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Abstract

This translation project studies the peculiarities of translation of communication in the
context of the descriptive narrative of Once There Were Heroes, an epic fantasy novel authored
by Philip C. Quaintrell. We explore the descriptive narrative style and the expressiveness of
communication in the text, as well as the techniques employed in translation. In doing so, we aim
to determine the best approaches to translating the highly descriptive, emotionally charged style
characteristic of works of fiction. The target text possesses many features, such as a certain rhythm
and tension accompanying many of its episodes, language rich in emotion and imagery, and terms
or formulations not typical of the Ukrainian language, thus causing issues for the translator. To
resolve such issues, we explore and analyze the writing style and stylistic means employed by the
author to enchance the expressiveness of his work. In this paper, the means of improving the
expressiveness of communication, employed by the author, and translation techniques utilized in
our translation to preserve the expressiveness and improve readability of the text are explored,
sampled and studied.

Keywords: communication, descriptive narrative, dialogue, epic fantasy, expressiveness.

AHOTAILA

VY npoMy nepexsiafaiibkoMy MpO€EKT1 JOCTIKYIOTECS 0COOIMBOCTI TTepEKIay MOBICHHS
B KOHTEKCTI OITUCOBOT0O HAPATUBY B eniuHOMY (peHTe3i-pomani «Once There Were Heroes» ®inina
KBanTepens. MU OCTIIKYEMO OIHMCOBHIA CTHIIb Ta BUPA3HICTh MOBJICHHS B TEKCTi, a TaKOX
nepekIaganbki TPUHOMH, 3aCTOCOBaHI B HOro mepekianai. TakuM YWHOM, MH HaMaraeMmocs
BU3HAYUTH HaWKpalll MiIXOAd 0 TEepeKiIaay OIMCOBOTO, EMOIIHOTO CTHIIO IHCHhMA,
XapaKTEPHOTO ISl XyA0XKHIX TBOPIB. TEKCT opHUriHaiay Mae 0COOIUBOCTI, TaKi SIK IEBHUM PUTM Ta
Hampyra, 10 CYMpPOBOKYIOTh OUIBIIICTh €Mi30[iB, Oarara Ha eMoIlli Ta 00pa3u MoBa Ta
TEPMIHOJIOTISI Yi (POPMYJTIOBAHHS, HETHUIIOBI JJI1 YKPAaiHCHKOT MOBH, IO MOXYTh CHPUYHMHHUTH
TPYAHOILI JJIs TIepeKIIagada. 3 METO0 BUPIMICHHS KX MPo0IeM MU JIOCTIDKYEMO Ta aHATI3YEMO
CTHJIb TIMChbMa Ta CTHJIICTUYHI IPHUHOMH, 3aCTOCOBaHI aBTOPOM JIJIsl MiJIBUIIICHHS BUpa3HOCTI. L5
poboTa MICTHTh IOCTIKEHHS Ta BHOIPKY 3aco0iB IMIJBUINCHHS BHUPA3HOCTI CHUIKYBaHHS,
3aCTOCOBAaHMX aBTOPOM, a TaKOX MepeKIaialbKi MPUHOMH, BUKOPHUCTaHI Ui 30epeKeHHs
BHPA3HOCTI Ta MOKPAIIEHHS YUTA0CTBHOCTI TEKCTY.

Kuro4uoBi ciioBa: BUpa3HICTh, iajior, enidHe GeHTe31, OMMCOBHI HApaTUB, CITUIKYBAaHHS.
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Introduction

The works of epic fantasy have been among the most popular genres of fiction ever since
its inception. Translating epic fantasy is highly relevant nowadays, because the genre has become
a global cultural force, its audience spanning worldwide. In the age of globalism, many authors
can expand their audience, or even grow in popularity through sharing their work with foreign
communities. Naturally, literature only reaches the majority of international audiences through
translation. This makes translation not only a tool of accessibility and communication but also a
means of fostering growth and prosperity within the genre. Given the epic fantasy genre’s reliance
on building up a certain atmosphere, in no small part through prevalent dialogue and nuanced
descriptions, it is of great importance that the expressiveness of the text is faithfully rendered in
translation.

Philip C. Quaintrell is a contemporary fiction writer on the rise in his popularity. Therefore,
we consider his works to be relevant to the aim of our work. Once There Were Heroes, like
Quaintrell’s other works of epic fantasy, possesses many features, emblematic of the genre and is
greatly inspired by the classic works of high fantasy. Also, the book is written in a very expressive
and descriptive style, making it a particularly relevant piece of material within the scope of the
factors listed above.

Many narratologists, such as Bal, Dawson, Mékeld, and others have already explored
various types of narratives, including descriptive. McGuigan, Sell, and others have studied
dialogue and the techniques writers employ to enhance it. Lysanets, Oliver, Pavleeva and others
have previously explored the key features of the epic fantasy genre. Also, this paper relies greatly
on works of Albir, Korunets, Molina and others in the field of translation.

The object of the translation project is the descriptive narrative in the epic fantasy genre.

The subject of the translation project is the expressiveness of communication in the
descriptive narrative of Once There Were Heroes, the challenges it poses for the translator, and
the translation techniques used in rendering it into Ukrainian.

The aim of the research is to investigate the peculiarities of dialogue expressiveness in
descriptive narrative and to identify the most effective and appropriate translation techniques for
its rendering in Ukrainian.

The objectives of our research are as follows:

to translate the selected text, faithfully rendering its expressiveness;

to analyze the techniques employed by the author to achieve a high level of expressiveness;

to explore the translation of elements, which contribute to the expressiveness of the text;

to justify the translation techniques used to convey the text’s expressiveness.

The structure and the body of the research. The paper comprises an introduction, two
chapters, the latter being composed of four subchapters, conclusions, references and appendices.
The source text contains 40,870 characters; the target text contains 39,716 characters. The total
volume of the translation project is 43 pages.



Chapter 1. Translation of the fragment from Once There Were Heroes by Philip C. Quaintrell

Source Text
1 MOVING SHADOWS

“You need to push, Ilithranda.” Androma’s words were a firm
directive. “Push now.”

Leaning on the end of the bed, Androma could feel the sheets
crease as they were clenched within Ilithranda’s knotted fists. She could
smell the sweat that lingered on the air, long having overpowered the
lavender water prepared days earlier — a calming scent that had achieved
little in the end. The Andaren warrior exhaled, letting loose a long moan,
replacing all else in Androma’s sensitive ears. The latter was a blessing
given the sounds that invaded from beyond the walls.

What madness there was out there. What death.

“Push,” she repeated, her hands moving up the bed and between
[lithranda’s legs.

“I can’t,” the Andaren cried, her arduous labour taking its toll.

Indeed, Androma had recorded three sunrises since Ilithranda’s
first contraction. Warrior or not, the Andaren was exhausted.

“You must,” Androma insisted. “The time is now. The babe is
ready. You must push.”

“I can’t,” Ilithranda said again, her head falling back onto the
mounded pillows. “I’'m... I’m too tired.”

Androma cocked her head, though it did nothing to help her see
past the ragged strip of cloth that concealed her eyes. “Tired? I’m blind,
not deaf. There is yet strength in your voice. Where’s that Vahlken mettle?
You were bred to never stop.”

Ilithranda groaned. “We were bred to never stop... killing!” she
countered. “This is quite the... opposite.” The next surge was upon her.

The walls shook around them and the timber beams creaked,
threatening to lose their place in the ceiling. Somewhere, not too far away,
another building was brought down in a shower of stone and rubble. So

Target Text

1 TEATP TIHEU
— Tob6i moTpiOHO HATYKUTHCA,
IIPO3BYYaJIM, HauU€ HaKa3. — 3apas.

Cnupatouricb Ha Kpall JbKka, AHJpoMa BiguyBaja, SK
pocTupaia 3SMUHAIUCS B KyJakax [nmitpanau. BiguyBana 13amax noty B
MOBITP1, IO BXKE JAaBHO MEpeOMB 3aCTOKIMIMBUI apoMar JIaBaHIOBOI
BOJM, MPUTOTOBAHOI KUIbKa IHIB TOMY, SIKHH 3pEUITOI0 Mallo YUM
JOTIOMIT. 3 BUJIMXOM aHJapcbka BOiHKa BUITYCTWJA JOBTUU CTOTIH, IO
3ariylyB yci iHIII 3BYKH B YYTJIMBHX ByxaxXx AHIpoMu. OctaHHE OyIo
0J1arom, 3Ba)Kar04M Ha 3BYKH, 10 JTOHOCUJTUCS 3-3a CTIH.

Ske x 6e3ymcTBO Tam manyBasio! Cama cMepTh.
— Tyxcs, — noBTOpHMIIa BOHA, MITHABIIN PYKH 3 JIDKKA Ta TMOKJIABLIN 1X
MDK HIT [miTpanm.
— He Moy, — KpuKHYJa aHJapKa, ii BACHAKEHHS AaBajoCs B3HAKU.

AHJpoMa BIAMITHIIA TPU CBITAHKH 3 MOMEHTY IEPIIUX MepeiMiB
Initpannu. [lonpu BoiHCEKY BUTPUMKY, aHAapKa Oyia BUCHA)KEHA.
— A tpeba, — Hanossriaa Aaapoma — HacraB vac. /[uTuHa Bxke ToTOBA.
Tyxcs.
— 51 He Moxy, — moBTopuia LiiTpaHja, 3aKMHYBIIW TOJIOBY HazajJ Ha
KyIy noaymok — S aumens... Hanro BTomiiena.

AHZpoMa HaXWJIKJIA TOJIOBY, X0Y 1€ i He IOTOMOTIO iif moGaunTtu
XO0Y IIOCh KPi3b IIMAT TKAaHWHHU, 1[0 MPUXOBYBAB ii OYl.
— Bromnena? S moxe i cnina, Ta He Tiyxa. Uylo 1ie cuiy B TBOEMY
rofnoci. Jle » Ta BaJikeHChbKa BUTpuMKa? HeBuHHICH Y Bac y KpoBi!
— HeBnunHO... BOMBaTH, OCh 110 B MeHE B KpoBi! — mpocTorHana y
BinnoBiap lmirpanma. — A 11e... T€Th POTUIIEIKHE.
Ha nei HakoTuna yeproBa XBuiisi 60JIIO.

CTiHM HaBKOJIO 3aTPEMTLIM, a JIepeB’siHI OAJKU 3aCKPHUIILUIM TakK,
Haue 0Ch-OCh BMAAYTh 31 cTeni. Jlech mobau3y rpaja KaMiHHS Ta yJIaMKiB
3pyiiHyBaB iHINY OyAiBir0. B Tol camuii yac pospocTanmucs MOXexi,
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too were the fires rising, their reaching flames burning anything and
everything. Androma could smell them. As always, amidst the chaos of
war, there were the constant sounds of ringing steel and pained screams.

It was a battle that would have to wait.

“Push, Ilithranda.” The Andaren’s head rolled forwards, her jaw
clenched by the sound being forced between her teeth. It might have been
years since she had seen the effect with working eyes, but Androma knew
that the Andaren’s silvery skin would be flushing a dull grey under such
strain. Digging into reserves not idly found in most, sweat coating every
inch of her skin, llithranda turned onto all fours, breathing and pushing
with the rhythms of her body.

“That’s it,” Androma encouraged. “Feel it. Push.”

Despite Ilithranda’s efforts and the invariable frenzy of violence
outside, Androma’s aural abilities still detected the distinct flap of wings
that batted the air beyond the roof. There came a squawk too, though it
was quickly drowned out by an ear-splitting roar and another set of mighty
wings.

“It’s Tovun,” Ilithranda declared, the name forced from her lips.

“Yes,” Androma agreed. “He battles Herragax this day,” she
added ominously.

“You know the dragon by sound?” Ilithranda questioned.

“I know all their voices,” Androma admitted, “few though they
are.

“Vander is here,” Ilithranda concluded with dismay.

“Yes,” Androma answered, her tone relaying more than an ounce
of derision for Herragax’s Rider.

“Where is Daijen?” Ilithranda asked, her voice laced with concern.

“You ask a blind woman?” Androma quipped.
“He said he would be here,” came the Andaren’s groaning
response.

HOJIyM’st TIOTJIMHAJIO BCE HAa CBOEMY LUIIXY. AHApPOMa BiIdyBaya 3amax
mMy. SIK 3aBXAH, 13 cepIlsl Xaocy BIHHM HEBIIMHHO JOHOCHJIHMCS OOJIICHI
KPHKH Ta J3BIiH CTAaJIi.

[IpoTe, 11st OuTBa Maja 3a4eKaTH.

— Tyxcs, Lmitpanno.

['onoBa aHjgapku noxuiawiacs, Iejena Hampyxuiacs, a rojoc
BHUPHUBABCA Kpi3b MIHO CTUCHYTI 3yOu. Ilonpu Te, mo AHapomMa pokamu
He 0aumia 1ei mpoiec CBOiMU OYrMMa, BOHA 3Haa, 0 CpilisacTa miKipa
aH/JapKy, HameBHe, HaOylla TEeMHO-CIpOro KOJIbOPY Bl Takoi Hampyru.
Uepnarouu cuiM 3 3amacis, 110 € B He0ararbox, BKpUTa NOTOM 3 FOJIOBH JI0
HIr, [miTpanma crana Ha BCI YOTHPH, JUXAOUA W TY)KAYUCh Yy PUTMI
BJIACHOT'O TiIA.

— Came Tak, — minbaapoproBaia Aaapoma — Tyxcsl.

[Tonpu noTyru IniTpanu Ta maneHui po3rya HaCKILIS 30BHI, CITyX
AHApOMHU BCe X 3MII YJIOBUTH BUpa3HI MMOMaxu KpWJ, L0 PO3CIKAIU
MOBITPSI J1eCh HaJ JaxoM. BIIOBHB 1 CKpEKIT, HEBIOBCI NepeOUTHI
ONIyLLUIMBUM PEBOM Ta HACTYITHUM yAapOM MOTYTHIX KPHII.

— Ile ToByH, — Benukumu 3ycumismu mpoMoBuia Limitpanna.

— Tax, — migTBepania AHIpoMa Ta TPUBOXKHO moaana: — [lporo mHs
BiH OopeTbcst 3 ['eparakcom.

— Twu Boi3Haem ApakoHiB 3a 3ByKoM? — 3anuTtaina linirpanya.

— 41 3Har royiocu BCiX JpakoHIB, — 3a3Hadmwia AHApoMa — X0dY iX 1
Hebararo.

— Topni i1 Bangep Tyt, — y po3naui goMoBuia lnirpanaa.

— Taxk, — Bianosina AHapoMa, B ii TOHI He OyNo aHi Kparuii MoBaru J0
BepiiHuka [ eparakca.

— A ne Jlaiipken? — 3anmtana Lnitpanaa, B i royioci mpojyHajia HOTKa
3aHENOKOEHHS.

— B cninoi nutaem? — ycMixHynacs AHapoma.

— BiH ckazas, 1mo 6yzae TyT, — NpocTorHaia y BiANOBiIb aHIapKa.



“Daijen Saeth will be wherever he is needed to be—such is his
way.” Androma waved the topic away. “Neither Daijen nor Tovun are of
any consequence,” she instructed. “I need you focused...” Her attention
snapped away, taken by the sound of the door being slammed open
downstairs. “What now?” she growled.

The clamour of armour and imperial boots pounding up the spiral
staircase soon followed, bringing out a sigh from Androma. Aware that
Ilithranda was on the cusp of giving birth, she slipped off the bottom of the
bed. She knew there were five steps between the edge of the bed and the
northern wall, where she had left her staff resting against the stone.

Her arm outstretched, fingers flexing for the familiar touch, she
found and grasped the staff of maple wood as the door was opened.
Multiple boots entered, ruffling the strip of weathered rug that ran out from
the threshold.

Four was Androma’s count. But she had been wrong before.

“What in the Black Abyss is going on here?” one of them
demanded in his native tongue.

“GET OUT!” Ilithranda roared without even looking at them.

Androma’s Andarneese slipped from her tongue as if it was her
first language. “Can I help you, gentlemen?”

By the sound of their scraping helms, the group had turned from
the unlikely scene of an Andaren woman giving birth in the middle of a
battle to the blind woman pointing her staff in their direction. Androma
held it deliberately high, irritatingly so for the Andaren soldier who
considered it to be in his face.

“She’s human!” declared one from the back of the group.

“Human?” another questioned incredulously. The first to speak, his
voice deeper and richer than the others, uttered, “What in the emperor’s
name...”

“Don’t you have a war to be fighting?” Androma interjected,
jabbing her staff at the air.

— Jaitmxen Cer Oyne Tam, e BiH NOTpiOEH — Taka BXK€ B HHOTO BJIaya
— Binmaxnynack Aanpoma. — Hi Jlaiioken, Hi ToByH Hapasi He BaXKJIHBI,
— JIUKTyBaJjla BOHA Jasli — MeHi moTpiObHO, mob TH 30cepeaunach... —
ASK parToM i BiIBOJIIK TYPKIT IBEpEH, 110 BITYMHIINCS BHU3Y. — Hy 1m0
Tenep? — mpoOypMoOTiia BOHA.

He3zabapom Ha cripalibHEX CX0/aX 3aJyHaB TypKIT 00JIaAyHKIB Ta
IMIepchKUX 4001T. AHApoMa 3auxHyaa. Po3ymitoun, mo lnitpanga ockb-
OCh HApOJWTh, BOHA CKOUMWJIA 3 Kpaw Jibkka. BoHa mam’srtana, 1o Mibk
JDKKOM Ta MIBHIYHOIO CTIHOKO KIMHATH, JI€ CTOsUIa 1i mayiuils, 0yao m’sTh
CXOJIMHOK.

BUTATHYBIN pyKy, IITYKAIOUYHU MATBISIMHA IIOCH 3HAWOME Ha JIOTHK,
BOHA HaMmallaja CBIi MOCOX 3 KJIEHOBOTO JIEPEBA, aX TYT BITUUHUIIUCS
nBepi. Jlo kiMHaTH 3a0iryio KuTbKa map 4o0ir, 3iM’SBIIA CMYTY CTaporo
KUJIUMY, 1110 TIPOCTSTajacs Bij MOpPOTy.

Anapoma Haniguia yotupu napu. [Ipote ciyx mir ii migBecTH.

— o, wopHa 6€30/1Hs1, TYT BiTOYBa€ThCsA? — rapKHYB OJIMH 13 HUX CBOEIO
MOBOIO.

— WIITh TETh! — mpopesina Lnitpanga, HaBiTh He KHHYBIIM B iXHiif
OiK TTOTJISA Y.

AHJpoMa 3aroBopuiia aHAapChKoO0, Hade To Oyia i pigHa MoBa:
— YuM MOy JOTIOMOI'TH, TAHOBE?

31 CKpUIIOM IIOJIOMIB BOHHU TI€PEBEIU TMOTJIAIM Bil JUBHOTO
BUJIOBHILIA — aHJApKH, II0 HApOJKyBaja cepea OUTBH, — Ha CIily
KIHKY, sSIKa BKa3dyBaJla Ha HUX MajuIlero. AHApoOMa HaBMHCHO TpUMalla
MOCOX BUCOKO, TUM CAMHM CHJIBHO APATYIOUYH COJJlaTa, SKOMY 3/1aBajiocs,
Have BOHA THIISIE HOMY B OOIHYYSL.

— Bona nroauna! — npokpuydaB coyigaT I1ech 3-103aay.
— JlronquHa? — 3 MOAMBOM TIEPEIIMTAB 1HIIIUM.

— Illo, iMmeHeM iMIiepaTopa... — MPOMOBUB NEPIIHi 3 HUX. Koro rojoc
OyB rauOIIMiA Ta HACHYEHIIUH, HDK B 1HIIMX.
— Xiba BM He BolOBaTH 3apa3 Maere? — mepeOuwia AHIpoMma,

PO3Maxyrouu MajJuIero B MOBITPI.



The Andaren soldier gripped the flat end of the staff. “Get that out
of my face!” he barked, shoving it aside. It gave away his exact position
and informed Androma which hand wielded his sword.

The wicked smirk that curled but one of her cheeks would not have
been hard to miss for the sighted

That length of maple wood jabbed forwards with enough force to
break the soldier’s nose and push him back into the Andaren behind. What
followed was a blur, the staff arcing round to slam one in the side of the
helm before breaking the knee of another and, finally, being thrust up into
the groin of a third. Androma’s next, but considerably more powerful,
attack whipped the staff up into the jaw of the third, flipping him up and
over until he landed on the back of his neck.

“Androma!” Ilithranda screamed.

The soldier who had received the blow to the helm recovered first
and leapt from the floor, barrelling into Androma with a strong arm around
her waist. Her response to Ilithranda was taken from her lips, along with
the air in her lungs as she greeted the wall with force. Two successive fists
rammed into her gut before a swift right hook caught her in the face and
dropped her to one knee.

But the soldier wasn’t done with her yet.

As he tried to pull her up for another beating, Androma pushed him
back and he dragged the rags over her head in the process. Staggering back
with naught but clothing for his efforts, the Andaren looked back at the
blind woman, perhaps expecting to see her naked.

He was wrong.

“That armour,” he muttered in his rich baritone, obviously staring
at the close-fitted panels of firm but well-worn leather the rags had been
concealing. “You'’re a...”

“She’s a Dragon Rider!” another exclaimed, though the sound of
his voice suggested he had a broken nose.

What a surprise that must have been, to have tackled a blind
woman, and of age by her weathered skin, pallor, and cropped greying

— 3abepu Horo Bix MOro 06aMyYst! — mporapyaB aHIapelb, CXOMUBIIH
MOCOX 32 TUIACKUH KiHEeIb Ta BIMIITOBXHYBIIH Horo yoik. Llum camuM Bix
BUJaB AHIPOMI, Jie caMe CTOITh Ta B SIKild PYIli TPUMAa€e CBOTO MeyYa.

3n0BiCHA MOCMIIIKa, IO CKPUBWIIA IIOKY AHIPOMH, HE MOTJa
JHUIITUTHCS HETIOMIYEHOIO 3PSTYHMHU.

Bona Brapmita nanuiiero 3 TaKor CHIIOK0, IO 371amalia CoJIIaTy Hic
Ta IITOBXHYJIa HOTO Ha TOBapHILIa, 1110 CTOSB No3any. laini Bce Oyno Haue
B TyMaHi: MaJHWI 3MaxHyla Jyroro, BIYYHUBIIN OJHOMY COJIaTy B OiK
HI0JIOMY, TOTIM 3jamajla KOJIIHO IHIIOMY Ta BpEIITI BCTPOMMUIIACS
TpeTboMy B mnax. HacTynmHuii, 3Ha4HO NOTYXHIUMKA yaap AHAPOMHU
MOIUTMB TOMY K COJIIATy B IIENEMy, B YOTO TOW aX IiJJIETIB,
NEPEKUHYBCS, Ta MPU3EMITUBCS Ha TIO THITULIIO.

— Anapomo! — kpuknyna linitpanaa.

Conpar, sIKUii OTPUMAB 10 LIOJIOMY, IPUMIIOB JI0 TSIMU NEPIIAM
— BIH I1ICKOYUB 3 MIJIOTH Ta KUHYBCSA HA AHAPOMY, MIITHO CXOMUBIIN ii
HaBKoJIo Tauii. Ii Binmosige IniTpanai o6ipBaB cumbHUIA yaap o0 CTiHy,
KUK BUOWB moaux 3 i1 jereHs. JlBa ygapu KyJakaMu OJHMH 3a OJIHUM
BIIYUWJIU i B JKMBIT, TIOTIM IIBUIAKWANA XyK MPABOIO TMOIUIMB B OOIHYYS,
3BaJIMBILIH i HA OJHE KOJIHO.

[IpoTe conpary 11poro OYyJI0 Mao.

Bin cnpoOyBaB migHATH ii, MO0 MNPOJOBXKUTH TO00I, TpoTe
AHgpoma BigmToBXHYJa iHoro Bim cebe. [loxuTyrounch, TOH 3TATHYB
JaXMITTS 1 Yepe3 TOJIOBY, Ta KpiM TOi TKAaHWHU HIYOTO HE BHUOOPOB.
AHpaapenp 03UpHYBCS Ha CIIIMY XIHKY, MOXJIMBO MOJYyMAaBIIH, 110 BiH ii
OTOJIUB.

Ta BiH mOMUJISBCS.

— Me#t obnanmyHok, — mpoOypyaB BiH CBOIM INIMOOKHUM OapHUTOHOM,
BHUTPINIMBIIMCH HA TICHO 3IIUTI IUIACTHHHU MIITHOT Ta TIOMITHO 3HOIICHO1
HIKIpH, K1 OyJIM MPUXOBaH1 JaXMITTIM — TH...

— BoHa ipakoHsYa BepIIHHUI | — NPOKpHYAB iHImii conaar. Moro rooc
OyB MPUTIYIICHUH Yepe3 31aMaHui Hic.

SxuM ke BIAKPUTTAM Lie Juid HUX crajo. Crina Ta — Ccyasuu 3i
3MOpIIKYBaTOl, OJif01 IIKIPH Ta KOPOTKO CTPUIKEHOIO CHBIOYOTO
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hair, only to behold a Dragon Rider. Their nerves were immediately frayed
by the reputation that accompanied such a title.

Whether that was the whole truth of the matter or not, Androma
used the moment of revelation and thrust a boot out, hammering the soldier
holding her ragged tunic in the chest. The broken nose stepped in, for while
the broken leg naturally failed to stand, the other was unconscious, if not
already dead from a broken neck.

Arms held out and absent her staff, Androma stepped away, giving
herself time and space. She heard the sound of a sword being raised and
swiftly so by the way it cut through the air. Her left heel knocked against
her staff, causing it to move a few inches. She stepped over it and rolled
the wood onto her toes before kicking it up into her waiting hands.

Head down and tilted slightly to one side, she listened and waited.
To the blind, the world was moving shadows, black on black. It was a life
of quietude and chaos entwined, a life that had taken Androma years to
master after several lifetimes of enjoying sight.

But mastered it she had.

Weaving left then right, she evaded the two swings that would have
taken her head, and deflected a third swing with her right vambrace, the
steel glancing off the small blue dragon scales that plated the armour.
Having now taken the necessary steps to position not just herself but her
opponent too, Androma jabbed the soldier in the throat, her staff robbing
him of breath. A quick twist of the maple wood brought the staff up behind
the Andaren and launched him through the shutters and window.

The sound of war was exaggerated for a moment, the violence and
mayhem spilling into the room. Moving away from the noise, Androma
detected movement at the end of the bed. The soldier who had snatched
her tunic was rising. Closer to the door, the fool with the broken leg, who
had yet to have his say in the fight, was crawling back to the stairs.

BOJIOCCS, — JITHS OKIHKA BHUSBUJIACS JPAaKOHSYOK BEPIIHHUIICIO.
Pemyrarisi, moB’si3aHa 3 UM TUTYJIOM, OApa3y K MOXWINIA IXHIA TyX.

[Tomumsiiucy BOHM, 4M Hi, Ta AHOpoMa BCE X CKOPHCTAJIACs
MOMEHTOM iXHBOTO IOJMBY Ta BJApHja HOTOIO B TPYIH COJIaTa, SKUH
TpuMaB 1i momapnany TyHiKy. YoJOBiK 31 31aMaHUM HOCOM BTpPYTHBCS
HACTYITHUM, ajpKe Oiibine Oyino HIKOMY — TOH, IO 31 3JJaMaHOI0 HOTOIO,
BOYEBHU/Ib, HE MIT' CTOSITH, B TOM Yac SIK IHIIHMH iXHI1M TOOpaTUM JieXkKaB un
TO BTPATUBLIM CBIIOMICTb, UM TO BXKE€ MEPTBUH, Uyepe3 31aMaHy LU0

BunpocraBumu 06e330poeHi pyku, AHIpoMa BiACTyNMJIa Hazal,
HaMararouuch B TaKu CIOCiO BUTpaTH cob1 yac Ta npocTip. Bona nmouymna
3aMax MeueM — HIBUJKHM, 3 OTJISy Ha Te, K BiH po3cik noBiTps. JliBoto
II’SITOI0 BOHA Bpi3ajach y MOCOX, BiJl YOTO TOM BIIKOTHBCS Ha KUIbKa
canTuMeTpiB. BoHa HacTynuia 3a HROTO i MepeKoTHUsIa Ha HOCOK, IICHs
4OTO MIKUHYJA CO01 B PYKH.

OnycTHBIIM Ta TPOXH CXHJIMBIIH TOJIOBY HAaOIK, BOHAa YeKaia Ta
npuciIyxoByBasiack. [liist cininux cBit OyB Tearpom TiHeH. YopHuUX TiHEH
Ha 4YopHOMYy Tii. JKUTTS Oy/lO TMO€THAHHSM CIIOKOK Ta Xxaocy. Ha
OTIaHyBaHHS IILOTO TEATPY MICHS JCKUIBKOX JKHUTTIB CIOTJISAAHHS CBITY
ounMa iii 3HaA0OMBCS HE OJIUH PIK.

Ta Bce x 1if 11e BIanocs.

MasneBpyroun JiBOpyY, MOTIM MPAaBOPYY BOHA YXMJIHIIACH BT ABOX
aTak, 1o BUIHsUM O i TOJIOBY, Ta BiIOWJIA TPETid yaap CBOIM IpaBUM
HapydYeM — CTaJIeB€ JIe30 BIACKOUMJIO BiJl CHHIX JPAaKOHAYUX JYCOK,
asKkuMA ~ OyB  o3700neHuit i1 oOnagyHok. HapemTi, mnpaBUiIBHO
po3TallyBaBIIM He Juiie cebe, a il CBOro CympOTHUBHUKA, AHIpoMa
BJapujia BOiHa B TOPJIO, BUOMBIIHU 3 HOro AuxaHHs. LlIBunkum oGeprom
BOHA 3aBeJia [M0COX 3a CIHMHY aHJIapIio Ta BUILITOBXHYJA HOTO 3 BiKHA.

3BykH OUTBM Ha MHTh MOCHIWIHCS, HACHIBLCTBO ¥ Xaoc
3amoBHIOBanu KimHaty. [locyHyBmmch monani Big wmymy, AHApoMa
nouyna pyx OuIs Kparo JIDKKa: TOM cojjaT, o 3ipBaB 3 Hel TYHIKY,
31ifiMaBcsl Ha HOTH, a OJWKYe 0 ABEpei, TypeHb 31 3J1aMaHO0 HOTOlo,
SKHI 10C1 HaBITh HE MIPHUIHSB y4acTi y OiifIli, BiAMOB3aB y O1K CXO/IB.



“Androma,” Ilithranda moaned again, pulling at her attention.

On his feet, the soldier dropped the tunic and drew a dagger from
his belt, the steel ringing short and sharp as it tasted the air. He spat on the
floor. “Now you die, witch,” he promised.

Equally short and sharp was the breath that escaped Androma’s
nose as she resigned herself to the final obstacle. He jabbed first, coming
for her face, before rounding back to slice her neck. She felt the sting of it
and knew it wasn’t a mortal blow. Rather than dwell on the near-miss, she
brought her staff into the melee, forcing the soldier to rely on his footwork
to stay in the fight. He took three strikes to the chest and one to the top of
his arm, all of which were armoured and saved him from broken bones.

“Maybe you’re not a Dragon Rider after all!” the Andaren sneered.
He countered with a backhand that bloodied Androma’s lip, before the
edge of his dagger carved across her ribs, staggering her.

Androma didn’t need eyes to know the Andaren was smiling. She
cared little for his revels, or his words for that matter. Her hand moved
over her compact armour and found the damage her foe had wrought. Her
fingers traced the torn leather and felt the hard scales that formed the
hidden underlayer of her armour.

Scales. His scales.

Don'’t think about him, she commanded of herself

Though he didn’t know it, the soldier was coming at her now with
a dulled blade. He might yet have wielded it to victory, but victory was not
his to claim that day, nor any that might follow.

Androma lashed out and stunned him with a single blow to his jaw.
Before he knew what was happening, she was repositioning not only
herself but the staff until she was behind him and the maple wood rested
in front of his neck. Then she twisted.

— AHapoMo, — 3HOBY 3acTorHana lmirpanna, mo0 npuropHyTH ii yBary
1o ceoe.

[TigBiBIIUCH 3 MIUIOTH, COJITAT BIIKWHYB TYHIKY Ta JICTaB 3-3a
CBOTO TOSICY KMHDKAJ: 3 PI3KUM Ta KOPOTKHUM J3BOHOM CTallb PO3CIKIa
noBiTps. BiH TUIIOHYB Ha MIAIOTY Ta MPOTOJIOCHB:

— 3apa3 Ta moMpel, BibMo.

TakuM ke pI3KUM Ta KOPOTKUM OyB 1 MOJMX, 110 BUPBABCS 3 HOCA
AHApOMH, KOJIM BOHA MPUTOTYBAJacs IMOJO0JIATU OCTAHHIO MEPELIKOIY.
Crnepuly cynpOTHBHUK 3/1MCHUB BUIAJ 1 B 001M4Ys, a MOTIM 00epToM
NepeHanpaBuB yjaap, Mopi3aBmM i mwuioo. BiguyBmwu Ouib, BOHaA
3po3yMiNia, 110 ypakeHHs He cMepTenbHe. He3Bakaroun Ha MOAPSANUHY,
BOHa 3ajisyla MOCOX, 3MYCHUBIIM COJIJaTa IMOMpaloBaTH Horamu. Bin
OTpHMaB TPH yJdapy B TPyIW Ta M€ OAWUH MO Mepeamiivdo. Bim ycix
YOTUPHOX HOT0 3aXUCTHIIN OOIATyHKH, K1 BPITYBaJIN HOTO KICTKH.

— To moxe, Bce-Taku, HisKa TH HE BEPIIHUII! — TIIYMIMBO KHHYB
aHJapelb. YIapoM PyKH BiH po30uB AHApoMi T'yOy, IMicis 4Oro BIapHUB
KWHJDKAJIOM TI0 pedpax, uuM 30uB ii 3 pIBHOBAry.

AHgpomi He TOTpiOHI Oynu odi, abu 3po3yMiTH, WO BIH
nocMmixaetbest. [Ipore i Oynmo OGaiimyxe A0 MOro pajolliB Ta BUTYKIB.
[IpoBiBIIKM 10JIOHEIO IO CBOi KOMIMAKTHIA OpOHi, BOHA HaMaraiaa
HaHECEeH1 BOPOroM YIIKOKeHHS. BoHa nmpoBesa nanpsMu Mo po3ipBaHiii
HIKIp1 Ta Bi4yJsia >KOPCTKI TYCKH — MPUXOBAHUH 1mIap ii 3aXuCTy.

JIycku. Moro mycku.

«He oymati npo nboeo» — Hakazana BoHa co0i.

Conpmatr Ha Hel KMHYBCS, HE 3HAIOYM, IO HOTO JIe30 CTepTe.
MoxnuBo B HbOTO ¥ OyB IMIaHC BHOOPOTH NEPEMOry HAaBITh TYIHM
KHUH]DKAIIOM, IIPOTe BOHA HOMY BCe K He cynuiacs. AHI ChOTOJHI, aHi y
MaiOyTHHOMY.

AHZpoMa panToBO OMIIyIIWJIa HOro BIYYHUM YAApOM B IIEINEIy.
[Tepmr HiXX BOsIKa BTOpOIIaB, 110 BiIOYBa€eThcs, BOHa Oysa BKe B pyci, a 3
Hero 1 mamuns. | och BOHa MO3aay HBOTO, a KICHOBUH MOCOX —
MPUTUCHYTUN 10 Moro 1wl JInmmunocs nuiine NpoKpyTUTH HOTro.
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The body dropped, leaving Androma with the sound of her own
blood pumping like thunder in her ears. Chest heaving, she could but listen
to the world as it came back to her. The soldier with the broken knee was
gone. The remaining two didn’t move. Battle raged as it had for days and
quickly returned to no more than a background noise.

It was then that she heard it. The cry of a baby. At last, on the
sparrow day, in the year 3117 of the sixth epoch, and in the middle of a
fierce invasion, a baby of two worlds had been born.

“Ilithranda?” she breathed.

“Come,” the Vahlken replied, her words slurring. “Feel him.”

Androma could hear her smile. “Him?”

Using her staff, she found the edge of the bed and worked her way
around to the head. She sat beside Ilithranda and let the Andaren guide her
hands to the child. He was draped in the blanket previously laid out and
already rooting for his mother’s breast.

“This is... Joran.” Though she said his name with pride,
[lithranda’s voice was growing distant.

“A good name,” Androma replied, though her concern was
growing. Ilithranda’s exhaustion was considerable, her three days of
labour having taken its toll. Voicing such concern to her—or any
Vahlken—would only fall on deaf ears. Instead, she explored Joran’s
hands, counting ten digits in total, before running her fingers up his arm
and neck until she could stroke his head.

“He has a lot of hair for a babe,” she remarked, a rare smile of
genuine warmth on her face.

“It’s white,” Ilithranda informed her softly.

Androma nodded along. “And his skin?”

“He has... the pink of man,” the Vahlken replied. “The skin of his
father,” she added quietly.

Tino Bnamo Ha MAJOTY, JUIIUBIIA AHAPOMY HAOAMHIIL 31
CTYKOTOM BJIACHOTO CEpIIs, IO Haue TPIM BiJAaBaIO y ByxaX. TSKKO
TUXalo4ud, BOHA 4ylla, SIK CBIT 3HOBY 3aroBopuB 10 Hei. Comumar i3
nepeOUTHUM KOJIIHOM 3HHUK, PEIITa JIOKAIH HepyxoMo. ['ynm OuTBH, sika
BUpYBaJa OT YK€ KiIbKa JHIB MOCILIb, 3HOBY BIICTYIIMB Ha 3a/IHIH IJIaH.

Came ToJ1i BOHA 1 TOYyJa Tu1a4 HeMOBIATH. Haperri, ropoOrHOTO
nHst 3117 poky mocToi enoxu, mocepe;] 3anekaoro 00, HapoAUIIOCS TUTS
JIBOX CBITIB.

— Inirpanno? — BUAMXHYJIA BOHA.

— Ilimifiau, — Hepo3OIpauBO BIANOBLIA BAJKEHKA — 1 JOTOPKHUCS JI0
HBOTO.

— Hboro? — Anzpoma nouyna, ik Ta IOCMIXa€ThCA.

[Tamumero BoHa Hamananga Kpad JbKKa Ta MTIAIIIA 10 1HIIOTO
kinm. [linciBmm no [nmiTpanay Ta 103BOJIMIIA aHAAPITl TTIBECTH CBOT PYKH
110 HeMOBJIATU. BiH OyB 3aKyTaHUi y KOBJIPY, PO3CTENIEHY paHille, Ta BXKe
IIyKaB TPYAM CBOET MaTepi.

— Le... xopan.

[Tormpu Te, MmO BOHA BUMOBHWJIA MOTO IM’S 3 TOPHICTIO, TOJOC ii
CTaBaB eIalll BIIAIECHIIIINM.
— T'apue iM’s, — BigmoBUTa AHApPOMA, MPOTE ii TPUBOTra 3pOCTaa.
Imitpanna Oyma BHCHakeHa, TPW JHI MOTYT JUINWIA Ha Hid cmia. Ta
JTUTMTHCH TPUBOTAMHU 3 HEI0, a00 3 Oy/Ib-SKUM IHIIIMM BaJIKEHOM, MapHO,
a/pKe Taki cjoBa MpOJIETATh MOB3 Byxa. HaTomich, BoHa o0OcTexyBaia
pyku Jlxopana. HamiuuBimiu aecsTh MaiblliB, BOHA MPOBEJA JIOJOHEIO
Bropy Mo HOTO pyIli, MOTIM MO MIWi, a) JOKU HE 3MOTJIa MOTJIaJUTH IO
TOJIIBIIL.
— Sk Ha HeMOBIS, B HBOTO 0arato BOJIOCCS, — 3ayBakKujia BOHA 3
HEXapaKTEPHO IIMPOI0, TEIJIOK0 MOCMIMIKOI Ha 00IHYYi.
— Bono 0ine, — narigHo nmpoMoBuIa i Limitpanna.

AHapoMa KUBHYyIA.
— A mikipa?
— BoHa... poxxeBa, SIK y TIOJIUHU, — BIANOBiJIa BAJIKEHKA, a MOTIM TUXO
nonana: — Sk B fioro GaThKa.
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Androma lowered her hand and traced the edges of the boy’s left
ear. It was pointed, shaped like his mother’s. “And his eyes?” she enquired.

“He has mine,” Ilithranda uttered.

“Violet then,” Androma said, recalling the warrior’s face from
distant memory.

“He’s... beautiful,” the new mother observed.

“He’s complicated,” Androma opined.

“He’s... minutes old, Androma.” Despite the obvious fatigue that
was upon her, llithranda managed to insert an edge of defensive venom
into her tone.

“I had only hoped he would adopt one side or the other. At least
then we would know where to hide him, where he would be safe. As he is,
he will be hunted in both realms.”

“No one,” Ilithranda stated with as much verve as she could muster
in her deteriorating condition, “is touching... my son!”

It was hard to make that emotional connection without her eyes to
find Ilithranda’s, as she had once done as no more than a reflex. Instead,
she searched for the Andaren’s hand and squeezed it, her features softening
for the moment.

“That too,” Androma whispered, “is my vow.” She felt Ilithranda
squeeze her hand in return. “Now,” she began, her mind returning to more
immediate tasks, “has the sack come with the babe?” Her hands were
already searching for the baby’s cord.

“Yes,” Ilithranda uttered.

“Very good,” Androma said, impressed with the speed and
efficiency of Vahlken anatomy.

“You’re sure... you know what you’re... doing?”

“Quite sure,” Androma answered confidently, even if that wasn’t
entirely the case. “As a child, I witnessed my mother assist in bringing
dozens of children into the world.”

“How long ago... was that?”

AnpoMa onycTuia pyKy, OOBIBIIIM ByXa XJIOITYHKA 10 KOHTYPY —
rocTpi, SIK y Marepi.
— A sIKi B HBOTO 04i? — TIOIIKaBHJIACh BOHA.
— Moi, — npomoswuia [iirpanza.
— 3HaunTh, (IOJETOBI, — CKaszaga AHApPOMa, HAMararO4uch 3HAUTH
00IMYUs BOTTEIILKU CEPe/l JaBHIX CIIOTaIiB.
— BiH... npexkpacHuii, — npaBuia ajiai HOBOCIEUeHa MaTH.
— Bin npobnemuuii, — 3ayBaxuia AHapoma.
— Momy nume... Kinbka XBUINH, AHIPOMO. — MOIPH OYEBHIHY BTOMY,
[mitpana cpomMoriacst 1o1aTH HOTKY iKO1 arpecii 10 CBOTO TOJI0CY.

— S nume cmofiBanack, M0 BiH HAJIEKATHME OJHIN YM 1HIIINA CTOPOHI.
Toxai Mu xoua Ou 3HAJH, 7€ WOTO MEPEXOBYBATH, Jic¢ BiH OyB OM y Oe3merrl.
A Tak 3a HUM TOJIIOBATUMYTh B 000X KOPOJIIBCTBAX.
— Hixrto, — 3asBuna Imitpanaa 3 yci€ro pilrydicTio, o0 Morja B cobi
3HAWTH 3a CBOTO TSDKKOTO CTaHy — HE HAIIKOIUTb... MOEMY CHHOBI!
AHIpoMi BakKO OyJI0 TIepenaT eMoIlii, He JUBISTYUCH LimiTpaHi B
04i, SIK BOHA KOJHCH I1e pobuia migcBigomo. HaromicTs, BoHa 3HaimIIA ii
PYKY Ta MIITHO CTHCHY/a. Bupas ii 00mydst Ha MUTh TIOMSIKITIAB.

— Ile Takox, — mpormienoTiia AHApoMa — 1 MOS IIPUCSTA.

Bona Bimuyna, sik InmiTpanna cTucHyna ii T0JIO0HIO y BiIITOBI/Ib.
— A Temnep CKaxu, — MPOJAOBKUJIA BOHA, PO3YM ii MOBEPTABCS 0 OLIBIII
TEPMIHOBHX ITPOOJIEM — YU BUHIIOB MiXyp pa3oM 3 HEMOBJISIM?

Pykamu BoHa BKe IIyKaia MyMOBUHY Ha JIDKKY.
— Taxk, — BumoBwia [nirpanna.
— YynoBo, — ckazana AHApoMa, BpakeHa IIBHUJIKICTIO Ta €PEeKTUBHICTIO
BaJIKEHCHKOI aHATOMII.
— A TH... TOYHO 3HA€MNI... IO poowI?
— Iitkom, — AHapoMa BiANOBLIA BIEBHEHO, X0 1 HE 30BCIM MPaBIHBO.
— B mutuHCTBI 5 G6aumna, Sk MaTH JoToMaraia MpPUBECTH Y LIeW CBIT
0e3ImiY JiTeH.
— 1 six maBHoO... 1€ Oymno?
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Androma licked her lips. “Some years, I suppose,” she said
offhandedly, aware that it was closer to six centuries now.

After tying the cord close to Joran, with a length of string, she
sliced through it and separated him from the sack. She would have left
them attached for much longer, but Harendun was not a city in which they
could afford to linger.

“Androma,” Ilithranda murmured, her voice distant despite their
close proximity. “I...”

A terrible sinking feeling took hold of Androma. With one hand
she investigated the sheets between Ilithranda’s legs. Blood. Far too much
blood. It was a great volume, the likes of which no human or Andaren
could survive without. She couldn’t say why—an instinctual memory
perhaps— but she began to rub Ilithranda’s stomach in the hope of
staunching it.

“It’s alright,” she lied, her words slipping back into man’s tongue.
“Everything’s going to be alright.”

There came no response from Ilithranda.

Then the baby began to cry.

Androma stopped rubbing and moved further up the bed.
“Ilithranda?”” Still nothing. “Ilithranda?” She found Joran, loosely held in
his mother’s slack grip, and took him in her own. “There, there,” she
cooed, her tone betraying a lack of knowledge where mothering was
concerned.

“Ilithranda?” she tried again, this time reaching out to find her face.
Like all of her pale race, her features were sharp and beautiful. She had no
response to Androma’s probing fingers.

While it wasn’t common knowledge to most of the realm,
Androma’s highly-regarded training included much about the body. She
pressed two fingers against the Vahlken’s throat and waited for the feel of

Annpoma obnm3ana ryou.

— MabyTh, KiTbKa POKIB MPOWIUIO 3 THX Mip, — BiJMaxHyJach BOHA,
YCBIIOMITIOIOYH, 10 OyI10 1€, THO0HB, OJM3BKO MIECTH CTOJITH TOMY.

[epen’si3aBmm mynoBuHy Onmkue 1o J>xopaHa, BOHa Binpizana i,
BIUIUTMBIIY TUTHHY Bix Mixypa. Bona 6 numma ix 3’e€HaHUMH JOBIIE,
ane Tapenayn OyB He 3 uymciaa MICT, B SIKMX IM MoOkHa Oyio
3aTPUMYBATHUCh.

— Augpomo, — nipomenotina Initpansa. {ironoc 3naBases nanexum, xod
1 Oyna BoHa 30BCiM Oiau3bK0o. — fl...

Angpomi ctaB koM y ropii. OmHIEIO pPyKOIO BOHA TEpeBIpHIIa
npoctupamia Mk Hir Imitpanau. Kpos. 3abararo kposi. CTUIbKH, IO
YKOJHIN JIOIMHI 9M aHJapIfo 0e3 Hei He BIKUTH. He po3yMiroun HaBiTh
YOMY — MOJXKJIMBO, 3 BOJIl IHCTUHKTY — BOHA IOYala TEPTH >KUBIT
Initpanu, cnoiBalOYMCh 3yMMUHUTU KPOB.

— 3 106010 BCe 100pe, — 30pexana BOHA, il CIOBa 3HOB MEPEUIIN Ha
JOJICEKY MOBY — 1 0yzie joope.

Imitpanna He BignmoBina.

Tomi 3amakana qUTHHA.

AHApoMa NPUIIMHUIA TEPTU Ta MOCYHYNACs OJIMKYE 10 Y3rOJIiB'S.
— Imitpanmgo? — oci Hiworo. — Imitpanmgo?

Bona namanana /Ixopana y MIISBUX pyKax MaTepi Ta MOKIana
HWOro JI0 CBOIX.

— Ocb Tak, Tuxinie, — MNPUMOBIISIIa BOHA, ajie TOH ii TOJIOCY BUaBaB
HEJIOCBITYCHICTh B MATEPUHCTBI.

— Initpanno? — cnpoOyBana BOHa 3HOBY, LILOTO pa3y MPOCTATHYBIIU
PYKY B cripo0i 3HaiTH ii 00nyud. SIK 1y BCiX MpeacTaBHUKIB 0111101 pacH,
puc ii o0nuuys Oynu 4iTKO BUpakeHI — BOHA Oyna BpoaiuBa. AJe HE
pearyBajia Ha JOTUK AHAPOMUHUX MaNbIIiB.

[ToBakHa miAroToBKa AHAPOMH, MDK IHIIUM, CTOCyBajiacs
aHaTtoMmii, xo4 Juig OUIBIIOCTI KOpojiBcTBa Iie Oyiao HeBigoMo. Bona
MPUTHCHYJA JBa MaJbIli 10 TOpJia BAJIKEHKH Ta YeKasia Ha MyJlbC — SBHY
03HaKy TOTO, 110 ceplie ii J0Ci Kayae KPoB IO TiTy.
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a pulse, a telltale sign that her heart was still pumping blood around her
body.

She felt nothing.

Androma’s shoulders sagged as a quick and sudden depression
took hold of her. She cradled Joran all the more. He had only been in the
world mere minutes and already he had beheld so much death. And what
a loss it was for the world, that it should know another day without the
light of Ilithranda in it. Of course, there was no greater tragedy than Joran
growing up in a world without his mother to guide him. And what a guide
she would have been.

Joran cried again, cutting through her mounting grief. There would
be time to mourn her, time to cry until there were no more tears to be had.
But, right now, there was only one thing on Androma’s ever pragmatic
mind.

Milk.

2 THE STRINGS OF FATE

80 Years Ago...

Harendun burned, as it had so many times before over the last two
hundred years. At least half of it did. The flaming ruins belonged to Erador
now, taken with steel and blood. From the rooftop gardens of the ancient
Rune Tower, the icy blue eyes of Daijen Saeth spied their ships through
the smoke, brought to Andara’s shores on red sails.

Though the ruination of Harendun hazed the afternoon sky, the
Andaren warrior could still see the exchanging fireballs and lancing
ballista bolts that streaked through the blue. Each brought destruction
down upon the city or sank an Eradoran warship, sending its soldiers to
the depths.

So much death.

From such a lofty vantage, he couldn’t hear the fighting taking
place in the streets or the screams of the dying. Steel would be clashing
and blood would be spilling onto the stone but, as always, Daijen was only
to observe the battlefield, never to enter it.

AJe HIYOTO HE BimdyJa.

[Tnewi Angpomu OmycTHIMCS — il palmoBO OXOMWiIa CKOpOoTa.
Bona Bce minmime npuryisiia Jxopana o cede. Jlume Kutbka XBUIUH
BiH MpoOYB y IbOMY CBITI Ta B)Ke 1M00Aa4YMB CTUIBKH cMepTeil. | sika x 1e
BTpaTa Jjisi BCbOTO CBITY — Ha HBOTO 4eKaB JieHb 0e3 cBiTia Limirpanau.
3BICHO, HE MOX€ OyTH OUIBIIOrO rops, HLK JUTUHCTBO, sike J[XopaH
poXuBe 0€3 HaCTaHOB CBOEI MaTepl. A SIKOIO HaCTaBHUILIECIO BOHA MOTJIa
6u Oytu!

JxopaH 3arutakaB 3HOBY, PO3ITHABIIM il TIIMOOKY ckopoOoty. Ille
HACTaHE 4ac 1l OTUIaKyBaTH, 4aCc PUAATH, JOKU HE NEPEBENYTHCS CIIBO3H.
A mpocTo 3apa3, BIYHO-IIparMaTUYHUN po3yM AHJIPOMHU JyMaB JIMILE ITPO
OJTHE:

Mounoko.

2 CTPYHU JOJI

80 pokiB TOMY...

Bxe He Bmepmie 3a ocTaHHI ABa CTOMITTS [apeHayH manas.
[TpunaiimMui mosoBuHa Mmicta. Temep 11 cromeniii pyiHu — 3aBOHOBaHI
CTAUTI0 1 KPOB’I0 — HAJICKAIW €pajopisaM. 3 cajiB Ha BEpXIiBIl
cTapoaBHbOi PyHiuHOT Beki KpurkaHo-OmakutHi oui [laimkena Cera
BUTJISIAIA KPi3h JUM iXH1 KOpaOili, MpUHECEH1 10 AHIApU YepBOHUMU
BITpHIJIAMH.

[Tonpu Te, mo HumeHHs [apeHayHa 3aTbMapuio He0O,
aHJapChbKUN BOIH J0Ci OauuB, K KyJi BOTHIO Ta CTPUIK OallicT mpopizaiu
HeOecHy OnakuTh. KokeH mocTpin 1mie cuibHilIe pyiiHyBaB MICTO a0o
TOTIMB epafiopChKe CYTHO, BIAIPABIIAIOUN HOTO €KilaxK Ha TTTUOUHY.

CTUIBKU CMEpPTEH.

3 Takoi BUCOTH BiH He 4yB aHi 00iB, 1110 TOUMJIMCS HA BYJIUIAX, aH1
KpHKiB 3arubnux. Cranb 6unacst 06 ctajib, Ta KpOB Jujacsd Ha KaMiHHS.
[Tpote MaiipkeH, sk 3a3BUYail, JHIIE crocTepiraB 3a mojieM 0o Ta
HIKOJIM HE BTPY4aBcsl.

14



A skirmish broke out on one of the connecting bridges below,
redirecting the Andaren’s attention. Two of his kin had burst through the
door before the pursuing humans followed in their wake. The two warriors
were forced to turn and fight, and fight well they did. In less than a minute,
they succeeded in throwing four humans over the rail as they cut their way
through the group of seven.

Exhausted, the two Andarens clasped forearms in celebration of
their victory. Daijen couldn’t imagine what that felt like, to have fought
such odds and survived by skill and grit alone. He considered his armour,
its shade of bronze undisturbed by combat or blood. Even his dark cloak
remained pristine save for the dirt that collected about the hem.

His sword was more decoration than weapon.

The same could also be said of Ondris, beside him. Both had been
assigned their duty years earlier, to guard the messengers sent forth from
The Saible in The Gap. While some had argued that Ondris had landed
such a risk-free position on account of his father—who served those on the
emperor’s war council—most had determined that Daijen simply wasn’t
fit to fight the human horde. Those same people had also informed him as
much on numerous occasions.

Daijen didn’t know what to believe, but watching the two warriors
below succumb to the works of a catapult, their bridge obliterated in an
explosion of fire and debris, he was thankful for his position all the same.

“They’re gaining ground,” Ondris observed, a hint of fear in his
voice.

Daijen disagreed but he didn’t say as much. Ondris’s house was of
higher standing, a fact that formed the foundation of his personality and,
ultimately, made him something of a prig. Rather than give his opposing
opinion, and suffer Ondris’s biting retort, Daijen continued to watch from
the edge of the gardens, where the defenders below pushed the enemy
back, street by street. Still, it only took one barricade to fail and the human
invaders would find their way to The Rune Tower.

YHHU3y, Ha OTHOMY 31 CIOJYYHUX MOCTIB, CriajaxHyna Oilika, 110
NpUBEpHyJia yBary aHaapis. J[Boe HOro CIHiBBITYM3HHKIB YBIpBAJIUCH
Kpi3b ABEpi, a 32 HUIMH — iXHI nepeciimgyBadi. J{Bom Oili1saM goBenocs
3YNUHATHUCS Ta 3aXUIIATUCS, a 3aXUIIATUCS BOHM BMUTM. MeEHII HDK 3a
XBWJIMHY, Mpopybatoun coli HUIAX Kpi3b CIMOX CYNPOTHBHHUKIB, BOHHU
3IITOBXHYIIM 3 MOCTY YOTHPBOX.

BucHaxeHi, BOHU MOTHCHYJIH PYKH, CBSITKYIOUH CBOIO ITEPEMOTY.
JaiikeH 1 yIBUTH HE MIr, IK MOKHa OUTHUCS y TAKMX HEPIBHUX YMOBaX,
Ta BWKUTH 3aBJISIKH JIUIIE BJACHUM 310HOCTSIM Ta BUTpUMLIL. BiH ornsiHyB
CBIif OpOH30BUI 001alyHOK — Ha HhOMY He OYJI0 ’KOJHOTO Ciy 0010 Y1
KpoBi. HaBiTh OT0 TeMHWMII MUIaIl JUaBcs 37¢0UThIIIOT0 HETOTOPKAHUM,
3a BUHATKOM Opyy, 0 310paBcs Ha TOI0I.

Meu OyB /11 HHOTO CKOPIIlIe TPUKPACOI0, aHDK 30POET0.

Te came ctocyBanocss ¥ Owmnapica, mo cTosiB mopyd. O6om
JOPYYHIIA OXOpOHATH TociaHiiB 13 Caitbna-B-YieanHi KiTbka pPOKIB
tomy. Jleski BBaxkamu, mo OHAPIC ONMWHUBCS HA TaKiii HEPU3UKOBIHN
nmocaji 3aBIsKH OaThKy, SKUH CIY)KWB Yy BIMCHKOBIN pajai iMmeparopa.
binbmricte Takox BBaxkasa, mo JlalmkeHa MPOCTO BU3HAIW HET1IHHM
YUHUTH OMIp JOJCHKIN opmi. L{g >k OUIBIIICTH HIKOJIM HE TPOITycKaia
MO>KJIUBOCTI HOMY MpO 1€ HaraJaTu.

JalipkeH He 3HaB, KOMY BIpUTH. Ta 1moOaduBIIM, SK JBa BOiHA
3HM3Y 3arvMHYNIM MiJ YAApOM KaTamyjlbTH, 110 JIUIIUB BiJl MOCTY JIHIIE
najarpui yJIaMKy, BiH BCe-Taku OyB BISYHMI 32 CBOE MOJIOKEHHS.

— Bonu npocyBaroTbesi, — 3ayBaxxuB OHJpIC 3 HOTKOIO CTpaxy.

JlaiijpkeHy Tak HE 3[aBalioCsl, ajie criepeyaTucs BiH He cTaB. J[im
Omnppica HajexaB 10 BUIIOTO CTaHy — L€ CTalo (PyHIaMEHTOM HOro
XapakTepy, Ta yepes I1ie, BPELITi, BiH MaB JIEII0 3ap0o3yMLTy BAauyy. 3aMiCTh
TOTO, 1100 BUCIIOBUTH CBOIO AYMKY IO MPOTHIICKHE Ta 3a3HATH YIIUTUBOT
Bignosiai Ouapica, JlalikeH HATOMICTh Jlalli CIOCcTepiraB 3 Kpaw cais,
SK BHM3Y 3aXMCHUKHU BUTICHSJIM BOopora 3 oJiHi€i BynuIli 3a iHmoro. I Bce-
Taku MDK PyHIYHOIO BeXel Ta JIOACHKUMHU HaMaJHUKaMU JUIIHIACH
JuIIe oJHa OapuKaja.
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Daijen turned to the bushes that marked the corner of the garden
path. There, he saw Ailen Torth, the messenger they had set out from The
Saible with. He was vomiting. A lithe creature of no more than thirty years,
this was not only Ailen’s first time delivering the war council’s word but
also his first time east of The Gap.

“Sir,” Daijen began, intending to usher the messenger along.

Ailen shot up a finger to silence him, as he would have to the
servants of his house, superior even to Ondris’s. He retched one more time
before straightening up and smoothing his robes down. He glanced at the
two guards, suspiciously so, and cleared his throat.

“All those blasted steps,” he complained, as if it hadn’t been the
sight of the red sails that had upset his nerves.

“We’re running out of time, Sir,” Ondris reported, his open stance
leading the messenger to the vista of ruin.

Ailen Torth raised a hand to stop him from saying another word, a
lump forming in his throat. He couldn’t even bring himself to look beyond
the balcony.

“Announce me,” he instructed sharply, gesturing to the double
doors on the other side of the gardens.

Abandoning the cityscape, Daijen led the way at a quick pace, his
obsidian cloak moving lightly in the air. They were met by two more
guards in identical armour, one of whom opened the doors for them. Daijen
opened his mouth, prepared to voice his superior’s name and title, but
chaos reigned therein.

He didn’t know where to look or whom to address. Soldiers were
storming about the chamber as they coordinated their counterattack.
Missives were scribed, bound, and put into the hands of numerous runners.
Castellans and imperators pored over the large map that blanketed the
central table, which was overlaid with smaller, more detailed maps of the
streets and alleyways. At the head of the table stood a paragon, his white
mane bound into a tight braid that fell over his cuirass. He was the quietest
of them all, a man of ancient focus befitting his station.

Jaiimken riasHyB y Oik pory canoBoi Tponu. Tam OyB Aiinen Topt
— CTPYHKHUH YOJIOBIK BIKOM MEHIIIE TPHIISATH Ta MOCIAHEIb, 3 SKHM BOHH
nokunynu Caii6n. Moro suymano B kymii. To 6yno He muire mepiie
MOCJIaHHS BICHKOBOT pajy, sike AWJICH JICTABIISB y CBOEMY JKHTTI, a IIe i
niepia Horo Mmoopoxk Ha CXi Bifg YIICIUHU.

— ITane, — npomoBwuB JlaiipkeH, 3 HaMIpOM TIPOBECTH ITOCIIAHIIS JATI.

AlineH migHAB najnelp yropy, abu Toi 3aM0OBYaB, sIK BIH pOOUB 1€
31 CIIyraMH CBOTO JIOMY, SIKMH 3a lepapXi€i0 OyB HaBIThb BHUIIUM 3a JIM
Onppica. Moro 3HOBY 3HYMIIO, TIOTIM BiH BUIIPOCTABCS Ta MOIPABHB CBOE
BOpaHHA. BiH Mmifo3pijo 3upKHYB Ha ABOX OXOPOHIIIB 1 MPOKAIIIJISBCS.

— Taxk Garato KISITHX CXOJIB, — IOCKap>KMBCSI BIH TakK, Haye e He
BUTJISIT YSPBOHUX BITPHJI TaK BIAPUB 1O HOTO HEPBaX.

— Ham ygac criuBae, mane, — aokiaB OHApIC, BIAKPUBIIN TOCIAHITIO
CBO€I0 03010 BUJI HAa PyiHH MiCTa.

Aiinen Topt ninHsAB pyKy, aOu Toi He cka3aB Oulblle aHi cioBa. B
ropJii B HBOTO YTBOPHBCS KIyOOK, Ta BiH HE MIT 3MyCHUTH ceOe HaBITh
TJISTHYTH 32 MeXI1 OaKoHa.

— TloBimoMTe Tpo Miil MpUXiJ, — pPanTOM Haka3aB BiH, BKa3ylOUd Ha
MOIBIIHI ABEP1 HA HIIOMY KiHIII CaJIiB.

JlumuBIM MICHKI TeH3axi mo3any, JaipKkeH MBUAKO KPOKYBaB
yrepei, a 0ro 4opHuii TUIal JIerko Maiopis IpoTy BiTpy. IX 3ycTpinu me
JIBa OXOPOHIII B OJIHAKOBOMY BOpaHHI, Ta OJUH 13 HUX BITYMHUB JBEPI.
JaiimxeH BIIKpUB poTa, MPUTOTYBABIINCH OTOJIOCUTH iM’sI Ta TUTYJ CBOTO
rocrojaapsi, Ta Horo nepeduB Xaoc, 110 MaHYBaB YCEPEIUHI.

Bin He po3yMmiB, aHi KyAd TUBUTHUCH, aHl 10 KOTO 3BEPHYTHUCH.
Conpatu METYIIUIUCS B 3aJ1i, TOTYIOYUCH 10 KOHTpaTaku. Jluctu nucanu,
MEePEeTIiTaly Ta Bpy4ald YACICHHUM THIsIM. KoMeHaaHTH Ta moiKoBOAL1
CXUJIMIIACA HaJl BEJIMKOIO MAToO0, PO3POCTEPTOIO HAa IEHTPATLHOMY CTOJIL.
[ToBepx Hei Oynu po3KJIAAeHI MEHII, AETajbHIlll Mamd BYIWLb Ta
nposynkis. Ha gori cross B3ipens. Horo 6ine Bonoces, 3amneTeHe B TyTy
KOCy, clajajlo Ha #oro kipacy. BiH OyB HaliMOBYa3HIIMM 3 YCIX
MPUCYTHIX — YOJOBIK CTapOJaBHBOT 30CEPEHKEHOCTI, SKa BiAMOBinana
fioro mocai.

16



A glancing elbow from Ondris reminded Daijen of his duty.

“Council...” Daijen cleared his throat and tried again. “Council
Messenger, Ailen, of House Torth, with word from The Saible!” he
declared.

The buzz faded to utter silence and all eyes fell on Daijen Saeth.
Since the ground didn’t swallow him whole as he would have liked, the
young Andaren moved aside so his superior might be seen.

“Paragon Sorn,” the messenger began, overcoming his recent fear
to enunciate clearly. “I have come with—"

“Words aren’t going to save this city,” Sorn interjected with his
barking voice, “be they from The Saible or the emperor himself. So unless
you’ve come with ten thousand soldiers at your back, you can stand over
there and keep quiet.”

As quickly as it had faded, the chamber’s busy activities resumed
as if it had suffered no interruption at all. Runners pushed their way past
Ailen, no mind given to the fact that he hailed from one of the highest
houses in all of Andara.

Ailen himself was left with naught but a lump in his throat, his
ivory skin somewhat flushed to blue. As commanded, however, he slowly
slunk away and stood by the north wall, as if he were no more than a part
of the furniture. Embarrassed as he was, the highborn spared Daijen and
Ondris a scolding look that brought them to his side.

The hubbub experienced another pause, if briefly, when a tremor
ran through the tower. Dust rained down from the vaulted ceiling and
decanters were toppled, spilling water across the floor. Daijen maintained
his stoical facade to hide the concern growing in his bones. He had been
close to the battlefield before, but never had he been ordered to stand
around and wait to die. And what would he be dying for? Failing to deliver
a message from the war council, and that a message he hadn’t even been
trusted with. Worse still, he would die because the war simply demanded

Jlerkum momrroBxoM Jiktst OHnpic Haranas JlaifkeHy npo Horo

000B’SI30K.

— Tlocnanens... — JlalikeH IPOYHCTUB TOPJIO Ta CIIPOOYBAB 3HOBY:

— Tlocnanens pamau, AineH 3 qomy Topt, 3i 3BicTkoro Bij Caiibma! —
IPOTOJIOCHB BiH.

['yn ctux 1 Bci oui yBim'smmcs y Hadmkena Cera. Momonuit
aHJapellb He MPOBATUBCA KPi3bh 3€MJII0, K OU HOMY IIbOTO HE XOTLIOCH,
TOK HATOMICTh JIOBEJOCA MNOCYHYTHCh, 1100 HOro rocrojaapsi MOIJU
no0aYnTH yC1 MPUCYTHI.

— Basiputo CopH, — moyaB MpPOMOBY TOCTaHEIb, TEPECHIIIOIOYN CBIl
CTpax, HaMararo4uch MOBUTH sikHalviTKime — S npudys a0 Bac 3i...

— JKonHi cnoBa 11€ MicTO He BpATYIOTh, — nepeOuB CopH cBOiM rpyOuM
roysiocom, — Oy BoHM X04 Bi Caitbna, X0 Bif caMoro iMmeparopa. Tox
SKIIIO 32 TOOOKO HE MPHUIILIH IIE JECATh THUCSIY COJIIATIB, MOXKEI CTaTH
OCh TaM 1 3aMOBKHYTH.

PantomM MeTymiHs 3HOBY 3amaHyBajia B 3aJli, Haue HIYOTO W HE
tpanuiocs. [TociaaHIii TpOMTOBXHYIUCS MPOCTO TOB3 AiisieHa, Gaiayxi
0 HOro TOXO/PKEHHsSI 3 OJHOTO 3 HaWaBTOPUTETHINIUX POJMIB B YCii
Anpapi.

Cam AiinieH Haue MPOKOBTHYB sI3MKa, a Horo Ofima mkipa HaOyma
SKOTOCh CHHBOTO BiATiHKY. [Ipore, sk Oyno Haka3aHO, BiH IOBUILHO
MEepPEHIIOB /10 MIBHIYHOTO Kpalw KIMHATH, J€ CTaB, MIANUPAIOYH CTIHY,
Haue sikach mada. [lonpu cBoro po3ryOseHICTh, BEIbMOXKa BCE K KUHYB
Ha Jlaiipkena Ta OHjipica JOKIPIWBHI TOTJIS, CIOHYKHYBIIN CTATH 0115
cebe.

["anac 3HOB 3aTHX, X0Y 1 HEHAJIOBIO, KOJU PANTOM 3APUTHYJIACS
BeXa. 31 CKJICTIIHYACTOI CTelNll OCUMABCs MUJI, a KapadKu MepeKuHyIucs,
PO3JIMBILY BOAY MO Miamo3i. J[alpkeH miaTpuMyBaB CBOIO CTOTYHY 00ITyy
MOTIPH 3pOCTal0Ye MOYYTTs HECTIOKO0. PaHiiie BiH Bike OyBaB OIU3BKO 10
0010, Ta oMy I1I€ HIKOJIM HE HaKa3yBaJld MPOCTO CTOSITH Ta YEKaTH CMEPTI.
Ta i 3a 10 BiH TyT nmomupae? 3a HE3AATHICTH JOHECTH MOBIIOMIICHHS BiJ
pany, sike oMy HaBiTh B PyKH He JOBipuiau? binblie Toro, BiH MOMHUpPAE
MPOCTO TOMY, IO TOTO BUMarae BiiiHa. bymo Ou, 3BiCHO, TpOXH JerIIe,
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it. It might help, of course, if he knew exactly why they were at war, for
the reasons he had been given made little sense to him. Not that they
needed to when a foreign people were literally bombarding the shore.

“Paragon.”

The voice that had bitten off the title belonged to a woman on the
far side of the table. She appeared to be one of a group, though the other
two remained immobile, slightly back from the central table, where she
pressed her hands onto the edges of the map. Her white hair flowed over
marred pauldrons, framing her angular face and sharp lips. It might have
been brief, but her violet eyes met Daijen’s across the table before shifting
to Paragon Sorn.

Fierce was the word that came to Daijen’s mind, be it the look in
those violet eyes or in the clipped way she addressed the highest ranking
Andaren in all of Harendun.

“Give me the men and I’ll drive through to the Sea Gate,” she
claimed. “From there we can—"

“All die,” Sorn cut in. “We’re pushing them back, but the latest
report has the southern square compromised. The defences there have
fallen through. You would be set upon from both sides as well as by those
you aim to push back to the beach.”

“It can be done,” the fierce Andaren protested, her tone absent any
respect.

“Perhaps, but not by you,” the Paragon stated firmly. “Word has
already been sent. Ka’vairn is expecting three of you and three of you I
intend to deliver.” Sorn turned immediately to the soldier on his right.
“Why isn’t their escort ready?” he demanded.

“We’re here, Paragon!” the female Andaren pointed out. “Use us
now! Let us fight!”

“You have fought!” Sorn retorted, his patience run dry. “And
bravely so,” he added, his voice shaking. “Why else would I have picked
you three of all the thousands? Look out there!” he snapped, one hand
thrown out to the gaping window. “Do you see any Aegre in the sky? We
need Vahlken,” he intoned. “So no, you cannot fight, [lithranda. You must

akOu BiH Xoua OW 3HaB, uepe3 IO B3aralli po3novanacs L BiliHa, ajpke
OTOJICIICH] HOMY MPUYMHH HE MaJTH )KOJHOTO CEHCY. X04a, He TaK Ie 0yIo
1 BXKITUBO, KOJIM TY>KO3EMIIi TPOCTO OOCTPLIIOBAIIH TXHE Y30ePEHIKSL.

— Bsipo.

Pi3kuii rosioc HayiexkaB KIHIIl, IO CTOSUIA TOPYY i3 TATBHIM KiHIIEM
crony. Bona, Haue0TO, Oyna 4wieHOM SKOICh T'pyNH, XO4Ya IHIII JBOE
HEPYXOMO CTOSUTM TPOXH Jaji BiA ILIEHTPY 3ajd, B TOM dYac sIK BOHA
NpUTHCKada pykaMH Kpai Mamu 10 cTofy. i Gile Bojoccs crnanano Ha
3HOIIEHI HATUTIYHUKH, 0OpaMJIAI0UN KyTacTe 00Iuuds Ta roctpi ryou. [i
¢1os€TOB1 04l HEHAJAOBro 3yCTpiIn norun JlalpkeHa yepe3 cTil, mepi
HDX TiepeiiTu 10 B3ipisg CopHa.

«I'pi3Ha» — ockb sike cinoBo crnano JlaiakeHy Ha AYMKY, 4 TO uepes ii
MPOHU3NUBI (I0JIETOBI 0Yl, YU TO YEpE3 3HEBATY, 3 KOO BOHA MOKJIMKAaJa
HAWTOJIOBHIIIOTO aHAapIsi B ychoMy [apeHayHi.

— JlaiiTe MeHi1 10/1eH, 14 mpopBYycs 10 MopchbKUX BOPIT, — 3asBHJIa BOHA,
— a TaM MU 3MOXEMO. ..

— Pazom nomepTtu, — nepedus it Copr — Mu BiITICHSIEMO iX, aJie 3T1THO
3 OCTaHHIM PANoOPTOM TMIBJCHHY IUIONIYy BTPA4e€HO, a OOOPOHHI MO3HIIIi
npopBaHo. Ha Bac HakMHYThCS 3 000X OOKIB, 111€ II€ HE BPaXOBYIOYH THX,
KOTO BU 30MpaeTecs BIIKUHYTH Ha3aJ] Ha TUBDK.

— s nine pocspkHa, — 3amepeudnwsia CyBopa aHjapka 0e3 KOJHOTO
BIJITIHKY ITOBarv B TOJIOCI.

— MoxnuBo, aje He BallUMH CUJIaMHU, — CTBEpAMB B3ipenb. — Haka3
BXK€ BijjaHo, y Ka’BaipHi yekaloTh Ha Bac TPhOX, 1 1 Mar HaMip BTPbOX
Bac TyaM ¥ BiampaBuTH. — COpH 0Jpa3y X MOBEPHYBCS IO coJiiara
npaBopyd. — YoMy ixHill cynpoBiz 11e 10ci He TOTOBHit?

— Azne X 3apa3 Mu TyT, B3ipuo! 3a3HayMiia  aHjaapka
Ckopucraiitecs Hamior cuioro! Jlo3BonbTe HaM OuTHcs!

— Bu Bxe 6unucs! — BinpizaB CopH, yrpaTuBIuu TepriHHg. — | Ounuch
X0poOpo, — A0AaB BiH TPEMTIUBUM TosiocoM. — [Hakiie yoro 0 ue s
o0OpaB came Bac TproX 13 THcAY OiiniB? IloguBiThcst! — BIH IpPUMHYB,
BKAa3aBILIU PYKOIO y OiK BIIKpUTOTO BikHA. — bauute xo4a 6 ogHOrO erpa
B He61? Ham moTpiOHI BajKeHH, — HAarojocuB BiH. — Tomy ToO1 He
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survive today and survive the trials and fight another day. Trust me, the
war will still be here when you claim your slaiken blade.”

Daijen looked upon llithranda and her two companions with new
eyes. He had never seen a Vahlken in person or even those chosen to take
the trials, as these three had. So few were considered worthy to be
handpicked from the battlefield, for it was said that only the bravest and
most skilled could withstand the trials of Ka’vairn. Daijen gazed at them
as a child might, they who would one day soar through the clouds like
gods.

Put in her place, the one called Ilithranda could do naught but step
back from the table and join her comrades in their small line. Her sullen
features were soon concealed when her place at the table was taken by one
of the prime chiefs.

Several minutes went by, precious minutes in which the Eradorans
searched for a way past the defences. Distant impacts sent new tremors up
The Rune Tower, but it was clear their accuracy was improving.

Inevitably, Daijen’s fears became manifest.

The first missile struck the tower at its foundations, knocking most
from their feet, but the second was hurled slightly higher. Without
warning, the wall behind Ilithranda exploded into the room. The sound
alone blasted the occupants with an ear-piercing shockwave, though it
wasn’t nearly as devastating as the flaming missile itself.

The great stone and a wave of debris rammed through everything,
taking no prisoners as it demolished the table, flattening commanders and
soldiers alike, before continuing through the opposite wall.

The ramifications were so much worse than two holes in the tower
and a dozen dead, for the arched roof was immediately compromised. Two
thick beams, damaged by flying debris, lost their place and fell into the
chamber, Kkilling more of their elite planners. Adding to the turmoil, the

MoOkHa Outucs, Lmirpanmo. Tu MOBHHHA TMEPEKUTH 1€ JCHb Ta
BUINIPOOYBAHHS, M0 YEKAIOTh TOIMEpeay, o0 MpPOIOBKUTH OOPOTHOY.
[Togip, BiliHAa 1€ TPUBATUME, KOJIU TH OTPUMAEII CBIl CIIAKEHCHKHIIA Med.

Jaitmken moauBuBcs Ha LimitpaHmay Ta 1 ABOX CYNMYyTHHKIB TO-
HoBOMY. llle HiKOJIM B )KHUTTI BiH He OAaYMB HAXKMUBO aHI BAJIKEHIB, aHI X04a
0 Korocb 00paHOTO JUIs iIXHIX BUIPOOYBaHb, sK 111 Tpoe. Jlyxe HebaraTtbox
BBa)X&JIM TIAHUMHU TOTO, OO iX 0cOOMCTO BimiOpanu 3 mojs 00ro, ajke
TUIbKY HalXopoOpilli Ta HalBIPaBHIII1 34aTHI BUTPUMATH BUNIPOOYBaHHS
Ka’paipna. JlalikeH JUBUBCS HA HUX 3 JTUTSYUM 3aXBaTOM, aJKE€ OJHOTO
JTHSI BOHU TIAHIMYTHCS] TOHAJ XMapH, Haue OOTH.

Ta, sixy 3Banu Lmitpanga, OutbIie HE MOTJIA BAIATH HIYOTO, OKPIM
K BifliTH BiJ cTOTy Ta BeTaTH Gl HOOPATUMIB y HEBEIUKY LIEPEHTY. i
noxmype o0ar44si HEBJAOB31 CXOBAJIOCS 3a OJIHUM 31 CTapUINH, 10 3ailHAB
11 MiCIIE 32 CTOJIOM.

[Tpolnuro Kinbka XBWJIMH — JIOPOTOI[IHHUX XBWUJIMH, TIPOTSATOM
SAKUX €pajiopili IIyKaau crocidé 3ponaté oOopoHy. Pa3-mo-pa3 Bexa
TpEMTLIA Bi JalieKuX yaapis, 1 Oyn0 3po3ymiio, III0 BOHH CTAlOTh BCE
BIIYUHIITAMH.

I och crpaxm JlaiikeHa BTUTHIIACS B )KUTTSL.

[Tepmmit cHapsn mouiiuB y GyHAAMEHT BEX1, 30MBIITN OUTBIIICTH
NpPUCYTHIX 3 HIr. [pyruii moneTiB Tpoxu Buile — 0€3 KOJHOTO
NOTepe/KeHH, CTiHA Mo3any Imitpanau BuOyxHyjda Ta ylaMKaMH
posneTinacs 1o KiMHati. HaBiTh caM 3ByK Bpa3uB MPHUCYTHIX yAapHOIO
XBUJICIO, XOU BOHA ¥ OyI1a 30BCIM HE TaKOI0 PYHHIBHOIO, SIK CaM HaJlalouuit
CHapsI.

Benunue3nuii kaMiHb pa3oM 3 I'pajoM YJIaMKiB MPOTApaHUB 3y
HACKpi3b, HE IOIIAJMBINKM HIKOTO. BiH PO3TPOIIMB CTiI, 3pIBHSABIIN 3
3eMJICIO 1 PSI0BHX, 1 KOMAHAUPIB, MICIS YOTO BUIETIB KPi3b MPOTUIICKHY
CTIHY.

[TpoTe Hacniaku Oynu 3HAUHO CTPAIIHIIIMMHU 3a JB1 IPOOUTI CTIHU
Ta 3 JECSITOK YOUTHUX, aJKe CKIICTIIHYACTY CTENI0 OyII0 MOIIKOIKEHO. JIBi
TOBCTI  Oanku, TmepeOUTI yJaaMKaMM, pO3YaBWIM 1€  KUIBKOX
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flames from the missile had reached out and spread patches of fire across
the room, masking the air with smoke.

Over the sounds of pained calls for help, Daijen heard the roof
creaking and wood splintering. It was coming down and fast.

“We need to get out of here!” he yelled, picking himself up and
turning to Ondris.

Ondris wasn’t there. Nor was Ailen Torth.

Where they had been standing was now a jagged hole through
which the afternoon sun poured in, unaware that it was shining down on
such a dark day. Daijen peered out of the hole and discovered no more than
a handful of ruined buildings and marred rooftops. He swallowed the sharp
cut of revelation he felt, his instinct to survive pushing him past the shock
of it all.

Turning back to the chamber, the paragon was being dragged
towards the double doors by a pair of commanders. They made it no further
than the end of the table before another beam snapped and swung down on
one side. The common soldier to Sorn’s left was killed instantly, his skull
hammered by the unrelenting wood. The jolt of it knocked the other soldier
aside and the paragon fell face down.

While Daijen’s instincts told him to flee the tower at once, his duty
to protect spoke the loudest, urging him to the paragon’s side. A slave to
the tenets drilled into him, the young Andaren began dragging him by the
Wrists.

The double doors were already open, the exterior guards having
entered after the attack. Daijen felt the sun on his pale skin as he heaved
his superior to safety, if there was such a place in Harendun. A short sharp
scream turned Daijen back to the smoking chamber. He hadn’t seen her
cry out, but he knew it had been Ilithranda.

Again, his survival instincts reminded him that he had escaped the
Black Abyss, so why put that in jeopardy?

BHCOKOIIOCTABJICHUX IUIaHYBaIbHUKIB. Jlami Oyno ripmie: moixym’s Bif
CHapsiy pO3MOB3aJI0CS 3aJI010, HATIOBHIOIOYHW TIOBITPS JJMOM.

Kpise kpukm mo momomory JlaiijpkeH mMovyB, SIK CKPUIIMTH Ta
TPICKA€THCS IepeB’sTHA CTEIST — BOHA OCh-OCh Majla 0OBAJTUTHUCS.
— Tpeba Ttikatu 3Biacu! — TpOKpHYaB BiH, MiAHIMAIOYKCH, Ta
noBepHyBcs 10 Onjpica.

Axne Tam He Oyno ani OHppica, adi Aitnena Topra.

Ha ixapomy Mictii 6yno mpoouto HepiBHY Aipy. COHIIe TPOHUKAIO
B KIMHATY, Fa/IKM HE MalOuH, SIKUM MOXMYpPHUH IeHb BOHO Ocsto€. Jlaiipken
BU3UPHYB Yy Ty JIpy, aje oOayuB Julle KUIbKa po3BaJeHUX OyIIBENb 1
3pyiHOBaHMX JaxiB. Ta MOro IHCTUHKT BI)KMBaHHS MEPECHIIMB YBECH
roCTpHil OUTH Ta HIOK BiJl YCBIIOMIJICHHS LIi€T BTPATH.

OOGepHyBIIKNCh Ha3al, BIH Mo0ayuB, K Mapa KOMaHIUPIB Hece
B3IpIIst 10 MOABIMHKX ABepert. He BCTUriu BOHU MIATH JI0 KIHIISA CTOJY, SIK
371aMa’iacs Ta oOBanuiacs 1e oHa 6anka. PsjgoBomy, 110 CTOSB 3:1iBa Bif
Copna, poOuiIo yepen KOPCTKUM OpYCKOM JepeBa — CMEPTh HacTaia
MUTTEBO. Y Iap MITOBXHYB IHIIOTO COJIIaTa BOIK, a B3Ipellb yIaB AOJUIHIIh
Ha TIYIOTYy.

Xou HyTpo JlalkeHa Haka3yBaJlo MUTTEBO MMOKUHYTH BEXY, HOTO
MOYYTTSI 000B’SI3KYy B3SJIO TOPY Ta CHOHYKHYJIO JOTIOMOTTH B3ipIfo. Sk
TOTO BUMarajii HaB’s3aHUMI HOMY NIPUHIIUIIN, FOHUH aHAapelb B3sB HOTO
3a 3aI1’SICTS Ta TMOTSTHYB JI0 BUXO/TY.

[Tonsiiini aBepi Bxke OynM BiTYWHEH1 BapTOBUMHU 30BHI, fKI
YBIMILITK 10 BEXK1 micis atakd. JlalikeH BiIUyB COHIE Ha OMiii mIKipi,
MOKHU TATHYB CBOT'O KOMaHJUpa /10 Oe3meuHoro micus. SIKino, 3BiCHO, B
[Mapenayni numminocs xoya 0 oJHE MicIe, K€ MOKHA Oyino Ou BBaXKaTu
O0e3neuHuM. BiH 03upHYBCS Ha 3aJMMIICHY 3aily, MOYYBIIM PanTOBUMN
KpuK. Bin He 6auuB, XTO Kpu4aB, ajie BITi3HAB roJioc Limitpanmm.

I 3HOBY IHCTUHKT caM030€epeKeHHs IIETIOTIB HOMY: SIKIIO BIiH BXKe
pa3 3mir BupBatucs 3 YopHOi Ge30/HI, TO HABINIO X HapaXaTucs Ha
HeOe3MneKy 3HOBY?
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As more staggered into the daylight, bleeding and dazed, Ilithranda
called out again, her voice strained from exertion. Daijen squeezed the hilt
of his virgin sword, a tactile source of strength for any warrior. Before that
small voice in the back of his mind could tell him he was anything but a
warrior, Daijen of House Saeth marched back into the burning chamber.

He coughed with almost every breath while one hand waved the
smoke from his vision. More than one of his kin bumped into him as they
escaped the unstable roof. Still, he pressed on, determination in his steps.
That determination faltered when another beam broke and thundered into
the floor beside him.

On his hands and knees now, he felt the cool air where the catapult
had shattered the first wall. In that moment of clarity, he saw her, trapped
beneath a beam and the body of one of her chosen companions.
Scrambling, Daijen navigated two of the dead and crouched beside
Ilithranda.

Using both hands, he dragged the body off her legs before moving
on to the beam. Damned if it wasn’t the heaviest thing he had ever lifted.
Urged on by impending doom, however, Daijen found the strength to raise
it just enough for Ilithranda to crawl out.

“It’s coming down!” he warned her, his gaze flitting to the roof.
“Wait!” she commanded. “Help me with Elivar!”

Daijen was directed to another body a few feet away—one of the
chosen three. Elivar sported a nasty gash to the side of his head but his
hands were slowly exploring the area about him. Together, they hooked
his arms around their shoulders and carried him towards the door.

A loud splintering of wood came from above, informing Daijen
that they were out of time. “Jump!” he shouted, one hand gripping Elivar
by the waist.

As one, they leapt for safety, passing over the threshold as The
Rune Tower lost its roof altogether. A plume of smoke and dust washed

Bce Oinbiie Hapoay, MOXUTYHOUUCH, BUXOJUIIO HAa CcOHIE. BoHu
Oynmu posryOJieHI Ta 3akpWBaBicHI. [miTpanga 3HOBY TyKHYJa
HaNpyXCHUM, BUCHAXECHHM TOJIOCOM. BIiH CTHCHYB pYKIB’SL CBOTO
He3aliMaHOTO Meuya — JDKEpena CHIHM yCsKoro BoiHa. [lepmr HbK Tuxuit
TOJIOCOYOK Y TOJIOBI BCTHI HarajgaTh WOMY, IO HISKWUH BIiH HE BOIiH,
Haitmxen 13 nomy Cet pylmiuB Ha3aj 10 Mala0doi 3aiu.

Kamnsitoun neBe He miciisi KOKHOTO TOJUXY, BiH BiIMaxyBaBCs
BIJ TUMY O/iHi€10 pyKO10. CIIBBITYU3HUKY BPI3aJIUCS B HBOTO, TIKAIOUHU 3-
MiJl XUTKOI CTeJi, MpPOTE BIH, CIOBHA pPIIIy4yOCTi, HAIMOJETJINBO
npobupascst gani. Lo pimydicTh MOXWTHYJa 3j1aMaHa Oasika, IO
PO3TpoIIMIIa MIIOTY IPOCTO MOPYY 3 HUM.

BrnaBuiu Ha xoJiiHa, BIH BIT4YB, SIK IPOXOJIOIHE MOBITPS 3aX0IUTh
JI0 IPUMILLEHHS KP13b JipYy, IPOOUTY B MepIiii cTiHi. B 1o scHy MUTh BIH
HapewTi ii mobauus: LniTpanaa 3acTpsria mig OpycKkoM Ta TUIOM IHIIOTO
oOpanis. [laiipkeH mocnixoM MUHYB JBOX MEPIIIB 1 MPHUCIB HABMOYINKU
o1 Hel.

JIBoMa pykaMu BiH CTSATHYB TUIO 3 i1 HIr, MEPII HDK B3STHCS 3a
Oanky. Bona Oyna, meBHO, HalBa)XK4OI0 pIvUI0, SIKYy BiH ITiIiiMaB 3a BCE
cBo€ kuTTA. [IpoTe, 3MOTHBOBaHMI 3arpO30K0 HEMHUHYYOI 3aruoOeni, BiH
BCE€ K 3HAMIIOB y coO1 CHUIM MIAHATH 11 PIBHO HACTUIbKH, 00 Limitpanaa
3MOTJIa BUIIOB3TH.

— 3apa3 Bce 00BanUThCsA! — MOTNEpenB BiH, 3UPKAIOYN Ha CTENIO.
— 3axau! — Hakazaja BOHAa Yy BiINmoBimb, — JlomoMoXku MeHi 3
EniBapom!

JaiikeHy BKazalu Ha IHIIE TUIO, IIO JIEKalo MOOIM3y —
ocTaHHi# 3 oOpanoi Tpiliku. Ha ckponi B EniBapa OyB rinbokuit nopis, Ta
MOTIpY 1€ BiH MOBUILHO OOMallyBaB AOJOHSMH IPOCTIp HaBKOJIO cebe.
Y ABOX BOHM B3sJIM MOTO MiJl PYKU Ta IOHECIH JI0 JBEPEH.

['yanuii Tpick nepeBuHH 3ropu AoHic [lailkeny, 110 4ac BUKIIOB.
— Crpubaiite! — 3akpuyaB BiH, pykow oxomwuBiiu EiiBapa HaBKOJIO
Tail.

YTphoX SIK OJJMH BOHM CKOYMIJIN Yy Oe3neuHe Micle, mepeneTiBIIn
yepe3 Hopir sSKpa3 y Ty MHUTb, KOJIM BepxiBKa PyHIYHOT BeXi OCTaTOYHO
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over them and spread into the gardens. The burst of activity had put some
life back into Elivar’s bones, who was now resting on his elbows.

“Can you stand?” Ilithranda asked him.

“Yes,” Elivar managed, his throat dry.

“Order a full advance.”

The words caught the attention of the three survivors and turned
them all to Paragon Sorn, who was returned to his feet, his white cloak
marred and stained to match his features. He was looking out over the city,
as Daijen had with Ondris.

“Split our force in two,” the Paragon went on. “We will sweep
round from the east and the west to let the humans slip through the heart
and believe they have gained ground. Then we will attack from their rear.
From there we will...” Sorn trailed off as he caught sight of Ilithranda and
Elivar. “You live,” he remarked, a touch of relief about him. He then
regarded Daijen beside them, a stranger to his amber eyes. “You,” he said
with some recognition now. “You saved my life.” The paragon glanced at
the chosen pair, who had only survived because of Daijen’s efforts.
“Where is Rondir?”

Ilithranda half turned to face the imploded chamber. “He did not
survive,” she said quickly. “Paragon, let us join your force—"

“No,” Sorn bit back. “You fought well for three hard weeks. You
kept Harendun alive; you bought its people time. But I promised Ka’vairn
three initiates. I shall see they receive three,” he vowed, amber eyes falling
on Daijen.

It seemed then to Daijen Saeth that the Black Abyss had manifested
inside his stomach, a tangible thing that pulled his organs down to a cold,
cold place.

“Him?” Ilithranda spat. “He’s a messenger guard!”

obOBanmuacs. XMapa IuMy Ta MITY BKpHIIA iX Ta momupuiacs cagamu. i
OypxiuBi ToJii Haue BAWXHYJIM TPOXH KHUTTS B EniBapa, skuii Bxke
CIIUPABCSI HA JIKTI.

— Crostu Moxen? — crurania idoro [mirpanna.

— Tak, — Baxko mpoxperriB EniBap, ropiio #oro mepecoxio.

— Bingmpasinsiite ycix B aTaky.

Haka3 npuBepHyB ixHto yBary. Bonu nornsaymum Ha B3ipis CopHa,

mo BKe TinBiBcs HAa Horu. Moro Ginuil mmam BHIISNAB OPYJHHM Ta
MOIIIapIIaHuM, SIK, BJIACHE, 1 BIH cCaMUi. 3ropH BiH CIIOCTEPIraB 3a MICTOM,
K 11e panime poowiu aitxen Ta Onapic.
— Po3ainiTe Hami cviiM Ha JIB1 YaCTWHH, — MPOJOBXKHB B3ipelb. — Mu
001ii1eMO 31 CX0J1y Ta 3aX0/y Ta JO3BOJMMO BOPOTY 3alTH B IIEHTP MICTa:
Hexal AyMaroTh, 10 iM BAasocs NpocyHyTuck. Ilicis uporo, Bgapumo 1o
HUM 3 TIiTy. [1oTiM, Mu...

CopH 3aMOBK, 11oiHO noMituB lnitpanny ta EniBapa.

— Bwu xwuB1, — ckazaB BiH 3 noJiermieHHsM. [lotim ornsanyB Jlaitkena,
10 CTOSIB TIOPYY 13 HUM, HE3HAWOMIIS B HOTO OypIITHHOBUX 04YaX. — TH...
— MPOMOBUB BiH, MMOYMHAIOYM MOTO BITI3HaBaTH. — TH BPATYBaB MEHI
HKUTTSL.

B3ipens ornsiHyB mapy oOpaHUX, SKi TaKO>X BIDKWJIW JIMIIE 32
nonomoroto aitmkena. — A ne Pougip?

Imitrpanna crana B miBoOepTa 10 pO3BAJIMH MO3a1Ty.

— He BWXHB, — MIBHIKO POMOBMIJIA BOHA. — B3ipIIto, 103BOJIbTE HAM
00’€qHaTHUCH 3 BalllUM BIHICEKOM-
— B xogHomy pa3i, — BigpizaB Toil, — Bu n06pe Ouimcs npotarom

TPhOX BaXkuX TwxkHIB. Lle 3aBasku Bam [apenayH noci CTOiTh; BU
BUTpalid HOro JIOASM 4Yac BpATYBAaTHUCA. AJie s MOOOIUAB, IO TpHU
HOBOOpaHui npubynyts g0 Ka’aipua. I 3po0mio yce, mo6 ix mpulyso
came Tpoe€. — KJIsiBcs BiH. Tum yacom, Horo morisi BnaB Ha [laiimkena.
B Toit moment Haiipkeny Certy 3aanocs, 1o cama YopHa 6e301Hs
po3Bep3iacs B *KHBOTI, HaUe sSKach MaTepiajlbHa CWJIa 3aTAryBana Horo
HYTPOIIli 10 Ha/I3BUYAITHO XOJIOTHOTO MiCLIs.
— Woro? — ckpumnacs Inirpanga, — BiH sxe 0XOpoHeIs TIOCIAHIIB!
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“He’s the reason we draw breath,” the paragon corrected. “Besides,
it’s not for me to determine whether he, or any of you, become a Vahlken
or not. I can but send you. And so I shall. What’s your name, boy?”

Daijen’s lips, dry as old bones, caught in his response, slowing him
just enough for another to speak over his name.

“Red cloaks!” The call came from the railing, where other
survivors were watching the streets and bridges below.

Paragon Sorn straightened his back, a flex that pinched his brow in
pain, and drew his sword. “We must close the breach!” he commanded.

Ilithranda’s sword cleaved through the air as it tasted freedom.
Daijen didn’t miss the dried blood that clung to the blade. Elivar succeeded
in separating sword from scabbard but his arm failed to keep the weapon
aloft, the edge falling to meet the garden path.

“Stay behind me,” Ilithranda told him.

“I can still fight,” he insisted.

“And you will,” Ilithranda replied sternly. “But if you want to make
it to Ka’vairn you will stay behind me.”

Elivar nodded dourly.

Ilithranda looked at Daijen, her gaze darting from his sword—still
on his hip—to his face. In response, he pulled the sabre free, the steel
embarrassingly clean.

“Die here or die in Ka’vairn,” Ilithranda stated. “It makes no
difference to me.” With that, she moved on and with Elivar close on her
heels.

As one, the survivors of The Rune Tower descended its many steps
and rushed out into the streets, swords bristling. Indeed, the human
invaders had breached one of the defensive lines and found their way
through to the tower. In armour that would have gleamed silver were it not
for the blood and grime that coated it, they charged with red cloaks flowing
behind them.

— BiH — rosioBHa NpUYMHA, YOMY MU JI0CI )KUB1. — BUIIPABUB 11 B3ipeIlb.
— OkpiM TOTO, UM TIJHHNA XTOCH i3 BaC CTaTH BaJKEHOM, HE Maro IpaBa
BUPILIYBATH aHi s, aHi )KOAEH 3 Bac. Sl MOXYy JIMIIE BIANPABUTU BacC 0
TOTO, B KOTO 11 TIpaBo €. | Binnpasmto. Sk Tebe 3Baru, xiomue?

['you JlaiimkeHa, cyxi sk crapi KICTKH, HEMOB 3akiskid. Lle
3aTpUMaJIo HOTO BIAMOBIIb PIBHO HACTLIBKH, 100 XTOCH 3arOBOPHB, TTEPII
HDX BIH BCTUT Ha3BaTHUCH.

— UepBoni mnami! — BHUIYKHYB XTOCh 3 OOKy mepui, Jie BLUILII
CTIOCTEpIraiy 3a MOCTaMH 3HH3Y.

B3ipeup CopH BcTaB y HMOBHHMM 3picT, yepe3 1o ioro OpoBu
3JBOTIHCS BiJ 00O, Ta BUXOIUB Mcya:

— Mu Maemo 3akputu npopuB! — HakaszaB BiH.

Meu Initpanau po3cik MOBITPs, cMakyroo4u cBobony. HaiimxeH
MTOMITHB Ha Jie31 CIiu 3acTUTI01 KpoBi. EniBapy BAamocs BUTATHYTH Med
3 MIXOB, Ta B HOT0 pyKax He OyJI0 CUJl TPUMAaTH HOTo PIBHO, TOX KIHUHMK
MeYa OMYCTUBCS, BCTPOMUBLIUCH Y 3€MIIIO CaI0BOT JTOPLKKH.

— Jlumaiicst mo3amy MeHe, — Hakaszaia oMy Limitpanza.

— ] me 3maTeH OUTHUCS, — HAIloJIATraB TOM.

— I Gutumernicsi, — cyBopo BiamoButa Limitpanmga, — ajne SKIO XO4erl
nicrtatucs Ka’BaipHa >XMBUM, JIMIIIAKWCS 110321y MEHE.

EniBap moxmypo KMBHYB.

Initpanna noauBunack Ha JlaipkeHa: criepily norisHya Ha Med,
0 JIOCi BUCIB Ha MOsCI, a MOTIM oMY y Bivl. Y BiANOBiAb, BIH OTOJHUB
CBOIO 30poto. Jlez Meua Oyio raHeOHO YUCTUM.

— Ilomupaii Tyt un B Ka’BaipHi — MeH1 0e3 pi3HULI — 3asgBUIA
Initpanna. Ilicns nux ciiB BoHa pymiuia gani, a EniBap — 3a Hero.

Pazom, BIKWIII CITYCTHIIMCSI YMCIICHHUMHE cX0JaMu PyHIYHOT Bexi
Ta BUOIMNIM Ha BYJUIlI 3 M€YaMH Harotosi. BusBumnocs, 1mo 3arapOHuKH i
CHpaBii NpOpBaIM OJHY 3 JiHii OOOpPOHM Ta jicTanmcs Bexi. IxHi
o0nagyHKu csistm Ou cpibioM, sikOu He KpoB Ta OpyJ, 10 iX BKPHBAJIH.
Bonu kuHynucs B ataky, a iXHi YepBOHI IJIAIlll PO3BITAINCS MO3a1y.
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Daijen wished he could have said he rushed to meet them, sword
raised. But that was not what happened. He hesitated before the mob of
killers, just enough that their assault was met by others in a collision of
violence and death.

Paragon Sorn counted himself among those on the front line, his
centuries of fighting plain to see. Equally talented in the art of delivering
death, Ilithranda danced between her foes, sabre lancing and slashing with
deadly efficiency. Humans piled up around her, they who had been fated
to taste the bite of her steel. Even Elivar, wounded as he was, showed his
quality, ducking and weaving between attacks before bringing his good
arm to bear.

Among the throng of humans, a lone red cloak broke through, his
blade backhanding one of the tower survivors, sending them to the Black
Abyss. With a primal cry and a face of rage, the Eradoran came for
Daijen’s life.

Naturally, the young Andaren backed off a step, giving himself—
if not his honed reactions—time to respond. In a two-handed grip, his sabre
came up and blocked the incoming sword not once but twice before he
shoved a boot into the Eradoran’s cuirass. Thinking only to survive, Daijen
then swept his sword into his enemy’s neck.

He hadn’t the strength to decapitate the man, and so his blade
remained lodged between the bones. The blow was still enough to send the
soldier to his knees, his expression claimed by shock. A strong tug freed
the weapon as well as the man’s blood, which poured out with abandon
before he fell face down.

Panting for breath, Daijen looked down on his work. He had seen
thirtyfive winters since being born into a war that had raged for somewhat
over two-hundred years. He was naught but lucky, if not blessed, to have
come this far without taking a life.

The civilised part of his mind demanded that he stop and take stock
of the profound moment. But it had been so simple. More so, it had left
him feeling strong, perhaps even hungry for more. The violence bubbled

Jaiimpken XoTiB OM MIAHATH MeY Ta 1aTH iM Oiif, mpoTe He 3Mir. Bin
3aBaraBCs Iepell HaTOBIOM YOWBIIb, a IHIII, TUM 4YacOM, KHHYIHUCS IM
Ha3ycTpiu. 3ailHsIacs Oyps CMepTi Ta HACHIIbCTBA.

B3sipeus CopH cTOSIB B aBaHTap/Ii, 1 HOro 0araroBikoBHiA 0OMOBHIA
JOCBIJI JaBaBcs B3HakW. He mocTymaroumch WOMy B MUCTENTBI 0010,
Imitpanna TaHIoBaza MK BOpOTamMH, TPOHU3YIOUH Ta pyOaroud CBOEIO
n1a0siero 31 BOMBUOIO €(pEKTUBHICTIO. 3 YCIX OOKIB /10 HEl 301ranucs o1y,
SAKUM CyJIUJIOCS BIIYYTH Ha BJIAcHIN 1IKipi 11 ctanese je30. Hasits EniBap,
MIOTIPY CBOT MOPaHECHHSI, MACTEPHO MaHEBPYBaB Ta YXWJISABCSA BiJl yIapis,
a TIOTIM BIAMOBIZAB BIIUILIION PYKOO.

3 HATOBIy JIIOJIEN BUPBABCS OJIMH Yy YEPBOHOMY ILIAllll: yIapoM
Meda BiH BianpaBuB a0 YopHoi 0€30/1HI OAHOTO 13 3aXMCHUKIB BEXi. 3
JTUKAM OOMOBHM KIWYEM Ta CIOBHEHHM JIIOTI OONHYYSIM, €pajopelb
pywmuB 1o xkutta laiakena.

[aTyiTMBHO, TOHMI aHmapels 3poOUB KPOK Hazaa, abu — monpu
BIJICYTHICTh BIATOUYCHUX pe(IEKCIB — BUTpPATH XOU TPOXH Yacy Ha
BimmoBime. CxomuBmKM 1madm0 oOoma pyKaMH, BiH TIiAHSIB Meua,
BIIOMBIIM HE OJWH, a HAaBITh JBa yJIapu, NEpIl HDK IITOBXHYB
CYNPOTHUBHHUKA 4000TOM B Kipacy. Po3mipkoByoun nuIne Haja THM, SK
nepexxuTH 01, JlaiipkeH MaXHyB MeUeM y HaIMPSIMKY BOPOKOT IIHi.

oMy He CTano CHIIM BiATATH JIIOMHI FOJIOBY, TOX MU 3aCTpsr B
kictkax. [Tonpu ue, ynap 6yB A0CUTh NOTY>KHUM, a0U MIOCTAaBUTH COJaTa
Ha koiiHa. Ha fioro o0my4i 3actur mokoBaHuil Bupa3. CUILHUM PUBKOM
BiH J]aB Jie3y BOJIIO, @ pa3oM 3 HMM 1 4OJOBiuOi KpoBi. Bona xnunyna 3
fioro mui GoHTaHOM, 1 TOH yraB OOIUYYSIM JI0 3EMIIL.

Baxko auxatoum, J[aiijpkeH ITUBUCS HA TE, MO CKOIB. TpUALSTH
II’SITh 3UM TOMY BiH HapOJMBCS B pO3Mali BiffHH, 1110 BUpYBala BXKE JIeCh
noHaj JBICTI pokiB. BiH OyB IIaCIMBYMKOM, HABITH 0JaroCiOBEHHUM,
aJpKe 70 1i€l MUTI He 3a0paB yKOHOTO JKUTTS.

[{uBLTI30BaHA YacTMHA MOrO CBIIOMOCTI BHMarama, a0OH BiH
3YNUHUBCA Ta YCBIZIOMUB YCIO MIMOMHY IIbOTO MOMEHTY. Aje Bce 0yIo
nyxe mpocto. Kpim Toro, Tenep BiH MOYyBaBCs CHIBHIIIUM. MOXKIHBO,
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up within him, turning him to another red cloak that had fought his way
through the Andaren line.

[lithranda beat him to it, her sabre slashing low then high, bringing
the man to one knee before slicing his head from jaw to brow.

Then it was done. Over.

Only the laboured breathing of a dozen Andarens filled the street.
Daijen could still feel the fire coursing through his veins. He wanted to
taste it again.

Victory.

It was all the sweeter when standing on the edge of the Black
Abyss, knowing that his very life had been in the balance. The rush of it
had turned him into a raw nerve, making him hyper-aware of everyone
around him.

“Your first?” Elivar asked him, his silvery skin streaked with the
blood of his foes.

Daijen needed an extra second to process the question, though
Elivar, it seemed, had gleaned the truth of it.

“You’re never going to survive Ka’vairn,” the wounded Andaren
remarked with a smirk.

“He won’t even survive the journey,” Ilithranda sniped on her way
past.

“You two!” Paragon Sorn called, beckoning two of his soldiers.
“Escort them to the eastern gate and see they have horses.”

“Paragon!” Ilithranda retorted, her protests mounting.

“Enough!” Sorn snapped, whirling on her. “I would have thought
you desired this.”

[lithranda’s argument died on her lips. She looked sheepishly from
face to face before landing on her superior’s again. “I only desire to fight
for my people,” she stated firmly, if quietly.

IS TOMiS HABITH pO3MANHIA B HBOMY JKary 10 Kposi. Moro ysary
NPUBEPHYB 1€ OJWH YEPBOHHWH IIIall, IO MPOPBABCS Kpi3b aHAAPCHKi
psan.

Ta Inmirpanga #ioro Bunepeauina. BoHa Baapuiia 4oJjoBika 3HH3Y,
MOTIM 3BEepXY, MOCTABUBIIIH HOTO HA KoJiiHA. [TOTIM po3cikiia oMy ToJIOBY
BiJI IIIEJICTIH 10 OpPOBH.

I Bce. Kinens.

Bynuii 3anoBHHIIO JIHIE BaKKe JUXaHHS aHAAPCHKUX COJIIATIB.
Hoci JlaiijpkeH BiguyBaB, K jkap ODKUTh B Horo >xkujax. BiH XoTiB
cpoOyBaTH il Ha CMaK 3HOBY.

ITepemory.

Ha mexi cmepTi BoHa Oyia 111e COJIO/INIO0, KOJIM BiH 3HaB, 10 HOTO
KUTTA Oys10 Ha BOJIOCHHI, HAa Mex1 YopHOi 6e301H1. ApeHaTiH 3poOuB 3
HBOTO JKUBUH HEPB, BIH OyB HATUYTJIIMBUM JO0 BCIX 1 BCOTO HAaBKOJIO.

— TBiit mepmuit? — crmras EniBap. Moro cpibisicra uikipa 6yna BKpuTa
BOPOKOI0 KPOB’I0.

JaiimpkeHny 3HamOOMBCS MOMEHT, a0M BTOPOIIATH, MPO IO TOH
nutae. Ta EniBap, cxoxe, BKe 3/10Ta1aBCs 10 BIAMOBIII.

— To61 Touno He BwxkuTH B Ka’BaipHi, — 3 IpOHIYHOIO IOCMIIIKOIO
MIMITUB IIOPAaHEHUN aHIapellb.

— Bin HaBITH OpOry HE MepexuBe, — Aojana LimirpaHga, MPOXoaTdu
IIOB3 HUX.

— Bu nBoe! — B3ipens CopH MokIMKaB J10 cebe Mmapy coJijar.
[TpoBeniTh iX 70 CXiTHUX BOPIT Ta PO3CAIITh IO KOHSIX.

— B3ipuro! — kpuknyna Inirpanaa, ii oOypeHHs Bce 3pocTalo.

— Hocuts! — rpumnyB CopH, TOBEpHYBIIKCH J10 HET, — S-TO aymaB, 1o
TH LBOTO ¥ XOTLIA.

CnoBa Imitpanam 3acTtpsriad B rTopii. BoHa copom’s3nuBO
MO3UpPHYNNa Ha OOJMYYS KOXKHOTO 3 TPHUCYTHIX, MOTIM 3HOBY Ha
KOMaHHpa.

— $1 nuieHs xouy OUTHCS 3a CBI HApOJ, — HApPEITI IPOMOBHUIIA BOHA
pilryde, ane THXO.
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“Complete the trials,” the paragon replied, “and you will fight for
your people. More importantly,” he added, “you will win victories for your
people. Now go. That’s an order.”

Daijen didn’t feel as if he belonged beside Ilithranda and Elivar,
even with a bloody sword in hand, and so he stood apart while they
watched the others peel away to reclaim the city.

[lithranda growled and kicked one of the corpses over. “Black
Abyss!” she cursed.

Elivar and Daijen followed her lead when she stormed off towards
the eastern gate. There were few, if any, citizens left in Harendun. As with
the previous invasions, the people knew to evacuate at the first sign of
trouble, taking The Sael Road north to Yalafar to await reinforcements
from The Saible. Daijen still caught sight of stragglers darting between
buildings, fools who thought they could outlast the human occupation.

At the edge of the city, they found war horses, and already saddled.
He looked back at Harendun and its crown of smoke, thinking of the man
he had just sent to the Black Abyss. He thought then of the battle taking
place in the streets and how close he had been to it... to war. Shrinking his
world, Daijen reached up with one hand and massaged the ram-like horns
protruding from his horse’s brow.

How strange it was to be leaving without Ondris. They had ridden
out from The Saible together more times than he could count. Daijen knew
he wouldn’t miss his arrogant disposition or the pretentious way in which
he conducted himself, both always to remind him that House Saeth was
the lesser. That didn’t mean he wouldn’t miss the familiar company.
Ilithranda and Elivar possessed an intimidating edge that left him unsettled
in their presence.

“We resupply in Yalafar,” Ilithranda stated, deftly taking to her
new mount. “We make for The Saible from there.” The fierce Andaren
guided her horse to block Daijen’s path. “If you wish to get... lost along

— Ilpoiigem BunpoOyBaHHs, — BIiAMOBIB B3ipenb — i Oyaen Outucs 3a
CBili Hapoa. — A motiM jojaB: — binem Toro, TM 3a HpOTO mIE ¥
nepemaratument. A ternep Waire. Lle Hakas.

Haitmxen OyB MmeBeH, M0 oMy He miciie mopyd 3 Liitpannoro ta
EniBapom, HaBiTh 13 3aKpHBaBICHUM Me4eM y pymi. ToX MOKHM BOHHU
BTPBOX CIIOCTEPIrajy, sIK iHII1 BOTHH PO3XOAATHCS BiIBOWOBYBATH MICTO,
BIH CTOSIB OCTOPOHb B1Jl HUX.

Lritpannia rapkHyIa, KOHY/IA OJHE 3 TUT HOTOIO Ta BHJIASIIACH:

— Yopua 6e30/1Hs1!

HezabapoMm BoHa momyana g0 cXiIHUX BOPIT, a EniBap ta Jlaiipken
npociigyBai 3a Hero. ko B ['apeHayHi 10Ci TUIIAIKUCS MICTSHHU, TO
30BCiM HeOaraTto. SIK 111 yac MUHYJIMX BTOPTHEHbB, HApO,T 3HaB, 110 Tpeba
€BaKyIOBaTHCA 3a nepiux o3Hak 0iau. Jloporoto Cenr BOHUM BIACTYMAIH B
Snadap, ne uvekamm Ha migmory 3 Caitbma. [laiijpkeHy Ha o4l BCe X
TpaIuIsJINCs BIACTaNl, 0 METYIIWJIMCS MOMDK OyniBelb — IypHI, sIKi
JIyMaJld, 110 TIEPEKUITH O JIFOJICEKY OKYIAITIIO.

Ha oxoumnuiti MicTa BOHM 3HAWIIUIA OCIUIaHUX OOMOBUX KOHEN. Bin
0o3upHYBCS Ha [apeHayH Ta WOro HIMO 13 IUMY, PO3AYMYIOYH IIPO
40JIOBIKA, YMIO NyIry BianpaBub y HopHy 6e3oHt0. [Ipuragas 6uty, mo
TOYMJIACS] Ha BYJUIAX, Ta AK OJIM3bKO BIH OyB 10 HeEl... 70 BIlHHU.
[ToBepHyBIIMCh A0 peanbHOCTI, JlalkeH OJHIEI0 PYKOIO IOTJIaIuB
3aKpy4deHi pOrH, U0 POCIH 3 40Jia HOro KOHS.

Sk He3BuuHO Oyno mokuaatu micto 6e3 Onzapica. BoHu CTUTbKH
paziB pa3zom BubKKanu 3 Caiibna, mo i He nepeniyuTd. Xou Jlaipken
OyB BIEBHEHUH, 110 HE CyMyBaTUMeE 3a HOTo 3yXBallUM XapaKTepoM Ta
MUXaTOI0 MaHEPOIO MOBEAIHKH, SIKI CIIYTYBAJIM HaraayBaHHSM IPO Te, 110
nim Cet Hkumii 3 1BoX. Ta 1e He o3Ha4asno, 1Mo BiH paauil OyB BTparTi
3Hallomoro ToBapucTBa. [mitanapa ta EmiBap Mamu B co0i jgemio
3arpo3JivMBe, Yepes 1€ BiH HePBYBABCS B iXHil MPUCYTHOCTI.

— Mu nonoBHuMoO 3amnacu B fmadapi, — 3asBuna Initpanga, BIpaBHO
3aCTpUOHYBIIIM HAa CBOTO HOBOTO CKaKyHa. — 3BinTH pymumo jo Caiibna.
— I'pizHa anpmapka moBepHyJa CBOrO KOHS Tak, 00 MEPEKPUTH IUISIX
Jaiipkeny — SIKIIo panToM BHUPIMIUIL... «3aryOUTHCS» JIeCh 10 JOpO3i,
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the way, you may return to The Saible in your own time and resume your
duties without report from us.”

It might have been a cruel assessment of his abilities, but her offer
was generous. The path he had been set upon was a knife’s edge. “I have
been ordered to Ka’vairn,” he pointed out, having known little else.

“Paragon Sorn won’t remember your face by day’s end,” Ilithranda
told him. “Nor did he know your name. You have a chance to get lost in
the ranks again.”

“Messenger guard does have a ring to it,” Elivar mocked.

Daijen didn’t know what to say, stuck between the urge to survive
and his desire to prove himself.

“Think on it,” Ilithranda said in his silence, her horse now turned
to the road.

Daijen watched her slowly ride away. He hardly knew llithranda,
but what he had gleaned in their short but eventful time together was how
directly she spoke. Her words were wielded as any weapon might be and
she didn’t apologise for it. Yet, her proposal to him — to disregard his
orders — had been voiced indirectly.

“She’s trying to save your life,” Elivar told him, having noticed,
perhaps, the lingering and inquisitive gaze that kept Daijen tethered to
[lithranda.

“Save my life?” Daijen questioned, his vision still occupied by
Ilithranda’s departure.

“You saved her life,” Elivar reminded him, his injured arm slowing
his ascent to the saddle. “This is her returning the favour. If you’re smart,”
he went on, eventually settling into the foreign saddle, “you’ll forget
Sorn’s orders. Ka’vairn has enough of our kin buried in its grounds.” With
that, the wounded warrior put his horse to the road. “Oh,” Elivar called
back. “I’m assuming you have a name besides messenger guard.”

Moxkem mnoBepHyTHcs 10 Caiibna, SKIIO BBaXKaeml 3a IMOTpiOHE, Ta
MIPOJIOBKUTH BUKOHYBATH CBOT 000B’SI3KM 0€3 HAIUX JOHOCIB.

To Oyna TOCUTH CYyBOpPA OIlIHKA HOTO 3TI0HOCTEH, aJie TIPOITO3HUITis
BUTIIsAana meapoto. 1sx, Ha sKkuif BiH cTynuB, OyB JIE30M HOXA.
— Memni Haka3zanu npsmyBaTu B Ka’BaipH, — 3ayBaXuB BiH, aJpKe KpiM
IbOTO PO3yMiB Hebararo.
— Jlo xinug mo6u B3ipenb CopH Bxke 3a0yae TBOe oOIMYYsl, — cKazaja
romy lnirpanna. — Ta i TBOTO IMEH1 BiH TaK 1 He Ai3HaBcs. Y Tebe € rapHa
MO>KJIUBICTb 3aTryOMTHCS B UHHAX.
— «Oxo0poHelp MOCHaHIB» — 3BYYUTH JIOBOJI Bpa)karoue, — B3SIBCS
3ybockanuTu EmiBap.

JaiimxeH He 3HaB, 10 1 CKa3aTH: BIH PO3PUBABCS MDK Oa’kaHHAM
BIDKUTH Ta IPArHEHHSIM JIOBECTH BJIACHY TIAHICTD.
— Ilogymaii Hamg 1muMm, — BimmoBiia I[miTpanma Ha WOro MOBYAHHS,
PO3BEPHYBIITN KOHS B OIK IOPOTH.

JlalipkeH TUBHBCS, SIK BOHA MOBUILHO BiamaisieThes. BiH maiibke
He 3HaB LimiTpanay, Ta 3a KOPOTKi, ajie HaCUYeH] ITiB JTHsI, TPOBEJICHI 3 HEIO,
MOMITHB, SK BIJIBEPTO BOHA TOBOPUTh. BoHa BoJIOfi€ CIOBOM, Haue
30po€r0, Ta HIKOJIU 32 11¢ He BUOAYaeThCs. AJie CBOIO TIPOTIO3HIIII0 — TITH
IIPOTH HaKa3y — BOHA 03BYUMJIa OMOCEPEAKOBAHO.
— Bona 1001 XUTTS BpATYBaTH Hamaraerbcs, — ckaszaB Womy EmiBap,
TMOO0HB NOMITUBIIH, SIK BAYMJIMBO TOM TUBUTKLCS Ha [miTpanny.

— BpsaryBaTtu MeH1 xuTT? — nepenuraB JlaipkeH, Haaal IUBISTYACH
it yemi.

— Tu x ypsTyBaB ii xuTTS, — HaragaB oMy EniBap, moku moBiIbHO,
yepes MOPaHeHy PYKY, MijliiMaBcs B CiIJI0. — A BOHA TaKUM YHHOM XO4e
T0O1 BiASUUTH. SIKIO BBaXael ce0e pO3yMHHUM, — IPOJIOBXKYBAB BiH,
YMOCTHUBIIUCH, HApelITi, B He3HalloMe ciyio — TO 3a0yab Mpo Hakas
Copna. B Ka’paipHni i 6e3 Tebe mOXOBaHO JIOCTaTHHO HAIIMX POJIUYIB. —
JloroBopuBiIY, NOPAaHEHUI BOIH IOrHaB KOHA Ha jpopory. — Yyem, —
rykHyB EniBap — B Tebe, HameBHe, € 11e sikech iM’s? S mato Ha yBa3i,
OKpIM «OXOpOHEIb MOCIAHIIIBY»?
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“Daijen Saeth,” was his reply, though he could have said it with
more pride.

“Very good. Should you decide to accompany us all the way to
Ka’vairn, you would know my name. Elivar T’saren,” the warrior
announced, his voice growing distant. “Remember it well, Daijen of House
Saeth! For one day, you will boast that you knew the greatest VVahlken who
ever lived!”

Daijen watched the pair a while longer. For the first time in his life,
the path before him was his to choose. In truth, he had no idea what he was
going to do. He would start, however, by putting Harendun behind him.

— JHaiimken Cer, — BIANOBIB BiH, X04a MIir OM MPOMOBHUTH CBOE iM’si
OUTBIIT TOPIOBUTO.

— Jyxe moOpe. SIKIIo Bce X HABAKUIICS MPOCITITYyBAaTH 32 HAMH aX JI0
Ka’Baipha, To Maem 3HaTH i Moe im’s1: EniBap T capeH, — OroJ0CHuB BOiH,
fioro rojoc craBaB Jeiani BinganeHimmm. — 3apy0Oaii Ha Hocl, lalimkeH
3 nomy Cet! OgHOrO JHS TH 3MOXKEI IOXU3YBaTUCS TUM, 110 3HalloMuii 3
HalBEIMYHIIINM 3 YCIX BaJKEHIB B icTOPIi!

Jaitmxen e skuiich yac AUBUBCS iM yciil. Brepie y ®uTTi BiH
caM MaB MOJJIMBICTb 00MpaTH BacHUM nuIsIX. HacrpaBzi, BiH 1 rajiku He
MaB, 10 poOuTHME Aaii. Aje Juid MOYaTKy, NOBHHEH OYB JIMIIUTH
I"apenayn nmosany.
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Chapter 2. Challenges of rendering expressiveness of communication in
descriptive narrative: the case of Ukrainian translation of Philip C.
Quaintrell’s epic fantasy Once There Were Heroes

2.1. The author’s biography and thematic characteristics of his books

The subchapter is dedicated to an overview of Philip C. Qaintrell’s biography and his book,
Once There Were Heroes (A Time of Dragons Book 1).

Philip C. Quaintrell is a contemporary author known for the epic fantasy series A Time of
Dragons, The Echoes Saga, and The Ranger Archives, as well as the Terran Cycle sci-fi series.
Quaintrell was born in Cheshire, UK in 1989. He started his career as an emergency nurse. He
took up reading, and later writing as an escape from nursing.

Having written his first book and been rejected by multiple publishers, Quaintrell decided
to self-publish. His first work, a piece of science-fiction prose, titled Intrinsic was first published
in February 2016. Later, in May 2017, Quaintrell self-published the first book of his new fantasy
series, The Echoes Saga, which, despite a lack of discernible marketing, entered the Amazon
bestseller list in at least four countries within a month of publication. As of today, the series has
surpassed 700,000 copies in sales worldwide, with a potential TV-series adaptation in the works.
Amazon evaluates Quaintrell’s sales figures to be within 1.8% of self-published authors worldwide
(Philip C. Quaintrell’s official website, 2026).

Quaintrell’s Once There Were Heroes, published on September 4, 2023, is a work in the
epic fantasy genre and the first instalment in his latest franchise — A Time of Dragons. The events
of the story take place in Verda — a setting shared by all of Quaintrell’s fantasy works. The
narrative focuses on the war between the realms of Andara and Erador and follows an expansive
cast of characters across two plotlines 80 years apart, periodically switching point of view between
them (Goodreads, 2026). The book was well received by the public and has an average score of
4.6 out of 5 stars on Amazon based on over 3000 user reviews at the moment of writing (Amazon,
2026).

P. C. Quaintrell’s Once There Were Heroes is a literary work of the epic fantasy genre,
also known as high fantasy. The book possesses many properties, traditionally associated with epic
fantasy: the story features fantastical characters and creatures, magic and sorcery, invented
languages, grand quests and coming-of-age themes. Quaintrell’s book also follows broader writing
tropes, characteristic of the epic fantasy genre, such as its multi-volume narrative or non-linear
style of narration (Pavelyeva, Lysanets, 2018, p. 1-2).

Thematically, Quaintrell’s epic fantasy series revolves around ideas of fate and free will,
identity, generational change, unity and camaraderie. Once There Were Heroes explores themes
of generational change through its split narrative, following multiple generations of characters.
The found family dynamic among the main cast, drawn from different backgrounds and warring
factions, also plays into themes of camaraderie and unity. Split loyalties and mixed heritage of
certain characters contribute to themes of identity. Stylistically, the author’s prose is detailed,
though also accessible and comprehensive. The book contains many tense action scenes,
particularly combat sequences. Although the atmosphere may be dark and imagery gruesome,
Quaintrell’s writing rewards emotionally earnest heroic efforts over cynical nihilism.

To conclude, Philip C. Quaintrell is one of the most successful self-publishing
contemporary fiction writers. The author is best known for his epic fantasy book series set in the
shared world of Verda. The books feature many characteristics and themes commonly associated
with the high fantasy genre, which Once There Were Heroes also inherits.

2.2. The genre, thematic features and descriptive narrative in the epic fantasy Once There
Were Heroes
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In this subchapter, we will explore the characteristics of Once There Were Heroes, such as
its genre, thematic features and its descriptive narrative. We will also explore the challenges that
those features may pose for a translator and propose possible solutions for overcoming them.

Each style of writing is governed by its own distinct set of priorities. Once There Were
Heroes is a piece of literary fiction, and as such, it concerns itself greatly with the expression and
articulation of emotional states. This style of writing enables the author to more precisely convey
their feelings in a more nuanced manner and invoke certain emotional responses and vivid imagery
within the mind of a reader. In literary works, the way a message is conveyed may be of equal
significance as, if not even more significant than the content of said message (Landers, 2001, p.
7). Similarly, the genre of the source text may greatly influence the translator’s priorities. Works
of epic fantasy are defined, among other features, by their highly detailed, richly developed, and
uniquely ordered, coherent worlds (Long, 2011, p. 6). Therefore, we have concluded that it is
paramount for the translator to pay close attention to adequate and faithful translation of any given
piece of exposition aimed at setting the tone of the story, enriching its atmosphere or building up
the setting, in which the events of the plot unfold. We have observed, that Quaintrell’s unique
approach to narrative and narration in his work is among the most prominent and distinct
characteristics of his prose.

The most conventional definition of narrative would describe it as a means of recounting a
sequence of events and facts within a story. However, such a definition remains reductive. As we
have established previously, narrative extends beyond the simple presentation of events, engaging
fundamentally with the ways in which those events are perceived and interpreted. It not only
conveys factual content but also shapes the manner of its presentation, thereby influencing and
enhancing its meaning and understanding. Thus, narrative concerns itself even more with how
events within a story are perceived, than with the factual nature of events in question. (Dawson,
Mékeld, 2023, p. 71). However, in order for a narrative to be properly navigated and structured, a
story also requires a storyteller — the narrator (Iranmanesh, 2013, p. 127).

The narrator is a first-person, fictive issuer of the narrative (Patron, 2023 p. 26). As an
intermediary between the events of the narrative and the reader, the narrator plays a decisive role
in shaping interpretation and guiding perception. That goal is achieved via a range of strategies,
through which the narrator may frame events, emphasize particular details, provide contextual
information or even foreshadow certain events based on information that no character within the
story can possibly have at their disposal — “more than human knowledge”, as referred to by Danto
(1991, p. 203). Through such mechanisms, the narrator becomes instrumental in organizing the
reader’s understanding of the narrative, offering not only descriptions but also various perspectives
on the events depicted. The narrator is particularly important in imaginative literature, where the
link between the reader and the text is crucial (Childs, Fowler, 2006, p.148). With this established,
we may proceed with exploring descriptive narrative in Quaintrell’s work.

The narrative of epic fantasy is often descriptive, with an excess of detail. This style
generates mental flexibility and invokes empathy in the reader (Oliver, 2022, p. 28). The
descriptive narrative of Once There Were Heroes is defined by Quaintrell’s wide use of expressive
imagery. Imagery is used to appeal to the reader’s senses in order to set the tone of the scene
(Oregon State University, 2019). The prose is also rich in meticulous descriptions of even the most
minute details of any scene the author presents to the reader, thus achieving a significant aesthetic
and ideological effect on his text (Bal, 2017, p. 26). This approach enables the author to convey
the scene’s mood and tone with precision.

For example:

Leaning on the end of the bed, Androma could feel the sheets crease as they were clenched
within Ilithranda’s knotted fists. She could smell the sweat that lingered on the air, long having
overpowered the lavender water prepared days earlier — a calming scent that had achieved little
in the end. The Andaren warrior exhaled, letting loose a long moan, replacing all else in

Androma’s sensitive ears. The latter was a blessing given the sounds that invaded from beyond
the walls. (Quaintrell, 2023, p. 33)
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Through sensory detail, the writer is able to shape the reader’s experience (Wood, 1999, p.
133). In the passage, Quaintrell employs tactile, olfactory, and auditory imagery. Rather than
presenting events in a purely visual manner, the description is filtered through the lens of physical
experience. This way the author aims to intensify the reader’s sense of proximity to the unfolding
moment.

Tactile imagery is foregrounded, emphasizing the sensation of sheets creasing in the
clutches of fists. This detail not only conveys physical tension, but also serves to create tension in
the narrative and a tense atmosphere. Similarly, the olfactory sweat that lingered in the air is
presented in contrast to the lavender water prepared days earlier. The juxtaposition of these scents
is symbolic: the intended calm, associated with lavender, is overtaken by the strong and unpleasant
smell of sweat. Once again, this serves to build tension.

Auditory imagery becomes dominant as the passage progresses. The long moan replaces
other sounds, redirecting both the character’s and the reader’s attention. This is particularly
significant in light of the final sentence, which also builds suspense and mystery as to which
disturbing noises, exactly, invaded from beyond the walls.

The great attention with which the author regards every detail of the scene is no less
important, and also emblematic of the descriptive narrative style. Actions, objects, and other
elements of the scene are presented in great detail:

lithranda’s knotted fists (rather than simply Zlithranda’s fists);

having long overpowered (not having overpowered).

The narration of the story is also enriched with a wide variety of rhetorical devices. While
writing this paper, we drew on the classification of rhetorical devices as presented by McGuigan
(2007).

There are numerous examples of parenthesis in Once There Were Heroes:

Voicing such concern to her — or any Vahlken — would only fall on deaf ears. (Quaintrell,
2023, p. 38)

She couldn’t say why — an _instinctual memory perhaps — but she began to rub...
(Quaintrell, 2023, p. 40)

...his father — who served those on the emperor’s war council — most had determined
that... (Quaintrell, 2023, p. 42)

In the fragments above, parenthesis serves as a device that introduces supplementary
information without fully interrupting the flow of the sentence, thus shaping the pace and focus of
narration by subtly shifting the reader’s attention.

In the fragment, Voicing such concern to her—or any Vahlken—would only fall on deaf
ears, the parenthetical insertion serves to broaden the scope of the statement. It extends the quality
of an individual to an entire group, generalizing said statement and contributing to the reader’s
perception of said group, contributing to world-building.

Parenthesis in ...his father — who served those on the emperor’s war council — most had
determined that... serves a similarly expository function. The device allows the author to provide
contextual details and insights without interrupting the pace of the scene in favour of, for example,
a political exposition segment.

Parenthesis in She couldn’t say why — an instinctual memory perhaps — but she began to
rub... introduces an element of uncertainty and confusion, providing the reader with insight into
the emotional state of the character. The parenthetical insertion, in this case, staggers the pace just
enough to convey the panicked mood of the situation, but not so much as to interrupt the flow of
the scene completely.

Another frequently encountered rhetorical device is parataxis:

Her arm outstretched, fingers flexing for the familiar touch, she found and grasped the
staff of maple wood as the door was opened. (Quaintrell, 2023, p. 35)

The broken nose stepped in, for while the broken leg naturally failed to stand, the other
was unconscious, if not already dead from a broken neck. (Quaintrell, 2023, p. 36)
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Weaving left then right, she evaded the two swings that would have taken her head, and
deflected a third swing with her right vambrace, the steel glancing off the small blue dragon scales
that plated the armour. (Quaintrell, 2023, p. 37)

In the first fragment, parataxis serves to share the experience of the character with the
reader in detail. At the same time, it is used to communicate simultaneous action. In the second
fragment, the author creates a juxtaposition (broken nose, broken leg, broken neck), while
incrementally adding information. In doing so, Quaintrell gradually builds the image of the scene
in the mind of a reader. At the same time, the density of information being conveyed preserves
some tension and momentum of the episode. In the third fragment, parataxis is being utilized to
establish a very tight and highly dynamic sequence of successive actions. Despite the rapid
progression, there is a descriptive clause at the end of the sentence, which contributes to the image
of the character.

Through these techniques, as well as vivid imagery and thorough descriptions, Quaintrell
crafts a unique descriptive narrative. The author creates and maintains tension and precisely
communicates the emotions of his characters, while simultaneously engaging in detailed
exposition and world-building. It is of great importance that the aforementioned features, as well
as the overall style of writing, are preserved in translation. However, the most notable feature of
Quaintrell’s prose is his portrayal of communication between his characters.

2.3. Rendering the expressiveness of communication in Once There Were Heroes

This subchapter is dedicated to the exploration of the expressiveness of communication in
the book, as well as to its preservation in translation. Reader’s comprehension and emotion shape
the literary meaning of communication (Sell, 2014, p. 137). During our analysis of the fragment
of Once There Were Heroes, we have observed a variety of means utilized to increase the
expressiveness of communication within prose. We have analyzed the dialogues within the text
and the narration which accompanies it. The research has revealed a number of methods through
which Quaintrell achieves high level of expressiveness in his characters” communication.

Elaborate use of description and imagery

In his writing, Quaintrell uses narration to add detail to his dialogues. Including
descriptions of the speaker’s feelings and emotions, or of their actions during communication,
contributes to the expressiveness and emotional depth of dialogue and serves an expository
function. As we have established previously, it is of great importance that the expressiveness and
emotion are preserved in the translation process.

(1-s) “He has a lot of hair for a babe,”
she remarked, a rare smile of genuine warmth
on her face.

“It’s white,” Ilithranda informed her
softly.

Androma nodded along. “And his
skin?”

“He has... the pink of man,” the
Vahlken replied. “The skin of his father,” she
added quietly.

Androma lowered her hand and traced
the edges of the boy’s left ear. It was pointed,
shaped like his mother’s. “And his eyes?” she
enquired.

“He has mine, ” llithranda uttered.

(1-t) — Ak na memosns, 6 mvboco 6azamo
BOJIOCCS, — 3AY6ANCULA BOHA 3 HEXAPAKMEPHO
WUPOIO, MENLoK NOCMIUKOI HA 0OIUYY.

— Bono bine, — 1aciono npomosuia
Inimpanoa.

AHopoma xusHyna.
— A wxkipa?

— Bomna... pooicesa, aK y 1100uHu, — i0nosina
BAJIKEHKA, A NOMIM muxo oodana: — Ak 6 1io2o
bamoka.

AHndpoma onycmuna pyky, 008iguiu
8YXa XIONYUKA NO KOHMYPY — 20CMPpI, 5K Y
Mmamepi.
— A 5Ki 8 HbO2O 04i? — NOYIKABUNACH BOHA.
— Moi, — npomosuna Inimpanoa.
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— 3uayume, pionemosi, — ckazana Anopoma,
HAMAa2aryucy 3Haumu o0IuYYs 8oimenvKu
cepeo 0agHix cnozadis.

“Violet then,” Androma said, recalling
the warrior’s face from distant memory.
(Quailntrell, 2023, p. 38-39)

In the fragment above, we preserve the use of description and imagery, though slight
changes were made in order to maintain the flow of the passage and highlight its expressiveness.
We have ensured that the visual imagery remains intact. Key elements of it are retained: white
(hair) — 6ine (sonoccs), pink (skin) — pooicesa (wkipa), violet (eyes) — ionemosi (oui).
However, in translation, we replace the pink of man with a simile, poorcesa, six y nroounu, in order
to make the description read more naturally in Ukrainian. Tactile imagery is also preserved:
pointed, shaped like his mother’s. — cocmpi, ax y mamepi.

The descriptions of emotions and actions are preserved (llithranda informed her softly. —
naciono npomosuna Inimpanoa, she added quietly. — muxo oooana) or amplified (she remarked,
a rare smile of genuine warmth on her face. — szaysaorcuna 6ona 3 nexapaxmepmno wupoio, menioio
nocmiwikoio Ha obauyui;, Androma said, recalling the warrior’s face from distant memory. —

ckazana AHOpoma, Hamazar4ucy 3HaUmu 00IUYYSA 80imelbKU ceped 0a8HIX cnoeadis).
Furthermore, reduction was employed throughout the episode in order to improve the flow
of the text in the target language (He has mine — Moi) and avoid repetition (And his skin? — 4

wKipa?).

Highly expressive language

The characters’ speech during dialogue is also very emotional. The author employs many
exclamatory sentences and, occasionally, also colloquialisms. Doing so contributes to the highly

emotive tone of the prose.

(2-S) “What in the Black Abyss is going
on here?” one of them demanded in his native
tongue.

“GET OUT!” llithranda
without even looking at them.

Androma’s Andarneese slipped from
her tongue as if it was her first language. “Can
I help you, gentlemen?”

By the sound of their scraping helms,
the group had turned from the unlikely scene of
an Andaren woman giving birth in the middle
of a battle to the blind woman pointing her staff
in their direction. Androma held it deliberately
high, irritatingly so for the Andaren soldier
who considered it to be in his face.

roared

“She’s human!” declared one from the
back of the group.

“Human?” another  questioned
incredulously. The first to speak, his voice
deeper and richer than the others, uttered,
“What in the emperor’s name...” (Quaintrell,
2023, p. 35)

(2-t) IlJo, wuopna 6e300us, mym
8i00y8aemuvcs? — 2apKkHy8 0OUH 13 HUX CBOEHD
MOB0I0.
— UJITh TETh! — npopesina Inimpanoa,
HA8imb He KUHYBWU 8 IXHIll OIK no2nsoy.
AHOpoma 3acoeopuna aHOapcwHKOIW,
Haue mo Oyaa iu pioHa mosa:
— Yum mooucy oonomoemu, nanoge?
3i ckpunom wionomie 60HU nepesenu
noeusaou 8i0 OUBHO20 BUOOBUWA — AHOADKU,
Wo Hapooxcysana ceped OUmMeU, — Ha Cliny
JICIHKY, SKA 6KA3Y8ANAd HA HUX NATUYETO.
AHOpoMa HABMUCHO MPUMALA NOCOX UCOKO,
MUM  CAMUM CUTbHO OpAmyluu Cor0ama,
AKOMY 30A8A10Cs, HAYe BOHA MUYSE UOMY 6
001Uy,
— Bona moouna! — npoxpuuas conoam oecw

3-n03a0y.
— Jlroouna? — 3 nooueom nepenumas iHUUI.
— Lo, imenem imnepamopa... — npomoeus

nepwutl 3 Hux. Hoeo eonoc 6ys enubwuii ma
HACUYEHTWU, HINC 6 ITHUIUX.

The fragment makes active use of emotional language. It serves to shape the tone of the
scene, reflects the feelings of tension and shock while also contributing to world-building through
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use of culturally specific expressions (What in the Black Abyss; What in the emperor’s name). In
our translation, we have ensured that the emotional intensity of the original is preserved.

Exclamative sentences are closely retained in the target text by recreating the tone of the
lines, and, in the case of “GET OUT! — MJIITh I'ETh!”, also capitalization.

Colloquial, idiomatic expressions were adapted to fit the Ukrainian norm. Although the
phrase Il]o, wopna 6e300mns, mym 6iobysacmocs? may sound more composed and less idiomatic
than a typical Ukrainian equivalent, we have elected to translate it closely to the original text to
ensure that the phrase retains its secondary expository (world-building) function, which, as we
have previously established, is also a crucial element of works of epic fantasy.

Additionally, the translation introduces minor stylistic expansions (demanded — zapxnys;
declared — npoxpuuas) to intensify the chaotic tone of the scene as well as inversion (The first to
Speak, his voice deeper and richer than the others, uttered, “What in the emperor’s name...”
Lo, imenem imnepamopa... — npoMo8U8 nepuiull 3 HUX. Hozo zonoc 0ys enubwul ma
Hacuueniwul, Hidc 6 inwux.) to make the text read more naturally in Ukrainian.

Abruptness and brevity of speech

The dialogue in the research material consists mostly of short, abrupt sentences. This
contributes to establishing a feeling of tension and rhythm.

(3-S) “Red cloaks!” The call came from
the railing, where other survivors were
watching the streets and bridges below.

Paragon Sorn straightened his back, a
flex that pinched his brow in pain, and drew his
sword. “We must close the breach!” he
commanded.

Ilithranda’s sword cleaved through the
air as it tasted freedom. Daijen didn’t miss the
dried blood that clung to the blade. Elivar
succeeded in separating sword from scabbard
but his arm failed to keep the weapon aloft, the
edge falling to meet the garden path.

“Stay behind me, ” Ilithranda told him.

“I can still fight,” he insisted.

“And you will,” Ilithranda replied
sternly. “But if you want to make it to Ka 'vairn
you will stay behind me.” (Quaintrell, 2023, p.
48)

(3-t) — UYepsoni nrawi! — sucyxmnye xmocw 3
OoKy nepun, Oe 6yinini cnocmepieanu 3d
Mocmamu 3HU3Y.

Bsipeyvs Copn ecmae y nosuuu 3picm,
yepes wo 1020 6posu 3080inuUcs 8i0 6o, ma
BUXONUB MeUd:

— Mu maemo 3axkpumu npopus! — narkaszae
6iH.

Meu Inimpanou po3scik nogsimps,
cmakyrouu c60600y. Jlatiodicen nomimue Ha
ae3i cniou 3acmuenoi kposi. Enieapy édanocs
BUMSACHYMU MeY 3 NiX08, Ma 8 1020 PYKAX He
Oyn0 cun mpumamu 1020 PiBHO, MONC KIHUUK
Meua OnyCmuscs, 6CMPOMUBUIUCL V 3eMIIO
€a0o0s0i QopidNcKuU.

— Jluwaiica nozady mene, — HaxKazania tuomy
Inimpanoa.

— A we 30amen bumucs, — Hanois2as moii.
1 o6umumewcs, — cysopo 6ionosiia
Inimpanoa, — ane sKwo xowewr Jicmamucs
Ka’saipna srcueum, nuwatics nozady mexe.

This fragment demonstrates Quaintrell’s use of abrupt and concise dialogue in the depiction
of a battle. Here, it is used to establish an atmosphere of high tension and urgency.

In translation, we have ensured that the brief commands and exclamations remain concise
in order to maintain their role in setting the tone, avoiding the use of amplification. We have also
preserved the original wording in “Red cloaks!” — Yepsoni naawi! — an instance of typical
military metonymy.

However, the brevity of dialogue serves another purpose within the text:
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(4-s) “It’s Tovun,” Ilithranda declared,
the name forced from her lips.

“Yes,” Androma agreed. “He battles
Herragax this day,” she added ominously.

“You know the dragon by sound?”
Ilithranda questioned.

“I know all their voices,” Androma
admitted, ‘‘few though they are.”

“Vander is  here,”  llithranda
concluded with dismay.

“Yes,” Androma answered, her tone
relaying more than an ounce of derision for
Herragax’s Rider.

“Where is Daijen?” Ilithranda asked,
her voice laced with concern.

“You ask a blind woman?” Androma
quipped. (Quaintrell, 2023, p. 34)

(4-t) — Lle Tosyn, — 3 eenukumu 3yCULIAMU
npomosuna Inimpanoa.

Tax, niomeepouna Anopoma ma
mpugodxcHo ooodara. — ILlboco Oua 6in
bopemvcs 3 I'eparakcom.

— Tu eni3Hacw OpakoHi8 3a 38YKOM? —
sanumana Iiimpauoa.

— A 3nato eonocu 6cix Opaxkomie, — 3azHavuna
AHnOpoma, — xou ix i Hebacamo.

— To0i ti Banoep mym, — 6 po3nayi 00Mo8uia
Inimpanoa.

— Tax, — sionosina Anopoma, i 6 ii moHi He
Oyno aui Kpanui nosazu 00 BepUIHUKA
I'eparakca.

— A 0e Jlaiioxncen? — 3anumana Inimpaunoa, 6
i1 2010C1 NPOAYHANA HOMKA 3AHENOKOEHHS.

B cninoi numaew? — ycmixuynacs
Anopoma.

The following episode demonstrates a different application of the method. Although less
abrupt, and therefore less chaotic, than in the combat sequence, this dialogue still maintains a
feeling of urgency. Here, the author makes extensive use of retort, building tension with quick,
snappy responses (although Quaintrell’s commitment to description undermines the dynamism in
favour of exposition). The final question is answered with a rhetorical question and appears as an
attempt at alleviating stress by the character.

In translation, we have preserved the brevity of dialogue, especially the responses. In the
final line of the dialogue, we employed reduction and transposition to emphasize the brevity of the
dialogue further. Also, “quipped” was translated as “ycmixuynacs”, so that the dialogue remained
concise while also slightly modifying the tone to be more openly ironic.

Emotional punctuation
Quaintrell also utilizes punctuation to emotionally charge his prose.
(5-s) “He'’s...

mother observed.

“He’s complicated,” Androma opined.
“He’s... minutes old, Androma.” ...

beautiful,” the new (5-t) — Bin... npekpacuuii, — npasuia 0aiui
HOBOCNEYeHA MAMU.
— Bin npobnemnuii, — 3aysadicuna Anopoma.

— Homy nuwte... Kinoka xeunut, AHOpomo. ...

“No one,” llithranda stated with as
much verve as she could muster in her
deteriorating condition, “is touching... my

— Hixmo, — 3assuna Inimpanoa 3 yciero
piwyuicmio, wo mo2ia 6 codi 3Halmu 3a 6020
MANCKO20 CMAHY — He HAUKOOUMb... MOEMY

son!”” (Quaintrell, 2023, p. 39) cunosi!

Most notable is Quaintrell’s use of ellipses. In the text, fragmentation of speech, created
through the use of ellipses, conveys the emotional (and, in this case, physical) state of the speaker.
Therefore, we ensured that all punctuation is accurately represented in the target text.

As we stated previously, in our research of communication in the fragment of Once There
Were Heroes, we have sampled every instance of dialogue within the translated fragment. The
research material contains 148 lines of dialogue. We have analyzed the sample for the presence of
any of the four means, through which Quaintrell achieves high levels of expressiveness in his
writing. (Appendix A) The research revealed, that 81 line (55 %) of dialogue is accompanied by
imagery or detailed descriptions of the speaker’s state, actions and other circumstances; 69 lines
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(47 %) of dialogue were made abrupt or concise to establish a particular feeling of tension or
rhythm; 30 lines (20 %) of dialogue contained highly emotive speech, such as exclamations,
colloquialisms, idioms or vulgarisms, and 24 lines (16 %) featured elaborate use of punctuation in
order to charge the writing with emotion or rhythm.

In conclusion, Quaintrell’s writing is characterized by his descriptive narrative style. It
extends to communication, portrayed in his work. This approach allows the author to precisely
represent his characters’ emotions and states, while simultaneously enabling him to contribute to
exposition and world-building. These stylistic features, however, may also pose challenges for the
translator, particularly in preserving the emotional and narrative tension of the text and the rhythm
and flow of the writing without compromising accuracy. The rendering of such imagery and
expressiveness requires careful lexical and stylistic decisions in order to maintain the text’s effect
on the reader.

2.4 Analysis of the translation techniques employed to render the text’s expressiveness

In this subchapter, we will analyze and justify the use of translation techniques employed
in the translation of the fragment of Once There Were Heroes into Ukrainian. Particular attention
is paid to methods for preserving the stylistic and emotional features of the source text, as well as
to the challenges encountered in the translation process. Through the analysis of selected
examples, we aim to demonstrate how various translation techniques contributed to maintaining
the expressive and descriptive qualities of the original prose while ensuring clarity in the target
text.

Faithful translation of a text implies the highest level of rendering meanings of words, as
well as content, expressiveness, picturesqueness and intentions of the source text through the
means of the target language (Korunets, 2017, p. 12). The approaches the translators may require
to achieve faithful translation can vary greatly, depending on the genre, the narrative and writing
style of the text at hand.

In our translation of the prose, we have employed translation techniques based on the
classification proposed by Molina and Albir (2002).

Modulation

Here, we will examine several instances of modulation in the translation process. The
following examples demonstrate the use of modulation to preserve meaning, emotional nuance
and expressiveness of the text.

(6-s) To the blind, the world was moving shadows, black on black. (Quaintrell, 2023, p. 36)
— (6-t) [na crinux ceim 6y meampom mineil. Yoprux mineil Ha HOpHOMY M.

In the example above, we employ modulation by translating the literal phrase moving
shadows as metaphorical meamp mineis, creating a vivid, expressive image. Doing so also
improves the readability of the fragment in Ukrainian. Additionally, we employ amplification
(black on black — wopnux mineii na wopnomy mai) in order to further improve readability and
emphasize the imagery.

(7-s) Ilithranda groaned. “We were bred to never stop... killing!” she countered. “This is
quite the... opposite.” (Quaintrell, 2023, p. 33) — (7-t) Hesnunno... 66usamu, oco wo 6 mene 6
Kposil — npocmocnana y 8i0nogiov Inimpanoa. — A ye... 2emv npomunexce.

This example demonstrates another instance of the use of modulation. Here, were bred is
translated as 6 kposi, conveying the same idea in a more idiomatic and expressive manner. Doing
so also allows the phrase to read naturally in the target language.

Amplification
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Next, we analyze the use of amplification in the translation process. The following
fragment contains multiple examples:

(8-S) “No, ” Sorn bit back. *“You fought well for three hard weeks. You kept Harendun alive;
you bought its people time. But I promised Ka 'vairn three initiates. I shall see they receive three,”
he vowed, amber eyes falling on Daijen. (Quaintrell, 2023, p. 48) — (8-t) B sicoonomy pasi,
giopizae moi, — Bu 000pe ounucs npomsicom mpvox eadickux mudichis. Came 3a805Ku 8am
T'apenoyn ooci cmoimv, 6u guepanu 1020 100sam dac epamyeamucs. Ane s noobiyss, wo mpu
HosoOpanyi npubydyme 0o Ka'eaipua. I 3pobnio yce, wob ix npubyno came mpoe. — Kisi8csi 6iH.
Tum wacom, tioeo noanso énas Ha Jlatiodcena.

No is translated as B arcoonom pasi, employing amplification to emphasize the hard refusal,
underlined in the source text with bit back. Amplification is also employed in you bought its people
time — 6u suepanu iioco noosm uac epsmysamucs, providing clarification and making the
meaning more explicit. Lastly, I shall see they receive three — I 3po6uio yce, wob ix npubyno came
mpoe contains another example of amplification. The technique is used to create an expanded,
more natural Ukrainian formulation, providing greater clarity and emphasis.

Reduction

During translation, we frequently utilized the reduction technique. Primarily, the use of
reduction in our translation is justified by the need to maintain the tense and higlhly dynamic style
of writing.

(9-5) “I can’t,” the Andaren cried, her arduous labour taking its toll. (Quaintrell, 2023, p.
33) — (9-t) He mooicy, — kpuxnyna anoapxa, it 6UCHANCEHHS 0ABALOCS 63HAKU.

In the example above, we employ reduction in 7 can 't — He mooicy and her arduous labour
taking its toll — i7 sucnaoicenns oasanocs e3naxu. Doing so enables us to avoid slowing down the
rhythm of the dialogue and maintain the urgency and intensity of the moment, while the meaning
remains preserved.

(10-s) Only the laboured breathing of a dozen Andarens filled the street. (Quaintrell, 2023,
p. 50) — (10-t) Byruyi 3anosuuno auwe 8asxcke OUXanHs AHOAPCHKUX CONOAMIE.

This example also demonstrates an instance of reduction. Here can also be considered an
example of adaptation. The problematic dozen is omitted entirely in the Ukrainian variant. We
elected to do so, as in context, dozen does not bear narrative significance, and its omission does
not impact the perception of meaning, while adapting the text to target language.

Generalization and Particularization

Our use of particularization and generalization is justified, primarily, by the features of the
Ukrainian language, serving to make the target text more readable and flow more naturally.

(11-s) As commanded, however, he slowly slunk away and stood by the north wall, as if he
were no more than a part of the furniture. (Quaintrell, 2023, p. 44) — (11-t) IIpome, sk 6yn0
HAKA3aHO, 6IH NOBLILHO Nepeliuios 00 NIBHIYHO20 Kpaw KiMHamu, oe cmas, Nionuparyu cmity,
Haue AKkace waga.

The fragment above demonstrates the use of particularization. A more literal translation of
a part of furniture would appear awkward and unnatural in Ukrainia, so we used a more specific
noun, waga, which makes for a clearer and more intuitive simile in the target language.

(12-s) “As a child, I witnessed my mother assist in bringing dozens of children into the
world.” (Quaintrell, 2023, p. 39) — (12-t) B oumumncmei s 6auuna, K mamu OONOMA2ALA
npugecmu y yeti ceim o6e3niu oimell.

In this fragment we employ generalization, translating dozens as 6esuziu. We choose to
employ generalization, as the speaker in the exerpt is being hyperbolic. Thus, generalization
amplifies the hyperbole and highlights the informal nature of the phrase. The hyperbolic nature of
the fragment also allows us to employ a broader term without loss of meaning. Also noteworthy
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is the fact, that in the exerpt generalization additionally serves the function of adaptation, replacing
dozens — a non-typical unit for a Ukrainian audience — with a broader term.

Adaptation

The use of adaptation in our translation is motivated primarily by the presence of measuring
units in the source text, which are not typical of the target language.

(13-s) Her left heel knocked against her staff, causing it to move a few inches. (Quaintrell,
2023, p. 36) — (13-t) Jlisoro n’ssmoro sona 6épizanace y nocox, 8id 4020 moii il0KOMUECs Ha KibKa
CaHmumempie.

In the fragment above, we translate inches as canmumempie — a similar, yet much more
typical unit of measurement for a Ukrainian reader. The meaning is completely preserved, as the
exact measure of distance is not specified in the source text.

Literal translation

The use of literal translation in our work is relegated mostly to translations of in-universe
colloquialisms and cultural concepts. As we mentioned previously, in subchapter 2.3, during
translation we emphasized clarity in preservation of world-building elements, thus electing to
translate them literally, rather than formulating an equivalent, more typical for Ukrainian. The
examples of such use of literal translation are the rendering of (14-s) “What in the emperor’s
name...” (Quaintrell, 2023, p. 35) as (14-t) Il]o, imenem imnepamopa...; or (15-S) “Black Abyss!”
(Quaintrell, 2023, p. 50) as (15-t) “Yopna 6e300us!”

Transposition

In our translation, we employ transposition to improve the readability of the text in
Ukrainian. For example, in the following fragment, the equivalent chosen for the adjective sure is
mouno — an adverb:

(16-s) “You 're sure... you know what you 're... doing?” (Quaintrell, 2023, p. 39) — (16-
t) A mu... mouro 3naewt... wo poouw?

Compensation

Compensation was also employed to improve readability and flow of the text. In his
expansive descriptions Quaintrell creates complex dialogues and formulations, which are very
non-typical for target language:

(17-s) The flaming ruins belonged to Erador now, taken with steel and blood. (Quaintrell,
2023, p. 41) — (17-t) Tenep yi cnonenini pyinu — 3a60t08aHi CMAI0 i KPO8 10 — HALEHCATU
epacopysim.

Variation

We utilize variation to preserve the expressiveness of the text and improve readability.

(18-s) Exhausted, the two Andarens clasped forearms in celebration of their victory.
(Quaintrell, 2023, p. 42) — (18-t) Bucnaoiceni, 6onu nomucHyiu pyKu, CEIMKYIOHU CE010 NEPEMO2).

The example demonstrates an instance of variation. Here we translate clasped forearms as
nomuchyau pyku. This decision was motivated by the absence of a direct, established target
language equivalent for the gesture in source text. Therefore, we have elected to present a different
gesture of camaraderie, one that would be familiar to a Ukrainian reader and possessed of the same
cultural meaning.
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Established equivalent

In translation we have also employed the established equivalent technique on several
occasions. For example, we have tranlated (19-s) Can | help you, gentlemen? (Quaintrell, 2023, p.
35) as (19-t) Yum moorcy donomoemu, nanose? In language in use, uum moocy donomoemu is an
established equivalent of can | help you. Similarily, nanose is a Ukrainian equivalent for
gentlemen.

Linguistic amplification

In our translation, linguistic amplification is utilized to make the target text appear more
authentic and natural to a Ukrainian reader and improve its flow.

(20-s) Where is Daijen? (Quaintrell, 2023, p. 34) — (20-t) A oe Jatiooxncen?

(21-s) We're here, Paragon! (Quaintrell, 2023, p. 45) — (21-t) Aze o 3apaz mu mym,
83ipyo!

We have sampled the translation techniques we employed during the translation process
(Appendix B). Sampling revealed that during the translation process, translation techniques were
utilized 274 times. The precise data is as follows:

Modulation: 85 cases (31%);
Amplification: 53 cases (19%);
Reduction: 48 cases (18%);
Compensation: 22 cases (8%);
Transposition: 14 cases (5%);
Particularization: 12 cases (4%);
Linguistic amplification: 12 cases (4%);
Literal translation: 9 cases (3%);
Variation: 3 cases (1%);

o Generalization: 8 cases (3%);

o Adaptation: 5 cases (2%)

o Established equivalent: 3 cases (1%).

The sample indicates that modulation, amplification and reduction were employed most
frequently. Modulation was used, primarily, to make the text appear more natural for the Ukrainian
audience, as in his expansive descriptions Quaintrell often creates formulations that are very non-
typical and require rephrasing in target language. Amplification and reduction were often
employed to maintain rhythm. Also, amplification and reduction, as well as compensation,
transposition and linguistic amplification were used to improve the flow and readability of the
target text by altering certain formulations.
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Conclusions

Philip C. Quaintrell is a contemporary English author. He is known for his self-published
works in the science fiction and epic fantasy genres. His high fantasy works, including Once There
Were Heroes, are characterized by fantastical characters, magic and sorcery, invented languages,
and other features emblematic of the genre.

We have translated the selected fragment of Quaintrell’s Once There Were Heroes,
ensuring that the translation maintains the expressiveness of the original, particularly in
communication.

Additionally, we analyzed the descriptive narrative of Once There Were Heroes and the
methods, which Philip C. Quaintrell employs in order to add expressiveness to his writing. We
studied the dialogue in the book, identifying 4 prominent techniques, employed by the writer to
increase the expressiveness of the prose: description and imagery, abruptness and brevity,
expressive language and emotional punctuation. The sample of dialogue revealed that description
and imagery were used 81 times (55%), abruptness and brevity were used 69 times (47%),
expressive language was used 30 times (20%), and emotional punctuation was used 24 times
(16%).

During the research, we also explored in detail the challenges that techniques for enhancing
text expressiveness may pose for the translator. We provided a breakdown of several illustrative
examples, exploring the means through which we have preserved the source text’s original
expressiveness in translation into the target language.

Lastly, we analyzed the translation techniques we employed during translation, based on
the classification proposed by L. Molina and A. H. Albir. We explored the function and justified
the use of the most prominent translation techniques utilized, providing examples from our
translation. Then, we sampled every instance of translation techniques being utilized in translation
process. Sampling revealed the following: modulation was used 85 times (31%), amplification was
used 53 times (19%), reduction was used 48 times (18%), compensation was used 22 times (8%),
transposition was used 14 times (5%), particularization was used 12 times (4%), linguistic
amplification was used 12 times (4%), literal translation was used 9 times (3%), generalization
was used 8 times (3%), variation was used 3 times (1%), adaptation was used 5 times (2%) and
established equivalent was used 3 times (1%). Translation techniques were utilized a total of 274
times in the process of translation.

Future research may focus on other core features of the epic fantasy genre. In particular,
future researchers may undertake exploration of other aspects of P. C. Quaintrell’s writing style
and translation of his other works of high fantasy. Alternatively, the function of descriptive
narrative or role of communication in other genres or even mediums may be explored, as well as
the process of translation thereof.
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Appendices

Appendix A

Means of increasing expressiveness in Once There Were Heroes

Imagery and
Description

Expressive
Language

Abruptness and
Brevity

Emotional
Punctuation
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Appendix B

Translation techniques utilized in translation of
Once There Were Heroes

k

e

= Modulation = Amplification = Reduction = Compensation
= Transposition = Particularization = Ling. Amplification = Lit. Translation
Generalization = Adaptation = Variation Est. Equivalent
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