Borys Grinchenko Kyiv Metropolitan University
Faculty of Romance and Germanic Philology
Linguistics and Translation Department

Translation Project:
Rendering Dark Academia Style in Ukrainian: The Case of Alexis
Henderson's An Academy for Liars

MA Paper

Nadiia Leikovska
PERmM12404d

Research supervisor:
A.V. Chesnokova, Ph.D.

st e phpruco s pocky s
o m/am HA S0uutn /v/mﬂw@
Mo Mﬂyﬁ/{w Joly ikt

£ ¢ W"““ o

Kyiv 2025



KuiBcbkuii cTonnunuil yHiBepeuter imeH1 bopuca I'piHuenka
dakynbTeT pOMaHO-TE€PMAHCHKOI (PUTOIOTTI
Kadenpa niHreicTuku Ta nepexiasy

IMepexyiaganbKuu MPOEKT:
BinTBopenns crwiro Dark Academia ykpaincbko10 MoBo1o: Ilpukiiag kHuru
Anexkcic l'ennepcon An Academy for Liars

Marictepcbka podoTta
(OP Maricrepcrkuii)

Hamis JleiikoBchbka
[TEPM12404 1

HaykoBuii kepIBHUK:
KaH[. QUIoJ. HAYK,
npodecop I'. B. YecHokoBa

Kuis 2025



ABSTRACT

This translation work is devoted to the rendering of the style of the Dark Academia into
Ukrainian, using a significant part of Alexis Henderson’s contemporary Gothic novel An
Academy for Liars as an example. The study is organized into two main analytical parts.

A fragment of the source text is translated into Ukrainian in the first chapter. The main
goal of this translation was to achieve artistic accuracy and semantic adequacy by carefully
balancing the lyrical, introspective style of the novel with its elements of psychological horror,
which are characteristic of the Dark Academia style. The second chapter serves as a full
commentary on the translation, demonstrating the various strategies necessary to overcome the
stylistic hybridity of the source text — the coexistence of intellectual competence and moral
decay. This section provides an in-depth analysis of the translation procedures used to handle
stylistic, syntactic, lexical, and pragmatic nuances, including the rendering of cultural realities
(such as Anglo-American academic settings and social customs) and the maintenance of the
source text's complex rhythm and psychological tone across different linguistic levels.

Keywords: Dark Academia, stylistic hybridity, translation techniques, cultural realities,
Gothic novel

AHOTANLIA

L5 nepexnananpka podoTa mprcBsiueHa BinTBopeHHo cTwmo «Dark Academia
YKpaiHCHKOIO MOBOIO Ha MPHKJIAJIi 3HAYHOI YACTHUHU CY4acHOTO TOTHYHOTO poMaHy AJeKcic
I'ernepcon «An Academy for Liars». JlocmimkeHHS CKIaIa€ThCs 3 IBOX OCHOBHUX AHAJITHIHIX
YACTHH.

V nepiomMy po3nin ¢gparMeHT BUXITHOrO TEKCTY NEPEKIaJeHO YKPAiHCHKOI MOBOIO.
["'0noBHOIO METOIO IHOTO MEpeKIaay Oyio TOCATHEHHS XyAOKHBOI TOYHOCTI Ta CEMaHTUIHOI
aJICKBATHOCTI IIUIIXOM PETEIBHOTO 30aJlaHCYBaHHS JIPUYHOTO, IHTPOCIIEKTHBHOTO CTHIIIO
pOMaHy 3 HOro eJieMeHTaMH IICUXOJIOT [MHOTO JKaxy, IIO0 € XapakTepHuMu i ctwmo «Dark
Academia». [pyruit po3in € MOBHAM KOMEHTapeM J10 MEpeKiIay, B SKOMY MPOIEMOHCTPOBAHO
pBBHI cTpaTerii, HeOOXiTHI I MOJOJAHH CTWIICTMYHOI TIOPHIHOCTI BHUXITHOTO TEKCTY —
CHIBICHYBaHHS IHTEJIEKTyaJbHOI KOMIIETEHTHOCTI Ta MOPAJILHOIO 3aHemany. Y 1bOMY po3aul
Ha/IaHO TMOOKWI aHaJ3 TepeKIaJalbKuX TMPOIEayp, BUKOPHUCTAHUX I OOPOOKH
CTWIICTUYHHAX, CUHTAKCUYHHX, JICKCHIHUX Ta MPAarMaTUIHUAX HIOAHCIB, BKIIIOYAIOUYU
BIITBOPEHHS KyJbTYPHHX peaiid (TakuxX sK aHII0-aMEpPHKAaHChKI aKaJeMidHi yMOBHU Ta
coliabHI 3BHYai) Ta 30€pe’KeHHs] CKJIAJHOTO PUTMY Ta IICUXOJIOTTYHOI'O TOHY BHXITHOTO TEKCTY
Ha PIBHUX MOBHHX PIBHSX.

Knrouosi cnosa: Dark Academia, cmunicmuuna 2ibpuonicms, nepexiadaybKi mexHiKu,
KYIbmypHI peanii, 20MUYHUU pOMAaH
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INTRODUCTION
Translation is essential for the preservation of cultural heritage and the formation of

international literature. Translation allows societies to keep pace with intellectual, cultural and
social progress that transcends national boundaries in an era of globalization and rapid information
exchange. It acts as a bridge between civilizations, allowing readers to experience different
worldviews and creative traditions without sacrificing the emotional depth or authenticity of the
original text. Historical events, intellectual concepts and artistic movements are given new life in
another language through translation, which broadens worldviews and enriches culture. Future
generations of readers and ideas will be shaped by the dynamic literary activity of translation,
which continues to grow.

Alexis Henderson's contemporary Gothic novel, An Academy for Liars, combines
psychological horror, intellectual melancholy, and poetic contemplation, embodying the style of
the Dark Academia (Nguyen, 2022). The story centers on Lennon Carter, a young woman seeking
renewal at the mysterious Drayton College after experiencing trauma, self-destruction, and the
corruption of her identity. Among the themes explored in the book are authenticity, mental
instability, obsession, moral ambiguity, and the conflict between madness and knowledge. The
universe, created in Alexis Henderson's expressive language, is characterized by the eerie
academic conventions, philosophical contemplation, and eerie imagery typical of the Dark
Academia style (.

When translating this work, in addition to specific lexical units, it is necessary to take into
account the broader stylistic and cultural environment that shapes the aesthetics of the text (Shen,
2023). The story is full of culturally unique allusions to social customs, academic traditions, and
psychological experiences that influence the reader's perception of the environment. We consider
these culturally marked components as realities representing the Gothic traditions underlying the
story, as well as the Anglo-American academic environment (Hogle, 2002). While maintaining
clarity and accessibility for Ukrainian readers, the translation should preserve the emotional
richness, symbolic elements, and stylistic hybridity of the original (Korunets, 2007).

This project aims to translate part of An Academy for Liars into Ukrainian, while
maintaining artistic integrity, cultural authenticity, and semantic adequacy. It also analyzes the
translation techniques used. The research objectives are as follows:

1. To analyze how the Dark Academia style is expressed in An Academy for
Liars.

2. To identify linguistic levels (morphological, syntactic, stylistic, pragmatic)
relevant to its translation.

3. To explore which translation techniques and strategies best convey the

novel’s atmosphere.

The study consists of an introduction, two main analytical parts, conclusions and an
abstract. The second section offers an analysis of the methods used by the translator, while the first
section focuses on the translation itself. The source text has 10071 words (68501 characters), and
the target text has 8521 words (55345 characters).



CHAPTER 1. TRANSLATION OF THE FRAGMENT AN ACADEMY FOR LIARS BY ALEXIS HENDERSON

Source text

Target text

here was something in the bathroom mirrors. Lennon first noticed
when she was standing between them, preparing for her own engagement
party. One of the mirrors hung above the sink behind her; the other hung
above the sink in front of her. Standing between the two, she gazed with
glassy eyes at the reflections of herself reflecting one another, on and on,
shrinking into the dark and distant ether.

Every one of them looked miserable, which
was to be expected.

Lennon had realized some time ago that her
misery was less a problem with the wedding than with her. She had been
in a bad way for months—unmoored, discordant, occupying her own body
with a sense of unease, the way one might in an airport terminal or the
lobby of a rent-by-the-hour motel. Her own flesh and bone a kind of
liminal space.

She’d hoped things would change with the
engagement. So she’d attended the cake tastings and the dress fittings, and
she’d made a deposit on the venue and secured a film photographer, who
would be flying in from out of state for the occasion. She’d sent wax-
sealed invites across the country to her family members and a few seat-
filler friends. And now here she was, alone in her bathroom regretting
everything and so desperate to be somewhere, anywhere, else that she
would’ve almost rather died than face the engagement party outside her
bedroom door. It was something of a miracle, then, that she finished her
makeup. Her body seemed to perform the act without her, and when it

VY n3epkanax BaHHOI KIMHATH OyJiO IIOCH JuBHE. JICHHOH Briepiie
e TIOMITHIA, KOJM CTOsJIAa MDK HUMH, TOKH TOTyBajiacsl 10 BJACHOI
BeUipky 3 Haronu 3apydrH. OJHE M3epKajio BUCUIO HAJ PAKOBUHOK 3a ii
CTIMHOIO, a IHIIIE — HAJl PAKOBHMHOIO Tiepe] Heto. BoHa crosia Mbk HUMH, 1
ii TOpOXKHI 04l METYIIWINCS MDK BiTOOpPaKCHHAMHU OJHOTO Ta IHIIIOTO
J3epKaJj, BiTOMBAIMCS 3HOBY i 3HOBY Ta 3HMKQJIM B TEMHOMY 1 JaJIGKOMY
eipi,

KorkHe 3 HUX BUIUIAZA0 HEIACHUM, IO OYJIO LIWIKOM OYIKyBaHO.

JleHHOH BX€ MaBHO 3poO3yMiTa, IO ii HemacTs OyJio TOB's3aHe He
CTUILKH 3 BECUDIIM, CKUILKM 3 HEI0 CaMO0. BOHAa Byke KUIbKA MICSAIB
royyBajacsl TIOTaHO: PO3TYOJICHOK, pO3JaJHAHOK, a i BIAcHe TUTO
JI0/1aBaJIo TIOUYTTS HECTIOKOK), HAade JIFOJWHI B TEPMIHAJI aepornopry aboy
71061 MOTEINo, 10 37a€ThCS B OPEHIy TOTOJMHHO. 1i BlacHe TilO i KiCTKH
Oy/M CBOEPITHAM TIPOMDKHIM TIPOCTOPOM.

Bona cromiBanacs, 1m0 3 3apydyMHaMH BCE€ 3MIHUTBCS. Tomy
BUIBITYBaja JETycTalli TOPTIB 1 MPUMIPKKM CYKOHb, BHECJA 3aBIAaTOK 3a
Miclle TpPOBEJCHHI BeCcUUII 1 HalHana KiHodororpada, sKud MaB
NPWICTITH 3 IHIIOTO INTATy CremjagbHo 11l 1miei moxil. Bona posicrmaina
3ampoLICHHs 3 BOCKOBUMM I€YaTKaMU CBOIM poJuYaM 1 KUIbKOM Jpy3siM
mo BCiii KpaiHi. A Temep BOHA jkajKyBaJia MpO BCE Ll y CBOI BaHHIN
KIMHATi, a ii Jynry po3pHBajio Take BinyalayliHe Oa’kaHHS OIMHUT HCS
nech, Oyab-7e, Mo BOHA Maibke BoJIUIa O Kpalle MoMEpTH, HDK 3ITKHYTHC S
3 BEUIpKOIO 3 HATOJIM 3apy4MH 32 JIBEpHMa CBO€EI crajbHl. Tox Te, 1110 BOHA
3aKiHYMIa Makisk, Bke Oylo 4MMOCh Ha 3pa3oK AuBa. i Tilo HiOH
BHKOHYBAJIO ITFO Jif0 0e3 Hei, 1 KoM Bce Oyio TOTOBO, BOHA JMBWIACS Ha
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was done, she stared at all of her faces in the mirror and saw someone,
many someones, that she didn’t know.

And then she slapped herself.

One hand raised—all of the other Lennons
in the mirror raising their hands with her—and a sharp pop across her
freshly blushed cheek. The slap carried down through the legion of her
reflections and then stopped.

One of the Lennons in the mirror didn’t
strike its cheek. It didn’t move at all really, except to smile, its lips pulling
up at the edges, as if the corners of its mouth were attached to strings that
had been sharply tugged. Then it sidestepped out of line, edging up
through the ranks, walking toward her. It was like her in almost every
way—hony bronzed arms sparsely tattooed, thin high nose spattered with
freckles, long braids unfurling halfway down her back—~but there was one
glaring difference between Lennon and the defecting reflection in the
mirror: she had eyes, but this...thing did not. It strode toward her, smiling
all the while.

Lennon wheeled to face the mirror behind
her, saw nothing except the same girl moving toward her, through the
shifting ranks of the line. Panicked, she glanced around the bathroom but
saw that she was alone.

The defector was edging closer now,
stepping gingerly around its peers, sometimes weaving between them,
letting its fingers trail along their bare shoulders as it passed them by. It
stopped only when it’d reached the reflection nearest Lennon and stepped
up onto its tiptoes so that it was an inch or two taller. The aberration in
the mirror slid its hands around Lennon’s waist from behind, the way that
a lover might. It opened its mouth and pressed a kiss into the soft juncture
where neck curves into shoulder.

BC1 CBOI 00 IM94st B I3epKasi 1 0aumia Koroch, 6araTbox KOroch, KOro BoHa
HE 3HaJa.

A moriM BoHa 1aiia co0i Jsmaca.

[limasana ogHy pyKy —1 BCi iHII JIGHHOHM B A3€pKaji MIHUIA PyKH
pa3oM 3 Heto - 1 p3KO BJIapiia To MIOI, sKa MUTTEBO ModepBoHLTa. Jlsmac
NPOKOTHBCS TI0 BChOMY JIETIOHY 1i BioOpa’keHb 1 3yIMHHUBCS.

OnHa 3 JIenHoH y n3epkaji He BIapwia cede 1o morl. Bona B3arasm
HE BOpYXHyJIacs, a TUIbKM TOCMIXHyJAcCs, MIHIMAIOYU KYTOYKH T'y0, HIOU
BOHM OynH TMpUB's3aHI J0 HUTOK, IO CWIbHO HATATHYNW. [loTiM BoHa
BHIIIIIA 3 PsiTY, MPOCYHYJIacs BIiepeT 1 miinia 10 Hel BoHo Oyio cxoxke
Ha Hei Maibke B yChOMY: XyJIOpJISBI 3acMarii pyKd 3 TaTyIOBaHHIMH,
TOHKMA KUPHATHNA HIC, YCITHUI JIACTOBUHHSIM, JIOBI1 KOCH, IO CIIaJlaik J10
cepenuan crmaM. OpHak, Oynaa ojHAa SBHA BIIMIHHICTE MDK JICHHOH 1
CTHIOTBOPEHMM BiOOpaKCHHSIM Yy J3€pKaji: y Hel Oyiu odi, a y 1miel... piui
— Hi. BoHa kpokyBasia 10 Hei, Bech 4ac NOCMIXalO4KCh.

JleHHOH TIOBEpHyNiacsi 10 J3€pKaja 3a CIMHOK 1 He moOadmia
HIYOTO, KpIM Ti€l X JMIBYMHM, IO HAODKaiacs N0 Hel, MpoOHparovuch
Kpi3b MIHJIMBI psAW Yepri. Y TAHI BOHA O3WPHYJIACS HABKPYTH, ajie BOHA
Bce 11e Oyna cama.

[TorBOopa Habmwkamacs, oOEpekHO O0XOAWIa CBOIX KOMIM, IHOII
npoOwpanacs MDK HUAMHE, BIUIIITOBXyBaJla iX OroJeHI IUledi, KOIHU
Mpoxofwia TOB3 HUX. BOHAa 3ymMHWIACS JHINE TOJL, KON JicTanacs A0
BiTOOpakeHHs, HAHOMIDKYOro 10 JIGHHOH, 1 MTHAJIACS HAa HOCOYKH, III00
OyTH Ha KUTbKa caHTUMETpiB Bumow. [loTBopa B n3epkam oOiiHsIa
JIeHHOH 31 CTIMHM 3a TaJiio, K Iie 3a3BU4ail poOUTh KOXaHHi 4OJIOBIK. BoHa
NpUBIIKpUIa TyOH 1TMoITyBaia M'ske Miclle, Je U IePEeXOAUTh Y Iuieye.




Lennon stumbled, backing into the sink,
arms wheeling, swiping a jar of cotton balls off the counter on her way to
the floor. It shattered on impact beside her.

There was a beat of silence, followed by a
knock at the door. She knew it was her fiancé, Wyatt, checking in on her.
She was now more than an hour late to her own engagement party, and
she could tell from the strained tenor of his voice that he was running out
of patience. “Are you okay?”

“Yes, fine! I’ll be out in a second.” Gingerly, Lennon scooped up
the glass shards and placed them in the trash, risking glances at the mirror
all the while. The thing was gone, but she swore she could still feel the
wet crescent of its kiss at the curve of her shoulder.

She scrambled to her feetand fled the bathroom.

The house was full of Wyatt’s faculty
friends from the university where he worked. One of them, a WASPy
woman in a tasteful tweed blazer, abruptly stopped whispering when
Lennon emerged from the bedroom. She bore the decided stink of
significance, which to Lennon smelled a lot like Chanel No. 5. The
woman looked at Lennon, slightly startled, as if she were an intruder
instead of someone who lived there.

This was the uncomfortable reality of her life in Denver. The
obligatory check-ins from vague acquaintances upon the event of a police
murder, or the subsequent protests that followed it. The offhanded
inquiries about the details of her DNA makeup, her nationality, her place

JlenHoH mom’siTMTanacs Bi A3€pKajia 10 PAaKOBHHH, PO3MaXyHOuu
pykamy, 1 30mwia 3 momii OaHOUKy 3 BaTHAMHM KylbKaMH. baHouka
BiJIeTUIa, PO30OMBIIM OHE 3 BITOOpPaXkKEHb.

Hacrana Tvima, a motiM XToch NMOCTykaB y JBepi. BoHa 3Hana, 110
ne ii Hapedenuii, Baer, npuiliiioB mepeBipuTH, SK BoHA. BoHa Bike OubIne
HDK HAa TOAWHY 3ali3HIWIACS HA BJIACHY BEYIPKY 3 HATOAW 3apyddH, 1 3
HAlpy’>KeHOT0 TOHY HOro TroJIoCy BOHA 3pO3yMiTa, IO HOro Teprelpb
BUYEPITYETHCS.

- Bce rapazn?

- Tax, Bce nobpe! S 3apa3 Buiiny, - JleHHOH o00epexHO
3i0pasia yJaMKH CKJIa 1 BUKMHYJIa iX y CMITHHK. Bech yac BoHa morJsigania
Ha J13€pKajio, ajie MoTBOpa 3HMKJIA, XOY BOHA 1 OyJja BIIEBHEHA, IO BCE IIIe
BiTYyBa€ BOJIOTHI CJIiX i TOIUTYHKY HA BHTMHI CBOTO IUICYA.

Bona migxormwiacss Ha HOTH 1 BUOIVIa 3 BaHHOI KIMHATH.

Bynuroxk OyB moBHMiA npy3iB Baera 3 yHiBepcureTy, ne BiH
npamoBaB. OmHier0 3 HUX Oyna KiHKa 3 BUIIIOTO TPOMIAPKY CYCIUTHLCTBA.
Ha wiit OyB Bumykanuii TBimoBuii xakeT. Komu JleHHoH Bwilnia 3i
ClaJIbHl, BOHa MUTTEBO TlepecTana IIenoTirucs. Bim Hel cMmepauio
3HAUYIICTIO, B sKii JlemHoH nense posmidHasma Chanel No. 5. XKinka
nuBWiIacs Ha JICHHOH TPOXH 3/IMBOBAHO, HIOM BOHA Oysia NMPHUUEIION, a He
MEIIKaHKOIO IIbOr0 OYyIUHKY.

Takoro Oyna HenmpueMHa peasbHICTH 1i *urTTs B JleHBepi.

OOOoB'sI3kOB1 ~ HATTISA  BiI BHIAJKOBHX 3HAHOMHUX Ticls BOWBCTBA
TMoJIEHChKOro  abo MpoTecTiB, M0 MOCTiNyBadd 3a HUM. besnepemMoHHI
3ammranas npo aetam i JIHK, i HamoHanmbHICTB, MiCIle HApOMKCHHS,
CTPYKTYpPY BOJIOCCS 1 UM JiiicHO BOHO ii. Takox Oynu 3HalioMi Ha BedipKax
y Baera, siki 3armryBanu npo kodip ii oueil, 3BiKu BiH 1 XTO Oyiu ii 0aThKu.
[ToriM 6y muraHHs PO ii MOXOKEHHS 1 MPO TOXO/KEHHS il OaTHKIB, 00

Ti caMi 3HaiioMi Terep MIKAaBWIHCS, YU MaJv OaThKH il OATHKIB Taki cami




of birth, the texture of her hair, and if it was really hers. Then there were
the acquaintances at Wyatt’s dinner parties who inquired about the color
of her eyes and how she’d come by them and what or who she’d been
crossed with. Then came the questions about her parentage, and her
parents’ parentage, because those same acquaintances now wondered if
the parents of her parents had eyes the same muddy hazel as hers. It was
a gentle othering, or perhaps more aptly, a distancing, that made Lennon
feel it was impossible to connect with others in the close and complicated
ways she wanted to. She’d since stopped trying.

Lennon, still badly shaken by her encounter
in the bathroom, forced asmile and shouldered her way through the house,
a midcentury-style ranch with an interior courtyard, complete with a
cactus garden and a large koi pond stocked to capacity. Every year Wyatt
forgot to remove the fish before the first freeze of winter. She remembered
one of the first nights they’d spent in the house. There was a blizzard
raging outside and they’d lost power and were forced to sleep on the floor
of the living room, in front of the fireplace for warmth. Come dawn, Wyatt
woke with a start and a muttered “Fuck.”

He snatched a bucket from the supply closet, shuffled into the
kitchen to fill it with warm water from the sink, and took a meat tenderizer
from the drawer before staggering outside, trudging through calf-high
snowdrifts to the very edge of the koi pond, where he dropped to his knees
and began to hammer the thick crust of ice. He removed several heavy
plates of ice from the surface of the pond before proceeding to extract
each of the eight koi by hand, placing them in the bucket of warm water
to thaw. He then hauled them all into the house and put them straight into
the bathtub, which he filled with warm water.

Kapi oui, sk 1 BoHa. Ile Oymo m'sxe BimuyxkeHHs, a0o0, Ka)Kydd TOUHIIIE,
JTUCTAHIJIOBAHHSA, sKE 3MyIIyBasio JICHHOH BiT4yBaTH, IO HEMOXKIHBO
HAJArOIUTH 3 IHIMMMU Ti OMM3bKI ¥ CKIagHI CTOCYHKH, SKHX BOHA
npardysaa. BiaToni BoHa mepecTajia HaMaraTHcs I 3pOOUTH.

Jlennon Bce mie Oynna HEHMOBIPHO Bpa)kKeHA IHIMICHTOM Y BaHHIN
KIMHATI, OTHAK 3MycWIa ce0e IOCMIXHYTHUCS 1 IPOTUCHYTHUCS KpPi3b HATOBII
Oymunky. Cam amsaiiH OyaWHKY HaraJayBaB paHYO B CTWI CepeJaUHU
MUHYJIOTO CTOJITTSI 3 BHYTPIIIHIM JBOPHUKOM, CaJOM KaKTYCIB 1 BEJIMKUM
CTaBKOM, 3anoBHeHMM mnapueBuMHu Koporamu. Illopoky Baer 3abyBas
BWIOBUTH pUOY Tepej MEepIIMMHU 3aMopo3kamMu. BoHa 3rajmama omgHy 3
MepIIMX HOYCH, SIKi BOHM NPOBENM B IboMy OynauHKy. HanBopi BupyBaia
XypPTOBHHA, CBITJIO 3HUKJIO, 1 BOHM OYyJaM 3MYIICHI CMAaTH HAa TIIO31 Yy
BITQJIbHI, OIS KaMiHa, 1100 3irpitucs. Ha cBiranky Baer pi3ko NMpoKuHYBC st
1 IpoOypMOTIB:

- Yopr 3a0upalii.

Bin BUXOMHB BiIpo 3 KOMOpH, TOIUIEHTABCS 0 KyXHi, 1100 HaOpaTu
TEIUI0i BOAM 3 PAKOBWHM, MICTAaB 3 IIYXJSJM MOJOTOK JUIi M'sica i,
XUTAIOYUCh, BUIIIIOB HAa BYNHIO. BiH mpoOupaBcsi Kpi3b CHICOBI 3aMETH A0
CaMoro Kparo CTaBKa 3 KOpPOIIaMH, Jie BIIAB HA KOJIHA 1 MOYaB po30MBATH
TOBCTY KpHTY MOJIOTKOM. BIiH 3HAB KUIbKa BaXKHMX IUIACTHH JbOIY 3
TIOBEPXHI, a MOTIM BPYYHY BUTATHYB KOXXHOTO 3 BOCHMHU KOpOIIB 1 TMOKJIaB
iX y BIIpO 3 TEIUIOI0 BOIOIO, 100 BOHM po3Mopo3wtucs. [loTiM BiH 3aHiC
iX ycix B OyAMHOK 1 MOKJIaB MPSMO Y BaHHY, HATOBHEHY TEIUIOI0 BOJOIO.




Lennon had sat on the bathroom floor, arms folded on the edge of
the tub, chin atop them, watching the koi stir back to life. She even
touched a few of them, let her fingers skim along their slick spines asthey
emerged from their slumber. But one of the koi did not rouse to her touch.
It floated motionless at the bottom of the tub. Panicked, Lennon plucked
it from the water and hastily swaddled it in a hand towel. Cradling the fish
to her chest, she carried it to the kitchen, where Wyatt stood, stress-
smoking a joint. He took the half-frozen koi corpse from her bare-handed,
leaving the damp towel behind, and studied it by the pale morning light
that washed in through the windows.

“You know, it’s not the cold that kills
them,” he said, as if to absolve himself. The dead fish dribbled water onto
the freshly cleaned kitchen floor. Wyatt didn’t seem to notice. Or if he
did, he didn’t care. “They suffocate. They can’t breathe under the ice.”

“Can’t they breathe the water?”

“They breathe the oxygen in it,” he said,
rather matter-of-factly, and turned to throw the koi corpse into the trash.
It struck the bottom of the bin with an ugly thump. “But under the ice
there isn’t enough.”

Lennon began to love him then, foolish as it was. She had been so
young then, and it had seemed to her that Wyatt knew everything about
everything. She thought him the smartest person she’d ever met and
thought herself all the more alluring for being the recipient of his sparing
love...or if not that, then the object of it. Had he bent to one knee and
asked her to marry him then, she was confident she would have said yes,
being the bright-eyed little idiot that she was.

JlenHoH cuaiia Ha miAJI031 y BaHHIA. Bona moknana pyku Ha Kpait
BaHHM Ta MINepiia HAMH MAOOpIIAs, 1 AMBIIACS, SK KOPOIM TOBUTHHO
TIOBEPTAIOTHCS A0 KUTTS. BoHAa HaBITH TOpPKHyNacsl 10 IEKUIbKOX 3 HUX,
MPOBIBIIM MANBILEIMU O X TJIaJIeHPKUX CIMHKAX, KOJIM BOHH MPOKUIAIIHC S
BiI CHy. AJle OIMH 3 KOPOMIB HE TPOKWMHYBCS BIN il 1OTHKY. BiH HEpyxoM o
IUTIaBaB Ha JHI BaHHW. Y TaHil JIGHHOH BWTSATIIA HOrO 3 BOJH i TIOCITIIIHO
3aropHyia B pymHMK. [lpurucHyBim puOKy 110 Tpyneil, BoHa moHecna ii
Ha KyXHIO, J€ cTosSB Baer 1 HepBOBO KypuB KOCSUOK. BiH B3sB
HalmB3aMep3sie TUI0 Koporma 3 il pyK, BUIKMHYBIIM MOKPHA PpYIIHUK 1
OIJISIHYB pUOUMHY Y OJIiIOMY PaHKOBOMY CBITJIL, IO MPOHMKAJIO KPi3b BIKHA.

- 3Haem, iX BOMBae He X0J0J, — CKa3aB BIiH, HIOH
BUIpaBAOBYBaBcsi. Boma 3 MepTBOi puOM Kamaja Ha IIOWHO BUMUTY
MIJIOry KyXHi 37aBajiock, Baer 1poro He moMivyaB. A sIKIIO i TIOMITUB, TO
Homy Oyro Gammyxe.

- Bonn 3anuxaroTbcs. BoHE He MOXYTH JUXATH I KPHTOFO.

- A BOJI0I0 BOHM HE MOXYTh JUXaTH?

- Bonu nuxaroTh KMCHEM, III0 MICTHUTHCS B HIl, — CKa3aB BiH
JOCUTH OYI€HHO 1 MOBEPHYBCS, MO0 BUKMHYTH TPYIl KOPOIA Y CMITHHK.
Toit 3 OpuIKUM CTYKOM BIIaB HA JTHO CMITHHKA.

- AJte i I5010M HOro 3aMajio.

Cawme Toni JIeHHoH 3akoxanacsi B HOTo, X04 Ii¢ i 0ys0 HeoOaudHo.
Bona Oyma Tomi Taka Monona, i iif 31aBasnocs, mo Baer 3Hae Bce mpo Bee.
Bona BBakana HOro HaWpO3yMHINIOW JIIOJUHONO, SIKY KOJU-HEOYb
3ycTpiuana, 1 BBaXxkasia cede TuM OUThII MpuBaOIHBOO, IO Oyia 00'€eKToM
Horo TypOOTJMBOrO KOXaHHS... a SIKIIO HE 00'€KTOM, TO MPUHANMHI HOro
angpecatoM. SIkOuM BIH TOHA1 CTaB HA OJHE KOJIHO 1 TOMPOCWB 1i BUIATH 3a
HbOTO, BOHa OyJa BIEBHEHa, IO cka3aja 0 «Tak», 60 Oyna MaJeHbKOIO
TYPeTior0 B POXKEBUX OKYJIAPAX.
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As it turned out, she would wait another year before Wyatt
proposed (if one could even call it a proposal). He had broached the
subject in the front yard, not on one knee but standing beside the empty
koi pond. All of the fish were dead and gone, lost to another winter, soon
to be replaced by new and expensive imports, long-finned butterfly koi
flown in from Kyoto.

Wyatt had no ring at the time, or question to ask. He knew what
the answer would be already. He’d simply said that he liked the idea of
marrying in the fall.

Tonight, the koi appeared comfortable,
swimming beneath the cover of their lily pads, their faint fins moving like
fabric in the wind. A few guests—academics and admin whose names she
didn’t know—stood smoking and sipping cocktails around the water’s
edge. They waved at her, with some awkwardness, and Lennon waved
back as she cut quickly across the courtyard.

She found Wyatt in the kitchen, slicing
paper-thin slivers of lime alongside two of his colleagues. He was good-
looking, with his shirtsleeves rolled up to his elbows, his forearms shapely
and covered in a soft down of curly brown hair. He had wide-set blue
eyes, and he was tall and gangly with pale skin faintly freckled; a large,
distinctly aristocratic nose; and a boyish, canted smile, which he flashed
at her, forcibly, as she stepped alongside him.

“I’m sorry,” she said as he pulled her into a hug. “I don’t know if
it’s those new meds or what, but I think I saw something in the
bathroom—"

“We’ll talk later,” he said through gritted
teeth, smiling all the while.

Ax BuwsiBWIOCA, 1 JOBeJocs 4YeKaTH IIe pIK, mepimr Hok Baer
3poburh i Tpomo3Wilifo (SKIIO Iie B3araji MOXHa Oylio Ha3BaTU
Nporo3ulli€t0). BiH minHiAB 10 TEMYy ABOpI, HE CTOSYHM HA OTHOMY KOJIiHI,
a OUlI TOpPOKHROTO CTaBKa 3 KopormamMu. Bci pubu 3aruHynu, He
MIEPEXKUBIIIM YEProBy 3uUMY, 1 He3a0apoM iX MajM 3aMIHUTH Ha HOBUX
JIOPOTUXH IMIIOPTHUX KOPOIIB 3 JIOBTMMM IUIABHUKAMU, TPUBE3CHHX 3
Kioro.

Toni y Baera o6pyuku He Oys0 ,I BIH B3arajii He CTaBUB IUTAHHS.
Bin yxe 3HaB, siko0 Oyne BiamoBigs. BiH mpocTo ckazas, mo HoMy
noio0aeThes iaes OPYKUTHUCST BOCEHHU.

Toro Bedopa KOpOMM BUIAIAIM CIHOKIAHMMY, IUIABAIOYM IIiJT
NOKPUBOM JIHHMX JIMCTKIiB. IXHI TOHKI IVIABHMKM pyXajHcs, Hade
TKannHa Ha BiTpl. IIpodecypa, iMeHa SKHMX BOHA He 3Hajka, CTOSUIM OUIA
BOJIM, KypWIM Ta TMONMBAJIM KOKTEiUN. BoHM memo He3rpabHO momMaxaiiu
iif, 1 JIeHHOH MoMaxasa iM y BIITNOBiIbTa TIOCIIIIMIA KPi3b JBIP.

Bona 3Hnaiina Baera Ha KyxHi, J1e BiH pa3oM 3 ABOMa KoJeramMu
Hapi3aB TOHEHbKI CKHMOOUYKM NaiiMy. BiH OyB rapHuii, 3 3aCyKaHUMH [0
JIKTIB pyKaBaMH COPOYKH, MYCKYJIMCTUMH TEPEAIUIYYSIMY, BKPUTHM U
M'SIKFIM TIyIIKOM Ky4epsiBOrO KaIlITaHOBOTO BOJIOCCS. Y HBOTO OYJM BEJHKI
OJakuTHI 04Yi, a caM BiH OyB BHCOKHUM 1 XyJOPJISIBUM, 3 OJIIO0 HIKIPOIO,
Bin
ApPUCTOKPATHYHUI HIC 1 XJIOM's4y, 3JerKa KpHBY TNOCMIMIKY, SIKy BiH

3JICTKa BKPHTOIO BCCHAHKaMHM. MaB BCJ'II/IKI/]I\/'I, BHUPA3HO

HEeoxXo4e TMPOJIEMOHCTPYBaB ild, KOJMM BOHA MAIHIILIA 10 HHOTO.

- Bubau, - cka3aia BoHa, KOJIH BiH OOIMHAB i

- He 3Haro, 9u TO 4yepe3 HOBI JIKH, YH IIIe IIOCh, aJie MEHi
3/1a€ThCsl, 1 0aumia MOCh Y BaHHIM. ..
CTUCKarouu 3yOu, aie

- JlaBaii moriM?, - CKaszaB BiH,

TPOJIOBXKYIOYHM TIOCMIXaTHCS.
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Wyatt’s closest friend and fellow professor, the blond and wiry
George Hughes, stood beside him aggressively shaking the contents of a
cocktail strainer. As he worked, he relayed the intricacies of his latest
research trip to Russia. A PhD in architecture, he had gone to study some
significant brutalist structure there. “It’s the most amazing building. The
spirit of communist antiquity quite literally made concrete. | had to travel
almost sixty miles north by snowmobile to reach it, and I hiked the last
half of the journey on foot, limping along with apair of broken snowshoes
that barely clung to my boots, and they still wouldn’t let me in to see it.”

Beside George stood their friend Sophia, measuring small scoops
of ice into their respective copper mule mugs. On that night, she wore her
hair—which was the pale beige of a peanut shell—combed carefully over
one shoulder. Her sweater was a tasteful gray, half-tucked into the
waistband of her slacks. She puckered her lips and kissed the air in
Lennon’s general direction by way of greeting. “If it isn’t the blushing
bride.”

Lennon made herself smile.

Sophia was good at performing kindness (or
maybe she was kind, and Lennon too bitter to admit it). The two of them
had been friends once. Or something close to friends anyway. Sophia had
transferred into the University of Colorado just after Wyatt joined the
faculty. Sophia was married, but her husband often traveled for work and
wasn’t around much, so in their early days in Denver, Sophia was a
constant presence. Lennon hadn’t minded this, as she found that she liked
Wyatt better when Sophia was there. He smiled more when she was
around, and they quarreled less.

HaiiOmpkuwnii npyr 1 konera Baera, OJOHAMHUCTHI 1 XyJTOpIsiBUMA
JUkopmxk Xbl03, CTOSB TMOPYY 13 HUM Ta EHEPrifHO CTpYIIyBaB BMICT
KOKTeWbHOro cura. OfHOYacHO BIH pO3MOBIIAB MPO TOHKOII CBOET
OCTaHHBOI JIOCTTHUIILKOI TMOBAKKA a0 pocii. SIK BUEHMIA 31 CTYHIHHIO
JIOKTOpa apXITeKTypH, BIH TOIXaB TYAH, 100 BUBYUTH JIE€SKI BWU3HAYHI
CTIOpY/IH y CTIII OpyTanizmy.

- Ile HaliquBoBWKHIMA  OyaBma. JlyXx KOMYHICTHYHOT
CTapoBHHM OYKBaJILHO BTUICHMH Yy OeToHl. MeHI Jo0Besocs TpoixaTu
Maibke CTO KUIOMETpPIB HA CHIrOXOJl1 HAa MiBHIY, MO0 JicTaTUC 10 Hei, a
OCTAHHIO TIOJIOBMHY IIUIAXY s TIPOMINIOB TIIKM, KyJbTalOuM B 3JaMaHUX
CHITOCTYTIaX, SIKi JieJb TPUMAJIACS HAa MOIX YePEBHKaX, 1 BCE OTHO MEHE HE
MyCTWIM BCEPEUHY, 00 TOIMBHUTHCS Ha Hel.

[Mopyu 3 Jxopmiem crosina ixast moapyra Codis Ta Hakmamana
HEBEJIMKI JIOKKHU JIbOAY B iXHI MinHI 4amku. Toro Beuopa il ThMsiHE pycsiBe
BOJIOCCSI, L0 HATaIyBaJIO MIKAPIYIy apaxicy, OyJjo peTelbHO 3auecaHe Ha
onHe miede. li cBeTp OyB BHIIYKAHOIO Ciporo KoJbOpY, HATONOBHHY
3ampaBieHuMid y IuTaHd. Bona BurArmia ryow 1 Hagiciana JleHHOH
TIOBITPSTHUI TIONUTYHOK HA 3HAK TMPUBITAHHS.

- O, 11e X HaIla COpPOM ’SI3JIMBA HAPEUCHA.

JlenHon 3mycuna cebe MOCMIXHYTHUCS.

Codis BMUTa 371aBaTHCS AOOPO3UUIIMBOIO (2 MOXKE, BOHA JIIHCHO
Oyna mpo0poro, a JICHHOH 3aHAaATO YepPCTBOO, MO0 Iie BM3HATH). Komick
BOHU OyiH mogpyraMu. A0 npyHaiMHI YUMOCH Ha 3pa3ok noapyr. Codis
niepeBerniacs 1o Y HiBepcureTy Komnopamo ompasy micist Toro, sik Baer nouas
tam Buknanatu. Codis Oyma oxpykeHa, ane ii YOJOBIK 4YacTO BAUB Yy
BIIPS/KEHHS 1 pigko OyBaB BIOMAa, TOXK HA TIOYATKY IXHBOTO JKUTTS B
Hensepi Codist Oyna nocTiiiHOIO rocTero. JIeHHOH Iie He 3aBakaso, 00 BOHA
3po3ymina, mo Baer nono0aBcs i1 Ouibie, ko nopyd Oyna Codis. Bin
OuTbIIIe TIOCMIXaBCs, KO BOHA Oyra Mopyd, i BOHM MEHIIIE CBapWINCS.
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But things had changed over time. While
Lennon cycled through therapists and endured brief stints at various
hospitals and rehab facilities around the city, Sophia (a psychologist) went
on to secure research grants, publish papers in well-respected journals,
defend her dissertation, and secure a coveted internship atthe University
of Colorado Hospital, where she worked now.

The two fell out of touch. Wyatt wasthe only bridge between them
at this point, but he seemed increasingly content to observe the separate
spheres of his life with Lennon and his life at the university. So Sophia
had become less their friend, and more Wyatt’s, specifically. The two
confided in eachother as colleagues, shared in the varying triumphs and
miseries of their respective fields—Wyatt divulging the difficulties of his
research, its lack of funding, the grants he’d wanted and failed to acquire,
and Sophia sharing the rigors of her life as a clinician, struggling through
the last half of her internship, pinning her hopes on the faculty positions
that she hoped would open in neighboring colleges. Lennon was largely
left alone.

The party settled for dinner on the back patio. Lennon and Wyatt
sat at either end of a long banquet table. Over dinner, Lennon watched her
fiancé through the faint tendrils of pot smoke that traced through the air
between them. He had the kind of startling charisma she had always
coveted, a certain thrall that drew people like moths to light and made
everyone want to be known and loved by him. She could see it now, as he
chatted among his peers, single-handedly commanding the table so that
even those on the opposite end of it craned out of their seats and strained
forward to catch his every word. They were the kind of people who

Ane 3 yacom Bce 3MmiHwiocs. [loku JIGHHOH Xonwna Bil OTHOTO
TepaneBTa JI0 IHILOro 1 mepioguyHo nepedyBaja B PBHMX JIKapHAX Ta
peaburiramiiaux 1eHrpax Micta, Codis (a BoHa Oyia ICHUXOJIOTOM )
OTpUMYBaJia TPAHTH HA JOCJIIKEHHS, MyOJIiKyBajga CTAaTTIB aBTOPUTETHUX
KypHalaX, 3aXUCTWIA JUCEPTAIlio 1 oTpuMaia OakaHe CTaKyBaHHI B
mikapHi YHiBepcureTy Komopaso, e BoHa 3apa3 mparfoe.

Bonu BTpatiwm 3B's130k. Ha Toit MomeHT Baer OyB e1uHIM MICTKOM
MDK HUMH, alie HoMy, 37aBajiocsi, BCE OUIbIE To00anocsi BECTH JiBa
pBHUX kuTTA. Toxx Codis crana He CTUIBKU IXHBOIO TOAPYTOl0, CTUIBKHU
nonapyroro Baera. BoHn MOBIpsuiM OIHE OMHOMY $IK KOJIETH, JIUTHIIHIC ST
PBHUMH YCIIXaMH Ta HEBIadaMH y CBOIX cdepax: Baer posmoBinaB mpo
TPYIHOLI CBOIX JOCIIIXEHb, Opak (piHAHCYBaHHS, T'paHTH, SKI BiH XOTiB
orpuMaty, aine He 3Mmir, a Codis aiTIacs TPYIHOIIAMH CBOTO JKUTTS
JMKApK{, M0 TSDKKO TpaIfoBajia MNPOTATOM OCTAaHHBOI — TOJIOBUHH
CTa)XKyBaHHs, Ta NOKJIAJalia HaAil HA OTPUMaHHA TOCAJM BUKIAJaua, sika,
SK BOHA CrHOAIBaiacs, BIUIKPUETHCS B CYCIUIHIX Koneqxkax. JIeHHOH
3aJIMIIIUIACS OCTOPOHB.

['ocTi BramryBamicss Ha BEYEpro HA 3aAHROMY NBOpi. JIEHHOH i
Baer cunimn mo oOuaBa KiHII JOBroro OaHKETHOTO CTONY. 3a Beuyepero
JleHHOH criocTepiraja 3a CBOIM HapeYeHMM Kpi3b CJIA0KI CTPyMEHI UMY
Bil MapuxyaHH, IO BUTaB y MOBITpI MDK HUMHU. BiH MaB Ty ITHUBOBIKHY
XapusMy, SKOi BOHA 3aBXKIM MparHyjia, IeBHy NpuBaOJMBICTH, SKa
MIPUTSITYBAJa JIIOJEH, SIK CBITJIO METEJMKIB, 13MYIITyBaJia BCIX IIyKaTH HOTo
yBaru Ta npuxwibHocT1. lle MmoxkHa Oyio mobauuTu mpssMo 3apas, KoJIu BiH
PO3MOBJISIB 31 CBOIMH Jpy3sIMH, TaK, IO HABITh Ti, XTO CHIIB Ha
MPOTWIEKHOMY OOIll, BUTATYBANM LM 1 TATHYJKCS BIEPE, 00 BIOBUT U
KO)KHEe Horo cjoBo. BoHu Oymu TumMuU TOABMY, SIKI IUTyTaldd BeJwd 3 ii

TiHHIO. JIOKM BOHM TiepeOyBalMi B MPHCYTHOCTI TEHIATBHOCTI, BOHU TEX
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mistook greatness for its shadow. As long as they were in the presence of
brilliance, they too were brilliant by proxy. Lennon knew this about them
because she was once the same—struck dumb with awe and utterly
convinced that Wyatt’s presence alone was enough to elevate her above
the murk of her own mediocrity.

Lennon had been a college freshman then—
dewy-eyed and jejune—studying English literature at New York
University. Wyatt had been a poet in residence at one of the neighboring
colleges. She had attended one of his readings, and he’d taken an interest
in her because, apparently, she looked like an actress from a French art
house film he’d loved as a teenager. Lennon, for her part, had never
watched it (and never bothered to either).

Nevertheless, they fell in love the way most people do—which is
to say they felt as though they were experiencing love for the first time. It
was all so fast and intense, and Lennon had the suspicion that this was the
root cause of her unraveling. She had learned, at a young age, that change
was her trigger. It could be change for better or for worse—it didn’t
matter; her body interpreted the stimuli in the same way. So when the
panic attacks first began, she wasn’t entirely surprised. What did surprise
her, though, was their violence. The tears and the vomiting and the
vertigo. She stopped counting how many classes she’d missed, lying
naked on the bathroom floor, waiting for the waves of terror to subside.

By the end of that semester, the first of her sophomore year, she
found herself in a psychiatric ward, where she would remain for eight
weeks. Lennon dropped out of college shortly after she was discharged,
on the recommendation of her psychiatrist and the urging of her family
members and Wyatt, who by this time had become almost as close as
family to her. Perhaps they all knew what Lennon only allowed herself to

Oymu reHiabHIMH. JIeHHOH 3Hama 1Ie, 00 KOMMCh cama Oyla Takow —
3aIllICHUTOI0 Bl TIOAMBY 1 IUIKOM TIEPEKOHAHOIO, IO caMmoi JuIiie
npucyTHocTi Baera qocTaTHbo, 00 MIHATH 1i BUILE MOCEPETHOCTL

koneKy. HaiBHoro 1
mrepatypy B Hero-
MopkchkoMy yHiBepcureTi. Baer GyB NOETOM-PE3WICHTOM B OIHOMY 3

JlenHon Tomi Oyna TEPHIOKYPCHULICIO
HeJOCBiMYeHOO. BoHa BWBUama aHMIHACHKY
CyCimHIX Kone/kiB. BoHa BiIBigana oHe 3 Oro YUTaHb, 1 BIH 3aIKaBHBC 5
Hero, 00, MaOyTh, BoHa Oyja CXOkKa Ha akTpucy 3 (paHIy3bKOTO
apTxaycHoro ¢uibMy, SKMA BiH JIOOMB y MiIiTKOBOMY Bill. JleHHoH, 3i
CBOro OOKy, HIKOM He MUBIIACA Liek QuibM (1 HABITH He 30Upanacs).

TuM He MEHII, BOHM 3aKOXaJHCS TakK, K 3aKOXYETHCS OUIBIICTH
monel: HIOM KOXaroTh Brepmie. Bce BimOyBasiocss Tak IIBHAKO W
iHTeHCWBHO, M0 JIEHHOH 3amimo3pwia, MO came e OyJ0 OCHOBHOIO
MPUYIUHOIO il po3dyapyBaHHsA. BoHa 1ie B AUTHHCTBI 3po3ymila, IO 3MIHH
1t Hei - moApasHuk. Lle Mornmm OyTu 3MiHM Ha Kpallle 4M Ha Tipiie — He
MaJio 3Ha4YeHHs. i TiIo IHTeprpeTyBano MoApa3HUKH OaHaKoBO. Toxk Komu
B Hei BIiepllie MoYayucs TAHMHI aTaku, BOHA He Oylia 30BCIM 3IMBOBaHA.
Mo i 3auByBasmo, Tak Ii¢ ixHI IHTEHCUBHICTH. Cibo3M, OJFOBOTA 1
3amaMopodeHHs. BoHa mepecTana paxyBaTH, CKUIbKHA 3aHSTH MPOMYCTHJIA,
MOKHM Jie)kalla TOJOK0 HA MIAJI031 y BaHHIA Ta 4eKala, MOKU XBWI JKaxy
BIIyXHYTb.

Jlo KiHIIE TOro cemecTpy, MepIioro Ha JPyroMy Kypci, BOHA
noTpamuia 70 MCHXIaTpudHOT JKapHi, e mnpoOyiaa 1Ba Micsm 3a
PEKOMEH/IAINEI0 CBOTO MCUXiaTpa Ta HAa HATOJISITaHHS 4ieHB ciM'ii Baera,
SKUA Ha TOM Yac cTaB JJia Hei Mmaibke pimHuM, JIeHHOH Bimpa3y micis
BUIMCKY KWHYJA HaBYaHHA . MOXJIMBO, BOHM BCl 3HAJM Te, M0 JIeHHOH
J03BOJWIA COO1 NPUIMHATH JIMIIEe Yepe3 KUTbKa MICSAIIB: BOHA HE TATHYJa
kose/ K. Bona He Oyrna Takoro x reHianbHoro, sik Baer, Jxopmxk 1 Codist.
Bona ne Oynma aHi XyJOXXHMIICIO, aHI BYEHOIO, aHI HABITh OCOOJMBO
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accept months later: she wasn’t fit to continue on at college. She was not
brilliant in the ways that Wyatt, George, and Sophia were. She was neither
an artist nor a scholar nor even a particularly promising college student.
She was simply very, very sick.

Her parents urged her to move back home
to their house in a Florida retirement community, which sounded like hell
to Lennon. So, when Wyatt invited her to move to Denver, Colorado,
where he had taken a job as a professor in the University of Colorado’s
MFA program, Lennon decided to go with him. She moved into his
house—carefully slotting herself into the empty spaces of his life—and
became, officially, his live-in girlfriend. Or, unofficially, his housewife.

She was twenty.

Lennon plucked a smoking joint from the cinders of a nearby
ashtray and toked. Bored, she shifted her attention down the table and
noticed that Wyatt and Sophia were nowhere to be seen. This didn’t
arouse her suspicion at first. It was a casual event; half of those in
attendance had already finished their meals and dispersed to different
corners of the house. A few professors puzzled over the contents of
Wyatt’s bookshelves. Grad students stood around the koi pond smoking
weed, watching the fish circle. A group of poets huddled together in the
kitchen, gossiping over the rims of their cocktail glasses.

Twenty minutes passed. Sophia and Wyatt
remained missing.

Lennon dragged on her joint once more and got up to look for
them, a part of her knowing already what she would find when she did.
She wasn’t sure what it was about this night that made her want to confirm
her darkest suspicions. But it imbued her with a kind of bravery she had

MIEPCTICKTUBHOIO CTY/ICHTKOIO KOJIeJKy. BoHa Oyna mpocTo mayxe, myxke
XBOpA.

barbku HanonAramy, moO BOHA MOBEpHyJIacs JI0AOMY, B IXHIiH
OyIMHOK y CIUIBHOTI JTHIX smoxeit dmopuay, mo s JIeHHoH 3Bydaso
xaxymBo. Tox, ko Baer 3ampocuB il mepeixatu 1o JlenBepa, B mrar
Konopano, ae BiH BramTyBaBcs Ha poOOTy MpodecopoM y MaricTepchKii
nporpami 00pa3oTBopuMx MucTeurB YHiBepcurery Komopano, JlenHon
BHpIIIIUIA TIOIXaTH 3 HUM. BoHa mepeixana mo Horo OyauHKY, 0O€pekHO
BIIMCANIacsl y TIOPOXKHI KyTOYKHM HOro >KUTTSA, 1 odiiiHO cTanma Horo
CHiBMEIKaHKOW. A0o0, Heo(iliiiHo, HOro J10MOrocnoJapKoro.

Tix OyJI0 TBAIAT.

JlenHoH picTana 3 MOMUIBHMYKH, IO CTOSAJA MOPY4Y, KOCSYOK 1
3aTsrHysacs. Bona mepeBena HybIYIOUMid TOTJIA HA CTUI 1 IOMITHIA, IO
Baera 1 Codii Hime He Oyno Bumao. CrodyaTKy i€ HE BHKJIMKAJIO y Hei
mino3p. Lle Oyna 3BuuaiiHo. [lonoBMHA TPHUCYTHIX BXKE 3aKiHUWIA iCTH i

posiiiiriacs mo pBHUX ~ Kyrkax Oyameky. Kuimbka mpodecopis
PO3IMBISIIMCS ~ BMICT  KHIDKKOBMX — Hoib  Baera. BumyckHuku
acmpaHTypyl CTOSUIM OUII CTaBKa 3 KOpPOMaMH, Kypwid TpaBy 1

criocTepiraiy, sIK puOM TUaBatoTh KonamMu. ['pyna noeTiB 3i0panacst B KyxHi

1 ITITKyBaJsia, AMBISIYMACH Yepe3 KPAa€YKU CBOIX KOKTEWIBHUX KEJHXIB.
Munyno xBwmH nBaaisTh. Codii 1 Baera Bce e ve Oyio.
JIeHHOH 1 pa3 3aTATHyJacs KOCSYKOM 11100

TOoHIyKaTH TX, xXoda g€cChb [IHOOKO B ,Z[YIJ_H BOHa BXKC 3HaJja, 1€ caM¢€ 1 K

1 mgEsIacs,

caMme BOHa X 3Haline. BoHa He Oyna BieBHEHa, 110 came IHEl HOui 3MYyCHIIO
il mMATBEpPAWUTH CBOi HAMIIPIII TMMAO3pu. AJle i€ HAMOBHWIO il TaKOO
CMUIMBICTIO, SIKOi BOHA paHIllle He 3Hasa. 3PEITOl0, He MaJio 3HAYCHHS, 1110
caMme MpHBeJIo ii JI0 TOro, MO BOHA 3HAWIIUIA 1X pa3oM Yy TOJIOBHI BaHHIN
KIMHATI, BYKJIMBO OYJIO JIMIIIE Te, 1110 BOHA Iie 3po0mwia. Baer HaBUCHYB Hax
Codiero, a ¥oro ronmii KUBIT IIUILHO MPUTHUCKABCS [0 il TIONIEPEKy.
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not known before. In the end, it didn’t matter what led her to find them
together in the primary bathroom—Wyatt hunched over Sophia, his bare
belly pressed hard to the small of her back—only that she did.

Sophia’s trousers were pooled about her
ankles, her lace panties pulled taut between her straining thighs. She was
smiling and saying the nice things that men like to hear when they’re
inside you. The sorts of things Lennon could never bring herself to say
about Wyatt, not because they weren’t true (though maybe they weren’t)
but because she didn’t know how to say them in a way that made them
seem true. But Sophia did, and Wyatt responded in turn. They moved
together as one, and as Sophia pressed forward the edge of the countertop
cut deep into her stomach and her breath fogged the mirror.

It was dark in the bathroom, so neither Wyatt nor Sophia noticed
Lennon in the doorway, or the fact that her reflection disobeyed her once
again, breaking the tether that bound likeness to master. It was the same
eyeless aberration that had appeared earlier that evening, and when it met
Lennon’s gaze, it grinned.

ennon left the party. She edged past the koi pond and the grad
students who encircled it, down the long driveway, and stepped out into
the street, where Wyatt’s car was parked parallel to the sidewalk a few
houses down.

It was a silver Porsche 911, a hand-me-down gift from Wyatt’s
father to commemorate his successful dissertation defense. Wyatt had
never allowed Lennon to drive it. He didn’t trust her behind the wheel or
with much of anything, really. To him, everything she did (unplugging
the iron before they left to run errands) or said (“I love you, the way you
deserve to be loved”) was cast in a hard shadow of uncertainty.

[lIrann Codii Oymm 3CyHYT1 10 NMKOJIOTOK, a MEPEKUBHI TPYCUKHU
HATSTHYJIMCS MDK i HAampy)KeHMMH CTerHaMH. Bona mocmixamacs i
TOBOpWIA MPHEMHI pedi, sKi YOJOBIKM JHOOJIATH YYTH, KOJU BOHH
Bcepenuni Tebe. Taki pedi, siki JICHHOH HIKOJIM He HaBakWiacs O cKazaTu
npo Baera, He Tomy, 1110 BOHM He Oy/M TMpaBlIoO (X04a, MOXJIMBO, 1 HE
Oynu), a TOMY, IO BOHA HE 3HAJIA, SIK CKa3aTH 1X TakK, 100 BOHH 3/1aBaJIUCS
npasnoto. Ane Codis 3Hama, 1 Baer BinmoBinaB i B3aemuicTio. BoHm
pyxamucst pa3oM, sik ofHe mute, 1 ko Codis Haxwiwiacs BIEpel, Kpai
pPaKkoBMHM TJMOOKO Bpi3aBcs il y >KMBIT, a uyepe3 il MoauX 3amoTiBajio
J3epKalio.

VY BamHiii Oyno TemHo, Tomy HI Baer, Hi Codit He mOMITUIU
JIeHHOH y ABepsX, a TAKOX T€, IO 1 BiToOpakeHHs 3HOBY ii HEe CiTyXajocs,
pO3ipBaBIIM 3B'SI30K MDK BJIACHHICIO 1 BimoOpakeHHAM Yy n3epkam. lle
3HOB Oynia Ta cama 0e30Ka MoTBOpa, IIO 3'SBWIACS PAHIIE TOrO CaMOro
Beyopa. | koiu BoHa 3ycTpinacs norisiioM 3 JIGHHOH, BOHA TOCMIXHYJIAC .

JlenHoH minuia 3 Bevipku. BoHa Tpokpanmacss TMOB3 CTaBOK 3
KOpOIiaMH 1 CTYJICHTIB,
M BHOIO JIOPOTOI0 1 BWMIDIA HA BYJMIO, J¢ MammHa Baera Oyma
MpUTNAPKOBaHa TMapaJieJIbHO TPOTyapy 3a KUTbKa OYIUHKIB.

Ile ©6yB cpidmsictuit Ilopm 911, momapyHok OaThka Baera 3a

SKI OTOYYBAaJIM MWOro, CIyCTWIacsi JIOBTOO

YCHIIITHANA 3aXUCT qucepTalii. Baer Hikomm He 103BOJSB JICHHOH HA HHOMY
Baurn. BiH He noBipsAB iif 3a kepMoMm, K HacmpaBai i B OyJap-uoMmy
Hmomy,. J{is Hporo Bce, 1110 BOHA poOwia ( HAMpHKIad, BUMHUKANA MPacKy
nepe]l TUM, SIK BOHM BUXOAWIHM 3a MOKyNKaMmu) a0o roBopmia («f xoxaro
Tebe Tak, sIK TH TOrO 3aCIyroByelD») OylIOo 3aTbMapeHe Ba)XKKOIO TIHHIO
HEBIIEBHEHOCTI.

Jlennon BimiMKHyna nBepi ManmHuA Baera i 3a0panacst BcepeauHy.
Hlkipa cunminast Oysa XOJNOJHOKO HA JOTHK N0 il ronmix cTeroH. BoHa ne
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Lennon unlocked the doors of Wyatt’s carand climbed inside. The
leather of the seat was cold against her bare thighs. She didn’t check the
mirrors before slipping the key into the ignition. But her gaze flickered
back to the house. Though she didn’t know it then, this was the last she’d
see of it for some time.

She began to drive. Aimlessly at first—
letting the car drift from empty lane to empty lane—and then with
purpose, pressing down on the gas pedal, picking up speed, the suburbs—
the trim little lawns and tasteful houses, the organic grocery stores and
Citizens Banks, the Mattress Firms and storage facilities—smearing past
the windows in a blur. She thought a bit about the aberration she’d seen
in the mirror of the bathroom. The girl with no eyes who was her but...not.
And Lennon wondered what she wanted, or if she was some harbinger of
bad fortune, or if not that, then the cause of fit.

Her thoughts returned to Wyatt.

What she realized then as she sat in his car was that she had been
so obsessed with trying to bridge the gap between them—to prove herself
precocious and smart and worthy enough to be the recipient of his love—
that she’d made the grave error of mistaking the want of closeness for
closeness itself. But one was not a sufficient substitute for the other. Her
love—or her yearning for it—was not, and would never be, enough, which
is why Wyatt was with Sophia tonight, and not her.

By the time Lennon reachedthe abandoned mall on the cusp of the
suburbs, she knew what she was preparing to do. There were blood
thinners in the glove compartment, prescription strength. Wyatt kept them
there after suffering a pulmonary embolism—years ago, before he met
Lennon—that very nearly killed him. He’d warned her once to make sure

nepeBipwia J3epKajia, Mepil HDK BCYHYTH KIIHOY y 3aMOK 3aIlaJIFOBAHHS .
Ane 1l mornsn 3HOBY MOBEpHYBCS A0 OyAMHKY. Xoda TOJi BOHA ILE HE
3HaJia, 10 Lie OCTaHHI pa3 Ha JIOBTHi yac, KOJIM BOHAa HOro OavuTh.

I BoHa moixana.
npeiipyBaTu Bl
IIUIECTIPSIM OBAHO.

CroyaTky Oe€3muIbHO: J103BOJIIA  MAIIWHI

o Hiel CMYrH [0 IHIIOI, a TIOTIM

Bona warucHyna Ha ra3 1 HaOpana MIBUIKICTB.

TIOPOKHBOT

[lepenmicTsi. Michkuii mei3ak po3MHUTO TPOJITaB 3a BIKHOM: JOIJISHYTI
ra30HM 1 BUIIYKaHI OYJMHKH, Mara3uHH OPraHiMHUX TPOAYKTIB 1 OaHKU
“Citizens”, Mara3umHd MaTpailiB i CKJIaJChKi MpuMilieHHs. BoHa 3ranana
mpo TOTBOpY B A3epkaii [liBuuHa Oe3 oueil, sika Oyna Hero, aje... He Helo.
I JlerHoH momymarna, 4oro BOHa XOTUIa 1 9¥ He Oyya BOHA MEepeIBICHUKOM
HEIACTS, a SIKIIO Hi, TO MOXKE WOTr0 MPUIHHOIO.

[i nymxu nopepaymcst 1o Baera.

Bona ycBinommna fero, oku cuiaiia B Horo mammHl Bona Oyna
TaK CWIHHO 3aIMKJICHA Ha CIpo0ax MojoNaTH MHpipBy MK HUMH, JIOBECTH,
I0 BOHA JOpOCJA, PO3yMHA 1 TiiHA HOro KOXaHHS, IO TPUITYyCTHIACS
BEJTMKOL croryrana
ommbkicTio. Ile He Oyno B3aeMo3aMiHHMM. Ii KOXamHS, Hy a6o x ii
Oa)xaHHs OyTH KOXaHOIO, HIKOJIM He OyJo i He Oyzae noctatHiM. Came ToMy
Baer 6yB croronni BBeuepi 3 Codiero, a He 3 HEro.

[IOMWIKA — OakaHHt OJM3BKOCTI 3 CaMOr0

Komu JlenHoH nictanacst 10 3aHe0aHOrO TOProOBOTO IIEHTPY HA
OKOJIMIIX MICTa, BOHA BXKE 3Haja, IO 30upaeTbes 3po0uTH. Y Oapaadky
JIeKAJIM PELeNTYpHI pO3pIIKyBadl KpoBi. Baer TpumaB ix Tam Iicist TOro,
aK 0araTo pOKiB TOMYy, IIleé JI0 TOro, sK 3ycTpiB JIeHHOH, TepeHic
TpoMOOEeMOOJIiF0 JISTEHEBOI apTepii, IO JieIBe He BOWIA ¥oro. BiH KoMMCh
noriepeAuB i, 00 BOHA HE TIEpeIvTyTalia iX 31 CBOIMU aHTHIIETIPECaHTaMH,
OCKUTbKM TaOJIeTK OyaM CXOKMMHU Ha BUIJISL, OO aHTHKOATyJSIHTH HeE
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that she never mixed them up with her antidepressants—the pills looked
similar—because the blood thinners had no antidote. If you overdosed on
them, there was nothing any doctor or hospital could do for you, apart
from watch you slowly bleed out from the inside.

Surely, Lennon thought, downing a bottle would do the trick.

She decided she would find some bathroom
stall or stockroom at the heart of the place where there would be no one
to disturb her. No one to intervene, which should’ve been a good
thing...but as Lennon stepped out into the deserted parking lot,
intervention was exactly what she wanted. A sign, a symbol, the grasping
hand of some meddling but benevolent god who would reach down
through abreak in the clouds and shake her senseless, until she was forced
to believe—really and truly—that her life had meaning and that she was
destined for something more than mediocrity. She wanted salvation and
she found it in the form of a phone booth half-devoured by crawling ivy,
standing in the flickering halo of one of the last streetlights in the parking
lot that was still shining.

The booth was oak and old-fashioned with yellow stained-glass
windows so thoroughly fogged that even if there had been a person within,
Lennon likely wouldn’t have been able to see them. The leaves of the ivy
plant that bound the booth stirred and bristled, though there was no wind
that night. As Lennon stood staring, the phone began to ring, a shrill and
tinny sound like silver spoons striking the sides of so many small bells.

Lennon decided, at first, to ignore this and started toward the mall
with the pill bottle in hand, but the phone kept ringing, louder and louder,
as if with increasing urgency. She stopped, turned to the booth, then

Maiud mpotmzacoly. Y pasi mepeno3yBaHHS aHl JIKap, aHl JIKapHA He
3MOraM O HIMOro 3poOUTH, OKpIM SIK CIOCTEpIraTH, SK TH MOBUIbHO
KPOBOTOUMIII BCEPE IUHL

3BmuaiiHo, JIEHHOH momymMana 1 Mpo Te, IO aJKOroldb MOXKe
JIOTIOMOI'TH BIIOPATHUCS 31 3paj0ko.

Bona Bupinmia 3HaiTH TyalleTHy KaOiHKy a0o miIcoOKy B LEHTpi
3aKyaay, e HIXTO He Oyze il 3aBakaTu. HiXTO He BTpydyaTMMeEThCs, 1 i
Oyzne nobpe... ane xonu JleHHOH Buillia Ha O€3JIO/IHY MApKOBKY, BOHA
3aX0Ti1a, MO0 XTOCh BCE X BTPYTHUBCS. 3HAK, CHMBOJI, pyKa SIKOroCh Oora,
SKMM TIPOCTSATHE PYKY 3 XMap 1 cTpycHe il Tak, 110 BOHa Oyje 3MylleHa
IMPO 1 MO-CTMPABXHLOMY TIOBIPUTH, MIO 1i YKUTTS Ma€ CEHC 1 IO BOHA
NpU3Hau€Ha [JIsI 4Oroch OUIBILIOro, HDK MOcepelHICTh. BoHa mparHyia
CHACiHH 1 3HAWIUIa #oro y BUITLANI Tene(OHHOI OYAKH, HATIONOBHHY
TIOTJIMHYTO1 TIOB3Yy4YHM IUTIONIEM. Ta CTOsIa B MEPEXTIMBOMY CSHBI OTHOTO
3 OCTAHHIX JIXTapiB HA MAPKOBIN, KW BCE IIE TOPIB.

byaka Oyma 3poGnena 3 ayba 1 BuMIsgana CTapOMOIHOIO, 3
JKOBTHMH BITPOXKHIMH BIKHAMH, $IKI OyJM HACTUIBKM 3aIlTHUIAMH, IO
HaBiTh SKOW TaM Oyna JronuHa, JIeHHOH, WMOBIpHO, He 3Moria O ii
nobauntu. JIMCTS mmora, 1Mo onoBwIo KaOiHKy, BOPYILIIIOCS 1 TPEMTLIO,
xo4da BIiTpy Tiei Houl He Oyno. Komu JIeHHOH cTosia 1 po3auBisuiacs ii,
Tesie()OoH MoYaB J3BOHUTH. 3BYK OYB TPOHFBIMBHIA 1 METAaJCBUM, HEHaue
CpiOHI JTOXKeYKH 0'IOTh MO MaJCHLKUM JI3BIHOYKAM.

Cnouatky JIeHHOH BHpIIIWIa HE 3BEpTaTH yBaru Ha J3BIHOK 1
pylwia 0 TOPriBeJbHOTO IIEHTPY 3 IUIIIIEYKOIO MryJOK Y Py, aje
TeaeoH TMPONOBKYBAB HAMOJETJIMBO  J3BOHUTH, BCE TOJOCHIIE 1
royocHiiie. BoHa 3yrmHMiIacs, MoOBEepHyNacs A0 OyJIKW Ta Minia J0 Hei
CroyaTKy Heoxoue, HEMOB CIIOAIBAIOYHUCH, IO A3BIHOK TPHIMHUTHCS,
MepII HDK BOHA Jiiie 710 Hei. AJie BIH He TPUIMHABCA.
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walked toward it, reluctantly at first, half hoping the ringing would stop
before she reached it. But it persisted.

Lennon drew open the collapsible doors of
the phone booth, stepped inside, and closed them behind her. Its interior
was oddly warm and humid, and there was a sulfurous scent thick in the
air. The phone was an old black rotary. Its receiver quivered in its cradle
with the force of the ringing. Lennon raised it to her ear.

There was a sound

like static on the line that Lennon recognized as the distant roar of
waves breaking. Then a voice: “Do you still have your name?” it asked,
as if a name were a thing that could be misplaced, like a wallet or a pair
of keys.

She faltered, wondering if this was some
sort of prank call or trick question. “It’s...Lennon?”

“Lennon what?”’

She grasped for the rest of it, but it didn’t
come. She was really high. “Who is this?”

“This is a representative from Drayton College.” The voice on the
line was a combination of every voice of everyone that Lennon had ever
known speaking together at once. A horrid and familiar chorus—her
mother, her sister and first therapist, her high school boyfriend, her dead
grandmother. “We’re calling to congratulate you on your acceptance to
the interview stage of your admission process. You should be very proud.
Few make it this far. Your interview will take place tomorrow, at your
earliest convenience.”

“l don’t understand. 1 never applied for
anything. I’ve never even heard of Drayton before—"

JleHHOH BimYWHIIA PO3CYBHI JBEPI, 3aillyIa BCEPEAUHY 1 3aUMHIIA
ix 3a coboro. Beepeauni Oys0 Ha JUBO TEIUIO 1 BOJIOTO, a B MOBITPI BHUTaB
rycTuii 3amax cipkd. Tenedon OyB crapuMm yopHUM AuCKOBMM. CiyxaBka
TpeMTLIa Ha MACTaBII Bil CWiM A3BiHKa. JICHHOH mimHecha il 10 Byxa.

[TouyBcs 3BYK, CXOXKHIl Ha IIyM Yy TpyOmi, sikuii JIeHHOH Bmi3HaJIa
SK BiIJaJCHUI [IyM MOPCHKUX XBWIb. [I0oTIM mporiyHaB ronoc:

- VYV Tebe Bce mie € M'a?, - 3amMTaB rojoc, HIOM M's Oyso
YUMOCH, I1J0 MOJKHA 3aryOUTH, SIK raMaHelb YU KIIOYi.

Bona 3aBaranacsi, AyMarouu, 4M Iile HE SIKHICH KapT abo KaBep3He
3arTaHHs.

- Mewne 3ByTb.. JIenHOH?

- Sxa JlenHon?

Bona Hamaramacs 3ragaTH CBO€ IIOBHE IM’S, aJieé HIYOIo He
BUXOAWIO. BoHa Oyna HaaTO OOKypeHa.

- Xro 1e?

- Lle renedonyroTs 3 Konemxy “‘/peiiron”.

I'onoc y cnyxaBii OyB MOEAHAHHAM YCIX TOJOCIB OJHOYACHO, SIKi
JlenHoH konu-HeOynp wyna. JKaxymBuil 1 3HalloMmii Xop: il MaTw, cecTpa i
MepINi TepaneBT, i XJIonelp 31 KoM, ii moMepna 6adycs.

- Mu n3BoHMMO, 100 TpHBITaTH Bac 1B ThM, 10 Bac
JIOTYIIICHO 10 BCTYMHOI criBOecimyu. Bu nmoBuHHI Tmmatwcst codoro. Maio
XTO JOXOIUTH 110 IbOro eTarly. Bama cniBOecina npu3HaueHa Ha 3aBTpa, y
3py4YHMI JIJIs Bac 4ac.

- S ve posymito. S HIKynM He TiomaBajia HIIKOT 3asBKU. S
HaBITh HIKOJIM paHIlle HE uyna npo Iei [IpeiroH...

3anuraHHs TPOJIYHANIO0 3HOBY, alie IHOr0 Pasy 3 ACSKOK PBBKICTIO:

- V Bac Buiine, JIlennon?

[Torim Ha3Bamm anpecy, Aeck B Oraeni, mrat FOra.
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The question was asked again, with
something of an edge this time. “Can you make it, Lennon?”” The address,
someplace in Ogden, Utah, was then given.

Ata loss for words, Lennon fumbled for her
cell phone, quickly typed the address into her GPS app, and discovered
that the location was an eight-hour drive away. It was already nearly
midnight: if she were to make it to the interview in time (which was a
ridiculous idea in itself), she’d have to drive all night. What kind of
program called prospective students the day before their interview? Was
this all some sort of twisted prank? Her confusion festered into bitter
frustration. “I’m not going anywhere, for an interview or for anything
else, until I get some answers about what the fuck is going on.”

A lengthy pause, and then, in a broken, tear-
choked whisper that was unmistakably her own: “He will never love you
the way you want to be loved. And if you stay, he will love you even less,
until one day you mean nothing to him.”

Lennon froze, her hand tightening to a vise
grip around the receiver. Her throat began to swell and tighten. “It’s you.
From the mirror. Isn’t it? Answer me!”

“We wish you the best of luck with the next
step of your admission process.” There was a soft click. The line went
dead.

ennon drove through the night, stopping only to get gas, change
her clothes (she kept a gym bag in the back seat of the car), and pee at a
run-down rest stop in the red deserts of Wyoming. Through the course of
her journey, she made a point to avoid using the rearview mirrors (for fear
of what she’d see if she did), only briefly glancing at them when she was
forced to. It helped that the highway was mostly empty, with only a few
semis sharing the road with her. It was nearing dawn by the time she

He 3matoun, mo ckazatu, JICHHOH TOTSATHYJacs 3a MOOUIKOIO |
mBuIKo BBena anpecy B GPS-momatok i moGaumia, M0 0 HOrO MiCIS
ixatu roamH BiciM . byma Bke Maibke MBHM: 100 BCTUIHYTH Ha
criBOeciny (mo camo mo cobi Oyino abcypmHoro ineero), i moBesocs O
ixat BCIO HIM. SIKui B3arai KOJEIX /I3BOHUTH TOTEHIMHUM CTYACHTaM
3a JeHp 0 cmiBOeciqu? Uum ne Bce Oyno AKUMOCH AypHEM skaprom? Ii
PO3TyOJICHICTh TMiepepociia B ripke po3yapyBaHHS.

- A Hikynu He moiny. AHI Ha crBOECimy, aHi KyJIuCh I11e, TIOKU
He OTpUMAalo BIATIOBiII HAa 3ammTaHHs, 110, B Oica, BITOyBa€eThCs.

JloBra may3a, a MOTIM BOHAa MOYyJia YPUBYACTHH, 3aayILeHUH
CIIHO3aMHU IIIETNT, SIKA 0€3CYMHIBHO HaJie)KaB i camiif:

- Bin Hikom He Oyne koxaTu TeOe Tak, SK TH XO4ell, 100
Tebe Koxaym. | Ko Tv 3ammiics, BiH Oyae KoxaTH Tebe I1ie MEeHIIe, ax
TIOKA OJTHOTO JTHS TH HE CTaHEIll JIJIsi HhOrO HIYUM.

JleHHOH 3aBMeprna, a il pyka CTUCHYJIa CJIyXaBKy, Haue€ B JielIaTax.
I"opno movasno HAOPSKATH 1 CTUCKATHUCH.

- Lle Tu. 3 n3epkana. S npaBa? Binnosigaii!

- baxaemo TOO1 ycmiXiB y HACTYNHOMY e€Tami BCTYIHOT
KaMTIaHil.

[Tponynano Tuxe kmananns. JliHia obipBanacs.

JlenHoH ixama BCIO HIY, 3YNHMHAIOYKNCH JIMIIE I TOrO, II00
3anpaBUTHUCA, TEpeoAsTHyTHCS (y Hel 3aBXAu Oyia CIOPTHBHA CyMKa Ha
3aITHOMY CHUIIHHI aBTOMOOUIS) 1 CXOUTH B TyaJieT Ha 3aHe10aHii 3yIHUHIT
IUIA BIUIMIOYMHKY B 4YepBOHMX ImycTeisax Baitominry. [Ipotsirom yciei
MOJIOPOKI  BOHA HAamarajacs He IMBHTHCH y J3€pKajia 3aJHbOrO BHUIY
(6ostmacst Toro, 1110 BOHa TaM nodavuTk). BoHa smiiie KOpoTKo morfsigana B
HUX, Komu Oyna morpeba. Jlomomarano Tte, mo mioce Oyjio Maibke
TIOPOXKHIM, 1 TIOpYY 3 Hero ixanu jmie kutbka ¢yp . Komm BoHa mepetHysa
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crossed into Utah. After driving for hours, she arrived in Ogden, stiff from
sitting for so long. Strangely, she wasn’t tired.

As she approached Ogden, she kept replaying the congratulatory
phone call from Drayton in her head and she realized that atfirst, the voice
on the line hadn’t been gendered. It had sounded almost automated in its
neutrality, and she couldn’t place it as male or female or anything in
between...until it had become hers. Which begged the question, how had
it become hers? And how had it (she?) known about Wyatt’s infidelity?
How had it known that she was there to receive the call at all? She felt
like she was living the loose logic of dreams and wondered for a moment
if this was a dream—the thing that appeared in the bathroom mirror,
Wyatt’s affair with Sophia, the phone call, her own voice warbling over
the line. Or if it wasn’t a dream, then perhaps it was a delusion as vivid
and convincing as it was tragic...and pathetically grandiose. She
wondered if perhaps this was some sort of manic episode like the ones
she’d suffered in the past. But those episodes had always been
characterized by an unwavering sense of conviction—in herself and the
forces that fueled her delusions, be they genius or the mechanisms of fate.
But as her

hands tightened, white-knuckled, around the steering wheel, she
felt only small and helpless, adrift on a dark tide that carried her to what,
she didn’t know.

Lennon kept driving, following the directions on her GPS. She
entered a small historic district in the shadow of a mountain, used for
skiing in the wintertime. There, the streets were narrow, canopied by the
lush branches of the trees that grew on either side. She found her

kopaoH Otu, Bxke cBirano. Bona Hapemri nmpubyma no Ormena. Ii Horun
3aTEepPIUTM Bil IOBroro CUIiHHA. JIMBHO, ajie BTOMHU BOHAa HE BilUyBaJa.
Hab6mokarounch 10 OraeHa, BOHA 3HOBY 1 3HOBY MPOKpydyBaja B
TOJIOBI TOW BiTaJbHMH J3BIHOK 3 JlpelToHa 1 3po3ymila, IO CIIOYATKY
roJIOC y CJyXaBLl HE MaB CTAaTeBOI NPUHAJIEKHOCTL BiH 3ByuaB maibke
MAaIlMHHO-HeMTPallbHO, 1BOHA HE MOTJIAa BU3HAYUTH, YU OYB IIe YOJIOBIY Ui,
JKIHOYMM YM SKHHACH IHIIMHA TOJIOC... JIOKA BIH HE cTaB 1i rojgocom. lle
BHUKJIMKAJIO 3alUTaHHA: a K BiH cTaB ii rojocoMm? I sk BiH (4u BoHA?)
Ai3HaBcs mpo 3paay Baera? Sk BiH Ai3HaBcs, IO BOHa Oyia Tam, Ha
napkoBIi? BoHa BinuyBana, HIOM KvB€ YB1 CHI, 1 HA MUTbh 3aMUCIWIACS, YU
Ile IIHCHO HE COH: Te, IO 3'SBWIOCS Yy J3€pKalll y BaHHIA, poMaH Baera 3
Codiero, TenedoHHMI A3BIHOK, il BIACHHI TOJOC Y CIYXaBIll. A SIKIIO IIe
ne Oymo wmapens. BopmHouac sickpaBa i
JKAJIOTYTHO ~ TpaHmio3He. Bona

HE COH, TO,
TIEPEKOHITHBA,

MOKJIHBO,
ale W TparigHe... 1
3aMHUCIWIACS, YU IIe, MOXIIMBO, SKMIICh MaHIAKAJLHHA €301, MOXi0HuiA
EeNB3OAM  3aBXKIU
CYIPOBOJIKYBAJIUCSI HETIOXMTHOK BIIEBHEHICTIO Y CO01 Ta CBOIX CHIIAX, IO

I0 THX, IO BOHA BXE TMepexuBama. Arne Ti
1 TIIDKUBITIOBANIO il UTFO31, OyJb TO FEHIABHICTh YW MEXaHBMH J0Ji. Aue
KONMM i PyKd CTHCHYIHCS TakK, IO a)X TMOOUIUTM, HABKOJIO KepMa, BOHA
BinuyBasa cebe Jmile MaleHbKOIO 1 0€3MopaiHOI0 JIBUMHKOIO, IO IUIMBJIA
Ha TEMHIA XBWI, SKa HecJia il 40 Y0orock, Yoro BOHAa HE 3HAJIA.

JlenHoH mpoAOBXKyBajla iXaTH 1O HaBiraropy. Bona B'ixana B
HEBEJIMKHMI ICTOPUYHMI PalioH y MTHDKOKA TOpH, 1€ B3UMKY KaTaloThCs HA
mpkax. Bymumi Tam Oynu By3bKMMH, a MO OOWIBa OOKM POCIHA BKpPHUTI
KpOHAMM TMIIHI JepeB . BoHa 3Haiilimia Miclie NpuU3HAYEHHS HA MOBOPOTI
TYIUKOBOI ~ BYJIMIIL:
PO3TAILIOBAaHUM J1aJIeKO BII BYJIWI, HATOJOBHHY IPUXOBaHUI 3apocTsMu

BEJIMKOI BEJIMUHMA MA€TOK 3 ‘ICpBOHO'I' oerim,

rmoxy. Moro max HM3BKO HaBWCAB HAJl BIKHAMHU JPYyroro ToOBEpXy, 1 Iie
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destination at the curve of a large cul-de-sac: an imposing redbrick
mansion set far off the street, half-shrouded by a copse of overgrown
hawthorns. Its roof was low-slung over the second-story windows, and it
made the house look like an old man frowning at her approach.

She parked in the empty driveway and
checked her phone. Seven missed calls (three from Wyatt and four from
her mother) and twelve text messages (one from Wyatt, five from her
mother, six from her older sister, Carly). Lennon left everything
unanswered—the text messages, the voicemails, and the countless
questions she’d asked herself through the duration of her drive—got out
of the car to rifle through the contents of the trunk, until she found the
grease-blackened crowbar resting below the spare tire. She weighed it in
both hands, nodded to herself as if to summon what little courage she had
to muster, and then slammed the trunk shut.

The yard was large and covered in a dense carpet of grass. The
hedges that lined the house were round and well shaped. Lennon tramped
through the plush lawn, crowbar in hand, and stepped up onto the porch.
The front door was set with a small window of stained glass that distorted
the glimpse of the foyer behind it. Hanging on the wall beside the door
was a large plaque that detailed the extensive history of the house
(apparently it had been owned by some oil baron millionaire from the
1800s).

Lennon knocked three times, hard and in
quick succession. A brief pause then footsteps. The door creaked open. A
man stood in the threshold, barefoot in a loose linen shirt and pants to
match. He was only a little taller than Lennon, maybe six feet even, with
lively blue eyes that wrinkled at the edges when he smiled, with all the
warmth and fondness you’d expect from a friend who hadn’t seen you for

poObmno OYAWMHOK CXOKHAM Ha CTaporo 4YoOJOBIKA, SKHUHA XMYPHTHCS,
IVBIITYHUCH, K BOHA I DKIKAE.

Bona npumapkyBanacs Ha MOpoxHIA Mi'3HIM J10po3i 1 mepeBipuiia
cBiii Tenedon. Cim mporymieHnx I3BIHKIB (Tpu Bin Baera 1 worupu Bin
MaTepl) 1 ABaHAAIMTH MoBimoMJIeHb (ofHe Bim Baera, m'siTh Bim Matepi,
micTh Bix il ctapmoi cectpu Kapmi). JlenHon we BignoBita Hi Ha mo. Hi Ha
MOBIIOMJICHHS, HI HAa TOJOCOBI TOBIMOMJICHHSA, HI HAa HE3JIUeHHI
3alMTaHHs, SIKI BOHA CTaBWiIa cOO1 MPOTITOM BCiel noi3aku. BoHa Buitia
3 MalllMHU Ta MIUla TepepuBaTH BMICT Oara’kHuka, MOKW HE 3HAWIIa
3amacliieHy MOHTHPOBKY, IIIO JIe)KaB Il 3aMacHUM KollecoM. BoHa 3Bakimia
Horo B pykKaxX, KuBHyJa cama c00i, HIOM HAaKONMYWIA Ty HEBEJIUKY
KUTBKICTh MY’KHOCTI, SIKy MaJjia, a TIOTIM 3 TYPKOTOM 3aKpmia Oara>kHUK.

JIBip OyB BeJMKMM 1 BKPUTHM TYCTUM KWINMOM TpPaBH.
KuBororn, 1m0 oOTOYyBaM OyAMHOK, OyaM KpyrJImMH 1 J00pe
miacTpwkeHUMU.  JIeHHOH TpoOparnacst dYepe3 THMIIHMKA Ta3oH 3

MOHTHPOBKOIO B pyll 1 MigHANAcSd HAa TaHOK. Y BXIHHX JABEpsAX Oyio
HEBEJIMKE BITPa)KHE BIKOHIE, IO CTIOTBOPIOBAJIO BHI HAa TIEPEIIIOKid 3a
mnMu. Ha cTiHl Out jaBepeil BucUIa BesMKa TaOJWMuKa 3 JIOKJIaJTHOIO
icTopieto OyIMHKY (CyIs9u 3 YChOTo, BiH HAJIEXKaB SKOMYCh HA(TOBOMY
MarHaty-muibiionepy 3 1800-x pokiB).

JlenHoH TpuMdl CWIbHO 1 MBHAKO mocTykana. Koporka maysa, a
MOTIM TIOYYJIHCS KpOKH. J[Bepi ckpurHymH 1 BimumHWwmcs. Hamopo3si cTosB
Oocuii YONOBIK y MPOCTOpid JbHSIHIA COpodIll Ta IMTaHaX B TOH. BiH OyB
TPOXHM BHIMKA 3a JICHHOH, MOXe, METp BICIMAECAT M'STh, 3 SCKPAaBUMHU
OJIAKUTHIMH O4YMMa, 1110 3MOPIIYBAJIHMCS Y KyTOUKaX, KO BIH MOCMIXaBCs
3 YCi€I0 TEIUIOTOIO 1 JI0OOB'T0, SIKOKO TUIbKM MOXKHA OYIKYBAaTH BiI Jpyra,
SKOrO AaBHO He Oauwmi. Ha Burmisn Womy Oyno mim msiTaecsT, 1 JIeHHOH
BIH 371aBCSI 3aHAATO MPUBAOIIMBUM.
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some time. He looked to be in his late forties, and Lennon found him to
be almost excessively good-looking.

“Well,” he said, still smiling at her, his teeth
so straight and white they looked like a set of dentures, “you must be
Lennon.” He glanced down at her crowbar. “Can I take that off your
hands?”

Lennon handed over the crowbar with some
reluctance. In retrospect, she wasn’t sure why she did it. She didn’t know
or trust this man. She wasn’t sure if he was the only one in the house. But
when he’d asked that question, and made to reach for the crowbar, her
resolve had abruptly softened...and a calm had washed over her, as
though she’d taken a Valium.

He stooped slightly, leaning her crowbar
against the wall. “I’'m Benedict. Just like the breakfast dish,” he said,
straightening, and

ushered her inside with a flourish of his hand. He closed the door
behind her but didn’t lock it.

The walls of the foyer were paneled in the
same dark mahogany as the floors, and the house smelled of polish and
potpourri. There was an ornate birdcage elevator to the left of the door,
just beside the stairs. Benedict led Lennon past the elevator and down a
narrow hall. As they walked, the floors groaned beneath their feet, in what
seemed like a begrudging welcome.

Benedict led her past the kitchen and through the parlor to a little
study off the back of the house, with a wall of windows and French doors
opening out onto a small, sun-washed solarium. The study was covered
in a grid of shadows cast from the window stiles and bars. Benedict

- Hy m1o x, - cka3aB BiH, BC€ IIIe MOCMIXarouuch iil. Moro 3you
Oy Taki piBHI ¥ OUT, IO 37aBaJvCs ITYYHIMU.

- Tu, maOyTh, JICHHOH, - BIH MOIJIIHYB Ha il MOHTHpPOBKY. -
Moy s Hioro 3abpatu?

JlenHon 3 pesxyM HeOa)kaHHAM Bifajia MOHTHUPOBKY. [loTiM BoHa
He OyJsia BIIeBHEHA, YOMY TaK BUMHWIA. BOHA He 3HAJA OO YOJIOBIKA 1 HE
noBipsita fioMmy. BoHa ne Oyna BrieBHeHa, 4w OyB BiH €IMHUM Yy OYAHMHKY.
AJne KoM BIH 3aIMTaB PO 1ie 1 MOTSATHYBCS 32 MOHTUPOBKOIO, il PILIYYIiCTh
panToBO 3HHUKIA... 11l OXONMMB CTIOKIH, HIOWM BOHA MpHIHANA BaJiyM.

BiH Tpoxu HaXwinBCsI, BACTaBUBLIM ii MOHTHPOBKY 10 CTIHH.

- Sl benenukr. SIK s€4Hs, - CKa3aB BiH, BHIPOCTABIINCH, 1
KECTOM 3ampocuB il BcepeAauHy. BiH 3aumHMB 3a HEIO ABepl, aje He
3aMKHYB iX.

Crinn mepeanokor Oymd OOMIMTI MaHeIsIMH 3 TOrO  TEMHOTO
YEPBOHOTO JIepPeBa, IO i miajora, a B OyAMHKY TMaxJIo MOMIPOIITIO 1 MOMypi.
JliBopyu Bin IBepeii, mopyd 3i cxonamu, OyB 03100J€HMI y (OpMi KIT KU
nia mraxiB  yidr. benenukt moBiB  JIGHHOH TMOB3 HBOTO  BY3bKHM
kopumopoM. Kosim BoHM HIIUTH, THAJIOra CKpUWIUIA T iXHIMH HOTaMu, HIO U
Heoxode iX BiTana.

benenvkT MpoBiB il TIOB3 KYXHIO 1 4epe3 BITAILHIO 10 MAJICHBKOT O
KaOiHeTy B 3ajaHidi 4YacTuHI OYAWHKY, 3 BIKHAMHM TIO BCId CTiHI 1
(bpaHIly3bKUMU JIBEpUMa, [0 BUXOAWIA HA HEBEJIMKHI, 3aJUTUHA COHIEM
comsipii. KaOineT OyB BKpHUTHII CITKOIO TIHEHW, IO TMAajaiy Bil BIKOHHUX
pam 1 pemntok. beHequKT Bka3aB Ha BeukHi ayooBuii cTil. I[lo obuasa
OOKM CTOSUIM JBa CTUIbLI. BbeHenukT ciB Ha onuH, a JIeHHOH 3aliHsIa
THIITHIA

- MaObyTh, st IOBUHEH PO3MOBICTH BaM mpo JpeiToH, - cka3aB
Benenukt. Mloro o4i HaGy/IM BiICTOPOHEHOTO BHPA3y JIFOIHMHM Y CIIOragax.
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gestured to a large oak desk. There were two chairs drawn up on either
side. Benedict satin one and Lennon sat in the other.

“I suppose I should tell you about Drayton,”
said Benedict, and his eyes took on the faraway look of someone moved
by memory. “I graduated years ago. You might’ve been just a fluttering
in your mother’s womb back then. Maybe less than that, even. Little more
than an egg and an idea.”

Benedict’s eyes came back into focus, and he blinked quickly, like
he was only just remembering that Lennon was sitting there. “Tell me,
what do you know of Drayton?”

“Nothing. I’ve never heard of it. I didn’t
even apply.”

“Of course you did. Everyone’s applied,
whether they know it or not.”

“But how is that possible? Don’t I need to
present a portfolio or take some sort of exam?”

“You’re already taking it. The first phase of
testing begins at birth.”

“And the second?” Lennon asked, pressing
for more.

“This interview.”

“And the third?”

“The entry exam, but you shouldn’t worry
about that,” said Benedict, looking mildly iritated. “Candidates always
have so many questions when they come here, but most don’t make it past
the interview. Besides, there’s little I can say to ease your curiosity.
Drayton is to be experienced not explained. All | can tell you is that
Drayton is an institution devoted to the study of the human condition. At

- S 3akiHuMB yHIBepcureT Oarato pokiB ToMmy. Tomi BH,
MaOyTh, OYyJIM JIMIIE TUIOIOM Y JIOHI CBO€EI MaTepi. A MOXe, HABITh MEHIIIE.
Tpoxu Ouible, HDK sHEKIITKa 200 5K IPOCTO 3ayMKa.

benenukr 3HOBY c(oKycyBaB TOIJIsiA 1 IIBUIKO MOPTHYB, HIOH
TUIBKH 10 3rajiaB Mmpo JIeHHOH.

- Cxaxu, 1110 BM 3HaeTe npo [peitron?

- Hiyoro. Hikonu mpo Hboro He uyna. 5l HaBITh He TojaBaia
JOKyMEHTH.

- 3BuuaiiHo, MojaBana. Y cimnoAalTh, 3HAIOTH BOHH TIPO IIe Y1

- Aune K Take MOXITMBO? Xi0a MEHI He TIOTPIOHO TIpea'sIBUT U
nopT¢oIIi0 YU CKIACTHU AKHICH iCTUT?

- Tu Bxe Woro
TOYHMHAETHCS 3 HAPOJIPKEHHS.

ckianma. Ilepmmii  eram TecTyBaHHA

- A npyruii? - 3ammrana JIeHHOH.

- s ciBOecina.

- A TpeTiii?

- Berymamii icrmr, aje ToO1 He BapTo Mpo Iie TypOyBaTHCS
3apa3, - CKka3aB beHeNWKT Tpoxu po3apaToBaHo. - KaHaumaTu 3aBxau
MaroTh Tak 0araTo 3anuraHb, KOJM NPUXOASTh CIOAH, aje OUIBLICTh 3 HUX
He TpoxonsTh cmiBOecimy. KpiM Toro, s mMajio mo MOXy cKa3aTu, 1100
3a/I0BOJIbHUITH TBOIO IUKaBiCTh. JIpeWroH mOTpIOHO BimuyTH, a He
nosicHroBaTH. Bce, 110 s MOXKY CKaszaTy, Iie Te, o J[peiToH - 1ie ycTaHoBa,
TPUCBSIYCHA BHMBYCHHIO JIFOJCHKOrO cTaHy. [IpuHaliMHI, TakK HalMCaHO B
Opomrypax, sKi po3maBajli Ha Moid npodopieHTaIiiTHIi
MoxuBoO, 3 TOro 4acy BoHa 3MiHWIacs. MuHyno 0araTo pokis.

3yCTpidi.

benenukt BcTaB, 1 0HE 3 Oro KOJIH TOJOCHO TPICHYJIO.
- [lepm HDK MM TIOYHEMO, JaBail s MPUTOTYI0 TOO1 MIOCH
MOICTH.
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least, that’s what they put on the pamphlets they passed out at my
orientation. Perhaps its ethos has changed since then. It’s been many
years.” Benedict stood up, one of his knees popping loudly. “Before we
begin, let me make you something to eat.”

“I’m not hungry.”

“And yet you must eat,” he said, waving her
off. “You can’t interview on an empty stomach. Besides, you’ll need it
for the pain.”

“I’m not in any pain.”

“It’ll come,” said Benedict, and a sharp chill
slit down her spine like the blade of a razor. Lennon wondered, shifting
uncomfortably in her chair, if she was entirely safe in this strange house
with this strange man who was supposed to be from Drayton. What if this
was all some elaborate sex-trafficking scheme wherein the targets were
“gifted and talented” kids who’d never received their magic school
acceptance letters and grew up to become depressed, praise-starved,
thoroughly gullible adults.

Benedict disappeared down the hall and into the kitchen. There
was the clattering of pots and pans, water running and later boiling.
Unsure of what to do, Lennon turned her attention to the strange portrait
hanging over Benedict’s desk. The lower half of the painting was rendered
in hyperrealistic detail, depicting a man dressed in a flesh-colored tweed
blazer, and a crisp white shirt buttoned up to the throat. But the upper half
of the image was distorted, as if the artist had—in a moment of great
frustration—taken up a wet washcloth and viciously smeared the thick
layers of oil paint, as if to wipe the canvas clean. There were stretched

- 51 He ToTOHA.

- Tob61 Tpeba moicTH, - cKka3aB BiH, BIIMaxyl4NCh BiI Hel -
Tu He Moxel NpoxonuTH crmBOecily Ha MOPOXKHIM HUTYyHOK. J[o TOro i,
1ie T001 3HaTO0OUThCH, OO MONETIINTH OUIb.

- B Mene HiYoro He GONUTH.

- Bce me momepeny, - cka3zaB beHenuwkT, 1 mo 1 chuHI
npoOirmM Mypamiku . JIEHHOH HECMOKIHHO CilHynacs Ha CTUIbLI Ta
3aMHUCIIWIACS, Y1 BOHA B LIUTKOBUTIM Oe3Tel B IbOMY TUBHOMY OYIWHKY 3
MM JTMBHUM YOJIOBIKOM, SIKHH, SIK BiH Ka3aB, OyB 13 JlpeifroHa. A 1o, siK
e Bce OylO SKOICh pPETENbHO TPOAYMAHOI CXEMOK CEKCYalbHOi
TOPIiBJI JIFOJbMHU, 1€ MIICHIMHU OyJIi «00JapoBaHi W TaJaHOBUTD ITH,
SIKI HE OTPUMYBAJIM HBIKMX JIMCTIB TPO 3apaxyBaHHSA A0 IIKOIM Marii i
BHUPOCJIM JICTIPECUBHUMH, KaIOHIMH /IO TIOXBAJIM 1 IIUTKOM JISTKOBIPHUM U
JIOpOCTUMH?

benenukT BHWIIIOB 10 KOpUIOpY 1 MIOB HAa KyxHIO. llodyBcs
OpSI3KIT KAacTpPy/b 1 CKOBOPIAOK, LIyM BOAM, a HOTIM 1 i OYIbKOTIHHS.
3aHyabpryBaBiy, JICHHOH 3BEpHy/a yBary Ha JIMBHHI TOPTPET, IO BHUCIB
Haa crtomoM benenwkra. HwkHs monoBuHa KapruHu Oyjla BHKOHaHAa B
rineppeayicTHIHUX JeTalsIX 1 300pakyBasia YOJOBIKA, OISATHCHOTO B
TBIIOBUII OJiei3ep TUIECHOTO KOJbOpPY 1 OUTy COpOYKy, 3aCTEOHYTYy 110
camoi mmi. Asie BepXHs TOJIOBUHA 300paXeHHsI Oysa CIOTBOpeHa, HIOU
XyJOXKHHK Y MOMEHT BEJIMKOTO pO3YapyBaHHSI B3sIB MOKPY TaHUIpKY 1
’KOPCTOKO pO3Ma3aB TOBCTIIAapu oiHOT (papOu, HIOM HamMaraBcsi BUTEPTH
MOJIOTHO JouncTa. MokHa Oyno MoOadyuTH PO3TIATHYTI M pO33sIBICHI
OYHHMIY, CIOTBOPEHHH POT, BUKPHBJICHI KOHTYpH TOTO, IO MOIJIO OyTH
HOCOM, ajie JIEHHOH Ba)KKO IIOCH Po3iOpaT.

- [le ans MeHe HaMallFOBaB KOJMIIHIA CTYIEHT, - CKa3aB
benenukr. Bi cTOsB y 1Bepsx, TpuMarouu OiHIC 31 cHigankoM. Ha Hbomy
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and gaping eye sockets, a ruined mouth, the twisted contour of what might
have been a nose, but it was hard for Lennon to say.

“A former student painted it for me,” said Benedict. He stood in
the doorway, holding a breakfast tray. On it: a delicately folded cloth
napkin, a bowl of pasta, a glass of wine, and a small dish stacked with
pale cookies.

Glancing at the spread he’d prepared, Lennon realized she must’ve

been gazing at that painting longer than she’d realized.
“It’s...compelling.”

“Quite,” said Benedict, and he set the tray
down in front of her, taking a seat in the chair beneath the portrait. He
nodded to the food. “Go on, then.”

Lennon ate. The pasta was herbaceous and
a little too lemony.

“How do you like it?”” Benedict inquired.

“It’s very good,” said Lennon, chewing
mechanically. She hated eating in front of people, and strangers
especially, but she didn’t want to appear rude.

“You grew up in Brunswick, Georgia,” said
Benedict, watching her eat. His eyes were wide and grave. “Yours was
the only Black family within your neighborhood, a half-built subdivision
that went under in the last recession. The movers you hired warned your
parents—as a kindness—that families like yours didn’t move into

neighborhoods like that. Your father was a high school history teacher.

JIe)KaIM PeTENbHO CKJIaJIeHa CEPBETKA, TapUlKa 3 MaKapOHAMH, KEJIMX BHHA
1 HeBeJIMKa Tapuika 3 OJIINMU TIEYHUBOM.

[TornsiHyBIIM Ha TPUroTOBaHI CTpaBH, JIEHHOH 3po3ymina, IO,
MaOyTh, AMBWIACS HA KapTUHY JIOBIIE, HDK T 3/1a70Cs.

- Bona... 3axommoroya.

- [{imkoM, - cka3aB beHeUKT i MOCTABUB THIHOC Tiepe] Helo,
cimarouM Ha CTUlCIp Min mopTpeToM. BiH kuBHYyB Ha Bky. - Hy x 0o,
MOYMHAM.

Jlennon mouana ictu. Ilacra Oyma 3aHAATO TPUIPABICHOK 1
TUMoHy Oyrno 3abararo.

- Sk T001? - 3ammraB benemukr.

- Hyxe cMadHo, - cka3ana JIeHHoH, MeXaHHO Xyrouu. BoHa
HCHABWIIUIA iCTH HA JFOMASX, & OCOOJMBO TIepe]l HE3HAHOMIMIMH, aje He
XOTUT1a 37aBaTHUCs Tpy0oro.

- Tu Bupocna B bpancBiky, mrat JDkopmxii, - cka3aB
BeHeMKT, JUBIYKCh, K BOHA icTh. Moro oui Gyma BenuKEMH i
CEpHO3HUMU.

- TBost cim'st Oyna €IMHOI0 YOPHOIIKIPOIO CIM'€I0 y BaIioMy
HaIBpPO3BAJICHOMY paiioHl, SKWH 3aHENaB I Yac OCTAHHBOI peleci.
[lepeBBHUKY, SKMX BH HAWHSIM, TOMEPEAINIM TBOIX OaThKIB 3 H0OpOTH
JYIIEBHOI, IO TaKi CIM'i, K Balia, He NMePEDKIKAIOTh y TakKi palioHu. TBiid
O0aTpko OyB BuUMTENEeM iCTOpii B cepenHid mkomi. TBoi OaTbku Oymm
3aB3sATHUMH CIIOCTEpIrauamMu 3a nraxamu. Bee tak?

JleHHOH 3aBMeEpIia 3 BUICIKOIO B pyKax.

- 3Binku Bu Bce 1ie 3Haere? S He po3ymiio.

- Tu MOXeIl He PO3YMITH, SIK JIFOJJMHA 3 OJHOTO KIHIA CBITY
MOXKE MPUMHATH J3BIHOK Bi JIFOJIMHU 3 IHIIIOTO KIHIE. AJi€ TH JOBIps €I
CBOIM ByxaM 1 3Haell, 10 Iie npaBaa. Tat Tak camo. Tu He po3ymien, sk
TH TYT ONMHWIACS, aJie II¢ PEAIBHICTh, 1 [Ie TpaBaa, TOX Bce, MO TOOI
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He and your mother were both avid bird-watchers. Do you hold these facts
to be true?”

Lennon faltered with the fork raised halfway to her mouth. “How
did you know all of this? I don’t understand.”

“You don’t understand the mechanics of
how a person on one side of the world can take a call from someone on
the other. But you trust your own ears and you know that it’s true. This is
no different. You don’t understand the mechanics of how you came to be
here, but it is real, and it is happening, so all you need to do is trust that
someone, or something, more informed than you must have made this
happen.”

“So you’re saying this is all some type of
magic?”’

“May I remind you that I’'m the interviewer,” said Benedict, not
unkindly, though his tone was rather firm. “I ask the questions for now.”
Lennon fell silent.

“When you were young, you would often wake in the morning to
see your father standing on the back porch of the house, peering into a
pair of binoculars, bird-watching. One day, he spotted a nest of starlings
in the branches of an oak tree. What did your father teach you to do to the
starlings?”

“I don’t see how these questions relate to my admission.”

MOTPIOHO - Lie MOBIPUTH, IO XTOCh abo 1I0Ch, OUIbII OOBBHaHe 3a Tele,
3poOWIO 1Ie MOMKIIMBUM.

- To Bu kaxere, 110 1ie BCe IKach Maris?

- Jlo3Bonp HaragaTu TOOI, IO cmiBOECimy MPOBOIXKY S , -
cka3aB benenukT He 0e3 HOOPOTH, X04a HOro TOH OyB JOCHTH TBEPIUM. -
Hapas3i s1 cTaBiro 3amiraHHs.

JIeHHOH 3aMOBKIIA.

- Komu Tn Oyna ManeHpKor0, TH 4acTO MPOKUIAacs BpaHIl 1
Oaudma cBoro 0aTbKa, IKHii CTOSIB HA 3aIHBOMY TaHKY OYJIMHKY Ta JIMBHBCS
y O1HOKJIb, criocTepirarouu 3a mraxamu. OJHOro JHA BiH HOMITHB THI3J10
mmakiB Ha rutkax ayoa. [{o TBiii 6aTbko HaBUMB TeOe poOUTH 31 MMaKkamMu?

- 51 He po3yMito, SK Il MUTAHHS MOB'SI3aHl 3 MOIM BCTYIIOM.

- Tu ii ve noBunHHa po3ymitH. IIpocTo BigmoBimaif Ha HUX
sikHavikpaie. 1o BiH HaBuuB TeOe poOuTH 31 mmakaM, JIeHHOH?

- Po30OuBaTH ixHi s, - 0€3eMOIHO TPOIICTIOTUIA BOHA, a
il IOKW MOYEPBOHUTH Bil COPOMY.

- A mo Oyno 31 mmakaMmy, sKi Bxe Bwiymaiucs? 3
MaJICHhKUMHU TTAICHITaMH, 10 TYJIWIMCS B TH3JAaX cepel KilaIOBHIINA
po3ouTux serp? 11lo BiH HaBuMB TeOe poOUTH 3 HUMH?

- Bin ckazaB MeHI B3STH iX 3a TOJNOBM MDK BEJMKMM 1
BKa3IBHUM TAJBIFIMU 1 IIBWIKO Ta CWIHHO CKPYTHUTH, SK BIIKpHBAEII
KPUIIKY Bi TUTSIIKH.

- A 4omy TBiif 6aThKO CKazaB T0O1 Lie poOouTH?

- Tomy 1m10... TOMY IO INTMAKUA OYyJM 3arpo30r0 I 1HIIUX
nraxiB. Bonn nporansim iX, KpajaM iXHi THi3AA 1 TOMIMPIOBAIM XBOPOOH.
BiH Ha3uBaB iX MIKITHUKaMU 1 Ka3aB MEHI, 1[0 HEOOXITHO TOXKEPTBYBATHU
JeKUTbKOMa, 100 BpATYBaTU OaraThoX.
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“You’re not meant to. Just answer them as
best you can. What did he teach you to do to the starlings, Lennon?”

“Crush therr eggs,” she
tonelessly, her cheeks flushed from the shame of it.

“And what about the starlings that had
already hatched—the little ones huddled in their nests among a graveyard
of cracked eggs? What did he teach you to do to them?”

“He told me to take their heads between
thumb and pointer finger, and twist them, fast and hard, the way you’d
turn a bottle cap.”

whispered

“And why did your father tell you to do
this?”

“Because...because the starlings were a
menace to other birds. They drove them away, stole their nests, and spread
disease. He called them vermin and told me that it was imperative to
sacrifice a few to save many.”

Benedict smiled, and it was an entirely
different expression than the one he had welcomed her with at the door.
So different, in fact, that Lennon considered the idea that this was the first
moment he had been truly genuine. “You walk down a narrow lane.
Someone walks toward you from the opposite direction. The path isn’t
wide enough to accommodate both of you, standing shoulder to shoulder.
Are you the one that steps aside?”

“I—I"m not sure.”

“This is a yes-0r-no question. Are you the
one that steps aside, Lennon?”

“Yes.”

Benedict appeared appeased. He nodded to
her engagement ring, an heirloom that had belonged to the dead great-

benenukT mocMmixHyBes, 111¢ Oysia 30BCIM IHINIA TIOCMIIIKA, HDK Ta,
SKOIO BiH mpuBiraB ii OUs nBepei. HacTimbku iHmia, mo JIeHHOH
noayMala, o 1e OyB Iepumii MOMEHT, KOJIM BIH OYyB CIpaB/i IHPHUM.

- Tu ¥mem By3bKOIO ajie€r0. XTOCh Wae ToO1 Ha3zycTpl 3
MPOTWIEKHOTO OOKy. JlophKKa He JOCHTH IMPOKa, 00 BH MOTJIM MPOUT U
TOpyY, CTOSYH IUNY-0O-101id. TH BigcTymwia 6 BOIK?

- S1... 1 He BIIEBHEHA.

- Ile rmranmst, Ha SKE MOYKHA BIIMOBICTH «Tak» abo «H». Tu
Binctymuia 6 BOIK, JIeHHOH?

- Taxk.

benenukr 3maBaBcs 3agoBosieHMM. BiH KuBHYB Ha ii OOpy4Ky,
CIMEWHY pEeJIKBIfO, IO HaJieXKasa MOKIHHIN TITII KOroCh BaXKJIMBOTO 3 OOKY
6aTbka Baera. LlenrpanpHuii KaMiHb Ba)KMB Maibke 1Ba KapaTH, a 00pydKa
OyJa IHKpyCTOBaHAa IHIMMMH MEHIIMMH KaMIHIFIMH, SIK1 OJIMIIAIM, KOJM Ha
HUX TIaJIajio COHsiYHe cBiTyio. Ko BoHa Briepiie Hajauia il Ha pyKy, BOHa
31aacs I BasKKOIO.

- Tu onpyxena?

- IIle =i, - abo, mBHUIIE 3a BCE, HIKOIM 1 HEe Oye - 3 OrJsiay
Ha Te, IO ii HAPEUCHHH CTaB 3 ONHICI0 3 il HIOWTO TOMAPYT, ajie OCTaHHE
BOHA HE CKa3aJia BroJioc.

- S 3apydymacsi B3UMKY.

- 3 Baerom benkcom?

- Taxk.

- Po3kaxu MeHI qeTalIbHIle.

- ITIpo Baera?

benenukT Ha MUTh 31aBcs 00ypeHnM. BiH BigMaxHyBcs Bin Hei

- He Bapro Oumblie BHUTpayaTH 4yac Ha IHOro 4YoJioBiKa. S
JNOCTAaTHRO 3HAI0 TMPO IO CYMHY ICTOPIl0O — TapHEHbKA [IIBYMHKA
BIIMOBJISIETECSI Bil CBOIX Mpiii 1 MparHeHb, MO0 CTaTH TPHKPACOIO,

28




aunt of someone significant on Wyatt’s father’s side of the family. The
center stone was nearly two carats, and the band was encrusted with other
smaller stones that glittered brilliantly when the sunlight struck them. The
first time she’d slipped it on her hand, it felt heavy. “You’re married?”

“Not yet,” or likely ever—on account of the
fact that her fiancé was fucking one of her supposed friends—but she
didn’t say that last bit out loud. “I got engaged over the winter.”

“To Wyatt Banks?”

“Yes.”

“Tell me more.”

“About Wyatt?”

Benedict appeared, for a moment,
disgusted. He waved her off with a flap of his hands. “We don’t need to
waste any more time on that man. 1 know enough of the sob story—pretty
little girl leaves her dreams and aspirations to become a bauble, an
accessory to the life of a man she, wrongly, believes is more significant
than she is. Does that about sum it up?”

Lennon felt like she’d been backhanded
across the face. “W-well, I wouldn’t say I was an accessory. [ mean, Wyatt
and | are engaged—well, we were engaged.”

“What happened?”

“I found him with someone else. Just before
coming here.”

“And how did that make you feel?”

It seemed like a stupid question. How would
anyone feel when they watched the life they’d built for themselves
unravel before their eyes? Lennon answered anyway. “I mean...I wanted
to die. In fact, I planned to.”

aKCecyapoM y JKUTT1 YOJIOBIKA, SIKOTO BOHA, TIOMMIKOBO, BBa)Xa€ OUIBII
3HAYYIIMM, HOK cebe. L{e Bce, mo MoxHa cka3aTu?

JlenHoH Bimuyna, HIOM il Bapwin 1o o0IMy4Io.

- Hy, s1 6 He cka3aina, mo Oymna akcecyapom. ToOTo, Baer 1 s
3apydeHl... Hy, MU OyJI 3apydeHi.

- IIlo cTamocs?

- S 3acTana oro 3 Hmoo. [lepen TuM, K NpUiXaTH CIOAM.

- I six Ti ceOe mouyBana?

Ile 3maBanmocs aypHuM TmUTaHHAIM. Sk OM XTOCh TOUYyBaBCH,
JVBJISTYUCH, K KHUTTS, SKe BIH TOOymyBaB sl ceOe, po3MajacThbCs Ha
o4yax? JIeHHOH Bce OZHO BIIIOBLIA.

- o *... 1 XOT11a oMepTH. S HaBITH ITIaHyBajia I 3pOOUTH.

- Ile OyB mepmmii pa3, KOJM TH XOTUIA TIOKIHUUTH 3 JKUTTSAM?

Bona noxurana royiosoro.

- Y MeHe Oynu... TPYJIHOIT 1 paHilie.

benenuKT KUBHYB, pO3yMilOYH i, 1 3 CIIBUYTTAM, SIKE HE 3/1aBaJIOCS
HI BHMYIIEHMM, HI JKaJdicJiuBUM. BiH gicTaB KOpPOOKYy CEpPBETOK 1

a MoTIM YyCBiTOMWIA, IO IUlaye. BoHa HIKOMM He IUlakana mepen
He3HaioMmIisiMu. Hikomu. OjiHe nuie mpuHIKEHHS OYJ10 JTOCTaTHIM, 11100
CTpPUMATH CJIb03HM. BoHa HaBITH He MIakaia, koau BusBwia Baeras Codieto
y BaHHil. Ane beHenuKT... 3pyiiHyBaB LIOCH IMIMOOKO B Hilf; BiH AaB i
JI03BUT BUIYCTHUTH 1€ - HABITH OIUIAKyBaTH.

- Xouy, 00 TH 3HAJA, IO TH MOXKEII TITH, SIKIIO I1e JJIs TeOe
3aHaATO OOMNICHO, — cKa3aB beHe uKT, a JICHHOH TMOCTIIIIHO BUTEpIa OYl.

- Ile emomiiiHo Ba)kkuii 1 OoOmCHUMA JOCBiH. Mano XTo
JIOXOJUTH J0 IHOTO €Taly, a OUTBIIICT 3 THX, XTO JOXOAUTH, HE MPOXOIAT b

OCTaHHI eTal BCTYMHOI KammaHi. SIKIo BW BupiMTEe NITH 3apas, BU
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“Was that the first time you’ve wanted to
end your life?”

She shook her head. “I’ve had
my...struggles before.”

Benedict nodded, knowingly, and with
sympathy that seemed neither forced nor pitying. He produced a box of
tissues and passed it to her across the desk. Lennon stared at them,
confused for a moment, then realized she was crying. She never cried in
front of strangers. Ever. The humiliation alone was enough to keep the
tears from flowing. She hadn’t even cried when she’d discovered Wyatt
with Sophia in the bathroom. But Benedict had...dismantled something
deep within her; he’d given her the license to release—grieve, even.

“l want to let you know that you’re free to
leave if this is too painful for you,” said Benedict, as Lennon hastily wiped
her eyes. “This is an emotionally harrowing experience, and a painful one
at that. Few make it this far, and most who do won’t graduate to the final
step of the admissions process. If you choose to leave now, you’ll follow
in the footsteps of many others. But I’ll warn you that the questions I ask
you today are the same questions you’ll ask yourself tomorrow, and the
day after, and decades later, in the twilight years of your life. You’ll never
escape them, which is not to say you’ll find answers for them either. But
I’'m of amind that the difficult questions should always be asked, whether
they can be answered or not. Do you agree?”

“Yes. At least I want to.”

The left edge of Benedict’s mouth twitched
twice. “Then I’'m happy to say you’ve passed the interview and may now
proceed to the final step of your admissions process, the entry exam. Take
the elevator in the foyer up to the eighth floor.”

“But this is a two-story house.”

mjeTe chajgaMu 0araThoX HIMX. AJie s Monepeskaro Bac, 0 NMHUTaHHS,
SIK1 5 3a]1a10 BaM ChOTOJ[HI, — II€ Ti caMiTIMTaHHsA, SKi BU OyjaeTe 3a7aBartu
co0i 3aBTpa, MCIA3aBTpa, 4epe3 NECATIWITTSA, Y CYTIHKOBI POKH CBOrO
XUTTs. BY HIKOJIM He 3MOXKeTe Bl HUX BTeKTH. OJTHAK, [Ie HE O3HAYaE, 110
BU 3HalIeTe Ha HHUX BIAMNOBIOL AJle s BBa)kalo, II0 CKJIAAHI MUTAHHS
3aBKIH CJIiJ 3aJaBaTH, HE3aJIC)KHO BiJ TOr0, UM MOKHA HA HHMX BIITIOBICTH.
Bu 3ronHi?

- Tak. [IpuHaiiMHi, s X049y 3HAWTH HA HHUX BIIIOBIIb.

JliBuit KyTouok pora beHeaukTa JABiUi CITHYBCS.

- Toni s panuii moBinomury, 1o Bu npoinum cniBGeciny 1
Terep MOXETE MEePeHTH JO0 OCTAaHHROIO €Tally BCTYIMHOI KaMmaHi —
BcTynHOro icrmry. IlimHiMiTECs JTihTOM y (hoite Ha BOCBMUI TOBEPX.

- AJie K 11e IBOTIOBEPXOBUIA Oy TUHOK.

- A 3Haro.

JleHHOH nMBWIACS HAa HHOTO HEMPOHMKHUM TIOTJISIIOM. beHenukT
JIMBUBCSI HA Hel y BIATIOBINb.

- Bawm kpaine nocmmru, - Cka3aB BiH.

- JpeiToH He MOOUTH YEKaTH.

JIeHHOH TIpoiIIIIa KOPUIOPOM, Tif il KPOCIBKAMY CKPHITUTH JIOIIKH,
imniinoa go midgra y BUrisal nrammHoi KiTky. Bin OyB cTapuii 1 XUTKuid,
3 JJATYHHUMU CTiHKamMu. BoHa yBiiiiiia B kKaGiHy 1 3 TYpKOTOM 3a4yuHWIA
ckiajani aBepl. KHoNkM Ha maHesi ympaBiiHHA OyJIM MPOHYMEPOBaHI Bi
OZIHOTO 110 OfMHAJIKTH. BoHa HaTucHyna Ha 8, 1 Apyra, BHYTpIIHA napa
JBEepeil 3auMHWIAcs 3a PELNTKOI KIITKOBOTO JiTa, a TOM 3IpHrHYBCS 1
0YaB INIHIMATHUCH.

[To3nka Oyna BITHOCHO KOPOTKOI. 3a KUIbKa CEeKyHJ J(pT
3YIIMHUBCS, 1HOT0 JIBEpi BITUMHINTUCS. BceepeauHy 3aIm10 30J10Te COHTYHE
cBiTy0. JICHHOH, TPEeMTSAYH, BUMIDIA 3 KaOIHM 1 OMMHIIACS B MICII, SKE
crioyaTKy npuiHsia 3a codop. Tam Oyno nocurs TEMHO, aje B KaMeHi Haj

30




“I’'m well aware.”

Lennon stared at him blankly. Benedict
stared back. “You’d better be on your way,” he said. “Drayton waits for
no one.”

ennon walked down the hall, the floorboards groaning beneath her
sneakers, and approached the birdcage elevator. It was old and rickety,
with brass walls. She stepped into the cabin and dragged the collapsible
door shut with a rattle. The buttons on the operating panel ranged from
one to eleven. She punched the 8 with her knuckle and a second, inner set
of doors sliced shut behind the grate of the birdcage and the elevator
lurched into a shuddering ascent.

It was a relatively short trip. Within a few
moments the elevator ground to a stop and its doors trundled open. Golden
sunlight spilled inside. Lennon, shaking, stepped out of the cabin and into
what she first thought was a cathedral. It was rather dim, but there were
windows cut into the stone above, pale sunlight bleeding in through them,
laying bright squares of daylight that trailed like stepping stones down a
wide corridor where both floor and ceiling canted in opposite directions—
the former sloping slightly up and the latter down.

To the left was a large wall mural that
vaguely reminded Lennon of Picasso’s Guernica. It depicted a series of
grotesque figures—twisted bodies, contused and warped and seemingly
seized by the throes of some primal passion. It was rendered in the same
spirit as that strange portrait that hung in Benedict’s study, and she
wondered if they shared an artist.

Stunned, Lennon
elevator, only to find a wall of stone behind her.

turned back to the

rOJIOBOIO OyINM BUp3aHI BIKHA, KPi3b SIKI IPOHMKAJIO OJIIE€ COHSYHE CBITJIO,
YTBOPIOIOUM SICKPaBi KBaJpaTH JEHHOTO CBITJIA. BOHM TATHymucs, Haye
CXOJIMHKY, MO IIMPOKOMY KOPUIOpY, JA€ Mjora 1 CTess HaXWIIUCS B
NPOTWICKHUX HANPSIMKAX: Teplia 3JlerTKa MiIHIMagacs Bropy, a Jpyra
OIyCKajiacsi BHH3.

3miBa Oyna BenMKa HACTIHHA (Qpecka, sika BiIJaJeHO HaragyBalia
Jlennon «I'epniky» Ilikacco. Ha Hilf Oyno 300pa)eHO HM3KY TPOTECKHHMX
Gbiryp: BUKpHBJICHI TUIa, MOHIBEYEHI, Ae(opMOBaHi 1, 31aBajoCs, OXOIJIE Hi
MPUCTPACTIO MEepBiCHOI cwi. BoHa Oyia BUKOHaHA B TOMY X JycCi, MO U
JIVBHUHA TOpPTpeT, sKuM BUCIB y KaOiHeTi benenukra, 1 JlenHoH
3aMHCTIIIIACS, YU HE OJJMH XyJOXKHUK IX HAMAJIFOBAB.

[Tpuronomiiena, JIeHHOH TOBEpHynacs 10 Jidra, aje 3a CIMHOIO
nodavymwia JIMIIe Kam'sHy CTiHy.

- JlackaBo npocumo 10 JlpeiroHa.

JlenHoH obOepHynacs i modadvmwia KiHKYy B OKYJISIpax, sKa CHAUIa 3a
JIOBIMM HI3BKMM CTOJIOM HaBIpoTH ¢pecku. Bona roprama Homep
KypHaiy ‘“Vanity Fair”, mo podwio il 3BU4aiHOIO JIOJIUHOIO, siKa poOmia
3BUYAIHI JIIOJICHKI cTIpaBu. JICHHOH 3 BEJIMKMM TIOJIETIIIEHHIM YCBITOMMWIA,
0 TIe MicTle He OyJIO MOBHICTIO BiipBaHE Bil ii KOJMIMHLOT pEajbHOCTI,
X04a, MOXIIMBO, OyNO Juile BifjgajieHo moB's3aHe 3 Hero. Cekperapka
OIyCTWIA >KypHaJI, CKJIajia HOro 1 OCMIXHyJIacs.

- Bame imeuko?

[i akuenr, rycTuif i Xpunkuii, OyB SBHO JIOJMHH 3 MiBIHS.

- Jlennon Kaprep.

Cexperapka KuBHyJIa 1 HaOpaJsia IOCh HA 3aJIMXaHOMY KOMITIOTEDI,
AKMA 1€ JecsATh poKiB ToMmy OyB Ou BKkpail 3actapimmM. IloTiM BoHa
BCTaJA.

- [Tinom 3a MHOM.
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“Welcome to Drayton.”

Lennon turned to see a spectacled woman
seated behind a long, low desk opposite the mural. She was thumbing
through an issue of Vanity Fair magazine—just an ordinary human doing
ordinary human things—and Lennon realized, with a great deal of relief,
that the place was not entirely divorced from her former reality, though it
was perhaps only distantly adjacent to it. The secretary lowered her
magazine, folded it shut, and smiled.

“Your name?” Her accent, thick and husky,
was decidedly southern.

“It’s Lennon Carter.”

The secretary nodded and keyed something
into a wheezing brick of a computer that would’ve been sorely outdated
more than a decade ago. Then she stood. “Do follow me.”

Together, they walked down a long corridor
where a run of stained-glass windows offered distorted glimpses of the
campus beyond. There was a large square, more than two miles across,
densely overgrown with live oaks and magnolias, a few scraggly palms
growing low to the dirt. Set around the square were a number of old
buildings, townhomes and mansions mostly.

It took Lennon a moment to identify what
she was looking at as a campus, composed of the square and tall brick
townhomes set around it, all of them overgrown with ivy like the phone
booth where she’d first received word of Drayton. The other buildings on
the square reminded her of the early work of Frank Lloyd Wright, with
flat roofs low-slung over wraparound porches. Paths—which seemed like
piazzas under the dense canopy of the moss-draped oak trees—threaded
across the square like arteries. People—students, Lennon presumed—
gathered in the sprawling courtyards between the buildings. Their attire

Pa3zom BOHM mpOMIIIM JOBTMM KOPUIOPOM, Ji€ Yepe3 BITpa’kHi
BiKHa OYJIO BUIHO CTIOTBOpPEHI 00pa3w KaMITyCy 3a Horo MexxaMu. Tam Oyna
BEJIMKA IUIOLIA, LIMPHHOIO OUIbIIE JABOX MWIb, FYCTO 3apocia AyO0amu Ta
MarHoJissMHM, a TaKOX KUIbKOMa TOKPYYCHHMMH TajbMaMH, IO POCIH
HM3bKO HaJ 3emJiero. HaBkomo miomi cTOsI0 KUlbKa cTapux OyiBelb,
MIEPEeBAYKHO MICHKUX OYIIMHKIB Ta OCOOHSKIB.

JlenHoH 3HajoOWIacs XBWINMHA, 100 3pO3YMITH, 1110 BOHA JUBUTHCS
Ha KaMIyC, SIKMA CKJIQJaBCs 3 IUION[ Ta BUCOKMX IETJITHUX MICHKHUX
Oy/IMHKIB, pO3TAIIOBAHUX HABKOJIO HEl, BCi BOHW OyJHM BKPHT1 IUTIOIIEM, SIK
1 tenedonHa Oyaka, ne BOHAa Brepmie Ai3Hamacs mpo [lpeitrona. Inmmi
Oyl Ha TUIONI HaraayBaym ii panHi poboru ®Ppenka Jlmoima Paiira, 3
IIOCKMMH JlTaXxaM¥, HM3bKO HABUCIMMH HaJl TaHKAaMH{, IO OropTaju
OyniBmi. JIopbKkW, IO 34aBajvcs IUIONIMHAMHU T TYCTUM HAaBICOM
BKPUTHX MOXOM JyOiB, MpoJATajv TO IUIONT, Haue aprepil. Jlromau, sxi, sk

TIPUITYCTHIIA
JIBOpMKAX MDK OYIiBIAMH. IXHifi ofsr 6yB JOCHTH PBHOMAHITHHM, 100

JlennoHn, Oymu cTyaeHTamy, 30upanucs y MPOCTOPHUX
PO3BiAITH Oynb-sIKi YABICHHS PO CYBOPO AOTPUMYBaHy yHibpopMy, ale Bci
BOHM Oynu oxaiiHO BOpaHi: B OOJIsiTalouMX OprOKax 3 MOSICOM Ha Taii,
I00pe CKPOEHMX TKakaX 1 OKyJsIpaXx B TOBCTId OmpaBi, 31 CMaKoM
3IM'SITUX JUIIHUX COpPOYKaX 3 MIKOYEHUMHU JI0 JIKTIB PyKaBaMU.

Jleski 3 THX, XTO 310paBCsl HA TaJIIBHHI, PO3CTEIIWIN KOBIAPU IS
MiKHIKA, 3HUM Ty, 3acyHyad IIKaprneTKH B YEPEBHKH 1 BUPIIIWIN
JIBODH,
HACOJIO/KYIOUHCHh THM HEBEJMKUM COHSYHUM CBITJIOM, SIKE MPOOMBAJIOC S

po3cnaburucs OOCOHDK Ha M'AKif TpaBi, IO BKpHBajia
KpBb TYCTHHA JHCTSHUMA HaBic jgepeB. OjpHa MiBYMHA, CUMIATHYIHA
OploHeTKa B TEMHIM BOBHSHIA CIIHMIII-OJNIBII, caMmMeé 3HIMana mapy
MAHYOX, Ha4e 3Mis, [0 CKUAA€E HIKIpY.

- He Bincragaiire, - cka3aja CeKpeTapka, He 00epTalovYuCh 1
HABITh HE CIOBUILHIOIOYHM KPOKY.
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was varied enough to dispel any notion of a strictly enforced uniform, but
they were all smartly dressed, in their tailored slacks belted at the waist,
well-cut blazers and thick-rimmed glasses, tastefully wrinkled linen shirts
with the sleeves rolled up to the elbows.

A few of those gathered on the lawn had
spread out picnic blankets and kicked off their loafers, stuffed their socks
into their shoes, opting to lounge barefoot across the plush grass that
carpeted the courtyards, drinking in what little sunlight shone through the
dense canopy of the trees. One girl—a pretty brunette in a dark wool
pencil skirt—was in the process of peeling off a pair of stockings, like a
snake shedding its skin.

“Do keep up,” said the secretary, without
turning or even breaking pace. “You’ll be late if you don’t.”

Lennon hastily tore her gaze from the
window and kept walking. The corridor forked and she followed her guide
down a narrow hall to the right. Here the floor began to slope downward
more severely; the ceiling and its skylights seemed farther and farther
away. For a long time, there was nothing but the sharp rataplan of the
secretary’s heels striking the marble floors. Lennon wondered, absently,
how old she

was and how she’d come to work at a place like Drayton. Surely
they didn’t host job fairs or run ads online or in the papers.

“This is where I leave you,” said the
secretary, stopping so abruptly that Lennon very nearly ran into her. She
motioned to a small mahogany door near the hall’s end. “Good luck.”

Lennon dragged the door open and took in
the lecture hall that lay beyond it—the walls paneled with hickory, the
stairs steep. There were about two dozen students seated there, equipped
with pencils and slim test booklets.

- Bu 3ani3HuTeCs, SKIIO HE TIOKBAIIATHCS.

JIeHHOH TOCTIIIHO BiipBaia MOMJISA Bil BIKHA 1 MPOJOBXKIUIA HTH.
Kopunop posramyxyBaBcsi, 1 BOHa TMIUIA 32 CBOEIO MPOBITHULICIO BY3bKUM
KOPHUIIOPOM TpaBopyd. TyT mimjiora mnodajia HAXWIATHUCS IIE CHIbHIIIC.
Crens 11 BikHa 37aBajcs Bce Aaii 1 gam. J{oBruii wac Oysio 4yTHO JvIie
PBKHIA CTYKIT MIOOpIB CEKpeTapkh MO MapMypoBii minio3i JleHHOH
po3aymMyBaja, CKUIbKM il pOKIB 1 SIK BOHA MOTpamuia Ha poOOTYy B Take
Micue, sik [[peiron. HaneBHO, BOHM HE MPOBOAWIM SIPMApKIB BaKaHCIH 1 He
JlaBaJIi OTOJIOIICHh B [HTEpHETI UM ra3eTax.

- TyT g Bac 3anuiy, - ckazaja CeKpeTapka, 3ylMHUBIIUCh TaK
panToBo, 110 JIeHHOH ek He Bpi3anacs B Hei BoHa Bkasasa Ha HEBEJIMKI
JIBEpl 3 YEPBOHOTO JepeBa B KiHII KOPHIODY.

- VY naui.

JlenHoH BimuWHWIA ABEpI 1 OTJISIHY/IA JICKIHHY 3aJ1y, 0 Jie)Kaa 3a
HAMU — CTiHM, OOIIMTI MAHEISIMH 3 TIKOpi, KpyTi cxomu. Tam cuuito
OJIM3bKO JIBOX JECATKIB CTY/ICHTIB, 030pOEHNX OMBIIMU Ta TOHCHBKUM U
TECTOBUMHU 30IHTAMMU.

Jlo Hei mimifioB MaJeHbKHI YOJIOBIK, ONSITHEHWA Y BUIbHI JUISHI
ITaHA Ta TYHIKY, BUIIATY KOPUYHCBUMH JIO3aMHU B30BX KoMipa. BiH
BKa3aB Ha CYCIIHIA CTIL

- Cinapire. Icrr po3nouHeThCsT HE3a0apOM.

Tpimku cranrenndeHo, JIeHHOH cUla mopyd 13 HaJA3BHYAHO
BPOJJIMBOIO MOJIOOIO JKIHKOIO 3 TUTATHMHOBUM OJIOHIOM 1 CPIOHMM KUThIE M
y miBif HBApL. Bona mmuako mock Habupada Ha MOOUTLHOMY TeJe]oHi,
OypMOYyYH XpUIIKAM TOJIOCOM, WIO HArajyBaB ToOJOC KypIs, SIKHA
BUKYpPIOE€ TIAYKy CHrapeT Ha JEeHb 1 3aXBOpIB Ha OCOOJIMBO HETPUEMHY
3acTyay. 3/1a€ThCs, BOHA TOBOpIIA, IO HeMae 3B's3Ky. [lorim, HIOW ii
MOKJIMKAJIM 10 IMEHl, BOHA pAaNTOBO TIBEJa TOJOBY 1 TMOCMIXHYJACS
JlenHoH, a JIeHHOH, TPOXU 30€HTEKEHA THM, IO i CTiMa Ha TOMY, L0

33




A petite man approached her, dressed in
loose linen pants and a tunic shirt, embroidered with a tangle of brown
vines along the collar. He motioned to a nearby desk. “Do sit down. The
exam will begin shortly.”

Baffled, Lennon took a seat beside a
strikingly pretty young woman with platinum-blonde hair and a silver ring
pierced through her left nostril. She was rapidly typing something into her
cell phone, muttering—with a raspy vocal fry that made her sound like a
pack-a-day smoker who’d come down with a particularly nasty cold—
about the fact that there was no reception. Then, as if called by name, she
abruptly looked up and smiled at Lennon, and Lennon, a little
embarrassed to be caught staring, smiled back at her. She decided then
that if they both passed the exam and stayed at Drayton, they would be
friends.

She surveyed the others. There wasa person
with a shaved head and thick eyebrows who sat near her, scowling. A boy
with an overgrown military cut sat grumbling Russian curses through his
gritted teeth (based on the two semesters of rudimentary Russian Lennon
had taken as part of her core curriculum in college, he seemed irritated
that the test was taking so long to begin). An impeccably dressed
woman—bronze skin, high cheekbones, sharp eyes—chatted in a rapid-
fire exchange of whispers with the curly-haired redheaded man who sat
beside her. Both looked like the kind of fashionably erudite academics
Wyatt would’ve liked to be friends with.

At the front of the room, a panel of six
proctors, split evenly into two groups of three, sat at long tables on
opposite sides of the lectern. All had the demeanor of professors fresh off
a long sabbatical and possessed a kind of sharkish, academic curiosity that
put Lennon ill at ease. One, a sleek-haired man in a perfectly tailored

BOHA JMBWIACS, TIOCMIXHYJacsl il y BiINoBinb. BoHa Bupinmwia, 1o sKIIO
BOHM OOWIBI CKJIAJYyTh ICIMT 1 3ayMmaTbes B J[peWToHi, TO CTaHyTh
TOJPYTaMU.

Bona ornsayna iHmmx. ITopyd i3 HErO CHIIB YOJIOBIK 13 MOTOJICHOMO
TOJIOBOIO 1 TYCTUMHM OpoBamu, SIKMA XMypo AMBMBCS Ha Hel Xionemp i3
3apOCJIOI0 BIHCHKOBOIO CTPWDKKOIO CHIIB 1 OYpMOTIB SIKICh CIIOB'STHCHKI
JaliKK KpiBb CTUCHYTI 3yOH (CyIsUH 3 ABOX CEMECTPIB IOYATKOBOIO KypCy
pociiicbkoi MOBH, siKI JIEHHOH BHMBYaja B paMKaX OCHOBHOI IpPOrpamMu B
KOJICKI, BiH, 3[1aBayiocs, OyB po3/IpaTOBAHMI THM, IIIO0 TECT TaK JIOBrO HEe
nounHaBcs). be3noraHHo offrHeHa JKIHKa 3 OpPOH30BOK IIKIPOIO,
BUCOKMMHU BWIMIFIMH Ta TOCTPHMHM OYMMa UIIBUIKO INEToTilacs 3
Ky4depsiBUM pyJIuM YOJIOBIKOM, SIKMI CHIIB Mopyd 13 Hero. O00e BUrsanu
SK MOJIHI €pyIUTH-aKaieMiky, 3 SKUMH Baer 3aX0TiB Ou MOIpyKUTHCS.

VY mepenHii 4yacTWHI KIMHATH Tpyrna 3 IIECTH €K3aMEeHAaTOpIB,
PO3IUICHUK Ha JIBi PiBHI T'PYMH IO TPOE, CUALUIA 33 JOBTUMH CTOJIAMH TI0
obuaBa O60KH Bi Kadenpu. Y ci BOHM MaJii BUIIIA TpodecopiB, SKi IOHHO
TOBEPHYJIUCSL 3 TPUBAJIOi BIAMYCTKH, 1 BHIPOMIHIOBAJIIM SIKYCh aKyJsIdy
oo  3MymIyBana
HekoMGopTHO. OJMH BB HUX, YOJIOBIK 13 IVIaJICHPKUM BOJIOCCSIM Y i[€aIbHO
TMOIIUTOMY TBIIOBOMY KOCTIOMI, KYpHB TOBCTY TEPAaKOTOBY JIFOJBKY 1

aKaJeMidHy  IIKaBiCTh, JlenHoH  mouyBaTHCA

nepenaB il OmHIA 31 CBOIX KOJIeT, TEMHOUIKIpI KiHIN, ska JIeHHOH
HarajyBana il BlacHy Matip. BoHa mpwiiHsiia JFONBKY, 3poOWiIa JTOBTUNA
3aTsAT 1 32 MUTHh BUIUTIOHYJIa JKBABHM TOTIK TOBCTHUX, TAHIOIOYUX JUMHUX
KUIEIb.

bnonnunka, ska cwabla cepel €K3aMeHaTopiB, IABejacs 1
minifinoia 1o kadgeapu. Bona Oyma omsirHeHa B OUTy COpPOYKY KOMbOPY
0ol mIKipy, 3ampaBiieHy B MOSC TEMHOI TBIIOBOi CIITHHMI[I-OIBII. Ii
BoJIOCCST OYJ10 OUT0-CipuM 1 MACTPIKEHE B JOBTE, ajie €JIETaHTHE Kape.

Konmu BoHa 3aroBopwia, y KIMHATiI HAcTaja THIIA.
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tweed suit, smoked a fat terra-cotta dudeen pipe and passed it to one of
his peers, a dark-skinned woman who vaguely reminded Lennon of her
own mother. She accepted the pipe and took a long toke and moments
later spit a lively burst of fat, dancing smoke rings.

A blonde woman seatedamong the proctors
rose and stepped up to the lectern. She wore an off-white button-down the
color of pale flesh, tucked into the waistband of a dark tweed pencil skirt.
Her hair was ice-white and cut into an overgrown, but elegant, bob.

When she spoke, the room fell quiet. “My
name is Eileen, and | am the vice-chancellor here at Drayton, as well as
one of the six proctors

of today’s entry exam. It’s a pleasure to welcome you to our
school.” A brief pause and Eileen lowered her head, as if trying to decide
what she wanted to say next. “Our entry exam begins at birth, and
everyone takes it. The test being administered today is merely the final
step in your lifelong application process. And | warn you, it will be the
most challenging.”

A thin boy, who Lennon later discovered
was a math prodigy from Iceland who’d bagged his first PhD in number
theory at just sixteen, tapped her on the shoulder and passed her a
surprisingly heavy metal mechanical pencil and a manila test booklet.

“The final portion of the entry exam is split
into two phases. First, the written exam, which is before you now. It’s
composed of forty-five multiple-choice questions. The second and final
phase of the exam is the expressive interview, wherein we will assess your
ability to complete a task of our choosing. This portion of the test is not
timed, though it will end at our discretion.”

Lennon glanced at her peers, wondering if
they found this ordeal as bizarre as she did. All of them appeared

- Mewne 3Batu EitiH, s mpopekTopka yHiBepcurety JlpeitroH,
a TakoX OJHA 13 IMIECTH E€K3aMEHATOPIB CHOTOJIHIIHLOIO BCTYIHOTO
icrry. Sl paja BITaTH Bac y HAIIOMY YHIBEPCHUTETI

[Ticns xopoTkoi nay3u EimiH omycTwia TojoBy, HIOM HaMararo4duch
BHPIIINTH, IO CKa3aTH Jaji.

- Hamr BCTynHMid iCTIAT TIOYMHAETHCA 3 HAPOIKEHHS, 1 HOro
CKIaiaroTh ycl. Icrmr, sikuii MPOBOAUTHCS CHOTOMAHI, € JIMIIE OCTaHHIM
€TaroM y TPOIIECi, IO TPUBAE BCE XKUTTA. | s omepe ka0 Bac, o 1e oye
HaWCKJIa THIINI eTar

Xyauit XJIOMIUK, Koro JICHHOH Mi3HIIlE Mi3HAE SIK MaTeMaTHIHOTO
BYHIEpKiHNA 3 IcnmaHmii, sKWii OTpUMaB CBIM TEPHIMHA JTOKTOPCHKHIA
CTYIIHb 3 TEOpii YKCEeJN Yy Billl IIICTHAAIKMTU POKIB, TOPKHYBCS i Iueya i
nepeaB i HAmpo4yJ] Ba)KKW METAJICBUH ONIBEIh Ta TECTOBHM 3OIIUT 3
MaHUIH.

- OcTaHH YacTWHAa BCTYIHOTO ICTITY pO3AUIEHA Ha JBa
erarm. [lepimmii - TMMCHMOBHIL icrmT, SKW BU 3apa3 cKiagaere. Bix
CKJIaJIa€ThCs 3 COPOKa IM'SITU NMTaHb 3 BapiaHTaMu BinmoBineil. [[pyruit i
OCTaHHIA eTall ICTIMTy - eKCIpeCHMBHA cmiBOecima, M dYac SKOro MU
OIIHIMO BaIlly 3JaTHICTh BHKOHATH 3aBJaHHSA, sske MU BHOepemo. ILls
YaCTHHA TECTY He OOMEKEeHA B Yaci, ajie 3aKIHYUTHCS Ha HAII PO3CY/I.

JleHHOH TOTJIIHYJIa Ha CBOIX OJHOJITKIB, 3aJ1al0YUCh IUTAHHAM, YU
BB)KAIOTh BOHU II¢ BUIPOOYBAaHHSI TaKHUM K€ TMBHUM, SIK i BOHA. Bci BoHM
BUTJIAAN  BITHOCHO CIOKIMHUMHM, 32 BHHATKOM OJHOTO KBOJOTO
XJIOIMUMKA, SIKHH TOJIOCHO TIEPBCHTWIIOBAB Y MEPIIOMY PSITY.

- Te, mo Tpyna KaHIWIATIB PO3MIPOM 3 IIUIe TIOKOMIHHSA OyIia
3BY)K€Ha JO Bac, sKi CHIWTE 3apa3 Mepeli MHOKW, € HaA3BHYANHUM
JOCATHEHHSIM. JSIKIIO BU He CKIaJeTe Ied icimT, a OUIBLICTh 3 Bac,
HACTIpaB/Il, HE CKJIaJe, s CTIOMIBAIOCS, 10 BU Oy/IeTe 3ralyBaTH II€ 3 YECTIO.

Eifnin npocTarHyna oOWIBi PyKH 10 YYACHHKIB ICTIUTY.
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relatively calm, apart from one frail boy loudly hyperventilating in the
front row.

“The fact that a pool of applicants the size
of a global generation has been narrowed down to you, who sit before me
now, is a remarkable triumph. Should you fail to pass this exam—and
most of you will, in fact, faik—then I do hope you’ll remember it as such.”
Eileen extended both hands to the test takers. “You may now begin.”

Lennon pumped her mechanical pencil
twice and opened the test booklet. There, she saw the grainy image of a
young boy with tears in his eyes, taken from the shoulders up, in the style
of an ID photo.

What is Nihal’s predominant emotion?

Yearning

Rage

Shock

Resignation

None of the above

- Bu MoxeTe nouynHaTh.

JleHHOH [BIM1 HATWCHYJa HAa MEXaHMHUNA OJNIBElh 1 BIIKpHIIA
TecToBMi 30oumT. TaMm BoHa mobaumia 3epHUCTE 300paXKeHHS XJIOMUMKa 31
CIbO3aMHM Ha OdYax, 3HATE Bil IUiedyed 1 Bume, y cTwi (ororpadii ms
racropra.

SIxa emorns nepeBakae y Hixama?

A) Typbora

b) I'niB

B) Illok

I') ITokipHICTH

J1) Hiuoro 3 mepepaxoBaHOTO

JlenHon pauBWiIacs Ha nWTaHHd, 30eHTE)XeHa. Sk BoHa Morja
po3idpaTucs B ¥oro modyrTsx, Oadauu Juine ojxHe 300pakeHHs? Bona
MTHSATIA TIOTJISII, CTIO/IBAIOYKCh 3HAWTH MAKa3Ky, IO i poOuUTH maui, aie
HIII yYaCHUKM TECTY 3/aBaJUCs TAaKUMHM K CIIAHTCIIMUCHUMHY, SIK 1 BOHA,
XMypsIUMCh HAJl CBOIMHM MamepaMy, IepeOuparoud OMBIFIMHU — MDK
BINMOBIIAMHY, OOBOJISIYUM CIIOBA, a MOTIM CTUPAIOUH iX 1 MPOOYIOYH 3HOBY.

Bona mpumpyxwiacs, MOAWBUBIIMCH Ha Tamp. Xiormuuk, Hixan,
JIVBHBCS Ha Hel, Woro odvi OyJM BEJMKAMHU 1 CIILO3JIMBUMH, a OUIKH
NPOHM3YBAJIM CITKa CyAuH. BoHa mofuBWwiacs yBa)KHO Ha 300pakKCHHS,
IIYKaOU¥ TIKa3KH B KOHTEKCTI — XJIOMYUKY OyJi0 MpUOJIM3HO JI€B'STH
pokiB. Ha nHpoMy Oyna Hemigxomsima Maika 3 TOHKAM CMYracTHM
Bi3epyHKoM. Moro Himkas Ty6a Oyma 37erka CTHCHYTA, HiOM 3aTHCHYTA MDK
3yOaMu. AJie JxofHa 3 IMX JIeTaliell He JaBajia JKOAHUX TIKA30K MO0
Toro, yomy came Hixam makaB. He 3Hatoum, mo poOwrw, JleHHOH
IHCTUHKTHBHO 0OBeJia OykBy A 1 mepeifliuia 1o HACTYITHOTO MUTaHHS.

Ha mpomy 300paskeHHi Oyna CTpyHKa JKiHKa, SIKIA, CyIsS4Hd3 YChOro,
Oyno Tpoxu 3a TPUALETH (IUTIOC-MIHYC KUIbKa POKIB), 3 TOCTPHM,
BECHSHKYBAaTUM HOCOM 1 HAMallbOBAaHNMHU TyOamu, 3aTHYTUMH BHHU3 TIO
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Lennon stared down at the question,
confused. How was she meant to parse exactly what he was feeling from
a single image? She looked up, hoping for some hint as to how she was
supposed to proceed, but her fellow test takers seemed every bit as
confused as she did, frowning down at their papers, their pencils dancing
between answers, circling things only to erase them and try again.

She squinted down at the paper. The boy, Nihal, stared back at her,
his eyes wide and watery, a webwork of veins threading through the
whites. She examined the image for context clues—he looked to be about
nine years old; his shirt was an ill-fitting tank top, patterned with thin
stripes; his bottom lip was slightly puckered, as if caught between the
teeth. But none of these details gave any indication as to exactly why
Nihal was crying. Unsure of what to do, Lennon circled A on instinct
alone and moved on to the next question.

This image featured a slight woman who
appeared to be in her early thirties (give or take a few years) with a
pinched, freckled nose and a painted mouth, downturned at the corners.
Lennon couldn’t distinguish the shade of her lipstick, given that the
images on the exam were printed in black and white, but she assumed it
was some shade of red. Her pale hair was gathered into a bun at the crown
of her head, exposing her large ears, the stretched lobes pierced through
with hoops.

What is Bianca’s current state of being?

Arousal

Satisfaction

KyTax. JIeHHOH He Moryia pO3pPBHUTH BIITIHOK 1i TOMaaH, OCKUIbKHU
300pakeHHs1 Ha 0OCTEKeHHI OyNH HaJIPyKOBaHI B 4YOpHO-OUToMy Qopmari,
ajle BOHA MPUITYCTHIA, IO Lie OyB SKMiiCh BIITIHOK 4epBOHOro. li CBiTie
BOJIOCCST OyJ10 3i10paHe y IMy40K Ha MAKIBIIl TOJIOBH, OTOJIFOIOYM BEJIMKI ByXa
3 PO3TATHYTHMH MOUYKAaMH, IPOKOJIOTUMHU  KUTBIITMHL

Sxuit morounnii ctaH bianku?

A) 30ymxenHns

b) 3anoBonenns

B) Amaris

I') Bimuait

J1) XKomne 3 BuIe3a3HaAYCHOTO

JlenHon BuOpana BapianT B.

HacTtymHe muranEs MICTWIO aOCTPaKTHHN MAaJFOHOK TYIIIIIO, IO
BinaneHo HaragyBas poootu [Tomioka. Ma3ku Oy HACTUTBKU TYCTHMU 1
BAXKMMH, IO I/ IWIIMaMU 1 Opr3KaMHu TYII BayKKO OyJ10 po3rieniru Oiie
TIOJIOTHO.

[Io 300paskeHO Ha Iiii KapTHHI?

A) Efidopis

b) Xaoc

B) Panicte

I') O6xepmuBiCTH

1) Higoro 3 mepepaxoBaHOro

Bona o0OBena Bapiant I

Byrno e onHe muraHHs 1 CynpoBinHEe 300pa’keHHs, Ha sIKOMY Oyna
300pakeHa 3MOpIICHA XKIHKA.

[lo Mapist Hamaraerbcsi IPUXOBATH?

A) Ilpe3upcTBO
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Listlessness

Despair

None of the above

Lennon selected C.

The following question featured an abstract
ink painting vaguely reminiscent of the work of Pollock. The brushstrokes
were so viscous and heavy-handed it was hard to catch glimpses of the
white canvas beneath the smears and spatters of ink.

What is this painting meant to depict?

Euphoria

Chaos

Joy

Gluttony

b) [NoxanmBicTh

B) 3azapicTs

I') CmyTok

/1) Bce Bumme3aznauene

E) Hiuoro 3 Buie3azHaueHoro
Jlennon oOBera BapianT B.

JlenHOH mpOAOBXKYyBaja, BIUYBalOUM BCE OUIbILIY pO3TYOJICHICTH,
HaMararo4uch po3i0paTucs y BUpa3ax oOJMY JoAei Ha 300pakeHHsIX abo
MOTHBaxX aOCTpakTHMX TBOpIB MHCTELTBa, fAKi ii NponoHyBalu
npoaHaByBaTH. OpHEe 3 MHWTaHb CTOCYBAJOCS JKIHKHM, SKa TpUMalia Ha
pyKax HOBOHApOJ’)KEHE HEMOBIISI, MMOBIPHO, CBOIO JWTHHY, 1 IPOCHIIO
y4acHUKa TECTy BM3HAYUTHU 1i JOoMiHyrouy emormiro (JIeHHOH BHOpana
37McTh). [HIIE MUTaHHA MICTWIO TPYOM MAaJFOHOK OOJMYYS YOPHWIOM B
ctwii [likacco, 3 OfHI€I0 3IHUIICIO BTPUUi OUIBINO 32 iHITY. 300pa)KeHHS,
SIK CTBEPI)KYBaJloCsl, CHMBOJI3YBaJl0 3aKOXaHICTh, 1 TECT BHUMaraB Bil
y4aCHUKA BW3HAYMTH JPYrOps/IHE JKEPEJI0O HATXHEHHs, IO CTOSJIO 32
TBOpoM (BoHa BHOpana Bapiantr b - cTpax i1 Oyjma BIeBHEHa Yy CBOIl
BITIOBI]).

Komu JlenHoH migifinuia mo Apyroi MOJOBUHHU ICTIMTY, Y Hei mouaB
KpoBUTH HIiC. TOBCTI Kparwn KpoBi po30OpM3Kaimcs TIO Kpar THUTaHHS
IBAIATH APYroro, 4epes3 M0 YOPHWIO PO3IUIMBIOCS 1 po3Masalocs, TaK
0 BHUpa3 O0JMYYS KIHKM Ha CYNpPOBITHOMY 300pa’keHHI OYyB CWIBHO
crioTBopeHHil. Y Hel Oyiau moTpickani TyOW 1 pigke Bojoccsi. Bowa
BHTJIsIIa1a, MaOyTh, HA COPOK 3 TAKOM POKIB.

Ski emoui BinuyBae Ana? Bubepirb oauH 13 BapiaHTiB:

A) CmyTtok

b) Tpener

B) 3azapicTs
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None of the above

She circled D.

There was another
accompanying image, this one of a wizened woman.

What is Maria trying to hide?

question

Contempt

Lust

Envy

Grief

All of the above

None of the above

and an

I') Oruna

) XKonne 3 nepepaxoBaHux

Bona mocmimmo ob6sena 6yksy JI. Ii Hic mpomoBxkyBaB CHIbHO
KpOBUTH, 3a0pM3KYIOUHM CTOpIHKM OYKIJIETY, TIOKM BOHA BIINOBinana Ha
pelmTy TUTaHb, 3 IHMPOKO
PO3IUTIOIIEHAMH  OYMMa, TYCTOK OOpomoro 1 3cyHyrumu OpoBamu. Ilin

OlHE 3 SKHX 300pakyBajlOo 4YOJIOBIKa

Horo mpaBUM OKOM Oy/o TaTylOBaHHs, aje 4Yepe3 TIOoraHy SKIiCTh
300pakeHHs1 JICHHOH He MOIJia PO3PI3HUTH, IO came TaM OYJIo.

SIky emorrto Hamaraerbes iepeatu Jlan?

A) YrepricTb

b) 36enTexenns

B) Po3uapyBanns

I') ©pycrpanis

J1) Vce Buiesa3znaueHe

E) Hiuoro 3 Bume3a3HaueHoro
1 BigKuHYyNa
HaMararo4uch 3yIMMHUTH KpoBoTeuy. lle Oymo Bce, mo BOHa Moria

JleHHOH 3aTHCHyNa HiC TOJIOBY Haszaj, MapHO
3po0uTH, MO0 HEe BHOIOBATH, KOJM BIMUyJia CMaK rapsioi i TycToi KpoBi,
0 CTiKaja i o ropiry. SIkMMoCh AMBOM iii BIajocst He OJFOBAaTH, 1 BOHA
obBena OykBy B.

Hapemiri Bona giinnia 10 OCTAHHROTO TIUTAHHS: 3aIlaMOpPOYJIMBOTO
300pa’keHHs] HE3JIUEHHUX HAMAaJbOBAHMX BII PYKH KOHIEHTPUYHHUX Kil,
110 3BYXKYBAJIUCS J10 Maibke HEMOMITHOI OC1 B LIGHTPl1 CTOPIHKH.

[Ilo mae mepenatu 1ie 300pakeHHs?

A) Ekcras

b) IIpuriwkenus

B) BasuHicTh

I') Tpusora

) Pagicts
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Lennon circled C.

Lennon pressed on, feeling increasingly
disoriented, struggling to parse the expressions of the people in the images
or the motivations behind the abstract artworks she was asked to
scrutinize. One question featured a woman cradling a newborn baby,
presumably her child, to her breast and asked the test taker to distinguish
her predominant emotion (Lennon chose malice). Another question
featured the crude ink drawing of a Picasso-esque face, with one pupil
three times the size of the other. The image was said to represent
infatuation, and the test asked its taker to identify the secondary source of
inspiration behind the work (she chose B for dread and felt sure of her
answer).

As Lennon approached the second half of
the exam, her nose began to bleed. Fat droplets of blood spattered the edge
of question twenty-two, causing the ink to seep and smudge so that the
expression of the woman in the accompanying image was badly distorted.
She had chapped lips and thinning hair. She looked like she was in her
late forties, maybe.

What emotion
Choose one of the following:

IS Anya experiencing?

Grief

Awe

Envy

E) Hiuoro 3 nepepaxoBaHoro

JlenHoH BUTEpyia OCTaHHI KpaIuli KpOBi 3 HOCA 1, KOJIM 3aJIMIIIIOC 5
BCHOT'0 KUTbKa CEKyH], TIOCTaBWIa Tanouky Outa Biarnosini b.

- OmniBi Ha cTin, - ckaszana Eimin, miaxonsun no kadenpu. Y
TOM K€ Jac BCI M'ATH HIINX €K3aMEHATOPIB MIBEJHCSA, 5K 32 KOMaHIO, 1
MoYay TIHIMATUCS CXOAaMH aMdireaTpy, 30Uparodl TECTOBI 3OIIUTH.
OnvH xJonenp, MMPOKOIUICY i, 3 TOCTPUM MOIVISIIOM, IO CHIIB Y 3aJHIN
YaCTHHI ayJIWuTOpil, TPOIOBXKYBAaB OOBOIWTH BIATOBIL, TOCIIIIA0Y U
3aKIHYMTH ICTIAT, 1 B pe3yibTaTi OyB HeTaWHO BWTHAHMHA THM CaMiM
YOJIOBIKOM, y SIKOrO Oyna IojibKa, BKa3aBIIM MaJblieM HAa TEMHI ABEpi
Bropi cXofiB, sikux JICHHOH paHillle He TOMIYaa.

Hacnpasni
Hamnpuknan, Te, mo mig 4Yac OIJHIOBAHHA KIMHATA 3HAYHO CIIOPOXKHLIA.
binbure ABi TpeTHHM THX, XTO OyB MPUCYTHIA HAa TOYATKy ICTIMTY, TETEp,

Oymo ©Oarato pedel, SKUX BOHA HE TOMITHIA.

HE3pO3yMUIO YOMY, 3HHKIM. JICHHOH He Oaywna i He 4ysa, IK BOHH IIIILIH.

Ti, xro 3anmummBcs, OyaM TPOBEACHI O HEBEIMKOI KIMHATH
OYIKYBaHHS, PO3TAIIOBAHOI HATOpI MO CXOJaxX 1 B KIHIIl IHIIIOTO BY3bKOI'O
Kopuaopy,
MIJIOTH 10 cTe, SKi OyJiM 3aroBHEHI CTapuMH TOMaMH B IIKIpSHHUX

oOcTaBiIeHOro 3 000X OOKIB KHIDKKOBUMH IIOJIMIIMH  BI

najmrypkax. Y NPUMIIEHHI MaxJ0 TWIOM 1 KIHCBKUM KJIEeM. 3BIITH X
TNPOBEJH JI0 CBOEPITHOI BiTasbHi 1i CTiHM Oymy OOUINTI TEMHMM JIEPEBOM,
a €IWHe BIKHO 3aBilleHE BaXKUMH 3€JICHUMHU INTOpaMH. Y KaMiHi
TAHIFOBAJIO BOTHMILE, X04a OYJIO JajeKo He TaK XOJOJHO, W00 Horo
PO3TATIOBATH.

YyacHuKaM TECTy Mojajd KUIbKa 3aKyCOK — MaJIeHbKI MacCJIsIHI
NeyrBa 3 MAaJIMHOBUM JIKEMOM 1 IIMaTOYKaMM Macia y (opMi KBITiB,
Hapi3aHl TIEPCHKU 31 30MTUMH BEpIIKaMH Ta Ta30BaHy BOAY B KepaMIUHHX
yaiax, sika Majga CMaK po3MapuHy Ta MiHepaiB. JIEHHOH TpoirHOpyBajia
TIeYHBO, aJie Halnacsi (PpPyKTiB 1 BUMWIA KUTbKa Yalll BOIH 32 KUTbKa XBUJIWH
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Disgust

None of the above

Hastily she circled E. Her nose kept

bleeding profusely, spattering the pages of the booklet as she worked
through the remaining questions, one of which featured a wide-eyed man,
thickly bearded, his brows knit together. There was a tattoo beneath his
right eye, but the poor image quality made it impossible for Lennon to

distinguish what it was.

What emotion is Lyle trying to convey?

Obstinacy

Confusion

Disappointment

Frustration

All of the above

JI0 TOTO, SIK ii TIOKJIMKAQJIA /0 NMPUBATHOI KIMHATH JJI1 TECTYBaHHSI B KIHIII
KOPHUIIOPY.

Tyr ve Oyno HI Haragadis, Hi kadenp. Hi HImMX yyacHHKiB
icrmry.  JIBepi 3a HEHO 3 TYYHMM CKpHIIOM 3adyuHWIMCS, 1 JIeHHOH
3aJMIIIAcS caMa y BEJUKIM ayauTopii 3 Majol KUIBKICTIO MeOJIiB.
Jlaneka cTiHa KIMHATH Oyjia Maibke MOBHICTIO 3alHATA YHCTON 3EJICHOO
nouikoro. Ilepe Hero cTosIM NOPOXKHIM CTUIEID 1 CTUT 3 YEPBOHOTO JIepeBa.
VY 1menrpi kmacy OyB mie OAMH CTUT 1 CTUICIh, PO3TAIOBaHI HABMIPOTH
OUIBIIIOrO CTOIMY.

HaBnporu nBepeli, uepe3 siki yBiiuia JIeHHOH, Oylo BiTpa)kHe
BIKHO, 3aJIMIIICHE TPOXH MPOYMHEHUM. Y JBOpI BHH3Y 310pallics CTYICHTH,
1 BOHAa BJIOBWIA YPUBKHM iXHbOI PO3MOBH. BOHHM 3amexiio, 3 MiIBHILEHUM U
rojiocamy, OOTOBOPIOBAM SKECh (UIOCOPCHKE TIHMTAHHS, TIOB'SI3aHE 3
HEMaTEPIATBHICTIO PO3YMY.

He 3naroum, mo i poOurn, JleHHOH neskuii Yac cTosia OuIA
JBEpel, dYeKaloyd BKa3iBOK BiA OIHOTO 3 €K3aMEHATOpiB, SKi
KOHTPOJTFOBAJIM TIEPIly YaCTHHY iCIUTY. AJie BOHM TakK i HE 3'SBUIHCS.
HatoMmicTh, micis KUIBKOX JOBIMX XBIIMH, $KI 374aBaJIiCAd TOAWHAM H,
VBIMITIOB YOJIOBIK, SIKOrO BOHA HEe BNi3HANA. BiH OyB CTPYHKHM 1 JIOCHUTH
BHCOKHMM, TOMY MYCHB TPOXU HAXWIHTHCS, KOJH TPOXOAMB KPi3b JBEPI.
Moro mernema Gyma rocTporo, 3 JIETKHM HAJIHOTOM GOpOXM, HIOM BiH MaB
HaMip TOTOJIMTHCS TOrO PaHKy, ajie 3a0yB. Bomoccs Tex Oylio KOpOTKO
ctpwkene. Illkipa ™mana HacudeHwii OpoH30BUM BINTiHOK. JIeHHOH
MPUITYCTHIA, 10 BiH OYB MPHOJIM3HO OAHOMITOK Baera,mmoc-MiHyc KiTbKa
pokiB. Bin OyB ykpuruii TaTyroBaHHIMH. Ha TWibHII CTOpOHI 000X PyK y
HBOrO OYJIM TAaTYIOBaHHS METEJHKIB, i LIed MaJIOHOK TOBTOPIOBABCS Ha
TBEpAid MOBepXHI Horo mmi. MeTeNnuKM Ha pyKax Majd Kpwia, ajie y
NEeKUTbKOX Ha Wi Kpwia OyJu BimipBaHl Bim TPyJAHOI KITKUA. MaltoHOK
OyB HACTUIHKHM T'POTECKHMM, IO JICHHOH 31pHrHYJacs.
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None of the above

Lennon pinched her nose and tipped back
her head in a vain attempt to stop the bleeding. It was all she could do not
to gag when she tasted the blood draining, hot and thick, down the back
of her throat. By some miracle she managed not to retch, and circled C.

Finally, she reached the last question: a
dizzying image of countless hand-drawn concentric circles shrinking to a
near-imperceptible axis at the center of the page.

What is this image meant to convey?

Ecstasy

Humiliation

Gratitude

Anxiety

Jubilance

YonoBiK 3a4MHMB JIBEpl, 3JIeTKa HAXMYPHBUIUCH, 3CYHYBIIM CBOIT
TOBCTI OpoBU. BiH He BuOayuBcs 3a 3ami3HeHHS. Bin jenBe risiHyB Ha
JIeHHOH, KOJU MOYaB FOBOPUTH:

- TBoe im'a?

VY doro romoci Biq4yBaBCS, SK BOHAa MPUIYCTINA, CIAaOKui
OpYKJIIHCHKHII aKIeHT, X04a BOHA He OyJia BIICBHCHA.

- Jlennon.
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None of the above

Lennon wiped away the last of her
nosebleed and circled B with seconds left to spare.

“Pencils down,” said Eileen, stepping up to
the lectern. As she did, all five of the other proctors rose in practiced
tandem, and began to climb the steps of the amphitheater, collecting the
test booklets as they went. One boy—broad-shouldered and sharp-eyed
and sitting toward the back—kept circling answers in a hasty attempt to
finish the exam, and as a result was immediately ousted by the same man
who owned the dudeen pipe, dismissed with a hissing whisper and a finger
pointed toward a dark door at the top of the stairs that Lennon hadn’t
noticed before.

There were, in fact, many things she hadn’t
noticed. Like, for example, the fact that the room had emptied
considerably during the evaluation. More than two-thirds of those who
were originally present at the beginning of the exam were now,
inexplicably, gone. Lennon hadn’t seen or heard their departures.

Those remaining were led to a small waiting
room up a flight of stairs and down another narrow passageway, this one
lined on either wall with floor-to-ceiling bookshelves that were packed to
capacity with old leather-bound tomes. The place smelled of dust and
horse glue. From there, they were ushered into a kind of parlor. Its walls
were paneled with dark wood and heavy green curtains were drawn across
its only window. There was a fire dancing in the hearth, though it wasn’t
nearly cold enough to warrant one.

The test takers were supplied with a few
refreshments—small buttermilk biscuits with raspberry jam and pats of
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butter molded into the shape of flowers, sliced peaches with whipped
cream, and sparkling water in ceramic bowls that tasted of rosemary and
minerals. Lennon ignored the biscuits but had her fill of fruit and drank
several bowls of water in the minutes before she was called into a private
testing room down the hall.

Here there were no proctors or lecterns. No
fellow test takers. The door groaned shut behind her, and Lennon was left
alone in a large, sparsely furnished classroom. The far wall of the room
was consumed almost entirely by a clean, green chalkboard. Infront of it,
an empty chair and a mahogany desk. At the center of the classroom,
another single desk and chair, facing its larger counterpart.

Opposite the door Lennon entered through
was a stained-glass window left slightly ajar. There were students
gathered in the courtyard below, and she caught snippets of their
conversation. They

were rigorously—and with raised voices—debating some
philosophical matter that pertained to the immateriality of the mind.

Unsure of what she was supposed to do,
Lennon stalled there by the door for some time, waiting for directions
from one of the proctors who’d overseen the first portion of the exam. But
they never showed up. Instead, after a few long minutes that felt like
hours, a man she didn’t recognize entered. He was slim, and tall enough
to need to duck a bit when he walked through the door. His jaw was sharp
and faintly stubbled with the ghost of a beard, like he’d intended to shave
that morning but had forgotten. His hair too was shorn short. His skin was
a rich bronze. Lennon guessed he was about Wyatt’s age, give or take a
few years. He was covered in tattoos. The backs of both of his hands were
tattooed with moths, and the imagery was repeated on the hard planes of
his neck. The moths on his hands had their wings, but a few of the ones
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on his neck had had their wings ripped from their thoraxes. The imagery
was grotesque enough to make Lennon squirm.

The man drew the door shut, frowning
slightly, his blunt brows drawn together. He made no apologies for his
lateness. Barely registered Lennon when he spoke. “You have a name?”
His voice bore what she guessed was a faint Brooklyn accent, though she

wasn’t sure.
“It’s Lennon.”
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CHAPTER 2. TRANSLATION COMMENTARY

2.1 Book summary
Alexis Henderson's An Academy for Liars is a modern gothic novel that combines the

aesthetics of The Dark Academia style, philosophical contemplation, and psychological horror
(Spooner, 2007). The main character of the book is Lennon Carter, a young woman on the verge
of an emotional breakdown, whose life falls apart after a terrible personal betrayal. Lennon is
forced to confront the fragility of her identity after a terrifying encounter with her own reflection,
an eyeless twin, on the night of her engagement. The boundaries between real and imaginary,
sanity and madness dissolve thanks to this terrifying experience, which is an incendiary episode
of the novel.

After this incident, Lennon leaves home and receives a mysterious call inviting him to
Drayton College, a remote university that offers intellectual renewal and self-discovery. But
Drayton soon proves to be a complex place, both a haven for talented misfits and a place of
deception and manipulation. The institution operates through mysterious rituals, psychological
examinations, and ethical dilemmas that make it difficult to distinguish between madness and
knowledge. Lennon is forced to ponder the meaning of authenticity and truth asshe comes to terms
with mentors and classmates who are distorted versions of herself within its confines.

Alexis Henderson weaves psychological reality, gothic horror, and mysticism throughout
the story. The story gradually moves from external conflict to reflections on guilt, self-deception,
and the disastrous pursuit of perfection. The protagonist's journey through Drayton College
becomes a metaphorical immersion into the subconscious, a process of discovery and self-
destruction.

Thus, An Academy for Liars serves as both an artistic and moral metaphor. The story
explores how the pursuit of intellectual and emotional control can lead to spiritual collapse,
through its expressive setting, poetic style, and philosophical overtones. By exposing the dark side
of human ambition and the fragility of the psyche that underlies the pursuit of knowledge, Alexis
Henderson's work enlightens the tradition of the Dark Academia style (Wlodarczyk, 2023).

2.2 About the author
American speculative fiction author Alexis Henderson combines feminist critique, Gothic

horror, and explorations of power and identity in her novels. Her preoccupation with religion,
social disruption, and the uncanny is largely influenced by her upbringing in the American South.
Her first book, The Year of the Witching (2020), received critical acclaim for its nuanced portrayal
of female resistance and grim reconstruction of Puritan society. The boundaries between the sacred
and the profane, rationality and madness, order and anarchy continue to be explored in Henderson's
later work.

(https://alexishenderson.com/)

Critics often describe Alexis Henderson as a writer who represents “modern Gothic
feminism." Her stories highlight women who rebel against or succumb to oppressive systems, and
her writing style combines poetic description with psychological precision. Her works merge
intellectual contemplation with intense emotion in a rich, rhythmic, and highly figurative style
(Leech & Short, 2007). She often sets her works in claustrophobic or liminal settings, such as
institutions, small villages, and dilapidated houses, which act as metaphors for imprisonment and
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identity crisis. In this way, Alexis Henderson fits into the broader aesthetic of the Dark Academia
style, which idealizes moral decay, grief, and intellectualism(Adriaansen, 2022) . She reimagines
Gothic literature for a contemporary postfeminist audience, emphasizing internal transformation
and aestheticized pain.

2.3 Text characteristics
The Dark Academia style is best represented in Alexis Henderson's novel An Academy for

Liars, which combines philosophical exploration, psychological reflection, and Gothic sentiment.
The work serves as both an allegory of moral and intellectual decline and a story of human
suffering. The tone and vocabulary of the novel are shaped by the contrasts that make up its world:
brightness and darkness, intelligence and madness, faith and disillusionment (Fleming, 2021). The
protagonist's fall from material reality to psychological and metaphysical instability is reflected in
the story's setting, which shifts from the antiseptic domestic environment of Wyatt Banks's Denver
home to the bizarre architecture of Drayton College.

Lyrical precision and psychological nuance characterize Alexis Henderson's prose. Her
words often alternate between short, fragmented fragments expressing fear or emotional collapse
and extended, flowing constructions that suggest an internal monologue. This grammatical rhythm
creates a style that is both lyrical and disturbing, reflecting Lennon's unstable mental state. To
externalize the heroine's fragmented sense of self, the author regularly uses synesthetic imagery
and symbolic elements such as mirrors, reflections, duplicates, and a destructive environment. For
example, the reflection without eyes literally embodies the loss of identity and agency, while the
repeated image of the mirror becomes a metaphor for alienation and self-contradiction.

In her vocabulary, Henderson combines formal academic jargon with informal, evenvulgar
terms. The elitism and existential emptiness that underlie the Dark Academia are reflected in the
subsequent artistic hybridity (Zaveri, 2023). She creates sentences that are both intellectual and
visceral, combining intellectual debate with physical fear. One of the author’s main thematic
concerns—the conflict between morality and knowledge, between the search for truth and the cost
of obsession—is also emphasized by this artistic incongruity.

To fully immerse readers in Lennon’s distorted worldview, the narrative voice uses limited
third-person point of view and is highly introspective and distrustful. The novel has a surreal, even
cinematic feel, as time and space seem fluid. Alexis Henderson’s creative attention to sensory
details, such as the sound of footsteps, the smell of polish or decay, and the feel of flesh, creates a
captivating environment that stimulates the reader’s body and mind. An Academy for Liars is both
a psychological thriller and an artistic exploration of knowledge, power, and self-destruction
through a complex interplay of poetry, horror, and intellectual melancholy.

2.4 Rendering Dark Academia style in Ukrainian

In order to translate Alexis Henderson’s Liar’s Academy into Ukrainian, it was necessary
to recreate the unique literary atmosphere—the intellectual melancholy, moral ambiguity, and
artistic elegance that characterize the style of The Dark Academia. Translation was viewed as an
act of stylistic interpretation, not simply linguistic substitution. Thus, was examined how the
distinctive features of The Dark Academia is a combination of intellectual and visceral, beauty
and decay, sophistication and horror—were depicted at different linguistic levels. From lexical

47



precision and syntactic rhythm to stylistic tone, pragmatic subtlety, and cultural resonance, each
level of study reveals unique tactics and difficulties (Bezooijen, Van, & Gooskens, 1999).

The morphological level of translation involves the translation of words and fixed phrases
using methods such as literal translation, borrowing, modulation, and equivalence (Klingenberg,
2014). Alexis Henderson largely uses lexical choice to create mood and meaning in An Academy
for Liars. The deeply introspective tone of the book is reflected in its language, which alternates
between the lyrical and the psychological. As a result, the lexical translation into Ukrainian
required the preservation of this dual register: the formal, poetic language characteristic of the
aesthetics of The Dark Academia, and the informal, emotionally charged language that gives the
main character a human face (Chernetsky, 2011).

Translating the adjectives and descriptive groups that convey the psychological instability
of the main character was one of the biggest obstacles at this level. Alexis Henderson creates a
rhythmic triad by using three adjectives in a line:

(1-s) “She had been in a bad way for months—unmoored, discordant, occupying her own
body with a sense of unease...”

(1-t) “Bona Bke KUThbKa MICSIIB MOYyBajacs IMOrAHO: PO3ryOJIEHON, PO3JIaJHAHOW, a il
BJIACHE TUIO J10AaBAJIO MOYYTTS HECTIOKOIO...”

The goal in translating this into Ukrainian was to capture both the internal rhythm and the
psychological subtlety of the original. The semantic equivalents of “unmoored” and “discordant”
are captured by the phrases “nouyrTs Hecrniokoro,” while “feeling uneasy” is naturally comparable
to the phrase “a sense of unease.” This is the method of semantic translation, which prioritizes
meaning and stylistic accuracy over exact literal reproduction, is demonstrated in this example.

Translating the novel’s culturally distinctive language was another challenge. Henderson’s
text contains several references to middle-class life in North America, such as “cake tastings,”
“wax-sealed mvites,” “film photographer,” and “midcentury-style ranch.” In my translation, I
chose to use descriptive equivalents such as “BigBimyBana nerycTarii TOpTIB i IPUMIPKH CYKOHb ,
BHECJIa 3aBJAaTOK 3a Micle TmpoBeJeHHs Beciurs” and “paHYo B CTWII CEPEAMHA MHHYJIOTO
cromrts” respectively. These images fit into the concept of amplification or clarification, which
is used here to preserve the visual essence of culturally defined things while making them
comprehensible to Ukrainian readers. For example, the phrase “wax-sealed invites” was translated
as “3ampoIeHHs 3 BOCKOBUMHM redaTkaMu, retaining the ceremonial meaning and somewhat old -
fashioned charm that complement the novel’s Gothic overtones.

Another important element of Alexis Henderson’s lexical approach is metaphorical
imagery. Infinite regression and existential nothingness are expressed by the words

(2-s) “Standing between the two, she gazed with glassy eyes at the reflections of herself
reflecting one another, on and on, shrinking into the dark and distant ether.”

(2-t) “Bomna cTosiyia MK HUMH, 1 1i TIOPOXKHI 01 METYIIWIACS MDK BITOOPaXCHHIMHU OTHOT O
Ta HIIOro J3€pKaJl, BITOMBAJIMCS 3HOBY 1 3HOBY Ta 3HHKAJIM B TEMHOMY 1 AajnekoMy edipi.”

Both the atmospheric aspect of the “ether” and the idea of infinite reflection are preserved
in the translation. To emphasize the surreal aspect of the picture, a slightly archaic and scientific
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tone of meaning has been introduced by the deliberate choice to retain the word “edip” instead of
replacing it with the more colloquial “maneuinr”. This is consistent with the technique of
foreignization, which allows the reader to perceive the alien, eerie atmosphere of the source text.

To capture Alexis Henderson's tone, lexical coherence and density are also important. The
phrase

(3-s) “Come dawn, Wyatt woke with a start and a muttered ‘Fuck.”"
(3-t) “Ha cBiranky Baer pi3ko mpokuHyBCs i IpOOYpPMOTIB:
- Yopr 3a6mpaii.”

This is an example of how the author’s language regularly switches between complex
imagery and abrupt vulgar breaks. The profanity was changed to an equivalent that was both
culturally acceptable and similarly expressive in the Ukrainian version. This method is the
modulation, which preserves meaning while adapting it to the stylistic conventions of the target
language. The same technique is seenin the translation

(4-s) "her body seemed to perform the act without her"
(4-t) i Timo HIOM BHKOHYBAJO IO Ait0 Oe3 Hel’

It reflects the sense of dissociation of the original through minimal but rhythmically parallel
phrasing.

The novel's morphological layer also contains terms associated with the creepy and the
terrifying. Alexis Henderson emphasizes physical immediacy by using tangible, often tactile
words such as “cheek,” “mirror,” “cotton balls,” “kiss,” “flesh," The translation preserves the
bodily tone to preserve this visceral imagery. Examples of terms that do this include «mmoka,
«I3epKaJion, «BaTHI KyJIbKW», «IOIUTYHOK», «Tiio». For example, the image of a lingering Kkiss
accurately conveys the physical discomfort of the English words in

(5-s) “...she swore she could still feel the wet crescent of its kiss at the curve of her
shoulder.”

(5-t) “...BoHa Oysia BIIEBHEHa, IO BCE IIC BiMUyBa€ BOJOTMIA CJII il TOIUIYHKY Ha BHTHHI
CBOro mieya”

Here, the best way to convey the visceral texture of fear is through direct translation.

Tomaintain the scholarly atmosphere typical of the Dark Academia, the names of academic
positions and organizations, such as “vice-chancellor,” “proctor,” “entry exam”, “academics and
admin” have been retained throughout the text using their established Ukrainian equivalents -
“inie-kauwiep”’, “iHrep’roep”’, “BeTymHMd icrmr”, “mpodecypa’. This choice of vocabulary
demonstrates borrowing combined with modestly calqued construction, providing the target reader
with a reality that is both culturally specific and understandable.

Translating the novel An Academy for Liars required careful balancing of the structural
tendencies of Ukrainian and English at the syntactic level (Perlmutter, 1982). Vinay and Darbelnet
argue that syntax functions as an “architecture of meaning,” acting as a mediator between the
stylistic and literal levels of a text (2022). Alexis Henderson alternates between long, flowing
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words that mimic an internal monologue and short, abrupt utterances that mimic shock or anxiety.
The psychological texture of the novel is shaped by this cycle of expansion and contraction, which
is important for the style of The Dark Academy, which linguistically combines crisis with
introspection.

Alexis Henderson often uses long hypotactic patterns to illustrate the protagonist's state of
mind. For example, the combination of subordinate clauses in the sentence:

(6-s) "The world tilted around her as she tried to steady her breath, counting each inhale
like a prayer whispered in the dark."”

(6-t) “CpiT TOXWMTHYBCS HABKOJO HEi, TMOKM BOHA HaMarajgacs BUPIBHATH JIUXaHHS,
paxyrouu KOXEH BJUX, HIOM MOJMTBY, MPOIICTIOTUTY B TEMpsBL”

It creates a rhythm of control and pause. The same impression of stopped motion is
recreated by the grammatical parallelism and repetition of participial phrases in the Ukrainian
translation. In this case, syntactic equivalence was achieved by imitating rhythm rather than using
the same phrasal structure, ensuring that the translated sentence has the same rate of reflection.

Alexis Henderson often uses parataxis — a series of short, simple sentences connected by a
sequence to reflect the fragmentation of the mind during times of heightened stress.

(7-s) “She ran. She didn’t think. She didn’t breathe. She only moved.”
(7-t) “Bona 0irma. He nymana. He nuxana. Jlvme pyxanacs.”

The fast pace and emotional intensity of the source are preserved in phrasal correspondence
to each other. In this case, the adaptation serves as a stylistic element that mimics the protagonist’s
feeling of shortness of breath and panicked heartbeat.

Henderson often uses non-finite verbs, such as participles and gerunds, to compress the
action into imagery, which is another grammatical characteristic of his language.

(8-s) "Her hands trembling, she reached for the mirror, her reflection shaking in the glass
like something alive"

(8-t) “Ii pykm TpemTimm, Komu BOHA TOTATHyJacs 0 JA3epKaja, a BiToOpakeHHS B CKIi
31pUrajocsi, HEMOB >KUBE.”

Transposition was used to transform non-finite forms into finite sentences, while
maintaining the visual simultaneity of the actions, since Ukrainian syntax does not provide for the
same use of participial absolute constructions. This method preserves the chronological coherence
of the scene, guaranteeing grammatical naturalness.

In the novel Alexis Henderson relies heavily on punctuation, which often symbolizes
psychological disintegration. Dashes, colons, and ellipses can be used expressively in English to
indicate pauses in thought or shifts in perception.

(9-s) “She wanted to scream—to break something—but only silence came,”
(9-t) “Bomna xoTiTa 3aKpHdaTH, 3IlaMaTH II0Ch, ajie 3 il ByCT BUpBajacs JIMIIE THIA.”
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A sequence of commas, which maintains rhythm and passion while adhering to Ukrainian
punctuation norms, has been used in place of the English dash, which graphically dramatizes a
pause. This is an example of syntactic-punctuation modulation, which uses tone and rhythm rather
than visual mimicry to convey meaning.

Alexis Henderson also includes parallel constructions that create a poetic emphasis known
as syntactic symmetry.

(10-s) "Every corridor whispered, every door remembered, every shadow waited"
(10-t) “KoxeH kopumop MICTIOTIB, KOXHI JBEpi MaM’sATajli, KOKHA TiHb YeKasa.”

The hypnotic rhythm and cumulative intensity of the English text are maintained by the
parallel syntax and the repetition of "koxen/kokHa", which reproduce the anaphoric pattern. This
method is consistent with Newmark's concept of semantic correspondence, in which grammatical
symmetry reproduces stylistic influence (1988).

Finally, Alexis Henderson’s syntax sometimes deviates from the standard order, causing
discomfort, placing adjectives or adverbs in unexpected ways

(11-s) “Strange was the light in her eyes, colder than before.”
(11-t) “/ImBHMM Oyso CBITJIO B il O4ax, XOJOHIIlIE, HDK paHile”

This inversion is reflected in the Ukrainian version, which uses the same adjective at the
beginning. Alexis Henderson’s lyrical alienation is preserved by preserving the inversion, not
normalizing it. This choice reflects a foreignizing of syntax, deliberately maintaining structural
tension to preserve the Gothic atmosphere of the Dark Academia.

Alexis Henderson’s language functions not only through narrative meaning but also
through rhythm, imagery, and mood, thus the stylistic level of translation in An Academy for Liars
posed some of the most delicate and creative obstacles. It is said that in order for the target text to
evoke a similar visual and emotional response, stylistic equivalence seeks to recreate “the author’s
personality and intent.” Alexis Henderson’s style can be characterized as lyrical Gothic, in which
introspection merges with whimsy, and beautiful language coexists with horror. Thus, conveying
this distinctive stylistic texture in Ukrainian required both semantic precision and aesthetic
sensitivity.

Alexis Henderson uses vivid imagery in his writing to externalize mental processes.

(12-s) “Her reflection blinked, and for a moment, she could not tell which of them had
moved first,”

(12-t) “fi BimoOpaskeHHs MOPrHYJO, i HA MMTh BOHA HEe 3MOIVIA 3PO3YMITH, XTO 3 HHX
PYXHYBCS TIEpIINM...”

In this example the mirror motif and syntactic rhythm of the original are reproduced in the
translation. The tension between perception and hallucination is maintained through the repetition
of visual verbs and the placement of “na murs”. This illustrates how, despite syntactic changes,
artistic fidelity canbe achieved through parallel rhythm and semantic precision.
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Alexis Henderson's use of sensory contrasts, which combine the psychological and
physical aspects of fear, is another characteristic that distinguishes her approach.

(13-s) "he was sure she still felt the damp trace of his kiss on the curve of her shoulder"
(13-t) "Bona Oyna BneBHeHa, IIO BCE IIE BiT4yBa€ BOJOTMH CJig HOro TOIUTYHKY Ha
BUI'MHI CBOTO Ivicya"

The poetic language and tactile images of the original text are preserved in the Ukrainian
translation. Through careful lexical juxtaposition and melodic phrasing, a stylistic equivalence is
achieved, reflecting the sensual rhythm and calm intensity of the English sentence.

In addition, the author’s approach demonstrates melancholic prose through introspective
verbs and slow, contemplative syntax. The contemplative tone and inner rhythm of the phrase

(14-s) “She felt like she was living the loose logic of dreams and wondered for a moment
if this was a dream”
(14-t) “Bona BimuyBasa, HIOM KMBE YBi CHI, 1 HA MUTh 3aMUCJIWIACS, YH Ie JIHCHO HE COH”

The contemplative tone and inner rhythm are preserved in the rendition. A gentle, reflective
pause is included to imitate the reluctant English modal sentence. This example demonstrates
communicative equivalence, in which tone and rhythm are more important than structural
imitation to ensure identical psychological impact.

The melancholic poetry of the text is another recurring stylistic element. Alexis Henderson
often uses internal rhythm and repetition to create a melodic cadence in her texts.

(15-s) “The house smelled of polish and potpourri, the furniture gleaming beneath the soft
light that filtered through lace curtains.”

(15-t) “Crian mepeanokor0 OyiH OOIIMTI MAHEISIMH 3 TOTO ) TEMHOIO YEPBOHOTO JIepeBa,
0 ¥ mijyiora, a B OyJUHKY TMaxJio TOJIPOJUTIO 1 Momypi”

The translation maintains a perfect balance of sentences and the interplay of visual and
olfactory images. The melodiousness of the English sentence is reproduced through the alliteration
of «maxio — momypi» and «M’SKEM CBITIIOM — MepexwuBHI (ipaHkm», illustrating how stylistic
equivalence can develop organically within the phonetic resources of the target language.

At a pragmatic level, translation involves capturing the communicative purpose of speech,
emotional tone, and interpersonal interaction in addition to its literal meaning (Ketelaars, Cuperus,
Jansonius, & Verhoeven, 2010). In An Academy for Liars, conversation plays a crucial role in
illuminating the characters’ psyches and preserving the conflict between intelligence and weakness
that is a hallmark of the Dark Academia style. Irony, emotional control, and awareness of hidden
meaning were essential for Ukrainian translation. Each line of conversation was viewed as an act
of psychological exchange, rather than a simple linguistic unit.

(16-s) “And the second?” Lennon asked, pressing for more.
“This interview.”
“And the third?”
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“The entry exam, but you shouldn’t worry about that,” said Benedict
(16-t) “~ A npyruii? — 3ammrana JIeHHOH.
- Is ciBOecina.
- A Tperiit?
- Berymauit icnmr, ane To61 He BapTo mpo 1ie TypOyBaTucs 3apas...”

Benedict’s controlled responses and Lennon’s short, elliptical questions represent a
practical conflict between control and curiosity. Benedict’s calm, explanatory tone conveys
authority and control, while Lennon’s nervous anticipation is evident in the careful preservation
of the choppy rhythm of “JA npyrmii? A tperiii?” This pragmatic interaction relies on an
imbalance of power, which is accurately reflected in the Ukrainian language through formal
address and concise syntax.

Alexis Henderson also uses indirect confession and emotional suppression in her speech.
Pragmatic weight is evident in the silence that follows Lennon's cautious response to Wyatt's
question.

(17-s) “You’re married?”

“Not yet,”

“I got engaged over the winter.”

“To Wyatt Banks?”

“Yes.”

“Tell me more.”

“About Wyatt?”

(17-t) “- Tu ompyxeHa?
- [Ile mi...
- S 3apyumiacs B3UMKY.
- 3 Baerom benkcom?
- Tak.
- Po3kaxky MeHi e TalIbHIIIE.
- [Ipo Baera?”

Using ellipses and a choppy rhythm, the Ukrainian performance maintains her inner
restraint. Compared to a clear description, limited responses and pauses are more successful in
evoking psychological distress and shame. This is an example of pragmatic modulation, which
allows tempo and silence to convey emotional meaning.

(18-s) “I mean...I wanted to die. In fact, I planned to.”
(18-t) “Illo ... st XoTi1a MOMepTH. S HABITH IUIAHYBasa Iie 3pOOUTH.”

During Lennon’s confession, another striking example can be seen. The hesitation and
uncertainty are emphasized by the ellipsis and the repeated “a”. Her emotional realism is enhanced
by the choice to preserve this structure in Ukrainian rather than compress it. Here, the phrase serves
a therapeutic pragmatic purpose, exposing weakness while maintaining control as a balancing act
important to the tone of the Dark Academia. Benedict adds a layer of restraint that avoids
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sentimentality while conveying genuine concern in his sympathetic yet formal response, whic h
conveys genuine concern.

(19-s) “I want to let you know that you’re free to leave if this is too painful for you,”
(19-t) “Xouy, mo0 TH 3HaNA, IO TH MOXKEIII TITH, SIKIIO [ie Jis1 Te0e 3aHaATO OOJCHO,”

(20-s) “Before we begin, let me make you something to eat.”

“I’m not hungry.”

“And yet you must eat,”

(20-t) “- TTepur HDK MM MOYHEMO, J1aBaii S MPUTOTYIO TOOI IIOCH MOICTH.
- 51 He ronoaHa.
- To6i Tpeba noicTu...”

Lennon's refusal to accept care is another example of a subtle emotional interaction. The
pragmatic contradiction between concern and defiance is the driving force behind this interaction.
The Ukrainian conversation maintains a conversational tone by using modal formulations that
create both tension and intimacy (e.g., «Tpebay, «He rojomHa»). The interpersonal intimacy that
characterizes the emotional dynamics of the scene is preserved by the decision to maintain
informal address (Tannen, 2007).

(21-s) “What did your father teach you to do to the starlings?”
“Crush their eggs,” she whispered tonelessly, her cheeks flushed from the shame of it.
(21-t) “- Illo BiH HaBYMB TeOE POOUTH 31 INAKAMH?

- Po3buBatu ixHi simg, - O€3€MOIHHO MpOMIETIOTUIA BOHA, a il IIOKH
TIOYEPBOHUTH Bi COpoMy.”

When Benedict questions Lennon about her father during the interview, pragmatic tension
increases. Forced disclosure and emotional distance are the root causes of pragmatic conflict.
Language and feeling are at odds, as seen in the addition of “6e3emouiiino” and the description of
her blushing cheeks. Although the narrative signal externalizes emotional grief, the confessional
rhythm is maintained by the Ukrainian word order («po30uBaTu iXHi SHIp»).

Overall, the pragmatic depiction of speech in Ukrainian translation required finding a
balance between literal accuracy and emotional authenticity. The psychological reality of Alexis
Henderson’s characters is preserved in translation through modulation of tone, deliberate ellipsis,
the alternation of formal and informal, and context-dependent rhythm. Language becomes amirror
of vulnerability, remorse, and strength, conveyed through subtext, rhythm, and silence rather than
overt emotion. This strategy ensures that the pragmatic texture of An Academy for Liars has a
controlled intimacy, moral ambiguity, and psychological depth, which resonates with the linguistic
and cultural context of Ukrainian language.

An Academy for Liars was translated from English into Ukrainian using a variety of
translation procedures and approaches to achieve a balance between cultural resonance, stylistic
authenticity, and semantic correctness. | approached the translation as a linguistic and aesthetic
endeavor, trying to preserve not only the meaning but also the unique emotional and atmospheric
imprint of Alexis Henderson’s language. No single style could fully convey the complexity of the
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novel, as its influence lies in its artistic hybridity—the coexistence of poetry and horror, reason
and madness. Asa result, depending on the communicative purpose of eachchapter, | usedahybrid
approach, among which are (Molina & Albir, 2004):
1. Literal Translation
2. Transposition
. Compensation
. Established Equivalence
. Explicitation
. Reduction
. Adaptation
. Calque
. Amplification
10. Inversion

O© 00 NO O bW

The most popular methods at the lexical level were established equivalence and direct
translation. When English and Ukrainian had similar syntactic and semantic structures, literal
translation successfully captured rhythm and imagery.

(1-s) “The mirror trembled.”

(1-t) «/I3epkano 3apUrHYIIOCS.»

The literal form preserves brevity and dramatic rhythm. To preserve the clarity and tone of
Alexis Henderson's prose, | often translated Ukrainian structures literally when they naturally
reflected English syntax and rhythm.

(2-s) “Her reflection staring back”

(2-1) «Ii BiOOpaXCHHST JTUBIWIOCS Y BINTOBITb.)»

I used transposition to achieve fluency in Ukrainian while preserving meaning by changing
grammatical categories (e.g. from participles to finite participles). To preserve natural grammar,
in Ukrainian the participle “staring” used in English is replaced by a finite participle “nuBriocs™.

(3-s) “Your name?” Her accent, thick and husky, was decidedly southern.
“Do follow me.”

(3-t) “- Bame imeuko?

[i akuent, TycTwil i XpUIKuii, OyB SABHO IOJMHH 3 IHBJIHS.

- [Tinom 3a MHOM.”

The stylistic inconsistency in the English text immediately conveys the social register and
place of origin of the speaker. However, the “southern” accent has no exact analogue in the
Ukrainian language. The socio-emotional function such as the coziness and subtle rustic
sophistication that the word “southern” suggests would be lost if this feature were conveyed
physically.

I have used compensation through lexical and grammatical decisions that produce a similar
shift in tone in the Ukrainian language to preserve this stylistic impression.

(4-s) “potpourri”
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(4-1) “nmomypi”
To maintain clarity, | used an established equivalent Ukrainian translation.

(5-s) “Surely, Lennon thought, downing a bottle would do the trick.”

(5-t) “3BuuaiiHo, JIeHHOH mMoayMasa i mpo Te, MO aJKOroJb MOXKE JOTIOMOITH BIOPATHC S
31 3pagor0.”

When a literal translation might confuse Ukrainian readers, | have appealed to certain
culturally or psychologically hidden facts. The power dynamics suggested in the original are
supported by direct comparison in Ukrainian.

(6-s) "She’d sent wax-sealed invites across the country to her family members and a few
seat-filler friends.”

(6-t) "Bona po3iciana 3ampoIleHHS 3 BOCKOBUMH INeYaTKaMU CBOIM POAMYAM 1 KUTbKOM
Jpy3sIM TIO BCiil kpaini."

The original term "seat-filler friends™ refers to the fact that these friends were asked to fill
in the blanks and create the desired impression, rather than through any real connection. This
sardonic implication regarding the true nature of this relationship was lost (or reduced) in
translation (Golden, 2023).

(7-s) “By the end of that semester, the first of her sophomore year, she found herself in a
psychiatric ward, where she would remain for eight weeks.”

(7-t) “lo kiHIIFI TOrO CEeMECTpy, MEpIIOro Ha JIPyroMy Kypci, BOHa MOTpamwia 10
NICHXIATPUYHOT JIKapHi, Je npoOyia aBa Mmicsl.”

Although eight weeks is exactly two months, translating it as "nBa micsi" is a stylistic
decision to use a round, common unit of time that is easier to understand and fits better in
conversation than specifying an exact number of weeks. Choosing a more common time frame
facilitates adaptation.

(8-s) ““...and she’d made a deposit on the venue and secured a film photographer...”

(8-t) ““...BHeCNa 3aBIATOK 3a MicIie TPOBEACHHS BecUUI i HaiiHsia kiHodoTorpada...”

Since in the translation the two components of the English compound noun word for
word were used while preserving the structure of the compound noun, it can be identified asa
calque. "Kinogororpad", which literally translates as "film-photographer” or "cinema-
photographer,” fully mimics the morphological structure of the original English phrase to identify
a photographer who uses analog film.

(9-s) “So, when Wyatt invited her to move to Denver, Colorado, where he had taken a job
as a professor in the University of Colorado’s MFA program...”

(9-t) “Tox, xom Baer 3ampocuB ii nepeixatu no [enBepa, B mrat Komopano, e BiH
BIIAIITYBABCS Ha poboTy mpodecopoM Y MaricTepchKidi mporpaMi  o0pa3oTBOPY MX
MucTenrB Y HiBepcurety Komopamo...”

| decided to clarify the meaning of the acronym MFA, which stands for “Master of Fine
Arts.” Since it adds explicit information that was only implied by the English acronym, it is an
amplification strategy. The expansion ensures that readers who are not familiar with the acronym
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MFA (Master of Fine Arts) will immediately understand the level of the program and the academic
context.

(10-s) “You know, it’s not the cold that kills them,” he said, as if to absolve himself."

(10-t) "3naem, ix BOMBa€ He XONOJ, — CKa3aB BiH, HIOW BHIPaBIOBYBaBCS."

In this case, the Ukrainian text uses a typical stylistic inversion in conversation tags. In the
source text, it was a subject (he) followed by a verb (said), while in the target text it was a verb
(cxazaB) followed by a subject (BiH).

Foreignization is the main translation strategy used in the Ukrainian translation of An
Academy for Liars, along with some partial domestications. Foreignization allows to preserve the
linguistic and cultural uniqueness of the original material by emphasizing its foreign origin rather
than modifying it according to the expectations of the target culture. Character names such as
Lennon and Benedict are transliterated rather than replaced, while English cultural and academic
indicators such as Drayton College and Vice-Chancellor are consistently retained. The authentic
Anglo-American academic environment that characterizes the style of Dark Academia is preserved
through this choice. Atthe same time, limited domestication is used on the stylistic and pragmatic
levels to guarantee emotional accessibility and fluidity. This combination of techniques allows the
translation to appear natural in Ukrainian while maintaining cultural authenticity. The final text
effectively balances reader-centered clarity with foreign cultural texture, presenting the academic
yet emotionally impactful qualities of the Dark Academia style.

In literature, proper names serve as transmitters of cultural, symbolic, and stylistic
information, in addition to being identifiers (Ahieieva-Karkashadze, n.d.). Names in literary works
often affect tone, context, and characterization; therefore, the translator must consider both their
referential and connotative aspects. Alexis Henderson used proper names in An Academy for Liars
both to reflect the social and psychological status of her characters and to enhance the Gothic
academic atmosphere. Phonetic accuracy, cultural recognition, and artistic impact must be
balanced when translating these names into Ukrainian.

Most of the personal names “Lennon Carter, Wyatt, Benedict, Vera, and Dr. Liddell” have
been preserved in their original English forms through transcription method rather than translation.
The concept of foreignization is reflected in this choice, which maintains the authenticity of the
text and the cultural uniqueness of the Anglo-American setting. For example, the name “Lennon”
has cultural connotations of sensitivity and defiance. Its foreign tone is preserved, and its stylistic
weight is made apparent to readers by its phonetic translation as "e". In the same vein, the phonetic
uniqueness of Wyatt and Benedict has been preserved without unnecessary modification when
they are transliterated as "Baer" and "benenukT".

The following dialogue is an interesting example of how the translator used proper names
creatively:

“I’m Benedict. Just like the breakfast dish.”

—«41 beneaukt. SIKk si€4Hs.»

A light-hearted, self-aware joke about eggs Benedict, a popular English breakfast dish, was
made in the original text by the character Benedict. The cultural familiarity with Anglo-American
cuisine and the connection of the name Benedict with the name of the dish are sources of humor.
The translator uses cultural substitution and pragmatic adaptation to compensate for the lack of
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idiomatic associations in Ukrainian culture. The specific cultural allusion is replaced, but the light -
hearted tone and funny meaning of the expression "SIk sieuns" are preserved in the term. This
method avoids unnecessary cultural explanations while maintaining the lightheartedness of the
script and the somewhat self-deprecating humor of the character.

However, a more careful approach was required to the selection of institutional and
toponymic names. Since translating or replacing the name "Drayton College™ would have
compromised the authenticity of the fictional setting, it was retained i its original form “Komnemx
Jxetiron”. Since Drayton's name evokes the classical connections to Britain and the Ivy League,
which are important to the Dark Academia style, keeping it in English further emphasizes the
aristocratic and alien mood of the novel. Since the English word "college" (komex) denotes a
certain institutional culture - a culture of residence, exclusivity, and ritual - which has no direct
analogue in Ukrainian educational institutions, the word "college” was transliterated rather than
translated as "yniBepcurer” or “iHCTHTYT".

Academic titles and honors added another layer of complexity. Words like “Vice-
Chancellor,” ‘“Proctor,” “Dean,” and “Admissions Committee” are indicators of tradition and
hierarchy. Depending on the degree of cultural transparency, | alternated between tracing and
adaptation in these situations. As a result, the title “vice-chancellor” was changed to
“npopekTopka” a tracing that preserves institutional formality and reflects usage in international
academia, and the title “proctors” was changed to “ex3amenatopu,” emphasizing their supervisory
function rather than the official British title.

An Academy for Liars used a two-pronged approach to translating proper names:
foreignization for institutional and personal names to preserve cultural context, and adaptation for
functional or symbolic allusions to ensure clarity of interpretation. The Ukrainian version was able
to maintain both authenticity and readability through this combination. Recreating the world of
Alexis Henderson’s Dark Academia, where language, culture, and identity are combined in a
delicate balance between exotic appeal and emotional familiarity, proper names were included as
cultural markers.

As a symbol of the Dark Academia aesthetic, the title “An Academy for Liars” captures
the central idea and visual atmosphere of Alexis Henderson’s book. In this literary vein, the
concept of “academy” serves not only as a physical institution but also asa metaphorical place as
anivory tower where morality, ambition, and intellect coexist. Alexis Henderson’s use of the word
“academy” instantly places the story within the typical Dark Academia topography of hallowed
lecture halls that conceal secrets behind their gleaming facades. By juxtaposing it with the word
“hars,” an rony and subversion are introduced that undermines the idealized notion of academic
purity and exposes its fundamental hypocrisy, vanity, and self-deception.

Thematically, the term reflects the duality that characterizes the Dark Academia: a search
for truth through beauty, overshadowed by the inevitability of corruption. Alexis Henderson's
"Academy” becomes a symbolic stage where knowledge is intertwined with dishonesty,
reminiscent of Gothic stories and ancient tragedies, where moral collapse is the result of
intellectual ambition. Thus, the aesthetic of contradiction at the heart of the genre is embodied in
the oxymoronic combination of academia and liars: enlightenment tainted by obsession,
sophistication linked to degradation.

From a stylistic perspective, the rhythmic harmony and laconicism of the title reflect the
linguistic economy of Gothic iconography. Its beautiful yet abstract language demands
philosophical interpretation, prompting the reader to ponder the nature of identity, authenticity,
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and truth, which are the three central themes of the Dark Academia. This ambiguity is preserved
in the translation, contrasting institutional formality with moral depravity. The sarcasm and serious
tone of the original are retained in the Ukrainian translation, which enhances the dark intellectual
atmosphere of the text. As a result, the title functions as aconceptual microcosm of the entire book,
capturing its moral conflict, psychological depth, and artistic essence in a way that is fully in
keeping with the tradition of the Dark Academia style.
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CONCLUSIONS

The complexity and difficulty of translating a work influenced by the style of the Dark
Academia is illustrated by the Ukrainian translation of Alexis Henderson’s An Academy for Liars.
The complex mix of psychological tension, introspection, and gothic atmosphere in this book
requires the translator to go beyond simple word substitution and engage with the deeper artistic,
cultural, and emotional aspects of the story. The translation process demonstrated how meaning,
tone, and symbolism are intertwined in Alexis Henderson’s prose, and how each of these
components must be preserved to preserve the integrity of the original work through careful study
of the lexical, syntactic, stylistic, and pragmatic levels.

The Ukrainian translation successfully conveys the atmospheric complexity of the novel
and its particular tension between beauty and decay, using a variety of translation approaches,
including transposition, amplification, compensation, and reduction. To convey the spirit of the
Dark Academia style, special attention was paid to realities, academic language, symbolic images,
and psychologically rich discourse. To provide Ukrainian readers with the same emotional and
intellectual resonance as the readers of the original work, the translator's work went beyond
linguistic correctness and encompassed the reconstruction of mood, rhythm, and artistic nuances
(Stewart, 2018).

The most commonly used methods include:

o Established Equivalent (20%): Maintaining semantic and stylistic parity
where direct equivalents exist.

o Adaptation (20%): Adjusting cultural references, institutional names and
time units for target audience.

o Literal translation (15%): Direct structural and semantic mapping.

o Transposition (10%): Modifying sentence structures or grammatical classes
for natural Ukrainian speech.

o Amplification (10%): Expanding acronyms or adding relevant contextual
information.

o Description (9.8%): Using descriptive language to depict complex visual or

cultural objects.

Other translation techniques are detailed in Appendix A.

The translation demonstrates that translation is a creative and analytical process that
requires finding a balance between originality and cultural adaptation. The methods used in this
project show how translation can preserve cultural identity while ensuring accessibility and
readability. The project also highlights how important it is for translators to approach works that
rely primarily on atmosphere and stylistic hybridity with awareness, sensitivity, and
methodological flexibility. Ultimately, by presenting a contemporary example of the Dark
Academia style and showing how this aesthetic can be successfully presented in a different
linguistic and cultural context, the translation of An Academy for Liars expands the Ukrainian
literary space.
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Appendix A
CHART OF TRANSLATION TECHNIQUES

Description
9.8

Established Equivalent
20

Amplification
10

Transposition
10

Adaptation
20

Literal translation
15
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