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ABSTRACT

The paper is devoted to the analysis of translation techniques applied in rendering
proper names, with particular focus on geographical names, in Monisha Rajesh’s travel
narrative, Moonlight Express: Around the World by Night Train. The study combines a
practical translation of a selected text with a comprehensive analysis of the techniques used in
the translation process. The research examines different categories of proper names, including
toponyms, anthroponyms, ethnonyms, and names of organisations, and identifies the most
frequently used translation techniques, such as transcription, established equivalents,
borrowing, calque, and adaptation.

Key words: proper names, toponyms, geographical names, anthroponyms, ethnonyms,
translation techniques, borrowing, established equivalent, endonyms, exonyms.

AHOTAIISA

PoOota mpucBsiueHa aHai3y NepeKiajalbKUX TEXHIK BIJITBOPEHHsI BJIACHUX Has3B,
30kpema reorpadiuHux HasB, y pomani «Moonlight Express: Around the World by Night
Train» Monimm Pampkemt. JlocmikeHHsT MO€AHYE NMPAKTUUYHY YAaCTUHY (NEpeKiaj ypUBKY
XYZAO0KHBOTO TEKCTY) 3 TEOPETUYHO-aHATITHYHUM aHAI30M 3aCTOCOBAHMX MEPEKIIaNallbKuX
TeXHIK. ¥ poOOTi pO3IsSHYTO pi3HI THMM BIACHHUX HAa3B, 30KpeMa TOMOHIMH, aHTPOIOHIMH,
€THOHIMU Ta Ha3BU OpraHi3ailiii, a TaKo BU3HAYEHO OCHOBHI MEPEKJIaaaibKi TEXHIKH, CEPE
SKHMX YCTaJIeH1 BIAMOBIIHUKY, KaJIbKYBaHHSI Ta 3alI03UYEHHS.

KuarouoBi cioBa: BiacHi Ha3BU, TOMOHIMH, reorpadidHi Ha3BHU, AHTPOIOHIMH,
€THOHIMH, TIEPEKIaJalbKI TEXHIKH, 3aMO3WYEHHsS, YCTaJIeHI BIAMOBIAHUKH, EHIOHIMH,
€K30HIMU.



INTRODUCTION

The growing intensity of intercultural communication in the context of globalisation
increases the importance of high-quality translation, particularly in the field of literary texts.
Travel literature, in particular, plays a significant role in shaping readers’ perceptions of
different cultures and places, which makes the accurate rendering of proper names especially
relevant. The translation of geographical names and other proper names is a complex task, as
such units are closely connected with cultural identity, historical context, and linguistic norms.
Therefore, the issue of translating proper names remains up-to-date in modern translation
studies.

The problem of translating proper names and geographical names has been widely
studied by both classical and contemporary scholars. Among the most influential researchers
are P. Newmark, M. Baker, C. Nord, P. Van Langendonck, L. Molina and A. Hurtado Albir,
Tent and Blair, Cacciafoco and Cavallaro, Khayitova, Hough, and others. Their works focus
on the classification of proper names, translation techniques, and the role of cultural factors in
the translation process.

The relevance of the study lies in finding effective ways of rendering proper names,
particularly geographical names, in translation, taking into account their linguistic and cultural
peculiarities.

The object of the study is proper names in the travel narrative Moonlight Express:
Around the World by Night Train by Monisha Rajesh.

The subject of the study is translation techniques used in rendering proper names from
English into Ukrainian.

The purpose of the study is to analyse proper names in Monisha Rajesh’s travel
narrative and to explain the translation techniques used for rendering them into Ukrainian.
The purpose determines the following tasks:
to perform the translation of the selected chapters of the novel,;
to define proper names and their classification;
to characterise the types of proper names used in the source text;
to identify and explain translation techniques applied in rendering proper names in the
Ukrainian translation.

The research material consists of the source text, Moonlight Express: Around the
World by Night Train by Monisha Rajesh, and its translation into Ukrainian by the author of
this paper.

The research paper consists of an abstract, an introduction, two chapters, conclusions,
a list of references and appendixes. The total number of the paper is 43 pages.



CHAPTER 1

TRANSLATION OF MONISHA RAJESH’S
MOONLIGHT EXPRESS: AROUND THE WORLD BY NIGHT TRAIN

Source text

Target text

1 The Nightjet from Paris to Vienna

At 18.58 the Nightjet service from Paris to Vienna glides out
from Gare de I’Est, embarking on a fifteen-hour journey through
Strasbourg, Munich and Salzburg. On a Sunday night at the end of
January, I should have been tucked up on board. Instead, I was
shivering on a replacement TGV, eyeing a student watching porn on
his phone. The high-speed train was crowded, the windows steaming
up from the heat of compacted bodies. Those fortunate enough to bag
a seat were sleeping face down on the tables or scrolling on their
phones and sighing. Others were sitting on suitcases in the aisles,
leaning against each other’s shoulders and fidgeting in frustration as
the train swept east past rows of Haussmannian apartments, attic
rooms warmly lit. It was an inauspicious start to my grand adventure.

The Orient Express, the world’s most famous train, was
marking its 140th anniversary and it felt fitting to embark upon my
journey into the world of sleeper trains by retracing its original route.
Contrary to popular myth, the Express d’Orient — its original title —
was far from a single luxury train. Launched in 1883 by a Belgian
businessman, the fabulously named Georges Nagelmackers, it was a
regular passenger service and for the first six years the journey

1 Hiunwuii norsar 3 [Mapu:ka no Binus

O 18:58 niynanit noizn «Nightjety 3 [Mapmxa no Bigas
BianpanisieTses 3 CxigHoro Bok3aiy [lapuxy, BUpyaodu B
N'ITHAIATH TOAMHHY 1To10poXk uepe3 CtpacOypr, MroHXeH i
3anpulypr. Y HenuTo BBeUEepl HAIPHUKIHII CIUHS 1 Maia Ou OyTu
3aTHIIHO BJAIITOBaHa Ha 6opTy. HaToMicTh s TpeMTiia Bi X001y B
mBuakicHoMy noizai TGV (Bix ¢p. Train a Grande Vitesse —
«UIBUJKICHUH TO13]1»), MOTIISIIAI0YH HA CTYIEHTA, SIKAW IUBUBCS
MOpHO Ha TenedoHi. Y MBUAKICHOMY 0i3/11 OyJI0 TICHO, a BiJl TerJa
T1J1, 1[0 CTUCKAJIMCS OJJHE JI0 OJHOI0, Ha BIKHAX yTBopuiacs napa. Ti,
KOMY TOIIACTUIIO 3aiHATH Miclle, CTIall, TIOKJIABIIN TOJIOBY Ha CTOJIH,
a0o, 31TXal0uu, TOPTaIN CTPIUKy B TenedoHax. [ cuainm Ha
BaJli3ax y Ipoxo/ii, CIUPAIOYUCh OJMH Ha OJTHOTO 1 HEPBOBO COBrarouu
HOTaMH BiJl pO3/IpaTyBaHHsI, TOKH IMOi3/1 MYaB Ha CXiJI TOB3 PSAH
OCMaHIBCHKUX KBapTHP 3 TEIJIO OCBITICHUMHU MaHCAPIHUMHU
kiMHaTamu. Lle OyB HEBmamii MOYATOK MOET BEIMKOT PHUTOJTH.

«CxiiHUH eKcIpecy, HalB1IOMIIINIA O3] Y CBITI, BiA3HAYAB
cBoe 140-piyus, 1 MEH1 3aJ10CS TOPEYHUM PO3IIOYATH CBOIO MOJOPOK
y CBIT HIYHHUX MO{3/11B, IPOIXaBIIX HOTO OPUTIHATBHUN MapIIPYT.
Bceynepeu nommpenomy midy, «Express d’Orient» — iioro
OpHTiHaJbHA Ha3Ba — X HISIK HE OYB €IMHUM PO3KIIIHUM MOTSATOM.
3anymenunii y 1883 porri Oenbrificbkkum 013HECMEHOM 13 JIETeHIapHUM
im'sim XKopx Harenbmakepc, 11e OyB 3BUYaliHUI MacakupCbKHid Moi31,




between Paris and Constantinople (now Istanbul) was undertaken
using a sequence of trains and ferries and several sets of rolling stock
(or carriages). Trains departed Paris for Vienna via Strasbourg and
Munich, then ran through Budapest and Bucharest to the southern
Romanian city of Giurgiu. From there passengers were transported by
ferry across the Danube to the Bulgarian city of Ruse, where a final
train transferred them to Varna on the Black Sea coast, ending with a
steamer to Istanbul. I felt tired just thinking about it. In 1889,
however, the entire railway line was completed, and in June that year
the first direct train departed Paris taking passengers all the way to
Istanbul’s Sirkeci station. Two years later the service was officially
renamed the Orient Express.

That afternoon I’d arrived by Eurostar into Gare du Nord and,
in the bright winter sun, walked the hour-long route towards the Left
Bank, past pollarded plane trees, their flaking bark patched like
camouflage. The aroma of caramelised almonds warmed the air
around the burned-out beauty of Notre Dame, where I’d watched
couples sharing macarons on benches, whippets in couture coats
quivering at their feet. Vendors in fingerless gloves folded hot crépes,
and with one in hand, I’d picked my way between tourists cycling in
the wrong direction and crossed over the road to the bookshop
Shakespeare and Company, where I located a copy of Murder on the
Orient Express. It had a striking cover featuring a vintage table lamp
with the train running across a bridge at sunset. Now, two hours from
Strasbourg, I thumbed through to where I’d left off in the story. For
Hercule Poirot it had been a snowdrift that had disrupted his journey,
bringing the Simplon-Orient-Express to a halt ‘between Vincovi and
Brod’. For me it had been an arson attack at Gare de I’Est. The fire
had begun under an area of track by a signal point. No one was injured
but the blaze had damaged around fifty cables and disrupted services
in and out of the station. I’d turned up in good time, full of beans and
eager to board, only to discover that the NJ 469 to Vienna was no

1 IPOTSITOM TEPIINX MIECTH POKIB MOI0POoXK Mk Taprokem i
Kouncrantuaonosnem (HuHi CtamOyi) 31iICHIOBaNIAcs 32 JOTIOMOT OO
pATy MOi3AIB 1 TOPOMIB Ta JEKUTBKOX KOMIUIEKTIB PyXOMOTO CKJIay
(abo BarowiB). [lotsiru Bignpasisutucs 3 [lapmwka no Binns uepes
CtpacOypr 1 MronxeH, noTtiMm npoixpkanu byganemr i Byxapect no
HiBJICHHOTO PYMYHCBKOTO MicTa J[Kyp/Ky. 3BIATH macaXupiB
nepeBo3uiiu mopomoM uepes3 Jlynait 1o 6onrapcbkoro micra Pyce, ae
OCTaHHIH MOTAT onpasisB ix 10 Bapau Ha y36epexoki HopHOro
Mops, a MOTiM naporuiaBoM a0 CtamOyna. S BToMusIach quiie Bij
OJTHUX JyMOK 1po 1e. Oxnak y 1889 porii OyaiBHUITBO BCi€i
3aTi3HUYHOI JIiHiT OyJI0 3aBepIleHO, 1 B YEPBHI TOTO K POKY MEpIIUit
npsiMUi 101311 BignpaBuscs 3 [Tapmxka no cranmii Cipkemki B
CramOyui. /IBa poku 1o Tomy noTsr 6yi0 odiliiiHO nepeiiMeHOBaHO
Ha «CX1THUHN eKCIIpecy.

Toro nus s npubyna Ha noizai «Eurostary no [liBHiuHOTO
Bok3aiy [Tapuxy 1 nmpoiinuia roauny mimku 10 JliBoro 6epera mif
SCKpaBUM 3MMOBUM COHIIEM, ITOB3 MiJACTPHIKEHI MJIaTaHU, KOPa SKUX
TyIKUIach, Hade KaMy sk, ApoMaTt KapaMei30BaHOTO MUTIAJTI0
31rpiBaB MOBITPS HABKOJIO 3ropisioro kpacens Horp-Zam, e s
crocTepirajia 3a mapoykaMmM Ha JIaBKax, K1 JUIHIINCS MaKapyHaMu, a
nia IXHIMM HOTaMM TPEMTUIN YIIIeTH B KyTiop BOpaHHi. [Iponasiii B
pykaBuukax 0e3 maJsibliiB 3aropTajiy rapsiui MIMHII. TpuMaroun oJiuH
y pyli, s mpoOupanacs Mk TYpUCTaMH, sIKi iXaJld Ha BEJIOCUIIEAAX Y
HETMPaBUIBHOMY HAIPSIMKY, 1 IepeiIia 10pory 10 KHUTapHi
«Shakespeare and Company», ne 3Haiinuia npumipHuk «BOuBcTBa B
CxigHoMmy ekcrpeci». BiH MaB Bpaxarouy OOKJIQAUHKY 13
300paXeHHSIM BIHTAKHOT HACTUIBLHOI JIAMIIH 1 MO13/1a, [0 MYUTH 110
MOCTY Ha 3axoji conis. Temnep, 3a a8i roaunau Big CtpacOypra, s
NEeperopHyJia CTOPIHKM J0 Miclid, e 3ynuHuiIacs B icropii. s
Epxrons [Tyapo 1ie OyB CHIroBHif 3aMeT, 10 TIepepBaB HOTO MOIOPOK,
synuHuBIM CimmiioH-CxigHuii-ekcrpec «Mix Binkosi Ta bpogomy».
Jnst mene 1ie 6yB mianan Ha Cxigaomy Bok3ani [aprmxky. [Toxexa
royanacs IiJ{ AUITHKOIO KOJii 01l CUTHAIBHOTO MyHKTY. HixTo He
MOCTPAXK/IaB, ajie BOTOHB MOIIKOIUB OJU3BKO M'ATACCITH KaOemiB 1




longer departing from Paris, but five hours later from Strasbourg. At
least the train wasn’t cancelled and — on the upside — it had given me
time to find a bistro for crisp confit de canard and a glass of Pinot
noir. However, at 10 p.m., when I boarded the connection to
Strasbourg, the wind had turned nasty, the air sharp with ice as we
crowded onto the concourse, tensions high, moods low, limp toddlers
hoisted over shoulders and everyone shoving to get on. I remembered
then how much of night-train travel involves killing time: reading in
cafés; loitering in hotel bars and lobbies; praying for no delays. And
yet, sleeper trains were well and truly enjoying a renaissance.

After the Covid lockdowns trains found their way back onto
travellers’ radars — much to my delight. Many people were nervous to
fly, booking private compartments and taking the time to explore
closer to home. In 2022 Interrail had a record year of sales — and then
I saw it, one line at a time, sleeper trains inching back out of the
darkness, headlamps ablaze. A decade ago, the romance of night-train
journeys had fizzled out around Europe, a mass cull of sleeper trains
giving way to budget airlines and high-speed rail. But who knew the
world was going to shut down? The change of pace and perspectives,
along with the added reality of climate change, was undeniable and
passengers were increasingly concerned about their carbon footprints,
keener than ever to rekindle the flames of night-time travel. Private
companies like the Belgian— Dutch collective European Sleeper and
the French start-up Midnight Trains were popping up with ambitious
plans to launch new sleeper services across Europe, and existing
operators like Sweden’s Snilltdget wanted to extend routes,
encouraged by campaign groups such as ‘Back on Track’ and ‘Oui au
train de Nuit!’

nepepBaB pyx MOi3/1iB, 0 TpUOyBaIX Ta BIAMPABISUIMCS 3 BOK3aly. S
npulyia BYacHO, TOBHA eHeprii Ta OakaHHs CICTH Ha MOi3, ane
3'siCyBaIOCs, 0 HIYHUM TOTAT 469 110 BinHs Oiibiie He
BignpasisieTscs 3 [lapika, a uepes m'ate roaun 3i CtpacOypra.
[TpunaiiMHi 10i3/1 HE CKacyBaJIH, 1, 3 IHIIIOTO OOKY, 1€ a0 MEHI Yac
3HAWTH OICTPO, e MOXKHA OYyJI0 O CKYIITYBaTH XPYCTKE CMaKeHE
M’sico kauku Ta BUnuTH kenux «Ilino Hyap». Onnak o 22:00, komu s
cigana Ha moizx g0 CtpacOypra, 3ipBaBcCs KaxJIMBO HEMPUEMHUHT
BiTEp, MOBITPsI OyIJIO PI3KUM 1 KPHIKaHUM, a KOJIM MU CKYITYHIIUCS Ha
MIEPOHI1, HAMPY>KEHHS 3p0CTa0, HACTPii OyB MPHUTHIYCHHA, MITSIBUX
MAaJTIOKIB MiIHIMAIH Ha PyKH, 1 BC1 IITOBXAJIUCS, 00 CICTH HA MOTSIT.
Toni 51 3rajana, gk 0arato 4yacy JJOBOJUTBHCS KOPOTaTH Yy HOJOPOKAX
HIYHUMH [013[]JaMU, YUTAIOUH B Kade, THHAIOUUCH Y Oapax i
BECTHOIOJISIX TOTENB, MOJITYKCH, 1100 He OyJo 3aTpuMok. I Bce x
CIIaJIbHI MOTATH CIPABJI IMEPEKUBATIN BiIPOKESHHS.

[Ticns xapanTuny, nos's3anoro 3 Covid, noi3au 3HOBY
NPUBEPHYJIM yBary MaH/IpiBHHKIB, 1 MEHE L€ 1y’Ke IOpayBajo.
barato nrozneii 6ostucs nitatu, TOMy OpOHIOBaJIM IPUBATHI KyIIe 1
JOCIIJKYBaIM MICIsl, po3TalloBaHi Onmxkyde a0 fomy. Y 2022 pori
«Interraily (mepcoHaNbHUI MPOI3ZHHUI KBUTOK I HEOOMEKEHUX
M013/10K MOTATaMU KOMIaHii-nmapTHepiB y 33 kpaiHax €Bponu) gocsr
PEKOPAHOTO PIBHS MPOJAXKIB, 1 TOJI 5 MOOaYMIIa, SIK OJUH 332 OJTHUM
CHaJIbHI BAarOHW BUIIOB3aJIM 3 TEMPSIBH, BUOTUCKYIOUH (papamu.
JlecaTuiniTTa TOMYy pOMaHTHKa HIYHUX MOi3/10K 0 €Bpomi 3racia.
BinOynocst MacoBe CKOpOUEHHS HIYHMX TOI3/1iB, 1 BOHH MOCTYNUINCS
MicIeM OIOIKETHUM aBIaKOMIIAHISIM 1 MIBUAKICHUM HOTIraM. AJie XTO
3HaB, 10 CBIT 3yNMUHUTHCA? 3MiHA TEMITY KUTTS 1 IEPCIEKTUB, a
TaKOX JI0JIaTKOBA PEaJbHICTh KIIIMATHYHHUX 3MIH OyIIH
He3alepevyHruMH, 1 TaCAKUPHU Bce Olblie TypOyBanucs Npo CBik
BYTJICLIEBUH CIIiJl, MPArHy4H K HIKOJIW PaHIIIEe PO3MAIUTH MOTyM's
HiYHUX nooposkeil. [IpuBaTHi KoMIaHii, Taki K OeIbI1HCHKO-
Hizepianacbkuit mpoekT «European Sleeper» 1 ¢paniry3bkuii cTaprar
«Midnight Trains», po3po0:siiu aMOiTHI IJIaHU 3aIyCKy HOBUX
HIYHUX TO13/1B 110 BCii €BpOIIi, a iCHYIOY1 OTIepaToOpH, TaKi SK




I placed a bookmark between the pages of my Agatha Christie
and looked out to where a river gleamed like spilt ink beneath the
street lights, feeling the thrill of being on the move again at night.
Looking back over fifteen years of train travel — more than 200
journeys packed with everything from political chats and poker games
to jam sessions, counselling sessions, history lessons, wonderful
views, weirdos and copious cups of tea — I remembered how the
sleeper trains were the ones that had enveloped me whole. Each
departure seemed staged for a tryst: passengers boarded after sunset
and left before sunrise, slipping in and out of compartments unseen.
Others were there for the long haul, pulling on bed socks and laying
out books, glasses, and packets of sweet-smelling cheese. They’d
make me sandwiches, offload their woes and offer advice while I
revelled in the cosiness of newfound friendship, the intimacy electric.
After blinds were pulled down and lights flipped off, I’d wait for the
sound of even breathing before climbing down from my berth and
tiptoeing into the corridor where I’d come upon the glow of
noctilucent clouds, mists moving through forests like ghosts, and the
alchemy of the moon turning water to silver thread.

Outside Europe, night trains remained safe from extinction, at
least for the time being. Many passengers simply couldn’t afford to
pay premium fares for high-speed rail, and tourists kept them going,
often choosing to make the journey the destination — saving on hotels
and turning the ride into a mobile camping trip with friends and
family. But I was curious how the resurgence in Europe was going to
play out. There was little rolling stock available, and unless someone
took it upon themselves to build a brand-new batch specifically for
sleeper trains, fitted with berths, I couldn’t see how it could work. It
also felt like the right time for me personally to explore the continent’s

mBechka «Sndlltdget», XOTiIM pO3MUPUTH MaPIIPYTH, 320X0YCHI
KaMIaHIsIMH Takux rpyt, sk «Back on Track» i «Oui au train de
Nuit!».

S1 BcTaBMIIa 3aKJIa/IKy MK CTOPIHKaMHU CBO€1 KHUTU ATaTH
Kpicri 1 moguBuiacs Ha pidky, 110 BUOJIHMCKYBaJIA ITiJT CBITIIOM
BYJIMYHUX JIXTapiB, K PO3ITUTE YOPHUIIO, BITUYBAIOUN 3aXOIUICHHS
BiJl TOTO, 1110 3HOBY MOJA0POXKYI0 BHOUI. O3Upatouuch Ha M'ATHAILISATD
POKiB 1o1oposkeit moizqoM — nonaz 200 moi3 oK, HAIOBHEHHUX YCiM:
BiJl HOJMITUYHUX PO3MOB 1 IPH B MOKEP JI0 JKEM-CECiii, KOHCYbTAIlil,
YPOKIB 1CTOPI1, 4yTOBUX KPAEBUIB, TUBAKIB 1 O€3J1141 YaIIOK Yaro — s
3rajana, siK came HiuHi 01311 MOBHICTIO MeHe 3axonin. Koxen
BiJl'i3]1 3/1aBaBCs IHCIIEHOBAHUM JJISl TAEMHOTO ITOOQUEHHS: TACAKUPHU
ClIaNuy MiCIsl 3aX0/Ay COHIIS 1 BUXOMIIN J0 CBITAHKY, HETIOMITHO
MPOCIIM3al0YM B KyIl€ 1 BUXOASUH 3 HUX. [HIII 3aIMIIaiuch TaM
HAJOBr0, HA/STAIOYH IIKAPTIETKU Ui CHY 1 PO3KJIAal0Yl KHUTH,
OKYJISIPY Ta MAKETH 3 apOMaTHUM CHpOM. BOoHM roTyBaim MeHi
OyTepOpoau, TUTHIKCS CBOIMH O11aMHU 1 TaBaIH MOpajH, a s
HACOJIOJKyBaJlacs 3aTUIIKOM HOBO3HANIEHO1 APYKOH, €IEKTPUUHOIO
6mu3pKicTio. [licas Toro, Sk OMyCKanucs >kairo3i 1 BAMUKAIOCs
CBITJIO, s UeKaJia, TOKU BC1 3aCHYTh PIBHUM JUXAHHSM, a MOTIM
CIycKajacs 31 CBOTO JIKKA 1 HAaBIIITMHbKAX BUXOAMIIA B KOPUIOP, 1€
HaTparusIa Ha CAWBO HIYHUX XMap, TYMaHH, 0 PYXaJUCs JIiCaMH,
Haue MPUBUAH, 1 ATIXIMIO MICSIIS, 110 epeTBOPIOBalia BOAY Ha CpiOHi
HUTKH.

3a MexxaMu €BpONH HIYHUM MOTATaM HE 3arpoXKyBalio
3HUKHEHHSI, MPUHAWMHI Ha JaHUW MOMEHT. baraTto macaxupis mpocTo
HE MOTJIH c001 JJ03BOJIUTH IJIATUTH BUCOKI TapU(H 3a MIBUIKICHI
MOi3/11, a TYPUCTH MIATPUMYBAIH X, 4ACTO 0OHUparOdYu caMy MOJAOPOK
K KIHIIEBY METY, EKOHOMJISTYM Ha TOTEJISIX 1 IEPETBOPIOOYH TOI3IKY
Ha MOOUTHHHMM KEMITIHT 3 JAPY3IMHU Ta pOAUHOI0. AJle MeH1 Oyio
IIKaBO, sIK BiIOyBaTUMEThCS BiIpopKeHHs B €Bpori. byno mano
PYXOMOTO CKJIaay, 1, KIIO XTOCh HE BI3bMEThCSI Oy 1yBaTH HOBY
MapTiio0 CMENiadbHO IS CIIATBHUX MOi3/1B, 00IaJHAHUX CHIATBHUMHU
MICIISIMH, 51 HE MOTJIa 3pO3YyMITH, SIK 1€ MOKE MpaIoBaTu. MeHi




railways. In 2015, when I travelled 45,000 miles around the world for
my last book, I’d hotfooted across Europe in a month. An intensive
itinerary that centred on major journeys — such as the
Trans-Mongolian from Moscow to Beijing, the Canadian from
Vancouver to Toronto and the Qinghai—Tibet railway from Xining to
Lhasa — meant that Europe had barely got a look-in. At the time there
were hardly any sleeper trains left, so I’d skimmed around with a
Eurail pass and made my way out pretty sharpish. Now European
railways had my full attention and I wanted to know what motivated
those passengers drifting back towards night trains. Were they
commuters looking to save time and money? Old romantics in search
of nostalgia? Or was climate change at the forefront of Europeans
rethinking how they travelled?

My own motivation was a combination of all three, but
ultimately my love for night trains stemmed from the way in which
they allowed me to slow down. Once on board I could relax, knowing
I had the whole night ahead of me to read, gossip in a warm dining
car, or simply lie in my berth, listening to the beat of the train through
the darkness. At times I’d sit in solitude making notes or mulling over
troubling thoughts — most of which would fade by the time we drew
into a new city, and I nudged up the blind, intrigued to see what lay
outside. There were plenty of railway routes to discover but since my
last adventure around the world I now had two young daughters, so
taking off for a stretch of several months was not an option. Travelling
took place in sporadic bursts and around school holidays, sometimes
with my elder daughter, Ariel, in tow. Perhaps it was genetic, but she
was already showing a strong predilection for railways and had
recently ridden along with me on the Night Riviera from Paddington
to Penzance and the sleeper from Nice to Paris, a perky little
Passepartout in striped pyjamas.

TaKOX 37aBaJiocsi, 110 JUIsl MEHEe 0COOMCTO HACTaB MMPaBUIILHUIM Yac
JUTSL AOCIIJHKEHHS 3aI13HALb KOHTUHEHTY. Y 2015 pori, konu s
npoixana 7000 kM 110 BCbOMY CBITY JUIsl CBOET OCTAaHHBOI KHUTH, 5 32
MICSIIb TIOCIIIIHO 00'TXana Bcro €Bpony. [HTeHCUBHHI MapuIpyT, 10
BKJIIOUAB OCHOBHI MTOJIOPOXK1, Taki K TpaHCMOHTOJIbLChKA 3aII3HULIA 3
Mocksu o Ilekina, Kanagceka 3ami3uuis 3 Bankysepa 1o ToporTO
ta 3ani3uun Linxai-Tubet 3 Cinina go JIxacu, o3Hauas, mo €Bpora
JIeJib MOTparnuiia 10 Moro noJjis 3opy. Ha Toit yac maiixe He
3aJUIIAIIOCS HIYHUX TMOI3/1iB, TOMY s Mpoixajia €BpoIy 3 MpOi3HUM
«Eurail» 1 mocuTh MBHUIKO BUIXaja 3BiATH. Tenep €BpoIenchKi
3aJi3HUIII IPUBEPHYIIN BCIO MOIO yBary, i s XOTija II3HATUCA, 1110
CIIOHYKAJIO MACaKUPiB MOBEPHYTHUCS 10 HIYHHUX MOTATiB. Yu Oynu 1e
MacakupH, siKi XOTUIH 3a011auTH Yac 1 rpoii? Ctapi pOMaHTUKH B
MOIITYKaX HOCTAJbTii? AGO K KITIMAaTH4HI 3MIHU 3MYCHIIN €BPOTICHIIIB
MEPEOCMUCIIUTHU CIOCIO, IKUM BOHH MOAOPOKYIOTH?

Mos BiacHa MOTHBallis OyJa MOEJHAHHAM YCiX TPbOX
(dakTopiB, aje B KIHIIEBOMY IiJICYMKY MOSI JITFOOOB /10 HIYHUX TOi3/11B
BUIUIMBAJA 3 TOTO, 1110 BOHH JJaBaJId MEHI MOKJIUBICTh
CrOBUTbHUTHCS. OMMHUBIIUCH HA OOPTY, S MOTJIa PO3CIAOUTHCH,
3HAIOUH, 110 MOTNepely Yy MEeHe Iiijia Hid, 00 MOYUTaTH,
MOTUTITKYBATH y TEINIOMY BaroH-pecTopaHi abo MpOCTO MOJIEKATH Y
CBOEMY KyIle, CIIyXalo4H CTYKIT 1oi3a B TeMpsBi. [HOA1 s cuaina Ha
€aMoTI1, II0Ch HOTYI0YH a00 0OMIPKOBYIOUM TPUBOXKHI TYMKH,
OUTBIIICTH 3 IKUX 3HUKAIH IO TOTO Yacy, K MU M DKIKAIN 10
HOBOTO MICTa, 1 s MiJIHIMaa MTOPKY, 3alHTPUTOBaHA THM, L0 YEKAE
Ha MeHe 330BHi. byno 6arato 3ai1i3HUYHUX MapUIPYTiB, SKI MOXKHA
Oy7o mocmianTu J1s cede, aje micisi MO€l OCTaHHBOT TTOTOPOXKI
HaBKOJIO CBITY y MEHE 3'SIBUJINCS JIBl MAJIEHBKI JJOHbKH, TOMY
BIJITPABUTHCS B MMOAOPOXK HA KUIbKa MICSIIIB OyJI0 HEMOMKIIHBO.
[Tomopoxi BinOyBaIKcs CHOHTAHHO 1 HEPETYJIISIPHO, Mij Yac MIKUIbHUX
KaHIKYJI, 1HOJ1 3 MO€IO CTapIlIO0 104K0I0 Apienb. MOXIuBO, 1€
nepeaanocs TeHETUYHO, ajie BOHA B)KE BUSBIISIA CUIbHY
MIPUXWIBHICTH JI0 3aJTI3HUITH 1 HEMIOJABHO iXauia 31 MHOIO Ha «Night
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Now, to my relief, I saw that the TGV was slowing into
Strasbourg, and I peered out to find the Nightjet waiting on the next
platform. It was Sunday night. I had a week of travel ahead. If all went
to plan, I’d have four more trains to catch before pulling into Istanbul
in the early hours of Friday morning.

A harassed-looking woman greeted me on board the Nightjet
and handed me a keycard to my compartment, along with a small,
warm bottle of Sekt, the last thing I wanted to drink at midnight.

‘Wait, don’t go to sleep yet, I need to bring you something,’
she said, disappearing up the corridor.

Austrian Federal Railways (OBB) was playing a major role in
resuscitating Europe’s night trains. Austria’s central location meant
that it was ideally placed as a continental crossroads and towards the
end of 2016 OBB had invested €40 million into acquiring almost sixty
sleeping and couchette cars from Deutsche Bahn after Germany
officially terminated its own sleeper trains. These cars had been used
to launch OBB’s Nightjet network on twenty routes around Europe.
The sleeping cars contained pre-made beds; the couchette cars made
up from padded berths that fold down into seats during the day.

I slid the keycard in, and the door swung open to reveal a tatty
carpet, scuffed walls and chipped paint. It reminded me of my
university halls of residence, minus the stench of fags and WKD Blue.
I sat down on the bed and looked around the dimly lit compartment.
The offer of sparkling wine made sense now. Still, we were on the
move towards the German border. | immediately set to work
rattle-proofing the room, laying bottles between clothes, removing
coat hangers from the wall and turning down the volume for
announcements, the knob coming off in my hand. Although drained

Riviera» 3 [Tagninrrona no Ilen3anca ta Ha HiYHOMY 101311 3 Hiriu
no IMapuxa, sk manenska [Tacnapty B cmyractiii mixkami.

Tenep, Ha MO€E MOJETIICHHS, 51 TOOAYNIIA, 110 MIBUIKICHUN
MOTAT COBUIbHIOBABCS niepen CTpacOyprom, 1 s BUSHPHYJIA Y BIKHO,
1106 M00aYNTH HIYHHUIA eKCIpec, AKHI YeKaB Ha CyCiIHIN TaTdopmi.
Ile 6yB Beuip Henini. [Tonepeny Ha MEHE YeKaB THKACHB TIOJIOPOKEH.
Sxmo Bee mije 3a MmIaHoOM, MEHi JIOBEJCThCSI IIEPECICTH IIIe Ha YOTUPHU
MOTSITH, IEpII HiX 5 mpudyay 1o CtamOyIia paHo BpaHIli B M'STHUIIIO.

Ha 6opty MeHe 3ycTpina KiHKa 3 BHCHAXCHUM BHUTJISIIOM, SIKa
BpYUMJIa MEH1 KapTKY-KJIIOY Bl MOTO KyTI€, @ TAKOXK MAJICHbKY TEILTy
IUIAIIKY iIFPUCTOTO BUHA, OCTAHHE, 110 5 XOT1JIa O BUITUTH OIIBHOMI.

«3auekaiiTe, 111e He JsAraifTe craTH, s IPUHECY BaM JeLo», —
CKazaja BOHA 1 3HUKJIA B KOPUIOPI.

Ascrpiiichki penepansui 3anizauni («OBB») Bimirpasanu
BaXUIUBY POJIb Y BIAPOIKEHHI HIYHUX N0i31B €Bponu. LlenTpanbhe
posTtanryBaHHs ABCTpii OyJ10 i1€albHUM SIK KOHTUHEHTAIbHUN
TpaHCHOPTHUI By3071, i Hanpukinii 2016 poxy «OBB» inBecTyBana
40 M1IbIOHIB €BPO B MPHUI0aHHS MaiiKe MIICTASCATH CTaIbHUX 1
KylIieTkoBuX BaroHiB y «Deutsche Bahny» micns toro, sik Himeuunna
o(iliifHO MPUNHUHIIIA eKCIUTyaTallll0 CBOiX CHaJbHUX Moi3aiB. L1i
BaroHu OyIIM BUKOPHMCTaHi U1 3amycky mepexi «Nightjet OBB» Ha
JIBA/ILSATH MapIIpyTax no Bciit €pomni. CrianbHi BarOHU MiCTHIIN
TOTOBI JIXKKA; KyT€-BarOHU CKJIAJIAIUCS 3 M'SIKUX CITAJIbHUX MICIIb, K1
BJICHb CKJIQJIQJIUCS B CUJIHHSL.

51 BcTaBMIIa KapTKY-KJIIOY, 1 IBEp1 BITUYMHUIIUCS, BIAKPUBILN
MOTJISA] Ha MOLIapNaHui KWJIUM, TTOAPSANaHi CTIHU Ta O0JyTIICHY
¢dapOy. Lle Haragano MeH1 Mpo YHIBEPCUTETCHKUI I'ypTOKUTOK, 32
BUHSTKOM CMOPOJY CHTapeT 1 aJIKoroo. S Bciacs Ha JIXKKO 1 B
TBMSIHOMY CBITJI1 OIJIsIHYJa Kyrie. Tenep mpomno3uilist irpicToro BUHa
3/1aBaJlacsl LIJIKOM JioriuHoo. [TpoTe Mu pyxanucs 10 HiMEIbKOTO
koprony. 1106 yOe3neunT KiMHATY BiJ TYPKOTY, S 0/1pa3y K B3su1ach
3a poOOTY: po3KJIaia MUISAIIKH MIX OJSTOM, 3HSUIA BIIIAJIKU Ta
3MEHIIINJIA IYYHICTh OrOJIOIIEHb, 31aMaBIIX [IPU I[bOMY KHOIIKY.
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and desperate to turn in, I had to wait for the train manager to return.
Twice I stepped out to look for her, but she was nowhere to be seen.
As I closed the door, a chunk of paint fell off. The compartment was
in need of a damn good overhaul. I went online to torture myself with
images of Nightjet’s brand new fleet of carriages, which was due to
launch in the autumn — not a moment too soon. Someone sniffed. I
heard it again, followed by a zip being undone, and I realised the walls
were thinner than my patience. At that moment a knock at the door
announced the manager, Elisabeth, looking far less harassed.
Everyone was now checked off her list. She handed me a breakfast
menu.

“You tick six items and leave it outside the door,” she said,
bidding me goodnight.

After doing as instructed, I rummaged around my washbag for
my earplugs and eye mask. Warming the silicone between my palms, |
pressed in the plugs, slid beneath the musty covers and switched off
the main light. Still, a neon-blue bulb glowed overhead. Although I
knew the tiny light would fracture my sleep, I couldn’t bring myself to
put on my eye mask. I had a strange relationship with darkness; at
once unnerving and intriguing; a place I wanted both to flee and
explore. Sleeping in pitch-black was too creepy. Travelling by myself
meant being suspended in a state of hypervigilance. I needed my
faculties to not feel vulnerable, while still relaxing enough to fall
asleep. My choice of reading material did little to help, and I was now
lying with my eyes wide open thinking about Edward Ratchett being
stabbed to death in his compartment.

Shuffling over towards the window, I took solace from the
lights of passing farmhouses, but they soon vanished as we neared the
edge of the Black Forest whose folklore was rooted in darkness and
the supernatural. I had spent my life trying to reshape how darkness
had appeared to me as a child, nervously watching shadows from my

He3Bakarouu Ha BUCHAa)KEHHS 1 HECAaMOBUTE Oa)KaHHS JISITTH CIATH,
MEHI JOBEJIOCS YeKaTH Ha IOBEPHEHHS NMpOoBiAHMKA. [[Bivi g BU3Mpana
3 Kyme, mo0 ii momrykatu, ae ii Hige He 0ysio BuaHO. Koy s
3auyMHWIIA JBEPi, BijnaB mmMaTok ¢papou. Kymne morpebysaio
cepito3Horo pemMoHTty. S 3aifmia B [HTepHeT, 100 momMyuuTu cede
300pa’keHHSIMH HOBOT'O TIAPKY BaroHiB HIYHOTO €KCIIPECy, SIKUN MaB
OyTH 3amyIIeHruid BOCEHH, 1 Hl Ha JCHb paHilIe. XTOCh IIIMOPTaB
HOCOM. Sl 3HOBY moYyJa Iie, a TIOTIiM IIe i K PO3CTiOaI0Th OJIMCKABKY,
1 3p0O3yMiJia, 110 CTIHM OYJIM TOHIII 32 MO€E TEpPIIHHS. Y 11ell MOMEHT y
JIBEpi OCTYKaJH, 1 3'aBUjIaca KOHAyKTopka Emnizaber, sika BUrIsgana
HabaraTo MeHIIe ctypooBaHoro. Tenep yci Oynu BigmideHi B ii
cnucKy. BoHa Bpy4nia MeH1 MEHIO CHIJIaHKY.

«O0epiTh MIICTh MO3UIIIH, TO3HAYAOYH TATOYKOIO 1 3AJIHIIITH
1e OIS ABepei», — cka3ana BoHa, 0a)xxaroun MeH1 JoOpoi HOYi.

BukonaBuu BKa3iBKy, 5 MOPHJIACS B KOCMETHUYII], IIYKAIOYN
Oepy1ri Ta MacKy JJisi CHY. PO3ITpiBIIM CHITIKOH MK JTOJIOHSIMH, S
BCTaBMJIa OepyIlli, 3aCyHyJacs MiJ] 3aTXJIy KOBJIPY 1 BUMKHYJIa
rojioBHe cBiTI0. [IpoTe Ha/ roI0BOIO CBITHIIACS HEOHOBA CHHS
JaMIiouka. Xoya s 3HaJa, 110 L€ MaJIeHbKE CBITJIO MOPYIIUTh Miil COH,
s HEe HaBa)KUJIacsl Ha/lITU MacKy JJs CHy. Y MeHe OyJu IMBHI
CTOCYHKHM 3 TEMPSIBOIO: BOHA OJHOYACHO JIsKaJa 1 3alliKaBItoBaja, s
XOT1J1a 1 BTEKTH BiJ HEl, 1 TOpUHYTH B Hel. CaTu B MOBHIN TeMpsiBi
Oy10 3aHaaTO MOTOpOLIHO. [ToopoKyBaTH cCaMOCTIIHO 03HaYaIo0
noTpeOy nepedyBaTy MOCTIHHO B CTaH1 TNepnuiabHOCTI. MeHi
noTpiOHi Oysn Moi 37106HOCTI, 11100 He BiquyBaTH cede Bpas3InBoIo,
ayie mpy 1boMy OyTH JOCTAaTHBO PO3CIIA0ICHOI0, 100 3acHyTH. Miit
BUOIp JiTEpaTypH JUIsl YUTAHHS HE AyKe JOMOMaras, TOMY § JIexKala 3
MIMPOKO PO3ILUTIOIIEHUMHU 0unuMa, aymaroun npo Ensapna Patuera,
SIKOTO 3api3alid B HOro KyIe.

[TimiimoBIy A0 BiKHA, 51 3HAWUIIIA PO3paay B CBITII
bepmepchkux OYAMHKIB, TIOB3 SIKI MU IIBHJIKO MYalii. Alle BOHH
MHUTTEBO 3HHUKIIH, SIK TITBKA MU HaOIU3UIUCS 10 Kparo YopHoro Jicy,
PO SIKUH icHY€e 6e3114 icTopiil, MOB'sI3aHUX 3 TEMPSIBOIO Ta
nmoToibiu4sM. S MpoBea BCe KUTTS, HAMAralouuch 3MIHUTH T€, KOO
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bed, and I wondered now if that was why I was drawn to travelling by
night train. Perhaps I was trying to reconcile my relationship with
darkness or attempting to discover what cast those shadows. I checked
my phone: 2 a.m. and the train was approaching the old Baden capital
of Karlsruhe. With a final glance, I pulled down the blind and crawled
back up to my pillow, tossing my mask to one side.

That night I slept like an actual baby — waking every hour or
s0, cold then hot then thirsty and occasionally on the verge of tears.
The train was bumpy, slinging me around, braking and creaking
throughout the night. I stared at the ceiling wondering if it had been so
long since I’d regularly ridden trains that I was simply out of practice.
Through sheer exhaustion I dozed off, only to wake to footsteps
thudding up the corridor close behind my head. Moving to the foot of
the berth, I raised the blind in time to see that we were crossing the
Saalach river, over the border into Austria. My phone buzzed with a
welcome message. Drifting through Salzburg Miilln-Altstadt station,
we crossed over a second river, snow piled up its banks, the softness
of pastel shades colouring the pre-dawn light. The Northern
Limestone Alps glowed in the distance, their scalps turning neon pink
in the rising sun. Farms and field scenes flitted past. A family of four
deer eating hay. Forests packed with pencil-thin larch. Elisabeth
arrived with my breakfast, and over coffee and a salami roll, I watched
curtains opening and lights coming on, catching the eye of commuters
clearing snow from their cars. It was this moment that made the
journey: when most passengers were still asleep and the outside world
yawned and stretched awake, the skies breaking open to let in the first
light. My tiredness vanished, replaced by the unmistakable feeling of
coming home. The morning took shape with the Tiirnitz Alps rising
into view. Passengers threw open doors, going back and forth to use
the loos. As we passed through the wine region of Traisental, its
vineyards covered with protection from the cold, the train slowed. At
the Austrian city of St Polten, a number of people disembarked, and I

TeMpsiBa 3/jaBajlacsi MEH1 B IUTUHCTBI, KOJIU 51 HEPBOBO CIlOCTEpiraia
3a TIHSAMH 31 cBOTO JixkKa. Temnep s 3aMUcIuIacs, Y4 He TOMy MEHE
TaK TATHYJIO JI0 OJOPOXKeH HIYHUM NMOTIAroM. MOXIIUBO, 5
Hamaraacsi IpUMHPUTHCSA 31 CBOEIO TEMPSBOIO a00 K 3pO3yMITH st
cebe, 1m0 X Kkuaae 1i Ti"i. S rusHyna B Tenedon: Oyia 2 roguHa HOYI,
1 moi3 HabmxkaBcs 10 crapoi cronmii banena, Kapicpye.
[TornanyBIIN y BIKHO OCTaHHIHN pa3, sl OIyCTHJIA IITOPKY, BiAKIaIa
MacKy BOIK 1 3HOBY BMOCTHJIACS HA TTOYIIIITI.

Tiei Houl s crana K AMTHUHA, TPOKUAAIOUUCH KOXKHY TOJIUHY.
Meni Oys10 TO XOJIOIHO, TO CIIEKOTHO, TO Y MEeHe OyIia cripara, a iHoi
g Oyna Ha Mexi cii3. [1oi31 ixaB HepiBHO, KH1al0uu MeHe 3 00Ky B
0iK, TaTbMYIOUYH Ta CKPUIUISIYU BCIO HiY. S TUBHIIACS HA CTEJNIO,
3aJ]al0uMCh MMUTAHHAM, Y4 HE MUHYJIO BXKe Tak 06arato yacy 3 THX Iip,
K s pETYJSIPHO 3/1M1a T0i3/1aMu, 11O S POCTO BTPATHIIA HABHYUKH.
Bin 3Bu4aiiHoi BToMH 5 3aCHyJIa, ajie IPOKUHYJIACS BiJl TYYHUX KPOKIB
Yy KOPHAOP1 IPSIMO 32 MOEIO T0JI0BOI0. [IepelioBIm 10 HIT JIXKKa, S
HiJHsJIa ITOPY BYACHO, 1100 MOOAYUTH, IK MU NIEPETUHAEMO PIUKY
3aanax, nepeTuHaKYu KOpJoH 3 ABcTpieto. Miil TenedoH 3aBiOpyBas,
BiTal04M B HOBI KpaiHi. [Ipoixmkatoun cranmito 3ansu0ypr-MrobH-
ATBTIITAAT, MU IEPETHYJIU APYTY PIUKY, HAa Oeperax sKoi Jiexanu
Ky4yTypH CHITY, a M'AK1 ITaCTeJIbH1 BIATIHKY 3a0apBIIIOBAJIH CBITIO
nepea cBiTaHKOM. [TiBHIUHI BanTHAKOB1 AJIBITH CSISUTH BIAJIMHI, a 1X
BEPILIMHU BUOJIMCKYBAJIM HEOHOBUM POXKEBUM KOJIBOPOM Y IPOMEHSIX
COHIIS, IO ¢X0oaui0. Mu mipodtitanu nos3 pepmu ta mosis. Cim'to 3
YOTUPHOX OJICHIB, 10 i ciHo. Jlicu, 3acakeHi TOHEHBKUMU
Moapunamu. Enizaber nmpuHecia MeH1 CHIZIAHOK, 1 3a KaBOIO Ta calisiMi
s CriocTepiraia, SIK BIIKPUBAIOThCS IITOPU 1 BMMKAETHCS CBITIIO,
JIOBJISTYM TOTJISIN TacaXKUPIB, SIK1 YUCTUIIM CHIT 31 CBOIX aBTOMOOLIIB.
Came 1ieif MOMEHT 3pO0HB MOI0POK HE3a0YTHHOIO: KOJIU O1IBIIICTD
MacaXUpiB 1€ CTaJIn, a 30BHIIMIHIA CBIT MO31XaB 1 MPOKUAABCS, HEOO
PO3KpUBAIOCS, 00 MPOMYCTUTH MEpIIi MpoMeHi cBiTia. Mos BToma
3HMKJIA, TOCTYNHBIIKCH MiCIIEM 0€3CYMHIBHOMY BiTUYTTIO
MOBEpPHEHHs A0A0MY. PaHOK HaOyB 4iTKUX 00pHCIB, KOJIU B MOJII 30py
3'siBunucs Anenu TropHin. [Tacaxupu BiTUHHSIIN IBEPI, XOIIYU Ty IH-
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got talking to Elisabeth. Presumptuous, I’d expected everyone on
board to be travelling from one capital to the next, but she shook her
head furiously. ‘No, there are many passengers who take the train
because it is so much easier for them to get home. If you fly to Vienna
you have to figure out how to get back to your home town, sometimes
at bad hours.” ‘Are there more people using the train now since the
pandemic?’ ‘For sure. I’ve been working on this train for seven years
and people are really bothered about climate change. They could fly
for cheaper, but they don’t want to.’

I asked Elisabeth if she had regulars on board and she
explained that it was a popular route owing to the European Court of
Human Rights in Strasbourg, the same few lawyers frequently coming
through. I mentioned how stressed I thought she’d looked the night
before and she started to laugh. ‘People travelling for work are often
angry, especially when there are delays, but families and others, they
are relaxed,’ she said. ‘The arson did not help.” We pressed ourselves
against the wall as a passenger squeezed by and Elisabeth raised a
finger as she remembered something she wanted to say. ‘I have one
woman: she is a cellist. She plays with the orchestra in Paris a lot and
she can’t take her cello on the aeroplane without buying another seat,
so she takes the train. And there is also a dad from Romania whose
ex-wife lives outside Versailles with the child. He takes the night train
from Bucharest to Vienna and then to Paris to see him.” ‘I’m taking
the train to Bucharest tonight,’ I said. ‘The Dacia? That’s a terrible
train — it’s so long. And it’s a Romanian train. Watch out for your
things, yes?’

Beckoned by a colleague, Elisabeth disappeared. I went back
to my compartment to pack my bag, caught off guard by the casual
racism, but suddenly nervous about the next leg of my journey.

crou, o0 ckopucratucs tyaneroM. Komu mu npoixmpkanu
BUHOPOOHMI perion TpaiizeHTanb, BHHOTPAJHUKH SIKOTO OyJIM BKPHTI
3aXHUCTOM BiJl XOJI0/Ty, T013]] CIIOBUTHHUBCSA. B aBCTpiiichKOMY MICT1
Cankr-ITponbTeH OaraTo JTrOeH BUMILIN 3 MO13/1a, 1 S 3ar0BOpHIIA 3
Enizaber. Sl caMOBIIEBHEHO MPUITyCKaJia, 110 BCI MACAKUPH
MOJIOPOXKYIOTh 3 OJHIET CTONUII 10 1HIIOT, aJie BOHA EHEPTiHO
3anepeunia: «Hi, 6araTo macaxupis ixyTh moi3aom, 00 Tak iM
HabaraTo Jermie JictaTucs noaomy. Skmio yeritu g0 Bigwas, To Tpeda
e TyMaTu, SIK JICTaTUCS O PIAHOTO MICTa, IHOA1 B HE3PYUHUN Yacy.
«Yu cTano OUIbIIe JTF0IeH KOPUCTYBATUCS TIOI3/I0M IICIIS TaHIeMi1?»
«be3ymoBHoO. fl mpailroro Ha IbOMY MOT3/1 BXKE CIM POKIB, 1 JTIOI1
JiificHO TypOYIOThCS TIPO 3MiHY KiliMaTy. Bonu mormnu 0 sietitu
JITaKOM 3a HIDKYY LIHY, aje HEe XOUYTh».

S 3anmrana Enizaber, uu € y Hel OCTiHHI acaXupH, i BOHA
MOSICHUJIA, 110 1€ MOMYJISIPHUNA MapLIpyT 3aBIASKU €BpONECbKOMY
cyay 3 npaB moauHu y CtpacOyp3i, 1 110 KiTbKa aJBOKATIB 4aCTO HUM
KOPHUCTYIOThCS. Sl 3a3HaumIIa, 0 BOHA BUTJISLAANA Iy>Ke HAMIPYKEHOIO
MUHYJIO1 HOYl, 1 BOHA 3acMistacs. «JIroau, siKi oIoOpoXKyIOTh y
CIpaBax, 4acTo OyBarOTh PO3PaTOBaHi, OCOOIMBO KOJIH € 3aTPUMKH,
ayie ciM'l Ta 1HIII MacaKUPH CHOKIHHI», — ckazayia BoHa. «Iliaman ne
JOTIOMIT». MU NPUTUCHYJHCS IO CTIHU, KOJIM TTaCaKUpP MPOTUCHYBCS
ITOB3 Hac, 1 Em3a0eT migHsia majielb Tak Have 3raIaBIlin, [0 XOTiIa
IIOCh CKa3aTu. «Y MEHE € OJIHA MacaXHpKa: BOHA BIOJIOHYETICTKA.
Bomna ygacto rpae B opkectpi B [lapuxi 1 He MOXKe B3SITH BIOJIOHYEIND B
JiTaK, He KYIHUBIIH I1Ie OJIHE MiCIle, TOMY BOHA i/e moi3aoM. A e €
0aTbko 3 PyMyHIil, 9usi KOJMIITHS IPY)KUHA J)KUBE 3 TUTHHOIO 32
mesxamu Bepcanst. Bin ine Hivanm noizaom 3 byxapecra 1o Bigns, a
noTiM A0 [Tapuxa, mo6 moGadyuTHCs 3 TUTHHOIO». «S ChOTOAH1
BBeuepi iny noizaom ao byxapecray, — ckazana 1. «/lamiero? Le
KaXJIMBUH TO13/1], BIH TaKUW JOBTHM. | 11e pyMyHCBKUH TI013]1.
Crinkyiite 3a cBoiMU pedamu, 100pe?»

Konera moxmmkana Enizaber 1 BoHa 3HHKIA. S mOBepHYyIacs 10
CBOTO KyTIe, 00 CIaKyBaTH Baji3y, 3AMBOBAHA BUIIAJIKOBUM MPOSBOM
pacusMmy, aje panToM 3aHENOKOEHA HACTYITHUM €TarioM CBO€T
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Just after 10 a.m. we drew into Vienna, where powdery snow
danced in the cold. This was the brilliance of sleeper trains: the entire
day stretched out ahead of me. I had the urge to seek out every
highlight of the city, but I took stock. Vienna was only a couple of
train rides from London, and I could always return. Instead, I looked
up the location of the Belvedere Museum and within twenty minutes
of stepping off the night train I was standing in front of Gustav
Klimt’s The Kiss for the first time, welling up at the sight of my
favourite painting in all its gold-leafed glory. Paintings were usually
smaller than I’d imagined but 7he Kiss was a grand affair, filling a
wall, the figures life-sized as they embraced beneath their shimmering
shawls. As visitors posed in front of the painting, taking selfies and
blocking everyone’s view, I found a seat in the centre of the room, and
waited for a lull when I could steal a few precious minutes to take in
the richness and tenderness of the work, for ever in awe of the power
of art to bring peace.

By the time [ walked down the Belvedere’s baroque gardens
towards the heart of the city, the snow turned to sleet, and then rain.
As much as I wanted to explore, poor weather presented the perfect
opportunity to seek out a café, cut into a slice of Sachertorte and pick
up from where I’d left Monsieur Poirot on the train. In a corner of the
Demel café, enjoying the din of groups of friends chattering over hot
chocolate while the rain hammered down, I foraged around in my bag.
The book was nowhere to be found. With a sigh, I realised that I had
indeed left Monsieur Poirot on the train.

Opening up my diary, and pulling up a map of Europe on my
laptop, I started to compile a bucket list of sleeper trains. After
arriving in Istanbul I was booked onto the Ankara Express to the
capital and then another, the Dogu Express, from Ankara to Kars in
the north-east of Tiirkiye. That made a total of five sleepers by the end
of the week. I zoomed in and out of the map, realising I’d never
travelled around the Nordic region even though it was home to a

MOI0POXKI.

Tpoxu mizuime 10-1 panky mu B'ixanu 10 BigHs, ne Ha X001
TaHIIFOBAB ITyXKUH CHIT. Y 1IboMYy OyJia repeBara HiYHUX IMMOi3/1iB:
MEHE OUiKyBaB IIKH 1eHb. MeH1 KOPTLIO BiJIBiAaTH BC1 BU3HAYHI
nmaM'saTKW MICTa, aje s B3suia ceOe B pyku. Binens OyB nuiie 3a KiibKa
Mo13710K Ha 10131 Big JIoHI0HA, TOMY 5 3aBXKAHM MOTJIa TTOBEPHYTUCH.
HaTowmicTs s 3Halinuia po3ramryBanss My3eto benbBenep 1 3a
JBA/ILATH XBUJIMH TICJI BUXO/Y 3 HIYHOTO M0i3/1a BIEpIIE CTOsIIA
nepen kaptuHoto ['ycraBa Kiimra «IlouinyHok», po34yIUBIINCH Bij
BUY MO€T yIIr00JIeHOT KapTHHH B yCiid ii 30710Tii Kpaci. Kaptunu
3a3BUYail Oynu MEHIIMMU, HIX A ysBisiia, ane «llonisyHok» OyB
rpaH/1i03HUM, 3aIIOBHIOIOYHN BCIO CTiHY, a Qirypu Oysu B HaTypaJbHy
BEJIMUMHY, 001iiMarounch MiJ cBOiMH OnucKyuyumu mansimu. [Toku
BiJ[BiyBadi MO3yBaJIH Mepe]] KApTHHOIO, poOmiu cendi 1 3aTysuu
BCIM OIJISI, 51 3HAKMIIIA MICII€ B IIEHTPI KIMHATH, JIe YeKaja Ha
3aTULIIS, 100 BUKPACTH KUJIbKA JOPOTOLIIHHUX XBHJIUH 1
HACOJIOIUTHUCS 6AraTCTBOM 1 HIXKHICTIO KAPTUHU, Ha3aBKIU
3aXOIUTIOI0YNCH CHIIOK0 MUCTEITBA, IO 1apy€e CITOKIiH.

Jlo Toro yacy, sk s npoiiuia 0apokoBUMHU cajiamMu benbBenepy
JI0 LIEHTPY MICTa, CHIT IIEPETBOPUBCS HA MOKPHUI CHIT, a TIOTIM Ha
Joul. Ik Ou sl He XOTij1a TPOAOBKHUTH CBOIO MIPOTYJISHKY, ITOraHa
M0ro/1a CTajla 4yJ0BOO HAaroJI010 3HalTH Kade, 3'iCTH IIMaTOK TOpTa
«3axep» 1 MPOAOBKHUTU YATATH KHUTY Mpo Meche [Tyapo. Y kyTouky
kade «Demel», HaCOIOAKYIOUUCH ranacoM JIPY>KHIX KOMITaHI|, SKi
0azikany 3a rapsiaUM MIOKOJIAI0M, MOKH Jo1l] 6apabaHuB MO axy, s
noyana putucs B cymui. Kuuru Hine He 0yio. 31TXHYBIIH, 5
3po3yMina, 110 AificHO 3anumuia Mecke [Tyapo B moizi.

BinkpuBiiu cBii I0JAEHHUK 1 PO3TOPHYBLIN KapTy €BpoIu Ha
CBOEMY HOYTOYIII, 51 TOYajia CKJIaIaTH CIIMCOK CHAIbHUX MOi3/1iB,
SKUMHU X0Ti1a 6 momopoxysaTu. [licist mpulyTTs 1o CramOyna st
3a0poHIoBaNia KBUTOK Ha 1moi3a «Ankara Express» 1o cronwiii, a motim
e oauH, «Dogu Express», 3 Aukapu 1o Kapca Ha miBHIYHOMY cXO0/i
Typeuunnu. TakuM 4MHOM, J10 KIHIIS THOKHS 51 Majla POiXaTucs
M'AThbMa CIAJIBHUMH ToTATaMu. Sl 301ybIryBasa 1 3MeHITyBaia
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number of fabulous night trains: the Dovre railway from Oslo to
Trondheim; the Nordland line from Trondheim to Bodg; the Norrland
Night Train from Stockholm to Narvik; and last but certainly not least,
the Santa Claus Express in Finland. Italy had also fallen off my radar
and there was an infamous journey from Rome to Palermo that
involved transporting the train onto a ferry. A few years ago, I’d taken
the Caledonian Sleeper from Glasgow to London in its former guise,
but it had since had a revamp, and I wrote it in beneath the quartet of
Nordic routes routes. If European Sleeper — a Belgian—Dutch
cooperative — succeeded with its plans to cobble together enough
carriages, there would soon be a new service from Brussels to Berlin
called The Good Night Train, so I added that in in brackets.

Five months earlier, a EuroNight sleeper train had started
running between Hamburg and Stockholm, but there were rumours
that it might extend to Berlin. If that happened, I was going to try and
ride it back with The Good Night Train. More than anything I couldn’t
wait for Nightjet’s new-generation fleet which was slated to go into
service on the Vienna—Hamburg route, but this plan was getting hairy.
Some of these trains didn’t exist yet. They were nothing more than
proposals, and I could only hope they would come to fruition.

In the past my rail adventures had involved tight itineraries,
allowing for little more than a meal and a cursory glance around the
cities of boarding and arrival. This time I wanted to slow down,
explore the surroundings for a few days and learn more about the
people as well as the places. Scraping up the last crumbs of torte, I
looked down the list, wondering what was left to add — perhaps
beyond Europe. In 2010 I’d spent four months travelling the length
and breadth of India for my first book, and I hadn’t been on an Indian
sleeper train since then. Indian Railways had thrived in that time, and I
was keen to go back and see how things had progressed, maybe

MaciiTab KapTy, yCBIIOMITIOIOUH, 10 HIKOJM HE MOJI0OpOKyBaja
[TiBHiYHOIO €BPOMOIO X04a TaM KypCy€e HU3KA UyJAOBUX HIYHUX
noi3aiB: 3amizauIs «Dovre» 3 Ocno no Tpounxeiima; niHis «Nordlandy»
3 Tponxeiima 10 bono; niuawmii noizx «Norrland» 3 Ctokronsma 110
Hapsgika; i, Hapemri, «Santa Claus Express» y @innsumaii. Itamis
TaKO’K BUIAJIA 3 MOTO TIOJIS 30y, X04a TaM OyJjia BiIOMUI MapHIpyT 3
Puma no IManepmo, mo nependayaB nepeBe3eHHs M0i3/1a Ha TOPOMI.
Kinbka pokiB Tomy s ixana moiznom «Caledonian Sleeper» 3 ['masro
1o JlonmoHa B HOTO KOJMUIITHHOMY BUTJISIZI, ajie 3 TOrO 4Yacy BiH OyB
OHOBJICHUH, TOMY s J0JaJIa 1 HOTO IO CHMCKY YETBIPKH MiBHIYHUX
MmapuipyTiB. fAkmo «European Sleepery, 6enbriiicbko-Hinepianacbke
KOOIIEPAaTUBHE IMiIPUEMCTBO, YCIIIITHO peai3ye CBOI MIaHH 00
300py IOCTaTHHOI KIJTLKOCT1 BaroHiB, He3a0apoM 3'sIBUTHCSI HOBHIA
mapuipyT 3 bproccens o bepunina min HazBoro «The Good Night
Train», ToMy 5 g0Aana HOro B IyKKax.

[T'ate MmicsauiB Tomy Mix ["'amOyprom 1 CTOKroibMOM no4yan
KypcyBatu Hiunuil noizg «EuroNighty, ane xoaunu 4yTky, 10 BiH
MO3K€e MPOAOBXKHUTH MapuIpyT 10 bepiina. SIkmno 1ie cranerses, s
cipoOytro noBepHyTHucs Ha «The Good Night Trainy». binbie 3a Bce 5
YyeKaljia Ha HOBUH MapK HIYHUX MOi3/1iB, SKUH MaB MMOYaTH KypCyBaTH
Ha MapupyTi Binens—I'amOypr, ane el mian craBaB Bce OIbII
pusuKoBaHUM. Jlesiki 3 IIUX MOi3/11B 1€ He ICHyBau. Bouu Oynu nure
MIPOMO3UIIISIMH, 1 51 MOTJIA TUTBKH CIIOZIBATHUCS, 1110 BOHU OYIyTh
peaizoBaHi.

Y MHUHYIIOMY MO 3a1i3HUYHI IpUrou OyJiu MOB'sA3aH1 3
KOPCTKUMU TpadikaMu, 110 JTO3BOJISITH JIUIIE TTOXAIIIEM MePEKYCUTH 1
MOODKHO OTJITHYTH MICTa, 3BITKM MU BIIPABIISIIUCS Ta KyAH
npuOyBanu. L{poro pasy s XoTijia CHOBUIBHUTHUCS, K1IbKA JIHIB
JOCTIUTH OKOJIULIL Ta Ai3HATHUCS OLIbIIE TIPO JIFOIeH 1 MicIIs.
3imKpiOaroyn OCTaHHI KPUXTH TOPTA 3 TAPUIKH, g NEPETIsIHyIa
CIHCOK, pPO3MIPKOBYIOUH, 110 I1I€ MOYKHA JOJATH, MOXIIUBO, 32
Mexxamu €Bponu. Y 2010 poti s mpoBena 4oTHpHU MicsI,
MOJIOPOXKYI0UH [Hi€10 B3/IOBXK 1 BIOMEPEK ISl CBOET MEPIOi KHUTH, 1
3 TOTO 4Yacy He i37uia iHAIMChKUM CITaJIbHUM T1013/10M. 3a IIei yac
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squeezing in a rickety sleeper for old times’ sake. There was also the
Silver Meteor, an Amtrak service that ran from Miami up to New
York City. I’d been unable to take it when I had last travelled around
the US, and it had recently received an upgrade and returned to the
tracks after a hiatus.

The list was taking shape nicely. But one train was missing. |
went to write it in, then paused. Not in a million years could I make
that happen. Asking for the bill, I closed my diary, gathering my
things before flipping it open again and adding my ultimate sleeper
train with a flourish. After all, a girl could dream.

2 The Dacia

Out of breath and bent double at the top of the escalator, I was
relieved — and a little concerned — that the train to Bucharest was yet
to arrive. I’d remembered at the last minute that it was wise to keep
cash on board in case the card machines were down and had got stuck
in a queue to withdraw notes. With only ten minutes to departure, the
evening crowd at Vienna Hauptbahnhof was thin. Small groups paced
around, propping up rucksacks and glancing up the tracks, but this
didn’t look like it would be a busy train. As I sized up my fellow
passengers, a trio of headlamps appeared, and a blue engine hummed
into view. Written across the front were the words ‘Planet Budapest
21’ — areference to the four-day summit that had taken place at the
end of 2021 for Visegrad countries (Czech Republic, Hungary, Poland
and Slovakia) to address issues of the pandemic, climate change,
water security and sustainable transport. I looked at my e-ticket which
informed me that [ was saving 224.4 kilograms of carbon dioxide
emissions travelling by train instead of driving, which was satisfying
to say the least. I could have flown to Bucharest in ninety minutes, but
as [ scanned the brightly lit compartments sailing past, I looked
forward to my home for the next nineteen hours.

IHIIIACHKI 3aJ1I3HUII TPOLBITANIH, 1 5 Ty’KE XOT1JIa MOBEPHYTHCH 1
MOJUBUTHCS, SIK BCE 3MIHUIIOCS, MOKJIMBO, HaBITh POIXaTHCS B
CTapEHBKOMY CIIAJIBHOMY BaroHi 3apajii CTapux 4aciB. by e
«CpibHuii Mmeteop», moizn «Amtraky», mo KypcyBas Bix Masimi 10
Hero-Hopxka. S He 3MOr/1a HUIM CKOPHCTAaTHCS, KOJH BOCTAHHE
nogopoxysaina CILIA, a HemogaBHO HOro MOAEPHI3yBalH 1 BiH
MTOBEPHYBCS Ha KOJI1 IiC/Is TIEpEepPBH.

Crincok HaOyBaB 4iTKUX 0OpHCIB. AJie 0JJHOTO T0i3/1a HE
BUcTavao. S XoTiia ioro 3anucary, aje synuauiacs. Hi 3a mo B
CBITI s He 3MorJIa 6 1bOro 3aiHcHUTH. [lompocHBIIM PaxyHOK, S
3aKpuia MOJACHHUK, 310paa cBoi pedi, a HOTIM 3HOBY BiAKpHIIA HOro 1
3 pO3MaxoM JI0/1aJia Y CBil CIUCOK OCTaHHIN CITabHUH MOI3I.
3pemrToro, MeHi XOTLIO0CS MPOCTO OMPISTH.

2 Jlamis

3auxar4uch 1 3ITHYBIINCH HABIILI Ha BEPIIMHI €cKajaTopa, s
Bi/J[UyJia MOJIETIIEHHS — 1 TPOXH 3aHENOKOEHHS — BiJl TOT0, L0 MOi3]T
1o byxapecra mie He npuOyB. B ocTanHIO XBUIIMHY 5 3rajana, 1o
PO3YMHO MaTu Ipu co0i roTiBKY Ha BUIAJIOK, SIKIIO KAPTKOBI
TEpMiHAJIM HE MPAIIOBATUMYTb, 1 3aCTpsTia y 4ep3i, 00 3HATH
rpoiui. 3a JecsaTh XBUJIMH 10 BiIPaBJICHHS BedipHs 10opOa Ha
BineHcbkoMy LIeHTpallbHOMY BOK3aJli Oyia HeunclieHHowo. Heenuki
IpyIH JTI0/Ie XOIWIN TYAU-CIOAM 3 PIOK3aKaMHU Ha Iuieyax,
TIOTJISA/IAt0YM Ha KOJIii, ajie He cX0ke 0yJI10, 110 moi3 0yae
nepenoBHeHUM. [10kH s o1iHIOBaJIa CBOIX MOMYTHUKIB, 3'SBUIIHCS TPU
dapwu, 1 B oJ1i 30py MOKa3aBcs CHHINM JIOKOMOTUB. Ha #ioro nmepenHiii
yacTuHi Oyno HamucaHo «Planet Budapest 21» — 1ie mocunanHus Ha
YOTUPHUACHHUHN caMiT, akuil BiaOyBcs Hanpukinii 2021 poky st
kpain Bumerpancekoi rpynu (Yexis, Yropuuna, [losbma ta
CrnoBau4nHa) 3 METOIO OOTOBOPEHHS MUTAaHb MaHEeMil, 3MIHU
KJIiMary, 6e3neKy BOJAONOCTauaHHs Ta CTajIoro TpaHcnopTy. S
TUISTHYJIa Ha CBIN €JIEKTPOHHUHN KBUTOK, SIKHW TTOBITOMIISIB, 1110,
MOIOPOXKYIOUH TI01310M 3aMiCTh aBTOMOO1IIA, 5 3ao1aauia 224,4
KUTIOTpaM# BUKH/IIB BYTJICKHCIIOTO Ta3y, 10, M'SIKO KaXy4H, OyJ10
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After lockdown lifted, many holiday-makers came to the
conclusion that it was more ethical to get pissed-up on a cider trail in
Herefordshire than on a Tui tour to Faliraki, and I attributed some of
this shift in attitudes to Greta Thunberg, who had popularised the
Swedish concept of flygskam, or ‘flight shame’. There was no way I’d
do it myself, but I was still inspired by the courage of a then
sixteen-year-old with two plaits sailing on a zero-carbon yacht from
the UK to a climate summit in New York, as part of a drive towards
climate-friendly travel. In turn, flygskam had sparked another trend
known as tadgskryt, or ‘train bragging’, whereby those who gave up
flying took to social media to post trainfilled content that I watched in
bed like porn.

Flying didn’t fill me with dread as much as airports. Over time
I’d grown ever more irritated at having to arrive hours before
departure only to remove shoes, unbuckle belts, collapse buggies,
forget laptops, crawl in queues, pay extra for bags, pay extra for seats,
pay extra for boarding — and cram my make-up into sandwich bags. I
didn’t take kindly to being touched by strangers, least of all by
security staff running hands along my inner leg and underwire before
foraging through stacks of knickers and shaking out tampons, in the
hunt for what usually turned out to be an inhaler.

Having children, too, had turned the experience into a circus.
On a return flight from Malta, my toddler had charged through the
dividing curtain and knocked a passenger’s mini bottle of champagne
across her table where it fizzed over her passport then dripped into her
handbag. Any parent who says they don’t judge other parents is a liar:
we all do it and I could feel the stares from parents who couldn’t
fathom how we were travelling without an iPad. Before having kids, I
was one of those self-righteous berks, the ones who imagine their

npuemHo. S morna 6u goneritu 10 byxapecta 3a 90 xBunuH, aie,
OTJISTAF0YH SICKPABO OCBITIICHI KyTI€, IO TIPOJIITAIN TTOB3, 5 3
HETEpHiHHSAM YeKajla Ha CBI1 HOBHI JIIM Ha HAaCTynHUX 19 roguH.
[licnsa ckacyBaHHs KapaHTHHY 0arato BilOYNBAILHUKIB
JUHMIIIM BUCHOBKY, 110 €THYHIIIE HAIIUTUCS Ha CUIPOBOMY MapIIPyTi
B Xepedopammupi, Hix Ha Typi «Tui» 1o Panipaki, i 1 4aCTKOBO
MOB's13aJ1a 110 3MiHY B noryisiaax 3 ['peroro TyHOepr, sika
nomyJisipu3yBaia msencbke moHsATTs «flygskamy, abo «copom 3a
noJboTU». 51 6 Hizalo He 3po0uiia OO caM, ajie MEHE BCE OJIHO
Ha/IMXajla My>KHICTh TO/1 IIICTHAAUATAPIYHOI JIBUUHH 3 TBOMA
KOocaMH, siKa IInja Ha Oe3ByTieleBii sxTi 3 Benukoi bputanii Ha
K1iMaTHunmi camiT y Helo-MopKy B paMKax KamIIaHii 32 eKOJIOTigHO
4HCTi MOAOPOXKi. Y cBoto uepry, «flygskamy» noponus inmmii Tpens,
BiJoMUH sIK «tagskryt», abo «moxBanb0a moizgamMmm», KOJIH Ti, XTO
BiIMOBHUBCS BiJ] MMOJBHOTIB, MOYAIH MyOJIKyBaTH B COLlIaIbHUX
Mepekax KOHTEHT PO TOI3, SKUK 51 TUBUIIACS B JIKKY, K TIOPHO.
[TonbOTH HE BUKIIMKAJIN B MEHE TaKOT'O CTPaxy, sIK aeporopTH.
3 yacoM s Bce OIbLIE JIpaTyBajacs yepes Te, 0 MyCHiia IpUDKIpKaTh
3a KiJIbKa FOJIUH JI0 BUJIBOTY, 11100 3HATH B3YTTs, PO3CTEOHYTH PEMEHI,
CKJIACTH KOJISICKH, 3a0yTH HOYTOYKH, TIOB3TH B Ueprax, JA0IjaadyBaTH
3a G6arax, JI0IJIauyBaTy 3a Miclis, A0IUIa4yBaTH 3a MOCAKY 1
3amMXxaTh KOCMETHKY B TTAKETUKH AJisa OyTepOpoaiB. S He mobduna,
KOJIM MEHE TOPKAJINCS HE3HAWOMIIl, @ TUM O1JIbIle CIIiBPOOITHUKH
CIIyk0u O6e3reKkH, K1 MpoMallyBald MO BHYTPIIIHI CTOPOHH HIT 1
OrocTranbTep, a HOTIM MepepuBaIN CTOCH TPYCHUKIB 1 BUTPYIITYBaJIH
TaMIIOHH, ITYKAIOYH Te, IO 3a3BHYail BUSBISUIOCS 1HTAIITOPOM.
HapomxeHHs fiTel Takox MepeTBOPUIIO 10 MPOLEAypy Ha
uupk. I1ix gac 3BopoTHOroO pelicy 3 ManbTu Mos JUTHHA TPOOiria
Yyepes pO3AUTOBY 3aBicCy 1 30MiIa MiHI-IUTSIIKY IAMITIAHCEKOTO
nacakupku 31 crosry. BoHo Buimiocs Ha ii macrnopt, a OTIM KaIrHyJIo
B CyMOuKy. byb-sikuii 6aTbKo0, IKM Kaxe, 110 He CYJUTb 1HIINX
0aTbKiB, € OpPEeXyHOM: MU BCi 11 poOMMO, 1 5 Biq4yBaja MOrsau
0aTbKiB, SIKi HE MOTJIH 3pO3yMITH, SIK MU TToJI0poxkyemo 0e3 iPad. o
HapODKEHHS JIITeH 51 OyJia OJTHIEI0 3 THX CAMOBIICBHEHUX Jypel, sIKi
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children will play with wooden blocks and xylophones. Then I became
a parent and by the age of three both girls had their own Netflix
accounts. As a family it was far less stressful to travel by train. We
could turn up five minutes before departure, pack unlimited bags and
bottles, run up and down the corridors, wave from the windows, climb
around in pants, and make as much noise as we liked — the children
too. Now, as [ watched a young family boarding, a vision of Disney
backpacks, wellies and animal mittens, I felt a pang of yearning for
my own little people. It lasted about three seconds, the reality of
alone-time too rare and delicious for me to wallow in their absence.

‘Can [ get a ticket through to Bucharest?” asked a voice with a
deep Southern American accent. Halfway up the steps, I turned to see
a man push to the front of the line behind me, much to the annoyance
of the inspector who steered him to one side. He was wearing a red
jacket and an absurd bobble hat that made him look like a
Christmas-tree decoration.

‘Is there availability?’ the man asked again.

The inspector nodded. ‘First, allow me to deal with the
passengers who have tickets.’

‘I want to get on this train, you understand?’

‘Yes, I understand,’ the inspector replied. ‘Do you?’

A woman in front of me caught my eye and smirked as we
made our way on board. She looked fun and I hoped we’d be sharing a
compartment.

We weren’t sharing a compartment. She was two up from me,
bunking with a young family. The Dacia (dats-ya) was a long-distance
service that offered a variety of accommodation ranging from private
sleeper compartments to couchettes and then regular seating, the last
of which was not advisable for a nineteen-hour ride, especially when a
couchette cost just £10 more. The private compartments could sleep
one, two or three passengers and came with pre-made beds, a sink,
coat hangers and — if you got lucky — an ensuite shower and toilet.

YSBIIAIOTH, 1110 TXH1 JITH IPaTUMYThCSI J€PEB'SHUMH KyOHKaMH Ta
kceunoponamu. [1oTim s crana MaTip'to, 1 10 TPHOX POKiB 0OU/BI
JIBUMHKY MaiH BiacHi akayHTH «Netflix». [lyis Hamoi poausu
Habarato MEHII CTPECOBUM OYJI0 MOAOPOKYBATH M0i310M. MU MOTJIH
3'ABUTHUCS 3a M'ATh XBUJIMH J0 BIANPABIECHHS, B3SITH 3 CO00I0
HEOOMEXEHY KIIBKICTh CyMOK 1 IUISIIOK, OiraTu KOPUAOPaMH, MaXxaTu
3 BIKOH, JIA3UTH B IIOPTaXx 1 IIyMITH CKUIbKH 3aBTOJHO, JIITH TEX.
Tenep, TUBITYUCH HA MOJIOAY CiM'T0, SIKa Cijalia B 10137, 3
prok3akamu Disney, ryMOBUMH 4OOITHbMH Ta PyKaBHUKaMH Y BUTIISIL
TBapHH, s BiI4yJa TOCTPY TYTy 3a CBOiMU Maitokamu. Lle TpuBano
OIU3BbKO TPHOX CEKYH]I, aJKE pealIbHICTh CAMOTHOCTI OyJia /i MeHe
HA/ITO PIAKICHOIO 1 MPHEMHOIO, 00 51 MOTJIa CyMYBAaTH 32 HUMH.

«MoskHa KyIuTH KBUTOK /10 byxapecra?» — 3anuraB rosoc i3
CHJIBHUM ITiBJICHHOAMEPUKAHCHKUM akieHToM. Ha miBgopo3i cxonamu
g o0epHyJacs 1 modauunia, K 40JIOBIK IPOCYHYBCS BIIEpea y uep3i 3a
MHOI0, 1110 JTy>’K€ PO3JIpaTyBajo KOHTpoJepa, IKuil BiABIB Horo BOIK.
Bin OyB ofsrHeHNi y 4epBOHY KypTKY 1 O€3IiIy3/1y LIAINKYy 3
MIOMITOHOM, sIKa POOHJIa HOTO CXOKHMM Ha SUTHHKOBY ITpaIKy.

«€ BUIBHI MicLA?» — 3HOBY 3allUTaB YOJIOBIK.

Kontponep kuBHyB. «CriouaTky q03BOJIBTE MEH1 OOCTYKUTH
MAacakupiB, Ki MAIOTh KBUTKWY.

«Sl Xxouy cicTH Ha 1e¥ Moi3/, BU po3yMieTe?»

«Tak, s1 po3yMito», — BIIOBIB KOHTpPOJIEP. «A BU?»

Kinka, 110 cTosiyia epeai MHOO, TTOMITHIIa Mii TTOTJIS 1
MOCMIXHYJIacsi, KOJIM MU CiJlaJii B M0i3]1. BoHa BUriIsgana Becesoro, i s
CIIO/IBaBCS, 10 MU OyZeMO UTUTH KYyTIE.

Mu He ninnnu kyne. BoHa cuiina 3a aBa Micls Bii MEHe, Y
KYTIE 3 MOJIOJIOI0 POJAMHOI0. «Jlatishy OyB MOi310M JaJIeKOTO
npsMyBaHHS, IKUH MPOIIOHYBAB Pi3HI BapiaHTH PO3MILLIEHHS: BiJl
MPUBATHUX CIAJFHUX KYTIE IO KYIIe 3 PO3KIaJHIMH JIDKKaMH 1
3BUYAMHUX CUISUUX MICIb, OCTAHHI 3 SIKHX HE PEKOMEHYBAIUCS JIJIs
19-roquHHOT MOI3IKK, OCOOJIMBO KOJIH KY€ 3 PO3KIIAIHUM JIIKKOM
KotyBaso juie Ha 10 gynTiB Outbmie. [TpuBatHi Kyne Moriu
BMICTHTH OJTHOTO, JIBOX 200 TPHOX MacaXUpiB 1 Oyau obsaaHaH1

19



Keen to have company and conversation, I’d chosen to travel in a
couchette compartment which offered six-person berths, women and
men grouped separately. Since our morning chat, Elisabeth’s warning
about the ‘terrible’ train had stayed in a tiny corner of my mind, but at
the sight of newly fitted carpets and velvety couchettes I soon stopped
worrying. It was far superior to the battered old Austrian Nightjet.

Two women were already in the compartment unpacking their
bags. Through a mix of English and German I established that they
were both Romanian. Elena worked as a carer for an elderly woman in
Vienna and was taking the train home for a couple of weeks to spend
time with her teenage children. She had messy black hair and a goofy
smile and as she squeezed by, I could smell the fabric conditioner on
her jumper. Maria had curly hair, secretarial glasses and pearl earrings
as big as Maltesers. She was at least seventy and reminded me of
Sophia from The Golden Girls. Maria had been assigned the lower
berth where she was deftly tucking in her sheets, before laying out
strips of tablets and Tupperware. Elena had the top berth while I was
sandwiched in between, and it was here that I went into hiding, trying
to keep out of the way as they made up their berths.

At 19.45 the train set off and I soon regretted my decision to
climb up, swiftly discovering that I could neither sit up nor kneel in
the space where I was crouching like a cat. At one point I glanced over
the side to see if Maria had finished and found her scalp and white
roots barely three inches from my nose. We were picking up pace
when Elena propped up the ladder against the berths and I was soon
face to face with the buttons of her jeans, realising that she was
unaware of my presence. With pins and needles in one leg, and the
other completely dead, the only way to salvage any dignity was to

3aCTeJICHUMH JIKKaMH, YMUBAJIbHUKOM, BIIIAJIKaMU JJIs OJATY 1,
SKILO MOIACTUIIO, TyIIOBOIO KabiHOIO Ta TyajeToM. baxkaroun matu
KOMIIaHIIO Ta MOCMUIKYBAaTUCS, s1 BUPIIINIIA IOJOPOXKYBAaTH B KyIle-
MiCIIi, IK€ TPOIIOHYBAJIO IIiCTh CIAJbHUX MiCIlb, PO3/IJICHUX Ha
KIHOY1 Ta YOJIOBIYi. 3 yacy HaIIOi paHKOBOI PO3MOBH MOTEPEIKEHHS
Enizaber mpo «okaxIMBHIA» MOT3/ 3aJUINAIOCS B KYTOUKY MO€T
CB1JIOMOCTI, aJjie, T0OAYUBIIN HOBI KMJIMMH Ta OKCAMHUTOB1 KYIIETKH, 5
IIBUJIKO MPUIMHIJIA XBHITIOBATHCA. BiH OyB HabaraTo Kpammm 3a
ctapuii moi3g «Austrian Nightjet».

VY kyrmie Bxke OyiH JBi )KIHKH, SIKi pO3MaKOBYBAJIM CBOi Bai3H.
3MILIYIOUYH aHIJIIHCHKY Ta HIMELbKY MOBH, 5 3’5CyBaJja, 10 BOHU
o6uBi pymyHku. OJieHa mpalfroBalia JOTJIsJaIbHALICIO 32 JTITHHOO
KiHKOI0 y BiaHi 1 ixana moi3goM q010My Ha KibKa THXKHIB, 1100
MIPOBECTHU Yac 31 CBOIMHU MTIITKOBUMU AiThbMU. BoHa Mana
po3MatiiaHe YOpHe BOJIOCCS 1 AypHYBaTy MOCMIIIIKY, 1 KOJIM BOHA
npoOupanacs oB3 MEHe, 5 BiIUyJia 3armax KOHIUIIOHEepa JIJIsl OUTH3HU
Ha i1 cBeTpi. Mapis Maja KydepsiBe BOJIOCCS, OKYJISIPU CEKPETapKH 1
NEPJIMHHI CEepexKH, BeJUKI K «Maltesers» (OpuTaHChKI IOKOIAHI
yKepKH Y BUIIISI KyJboK). [i Gys10 moHaiiMeHnIe cimaecsT, i BoHa
HarayBasia MeH1 Codito 3 cepiaity «3050Ti AiB4aTa». Mapii BUAUIAIN
HIDKHE CTIaIbHE Miclle, JIe BOHA BIPABHO 3allpaBiisijia MPOCTUpaLIa,
nepea TUM PO3KJIABIIM CMYKKH TaOJIETOK 1 MIIACTUKOBI KOHTEHHEPH.
OuneHa oTpuMasia BEpXHe ClajbHe MICIe, a sl ONMHUIIACA MK HUMH, 1
came TYT S CXOBajacs, HaMararounch He 3aBaKaTH M, MOKH BOHU
TOTYBaJIM CBOI CHIAJIbHI MICIISL.

O 19:45 noi3a pymus, 1 sl LIBUIKO MOUIKOIyBaja PO CBOE
pillleHHs MiTHATHCSA Haropy, 00 3po3yMijia, 110 HE MOXY Hi CUIITH, Hi
CTOSATH Ha KOJIIHAX Y IPOCTOPI, JIe 5 CHJIJIa, CKOPUMBILIHUCH, SIK KIIIKA.
B sxuiich MOMEHT s TOTJIsIHY A BOIK, 100 MOAUBUTHCS, Y Mapis Bxke
3aKiHYMJIIA, 1 MoOayma ii MKipy ToJ0BU Ta O1Jie KOPIHHS BOJIOCCS JIeh
3a BiciM CAaHTUMETPIB BiJl MOTO HOCa. MU HaOHMpaIy MIBUIKICT, KOJIU
Onena mputynwia IpabuHy J0 CIIATILHUX MICIIb, 1 51 He3abapom
ONMHUBCS BiU-Ha-BIY 3 I'yA3MKaMH ii JP)KUHCIB, YCB1IOMUBIIIH, 110 BOHA
HE TTOMIYa€ MO€T TPUCYTHOCTI. 3 OHIMIHHSM B OJIHIM HO31 1 TOBHUM
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pretend I had been looking for something and I slid down the side
nearest the door, brandishing my pen with a loud: ‘Ah, here it is!’

I hobbled into the corridor waiting for my leg to wake up and
found my smirking friend eating instant noodles and trying to charge
her phone. For reasons unclear, there was only one socket in each
compartment and the one in the corridor was installed three-quarters
of the way up the wall, which meant passengers had to hold onto their
phones as they charged or leave them swinging. She gave me a quick
wave, tilting her head in the direction of the animated conversation
that had begun between my co-travellers since I stepped out of the
compartment. Romanian sounded a lot like Italian to me and each
woman sounded increasingly outraged on behalf of the other.
Suffering a terrible bout of FOMO as they bonded, I was intrigued to
know what they were saying, my closet narcissist wondering if it was
about me and my game of hide-andseek. The young woman,
conveniently a PhD student in linguistics, translated the conversation
for me, which went something like this:

‘I started in November, I stayed for five days and then she was
taken to the asylum,’ said Elena.

‘A house with animals, it’s hard,” Maria replied. ‘As
everything has to be maintained and done and you go out and sweep
snow and for what?’

‘Such dirt in that home I have never seen, so I stayed for half
an hour then I called my boss and I said, no offence meant, but I will
develop hepatitis. I can’t work like this. There were two cats that
looked like elephants, they climbed on the table and ate there
alongside her. And to let the cats stay in my room?’

“You should have said, «I am sorry, I am allergic to dogs and
cats.»’

OMEPTBIHHAM IHIIIOI, EIMHAM CIIOCOOOM 30€perTH X04 SIKyCh T1IHICTh
OyJ10 BIaBaTH, IO s MIOCh IIYKAlo, 1 S 31CKOB3HYJIAa BHHU3 JI0 BEPEH,
PO3MaxyIOUH PYUKOIO 1 FOJIOCHO BUTYKYIOUH: «A, OCh BOHO!»

HIkyTunbpraioyu, s BUMIUIA B KOPUAOP, 1 YeKAIOUH, TIOKH MOS
HOTa 0’KMBE, 1 100a4YMiIa CBOK YCMIXHEHY MOJPYTY, AKa ila JOKIINHY
IIBUJIKOTO MPUTOTYBaHHSA 1 HAMarajacs 3apsiiuTu cBii TenedoH. 3
HEBIZIOMHX IPUYHH Y KO)KHOMY KyIie OyJia JIMlIe oJlHa pO3€TKa, a Ta,
10 B KOPHUIOpi, OyJIa BCTAHOBJICHA HA BUCOTI TPHOX UYBEPTEH CTiHH,
1110 03HAYaJIo, 110 MAaCaKUPHU MYCUIM TPUMATH CBOi Tene(OoHH B pyKax
IiJ] 9ac 3apsypKaHHs abo 3aIuiaTi X BUCITH. BoHa MIBUIKO
roMaxaja MeHl1 pyKo0, HaXWJIMBIIH IOJIOBY B 01K ’KBaBOi PO3MOBH,
sKa MOoYaJIacsi Mi>K MOIMH IOy THUKAMHU, BIJTKOJIU ST BUHIILIA 3 KYTIE.
PymyHcbka MOBa 3/1aBanacst MEHI Jy’Ke CX0XKOI0 Ha 1TalilChKY, 1
KO’KHA 3 )KIHOK 3Bydasia jJefalli 00ypeHimor0 BiJl iMEeHi 1HIIO].
Crpaxpaaroun Bij sxkaxauBoro Hananxy FOMO (Bin anri. «fear of
missing out» — HaB'sI3JMBUI CTpax MPOIMYCTUTH MIOCh BAXKIIUBE), KOJIU
BOHM 30JIM3UIIUCS, 51 OyJia 3aiHTPUTOBaHa TUM, 1110 BOHU TOBOPHIIH, a
MOSI TPUXOBaHA HAPIMCTUYHA HATypa I[IKaBUJIACS, YH 1I€ CTOCYBAIOCS
MEHE 1 MO€1 IpH B XOBaHKU. MoJ1oJ1a JKiHKa, siKa, IK BUSBUIIOCS, OyJia
acmipaHTKOIO 3 JIIHTBICTHKH, TIEPEKJIajia MEH1 pPO3MOBY, sIKa 3Bydasa
npUOJIN3HO TaK:

«1 moyasna B nucronani, npodyia m'sTh JHIB, a MOTIM i1
BIJIBE3JIM JI0 IPUTYJIIKY», — ckazaya OneHa.

«byIuHOK 3 TBapUHAMU — 11€ BaXKKO», — BinoBiia Mapis. «bo
Bce Tpeba JorysiiaTH 1 pOOUTH, 1 TH BUXOIUII Ha BYJIMIIIO 1
puOMpael CHIr, 1 s 40ro?»

«Takoro 6pyay B ToMy OyIMHKY s HIKOJIM HE Oauuiia, TOMY 5
3aJIMINUIIACS Ha MIBrOJIWHHU, a TIOTIM 3aTeiedoHyBala CBOEMY
HayvalbHUKY 1 cKa3ana, 6e3 o0pasu, aje s 3aXBOpilo Ha remnartut. S He
MOXKY Tak mpaifoBatd. Tam Oyi0 aBi KKK, CX0X1 HA CJIIOHIB, BOHH
3aJ13JIM Ha CTL1 1 1M TaM pa3oM 3 Hero. | 1me i J03BOIHUTH KilllkaM
3aJUIIATHUCA B MOTH KiMHATI?

«Tu moBuHHa Oyna ckazatu: «Bubaute, y MeHe anepris Ha
co0ax 1 KiIIoK».
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‘But I did not know. I was told she had an onset of dementia
and I am only to remind her when to take her medication, they didn’t
tell me about the cats. I stayed four days with the old lady, and she fell
during the night in the bathroom and I called an ambulance. She came
back from the hospital and on the ninth day I told my boss I could not
keep working with her because she would drive me out of the house.’

‘It is hard. There are patients with dementia who do not speak
and there are those who are restless.’

‘Exactly. I could not move through the house, as she was
coming after me, she entered the bathroom after me. She would only
scream and scream. I was told that I might be thrown out of the
house.’

‘In Romania I spent two years doing geriatric nursing,” said
Maria. ‘I worked for ten years at an asylum in Germany until my
husband got ill and after my husband died, I thought to myself, I
won’t go to Germany again, it’s a hard road, you know.’

At once I felt dreadful. Elena went on to describe how difficult
it was to see her children as she couldn’t leave dependent clients for
extended periods. Carers were some of the most underpaid and
undervalued workers, and I couldn’t imagine being away for such long
stretches, leaving my own children and travelling to another country to
look after another family. Our home secretary was about to announce
a cruel ban on care workers bringing relatives to the UK in an attempt
to curb immigration. Maria took a tablet and lifted her swollen legs
onto the berth. I imagined her working while her own husband was ill.
It felt so deeply inhuman to split families, separating young children
from parents who had few other options for survival but to travel
across the world to wipe and wash someone else.

The conversation died down and I glanced in to see both
women were eating, and reading their phones in comfortable silence

«Aue s He 3Ha7a. MeHi ckaszanu, mo y Hei moyasnacs IeMEHIs
1 51 Malo TUIbKM HaragyBaTH iid, KOJIU MPUIMATH JIIKH, TIPO KOTIB MEHI
He ckazanu. S mpoOyiia 4oTUpH JHI 3 JITHHOIO TIaH1, a BHOY1 BOHA
BIIAJIa y BaHHIH, 1 1 BUKJIMKaJa MBUAKY. BoHa moBepHynacs 3 JikapHi,
1 Ha IeB'ATHI IeHb 5 CKa3ajla CBOEMY HaYalIbHUKY, [0 HE MOXY Jaji 3
HEIO MpaIfoBaT, 060 BOHA BIDKEHE MEHE 3 IOMY.)»

«Ile Baxko. € maImieHTy 3 JEMEHIIIEI0, SIKi HE PO3MOBIISIOTh, a
€ TaKi, sIK1 He MOXYTbh BCUIITH Ha MICI[1».

«Came Tak. 51 He MorJa mepecyBaTHCs 10 OyIMHKY, 00 BOHA
Oirana 3a MHOIO, HaBiTh 3aXO/I1JIa 32 MHOIO Y BaHHY. BoHa Ti1bKH
Kpuuana i kpuyana. MeHi cka3aiiy, o MEHEe MOXKYTh BUTHATH 3
JIOMY.

«Y PymyHii g 1Ba pOKH MpaIfoBaia MEJICECTPOIO B
repiaTpuyHOMY BiJIlIEHH1», — po3moBina Mapis. «5l gecsth pokiB
MpalroBaia B MpUTYyJKy B HiMeuunHi, MOKM Miii 4OJIOBIK HE 3aXBOPIB.
A micns foro cMepTi g noJgyMana, 1o OuIblIe He Moiay 10
HiMeuunnu, 00 3HA€TE Ie BAXKKHI MIJIIX).

S Binpasy Biguyina xkax. OneHa MpoJoBXKHIa po3MOBIJaTH, SIK
BaXKKO OyJI0 6aUMTH CBOIX JITEH, OCKUIBKM BOHA HE MOTJIa 3aJTUIIATH
MiJOMIYHUX Ha TpUBanuil yac. JlornsaansHulll Oyiau oqHUMH 3
HaNOUIbII HU3bKOOIIJIAUyBAaHUX 1 HEJOOI[IHEHUX IPallIBHUKIB. 5 HE
MoOTJia YSIBUTH, SIK MOKHA OYTH TakK JIOBTO 1 AalieKO BiJ CBOIX JIiTEH,
3aJIMIIAI0YN iX 1 i1y4Yu B 1HIIY KpaiHy, 1100 JOTJIs1aTH 32 1HIIOK0
poauHoro. Hammn MiHiCTp BHYTpIIIHIX CHpaB 30MpaBCsl OrOJIOCUTH
KOPCTOKY 3a00poHy Ha B’131 10 BenmukoOpuTanii mist
JOTJITANIbHULIb, SIKI IPUBO3ATH 13 COO0I0 pONYIB, 100 OOMEXHUTH
iMMIrpanito. Mapis Bunuia TabjaeTKy 1 MiJHsIa cBoi HAOPSAKII HOTH
Ha JKKO. S ysBUIIa, IK BOHA MPALIOE, MTOKH i1 BIACHUN YOJIOBIK
XxBopi€e. MeHi 31aBanocs MHUO0KO HETIOACHKUM pO3TydyaTH CiM 1,
BiJ[pHBATH MaJICHbKUX JIITEH BiJ OATHKIB, Kl HE MAJIH 1HIIOTO BHOODY,
AK I3JJUTH IO CBITY, 1100 BUTUPATH 1 MUTH KOTOCh 1HILIOTO.

Po3moBa ctuxia, 1 1 HOMITHIIA, IK OOMIB1 KIHKH TIATh 1 IIOCH
YUTAIOTh Y CBOIX Tele(oHax B 3aTUIHINA THIII, TTOKH MU iXaJIH
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as we rocked through the outskirts of Vienna. Passengers were milling
around in towelling slippers, mopping up stew and pouring soup from
flasks, the corridor smelling a lot like a school dinner hall. All over the
world, from Delhi to Denver, Beijing to Bodg, the dining car is the
beating heart of a night train. A hub with an innate sense of harmony,
it’s where strangers become friends, food tells a story, and the air is
filled with aromas and laughter. So I was deeply disappointed that
there wasn’t a dining car attached. Everyone I knew who had taken the
Dacia had spoken fondly of the bar-bistro carriage, lighting up at the
memory of the infamous mixed grill. During one of my tagskryt
sessions, I’d found a picture of it and enlarged every element of the
platter, poring over the crinkle chips strung with melted cheese, the
grilled pork escalope, the fatty pork chop, and the sausage which was
the same shade as a Saint-Tropez granny. However, the dining car had
been discontinued at the end of 2022, with no hint as to whether or not
it would return, so passengers had come prepared.

I was nicely full. On my way towards Vienna Hauptbahnhof,
I’d passed what I’d thought was a deli named Edelgreisslerei
Opocensky. But when I nosed inside the door, the steam from
slow-cooked broth drew me in along with the sight of diners in heavy
coats being served by a single waitress. She’d waved me over,
translating a daily-changing German menu which featured a variety of
dishes from lamb cutlets and dolcelatte risotto, to sea bream and crisp
schnitzel. I’d taken her advice and gone for the roast pork shoulder
with dumplings. Now, on the train, I was thinking fondly about the
meal and watching the suburbs roll by.

Slinging the corridor curtain around my shoulders, I pressed up
against the window, scanning apartment blocks where children’s bunk
beds were strung with lights, their ledges lined with plush toys.
Residents stood at sinks, looking up as we passed, tea towels over

okonuusiMu Bigust. [Tacaxkupu TUHAIMCH B MaXpOBUX KallllsX,
BUTHPAIIHN 31 CTOJIY MPOJUTE Pary i HATMBAJIM CyH 3 TEPMOCIB, a B
KOPHUOpI MaxJio, K y WKUIbHIN inansHi. Y BChoMy CBiTi, Big Jemi g0
Jengepa, Bix [lekxina g0 bomo, BaroH-pecTopas € cepieM HiTHOTO
noizza. Lle neHTp 3 BpoKEeHUM MOYyTTSIM FapMOHIi, 1e He3HaloMI
CTaIOTh JIPY35MH, 1Ka PO3IOBIJIA€ ICTOPIO, a MOBITPS HATIOBHEHE
apoMaramu 1 cMixoM. Tomy s Oyna rMOOKO po3vyapoBaHa, 1110 BaroH-
pectopan He OyB IpUETHAHUH JI0 10i3/1a. Y i MOi 3HalOMI, XTO i311B
Ha noTs31 «latis», 3 TEMmI0TO 3raayBaiu BaroH-6ap-0ictpo,
3raJlyroud Ipo 3HAMEHUTHI MiKC-Tpriib. 111 yac omHiel 3 MOixX ceciid
«tdgskryt» s 3Haiia ioro dotorpadiro i 301IbIIyBaIa KOKEH
eJIEMEHT TapUIKH, PO3TIIAIAI0YN XPYCTKI HillCH 3 PO3ILIABICHUM
CHUPOM, CMa)K€HY CBUHSIUY €CKaJIOIy, )KUPHY CBUHAYY BiAOUBHY 1
KOBOAcCKy, sika Majia TOH caMHid BIITIHOK, 1110 i 6abycs 3 Can-Tpore.
Opnak BaroH-pectopat OyB 3akpuTuil Hanpukinii 2022 poky, 1 HIXTO
HE 3HaB, UM TOBEPHETHCS BiH, TOMY IMACAKUPH MPUNATILTH
HiATOTOBIEHUMH.

S npuemno Hacutmiack. Ilo qopo3si no BigeHcbkoro
LEHTPAJILHOTO BOK3aIy s IPOiXK/XKasia MOB3 3aKJajl, IKUH, K 5
Tymana, OyB JIeJiKaTecHOI0 KpaMHHMIIEHo M1 Ha3Boto «Edelgreisslerei
Opocensky». Ane xonu s 3a3upHyJa Ty/ld, MEHE MaHUIIa apa Bij
MOBUIBHO BapeHOI0 OYJIbIOHY Ta BUIJISI BIJIBITyBauiB Y BaXKKUX
najupTax, IKUX 00CIyroByBaia juile oaHa odinianTka. Bona
3aIlpocuiia MeHEe, MaXHYBIIIH PYKOIO, 1 EPEKIIalaloyr MI0JACHHE
HiMEIIbKEe MEHIO, B IKOMY OYJIM MpeICTaBlIeH] pi3HOMaHITHI CTpaBH:
B1J1 OapaHsS4YMX KOTJIET 1 pi30TTO 3 IOJIbUETATTE 10 MOPCHKOTO JISIIA 1
XpycTKOro mHinens. S npuciayxanach 70 ii mopaau i obpana cMaxeHy
CBUHSYY JIOTIATKY 3 TATyImIKkaMu. Tenep, CUIsUu B MOI3i, 5 3
TEIUIOTOIO 3rayBaja Lo Tparne3y, IUBISYUCh SK IPOJIITAIOTh
MepeIMICTS 32 BIKHOM.

HakunyBim Ha miiedi 3aBicy 3 KOPHIOPY, S IPUTHCHYIACS 10
BIKHA, OTJISAat04M OaraToKkBapTHpHI OyJIUHKH, /1€ AUTSY1 ABOSIPYCHI
JbKKa OyJIM MpUKpAaIIeHi TipJIsHIaMH, a Ha IMiIBIKOHHSIX JIeXKall
TUTIOMIEB] irpamky. MemKkaHIli CTosIi OUTs paKOBUH, TUBJISTYMCH
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shoulders and dishes in hand. Dog walkers lurked by lampposts and...
then it went black. I dropped the curtain, returning to the compartment
where Elena and Maria had settled in for the night. Elena leaned over
the side to tell me that the berth beside her was free and that I should
swap to have more space. Grateful for the tip, I placed my backpack
into the storage area behind our heads and watched as Maria
immediately got up to shove my empty berth back up and into place.
From my new spot, I looked down to where Maria was pulling on bed
socks before she made a clucking sound and dropped a pair of false
teeth onto the side table, the compartment resembling a residential
home.

Far from a party train, this was a journey for reading, sudoku
and knitting. The one noisy group of men had gone quiet and were
leaning against one another watching films on their phones. It was
barely 10 p.m. but most curtains were drawn, the lights off. Elena
crossed her ankles, opened a bag of Brot Chips and offered them
across the berths, urging me to take ‘more, more’ as she showed me
photos of her children. We lay side by side on top of our duvets,
eating giant croutons and chatting — a level of intimacy that I’d only
reached after four dates with my husband. And yet to remain relevant
in modern times, sleeper trains relied on passengers to embrace this
closeness and lack of inhibition.

We pulled into the grand Budapest-Keleti station, and a fourth
woman joined us, arriving at the door in a rippling fur coat. Lips red,
eyes lined, she glanced at each one of us in turn, the chill from outside
on her clothes. It was as though she’d entered from the 1950s. I
couldn’t stop staring at the way she held herself: Too good for this
compartment. Hell, too good for the rest of the world... I was
desperate to uncover her story, more so when she exhaled and kicked
her bag under the seat with such force that I wondered for a moment if
it contained the severed head of an ex-lover. Without consultation she

BrOpY, KOJIM MU IPOTKIKAJIN II0OB3, 3 PYLIHUKAMU Ha Ilevax 1
1ocyIoM y pykax. Jltoau, 1mo BUrysroBasiv codak, mpuyainucs Ois
JXTapiB, a MOTIM... BCe 3racio. S omycTuia 3aBicy 1 HOBEpHYJIacs 10
kyne, ae Onena i Mapis Bxe BMocTuiucs cnat. OjieHa HaXuiIuiacs,
00 cKa3aTy MEHI, IO JKKO TOpYyY 3 HEIO BUIBHE 1 10 S TOBUHHA
MOMIHATHCS, 00 MaTu Oubiie Mmicis. Basiana 3a mopay, st mokJana
PIOK3aK Yy BIACIK /It Oaraxky 3a HalllMMK TOJIOBAMH 1 CIIOCTEpiraia, siK
Mapist oapasy x miaBenacs, mo0 3aCyHyTH MO€ TIOPOKHE JIIKKO Ha
Miciie. 31 CBOro HOBOTO MICIIA s CIIOCTEpPIraja 3a TUM, 10
BiOyBa€eThCs 3HU3Y, e Mapis HaasArana mKapreTKy, Mepi Hixk
BUJIATH KJIAllalOuMi 3BYK 1 BITyCTUTH BCTaBH1 3yOH Ha IPUITIKKOBUI
cronuk. Kyne HaraayBano xKUTI0BUI Oy IMHOK.

Ie Oyna He Bedipka B O3/, a HOJOPOXK JUISl YUTAHHS, CYJIOKY
Ta B's13aHHs. ['y4Ha rpymna 4oJI0BiKiB 3aMOBKJIA 1, CHEPIINCH OJMH HA
OJIHOTO, TuBUIacs QinbMH Ha cBOiX Tenedonax. bymna mume 22:00,
ayie OLTBIIICTE ITOP OYJIHM 3aIHyTi, a CBITJIO BUMKHEHe. OJeHa
CXpEecTuiIa HOTH, BIIKPHJIA MAKET 3 XJIOHUMU YilcaMu 1
3aMporoHyBala iX MacaxupaM CyCiJIHIX CTIaJbHUX MICLb,
3aKJIMKAI0YM MEHE B3STH «Ilie, LI1e», T0Ka3yrdn MeHi poTorpadii
CBOIX JiTeil. Mu nexanu nopyd Ha KOBApax, iJIM BEINYE3H] TPIHKH 1
PO3MOBIISITY — TAKUH PiBEHb OJU3BKOCTI s AOCSATIIA JIHUILE MiCIst
YOTUPHOX MOOAaUEHb 31 CBOIM HOJIOBIKOM. | Bce %k, 11100 3aimumarucs
aKTyaJbHUMH B Cy4aCHMX YMOBAX, ClIaJIbHI BarOHH IOI3/11B
MOKJIaIaIMCsl Ha Te, 10 MacaXUpU IPUUMYTh 10 OJU3bKICT 1
BIJICYTHICTb CTPUMAHOCTI.

Mu nin'ixanu 1o BenuaHOro Bok3any bynamem-Keneri, 1 10
Hac MpHeIHAIacs YeTBepTa xKiHka. BoHa Oyia ofsrHeHa y po3KiliHe
XYTpSIHE TIAJTbTO. 3 YePBOHUMHE I'y0aMH Ta IMiIBEJICHUMH 0YNMa, BOHA
0 Yep3i IIIsHyJIa Ha KO’KHOTO 3 Hac, 3MYyIIYIOUU HAC BiAYYTH XOJIO
330BHI. 3AaBaiocsi, HiOM BoHa noBepHynacs 3 1950-x pokis. S He
MOTJIa BilipBaTH MOTJISIAY Bif ii MOCTaBM: BOHA OyJja 3aHA/ITO XOpOIIa
JUTst 1boro Kyne. YopT, 3aHaaTo Xopolia JiIsl pelITH CBITYy... S
BiTYAMTyIIIHO XOT1JIa Ai3HATHCS 11 ICTOPir0, TUM OLNIbIIIE, KOJTU BOHA
BHJIUXHYJIA 1 3 TAKOIO CHJIOKO IITOBXHYJIA CBOIO CYMKY ITi/T CUJTIHHS,

24



flipped off the light and called it a night for us all.

Both Austria and Hungary are part of the Schengen area, so we
were free to travel across their borders without any checks. I had my
passport in my pocket, however, for the dreaded 2 a.m. halt at the
village of Lo"kdshaza, just inside the Hungarian border with Romania.
Unlike the bumpy ride of the previous night’s train, this one was
travelling at an even pace. Quiet, without announcing itself, it
thrummed through the darkness, seducing me to sleep. Alas, at two a
bang on the door jolted me awake and I handed down my passport to
Hungarian guards, the stench of cigarettes coming through the vent.
Burying my nose into the pillow, I kept one eye shut until my passport
was handed back, then slept again for an hour before the second check
just over the Romanian border at the town of Curtici. I lay completely
still, as a mirror was swung into the compartment, under the seats and
above my head, then listened to footsteps and muftled voices. The
sourness of the cigarette smoke was intensifying, and I began to
question the flammability of the bedding. Eventually the doors
slammed, the train creaked, and we continued eastwards.

‘GOOD MORNING?!’ Elena shouted, sitting up with a big
smile. No adult ever greeted me like that. Should my children ever
abandon me, she was precisely the kind of carer I hoped to find in
later life.

Elena appeared to have slept as well as | had and climbed
down the ladder, searching for her shoes before disappearing to the
loo. Maria had already gone; only a ring of coffee remained on the
side table. To my dismay the mysterious woman had also gone, taking
her severed head with her.

It was 8.40 and we had recently departed from Blaj, in Alba
County, the heart of Transylvania. I sat by the window observing the
Téarnava Mare river flow alongside. It was as thin as a burst water
main, and [ hadn’t spotted it until I stood on the seats and saw it

10 ST HA MHUTh 33 yMallach, Y1 HE MICTUTHCS B Hil BiipyOaHa roiosa ii
KOJIMIIHBOTO KOXaHLsl. be3 00roBopeHHs BOHa BUMKHYJIA CBITIO 1
IIPOroJIOCHIIAa TAKUM YHMHOM, 1110 /Ul Hac BCIX HacTaja Hid.

I ABctpis, 1 YropmuHa BxosaTh 10 LlleHrencpkoi 300U, TOMY
MU MOTJIA BUIBHO TIEPETHHATH IXHI1 KOPJIOHU 0€3 OyIb-SIKHX
nepeBipok. OHaK 51 TpUMaa MacnopT y KUIIEH1, TOTYIOUUCH 10
HEO0X040i 3yNHUHKHU 0 2-i Houl B ceui JIokomasza, 10 3HaXOAUThCS Ha
YTOPCBKO-PYMYHCHKOMY KOp/IOHi. Ha BiMiHY Bij TpsCKH moi3aa
MUHYJIO1 HOYi, TeIep MU pyXaluch piBHO. Tuxuil, He BUaaouu cebe,
BiH T'Y/IiB y TEMP#Bi, CIIOKYIIAI0YH MeHe 3acHyTH. Ha xkainb, 0 Ipyrii
TOJMHI paHKy TYYHHI CTYKIT Y ABEpPi 3MYCHUB MEHE MPOKUHYTHUCA, 1 5T
BiJ/1ajia CBii MacmopT YrOpChbKUM MPUKOPIOHHUKAM, a Yepe3
BEHTWISALIITHUNA OTBIp 10 MEHE JJOJIMHYB CMOPIJ cUrapeT. 3apuBIIUCH
HOCOM Y MOAYIIKY, S JpiMaJia, IIOKW MEHi He TIOBEPHYJIU MaclopT, a
MOTIM 3HOBY 3aCHYJIa Ha TOJIMHY, 10 IPYToi MepeBipKu 011t
PYMyHCBKOTO KOpJ1oHY B MicTi Kypruui. S nexana abcotoTHO
HEPYXOMO, KOJIM B KyIle [TOYaJIy BIIIaTH J3€pKalo, MiJ CUAIHHAMH 1
HaJ MOEIO TOJIOBOIO, a MOTIM /10 MEHE JOJMHAIN KPOKH 1 IPUTITyILIEH1
rosnocu. Kucnuit 3anax curapeTHOro AUMy MOCHIIIOBABCH, 1 51 Iovasa
CYMHIBAaTHCsI B TOPIOYOCTI MOCTUIbHOT O1TM3HU. Bpemrti-pemt nsepi
3aYMHMIIMCS, TI0i3]1 3aCKPHUITIB, 1 MM IPOJOBXKUIIM PYX Ha CXiJ.

«JOBPOI'O PAHKYVY!» - Buryknyna OmneHa, miJIBOASIYUCEH 3
HIMPOKOIO MOocMiIKor0. JKo/IeH 10poCcauil HIKOIM TaKk MEHE HE BITaB.
k110 Moi 1iTH KOJUCh TIOKUHYTh MEHE, BOHA OyJia came THM
OIIKYHOM, SIKOTO 5 CIofiBajiacst O 3HAMTH B CTapOCTi.

Onena, 31aBajocs, craja Tak caMo J00pe, K 1 5, 1, 371311 3 TpaObuHH,
royasa IIyKaTy CBOi YepeBUKH, MEPII HiXK 3HUKHYTH B TyaneTi. Mapis
BXKE ITIIIJIA; Ha CTOJHMKY 3JIAIIAIIACKH JIMIIE TUIsiMa Bix KaBu. Ha Moe
3IUBYBaHHS, TAEMHHUYA KIHKA TaKOX 3HUKJIIA, 3a0paBIIH 3 cO00I0
CBOIO BiIpyOaHy roJjioBy.

Byna 8:40, 1 mu mroiino Buixanu 3 bnaxa, mo B moBiTi Ans0a,
cepii TpancinbBanii. S cuaina 61514 BikHa, CIOCTEPIraloyu, K Teue
piuka TapHaBa-Mape. Bona Oyna ToHKa, sIK MpopBaHa BOJIONPOBiIHA
TpyOa, 1 1 HEe MoMIiTHIIA 11, TOKW HE BCTaJIa HAa CUJIIHHA 1 HE IMo0avnia,
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submerged between two banks of snow. The greyness of the morning
matched my mood as I watched Elena pull on her jacket, picking sleep
from one eye. She was preparing to get off at Medias, one of the
oldest cities in the region, and I was going to miss her presence. A
dining car had been attached a couple of hours earlier at the town of
Simeria and a pair of catering staff were now wandering the corridors
carrying a single tray advertising their wares, which consisted of one
type of sandwich, plus paper cups of coffee, for which they only took
cash. Elena raised two fingers and I dug out my notes. It was a ham
and cheese sandwich, not my first choice by any means, but sleeper
trains are not the place to get fussy. I’d once spent five days on the
Trans-Mongolian eating only instant mash and noodles, so the
sandwich was positively gourmet.

Together Elena and I watched the snowscapes, the Carpathian
foothills rolling in the background, ramshackle housing rolling in the
foreground. Rusted cars sat in dirt tracks and material flapped across
broken windows. Horrifyingly impoverished, the area on the outskirts
of Blaj looked abandoned.

‘Do people live here?’ I asked Elena.

‘Yes,” she replied, with a small smile.

Elena disembarked at Medias and as I looked back at the
shrinking city, I could see the spire of St Margaret’s church. A Late
Gothic structure dating from the fifteenth century, it appeared to have
a herringbone design. I searched online for an image to inspect it
closer, zooming in to find that it was covered in what looked like
green and blue ludo counters arranged like fish scales. A fortified
town surrounded by vineyards, Medias was a place I would have liked
to explore, and as the train clattered on, I noted it as one to return to.
This was a happy hazard of train travel, with every village, town and
city presenting itself like a teaser trailer, reminding me how much lay
between each end of the journey.

SIK BOHA 3aHYPIOETHCS MK BOMa Oeperamu cHIry. CipicTh paHKy
BIINIOBiJJaJIa MOEMY HACTPOIO, KOJIH s crocTepirana, ik OneHa ojsrae
KYPTKY, BUTHpaIO4Yu COH 3 oueil. BoHa roryBanacs Buiitu B Meniarii,
OJTHOMY 3 HalCTapimuX MICT periony. S cymyBatumy 3a Hero. Kinbka
roJiuH Tomy B MicTi Cimepist 10 Toi31a IpUYeITHId BarOH-pPEeCTOPaH, 1
JIBO€ CIiBPOOITHUKIB KEHTEPHUHIOBOI CITY>KOH 3apa3 XOIWIn
KOPUJIOpaMH, HECYUHU €JMHMI MIIHOC 13 peKJIaMoI0 CBOiX ToBapiB. Lle
OyJu CeH[IBIYi Ta KaBa y MarepoBUX CTaKaHYMKaX, 3a sIKi BOHU Opaiu
TiIbKY TOTiBKY. OJieHa moka3ana JiBa masblii, 1 5 JicTana cBoi
kyntopu. CennBiu OyB 3 HIMHKOIO Ta CHPOM, IO aXK HisIK HE OyB y
MO€MY CIHCKY OakaHb, aJie B CIIaJIbHUX M0137]aX HE MOXKHA OyTH
BuOarnmuBuM. Kommce s poBena m'ath AHIB y TpaHCMOHTOJIBCHKOMY
eKCIpecCi, Xapuy4HCh JIUIIE KAPTOIUISIHUM MIOPE Ta JOKUIMHOKO
MIBUJIKOTO MPUTOTYBaHHSA, TOX LM CEHBIY OyB JJIsi MEHE CIIPaBXHIM
JEJTIKATECOM.

Pa3zom 3 OneHoro Mu cioctepiraiu 3a 3aCHLKEHUMU
neizaxxamu, nepearip'sim Kapnar Ha 3aiHpOMY IJ1aH1 Ta pO3BaJICHUMHU
OyJIMHKaMU Ha repeiHboMy. IpxaBi aBTOMOO1UII CTOSUTN HA OpYTHUX
JI0porax, a yepe3 po30UTi BikHA BUIHUIMCS IIMAaTKU TKAHUHU.
Kaxnuo 301aHUINN paiioH Ha okonuill briaxa BUrIs1aB MOKUHYTHM.

«TyT xuByTh Moau?» — 3anurtana s Oneny.

«Tak», — BiIIOB1JIa BOHA 3 JIETKOIO IIOCMIIIKOIO.

Ounena Buiinuia B Mepiari, 1 KOJIM 51 O3UpHYJIacs Ha MICTO, 1110
BIIJIAJISIIOCA, 51 ToOaumiia b nepkBu CesiToi MaprapuTi.
[Ti3HpOroTHYHA CHIOpYAa I’ ITHAALUATOTO CTOJITTA 3/aBajlacst
MPUKPAIICHOO Bi3epyHKOM Y BUTJISIL SUTHHKH. S TIONITyKaia B
InTepHeTi 300paXkeHHs, 11100 PO3IIIAHYTH 11 OMKYe, 1, 30UTHIIUBIIN
MacmTal, BUSBHJIA, IO BOHA BKPUTA YUMOCH CX0KHM Ha 3€JIeH] Ta
CHHI (DiLIKM 711 TPHU B JIyJ10, PO3TAIIOBaHi K pub'sya gycka. Meaiain,
YKpIIUIEHE MICTO, OTOYEHE BUHOTPaJHUKaMH, OyJI0 MiCLIEM, SIKE 51
XOTija OW AOCTIIUTH, 1, KOJH MOI3] pyIIUB i, S 3a3Ha4nIa HOTo K
Micle, Ky/l1 BapTo noBepHyTHcs. Lle Oyna npruemMHa BUMaJKOBICTh
MOJIOPO3KI MOI3/I0M, KOJIM KOYKHE CeNI0, MICTEUKO 1 MIiCTO
MIPEACTABIUIN ce0e K THU3eP-Tpensiep, Haraayryu MeHI, CKIJTbKH I11e
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A blizzard picked up and powder billowed past the windows,
white skies merging with white fields, nothing but the blurred tops of
mountains separating the two. No sooner had it swept up than it died
down and I stepped into the corridor as another citadel rose into view
surrounded by a cluster of chimneys, turrets and rooftops dusted with
snow. Beneath the softness, I could make out coloured walls painted
in shades of lemon, lime, strawberry pink and plum. Sighis,oara was
one of several fortified medieval towns that Saxon-German colonists
had built in the region, and as we moved off, I imagined how
extraordinary it would look at the peak of spring. On we trundled, past
backyards where mean-looking geese pecked at the dirt and chained
dogs barked at the carriages. Despite sub-zero temperatures, washing
hung outside, collars frozen into points, sleeves fringed with ice. From
time to time I’d spot someone sweeping a doorway, but the scene was
otherwise devoid of human life.

A couple of hours after my sandwich, I decided to investigate
the dining car, and passed through the regular-seating carriage, which
was full of human life. It smelled of warm bodies and kicked-off
shoes. Under the illusion that this was a quiet train, I realised that the
majority of passengers had spent the night crowded into this class of
carriage and most were still stretched across the seats asleep, jackets
on their chests, sports socks leaving outlines on the windows. Barely a
handful of passengers were in the dining car, and the few who were,
were sitting in isolation, staring into the depths of forests. I spotted the
American from the night before. His bobble hat on his lap, he was
lying face down on a table, his jacket for a pillow.

Normally the place where I would while away my day, the
dining car was much like the scenery now — uninspiring and cold. I
browsed the menu for something to take back to my seat and found
twelve variations on the ham and cheese sandwich — none of which

3QIAIIUIIOCS 10 KIHIIS TIOJIOPOXKI.

ITouanacst XypTOBHHA, 1 CHIT 3aBisB BikHa, Oijie HEOO 3THII0CA 3
OUTMMHM MOJISIMH, 1 JIMIIIE PO3MUTI BEPIIUHU Tip po3aisum ix. He
BCTHIJIa XyPTOBHHA HAOpaTu CHIIH, K 0/ipa3y BlIyxJa. S BuiIa y
KOPHJIOp, KOJIU B I0JI1 30py 3'ABHUJIACS 1€ oJiHa (opTels, OTOUeHa
rpyIoI0 IUMapiB, OAITOYOK 1 1aXiB, IpUMIOpOLIeHUX cHirom. I1ig
M'SIKUM TTIOKPUBOM $1 PO3TJIEiIa KOJIbOPOBI CTiHH, modapOoBaHi y
BIJTIHKH JIMMOHA, JJAlMYy, TOJTYHUIHO-POKEBOTO 1 CITUBOBOTO.
Cirimoapa Oyfia OJHUM 13 KUTbKOX YKPIIUIGHUX CEPEIHbOBIYHUX MICT,
SIKi CAKCOHO-HIMEIIbKI KOJIOHICTH MO0y TyBaJI B ITboMy perioni. Ko
MU PYIIMIIU A, s yBWIa, K HaJ3BHUAHHO 1€ MICTO BUTJISIaTUME B
po3man BecHU. My IpoI0BKyBaJIA 1XaTH, IPOKHKAOYH T10B3
MOJIBip's, 1€ 3JIICHI TYCH 1300 3eMJTI0, a MPUKYTI JIAHI[IOTaMU
co0aku raBkaju Ha BaroHu. He3Bakaroun Ha TeMIlepaTypy HUKUIE
HYJIs, Ha BYJIUII BUCLIa BUIIpaHa Oi1M3Ha, KOMIpH SIKOT 3aMep3Iid, a
pykaBu Oynu 06ssiMoBaH1 kpuroro. Yac Biz yacy s momivaia ik XTOCh
niaMiTaB mia'i3a, ane B ycboMy 1HIIOMY IS clieHa OyJia mo3oasiieHa
JIFOICBKOTO JKUTTSL.

Uepes Kibka roJIMH MICHs TOTO, AK S 3'i71a CeHABIY, 5
BUpIIINJIA OIJISHYTH BaroH-pectopas. Jloporoto s npoiiiiia Baro i3
3BHYAHHUMU CUASYUMU MICISIMH, KUl OyB OBHMIA Trofei. Tam
MaxJio TEIUIMMU TUTaMH 1 3HATUMH yepeBuKkamu. [1i ysBieHHsIM, 1110
e OyB TUXMH MOI3], s 3p03yMiia, 110 OUIBIIICTh MACAKUPIB IPOBEIU
HIY, CKYITYMBIINCH y IbOMY BaroHi. bBuIbLIiCTh 13 HUX Bce 111€ CHaH,
PO3TATHYBIINCH HAa CUAIHHSIX, HAKPUBIIUCH KYPTKaMH Ta 3aJUIIAI0UN
BIIOMTKH CBOIX HIr Ha BIKHAaX. Y BaroHi-pecTopani Oyso JuIie KibKa
MacaXXUpiB, 1 Ti, 10 OyJIU, CUALTH OKPEMO, BIUBIISIIOUUCH Y TITHOUHY
Jicy. S momiTHIIa aMepUKaHIIs, 3 SKUM 3ycTpidajacs 1e MUHYJIO01
HOYi. 3 IIaNKO0 Ha KOJIiHAX, BiH JIeKaB OOJIUYYSM BHU3 Ha CTOII,
BUKOPHUCTOBYIOUYH KYPTKY SIK TIOTYTIIKY.

3a3Buyaii 11e MicIie, Jie s MPOBOJIMIIA CBiif IEHb, BArOH-
pecTopaH OyB CXO0XHUH Ha TIEH3aK HABKOJIO — HYTHUH 1 XomoaHuid. S
neperisHysa MEHIo, IIyKalouu 1110Ch, 110 MOXKHA B3ATH 3 CO00I0 Ha
MicIie, 1 3HaMILIa ABAHAIIATE BapiaHTiB OyTepOpOIiB 3 MIMHKOIO 1

27



was available — and twenty-seven types of alcohol, ranging from
Campari to Jagermeister, and Budweiser to Chivas Regal — all of
which were available. Not up for getting smashed at ten in the
morning, I made my way back with coffee and closed the
compartment door, enjoying the solitude. Over the next couple of
hours, the train followed the bends of the river Olt, through tunnels
hidden by forests, branches heaped with snow. If the Transylvanian
winter was a mood, it was a deeply sombre one.

While on the move, I always carried a paperback, usually
fiction related to the region in which I was travelling; non-fiction
tainted my perspectives, but I liked to read stories that centred on
places I could picture. In Vienna I’d sought out a replacement for my
lost Agatha Christie and I now took out my copy of Bram Stoker’s
Dracula, which opens with English lawyer Jonathan Harker
documenting his train journey to Transylvania to meet the infamous
Count. Like Harker, I had found my smattering of German useful and
could relate to the scenes of little towns and castles on the tops of
steep hills. He’d dined on robber steak and had a couple of glasses of
golden Mediasch wine, which produced a ‘queer sting on the tongue’
— a wine which would have originated from the vineyards of what I
would for ever think of as Elena’s home town. Granted, Harker’s
experience with the Count was far from positive, but I was amused by
his early judgement of the men in this region as ‘barbarian’ and
‘strange’, and the women as ‘clumsy about the waist’. Whether in
fiction or non-fiction, it was dismaying how travellers moving from
west to east often perceived threats and ugliness from the outset,
recoiling from the very people in whose land they were to be guests.
Casual racism was a common trope, although there was nothing casual
about it. The colonial hangover of superiority was so cemented into
the Western psyche that it filtered into everyday travel and
observations, refusing to die out.

CHPOM — KOJICH 3 SIKUX He OyB JOCTYITHUM — 1 ABAALATH CiM BH/IIB
ankoroJo, Bijg Kammnapi no €repmeiicrepa, Bin byasaiizepa no Yisac
Peran — Bci Bonu Oynu moctynHi. He Maroun 6a)kaHHS HAITUTHCS O
JIECATIN paHKy, sl IOBEPHYJIAcs 3 KaBOIO 1 3aUMHMIIA JIBEP1 KyTIe,
HACOJIOJKYIOCh CAMOTHICTIO. [IpOoTSIrom HacTymHUX KiJIKOX FOJIUH
101371 CJTiyBaB 32 BUTMHAMH piuku ONT, IPOTKPKAIOYH TyHEISIMH,
MIPUXOBAHUMU JIICAMH, T1JIKAMH, 3aBaJICHUMHU CHIrom. SIxk0u
TpaHCUIbBAHCHKA 3UMa OyJia HACTPOEM, TO 11e OyB OM TITHOOKO
MeYabHUN HACTPIM.

S 3aBxau Opaia i3 co00r0 B MOIOPOK KHUTY B M'SIKil
0OKJIaINHITI, 3a3BUYal XyI0’KHIO, TTOB'I3aHy 3 MICIIeM, 1€ S
MOJIOPOXKYBaJa; HEXYA0KHS JIiTepaTypa CIIOTBOPIOBAJIa MOT TTOTJIS M,
a oCh icTOpii, B LIEHTP1 AKUX OyJId MICIIA, SIKI S MOTJIa YSIBUTH, S
mobuna. Y Bigni s mrykana 3amiHy ai1s cBO€l 3ary0ieHoi Aratu
Kpicri, 1 Tenep s nictana cBoro komito «/lpakynu» bpema Ctokepa,
SIKa TIOYUHAETHCS 3 TOTO, SIK aHTJIMChKUN aaBokat [[)xonaran Xapkep
OIHCYE CBOIO MOJIOPOK MOi310M A0 TpaHcibBaHii, 100 3yCTpITUCH 3
rope3BicHUM Irpadom. Ak 1 Xapkep, s BUsSBUIIA, IO MOT TOBEPXHEBI
3HaHHS HIMEIbKOI MOBH OYyJIM KOPUCHUMH, TOMY S MOTJIa
CITIBBIJTHECTH cebOe 3 CIleHaMU MaJeHbKHX MICTEUOK 1 3aMKIB Ha
BEpILIMHAX KpyTHX naropOiB. Bin Beuepsis creiikom Pibaii 1 muB
30JIOTHCTE MeJiacbKe BUHO, SIK€ BUKJIMKAIIO «JIMBHE TIOKOJIIOBAHHS HA
S3MLI» — BUHO, sIKE, 5K 5 3aBXK/M BBa)kaja, HOXOUIIO 3
BUHOTPAJHUKIB piiHOro Micta Onenu. 3BiCHO, AOCBI XapKepa 3
rpadomM OyB JajeKo HEe MO3UTHUBHHUM, ajleé MEHE PO3BECEIHIIO HOTOo
paHHE CyIKEHHS PO YOJIOBIKIB I[bOTO PETIOHY K «BapBapiBy 1
«IMBaKiB», a MPO KIHOK — K «He3rpaOHuX y Taiii». HezanexHo Bia
TOTO, UM HIIJIOCS PO XYAOXKHIO JITEpaTypy, Y Mpo TOKYMEHTAIbHY,
OyI10 pUKpo O0AUYNTH, K MAHAPIBHUKH, 10 PyXaIHCs 13 3aX0y Ha
CXiJl, 4acTO 3 CaMOTr0 MOYATKy CHPUHMAITK 3arPO3H Ta MMOTBOPHICTH,
BIJIIITOBXYIOUUCH B/l TUX CAMUX JIFO/IeH, Ha YMil 3eMJIl BOHH MaJlH
OyTu roctsamu. HeBumytieHuit pacu3m OyB MOMIUPEHNM TPOIIOM, X04a
B HbOMY He OyJi0 Hidoro HeBuMyIeHoro. KojoHianbHa ciaamuHa
3BEPXHOCTI OyJia HACTIJIbKA BKOPIHEHA B 3aX1AHIN TICUXIII, 1110
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At the end of chapter ten I put down the book, having had my
fill of Victorian anxiety and gore. I could hear nothing but the door
rattling and looked around the corridor to see if any passengers
remained. Peering into one empty compartment after another, I almost
gave up, when I saw a pair of legs stretched out with a laptop. They
belonged to an attractive young man with sharp features and a neat
beard. He smiled and I noticed he was wearing a T-shirt with the
slogan ‘Green Against the Machine’. Bingo. Inviting myself into his
compartment, I got chatting to Charles, a researcher at the Technical
University of Civil Engineering of Bucharest. Originally from
Normandy, he’d been living in Bucharest for the previous six years,
where he had founded an NGO called Climato Sfera to help
companies reduce their carbon footprint and environmental impact. A
few minutes into our chat we realised that we’d taken the same trains
from Paris to Vienna, but Charles had slept in the six-person couchette
carriage from Strasbourg.

‘I was sharing with a lot of Erasmus students who were
travelling there for the first time, so they had a lot of luggage,’ he said.
‘They told me it was too expensive for the flight plus all their bags.’

‘Why are you taking this journey?’ I asked.

‘My job is to raise awareness about climate change and [
wanted to prove that the journey is not only possible but that it’s
cheaper than a flight if you book in advance. We go into companies
and we show people the possibilities along with the calculations of
how much this type of travel is saving in emissions.” Charles
stretched. ‘I slept a lot better in this train,” he said, pointing upwards,
‘as it was only a four-person couchette so there was lots of room and
also the fluffy pillows and bed comforter are better than on the
Nightjet.’

MIPOHUKAJIA B MOBCAKACHHI MTOJ0POXKI Ta CIOCTEPEIKEHHS,
BiJIMOBJISIFOUHCH 3HUKATH.

Hamnpukiniii gecsaToro po3aiay s Bikiaana KHUTY,
HAaCHTUBUINCH BIKTOPIaHCHKOIO TPUBOTOIO 1 KpUBAaBUMHU clLieHaMH. S
HE 4YyJia HIY0ro, KpiM CKperoTy ABepel, 1 03UpHyIacs Mo KOPUI0pY,
100 MepPEeBIPUTH, Y 3ATULIIIINACA SKICh MACAKUPHU. 3arIISIal09U B
OJIHE TIOPO’KHE KYTIE 32 1HILIUM, 5 B)KEe MaiKe 3HEBIPHIIACh, KON
no0aunia BUTATHYTI HOTH 3 HOyTOyKoM. BoHM Hanexanu
pUBabIUBOMY MOJIOIOMY YOJIOBIKOBI 3 TOCTPUMH PHUCAMH 00IMYYs 1
aKypaTHOIO 00po0r0. BiH MOCMiXHYBCSH, 1 s TIOMITHIIA, III0 HA HBOMY
Oyna ¢yr6oika 3 HamucoM «Green Against the Machine» (3eneni
npoTH MamuHu). binro. 3anpocuBnm camy cebe 10 HOTOo KyTie, s
3aBenia po3MoBy 3 Yapib3om, nociniqaukom 3 TexHiyHoro
YHIBepCUTETYy LUBIIbHOTO OyniBHUITBA B Byxapecri. Bin pogom 3
Hopmamnii, ane octaHHi micTh poKiB KUB y byxapecri, e 3acHyBaB
HVYO nig nazsoro «Climato Sfera», mo0 Jgomomaratv KOMIIaHIsSIM
3MEHIIYBaTH iXHI{ BYTJICLIEBHI CIi/l Ta BIUIMB HA JOBKI/UIA. Yepe3
KUTbKa XBWJIMH PO3MOBH MU 3PO3yMIJH, IO IXaJIH OJTHUM IOI370M 3
[Tapwxka no Bigus, ane Yapns3 craB y mIeCTUMICHOMY KyTie 31
CrpacOypra.

«S1 ninuB kyne 3 6araThbMa cTyeHTaMu nporpamu «Epasmycy,
K1 IXaJu TyAM BIIEpIlle, TOMy BOHM MajM Oarato 0araxy», — cka3aB
BiH. « BoHU cKa3aiu MeHi, 10 KBUTOK Ha JITaK ILUTIOC BECh IXHIN
0arax KOMTYIOTh 3aHA/ITO JOPOTOY.

«YoMy BU MOAOPOXKYETE caMme UM I0I3A0M?» — 3aruTana s.

«Mos poboTa mosisirae B ToMy, 1100 MiIBUIIYBaTH 0013HAHICTh
PO 3MiHU KIIIMATYy, 1 51 XOTIiB JIOBECTH, 110 TaKa MOJO0POXK HE TIITBKU
MO>KJIMBA, ajie 1 JICIIeBIIa 3a JITaK, sIKIO 3a0pOHIOBATH KBUTOK
3a3janerizib. Mu BiBiyEMO KOMITaHi1 1 MOKa3yeMO JIOASIM
MOJKJIMBOCTI, @ TAK0XX PO3PaXyHKH TOTO, CKIJIBKH IIEH BUJI TTOJJOPOKEH
€KOHOMUTH BUKUIIB». Uapib3 moTaruyBcs. «S cnaB Habarato kpaiie
B IIbOMY TI013/11», — CKa3aB BiH, BKa3yIOUH Bropy, — OCKIJIBKH 11e Oyira
JIMILE YOTUPHUMICHE KyTIe, TOK OyJio 0arato MicIs, a TAKOX IMyXHacCTi
MOAYIIKH Ta KOBJIpa Kpallli, HiXK Y HIYHOMY €KCIIPEeci».
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Charles was precisely the kind of passenger I’d been hoping to
stumble upon, the poster-boy for night-train travel — and aside from
the double stoppage for passport checks, he had little to complain
about: ‘I love the night train, I can work and am very productive when
there is darkness outside the window. And people don’t disturb. They
see you with the laptop and they don’t bother.’

He looked directly at me as he said this and I winced, unsure if
it was a genuine observation or a beautifully French way of asking me
to bugger off. The staff passed by, and Charles ordered two coffees, so
I concluded that he didn’t mind me hanging around.

Over the next half-hour he talked more about his work then
recounted his only real ‘disaster’ on the train while en route to a party
weekend in the Transylvanian mountains with his friends: ‘We had a
four-hour stop in the middle of nowhere without heating systems
during winter, but it was not so bad, I was with friends and we had
beers with us. We were on our way to Sinaia for skiing, we will pass
through it between Brasov and Bucharest, I’ll show you.’

I took the opportunity to ask Charles for restaurant
recommendations in Bucharest, and while we talked the sun broke
through, rousing the landscape from its slumber. We were passing
through Brasov, a cheerier scene, filled with parks and playgrounds
and children enjoying the snow. At the window of one block of flats
stood a little girl in pink, a pair of fairy wings on her back. Someone
was holding her steady as she waved her wand, and I waved back in a
shared moment of magic.

Not long after, Charles gestured for me to join him in the
corridor, pointing to the right-hand side where spruce trees packed
into the valleys and icicles hung off ledges like a row of wizards’
beards. We were passing by the mountain resort of Sinaia. Here, the
Prahova river swung alongside, rapids forming over boulders. Now
and again chunks of snow fell silently into the flow, dragged off at
once. On the outskirts of Bucharest the clouds dispersed, revealing a
sky scrubbed clean. It was as though the train sensed the promise of

Yapiab3 OyB came TUM [ACaKUPOM, Ha SIKOTO 5 CIIOA1BajIacs
HATpaIHTH, 3pa3KOBUM NPUKIIAIOM MACaKUpPa HIYHOTO MOoi3aa — i,
OKpIM MOABIHHOT 3yNMIUHKH JIJIs1 IEPEBIPKH MAaCIIOPTiB, oMy OyIi0
MaJIO Ha IO CKAPXKUTHUCS: «5 000 HIYHUNA TOi3], ST MOXKY
IPALIOBATH 1 Jy’Ke MPOJYKTUBHUH, KOJIM 32 BIKHOM TeMpsBa. | jronu
HE 3aBakaloTh. Bonu 6avaTth Tebe 3 HOYTOYKOM 1 HE TypOYIOTh.

Bin auBuUBCS MpsiMO MEHI B 04i, KOJIU 11€ TOBOPUB, 1 51
3PUTHYJIACS, HE 3HAIOYH, Y 1ie OyJia Ipa JyMKa, Y1 IPOCTO
¢bpanily3bKHii crocid MonpocuTH MeHe 3abupartucs retsb. [1os3
MIPOXO/IMB NepcoHalt, i Yapip3 3aMOBUB JIBi KaBH, TOX s BUPIIIUIIA,
110 oMY He 3aBa)ka€ MOsI IPUCYTHICTb.

[IpoTsirom HacTYHOI MIBrOAMHYU BiH PO3MOBIJaB PO CBOIO
po06oTY, a MOTIM 3rajiaB Mpo CBOIO €IUHY CIPABXKHIO «KaTacTpody» B
1oi3/1i, KoJu iXaB 3 Apy3sIMH Ha BeUipKy B ropax TpaHcinbBanii: «Mu
3YNUHUIMCA Ha YOTUPU TOIMHU XTO3HA Jie, B3UMKY, O€3 OnaJieHHs,
ase 1e 0yJio He TaK yKe i MoraHo, 51 0yB 3 APy3sIMH, 1 y Hac OyJo
nuBo. Mu ixanu B CiHaro katatucs Ha Tnxkax. Mu OyneMo
npohKIHKAaTH Yepe3 Hel Mixk bpamoBom 1 Byxapectom, s BaM MOKaxy».

51 ckopucranacst Harozo, 110 nomnpocutu Yapias3a
MOPEKOMEHIyBaTH pecTopanu B byxapecri, i MOKH MU pO3MOBIISUIH,
poodusIocs CoHIle, MpoOyIMBIIM Mei3ax BiJ CHY. MU mpoixKanu
Bpaios, 011b11 Becene Miclie, MOBHE MapKiB, IrPOBUX MalJITaHYMKIB 1
JTeH, K1 HACOMIOKYBAIKCS CHITOM. Y BIKHI OHOTO 3 KHUTIOBUX
OyIMHKIB CTOsIa MaJIeHbKa JIIBYUMHKA B POKEBOMY BOpaHHI, 3
Kpuiiamu ei Ha criuHi. XTOCh TpUMaB ii, a BOHA Maxalia MajJuykKolo, a
s Maxasa il y BIIIOB1/1b, PO3AUISIOUH 3 HEIO IeH YapiBHUI MOMEHT.

He3zabapom Yap:ib3 jxecTOM 3a1IpOCHB MEHE 10 KOPUI0pY,
BKAa3aBIIIM HA TIPABO, JIe SUTMHKH 3aII0BHIOBAIN JOJMHH, a OYPYJIbKH
3BHCAJIM 31 CKeJIb, Haue 00po/ia yapiBHUKA. MU MPOTKIKAIHN T1pChKUNA
KypopT «Cinas». TyT nopyd nporikana piuka [IpaxoBa, yTBoprorouu
MOPOTH HaJ BaJlyHaMH. Yac BiJ 4acy HIMATKU CHITY THXO HaJallu y
BONY 1 ozipa3y 3HuKanu. Ha oxomuirsix byxapecrta xmapu po3cisutucs,
BiJIKpUBIIIN YKCTY OJIaKUTh. 3/1aBanocs, HIOM MOi3]l BITIyB
HaOMMKeHHS TpUOYTTS 1 M4aB 10 GiHINTy. Y 10 30py 3'IBHIINCS
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arrival, belting towards the finish. Lakes shimmered into view, fields
flashed by, and the Dacia entered the city, bringing us to the end of the
line.

o3epa, IpoMarHyJIu moJs, 1 «Jlamis» B'ixajia B MicTO, JOCTaBUBIIHU HAC
JI0 KIHIIEBOT cTaHIii.
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CHAPTER 2

TRANSLATION ANALYSIS

2.1 Characteristics of the novel

Monisha Rajesh, the author of a chosen book, is a British journalist and travel writer. She
contributed to The Independent, The Sunday Telegraph, The Guardian and The New York Times.
However, she gained her recognition for her travel writing. We can claim that she added something
new to the genre, reshaping it and adding new senses. One of the factors is her background as being
British and having Indian origin she knows how to show all the peculiarities of the multicultural
environment (Gnanamuttu, 2026). In her writing Monisha explores the question of identity, origin
and belonging.

A distinct feature of Monisha Rajesh’s travel stories is that she writes about train travel. The
author says that over the last few years, she became more careful about her carbon footprint. And as
she always preferred trains over planes, she chose this type of transport in her adventures. One more
reason is that in travelling with trains, she feels more than just moving from one place to another, in
fact, Rajesh describes it as “there’s nothing between the world and me” (Alikhan, 2022).

In this work, we are going to deal with Rajesh’s latest book Moonlight Express: Around the
World by Night Train. It is a modern story that describes the cultural and social importance of
overnight journeys. In this narrative, the author documents her travel experiences, reflecting on the
history and evolution of sleeper-trains. Rajesh explores the enduring appeal of night trains as both a
practical means of transportation and a romantic form of travel, through detailed descriptions of train
routes, onboard life, and encounters with fellow passengers. The story also emphasizes interest in
night trains in the context of environmental concerns and the search for more sustainable transport
(House, 2025).

Monisha Rajesh writes in the genre of travel literature, combining elements of travel narrative,
cultural reflection, and personal memoir. The author approaches travel to understand cultural
connections and human nature rather than simply observing foreign places. Rajesh’s writing
highlights interaction with people and everyday traditions (Gnanamuttu, 2026). Her writing style
combines journalistic clarity with literary expressiveness, making her text vivid, understandable and
engaging. According to Tiajungla Longchar (2023), Rajesh’s narrative is informal yet perceptive,
allowing her to present complex cultural observations in a clear and relatable manner.

What is more, we can assume that Rajesh's lexical contribution also plays a significant role in
defining her writing style. She uses a mix of culturally specific terms alongside everyday speech,
keeping the language simple yet authentic. Critics note that her writing is «witty» and «full of
evocative details», combining humor with sharp observation and emotional depth. In addition, a
significant feature of Rajesh’s lexical choices is her extensive use of geographical names. The author
frequently incorporates names of cities, regions, and countries to anchor her experiences in concrete
cultural and spatial contexts. They carry cultural meaning, evoking historical associations, local
traditions, and collective memory. Therefore, in this work we will focus on this phenomenon in the
context of translation.

Summing up, we can state that Monisha Rajesh’s work is a modern representation of travel
writing that includes personal transformation one can achieve through travelling. Rajesh balances
entertainment with cultural analysis, making her work both informative and engaging for the reader.
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2.2 Geographical and other proper names in translation; their definition and classification

Geographical names, also known as toponyms, constitute a significant category of proper
names studied in the field of onomastics (Hough, 2016). Proper names, in general, are linguistic units
used to identify unique entities and distinguish them from others within a given context. Unlike
common nouns, they refer to specific individuals, places, or institutions rather than to a category of
objects (Hough, 2016). Therefore, geographical names should be considered within the broader
system of proper names.

Proper names have been characterised in different ways depending on various aspects of
language. Although, this study aims to find a single, the most relevant approach that would be most
helpful in the process of the research. Proper names can be classified into several major categories,
including anthroponyms (personal names), toponyms (geographical names), ethnonyms (names of
groups) and other types such as names of organizations, events, and cultural objects (Hough, 2016).
This classification is particularly significant for our study, as it allows us to include not only
geographical names, but also other proper names found in the translated text.

Regarding geographical names, one common definition is that a geographical name or
toponym is a proper name for a geographical feature (Perko, Jordan, Komac, 2017). Others define
geographical names as those that represent the spatial environment and man-made geographical
objects such as countries, cities, rivers, mountains, and regions (Reszegi, 2020). Others consider the
definition of the phenomenon from the origin of the word itself. From Greek, the toponym is "name
of the place", that is, the name of some geographical object: continent, mountain, ocean and sea,
country and city (Avazxonovna, 2023). Thus, we can state that these names fulfill several functions.
This view is supported by modern research, which emphasizes that toponyms serve not only to
identify locations but also to preserve historical, cultural, and social information about a particular
place. In this sense, geographical names are not neutral linguistic units but meaningful markers that
reflect cultural identity and collective memory (Tent & Blair, 2019).

Moreover, scholars propose various approaches to the classification of geographical names,
depending on their characteristics. One of the most common classifications is based on the size of
geographical objects, distinguishing between macrotoponyms and microtoponyms. For instance,
macrotoponyms refer to large geographical entities such as countries and cities, whereas
microtoponyms denote smaller, locally used place names. Additionally, toponyms are categorized
based on their origin, structure, motivation, and historical development (Khayitova, 2020). From an
etymological perspective, they may derive from different languages, reflecting historical processes
such as migration, colonization, or cultural contact. Structurally, geographical names may be simple
(consisting of a single element) or compound (formed by combining several lexical units). Another
widely used approach is based on semantic classification, which distinguishes descriptive,
associative, commemorative, and possessive toponyms according to the relationship between the
name and the geographical object (Stewart, as cited in Khayitova, 2020). Descriptive names reflect
physical characteristics of a place, while commemorative names are associated with historical figures
or events. Associative names are linked to cultural or symbolic meanings, whereas possessive names
indicate ownership or connection with a particular person or group. This approach is based on the
typology developed by George R. Stewart, who proposed one of the earliest systematic classifications
of place names. His model is grounded in the idea that all place names arise from the need to
distinguish one location from another and includes multiple categories and subcategories (Cacciafoco
& Cavallaro, 2023).

Another important approach to classifying proper names is based on their usage and linguistic
status. In this context, scholars distinguish between endonyms and exonyms, which are considered
status categories of toponyms (Perko, Jordan, Komac, 2017). An endonym refers to a geographical
name used by the local population, whereas an exonym is a name used by speakers of another
language that differs from the original form. For example, Firenze is the Italian endonym, while
Florence represents its English exonym. This distinction is particularly relevant in translation, as it
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directly influences the choice between preserving the original form of a name and using its established
equivalent in the target language.

In translation studies, proper names, including geographical names, are often regarded as
culture-specific items. According to Peter Newmark (1988), such names tend to preserve their
original form in translation in order to maintain their cultural and semantic identity. This view is
supported by contemporary scholars, who emphasize that translating proper names poses a particular
challenge due to their strong connection to cultural context and linguistic norms (Baker, 2018; Nord,
2018).

Nevertheless, sometimes preserving a proper name in its original form is not always the most
effective translation. The decision depends on the cultural transparency of the name and its relevance
for interpretation. When proper names contain meaningful semantic or cultural information,
translators may apply techniques that allow readers to understand this meaning without eliminating
the foreign cultural background of the text (Borysenko, 2024).

Contemporary translation studies view proper names not as separate lexical units but as
cultural elements that take part in constructing meaning of the text. According to Aixela (1996),
proper names belong to the category of culture-specific items because they frequently contain
historical, geographical, and social associations that may not be immediately accessible to readers
from another linguistic and cultural background. Consequently, the translator must decide whether to
preserve foreignness or increase comprehensibility, taking into account the communicative purpose
of the translation.

The translation of proper names remains a complex issue in translation studies. One of the
central debates concerns whether proper names should be translated or preserved in their original
form. While some scholars argue that proper names function as labels and therefore should remain
unchanged, others emphasize that they may carry semantic and cultural meaning that requires
translation strategies such as adaptation or explanation (Nyangeri & Wangari, 2019).

This issue is further explained by the fact that proper names often contain implicit references
to historical, social, and geographical contexts, which may be partially or completely lost in
translation (Yevsyukova & Koryagina, 2016). Moreover, the choice of translation technique depends
heavily on the context and varies according to the type and purpose of the text. In literary translation,
greater flexibility is allowed in order to preserve stylistic and cultural aspects (Yevsyukova &
Koryagina, 2016).

Several translation techniques can be used when rendering geographical and other proper
names. The most common are transcription and transliteration, which aim to reproduce the phonetic
or graphic form of the original name in the target language. Often the translation of geographical
names relies on established equivalents, which correspond to conventional forms accepted in the
target language and ensure clarity and recognisability (Baker, 2018; Nord, 2018). In addition,
translators may use calque (loan translation) when the meaning of a name is transparent, or adaptation
when there is not an equivalent in the target language. The choice of translation technique depends
on various factors, including the cultural significance of the name, its recognisability, and the
translator's objective (Nord, 2018; Tent & Blair, 2019).

More specifically, Suriadi and Thsani (2019) identify several key techniques used in translating
proper names, including copying, rendition, and recreation. Copying involves rendering the name
directly into the target text without modification, while rendition implies partial adaptation to make
the name more understandable to the target audience. Recreation, on the other hand, involves a more
significant transformation and is usually implied when the original name carries specific cultural or
semantic connotations that need to be reinterpreted.

These approaches can be supported by the classification of translation techniques proposed by
Lucia Molina and Amparo Hurtado Albir (2002), who distinguish borrowing, calque, and adaptation.
Borrowing is a process of transferring a name from the source language to the target language.
However, scholars distinguish two types of borrowing: pure and naturalized. Pure borrowing is
preserving the original form of the unit without any changes in spelling or pronunciation. Naturalized
borrowing, on the other hand, involves partial adaptation of the borrowed unit to the phonetic,
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orthographic, or grammatical norms of the target language. In this case, the original form is modified
in order to integrate it more naturally into the linguistic system of the target language. Calque is literal
translation of a foreign word into another language. And adaptation is a shift in cultural environment
to express the same message using different situation. Although the approach of Molina and Albir
was developed earlier, it remains highly influential and continues to be applied in modern translation
studies.

In conclusion, the classification and categorisation of geographical names and other proper
names demonstrate their complex linguistic and cultural nature. These units function not only as
markers of geographical reference but also as carriers of historical and cultural meaning. The
theoretical approaches discussed above provide a foundation for analysing the translation of
geographical names and other proper names in Monisha Rajesh’s narrative.

2.3 Ways of rendering proper and geographical names in Ukrainian translation

Translation of proper names becomes particularly significant in travel literature, where they
function not only as references but also as markers of cultural experience. In such texts, toponyms,
anthroponyms, ethnonyms and names of organizations contribute to creating authenticity and shaping
the reader’s perception of the represented location. Therefore, preserving or modifying proper names
becomes an important translation choice (Kuleli, 2020).

As we have mentioned above, translation of proper names, including geographical names,
requires the application of various translation techniques depending on their linguistic and cultural
characteristics. The narrative’s translation that we are going to examine, includes different types of
proper names, such as toponyms, anthroponyms, names of organizations, and ethnonyms. Therefore,
this requires a more comprehensive analysis of the translation techniques implied while rendering
proper names into the Ukrainian language.

First of all, it should be noted that toponyms constitute the largest group of proper names in
the given extract. This is due to the nature of the source text, which is a travel narrative, thus is full
of geographical references. Consequently, among the translation techniques applied, the most
frequent ones are borrowing and the use of established equivalents. This tendency corresponds to the
theoretical framework proposed by Peter Newmark (1988), who emphasizes that proper names often
retain their original form in translation in order to preserve their cultural identity.

Mostly, naturalized borrowing has been used to render geographical names that do not have a
fixed equivalent in the target language. For instance, toponyms such as Strasbourg — Cmpacoype,
Karlsruhe — Kapncpye, and Sighisoara — Cizciwwoapa have been translated through phonetic
adaptation. This technique allowed us to preserve the original sound form of the name while adapting
it to the phonological system of the target language. Similarly, we have applied naturalized borrowing
while translating anthroponyms, such as Agatha Christie — Arama Kpicmi and Greta Thunberg —
Ipema Tynéepz, ensuring recognisability and authenticity.

Another frequently used technique is the use of established equivalents, which is typical for
well-known geographical names. Examples include Paris — ITapuossc, Vienna — Bioens. It has been
used in order to facilitate comprehension of the target audience.

The technique of established equivalents has been implied in translation of historically marked
toponyms as well.

Launched in 1883 by a Belgian businessman, the fabulously named Georges Nagelmackers,
it was a regular passenger service and for the first six years the journey between Paris and
Constantinople (now Istanbul) was undertaken using a sequence of trains and ferries and several
sets of rolling stock (or carriages) (Rajesh, 2024). — 3anywenuti y 1883 poyi benveiticokum
bisnecmenom i3 necenoapuum im'am Kopowe Hacenvmakepe, ye 6y8 36uuaiinuti nacaircupcoKuti noizo,
i npomseom nepuwiux uiecmu pokie nooopooic mixc Ilapusxcem i Koncmanmunononem (Humi
Cmambyn) 30iticniosanacsi 3a 00NOMo20w psdy Noi30i8 I Nopomié ma OeKiIbKOX KOMNIeKmis
pyxomoeo ckiaoy (abo eazonig). Here, it was necessary to preserve the temporal layer of the narrative.
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Thus this choice of translation was particularly important in this case, as preserving the historical
aspects of the name is crucial for understanding the context.

The same technique has been used in the translation of ethnonyms, as they represent
conventionalised forms in the target language. For example, Romanian — pymyncexuit, Swedish —
weeocovkuit, and German — HiMeubKuil.

The technique of calque has been used less frequently and has been mostly employed in
situations where the meaning of the proper name is transparent and can be translated literally.

For example:

That afternoon 1'd arrived by Eurostar into Gare du Nord and, in the bright winter sun, walked
the hour-long route towards the Left Bank, past pollarded plane trees, their flaking bark patched like
camouflage (Rajesh, 2024). — Toeo ousn s npubyna nHa noizoi «Eurostary oo Ilieniunozo eox3any
Hapuocy i npotiwna 2oouny niwku oo Jligozo 6Gepeza nio sAckpasum 3UMOBUM COHYEM, HNOB3
RIOCMPUIICEHT NAAMAHU, KOPA AKUX JIYWULACh, Hade KAMYDIAIC.

In these example we may observe how the technique allowed us to retain both the semantic
structure and the informational content of the original name.

Another technique is pure borrowing. This approach has been used for names of organizations
and brands.

Private companies like the Belgian-Dutch collective European Sleeper and the French
start-up Midnight Trains were popping up with ambitious plans to launch new sleeper services
across Europe, and existing operators like Sweden’s Sndlltaget wanted to extend routes, encouraged
by campaign groups such as ‘Back on Track’ and ‘Oui au train de Nuit!’ (Rajesh, 2024). —
Ilpusamui komnauii, maki sKk 6enveiticoko-Hioepranocokuti npoekm «European Sleeper» i
@panyysvkuti cmapman «Midnight Trains», po3poonsiiu amoOimui nianu 3anycKy HOBUX HIYHUX
noiz0ie no gciii €sponi, a icHyroui onepamopu, maxi sk weeocvka «Sndlltaget», xominu poswupumu
mapwipymu, 3a0xo4eHni kamnauiamu maxux epyn, sax «Back on Tracky» i «Oui au train de Nuit!».

It is important to emphasise that the use of pure borrowing in these examples is caused by the
specific nature of the proper names involved. We may notice that such names as European Sleeper,
Midnight Trains, and Sndlltaget do not function as internationally recognised. Therefore, translating
them through calque could result in a loss of precision or even lead to misinterpretation. Moreover,
some of these names contain linguistic and cultural elements that cannot be fully transferred into the
target language without deformation. For this reason, pure borrowing was the best translation choice
to preserve authenticity, recognisability, and communicative function of the proper names.

However, not all names of organisations are rendered through pure borrowing, and in some
cases we deliberately have chosen alternative techniques in order to ensure clarity in the target
language.

I went online to torture myself with images of Nightjet’s brand new fleet of carriages, which
was due to launch in the autumn — not a moment too soon (Rajesh, 2024). — A saiiuwna 6 Inmepnem,
wob nomyuumu cebe 300pANCEHHAMU HOB020 NAPK)Y 6A20HI6 HIUHO20 eKchpecy, siKuil mMas Oymu
3anyujenuti 60CeHu, i Hi Ha OeHb paHiule.

In this case, instead of preserving the original form, we have applied calque and adaptation,
focusing on the semantic content of the name rather than its formal structure. The original name is
interpreted and transformed into a more natural and contextually appropriate expression in Ukrainian.
This allowed us to clearly convey the function of the name and to ensure immediate comprehension
for the reader.

With the name Dacia we have also struggled to convey it properly into Ukrainian.

The Dacia (dats-ya) was a long-distance service that offered a variety of accommodation
ranging from private sleeper compartments to couchettes and then regular seating, the last of which
was not advisable for a nineteen-hour ride, especially when a couchette cost just £10 more (Rajesh,
2024). — «Hauinn 6ys noi300m 0anekoeo NpIMy8aHHs, SAKUN NPONOHYBAE pI3HI eapiaHmu
PO3MIWEHHL: 810 NPUBAMHUX CHATILHUX KYHe 00 KYne 3 PO3KAAOHUMU JINCKAMU | 36UHAUHUX CUOSUUX
Micyb, OCMAHHI 3 AKUX He peKomeHOyeanucs oas 19-200unHoi noi3oku, ocobauso Koau Kyne 3
PO3KIAOHUM NIdHCKOM Kowimyeano auue Ha 10 ¢pynmis binvuse.
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In this case, the use of pure borrowing could create pronunciation difficulties for target
audience. Therefore, naturalized borrowing has allowed us to preserve the recognisability and
authenticity of the original name while integrating it more naturally into the target linguistic system.
Although, it should be mentioned that an alternative variant “/lauis™ has also been considered.
However, since the author indicated pronunciation in the source text (dats-ya), we have chosen to
reproduce the consonant cluster #s through the Ukrainian sound ¢, according to the norms of Ukrainian
transmission of foreign names (Ka6inet MinictpiB Ykpaiau, 2010).

Another important aspect of our work concerns the distinction between endonyms and
exonyms translation, as well as the translation techniques associated with each category. Endonyms
refer to place names used in their original linguistic and cultural context, whereas exonyms are their
adapted forms used in another language (Perko, Jordan, Komac, 2017). Additionally, we have also
included ethnonyms into these subcategories.

We may observe that exonyms significantly prevail over endonyms in the translated text. This
can be explained, taking into account the main goal of the translation, which is to provide clarity and
accessibility for the target audience. Since most geographical names refer to well-known locations,
they have been rendered using established equivalents in Ukrainian. For instance, names such as
Austria — Aecmpia, Hungary — Yeopuwyuna, Romania — PymyHnis.

At the same time, endonyms have been used more selectively, primarily to preserve local
colour and cultural peculiarities.

Drifting through Salzburg Miilln-Altstadt station, we crossed over a second river, snow piled
up its banks, the softness of pastel shades colouring the pre-dawn light (Rajesh, 2024). —
Lpoixcoocarouu cmanyito 3anvybype-Mrwonvh-Anemmwmaom, mu nepemmuyau opyey piuky, Hd
bepezax AKoi nedcanu Kyuyeypu cHiey, a mM'aki nacmeivbHi 8i0MIiHKU 3a0apeniosanu ceimio nepeo
CEIMAHKOM.

Moving to the foot of the berth, I raised the blind in time to see that we were crossing the
Saalach river, over the border into Austria (Rajesh, 2024). — [lepetiwoguiu 00 Hie nidxcka, s nioHsALA
Wmopy 64acHo, wob nobawumu, K Mu NEPemuHAeMo piuky 3aanax, nepemuHaryu KOpOOH 3
Ascmpicero.

In these cases, we have applied naturalized borrowing, as this technique allowed us to retain
the phonetic and cultural peculiarities of the original names while integrating them into the target
language.

It 1s also important to note that some proper names occupy a central position between
endonyms and exonyms. For example, names such as Blaj — bnac, Curtici — Kypmiui have been
rendered through naturalized borrowing. Although the forms of the words originate from endonyms,
their translated versions function as exonyms in the target text.

In conclusion, the analysis of the translation of proper names in the selected narrative
demonstrates complexity of this process. The results show us that the choice of translation techniques
is determined by a combination of linguistic, cultural, and pragmatic factors, rather than by a single
strategy.

The study has shown that translation techniques have been often combined, reflecting the need
to balance between preserving the original form and adapting the name to the target language.

Overall, the results of the analysis confirm that the translation of proper names cannot be
reduced to a purely technical operation. Instead, it should be viewed as an interpretative process.
Therefore, it required us to take into account the semantic, cultural, and communicative functions of
each unit. This complexity highlights the importance of a flexible and context-dependent approach,
which ultimately ensures the adequacy and effectiveness of the translation.
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CONCLUSIONS

In this research paper, we have analysed the translation of proper names, particularly
geographical names, in Monisha Rajesh’s travel narrative Moonlight Express: Around the World by
Night Train, as well as performed the translation of the selected extract into Ukrainian.

First of all, we have defined the concept of proper names and considered their classification.
It has been established that proper names include several categories, such as toponyms,
anthroponyms, ethnonyms, and names of organisations. The analysis has shown that toponyms (69%)
constitute the largest group in the examined text of all proper names, while other categories, such as
anthroponyms (6%), organisation names (18%), and ethnonyms (7%), are less frequent (See
Appendix A). This is due to the genre of the source text, which is travel narrative, therefore is rich in
geographical references.

Furthermore, we have analysed the main translation techniques used in rendering proper
names. The results demonstrate that the most frequently applied techniques are naturalized borrowing
(40%) and established equivalents (36%). Less frequent techniques include calque (15%) and pure
borrowing (9%) (See Appendix B). This indicates that while translating proper names it is better to
prioritise recognisability and clarity, while other techniques are used depending on the specific
linguistic and cultural context.

The analysis has also shown that naturalized borrowing is mainly used for proper names that
do not have fixed equivalents in the target language, while established equivalents are applied to well-
known geographical names. Calque is employed in cases where the semantic structure of the name is
transparent, whereas pure borrowing is typical for names of organisations and brands.

Additionally, we have examined the distinction between endonyms and exonyms. The
findings demonstrate that exonyms prevail in the translated text (See Appendix C), which can be
explained by the need to ensure clarity for the target audience. At the same time, endonyms are used
selectively to preserve cultural authenticity.

Overall, the analysis confirms that the translation of proper names is a complex and context-
dependent process that requires the combination of different translation techniques. The choices of
translation techniques applied were influenced by linguistic norms, cultural specificity, and
communicative goals of the text.

In conclusion, the results of the study demonstrate that effective translation of proper names
requires a balanced approach between preserving the original form and adapting it to the target
language.

Prospects for further research may include a more detailed analysis of translation strategies
applied to other categories of proper names, as well as the comparison of different translations of the
same text.
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APPENDIX A
TYPES OF PROPER NAMES

“ Toponyms
~ Anthroponyms g,
u Ethnonyms

B Organizations
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APPENDIX B

TRANSLATION TECHNIQUES

“ Naturalized borrowing
® Pure borrowing

m Calque

= Established equivalent
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APPENDIX C
TOPONYMS AND ETHNONYMS: SUBCATEGORIES

® Exonyms
= Endonyms
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