistHLI. JKOp/K BigpuBae BiJg MeHe o4i. S orsaach, 00XOMUBIIN PyKaMH
rpymu. Komm XTock po3uapoBaHHMd MHOIO, Take BIMUyTTs, Ha4ye Ha Iyl
KaMiHb. banakaHuHa 3aTuxae, a HOTIM 30BCIM IPUMTUHSIETHCS.
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At the front of the room, the Viscount William Luckenbill-host of
this party, president of the Royal Speaker Society, and the most
forgettable man I’ve ever seen-stands at a podium in silly safari attire,
flanked by ancient statues that were once carefully excised from their
proper resting places, wrapped in linen, and brought to London. His
face is devoid of any distinguishing features, and his eyes are a muddy
every-color. He fiddles with his ring. | can smell the champagne and
imported cologne from here.

His green-eyed son, about my age or perhaps a little older, stands
beside him, inspecting his nails with a pouty lower lip.

His son is as sharp and striking as a scalpel.

“Your attention, please!” Lord Luckenbill calls. This man is not
a scalpel at all. He is dull forceps, or a tongue depressor. “Ladies and
gentlemen, thank you for spending your Sunday evening with me. |
will, of course, spare you a lengthy second welcome-we have better
things to be doing.” A ripple of polite laughter. “Tonight, we have the
honor of performing one of the Royal Speaker Society’s most sacred
of traditions: welcoming a new brother into our fold.”

As if on cue, two butlers carve through the party. One carries a
bouquet of lavenders and lilacs; the other, a branding iron in the shape
of an eye.

“Sixty years ago,” the Viscount Luckenbill says, “when the Lord
gave us our first children with violet eyes, we were a baffled people,
but a grateful one. How blessed were we, to be graced with this new
beauty?” He sweeps his hand grandly. “But when the Veil began to
thin, we realized the deeper truth of this blessing. These violet-eyed
sons had been sent here to keep us safe. To help us navigate the strange
new reality we’d found ourselves in, where the dead are now just a
breath away from the living.”

That is why | am doing this. If | cannot escape their system, I will
use it. And why shouldn’t I? I have reached into the Veil before. | have

VY nepenHiii yacTHHI KIMHAaTH BiKOHT Binbsim JlakenO11, opranizatop miei
BeUipkH, Tpe3uaeHT KopoaiBChbKOro OpaTOpChbKOro TOBapUCTBA Ta caMa
OyJieHHa JII0IMHA, SKY sI KOJIM-HEeOy1b Oa4MB, CTOITh HA MOAIYMi B TYPHOMY
BOpaHHi 1151 cadapi, OTOUEHUI CTapOJaBHIMH CTATysSMH, SIKI KOJHCH Oyiu
00epeHO BIITYUEHI 31 CBOIX 3aKOHHMX OaThKIBIIMH, 3arOPHYTI B TIOJIOTHA Ta
nocrasieHi 1o Jlonnona. Moro o6uuus 11036aBineHe 6yab-GKUX BiIMiHHEX
puc, a 04i MyTHOT'O, HE3PO3yMUIOr0 KOJIbopy. BiH BO3UTHCS 31 CBOIM IEPCHEM.
Hagith 3BijficH s BiT4yBaro 3amax MIAMITAHCHKOTO Ta IMIIOPTHOTO OJICKOJIOHY.

loro 3eneH00KHii CHH, IPHOIH3HO MOTO BiKy YH, CTOITH TIOPYY i OTJIAaaE
CBOI HII'Ti, HAIYBIIIA HUXKHIO TYOy.

Horo cuH rocTpuii i Bpakaroumii, IK CKalbIIeNb.

- [Ipomry yBaru! - xnmue nopa JlakeHO11. A OT 1ei YOJIOBIK 30BCIM HE
cKanbIenb. Bin Tynuil mumyuk, abo x mmnatens. - [IaHi Ta naHoBe, J9KyIO
BaM 3a Te, II0 BH MPOBEIH 31 MHOIO CBill HEIUIBHHWHA Bedip. S, 3BUYAIHO,
no30aBiII0 Bac BiJl IOBrOro Apyroro BiTaHHS, Y HAC € BaXJIMBILII CIIPaBH. -
CHiJlye XBWIS BBIWIMBOrO cMixy. - CpOrojaHi BBeYepl MM MAaEMO YECTh
BIIAHYBAaTH OJHY 3 HaicBATIHMX Tpamuuii KoponiBcekoro Oparopchkoro
TOBAPHCTBA - 3AIPOLICHHS 0 HaC HOBOTO Opara.

Henaue 3a koMaH1010, JBO€ JBOPELLKUX MPOPUBAIOTHCSA KPi3b HATOBII.
Onun Hece OyKeT s1aBaH U Ta Oy3KY, IHIIUHN - KIeHMO B opMi OKa.

- HlicTnecat pokiB TOMy, - mounHae BiKOHT JlakenOis, - konau ['ocioap
JlaB HaM HAIUX Nepmux JAiTed 13 (QloJeToBUMM OYMMa, MU Oynu
CMAHTENIMYEHUMH, ane BISYHUMU. Hackinbku >k Mu Oynu OJ1arociioBeHHI
€0 Kpacor? - BiH BEIMYHO 3Maxye pyKoro. - Ajne konu Byanp mouana
TOHIIATH, MH 3pO3YyMUIM MOy ICTUHY ILbOTO OJarocOBeHHS.
®d10J1€TOBOOKI CHHH OYJIH TTOCIIaHi, 100 3axuctuTu Hac. [1lo6 monomortu Ham
30pi€HTYBAaTHCS B JTUBHIA HOBIH pealbHOCTI, B SAKIH MU ONUHHWIUCS, €
MEPTBUM JI0 JKUBUX PYKOIO ITO/IATH.

Ocb "omy 1 11e poOuto. SIKINO g He MOXKY YHUKHYTH CUCTeMH, g Oyny ii
excruryatyBatu. A yomy O 1 Hi? S Bxke moTopkaBcs 1o Byami panime.
B3a€MOJIISIB 3 MPHUBHUJOM, HE YCBIJIOMIIIOIOYM, IO S 3pOOMB, J0 TOTrO, SIK
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put my hand to a haunting without realizing what I’d done, before I
grasped the punishment that would befall me if | was ever caught. |
was only curious as to why the world warped and shone. | was a child
then, and it was nearly effortless, even if | hated how it felt. Whatever
the test is, it can’t be that hard. Can it?

Lord Luckenbill steps away from the podium. His footsteps echo
off the tile, going up, up, up to the ceiling. This story must be
recounted at every meeting the same as prayers at church, or the
Hippocratic oath at the end of a doctor’s training: | will abstain from
all intentional wrong-doing and harm....

“And so the Royal Speaker Society was created,” he says. “To
support those who guide us through God’s new world, to provide
brotherhood for our guardians, and to punish those who would do
them harm.”

He pauses for dramatic effect. It feels as if the entire world is
leaning in.

“We further that purpose here tonight,” Lord Luckenbill says.
“Mr. David Roswell?”

It’s now.

It’s happening.

| raise my trembling hand-before the rabbit can scream, before |
can stop myself, before my mind can work through all the possible,
terrible consequences of failure-and say, “I’m here.”

CHAPTER 3

| said it.

I’'m here.

Every head in the room turns to pin me with their eyes, but all |
can think of is freedom. I’ll take the seal and disappear, leaving my
parents with nothing to remember me by except the dresses hanging

YCBIIOMUB TOKapaHHs, $KE CIITKae MEHe, SKII0 MEHE KOIH-HeOylb
criiiMaroTh. MeHi BChOT0 JIHIIe OYyJI0 I[iIKaBO, YOMY CBIT BUKPUBIISIETHCS 1 CSIE.
Toni s OyB TUTHUHOIO, sl HABITH HE JIOKJIAB 3yCHJIb, HABITh SKIIO BIAUYTTS OyJIH
KaxauBuMu. SlkuM Ou He Oyno BUNpoOyBaHHS, BOHO HE MOXe OyTH
HACTUIBKY CKIagHuM. Yu Moxe?

Jlopn Jlaken6in Bimxomuth Bix TpubyHH. Moro KpoKH IyHOIO
BiIOMBAIOTHCS BiJ ITUTKH, 1 pUHYTH BrOpYy, Bropy, ax A0 cTeini. Po3nosigatu
ITI0 ICTOPII0 Ha KOKHOMY 3aciiaHH1 € 000B’I3KOM, I1€ SIK MOJIUTBA B IIEPKB1 UM
kisATBa ['inmokpaTa HaNMpUKIHII HaBYAHHS JIKaps: “... Oy0yyu oanexum 6io
PO3NYCHUX HAMIPI8 i cnokyc ...

- | Takum ynHOM Oyno ctBopeHo KopomiBceke ToBapuctBo Opartopis. -
Kkaxe BiH. - 11100 minTpumaTH THX, XTO Bele HAC y IIbOMY HOBOMY CBITi
Boxomy, 3a0e3neunTy OpaTepcTBO [ HAIIMX OMIKYHIB, 1 TOKapaT THX, XTO
3aIoit0€ TM IIKOMY.

Bin poOuth nay3y ans npamatudHoro epekry. Take BiquyTTs, HIOU Bech
CBIT CXUJISIETHCSI.

- CporogHi BBEYEpi MU CIpHUSIEMO I MeTi. - kaxe jopn JlakenOin. -
Micrep JleBin Po3yenn?-

3apas.

Yac nacras.

S migifiMairo TpemTsdy pyKy... llepmn Hik KpOTUK BCTHT 3aKpHYaTH,
MepI HIXK S 3MOXKY 3yMMHUTHUCS, TIEPIT HIXK M1 po3yM 3MOKe ITPOJyMaTH BCl
MO>KJIMBI, JKaXJIUB1 HACTIAKU HeBAAYi... Sl mpoMoBIIsiio: - S TyT.

PO3/ILI 3

51 ckasas 1e.

A mym.

KorxHa rosjoBa B KiMHATi MOBEPTAETHCS, II0O MPUTHCHYTH MEHE OYUMa,
aze s MOXKy JlyMaTH Jimiie rnpo cBodoay. S 3abepy neyaTky i 3HUKHY, 1 Bij
MEHE HIYOTr0 He JIMIIUTHCA OKpIM CYKOHB, SIKI BUCATH y rapaepoOi. S
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in my wardrobe. I’ll cut my hair, take a new last name-maybe Barry-
and make my way north. I’d like to visit the Edinburgh Medical
School before I apply.

The Royal Speaker Society will never get to have me.

But the rabbit howls. It says, Your parents are here. It says, They
made you, they raised you, they’ll recognize you no matter what you
PRETEND to be.

At the center of the atrium, standing with the butlers, Lord
Luckenbill narrows his eyes, lifting his chin as if that will help him
see across the crowd.

“Mr. Roswell?” he calls. “You must be quite short, my boy, where
are you?”

George nudges me forward. You wanted this, the rabbit translates,
rabid with fear. So go.

| do. The pale crowd parts like a wound as | step toward him,
opening a path between us. The rabbit tries to convince me everyone
is picking me to pieces, looking for parts of my body that will identify
me as a liar. If my hands are too small, if | walk too daintily, if |
breathe from the chest like a woman instead of from the belly like a
man. Do those distinctions actually exist? Or am | creating them to
fuel my own anxiety, a closed loop feeding on itself?

“Roswell!” Lord Luckenbill claps his hands as I approach. His
demeanor puts my teeth on edge. “Oh, I’'m so glad you were able to
make it; what a blessing that you’re feeling better. I would have hated
to have to reschedule all this, you know. And, Lord, you’re such a
little thing! Take after your mother, I presume. No matter, you look
wonderful, come up, come up. Mr. Bell, is that you there with him?”

George clears his throat. Yet another reminder that I don’t know
my brother anymore; since when would a viscount know him by
name? “Yes, my lord,” he says.

But.

MIJCTPYOKYCS, Bi3bMY HOBE IPI3BUIIE, MOXKIUBO, beppi, 1 moixy Ha miBHIY. S
xoTiB Ou BimBimatu EauHOYp3bKy MEIUYHY MIKONY Tepes MOJa4ero TYIu
3asIBKU.

KopomniBcbke ToBaprcTBO OpaTopiB HIKOJIX HE BOJIOAITUME MHOIO.

Aune kponuk eue. Bin nmpomoBisie: «T6oi bamovku mymy». Bonu nopoounu
mebe, 6OHU Gupocmuiu mebe, BOHU Gni3HAOMb mebe, Kum OU mu He
1IPUJ[YPIOBABCA».

VY neHtpi aTpiymy, CTOSIYM 3 ABOPEUBKUMHU, JIopA JlakeHO1T mpuMpyxye
oul, MiJHIMAaIO4U MiAOOPiAas, Haue 1€ JOMOMOXKEe HOMY 3HAWTH MEHE B
HATOBIII.

- Mictep Posyenn? - kinuye BiH. - XJIOMYUKY Miii, BU TEBHO JyKe
HH3bKHH, ¢ BU?

Jxopmxk mToBxae MeHe Brepen. “Tu xomig yboeo, - MOSCHIOE KPOJIHK,
CKaXCHHH BiJ cTpaxy. - To tiou”.

S #iy. brinuit HATOBN PO3XOIUTHCS, SIK PaHa, KOJIH S KPOKYIO 10 HbOTO.
Kponmk HamaraeThcsi MepeKoHaTH MEHe, IO BCi PO3PHBAIOTH MEHE Ha
IIMaTK{, LIYKalOYHd YaCTUHU MOTO TiNa, sKi O 11eHTU(IKyBald MEHE SK
OpexyHa. SIKII0 MOi pyKH 3aHaJTO MaJi, SIKIIO 51 XO/KY 3aHA/ITO BUIIIYKAHO,
SIKIIO S AUXAI0 TPYAbMH, SIK )KIHKA, @ HE )KUBOTOM, SIK YOJOBIK. UM iICHYIOTh
1l BIIMIHHOCTI HacrpaBai? Uu s Hamgymyro iX, 1100 MiJUKUBUTH BJIACHY
TPUBOTY, 3aMKHYTHUH LUK, IKUI caM ceOe il mopomxye?

- Posseme! - JTopx Jlaken6in reckae B ZOMOHI, KOJH 51 MiaXomKy. Moro
MOBEeJIiIHKa YpUBae MeHi Teprels. - O, g 1yke pajuii, 0 BU TaKH MPUHIILIH,
AK€ TIacTs, IO BHW TOYyBaeTecs Kpaimie. 3HA€Te, MEHI He XOTiiocs ©
MEePEeHOCUTH 1110 moAiro. A Bu, ['ocroau, Takuii maHioHiiH! MalOyTh, 1€ Bif
Marepi. HeBaxmmBo, BU 4yJ0BO BUTIIANAETE, MIAINHAITE, TAINAITE. MicTepe
benn, e Bu Tam i3 HUM?

Jxopmx nmpouninae ropio. lle onxe HaragyBaHHs, 1110 5 OUIbIIE HE 3HAIO
cBOro Opara - BiZIKOJIM BIKOHT MIT 3HaTHU HOTO Ha iM's1?

- Tak, mitope. - BIAMOBIAE BiH.

Age.
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At the edge of the crowd, near the front, there they are.

Mother and Father.

My vision blurs when | see them. Their faces are screwed up in
mutual confusion, as if trying to remember if they’ve seen me before,
and if so, where. Father seems incredibly uncomfortable, having
refused to don any costume for the occasion, while Mother has found
a horrific green dress: taxidermy birds sewn between flowers and
feathers like a fairy or some kind of goddess. Her corset is cinched so
tight | could span her stomach with my hands.

They’ll hurt you they’ll hurt you they’ll hurt you.

When | get close enough-I’'m so nervous I could vomit-Lord
Luckenbill takes my hand in his and holds it up high. | never
considered myself a particularly small person, but his fingers make
mine look frail in comparison.

“May the ceremony be swift and may the branding iron treat you
well,” Lord Luckenbill says. “Mors vincit omnia!”

And the crowd echoes, Mors vincit omnia, one voice, one
cadence. Death conquers all. Everyone will die and there is not a soul
who can escape it. The phrase is inscribed on the inside of every
Speaker ring, written at the bottom of all official correspondence,
carved above their doorways so it can never be forgotten. One day,
when | am a surgeon myself, when | open my own practice-where |
will accept every body as it is, with kindness, without question-I will
do the same. “Not because I am one of them,” I will explain, “but
because it is true. Not even a surgeon can defy the will of God. Isn’t
that a comfort to know?”

Lord Luckenbill says, “Bring out the traitor!”

..the traitor?

One of the inconspicuous doors along the side of the museum
atrium swings open with a tremendous bang, and two mediums-big
men, violet-eyed men, with a seal etched into each of their large right

3 camoro OOKy HAaTOBITY, CIIEpPEly, OCb BOHHU.

Maru it batsko.

Miii 3ip TymMaHHMTbCA, KOOM s iX Oady. IXxHi 0ONMYYS BHKPHBIEHI Y
B3aEMHOMY HEPO3yMiHHI, HiIOM HaMararo4uch NPUTaJaTH, YU OAYMIIU BOHU
MEHE paHillie, 1 AKIIO Tak, To Je. baTbKo, 31a€ThCs, TOUYBAETHCSI HEHMOBIPHO
HEKOM(OPTHO, BiIMOBUBIIINCH HAASITHYTH OYAb-SIKUH KOCTIOM IS ITi€1 OIii,
a MaTd 3Hallllla JKaXJMBY 3€ICHY CYKHIO: OIyjald NTaxiB BIIUTI MDK
KBiTAMH Ta Iip’sM, Haue BOHA (est UM sAKAch OOruHA. [i KOpceT 3aTArHyTHil
TaK TYTro, IO 5 Mir O OOXOMUTH 11 )KUBIT TOJIOHIMH.

Bonu 3pobnsme mob6i 6onaue, 6onu 3pobasime mobi Oonsue, B0HU
3pobasims mobi bonsaue.

Komu s migxompKy MOCHTH OMU3BKO - s TaK HEPBYIO, IO MEHE MOXKE
BUpBaTH, - JopJ Jlaken6in Oepe MO0 pyKy y CBOIO i BHCOKO mimiiimae. 51
HIKOJIM HE BBa)XKaB ce0e 0COOIMBO MAJICHBKOIO JTFOMHOIO, aJIe B IOPIBHSIHHI 3
HOro manpIsIMH MO1 BUIJIAJAIOTh CI1a0KUMHU.

- Hexail uepemonis Oyne MIBUIKOIO 1 Hexall KieiMyBaHHA Oyne
0e30ouicHUM. - Kaxe Jopa Jlaken6in. - Mors incit omnia!

I maroBm moBTOprOE, “MOrs vincit omnia”, B OJWH TOJIOC, OJUH TOH.
CwMmepTh mepemarae Bce. Yci MOMpYTh, 1 HEMa€ OJHOI Ty, sika mMorja 6
nporo yHukHyTd. L{10 ¢pa3dy HamumcanHo Ha BHYTPINIHIM CTOPOHI KOXKHOL
kabmyukn Oparopa, HamucaHo BHH3Y Bciei o¢imiiHOi KopecmnoHaeHI],
BUPI3aHO HAJl IX JBEpUMa, 100 i1 HIXTO, HIKOJIH He 3a0yB. OQHOTO HS, KOJIU
s caM CTaHy XIpyprom, KOJH s TIOYHY BJIACHY MEANPAKTHKY, A€ S MpUiMy
KOKHE TUJIO TaKUM, SIKE€ BOHO €, 3 TOOpOTOI0, 6€3 MUTaHb, 5 3pO0III0 TE caMe.
He Tomy, 110 51 0/1uH 13 HUX, @ TOMY, 110 1€ TpaBaa. HaBiThk Xipypr HE MOxke
nopymuty Boiito boxy. Xiba 1ie He npueMHo 3HaTU?

- Busenits 3paanuitio! - Haka3zye nopa JlakenOin.

. 3paiHUIO?

OnHi 3 HENPUMITHHUX JIBEpPEH Y3/10BXK aTpiyMy MY3€l0 pPO3UHMHSIOTHCS 3
KaXJIMBUM T'YPKOTOM, 1 BOE ME/1yMiB, BEJIMKHX YOJIOBIKIB, (10JE€TOBOOKHX
YOJIOBIKIB 13 NE€YAaTKOIO, BUTPABIIOBAHOIO Ha IXHIX BEJIMKUX MpPaBUX pyKax,
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hands-drag a tattered woman onto the cold tile floor. She is dressed in
rags, eyes swollen and whirling. The bruises on her bare arms and
throat are dark wine stains against her white skin. Her lacerations
border on septic.

A qgasp rises from the audience, as if this is some sort of
performance. Mother covers her mouth with her hand, scandalized.

The woman’s irises are violet too. They remind me of orchids.

A million possibilities stretch out in front of me, and all of them
are monstrous. | glance back to George, but with the barest twitch he
shakes his head. He doesn’t know what’s happening either.

“This woman,” Lord Luckenbill bellows, “has been found guilty
of violating the 1841 Speaker Act, for the crime of practicing
unlicensed spirit-work and falsifying Speaker documents.” The
woman picks up her unwashed head, staring at the twisted expressions
around her. | take a half step back, but George catches me. You wanted
this. “Miss Neuling, stand up straight, please. Give yourself some
dignity. You had so much gall before; where is it now?”

All I can think of is that man who said, “You know what happens
to little girls who play with ghosts.“ Miss Neuling digs her feet into
the floor, but they just scuff and slide against the tile. Her body is made
of sharp angles, edges pressing against her prisoner’s dress.

It’s written there, in the 1841 Speaker Act, section 3, paragraph
A, that women are prohibited from practicing spirit-work: reaching
into the Veil, using speaking tiles, or even being allowed near
hauntings at all without the presence of a chaperone. I am not a
woman, but as long as | am seen as one, | will be forced under the
jurisdiction of the law all the same. It is, of course, for our protection.
If violet-eyed men are a gift from God, violet-eyed women are an
unfortunate side effect. We are prized for giving our husbands violet-
eyed sons and hated for our weakness of mind. For us to tamper with
the dead will make us unstable, unfit, dangers to ourselves and others.

TATHYTh NOLIApIaHy JKIHKY Ha XOJIOJ. MiJulora IuiuTKa. BoHa onsirHeHa B
JTaxMITTH, a 11 o4l omyxuti, i O1ykaroTe Tyau-ctoau. CuHII Ha 1 roJMX pyKax i
ropii - AK IIAMH KOJNBOPY BHMHA Ha Oimiii mkipi. Ii pBani panm Ha Mexi
cencucy [6].

['ocTi MOpO335BIsUIM POTH, HEHAue 1€ sKach BUCTaBa. MaTu 00ypeHO
MPUKPUBAE POT PYKOIO.

Paiinyxku 1iei xxiHKu Tex ¢ioneToBi. Bonu HaraayroTh MeHi opxifei.

[lepeni MHOIO BIJKPUBAETHCS MIUTBHOH MOXJIMBOCTEH, 1 BCi BOHHU
xaxnuBi. S moseptarocst 1o JDxopipka, ane BiH JieAb MOMITHO IOXUTAaB
roJioBoro. BiH Tex He po3yMmie, 0 BigOyBa€eThCsI.

- Lro xiHKy, - peBe nopa JlakenOin, - BU3HAIM BUHHOIO B MOPYILIEHH]
Oparopcekoro 3akony 1841 poky, 3a 3704YWH, TOB’S3aHHUNA 13 TMPAKTHKOIO
JyXOBHOI JisnbHOCTI Oe3 mineH3ii Ta miapoOkoro nokymentiB Oparopa. -
XKinka migHIMae CBOIO HEMHUTY TOJIOBY, TUBJISTYUCH HA TEPEKOIICHI BHPa3u
o0nuyust HaBKoJO cebe. S poOiro MiBKpOKy Haszan, ane J[KOpmx 3ymuHse
MeHe. Tu xomie yvoco. - Mic Hoiinminr, Oyap jnacka, BCTaHbTE MPSIMO.
IIponemoHcTpyiiTe X0U TpOXH TigHOCTI. PaHime B Oy Takoro HaXabHOIo. ..
e K 11€ HaxaOcTBo 3apa3?

€auHe, Mpo MO s MOXY JyMaTH, 1€ TOM YOJOBIK, SKUH cka3aB: “Tu
3Haew, wo 8i06y8aemMbCsa 3 MANEHLKUMU OI8UAMKAMU, AKI 2paromvCsl 3
npuguoamu’’. Mic HoMIiHr BOUBA€ThCS HOTraMHU B MIAJIOTY, ajleé BOHU IPOCTO
IIapNaTh MINTKY i KOB3aK0Th MO Hiil. [i TiIo cKlagaeThes 3 TOCTPUX KYTIB,
KpaiB, 1110 BUIIMPAIOTh 3 APEIITAHTCHKOT CYKHI.

3rimao 3 3akoHoMm OparopiB 1841 poky, po3min 3, aG3am A, >kKiHKaM
3a00pOHSETHCS 3aMaTHCS 1aHOIO TYXOBHOIO pOoOOTOI0: MPOHUKATH B Byais,
BUKOPUCTOBYBATH PO3MOBHI IJIUTKHU, a00 HaBITh KOHTAKTYBATH 3 TPUBUIaMU
B3arajii 0e3 MpUCYTHOCTI Harsaava. S He KiHKa, aje IOKH MEHE BBaXaroTh
KIHKOIO, 51 BC€ OJHO Oyay MiamazaTH MiJl OPUCAMKINI 3akoHy. lle Bce,
3BHYAiHO, 3apau Haoi O6e3meku. SIKIIo 4oiI0oBikM 3 (Di0JIETOBUMHU OYMMa -
e nap boxwuit, To XiHKK 3 (10JIETOBUMH OYMMa - HeOaXaHUW TMOOTYHMIA
edexT. Hac minyroTh 3a Te, 10 MM 3[aTHI HApOJDKYBaTH HAIlIUM YOJIOBIKaM
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In the interest of preserving the peace and stability of the empire, those
who violate this law are to be either locked away for the rest of their
lives or-depending on the severity of the crime-summarily executed.

(It’s no wonder, then, that the Indian accountant Father once
employed sent his newborn daughter away in a panic when she was
born violet-eyed; he saw England stacked against her and made the
only choice he could. It’s no wonder the rage that erupted in the
colonies when the law was passed. It’s no wonder that English soil
was the only place the law was accepted with applause.)

Miss Neuling rasps, “You are a rancid, disgusting piece of shit.”
Her voice is misshapen, like something in her throat has been broken.
“All of you.”

Her eyes slide right over me, as if I am the same as all the rest of
the men staring down at her, the same as the Speakers who have
doomed her. She does not recognize what | am.

No. No, I'm not-

How would she know? the rabbit says. If you want so badly to be
a man, you don’t get to object when you 're mistaken for one.

“Right,” Lord Luckenbill says. “Let’s not delay this any longer.
We have a test to finish.”

I need the seal.

The lights are dimmed, gas lamps tightened to only a trickle of
flame. Everyone hurries to sit, crowding the tables dotting the room,
some bachelors standing in the back. George stays close, refusing to
meet Mother’s eyes. The doors are locked. | turn my gaze to the roof
of the museum to look somewhere, anywhere else.

The delicate joints of the architecture move as | watch. A
haunting. A place where the Veil is so thin you can see the edges of
spirits distending the fabric of the world. Where a medium can tear it,
if they want, to reach through to the other side.

“It’s a simple way to go,” Lord Luckenbill explains as he brings

(h107I€TOBOOKHMX CHHIB, 1 HCHaBUJISTh 3@ HAIly CIaOKICTh po3yMmy. SIKIio mu
BTPYTUMOCSI B CTIPABU MEPTBUX, TO CTAHEMO HECTA0ITbHUMHU, HETIPUIATHUMH,
HeOe3neyHnuMu g cebe Ta iHmMX. B iHTepecax 30epexeHHs MHUpPY Ta
CTabUIBbHOCTI iMHepii, Ti, XTO MOPYIIUTh JaHWH 3aKOH, MOBHHHI OyTH abo
YB’SI3HEH1 JI0 KIHIISI CBOTO JKHUTTS, a00, 3aJIKHO BiJ TSKKOCTI 3JI0YHHY,
cTpadeHi 6e3 cyny.

(Tox He MUBHO, IO 1HAINCHKUN OyXranrep, y SKOro KOJHUCh IMPalioBaB
barpko, y maHimi BiJiCIaB CBOKO HOBOHAPO/KEHY JIOYKY, HAPODKCHY 3
¢dioneroBumMu ouuMa. BiH 3HaB, 1mo AHIIIS OPOTHUCTOsATIA camMoMy Iii
iCHyBaHHIO, 1 3pOOHMB €auHMiA MocTynmHUM BuOip. He nuBHO, 1O THIB
CHaJlaxHyB y KOJIOHISIX, KOJH 1€l 3aKoH HaOyB umHHOCTi. He nuBHO, 110
aHrimiiicbka 3emuss Oyna €IMHUM MICHEM, J€ 3aKOH OyB NpUHHSATHHA
OTUIECKaMHU.)

Mic HoiinmiHr Xpunurs:

- Twu - 3aTXIMi, OTMIHUM IMATOK JIaiiHa. - Ii rosoc nedopMoBaHUil, HION
1I0Ch 3aCTPATIIO Y HEl B ropdi. - Bei Bu Taki.

Bomna 3upkae Ha MeHe, HIOM 5 TaKMii CaMMid, SIK 1 BC1 1HIII YOJIOBIKH, SKi
JUBJISTHCS Ha HEl 3ropu, sik Oparopu, siki npupekiu ii. Bona He pozymie, XTo
s1.

Hi, s He...

“36ioku it 3Hamu? - Kaxe KpOJUK. - AKujo mu max cuibHo xoueut 6ymu
YOJI0BIKOM, MO He MOdiceul 3anepedyeamu, Koau mebde CnpuimMarome 5K
uonosika”.

- Tox. - kaxe nopx Jlaken6in. - JlapaiiTe Oinbinie HEe OyIeMO rasTy 4ac.
Hawm noTpi6HO 3aBepnTH TECT.

Meni notpibHa nevarka.

Ceitno Oyno MPUTTYIIEHE, a B Ta30BUX JIAMIIAX TEMep Malopiiu Juiie
HEBEJIMKi BOTHUKH. ¥ C1 MOCMIMIAIOTh CICTH, TOBIUITYUCH 3a CTOJIUKaMH. Jleski
XOJIOCTAKH CTOSITh 1M03ady. J[KOpIK TPUMAETHCS MOPYY, BIIMOBISIOUHCH
nuBHUTHCS B 041 Marepi. JIBepi 3aMkHeH1. S BiIBOKY TOTJIISA HA 1aX MY3€l0,
100 IUBUTUCH KYAKCH B IHIIIE MicCIle, KYAH 3aBTOJHO, TIUILKH HE CIOJIH.
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me forward. He gives me a single item: a piece of a statue, about the
size of my palm. It warps and changes in my hand. This chunk of stone
is, like the ceiling, a haunting. Holding this feels like plunging my
arms into ice. “And it is a peaceful way to go too. We’re a merciful
brotherhood, Mr. Roswell-1 detest hangings with a passion. They’re
barbaric and prone to miscalculation. All you have to do is open the
Veil, and the gentlemen here will place her head through. Simple
suffocation. It won’t even be long enough for her to catch frostbite.
Are you ready?”

If I don’t speak now, I won’t be able to say anything at all.

I need the seal.

I say, “Yes, sir.”

But I’m not ready. This is the test? This? Not just opening the
world and reaching through to the other side, something every damn
person with purple eyes can do, but to see if you’re willing to kill for
the brotherhood? Committing a public execution?

| bite the inside of my cheek until the mucus membrane pops
between my teeth.

“Godspeed,” Lord Luckenbill says, and backs away.

I stand at Miss Neuling’s head now. Readjust my grip on the
stone. She’s only a few meters away, close enough that I can smell the
mustiness of her prison cell, the vague smell of decay. She’s in her
thirties, maybe. She has no wedding ring.

“You’re a child,” she says when her attention lands on me. The
weight of her gaze is horrible. “They make children perform
executions now?”

It’s just suffocation. Suffocation isn’t painful, right? So long as
you can breathe out? She won’t feel it. She can’t.

| peel at the edge of the world around the piece of statue. It comes
too easily. With just a gesture, the world ripples the way a puddle
would when you step into it, thrums like the bobbing of a swallowing

JlenikaTHi CyrJio0u apXiTeKTypH PyXarThCs, ITOKH s criorisaaro ix. Tyt
xuByTh npuBuau. lle wmicue, ne Byanb HacTUIbKM TOHKa, HIO0 MOXHA
no0aunuT Kpai IyXiB, IO PO3TATYIOTh TKaHUHY CBITY. Jle Memiym Moxke
po3ipBarH ii, KO 3aX04e, MO0 MOTPANUTH B TOTOHUOIUYSL.

- Ile mpoctwuii cocid momepTH. - MoscHIOE Jop JlakeHO11, MPOBOASUN
MeHe Brepen. BiH mae MeHI €IMHUN TpeAMET: IMIMATOK CTaTyi, po3Mipom
npuOIM3HO 3 MO0 10JIOHIO0. BiH AedopmyeThes 1 3MiHIOEThCS B MO1H pyii. Ls
Opwita KaMeHIo, K 1 cTels, moTonoiuHa. Tpumaroun ii, MOi pyKu MEp3HYTb. -
I mupuuii. Mu munocepane OparctBo, mictepe Po3syemn, s mpuctpacHo
HEHABH/DKY BilllaHHA. BOHM BapBapchKi Ta CXWIIBHI 10 TPOpaxyHKiB. Bee, 1m0
BaM MOTPiOHO 3poOUTH, 1€ BIAKpUTH Byab, 1 JXKEHTIEMEHU POCYHYTh TYIU
ii romomy. Ilpocre 3amymenns. He Bucraumth HaBiTh 4Yacy, moO BOHa
obmepaa. Bu rotoBi?

SIK1Io s 3apa3 HIYOTO HE CKaXy, 5 B3aralli HiYoro He 3MOXY CKa3aTH.

Meni notpibHa neyarka.

- Tax, cep. - BiANnoBigalo 5.

Ane g ne roroBuil. One tect? [Je? He npocTO NpPOHUKHEHHS B
MOTOMOIUYS, T€, M0 MOXKE 3pOOUTH KOXKHA KJIATA JIFOAUHA 3 (P10JIETOBUMHU
OouMMa, a NmepeBipKa TOro, Yu TOTOBUH s1 BOMBaTH 3apaau OparctBa? S maro
BUMHUTHU MYyOJIIYHY CTpaTy?

Sl Kycaro BHYTpIIIHIO YacTHHY IIOKHM, TOKHM CIU30Ba OOOJIOHKA HeE
BHUCKaKy€e M1k 3y0amu.

- 3 borowm. - Oaxae nopx JlakeHoOix 1 BiicTynae.

Tenep s croro 6ina rojgoBu mic Hoiminr. S crtuckairo xamiHb B pyli
MinHimie. BoHa nuiie 3a KibKa METpiB, TOCUTH OJIU3BKO, 11100 5 BiAUYB 3amax
3aTXJIOCTi ii TIOpEMHOi KaMepu, HesCHHIl 3amax THUJI. 1 mpuOnusHO 3a
TPUALATE. Y Hel HeMae OOpYUKH.

- Tu guTuHA. - CTBEpIKye BOHA, MOKM ii yBara MpHKyTa O MEHE.
TspxkicTs 11 mormsay *axiuBa. - Tenep aiteit 3MylIyloTh Oyt katamu?

Ile Bchoro smmie 3aayxa. 3aayxa He 00yro4a, ud He Tak? BoHa 11boro He
Biquye. Bona He Mmoxe.
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throat.

The air shifts. It changes.

| hate how intangible the Veil is. How ethereal it is against my
hands. What’s behind the Veil begins to show through: emptiness,
sheer emptiness, and the vague shape of a person-thing. Like most
spirits, it has no face, only a caul-like membrane and a jagged slash-
mouth. And another one. Another. Most are strange, elongated,
recognizable. One, though, is dark around the edges, as if charred,
proof that it pressed too hard against the edge of its world and burnt
itself in the process. What was it trying to reach? How many souls are
bound to the works of art in this museum? How many mediums
wander the halls beside the patrons, keeping them quiet, keeping them
hidden so London never knows the suffering this place enacts on the
dead? I’ve never bothered to count them. I should have.

Then the Veil opens entirely. Ripping apart with a sound like
bones breaking. It strains at the corners, and a qust of cold air screams
through the room. Something hisses, loud and low.

This is what all these men reach for. The dead no longer have
reason to lie, so they never do. They carry the knowledge of their life,
of their times-warped by perspective and time and rage, sure, but it is
always truth. That medium in the service of Prince Albert called upon
the dead for accounts of what the world had once been and what it
may be one day. Capitalists shell out pound after pound for mediums
to keep dead workers from rattling factory windows until they shatter.
Rich men travel thousands of miles to hauntings guarded jealously by
British rule, to locations irreversibly warped by death or suffering,
hoping that a ghost will whisper some secret and change the world. A
haunting can never be destroyed, only hidden or quieted. A haunting
can never be owned, either, but that has not stopped the empire from
trying.

I don’t want this. [ want meat and bone, vessels and blood, things

Sl BiamapoByro Kpail cBITy AOBKosa mMaTka craTyi. Lle HaaTo mpocro.
OmvH TOpyX pyKH, 1 CBIT 3a0pHHIB, SK Kalioka B Ky HACTYIIMJIH.
KonupaeTbes Ak ropiio, sike KOBTAE.

ATMmochepa 3MIHIOETBCSL.

S HeHaBUIIKY Te, HACKUIBKU HeMaTtepiaabHOIo € Byans. Sk edipHO BoHA
BiTUyBaeThcsl B MOiX pykax. Te, mo 3Haxomutbes 3a Byammio, moumHae
IPOCTYNATU: NOPOXKHEYa, CyLiJbHA MOPO’KHEYA Ta PO3IUIMBYACTUH CHUITYeT,
CXOKHH Ha JIONCHKUH. SIK 1 y OUTBIIOCTI IyXiB, Y HOTO HEMae o0Iuyys, a
nuile 00ooHKa, 1 3y0uacrta mamia. [ me ogna. [ me. bingbmicts nux ayxiB
JUBHI, BHUTATHYTI, Bmi3HaBaHi. OJWH, OJHAK, TEMHHH IO Kpasx, Haye
0OByTJIEHUH - L1 JOKa3 TOTro, 1110 BOHO HAJITO CUJIbHO MPUTUCHYJIOCS 10 KPato
CBOrO CBiTYy 1 y mporeci oOmeksnock. Yoro BOHO Hamaraiocst JOCSTTH?
CKiNbKY Iyl TPUB’A3aHO J0 €KCIOHATIB LHOT0 My3er? CKUTbKU MEAlyMiB
OJyKaroTh 3aJaMy TIOPYY 13 BiJ[BiAyBa4aMH, CTPUMYIOUH JTyXiB, IPHUXOBYIOUYH
ix, mo0 JIOHJOH HIKONMM HEe MAi3HaBCs, AKI CTpaKIaHHS 1€ MICIe 3aBjaae
MepTBUM? Sl HIKOJIM HE HamaraBpcs iX MmopaxyBaTu. AJie MeH1 BapTo OyIio.

Byansb BiikprBa€eThcs MOBHICTIO. BOHA pO3pHBa€eThCS 31 3BYKOM, CXOXKHUM
Ha 37amaHl KICTKU. BoHa HampyxyeTbcs MO KyTax, 1 MOPHUB XOJOJHOTO
HOBITPs Bosae KiMHaTo1o. [I{ock mMMUTE, rOI0OCHO i HU3BKO.

L1e Te, yoro nmparHyTh BCI 111 YOJIOBIKU. Y MEPTBUX OlIbIlIe HEMA€E MPUYNH
OpexaT, TOMy BOHH HIKOJH I[bOTO HE pOOJsATh. BOHM BOIONIIOTE 3HAHHAMU
PO CBOE JKHUTTS, MPO CBOM YacH. 3BICHO, III 3HAHHA CIOTBOPEHI
HEepCHEeKTHBO0, YacoM 1 THIBOM, alie Iie 3aBXIH npapjaa. Toil meaiym Ha
cinyx01 y npuHua AnbOepra 3aKJIMKaB MEPTBUX IMOSICHUTH, IKUM OYB CBIT
KOJIUCH 1 SIKUM BiH MOXe OyTH ojHoro aHs. KamitamicTé TpUHBKAIOTh QYHT
3a GyHTOM Ha ME1yMiB, 1100 yTpUMaTH MEPTBUX POOITHHUKIB BiJ pO30OMBaHHS
(abpuuHux BikOH. baraTii moopoXXytoTh TUCAYaMU MUJIb JIO IPUBHIIB, K1
PEBHO OXOpOHSIOTH OpHUTAHChbKE TPAaBIiHHSA, 1O MICIb, HE3BOPOTHO
CMOTBOPEHUX CMEPTIO YU CTPaKIAHHSMH, CIIOJIBAalOYHCh, IO TPUBU
mpormrenoye iM SKyCh TAEMHHIIO sSKa 3MIiHUATH CBIT. [IpWBHIa HEMOMXIIUBO
3HULIUTH, JMIIE NPUXOBaTH abo ytuxomuputu. [IpuBHgamu He MoOKHA

25



I can touch and know. | want to stitch together a person’s body, not
dissect their soul. Not this.

The mediums pull Miss Neuling closer, grab her by the hair,
shove her across the floor. She struggles, throwing her head back with
a snarl. One of them clocks her on the temple. Her eyelids flutter.

Once they get the head through, they’ll hold her there until she
chokes to death. Asphyxiation can take minutes. | have to keep this
open for minutes. Painless minutes, but they’ll still be dying minutes,
and she’ll know what’s happening when her vision begins to blur and
her head starts to feel a bit too light.

Spirit-work. Falsifying Speaker documents. She did what I'm
doing right now.

You came all this way, into the mouth of the beast, to object on
moral grounds? You can’t always feel things so strongly. Sometimes
you need to do the dirty work.

I can’t.

Everyone else can do it, why not you?

I don’t know why people do the things they do. All I know is that
I can’t.

| drop the piece of statue and close the Veil.

It’s a thunderclap, the world stitching itself back together with a
crack of air. Or maybe it’s the stone hitting the tile floor. Snap. Just
like that. It startles one of the mediums so badly that his hand slips
from Miss Neuling’s arm.

She yanks herself from him, and from the apron of her prison
dress, she pulls a sharpened piece of metal. Roughly filed with a strip
of cloth wrapped around one end.

She jams it into his stomach.

It’s quick. In through all the layers of cloth right under the ribs,
and then arip, cloth and flesh all at once. She throws her whole weight
into it to tear through the vest and undershirt. Through the epidermis.

3aBOJIOIITH, aJIe 1€ He 3aBa/IMJIO CIIpodam iMriepii.

S He xouy nporo. S xouy m’sca i KiCTOK, Cy/IMH 1 KpPOBi, pedeH, SKuX s
MOXY JOTOPKHYTHCS Ta IMi3HAaTU. S1 Xouy 3IIUTH TIIO JIIOJMHH, a He
po3wienyBaru ii aymry. Hi.

Meniymu miararyroTh mic Hoimiar Ommkye, XamaroTh i 3a BoJoccs,
HITYpXalTh MO Tiano3i. Bona OopeThcs, BiIKMOarOuM TOJOBY Ha3al,
orpuzarounck. OuH i3 HUX 6’¢ 1i M0 cKpoHi. Ii HOBikM TPEMTATS.

Kounu ronosa npoiize Kpi3b, BOHM TPUMATHMYTh JiBUNHY TaM, TOKH BOHA
HE 3aJJUXHEeTbCS A0 cMepTi. Bin 3aayxu momuparoTh 3a KuUlbKa XBWIMH. S
MIOBHHEH TpUMaTH Byaib BiIKPUTOIO MPOTATOM KiIbKOX XBWIIHH. LI XBUIHHH
6e3001iCHI, aje 11 XBUJIMHYU BCE OJHO BEAYTh IO CMEPTi, 1 BOHA 3pO3yMi€, 1110
BiZIOyBa€ThCS, KOMM 1i 3ip MOYHE PO3IUIMBATHUCS, a TOJOBA CTaHE 3aHAATO
JIETKOIO.

HyxoBa pobora. Danbcudikamis nokymentiB Oparopa. Bona BumamMIa
TE, 110 51 poOIIIO 3apas.

Tu npouwios gecv yeu wliax 00 camoi nawji 36ipa, wood 3YNUHUMUCHL 3
MopanbHux MipKyeans? He nputimaii max 6au3zvko 0o cepys. Inodi nompibHo
podumu uopHy pobomy.

51 He MOXKy.

VYci 1111 31aTHI HA 11€, YUM S Tipiie?

51 He 3HaK0, YOMY JIFOU poOJIATh Te, 110 BOHU pooisaTh. Bee, 110 51 3Hato,
1e Te, IO S HE MOXY.

51 BUIycKaro IIMaToK CTaTyi 3 pyK 1 3akpuBaio Byaib.

Ynap rpomy, CBIT 3IIMBAETHCA Pa3oM i3 TpiCKOM. AGO, MOXIIHMBO, II€
KaMiHb, KU po30uBcs 00 kaxenbHy mijuory. Pas. I Bce. Lle Tak Hamskano
OJIHOTO 3 MeJIlyMiB, 1110 pyKa Mic HolmiHr BUCIU3HYIa 3 HOTO JT0JIOHI.

Bomna BiicMUKy€eTBCS BiJl HBOTO 1 3-I1i1 CBOT'O TIOPEMHOT'0 BOpaHHSI /1icTae
3arocTpeHuil MMaTrok Merany. BiH rpy0o miImuissHUM CMYXXKOIO TKaHUHHU,
00MOTaHOIO HABKOJIO OJIHOTO KIHIIS.

Bona BcTpomitsie OT0 B JKMBIT MelyMa.

[IIBuako. Meran mpoxoAWTh uepe3 yci LIapyd TKaHWHU TNPSAMO TiA

26



Through the subcutaneous tissue. Through the muscle, into the belly,
where the blood is so thick it turns black. Snap. Lunge.

There is a moment of uncomprehending silence from the crowd.

The first person to move is the other medium. He grabs Miss
Neuling by the throat, takes her head, beats the side of her skull. Thud
thud thud. The makeshift knife clatters to the tile.

But the medium with the ripped stomach puts his hand to the
wound. Stares at his hand when it comes away red. Whispers, “Oh,

He falls.

The party starts to scream.

My vision narrows to the smallest point: the wound. I’ve snuck
into hospitals and watched doctors from the balcony of the operating
theater. I’ve straddled dead hogs behind the abattoir with a surgeon’s
Kit at my knee. This is what | was made for. Not the Veil. Not the
Speakers or the children they expect me to bear. This.

George and | start for him at the same time.

| get to the medium first. | start yanking the buttons of his vest,
pulling up his shirt, getting to the skin as quickly as possible. George
stumbles down beside me but the medium grabs him. George hisses
through his teeth.

“Sir, I’'m going to need you to stay still,” George says. “I know it
hurts.” Then, to me: “What’s going on down there?”

I can’t tell. The wound ebbs and flows with his breath, opening
and closing as his lungs expand and contract. It reeks too. Just from
the smell-rancid, halfdigested food-I can guess what’s been hit, but I
yank off my jacket and sponge up the blood to get a better look
anyway. The medium thrashes. George grunts and grabs his wrists.

You did this, the rabbit says.

Shut up. Let me focus.

peOpamu, a HOTIM po3pUBaE 0O/ipa3y TKaHUHY i MII0Th. BoHa BKiajae BCi cBOT
CHJIM B ynap, mo0 mpoiTu kpi3b xuieT i Maiiky. Kpizp emimepmic. Kpiszp
HIIIIKIpHY KIITKOBUHY. Kpi3k M 531, Y KUBIT, JIe KPOB HACTUIBKH T'YCTa, 110
crae yopHoro. Pa3. Bunan,.

Ha MOMeHT HaTOBI MOBYMTH BiJ] HEPO3YMIHHS.

[epma moauHa, IO pearye, € iHmuM MeiymoM. Bin xanae mic Hoimiar
3a TopIio, Xarae 3a rojioBy, 1 6’ 1 mo yepeny. bax, 6ax, 6ax. ImnpoBizoBanuit
HXK 31 CTYKOM I1aJja€ Ha IiJUIOTY.

Ane MeniyM 3 pO3ipBaHUM >KMBOTOM IPUKIIAJA€ PYKYy IO paHH. BiH
JTUBUTHCS HA CBOIO JIOJIOHIO, SIKA TEIep YepBOHA, 1 menoye: “O, aiapko”.

Bix nanmae.

Harosn nounHae xpuyatu.

Miii 3ip 3BYXKyeTbCs A0 HaliMEHINOI TOYKHU: paHu. S mpokpagaBcs 10
JTiKapeHb 1 crocTepiraB 3a JikapsMmu 3 OalkoHa omeparniiiHoi. S cianas
MepTBUX CBUHEH 3a OiifHero 3 HabopoM Xipypra Ha kodiiHi. e Te, A goro s
Hapoauscs. He Byans. He Oparopu uu aiTH, sSIKHX BOHHM Y€KarOTh BiJl MEHE.
Came 1e.

Mu 3 JopaxemM 0JTHOYACHO MiI0IraEMO 10 HHOTO.

Sl noGuparocsi mepiuM, i MOYMHAKO BiIPUBATU T'YI3UKH HOTO >KMIETa,
MIATATYBATH COPOYKY, SKHAMIIBHAIIE ToOuparodyuch 10 WIKipu. Jxopmx
CTIIOTHKAETbCs OUI MeHe, aje MeZiyM Xxamae ioro. JDKopak MUMUTh Kpi3b
3yomu.

- Cep, Oynp-nacka, He pyxairecs, - npocuth JKOpax, - s 3Ha10, 110 BaM
oomstue. - [ToTiMm, BiH 3BepTaeThes A0 MeHe. - [1{o Tam?

51 He 3Hato. Pana HaOyxae Ta 3MEHIIYETbCS B PUTMI HOT0 JMXaHHS,
BIIKpMBAIOUNCh 1 3aKPUBAIOYUCh, KOJU JIET€HI pPO3IIUPIOIOTHCA U
CTHCKalOThcsa. Bona me # TxHe. Jlume mno 3amaxy HpoOTipKIIOi,
HaIiBIEpPETPaBICHOI TKI s MOXY 3[0rajatucs, sKi opraHu Oyio
MOIIKO/KEHO, aje s 3pUBal0 IMiPKaK 1 BHUTHUPa0 TYOKOI KpoB, MLI00
po3AuBUTHCS MOKpaie. MeziyMm cinaerbes. J[PKOp/HK XpUIIUTS 1 Xarae iHoro
3a 3am'scTsl.
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“It’s open to the abdominal cavity,” I say. “Perforated large
intestine.” Inside, the guts writhe like worms. Everything is alive,
struggling and squirming. Then it all fills with blood again, and it’s
gone. “Nearest hospital?”

“St. Mary’s,” someone offers in a shaky voice. “Ten minutes to
the north, by carriage.”

“Does he have ten minutes?” I ask.

“Not when he’s bleeding that much, Christ, organs like to bleed,”
George says. “Does anyone have a sewing kit! Are there any other
doctors!”

I don’t know who it comes from, but a sewing kit ends up in my
hands. How lucky that we’re at a costume party. I open it up and go
for the thread.

“Give it to me,” George says.

“No.”

“Give it-”

I show my teeth. I got here first. This patient is mine. “No0.*

George stares at me, eyes blown wide, before he must realize
there’s no use fighting.

He says, “Fine.” He puts more of his weight on the medium,
adjusts his grip. “Fine”.

“Okay. Close the bowel, then stop the bleeding. Look at me. You
know how to do that, right?”” I nod. Of course I do.

“Good. I’'m right here. Are there any other doctors!*

The rabbit says, This is your fault.

Shut up shut UP.

| take a spool of thread-it’s bad thread, cotton thread, not silk like
a surgeon would use-and get it through the needle. Can’t disinfect it,
no time to find and strike a match.

George pins the medium’s arm with his knee. “Sir, I need you to

“Tu sunen”, kasice KponuK.

3aMoBKHU. [|03BOJIb MEH1 30CEPETUTHCS.

- Pana nocsrae yepeBHOI MOPOKHUHU, - KaXy 4, - nepdopallis TOBCTOI
KHIIKHU. - Beepeauni KUIIKK 3BUBAIOTHCS, SIK 4epBH. Bee skuBe, 6operhes 1
BUTHHA€EThCA. [10TIM BCe 3HOBY 3aMBA€ThCA KPOB’I0, 1 HIYOTO HE BUAHO. -
Haiiomwkya mikapus?

- JlikapHst cB. Mepi Ha MiBHOYI. - TPEMTSYHUM I'OJIOCOM BiJIITOBI/Ia€ XTOCH.
- Kaperoro nopora 3aiime AeCATbh XBUJIMH.

- Y HBOTO € AeCITh XBUIMH? - TTUTAIO 5.

- He Tomi, koMM BiH Tak CHJIBHO KPOBOTOYMTH. [ ocmomu, opraHu
000XKHIOIOTH Kposomoyumu. - Bianosigae JHxopmk. - Y Koroch € Habip s
mmtTA?! TyT npucyTHi mie gikapi?!

He 3Hato Big Koro, ane mBeiiHUi HaOip OMMHAETHCSA B MOiX pykax. Ske
IIACTs, 0 MM Ha KOCTIOMOBaHii Bevipii. S BiIkpuBaro oro i 6epy HUTKY.

- Jlaii croau. - kaxe JKopmxk.

- Hi.

- Biooaii-

S wikiprocs. S npuiiios croau nepmuM. Lleit namieHT miit.

- Hi.

JIKOp/K AMBUTHCS HA MEHE ITUPOKO PO3ILTIONICHUMH OYHMa, TTEePII HiXK
YCBIJIOMJTIOE, III0 CBAPUTHCS HEMAE CEHCY.

- JloOpe. - BianoBiae BiH. [KOPIXK MOCUITIOE CBOIO XBAaTKY Ha MEA1yMI.
- oGpe.

- ['apa3z. 3ammii KUIIeYHHK, TOTIM 3yMMHUA KpoBoTedy. JIMBUCH Ha MEHE.
Tu x 3Haem, sk me pobutu? - S kuBaro. 3BU4aliHO, 5 3Hat0. - Jlobpe. S 3
T00010. € we nikapi?!

Kponuk kaxe: “LJe mu eunen”.

3amoBkuu, 3SAMOBKHU.

51 6epy KoTyIKy 3 HUTKOIO. Lle morana HuTka, 6aBOBHsIHA, a HE IOBKOBA,
Ky OM BUKOPHCTaB Xipypr, ajie g Bce OJHO MpoITycKarlo ii B rosnky. He moxy
npoae3iHdikyBaTH ii, HeMae yacy 3HalTH Ta 3alaJIUTH ClIPHUK.
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stay still.” I have to be quick. George can’t hold him for long.

| straddle the medium, reach into his cut belly, and pull the
intestine through the wound. Find the injury. There: it’s an inch or two
long, carved into the slippery thin organ. | pinch the sides together and
begin to stitch the jagged gash closed. This loop of small intestine
sticks out of the hole like an umbilical cord. My fingers smear with
blood and chyme, pulpy chunks of digested food mixed with bile. The
smell is rancid, but that’s because it’s one step away from shit.

“What stitch are you using?” George asks.

“Running,” I answer. The world blurs until it’s just the thread,
just the wound. “Don’t have the time to cut each knot individually.”

“Good.”

Breathe in. Stitch. Breathe out. Stitch. I don’t know what’s
happening around me. I don’t care. It’s not a clean wound, no straight
lines or careful placement like I’'m used to, and my needlework is
shoddy. But it doesn’t matter what it looks like as long as | get it
closed. The edges pucker tightly together.

Once | get to the end, | hunker down and bite the thread close to
the medium’s stinking insides to sever it.

“I got it,” I gasp, packing the organ back into the abdominal
cavity.

“George, I got it.”

“The bleeding,” he says.

Right. The bleeding. I can fix that too.

But another pair of hands comes down over mine.

“I’m a doctor,” a man says. “It’s all right. I’ll take it from here,
son.”

No. | jerk away from him, lurch protectively over the wound.
“Don’t touch me.”

But across the torso, George gives me a desperate look.

JKOpIK NPUTUCKAE PYKY MeJllyMa CBOIM KOJIIHOM.

- Cep, mpotity, He pyXauTecs.

S maro Oytu mBUAKUM. J[KOpAK HE 3MOKe BTPUMYBATH HOTO JTOBTO.

A cignaro Meiyma, IpoCTATa0 PyKy B HOTO pO3pi3aHuil KUBIT 1 BUTATYIO
KUIIKY Kpi3b paHy. 3Haiau TpaBMy. OCbhb - JOBXHHOK TpPU-YOTHPU
CaHTUMETPH, Ha CIM3bKOMY TOHKOMY opraHi. Sl 3’€Hyt0 O0KH paHH pa3oM i
MOYMHAIO 3amuBaTH. Ll MmeTnas TOHKOI KHUIIKK CTUPYUTH 3 OTBOPY, 5K
nynoBuHa. Moi manpli BuMaszaHi KpoB’10, XiMycoMm[7] Ta M’ SIKOTHCTUMH
IIMaTKaMH TIepeBapeHoi ki, 3MilIaHoi 3 KOBYIO. 3amax TMJIOTHUH, aje 1e
TOMY, IO IS 1Ka 32 KPOK BiJI J1aiiHa.

- SIkuii cTiOOK TH BUKOPUCTOBYeMI? - 3anUTYye JIKOPIIK.

- [lpsimuii. - BignoBigaro si. CBIT pO3IUIMBAETHCS, TOKHU s HE Oady JIHIIe
HUTKY, JIMIIE paHy. - Hemae yacy po3pizaTu KOKEeH BY30J OKPEMO.

- loGpe.

Bnux. Ctibok. Bunux. Ctibok. S He 3Hat0, 10 BiJOYBA€ETHCS HABKOJIO
MeHe. Meni Oaiinyxke. lle He uncra pana, BoHa He TpsiMa 1 HEaKypaTHO
po3MillleHa, BCe HE TakK, K s 3BUK, TOMY Miil IIOB Takuil co0i. Aje He Mae
3HAYEHHS, SIK BIH BUIJISIIAE, SIKIIO BIH 3aKpuUBa€ panHy. Temep kpai HIUIBHO
IPUISATAIOTh OJUH JI0 OAHOTO.

JIIAIIOBIIM 10 KIHI, S C17a0 Ha KOPTY ¥ MEePeKyIyr HUTKY OJIM3bKO 710
CMEp/II0Y0i HYTPOIIli HOCIs, 1100 po3ipBaTH ii.

- S 3Mmir. - BuMXaro s, 3aMXal0dd OPTaH Ha3aJl y YePeBHY IMOPOKHHUHY.
- JIxopmK, s 3Mir.

- Kposomeua. - xaxe BiH.

Touno. KpoBoteua. I MOXy BUIIPaBUTH 1 1I€.

AJe iHIIa Tapa pyK OMyCKa€eThCs Ha MOIO.

- S mikap. - kaxke 4oJjoBik. - Bce Bnopsaky. S mpomoBxky 3a To6010,
CUHKY.

Hi. 4 BinpuBarocs BiJ HbOT0, 3aXUINAI0YM paHy. - He uinaii meHe.

Ane HaBNpOTH Tija J[KOpAK AUBUTHCS HA MEHE 3 PO3MAYEM.

- Bynp nacka. - mpocutsk BiH.
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“Please,” he says.

My fingers loosen around the needle, and the strange man takes
it. He takes the thread, takes the patient.

Without the needle, I don’t know what to do. My body and mind
grind to a halt. I don’t back away. I don’t run. Should I? Maybe.

Eventually, the man is taken too. He leaves a red smear on the
floor.

The first time | really, truly saw blood, it was George who showed
me. “If you want to be a surgeon, you can’t be squeamish,” he told
me. It was his first year of medical school when he discovered me
reading his notes. He took me to an abattoir. The air smelled of innards
and rot. The animals screamed. “Dr. Abney brought us here on our
first day of class. Had us Kill a pig with our hands. Told us that if we
killed something first, before we took our oath, it’d be easier when we
open someone up to save them.”

I’d cried and begged him to take me home, but then snuck out to
visit on my own and watched the slaughterer cut throats until my
vision blurred.

This is my fault.

Someone is yelling at George now. The rabbit is yelling too. I can
feel the hysterics coming on, building in my head like an aneurysm or
encephalitis.

Move. Think. Do something.

“It was your job to keep an eye on him!” There’s another man in
George’s face and spittle on George’s little round glasses. “You
shouldn’t have let him do it if he felt ill! This is gross negligence, and
you’re not fit to be a Speaker, let alone a doctor!”

The rabbit was right. I should have stayed home. This wouldn’t
have happened if I hadn’t showed up and made a mess of things. Why

Moi nanbIii mocaadIro0ThCs HABKOJIO TOJKH, 1 JUBHUN YOJIOBIK 3a0Mpae
ii. 3abupae HUTKY, 3a0Upae NalieHTa.

be3 ronku s He 3Haro, Mo podbutn. Moe Tijo 1 po3yMm B crymnopi. S He
BijcTynar. S He Tikaw. Yu moBuHeH 1?7 MOXKIUBO.

3pemTor0 MeniymMa Tex 3a0uparoTh. BiH 3anuirae Ha migio3i YepBOHY
TUISIMY.

[lepuuii pa3, KoM s MO-CHPaBKHbOMY MOOAYMB KPOB, 1€ TOMi, KOJIU
JI>KopK TIOKa3aB MeHi.

- Skmo TM xouem OyTH Xipyprom, T HE MOXEUI OYTH TUUIMBHUM. -
CKa3aB BiH MEHI.

Lle OyB iforo nepmuii pik HaBYaHHS B MeIWYHiH miKoi. Bin momiTus, 1o
sl YUTAK0 HOTO HOTAaTKU. BiH Bi/IBiB MeHe Ha OiitHI0. TaM maxjio HyTpomamMu i
THILTIO. TBapuHU KpUYaIy.

- Jlokrop EOHI mpuBIiB Hac croaM B TEpIIMN HABYAIBHUHN JcHb. BiH
3MyCHB Hac BOWUTH CBHMHIO BJIacHUMH pykamu. CKka3zaB Ham, IO SKIIO MH
BO’€MO KOTOCh MEPUIMMHU, MEPIL HIXK JJTaMO MPUCHTY, TO B MalOyTHbOMY Oyrie
JIeTIIe PO3TUHATH KOTOCh, 1100 BPSTYBATH.

S nnakaB 1 GiaraB #oro BiIBE3TH MEHE JOJOMY, ajie¢ TIOTIM BUKpABCH,
1100 BizBiaTH O1iHIO CaMOCTIMHO 1 AUBMBCH, K 3a01MHUK Mepepi3aB ropia,
JIOKY MEHI HE TIOMYTHLJIO B OYaXx.

Ile mos BuHa.

3apa3 xToch KpuuuTh Ha J[opmka. Kponuk texx kpuunts. S BiguyBaro,
K HaOJIMKAETHCS ICTEPUKA, sIKa HAPOCTAa€ B MOIH roJIoBi, SIK aHEBpU3Ma YU
ennedair.

Pyxaiics. [logymaii. 3podu 1mock.

- TBoero pobororo Oyno crexxutu 3a HuM! - Tlepen J[xopmkem cTOiTh
IHIINHN YOJIOBIK, IKMH IUTIOETHCS HAa HOro MajleHbKi KpYyrili OKyJsipH. - Tu He
MOBUHEH OYB JJO3BOJIUTU HOMY 11e pOOUTH, SIKIIO BiH movyyBaBcs norano! e
rpy0a HenbamicTh, 1 TH He roaumics 0ytu OpaTopoM, 110 BXkKe TaM JiiKkapem!

Kponuk maB panito. S moBuneH OyB 3anumutucs Baoma. L{poro 6 He
cTajnocs, SKOu s He 3’ sIBUBCH 1 He BIAIITyBaB 0e3ial. YoMy Bce Tak TOJIOCHO,
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is everything so loud, why are so many people looking at us, go away,
stop, stop.

“I’11 get your license revoked for this, Bell!”

No.

No, not that. It’s the only thing George wanted his whole life. To
be a surgeon, to help people, to reclaim the profession from its ugly
roots. The Speakers can’t take it from him. Not because of me.

“Wait!” I cry. My hands flutter and slam against my chest because
the alternative is digging my nails into my face until I draw blood.
“It’s my fault. My name isn’t David. I’'m not Mr. Roswell.”

George’s face goes white. Whiter than it already is.

“Son,” a stranger says, stepping closer to me, “what are you
talking about?”

| tear off the hat. My long blond hair falls out in a knotted mess.
Some of the pins fall out and clink on the tile floor.

“I’m not David Roswell,” I say. “I’m sorry. George tried to stop
me.”

And then Mother.

Screaming a name that isn’t mine and never was.

“GLORIA.“

CHAPTER 4

The South Kensington Museum is a digestive tract of rooms and
corridors, all filled with beautiful things that aren’t ours to display.
Haunted relics are held behind glass. The partygoers who didn’t leave
have scattered, little polyps dotting the maze, desperate to avoid the
bloodstain in the atrium. And me. Avoiding me.

| can still feel the intestine slipping through my fingers, pulsing
like a snake, spilling bile and hot, stinking mess. | felt grounded. Real.
For the first time in a long time.

YoMy Tak 0araro Jitojiel JUBUTHCS HA HAC, T€Th, IPUITUHITE, NPUNUHIMb.

- 3a 11e s MOMIKIYIOCS PO Te, a0W TBOIO JIIEH31I0 aHyIIoBaNd, beme!

Hi.

Hi, tineku He ne. Lle eaune, yoro J[kop/mk mparHyB yce *)UTTd. bytu
X1pyprom, AoroMaraTH JIFOIsiM, T030aBIIATH 1110 MPoQecito Bij if MOTBOPHOTO
kopinHs. OpaTtopu HE MOXKYTb 3a0paTH 11e y Hboro. He yepe3 meHe.

- 3auekaiite! - BUKpUKYIO 5. MOi pyku TpeMTATh 1 6'F0Tbcst 00 Tpyau, 60
€IMHA aNbTEPHATHBA - BOUBATHCS HITTSMH B OOJIMYYS, TOKM BOHO HE MOYHE
KpoBoTOUUTH. - L{e Mos Buna. 5 ne JleBin. S He mictep Posyen.

O6mmyus Jxopmxa Oinie. BoHo Oiminre, HiXk 3a3BUYaid.

- CuHKy, - Kaxe¢ He3HailloMellpb, MiJICTYNalyu 10 MEHE, - [0 TH Take
TOBOpHIII?

51 3puBato manky. Moe goBre cBiTie Bojoccs Oe3nagHo Bumnanae. Jlesxi
IIMTAIBKY MAAAI0Th 1 I3BEHATH 00 KaXelbHY ITiIOTY.

- 51 ne JleBin Po3syenu, - kaxy 5. - MeHi mkoza. JKopak HamaraBcsi MEHe
3YIHUHUTH.

A motim MaTu BUKPHKYE.

Bukpukye imM’s, sike He MOE€ 1 IK€ HIKOJIHM HE 0yJI0 MOIM.

- TJIOPIE.

PO3JILT 4

My3zeit miBaeHHoro KeHCIHITOHa - 1€ HITYHKOBO-KHMIIKOBUH TpPaKT
KIMHaT 1 KOpUIOpPiB, yci BOHM HANOBHEHI NPEKPaCHUMHU peuaMH, SIKi He
HaJIeXUTh IEMOHCTpPYBaTU. PemnikBil 3 nmpuBuaamMu 30€piraloThCs 3a CKIOM.
Tocri, sixi He minuM, Po30IrIncs, K MaJIeHbKI MOMIMH PO3CisHI Ta0ipuHTOM,
BIIYaMIyIIHO Hamararo4yuch YHUKHYTH IUISIMH KpoBi B aTpiymi. I MeHe.
YHUKHYTH MEHE.

S Bce mie BiqUyBaro, K KUIIKA BUCIM3A€ KPi3b MOI MBI, MYJIbCYE, K
3Misl, PO3JUBAIOYM JKOBY 1 Tapsye, cMmepiaroue MicuBo. S modyBaBcs

31



Not that it will ever matter again.

Now, my family and | are in some secluded wing with high
ceilings and crowded displays: paintings, porcelain plates, carvings
taken from some foreign dig site or another. George stands in front of
a still life, a statue himself. Father says nothing. Mother paces back
and forth. 1 wish | could do that. | want to so badly, but she is allowed
to pace, I’ve learned, and I am not. Instead, | rock on my feet, away
from them.

If Mother and Father are talking, I can’t hear it. ’'m too busy
asking the rabbit if it knows how to tie a hangman’s knot. It’s not
really a cruel way to go, not like Lord Luckenbill said. It’s only when
the rope is too short or too long that it becomes barbaric. Too short,
and you dangle there and choke; too long, and the force of the drop
will break the head clean off. I’d rather be hung than whatever they
were going to do to Miss Neuling.

Whatever | was going to do.

Mother stops pacing and reaches for Father pathetically. “I feel
faint,” she says. I don’t know how much of this she’s putting on, as
she tends to do, and how much is because she hasn’t eaten for a day
to get that corset so tight. | imagine all the organs shifted out of place,
the same way pregnancy rearranges the innards. “Please. I fear I’ll be
sick.”

“You’re fine,” Father says.

“Fine?” Mother squeals. Her voice is high enough that it hurts my
ears, but I know better than to cover them. “They’re going to kill her!*
She walks away from him again, waving tears from her face. “I
thought-oh, I thought we’d done everything right. We did everything
we could. Didn’t we? What did we do to deserve this?”

“When the police arrive,” George cuts in, “I’'m sure we can

npuszemsienuM. CripapkHiM. Briepie 3a noBruii vac.

He Te, m00 11e KoiMch 3HOBY MaTUME 3HAYCHHS.

3apa3 Mu 3 ciM’€r0 nepedyBaEMO B SKOMYCh BIJOKPEMIICHOMY KPHIII 3
BUCOKMMH CTENSIMH ¥  TNEPENOBHEHUMH  EKCIO3UIISIMH:  KapTHHH,
MOPIICIISTHOB] TapiaKu, Pi3bOJieHI BUPOOH, B3ATI 3 SKUXOCh 3aMOPCHKHUX
PO3KOIOK. J[PKOP/IXK CTOITh IIepel HATIOPMOPTOM, Haue cTarys. barbko HidOr0O
He Kaxke. Martu Kpokye tyau-ctonu. S Ou Texx xoTiB. S Tak xouy, ane i
MO>KHA HAMOTYBAaTH KoJia, @ MEH1 Hi. 3aMiCTh IIbOTO sl TOHIAFOCS, TIOJIAN Bif
HUX.

Skmo Matu i batbko pO3MOBIISIOTH, SI HE UyIO iX. Sl HaATO 3alHATHI
pPO3MUTYBaHHSAM Kpoiuka. Uu 3Hae BiH, sK 3aB’s3atu 3ammMopr. Lle He Taka
BXKE I )KOPCTOKA CMEPTh, HE HACTUIBKH, K Ka3aB yiopA JlakenOin. Jlumre xomu
MOTY3Ka HaJTO KOPOTKa YU HAATO JIOBra - OCh TOJIl 1I€ CTa€ BapBapCTBOM.
3aHaATO KOPOTKA, 1 TH OOBTAELICS TaM, 3aIUXal0UYKCh; 3aHAJTO JIOBIa, 1 cruja
naJiiHHsA BiJipBe rojoBy. Kpaiie Bjke MeHe MOBICATH, HIXK 3pO0JIATh TE K caMe,
1o 1 3 mic Hoiiminr.

[Io 6 s He 30upaBcst pOOUTH.

Martu nepectae XOAUTH 1 KaJIiCHO TATHETHCS 10 batbka.

- S BimuyBaro cnaOkicTe. bynp nacka. S 60rocs, 110 3aXBOpIl0. - Kaxe
BOHA.

51 He meBeH, HACKIJIbKU CIpaBa B TOMY, 110 BOHA NMPUKUAAETHCS, SIK
3a3BHYal, 1 HACKIJIBKK B TOMY, III0 BOHA HE iJa IIJIUN JeHb, 00 TaK Tyro
3aTATHYTH KopceT. S ysBiisiio, sIK yci ii opranu 3pyLIriInuch 3 Miclis, Tak camo,
SIK TI1]] 9ac BariTHOCTI.

- Tu B HOpMI. - BiATIOBia€ OATHKO.

- B Hopmi? - MaTu BepeIInTb. [i romoc HacTiBKU BHCOKHIA, 10 ByXa
60514Th, ajie s 3Halo, 110 He BapTo iX 3aKpuBaTu. - BoHu ii 66 toms! - Bona
3HOBY BIIXOJHUTH BiJl HHOTO, 3MaXYIOUH CJIHO3U 3 00muys. - S mymana... o, st
JyMmana, o MU poOniIM Bce MpaBUiIbHO. MU 3po0uiiu Bee, 10 MOTJIU. Xi0a He
tak? [1{o My TaKOTO BUMHUIIH, 1100 3aCITYKUTH T1e?

- Konu npubyze nomitis, - nepedbusae JKopmax, - s BIEBHEHUH, 10 MU
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explain. She’s still practically a child, she meant no harm, she has a
history of mental frailty, she even helped-”

Father turns on him. “Shut the fuck up, boy.”

George recaoils.

“In fact,” Father continues, “it’d be best if you turned and left
right now. Now. Because if you keep talking, maybe I'll stop paying
for that house. Even your fancy surgeon’s salary can’t support a wife
there alone, not now. You’re too busy paying the loan you took out
for that bride price. Isn’t that right?”

I know, I know, that violet-eyed brides fetch a high price. It’s an
antiquated system, bride prices, but everything about the Speakers is
antiquated-arranged marriages, young brides, executions. None of it
would be accepted outside of their fold. It’s just that their fathers see
the demand and take advantage of husbands willing to pay, willing to
bend the rules of the land to get what they want. And | know that
George paid that price, because there’s a price for my hand too, and
it’s impossible to forget about something like that. It disgusts me so
much | want to tear off my skin.

But he’s still my brother. I still need him.

“George,” 1 whisper. Didn’t he see what we did together? We
saved that man. Doesn’t that mean anything to him? “Please don’t
leave.”

He chokes. “I-”

I can see him working through the possibilities, the logical
conclusions, the likelihood that Father is telling the truth. What he’s
willing to lose if he dares disobey.

The answer, it seems, is not in my favor.

George grabs the back of my neck and pulls me into a half-hug. |
don’t hug him back. “Be strong,” he says.

Then he’s gone, the click of his shoes fading as he leaves.

3MO>XKEMO BCE MOSICHUTU. BOHa 1116 MpakTUYHO AUTHHA, BOHA HE Maja JIUXUX
HaMipiB, y Hei € iCTOpis MCUXIYHOI HEJOCTATHOCTI, BOHA HaBiTh JOIIOMOIJIA...
batbko 00epTaeThCs 10 HHOTO.

- Ctynu cBOIO 06iCOBY MENBKY, XJIOMYE.

JIxoppK BiZICaxHYBCS.

- Hacnipasni, - mpogosxkye barbko, - Oyno 0 Ha kpaiie, sSskOu TH 3apa3 ke
nimoB. 3apa3. bo sKI0 TH NpoJOBKUILI TOBOPUTH, TO MOXKIIMBO, S IEPECTAHY
IUTATUTH 32 TOW OyauHOK. HaBiTh TBOS mIMKapHa 3apIiiaTa Xipypra He 3MOXKe
yTPUMYBaTH TaM OJHY JPYKUHY, HE 3apa3. TH HaATO 3alHATUI CIUIaTOO
KpeIuTy, IKHI B35B 32 BUKYI HapedeHoi. Xiba Hi?

41 3Hat0, g 3Hat0, 110 Pi0JETOBOOKI HAPEUEHI MAIOTh BUCOKY ILiHY. Bukym
HapeUYeHMX - 3acTapijia cucrema, ae y OparopiB Bce 3actapiie - numodu 3a
JIOMOBJICHICTIO, MOJIOA1 HapedeHi, cTpatu. Hidoro 3 mporo He Oyno 06
NPUAHATHAM 32 MEXaMH iXHbOI crmibHOTH. [Ipocto ixHi OaThku nmiByar
0auaTh TOMUT 1 KOPUCTYIOTHCS MPHUBLICSIMH YOJIOBIKIB, TOTOBUX IUIATUTH,
TOTOBHX MOPYIIUTH MpaBUiIa KpaiHu, o0 OTPUMATH T€, [0 BOHH XOUYTh. | 5
3Hato, 10 JKOPK 3aIUIaTHB TaKy LiHY, TOMY 110 MOS pyKa TaKOX Mae I[iHy,
1 HEMOKJIMBO 3a0yTH MpO 1I0Ch MoAIOHe. MeHl 1€ Tak OrMIHO, 110 S X0uy
371epTH 3 cede MIKIpy.

Age BiH Bce 0HO Miii OpaT. BiH MeHi 11e noTpideH.

- Jlxop/ok, - menodvy 5. Xi0a BiH He 6ayuB, 1110 MU 3poOmin pazom? Mu
BpATYBAJIM TOTO 4YOJIOBiKA. Xi0a AJisi HHOTO 1€ HIYOTO HE 3HAYuTh? - byab
Jlacka, He HIu.

- 51... - BiH 3aauxaeThcs.

51 6auy, sSIK BiH pO3IJILAa€ MOXKIMBOCTI, JIOT1YHI BUCHOBKH, HMOBIPHICTh
TOro, mo OaThbKO TOBOPHUTH mpaBay. lllo BiH TOTOBHMH BTpaTHUTH, SKIIO
HABa)KUTHCS HE TIOCITYXaTHUCH.

Cxoske, 110 BiAMOBIH HE HA MO0 KOPUCTb.

Jbxop/k xamae MeHe 3a CIMHY 1 HamiBoOiiimae. S He obiiimaro ioro y
BI/IMOB1/1b. - Byb CHUIBHUM. - Ka)ke BiH.

A TIOTIM BiH MIIIOB, 1 KJIAI[aHHS HOTO YepEeBUKIB CTHXA€, KOJU BiH iie.
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Maybe you’ll get to meet Miss Neuling. Maybe they’ll execute you
together.

Executions in line with the 1841 Speaker Act are the only
executions still performed publicly in England. They’re exceedingly
rare, on British soil at least -1 think there’s only been ten since the law
was enacted forty-two years ago- but three of those were in the last
two years. It’s a pattern I don’t like.

“I fixed it,” I say.

“What?” Mother whimpers.

“I sewed him up.” Even if that man took the patient from me, I
did it, I did it, not him. “He won’t bleed out, and he probably won’t
go septic. I fixed it. I fixed him. He’ll be okay.”

Mother only says, “My God,” and covers her face as if | am too
awful to bear.

The blood has begun to go tacky. I still smell of human insides.
My fingers stick together when | move, and the dried bodily fluids
crack as my skin folds.

You know what happens to little girls who play with ghosts.

“We’re going to stay right here until the police come,” Father
says. | think, in the distance, | hear Miss Neuling screaming, or spirits
pressing their faces to the Veil, opening their slash-mouths to howl. |
can’t tell the difference. “Don’t you dare move.”

When someone finally comes for us, it is not the police.

“Oh dear,” Lord Luckenbill says with a genteel dishevelment,
dabbing politely at his forehead with a handkerchief.

He’s changed out of his awful safari getup. Good. If he’d come in
dressed for an African expedition, my mind may have broken in half.

His son follows closely behind, rumpled and a bit green in the
face.

“Moorcnueo, mu 3ycmpinews mic Hounine. Moocnueo, eac cmpamsamo
pazom’”.

B Anrmnii, mume crpatu 3rigHo 3 Oparopcbkum 3akoHoM 1841 poky Bce
IIe BUKOHYIOTbCS MyOmiuHo. BoHM Haa3BH4ailHO piaKicHI, MpUHAMMHI Ha
OpUTAaHCHKIN 3eMJIi. 3AEThCS, iX OyJIO JIUIIE TeCATh 13 MOMEHTY IPUIHHATTS
3aKOHY COpPOK JIBa POKH TOMY - ajie TIPH I[bOMY TPH 3 HUX OYJIH 332 OCTaHHI JBa
poku. MeHi He o100a€eThCs 1eH BakT.

- 5] BpsATYBaB HOTO. - KaXYy 1.

- [Ilo? - ckurnmuts Matu.

- S 3ammB ioro pany. Bin He mompe Bif BTpaTtu KpoBi, i, HMOBiIpHO, y
HBOTO He Oyne cerncucy. S BparyBas iioro. 3 HUM Bce Oyze 1oope.

HagiTsb sKII0 TOM He3HaloMeIb 3a0paB y MEHE Talli€HTa, s 3pOOHB IIe, a
HE BiH. AJe y BinoBiab MaTu Juie Kaxe...

- boxxe Miii. - ... 1 3akpuBae OOMMYYs, HIOM S HAJITO JKAXJIUBHUH, 1100
CTpUMATHCS.

KpoB mouama craBatm nunkoro. S Bce Ime maxHy JOJACHKUMH
HyTpouiaMu. Moi manblli 37UMalThCs, KOIU S PyXarocs, a BUCOXJI PITUHH
TiJIa TPICKAIOTHCS, KOJIM MOSI IIIKIpa PO3TATYETHCSI.

“Tu 3Hacw, wo 6i00y8acMbCS 3 MAEHLKUMU 0I8UAMKAMU, KL 2PAIOMbCSL
3 npusuoamu’”’.

- Mu 3anummmocs TyT, I10KUA He TMpulyae momimis. - kaxe bateko. - He
CcMIU PyXaTHCSL.

MeHi 31a€ThCsl, 3Aa7€Ky s Uy0 KpUKU 44 TO Mic HoMuiHr, 4n TO ayXiB,
K1 IPUTHUCKAIOTHCS 00IMYYsIMU 710 Byai, po3kpuBarouu CBOi Haii y BUTTI.
51 He Gauy pi3HHUILIL.

XTOCh TaK¥l MPUXOIUTH 32 HAMH, aJie 1€ HEe TOJIIIis.

- T'ocronu. - kaxke nmopn JlakeHO1n, HIKHO CKYHOBIKCHHH, YEMHO
MPOMOKAFOUH XYCTKOIO YOJIO.

Bin 3MiHUB CBiif xaxauBU o A7 cadapi. 1o0pe. SAxOu BiH NpUIIOB
OJISITHEHMH SIK 11 aQpUKaHCHKOI eKCTIeAUIIil, 1 OU, TIEBHO, MTOIXaB 1aXOM.

[To3any e Horo cuH, CKyHOBIKEHUH 1 3 TO3ENIEHIBITUM OOIUYYSIM.
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When the son sees me, he stops in the middle of the aisle.

“There you are,” Lord Luckenbill says, hurrying up to my parents.
“I’ve been searching everywhere for you and, well, George was in a
bit of a rush. I'm glad I’ve caught you before the police.”

I’1l be lucky if the police don’t beat me to pieces before they drag
me off. Like what that medium did to Miss Neuling. I’'m not sure I’d
even make it to the gallows. Going by the sketches in the cheapest
newspapers, I’'m shocked any of us do.

“The police are here?” Father says.

“Not yet,” Lord Luckenbill says, causing Mother to press her
hand to her chest with a desperate gasp, “but soon. We don’t have
much time.” He looks toward his son, then toward me. “Lord, I'd
really hoped the two of you would have met under better
circumstances. This is an awful way to begin an engagement, isn’t it?”’

I’'m-

They-

The boy says through gritted teeth, “A bit of an understatement.”

The Honorable Edward Luckenbill, the only son of the Viscount
William Luckenbill, wants to marry me.

Wanted, the rabbit counters. Past tense. After this, he wouldn’t
dare touch you. Isn’t that what you wanted? Aren’t you, by all
accounts, getting what you wished for?

The scalpel of a boy watches us. | can make out the details of him
now. Striking, pink-lipped, long-legged, improper. A bit too feminine
for today’s fashion, with smooth skin and long hair that curls behind
the ears.

He catches me looking. | taste metal on the back of my tongue.

“It is awful,” Mother agrees, “and I am so, so sorry.”

“I don’t know what’s left to discuss,” Father says, “unless you’re
here to give your side of the story to the police. | apologize that this
has been a waste of your time, and | hope you find a more suitable

Konu cun meHe 0a4uTh, TO 3yMUHSAETHCS MOCEPE]] IPOXOAY.

- Och Tu. - xaxe nopxa JlakeHOuI, mocmimamydu 10 MOiX OaTbkiB. - S
BCIO/IM TeOe 1yKaB, a JKOpK, Hy, TPOXH IocIiman. S pagui, 10 3HANIIIOB
BacC J10 MOJTILii.

MeHi omacTuTh, SIKIIO MOJIIisA HE pO3ipBe MEHE Ha IMATKH, MTEPII HiXK
MOTSITHE 32 00010 - MOIOHO 10 TOTO, IO TOW MeAiyM 3po0uB i3 Mic Holiminr.
Sl He BHEBHEHW, M0 [M0XHUBY HaBiTh 10 wmuoOenuni. [leperismaroun
3aMaJlbOBKH B HAWJICIIEBIINX Ta3€Tax, sl MIOKOBAHHMA, III0 MU JOCi JKUBI.

- [Momiuist mym? - nutae batpko.

- Iloku mo Hi, - Bignosimae yopx JlakeHOUI, 3MyIIyIOYH MaTip
OPUTHUCHYTU PYKY J0 TpyAeH y posmadi, - ajge ckopo Oyne. Y Hac Majo Jacy.
- BiH JMBHUTHCS TO HAa CHHA, TO Ha MEHE. - ['0Ccrou, s Iy’Ke CHOIIBaBCs, 110
BU JIBOE 3yCTpiHETECH 3a Kpamux obcraBuH. Lle sxaxnuBuii crocid posnodatu
3apy4rHH, Y4 HE TaK?

A...

Bonwn...

- M’sIK0 Kaxy4H. - Kaxke mapyooK Kpi3b 3yOu.

[[TanoBuwuit EnBapn Jlaken61in, enunanii cun BikoHTa Binbsima Jlaken6Oina,
XOTIiB OU OJIPY’KUTHCS 31 MHOIO.

“Xomie 6u, - Haromnomye Kpoymk. - Munynuti uac. Ilicisa yvoeo 6in ne
nocmie mopkuymucsa mebe. Xioa mu He yboeo xomis? Xiba mu maxum 4uHom
He ompumacwui me, 4020 baxcag?”’

[TapyOox, moaiOHMI 10 cKenleTa, criocTepirae 3a HaMu. 3apa3 s MOXY
po3ibpatu neraini fioro 30BHIIIHOCTI. Pa3tounii, poskeBoryouii, JOBrOHOTHIA,
HeHanexHu#. Jleno sKiHOUHUH K JJIs Cyd4acHOI MO, 3 TJIAJKOI0 MIKIpOO Ta
JIOBTHIM BOJIOCCSIM, SIK€ 3aBUBAETHCS 32 ByXa.

Bin momivae Te, sk s po3risggaio ioro. S BiguyBaro cMak MeTany Ha
3aH1 4aCcTHHI SI3UKA.

- e »*aximBo, - MOTOHKYEThCSI Matu, - 1 MEH1 ayXke, TyxkKe IKO/a.

- 51 He po3yMito, PO IO TYT 1€ TOBOPHUTH, - Kake baThbKo, - SAKIIO BU HE
MPUHILIH, 00 JaTh ToKa3aHHs nomimii. S mepenporiyto, e 6yiIo MapHOIO
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wife for your son.”

But Lord Luckenbill ignores them both in favor of me. He
approaches, leans a bit to make himself smaller, holds out a hand. |
back away. Please don’t touch me. My clothes-your costume, the
rabbit reminds me, because these clothes are not allowed to be mine-
feel like coarse sand where they meet my skin.

“Miss Bell,” he says, “do you have a habit of dressing up like
this?”

“What kind of question is that?”” Father snaps.

Lord Luckenbill turns with a huff. “I was asking her, not you, Mr.
Bell! Please, let her answer.” And then, to me: “It’s okay, dear. You
can speak freely here.”

I don’t see the point in lying. It’s not like this can get any worse.
“Sometimes.”

“Sometimes,” Lord Luckenbill says.

Behind him, the boy won’t stop staring. His eyes, jeweled like
emeralds, are blown so wide I can see the red at the corners. He’s
clearly sick to his stomach. It’s almost funny how this worked out. In
another life, I’'m not sure | could have respected a husband with a weak
stomach.

“Sometimes,” Lord Luckenbill says again. “I see. How
interesting. And the way you saved that man’s life-how did you know
what to do? One would think you’ve been practicing.”

Again, there’s no point in lying. “I have.”

“I’m so sorry,” Mother whispers. “You don’t have to humor this
any longer, my lord.”

Lord Luckenbill pays Mother no mind. “Well,” he says. “Well,
well. What a fascinating specimen we have here.”

I can’t follow his train of thought. That’s nothing new; I usually
can’t. People have a nasty habit of speaking in non sequiturs and
confusing questions that leave me scrambling to follow. Still, most of

TPaATOIO BAIIOTO Yacy, 1 s CIIOAIBAIOCS, 0 BH 3HAWIETe OLIBII I1IXOISAITLY
JPYKHHY JIJIsl CBOTO CHHA.

Aune nopa JlakeHOin irHOpye X 000X Ha MO0 KOPUCTh. BiH iaXOIUTH,
TPOXH HAXWJISETHCS IO MEHe, 1 mpocTsrae pyky. S Biacrymaro. Ilpormry, He
yinaii Mene. Miit onar... “Teiti kocmom”. - Haragye MEeH1 KPOJIUK, TOMY 110
ueit oxar He mae Oyt MoiM... Ha 1oTuk BiH Haragye rpyouii micok.

- Mic ben, - kaxke BiH, - U4 Ma€Te BU 3BHUUKY TaK OJsAraTucs?

- [I{o e 3a nutanus Take? - 3puBaeTbes barbko.

Jlopa JlakeHnO6in moBepTaeThCs, XPUITHYBIIIH.

- Sl nuras i7, a HE 8ac, micTepe bemn! Jlo3BonbTe iii BIAMOBICTH. - A TIOTIM
MmeHi. - Bee rapasn, moba. Bu Mmoxete ckazaTu mpasay.

He 6auy cency 6pexatu. ['ipmie He Moxe OyTH.

- [Honi.

- [HOAi. - moBTOpIOE MO JlakeHO1.

IlapyGok 3a #Oro CIMHOI He IHepecTae BUTpimarucs. Moro oui, mo
CSIIOTh, SIK T1 CMaparju, BIAKPUTI Tak MIUPOKO, IO s 6auy iX YepBOHI KYTHKH.
Bin sBHO ruzaye. Sk ipoHIUHO Bce BUHILIO. B 1HIIOMY JXKUTTI S HE BIIEBHEHA,
1110 Morja 0 MoBakaTu c1abKoro Ha JyX 4OJIOBIKA.

- [Hoxi. - 3HOBY Kaxke yopa JlakenOin. - Scuo. Sk mikaBo. I Te, sik BU
BPATYBJIM KUTTSA TOTO YOJOBIKA... 3BIAKM BH 3HaNH, 0 pooutn? MoxkHa
Oymno O mogyMaru, 10 B HaBYECH1

3HOBY K TaKu, HEMa€ CEHCY OpexaTH.

-Takie.

- MeHi Tak mkofa, - memnode Martu. - He oTypaiite il OibIle, MiJoOpe.

Jlopn JlakenOin He 3BepTae Ha HET yBary.

- Hy, - kaxe BiH. - JIoOpe. fIka 3axoruitoroua y Bac JOHBKA.

51 HEe MOXY CTEXUTH 3a XOJOM Horo naymok. Hiuoro HoBoro - y meHe
piako BUXOIUTh. JII01 MarOTh OTrMIHY 3BUYKY TOBOPUTH HE IO MOPSIKY Ta
CTaBUTH HE3pO3YMUI 3amuTaHHs, 110 IUIyTae MeHe. | Bce k y OuibmIocTi
BUIIA/IKIB, 3 4ACOM 5l MOXY BiJIHAITH CEHC, 3HATH HUTKY KA pO3B’SKE BY30JI.
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the time, | can dig up the meaning after a moment too long, find the
right angle to pick at the knot. Not this. Because why would he say
these things to me now? As if I haven’t committed a capital crime?
Opening the Veil is bad enough, but trying to defraud the Royal
Speaker Society...

Lord Luckenbill straightens up, tugging at his suit jacket as he
goes. “Mr. and Mrs. Bell,” he says, “have either of you heard of Veil
sickness?”

Veil sickness? In all my studying, I’ve never come across an
ailment with such a name. I almost turn to ask George, but he’s not
here anymore.

Father says, “No. We haven’t.”

“It’s not a disease, per se,” Lord Luckenbill says. “At least, not
one of the body. It’s a sickness of the mind. It’s the name given to the
set of symptoms that arise in females after exposure to spirit-work. In
advanced stages, it looks something like Miss Neuling. In fact, there’s
been a rash of advanced Veil sickness afflicting violet-eyed women
these past few years. It’s what brought the situation to our attention.”

Lord Luckenbill glances to me. His expression is soft. Pitying.
Something isn’t right.

“But in early, treatable stages,” he says, “it looks like your
daughter here.”

“Oh God,” Mother whispers. “Oh God, no. Not again.”

This is not news. | have always been sick to them. Because | am
a boy, because | want to be a surgeon, because of the way my mind
works. Because they gave birth to something they do not understand,
because they tried so many times to fix me and they failed.

Like George told me: Breathe in. Breathe out.

“What is the point of telling us?” Father snaps, taking a
threatening step forward. Lord Luckenbill does not budge. “Once the
police arrive, we are handing her over. We are so very sorry for

Ta ne B iboMy Bunaaxky. Hagimo iiomy ropoputu npo take 3apaz? HaueOto 5
HE BUMHMB TSDKKOTO 37104nHy? Binkpusatu Byans - 1ie Bike morano, asne mie i
Hamaratucs ooayputu Koponicbke ToBapucTBo Oparopis. ..

Jlopn JlakeHO1J1 BUIIPOCTYETHCS, HA X0y OCMUKYIOUH ITi/KAK.
- Micrepe 1 micic bem, - kaxke BiH, - XTOCh 13 Bac 4yB Mpo Heayr Byaii?

Henyr Byani? 3a Bech uac MOro HaBYaHH$ 5 )KOJITHOTO Pa3y HE 3yCcTpiuaB
XBOpOOHM 3 Takow Ha3Boro. S mano He obeprarocs, mob criuratu J[xopmka,
aJsie BiH MIIIOB.

- Hi. Mu He uynu. - Bignosinae barsko.

- Lle He 30BciM xBOpoOa... - mpoaoBxye nopa JlakenOin. - [IpunaiimHi,
He timecHa. Ile xBopoba posymy. lle Ha3zBa HabOpy CHMNTOMIB, sKi
BUHHUKAIOTh y JKIHOK Mics BIUIMBY Ha HHMX JyXOBHOi poOotu. Ha mi3Hix
cTafisx XxBOpl HaraayBatumyTh Mic Hoitminar. HacnipaBai, 3a ocTaHH1 KijibKa
POKIB Yy JKIHOK 3 (pi0JIETOBUMHU OYMMa CHOCTEpIraBcs crajiax TSKKOI HeTyrH
Byani. Came 11e mpuBepHYJIO HaIly yBary Jo0 i€l CUTYyaIlii.

Jlopn JlakenOin auBuUThCS Ha MeHe. Bupa3z iforo obmuuust 100puil.
Kamirounii. Illock He Tak.

- AJle Ha paHHIX CTaisIX, AKi MiIJAI0THCS JIIKYBaHHIO, - KayKe BiH, - XBOPI
CXO0XI1 Ha Ballly JOHBKY.

- O T'ocnionty, - menoye Matu. - O 'ocioau, TUIBKK HE 3HOBY.

Hivoro noBoro. /s HUX 5 32U OyB XBOpUM. TOMy LIO 5 XJIOMYUK,
TOMY IO 1 X04y OYTH Xipyprom, uepes Te, K GpyHKIIoHye Miit po3yMm. Tomy
110 BOHU HOPOJUIIN IIOCh, YOTO HE PO3YMIIOTh, TOMY 1[0 BOHU CTUIBKH pa3iB
HaMarajmcsi MEeHEe BUIIPABUTH, 1 iM 11e He gdanocs. [*]

Sk xazaB [xopmxk: Baux. Buaux.

- Skuif ceHc y will po3moBini? - 3puBaeThcsi baTbKo, MOTrpPO3TUBO
kpokytoun Brepen. Jlopa Jlaken6in ue 3pymye 3 micis. - Komm momimist
npuine, Mu 31amo 1. Ham myke mikopa, 10 MU 3Tasid Ball 4ac, 1 s gyxKe
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wasting your time, and | apologize profusely, but-”

“I tell you,” Lord Luckenbill says, “because it is, as I said,
treatable.”

The gallery room falls into an uneasy silence. Mother and Father
glance to each other. Lord Luckenbill’s son won’t stop looking at me.
Don’t look at me. I don’t want anyone to look at me.

“I never said I wanted to call off the engagement,” Lord
Luckenbill says. “In fact, | do not one bit. I think Miss Bell-yes, even
acknowledging the struggles she faced in childhood, even
acknowledging today-is a strong, intelligent, goodnatured girl who
will offer much to the Luckenbill bloodline. Just because she has made
a few mistakes doesn’t mean I am not willing to do a lot of things to
help make her a proper wife.”

He pauses to look at Father, and then Mother, in turn.

“If only you’ll let me.”

NepenpoIIym, aje...

- 51 po3noBiB Bam, - nepebuBae gopa JlakeHOin, - ToMy 1O 1Ie, 5K S BKe
CKa3aB, JTIKYEThCSI.

VY ranepei nanye TpuBOXHA TUIIA. Math i baTbko NUBIATHCS OJHMH HA
onnoro. CuH nopaa JlakeHOu1a He mepectae BUTpimaTucs Ha MeHe. He
JTUBUCH Ha MEHe. Sl He X04y, 00 XTOCh Ha MEHE JIMBUBCS.

- 51 HiKonmM He Ka3aB, IO XO4Yy CKAacyBaTH 3apy4yuHH, - KaKe JIOPI
Jlaken6in. - A Hi Tpoxu, mpaBaa. S BBaxkaro, mo mic bemr, Tak, HaBITh
BPaxoBYIOUM TPYIHOIII, 3 SKUMU BOHA 3ITKHYyJacs B TUTHHCTBI, HaBiTh
BPaxOBYIOUH CBHOTOJHIIIHIA IHIMICHT - CHJIbHA, PO3yMHa, JOOPOIyIITHA
NiBYMHA, siKa 3/1aTHA oO0napyBatu pin JlakenOiniB. Te, 1m0 BoHa ckoina Kijgbka
NIOMHJIOK, HE O3HAaJae, M0 s He Oakaro MITH HA Bce, MO0 3poOuTH 3 Hel
NPUCTONHY APYKUHY.

Bin 3ynunsieTses, mob noguBuTHcs Ha bateka, a motim Ha Marip.

- SIkOM BU TIIBKH JO3BOJIMIIH.

MPUMITKH [16]

1. 3agupka - 3agepTa MIKipovyKa KOJIO HITTS;

2. CyXOTH - 3aCT. TYOEpKYIIbO3;

3. TpanemuienoiOHI M’ 531 - OJIMH 3 M’S31B CIIMHU Ta MIXi 110 Ma€e Gopmy
Tparnerii,

4. Mors vincit omnia - aT. cMepTh IIepeMarae BCe;

5. arpiyM - mpocTip BcepeauHi JaBHbOPUMCHKOTO KHUTIOBOTO OYIMHKY
y BHUIJISII 3aKPUTOTO BHYTPIIIHBOTO JBOPHKA, HA KWW 3BepTajiacs 3HaYHA
YacTUHA NIPUMIIIECHb;

6. cercuc - 3araibHe 3apakKeHHS OpraHi3My JIIOJUHHA a00 TBAPHHH, SKE
BUHUKA€E BHACIIJIOK TOTO, III0 B KPOB MOTPAIUIAIOTH Pi3HI MiKpOOH;

7. XIMyC - BMICT TOHKUX KHILIOK TBapWH 1 JIIOJWHU, IO YTBOPIOETHCS 3
K1 TiJ] BIUIMBOM TPaBHUX COKIB;
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8. * T'ojoBHa TepoiHs poMaHy HACMpaBli € TOJIOBHHM TepoeM. BiH -
TPAHC-YOJIOBIK, TOOTO HApPOJIUBCS JKIHKOIO Ta X04ye OyTH CHPUUHATHM SIK
YOJIOBIK Ta MOYKJIMBO 3po0OUTH (Pi3UUHUIN TTepEXiJq METOAO0M MEIUIIMHH. Horo
imM’s ipu HapopKeHHi - [opis, Toxi sk cripasxkue - Caiiac.
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Chapter 2. Rendering the author’s style in gothic horror novels: the case of Andrew
Joseph White’s 'The Spirit Bares Its Teeth'

2.1  Andrew Joseph White, the author of intentional visceral prose

According to his own official website, White was raised in Virginia, US. He created
stories ever since his childhood, going as far as writing several book drafts while in school, and
eventually attending the George Mason University to receive his master's degree in creative
writing. He currently published three full novels, planning on putting out even more (White,
2023).

As mentioned on White's own website: "His work focuses on the intersection of
transgender and autistic identity through the lens of horror, monstrosity, violence, and rage",
which is definitely true according to our observations. The main character, as well as the author
himself, is a transgender male who is autistic. Both those demographics, queer and
neurodivergent, often experience mistreatment on the basis of their identity and self-
presentation, an identity which is not a choice, but is inherent to one from birth. The injustices
experienced by them go so far as laws being actively made by governments (for example, the
US), which prohibit these individuals from receiving proper health care that they depend on to
live. This leads to a sense of alienation and vulnerability being instilled in such individuals,
which leads to anxiety, as well as other negative emotions and experiences. Seeing the author's
identity from this perspective creates a much better understanding of why "queer horror" is a
sub-genre that is getting popular as of recent, and can be used to describe the general focus of
White's works ( White, 2023).

Body horror, which is a big part of the author's style of writing horror, makes perfect
sense considering that both transgender and autistic people often struggle with how their bodies
appear, due to the general looks, the way one moves and acts, or both. Body image is
undeniably important in modern society, therefore, having a non-standard appearance can
highly inconvenience a person. This, of course, creates a sense of frustration with oneself, even
self-hatred. This is exactly where the want to artistically express one's negative experiences
through horror, especially body horror, stems from. The way in which White writes horror is
deeply personal, and thus highly visceral.

2.2 Spirit Bares Its Teeth as outstanding Victorian horror novel

To understand the Gothic literary genre at its core one would need to understand the era in
which this genre was at its arguable peak and popularity, which is the Victorian era. This
specific time period was when some of the most significant works of Gothic literature have
been published, akin to: Bram Stoker's Dracula, Robert Louis Stevenson’s The Strange Case
of Doctor Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, Joseph Sheridan Le Fanu’s Carmilla, Charlotte Bronté's Jane
Eyre, Edgar Allan Poe's The Pit and the Pendulum, and so on. All of the above-mentioned
works of literature had a clear influence on future authors, such as H.P. Lovecraft, and
evidently, Andrew Joseph White, especially so in the case of Spirit Bares Its Teeth.



According to An Overview of Gothic Fiction by Irina Rata (2014) , the main characteristics of
this genre are as follows:

- medieval notions of romance;

- adventure and chivalry;

- supernatural, mysterious, or strange events;

- apprehension or production of terror;

- usually situated in wild landscapes, manors or castles.

Rata even defines Gothic literature as "being a literary genre of historical recycling”,
which, in our opinion, is a true statement. Spirit Bares Its Teeth does exactly that with honoring
Gothic novel tradition. Almost all the mentioned elements that constitute a Gothic work of
literature are present in this book:

- the main character is on a chivalrous quest to defend his own honor and help the souls that
got wronged;

- the notion of ghosts, spirits, mediums, and afterlife are heavily featured in the plot;

- the text is full of gruesome descriptions of gore and anxiety, which create a sense of horror;
- the main setting is an old, English boarding school Rata, 2014).

All these elements work in tandem to create a very classic Gothic horror novel, that is so
true to the specific notion of Victorian Gothic, that Spirit Bares Its Teeth is even set in the
Victorian era England itself, as per our observations. This works in favor with the story
presented by the author, enhancing the experience.

Spirit Bares Its Teeth is the second novel of the American author Andrew Joseph White.
The book is primarily written in the genres such as horror, fantasy, historical, gothic, young
adult, supernatural, queer, and so on. The novel heavily emphasizes the queer element, as the
author and the main character are both transgender men.

The plot revolves around a 16 year-old boy by the name of Silas, who is known as Gloria
Bell. His entire life Silas hid and suppressed his own identity as transgender and autistic due to
the harsh societal expectations of 1883 London, where he lives. Silas was born with purple
eyes - a gift that allows him to communicate with spirits, but also a curse that means he is now
a trophy wife of sorts, his exploitation only being a matter of time. Silas is desperate to escape
and live his own life as a surgeon, as a man, as his own person. But he fails to escape, is
diagnosed with a mysterious “Veil sickness”, and is shipped away to Braxton’s Sanitorium and
Finishing School, which are supposed to “fix him”.

The style of Spirit Bares Its Teeth, and the author in general, is highly descriptive, as well
as highly personal, evocative of emotions such as dread with the gruesome details and focus
on the deteriorating mental state of the main character, which lets the reader experience the
horrors they go through very vividly. This novel was made primarily for an LGBTQ+ audience,
but in a way that a regular reader can enjoy and understand as well. Text is rich with
intertextuality; the use of medical terminology is outstanding as medical terms are used not
only in medical scenes but as terms in descriptions. The main literary devices utilized by the
author are: parallelism, repetition, allusion. All of them, their definitions and their usage, as
well as the strategies used by us to interpret them in Ukrainian, will be discussed further.



2.3.  Literary devices and elements of narrative in Spirit Bares Its Teeth

The novel The Spirit Bares Its Teeth has a lot of elements that compose it and its themes.
In our opinion, one of the most important aspects that are worth analyzing is the author’s strong
writing style. Considering the amount of differing genres that define this book, combining them
would not be an easy task, but Andrew Joseph White, in our opinion, is successful in the task
of capturing a specific literary vision through both the story contents and the writing style
overall.

The term "literary devices" refers to verbal form of creative techniques, i.e., syntactic and
rhetorical devices including parallelism, asyndeton, rhyme, rhythm and imagery (Lorraine K.C.
Yeung 2021, p.26).

According to another definition literary devices are a collection of universal artistic
structures that are typical of all works of literature, writers give meaning and a logical
framework to their works through the language (TSC, 2024). In simpler terms, they are specific
techniques that allow a writer to convey a deeper meaning that goes beyond what is on the
page, to make a text more engaging and comlex. Literary devices work alongside plot and
characters to elevate a story and prompt reflection on life, society, and what it means to be
human.

The main literary devices utilized in The Spirit Bares Its Teeth as analyzed by us to contribute
the most towards the story and the definition of the main character are:

- Repetition;

- Allusion;

- Parallelism.
Besides, the author’s special elements of narrative create the atmosphere of gothic horror, they
are obviously in the center of attention as fundamentals forming the author’s unique style.
Among them are:

- Use of medical terminology;

- the use of descriptive language;.

- Intertextuality.
All these stylistic devices and narrative elements serve several important functions:

- Narrative function - they serve to further the main plot by adding subtler elements with
their own implications;

- Descriptive function - they contribute towards the development of the world and the
characters present in the story, to paint detailed imagery of the scenes and actions which
could be used to create an emotional response in the reader;

- Expository function - they provide context to the fictional setting, culture, and the
meaning of certain details of the plot to create a better understanding within the reader
with this kind of exposition, and through it explore the provided fictional world further;

- Relatability function - The Spirit Bares Its Teeth is a book explicitly written for queer
and neurodivergent audiences, reflecting their often intertwined experiences, their nature,
how they feel, and how it affects both the reader and the world around them. This novel
was created with them in mind, and so for this type of audience, their reading experience
will be elevated by relatability significantly, and if the reader is neither of the LGBTQ+
nor neurodivergent, this book can become partially educational in its own right.



We are going to discuss all the mentioned stylistic devices in order presented above, their
definitions, their functions in the text, and their relevance to the story.

2.2 Literary devices and narrative elements definitions and their examples in text

We start with fundamental for this book narrative elements. And the first is intertextuality.
Intertextuality

First method, which the author uses to reflect on the thought process of the main character is
intertextuality, which is defined as any interrelation made between two or more individual, or
chunks of, narratives, as perceived by a reader by Jessica Mason’s “Intertextuality in Practice,
Linguistic Approaches to Literature” (Mason, 2019. p. 45).

The way intertextuality presents itself in The Spirit Bares Its Teeth is through self-referential
means, in particular, the usage of a specific character, which is a so-called “bunny”, clearly
metaphorical, inside of Silas's mind, as he mentions in the text. This bunny is yet another aspect
of Silas's complicated mental health, and while at first it may seem that this bunny is a split
personality, in our opinion, this bunny is rather a representation of Silas’s anxiety and self-
doubt, an unhealthy instinct for self-preservation, it is an example of how cultural or literary
portrayals have shown defenselessness, innocence, and exploitation. Rabbits or bunnies have
been used in literature and folklore in order to symbolize frailty, submissiveness, or even
powerlessness. Such intertextual echoes help foreground dominant tropes of helpless
subservience which Andrew Joseph White furthers in his novel.

The story uses the bunny metaphor not only for the emotional place Silas finds himself in,
but for that bunny-most likely caged or used in experiments without a thought given toward its
freedom or life. Silas is queer and autistic, and he's alienated in a world that clings to the most
rigid definition of gender, villainizing everyone who falls outside that very narrow frame. This
is evident from deeper analysis of Silas’s own thoughts:

You think you'll fool them? the rabbit chides as |1 work. So many men would do terrible
things for you...

.... See? You're nothing more than a little girl playing dress-up. And you're going to
walk right into their lair.

The rabbit is right. If I have any time left, it’s not much.( White, 2023, p.16)

“IIymacw, mu ix Hadypuwt?”’ NOpIKa€ KPOJUK, MOKHU s mpamoro. “CKitbKu 40108iKi6
3pobunu 6u 3apadu mebe dxHcaxiuee...

... Bauuw? Tu 6cvo2o nuwe mane 0isuucvko, wWo epac 6 00AAIKU.

1 mu 30upacwics ysivimu npamo 6 ixne 1ieo”.

The bunny reminds him of how helpless they both are, an innocent victim of events beyond
their control, much like Silas and every other person who is pressed into playing the roles
assigned to them without the freedom of choice. Such symbolism furthers and deepens the
emotional tumult in the novel and underlines themes of control, fear, and a wish for release
from bonds imposed by society. To this extent, the rabbit becomes not so much an animal as it
is symbolic of the root struggle of the protagonist-that against the pejorative ways in which
authority presumes to overwhelm his very identity and physiological being.



The bunny is a constant reminder to both Silas and the reader, that he is trapped:

- It’s pathetic you ever thought you’d avoid this, the rabbit said. ... AS Soon as you were
born with a womb, you were fucked ( White, 2023, p. 12)

- “Tu oymas wo ynuxnews yvoeo. Kanwoeiono”. - ckazaB KpOJUK. ... AK minoku mu
Hapoouecs 3 ympoboio, mooi 6ye aniux.

Obviously, this imaginary bunny is depicted by the author as painful side of main
character with split personality. It is the best technique to release all emotions and pain of a
personality with autism. These inner speeches are decorated with literary devices making them
brighter and more interesting to the reader.

Repetition

Repetition, as a literary device, is defined by Ronja Bodola and Guido Isekenmeier ( 2017,
p.193) in their work titled “Literary Visualities Visual Descriptions, Readerly Visualisations,
Textual Visibilities” as a common strategy in short stories to ensure notice of significant
themes.

According to our own observations, the function of repetition in most works of literature
is that of creating a sense of rhythm, rhyme, consonance, assonance, or a metric in poetry
specifically, putting emphasis on a certain point, providing “catchiness” (mostly in songs), etc.
However, specifically in The Spirit Bares Its Teeth, repetition has a unique function of not only
emphasizing a certain point, but also emphasizing the mental state of the main character, which
is clearly unwell. Throughout the novel it is relatively obvious that Silas, the main character, is
in an agitated mental state, as he keeps overthinking certain actions, words, his own future,
reactions of people to him and his actions, and so on. This overthinking is presented through
multiple means, among them being repetition. Overthinking is essentially recurring negative
thoughts about a certain subject, so repetition is a perfect fit for reflecting this mentality and
letting the reader immerse into it, while finding Silas’s actions and conclusions more
believable.

- It will hurt, the rabbit said. It will hurt it will hurt it will hurt. (White, 2023, p. 13)
- "Byoe 6onsue", ckazaB Kpoiuk. "byde bonsaue, 6yde bonaue, 6yoe bonaue".

Allusion
Connected to the notion of intertextuality, is allusion, which is defined by the Lewis Turco
Book (2020, p. 184) of literary terms as an “indirect reference to something extraneous to the
argument being conducted”.

The Spirit Bares Its Teeth as a novel makes several references to popular works of literature,
among which are:

- Very Oliver Twist (White, 2023, p. 16). - /[yoce 6 dyci Onisepa Teicma.

- An Edgar Allan Poe carries a model heart. Some bored- looking man has opted out of
the theme by carrying around a portrait of a horse, claiming to be one character or
another from Black Beauty. (White, 2023, p. 18) —

- “Eodeap Annan Ilo” Hocumeb modensv cepys. Axuiice HyObeyrouull Ha 6ueisio YoJ08iK
BIOMOBUBCSL 810 MeMU, MPUMAIOYU 3 CODOI0 NOPMpem KOHs, 8Udaiouu cebe 3a mozo uu
iHwoeo nepconadica 3 "HYopnoi kpacymi”.




- This story must be recounted at every meeting the same as prayers at church, or the
Hippocratic oath at the end of a doctor’s training: | will abstain from all intentional
wrong-doing and harm.... (White, 2023, p. 27)

- PosmoBimaté mroo icTOpiro Ha KOXXHOMY 3aciiaHHi € 00OB’S3KOM, II¢ K MOJIUTBA B
LepKBi uu KiIATBa ['inmokpaTa HaPUKIHII HAaBYaHHS JIKaps: ... Oyoyuu oanekum 8io
PO3NYCHUX HAMIPI8 i cnokyc ..

Those references, all made by the main character, are providing further characterization of Silas
as an educated young man. Another interesting instance of allusion in The Spirit Bares Its Teeth
is a reference to the in-universe law, the so-called 1841 Speaker Act:

It’s written there, in the 1841 Speaker Act, section 3, paragraph A, that women are
prohibited from practicing spirit-work: reaching into the Veil, using speaking
tiles...(White, 2023, p. 27)

- 3rigno 3 3akoHoM OpatopiB 1841 poky, po3nin 3, ab3an A, kiHKaM 3a00pOHSIETHCS
3aiiMaTHCS JaHOI0 JIYXOBHOIO pPOOOTOIO: MPOHMKATH B Byasb, BHKOPHUCTOBYBAaTH
PO3MOBHI ILTUTKH. . .

This excerpt does not only further build Silas's character, but also the world around him, the
universe of the novel. This is an element which seems insignificant at the first sigh, but is in
reality an effective method to create reader engagement by providing further context to the
world inhabited by the characters, its rules, taboos, and limitations.

Parallelism

The next aspect of the author's style worth discussing is parallelism. This literary device is
defined in “Writing with clarity and style” by Robert A. Harris (2014, p. 18) as presentation of
several ideas of equal importance by putting each of them into the same kind of grammatical
structure. Each of the ideas is ordered or phrased similarly.

Some of the examples of parallelism present in the novel are:

1. Someone is yelling at George now. The rabbit is yelling too. I can feel the hysterics

coming on, building in my head like an aneurysm or encephalitis...(White, 2023, p. 33)

3apa3z xmocv xpuuumv Ha [ocopoxnca. Kponux medxc xpuuums. A 8iouysaro, sk

HAOIUNCAEMbCS ICMePUKA, KA HAPOCMAE 8 MOl 2071061, IK AHe8PUIMA YU eHyeparim.

Move. Think. Do something...(White, 2023, p. 33). - Pyxatics. [Tooymaii. 3pobu wioce.

3. Like George told me: Breathe in. Breathe out...(White, 2023, p. 40). - Ak kaszas
JDicopoaic: Boux. Buoux.

N

Parallelism is usually utilized by authors in literature for several reasons, such as creating a
rhythm (akin to repetition, as these literary devices are fairly similar), to compare several
things, to emphasize a certain point, to elaborate on an idea, or to create a relationship between
two elements of the text, or alternatively, two separate ideas. As we can observe in the examples
provided, parallelism is mostly used by Andrew Joseph White to emphasize a point, once again,
to create a sense of urgency, distress, and anxiety, which are all important emotional responses
to create within the reader for a gothic horror novel.

Medical Terminology
The next point is not a specific literary device, but rather a general usage of medical
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terminology in the novel. Some examples of this phenomenon include:

surgery - xipyprito;

the metacarpals - m’sicTKOBI KicTKH;

the proximal phalanges - npokcumansHi (ananru;

bones and internal organs - kicTku Ta BHYTpIIIHI OpraHu;

Flesh and bone - TIitots i xicTky;

a hysterectomy, a total removal of the womb - ricrepexTomisi, TOBHE BHIaJICHHS MaTKH;
And etc.

Nooohk~ownE

In our opinion, any kind of professional language is used in literary fiction to provide additional
characterisation, putting emphasis on a character's occupation, hobby, or general background.
Silas is an aspiring surgeon, and an educated young man in general, so it makes sense for this
character trait of his to show through his language and use of specific medical terminology,
which is usually not.the kind of language or wording used by people who do not belong to this
specific profession. The Spirit Bares Its Teeth is a novel that relies on the reader being
empathetic towards the characters, so good and detailed character writing is undoubtedly
important in this kind of story.

Descriptive Language
Speaking of characterisation and details, the next point of discussion is the use of descriptive
language. The novel has many instances of this technique being used, one of them being:

- At the edge of the crowd, near the front, there they are. Mother and Father. My vision
blurs when | see them. Their faces are screwed up in mutual confusion, as if trying to
remember if they 've seen me before, and if so, wher (White, 2023, p. 26).

- 3 camoeco 60Ky Hamosny, cnepedy, ocb goHu. Mamu i Bamvxo. Miti 3ip mymanumucs,
Koau 5 ix bauy. Ixni 06nuyus BUKPUBTEHI Y 83AEMHOMY HEPO3YMIHHI, HIOU HAMA2AIOYUCD
npueadamu, yu 6ayuiu 60HU MeHe pauiute, i AKWO mak, mo oe.

This excerpt in particular is a description of Silas’s mother and father, this single paragraph,
through the method of descriptive language, provides the reader with an immediate
characterisation of the main character’s parents as disconcerting and removed characters. The
use of sensory language and visual imagery serves to make clear the extent of their strangeness
and discomfort. In contrast to all others, who have joined in with the festive season and wearing
costumes, the father is uncomfortable and hence unreachable emotionally. Meanwhile, the
mother's face, having taxidermied birds sewn into her green dress, looks proud or encourages
one to show off, but again, it is very artificial and disturbing.

- Father seems incredibly uncomfortable, having refused to don any costume for the
occasion, while Mother has found a horrific green dress: taxidermy birds sewn between
flowers and feathers like a fairy or some kind of goddess. Her corset is cinched so tight
I could span her stomach with my hands (White, 2023, p. 26).

- Bamwvxo, 30aemuvcs, nouysacmvcs HEUMOBIPHO HEKOM@POPMHO, BIOMOBUBULUCD
Haosienymu 0y0b-aKutl Kocmiom 0nsl yiei nodii, a mamu 3HAUWLA HCAXTUBY 3eeH)
CYKHIO.! ony()afza nMaxie GuIumi Midc Keimamu ma I’llp }Z./I/l Ha4Ye 60HA qbeﬂ Yu AKACb
bo2unsi. ]l Kopcem 3amﬂeﬂymuu mak niy2o, wo A Mi2 bu obxonumu ii dcusim OoNOHAMU.

The artificially tight-pressed corset is one example, which holds and follows the social or
personal standard of beauty in a very forced and almost painful way. But this is more than a



physical representation; this reveals the repressed tensions within the family relationship. The
parents are astonished to see their own child, which in itself shows that there was some
emotional disconnection or alienation of a certain degree; thus, Silas is neglected by his parents.
Particulars about their presentation, like the mother's inappropriate attire and the father's erect
stance, are only further emphasizing the existing atmosphere of detachment.

The author gives descriptive languages to create a scene using the minutest of the details but
more so to build a better understanding by the reader of the relations between the characters
about each other and their emotional states. It helps subtlety in carrying several layers of
meaning, and hence it enhances the telling without explicitly explaining it.

All the elements discussed above create what is called an idiostyle, a term in stylistics which
is defined as a verbal implementation of the unique author's picture of the world in the system
of language dominants (phonetic, lexical, phraseological, grammatical) caused by their
ideological orientation, constant style forming features which determine the specifics of the
artistic system (Yurina, 2016, p. 14).

The combination of all these literary devices and techniques creates the personal style of
Andrew Joseph White as an author, and is present in all of his works published to this day,
including his first book, Hell Followed With Us, which has also been extensively analyzed by
us. This novel also utilizes such literary elements as rich symbolism, vivid and often gory
imagery, as well as strong character development. The story tackles complex themes: identity,
trauma, and social oppression-all in the framing of a dystopian future. It is with Hell Followed
With Us that Andrew Joseph White joins the discussions of identity, trauma, and social
oppression and uses his descriptive language with great strategy as part of world-building to
immerse a reader into a world that seems both fantastical and uncannily tangible. The post-
apocalyptic world, together with the grotesque transformation some characters undergo, forms
metaphors of estrangement and dehumanization given to people at the fringes of society.
Besides, White's treatment of gender, queerness, and bodily autonomy gives an absolutely new
twist in his work; hence, the novel represents serious criticism against both personal and social
identity, which is undoubtedly similar to the themes present in Spirit Bares Its Teeth as well.

This, in our opinion, is the precise reason why we decided to dedicate this paper to Spirit Bares
Its Teeth as a novel, because it bears a very particular style, full of notions which are poetic,
strongly emotive, and proverbial. A style of writing such as this would not be easy to translate
to Ukrainian, especially not without a proper analysis and a deep knowledge of many literary
devices and techniques which fiction authors have been using throughout the history of
literature itself.

By its turn, the translation of Spirit Bares Its Teeth into Ukrainian is a translating balancing act
for the lyrical and affective qualities of his writing between direct translation and carrying
across the basic spirit of the original text. The intense deployment of metaphors, symbolism,
and emotional depth in White's work requires understanding how such literary tools function
in both the English and Ukrainian literary universes. Besides, there are numerous proverbs and
idiomatic sayings that do not have their collocations in Ukrainian, and therefore, the search for
a way to create a similar effect becomes quite creative.

Translating a work into another language effectively requires a translator to be highly sensitive

to an author's voice and goals, aside from high linguistic ability. The translation of Spirit Bares
Its Teeth does not stop at technical translation, but rather reproduces those emotive, symbolic,
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and stylistic features that give the novel its characteristic tone, set by the author himself. Thus,
all this work would provide Ukrainian readers with the precise tension and lyricism that is
present in the original novel and make it so powerful in the first place.

2.4.  Strategies and translation techniques applied

Literary device translation deals with striking a balance in the equation between fidelity to the
base text and alteration for correctness in the receptor language, i.e., trying to balance literal
translation with cultural adjustment and structural accuracy as a way of not losing meaning,
tone, and style from its source text. Translation of every literary device always needs special
care in linguistic precision and ability to bring out into relief the richness of the stylistic,
emotive, and cultural subtlety of the original. The following are some examples which involve,
amongst others, intertextuality, allusion, parallelism, professional medical terminology, and
evocative description.

Each of these devices requires a certain translation methodology to be performed with the
purpose of keeping the original text intact yet fluent in the target language. The following
analysis defines the strategies found in translation in these regards, indicating shifts and
changes necessary in translation from English into Ukrainian.

Intertextuality

Translation of the intertextual references very often requires a word-for-word translation
coupled with cultural equivalency for the meaning and emotional weight to be conveyed
appropriately. The translation of a phrase like "Mother and Father are going to do this to you"
as "Maru #1 batbko 30uparoThCcs 3pobuTH 1e 3 ToOO" maintains structural and semantic
features present in the original utterance.

- Mother and Father are going to do this to you, it reminded me. ... And when they do,
you'll cut yourself open. You'll pull out your insides. You promised (White, 2023, p.11)

- Bin Haragas meHi: “Mamu 11 bamvko 301uparoThes 3p0OUTH 1€ 3 TO00I0. ... [ Kou 60HU
ye 3pobnsime, mu pozimuews cede. Tu sumsecnew ceoi Hympowi. Tu 06iysag".

While translating this part of the text, literal translation was used to preserve emotional claim,
but comment on speaker was moved to the beginning of the phrase. Though, syntactical
modulation was applied. In the next phrase amplification was used to underline their deeds.
The rest of the phrase was translated literally.

The next example is about to keep the emotional appeal and the interpersonal relations among
the characters that have cultural bearing in both source and target languages. Besides, ellipsis
and repetition should be preserved in order to express the psychological states.

- The rabbit said, Soon, that will be you. - Kponuk ckazas: "Tebe cnimkae ma s 0ons’”.
- It will hurt, the rabbit said. It will hurt it will hurt it will hurt (White, 2023, p. 13).
- "Byoe bonsaue"”, ckazaB Kponuk. "byde 6onsue, 6yoe boniue, 6yoe bonsaue’.

The repetition of such a phrase signals certainty of pain and intensification of pain both in
utterances; the same emotional weight is preserved by means of using corresponding syntactic
structures. Though, literal translation was used in this case. In the first part of this phrase lexical
modulation was used to sharpen this emotion.



Next example is emotional splash of main character. Inner bunny puts down his owner.
Though, to make it even more miserable, reduction in the first part was applied.

- It’s pathetic you ever thought you’d avoid this, the rabbit said. ... AS Soon as you were
born with a womb, you were fucked (White,2023, p. 12). - “Tu dymas wo ynuxHnew
yvoeo. JKanweiono”. - ckazaB KpOJIHK. ... AK miibKu mu Hapoouscs 3 ympoooi, mooi
0y6 caniux.

Allusion
Literary allusions reveal a need for sensitivity to source and target cultures.

"Very Oliver Twist"( White, 2023, p. 16).

Translation to "lyxe B nyci OniBepa TBicta" testifies for a method of cultural equivalence,
though, adaptation was used. In this, a direct reference to the well-known character by Charles
Dickens is preserved in its original form since both the source and target audience share the
allusion. Here has used the literal translation approach because the character of Oliver Twist
has already been used for the symbolism of misery and starvation; hence, describing it is not
required.

Another example could be what is literal translation with little cultural adjustment, which
is implied for the expressions dealing with references to Edgar Allan Poe and "Black Beauty."

-"'Some bored-looking man has opted out of the theme by carrying around a portrait of a horse"
(White, 2023, p. 23)

- "AHxutice HyOvbeyOuUull HA BUSIAO0 HON0BIK GIOMOBUBC B8I0 MeMU, MPUMAaryu 3 coboio
nopmpem KoHs."

Translation in this case follows the source closely, but there is little modification of the
phrase wording so as to fit Ukrainian grammatical patterns, meaning that the relevant literary
references retain their original contextual meaning.

The following example is allusion to famous medical ritual and oath to serve well to their
patients. This is epic moment.

- This story must be recounted at every meeting the same as prayers at church, or the
Hippocratic oath at the end of a doctor’s training: I will abstain from all intentional
wrong-doing and harm.... (White, 2023, p. 27)

- Posnosioamu yro icmopito Ha KoHCHOMY 3aciOanHi € 0008 A3KOM, ye 5K MOIUMBA 8
yepksi uu kiamea I innoxpama Hanpukinyi HagyauHs nikaps: “... 6y0yuu oanekum 6io
PO3NYCHUX HAMIPIB | cnoKkyc ...

To preserve this epic moment, syntactical modulation was applied in the process of translation.
The title of this oath is known everywhere in the world/ Established equivalent was used to
translate it.

Parallelism

That is syntactic parallelism, which is very common in the translation of imperatives and short
declarative sentences-the urgency mechanism and psychological pressure.

Move. Think. Do something...(White, 2023, p. 33). - Pyxatics. [Tooymaii. 3pobu wioce.

Just as in the extract "Move. Think. Do something," the translation "Pyxatics. [logymaii. 3poou
mocs" repeats the parallel construction of the source text. It keeps the core of the rising tension
and inner conflict in this literal translation, and the rapid succession of imperative verbs creates
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an almost identical dramatic effect.

Emotional tension follows in the next scene with imperatives, when main character is busy
with saving a woman and providing surgery for the first time. Literal translation was applied
to preserve the emotional tension.

Breathe in. Stitch. Breathe out. Stitch. ...(White, 2023, p. 32).
Boux. Cmibok. Buoux. Cmibox.

Similarly, parallel words such as "Breathe in. Breathe out" will be "Baux. Buaux.". It is this
structural faithfulness which is taken toward the lyrical cadence taken from the source text,
necessary to carry on the instructional tone that doubles as a lulling mechanism in the story.

Like George told me: Breathe in. Breathe out...(White, 2023, p. 40). - Ak kazas
IDicopoac: Boux. Buoux.

Next example with parallelism is description of emotional state of main characters. Small
syntactical modulation was applied. Toxic situation was preserved with literal translation.

Someone is yelling at George now. The rabbit is yelling too. | can feel the hysterics
coming on, building in my head like an aneurysm or encephalitis...(White, 2023, p. 33)

3apas xmocv kpuuume na [copooca. Kponux meowc xkpuyums. A iouysaio, Ak
HAOIUNCAEMbCA ICMepuKa, KA HApOCMAE 8 MOill 2071061, IK AHe8pUIMA YU eHyedanim.

Medical Terminology

Specialized medical terms occurring in the source text encourage direct borrowing and the use
of professional equivalents in the target language. For example, "surgery” in Ukrainian is
"xipypris", "hysterectomy" is "ricrepextomis"-both examples are a direct transliteration. Both
these terminologies have an exact translation in both languages because most of the medical
vocabulary comes from Latin. In this context, the method of literal translation is very important
because the exactness of the medical terms provides clarity at the same time, which minimizes
any chance of misunderstanding.

Besides that, some phrases, like "bones and internal organs," are translated literally as "kicTku
Ta BHYTpilHI opranu,”" without changing anything. This testifies to the great similarity of
medical terminology, whereby a number of terms come across as all but identical-if not
precisely so-in so many languages due to their root in international scientific communication.

Repetition
Another literary device to support emotional tension is repetition. Let’s study the following
examples to know how important is to preserve the same mood in Ukrainian.
All the following examples realise anxiety of the main character with autism, who hates big

companies. Her anxiety grows into disorder anxiety.

How many connections do they have? How much money? How much power?

(White, 2023, p. 13)

Ckinvku y Hux 36'a3kie? Cxinvku epowen? Ckinbku enaou?
To make this tension really increasing, reduction in the first question. Other were translated
literally.
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Second example uncovers the highest emotional tension. It is obvious with the quantity of
repeated words. It was translated literary to preserve it.

It will hurt, the rabbit said. It will hurt it will hurt it will hurt...(White, 2023, p. 13)
"Byoe boaaue", ckazaB KpoiuK. "bByoe bonsue, Oyoe bonsue, 6yoe boasue”.

The following example also is a proof of emotional state of main character with autism.
I didn’t mean to do this at his wedding. [ didn’t do it on purpose. [ didn't, |

swear....(White, 2023, p. 14)
A He xomig wob ye cmanocs Ha 1io2o eeciiii. A He HABMUCHO. A HEHABMUCHO, KISIHYCh.

In fact, repetition is provided with negative forms of the verbs. Main character tries to
protect himself with rejecting the true situation. Though, variation was used in translation in
the first case. Two others were translated literally.

Next example includes two different repetitions. The first is connected with overwhelming
from crowded place. And second is about to repeat the sound of heels taping being nervous.

Too many people talked at once. Too loud, too crowded, too warm. The heel of my shoe
clicked against the floor in a nervous skitter. Tap tap tap tap. ...(White, 2023, p. 11)
3anaomo 6azamo nodeti 2o8opuu oonouacrHo. Haomo conocrno, Hadmo a00HO, HAOMO
menno. Kabnyk moco uepesuxa nepgoso xknaymys o6 nionozy. Tyn-myn-myn-myn
This time it was important to preserve all repetitions with literal translation. In the sentence
about the heel we used syntactical modulation.

Descriptive Language
Translation of vivid descriptive words wholly depends on the purity of imagery and emotion.

In the sentence "Mother has found a horrific green dress: taxidermy birds sewn between flowers
and feathers," the translator uses a strategy of faithful-to-detail description which reads "matu
3HAMIIUIA JKaxJIMBY 3€JIEHY CYKHIO: OMyJajia NTaxiB BIIMTI MDXK KBiTaMH Ta mip'sm.". As such,
this translation really represents the source text in terms of attention to visual and emotive detail
and, therefore, keeps the grotesque and fantastic imagery intact.

Now, the line "Their faces are screwed up in mutual confusion" is translated as "Ixui 06aHyus
BUKPHBIIEH] Y B3aeMHOMY Hepo3yMiHHI", which demonstrates imagery retention applied by the
translator. This figure of speech is rendered with due care for the metaphorical expression "to
screw up one's face" to be identically perplexing and uncomfortable in Ukrainian as it happens
to be in English.

All of descriptions in the Spirit Bares Its Teeth are unique, with their special emotional spirit
and with their special environment.

The bride herself, when she walked in on her father’s arm, was tall, with honey-colored
hair. She was not the most beautiful woman in the empire, but she didn’t have to be.
She radiated such kindness that it was as if she were made of gold.

But.

She had violet eyes.

And a silver Speaker ring on her little finger (White, 2023, p. 12).

Cama napeuena, wo 3axo0una mpumaroyucsy 3a pyKy bamoxa, 0yia 6UCoKow Ha 3picm,
i3 80J10CCAM KONLOPY Medy. Bona ne Oyna natikpacusiuioro j#cinkoio 6 imnepii, ane i He
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mycuna 6ymu. Bona sunpomintosana maxy 0oopomy, Henaue 0y1a 3010Moi0.

Ane.

YV nei 6ynu ¢ionemosi oui.

1 cpionut nepcmenv Opamopa Ha Mi3UHY.
Amplification was applied in translation of bride’s height. Source text didn’t include this word,
though it was necessary in Ukrainian translation. And transposition was used in the description
of her being made of gold to improve perception of this information by Ukrainian readers.
Rhythm of this text was preserved to share the atmosphere of wedding and main character’s
emotional attitude to brides outstanding and, at the that time, dangerous beauty.

Not less atmospheric and emotional description of Museum is detail rich and, at the
same time main character emotional state becomes more vivid and tense with this background.

The lights are dimmed, gas lamps tightened to only a trickle of flame. Everyone hurries
to sit, crowding the tables dotting the room, some bachelors standing in the back. George
stays close, refusing to meet Mother’s eyes. The doors are locked. I turn my gaze to the
roof of the museum to look somewhere, anywhere else ( White, 2023, p. 29).

.Csimno Oyno npuenywene, a 6 2a308ux 1amMnax menep Mauopiiy iuue HegeauKi 60CHUKU.
Vci nocniwaroms cicmu, mosniauuce 3a cmoaukamu. Jesaxi xonocmsaky cmosims no3aoy.
IDicopoac mpumaemoca nopyu, 6iomosaaouucy ousumucsa 6 o4i Mamepi. J[sepi
3amkHeni. A 8i06002icy no2nsio Ha oax my3ero, wob OUBUMUCH KyOUch 8 iHule micye, Kyou
3A8200H0, MINILKU He CIOOU.
Generally, literal translation was applied to preserve rhythm of the text, its emotional
atmosphere. Nevertheless, small reduction was used in the part with crowding around tables.
Word “room was reduced. The atmosphere of the scene was preserved.

Description of South Kensington Museum is one of the brightest as far as system of rooms and
corridors surprisingly was compared with digestive system revealing dark gothic atmosphere
that is shadowing beautiful exponents of this Museum. And, as in the previous descriptions we
observe main character’s emotions that make the atmosphere of the Museum even more dark
magic.

The South Kensington Museum is a digestive tract of rooms and corridors, all filled with
beautiful things that aren’t ours to display. Haunted relics are held behind glass. The
partygoers who didn’t leave have scattered, little polyps dotting the maze, desperate to
avoid the bloodstain in the atrium. And me. Avoiding me ( White, 2023, p. 36).

Myzeii nigoennoeo Kencinemona - ye wiiyHKO80-KUWKOBUL MPAKM KIMHAmM [ KOpUOopis,
VCi 0HU HANOBHEHI NPEKPACHUMU pedaMu, SKI He Haledcums oemoHcmpyeamu. Penixesii
3 npusuoamu 36epicaromovcs 3a ckiom. Iocmi, axi He niwau, po3oienucs, K MaieHbKi
noJAINU Po3CiAHI NaOIPUHMOM, BIOUANIOVUWHO HAMA2AIOYUCH VHUKHYMU NIAMU KPOGI 8
ampiymi. I mene. Yuuxnymu mene.

First, reduction of the information about persons, are not allowed to touch haunted relics didn’t
break special atmosphere of the place. Second, people are compared with polyps to underline
their miserable behaviour. Main character’s sadness is preserved by applying literal translation
with that special rhythm of the text at the end of the description.

Thus, literal translation was applied in all cases to preserve that dark and horror atmosphere
of gothic times.
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Conclusion

Literary device translation deals with striking a balance in the equation between fidelity to the
base text and alteration for correctness in the receptor language, i.e., trying to balance literal
translation with cultural adjustment and structural accuracy as a way of not losing meaning,
tone, and style from its source text. Intertextuality, allusion, parallelism, medical terminology,
description - the adopted translation strategies of cultural equivalence, syntactic parallelism,
and direct borrowing-stand as testimony to brilliance for maintaining fidelity across the two
languages with regard to this very literary device. This way, the emotive and cognitive
resonances of the original text are transferred to the target language; thus, both the English and
Ukrainian readers would have somewhat similar experiences. This academic procedure ensures
that the study is structured and clear, providing detailed explanations of the translation
strategies adopted for every single literary aspect. After extensive research and a long
translation process with additional analysis, we have created our own translation, which
conforms to our vision of an appropriate translation for the Spirit Bares Its Teeth novel, and
the specific idiostyle of Andrew Joseph White. Translation of literary devices in a complex text
such as this book, considering the many examples of it provided in this paper, requires a
complicated understanding of both source and target languages, English and Ukrainian, as well
as their respective cultures and their more intricate details.

The presence of idiostyle elements is such:

- intertextuality 35%

- descriptions 25%

- repetition 22%

- medical terminology 8%
- allusion 5%

- parallelism 3%

The frequency of translation techniques applied is such:

- literal translation 23%

- modulation 21%

- amplification 12%

- particularization 11%

- established equivalent 10%

- reduction 6%

- generalization 5%

- variation, transposition, borrowing 4% each
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Appedices

Appendix 1.
Chart of idiostyle elements

25,0%

PARALLELISM

2,9%
ALLUSION

5,9%

REPETITION

22,1%

MEDICAL TERMINOLOGY

8,8%

INTERTEXTUALITY

35,3%
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Appendix 2.
Chart of Translation Techniques

TranspositionVariation
4% 1% Literal

translation
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Amplification
12%

Borrowing
49,
Reduction
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