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Abstract

The first chapter of this work contains the translation of a selected part of the novel 4
Forbidden Alchemy by Stacey McEwan.

The second chapter examines the linguistic and cultural features of the historical fictional
world presented in the novel. It is shown that this world is constructed through a combination of
19th-century realia, irrealia (including fictional names and cultural elements), and expressive
descriptions of society, industrial settings, magical practices, and everyday life.Particular attention
is paid to descriptions as one of the key means of representing both historical and fantasy elements.
These descriptions are often stylistically marked and contribute to the creation of a vivid and
immersive narrative space.The study also analyzes the challenges of translating these elements
into Ukrainian and identifies the main translation strategies used to preserve the meaning and
stylistic features of the original text.

Key words: historical fictional world, realia, irrealia, description, translation strategies.

AHoTars

[epmra wactuHa pOOOTH MICTUTH MEPEKIIa] BUOpaHOi yacTHHH pomany Stacey McEwan 4
Forbidden Alchemy.

Y npyrii 4acTHHI JOCHIJUKEHO MOBHI Ta KyJbTYpHI OCOOJUBOCTI 1CTOPHYHOIO
XYJOXHBOTO CBITY TBOpY. BcTaHoBieHO, 1m0 BiH (hopMyeThesl uepe3 moegHaHHs peaniit XIX
CTOJITTS, ippeaiii (30KpemMa BUTaJJaHUX Ha3B Ta KyJIbTYpPHHUX €JIEMEHTIB), @ TAKOXK €KCIIPECUBHUX
OIKCIB COLIIAJILHOTO CEPEeIOBUIIIA, 1HyCTpiaIbHUX JIOKAIlii, MariYHUX MPAKTHUK 1 HOBCAKIEHHOTO
HKUTTH.

Oco065MBY yBary npHauIeHO OMMCaM SIK OJTHOMY 3 KJIIFOYOBHX 3aC001B pemnpe3eHTallii ICTOPHIHUX
1 (haHTa31HHUX KOMITOHEHTIB, SIK1 CIIPUSIFOTH CTBOPEHHIO IIJTICHOTO XYI0KHBOTO MPOCTOPY.
Takox mpoaHa1130BaHO TPYIHOIL EPEKIIaAy [IUX eIEMEHTIB YKPaiHChKOIO MOBOIO Ta BU3HAYEHO
OCHOBHI NepeKyafalbKi CTpaTerii, mo 3a0e3nedyloTh 30€pe’KeHHS 3MICTY M CTUIIICTHYHUX
0CcOOJMBOCTEH OpHUTIHATY.

KarouoBi cioBa: icropuyHuid XyJIOXKHiM CBIT, peanii, ippeanii, omnuc, mepekjiaganbKi
cTparterii.
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Introduction

The novel A Forbidden Alchemy by Stacey McEwan represents a historical fictional
narrative that combines elements of 19th-century industrial society with fantasy components. This
determines the relevance of the present study, which lies in introducing this work to the Ukrainian
audience and analyzing the challenges of translating a complex fictional world shaped by both
historical and imaginative elements.

The current state of the study is characterized by a general interest in the translation of
fantasy literature and the rendering of culturally marked elements such as realia, irrealia, and
stylistically coloured descriptions. However, scholarly research specifically focused on the
translation of 4 Forbidden Alchemy, as well as the analysis of its historical fictional world in
Ukrainian academic discourse, remains absent. Furthermore, the role of descriptions as a key
means of representing both historical and fantasy elements and their treatment in translation has
not been sufficiently explored.

The object of our study is the process of translating a historical fictional text. The subject
of our study is the linguistic and cultural elements of the historical fictional world in A Forbidden
Alchemy, particularly realia, irrealia, and expressive descriptions, as well as the strategies used for
their translation.

The goal of the study is to analyze the linguistic, cultural, and stylistic features of the novel and to
determine effective translation strategies for rendering them into Ukrainian.
The objectives of the study are:
1. To translate a selected fragment of A Forbidden Alchemy by Stacey McEwan.
To identify the key elements of the historical fictional world, including realia, irrealia, and
descriptions.
3. To specify the challenges associated with their translation.
4. To analyze the translation strategies applied in the target text.

The material of the study consists of the novel A Forbidden Alchemy by Stacey McEwan
and the Ukrainian translation of its selected fragment carried out by the author of this thesis.

The paper includes introduction, translation part, translator's analysis, and conclusions. The
translation project consists of 28 pages of the actual translation and 17 pages of the translator's
analysis. The source text consists of 7, 794 words and 43, 587 characters with spaces, and the
target language translation consists of 7, 189 words and 45, 683 characters with spaces.



Chapter 1. Translation of A Forbidden Alchemy by Stacey McEwan

SL Text
CHAPTER 1
NINA

In late September, I boarded a train.

The smokestack left plumes in our wake, dirtying the
carriage windows, and I wondered if the smoke hadn’t followed us
from home. I pressed my nose to the glass and made out the
silhouette of Scurry in the distance, then saluted the town with my
middle finger and turned away from it forever.

The carriage was filled to the brim with children: twelve
years of age, fraying socks, soot on their eyelashes and mush in
their heads, I imagined. Lady chapesocial realiarones in long
woolen skirts and slickened faces stumbled down the aisle against
inertia. One leaned across the seat and flattened the lace trim collar
of my blouse without looking me in the eye.

They yelled ineffectually at those who hung over their
seats, at the boys who dared take off their caps, at the girls who
bunched their dresses above the knee. Sit proper! Wipe your nose!
Roll down your sleeves! The pleas went unnoticed. The children of
Scurry bickered and caterwauled. We were teeming and swelling
and spilling over with adventure. Something new was upon us.
Something vast and frightening and intoxicatingly possible.

Possible.

I clung to that word. I wasn’t swept away by the same
vicious thrill as the rest. I sat quiet and still. I gripped a badly bound
wad of parchment, its pages filled with profile sketches and plant
anatomy. I looked dead ahead and saw the possibilities my brain

TL Translation
PO31JI 1
HIHA

[Ti3HBOTO BEpecHs 5 cija Ha TOTHT.

JluMoxia 3anuiaB 3a HaMu HUiekH(U KINTSIBU, MO0 OPYIHUIN BiKHA
BaroHa, i & MEMOXITh TIOJyMaJjia, Y4 He TOW CAaMHA UM TATHETHCS 32 HAMHU
3 nomy. [IpUTHCHYBIIUCH HOCOM 0 CKJa, s pO3MJIe[iTa BIAIHHI CHIYET
Ckyppi, mocnama MiICTy NpPOIIAIBHUN “HPHUBIT’ CepenHIM ManbleM i
Ha3aBXK/U BiJBEpHYJacs BiJl HbOTO.

Baron OyB 3a0uTuii BIIEHT IITbMHU: ABAHAIUSATUPIUKHU, MOTEPTI
IIKapIeTKH, ca)ka Ha BifIX 1, AK s co0l ysBIsia, MOBHA Kallla B TOJIOBaX.
CynpoBOMKyBaukM Yy JIOBFMX BOBHSHHUX CHIJHUINX 13 JIMCKYYHMH
00MYYSMU TUICHTAIKCS IPOXO0JI0M, OOPIOYHCH 13 1HepIiero noTsara. OaHa 3
HUX HaxWiuiacs d4epe3 CUAIHHS 1, HaBITh HE TUIAHYBUIM MEHI B oOUli,
po3IpaBuiia MEPEKUBHUN KOMIPEIh HAa MOTH OJTy3I1i.

Bonu MapHO TpuManM Ha THX, XTO TEPEXUIISABCSA Yepe3 CIUHKH
CHIHb, Ha XJIOMI[IB, 1[0 HACMUIMJIMCS 3HSATH KaIlKeTH, 1 Ha JiBYaT, SKi
MIATATYBAIM CyKHI BHILE KousiH. ,,Cuau piBHO! Butpu Hoca! Omyctn
pykaBu!*“ — 1i 6maranHs HixTo He ciyxaB. [litu Ckyppi cnepedanucs Ta
BIIAIITOBYBAJIM CIPaBXHI KOTA4Yl KoOHIEpTH. Hac mepenoBHIOBaIO
MepeadyTTsl MPUToJ, BOHO BUPYBAJO B Hac 1 BupuBanocs Ha3zoBHi. ll{ock
HOBe HacyBayocs. [llock BenuuesHe, Is9HE 1 I’ THKO MOXKIIHBE.

Mooicnuee.

A dimnsmacs 3a me cinoBo. MeHe He 3axJieCHyB TOW CaMHid
HECaMOBMTHUM 3axBarT, 10 ¥ pewTy. S cuaijga THXO i HepyXOMO, CTUCKAIOUU
B pyKax KpPHUBO 3IIUTUN CTOC MEpPraMeHTy, CTOPIHKH SIKOTO Oy BKPHUTI
eckizaMu Ipod1i1iB Ta aHATOMI€I0 POCHH. S TuBUIIacs IpsAMO Tepes co0oro,



conjured. It drew me pictures of white marble walls and clean
canvas. Of starched white blouses and badly stained aprons,
imbued with years of paints and clay and charcoal. A landscape
stretched in my mind of never ending rooftops, where the church
steeples and bell towers stretched high enough that one could see
all the way to the edge of the continent from their rafters.

Soon, the pictures turned to dreams. The chaos aboard
ebbed and flowed. The steam chest coughed. The floor rattled atop
the cranks. We were carried farther and farther away from all we’d
ever known.

I journeyed all the way to the Artisan capital city without a
single thought for home. There were only dreams of brilliant
crimson blood that turned inky blue.

CHAPTER 2

PATRICK

Farther north, a different train with an asthmatic whistle
pulled to a stop at Kenton Hill.

A boy named Patrick Colson boarded with his breath held,
wiping sweat from his hands onto the seats. He waved once to his
brothers, to his mother, and silently vowed he’d return tomorrow.

The train pulled away with a jolt, and the boy sighed and
pressed his back into the wooden bench, swore quietly, curled his
nails into his thighs until they bit.

He watched home slip sideways through the window and
felt the distance like a slow amputation. A simmer of dread that
emerged at breakfast now boiled over.

Beyond the clatter of the tracks, he heard the train’s
farewell whistle, and it sounded like the signal of shifts changing

1 B MOi#f ysIB1 MOCTaBaJId KapTUHHA MaiOyTHROTO. BOoHA MatoBasia MeHi Oui
MapMypoBi CTiHM Ta 4YHCTI ToJioTHA. Hakpoxmaneni Oimi Omy3u Ta
Oe3HajiiHO 3aMa3aHi (papTyXxw, 0 32 POKH MPOCIKIU GapOaMu, TIIMHOIO Ta
BYTULIAM. Y MOiX JyMKaxX pO3ropTaBcs MeW3ax i3 HECKIHYEeHHUX J1aXiB, 1€
HEPKOBHI IIMHJI Ta A3BIHUIN 31iMaINCs TaK BUCOKO, IO 3 IXHIX KPOKB
MOKHa OyJ10 6 mo0aYuTH caMuii Kpail KOHTUHEHTY.

HeBoB3i BUAIHHS EPETBOPUIIMCS HA CHU. Xa0C Y BaroHi TO BIIyXaB,
TO po3ropaBcs 3HOBY. [lapoBUK TJIyX0 KaXWKaB, a Mijiora JepeHdyalia Ha
BakeJIIMU MexXaHi3MiB. Hac Hecro Bee ai i aani BiJ ycboro, 1o MU KOJu-
HeOy/Ib 3HAIH.

S momonana Bech el NUIAX A0 CTONUI MUTIIIB, )KOIHOTO pa3y He
3rajlaBoIM mpo AiM. Y MOiX CHax Oyja JIMmie siCKpaBO-uepBOHA KPOB, IO
CTaBaja YOPHUIbHO-CHHBOIO.

PO3/1U1 2

ITATPIK

Jlani Ha MiBHIY IHIIMHA MOTAT 3 aCTMATUYHUM CBUCTOM 3YIHHUBCS Ha
craumii Kenron-I'imr.

Xnonenp Ha imM’s Ilarpik Kosicon 3aiinioB 10 Barosa, 3aTaMyBaBILU
MOJMX 1 BUTHPAIOYHU CHITHUI A0JOHI 00 cuaiHHA. BiH numie pa3 maxHyB
PYKOI0 CBOiM OpaTam 1 MaTepi, MOAYMKH MOKJISBILIKNCH, 1110 TOBEPHETHCS BXKE
3aBTpa.

[ToTsr pymuB 13 pUBKOM, 1 XJIOTE1lb, BAXKKO 31TXHYBIIH, IPUTUCHYBCS
CITMHOIO JIO JIEPEB’SHOI JIaBU. BiH THX0 BUJIAsBCSI 1 BIIUBCS HITTSMHU B CTETHA
TaK CHJIbHO, @K IIOKH HE BiT4YyB TOCTPOTro OOIIO.

Bin nuBuBCs, SIK piAHUN AIM MPOIUTUBAE TIOB3 BIKHO, 1 BiT4yBaB IO
BiJICTaHb, Haye NOBUIbHY amiyTauito. TpuBora, 1o Jjeap >kKeBpija 3a
CHI/IaHKOM, Terep 3aKuIIiia i BUIJIECHYJIacs yepes Kpail.

Kpi3b rypkit Kojiii BiH MOYYyB NPOLIANbHHIA CBUCT NOTATA, SIKUN



in the mines. His dad and older brother always worked the second
shift, never the first. When Patrick returned to Kenton Hill
tomorrow, he would join them.

Miner’s blood, through and through—black with soot, like
his father, and all the fathers that came before. And therein, this
journey was redundant for Patrick. He didn’t need the Artisans in
their capital city to tell his fortune. What he needed, very badly,
was to return to his mother, who waited at the bay windows of a
black brick building. He needed to be among those close walls and
low ceilings. Back to the yellow grass hills. To the mills and canals
and the great gaping holes in the earth that swallowed men and spat
them back out. He needed to be waiting by the whistle in the
morning when the night shift ended and ensure his father and
brother were spat out with the rest. He needed to be there if (God
have mercy) none came back up at all.

At that moment, the worker’s whistle was sounding all over
the continent, in dozens of different towns, while dozens of
different trains battered across tracks toward the nation’s center.

Much like Nina of Scurry, Patrick ignored the frenzy of
children. But the Kenton boy did not sleep. He rubbed his nose
subtly to catch tears before they fell over his lip. He sti ed the sick
in his belly with anger, jutted his chin, stared straight ahead. He
dared the bloody Artisans to try and take him away to their fucking
school.

They had everything in the world already.

They couldn’t have him.

CHAPTER 3
NINA

3/1aBCSl HIOMY CHTHAJIOM JIO TIEPEe3MiHKH B ITaxTax. Floro 6aTbKo Ta cTapimii
Opat 3aBXKI TpaIloBaId Y JIpyry 3MmiHy, Hikosm B mniepiry. Komu Ilarpik
noBepHeThes 10 Kenton-I'111 3aBTpa, BiH MIPUETHAETHCS 10 HUX.

KpoB pynokomna, 10 0cTaHHBOI Kparuii — 4opHa BiJ] Caxi, sIK y OaTbKa
Ta BCIX TpeaKiB 10 HHOro. | came ToMy s momopoxk Oyna st [latpika
3aiiBoro. Mlomy He moTpiGui Gymm Murtni B ixHiil cronmmi, o6 npoBicTHTH
fioro mMaitbyTHe. Yoro BiH moTpedyBaB — BiI4alynIHo noTpedyBaB — TO
1[e TMOBEPHYTHUCS 10 MaTepi, sika yekana Oins BikHA B OyJHWHKY 3 YOPHOI
LETJIN. ﬁOMy MOTpiOHO OyJI0 OMUHUTUCA CEPE/ THX TICHUX CTIH 1 HU3BKUX
crenb. [ToBepHyTHCS 10 MaropOiB i3 KOBTOIO TpaBorw. J[o MIMHIB, KaHATIB
1 BEIMYE3HUX 3AI0UUX JIp Y 3€MIIi, 1[0 KOBTAJIH JIIOJIeH 1 BUIILOBYBAIH iX
Ha3aa. BiH MaB CTOATH TaM 3paHKY, KOJHM IMpPOJIyHAE€ CBUCTOK IIPO
3aKiHUEHHsS HIYHOI 3MiHM, 00 MepeKoHaTucs: Horo OaTbka Ta Opara
BUIUTIOHYJIO pa3oM 3 ycima. Bin mycuB Oyt Tam, sikmo (boxxe muimyii)
HAropy He MiIHIMEThCS B3araji HiXTO.

VY Ty caMy MHUTb CBUCTOK PYZOKOIIa JJyHaB IO BCbOMY KOHTUHEHTY, Y
JIECATKAX PI3HUX MICT, MOKH JECATKH PI3HUX MOTATIB IYPKOTIIM KOMISIMH,
HECYYHCh JI0 LIEHTPY KpaiHu.

Sk 1 Hina 31 Ckyppi, [laTpik irHopyBaB ranac aiteil. Ane xjomnems i3
Kenrona He cnas. BiH ne1p nmomiTHO Tep HIiC, HAMararO4uchb MEPEXONUTH
CJIbO3H, TIEPUI HI’K BOHU CKOTATHCS 110 Ty0. BiH ramyBaB Hy/OTY B KUBOTI
JIOTTIO, BUITHYBILY M1A00P1AJIS ¥ AUBJISYUCH TIPSIMO Tiepe1 co0oro. Bin Haue
KHAJaB BUKJIMK THM KISTHM MUTISAM: Hexail cripoOyroTh 3a0partu oro 1o
CBO€1 YOPTOBOI LIKOJIU.

Bonn it Tak y>xe Manu Bce Ha CBITI.

AJie Horo BOHM HE OTPUMAIOTh.

PO31JI 3
HIHA



The chaperones herded us on foot into the heart of Belavere
Trench, and I became suddenly, brutally aware that I was a speck
on an ever-expanding map.

Scurry had always seemed half collapsed. Even as a
younger girl, when the world was supposed to seem made of giants,
it had never been big enough for me. Ma used to say that my mind
was big and it made the outside small. “Girls like us,” she’d say.
“We’re made for bigger places, you hear me?”

I’d heard her.

I’d heard everything.

Heard all the parts she didn’t say, too. Heard the door shut
when she’d left. Heard Dad crying in the night. Heard all the
neighbors and their snide speculations of where she’d run off to.

I thought she was likely in a place like this—somewhere
big. If she wasn’t, then she was in hell, and I didn’t care much to
visit her in either place.

Belavere City—a place for dreamers and innovators. For
artists. For creation. This city was the seat of creation—the very
center of it, and I now stood in its heart.

I’d stolen my uncle’s Anthology of Belavere and studied
every mural and fresco and blueprint and diagram. I had bothered
my father with incessant questions since I’d had a mind to ask
them. Are the boilers Artisan-made, or Crafter? What about the
shaft pulleys? The conveyors? Surely the conveyors were invented
by the Artisans? It seemed that everything of value, everything
worth something, was conceived here.

The towns out in the brink were only the clogged arteries
that led to the heart.

Harmsimaui mornanu Hac mmku B came ceprie benasep-TpeHy, 1 s
panTom J10 000 YiTKO YCBIIOMUIIA, IO 51 — JIMIIIE KPUXIiTHA IISITKA HAa MaITi,
sIKa HEBIIMHHO PO3POCTAETHCSI.

Ckyppi 3aBxau 374aBaBCS MEHI HamiB3pyiiHOBaHMM. HaBiTh Konu s
Oyra 30BCiM MaJIoro, 1 CBIT MaB OM 3/1aBaTHUCS BEIETCHCHKUM, BiH HIKOJIH HE
OyB i1 MEHE JOCTaTHhO BEIMKMM. Mama Kazala, 0 B MEHE 3aHaITO
BEITUKUN PO3YM, 1 TOMY BCE€ HABKOJIO CTa€ MajuM. ,,Taki jaiBuara, ik My, —
Ka3zayia BoHa. — MU CTBOpEHI AJIsl BEJIMYHININX MICIlb, Yy€el MeHe?*

S yynafi.

51 uyna Bce.

Uymna i Te, mpo 110 BoHa MoBYana. Uya, ik 3aMKHYJIUCH JIBEP1, KON
BOoHa minmia. Yyrna, sk 0aTbKo IutakaB Houamu. Uyma BCiX THUX CYCiIiB 3
iXHIMHU Y{ITMBUMU 370TaIKAMH IIPO TE, KyI1 BOHA BTEKJIA.

S mymarna, o BoHa, CKOPIIII 3a BCE, CaMe B TAKOMY MiCIli — JIeCh, JIe
BCE BEJIMYHE. A SIKIIO Hi, TO BOHA B TIEKTI, 1 s HE HA/ITO MparHyJia BiJiBiAyBaTH
11 B )KOAHOMY 3 HHUX.

benasep-Citi — MicIe Ay MpiiHUKIB Ta IHHOBATOpIB. {7151 MUTIIIB.
Jns tBopenHs. lle wmicTto Oyno mpecToloM TBOPIHHA, CaMHM HOTO
ocepenisiM, 13apas s cTosia B HOTO Cepiii.

A nouynuna B nsupka ,,Aumonoeito benasepa‘* i BuUBUMIIa TaM KOXKEH
Mypaj, KOXHY (pecKy, KOXKHe KpeciaeHHs Ta Alarpamy. S aiiimana OaTbka
HECKIHUCHHUMH 3alMUTAaHHSIMHU BIJATOII, SK IMOoYaja X04 MOCh TAMHUTH. ,,[{i
komau 3poounu Mumyi yu Pemichuxu? A ax wooo wkigie y waxmax? A
konseecpu? Hy xoneeepu mouno sunaviwnu Mumyi? *“ 3maBanocsi, Bce IiHHE,
BCe, 1110 BapTyBaJIO yBaru, OyJo 3ayMaHo caMme TYT.

MicTeuka Tam, Ha OKOJHIISIX, OyJIU JUIIE 3a0UTUMH apTepisiMu, 110
BEJIH JI0 CepIIsl.

S mikonu He Oaymiia TaKUX BHUCOKMX 1 Tak MIUIBHO 30YyJOBaHHX
Oy/liBEIb. Ixui maxu 3 YEpBOHOI uepenuill Ta OpyHo-O1Tl dacaau imeanbHO



I had never seen buildings so tall, so clustered. Their red-
tiled roofs and off-white facades matched perfectly with their
neighbors’. The doorways were framed in arches, alcoves, steep
steps to tiled landings. A girl ahead of me pointed and exclaimed
at the domed roof in the distance, its fine sculpted stone decorated
with gold.

A man stood precariously on its top, and before him, the
gold filigree morphed and changed, creating new patterns.

Flowering vines spilled from windows and off balconies.
Fat-chested pigeons preened on the gutters. Wagons of coal
trundled by with no one behind to push them. The women wore
wide-hooped skirts, and the men wore neckties and long coats.
They looked up and smiled knowingly as we children passed
through. Smaller kids pulled on their mothers’ hands and pointed,
lamenting the long wait until they too came of age. A man blew
into his closed st, and light appeared. It burst through the cracks
between fingers. When his hand unfurled, the light flew from his
palm like a dozen released doves and was captured by the lanterns
that lined the street.

“Fire Charmer,” we whispered.

Here, clean water flowed streetside in tiny trenches no
wider than a bucket. The residents need only step beyond their
stoop to access it. | wondered at the team of water Charmers it must
take to move so much water through the city.

There were Craftsmen here, too, and they were easy to spot,
for their wagons and carts did not move for them unless pushed.
Their clothes were hardly so fine, their brows already beaded in
sweat. [ supposed even a city that thrived from the minds of the
most brilliant Artisans must still require manual labor, and Crafters

racyBaju 10 cyciaHix. JIBepHi oTBopu Oynn oOpaMieHi apkaMu, HilllaMy Ta
KPYTUMH CXOJlaMH, IO BEIM JO BHKIAJECHUX IUIMTKOIO Mai/laHYMKiB.
JliBunHa nomnepeay MEHE THULbHYJA MajbleM 1 BUT'YKHYJA, BKa3ylOud Ha
KyHOJIOMOMIOHUN J1aX yJalvHi, YMii BUTOHUYEHUH pPi3pOJeHUN KaMiHb OyB
o3106nenuii 30m0ToM. Ha camiii BepxiBii HeOe3euHo OalaHCyBaB YOJIOBIK,
amiepe]1 HUM 30J10Ta (hUTirpaHb MepeTikaia il 3MiHIOBaJIacs, CTBOPIOIOYN HOBI
Bi3epyHKH.

KBiTyua no3a criagana 3 BikoH 1 6ankoHiB. Ha puHBax uncTuiu mip’st
Kkpyraorpyai ronyou. IToB3 Hac KOTWIHMCS BO3M 3 BYTUUIAM, 1 HIXTO He
mToBXaB iX 33aAy. JKiHKM HOCWJIM CIHITHUII HAa IIMPOKUX KPUHOJNIHAX, a
YOJIOBIKM — KpaBaTKM Ta JIOBIl NajbTa. BOHM NiABOAMIM MOIIsSAM H
PO3yMirOY€ BCMIXJIMCS HaM, JITSAM, IO MPOXOJHIN TOB3. MEHIII IiTiIaxu
CMHKAJIM MaTepiB 3a PyKU ¥ THISIIH MaJIbLISIMHU, O1KAI0YHCh, IO 1M IIE TaK
JIOBI'O YEKaTH, TIOKH BOHHU TEX MIAPOCTYTh. SIKMIICh YOJIOBIK IMYXHYB Y CBiid
CTHCHYTHH KyJaK, 1 3’SBHUJIOCS CBiTIO. BOHO mpopuBasiocst Kpi3b MIUIMHU
MiX nanbsisgMu. Koy BiH pO3THCHYB /10JIOHIO, CBITJIO BHJIETUIO 3 HEi, Haue
JIECATOK BUITYILIEHUX IOTy0iB, 1 HOT0 MiIXONMWIIN JiXTapi, 0 BUIIHUKYBAJIUCS
B3/IOBXK BYJIHIIL.

— 3aKJInHay4 BOTHIO, — MPOIIENOTLIN MU.

TyT mpocTO B3J0BXK BYJHUIb Y BY3eHBKHX KOJI00aX, HE MIMPIIUX 32
B1JIpO, TEKJa YUCTa BoJa. MelmKaHIsIM BapTo OyJio JIUIIE BUMTH 3a MOPIT,
o6 HaOpatu ii. I 3 moauMBOM poO3ayMmyBaja Ipo Te, sika X KOMaHjaa
3akiMHa4iB BOAM MOTPiIOHA, 100 pyXaTu TaKy Macy BOJHU Kpi3b yCe MICTO.

Bynu tyT 1 PeMicHuky, 1 ix OyJ10 JIerko BII3HATH, aJKe IXHI BO3H Ta
TaYKHU HE PyXalucs caMi, TOKH iX He ITOBXHen. IXHiil oxsr 6yB maneko He
TaKUM BUIIYKaHUM, a Ha 4OJIaxX y>Ke BUCTYTaIM Kparuti noty. S npunyckania,
110 HaBITh MICTO, SIK€ MPOIIBITAE 3aBJIKHA PO3YyMY HalTeHianbHIIMX MUTIIB,
yce OIHO MoTpedye py4yHoi mpar, a PemicHuku Oynu HaIiJIeHI TUM, YOTO
OpaxkyBasio MUTIISIM — HEaOUSIKOIO CHAro0, CHJIOK0 Ta BUTPUBAIICTIO.



were gifted with what the Artisans were not—superior vigor,
strength, endurance.

On and on we walked, and I looked in every direction,
seeking out the fine details. Every Belaverian book and sketch and
testament I’d ever swallowed was spilling from me, unfolding into
perfect replicas. Everything glistened. No precariously hung
shutters, no puddles in the alleys. The exactness of it all, the
cleanliness, was all painfully beautiful.

The National Artisan House was ahead. Its marble columns
reminded me of ancient ruins. I knew from my readings that the
sculptor had had them in mind when he’d crafted the building’s
facade.

The crowds of children funneled through the narrow
cobblestone pathways and bloomed again into an expansive
courtyard behind the building. Here, things were not quite as
opulent, and I frowned despite myself. The stone walls were
stained with limescale; the ground was not bricked or cobbled, but
compacted with dirt. The tall perimeter walls were not lined in the
same neatly trimmed hedges at the building’s front.

But the air smelled like a million known and unknown
things—coffee, kerosene, pastry, tobacco, horse shit. I heard bells
and carts and voices upon voices—the cogs of a city perfectly
churning, and my excitement returned.

Possibility. The sounds and smells and gleam of it.

It was, despite my father’s beliefs, possible that I would
become a student of the Artisan School. Didn’t the teachers in
Scurry say I had a remarkable capacity for the arts? “Natural
aptitude,” one had called it.

Mu #mmm gam ¥ gam, 18 o3uparnacs Ha BCl OOKH, BHINYKYIOUH
HaWpioHim getam. KoxkHa OemaBepcbhka KHUTA, €CKi3 YU CBIIUCHHS, 5K 5
KOJIUCh ,,KOBTAJIA", TEIIEp BUPUBAIIUCS 3 MEHE, PO3TOPTAIYHCH Y IOCKOHA1
komii. Yce BuOnHMCKyBaso. JKOJHUX TMEPEKOMICHUX BIKOHHHIIb, OJHOL
KaJltoKi y poByJikax. [1s 6e3moranHa TOYHICTb, 1 YUCTOTa — yce OYyJI0 110
00JII0 TPEKPACHHM.

[Tonepeny Haniomanenmii  Jlim Mutnis. Horo
MapMypoBi KOJIOHM HarajyBajld MEHI aHTHYHI PYiHHU. 3 MPOYUTAHOTO S
3HaJa, 0 CKYJIBITOP came X MaB Ha yBa3i, KOJIu TBOpUB dacas miei OyaiBii.

HatoBnu aiteii mpocouyBanucst Kpi3b By3bKi OpyKOBaHI MPOXOAH, a

TOJ11 3HOBY BUPHUBAJIKCS Ha MPOCTIp MIUPOKOTO MoABIp s mo3axy Oyaisii. Tyt

BUT'YJIbKHYB

yce OyJ0 BKe He TaK PO3KINIHO, 1 1 MUMOBOJII Hacynuiacs. KaMm’siHi cTiHu
OyJM BKPHUTI BaTHSIHUM HAJIbOTOM; 3€MJISI ITiJ] HOTaMH OyJ1a He LETJITHO0 Y1
OpYKOBaHOI0, a TIPOCTO BTONTaHOK. Bucoki Mypu mo nepumerpy He Oyiu
00Ca/KeHI TUMH CAMUMH OXaWHO MiJCTPH)KEHUMH J>KUBOIIOTAMH, IIIO
npukpamanmu Qaca.

Anle MOBITPS Maxjo MiIbHOHOM 3HAHOMHX 1 HEBIIOMHUX peuerd —
KaBOlO, TacOM, BMITIYKOIO, TIOTIOHOM, KIHCBKUM THOeM. S uyna J3BOHH,
T'YPKIT BO3iB 1 6araroroyioccsi — HIECTEPHI MICTa, 110 17IeaaIbHO 00epTanucs,
1 MO€ 30y)KEHHS TTOBEPHYJIOCS.

Moowcnusicme. i 3BYKH, ii 3amaxu, ii OJIHCK.

[Tonpu nepexoHaHHsI OaTbka, OyJO IIUIKOM MOXIJIMBO, 1O 5 CTaHY
crynentkoro [lkomu Mutiis. Xi6a Bunrteni y CKyppi HE Ka3ai, 110 5 Mako
HeabusKki 3m10H0CTI A0 Muctents? , IlpupogHuit XucT*, — SK BUCIOBHUBCS
OJIMH 13 HUX.

SAxmo Hlkona MurniB Oyna He Ui MeHe, s Bce OJHO 3Haimuia 0
Croci0 KHUTHU cepesl IUX MUTbHO 3a0y10BaHUX KBapTalliB 1 3BUBUCTUX JIOPIT.
SIK110 51 He 3MOKY BJIACHOPYY TBOPUTH Marito, TO 3po0iio Bce, o0 OyTH
Hero otodeHor. Lle Bce ogHo kpamie 3a Ckyppi.
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If it wasn’t the Artisan School for me, then I would find a
way to live among these tightly packed buildings and winding
roads. If I couldn’t imbue magic, then I would ensure I was
surrounded by it. It was still preferable to Scurry.

I would not be boarding another train.

Shoulders bumped into mine. Children continued pouring
into the courtyard until we were pushed to its very edges. When it
seemed the square surely could not t one more body, another surge
of entrants arrived, hustled in by the calls of chaperones.

We pressed together like cattle in an abattoir, shifting
nervously. The smell of so many bodies soon became intolerable.

Finally, someone in navy blue lapels stepped out from the
National Artisan House and onto the steps. He held a shiny brass
microphone in front of his mouth. It screeched as he pressed its
receiving button, and the sea of twelve-year olds fell silent.

“Good morning,” the man said. He had small teeth and thin
lips, a bulbous nose, large jowls, sparse hairs plastered over his
forehead. There were posters of this man in all the taverns of
Scurry. The first-shift miners threw darts at it in the evening.

“Welcome to the National Artisan House, children,” said
Lord Tanner, the Head of House. A small smattering of awkward
applause. Another of my pictures unfolding into reality.

The Lord Tanner. [ beamed. What an incredible sight! And
what extraordinary invention, to throw one’s voice so widely.

I was not alone in my wonder. A girl tugged my sleeve
unconsciously and stood on tiptoe to see him better, and another
cupped her hands to her mouth. But there were those who were not

51 GinbiIe He CSATy B JKOJCH TOT3/.

Memne mroBxanu B mieyi. JliTv IpoA0BKyBalld XJIMHYTH Ha MOJIBIp 4,
aX TIOKW Hac HE BIATICHWIM JI0 CaMiCiHBKUX Horo KpaiB. Ko 371anocs, o
IUIOIIA BXKE€ TOYHO HE BMICTUTH >KOJHOTO Tija, MpuOyjia 4yeproBa XBUIIA
HOBOTPUOYJHX, SKUX ITiITAHSIIA BUTYKH HAIJIS1aqiB.

Mu Tynuimcs OfHE 0 OJHOTO, Haye XymoOa Ha OOifHI, HEPBOBO
MepecTynaryr 3 HOTH Ha HOTY. 3amax Takoi KUTBKOCTI TUT HEBJIOB3i CTaB
HECTEPITHUM.

Hapemrti 3 Hattionansnoro Jfomy MuTIiiB BUNIIIOB YOJIOBIK Y TEMHO-
CUHbOMY BOpaHHI1 3 JIallkaHaMU ¥ 3yNHUHUBCS Ha cxojax. BiH Tpuman Oins
pota 6nuckyunii JatyHHUN MikpodoH. [Ipunan npoHU3IUBO 3aBUIIAB, KON
YOJIOBIK HATUCHYB KHOTIKY BBIMKHEHHS, 1 MOp€E JABAHAAISATUPIYHUX ITiTITKIB
3aTUXJIO.

— JloGporo paHKy, — MPOMOBHB YOJIOBIK. Y HbOTO Oyiu ApiOHI
3yOH ¥ TOHKI I'yOH, HIC KapTOIUICIO, BYKKI OOBHUCIII IOKH Ta PiKe BOJIOCCH,
npuin3zane a0 yona. [Imakatu 3 oOmu4usiM 1i€i JIOAMHUA BUCUIA B YCIX
taBepHax Ckyppi. [llaxtapi mepmioi 3MiHM Be4opamMH KHIAadH B HHUX
JPOTHUKHU.

— BiTaro B HarionansHomy Jlomi MurtiiB, 1iTH, — MPOMOBUB JOP/
Tanuep, ['onosa lomy. Ilouynucs pinki Hisikosi omtecku. Ille oqnHa 3 Moix
BHYTPIILIHIX KapTUH pO3ropTajiacs B peajbHICTb.

Cam nopa Taunep. S ax 3acssana. Slke HeiimoipHe Bumoswuiie! I
SKUN HaJA3BUYaHMNA BHHAX1J] — PO3CIIOBAaTH CBIA TOJIOC TaK JaleKo
JIOBKOJIA.

VY cBoeMy 3axBari s Oyna He ofHa. /[iBuMHKa MOpyY HECBiIOMO
CMHKaja MEHE 3a pyKaB, CTaBIIM Ha HABIIMHUHBKH, II00 Kpamie #Horo
PO3IIIeniTH, a 1HIIa IpUTHCIa J0JI0HI 10 pota. [Ipore Oymnu it Ti, KOro 1€
30BCIM HE Bpa3ujo. XJIOMElb i3 MOXMYPUM OOJIHYYSIM, IO CTOSIB 32 MOIM
MpaBUM ILIeYeM, TUTFOHYB Ha 3eMJTI0 TPOCTO cOO1 M1 HOTH.
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so taken. One mean-faced boy stood behind my right shoulder and
spat on the ground right between his feet.

I, however, knew more than he did about the governing
leader of Belavere Trench. I had studied his art. Lord Tanner had
crafted marble statues around the city that depicted weeping angels
and dying saints. He’d sculpted a granite bridge that scaled over
three hundred feet across the Gyser River. He’d created these
things with his mind alone. He was a stone Mason of the highest
order, and the sight of him turned my skin to gooseflesh.

“To see so many of you is to feel immensely proud of this
nation, and its people. People from all walks of life, coming
together to celebrate community, prosperity, and...” But whatever
else it was we were celebrating was impossible to hear. From
behind, a low voice laughed derisively, then muttered, “Fuck off.”

It was the spitter. Of course it was. A boy with dirty brown
hair and an extremely clean shirt, standing too close for my liking.
He smiled like he didn’t mean it, stood still like he wanted to bolt,
stared at the man with the microphone like he’d knock the tiny
teeth from his mouth, given the chance. The boy shook his head,
shifted his weight to his left leg, then looked me right in the eye.

I was taken aback by their color. Pale blue. Crystal clear.
Completely at odds with the rest of him—-cracked fingernails,
wrinkled trousers, the sole of his shoes gently peeled at the toes. A
suntan that circled the bottom of his neck, a starched button-down
shirt that made him fidget. He adjusted the collar and the sleeves
like he’d found himself in someone else’s clothes by mistake. He

A, BTiM, 3Haa Tipo mipaBuTens benaBep-Tpenu HabaraTo Oinblie 3a
uporo xusonms. S BuBuana #oro mwucteurBo. Jlopa Tanuep cTBOpUB
MapMypOBi CTaTyi 110 BChOMY MICTY, 110 300pa’KyBajIli aHTeJIiB, SIKi IJ1a4yTh,
1 My4YeHHKIB, 1[0 MOMHUPAIOTh. BiH BUTEcaB IpaHITHHA MICT 3aBIOBXKKHU
noHaJ Tpucta (yTiB, 110 IpOJIATaB Hax piukoro I'eitzep. Bin cTBOpHB 11 pedi
JMIIe CUIIO CBO€T nyMku. Bin Oy Kamensipem HaiiBHIIOro paHry, i Bij
CaMoro MoTJsiAy Ha HbOT'O MO0 IIKIPY BCUIAIO CHPOTAMHU.

— bauuTtu Taky KiIBKICTh MOJOJI — 1€ BiAYYyBaTH OE3MEXHY
TOpAICTh 3a Hally HaIiio Ta ii Hapon. Hapoa, 1m0 moxoauTs 3 ycix BEpCTB
CYCIILIBCTBA 1 30MpaeThes pa3oM, 100 YCIaBUTH €HICTb, POIBITAHHS Ta. . .
— ajie [0 caMe MU MaJld IIe CIaBUTH, TouyTH Oyio HemoxiuBo. [lo3amy
MOYYBCS TUXUH TITy3JIMBHA CMiX, a moTiM OypmoTinas: “IlimoB tu”.

Ile OyB TOH camuii XJIOTeEIb, IO TUTFOBABCSA. 3BICHO, XTO JK IIIE.
Xnomyak i3 OpyJHUM KaIITAHOBUM BOJIOCCSIM 1 HAJI3BHYAWHO YHCTOIO
COPOYKOIO, BiH CTOSIB 3aHA/ITO OJIM3BKO, SIK HA Miii cMak. BiH mocMixaBcs Tak,
H10M HacripaB/ii oMy OyJ10 He 10 CMiXy; CTOSIB HEMOPYIIIHO, X04a Bech Horo
BUIJISIJT CBITYMB MPO OakaHHSI IPEMEHYTH I'eTh; 1 BUTPIIIABCS HA YOJIOBIKA 3
MiKpo(OHOM Tak, Haye 3a MepIIoi K Haroau BUOUB Ou Homy Ti piOHi 3yOH.
XJomelp MOXUTaB TOJIOBOIO, IEPEHIC Bary Ha JiBY HOTY, a TOA1 MOJUBUBCS
MEH1 IPsSIMO B OUl.

Mene Bpa3us

ixHid komip. bnigo-6makuthi. Ilpo3opi,

Kpumitaiab. BoHM 30BCiM He macyBajM 10 BChOI'O IHIIOTO — IOJAMaHUX

Ha4yec

HIT'TIB, TIOM ATUX IITaHIB, MiJOIIOB YEPEBUKIB, IO 3JI€TKa BIAKJICIHNCS Ha
HOCKax. 3acmara, 0 OKpeCIIIoBajia HIDKHIO YaCTHHY IIWi; HaKpOXMaJieHa
COpOYKa Ha TyA3UKax, sKa 3MyllyBaja HOro mHOCTiHHO coBaTHcs. BiH
MIOTIPABJISAB KOMIp 1 pyKaBH TakK, Haye MOMHJIKOBO BISATHYB UyXHil oaAr. Sk
Ha CBI 3picT, BiH OyB 3aHaATO XyAMM — pEMiHb Ha INTaHaX ax
3aKpy4yyBaBcs BIBOE.
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was too skinny for his height. The belt around his trousers looped
over itself.

I wrinkled my nose, mouthed the word pig, and turned back
to Lord Tanner. Praise God.

“... and the Almighty sent to us His greatest creation, His
daughter, who was not deity nor goddess, but a human who walked
on this land as one of us.”

Idia, 1 thought, staring wide-eyed at the book Lord Tanner
now held: the Book of Belavere. He read from it in a voice adults
use when they believe what they’re saying is gravely important. |
straightened my shoulders, determined to remember every word.

“Through Idia, the Lord spoke, and He told us this land was
a Holy place. He bade us protect it, and when others came to sully
its sacred ground, Idia led our armies, and she bled when we bled...
and her blood was ink.” And here, Tanner held high a familiar
stone.

It could have been a lump of coal if it weren’t for the sun
that shone through it, filling it all the way up with light, revealing
its true color. Blue like the deepest part of the sea, like slow-falling
night.

“Terranium,” Tanner stated. “The most important ore our
land bestows. For only within this particular stone do we find the
crystallized blood of Idia, mined from the land, and given back to
its people, even thousands of years after She was returned to God.”

Murmurs stirred. I shifted restlessly.
“Through idium, we are made better. We become the
person God intended. Through Idia’s teachings, we know that

S 3mopimuiaa Hoca, 0€33ByYHO MTPOMOBHIIA CJIOBO “‘cuHs” 1 3HOBY
noBepHyJiacs 10 jJopaa Tannepa. Cnasa bory.

— ...1 BcemoryTHiit mocnaB Ham CBoe BennyHe TBOpiHHA — CBOIO
JIOHBKY, sika He Oyna Hi 005kecTBOM, Hi OOTHHEIO, a JIFOAMHOIO, 10 XO 1A
€10 3eMJICIO SIK O/THA 3 HAaC.

10is, — monymana s, BATPIIIMBIIUCH HA KHUTY, SIKy TETep TPUMaB
nopa Tanuep: Kaury benasepa. Bin unTaB i3 Hei THM 0COOJIMBUM T'OJIOCOM,
SIKMM KOPHCTYIOTbCS JJOPOCII, KOJIU BIPSATh, 0 KaXYTh I10Ch HAJ3BUYANHO
BaXKJIuBe. S po3mpaBuiia IJjedi, CHOBHEHA PIIIYyYOCTI 3amaM’siTaTd KOXKHE
CJIOBO.

— Yepes Iniro npomoBuB ['ocriozs, 1 ckazaB Bin Ham, 110 15 3eMIIs
— cBATa. BiH 3amoBiB HaMm oOepiratu ii, 1 KOJXM NPUHANUIM iHII, 1100
OCKBEpHHTH 11 CBALICHHUU TIPyHT, [nis moBena Hamni apmii. Bona crikana
KpPOB’10, KOJIM CTiKaJId MH... 1 KpoB ii Oyna wopHmiom. — | Tyt Tannep
BHCOKO TIi/IHSIB 3HAHOMUI KaMiHb.

Ile morna 6 OyTu mpocTo rpyAka BYruuid, SIKOM He COHIlE, 10
MIPOIIMBAJIO i HACKPi3b, BUIIOBHIOIOUHM CBITJIOM 1 BIIKpMBAIOUM CIPABXKHIN
komip. CuHIl, SK HaWrouOma dYacTUHA MOpS, SK Hi4, IO TOBUIBHO
OITyCKA€THCS HA 3EMITIO.

— Teppaniym, — mnporosiocuB Tannep. — HaiiBaxxnusima pyna,
SIKOI0 00J]apoBYy€e HAc Haila 3eMisl. bo TUIBKH B IbOMY 0COOJIMBOMY KaMeH1
MU 3HaXOJUMO KpUCTaJII30BaHy KpoB [nii — BU10OyTY 3 HaAp 1 MOBEPHYTY
il HapoI0B1 HaBITh Yepe3 TUCAY1 POKIB MIcCJIs TOro, ik BoHa moBepHyacs 110
bora.

Opboro mpokoTusocs menoTiHHA. I HecrmokiiiHO mepecTynuia 3
HOTH Ha HOTY.

— 3aBISKH 11lyMy MM CTa€EMO KpaIiuMu. MU CTaEMO THUMH, KM Hac
3agymaB locronb. 3aBAsku BuUeHHSIM Inii MM 3HaeMo, 1O TBOPIHHA
HapOJDKYETHCS 3 TIOEAHAHHA Tina W po3yMy. PemicHuk 1 TBopeupb. O6uBa
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creation comes from the body and the mind. Craftsman and creator.
Both are equally vital in the turning of the world, for who will shift
the Earth on its axis, once the idea has been conceived?” Then,
Tanner’s free hand lifted.

Awe stilled the crowd. The children fell still and silent and
reverent, for who could deny the miracle before them? I gaped at
Lord Tanner’s empty hand, the way his fingers flexed and relaxed.
Hovering above it was a small but perfect sphere of granite stone,
spinning in the air by Tanner’s will alone.

Tanner watched the stone intently, just as we children did,
and it began to change shape. Pieces broke away, crumbling to dust
at his feet. I heard the minute cracks as it was carved into
something new by no visible force. It became the model of a
church, then a hammer, a clock tower. When he needed it, the
discarded fragments at Tanner’s feet rose again to rejoin his
sculpture, and soon the stone crumpled inward, and became a
solitary planet once more, smooth and unblemished, rotating in the
hand of its sun.

I had never seen a thing so beautiful.

Amid the exclamations, Tanner replaced his stone with a
vial of dark liquid. Idium. The purported blood of Idia, siphoned
from stone.

“Today, children, you have the very great privilege of
learning what God plans for you, whether it be pursuits of the mind,
or that of the limbs. When you welcome Idia into your bloodstream
today, you become an important part of Belavere’s body, and you
will begin to aid in its many necessary functions.” His tiny teeth
flashed in a smile. “So welcome once more to all of you. Today,

BOHHU OJTHAKOBO BXKJIUBI JIJIs1 00€pTaHHS CBITY, 00 XTO X 3pYIIUTHh 3EMJITIO 3
ii oci micnst Toro, sk ies Bxe Hapoawnacsi? — [ Tyt TanHep migHAB BUIBHY
PYKY.
HaroBn 3aBMep Bijg moO0kKHOTO cTpaxy. iTH 3aCTUrIM — MOBYa3Hi
1 CTIOBHEHI 0J1aroroBiHHs, 00 Xi0a MIr XTOCh 3aIIEPEYUTH JAUBO, IO TOCTAIIO
nepen HUMU? S, pO33SBHUBIIM POTA, BUTPINIMIACS HA TOPOXKHIO JOJOHIO
nopaa TanHepa, Ha Te, SIK 3STUHAIMCS W po3ciadsutucs Horo maneili. Han
HOro pykorw BHUCLIa MalleHbKa, alie i/IealbHO IIaJKa rpaHiTHa cdepa, 1o
obOepTanacs B OBITpP1 3aBIISKH OJIHIM JuIe BoJii TaHHepa.
TanHep MUJIBHO CTIOCTEpIraB 3a KAMEHEM, SIK 1 MM, JIITH, — 1 KaMiHb
3MmiHOBaTH  ¢dopmy.  Okpemi
0OCHITal0uUCh MUJIOM JI0 HOro Hir. Sl dyna jeap BIOBHUME MOTPICKyBaHH,

oyan IIMAaTOYKW  BiAJIaMyBaJuCH,
MOKM sfKach HEBHIMMa CWJIa BUTEeCyBasia 3 HBbOro Imocb HoBe. Cdepa
MEPETBOPHUIIACS HA MOJIENb IIEPKBH, IIOTIM Ha MOJIOT, HAa TOAMHHUKOBY BEXY.
Komu BunmKkana norpeba, BiakuHyTi (hparmentu Oiunst Hir TanHepa 3HOBY
nigifiManucs B MOBITpPs, 100 MpUEAHATUCS O CKYJIbOTYpU. Ta HeBIOB3i
KaMiHb 3TOpHYBCS BCEpEAMHY 1 3HOBY CTaB CaMOTHBOIO IUIAHETO —
IJIaIeHBKOI0, 03 ’KOAHOT BaJiu, — 110 o0epTaacsi B pyKax CBOI'O COHIIS.

1 11e HIKOJIM B )KUTTI HEe 6a4ymiia HIYOro MPEKPACHILIOTO.

IToxu B HATOBMI JIyHaJIM BUTYKH 3aXBaTy, TaHHEp cXOBaB KaMiHb 1
JIICTaB HATOMICTh (UIAKOH 13 TEMHOIO piuHO0. [aiym. Ta cama HIOUTO KpoB
[nii, BunOOyTa 3 KaMeHIo.

— CporofHi, IiTH, BU Ma€TE BEJIIMKY YECTh A13HATHCH, 10 ['ocmnoas
YTOTYBaB /ISl BAC — YH TO OYIyTh MparHeHHs PO3yMy, UM TO Tpars pyK.
Konu Bu npuiimere [1iro y cBiif KpOBOTIK, BM CTaHETE Ba)KJIMBOIO YACTHHOIO
Tina benaBepa i mouHeTe xomomaraTH B HOTO YHCIEHHHMX 1 HEOOXiIHUX
cripaBax. — Moro npi6ni 3y6u GmucHymn B mocMimmi. — Tox BiTaro Bac
ycix e pa3. CbOrofHi BU CTYNUIM HA TOPIT JOPOCIIOTO KUTTS, 1 BU MiJeTe
3BIJICH, 3HAIOUHU CBOE NMPU3HAUCHHS.
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you have arrived on the threshold of adulthood, and you will leave
knowing your purpose.”

There was short applause, and I led it. It was tempered with
nervous anticipation for that gleaming vial of inky blood—the
precious substance we were all about to consume.

Lord Tanner stepped away from the microphone with a
politician’s wave and disappeared back into the building, and the
crowd broke into a violent, frenzied chatter.

I did not join in the conversation. Emblazoned in my mind
was that piece of granite transforming into ideas, again and again,
and a smile crept in.

I looked skyward to the highest story of the House, where
Tanner’s office likely was. I would wager it was the size of my
entire home back in Scurry. Bigger, even. Filled with oil paintings
and sculptures and busts and ornately carved furniture from the
nest everything, and I longed to be in the presence of it all.

Would the Artisan School be like this? Austere and bright
and towering?

The double doors opened out to the courtyard again, and a
dark-haired woman with narrow features and heeled shoes
approached the microphone and said,

“Residents of Belavere City and Baymouth will queue first
for siphoning. Five lines at the door, please. No fighting.” And that
was that.

While the summoned twelve-year-olds moved forward to
queue before those double doors, the rest of us hung back. Some
moved to nd friends. Some tried to find a place to sit while they
waited. I, however, was too filled with absolution to sit. Too

ITpostyHamu KOpOTKI OIUIECKH, 1 TOYasa iX came 5. Y HUX B1IUyBaiocs
HEpPBOBE OYIKYyBaHHS TOTO OJUCKYUYOro (pJlakOHA 3 YOPHUIBHOK KPOB'I0 —
JOPOTOL[IHHOI PEYOBUHH, Ky BCl MU OCh-OCh MaJli IPUIHSTH BCEPEAUHY.

Jlopn Tannep BimiimoB Bix MikpodoHa, 3MaxHYBIIM PYKOIO Ha
MPOIIAHHS, HAa4e CIIPaBXKHIN MOJNITHK, 1 3HUK y Oynisii. HaroBn BUOyxHYB
[IaJICHUM, HECAMOBUTUM TOMOHOM.

51 He mpueaHanacsa 10 po3MoBH. B Moiif mam’siTi 3akapOyBasiocs Te,
SK IIMATOK T'PaHITy 3HOBY 1 3HOBY IEPETBOPIOBABCS Ha 1/1ei, 1 HA MOEMY
00yl 3’ IBUJIaCsS MUMOBLIbHA IOCMIIIIKA.

S 3Bena moriAj N0 HaWBUIIOrO noBepxy byauHky — Tyau, e,
ckopim 3a Bce, OyB kaOiHer Tannepa. Moy 3akinactucsi, BiH OyB
3aBOUTBIIKK 3 yBechb Miid fiM y Ckyppi. A To i Oinpmmii. HamoBHeHuit
KapTHHAMH, CKYJIbITypamMH, OIOCTaMH Ta BUIIYKaHUMH pPi3bOJICHUMHA
MeOIIIMH, JIe KOKHA JIpiOHUI Oysia BATBOPOM MHCTEITBA... S BCiM cepriem
MparHysia OMUHUTHCS Cepe Ti€l pO3KOIIIi.

Yu Oyne Illkona MwutuiB takoro camoro? CyBOpoOlo, OCAHHOMIO 1
BEJIMYHOIO?

JIBoCTYNIKOB1 ABepi 3HOBY PO3UMHWIMCA y ABIp, 1 10 MiKpo(doHa
MiIiAILIa TEMHOBOJIOCA JKIHKA 3 TOHKUMHU pUCaMu OOJIHYYS Ta Ha Mig0opax.

— Memkanui micta benasep Ta belimyTa cTaioTh y uepry Ha HOCBSTY
nepuruMu, — Ipokasaina BoHa. — byJb nacka, chopmyiiTe n'sTh JiHINA 011
neepeit. bes Oiifok.

I Ha upomMy Bce.

[Tokn nBaHAMUATHPIYHI, SKAX BHKIUKAIA TEPIINMH, PYIIHIN
BIIEpe]], 100 BUIIMKYBATHCS Mepe]l THMH JIBOCTYJIKOBUMH JIBEPHMA, PELITA
3 HaC 3IMLIMINCS YeKaTH. XTOCh MIIIOB HIYKaTH Apy3iB. XTOCh HAMaraBcs
3HaTH Micue, o0 cicth i mepedekatn uepry. S »x Oyma HaaTo
NEPEeNoBHEHA BITUYTTSIM CIIOKYTH, 00 cuaitu. Haaro 3aBoposkeHa, 1100
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evangelized to chat. I simply stood there, beaming from the inside
out, filled to the brim with that same light that had impregnated the
lump of idium.

I suddenly felt sure, though I couldn’t explain why, that I
would be deemed an Artisan this day.

A person destined to the pursuits of the mind—that was me.

Inside the waist of my skirt was the parchment I’d saved,
but back in Scurry was the pile I’d discarded, strewn with sketches
and landscapes and dried flowers and all my thoughts painted into
shapes. I’d always had “natural aptitude.” I was made for bigger
places, meant to be surrounded by creation spun from the loom of
one’s mind.

I relinquished a smile.

“There’s a pin stickin’ out of your arse,” said a voice.

I turned to find the spitter frowning, arms crossed, staring
at the waist of my skirt. When he saw my obvious disgust, he
merely shrugged. “Just thought you should know.”

I adjusted the pin at the small of my back, poking it
securely into the folds of my skirt. “Keep your eyes elsewhere,” I
bit out.

He frowned. “I think if I were likely to sit on a pin in the
near future, I’d want someone to tell me.”

“Weren’t goin’ to sit on it,” I muttered, hoping he’d say no
more.

Instead, the boy stuck his hands in his pockets. He rose his
sun-bleached eyebrows.

“What’s your name?”

TEPEBEHUTHU. S IPOCTO CTOsIIIAa TaM, CAIOYU 3CEPENIMHU, 110 BiHIS HAIOBHEHA
THM CaMHM CBITJIOM, 1[0 POHU3YBAJIO HACKPI3b IPYIKY 11yMYy.

Pantom s Bigdysa BIEBHEHICTh — X04a i HE MOTJIa MOSICHUTH YOMY,
— III0 caMe [bOTO JIHS MEHE BU3HAIOTh MUTIIEM.

Jlropuua, mpu3HaYeHa IS palli po3yMOM, — OCh KUM s OyJa.

3a mosicoM MOE€1 crriTHUI OyB CXOBAaHHM TOI caMUii IEPraMeHT, SIKHi
st 30eperia, aiie Tam, y CKyppi, 3aiuImiacs 1ijia Kyrna BUKHHYTHX apKyIIIiB,
MOISTKOBAaHUX €CKi3aMH, Meh3akaMu Ta CyXUMHU KBITaMH — ycCiMa MOIMH
JTyMKamH, BTIIEHUMH Yy ¢opmu. S 3aBxau mana “npupoanuit xuct”’. S Oyna
CTBOpEHA JUIsl BEMUYHILIMX MICILb; MEHI cyauiocs OyTHU cepell TBODPiHb,
BUILJIETEHUX Ha BEPCTAaTI JIIOJICHKOTO PO3yMY.

51 no3BonmIIa cOO1 MOCMIXHYTHCS.

— V¥ Tebe mmuibKa 3 Iy CTUPYUTh, — IIPOMOBHB YHHCH TOJIOC.

S obepHymacs 1 moOaumia TOTO IUTIOBaYa: BIH HACYIUBCA,
CXPECTHBIIM PYKH Ha TPYASX, 1 BUTPINIABCS HA IMOSC MOET CITiIHMIII.
[ToGauymBIwy, K sI CKpUBUIIACS BiJ OTHM]IU, BiH JIUIIE 3HU3aB IJIEUYUMA.

— IIpocro mogymas, o T001 BapTO 3HATH.

Sl mompaBuia IINWIBKY Ha MONEpPeKy, HaJiifHO BCTPOMMBIIM i1 Y
CKJIAJKU CITiTHUI.

— JluBHUCH KyaAHCH iH]IE, — OTPU3HYIIACS S

Bin HacynuBcs.

— Jlymaro, skOu s MaB IAHCH HAWOIMKUYMM YacoM CICTH Ha
HITTUJIBKY, TO XOTIB OM, 100 MEHI PO 1€ CKa3alu.

— S He 30umpamacs Ha Hei cimatu, — TpoOypMoTiia £,
CIOJIIBalOYKCH, 1110 BiH 3aMOBKHE.

HartowmicTp xJomnens 3amnxaB pykd B KHMILIEHI ¥ MiAHSIB CBOI BUTOPLII
Ha COHIII OpOBH.

— Yk Te0Oe 3BaTu?
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I didn’t answer, didn’t want the spitter to know me, but the
pig ploughed on.

“Mine is Patrick Colson. Patty, if you like.”

I continued to glare.

“I'm from Kenton Hill.” He persevered. “Reckon I'm
headed back there, too. Where’re you from?”

“Scurry” came the answer. It flew past my lips without my
permission. | clamped my mouth shut.

Patrick nodded knowingly.

“By the river.”

I hesitated, then nodded. I was surprised, perhaps by the
idea that anyone outside of Scurry knew of its existence, perhaps
that this boy knew anything at all.

“I’ll call you Scurry girl, then,” he said, expression
suddenly serious.

“Why’s there a pin in your arse, Scurry girl?”

My nose wrinkled.

“Don’t call me that.”

“Gotta call you somethin’. I don’t know your name.”

“It’s Nina.” I sighed, annoyed.

“And the pin is keepin’ this skirt from fallin’ round my
ankles.”

He gave a low whistle.

“That’d ruin the occasion, eh?”

I rolled my eyes and turned away again, looking for
somewhere, anywhere to escape to.

“I, on the other hand, would love to see this whole fuckin’
ceremony ruined.” He said it in a voice made of razors.

S1 He BiAmOBiNa — He XOTLJa, 1100 LieH IIII0BaY 3HaB MOE 1M's, — ajie
el Haxaba rHyB CBO€ET JIHII:

— Sl — IMarpik Kosicon. Mosxna nipocto IlarTi, SKio xover.

S mpooBXKyBaja JIOTO HA HHOTO BUTPILIATHCS.

— i 3 Kenron-I'imi, — namomnsraB BiH. — Jlymato, Tyam x i
MOBEpHYCS. A TH 3BIAKHU?

— Cxyppi, — BuIeTIIO Y BiinoBink. CI0BO 3ipBasiocs 3 Moix ry0 6e3
MOT0 J103BOTY. Sl MUTTEBO 3aTyNuja poTa.

[TaTpik po3ymitoue KUBHYB.

— Ile G6ins piukw.

Sl 3aBaranacs, a Toqi KuBHyna. S OyJa 3AMBOBaHa — MOXIIUBO, TUM,
10 XTOCh 32 Mekamu CKyppi B3arai 3HaB PO HOTO ICHYBaHHS, 2 MOKJIUBO,
THM, IO II€¥ XJIOIIEI[h X0U IOCh 3HAE.

— Topni 3BaTrMy TeOe “miBunHKOIO 31 CKyppi”, — CKa3aB BiH, 1 BUpa3
HOro 009U panToM CTaB cepiio3HUM. — To HaBimo TOO1 Ta IIMUIBKA B
aymi, TiB4MHKO 31 CKyppi?

51 3mopiua Hic.

— He Ha3uBaii MeHe Tak.

— Mymy x s TeGe sikoch Ha3uBaTU. TBOTO iMEHI 5 HE 3HaIO.

— Hina, — 3iTxHyna s 3 po3apaTyBaHHAM. — A IINUIbKa NOTpiOHa
TSI TOTO, 1100 151 CIIAHUILI He BIlajla MEHI 10 M'AT.

Bin THX0 CBUCHYB.

— O, e 0 3incyBayio Bce CBITO, Ta?

S 3akoTuia 04l ¥ 3HOBY BiJIBEpHYJIACS, ITyKAIOUX TOTIISIOM Oomait
SIKUUCH IIJISX JI0 BIJICTYILY.

— A oT s 06 i3 3aJ0BOJICHHSIM TOJMBUBCS, SK yCS ISl YOPTOBA
[EPEMOHisl TOJIETUTH MiJl TPU YOPTH.

BiH cka3aB 11e rojocom, 1110 HaraayBaB Je30 OpUTBH.
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I couldn’t help but turn back to peer at him again, to watch
the gentleness in his features harden. “I’d gathered,” I said. “You
spit like a miner.”

“Ah,” his eyes sparked, as though I'd revealed something
important.

“So, your daddy’s a miner, then?”

“And just as bitter.”

“Not much to be pleased about when you’re stuck in a hole
all day.”

“Then it should please you to be here, shouldn’t it? Maybe
you’ll be destined for a different line of work.” I didn’t quite know
why I bothered arguing. The woman at the microphone called for
the children of Brimshire and Bunderly to queue next, and there
was more shifting of bodies, more space as children went in
through those double doors and didn’t return, and yet Patrick
Colson and I stood in place, steadfast and immovable amid the tide.

I could only assert that his face was hugely annoying, that
his tone was superior, and that I very much wanted to prove him
wrong.

He also reeked of the same hatred that frothed from the
mouths of men in Scurry, and it rankled to hear it here in the city,
so far from the soot.

“Nah,” Patrick said nonchalantly. ‘“Not me. Son of
Craftsman who was the son of Craftsman and so on. I’ll be back
on that train by nightfall, just you watch.”

His smile waned a little, as though he was suddenly not so
sure.

“And if the idium does take, then I’ll refuse to ever take
another dose. They’ll have to send me home eventually.”

51 He BTpuManacs i 3HOBY oOepHyacs, 100 MOJAUBUTUCA Ha HbOTO
— m00 MoGaYuTH, SIK M SAKICTh HOTO pUC 00EPTAETHCS HA KaMiHb.

— S Bxe 3po3ymina, — kuHyna s. — [loroemicas TM TOYHO SIK
PYIOKOII.

— O, — #oro oui 301MCHYIH, Haue s MIOHHO OOBKHYJIA IIOCH
HagBaxauBe. — To TBil TaTKO, 3HAYUTH, PYTOKOIT?

— | Takuil camo 3aneKIui.

— Masno npuBoAiB Ui PagoCTi, KOJIW IUIMMHU JHSAMU CTUPYHII Y
Tipi.

— Toni Tv MaB Ou panitu, WO TH TyT, Xiba HI? MoxnBo, TOO1
Cynuiocs 3ailMaTvcs 4MMOChH IHIIMM, — s M cama He 3Haja, HaBilIo
poJoBXKyBana crnepedarucs. JKiHka Oins MiKpodoHa Hakazajga MITSIM i3
Bpimmupa ta Bannmepsni craBatm B Yepry HAcTyIIHUMH; 3HOBY IOYanacs
IITOBXaHWHA, 3BUIBHWIOCS Ounblne Micls, 00 MITH 3aXOAWIH Y TOABIHHI
nBepi i He moBepranucsa. Ta Bce x mu 3 Ilarpikom Kosnconom crosimm Ha
MICIIi — HEMOXMTHI i HepyXoMi 1ocepest I[bOro NPUILIUBY.

S Morna nwuie CTBEpAXKYyBaTH, IO MOro OOIWYYS CTPAIICHHO
JpaTyBajio, HOoro TOH OyB 3BEpXHIM, 1 MEHI MOHAJ yC€ XOTUIOCS JOBECTH
HOro HEINpaBoTy.

A 1€ BiJl HOTO TXHYJIO TI€I0 CaMOI0 HEHABUCTIO, IO MIHWJIACS HA
ycTtax 4osioBikiB y CKyppi, 1 MeHe TIHO0KO 00yproBajo Te, o 5 4yIo il TyT,
y MICTI, TaK JAJIEKO BiJl Caxl.

— Ta ni, — Hexnbano kunyB Ilarpik. — lle He npo mene. Cun
PemicHuka, sikuit OyB cuHOM PemicHuka, 1 Tak gaii. Jlo HacTaHHS TEMPSIBU 5
Bxke Oydy B TOMy IOTSI3i Hasaj, OT mobaunm. — Foro mocmimka Tpoxu
3racia, Haue BiH ParToM MepecTaB OyTH TaKUM YK€ BIEBHEHUM. — A SKIIO
1IlyM maxu NPUKUBETHCS, 51 TPOCTO BIIMOBIIIOCS IPUIMATH HACTYITHY J103Y.
3perToro iM 10BEIETHCS Bi/liCIaTH MEHE 10/10MY.
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He seemed comforted by the idea. I nearly envied him that.
Then I remembered those bigger things [ was meant for.

“What about you?” he continued.

“You’re prayin’ to be at that swank school, I take it?”

I didn’t like the way he said it, like it was a myth only
gullible kids still believed in. I lifted my chin.

“Why wouldn’t I?”

He grinned knowingly.

“You look like the type. Bow in your hair. Pin up your arse.
No interest in an honest day’s work.”

They sounded like someone else’s words. Words he’d
learned by heart.

It was common vitriol in towns like ours. My father thought
Artisans lazy, indulgent. He commented on their houses and decor
and running water and woodless stoves and lamented them, that
they would let their bodies waste away while their minds did all
the labor. Weak men. Brittle women. An entire class afraid of dirty
hands and exertion. All this he said as he dabbed bluff into the
abrasions on his skin, then plundered his gut with liquor.

I thought of all those working facets of the body that
Tanner had mentioned, specifically the ones the Artisans were
responsible for: architecture, engineering, innovation, design,
beauty. How could such things exist if there was not a mind to think
them up? There was more to this world than what could be
achieved through blunt manual labor. I had heard about the plight
of the “honest man’s work” enough times to recognize the same
pinched expression, the same hateful tone, even if it was borrowed.
Which meant I had already heard every version of what Patrick

3aaBanocs, 15 IyMKa ioro 3acrnokoina. S Maibke mo3a3apusia iomy
B LIbOMY.

Ta mortiM s 3rajana mpo Te BUIIE NPU3HAYEHHS, 3apajd SKOTO
3’sIBUJIAaCS Ha CBIT.

— A mo ta? — BiB BiH aani. — Monwiics, abu TOTpanuTH A0 Ti€i
[IMKApHOI MIKOJIH, 5 IPAaBUIIHO PO3YyMit0?

Meni He criotobanocs, SK BiH 1€ cKa3aB — Haue TO OyB SKUKCH Mid,
y SIKUH JI0C1 BIpSTH JUIIE HAIBHI JiTiIaxu. S BUMHYA MiA00PiAIs.

— A yomy 0 1 H1?

Bin 3Har0uM mocMixHyBCsl.

— Tu cxoxa Ha Takuii Tun. bantuk y Bojocci. lllnuneka B myi.
XKomHoro iHTEepecy 10 YeCHOI mparii.

L1e 3By4ano sk unick 9yxi cioBa. CiioBa, sIKi BiH BUBUYMB HAIlaM'sITh.

Ile Oyna 3BUYHA OTPYTa JJIsl TAKMX MICTCUOK, K Hamr. Miit 6aThKo
BBaXaB MuTHiB lemauynmu Ta pos0emeHumMu. BiH po3auBisBes iXHI
OyAMHKH, AEKODP, BOJOMPOBIJI 1 KyXOHHI IUTUTH, LII0 HE MOTpeOyBaJIn JPOB, 1
Hapikas, IO IIi JIOIU JA03BOJSIOTH CBOIM TiJaM MapHITH, TIOKH BECh TPy
BUKOHYE ixHil po3yM. Cnabki yonoBiku. TenaiTHi xiHku. Llinuil knac tux,
XTO 0O0iThCSl OpYTHUX PYK 1 (PI3MYHMX 3yCHJIb. YC€ 1Li€ BiH BHUI'OJIOILIYBaB,
BTHpalO4YM Ma3b Yy caJHa Ha CBOIM MLIKIpi, a MOTIM 3aJIMBAaIOYM HYTPOIII
MILHUM aJIKOTOJIEM.

S 3rapana npo Bci Ti “poOoui rpaHi” opraHizmy, Ipo siKi 3ragyBaB
Tannep, — 0coOJIMBO MpoO Ti, 3a K1 BiAMOBIAATM MWUTIN: apXITEKTypa,
1HKeHepis, IHHOBaIlli, Iu3aitH, kpaca. Sk Moriu O 111 peul iICHyBaTH, SIKOU HEe
Oy10 po3yMy, 110 3JaTHUH 1X BUragaTH? Y 1bOMYy CBITi OyJI0 1I0Ch Olnble,
HIXK T€, 4YOr0 MOXKHA JOCSITH TYHow (Pi3MuHOO mparero. S CTUIbKM pasiB
qyJ1a [po “J0JII0 YeCHOTo TpyAaps, IO BIli3HABaJa el caMHii 3ropbOBaHUN
BHpa3 00IMYYsl, TOM caMUil CIIOBHEHUI HEHABUCTI TOH, HaBITh SIKIIO BiH OYyB
MO3WYEHUM. A TIe 03HAYaJIo, IO s BXKE 4yJia BC1 MOXJIMBI BepCii TOTo, 110
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Colson might say next: that the Artisan government was a corrupt
one that undervalued the Crafters, that the pay was blatant robbery,
the conditions downright deadly, the sway of wealth completely
one-sided.

It wasn’t that I disagreed. I was just tired of hearing it said
and seeing nothing done. I found it difficult to sympathize with
those who seemed to take twisted pleasure in their own misery. Ma
used to say it was one thing to be down, and quite another to dig
yourself a grave.

“I sewed this skirt myself,” I told Patrick Colson. “Made it
too big. Do you know why?”

Patrick stared at me dumbly. Waited.

I lifted my hand to my tailbone and pulled the pin out. I let
the skirt fall over my hips, revealing trousers beneath. Hardier
fabric, cuffed up to my knees. Then I gathered the skirt and
unfastened the back, sweeping it over my shoulders and putting my
arms through the pocket holes until the inbuilt sleeves turned inside
out. Finally, I stuck the pin in my hair. So there.

Patrick gulped, his cheeks pinkening slightly. I would have
bet my last penny that he didn’t have any sisters, and he’d never
seen a girl drop her skirt before.

“I’m not goin’ back on that train, whether I’'m Artisan or
not,” I told him outright. “I’ve got plenty of my own complaints
about what it’s like out in the brink. I just don’t see the use in
whinin’. I’d rather think up grand ideas and create things. And if |
can’t be an Artisan, then I’ll use the mind I’ve got.” I raised my
eyebrows at him pointedly. “I won’t be goin’ home.”

Patrick stared at me without blinking. He watched as I
slowly dragged the makeshift coat from my arms and constructed

[Tarpik Koscon Mir ckaszatu panmi: 1o ypsa MHUTIHIB KOpyMIIOBaHUM 1
3HEIiHIoe PeMicHUKIB, 1O TUIATHA — 1€ BiABEPTHH rpabik, yMOBH —
CMEPTEJIbHO HeOe3MeuHi, a Bjaja rpoieid — IIUIKOBUTO OHOOIYHA.

He Te mo6 s Oyma He 3rogHa. 1 mpocTo BTOMMWIACS 1€ CIyXaTH i
0aynTH, 10 HIXTO HIYOro He poOUTH. MeHi OyJo BaXXKO CITIBUYBATH THM,
XTO, 37aBaJIOCS, OTPUMYBaB SIKeChb 300YCHE 3aJ0OBOJICHHS BiJ BIIACHUX
3MuaHIB. MaMa Kka3ania: oJlHa CIpaBa — BIIACTH HA JIHO, 1 30BCIM iHIIIA —
BIIACHOPYY KOMaTH co01 MOTHITY.

— S cama mommia 1o cmigHuUIko, — ckazana s [latpiky Koncony.
— 3pobwuia 11 HaATO BENUKOI0. 3HAEIT YoMy ?

[TaTpik Tymo BUTpiIIMBCS Ha MeHe. Yekas.

Sl 3akuHyna pyKy 3a CHOUHY A0 KyNpHKa 1 BUTATJIA IIIHIBKY.
Jlo3BoJMITa CITITHUIII CITACTH HA CTETHA, BIIKPUBAIOYW IITAHHM ITiT HEIO — 3
IyNKOI TKaHWHH, TMiAKOo4YeHI 10 KoiiH. Tomi s miaxomuia CIiJHHMIIO,
po3ctebHyna ii 33aay, HaKMHYJAa HA IJIeYl ¥ MPOCYHYIa PYKH B OTBOPH
KHIIEeHb, a)K MOKH BIINTI PyKaBU HE BUBEPHYJIMCS Ha30BHI. Hacamkinens s
BCTpOMMJIA IINWIBKY Y Bojioccs. Hy, ock.

[TaTpik KOBTHYB CIHMHY, HOro IIOKM 3Jerka mnouepBoHU. S 6
3aKJiaacs Ha OCTaHHIN Ipill, 110 B HbOTO HEMAE CecTep 1 BiH 3pojy He 0auuB,
SIK 1IBUMHA CKUJIA€ CIITHUIIIO.

— 41 He moBepHyCs B TOW MOTAT, Oaiiayxe, craHy 1 MuTieMm uu Hi,
— 3asBIJIA 51 HOMY TIPSIMO. — Y MEHE i caMOoi TOBHO MPETEH31H J0 TOTO, SIK
JKUBEThCS TaM, Ha Mexl1. [Ipocto s He Oauy ceHcy B HUTTI. S kpaie Oyy
BUTalyBaTU BEJIMYHI 1€l Ta CTBOPIOBAaTH IIOCh HOBE. | SKIIO MeHI He
cyauiocs 0yTd MuTieMm, s CKOPUCTAKOCS TUM PO3YMOM, 110 Bxke Maro. — S
BHpPAa3HO 3BeJa OpOBH, AUBISYUCH HA HBOTO. — J[0/1OMY 51 HE TIOBEPHYCSI.

[TaTpik BuUTpiIMBCS HAa MEHe, He 3MUrarouu. BiH cnocrepiras, siK 5
MOBUIBHO CTATYIO 3 PYK IMIIPOBi30BaHe MAJIBTO 1 3HOBY 30Mparo ioro Ha Taii
y chiguuiio. boxe, ska )k BoHa Oyna Baxkka. JlocTaTHbO Bakka JUis
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it back into a skirt around my waist. Lord, but it was heavy. Heavy
enough for cold nights out in the open. Heavy with everything I
was able to stitch into the hem.

He shook himself from his reverie. “Well,” he said. “That
fuckin’ showed me, didn’t it?”

Patrick Colson liked to say fuck a lot.

CHAPTER 5

NINA

Patrick pulled me through the courtyard, around the groups
of children resorting to schoolyard games in their boredom. I went
without protest.

It was hot. I was tired and hungry and sick of waiting. [ was
fizzling with an anticipation I couldn’t bury. It was a relief to move.

I realized too late where he was leading me. His fingers
curled tightly into the back of my hand and pulled me down the side
of the building where several children sought shade and the
servants of the National House smoked. There was nothing here but
more sandstone perimeter, more ivy climbing the limescale walls,
more dust and dirt underfoot. The lane was filled with horses and
carts and wagons of all sizes. Drivers bellowed at one another to
make way as they came and went, trying to barrel through and
around to make their next delivery. Craftsmen, every one of them.

“We’re not s’posed to be down here,” I hissed, pulling back
at Patrick’s hand.

He turned, winked one of those startling eyes and smirked.
“You’re not scared, are you?”
I gave him the most derisive look I could muster.

XOJIOJHUX HOYeH mpocTo Heba. Bakka BiJl yCchOro TOTO, IO MEHI BIAJIOCS
BILIUTH B i1 ITOdIJI.
Bin cMUKHYBCSI, BUXOJS1YH 13 3aIliIEHIHHS.
— o x, — MoBUB BiH. — Tu MeHe yopT 3abupaii B3yna, yi He Tak?
[MTaTpix Koyicon monro0nsB uopmukamucs 3 KOXKHOTO MPUBOJY.

PO3UI 5

HIHA

[TaTpik TArHYB MEHe 4yepe3 BHYTPILIHE MOABIP’sl, OMUHAIOYU TPYIU
TiTeH, AK1 BiJ HyAbTW B3sUTUCS 3a MIKUTBbHI irpu. S Hiuia, He MPy4aroyuCh.

byno cnekotHo. Sl BromMwiacs, 3rojIOHLIA, 1 MEHI JI0 YOPTUKIB
HaOpuano dvekatu. BcepeanwHi Bce BHpPYBallo Bil NEpeAdyyTTs, SIKE HE
BIABAJIOCS MPUIYIIUTH. PyX cTaB cripaBKHIM MOJIETIICHHSM.

S 3amizHO 3poO3yMina, KyZu BiH MeHe Bexe. MOro mamblii MiIHO
BYETIUJIMCS B MOIO JIOJIOHIO, 1 BiH MOTSATHYB MEHE B3J0BX CTIHM OyaiBIII —
Tyqnd, 7€ B TiHI XOBajocs KilbKa JAiTiaxiB, a cayru HamionansHoro Jomy
cMamin nurapkd. TyT He OyJ0 HIYOro, KpiM HECKIHYEHHOTO MiCKOBHKY
OrOpoOXi, IJIIOINA Ha BKPUTHX BAIHAKOM CTIHAaX Ta NWwiy ¥ Opyny mifg
Horamu. [IpoBynok OyB 3a0uTuil KiHBMH, BO3aMHU Ta (yproHaMu BCIX
MOXJIMBUX pO3MipiB. Bi3HUKM BOJaiM OJWH Ha OJHOTO, BUMAararo4u
3BUIBHUTH JIOPOTY, TIOKH CHYBAJHM TYIH-CIOJIH, HAMAratouuch MpPOIXaTHCS
Kpi3b 3aTOP, 11[00 BCTUTHYTH 3 HACTYITHOIO JIOCTaBKOIO. PeMiCHHUKH, KOKEH 3
HUX.

— Ham He MoxHa TyT OyTH, — mpocuuana s, Taruyudu Ilarpika 3a
PYKy Haza.

Bin oGepHyBCsl, IIMUTHYB OJJTHUM i3 TUX CBOiX HEHMOBIpHUX OYeH 1
BUIIKIPUBCS:

— Tu x He 3mgKanacsi, ra?
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“What are we doin’?”

“Gettin’ somethin’ to eat. I’'m starvin’.”

I was, too.

“If we’re caught, they’ll throw us out!”

Patrick stopped as a door to our left opened, and we
dropped to the ground, protected from view by the crates stacked
precariously along the exterior wall. The servant who exited did not
look our way. They whistled to the driver.

“You next!”

I breathed a sigh of relief.

“Lord, that was close.”

But Patrick’s eyes were plastered to that open door, the
servant with his back turned, the space between. His face took on a
frenzied gleam.

My eyes widened. “Patrick. Don’t even think it.”

“Chicken,” he whispered on a grin.

“I’m not a chicken.”

“Then get your wits about you, Scurry girl. On the count of
three. One—"

“Don’t you dare.”

“Two.”

“You honestly think I’ll follow you, don’t you? Do I look
stupid?”

“Three.” Patrick dropped my hand, saluted me, then
hurdled the crates and sprinted through the open door, disappearing
within.

“Shit,” I breathed.

There was absolutely no sense in following. So many

S KuHyJIa Ha HHOTO HAUOLIBI 3HEBAYKITMBUN TIOTJIS, HA SIKMH TITBKH
OyJa 3/1aTHa.

— o mu pobumo?

— llyxkato, e 6 noictu. S BMuparo 3 royiofy.

S Texx Oyna romoHa.

— Skmo Hac ciiiMaroTh, HAC BUIIIBUPHYTH!

[TaTpik 3ynuHUBCS, KOJIU IBEPI JIIBOPYY BiJ HAC BIAYMHIIUCS, 1 MU
MUTTEBO MPUNATIM O 3€MJi, CXOBABIIUCh 3a SIIMKAMH, L0 HECTIMKOIO
KyIIOI0 BUCOYUIN B3JIOBXK 30BHIIIHBOI CTiHU. Ciyra, sIkuil BUHIIOB, HaBiTh
HE TJISHYB Yy Hall Oik. BiH CBUCHYB BI3HUKOBI:

— Tu nvactynnuii!

51 3 moNermeHHsIM BUIMXHYJIA.

— TI'ocoyin, MaJro He IonaJmcs.

Ane mormsn I[laTpika mpuKyBajao 0 THX BiTYMHEHHX ABEpEH, 10
CIIyTH, 110 CTOSIB CIIMHOIO, 1 0 BUTBHOTO MPOCTOPY Mk HUMH. B #ioro ouax
3’SBUBCS IIAJIEHUHN OJIHCK.

Moi oui po3mUpHITUCS.

— Ilatpiky. HaBiTh He aymaii mpo 1e.

— bosiry3ka, — npouienoTis BiH, pO3IUIMBAIOYKMChH Y MTOCMIIIIII.

— 51 He Gosiry3ka, — Biapizaina s.

— Toni 36epucs, aiBunnko 31 Ckyppi. Ha paxyHnok tpu. Pas...

— Tinbku cripoOyii.

— JIBa.

— Twu cripaBai aymaer, o s Mgy 3a To00t0, Tak? f 1m0, cxoxa Ha
nypery?

— Tpu. Ilatpik BHIIyCTUB MOIO pYKY, BiJJIaB MEHI YeCTb,
NepecTpuOHYB yepe3 SIUKUA 1 YKYPHYB Yy BiTUMHEHI JBEpi, 3HUKHYBIIH
BCEPEIHHI.

— YopT, — BUAMXHYJIA .
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people came and went, Patrick was bound to be caught. Boys were
truly idiots. He’d likely smacked straight into the chest of a copper
when he stepped inside. His wrists were probably in irons. He’d be
taken back to the train any moment.

It was very well for him. Patrick wanted to be sent back out
into the brink. What did he care if the House rejected his right to a
siphoning? Perhaps it was what he sought—a way to avoid the
gamble altogether.

It occurred to me then that perhaps Patrick was afraid. What
if he took to the idium and it revealed him as an Artisan? He did
not speak of home with a stiff jaw the way I did. No, he spoke of
home as a place he belonged. What if the idium revealed he didn’t?

Perhaps I’d leave him to this poorly hatched plan, to his
train and bad fortune. What did I care, after all?

The moments passed, and he did not reemerge. The door
hung open, and the servant who’d exited it seemed engaged in a
heated argument with a driver. No police officer hauled Patrick
back out into the dust.

Go back to the courtyard, 1 told myself. Before someone
sees. But I stayed and I waited. My heart galloped.

Suddenly, his head reappeared. Patrick’s eyes peered
around the doorjamb and spied me in the hollows between crates.

The smug bastard raised an eyebrow.

Get back here! I mouthed to him, gesturing frantically. My
eyes darted to the servants and drivers, all of whom were so harried
that none spared a glance for the children playing cat and mouse by
the door.

Utu 3a muM He 6yno XomaHoro cency. Hapomy TyT Bemrramocs
cTinbku, mo IlaTpika HEOAMIHHO Malld CXOMHUTH. XJIOMII — CIpPaBXHI
imiotn. MaOyTh, BiH Bpi3aBCS MNPSIMO B TPYOd KOHCTEONIO, IIOHHO
nepecTynuB mnopir. Ha foro 3am’scrsax yxe, MaOyTb, 3aMKHYJIM KaiJlaHH.
Bynb-sK01 MUTI 10T0 MOXYTh MOTATTH Ha3a] 10 MOTATA.

Homy-To 0. ITatpik cam XOTiB, 06 HOr0 BUCTABUIIN T'€Th, HA CAME
norpanuyus. o Homy mo Toro, sxmo JliM mo30aBuTh HOro mpaBa Ha
nocBsATy? MOXIIHMBO, BiH caMe 1IbOTO i IIIyKaB — CIOCO0Y B3aralli YyHUKHYTH
1i€i a3apTHOI I'pH.

Pantom MeHi crianio Ha AyMKY: a 110, sik [latpik mpocto 60siBca? 1o,
SK BiH IpuiMe 111iyM, 1 TO BUKpue B HboMy Mutisi? Bin He 3rajyBaB mnpo
JiM, CTHCHYBIITH TIEJIETH, sIK 11e poOwma si. Hi, BiH TOBOpHB PO AIM SIK MPO
MiCIIe, SIKOMY BiH HAJICKHUTh. A 110, 5K 1JIlyM ITOKaXe, IO 1 He TaK?

MoximBo, MeHi BapTo OyJI0 TPOCTO TMOKMHYTH HOro 3 LHUM
HEJIOJYTUM TUIAHOM, HAOJUHIIl 3 MOT0 TIOTATOM 1 JIMXOK JoJieto. | B3arani,
SIK€ MeHi Jij0?

MuHanu XBUJIMHH, a BiH Tak 1 He 3’sABNsABcA. JIBepi 3anuimmanucs
BITUMHEHUMH, a CIyra, SKMH MIOHHO 3B1ITH BUNIIOB, 3aBaJOCs, BTSTHYBCA
B 3alleKly Cynepeuky 3 Bi3HUKOM. JKojieH NOJilelChbKUil He BHUTATHYB
[Tatpika Ha3ag y KypsBy.

“Bepraiicss Ha moaBip’s’, — Hakazana s co0i. Iloku HiIXTO He
nobaunB. Ane s He pymmia 3 Mmicusd i dekana. Cepue KajnaTanao, MOB
CKa)kKeHe.

Pantom #oro romoBa 3HOBY 3’sBmiacs. llaTpik BU3MpPHYB 3-3a
OJIBipKa i yTJieliB MEHE B 3aTIHKY MiX SIUKaMHU.

[le#t camoBIIEBHEHU BUITYTIOK MiAHSIB OJHY OpOBY.

“Any Bepraiics!” — mpomenoTiiia i caMUMHU ry0amu, rapsukoBO
Maxaro4u HoMy pykamu. 5 pa3 y pa3 3upKaja Ha CIIyT 1 BI3HUKIB, ajie Ti Oyiu
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Hurry! I mouthed.

But Patrick Colson did not budge. Instead, he rolled his
eyes, as though he’d never met a girl quite as hysterical as me, then
disappeared once more.

The servants and drivers carried on with their scrimmage,
and truly it seemed no one took notice of a damn thing besides. I
imagined what else Patrick would call me, should I stay safely
outside. Wimp. Wuss. Coward. 1 could already see the smirk on his
face.

There was that other niggle, too. The one that longed to see
the inside of this building.

Suddenly, there was an earsplitting crash as two drivers ran
their wagons into each other. Horses whinnied. Men swore. The
rabble intensified.

A switch inside me flipped.

Over the bleating and braying of the traffic, I bolted from
my hiding place, bounded over a slew of fallen potatoes, and
slipped inside the National Artisan House.

A long hallway stretched ahead, and at its end, I saw the
oak desktops stretch within an open hall. Five men with bored faces
sat along its length, vials in their hands, queues of children before
them.

The siphoning ceremony.

Only it wasn’t so ceremonious. The officials called
“Name?” as new children approached them. They ran a focusing
glass down long, long lists. They retrieved a tiny vial from the
crates stacked haphazardly at their sides and put it down again on
the desk in front of them. “Drink,” they said.

HACTUIBKM 3aKJIOMOTAaHI, 10 HIXTO W OKOM HE TOBIB Ha JITEH, SIKi rpajiid B
KOTa i MUIIKY O1JIs1 IBEPEH.

“llIBuamre!” — 3HOB caMMMU Ty0aMu MPOIIEIIOTLIA .

Auxne Ilarpik Koscon i He moBopyxHyBcsi. HaTOMICTh BiH 3aKOTHB 04,
HIOW HIKOJIX B XUTTI He OAUMB JIBYMCHKA HACTUILKHM iICTEPUYHOTO, SIK S, &
TOJIi 3HHUK 3HOBY.

Cnyru Ta BI3HHKH MPOJIOBKYBAIM CBOIO IITOBXaHWHY, 1 3/1aBaJlOCs,
10 HIKOMY ¥ CIIpaBJii HEeMae Jijia Hi 10 40ro iHmoro. S ysBuma, sk mie e
napmuBenp [laTpik MmeHe o03uBaTUMe, SKIIO 5 3aTUIIULIYCS TYT, y Oe3Mer.
Cnabauka. Troxrilika. bosiry3ka. 51 Bxke 6aunna nepes oyrma HOro 3BEpXHIO
MTOCMIIIIKY.

Byno i iHme Mi3epHe BiAYYTTS, IO HE JaBajoO CHOKOK. A came
Oa)kaHHS Ha BJIACHI 04l MOOAYMTH, IO TaM, BCEPEANHI i€l Oy IiBIi.

Panrom mponyHaB OMIyNIIUBUN TypKIT — TO JBOE BI3HHUKIB
3iTkHynucs Bozamu. Koni 3aipxkanu. YonoBiku moyanu jasrucs. [apmuaep
JUIIIE TTOCHIIUBCA.

VY MeHi Hi0U MOCh KJIAIHYJIO.

Kpi3b 1Bant 1 rypKiT BYJNHULI 5 KyJIeIO BUJIETINA 31 CBOET CXOBAHKH,
nepecTpuOHyIa yepe3 KyImy pO3CUIIaHOI KapTOIUIi i MIMHUTHYJIa BCEPEIUHY
HamionansHoro qomy MwuTiiis.

ITonepeny TArHyBCsl JOBTUN KOpPUAOP, @ B CaMOMY HOro KIiHLI s
no6aunsa, sk y BIAKPUTIH 3a11 pO3KUHYJIKCS TyOOBI CTOJN. 32 HUMU CHUILITH
II’SITEPO YOJIOBIKIB 13 HYJBIYIOUMMHU OOJIMYYSIMM; Yy PyKaX BOHU TPUMAaIH
(bnakoHu, a Iepel HUMU BUIIUKYBAJIMCS YEPTH TITEH.

[{epeMoHist TOCBSITH.

TiMbKU-OT HIYOTO YPOUHCTOTO B IboMy He Oyio. CiyxkO0BIIi Juie
Kuaiau KopoTke “IM’1?”, KoM 10 HUX MiAXOAUIN HOBI AiTH. BoHM Boammm
JIH30I0 TI0 JIOBXKEJIEe3HUX CHHUCKaX, AICTaBaIy KPUXITHUHN (PIIaKOH i3 SIIIUKIB,
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The children did. I watched entranced as they uncorked the
vial and brought it to their lips with shaky hands. They drank the
solution and cinched their eyes closed as it went down. Then the
officials pointed to a box of lumpy items that sat on the desk before
them. “Hold each one in your hand.”

The children did as they were asked, questions in their eyes,
wondering if there was something they should be feeling. They
picked up and replaced each item in the box like they were
shopping for ripe fruit. When nothing happened, the officials barely
looked up from their lists. “Crafter,” they said. And the children’s
eyes either fell or widened with relief.

There was only one child who earned a different reaction.
A boy, well dressed and well groomed. He stood with his back
straight and his chin high. He looked so thoroughly highborn that I
couldn’t help but stare.

“Theodore Shop,” he told the woman behind the desk. He
drank his idium, and when he put his hand toward the box, a
drinking glass filled with water quaked threateningly.

Both child and official reared back, eyes wide.

“Easy, boy,” the official told him.

“Let it come to you.”

Theodore Shop frowned in concentration. Instead of lifting
his hand, he simply stared at that glass.

The water within rippled with increasing intensity, swirling
in violent circles, until nally the glass tipped, and water dashed
across the tabletop and seeped over its sides.

Quickly, a servant approached with a rag, sopping up the
mess before it dampened swaths of lists.

110 abusik OyJIH 3BaJIeHI IOPYY, 1 CTAaBUJIM HOTO Ha CT1I repes; coboro. “TIuit”,
— Ka3aJM BOHM.

I nitn muim. S 3aBOpokKEHO criocTepirana, ik BOHM B1JIKOPKOBYBAJIU
(GakoHU ¥ MIAHOCHIM iX 10 Ty0 TpeMTsSuuMH pykamu. BoHu BuUnmMBaiu
PO3UMH 1 MIIHO 3aIUTIONIYBAJIMA OYi, TIOKA TOW MPOXOAuB ycepenuny. Toxi
CITy>K0OBIII BKa3yBaJll Ha KOPOOKY 3 IKUMHCh TOPOKYBAaTUMH TpEIMETaMH,
10 CTOsUIA Ha CTOJII nmepes HUMHU: “Bi3bMHU KOKEH y pyKy .

Jitu poOunu Bee, SK iM Ka3alii, 3 HIMUM 3allUTaHHSIM B 04aX — BOHH
Hamarajucsi 3po3yMiTH, Y4 MaroTh IOCH BiI4yTH. BoHu Opamm i kimanu
Ha3aJl KOXKeH IMpeIMeT Y KopoOili, Haue BUOupanu cTurii ppyKkTu Ha 6azapi.
Konu nivoro He craBanocs, CIy>KOOBII Jie[lb MiABOJWIM O4Yi Bil CBOIX
cnuckiB. “PemicHMK”, — Kkumamu BoHU. | oui miTeli abo MOXMYpoO
OITYCKAJIUCS, 200 PO3IIUPIOBAIIKCS BiJI ITOJICTIIICHHS.

Jlume opHa IUTHHA BUKIMKAJIA I1HAKIIY pEaKLifo. XJIOMYHK —
OXaifHO BOpaHWil 1 AOTTSHYTHH. BiH CTOSB i3 piBHOIO CIMHOIO Ta BUCOKO
MiTHATAM TiAOopinasM. BiH MaB HACTUIBKM NUIAXETHHH BUTISA, MO S
IIPOCTO HE MOTJIa BiJIpBaTH MOTJISY.

— Teonop [on, — npeacTaBUBCs BiH KIHIII 32 CTOJIOM.

Bin BUNuUB cBiif i1yM, 1 KOJIU IPOCTATHYB PYKY A0 KOPOOKH, CKIISTHKA
3 BOJIOIO 3arPO3JIMBO 3aTPEMTLJIA.

I xnonuuk, 1 cayx’00BULIA BIICAXHYJIHUCS, IIUPOKO PO3ILTIONIMBIIN
oul.

— CrnokiiiHo, XJionmye, — HpoMoBHIIa ciaykO0oBuls. — [lail iomy
MIPOSTBUTHCAL.

Teomop Illom 30cepemkeHo HACYMUBCA. 3aMiCTh TOTO 1100 MiTHATH
PYKY, BiH IIPOCTO BI’SIBCS MOTJISJIOM Y Ty CKIISTHKY.

Bopna Bcepennni 3a0pukuia 3 aeani OUIbLIO CHIIO0, 3aKpyTHIacs
B IIAJIEHOMY BHpI, @X IOKM BpEIITI CKJISHKAa NepeKuHyjacs, 1 Boja
XJTFOTTHYJIA Ha CT1J, CTIKAI0UM Yepe3 Horo Kpai.
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“Artisan. Charmer!” the official said, clapping, smiling—
the first smile of any. “Medium: water!”

Theodore Shop merely stared at the mess he’d created with
his mind, and a small, rose-cheeked grin emerged.

In the next moment, a hand closed over my mouth and
dragged me sideways into a dark room. A door closed and
smothered all light. I was pressed abruptly to a wall, and some
instinct bid me to bite down.

“Ouch!” Patrick’s breath washed over my face. His fingers
disappeared. “Fuck!”

The sound of footsteps in the hall approached, and we both
froze. But they didn’t slow or stop, didn’t open the door to inspect.
They passed by, the sound softening, and Patrick and I sagged and
sti ed laughter in our cuffs.

I put a hand against my thundering heart.

“Holy shit.”

“Yeah,” there was a grin in his voice.

“Holy shit.”

There was a click. A flicker. A flame spluttered to life in
Patrick’s hand, illuminating his face.

For a moment, | gawked at it. It came from a tiny silver tin.

“What is that?”” I hated how awestruck I sounded.
Patrick watched me curiously.

“A lighter. You don’t have none in Scurry?”

“If we did, would I bother askin’ about it?”
Patrick smirked.

Jlo croy MUTTIO TAOIT CiTyra 3 raH4ipKOIo, 30Mparody BOJY, IMTOKH
Ta HE BCTUIJIA 3aJISMIATH 1LI1JI1 CTOCH CITUCKIB.

— Murenp. 3aknuHau! — BUTYKHYJIA CIyKOOBHIIS, IUIECKAlOUU B
JI0JIOH1 M ycMixarouuch — 11e OyJia meplia yCMiIKa, sIKy B3arajii XToCh TyT
0auns. — Cruxis: Boja!

Teomop Illlon nwie NWUIBHO JMBHUBCS Ha TOW Oe3maj, SKW BiH
BUMHMB CHUJIOIO CBO€I JYMKH, 1 Ha Horo o0iuydi 3’sBUiacs JieAb MOMITHA
pyM’siHa IOCMILIKA.

HactynHoi MUTI 4usich pyka 3aTyiujiia MEHi poT 1 moTsria B OiK, y
TeMHY KiMHaTy. J[Bepi 3aXJIOMHYNHUCA, BiAPi3aBIIU OCTaHHE CBITIO. MeHe
PI3KO MPUTHUCHYJIHU 70 CTiHU, 1 AKUICh IHCTUHKT 3MyCUB MEHE KyCaTHUCS.

— Ait! — nomux Ilatpika oOmasmuB MeHI OOTUIYSI. Moro manbmi
MUTTIO 3HUKIA. — YopT!

3BYK KpOKIB Yy KOpHAOpI CTaBaB Jenani ONMXYUM, 1 MU 000€
3aBMepiH. AJie BOHM HE YIOBUIBHHIIMCS 1 HE CTHXJIM, HIXTO HE BiYHHHB
nBepi, mo0 mnepeBipuTH KiMHaTy. Kpoku mpoHmuM moB3, 3BYK IOYaB
3aTuxarty, 1 Mu 3 [laTpikoM BUAMXHYIM 3 MOJIETTIEHHSM, 3aTHCKAIOYN CMiX
pyKaBaMu.

S nmpuknana pyky 10 ceplis, 110 CKaXeHO KayaTallo.

— Ox, yopTt 3a0upaii.

— Ara, — y Hioro rojoci BigdyBajiacs MIHMpoKa rmocmimka. — Yopt
3abupaii.

[Mock kmamaymo. Crnanax. Y pymi [larpika 3aTpinmoTinio W 0XuiIo
MOJTYM 51, OCBITTIOIOYH HOTO OOIAYYSI.

Ha muth s mpocto BuTpilmmiacs Ha Hboro. Borone mamas y
KpUXITHIH cpiOHIN KOpoOIIi.

— IIlo me Take? — g ak 3HEHaBUJILIA ceOe 3a Te, HACKLIbLKH
MIPUTOJIOMIIIEHO 1€ MPO3BYYAJIO.

[TaTpik 13 1IKaBICTIO CIIOCTEPIraB 3a MHOIO.
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“This particular one is me father’s invention. Here,” and he — 3amansHnuka. Y Bac y CKyppi Takux HeMae?

held it up for closer inspection. — Slk6u Oynwm, To Xi0a O 5 cTaya Mpo 1e MUTaTH?
“This wheel here, it sparks the int. The oil in the canister [TaTpik mepeMokHO BCMiXHYBCS.
keeps the flame burnin’.” — KoHkpeTHO o111 — BHHaxXia Moro 0aTbka. JIMBUCH, — BiH IiJIHIC
I eyed it warily. il Omkye, mo0 g Moria po3auBUTHCA. — OCh 1€ KOJIIIATKO BUKPEIIYE
“Your dad, you say?” iCKpy. A onuBa B METaJIEBiil €EMHOCTI MiATPUMYE BOTOHb.
Patrick winked at her. The flame danced in his irises. S ckoca moaMBUIIACs Ha 3aMajbHUYKY.
“Not all genius belongs to the swanks.” — TBoro 6atbka, kaxer?
[TaTpik miamurays iif. [Tomym’s TaHIIOBaNIO B OTO 31HULIAX.
My eyes fell to his lips as he spoke. He was quite a bit taller — He Tinpku num nuxatum OaratisiM OyTH pO3yMHHMHU.
than me but as close as he’d yet been, and my stomach came alive, [Toxu BiH TOBOpUB, Miii MOIJISIT MUMOBOJII BIaB Ha ioro ryou. Bin
networks of sputtering bursts erupting from my gut up into my OyB nmoOpsiue BHIUM 3a MEHE, aje 3apa3 CTOSB TaK OJIM3BKO, SK HIKOJU
chest. I felt suddenly shy. My cheeks heated. panime. YcepenuHi B MEHE BCE OXWJIO: BiJI CaMOTO JKHBOTA JO TPyICH

1

“We should leave,” I whispered to him. “Now.’
He was far from panicked. In fact, his smile widened.
“You followed me in,” he stated.

“Didn’t think you would.”
“What?” I spluttered, the reverie broken. “You gave me no

choice.”

“Nabh,” he shook his head.
“There were plenty of choices.”
The lighter flickered as he held it higher, as though to see

me better.

“You chose to come in with me.”

My stomach twisted once more, and he seemed to see it.
His eyes glinted.

“You like me, don’t you?”

Heat flooded my face.

“What?” I blustered. “Ugh! You’re disgust—"

MPOKOTHJIACS XBHJIS TapsSuuX ICKPUCTHX ClajaxiB. MeHi panToM CTajio
HisikoBO. [1loku 3amananm.

— Hawm tpe0a iitu, — mporenoriia s Homy. — 3apas xe.

Bin 1 He nymaB maHikyBatu. ba Oinblue, oro mocmimka crana Ime
HIMPILOIO.

— Twu cama minuia 3a MHOIO, — KOHCTaTyBaB BiH. — He aymas, 1o
HaBaKUIICS.

— Illo? — obypunacs s, NPUALIOBIIH 70 TAMU. — TH HE 3aTUIINB
MEHi1 BHOODY.

— Ta Hi, — BiH MOXUTaB rojioBolo. — Bubopy Oyno uumano. —
3anayibHUYKA 3MHUTHYJA, KOJIM BIH MIiJHSAB ii BWINE, HIOW HaMarar4uch
Kpallle MeHe po3riie/liTi. — AJie TH cama BUpIIInia MiTH 31 MHOIO.

Y MeHe 3HOBY BCE CTHUCHYJOCS B JKHMBOTI, 1, 37aBajiocsi, BIH IIe
MIOMITHB.

Moro oui GucHyH.

— S T061 mogobarock, uh He Tak?

27



Patrick threw something at me then. I only just saw it
before it hit my stomach. Something round and heavy.

A little cake sat cradled in my hands.

“Eat up,” Patrick said. “Then we’d better go. You’re a bad
influence on me, Nina Harrow.”

I hesitated, but the rumble of my stomach soon silenced any
other thought.

I said nothing as I ate, but I found myself smiling around
the pieces of cake in my mouth and wondered whether the
pounding of blood behind my eyes was fear or furious excitement.
The two seemed tightly braided.

Patrick paced around the shelves that lined the walls,
illuminating small patches as he went with his lighter. It appeared
we were in a storage space of some kind. It stunk of moisture and
fouling vegetables. There was movement in the corners: Patrick’s
light sending rats back into the walls. Stack after stack of crates
were organized in aisles. All were identical except for the brands
burned into the wood, marking their contents: BRUNDLE’S
CANNERY; TIMPTON AND SONS CO.; LIPSHORE LINENS.

He almost didn’t see where the floor fell away. His lighter
caught on the edges of the hole before his feet did.

“Stop!” I hissed, my hands outstretched, and I pointed
down. His foot hovered over the abyss.

He held the lighter into its depths. Shallow steps led to a
cellar’s hatch. An open cellar hatch.

“What do you s’pose they keep in here?” he asked, and I
saw that manic stupidity in his eyes return.

“Don’t even think of it.”

OO6ym4u4st MEHI BMUTh 001aJI0 KapOM.

— Jo? — BuOyxHyna si. — Texy! Ta T npocto orug—

Tomi Ilarpik mock y MeHe KUHYB. S jeAb BCTHIJIA IMOMITHTH IEH
MpeaMeT, TepIl HiXK BiH BIy4uB MeHi B *KUBIT. LI{och kpyriie it Baxke.

MarneHbpKuil MUPI>KOK ONMHUBCSA Y MEHE B PyKax.

— Ik, — xunys Ilatpik. — A Toji Kpalle HaMm 3Biacu 3a6upaTHCs.
Tu Ha mene norano BiuuBaemi, Hino ["appoy.

Sl 3aBaranacs, ajge OypyaHHsI B )KMBOTI LIBUJIKO 3MYCHJIO 3aMOBKHYTH
OyIb-sIK1 1HII TyMKH.

IToxu s ina, s He 3pOHMIIA HI CJIOBa, ajle PaNTOM MiliMana cebe Ha
TOMY, IO TTOCMiXarocsa 3 HAOUTUM PoTOM. MeHi cTano IiKaBo, MO0 e TaK
KajaTtae B MOId TOJIOBi: cTpax 4M maneHe 30ymxeHHa. OOuaBa MOUyTTS
CILICNIUCS B TYTY KOCY.

[TaTpik XOIWMB TOMIXK CTENaXaMH, IO TATHYJIWCS B3JOBX CTiH,
MiJCBIYYIOUN 3aMaJbHUYKOI0 HEBENHKI JUISTHKH MPOCTOPY. 31aBAIOCS, MU
ONUHWINCS B SKOMYCh CXOBMII. TyT TXHYJO CHpICTIO Ta 31ICOBaHUMH
OBOYaMH. Y KyTKax ILOCh BOPYLIWJIOCS: CBITJIO Bij 3amainbHUuku IlaTpika
3araHsyio LIypiB Has3aja y IIUIMHU B CTiHax. Slmuku, BUOyZyBaHI psja 3a
ps0M, YTBOPIOBAJIM LI MPOXOAM. Yci BOHM OylM 1A€HTHYHI, OKpIM
BUIIAJICHNX HA JepeBi KieiiM, mo Bkasysaau Ha Bmict: “KOHCEPBHUN
3ABOJI BPAHIJIA”; “KOMIIAHIA TIMIITOH I CUHW”;
“JITTIIOPCBHKE ITOJIOTHO™.

Bin maiio He mporaBuB Mmiclie, Jie mijyora oopusanacs. CBiTiio HOro
3aMaJbHUYKN BUXOMHJIIO Kpai MPOBaJIIS 32 MHUTH JIO0 TOTO, SIK TyIU CTYITWIN
HOro HOT'HU.

— Criit! — npomumnina s, IPOCTATHYBIIN PYKH i BKa3ylOUd BHHU3.
Moro Hora 3aBucIa Hajl CaMiCiHBKMM IIPOBAILIAM.

Bin omycTtuB 3anmanbHHUKy, HifcBiuyrouu rnubuny. Kpyti cxomu
BEJIH J10 MPOXOAY Yy Miio3i. Jo BITYMHEHOTO JIFOKY i BaTy.
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But Patrick had already begun to descend the steps. He
lowered himself carefully onto the ladder.

“We’ve come this far,” he said. “Might as well look
around.”

I dithered for a moment, then followed him in.

The cellar was cold, with a floor of compacted dirt. But as
for what it contained, I couldn’t tell. Patrick stood with his lighter
held high, blocking all else from view. I had to shunt him aside to
see.

Shelves and shelves of shallow crates stacked against one
wall. The very same crates I’d seen discarded by the siphoning
officials’ feet.

“Fuck me,” Patrick intoned. He held his lighter to the brand
singed into the wood grain of one of the crates. PROPERTY OF
BELAVERE TRENCH, it said.

“You don’t think—?”

“Of course I bloody think,” 1 rasped, my throat suddenly
closing.

“Don’t touch it!”

Patrick lifted the lid of one of the crates immediately. He
pulled a small vial from its insides, dark viscous liquid sloshing
within. “Holy shit,” Patrick said. Then louder. “Holy shit!”

I’d clapped my hand firmly over his mouth in an instant.
“Shut up, you idiot

Patrick slipped my grasp. “It’s ink.”

“We’re in a storage room next to a siphon’ ceremony, half-
wit. What did you think you’d find?”

A clatter above announced the arrival of another, and my
blood turned cold.

'9,

— JSIx pymaeni, 1o BOHM TYT TPUMAarTh? — 3alMTaB BiH, 1
nobaunia, K y Horo ouax 3HOBY NpoOJIMCHYJAa Ta camMa MaHlakajbHa
Tynict— HaBiTh He gyMaii rpo 1e, — Biapizana .

Auxe ITatpik yxe novas cryckaTtucs. Bin o6epexHo cTaB Ha Apabuny.
— Mu BXe Tak Jalieko 3ainum, — KUHYB BiH. — MoxHa Bxke i
PO33UPHYTHUCS.

Ha mMuTs s 3aBaranacs, aje Bce K pyIInja CIiIoM 3a HUM.

VY ninBani Oyno X0JI0/HO, a mijyiora Oyia 3 BuTonTanoi 3emii. [Ipote
s He Morja po3idpaT, 10 caMe TaM JeXUTb. [laTpik CTOSIB, BHCOKO
HIHSBILY 3aMalbHUYKY, 1 CBOEIO MOCTATTIO 3acTylaB yBechb Oruisij. MeHi
JIOBEJIOCSI BIIIITOBXHYTH LIbOTO BUITYTIKa BOIK, 11100 00/1aii 1IIOCh PO3TJIEIITH.

[Tomuiist 3a MONMIIETO, HU3BKI SIIIUKK OyJTH CKJIa/IeH] B3IOBX OJHI€T 31
crin. ToyHO Taki cami SANIMKH, sIKi s Oadmia MOKMHYTUMH OIS HIr
CITy>KOOBIIIB, 1110 TPOBOIMIIH MTOCBATY.

— Yoprt, — npomosus Ilarpik. Bin mignic 3ananbHUYKyY 0 Kiielma,
BumnaneHoro Ha JnepeBi oxHoro 3 smmkiB. «BJIACHICTH BEJIABEP
TPEHY», — Oyno Hanucano taM. — TH X He AyMaell, 1o.. .7

— 3BICHO, YOPT 3a0upai, g Tak 1 Jymaro, — MPOXpHUIILIa s, 1 MeHi
panrtom 31aBuio ropio. — He yinaii!

[TaTpik MUTTEBO BIAKMHYB KPUILIKY OJHOTO 3 SIIIMKIB. BiH BUTATHYB
3BIATH MaJIEHBKY aMITyJly, BCEPEIMHI SIKOi XJIFOTaja TeMHA T'yCTa piTuHa.
— Yopt 3a0upait, — npomoBuB IlaTpik. A notim yxe ryunime: — Yopr
3abupaii!

A wmurtio MIIIHO  3aTyjiuWia  HWOMy  pPOT  JIOJIOHEIO.
— 3arkHucH, igiore!

[TaTpik BUCIH3HYB 13 MOiX pYK.

— Ile yopHMIIO, — MOBUB BiH.

— Mu B komipui mopyd i3 3aioM, 1€ TNPOBOASTH IOCBATY,

tynoronoBuii. lllo T cioxiBaBcs TyT 3HaWTH?
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Yellow light descended into the cellar through the open
hatch. “In here” ordered a bodiless voice.

In the space between breaths, Patrick extinguished his
lighter. His fingers made a st in the front of my blouse and he pulled
me sideways. We tucked into a far, dark corner, where damp-
smelling linens hung out of overflowing boxes and concealed the
top halves of our bodies. I prayed the shadows would obscure our
legs.

Sounds of movement and harsh breathing came, though I
saw nothing beyond the browning cloth. Deliverymen, I assumed,
carrying supplies overhead and dumping it where directed. An
assertive voice instructed them. “Not there! Over there.”

The interminable thumping of my heart. The shu e of
Patrick’s feet. The feel of his breaths on the crown of my head. My
fingers shaking in his. Surely, 1 thought. If they come down here,
we’ll be heard. We’ll be found.

Patrick squeezed my fingers. Hush.

“Idium, sir?” a gruff voice asked.

“In the cellar” came the answer.

My heart seized.

I heard the grunts of a man clambering down into the dark,
the dull thud of his feet finding the ground. “Pass it down,” he
called.

I didn’t dare look. I sealed my eyes shut and prayed. There
was the sound of wood against wood and the music of shifting
glass. “These ones got wax seals on ’em.” The man heaved on each
word as though he’d run several miles. “Never seen ’em bother
with wax. What do you—?”

['ypkiT 3BepXy CHOBICTUB MPO YHIOCH MOSIBY, 1 MOSI KPOB 3aCTHUIIIA B
KHUJIAX.

JKoBTe CBITIIO MOMWIOCA B TiABAaT Kpi3h BIAKPUTHHA JIIOK.
— Crogu, — Haka3aB rojoc Hi3BIIKH.

V npomikky Mix momuxamu ITaTpik moracus 3anmaabHHUKy. Moro
NaybLi BUSTTHIINCS B MO0 OJy3Ky Iorepeny, i BiH CMUKHYB MeHe BOIK. Mu
3a0MIIKCs B TAJICKUI TEMHUN KYTOK, /1€ 3 MEPEIOBHEHUX KOPOOOK 3BUCAIIO
BOJIOT€ Ha JOTUK IMOJIOTHO, 3aKPUBAIOYM BEPXHIO YACTUHY HAIIUX Tid. S
MoJTHIIacs, o0 TiHI MPUXOBAJIA HAIlll HOTH.

3ropu mouyyucs 3ByKH pyXy Ta BaKKe JUXaHHs], X04a s HIYOTO He
Oaumnia Kpi3b 11e noOypiie nonoTHO. JJOCTaBHUKY, SIK S IPUITYCTHUIIA, TATAIN
MIPUTIACH HAJ] HAIIMMHU TOJOBAMH W CKHJAIM iX TyIH, KyIH iM BKa3yBaJH.
Buiagunii roJIoc po31aBaB BKa31BKU:
— He tynu! On tyau.

Heckinuenne kamatauus moro cepus. Llypxir mir Iarpika. Horo
MoAMX Ha MOiM MakiBli. Moi manblli, O[0 TPEeMTUIM B MOTrO JOJOHI.
“HameBHo, — aymana s. — SIKIII0 BOHU CIYCTATbCS CIOJH, HAC MOYYHOTb.
Hac 3HaiinyTs”.

[TaTpik cTHcHYB MOT manbi. “Tuxime”.

— Iniym, cep? — 3anuTaB rpyOuii rojioc.

— V miaBaii, — OpoiyHasa BiIMOBIIb.

Moe cepue 3aBMepIIo0.

S mouyna KpsAXTIHHA YOJIOBIKA, 110 CITyCKaBCs B TEMPSBY, 1 TIIyXUil
yaap Woro Hir 00 3eMITIo.

— IlepenaBaii, — rykHyB BiH.

51 He HaBaXKyBajacs TMBUTHCA. S MIIIHO 3aIUTIONIIIIA 04l i MOJIHIIACS.
ITouyBcst  crykit  gepeBa 00  JepeBo 1  Tepea3BiH
— Ha riux BockoBi ne4atku. — YoJI0BiK BaKKO BUANXAB KOXKHE CIOBO, HIOU

CKJIa.
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“Be on your way” was the only response. Footsteps
sounded on the ladder and then receded, but the yellow light
remained. Was the room above empty? Was it safe to emerge?

Another voice suddenly joined the last, and I jumped. I
stepped on Patrick’s foot and felt him wince.

This time, the voice was high-pitched and lilting. It
bounced off the walls. A woman’s heeled footsteps slapped the
tiles above as she spoke.

“Thomas, have someone come and collect the clutter out in
the hall, the crates are piling up again and we’re not yet halfway
through the siphonings. Where on earth are your staff ?”

“Bringing in the deliveries, ma’am.”

“Then do it yourself. And bring more vials, if you please.”

The male voice seemed to hesitate. I heard him shift his feet
nervously. “Ma’am... the, er... the wax seals, or?”

“No,” said the woman.

“We’ve got just about all the Artisan children needed this
year, the water Charmer was one of the last. Only brink towns are
left.”

A pause, perhaps only half a second. Enough time, though,
for my heart to collapse in its cage, for Patrick’s hand to turn limp,
for both of our frames to shudder, rocked at the foundation.

“Bring the Crafter-marked vials. With any luck, we’ll be
finished ahead of schedule,” said the woman.

The man seemed to start a sentence, then think better.
“There’s a girl in the courtyard,” he said.

“Small, ginger hair. Thin as a reed. It doesn’t seem like
she’s eaten in a good while.”

npoOir Kigbka Muiab. — Hikonn He 6ayuB, m00 BOHU TaK MOPOYMIIUCS 3
Bockowm. IIlo me 3a—?
— Pobm, mo kaxyrte, — Oyna eauHA  BIJIIMOBIJIb.

[TouyBecs TymiT HIr mo JpabuHi, SIKUH MOCTYNOBO 3aTHX, ajieé KOBTE CBITIO
HIKyZM He 3HMKIO0. UM cropokHina kimMHara Haropi? Um Ge3medHo Bxke
BUXOAUTH?

PanToBo 70 mepIioro roiocy MpUeIHABCS HIINMN, 1 1 3ApUTHYJIACS.
S nmacrynuia [aTpiky Ha HOTY 1 Big4yJa, SIK BiH 3pUTHYBCS BiJl 00II0.

PantoBo mposyHaB iHIIKUN TOJIOC — BUCOKUH 1 13BIHKUI. BiH Haye
BiJIcKakyBaB Bia cTiH. [loku kxiHka roBopuia, Oyno 4yyTd, SIK ii migdopu
LIOKaI0Th o TUTATI 3BEpPXY:
— Towmace, Hexaii XTOCh MpHiie 1 mpubepe e 6e31an y KOpuaopi, SIuKu
3HOBY HAKOMMYYIOTHCS, a MU 1€ i 10 CEpEANHM TIOCBATH He Midnuma. Jle, B
Oica, TBOI Jrroan?

— IlpuiimaroTs 3aMOBJICHHSI, MEM, — IIPOJTyHAJIA BiIIOBI/Ib.

— Toni 3po6u 1ie cam. | mpuHecu e (hIaKkoHiB, SIKIIO TBOS JacKa.

Yonosiuuii ronoc, 31aBanocs, 3aBaraBcs. S mouyna, sk BiH HEPBOBO

MepecTymnuB 3 HOTH Ha HOTY.
— MeM... Ti, e-¢... BOCKOBI IICYaTKH, YH?..
— Hi, — Bigpizana xinka. — Mu 310pasin Maiike BCIX IITEH-

MuTuiB, siKki TOTPiOHI IBOTO POKY; 3aKJIMHAY BOAU OyB OAHHM 3 OCTAHHIX.
JImuucs TUTbKU MPUKOPAOHHI MICTEUKa.

[Taysa — MOXJIMBO, BChOTO Ha NiB cekyHIu. IIpore 1poro
BHCTAUMJIO, III00 MOE CepIie 3aBATMIIOCS Y CBOIM KT, o0 pyka [larpika
3HECHJIEHO 0OMSIKIIA, @ MU 000€ 3JPUTHYJIUCS BCIM TiJIOM, Haye Bij yaapy B
caMuii GyHIaAMEHT.

— Ilpunecun ¢nakoHM 3 MapKyBaHHAM PeMmiCHHKIB.
MOIACTUTh, MU 3aKIHYMMO paHilie rpadika, — ckazana xKiHkKa.

SIkro
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The woman sighed deeply but not unkindly.

“She was fed on the train,” she said. “And she’ll be fed
again before she returns to her family.”

“Just seems like one or two of the poorer ones could be
spared that life,” the man continued.

“It’d be easy enough to swap the vial—"

“Speak wisely,” hissed the woman, her voice dropping to a
whisper.

“Such thoughts will have you swinging from the gallows,
sir. Do you understand me?”

A shuffle.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Only a handful are trusted with this knowledge, and you
are paid handsomely for your remit, are you not?”

“Yes, ma’am.” It sounded more defeated this time.

A gentle sigh came, and then, “There have always been
those more fortunate than others, Thomas. It is the way of the
world, however unkind. Not all can be trusted with power. It must
be meted out carefully.”

“Of course, ma’am. I only thought...” His voice trailed off
. And whatever Thomas thought was never voiced.

I wished I could see the woman’s face. I wanted to see if it
was sympathetic or wretched or uncaring. I wanted to see what
flashed in her eyes when she said, “The only thing we may do for
those children is pray for them.”

There was the sound of crates shifting, the harsh heeled tap
of the woman’s shoes receding. The man named Thomas sighed

YomoBik, 37aBaiocs, XOTiB IIOCh OOBKHYTH, aJIeé BYaCHO MEepPEayMaB.
— Tam y nBopi IiBUMHKA, — CKaszaB BiH. — MajseHbka, pyaa. ToHka, sk
TpocTrHKA. CX0’K€e, BOHA BXKE AYy’KE JaBHO HIYOTrO He ira.

XKinka rau0Ooxo 3iTXHyIa, ajne B ii ronoci He OyII0 3J10CTi.

— Ti romyBanu B nots3i, — npoMoBuIa BoHa. — I i MOroayIoTh 1ie
pa3, TepiI Hi’k BOHA MIOBEPHETHCS IO CBOET POJIUHHU.

— 3maeThesi, OQHOTO-ABOX 13 THX, IO OifHimm, MOXHA Oyino O i
1Mo30aBUTH Takoi J0idi, — BIB Jami 4oioBik. — byno 6 gocuts mpocto
MIIMIHATH (DJIaKOH...

— JloGupaii ciioBa, — mpoImIMIIiIa XiHKa, 1 ii roJIoc meperInoB Ha
menitT. — 3a Taki [yMKU Bac, cep, BIAMPABIAThH NMPsAMO Ha mUOeHUI0. Bu
MeHe 3po3yMinu?

ypxir.

— Tak, meM.

— Jlumme oguHUISAM JOBIPEHO IIi 3HAHHS, 1 BaM JOOpsUe MIaTsTh 3a
Balr 00OB’SI3KHU, YU HE TaK?

— Tak, Mmem. — L[poro pa3sy romgoc 3By4as Iie OLIbII TPUTHIYEHO.

Tuxuii noaux, a 3a HUM:

— 3aBxau Oyau Ti, KOMYy IMOMIACTUIO Oiiblle 3a iHIIHUX, Tomace.
Takuil ye BiallITOBaHHUM CBIT, X04 OM SKUM KOpPCTOKUM BiH OyB. He BciM
MO’KHA JIOBIpATH cuiTy. li TpeGa BiaMiproBaTH 06epekHO.

— 3BicHO, MeM. S e nmogymas... — HOTro rojioc 3atux. | xou 6u
mo Tam Tomac mymaB, BiH Tak i He HaBaYKHBCS IPOMOBHUTH I1€ BrOJIOC.

MeHi X0TUI0CS TOOAUYUTH 00IUYYS i€l )KIHKH. XOTLIOCS Ai3HATHCH,
g1 OyJI0 BOHO CHiBUYTJIMBUM, UM MEP3E€HHHM, 4YM Oalgyx’uM. XOTUI0CA
no0avnTH, 10 MPOMaHHYJIO B 11 049ax, KOJIM BOHA IPOMOBHMJIA:

— €111uHe, 1110 MU MOKEMO 3pOOUTH JUIS LIUX AITell — 1€ MOJIUTHUCS
3a HUX.
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from somewhere near the hatch. And then his feet came down the
ladder again.

I peeked out from behind the musty linens to see him stare
forlornly at the crate in his hands, and I realized that he was much
older than I’d imagined. He gripped the sides of the box as though
he might crush it, but instead he set it down with the others and
turned away. He climbed up the ladder and closed the hatch. The
yellow light evaporated.

Patrick and I were alone again. Sti-kneed and limp-
tongued.

It took several moments for Patrick to lift the linens and
step out. Longer before he remembered to come back for me. He
untangled me from sheets in the dark, and I did not have the
presence of mind to help him.

The lighter flickered, and a flare appeared in the space
between his chin and mine, turning us both blood orange.

“What did she mean?” I asked him, much in the way a child
asks an elder.

His lips looked white, even in the glow.

“I don’t know.”

“Crafter-marked.” 1 looked to the crates
PROPERTY OF BELAVERE TRENCH.

“She said ‘Crafter-marked.’”

branded

Patrick held aloft the vial he’d plucked earlier. Atop its
cork was a red wax seal that barely coated the vial’s neck.

I thought of those children I’d seen in the hall, uncorking
their waxless vials of idium and being declared Crafters.

[IposnyHaB 3ByK SIIMKIB, IO COBAJIKMCS MO MIJI031, a TOTIM Pi3KHUMA
CTYKIT Ti0OpiB IIi€l XIHKK moyaB BiggamsaTucsa. YosoBik Ha iM’st Tomac
31TXHYB JIeCh O1JI1 BXOy. A MOTIM HOTO HOTH 3HOBY MOYAJIH CITYCKATHCS 110
JpaOuHi.

S Bu3MpHyZna 3-3a IUIICHABOTO TMOJIOTHA W moOaumia, SIK BiH
PO3MAawWINBO BTYIUBCS B AIIMK y CBOiX pyKax; sl 3p03yMiJia, 110 BiH HabaraTto
CTapIIui, HiX 5 co01 ysBis1a. Bin Tak cTuCHYB 60KH KOpOOKH, Haue XOTiB
pO34YaBUTH 11 BIIEHT, ajleé HATOMICTh IMPOCTO TOCTAaBUB ii 10 IHIIUX 1
BiIBepHYBcs. BiH migHsBCcsS mo apalOuHi W 3aunHUB JIOK. JKOBTE CBITIIO
BUIIAPYBAJIOCH.

Mu 3 IlaTpikoM 3HOBY 3alIUIIHIKCS caMi. 3 MIAKOIIEHUMHU KOJIHAMH
Ta Bi1iOpaHOIO MOBOIO.

[Tatpiky 3HamOOWIIOCS KiNbKa XBWJIMH, MO0 MIAHATH IOJIOTHO M
BUOparncs Ha3oBHI. | me Ourbmie wacy — mio0 3rajard, o Tpeda
MOBEPHYTHCS 32 MHOIO. BiH BUIUTYTyBaB MEHE 3 IPOCTHPAIUT Y IJTKOBUTIN
TeMpsiBi, a B MeHe He Oylo CHJ HaBiTh MOBOPYXHYTHCS, 100 MHomy
JIOTIOMOTTH.

3ananbHUYKA 30JIMCHYIA, 1 MIXK HOro miadopia/isaM Ta MOIM CajlaXHyB
BOTHUK, 3a0apBUBIIN Hac 000X y KPUBABO-IOMapaHYCBHUI.

— Ilo BoHa MaJia Ha yBa3i? — 3anuTaia s HOro, Haue TUTHHA, 110
3BEPTAETHCS JIO CTAPIIIOTO.

Horo rybm 3pmaBanucss OUTMMU  HaBiTh Yy TOMY  CSIMBI.
— 41 He 3naro.
— 3 MapKyBaHHSAM PemicHHKIB, — mpomoBuia s. S moauBuiIacs Ha

smuku 3 TaBpoM “BIIACHICTD BEJIABIP TPEHY”. — Bona ckazana: ,,3
MapKyBaHHSIM PeMicHUKIB®.

[TaTpik migHSIB HaJ TOJIOBOIO (hIAKOH, SIKUIM BiH IMOIYIUB paHilIe.
Moro 3aTmuky BiHuYaTa HeyaTka 3 YEpPBOHOTO BOCKY, IIO JIEIb MOKPHBAB
MIUAKY TOCYIUHH.
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We’ve got just about all the Artisan children needed this
year.

“What does it mean?” I asked again, desperation leaking
through. My stomach bowled. The lighter sputtered out.

“Patrick... what does it mean?”
Somewhere inside me, a screw wound tighter and tighter.

CHAPTER 6

PATRICK

Nina’s bottom lip shook.

We should leave, Patrick thought. Before they come back.

But his feet wouldn’t—or couldn’t—move. His head
clawed at those crates on their shelves, scratched at the wood in
need of answers.

“What does it mean?” Nina whispered over and over, like a
fading prayer. The words belting around inside him.

I don’t know what it means.

He couldn’t leave. Not until he could make some meaning.

Patrick placed three crates on the ground and cursed them
for rattling. He lifted their lids and cringed at the groan and squeak
of the timber. He ran his thumb down the int wheel of the lighter
he’d stolen from his father and held the flame next to his knees.

Two crates of twenty-four vials, all corked, all missing wax
seals. One smaller crate—twelve vials only, all of them lightly

A 3ragana TUX AiTEeH, AKUX Oaywmia B 3aii: K BOHHM BIAKYOPIOBAIH
cBOi (1aKoHU 3 iiyMOM 0€3 >KOJHOTO BOCKY, 1 SIK iX IPOTOJIONIYBaJIv
PemicHukamu.

“Ilporo poxy Mu HaOpaiu Maixe BCIX IITEH-MUTIIB, SKi HaM Oyiu
noTpioHi”.

— Hlo me o3Hauae? — 3HOBY 3amuTana s, 1 Kpi3b Mil Troioc
npocounBcs Biguail. LImyHOK cKpyTHiIO By3/I0M. 3analibHUYKa MTUPXHYIIA i
3raca.

— Ilarpiky... mo 1e o3Havyae?

Bcepennni MeHe OCh 3aTATYBaIOCs y TYTHid, HECTEPITHUIN BY3011.

PO3/1LU1 6

I[TATPIK

VY Hinu 3aTpemTina HIDKHS ry0a.

“Tpeba 3Bincu 3abuparucs”, — nogymas Ilatpik. — “Jlo Toro, sik
BOHU TIOBEPHYTHCA .

Ane #ioro HOTH HE XOTUTM — ab0 HE MOTJIM — 3PYIIUTH 3 MICIIS.
Moro mQyMKH BuUemummcs B Ti AIMKH HA TONUIAX, APATANM JEPEBO B
MOIITYKAaxX BIAMOBIEH.

— IIlo me o3Hauae? — 3HOBY ¥ 3HOBY menoTita Hina, Haue
3racarouy MoJUTBY. Lli citoBa T'yJIKO BIJUTYHIOBAJIU B HHOTO BCEPEIUHI.

“4] He 3Haro0, 110 1Ie 0O3HAYac”,

Bin He mir mitu. He paniie, Hix 3Haiiie B 1boMy 00/ail SIKUHCh CEHC.

[TaTpik MOCTaBUB TPH SIIMKH HA 3€MITIO 1 BUJIAsIB 1X 3a T€, 0 BOHU
Opsizkanu. BiH MiTHSAB KPUIIKH, 3APUTHYBIIUCH BiJl CTOTOHY Ta CKPHILY
nepeBuHH. [I0TiM MPOBIB BENIMKHUM MajblieM IO KOJIIIATKY 3alaJbHUYKH,
SKY BKpaB y 0aThbKa, 1 IiJJHIC BOTHUK /10 CBOIX KOJIH.

JlBa ALMKY MO ABAAIATh YOTUPU (IIAKOHM — YC1 3aKOPKOBaHI, Ha
KOJHOMY HEMa€e BOCKOBHX TME€YaTOK. | OAMH MEHIIWHA SIMUK — JIMIIe
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coated in thin red wax, as though the administer did not much care
if the glass was sealed or not. Patrick reached for one vial and pulled
the wax away easily. Without its marker, he could not identify the
di erence between this vial and that of its counterpart. They both
glistened with inky dilution.

“They’re marked,” Nina said, her breaths shallow.
“They’re marked for Artisans. For the ones... the ones they’ve
already picked out.”

Patrick found he could not answer while his blood was so
laced with heat. Pounding in his head was a growing litany. A
cumulative din of every vitriolic word he’d heard since he was
small. Every drunk and sober spray in the direction of the Artisan
government. A flood of it bloomed within him now. It set him on
fire. He was in danger of crushing the vial in his trembling hand.

But while Patrick burned, Nina seemed to extinguish.

“I never had a chance, did 1?” she asked him. Her voice
was so very small. “I never had a chance.”

Nina’s eyes glistened. Her sideways bow slipped another
inch.

Without deciding to do it, without really thinking on it at
all, he wrapped his arms around her shoulders and pulled her to
him.

And perhaps she found him dumb and foolish, but she
buried her forehead into his chest just the same, gripping the back
of his shirt with both hands.

He felt her warm breath permeate his shirt and shivered. He
felt inexplicably reluctant to let her go. “We need to leave, Nina.”

“I know.”

“Now.”

NBAaHAAUATH (IAKOHIB, KOXKEH 3 SIKUX JIe[b MOKPUTHH TOHKHM IIapOM
YEpPBOHOI'O0 BOCKY, Hau€ TOMY, XTO II¢ poOHB, Oysi0 aOCOIIOTHO Oaimyxe,
3arneyaTaHe ckjo 4yu Hi. [laTpik mOTATHYBCS O OHOTO 3 HUX 1 JIETKO 31I€p
BicK. be3 miel MITKM BiH He MIr 3HAHUTH KOIHOI BIAMIHHOCTI M LM
¢makoHoM Ta iHmMMU. OOUIBa BUOIMCKYBAIN YOPHIIIBHUM PO3YHUHOM.

— Bonm mnomiueni, — mpomoBwia Hina, i amxanHs Oyso
ypuB4actuM. — Bouu momiveni ans MwurtuiB. s THX... THX, KOTO BOHH
BJK€ BimiOpanu.

[TaTpik 30arHyB, 110 HE MOXKE BIJIMIOBICTH, MOKA HOTO KPOB a) TakK
KHIIJIa Bi JIIOTI. Y TOJIOBI MyJbCYBaB JeAalli TYYHIIIUN Mepenik oopas —
HAaKOMUYEHUN Tyll KOXKHOTO OTPYMHOIO CJOBa, SIKE BIH UyB 3MallCUKy.
KoxHna i’stHa 9u TBepe3a Jialika, KHHyTa B Oik ypsry MuTiis. 3apa3 yce e
PO3KBITIIO B HBOMY CIIPaBKHBOIO MOBiHHIO. [le kumano iioro B xap. Bin nenp
HE po34aBUB ()IAKOH Y CBOIM TPEMTSIUiN pyIIi.

Ane noku [latpik nanas Bix roTi, Hina, 3maBanocs, 3racana.

— V MeHe Hikonu He Oy10 maHcy, Tak? — 3amuTana BoHa. li romoc
OyB 30BCIM TUXUM. — Y MeHe HiKOJIH He OyJIo LIaHCy.

Oui Hinu 3a6mumanu. 11 cxunena Habik ronosa OnmycTUJIacs 1€ Ha
JTIOMM.

He po3mymyroum, WiAgaBIIACh SKOMYCh HE YCBIJOMIICHOMY
IMITyJIbCY, BIH OO1MHSIB 11 3a MJIe4i i MILIHO IPUTHCHYB JI0 cebe.

I, MmoxxyBO, BOHA BBakayia MOro O€3Ty3quM Ta JypHUM, alie BCe
OJTHO BTKHYJIACSl YOJIOM HOMY B TpyIii, 000Ma pyKaMu BUYETIMBIINCH B HOTO
COPOYKY 33a]1y.

BiquyBmm 11 Temnuii moaux Kpi3b COPOYKY, BIH MHMOBOJII
3npurnyBscs. MoMy 30BciM He XoTinocs ii BinmyckaTu, ajne BiH 3MycHB ceGe
MIPOMOBUTH:

— Hawm tpe6a iitu, Hino.

— 41 3nar0.
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“I know.”

But before they slipped back up the ladder and through the
hatch, out into the hall, the lane, the courtyard, Patrick plucked four
vials of idium from their resting places and shoved them deep into
his pockets.

Two with wax seals, and two without.

— 3apas3.

— 1 3nar0.

Aute mepe TUM SIK BUJTI3TH 110 ApaOuHI i MPOCIU3HYTH KPi3b JTIOK —
HA30BHI B KOPHUJIOP, Y MPOBYJIOK, Y BHYTpilIHii 1BopuKk — Ilarpik Buxonus
4OTHPHU (IIAKOHH 1iyMy 3 IXHIX MICIIb 1 3aITXaB INIMOOKO B KUILIEHI.

JIBa 3 BOCKOBUMHU TeUaTKaMu, 1 1Ba — 0e3.
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Chapter 2. Challenges of recreation of historical fictional world in Ukrainian
translation of A Forbidden Alchemy by Stacey McEwan.

2.1. Author and Work Overview: Genre, Background, and Purpose

A Forbidden Alchemy by Stacey McEwan is the first book in The Artisan Trilogy and
represents a contemporary romantasy novel that combines elements of fantasy, romance, and
socio-political fiction (Goodreads, 2026). The novel constructs a complex fictional world
influenced by the historical context of the 19th-century Industrial Revolution, particularly in
relation to class hierarchy, labour exploitation, and emerging class consciousness (Cosmopolitan,
2026).

The narrative follows Nina Harrow and Patrick Colson, who are taken from their
impoverished mining towns to Belavere City, where they are tested for magical abilities
(Goodreads, 2026). Their paths diverge as they become part of opposing social and ideological
systems, which later positions them on different sides of an emerging civil conflict. Against this
background, the novel explores themes of identity, belonging, loyalty, love, and moral conflict
within a highly stratified society (Cosmopolitan, 2026).

The fictional world of the novel is built on a clear contrast between different social spaces,
including the deprived mining settlements and the opulent and technologically advanced Belavere
City. These contrasting environments reflect broader socio-economic inequalities and contribute
to the development of both character dynamics and narrative tension. The magic system is also
closely integrated into this structure, serving as both a source of power and a tool of social control.
(Bromantasy, 2026)

According to author interviews and promotional materials, the world-building of the novel
is partially inspired by historical industrial settings and socio-economic structures of 19th-century
Britain. In particular, references to industrial towns, class division, and revolutionary movements
highlight parallels between the fictional society and real historical processes associated with the
Industrial Revolution and the rise of class consciousness (Good Reading Magazine, 2025).

Stacey McEwan is an Australian bestselling author of fantasy romance fiction. She initially
gained recognition through social media platforms such as TikTok and Instagram, where she
shared her writing and engaged with a wide readership. Before becoming a full-time author, she
worked as a school teacher for eleven years. Her works are characterized by emotionally driven
storytelling, strong romantic elements, and detailed fictional world-building (Stacey McEwan
Books, 2026).

A Forbidden Alchemy can be defined as a historical fictional fantasy novel, as it combines
imaginary magical systems and societies with elements reflecting real historical socio-economic
structures. The novel also engages with broader themes such as class consciousness, power
imbalance, and social revolution, which contribute to its relevance within contemporary fantasy
literature and its suitability for translation analysis.

2.2. Linguistic and Cultural Representation of a Historical Fantasy World

General characteristics of the historical fictional world. The historical fictional world
presented in A Forbidden Alchemy by Stacey McEwan is a complex constructed reality that
combines elements of 19th-century industrial society with fantasy components (How-to-Write-a-
Book-Now, 2026). This type of fictional world can be classified as a hybrid narrative space, as it
integrates recognizable historical socio-economic features with invented magical and cultural
systems (Alexander, 2014). Such combination corresponds to the broader category of secondary
worlds in fiction, which are defined as imaginary universes governed by internally consistent rules

37



that differ from the real world, yet often reflect it through symbolic or structural parallels
(Alexander, 2014).

From the perspective of genre classification, the novel belongs to romantasy, a subgenre
that merges fantasy world-building with romantic narrative lines. At the same time, it can be more
specifically described as a historical fictional fantasy, since its world-building is strongly
influenced by the industrial context of the 19th century, including class divisions, labour
exploitation, and socio-political tensions. These elements align the fictional setting with models
of industrial fantasy worlds, where technological and social structures resemble historical
industrialization processes while being embedded into a fictional framework (Truby, 2022).

According to typologies of fictional worlds, such as those discussed in studies of narrative
universes and political imagination, fictional settings like Belavere City and the surrounding
mining towns function as socio-symbolic spaces. They reflect a clear opposition between privilege
and deprivation, center and periphery, which is typical for industrially inspired fictional
environments. The world of the novel is therefore not purely fantastical, but grounded in
recognizable historical analogues, which enhances its interpretative depth and relevance (Hagberg,
2024).

A defining feature of this fictional world is its dual structure. On the one hand, it includes
elements derived from real historical conditions, particularly those reminiscent of the Industrial
Revolution and class-based societies. On the other hand, it incorporates irrealia, such as magical
systems, fictional institutions, and invented social roles like Artisans and Craftsmen. The
interaction between these two layers creates a coherent yet highly stylized narrative environment.

Finally, it is important to emphasize that the fictional world is primarily constructed
through descriptive passages rather than isolated terminology. These descriptions serve as a key
mechanism for world-building, as they integrate historical and fantasy elements into continuous
narrative representation. As a result, the fictional world is perceived not as a set of discrete
concepts, but as a dynamically described system of social, industrial, and magical realities.

Realia and Irrealia. Realia are generally understood as culturally specific lexical units
that denote objects, phenomena, or concepts characteristic of a particular historical period or social
environment and lacking direct equivalents in other languages. According to Ritva Leppihalme ,
such units are closely connected with the cultural and historical background of a language
community and often present translation challenges due to their specificity and lack of direct
lexical correspondence. (Leppihalme, 2011, 126) In the novel under analysis, realia are primarily
associated with the socio-economic and industrial context of the 19th century.

The text contains numerous examples of industrial and historical realia that reflect the
technological and social environment of the fictional world. (Factors affecting translation of realia
in classical literary masterpieces: access to the previous translations, the SL natives, and the SL
experts, Afrouz, M., 2022) Among them are references to industrial processes and infrastructure,
such as “the smokestack left plumes”, “the steam chest”, “the train’s farewell whistle”, “shaft
pulleys”, “the conveyors”, and “the mills and canals” (McEwan, 2025). These elements clearly
reflect the industrial setting inspired by the 19th-century Industrial Revolution. In addition,
everyday life realia are represented through items of clothing and material culture, such as “lace
trim collar of my blouse”, “starched white blouses”, “wide-hooped skirts, neckties and long
coats”, as well as “wax seals” and “kerosene” (McEwan, 2025). Social realia are also present,
for instance in references such as “Lord Tanner” and “the servant”, which reflect hierarchical
structures typical of the historical period.

Irrealia, in contrast, refer to fictional, invented elements that do not exist in reality and are
created within the constructed world of the novel. These include both proper names and culturally
specific fictional concepts that contribute to the fantasy dimension of the narrative. In A Forbidden
Alchemy, irrealia are mainly represented through geographical names, social structures, and
magical systems. (Leppihalme, 2011, 126).
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Examples of irrealia include fictional toponyms such as “Scurry”, “Kenton Hill”,
“Belavere Trench”, “the Artisan capital city”, and “the Gyser River” (McEwan, 2025). Socially
constructed irrealia are represented by terms such as “Artisans” and “Crafters”, which denote
fictional social classes within the novel’s hierarchy. In addition, institutional and magical irrealia
are present in expressions like “the National Artisan House”, “Fire Charmer”, “Idia”,
“Terranium”, and the process of “imbuing magic” (McEwan, 2025). These elements construct
the fantasy framework of the narrative and contribute to the creation of an internally consistent
fictional world.

The interaction between realia and irrealia in the novel demonstrates a deliberate blending
of historical and fantasy elements. While realia ground the narrative in a recognizable industrial
context, irrealia expand the boundaries of the fictional world and introduce elements of magic and
alternative social structures. Together, they form a coherent hybrid system that is essential for the
representation of the historical fictional world in the novel.

Narrative Descriptions in the Novel. Narrative description is one of the key constitutive

elements of fiction, functioning as a means of constructing fictional reality through the
representation of objects, events, characters, and environments. Despite its long-standing presence
in literary theory, description has often been marginalised in narratological studies in favour of
narrative action. However, modern approaches emphasise its structural and cognitive importance,
highlighting its role in spatialisation of narrative, world-building, and reader perception. (Wolf,
W., & Bernhart, W., 2007)
In 4 Forbidden Alchemy, descriptions perform not only a representational but also a stylistic and
ideological function, shaping the historical fictional world through detailed depiction of industrial
environments, social hierarchy, and everyday life. Following narratological classifications, these
descriptions can be grouped into industrial/technical descriptions, social-character
descriptions, contrastive descriptions, and ideological descriptions. (Wolf, W., & Bernhart,
W., 2007)

Industrial and Technical Descriptions. A significant group of descriptions in the novel
represents industrial environments and mechanisms typical of a 19th-century industrialised
society. These descriptions are characterised by material specificity and metonymic detail,
constructing a coherent industrial world. (Wolf, W., & Bernhart, W., 2007)

For example, railway movement is described through sensory association: “the train’s farewell
whistle, which sounded like a signal of shifts changing in the mines.” (McEwan, 2025, p. 16) Here,
a simile-based descriptive strategy links transportation with labour conditions, reinforcing the
industrial logic of the fictional world.

Similarly, industrial landscapes are constructed through cumulative detail: “the mills and canals
and the great gaping holes in the earth that swallowed men and spat them back out.”(McEwan,
2025, p. 16) This is an example of hyperbolic-industrial description with allegorical elements,
where physical infrastructure becomes symbolic of labour exploitation.

Another example: “the smokestack left plumes...” (McEwan, 2025, p. 13) represents technical-
industrial description, focusing on material output and environmental effect. Such descriptions
rely on metonymic accumulation of industrial details, creating a coherent cognitive frame of an
industrialised fictional environment.

Social and Character-Oriented Descriptions. Another important type includes

descriptions of social environment and character groups, which construct class distinctions within
the fictional world (Wolf, W., & Bernhart, W., 2007). “Children... fraying socks, soot on their
eyelashes...” (McEwan, 2025, p. 13) This is a social-realist descriptive fragment, emphasising
class and living conditions through physical detail.
Similarly: “Craftsmen... their brows already beaded in sweat... their clothes were hardly so fine”
(McEwan, 2025, p. 20) represents a contrastive social description, opposing working-class and
elite identities. Such descriptions function as social markers, embedding ideological opposition
between Craftsmen and Artisans through visual and physical detail.
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Contrastive Descriptions. The novel frequently uses contrast as a descriptive strategy
(Wolf, W., & Bernhart, W., 2007) to highlight ideological and social division. “Belavere City—a
place for dreamers and innovators... Everything glistened. ”(McEwan, 2025, p. 19) This is a
idealised urban description, contrasted with industrial towns such as Scurry, which is described
as: “Scurry had always seemed half collapsed. ”(McEwan, 2025, p. 19) This opposition constructs
a binary spatial model: utopian-industrial centre vs. deteriorating periphery.

Contrastive description is also visible in the depiction of environments within the same city:
e polished front spaces vs. degraded back courtyards,
e cleanliness vs. decay,
e order vs. labour disorder.

This technique reinforces the ideological structure of the fictional world.

Ideological and Systemic Descriptions. Certain descriptions serve not only
representational but also ideological functions, embedding worldview structures into narrative
discourse ( Wolf, W., & Bernhart, W., 2007).

“He was a stone Mason of the highest order...” (McEwan, 2025, p. 22) illustrates how
professional identity is tied to ideological hierarchy, where abilities define social status.

Thus, narrative descriptions in A Forbidden Alchemy function as a complex system of
industrial, social, and ideological representation. They are not merely decorative elements but
essential mechanisms of world-building, operating through metonymy, contrast, and accumulation
of detail. Their function is both representational and cognitive, guiding the reader’s construction
of the historical fictional world.

Imagery in the Historical Fictional World. Imagery is a fundamental literary device that
refers to the use of vivid and sensorially rich language aimed at creating mental representations of
objects, environments, emotions, and experiences in the reader’s mind. In narratological and
stylistic studies, imagery is understood as a form of sensory-mediated description, which extends
beyond mere representation and contributes to the construction of mood, atmosphere, and thematic
depth of the fictional world (Wolf, W., & Bernhart, W., 2007).

From a cognitive narratology perspective, imagery functions as a mechanism of mental
simulation, allowing readers to construct immersive “storyworlds” through sensory and emotional
cues. It is closely connected to processes of perception, where textual elements activate visual,
auditory, tactile, and olfactory associations in the reader’s mind. Unlike neutral description,
imagery is inherently expressive and figurative, often relying on metaphor, simile, and symbolic
association to intensify perception and meaning ( Wolf, W., & Bernhart, W., 2007).

In 4 Forbidden Alchemy, imagery plays a key role in shaping the historical fictional world
by merging industrial realism with emotional and symbolic interpretation. The novel frequently
uses sensory overload and figurative comparison to construct its environment.

One example of olfactory and auditory imagery appears in the following fragment: “But
the air smelled like a million known and unknown things—coffee, kerosene, pastry, tobacco, horse
shit. I heard bells and carts and voices upon voices—the cogs of a city perfectly churning.”
(McEwan, 2025, p. 21) This passage demonstrates multi-sensory imagery, combining smell and
sound to create a dense representation of urban industrial life. The accumulation of sensory details
produces an immersive effect, reinforcing the idea of a living, functioning industrial organism.

Imagery in the novel often operates through synesthetic blending, where multiple sensory
channels overlap to intensify perception and emotional impact. This is particularly visible in
descriptions of industrial spaces, where sound, smell, and movement merge into a unified sensory
experience.

From a functional perspective, imagery in A Forbidden Alchemy serves three main purposes:
1. World-building — constructing a coherent sensory environment of a 19th-century-inspired
industrial society;
2. Emotional framing — shaping reader perception of oppression, hierarchy, and conflict;
3. Symbolic amplification — transforming material reality into ideological meaning.
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Thus, imagery in the novel is not merely decorative but acts as a central mechanism for
constructing the historical fictional world, bridging sensory perception with thematic
interpretation.

Allusions and Utopian Representation of the Historical Fictional World. Allusion is a
stylistic and intertextual device that establishes indirect references to well-known cultural,
historical, religious, or literary sources. According to intertextual theory, allusion functions as a
mechanism of cultural activation, allowing the reader to connect the fictional text with pre-existing
knowledge systems and ideological frameworks. In narrative discourse, allusions often serve to
deepen meaning, enrich symbolism, and construct multilayered fictional worlds (Truby, J., 2022).

In A4 Forbidden Alchemy, one of the most prominent forms of allusion is religious and
biblical intertextuality, which is used to legitimise ideological structures within the fictional
society. “Through Idia, the Lord spoke, and He told us this land was a Holy place... and her blood
was ink.” (McEwan, 2025, p. 23) This fragment represents a biblical-type allusion, where
mythological-religious discourse is embedded into the fictional ideology of the world. The
structure of the passage strongly echoes biblical narrative style, particularly the motifs of divine
land, sacred mission, and sacrificial imagery. The fictional entity “Idia” functions as a
mythologised cultural construct, replacing traditional religious figures and thus creating a pseudo-
sacred ideological system within the fictional society. Such allusions serve not only decorative
purposes but also function as tools of ideological world-building, where religion is
recontextualised to support political and social hierarchy. The merging of sacred narrative with
institutional authority reflects a typical mechanism of utopian and dystopian fiction, where
ideology is embedded into myth.

Alongside religious allusion, the novel constructs a strong utopian visual discourse,
particularly in the representation of Belavere City as an idealised, structured, and aesthetically
controlled environment. “It drew me pictures of white marble walls and clean canvas. Of starched
white blouses and badly stained aprons... A landscape stretched in my mind of never-ending
rooftops, where the church steeples and bell towers stretched high enough that one could see all
the way to the edge of the continent.” (McEwan, 2025, p. 13) This fragment represents a utopian
imaginary construction, where the city is perceived as a perfected spatial system characterised by
cleanliness, elevation, and architectural harmony. The imagery of “white marble,” “clean canvas,”
and “never-ending rooftops” contributes to the formation of an idealised spatial model associated
with order, purity, and intellectual or spiritual elevation. From a narratological perspective, this is
an example of ideological utopian imagery, where spatial representation reflects not only physical
environment but also social aspiration and power structures. The elevation of architecture
(steeples, towers, rooftops) symbolically constructs a vertical hierarchy, suggesting superiority,
control, and transcendence. At the same time, this utopian vision is not entirely neutral; it carries
implicit ideological tension. The contrast between “clean canvas” and “badly stained aprons”
introduces a subtle division between aesthetic idealisation and labour reality, hinting at underlying
social stratification.

Therefore, allusions and utopian imagery in A Forbidden Alchemy function as interrelated
mechanisms of intertextual and ideological construction. Religious allusions (particularly biblical
echoes) establish a mythologised framework of authority and legitimacy, while utopian
representations of space construct an idealised yet ideologically loaded vision of society. Together,
these devices contribute to the creation of a historical fictional world that is simultaneously
symbolic, structured, and socially stratified.

Allegory. Allegory is a stylistic and narrative device in which objects, characters, spaces,
or events acquire an additional symbolic meaning beyond their literal interpretation. In literary
theory, allegory is closely connected with personification and abstraction, as abstract concepts
become represented through concrete images and narrative structures. According to modern
approaches to allegory, it functions not only as a decorative literary technique but also as a
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mechanism of ideological and conceptual representation, allowing fiction to encode social,
political, and moral meanings into material forms (Jeremy Tambling, 2009).

In A4 Forbidden Alchemy, allegorical representation is primarily connected with industrial
space, urban structure, and social hierarchy. The fictional environment frequently transforms
physical locations into symbolic representations of social systems and ideological relations.

One example appears in the description: “To the mills and canals and the great gaping
holes in the earth that swallowed men and spat them back out.” This fragment represents an
industrial-social allegory, where mines are depicted as monstrous living entities consuming human
labour. Through personification and metaphorical exaggeration, industrial infrastructure becomes
symbolic of exploitation, dehumanisation, and cyclical suffering characteristic of industrial
society. The earth itself is transformed into an allegorical image of a destructive economic system.

Another example can be observed in the phrase: “This city was the seat of creation—the
very center of it, and I now stood in its heart.”(McEwan, 2025, p. 19) Here, the city functions as
an allegorical representation of power, production, and ideological centrality. The metaphorical
image of the “heart” transforms urban space into a living organism, while surrounding industrial
towns become dependent peripheral structures.

This systemic allegory is reinforced in the description: “The fowns out in the brink were
only the clogged arteries that led to the heart.”(McEwan, 2025, p. 19) The spatial organisation of
the fictional world is represented through anatomical imagery, where the industrial centre becomes
the “heart” and peripheral mining towns are reduced to diseased arteries. Such allegorical bodily
representation symbolises unequal economic dependency and social stratification within the
fictional society.

Allegorical meaning is also present in character and class descriptions. “Miner’s blood,
through and through—black with soot, like his father, and all the fathers that came
before.”(McEwan, 2025, p. 16) In this example, soot becomes an allegorical marker of inherited
labour identity and generational oppression. Physical appearance symbolically reflects social
destiny, transforming industrial labour into a hereditary condition.

Thus, allegory in A Forbidden Alchemy functions as an important mechanism of
ideological world-building. Through personification, bodily imagery, and symbolic spatial
representation, the novel transforms industrial environments and social structures into broader
representations of exploitation, hierarchy, and systemic inequality.

Hyperbole. Hyperbole is a stylistic device based on deliberate exaggeration used to create
a stronger emotional, sensory, or ideological effect in narrative discourse. In literary criticism,
hyperbole is understood as a means of intensification that expands reality beyond its literal limits
in order to emphasise perception, emotion, or thematic meaning. As in Shakespeare’s Macbeth,
where Lady Macbeth claims that “All the perfumes of Arabia could not sweeten this little hand,”
hyperbole transforms psychological experience into an exaggerated sensory image, strengthening
the expressive power of the statement. (Bonn, 2010)

In A Forbidden Alchemy, hyperbole is widely used to intensify the perception of industrial
space, emotional states, and social conditions, contributing to the overall immersive and often
overwhelming depiction of the fictional world.

One of the most prominent examples is: “A¢ that moment, the worker’s whistle was
sounding all over the continent... ”(McEwan, 2025, p. 17) This is a spatial and acoustic hyperbole
that exaggerates the reach of a simple industrial sound, transforming it into a continent-wide
phenomenon. The exaggeration amplifies the dominance of industrial labour and symbolically
expands the scale of industrialisation beyond realistic boundaries.

Another example appears in the description of social attributes: “Crafters were gifted with
... Superior vigor, strength, endurance. ”(McEwan, 2025, p. 20) Here, hyperbole functions through
idealised amplification of physical and biological qualities. The exaggeration constructs an almost
mythologised image of the social group, reinforcing ideological distinctions between classes
through exaggerated physical superiority.
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Similarly, the phrase “a city that thrived from the minds of the most brilliant
Artisans ’(McEwan, 2025, p. 20) represents intellectual hyperbole, where the cognitive abilities
of a group are elevated to an exceptional, almost absolute level. This contributes to the
construction of a utopianized image of creative and industrial elite groups.

Similes. Simile is a stylistic device in which one phenomenon is explicitly compared to
another different phenomenon through comparative markers such as like or as. It helps to make
unfamiliar, abstract, or emotionally charged experiences more accessible by linking them to
recognizable sensory or everyday associations. Unlike metaphor, simile preserves explicit
comparison and therefore often has a more descriptive and clarifying function in narrative
discourse. (Bonn, 2010)

In 4 Forbidden Alchemy, similes are used to intensify sensory perception of industrial
space and to externalise emotional and social experiences within the fictional world.

One of the most expressive examples is: “When his hand unfurled, the light flew from his
palm like a dozen released doves... ”(McEwan, 2025, p. 20) Here, a magical phenomenon is
compared to the image of released birds, which creates a visual sense of movement, lightness, and
freedom. The simile makes the abstract element of magic more concrete and emotionally
accessible.

Another strong example is: “We pressed together like cattle in an abattoir...”(McEwan,
2025, p. 21) This simile constructs a dehumanising image of crowding and physical pressure,
comparing human bodies to livestock in an industrial slaughterhouse. It reinforces the themes of
industrial oppression and loss of individuality within mass labour conditions.

Finally, in “he heard the train’s farewell whistle, and it sounded like the signal of shifts
changing in the mines, "(McEwan, 2025, p. 16) the sound of the train is interpreted through the
familiar rhythm of industrial labour. This simile links different domains of industrial life and
emphasises how deeply labour structures shape perception in the fictional world.

Thus, similes in the novel function as a mechanism of sensory mediation and conceptual
clarification, connecting industrial, magical, and social elements through familiar comparative
frames and strengthening the coherence of the historical fictional world.

The analysis of the linguistic and cultural representation of the historical fictional world in
A Forbidden Alchemy shows that the narrative space is constructed through a combination of
realia, irrealia, descriptions, imagery, and intertextual references. Realia ground the fictional world
in recognizable features of 19th-century industrial society, while irrealia expand it through
fictional names, systems, and concepts. Descriptions structure the world spatially and socially,
often emphasising contrasts between different environments and classes. Imagery adds sensory
and emotional depth, transforming description into a vivid perceptual experience. Allusions,
particularly biblical ones, introduce an ideological and mythological layer, while utopian elements
present an idealised but socially loaded vision of selected spaces. Overall, the historical fictional
world in the novel is a multi-layered system where historical reference, fiction, and ideology
interact to create a coherent but complex narrative reality.

2.3. Translation Techniques applied for Rendering a Historical Fantasy Setting

In the process of translating the selected excerpts, a strategy of foreignization was
predominantly employed. This approach was chosen due to the dual nature of the source text,
which combines a historically grounded 19th-century industrial setting with a constructed fantasy
world rich in irrealia and symbolic imagery. Foreignisation allowed for the preservation of the
cultural and stylistic specificity of the original text, maintaining its historical flavour, ideological
nuances, and world-building features without excessive adaptation to the target language norms.
As a result, the translation aimed to retain the foreignness of the fictional universe and its socio-
cultural markers, ensuring that the reader remains aware of the distinctiveness of the source
narrative world.
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This complex and highly artistic fictional narrative required hard work in the process of
translation, though to define all translation techniques applied for preserving author’s ideas shared
with the audience Molina and Hurtado Albir (2002) classification of Translation Techniques was
the basics of translation analysis. Additionally, to clarify translated versions of proper names,
toponyms, Peter Newmark’s (1988) classification of techniques and methods of translation proper
names was used.

One of the main difficulties we encountered was the translation of irrealia, particularly
invented proper names, social categories, and culture-specific concepts. In many cases, direct
equivalents were absent, which required us to choose between preserving the foreignness of the
term or adapting it for the target reader. To resolve this, we frequently applied transliteration
(Newmark, 1988) / borrowing (Molina, Hurtado Albir, 2002) to maintain the integrity of the
fictional world, while in other cases we resorted to modulation (Molina, Hurtado Albir, 2002) to
convey meaning.

Another significant challenge involved culture-bound realia of the 19th century, especially
those related to industrial life, clothing, and social hierarchy. These elements required careful
balancing between historical accuracy and readability. This difficulty was addressed through the
use of established equivalents, calque, and particularization (Molina, Hurtado Albir, 2002),
ensuring both clarity and authenticity.

Additionally, translating descriptive passages rich in imagery, allegory, and stylistic
devices posed a challenge, as the original text heavily relies on atmosphere and emotional impact.
In these cases, we aimed to preserve not only the meaning but also the expressive and stylistic
effect, using such techniques as modulation, amplification, and literal translation (Molina, Hurtado
Albir, 2002), depending on context.

Translation of Realia.
Realia reflecting the 19th-century industrial and social environment were translated with a focus
on recognizability and clarity. One of the most frequently used techniques was established
equivalent (Molina, Hurtado Albir, 2002), particularly when direct correspondences exist in
Ukrainian:
(1-s, t) soot - casrca (McEwan, 2025);
(2-s, t) kerosene - 2ac (McEwan, 2025);
(3-s, t) mills - maunu (McEwan, 2025);
(4-s, t) servant - cnyea (McEwan, 2025);
(5-s, t) wax seals - eockosi neuamku (McEwan, 2025).
In such cases, the translation preserves both meaning and cultural reference without
modification.
Another common technique was literal translation (Molina, Hurtado Albir, 2002)
especially for descriptive or technical phrases:
(6-s, t)the train’s farewell whistle (McEwan, 2025, p. 16)
NPOWANbHUL CBUCT NOMA2A
(7-s, t)- the narrow cobblestone pathways (McEwan, 2025, p. 20) - 8y3ski OpyxoeaHi npoxoou
(8-s, tywagons of coal (McEwan, 2025, p. 20) - go3u 3 ¢yeiniam
This approach allowed us to retain the original imagery and industrial atmosphere.
We also applied modulation in more specialized contexts changing angles of perception
of the following technical equipment:
(9-s, t)shaft pulleys (McEwan, 2025, p. 19) - wxigpu y waxmax
(10-s, t)the steam chest (McEwan, 2025, p. 14) - naposux
The shift in perspective allows for a more natural interpretation within the target language.
Finally, amplification was used to enrich descriptive detail:
(11-s, t)trim collar (McEwan, 2025, p. 13) - mepeorcusnuii komipeysp
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Translation of Irrealia.
Irrealia required a more flexible and creative approach, as these elements construct the fictional
dimension of the text.
The most dominant technique was borrowing (transliteration by Newmark):
(12-s, t)Scurry - Cxyppi (McEwan, 2025);
(13-s, t)Kenton Hill - Keumon-I'inn (McEwan, 2025);
(14-s, t)Belavere Trench - bBenasep-Tpenu (McEwan, 2025);
(15-s, t)Idia - I0ois (McEwan, 2025);
(16-s, t)idium - ioiym (McEwan, 2025);
(17-s, t)Terranium — Teppaniym (McEwan, 2025).
By borrowing and transliteration uniqueness of the fictional world names and elements were
preserved.
However, in cases where meaning was essential, we used Calque with structural modulation:
(18-s, t)Fire Charmer - 3axnunay eoenio (McEwan, 2025);
(19-s, t)The National Artisan House - Hayionanvnuii /[lim Mumyie (McEwan, 2025);
(20-s, t)The Artisan School - Illkona Mumyie (McEwan, 2025).
A particularly important role was played by established equivalents (available in Dictionaries):
(21-s, t)Artisans — Mumyi (McEwan, 2025);
(22-s, t)Crafter — Pemicnux (McEwan, 2025).
A notable example of modulation is:
(23-s, t)siphoning — nocesma (McEwan, 2025)( dictionaries : nepekauyBaTu, Binoupartu. By
Modulation from these it became mocBsiTa i3 BU3SHaYEHHAM «BiI0Ip KPALIHX»)

Translation of Descriptive Passages.
The industrial side of the fictional world is shown in the first excerpt.

(24-s) “At that moment, the worker’s whistle was sounding all over the continent, in dozens
of different towns, while dozens of different trains battered across tracks toward the nation’s
center.” (McEwan, 2025, p. 17)

(24-t)“Y my camy mumo ceucmox pyookona 1yHag no 6CbOMy KOHMUHEHMY, ) 0eCAMKAX
PI3HUX Micm, NOKU 0eCAMKU PI3HUX NOMAIE 2YPKOMINU KOJIAMU, HECYUUCL 00 YeHmpY Kpainu.”’

Here, Particularization is used, since the general “worker” is narrowed down to the more
specific “pynoxomn,” which better fits the mining context. Structural modulation helps adapt the
sentence to natural Ukrainian word order and rhythm, while keeping the sense of constant
movement. Amplification is seen in the participial phrase “Hecyunce 10 neHTpy Kpainu,” which
strengthens the sense of speed and direction. Generalization appears in the rendering of “nation’s
center” as “nieHTp Kpainu,” which is a more neutral and simplified equivalent.

The next fragment also belongs to this realistic industrial world.

(25-s) “Scurry had always seemed half collapsed.” (McEwan, 2025, p. 19)

(25-t) “Cryppi 3a6o1cou 30a6a6cs meHi Hanig3pyuHo8aHum.

Here, Amplification is used through the addition of the pronoun “meni,” which makes the
perception more subjective and personal, emphasizing the narrator’s impression of decay.

In the following example, the focus is again on the poor industrial environment.

(26-s) “The stone walls were stained with limescale; the ground was not bricked or
cobbled, but compacted with dirt.” (McEwan, 2025, p. 21)

(26-t) “Kam’sani cminu 6yau 6Kpumi 8anHAHUM HATbOMOM, 3eMis Ni0 Hozamu Oyna He
Ye2nanoI0 Yu OPYKOBaHoio, a nNpocmo 6Monmano.”’

Here, Amplification is used through the added clarification “nig Horamu,” which makes
the spatial image clearer. Generalization appears in “compacted with dirt,” which is rendered as
a more natural and less detailed Ukrainian equivalent “mpocrto BrontaHo.”

In contrast, the next fragment shows the utopian world of the Artisans.

(27-s) “Belavere City—a place for dreamers and innovators. For artists. For creation. This
city was the seat of creation—the very center of it...” (McEwan, 2025, p. 19)
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(27-t) “benasep-Cimi — micye Ons MpiliHukie ma inHnoeamopis. [lna mumyie. [[ns
meopenHs. Lle micmo 0y10 npecmonom meopinHs, camum 1o2o ocepedosim...”

Here, Literal translation is mostly used, with minimal adjustments, in order to preserve
the elevated and idealised tone of the utopian space.

However, even this utopian world has clear social differences.

(28-s) “There were Craftsmen here, too, and they were easy to spot, for their wagons and
carts did not move for them unless pushed. Their clothes were hardly so fine, their brows already
beaded in sweat.” (McEwan, 2025, p. 20)

(28-t) “byau mym i Pemicuuxu, i ix Oy10 1e2Ko 8nizHamu, aoxice ixHi 603U ma Mauku He
pyxanucs cami, noxu ix ne wimoexteul. Ixniii 00512 6ys 0anexo ne makum 6UWYKAHUM, d Hd YOTAX
yaice sucmynanu kpanii nomy.”’

Here, Structural modulation is used to adapt English syntax to Ukrainian structure,
while keeping the meaning of physical exhaustion and social inequality.

The next example shows how the structure of the Artisan society is organised.

(29-s) “I thought of all those working facets of the body that Tanner had mentioned,
specifically the ones the Artisans were responsible for: architecture, engineering, innovation,
design, beauty.” (McEwan, 2025, p. 27)

(29-t) “A 32a0ana npo eci mi “poboui epani” opeanizmy, npo ki 3eadyeas Tannep, —
ocobuso npo mi, 3a Axi ionosioaru Mumyi: apximexmypa, iHdceHepis, IHHO8ayil, OU3aliH,
Kpaca.”

Here, Transliteration is used for the proper name “Tanner,” while Lexical equivalence
is applied to the professional terms, ensuring accurate rendering of institutional roles in the
utopian society.

The final examples return to the industrial and political tension in the story.

(30-s) “I had heard about the plight of the ‘honest man’s work’ enough times to recognize
the same pinched expression, the same hateful tone, even if it was borrowed.” (McEwan, 2025,
p. 27)

(30-t) “A cminvku paszie uyna npo “oonio uecHo2o mpyoaps’’, Wo 6nisHaseana yet camuil
320pbOBaHULL BUPA3 0OIUYYS, MOU CAMUL CNOGHEHUL HEHABUCMI MOH, HABIMb AKWO 6IH OV8
nosuyeHum.”’

Here, Structural modulation and Semantic modulation are used to preserve emotional
tone and adapt idiomatic expression to Ukrainian context.

(31-s) “... Patrick Colson might say next: that the Artisan government was a corrupt one
that undervalued the Craffters, that the pay was blatant robbery, the conditions downright deadly,
the sway of wealth completely one-sided.” (McEwan, 2025, p. 27)

(B1-t)“... Ilampix Koancon mie ckazamu oani: wo ypsao Mumyie kopymnosanutl i
3HeyiHt0€ PemicHuxis, wo niamus — ye giosepmuil 2padisc, yMo8U — CMepmeibHO Hebe3neuni,
a enada epowteil — Yiiko8umo 00HooOIyHa.”

Here, Structural modulation is used through segmentation of a long complex sentence
into shorter, clearer units in Ukrainian, while preserving the argumentative intensity.

Translation of Imagery
In the first excerpt, which depicts the harmonious and idealised world of the Artisans, the scene
is built through rich visual imagery that emphasises abundance and comfort.

(32-s) “Flowering vines spilled from windows and off balconies. Fat-chested pigeons
preened on the gutters. Wagons of coal trundled by with no one behind to push them. The women
wore wide-hooped skirts, and the men wore neckties and long coats.” (McEwan, 2025, p. 20)

(32-t) “Ksimyua n103a cnaoana 3 8ikoH i bankonis. Ha puneax wucmunu nip st Kpyenoepyoi
eonyou. Iloes nac komuaucs 803u 3 8yeiliaM, i Hixmo He wmoexas ix 33ady. JKinku nocunu
CRIOHUYI HA WUPOKUX KDUHOLIHAX, A YOJI08IKU — KPA8amku ma 00e2i naibma.”
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Here, structural modulation is used to make the description flow naturally in Ukrainian
while keeping the dense imagery of the original. Amplification appears in the translation of
“preened” as “umctuim mip’s,” which makes the action more explicit and visually clear. The
addition of “IToB3 Hac” also strengthens the spatial perspective, making the scene feel more
immediate and immersive.

The utopian atmosphere is further reinforced in the next fragment.

(33-s) “Here, clean water flowed streetside in tiny trenches no wider than a bucket. The
residents need only step beyond their stoop to access it.” (McEwan, 2025, p. 20)

(33-t) “Tym npocmo 6300624 8y1uYb Y 8Y3EHLKUX HCOOOAX, HE WUPUUUX 3d 8I0PO, MEKIA
yucma 8ooa. Mewxanysm eéapmo Oyio auwie utimu 3a nopie, wob nabpamu ii.”

Alongside structural modulation, particularization is used in translating “to access it”
as “mo6 HaOparu ii,” which turns a general idea into a more concrete and everyday action,
emphasising the ease and comfort of life in this utopian space.

The idealised image of the Artisan city is also highlighted in the following excerpt.

(34-s) “Everything glistened. No precariously hung shutters, no puddles in the alleys. The
exactness of it all, the cleanliness, was all painfully beautiful.” (McEwan, 2025, p. 20)

(34-t) “Vce subnuckysano. Koowux nepexowienux 6iKOHHUYbL, IHCOOHOI KAMIOICI Y
npogynxax. Ll 6ezdozcanna mounicme, ys uucmoma — yce 6yn0 00 0010 npekpacHum.”’

Here, particularization is used in rendering “the exactness of it all” as “us 6e3qoranna
touHicTh,” which slightly intensifies the evaluative tone. The rest of the fragment is translated
quite closely in order to preserve the aesthetic perfection and visual clarity of the utopian
environment.

In contrast, the next fragment shifts to the industrial world, where sensory overload and
chaotic urban life dominate.

(35-s) “But the air smelled like a million known and unknown things—coffee, kerosene,
pastry, tobacco, horse shit. I heard bells and carts and voices upon voices—the cogs of a city
perfectly churning, and my excitement returned.” (McEwan, 2025, p. 21)

(35-t) “Ane nosimps naxno MinblioHOM 3HAUOMUX [ HEGIOOMUX peyell — KABOI, 2ACOM,
BUNIYUKOI0, MIOMIOHOM, KIHCObKUM ZHOEM. A uyna 0360Hu, 2ypKim 603i8 i bacamozonoccsi —
wiecmepHi micma, wo i0eaibHo 00epmanucs, i Moe 30y0XHceHHsE NOBEPHYNOCA.

Here, established equivalents are used for cultural and material references such as
“coffee,” “kerosene,” “tobacco,” etc. Amplification is visible in “rypkitr Bo3iB,” which
strengthens the auditory intensity of “carts.” Particularization is applied in translating “voices
upon voices” as “Oararorosnoccs,” making the idea more compact but expressive.

The next fragment continues the depiction of the industrial environment through physical
decay.

(36-s) “The stone walls were stained with limescale; the ground was not bricked or
cobbled, but compacted with dirt.” (McEwan, 2025, p. 21)

(36-t) “Kam ’sani cminu 0yau 6Kpumi 6anHAHUM HATbOMOM, 3eMs Ni0 Hocamu Oyna He
Ye2nanoI0 Yu OPYKOBaHoio, a nNpocmo 6Monmano.”’

Here, amplification appears in the addition of “mix Horamm,” which clarifies spatial
positioning. Generalization is used in rendering “compacted with dirt” as “mpocTo BronTanoro,”
which simplifies the description while keeping its meaning of neglect and poverty.

The final fragment focuses on a character detail within the same industrial setting,
highlighting contrast between appearance and reality.

(37-s) “I was taken aback by their color. Pale blue. Crystal clear. Completely at odds
with the rest of him—cracked fingernails, wrinkled trousers, the sole of his shoes gently peeled
at the toes.” (McEwan, 2025, p. 22)

(37-t) “Mene epazus ixuiti xonip. Brido-6naxumui. [Ipo3zopi, nauwe kpuwmans. Bonu
308CIM He nacysaiu 00 6Cb020 IHUI020 — NOJAMAHUX HICMIB, NOM SAMUX WMAHIE, Ni0OUL08
uepesuKis, wo 3ne2ka 8i0KIeinucsa Ha Hockax.”’
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Here, generalization is used in rendering “crystal clear” as “mpo3opi, Haue KpHuITamb,”
which adapts the visual metaphor into a more natural Ukrainian comparison. Reduction removes
unnecessary repetition of pronouns for smoother syntax. The rest of the description is translated
literally to preserve the stark visual contrast between the character’s fragile appearance and signs
of physical labour.

Translation of Allusions

In the first excerpt, which introduces the central creation myth of the magical world, the
text is built as a clear imitation of biblical discourse.

(38-s) “Through Idia, the Lord spoke, and He told us this land was a Holy place. He bade
us protect it, and when others came to sully its sacred ground, Idia led our armies, and she bled
when we bled... and her blood was ink.” (McEwan, 2025, p. 23)

(38-t) “Yepes 10ito npomosue I'ocnoow, i cxazae Bin nam, wo ys 3emnsi — cesma. Bin
3anosie Ham obepicamu ii, i Koau npulway iHwi, wob ockeepHumu ii cesueHHuu ipyum, 10is
nosena Hawi apmii. Bona cmixana xkpog 1o, koau cmixaau mu... i Kpos ii oyna wopnuiom.”

Here, literal translation is combined with structural modulation, as the sentence
structure is adapted to Ukrainian while preserving the rhythm and solemn tone of the original.
The use of high-register vocabulary such as “ockBepuutn” and “cBsmeHHuil 1pyHT” helps
maintain the biblical, almost ritualistic style of the passage, which constructs the ideological
foundation of the Artisan belief system.

A similar mythologised worldview continues in the next fragment.

(39-s) “Through idium, we are made better. We become the person God intended.
Through Idia’s teachings, we know that creation comes from the body and the mind.” (McEwan,
2025, p. 23)

(39-t) “3asoaxu ioiymy mu cmaemo kpawumu. Mu cmaemo mumu, Kum Hac 3a0ymas
T'ocnoos. 3as0sku uennam 10ii mu 3HaeMo, WO MBOPEHHS HAPOOICYEMBCA 3 NOEOHAHHS MINA U
pozymy.”

Here, generalization is used in translating “the person God intended” as “Tummu, kum Hac
3agymaB ['ocrone,” which makes the idea more natural in Ukrainian and avoids overly literal
phrasing. Structural modulation also helps reshape the English syntactic pattern into a clearer
set of independent statements.

A clear shift to the industrial and realistic world appears in the following excerpt, which
focuses on commercial and material culture.

(40-s) “All were identical except for the brands burned into the wood, marking their
contents: BRUNDLE’S CANNERY; TIMPTON AND SONS CO.; LIPSHORE LINENS.”
(McEwan, 2025, p. 41)

(40-t) “Vci 6onu 6ynu ioenmuyni, okpim sunanreHux Ha 0epesi KieuM, Wo 6Ka3yeanu Ha
emicm: “KOHCEPBHUH 3ABOJ] BPAHIJIA”; “KOMIIAHIA TIMIITOH I CHHHU;
“JIIIIIIOPCHKE I1OJIOTHO.””

Here, structural modulation is used to reorganise the sentence for Ukrainian readability,
while reduction removes redundant elements like possessive pronouns. Transposition appears
in the transformation of “marking” into “mro Bka3yBamm,” shifting the participle into a finite verb.
Calque is used for structural elements such as “KOHCEPBHUI 3ABO/I” and “KOMITAHIS. ..
I CMHN,” while transliteration preserves the proper names, maintaining the industrial-
commercial realism of the setting.

The next fragment returns to the elevated, mythological tone of the Artisan worldview.

(41-s) “...and the Almighty sent to us His greatest creation, His daughter, who was neither
deity nor goddess, but a human who walked on this land as one of us.” (McEwan, 2025, p. 22)

(41-t) “...i Bcemozymuiti nocras nam Ceoc eenuune meopinns — C6010 OOHBKY, AKA He
oyna Hi boxcecmeom, Hi bocunero, a IHOUHOI0, WO XOOUNA YIEIO 3eMer0 SIK 00HA 3 Hac.
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Here, literal translation is used to preserve the solemn, almost religious tone of the
statement. Keeping the structure close to the original helps maintain the hagiographic style and
reinforces the myth-making function of the narrative.

The final fragment presents a direct manifestation of magic within the world.

(42-s) “A man blew into his closed fist, and light appeared.” (McEwan, 2025, p. 20)

(42-t) “Axutice 4on06iK OMYXHY8 Y C8Ill CIMUCHYMULL KVIAK, | 3 A6UN0Cs c8imo.”

Here, structural modulation ensures natural word order in Ukrainian while keeping the
simplicity and immediacy of the action. The final phrase “i 3’stBuocs cBitio” also carries implicit
intertextual resonance with biblical creation discourse, strengthening the magical-cosmogonic
framing of the scene.

Translation of Allegories

In the first excerpt, which presents a dark industrial allegory of the manufacturing district,
the imagery strongly emphasizes exploitation and the destructive nature of industrial labour.

(43-s) “Back to... To the mills and canals and the great gaping holes in the earth that
swallowed men and spat them back out.” (McEwan, 2025, p. 16)

(43-t) “Iloseprymucs... [{o maunie, KaHanis i enude3HUx 339104uUx 0ip y 3eMili, W0 KOGmaiu
Jr0oell i BUnIbo8ysau ix Hazao.”’

Here, transposition is used to render the structure more naturally in Ukrainian, as the
adverb “back” is transformed into the infinitive “moBepnytucs.” The rest of the fragment is
translated mainly through literal translation and established equivalents, especially in industrial
terms like “mnuHIB” and “kanamiB.” The personification of the industrial landscape is preserved
through direct lexical choices such as “xkoBranu” and “BuruiboByBanu,” which maintain the harsh,
almost violent tone of the original.

In contrast, the next fragment returns to the utopian centre of the Artisan world.

(44-s) “This city was the seat of creation—the very center of it, and I now stood in its
heart.” (McEwan, 2025, p. 19)

(44-t) “L]e micmo 6yno npecmonom meopiHHs, CAMUM U020 0cepeddsaM, i 3apa3 si CMosia
8 1020 cepyi.”

Here, literal translation is mainly used, while particularization (by context) appears in
the rendering of “the seat of creation” as “npecrosom TBopiHHs,” which gives the city a more
elevated, symbolic status. The result reinforces the idea of Belavere as a sacred and idealised
space.

The following fragment develops the internal imagery of the Artisan society, focusing on
art and material creation.

(45-s) “It drew me pictures of white marble walls and clean canvas. Of starched white
blouses and badly stained aprons, imbued with years of paints and clay and charcoal.” (McEwan,
2025, p. 13)

(45-t) “Bona manoeana meni 6ini mapmyposi cminu ma yucmi nonomua. Hakpoxmaneni
Oini Ony3u ma 6e3Hadiino 3amazaui hapmyxu, wo 3a poKu NPOCAKIU (papbamu, 2nuHo ma
gyainnam.”

Here, established equivalents are used for material and artistic vocabulary (“mapmypoBi
cTim,” “gmcti monotHa”). Semantic modulation is applied in translating “badly stained” as
“Oe3naniiino 3amasani,” which intensifies the emotional and visual effect. Structural modulation
also appears in the transformation of “imbued” into “m1o 3a poku mpocskiu,” making the sentence
more natural in Ukrainian while preserving the idea of gradual accumulation and material
saturation.

The next fragment returns to a metaphorical representation of the relationship between
industrial regions and the central city.

(46-s) “The towns out in the brink were only the clogged arteries that led to the heart.”
(McEwan, 2025, p. 19)
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(46-t) “Micmeuxa mam, Ha okoauysax, Oyau auwe 3a0UMuUMU apmepisimu, Wo eau 00

i3

cepys.
Here, literal translation is used, preserving the anatomical metaphor. The phrase

“3abutumu aprepissimu’ maintains the idea of blocked circulation, reinforcing the image of
economic and social dependence on the central city.

The final fragment highlights generational continuity and the burden of industrial labour.

(47-s) “Miner’s blood, through and through—>black with soot, like his father, and all the
fathers that came before.” (McEwan, 2025, p. 16)

(47-t) “Kpoe pyookona, 0o ocmanuboi Kpanii — 4opHa 6i0 cadici, AK y bamvka ma 8cix
npeokis 00 Hb020.”

Here, semantic modulation is used to render “through and through” as “mo ocranuwoi
kpari,” which makes the expression more natural and expressive in Ukrainian. The
transformation of “all the fathers” into “Bcix mpeaxkis” slightly broadens the meaning, extending
it from direct paternal lineage to a wider generational continuity, which strengthens the sense of
inherited labour and suffering.

Translation of Hyperboles

In the first excerpt, which is anchored in the noisy industrial reality, the description of
mass-scale labour is emphasised through hyperbolic imagery.

(48-s) “At that moment, the worker’s whistle was sounding all over the continent...”
(McEwan, 2025, p. 17)

(48-t) “V my camy mums ceucmok pyooxona nyHas no 6cbomy KOHMUHeHmy...”
Here, particularization is used to specify “worker” as “pynokona,” which grounds the image in
the mining-industrial context. At the same time, structural modulation helps preserve the
exaggerated spatial scale of the sound spreading across the entire continent, reinforcing the
overwhelming presence of industrial labour.

This industrial realism is contrasted with the hyperbolic idealisation of the magical elite.

(49-s) “...Crafters were gifted with superior vigor, strength, endurance.” (McEwan, 2025,
p. 20)

(49-t) “...a Pemicnuxu 6yau HaoineHi HeabUsAKO0 CHA2010, CUNLOI0 ma sumpusanicmio.”

(50-s) “...city that thrived from the minds of the most brilliant Artisans.” (McEwan, 2025,

p. 20)

(50-t) “...micmo, sixe npoysimae 3a605Ku po3ymy HaueenianvHiuwux Mumyis.’

Both fragments are translated mainly through literal translation, with occasional
amplification in lexical choices such as “neabusxoro cHaror” and “HaiireHianbHIIIMX MHUTILIB.”
These hyperbolic expressions maintain the elevated tone and reinforce the idealised, almost
mythologised perception of the Artisan class.

The next fragment continues the sensory overload of the industrial environment through
hyperbole.

(51-s) “But the air smelled like a million known and unknown things...” (McEwan, 2025,

’

p.21)

(51-t) “Ane nosimps naxno minblionom 3HAUOMUX | HEBIOOMUX peyell...”

Here, literal translation preserves the exaggerated sensory scale (“a million”), which intensifies
the chaotic and overwhelming atmosphere of the city.

A shift to emotional and evaluative hyperbole is seen in the following fragment.

(52-s) “I had never seen a thing so beautiful.” (McEwan, 2025, p. 23)

(52-t) “A we Hixonu 6 scummi He bauUIA HILO20 NPEKPACHIULO020.

Here, generalization and structural modulation are used to adapt the English
construction into a natural Ukrainian hyperbolic formula. The result strengthens the emotional
reaction of the narrator and preserves the intensity of aesthetic admiration.

The sixth fragment presents social critique through hyperbolic generalisation.

(53-s) “An entire class afraid of dirty hands and exertion.” (McEwan, 2025, p. 27)
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(53-t) “Linuii knac mux, xmo 6oimvcs OpYOHUX PYK | i3UUHUX 3YCUb.’

Here, amplification is used through the addition of clarifying elements (“tux, xT0,”
“¢bi3uunmnx”’), which makes the generalised social accusation more explicit and stylistically
coherent in Ukrainian.

The following fragments focus on intense psychological and physiological states,
characteristic of conflict-driven scenes.

(54-s) “The interminable thumping of my heart.” (McEwan, 2025, p. 43)

(54-t) “Heckinuenne kanamanms mo2o cepys.”

This is translated through literal translation, preserving the hyperbolic sense of
continuous, overwhelming anxiety.

(55-s) “A pause, perhaps only half a second. Enough time, though, for my heart to collapse
in its cage...” (McEwan, 2025, p. 44)

(55-t) “Ilayza — mooiciuso, 6cboco na nie cexynou. Ilpome yvoco sucmavuno, wodb mMoe
cepye 3aeanunocs y ceoiu kuimyi...”"

Here, transposition is used in “Enough time” — “mworo BmcTauwmio,”
while modulation helps restructure the sentence into more natural Ukrainian syntax. The
hyperbolic bodily reaction is preserved and even intensified through expressive phrasing.

(56-s) “A cumulative din of every vitriolic word he’d heard since he was small.” (McEwan,
2025, p. 47)

(56-t) “Haxonuuenuii 2y KoM#CHO20 OMPYIUHO20 C1084a, AKe 6IH 4)8 3MAleyKy.

Here, structural modulation expands the dense English noun phrase into a more fluid
Ukrainian construction, maintaining the hyperbolic accumulation of emotional trauma.

(57-s) “I had never seen buildings so tall, so clustered.” (McEwan, 2025, p. 19)

(87-t) “A nixonu ne 6auuna makux 8UCoOKux i max winbHo 30y0oeanux dyoigenn.”

Here, structural modulation is used to adapt English word order, while preserving the
hyperbolic impression of an overwhelming, compressed urban space.

The final fragments highlight extreme emotional and physical reactions.

(58-s) “His face took on a frenzied gleam.” (McEwan, 2025, p. 37)

(58-t) “B tio2o ouax 3’saeuscs wanenuii oauck.”

Here, semantic modulation shifts the focus from “face” to “eyes,” aligning the expression
with natural Ukrainian stylistics while preserving intensity.

(59-s) “My heart galloped.” (McEwan, 2025, p. 38)

(59-t) “Cepye xanamano, mos craosicene.”

Here, amplification is used through the added simile “moB ckaxene,” which intensifies
the hyperbolic rhythm of fear and adrenaline.

Translation of Similes

The magical dimension of the Artisan world is clearly expressed in the first excerpt, where
supernatural action is conveyed through a vivid simile.

(60-s) “When his hand unfurled, the light flew from his palm like a dozen released doves...”
(McEwan, 2025, p. 20)

(60-t) “Konu 6in pozmuchys 0010HI0, C8IMIO BULEMINO 3 Heil, Haue 0eCAMOK GUNYUJEHUX
eonyois...”"

Here, structural modulation is used to adapt the sentence to natural Ukrainian word order.
At the same time, generalization appears in the rendering of “from his palm” as “3 nei,” which
avoids unnecessary repetition and keeps the phrasing smooth. The central simile is preserved
through literal translation, maintaining the light, almost divine imagery of the magical system.

In contrast, the following fragments shift the focus to the harsh and dehumanising
industrial reality.

(61-s) “We pressed together like cattle in an abattoir...” (McEwan, 2025, p. 21)

(61-t) “Mu mynunucs ooue 00 00HO20, Haue Xy0oba Ha OiuHi... "

51



Here, particularization is used in translating “pressed together” as “Tynumucs omne 10
onuoro,” which makes the physical closeness more concrete and expressive. The simile “Haue
xynoba Ha OiiiHi” is preserved literally, reinforcing the loss of individuality and the oppressive
conditions of the working-class environment.

The next fragment continues the depiction of industrial life through mechanical sound
imagery.

(62-s)“...he heard the train’s farewell whistle, and it sounded like the signal of shifts
changing in the mines.” (McEwan, 2025, p. 16)

(62-t) “...6in nouys npowanvHull CEUCMOK NOmMsea, AKUU 30A8Cs UOMY CUSHATIOM 00
nepesminku 8 waxmax.”

Here, structural modulation is applied to reorganise the sentence into a more natural
Ukrainian structure. In addition, transposition is used, as the English construction “it sounded
like” is transformed into the noun-based structure “skuii 3maBcs Homy cur"aioMm,” which
strengthens the connection between sound and labour routine in the industrial setting.

The following fragments focus on interpersonal tension and psychological instability of
the characters.

(63-s) “He smiled like he didn’t mean it, stood still like he wanted to bolt...” (McEwan,
2025, p. 20)

(63-t) “Bin nocmixascs mak, Hibu Hacnpagoi uomy Oyio He 00 CMIXy, CMOS8 HepyXoMo,
Xoua 6ecw 1020 U0 C8I0UUE NPO OANCAHHI OpeMeHymu cemb.

Here, amplification is used through added explanatory elements such as ‘“‘nacnpasni iomy
Oyno He 10 cMixy” and “Bech Horo BUTIIAA cBiquuB 1po,” which clarify the emotional subtext.
Transposition is also present in the shift from the verb “wanted” to the noun phrase “6axanns,”
which makes the inner tension more explicit and stylistically natural in Ukrainian.

(64-s) “Instead, he rolled his eyes, as though he’d never met a girl quite as hysterical as me,
then disappeared once more.” (McEwan, 2025, p. 39)

(64-t) “Hamomicmo 6in 3axomus oui, Hibu HIKOIU 8 dHcUmmi He 6a4us 0i8UUCbKA HACMINbKU
icmepuyHoeo, K s, a mooi 3HUK 3H08). "

Here, reduction is applied by omitting redundant elements for smoother Ukrainian syntax.
Amplification appears in the phrase “B »xutTi,” which increases emotional intensity. Semantic
modulation is used to render “quite as hysterical as me” as “HacTUIbKM iCTepUYHOTrO, fK f,”
preserving the informal, slightly sarcastic tone of the original.

The final fragment introduces a more mundane, observational comparison within the
industrial world.

(65-s) “They picked up and replaced each item in the box like they were shopping for ripe
fruit.” (McEwan, 2025, p. 39)

(65-t) “Bonu 6panu 1 xknanu Hazao KodceH npeomem y KOpooOyi, Haue euoupaiu cmueii
¢pyxmu na oazapi.”

Here, amplification is used through the addition of “na 6a3api,” which introduces a
culturally familiar context for Ukrainian readers. Modulation transforms “shopping for” into the
more concrete “Bubupanu,” making the action more visual and physically grounded while
preserving the meaning of careful selection.

All Translation techniques were applied to overcome challenges of the text with historical
fictional worlds reach in literary devices.
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Conclusions

In our work, a selected part of the source text was translated and analyzed with a focus on
the interaction between historical and fantasy elements. This approach allowed us to examine how
linguistic, cultural, and stylistic features shape the narrative and influence translation choices.

We have established that the text is characterized by a complex interplay of 19th-century
realia, fantasy irrealia, and rich descriptive imagery (See Appendix A). These elements
contribute to the creation of a dual world, where industrial realism coexists with utopian and
symbolic representations. The presence of stylistic devices such as imagery, allegory, simile,
hyperbole, and allusion enhances the expressive quality of the text and poses additional
challenges in translation (See Appendix B).

While rendering these features into the target language, we applied a range of translation
techniques in order to preserve both meaning and stylistic effect. The techniques identified in our
analysis include (see Appendix C):

modulation (32.5%),

literal translation (17.5 %),

amplification (13.75 %),

generalization (8.75 %),

particularization (8.75 %),

transposition (7.5 %),

established equivalent (5%),

reduction (3.75 %),

calque (1.25 %),

borrowing (1.25 %).

It can be concluded that modulation, literal translation, and amplification are the
dominant techniques, which reflects the use of foreignization as the primary translation strategy
aimed at preserving the fictional world and cultural specificity of the source text. The translation
process required careful decision-making, especially in cases where: no direct equivalents existed
(irrealia), cultural specificity had to be preserved (realia), or stylistic richness needed to be
maintained (descriptions). The applied strategies allowed us to produce a translation that retains
the atmosphere, imagery, and conceptual depth of the original text, while making it accessible to
a modern Ukrainian reader.
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Appendices

Appendix A.

Realia and Irrealia

Irrealia
48,6%

Appendix B.

Literary Devices

allusion
11,6%

allegory
11,6%

imagery
14,0%

simile
16,3%

Realia

51,4%

hyperbole

27,9%

description

18,6%
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Appendix C.

Techniques applied in the process of translation

reducion

3,8%
established
5,0%
transposition
7,5%
particularizatio
8,8%
generalization
8,8%

modulation
32,5%

literal
17,5%

amplification
13,8%
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