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Abstract

The first chapter of this work contains the translation of the selected part of the novel The
Shattered Rite (Dragonrider Chronicles, Book 1) by Jaimie L. Vermette from English into
Ukrainian.

In the second chapter, the theoretical foundations of translation techniques and the rendering
of stylistics of fantasy novel were investigated. The classification of translation techniques proposed
by Molina and Hurtado Albir (2002) was adopted as the primary analytical framework. The chapter
also addresses the stylistic specificity of fantasy literature as a translation object and examines the
role of stylistic devices in creating the emotional and atmospheric effect of the narrative.
Translation techniques applied in the target text were identified and analysed in relation to their
function of preserving the stylistic originality of the source text. It was revealed that the dominant
techniques are modulation, amplification, transposition, and particularization, systematically
applied in the translation of stylistic devices such as personification, parataxis, anaphora,
parallelism, parenthesis, fragmentation, negative constructions, epigraphs, and third-person
narrative voice. The analysis demonstrates that the stylistic atmosphere of fantasy prose is
reproduced not through isolated lexical substitutions, but through the cumulative application of
techniques.

Key words: The Shattered Rite, translation techniques, rendering of stylistics, fantasy
literature, literary translation, English-to-Ukrainian translation, modulation, amplification.

AHoOTALA

[Tepiia yactuHa poOOTH MICTUTH Hepekiiaa BubpaHoi yactunu pomany Jlxeiimi JI. Bepmert
“The Shattered Rite” (“XpoHiku BepIIHHKIB ApakoHiB”, KHWra 1) 3 aHIJIHCHKOI MOBH Ha
YKPAIHCBKY.

Y npyromy po3niii TOCTIIKEHO TEOPETHUYHI 3acaau NepekialalbKuxX TpaHchopmalii Ta
BIITBOPEHHS CTUJIICTUKU  (eHres3iiioro TBopy. OCHOBOIO aHamidy cTaja Kiacudikaris
nepekaalbKuX TpaHchopmaliil, 3anpornoHoBaHa MomiHoro ta Yprago Ans6ip (2002). YV pozaini
TaKOX PO3TJSHYTO CTHJIICTUYHY crneuudiky (eHTe31HO1 JTepaTypu sK 00’€KTa mepekyiaay Ta
MIPOAHAJI30BaHO POJIb CTUJIICTUYHHX 3ac00IB y CTBOPEHHI eMOLIHHOro i arMocdepHoro edexry
onoial. [lepeknananpki TpaHcopMalii, 3aCTOCOBaHI y TEKCTI Nepekiany, Oyau BU3HAYEHI Ta
IIpOaHaJIi30BaHi BIAMOBIAHO 10 IXHBOT (PYHKIIIT 30€peKeHHs CTHIIICTUYHOI CBOEPIAHOCTI OpUTiHATY.
BcranoBineHo, 1110 JOMIHAHTHUMH TpaHChOpMaLisIMUA € MOAYJISALIS, aMIuTipiKalis, TPAaHCIIO3UIIIS Ta
KOHKpETH3allisl, sIKI CUCTEMaTMYHO BHUKOPHUCTOBYIOTHCS MiJl 4ac MEpeKIaay TaKMX CTHIICTUYHHMX
3aco0iB, SIK TepcoHidikalis, MapaTakcuc, aHadopa, mapajieni3Mm, HapeHTe3a, (parmeHraris,
HEraTUBHI KOHCTPYKLIi, emirpajgu Ta omoBiAb BiA TpeTboi ocoOu. AHai3 AEMOHCTPYE, IO
CTHIIICTHYHA aTMocdepa GeHTe31iHOT TPO3H BIITBOPIOETHCS HE Yepe3 1301b0BaH1 JIEKCUYHI 3aMIHU,
a 3aB/IIKHM CyKYITHOMY 3aCTOCYBaHHIO NEPEKJIaAalbKUX TEXHIK.

Kuarouogi caoBa: “The Shattered Rite”, mepekiiananbki TEXHIKA, BIATBOPEHHS CTUIICTUKH,
denHTe3l, XynoXKHIM mNepeknan, MNepekiaa 3 aHIMIHChKOI Ha YKpaiHCbKY MOBY, MOIYJIALIS,
amIuTipikaris.



Introduction

The Shattered Rite is a contemporary fantasy novel by Jaimie L. Vermette, published in
2025, which combines elements of epic fantasy, prophecy narrative, political intrigue and
psychological character study. The protagonist, Eliryn, the last descendant of a dragonrider
bloodline, chosen by a supernatural Flame. Despite her failing sight she navigates grief, identity,
and destiny in a world where magic is dying and the old order is collapsing. This influences the
relevance of our study, which lies in introducing the Ukrainian audience to a contemporary English-
language fantasy novel rich in emotional depth and stylistic complexity, especially considering the
growing demand for Ukrainian literary translations of genre fiction and the increasing scholarly
attention to the challenges of rendering emotive meaning across languages.

The current state of the study is marked by a variety of works in the fields of translation
techniques, stylistics of literary prose and the translation of fantasy fiction. Existing studies include
the classification of translation techniques by Molina and Hurtado Albir (2002), who provide a
comprehensive functionalist framework for the analysis of local textual transformations;
Chesterman's (2016) typology of translation strategies, which distinguishes syntactic, semantic, and
pragmatic procedures; and Newmark's (1988) distinction between semantic and communicative
translation, relevant to the study of expressive literary texts. Research on emotive meaning in
language has been addressed by Hu and Liu (2019), who demonstrate the cognitive embeddedness
of affective interpretation, and by Ponsonnet (2018), who examines the relationship between
morphological structure and emotional connotation. However, Ukrainian-language translations of
The Shattered Rite, as well as scholarly investigations into the translation of its stylistic and emotive
features, are entirely absent from academic discourse.

The object of our study is the English-to-Ukrainian translation of The Shattered Rite by
Jaimie L. Vermette. The subject of our study is the system of translation techniques employed in
the target text and their function rendering stylistics of fantasy novel.

The goal of our study is the analysis of translation techniques applied in the process of
rendering stylistics of fantasy novel from English into Ukrainian, and the determination of their role
in preserving and intensifying the stylistic effect of the target text into source text.

The objectives of the study are:

1. To translate four chapters of The Shattered Rite by Jaimie L. Vermette from English
into Ukrainian.

2. To outline the theoretical foundations of translation techniques and rendering
stylistics relevant to the analysis.

3. To analyse the translation techniques applied in the target text for rendering
stylistics.

The material of the study consists of the novel The Shattered Rite (Book 1 of the
Dragonrider Chronicles) written by Jaimie L. Vermette and published by Blacktop Publishing in
August 2025, comprising a source corpus of approximately 10,000 words spanning four chapters,
and the Ukrainian translation of the selected part of the work produced as part of this project.

The paper includes an introduction, a translation chapter, 2 analytical chapters, conclusions,
and a list of references. The translation project consists of 29 pages of the actual translation and 12
pages of translator’s analysis. The source text consists of 7,377 words and 42,779 characters with
spaces, and the target language translation consists of 7,742 words and 50,201 characters with
spaces.



Chapter 1. Translation of The Shattered Rite by Jaimie L. Vermette

SL Text
Chapter 1: Called by Flame

"The Flame answers not to time, but to thread.
What has been woven must one day burn." —Spoken
Legend, Dragonrider Chronicles

By the time the wind carried the first whispers of
the prophecy, magic was already dying, and Eliryn was
already going blind.

The scent of wild herbs and fresh earth filled the
cottage, wrapping around Eliryn like a memory she didn’t
want to forget. The aroma carried more than comfort—it
carried history. These were the same herbs her mother had
crushed into poultices when Eliryn scraped her knees as a
child, the same bundles that once hung in her cradle to
“keep the dark dreams out.” Her mother had said that in
the old days, dragonriders carried these herbs in their
saddlebags, a charm against the cold above the clouds.

She sat by the window—though “seeing” was a
word she used loosely now. What vision she had left was
dimmed, more suggestion than sight. The outlines of the
world slipped through her grasp like smoke. She could
make out the light shifting against the wall, the shadow of
a branch moving in the wind, but never enough to feel
certain of anything she saw.

Her fingers traced the smooth curve of a salve jar.
The cool clay steadied her, grounding her in the moment,
even as the rest of her began to unravel. Her mother had
made this jar years ago, clay pulled from the riverbank in a

TL Translation
Po3ain 1: [Mokaukanuii moaym'sm

“ITomym'ss KOpUTBCS HE Yacy, a HUTLI. Te, mo Oyi0 CIUIETEHO, OJHOTO
nHs Mae 3itiiti”. — Jlerenaa, “XpoHIKM BEPIIHUKIB JPAKOHIB”

Jlo Toro yvacy, ik BiTep JOHIC MepIli HAIINTYyBaHHS MPOPOITBA, Maris
BJKE [T0Yaia 3HUKaTH, a EnipuH HEB1IBOPOTHHO BTpayana 3ip.

[Taxomii TUKMX TpaB 1 CHPOi 3eMJIi 3allOJIOHWIH XHXKY, OTOPTAIOUH
Enipun, Haue crnioraj, skuil BoHa Oosiach Biamyckaru. Llei apomar napyBas He
JWIIe po3pany — BiH AuxaB camoro icropieto. Lle Oynu came Ti TpaBu, sKi ii
MaTH po3THpajla Ha NMPUMOYKH, KOJIU ManeHbka EnipuH po3buBana koiiHa 10
KpOBI, Ti caMi Iy4eUYKH, SKi KOJHMCh BUCUTH HaJ ii KOJHMCKO0, MO0 “BiraHsITH
6abaiiky”. Maru posmnoBinana, 10 B CHBY JaBHUHY BEpPUIHUKU JIPAaKOHIB
BO3UJIM 111 TPABH Y CBOIX ClJIEIbHUX TOPOAxX SIK 00epir BiJ KPUKAHOTO XOJOIY
MIOHAJ] XMapaMH.

Bona cupaina Gu1s BikHa, Xoda cioBO “Oauntu” Temep Oyno ans Hel
panmie ymMoBHMM. Te, o 3anuuiwiocs Big il 30py, HOTBMSHUIO 1
MEPETBOPHIIOCS. HA MpUMapHI OOpHUCH, a HE CHpPaBXKHIO KapTHHKY. KoHTypu
CBITY BUCIIN3aJIM 3 11 HaJbI[iB, MOB KM 1uM. BoHa 11e po3pi3Hsia, K KOB3ae
CBITJIO IO CTIHI YM SIK TpiMoYe TiHb BiJ TUIKK Ha BITPi, ajie I[bOTO HIKOJU HE
BHCTavaJlo, 106 BiUyTH 00ail Kparuito BIIEBHEHOCT] y TOOAYEHOMY.

[i manpui cymoMHO OOMallyBany IajKHil BUTMH OAaHOYKHM 3 Ma33io.
IIpoxononHa rauHa naBana il TOUKY ONOpPH, YTPUMYIOUM B I MHTI, TOJI SIK
ycs 11 Aylia B)Ke IMOYMHAjia pO3pUBATHCS HAa MIMATTS. MaTu 3minuia 1o
06aHOuKy OaraTo pOKiB TOMY 3 TJIMHH, BUTATHYTOi 3 Oepera piukd Mix yac
OypxJIMBOi BECHSIHOI TOBeHI. “‘BoHa mepexknBe MeHe”, — CKaszajia BOHA TOl 3
nerkoro yemimkoro. Toni EnipuH 1ie He ocsirHysa Bei€i Baru IUX CIIiB.

A 3HaJBOpY CeJ0 BXKE JTUXOMaHWIO BiJ Hanpyru. ['omocu 30uBanucs y
CTPUBOKEH1 3rpaiiki, HOTM HEPBOBO YOBraJM IO BTONTAaHUX IPYHTOBHX



spring flood. “It will last longer than I will,” she had said
with a smile at the time. Eliryn hadn’t understood the
weight of those words back then.

Outside, the village stirred with tension. Voices
rose in anxious clusters, feet shuffled along the packed-dirt
paths. The trials were nearly upon them, and the air buzzed
with fear thinly disguised as preparation. Somewhere, a
cartwheel rattled over cobblestones, and she imagined
faces tight with suspicion, eyes quick to slide away from
the cottage if they happened to glance this direction.

“Why me?” she whispered, not to be answered. It
wasn’t the first time she’d asked. It never felt any less
hollow.

A wooden board creaked behind her, the familiar
weight of her mother’s step. “They believe it’s a death
sentence,” her voice cracked gently, “but I see more than
they ever could.”

Eliryn didn’t turn, but her shoulders lowered, just
slightly. The words were familiar—too familiar. Her
mother had been telling her she was “meant for more”
since she was old enough to sit at the table and listen to
bedtime stories. But they had never felt real enough to
hold on to.

“You’ve said that before,” Eliryn murmured. “I
used to think it was just... comfort.”

Her mother crossed the room, the scent of lavender
and pine drifting with her. She settled beside Eliryn, one
hand finding hers. “It’s more than comfort, Eliryn. I’ve
seen it. The prophecy has been waiting for its thread to be
pulled. I knew before you even drew your first breath.”

Eliryn said nothing. Her thumb rubbed slow circles
against the back of her mother’s knuckles.

“Our line carries gifts,” her mother continued

CTeXKaxX. BumpoOyBaHHs HeBOIaraHHO HaOJIDKANWCSA, 1 MOBITPSA TyJIO Bif
CTpaxy, SKHH MapHO Hamarajlucs BUJATH 3a MIAroToBKy. Jleck mo OpykiBIl
3aTOPOXTLIO KOJIECO BO3a, 1 BOHA BUPA3HO ySBHIIA OOJMYYs, 3BEJICHI CYIOMOIO
MiJI03pH, Ta OYi, IO TOJOXJUBO BIACAXYBAJIUCA BiJ IXHBOI XHIKi, HIOMHO
TIOTJISA]] BUITAIKOBO Na/1aB y 1iei Oik.

“YQoMy came g?” — TpOIIENOTiIa BOHA B MOPOKHEUY, HE YCKAIOUHd Ha
BiIMOBiAL. BoHa muTana mpo me Bke He Brepie. | mopasy i cioBa JIyHAIH
OJITHAKOBO MEPTBO 1 IIIyXO.

3a COHMHOI KaliOHO CKPUITHYJa MOCTHHAa — 3HalloMa BaXKKICTh
MarepuHoi xoau. “BoHM BipsATh, 1O IIe CMEPTHHH BUPOK”’, il TOJOC JIeab
MOMITHO HaJIaMaBcsl, “ayie s 6ady HabaraTo riaudIe, HiX iM KOJIU-HEOYIb
Oyze naHo”.

Enipun He obepHynacs, e ii tuiedi 6e3cmno omyctuiucs. L{i ciosa
Oynu o Ooisro 3HaiomMuMu. MaTtu BTOBKMadyBania iif, 110 BOHA “IpHU3HAYeHa
JUIL BENHMYi”, BIATOAI SK JIBYMHKA HABUMIIACS CUIITH 32 CTOJIOM 1 CIyXaTu
Ka3Ku Ha Hid. [IpoTe BOHM HIKOJIM HE 37aBajiuCs il YUMOCH CIPaBXKHIM, 3a 1110
MO>KHa OyJ10 O BUETIUTHUCS.

“Tu Bxke Ka3zaya 1ie paHime”, — ryxo o3Banack Enipun. — “S nymana,
110 II€ MPOCTO... MapHa BTIXa”.

[i maru meperHyma kiMHATy, TATHY4H 3a co0ol0 el napanau Ta
xBoi. Bona onycrunacs nmopyd 3 Enipun, 1 1 pyka MIIIHO CTUCHYJIA JIOJIOHIO
noubpku. “Ile 6inbie, HiX npocto BTixa, Enipun. Sl Oaunna ne Ha BiacHi oui.
[IpopouTBo TeprAye 4ekano, JOKM MOTATHYTh 3a MOro HUTKY. S 3Hama TBOIO
JIOJTIO T IO TOTO, SIK TH 3po0ua CcBiil mepiinii KOBTOK MOBITPs .

Enipun npomoBYana. 1i Benukuil mnanenpb MaIIMHAILHO KPECIHB
MOBUIBHI KOJIa Ha TUJILHOMY 0OIII MaTEPUHOT JI0JIOHI.

“Harm pix Hece B co01 gapu,” — THUXO Beja aaii Matd. — “Tu 1e 3Haemr.
KpoB BepuIHUKIB ApaKOHIB HE BUBITPHIIACS TUIBKU Yepe3 Te, L0 3HUKIM caMmi
KpuJiari 3Bipi. AJie 4acOM Japy PO3MYCKAIOThCS Y BEIbMH XUMEPHI CIIOCOOH ™.

3MyueHa nocMimika ckpuBuia ryou Emipun. “Tu oTpumyem BUIIHHS
MaiOyTHBOTO, a g — ciainoTy. Ckazatu dyecHo? S mouyBarocsi Tak, HIOM MeHe
HeCTpaBeJIMBO 00iKpau’”.

Martu THXEHBKO 3acMisiacsi — CyXo, aje 3 HEBHMOBHOK TEIUIOTOIO.



softly. “’You know that. Dragonrider blood did not vanish
just because the dragons did. But sometimes, gifts bloom
in strange ways.”

A tired smile tugged at Eliryn’s lips. “You get
visions of the future, and | get blindness. Honestly? | feel
robbed.”

Her mother chuckled—dry but warm. Eliryn hated
that it still comforted her. “The blood always balances
itself. Your sight is fading, yes. But that only means you’re
meant to see in other ways.”

“Is that one of your visions?” Eliryn asked, only
half-teasing.

“No,” her mother said, more quietly now. “That’s a
mother’s knowing. The prophecy came to me long before
you were born. | saw a girl with a pendant of black stone
and a name spoken in fire. A rider without sight. The last
hope for the realm’s magic.”

That stopped Eliryn. She turned her head slightly,
as if it helped her see her mother more clearly.

“I’ve always known you were meant for more than
this village,” her mother went on, voice barely above a
whisper now. “Even when the dragons fell silent and
magic began to wither, I knew. The night you were born,
the stars paused in their dance. Even the moon leaned
closer, like she wanted to see you for herself. The air
smelled of rain though the skies were clear—that’s how
the old ones said destiny announced itself.”

A long silence stretched between them, soft and
heavy like snowfall. Eliryn thought of the old tales her
mother used to tell—of skies lit with fire as great wings
blotted out the sun, of magic flowing in every river and
root, and of the day that magic began to die. She
remembered believing those stories as a child, before the

Enipun npatysano, mo me A0ci MpUHOCHIO i po3pany. “KpoB 3aBxau mrykae
piBHOBaru. TBiii 3ip HeBOJIaraHHo 3racae, 1€ mpapjaa. AJie 11e 03HaJae JIHIIE Te,
10 TH MOKJIMKaHa MPO3PITH MO-IHIIOMY .

“Ile omue 3 TBOIX BUAIHL?” — 3anuTana EnipuH, HamiBxkapToMa.

“Hi,” — mie Tuxime Bigkazamna mMatu. — “lle MaTepUHChKE IEPEeTIYTTS.
[IpoponTBo ABMIIOCS MEHI 3aJI0BrO JI0 TBOTO HapoHKeHHs. S Oaunia JiBUMHY 3
MiJBICKOI0 3 YOPHOTO KaMEHIO Ta iM'siM, BHUMAJEHUM Yy BOTHI. Beprinuiio,
no30asiieny 30py. OCTaHHIO, BITUalyIIHY HAIII0 HAa MOPATYHOK Marii HaIoro
KOpOJTiBCcTBa .

Lli cnoBa Bmapunu Enipun min aux. BoHa Tpoxu moBepHyla TOJIOBY,
Hadye I1e MOTJIO JOMIOMOTTH i pO3TJIEAITH MaTip Kpi3h MEJIeHY TyMaHy.

“S 3aBxkaM 3Hama, MO TOOl CyAMJIOCA IIOCH HE3MIPHO OiNblie, aHDX
KUBOTIHHS B IIbOMY TJIyXOMY Celli,” — TpOBajuia MaTH, il TOJOC Terep Jeab
BUBHIIYBaBCs Haja menotoMm. “HaBiTe Konu ApakoHU 3MOBKIM HA3aBXKIU, a
Maris modvaja ycuxaTw, s 3Haja. Tiel HOYi, KOJM TH 3'SBHJIACS HA CBIT, 30pi
3aBMepJM y CBOeMY TaHIi. HaBiTh cam Micsllb CXWUJIMBCS HUXKYE, HIOM XOTIB
pO3IMBUTHCS TeOe Ha BiIAcHI o4i. Y MOBITPi CTOSB T'YCTHH 3amax JOIIy, X04a
HeOo Oyno abCcomOTHO Oe3XMapHUM — caMe Tak, 3a CIOBaMHU CTApINIIMH, OIS
IIPOTOJIOLIY€E TIPO CBIM MpUXia’.

Mix HUMU TpOJATNa JOBra TUIa, M'sKa, aje 3aaylUIMBO BajkKKa, MOB
cHironaj. Exipun npuragana ctapoBHUHHI NepeKa3y, SKUMH KOJUCH ToAyBaja il
MaTu: mpo Hebeca, OXOIUICHI MOMyM'SM, KOJIM BEJIETEHChKI KpHJa 3aTyJsUIH
COHIIE, NMPO NEPBICHY Marito, 10 MyJbCyBajla B KOXHIN piylll Ta KOXXHOMY
KOpIHII, 1 Tpo ToW (aTalbHUN JEeHb, KOJM I Maris rnodvanga 3HUKATU. BoHa
naM'sataia, ik CBITO BipuJja B Il Ka3KH Y TUTUHCTBI, 1€ JI0 TOrO, SIK TeMpsiBa
rmoyaria 3aTAryBaTd ii 3ip, A0 TOTo, SK BOHA MAi3Hamacsd, mo iM's i poay
BUMOBJISIFOTB 13 M103POI0.

“Konu ITonym'st oOpano mene,” — Hapemti BumoBuia Emipun, — “S He
cyMHiBanacsi. HaBiTh Ha MUTB”.

Bona 3aM0BKI1a, TSDKKICTB CIIOTaJ(iB TUCHYJIA HA 11 TPyAH.

“S Biguyna me... HIOW MIOCHh MPaJaBHE 3aBOPYIIMIIOCS B MOiX KICTKax.
Y Ty MUTH 5 yCBimoMuIa, 10 TH Ka3zana npasay. [Ipo Bce 10 enuHoTrO Crioa .

Matu He 3poHMIIA HI 3BYKY, ajieé 1i MOBUAHHS KpH4Yajo TydYHillIe 3a



first hints of darkness clouded her vision, before she
learned that her bloodline’s name was spoken with
suspicion.

“When the Flame chose me,” Eliryn said at last, “I
didn’t doubt it. Not even for a breath.”

She paused, the weight of memory pressing against
her ribs.

“I felt it... like something ancient stirring in my
bones. At that moment, I knew you’d been telling the
truth. About all of it.”

Her mother didn’t speak, but her silence said
enough. It always had.

“I didn’t want to believe you before,” Eliryn
continued, voice cracking. “Because if the prophecy was
real... then so was the ending. Your ending.”

She finally turned her face toward her mother fully,
searching the blurry edges for something solid to hold
onto. “I think part of me kept pretending you’d be wrong,
just this once.”

Her mother’s hand slid to her cheek, warm and
certain. “I hoped I would be. But the gods don't let us
choose the path. Only how we walk it.”

Eliryn closed her eyes, pressing her face into her
mother’s palm like a child again.

And for a moment, there was no prophecy, no
trials, no fading sight—just the space between two
heartbeats, shared.

“I’ll grieve you forever,” she whispered.

“No,” her mother said. “You’ll carry me forward.
That’s different.

The wind had teeth that night.
It howled through the cracks in the cottage walls,

cioBa. Tak OyJo 3aBxKaH.

“Sl mo ocTaHHBOrO HE XOTiia TOO1 BipuTH,” — TmpoaoBxkwmia EmipiH,
rojoc ii 3arpemriB. — “Bo sKm0 mpopouTBo OyNO CHpaBXKHIM... TO H KiHELb
Tex OyB crpaBkHiM. Kinenp T0061”.

Bona HapemTi HOBHICTIO MOBEpHYJIAa 0OIUYYS 10 MaTepi, BiU4aiiyIIHO
IIYKAaI44 B PO3MHUTHX KOHTYpax 00/ail 10ch HETIOXUTHE, 3a 1110 MOXHa 0yJo 0
3ayenutucs posymoMm. “Tanmaro, sikack yacTMHAa MEHE NPOAOBXKYBaJla CIIINO
BJIaBaTH, HIOW TH MOMUJISIELICS, X04a O IIbOTO €IMHOTO pazy .

Pyka 1i marepi TopkHynacs ii oKW, Temya i1 HaxgidHa. “S cama
Mouuiacs, mob 1e Oyna momuika. Ane O0rd He JarOTh HaM IpaBa oOUpaTu
cBili wisx. TiMBKHU Te€, 3 KOO TiTHICTIO MM HUM TIPOHIEMO”.

Enipun 3ammroniuna o4i, BTUCKAIOYUCh O0JIMYYSIM Y MaTEepPUHY JOJIOHIO,
3HOBY IIEPETBOPUBIIUCH HAa 0€33aXHUCHY MAJIEHbKY JIIBUMHKY.

I Ha ogHY KOpPOTKY MHUTh HE ICHYBaJlO HISKHX MPOPOLTB, MOJHUX
BUINIPOOYBaHb, HISKOI CIHIMOTH — TUIBKA KPUXKUH TPOCTIp MK JBOMA
CepHEOUTTIIMH, HETIOIIILHUMN /ISl MaTepi Ta ii JUTHHH.

“S 6yny cymyBatu 3a ToOOIO BIYHO™, — [IPOILIENOTLIA BOHA.

“Hi,” — ckazana i1 matu. — “Tu Oyzaem Hectn MeHe Brepel. Lle 30Bcim
HIIe.”

Tiel HOYI BiTEp HIKIPUB KA.
BiH x1x0 3aBUBaB Kpi3b LIMAPUHU B CTIHAX XHMXKI, OpSA3KAIOUU MOCYIOM



rattling the shelves and shaking the herb bundles strung
above the hearth. Sprigs of sage, thyme, and dried
starflower quivered in the draft like they were shivering,
shedding tiny flakes of brittle petals. The chimney
whispered in a voice too old to remember its own words, a
low, steady hum that seemed to carry secrets.

Eliryn couldn’t sit still. She paced the length of the
hearth like a trapped bird—short, quick steps, fingers
flexing at her sides. The fire crackled low, casting restless
shadows across the stone floor that leapt and fell like they
were trying to escape.

Her mother sat in her chair, silent. Watching—not
with her eyes, which had long since turned inward, but
with that strange, weighty awareness she’d carried for as
long as Eliryn could remember.

“I should go instead,” Eliryn said for the third time.
Her voice felt sharp against the quiet. “I can handle the
forge. | can—"

“No,” her mother said, gently but with finality.
“They spit on our doorstep yesterday. You think they’d
stop at words if they caught you out alone?”

“They won’t help you either,” Eliryn snapped. “Not
gladly. Not without cruelty.”

A silence stretched between them. Heavy. Familiar.
It reminded Eliryn of countless evenings before this one—
her mother staring into the fire after a vision, her lips
pressed thin, her gaze somewhere far beyond the walls.

“They won’t have to help,” her mother said at last.
“I’ve bartered what I need. The forge is old, but the armor
is sound. Dented, maybe. But strong.”

Eliryn turned sharply toward her. “Ma—"

“We both know,” her mother cut in, voice steady,
quiet. “This is how it’s meant to go.”

Ha TOJUIIX 1 MIApHAIYM IyYeYKH TpaB, PO3BillaHi HaJx BOTHUIIEM. I 'imouku
maBJii, 4eOperro Ta CyIeHoro 30pelBITY CYJIOMHO TPINOTUIM HA MPOTs31, HaUe
TPYCHJIUCSL BiJl JIIOTOTO XOJOAY, TyOIsiuM KPHUXITHI CIBO3MHU KPUXKHX
MEeTIOCTOK. JluMap XpHUIKO ILIENOTIB TOJIOCOM, 3aHAATO CTapoJaBHIM, abu
nam’ATaTH BJAcHI CJIOBa — TJyXUM, HEBINMHHUM TYIIHHAM, 10, 37aBajocs,
OyJ10 CHOBHEHE MTOXMYPHUMHU TAEMHUIISIMH.

Enipun He 3naxonmna cobi micus. Bona HecaMoBUTO MeTanacs B3TOBXK
BOTHMIIIA, MOB 3arHaHa B MAacTKy IMTalllka, KOPOTKI, PBYYKI KpPOKH, Maiblii
CYyIOMHO CTHCKaJguCsi ¥ po3TUCKaiucs Oulsi creroH. Borows riyxo
MOTPICKYBaB, BIAKUIAIOYM HA KaM'sHy MiAJIOTY TPHUBOXHI, pBaHi TiHI, IO
cTpubaIy i majaiy, BiI4aiIyITHO HaMararouuch BUPBATUCS Ha BOJIIO.

[i marip cuzina y cBoemy kpicii, HiMma MOB kKaMiHb. BoHa crocTepirana
— HE OYHMMAa, YW TOTJLII yXKe JaBHO 3rac 1 3BEpHYBCS BCEPEAHMHY, a THM
MOTOPOLIHUM, BaXXKHUM YYTTSIM, sK€ Hecia B cob0i Biakonu Emipun cebe
nam’sitana.

“s Maro miTH 3aMicTh Tebe”, — BTpere Biapizama Emipun. Ii romoc
Pi30HYB IO THIII, Ha4Ye Jie30. S Broparocs 3 Ky3Hero. S 3Moxy...”

“Hi,” — M'ako, ane 3 yOMBYOKO Oe3amensliiHICTIO Bigka3ala MaTh. —
“Buopa BOHM IUTIOHYJIM Ha Haml nopir. ["ajgaemn, i g0 oOMexaTbcest JIalKolo,
SKIIO 32KEHYTh Te0e B KyT HAOAUHIII?”

“To061 BOHU TeX HE MOJNAAYTh pyku,” — orpusHyinacs Emipun. — “He 3
n06poi Boui. I TouHO He 6e3 Kparwii 3BipUHOI KOPCTOKOCTI.”

Mix HMMM HaBucia Tuma. 3aaymuBa. Jlo Ooso 3Hailoma. Bona
Harazgana EnipuH npo He3/liYeHHI BeYOpH 10 LIbOT0, MaTH MOPOXKHIM MOTJISIOM
BIIMBJIIETHCSI Y BOTOHB ITICHSI YEPrOBOTO BUAIHHSA, TYOW TEpPETBOPHIINCS Ha
TOHKY JIHiI0, a MOrJisi OJyKae Jech TaleKo 3a MeKaMu IUX CTiH.

“IM He nOBeneTHCA MOMOMAraTH,” — 3PEINTOI0 IPOMOBHIA MaTH. — “SI
BXKe BHUTOpryBasna Bce HeoOxinHe. Ky3Hs crapa, ane natu Haziizi. Ilocideni
upaMaMu, MOXJuBo. [IpoTte HesnmamH1”.

Enipun pByuko po3BepHyinacs a0 Hei. “Ma...”

“Mu o0uBi 4yZ0BO 3HaeMO”’, — oOipBaia ii mMarip, ii rojgoc OyB TUXUM,
ajie TBepAUM, MOB KpH1s. — “Came Tak yce 1 Majio ctatucs’”.

Ile 3mycmno 1i 3aguxHyTHCs cioBamMu. bo BoHM 00mMaBI i crpaBii
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That silenced her. Because they did both know.

Her mother had been preparing for this night long
before Eliryn realized it. Little things, hidden in plain
sight: keeping the black pendant polished, showing Eliryn
how to braid dragonrider knots into her hair, and the
stories—always the stories. Tales of the Flame’s choosing,
of sovereigns forged in trial, of the Sightless Prophecy
whispered in ages past.

It happened often—her mother waking in the
middle of the night, sweat-soaked and shaking, whispering
truths she could scarcely bear to speak aloud. Her own
death, painted in fractured glimpses: blood, cold iron, and
Eliryn’s arms catching her as the world slipped away.

And after the vision of her death came the other
vision, the one that tied it all together: the prophecy.
Eliryn’s future braided with fire and ash. A rider without
sight. A name spoken by the Flame.

Eliryn had tried not to believe. She had told herself
that her mother’s visions were only dreams, or else
mistakes in the reading. Because if the prophecy was real,
then so was the ending.

But the moment her name had burned in light
above the square, something in her had settled. A gravity,
as if a door she hadn’t realized was closed had swung
wide—and locked behind her.

So now here they were. On the edge of that ending.

“You could run,” Eliryn whispered. “We could
both run. Take the pendant. Leave the trials behind.”

Her mother smiled, tired and sad and a little proud.
“The Flame would find you again. And you’d go anyway.
Because it’s in you, Eliryn. The blood. The call. You’ve
already started to hear it.”

Eliryn thought of the quiet moments in recent

3HAJIH.

Martu rotyBanacs 10 1i€i ¢aTtaapHOl HOUl 3aJI0Bro J0 TOro, sik Emipun
I[e ycBiIOMWIA. XOBalOYM JPIOHWIN HA BHJIHOTI: JO OJNWCKY HAYUIICHHIA
YOpHUM KYJIOH, YPOKHU 3 BUILUTITAHHS BY3J1iB BEPUIHUKIB JIPAaKOHIB Y BOJIOCCI, 1
OTOBIJIKM, HECKiHYeHHI onoBiaku. Jlerennu mnpo BubGip Ilomym's, mpo
BOJIOZIAPIB, 3arapTOBAaHUX Y FOPHWII BUNIpoOyBaHsb, po [Ipopourso Hespsuoi,
10 TEPEIIiNTyBaIN B CUBY JJaBHUHY.

Ile Tpamsuiocst yacTo — MaTHU 3pUBajlacs IOCepes] HOYi, MOKpa BiJ
KPM)KaHOTO TIOTY, TPEMTLJIA, 1 XpUIIKO MIETIOTSIa iCTUHH, SIKi JIeJBE Maja CHIIA
BUMOBHUTH BroJjloc. [i BllacHa cMepTh, 3MalboBaHa y TONIMATOBAHKMX CHAlaxax:
OarpsiHa KpoB, Oe3KallbHE XOJIOHE 3ali30 1 pyku ExipuH, 1m0 miAXoruoTs i
T1JI0 B Ty MUTh, KOJIU CBIT Ha3aBXIH PO3UUHSAETHCS B MITHMI.

A chizioM 3a BUAIHHSAM BIIACHOI CMEPTi HE3MIHHO MPHUXOJWIO IHIIE, TE,
110 3B'A3yBAJIO BCE BOEJMHO: MpopouTBO. MaiibyTHe Enipus, Tyro cmierexe 3
pPEBYYHM TOJIYM'SIM 1 MEPTBOTHUM IonenoM. Bepminuiys, mo3dasieHa 30py.
Im'a, mpomoBiiene camum Boraem.

Enipun BimuaiinymHo Hamaramacs He BipuTH. BoHa mepekoHyBasa
ce0e, 10 BUAIHHA Martepi — I JMIIe MapeHHs abo Xk (aTajbHa MOMHIKA B
TIIyMadeHHi. bo SkOM MpOpoITBO BUSBUIOCS HEMHUHYYOIO MPABAOI0, TO TAKUM
caMHM CTaB OM 1 (piHa.

Ane Ti€l camoi MHTI, KOJU ii 1M' CHANAaXHYJIO CIIMYYUM CBITJIIOM Haj
IUIOIIEI0, IIOCh TIMOOKO B i HyTpi 00ipBaiocs 1 3acTUrio. MoTOpoIHe
TSOKIHHS, HEMOB JIBE€pl, PO ICHYBaHHS SIKMUX BOHA HaBiThb HE IMiJI03pIOBaa,
PBYYKO BITYMHUIMCS HABCTIXK 1 HArJIyXo 3alBAXYBaIMCA 32 11 CIIMHOIO.

I ocy Bonu Tyt. Ha camomy kpato 1i€i npipBu.

“Tu Morma 6 yrekTH,” — rapsukoBo 3amenotina Emipun. — “Mu 6
o0uaBi Moriu. 3a0patu miaBicKy. [IOKMHYTH 111 IPOKIISITI BUNIpoOyBaHHS.”

Maru ycMmixHynacs, BHUCH@XEHO, 3 CYMOM 1 KPHXTOIO TOpPJIOCTI.
“ITomym'st 6 3HaLIO TeOe 3HOBY. | TH 6 yce ogHo minuia. bo e manmae B T00O1,
Enipun. Kpos. Ioknuk. Tu Bxe novana ioro uytu”.

Enipun 3ragana XBUJIWHU THINI B OCTaHHI MICSIl, SIK BITEp 4YacoM
MIPUHOCHB T'OJIOCH, SIKI BOHA HISIK HE MOIJIa po3i0paru, K TyIiHHS B ii miaBicii
CTaBaJIo INIMOIINM, KOJIM BOHA cTosa Ou1g Xxpedta. Bona criucyBana 1e Ha rpy
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months—how the wind sometimes carried voices she
couldn’t quite make out, how the hum in her pendant
deepened when she stood near the ridge. She had chalked
it up to imagination. But maybe... maybe not.

She sank into the seat beside her mother, pressing
her temple to her shoulder.

“Maybe I would have,” she murmured. “But not
without you.”

Her mother’s hand came to rest over her own. Thin.
Weathered. Steady.

“You won’t be without me,” she said softly. “Not
ever. When the dragons flew, riders carried the spirits of
those who came before them. You’ll carry me the same
way.”

The wind outside moaned against the door like a
warning.

Her mother stood slowly, joints stiff, wincing as
she pressed her hands to her lower back. “It’s time.”

Eliryn rose too, trembling. “Stay until dawn,” she
said. “You don’t have to leave just yet.”

“I wish I could.”

They looked at each other for a long moment.

Then her mother reached out and clasped the
pendant around Eliryn’s neck—fingers lingering on the
stone.

“This will burn, before the end,” she said. “Don’t
be afraid of where it leads you.”

Eliryn huffed—just barely. “That’s not ominous at
all, thanks.”

The door creaked open. The wind swept in—Dbiting
and wild.

Neither of them said goodbye.

Because they had already mourned what was

ySBH. AJle, MOKIIBO... MOKJIMBO, i Hi.

Bona Oe3cwiio omyctuiacs Ha o CTUIENb MOpYyd 13 Marip'to,
IIPUTUCHYBIINCH CKPOHEIO 10 11 IuIeya.
“Moxe, s 0 1 HaBaxwiIacs’, — TUXO MpoMoOBUJa BoHa. — “Ta He 0e3

tebe.”

MarepuHa pyka onyctuiacs nosepx il JojoHi. Bucoxna. 3mMapHina Bij
BiTpiB. HenmoxurHa.

“TH HIKOJU HE 3aIMIINIICI 0e3 MEHe, — CKa3aja BoHa THxo” . — “Hikon
B kuTTi. Konmy apakonu mupsiiau B HeOecax, BEPIIHUKHA HECIH B co0l TyX THX,
xT0 OyB 10 HUX. Ty noHecel MeHe Tak camo.”

Bitep 3HagBOpY TYXKIMBO 3aBHB Y JIBEpPi, Haue BILIyIO4H Oiny.

Maru noBuUIBHO miJBeNacs, CyrJIoOM XpYyCHYJIM, BOHa CKpHUBHJIACS,
MIPUTHUCKAIOYM PYKH 110 nonepeky. — “Yac Hacras.”

Enipun Takox miaBenacs, i Tijo Omia Ipox. “3anumiaiics 10 CBITAHKY,
— Onarana BoHa. — To0i1 e He 000B'I3KOBO HTH MPOCTO 3apa3.”

“SxOu x s TUTBKU MOTJIA” .

Bonu oOMiHSIHCS TOBIMM, Ba)KKHUM ITOTJISIZIOM.

A Tozi MaTH NMpOCTAIrNIa pykH i 3acTeOHyna miiBicKy Ha mmi Enipun, ii
Majblll HA MUTh 3aTPUMAIIMCS Ha KaMeHI.

“lLleil kaMiHb MajaTUMeE Nepe] TUM, K yce 3aKIHYMTbCA™, —
BoHa. “He nsikaiics Toro, Kyau BiH TeOe nmoBene” .

Enipin neap momiTHO 3iTxHyna. “Lle 3BydnTh IyXe ONTHUMICTUYHO,
JSIKYI0™.

JBepi 31 ckpunoM mpounHmiIMcs. Jlo XaTu yBipBaBcs BiTep, AUKHH 1
MIPOHU3JIUBUM.

JKonHa 3 HUX HE MPOMOBMIIA CIIiB MPOIAHHS.

bo BOHM Bke JaBHO BUIUIAKadW 1 BIATOPIOBAIM Te, II0 HEBOJIATaHHO
HacyBajocs.

MOBMJIA
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coming.

The house was too quiet.

The hearth had burned down to coals, their glow a
faint, uneven heartbeat in the dark. Shadows pooled in the
corners, thick and unmoving, as if the air itself had
forgotten how to stir. Outside, the wind carried the brittle
hush of pre-dawn—a silence not born of peace, but of
waiting.

Eliryn sat alone at the wooden table, her legs curled
beneath her, spine pressed against the chair back as though
holding herself upright took too much effort. Her skin
prickled despite the fire’s warmth, like even her body
knew her mother wasn’t coming back.

Sleep hadn’t even tried to find her. Each moment
felt like a thread pulling taut, drawing tighter and tighter
toward a knot she could not untangle.

Her mother had walked out into the dark nearly
four hours ago. She should’ve been back by now. But
Eliryn knew—they both knew—that she wouldn’t return
whole.

Their village, Lirin’s Edge, was small, poor, and
bitter. The kind of place where the wind always smelled of
woodsmoke and damp stone, where joy came hard-won
and never without cost. The healers lived on the outskirts,
past the cobbled square and down the slope of the ridge—
close enough to be summoned, but far enough to be
forgotten.

People whispered about them. It was said their
blood was touched by something old. That their ancestors
had once called dragons from the clouds and spoke in
tongues older than the Flame. That when the dragons
vanished, so too did the dragonriders’ purpose.

Y XuKi CTOsIa MEpTBa THIIIA.

Boruuie poropiso A0 BYIVIMHOK, iXHE CBITIHHA HaragyBajlo KBOJIE,
pBaHe cepueOUTTS B TeMpsBi. TiHI TycTUMH, HEPYXOMHUMH KYyIKaMH
MMOXOBAJIMCh MO KYTKax, HIOW came MOBITps 3a0yJio, K pyXaTucs. 3HAABOPY
BITEp HIC CKIIIHY THIIY IMEPEACBITaHKY, THUINY, BUTKaHy HE 31 CIIOKOIO, a 3
XHMKOTO OYIKYBaHHS.

Enipun cuzina cama 3a 1epeB’sHUM CTOJIOM, IMiiOTaBIIN MiJ ce0e HOTH
I TaK CUJIbHO BTUCHYBUIMCH XpeOTOM Yy CIIMHKY CTUIBIIS, HAU€ TPUMATH CIHHY
IpsiIMO BHMAarajo Bif Hel HaUIIOJAChKUX 3ycwib. [lompum Temo Bij KamiHa,
MOpPO3 IIIOB 11032 IIKIpOKW, HIOM HaBiTh 1i TUIO BXXE 3HAJIO0: MaTH HE
MTOBEPHETHCSI.

CoH HaBiTh He HamaraBcsi NpudTH 1o Hei. KokHa MHTH HaraayBaja
HATSATHYTY CTPYHY, IO CTATyBajiacsi BCE TYTIIEe W Tyrime y MEpTBUH BY301,
SIKUH ¥ HIKOJIM HE PO3ILTYTAaTH.

Maru minura B miTbMy MaiKe YOTHPU FOJUHHM TOMY. BoHa Bxke Mana 6
noBepHytucs. Ane Emipun 3Hama, BOHM OOMIBI Iie 3HAIM, IO IJIOKD Ta
HEYIIKO/HKEHOIO BOHA B)KE HE MTOBEPHETHCS.

Ixne ceno, Kpait Jlipina, 6y10 3ary6neHuM, 30M€HHUM i TIPOCAKHYTUM
»oBUr0. OHE 3 THX MICIIb, JI€ BITEP 3aBXKAU TXHE JIEPEBHUM JIUMOM 1 BOTKUM
KaMeHeM, Jieé KpUXTH pajJoCTi BUPUBAIOTH 13 OOEM 1 HIKOIM HE OTPUMYIOTh
3amapma. Llinureni xuinu Ha caMux 3a/BipKax, 3a OpYKOBaHOO IUIOIIEIO, YHU3
[0 CXWTy nmarop06a, 10CTaTHBO OJU3BKO, 1100 32 HUMHU MOKHa OyJo MmociaTH B
pasi 01111, aje T0CTaTHRO aJeKo, 00 BUKUHYTH iX 3 TOJIOBH.

Jlroqu mepemrinTyBanucs mo3a ixHiMu cnuHamu. Kazanu, mo Ha ixHii
KPOBI JISKHUTH TaBPO YOTOCh NpagaBHbOTo. 1110 TXHI IpeaKn KOIMCh 3aKINKaIN
JPaKOHIB 13 HEOeC 1 BOJIOIIM MOBaMH, cTapiinMu 3a came [lomym’s. I oo xonn
JIPaKOHU PpO3YMHMIUCS B HEOyTTi, pa3oM 13 HHUMU BUIApyBaiocs il
MPU3HAYECHHS BEPIIHHKIB.

Tenep censsHu cuyay, mo craaok 3irncyBascs. [1[o iXHs KpoB oTpyeHa.

Hanisaymi. J{uHi.

A Enipun? Bona Oyna Haifripmoro 3 Hux. [IpuHaiiMHI, Tak BOHH
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Now, the villagers said the legacy had curdled.
That the bloodline had soured.

Half-souled. Strange.

And Eliryn? She was the worst of them. At least,
that’s what they said. She’d stopped caring—mostly.

Magic itself was dying, and the world had started
to turn on it. Powers once praised as gifts were now called
curses. Creatures of legend had become nothing more than
fading sketches in old books. In Lirin’s Edge, the change
could be seen in small, cruel ways: the fireflies that no
longer glowed in midsummer, the orchard’s frostward
charms failing so fruit spoiled early, the village well losing
its taste of mineral-sweet water. Even the herb bundles
above their hearth didn’t hold their strength as they once
had; remedies her mother swore would heal now only
dulled the pain.

Sometimes, Eliryn wondered if her own failing
sight was part of it—another symptom of magic’s slow
death. If her vision and whatever power ran in her veins
were bound together like twins, both snuffed out by the
same wind. No one could tell her for certain, and no one
tried.

Her blindness had begun before she was sixteen.

A girl whose eyes dimmed too soon, who drifted
into thoughts too deep, who asked questions no one
wanted to answer. A decade of whispers and turned backs
had followed. She’d learned to live in the margins, to keep
her head down when the stares lingered too long, to let
their pity and suspicion slide off her skin like raindrops.
The world had decided she was meant to fade quietly.

And then came the Flame.

Not just in Lirin’s Edge, but everywhere. At dawn,
without warning, a pillar of flame erupted in the village

Kazanu. 31e011b1Ioro, i yxe 0ys0 ItoBaTy.

Maris 3HHMKana, 1 CBIiT mo4aB obeprartucs npoTu Hei. CuiM, K1 KOJIHCh
OCITIBYBaJIM SIK OJIArOCIIOBEHHS, TEIep TaBPyBaJIU SIK MPOKIATTS. JlerengapHi
CTBOPIHHS MTEPETBOPIIIUCS Ha OJIAKII €CKi3M Ha CTOPIHKAaX TPYXJSBUX KHUT. VY
Kpai Jlipina 11s 6i1a mposiBisiiacss B APiOHUX, )KOPCTOKUX JIETANSX: CBITJISTYKH
OlnbIlIe HE CSAIM IMOCEpea JIiTa, MOPO3HI Yapu B caay PO3BISUIACS, 1 TJIOIU
THWJIM 3aBYaCHO, a BOJIa B KOJIOJs31 BTpaTWUia CBIH COJIOAKHIN MiHEpaabHUI
cMak. HaBiTh mydeukw TpaB HaJl iXHIM BOTHHIIEM BUBITPHIMCS 1 BTPaTUIIU
KOJIMIIIHIO CHITY; Masi, sIKi, SIK TpUCATAIacs MaTH, Malu O 3IUTFOBATH, TETep
JUIIE IPUTYIUTIOBAIH OlTb.

Yacom Enipun 3ammcmroBanacsi, 4 He Oyma 1 BIacHa CIINoOTa
YaCTUHOIO LILOTO MPOIIECy, II€ OAHUM CUMIITOMOM IOBiIbHOI aroHii marii. o,
gK 11 3ip 1 Ta HEBiqOMA CWJA, IO TEKJA B 11 JKWiaxX, Oyau 3poIeHi, HEMOB
ciaMChbKi ONHM3HIOKH, 1 Temep iXx 000X Oe3KalnbHO 3aIylIMB OAWH 1 TOW caMuit
BiTep. HixTo He Mir cka3aTu ili IbOrO HANEBHO, Ta HIXTO i HE HaAMaraBcsl.

TempsaBa moyana 3artaryBaTH ii odi 1€ A0 TOTO, SIK i BUIOBHUIIOCS
HIICTHAIATD.

JliBunMHKa, 4Mi 04l 3raciu HaJATO PaHO, KA TOHYyJA B HAJATO TIMOOKHX
JTyMKax 1 CTaBWja 3alHWTaHHS, B SIKUX YCl BIAXpENIyBalUCA. 3a IUM
MOTATHYJOCS LiJIe JNECATHIITTS MepelIinTyBaHb 1 BiIBEPHYTHX CIMH. BoHa
HaBYWJIACS KUTH Ha y30144i, OIIyCKATH IOJIOBY, KOJIM YY3KI IOTJISIU BIIUBAJIUCS
B Hel HAATO JIOBrO, 1 JI03BOJIATH IXHBOMY XKaJll0 Ta MPE3UPCTBY CTIKaTH 3 il
LIKIpH, MOB OpyAHiil Boxi. CBIT BUHIC 1l BUPOK: BOHA Majla TUXO 3TacHYTH B
0€e3BICTI.

A notim cnianaxnyio [loxym’s.

He tineku y Kpai Jlipina, a Bctogu. Ha cBitanky, 6e3 >XOAHOTO
MONepeKEHHS, Tocepe/l CLIbCHKOT IIIOII BUpBaBcs cToBN BorHio. Hi numy. Hi
xapy. Tinbku ciimyde CBITIIO, BUCOKE H 30I10Te, 11O 3IiHHsIOCS Bropy, Haue
BUKITUKaHE CaMOIO THUIIIEIO.

V i#ioro cepiieBHHI OYal0 BUMAIbOBYBATHUCS 1M'S.

Im'st Enipun.

Tam, Ha TUTOIII, MiJ MPUIILIIOM OYel KOXKHOTO CKEeNTHKAa W YyKUHIS, 11
J0JTE0 OyIIO TIPOMOBJICHO, HE SIK JKQIIIOTIJIHE IMPOXaHHS YM THTaHHS, a SK
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square. No smoke. No heat. Just light—tall and golden,
rising as if summoned by nothing but silence.

In its center, a name began to form.

Eliryn’s name.

In the square, beneath the gaze of every skeptic and
stranger, her fate had been spoken—not as a request, not
as a question, but as a command written in fire.

She’d stood there like a statue, her heart pounding
loud enough to drown out the world. “Maybe they spelled
it wrong,” she’d almost whispered, absurdly, as her name
blazed in gold.

The villagers had stared. Not in awe. Not in pride.
In fear.

No one spoke. Not even a breath.

Because when the Flame chose, it did not ask
permission. It reached through time and blood, through
myth and marrow. It saw things people no longer
remembered how to see.

In other villages, the chosen were lifted on
shoulders—warriors, scholars, wardens of noble houses.

But in Lirin’s Edge, they looked away.

As if by not meeting her eyes, they could pretend
the fire had spoken someone else’s name.

Now, Eliryn traced the edge of the black pendant at
her throat.

Smooth as river stone. Cold once, but now warm
against her skin. She had worn it since childhood—a relic,
she’d thought, from a line of women too proud to admit
their legacy had crumbled into myth. But lately, it had
begun to hum.

Not with sound. Not even magic, not exactly.

More like a weight. A rhythm.

As if it were waiting.

aOCOMIOTHUI HaKa3, HAMCAHUN BOTHEM.

Bona crosuia Tam, HEMOB BHCiU€HA 3 KaMEHIO, a ii ceple rymajio Tak
IAJICHO, 1[0 3ariTyliaio Bech CBIT. “Morke, BOHM MOMIUIMINCS B JiTepax’, —
abcypIHO MPOIIENOT1/Ia BOHA, TIOKH 11 1M'sl 11aJajio YUCTUM 30JI0TOM.

Censtnu Bupstumincs Ha Hei. He 3 OGmarorosinnsm. He 3 ropaictio. 3
CTPaxoM.

Hixto He 3poHUB Hi cioBa. HixTo HaBiTh HEe HaBaXXUBCS BIUXHYTH.

bo xomu IToaym’st pobusio cBiii BUOip, BOHO HE MUTAJIO J103BOJy. BoHO
BIPU3AJIOCs Kpi3h Yac i KpoB, Kpi3b Miu i camy cyts. Bono 6aumno Te, mo
JIIOJTU TaBHO PO3YUMIIUCS Oa4uTH.

B iHmmx cemax oOpaHUX MiJHOCHJIM Ha pyKax: MOTYTHIX BOIiHiB,
MYJIpEIiB, 3aXMCHUKIB IUIIXETHUX POIB.

Axne B Kpai Jlipina o111 BiiBepTaIn oui.

Hibu, He 3ycTpiuarouuch i3 HEK MOTJISA0M, BOHU MOTTU MPUKUHYTHCS,
110 BOTOHb BUT'YKHYB YHM€CH 1HIIE 1M'S.

Tenep Enipun 06Boua mayibiieM Kpai YOpHOT IMiABICKHA HA CBOIN IIHi.

['manenpka, MOB piukoBa rampka. Kommce KpwkaHa, a Temep rapsuya,
BOHa MyJbcyBaja 00 ii mkipy. EnipuH Hocuia ii 3 camMoro JUTHHCTBA, SK
penikBito, TymManocs i, 3aUIIeHy POJIOM KIHOK, HaJITO TOPAUX, 1100 BU3HATH,
10 IXHS CHaJIIMHA po3cunaiaci Ha Mid. Ane ocTaHHIM 4acoM KaMiHb MOYaB
TYJITH.

Ile OyB He 3BYK. | HaBiTh HE Maris, HEe 30BCIM.

e Oyno cxoxe Ha Bary. Ha putm.

Hibu xamiHb 4Oroch 4eKas.

Matu kazana, 1O 1€ OJWH 31 CTapOJaBHIX JapiB, BIH NEPENAEThCA 3
KpOB'I0 1 MPOKUIAETHCA JUINE TOMi, KOMM Jyma g0 1poro rotosa. “Komm
KaMiHb 001eue TBOIO JIOJIOHIO, IUISIX BIAKPUETHCS  , — CKa3ajia BOHA il SKOCH.

Bona npucsranacs, 1110 KoJii HacTaHe 4ac, KaMiHb MTOKaXke i 1CTUHY.

Enipun Tax 1 He 3po3ymisia, 4u 3By4alio 1€ K OOIISHKa, YU K I10rpo3a.

“ITomym’ss obupae He POCTO cuily”’, — ckazana Matu. — “BoHo obupae
TUX, XTO HaMEpPTBO NPUB'A3aHUI 10 HUTKH J0Ji. A TBOSI HUTKAa OOBHMIIACS
HAaBKOJIO 4Oroch HeocshpkHOro. Yoroch mnpanaBHboro. Komuch Mu  Oynu
BepIIHUKaMu npakoHiB, Enipun. Hama kpoB yce mam’sitae. | ogqHoro maas CBIT

15



Her mother said it was one of the old gifts—passed
down the bloodline, awakening only when the soul was
ready. “When the stone burns in your hand, the path will
open,” she’d told her once.

She said it would show her the truth, when the time
came.

Eliryn wasn’t sure if that sounded like a promise or
a threat.

“The Flame doesn’t just choose power,” her mother
had said. “It chooses those bound to a thread. And yours is
wrapped around something vast. Something old. We were
dragonriders once, Eliryn. Our blood remembers. And one
day, the world will remember with it.”

Eliryn hadn’t believed her—mnot fully. But the
moment the Flame carved her name in gold, something
inside her had stirred. A gravity she couldn’t shake.

She remembered the look in her mother’s eyes that
morning, a quiet sorrow resting just behind the pride.

And now, in the flickering hush of this house, with
the fire gutted low and dawn pressing at the windows, all
that knowing sat like a stone in her throat.

She’d thought grief came after. Apparently, it liked
arriving early.

She felt it now—slow and raw—gnawing at the
edges of her resolve. She kept listening for the door, for
footsteps, for her mother’s voice calling out in the dark.

But the only sound was the wind.

And in it, somewhere far off, she thought she heard
a whisper.

Not words. Never words.

Just the sense that something was watching.
Something vast. Ancient. Waiting.

Eliryn closed her fingers tighter around the

3rajiae mpo Ie pa3oM i3 Hero”.

Enipun it He Bipwia, mpuHaiiMHI HE 10 KiHIA. AJie B Ty MUTbh, KOJH
[Tomym’st BUpi3pOMIIO i1 iM’SI 30J10TOM, IOCH yCEpPEeAHWHI Hel 3IPUTHYIIOCS.
MoTtopolHe TSXKIHHSA, IKOTO BOHA HE MOTJIa 030yTHCH.

Bona mnam’sTama morisi Martepi TOTO paHKy, BiH OyB THXHH,
PO3pUBAOYMIA CyM, LIIO0 XOBABCs 01pa3y 3a LIMPMOIO FOPIOCTI.

I temep, y MepexTiMBiid THIN Ii€i XMKi, KOJIX BOTOHb JOTOPSB, a
CBITAaHOK Y€ TUCHYBCS Y BIKHA, yC€ 11€ 3HaHHs CTOSUIO B ii TOPJIl KAMEHEM.

Bona aymana, mo rope mpuxoauTh mmicis BTpatd. OYeBHIHO, BOHO
JHOOUIIO 3asBIISITUCS 3aBYACHO.

Tenmep BOHa BiguyBaJia SK BOHO IMOBUIBHO i OONCHO po3’imae ii
pimyuicte. BoHa Bech wac mpuciyxamzaca 10 JABepeil, 1O KpokiB, 10
MaTEpPUHOTO TOJIOCY, IO KIMKAB Y TEMPSIBI.

AJnie eTUHUM 3BYKOM OYyIIO BUTTS BITPY.

I B HBOMY, Jiech 0€3MEKHO JAIeKo, Tl 371aJ10Cs, [0 BOHA TOYYJa MIEIiT.

Lle Oynu He cioBa. 30BCIM HE CJIOBA.

[Ipocto mepBOoOyTHE BiAYYTTS, IO IIOCH 3a HEw croctepirae. Lock
HeocsbkHe. [Ipanasue. Ilock, mo yekae.

Enipun minHilIe cTUCHY A MIJIBICKY B KyJalli.

I Takox yekana.
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pendant.
And she waited, too.

Chapter 2: By Blood and Bond

“To mourn is to tether the living to the dead,
weaving bonds that neither time nor death can sever.” —
Spoken legend of the Flamebound

A noise at the door finally came, much later than it
should have.

Eliryn ran, already knowing.

She flung the door open—and the world tipped
sideways.

Her mother collapsed into her arms, dead weight
and the stink of blood flooding the air. Crimson streaked
down her face and arms in thick, uneven rivulets, dark as
spilled ink. The battered silver armor—etched with
curling, half-forgotten sigils—slid from her shoulders and
hit the floor with a sound that was almost human.

“I got it,” her mother rasped, breath hitching in
jagged bursts. “They said... we should be grateful.
Grateful to give you... a chance at greatness.”

“No. No, no, no.” Eliryn eased her down onto the
floorboards, her hands moving on instinct, healer’s
training overriding the panic clawing at her ribs. Fingers
swept along limbs, pressing for breaks, for heat. Her brow
was split, shallow. The left arm hung wrong—fractured.
But that wasn’t what froze her blood.

It was the sound in her chest.

A wet, rattling inhale. A bubbling exhale.

Lungs filling with blood.

She dragged her closer to the hearth, desperate for
light, for warmth that might anchor her to the living. “Stay

Po3aia 2: KpoB'to Ta y3amu

“OmyakyBaTd O3Haya€ HaMEPTBO MPHUKYBATH KUBUX JI0 MEPTBUX,
CIUTITAIOUM BY3JH, SIKI HE MiJ CHIy po3pyOaTH Hi yacy, Hi camiii cmepTi”. —
VYcua aeregna Boruess'szanux

Hapemti y aBepi nmoctykanu 3 (haTaTbHAM, HECTSPITHAM 3aIli3HCHHSIM.

Enipun kunynacs Tyqu, BXK€ BCe PO3yMIIOUH.

Bona po3zuaxHysa 1Bepi i CBIT IMOJIETIB MKepeOepTh.

Marip 6e3BojbHO 3BayiMiacsid i Ha pyKH O€3KUTTEBUM TsArapem, a
MOBITPSI MUTTEBO MPOCSIKIO CMOPOJIOM KpoBi. barpsiHens crikaB i1 o0auadsiM i
pYKaMu T'YCTHUMM, PBAaHMMHU CTPYMKAaMH, TEMHHMH, MOB PO3JIUTE UYOPHHIIO.
[ToniBeuena cpiGHa OpOHS, MOISITKOBaHA XUMEPHUMH, HaIiB3a0yTUMU pyHAMH,
31CKOB3HYMA 3 ii MIe4eil 1 remHynacs Ha MiAJIOTY 31 3BYKOM, CXOXHM Ha CTOTiH
KHBOI ICTOTH.

“S micrama...” — IpOXpHILJIa MaTH, MOBITPS BUpPUBAIOCS 3 ii rpyneit
0OJIFOUMMH, PBAaHUMH IIMaTKamMu. — “BoHM ckazanu... MM MaeMO TagaTHd Ha
KOJIiHA Bij BASYHOCTI. Bas4HOCTI 3a Te, 110 AJapyeMo ToOi. .. IIaHC Ha BeIuY .

“Hi. Hi, H1, H1.” — Enipun o6epexxHO omycTuia i Ha JOLIKM MiAJIOTH,
PYKH pyxallucsl Ha 1HCTUHKTaX, BULIKUI LIJUTEIbKU OpaB ropy HaJ MaHIKOIo,
oo mMmasypaMu pos3aupana il rpynd. [lanbiil rapsykoBO KOB3aiM IO TLTY,
LIYKalO4YM TepesioMH, UIykarouu 3anumku Temia. Ilkipa Ha 1061 Oyna
po3ciueHa, aie HermOoko. JliBa pyka BHCUIA MiJ MOTOPOITHHUM KyTOM,
3namaHa. Ane kpoB y EnipuH 3axo:1o1a 30BCiM He Bij1 IIbOTO.

[TprurHOIO OYB 3BYK Y MaTEPUHUX TPY/IX.

Bosoruii, xpunkuii Baux. bynbkatounii BUIUX.

[i mereni HeBOMAaraHHO 3aXJIMHATUCS KPOB'IO.

Enipun migrsarayna ii 6muxkde 10 BOTHUINA, BIAYAHAYIITHO Xamal4KCh
3a CBITJIO, 3a TEIUIO, SK€ MOrjo O MpHB'I3aTh MaTip N0 CBITY >XHBHUX.
“Tpumaiics 3a Mene, Mamo. Po3kaxu, mo cranocs. L{e Bonu...?”

KyTtukn matepuHux ryd CimHynMcs B TpuMaci, sika Morja 0 3gatucs
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with me, Ma. Tell me what happened. Did they—?”

Her mother’s mouth twitched into something that
might’ve been a smile if it hadn’t been smeared with
blood. “Didn’t like that I haggled too well. Thought a
cursed healer should pay in more than coin.”

Eliryn’s hands shook so badly she could barely
grind the goldenroot and frostblossom between her fingers.
“I can fix this. I can slow the bleeding, bind your chest,
draw the fluid—"

“Shh,” her mother whispered, her voice fraying like
old cloth. “You know it’s past saving.”

“Stop.” The word came out sharper than she meant.
“Just let me try.”

Her mother’s eyes softened, shining with
something that wasn’t just pain. Peace. Resignation. “This
was always the way it would go.”

Eliryn’s throat closed. “You saw it. Before the
nightmares came.”

Her mother didn’t deny it. “You think I didn’t try
to change it? That I didn’t beg the vision to shift?”

Eliryn’s laugh came out cracked and empty. “Then
beg harder. There’s still time.”

“Some truths,” her mother murmured, “stay fixed.”

“I didn’t want to believe it,” Eliryn whispered.
“Not until the Flame chose me. And then I knew. I felt it in
my bones, in my blood. I just didn’t want it to be real
because... because if it was—"

Her voice splintered.

Her mother cupped her cheek with blood-slick
fingers. “Then I would die. Yes. I know, my firefly. I’ve
known for years.”

The world narrowed to heat and her mother’s pulse
under her palm—slowing, slipping. Eliryn tried to speak

YCMIIIKOIO, SIKOM 00nuuysi He Oyllo CYIUIBHOIO KpUBaBOW Mackoro. “He
3pajiay, IO S HAATO BMUIO 30MBaja IiHy. Bupimmwim, 1o npokisTa
LJIATENBKA MA€ IJIATHTH HE JIIIE MOHETAMH .

Pyku Enipun Tpycuiucs Tak CHIBHO, IO BOHA JIEb MOIJIa PO3TEPTH
MK MaJbISIMH 30J0TOKOPIHb Ta MOPO3OLBIT. “S 3uimt0. 3MOXY 3yNUHUTH
KpOBOTEUY, 3a0MHTYBATH TPYyIH, BUAAIIO PIAUHY...”

“Tcc”, — mpolIenoTija MaTH, ii TOJIOC PO3IMOB3aBCs IO MIBaX, MOB CTapa
TKaHuHA. — “TH 5k 3HaEII, BXKe 3aHATO IMI3HO .

“3aMOBKHH”’, — TI€ TIPO3BYYAJIO Ipy0ilie HixkK BOHA XOTina. — “J[03BOJB
MeH1 cipoOyBaTu’”.

[Tornsx mMarepi MOM'SKIIAB, 3aCSASBIIA YHMOCH TJUOIINM, aHIK MPOCTO
61n1b. Lle OyB criokiit. CmupeHHs. “Yce 3aBXau MaJlo 3aKIHYUTHUCS caMe Tak .

I'opno Enipun 3maBuB riryxuid cnasMm. “Tu 6aumna me. Lle go Toro, sk
MPUUIILTNA KOIIMapH .

Maru He crtanma nporo 3amepedyBaTH. “Tu cmpaBmi aymaem, 1o s HE
Hamarajacsi BUpBaTH Hac i3 nporo? Il{o He Gyarana BHAIHHS 3MIHUTHCS Ooai
Ha fory? ”

3 ycr Enipun 3ipBaBcs HaATPICHYTHH, MOPOXKHIN CMIX.
Oyno Onaratu cuiibHiIIe. Y Hac 1€ € yac™.

“Toxni Tpeba

“Jleski 1CTMHH, — HOpoOypMoTiga ii MaTH, — BHCIYEHI B KaMeHi
HaMepTBO.”
“Sl o ocraHHBOTO BiAMOBISIAcS BipuTH,” — mpoirenoTina Emipun. —

“Ax moku [lomym'ss He Bkazasio Ha MmeHe. | Toxai s 3po3ymina. S Bimuyna 1ie
CaMHMH KICTKaMH, KOXHOIO Kpamjiero KpoBi. Sl mpocTo BimyalaymiHO He
XOT1JIa, 00 1€ BUSBUIIOCS MPaB/0I0, 00... 00 SKIIO 1€ TaK...

[i romoc 3arpemris.

Matu oOxommiia ii MIOKY NalbIsIMU, CIM3bKUMHU BiJ KpoBi. “Tomi s
Masia nomeptu. Taxk. S 3Hato, Milf CBITIITUKY. S JKKiIa 3 UM 3HAHHSAM pOKaMu™.

CBIT CcTHUCHYBCS 10 Kapy 1 OUTTS MaTepUHOTrO IMyJbCY MiA JOJIOHEO,
MyJbCy, 10 HEBOJAraHHO YIOBUIbHIOBAaBCs, 3aBMUpaB. Enipun cnpoOysana
I0Ch CKa3aTH, ajie 3 ropjia He BUPBAJIOCS JKOJAHOTO 3BYKY.

“Y 1001 xuBe 11 1yX,” — MPOMOBHJIA MAaTU TOJIOCOM, TOHKHM 1 KPUXKUM,
MoB manip. — “/lyx TBoei 6a0yci. Bnepra, Haue OypesiitHe cBiTio. | marigna,
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but nothing came.

“You have her spirit,” her mother said, voice
paper-thin. “Your grandmother’s. Stubborn as stormlight.
Gentle as smoke.”

“I don’t want her spirit,” Eliryn choked. “I want

2

you.

“There’s more waiting for you,” her mother
breathed. “He waits for you. The bond. You’ll know it
when it comes. You’ll feel it like a second heartbeat.”

“He—?" Eliryn’s brow furrowed, but her mother’s
eyes were already drifting, glassing over, seeing something
beyond the rafters and firelight.

“Trust the bond when it comes,” she murmured.
“And never mistake kindness... for love.”

Her chest stilled. Her fingers slipped from Eliryn’s
cheek.

Silence.

Eliryn pressed her ear to her mother’s ribs,
straining for even the faintest whisper of breath.

Nothing.

“No,” she whispered, shaking her. “No, no, no—"

The hearth spat a spark. Somewhere outside, the
wind rattled the shutters. But in here, the world had gone
still.

And Eliryn knew—whatever came next, she would
never be the same.

The world didn’t end with her mother’s last breath.
But it did pause—Iike the moment between thunder and its
echo, stretched so thin it hummed in her bones.

Eliryn knelt in that hush for what felt like hours,
her forehead pressed to her mother’s shoulder, her palms
sticky with blood cooling too fast. The armor lay beside
them, dim and waiting, a silent witness to the final chapter

MOB 1M,

“Jlo Gica ii nyx,” — BugaBmuia 3 cebe EnipuH, 3aXJIMHAIOYNUCh CIIHO3aMHU.
— “Meni noTpibHa TH.

“ITonepeny Ha TeOe Uekae OinbIIe,” — MpoIIenoTiyia MaMa. — “BiH dyekae
Ha TeOe. 3B's130K. Tv 0E3MOMUIKOBO BINI3HAEII HOro, KOJIU BIiH 3'IBUThCA. Tu
BIIUYyEI HOTO, MOB JIPYT€ CEPIIe y BIACHUX TPYIIX .

“Bin?” — Ha no6i Enipun 3aisria 3Mopinka, ajie MaTepuH MOTIISA YKe
MOTUIMB, 3aTSATYIOUHUCH CKIISTHOIO MEJICHOI0, BOHA BAMBIIAIACS Y IIOCH AaJIeKO 3a
MeXaMH KPOKB 1 BiIOIHMCKIB MOITyM's.

“JloBipcsi IbOMY 3B'SI3KY, KOJH BiH Mpuiife,” — mpoiienoriia BoHa. — “I
HIKOJIM HE TUTyTail IPOCTy TO0OPOTY... 31 CHPaBKHBIO JIFOOOB 10.”

Ii TpyAd 3aBMEpPIU Ha3zaBKAu. be3BosbHI Mamnblll 31CKOB3HYIHU 31 IIOKU
Enipun.

MepTtBa THIA.

Enipur npuTHCHYnacss BYXOM [0 MaTepuHUX pedep, 10 0ot
HaMpyXyIOuu ClIyX, abu BIOBUTH 00/1all HAapUMapHIIIKN [IepeX TUXaHHS.

ITopoxkHeya.

“Hi”, — mpolenorija BOHa, HECAMOBUTO TpsCy4H ii 3a ruteui. “Hi, Hi,
Hi”.

Boruume Burumonyno ickpy. Jleck 3HaaBOpy BiTep JIOTO IIapHaB
BIKOHHHIII. AJI€ TyT, yCEpPEANHI, CBIT 3yITMHUBCS HA3aBXkK/IH.

I EnipuH 3 KpH)KaHOIO SCHICTIO YCBIJOMWIIA, IO XO0Y O IO YEKaslo
roriepe sy, BOHa BXK€ HIKOJIM He Oy/ie KOJHUIITHBOIO.

3 OoCTaHHIM IOAMXOM MaTepi CBIT He oOipBaBcs. IIpore BiH 3aBMmep,
Have Ta MOTOPOIITHA MUTh MK yAapOM T'POMY Ta HOTO BiJTyHHSIM, HATSATHYTa
HACTLIBKH TYTO, 110 BiJ HET A3BEHINIO B KiCTKAaX.

Enipun npocrosia Ha KoliHAX y i MOTWIJIbHIN THUII, 3/1aBajocd, i
roAuHy; ii 100 OyB BTUCHYTHH y MaTepHHE IUIeue, a JOJIOHI JIUIUIN BiJl KPOBI,
10 XOJIOHYJIa HAaATO MBHAKO. [lopyd ThbMSHO BUOJIMCKYBAIU JIATH, 3aCTHUTIIL B
OUiKyBaHHI, HiMi CBIJIKH OCTaHHbBOI IJIaBH KHUTTSA JKIHKH, sIKa Maja 0 HOCUTH X
Y PO3KBITI CBOiX CHIL

Jis censtH BOHa HiKONMM He Oyia BOiTeNbKOI. Alle B o4yax BIJIACHOI
JOHBKH?
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of a woman who should have worn it in her prime.

Not a warrior in the eyes of the village. But in her
daughter’s eyes?

A legend.

When at last Eliryn rose, the pendant at her throat
burned with quiet heat, the warmth of a presence that had
not left with her mother’s breath. Not comfort.
But... awareness. As if something now stirred fully awake,
no longer dormant.

She almost tore it off. Almost. But instead, she
clenched her fist around it until her palm stung.

She moved through the house in silence, each step
guided by memory and the press of grief. She cleaned her
mother’s wounds with gentle hands, as she had done for
countless others.

"I'm sorry,” she whispered, over and over. She
wasn't sure what she was apologizing for.

Eliryn dressed her in a linen shift, simple but clean.
She chose the cloak her grandmother once wore—the one
her mother kept folded at the back of the trunk, always too
sacred for use, too heavy with stories.

She braided her mother’s graying hair with careful
fingers, weaving in the sacred threads:

Gold, for strength handed down.

Red, for sacrifice given freely.

Green, for truths no tongue can tell.

She bound the braid with a worn strip of leather,
torn from the very satchel her grandmother once carried
into war. Three generations of hands had touched that
leather. Three generations of women who bore fire in their
blood and stayed silent through their grief.

She placed ember nests with care—one near the
window, one beneath the hearth, and one at the door. Each

Jlerenna.

Konu Enipun HapemrTi 3HaIIIa CUIW MIABECTUCS, MMiJBICKa HA i1 1wl
oOmikana TUXHM JKapoM, TEIJOM CYTHOCTI, SIka HE BHBITpWIJIACS pa3oM i3
MaTepuHUM AuxaHHaM. lle He mnpuHOocWIO po3panu. Jlume... KpuKaHe
yeBimomiensas. Hibu mock ckuHyno 3 cebe IMyTa CHY 1 MPOKHHYJIOCS IIO-
CIIPaBKHbOMY.

Bona nenp we 3ipBanma ioro 3 mmi. Jlens. Ilpore 3amicTh 1BOTO
CTUCHYJIa KaMiHb y KyJIalll 3 TaKOK CHJIO0, IO IIKipa Ha JIOJIOHI 3ameKya Bif
60110.

Bona mnepecyBanacsi XxaTUHOIO B aOCONIOTHIM TuIN, KOXeH ii KpOokK
JMKTyBada TaM'sTh i CBHHIIEBHIl THCK CKOpOOTH. Ii pyku marigHo oOMuBaiu
MaTepuHi paHH, TOYHICIHBKO TaK, SIK BOHA pOOWIIA I1e I He3JIYeHHOT 0e3ivl
Yy)KUX JIFOACH.

“Bubau MeHe,” — IIENOTiJIa BOHA 3HOBY 1 3HOBY. Xo4a caMa J0 KiHIA
HE po3yMia, 3a 10 caMe MPOCUThH BHOAYEHHSI.

Enipun onsrayna ii B JUIIHY COpOYKY, IPOCTY, ajie O€30TaHHO YHUCTY.
3BepXy HaKMHYJA IUJIAll, SKUH KOJWUCh HOcWia 06al0ycsi, TOW caMui, 110 MaTu
Oeperia Ha caMOMYy JHI CKpHHI, HaJATO CBSILIEHHUH Ui TOBCSKIEHHOTO
BXKUTKY, HaJITO BXKU BIJl TSATaps iCTOPIil.

TpemTkuMH, 00epeXKHUMHU MaJbISIMU BOHA 3aIlieNia B KOCY MaTepUHe
MOCHUBLIIE BOJIOCCS, BIUTITAIOUH TYAH CBSIIEHHI HUTKH:

30510Ty — 32 CUJTy, IEpe/IaHy y CIaI0K.

UepBoHy — 3a )KepTBY, IPUHECEHY JTOOPOBLILHO.

3eneHy — 3a ICTUHH, AK1 He MiJl CUJTy BUMOBHUTH >KOTHOMY SI3UKY.

Bona Tyro nepes'sizana Kocy HOTEPTUM PEMIHIIEM, BIIpBaHUM Bij Ti€l
camoi TopOH, 3 siKor0 6aldycsl KOJHCH iI1a Ha BiiHy. TpH MOKOJIIHHS KIHOYMX
pyK Topkanucs 1€l mkipu. Tpu MNOKOMIHHS XKIHOK, Yy YMIX >KMJIaX KHIIIB
BOTOHb, 1 5IKi 3BUKJIM KOBTATH CBOE T'OPE MOBUKH.

BoHna 3 puTyanbHOIO 00EpEeXHICTIO pO3KiIajia THI3/[a ICKOp: OJHE Tif
BIKHOM, JIpyre Ouns BOTHHMINA, TpeTe Ha mopo3i. KoxkHe 3 HuX Oyno HIMOIO
KIISITBOKO: TIEH JIiM HE JAICTaHEThCS Ha IMOTATy YYKHUHIISIM.

OOpsanu BIIaHYBAaHHS TMOJITJIMX BHUMarajld YOrochb OUIBIIOTO, aHIXK
IIPOCTO CIIBO3U KaJI00u.
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one a promise: this home would not be left for strangers to
tear apart.

The rites for the honored dead required more than
mourning.

They required remembrance.

They required fire.

She built a pyre from stormwood logs her mother
had saved for a midwinter feast.

Stormwood logs. Her mother's "no point hoarding
good fire" stacked neatly for a feast that would never
happen. Eliryn thought it fitting. If death had to come, let
it come cloaked in warmth and old laughter.

She made the pyre on the small altar they had
inside their cabin, set with wild herbs—Ilavender, juniper,
dragonspine root—and laid the family crest etched in soft
wood atop her mother’s chest.

And when all was ready, she stood beside the pyre
and tilted her head back.

Then she sang.

Her throat caught halfway through, but she forced
the sound out anyway. The song wasn't meant to sound
pretty. It was meant to hurt. It was a song for the fallen—
the warriors and dreamers who died with purpose in their
mouths and fire in their lungs. Her people’s song. Her
mother’s.

It tore through her like a storm, untamed and
unbound, casting echoes that rang like warnings across the
silence.

When the final note broke apart in her chest, from
somewhere far beyond the trees, beyond the veil between
what was and what would be—

Something breathed her name.

Eliryn opened her eyes.

BoHnu BuMararoTh mnam'sri.

Bonu Bumararoth BOroHb.

Bona ckiana moxoBasibHE 0ararTs 3 TOJIH IITOPMOBOTO JI€PEBa, SIKi
Martu Oepera ajis OEHKETY B3UMKY.

[Tonina mTopmMoBOro nepeBa. MarepuHi MpHUKa3Ku Npo Te, MO “HeMae
CEHCY XOBaTH XOPOIIUI BOTOHB”’, OyJIM aKypaTHO CKJIJeH] B CTIC JJi OCHKETY,
SAKOMY B)K€ HIKOJIM He cyawiocs BinOyrucs. Emipun 3mamocs, mo Tak Oyne
HaWIMpaBWIbHIIIE. SIKIIIO CMEPTh YK€ MpUMAIILIa, HeXail BOHA IPHIiIe OTOPHYTA
TETUIOM 1 BiZUTYHHSIM KOJUIIIHBOTO CMiXY.

Bona oGnamtyBana 6araTTs Ha HEBEIMYKOMY BiBTapi MPOCTO MOCEPE]
XaTd, BCTEIWJIAa WOTO JUKAMH TpaBaMH: JIABAaHJO, SUTIBIIEM, KOpPEHEM
JIpaKoHsSYoro xpedTta 1 mokiana QaminbHUN TepO, BUPI3HOJCHUN Ha M'AKId
JIepeBUH1, MaTepi Ha TPYIH.

I xonm Bce Oyno roToBe, BOHA cTaja Ol BOTHUINA, BIKHUHYJA TOJIOBY
Ha3al.

I BoHa 3acmiBana.

Ha miBcioBi iii mepexonuio ropio, aje BOHA 3 CHJIOI0 BHIITOBXHYJIA
3BYK Ha30BHI. Llg micHs He Mama 3ByuyaTH KpacuBo. BoHa Mana po3puBatu
nyury. Ile OyB riMH ais moJjierjiux, JUIsl BOTHIB 1 MPIMHUKIB, SIKI BMUpAJIU 3
BHCOKOIO METOI0 Ha ByCTax 1 IIAJIEHUM BOTHEM Yy JjereHsx. [licHs 11 nozei.
[Ticus 11 maTepi.

Bona npopsanacs kpi3b Hei, MOB TIepBO3/1aHHa Oyps, TMKa 1 HECTPUMHa,
PO3KHU/Ial0UH B THIII JIYHY, IIIO 3By4Yaja sK KpUBaBE IMMONEPEKEHHS.

Konu ocranHs HoTa pozipBasiacs B ii rpyAsix, 3B1IKMCh 3-1103a JIEPEB, 3-
3a caMmoi 3aBICH MIXK TUM, 10 OyJI0, 1 THM, 1110 MaJIO HACTaTH. ..

[IMock mpoMOBHIIO 11 iM's.

Enipun posmtomumna oui.

[TixBicka Ha 11 mui nynscyBana. Oxun pas. Jpyrui.

Yac maiixe HacTaB.

CBIT yce 11e TOHYB y CipoMy KOJIbOpI, alie 1e Oyla He Ta ClliMa CipiCTh,
10 3apa3 3acTelsia ii odi, a Ta, 0 HAPOKYETHCS 32 MUTH JI0 TOTO, SIK COHIIE
po3puBae ropu3oHT. CipicTh, siIka HIYOro HE O00iIlsfe, aje 3alUIIae MPOCTip
a0COJIIFOTHO I BCHOTO.
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The pendant at her neck pulsed once. Then twice.

It was almost time.

The world was still gray—not the blind kind of
gray that clouded her eyes now, but the kind that came just
before the sun crested the world. The kind that promised
nothing, but left room for everything.

She moved through the house like a ghost, touching
every surface. The basin by the door. The crack in the
windowsill. The hearth where the last of the embers slept
in silence. She didn’t need to see clearly in the dim light to
know they were there.

She washed quickly, in silence. Her hands stung in
the cold water. She didn't notice at first; grief numbed
more than just her fingers. She took her hair roughly in
hand and braided it tightly. A warrior’s braid. Her
mother’s braid.

The armor came next.

Piece by piece, she dressed. Bracers. Greaves.
Chestplate. The sigil over her heart—a dragon’s eye
shadowed by a starburst—was nearly worn smooth. Her
mother had fought for this. Bled for this. Died so Eliryn
could wear it not in shame, but in truth.

The pendant she did not remove.

She tucked it under the armor, against her skin.

It beat now in rhythm with her heart.

When she reached the door, her hand paused on the
carving in the frame. The old family words, carved long
before Eliryn was born:

By Blood and Bond, We Prevail.

She bowed her head to it. Then opened the door.

The wind met her, cold and impersonal. Behind
her, the house was full of ghosts and ash. Ahead of her, the
road.

Bona Gmykana xaroro, MOB Oe3TiIECHHI MPHUBHI, TOPKAIOUYUCH KOXKHOL
pedi. YMuBambHHK Oinsi jaBepeit. TpimmHa Ha mMmiaBiKOHHI. Borhuime, ae B
TIyXiil TUII JOCHMaNy OCTaHHi )apuHKY. i He MOTPiGHO 6YI0 SACHO GauUTH Y
HaITBTEMPSIBI, 100 BiT4yBaTH IXHIO IPUCYTHICTD.

Bona mBuako i MoBuku obOmmiacs. Bin kpuxkaHoi Boau 0OIiCHO
aoMuiio pyku. Crepiry BOHa IIbOrO HaBITh HE IIOMITHIIA; TOpEe 3aMOPO3UIIO HE
nuiue i mkipy. Bona rpy6o nepexomnuiia Bojoccs i CTArHyna Horo B Tyry Kocy.
Kocy Boitensku. MaTepuny Kocy.

Hacrana gepra o0maayHKiB.

Enemenr 3a enemenrom, BoHa Basranacs. Hapyui. Haronminaukwu.
Harpynna nnactuna. 3Hak Hax ii cepriem, ApaKkoHSYEe OKO B TiHI crayiaxy 30pi,
OyB CTepTUi Maii’ke J10 IJIaJKOCTI. [i MaTu ¥inoia 3a e B 6iif. CrummBana 3a 1e
KpoB'to. 3aruHysa 3apaaud Toro, abu EjipuH Moriia HOCUTH el 3HaK HE 3
TaBpOM T'aHbOM, a IO MPAB/Ii.

[TinBicky BOHA He 3HsJA.

Bomna cxoBauna ii mij 1aTamMu, IPUTHCHYBIIH JI0 TOJIOT MIKIPH.

Tenep BoHa Ouacs B €JMHOMY PUTMI 3 1i cepriem.

JiimoBmy 10 ABepeil, BOHa 3ylMHWIIA JOJOHIO Ha pi3bOJIEHHI O/IBipKa.
CrapoBUHHUN POJUHHUN J€B13, BUKapOyBaHUN 3aJI0BTO /10 11 HAPOXKEHHS:

Kpog'to Ta ¥Y3amu mu 3100yBaemo [lepemory.

Bona maHoOGnMBO cXuiawia mepei HUM TojioBy. A TOJl BIJYMHHIIA
JBEPI.

Bitep BnapuB iif B oOmuuusi, KpuxkaHuil 1 abcoytoTHO Oaiinyxuid. 3a
CIMHOIO 3alMlIajacs XaTa, MOBHA NPUBUIIB 1 TIpKOro momeny. A morepeny
MIPOJIATAB MUISX.

VY rosoBi IyHOO BitOMBaBcs rojoc marepi: “Oui MOXYTb Tebe 3paJuTH.
Age TBOs Aylia 3aBX/IM O€3MOMMIIKOBO 3HATUME LUISX .

['mrnOoko BAMXHYBIIM, BOHA BUHIIJIA HA CBITJIO 3 3aTYMaHEHUMH OYUMa
/I YIIEBHEHUMH KPOKaMHU.

UYepes Baau 30py YIMISATHCS 32 PealibHICTh CTaBajo Aenaii Baxde. TiHi
3MUBAINCS B OJHY Macy. Kombopu croTBOprOBanmcs 10 HEBIi3HAHHS. | Bce x
M0 LEHTPY ii MOrasay e *eBpijga KpUXTa SCHOCTI, HEBIIOBHA, MOB BOJa, IO
MPOTIKA€E KPi3b Majblli.
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Her mother’s voice echoed in her mind: “Your eyes
may fail you. But your soul will always know the way.”

With a deep breath, she stepped into the light with
clouded eyes and steady feet.

Her vision made it harder to grasp. Shadows
blended. Colors warped. Still, the center of her gaze held
some clarity—fleeting, like water slipping through her
fingers.

The steady fog that once hovered at the corners of
her sight had begun to encroach. Faces blurred. Landmarks
softened. Even voices sometimes felt sharper than what
her eyes could give her.

But she had learned to move through uncertainty.

She lifted her chin and steadied her breath.

Then came the hoofbeats.

Not rushed. Not loud. Just steady—four beats
pressing into the earth like a summons.

Three riders appeared at the edge of the village,
cloaked in ash-colored wool, their armor dulled with wear.
Their sigils were visible even in the distance: a crown
cracked clean through, encircled by tongues of fire.

Guards for the Trials of Sovereignty.

She turned on her heel, with a speed born of
certainty, and rushed back into the house one final time.

She lit the first ember nest beneath the window.
The second near the hearth. The third at the threshold.

The fire caught fast.

As the smoke thickened and the beams began to
groan, Eliryn stepped outside, closing the door behind her
with quiet finality. The blooming heat pulsed against her
back, swelling with each breath.

It felt wrong, leaving her mother behind.

But Eliryn couldn't afford to be sentimental. Not

['ycTuii TymaH, SIKUH KOJUCH JIUIIE MasYuB Ha repudepii 30py, MilIoB y
Hactyn. O6nmuuust po3muBanucs. OpieHTUpH BTpavyaau oopucu. HaBith 3ByKHu
TOJIOCIB YaCOM JIaBaJIM il TOCTpillle BiAUYTTS MPOCTOPY, aHIK BIACHI OYi.

[Ipote BoHa HaBUMJIACS MTPOKJIAAATH MIJISAX KPi3b CIIITY HEBIJOMICTb.

Bona Butie migHsu1a mig0oopiaas i BUPIBHSIIA JUXaHHS.

A TIOTIM TTOYYBCS IIOKIT KOTIUT.

bes mocmixy. He nanro ryunuii. IIpocto HeBOIaraHHo po3MmipeHui,
YOTUPU TAKTH, 11O BJIABIIOBAJIUCS B 3€MJII0, HEMOB BUPOK.

Ha xparo cena BHPUHYIHM TPO€ BEPIIHMKIB, 3aKyTaHHX Yy IOIEISACTO-
cipy BOBHY, y NOTHMSHIIMX Biji HE3TiYEHHMX MOXOIIB NaTax. IXHi repou
BIIJAJIM B OKO HABITh 3/1aJIEKy: PO3KOJIOTa HABITLJI KOPOHA, OMOBHUTA SI3UKAMHU
BOTHIO.

Baprosi BunpoOysanbs Biamu.

Bomna pi3ko po3BepHysacs, 3 yCi€l0 BIEBHEHICTIO, 1 BOCTAHHE KHHYIACS
B OyJIMHOK.

Bona mignanuna mepiie THI3I0 KApUHOK IMiJ BIKHOM, ApPYyre * Ouis
BOTHUIIIA, & TPETE Ha TIOPO3L.

Borouns 3aiiHsBCs OJIMCKaBUYHO.

[Toku nuM rycrimas, a CTeNbOBI OalKM MOYaIM HATYXHO CTOTHATH,
Enipyn  Buiila Ha30BHI, 3a4MHMBIIM 32 CO0OK JBepi 3  HIMOIO,
0e31m0BOpOTHOIO Kpamnkor. HapocTarounii xap OuB il y ciuHy, po30yxaroouu 3
KOKHUM KOBTKOM TOBITpSL.

[i po3puBao 3cepeMHY Bijl TOTO, IO BOHA 3aIMIINAE MATIpP TaM.

Ane Enipun Oinpmie He Morja  JO3BOJIMTH  co0l  pO3KiI
CEHTUMEHTaIbHOCTI. binbie Hi. 1ls yacTrHa ii my1n Bke Tex majiajia y BOTHI.

Bona 3iifuuta 3 mopora i BHIIpOCTajacs Ha IMOBEH 3pICT, HaMEpPTBO
3LINMBIIA PYKH 3a crnuHoro. KokeH ii M'a3 OyB HaTSATHYTHiIl, MOB TSTHBA.
KoskeH noaux, XipypriuHo BUBIpEHUH.

Bona He mana Hamipy jamaTHcs, Xail OM 110 BOHM B Hill He OaumiId.
Cnabky. Tuxy. HoHbKy winurenbku. Ty, 1o HIOMTO HAATO KpUXKa, abu
BHUHECTH Ha CBOIX IJIeYax Bary BTPA4€HOI CHAAIIAHN BIACHOTO POIY.

Censtnu  3i0panuicss JOBKOJa, aie 30BCIM He 3apanu Hei. Bonu
BUIIMKYBAINCS B3JI0BXK I'PYHTOBOI JJOPOTH, HEMOB NMPHUBHUIHN, EPEUIINTYIOUYNCH
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anymore. That part of her burned too.

She stepped down from the doorway and stood tall,
her hands clenched tight behind her back. Every muscle
was a taut string. Every breath, measured.

She had no intention of breaking—no matter how
they looked at her. Weak. Quiet. The healer’s daughter.
The one too frail to carry the weight of her family’s lost
legacy.

The villagers gathered, but not for her. They lined
the dirt path like ghosts, speaking in hushed voices. No
farewells. No blessings. No offerings.

Their silence said enough.

Eliryn kept her chin high anyway. Let them think
what they wanted.

Her throat tightened with unease,
swallowed it down.

She turned toward the waiting riders. They hadn’t
moved. Still as stone, as though they had always been
there.

but she

She took a breath.

One step.

Then another.

Ashes curled into the morning air. Behind her, the
roof collapsed with a hiss of sparks.

Each step took her farther from the only home
she’d ever known.

Closer to the ancient purpose that had waited
lifetimes to claim her.

Chapter 3: The Weight of Smoke

“Fate doesn’t knock. It drags you by the bones.” —
Caelen Vorr, last rider of the Hollow Watch

npuriaymeHumu  rojgocamu. JKoanux mnpomasb. JKoaHux 01arociioBeHb.
’KonHux miIHOIIEHb.

Ixne rpo6oBe MOBUAHHS KPHUYAJIO IyuHille 3a OyIb-AKi CI0Ba.

[Tonmpu Bce, Enipun Tpumaia migbopians Bucoko. Hexait mymarors, 110
iM 3aMaHeThbCs.

[i rop;0 30aBUIIO Bij JIMNKOT TPMBOIH, ajle BOHA CHJIOMIllb HPOKOBTHYJA
LIEW KOM.

Bona posBepHynacss [0 BEpIIHUKIB, 110 4Yekadun Ha Hei. BoHu He
3BOPYXHYJIUCS. 3aBMEPII, MOB KaM'siHI cTaTyi, HiOW CTOSJTH TYT LTy BIYHICTb.

Bomna 3po6una Baux.

OuH KpoK.

[ToriMm 1me oguH.

YacTku momeny 3aKpyKJSUIM B PaHKOBOMY MOBITpi. 3a i1 cHuHOIO 3
XMDKUM HIMITHHSIM 1CKOp OOBAIMBCS J1aX.

KoxeH HOBHWII KpOK BifiaisB ii BiJ €IMHOTO TOMY, SIKHH BOHA KOJIU-
HeOy/b 3HaNA.

[TinBoastum Bce OJIMXKYE IO MPATABHBOTO MPU3HAYCHHS, SIKE YeKaJIO 1L
€roxu, adu HapelITi Npea'sBUTH Ha Hel CBOi Mpasa.

Po3nin 3: Tarap numy

“Jlonss HE cTykae y nBepl. Bona BomounTh Tebe 3a cami KICTKH.” —
Kaenen Bopp, ocranniii Bepurauk [lopoxuboi BapT.
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Eliryn didn’t speak. Not when the guards arrived,
not when the villagers watched from alongside the dirt
path, afraid to meet her eyes. Her breath fogged in the
morning chill, shallow and controlled.

One of the riders dismounted as she neared—Dboots
sinking slightly into the frost-hardened earth. His
movements were smooth and practiced, like someone who
had collected many things in his life: taxes, criminals,
unwilling trial chosen. His armor was scuffed but polished,
marked by long travel but worn with obvious pride.

His face was stark against the pale morning—sharp
cheekbones, a dark braid looped over one shoulder, and
a narrow scar splitting his bottom lip. He looked at her the
way someone might study the edge of a blade—curious,
not yet impressed.

His eyes lingered on hers. Not with sympathy. But
recognition. Noticing the strange, blind fog that coated her
irises—and the distaste she did not try to hide behind
them.

“So,” he said. His voice was rough but even, like
gravel under snow. “This is what the Flame has chosen.”

She said nothing.

Another rider, still mounted, gave a laugh—dry and
cruel. “She’ll last just long enough to die in the depths of
the citadel. The only mark she’ll ever leave.”

Eliryn didn't flinch. Her jaw tightened, just enough
to ache, but she'd heard worse from her own village.

“Lead the way,” she said.

That caught them. Both of them, for just a beat.
The first rider’s brows lifted slightly, as if measuring her
again with new information. The second gave a snort but
didn’t answer otherwise.

The third rider didn’t speak at all.

Enipun He 3ponmna Hi cioBa. Hi Toni, komu mpulymna BapTa, Hi KOJIH
CEeNIIHM BUTpIIIAIMCA Ha Hel 3 y30i4dsd IPYHTOBOI JAOpOrH, OOSTy3/IHBO
XoBalouM odi Bij il morsay. Ii quxanns kiy6ounnaocs B paHKOBill KpusKaHiit
IIPOXOJIOJII, YPUBUYACTE, CTUCHYTE JI0 MEXI.

OnuH 13 BEpUIHHUKIB 31CKOYHB 13 Ci/J1a, IOWHO BOHA HAOIM3HIIACS, HOTO
40OOTH IIIyXO BIpy3/IH B CKYTy MOpo3oM 3eminto. KoxeH ioro pyx OyB Xmxum
1 BIATOYCHHMM, SIK Yy JIFOJIMHU, IO 32 CBOE JKUTTSA 30Upaja HE Mall0 peye:
TOJATKY, 3JIOYMHIB, NPUPEUEHHX KEPTB BHIPOOyBaHb. Moro martu Gymm
MOTEPTi, aJIle BUYHIICH] /10 OJIMCKY, MTOCIUeH] JOBIMMHU MaHIpaMH, IPOTE HOCHB
BiH iX 13 HEMPHUXOBAHOIO MTHUXO¥O.

Horo o6muuust pi3ko BHAIISIOCS HA TIi GMIiZOr0 PaHKy: FOCTPi BHIIMLII,
TEMHa KOca, NepeKUHyTa 4yepe3 Iieyue, 1 TOHKUH 1pam, 10 PO3TUHAB HUKHIO
ryOy. BiH 3MmipsB 11 TakuM MOTIIAIOM, SIKHM 3a3BHYai OLIHIOIOTH JIE30 KIMHKA,
3 XOJIOJAHUM 1HTEepecoM, aie 6e3 KpUXTHU 3aXBary.

Moro oui HanmoBro Bm'sumcs B ii oGmuuus. Y HuX He Oyno it kparmi
chiBuyTTs. Jlumie mokaszyBanu 1o BiH MOMITUB. [IOMITHUB MOTOpPOIIHY, CIily
MeJIeHy, 10 3aTAryBaiia il palay K i Ty HEIPHUXOBaHY BiApa3zy, IO XOBaiacs
3a HEIO.

“Orxe,”
rpaBiit XpycTiB miJ cHiroM. “Ocs 1o oopaino [Tomym’s

Bona MoBuyaia, Haue HiMa.

[HmIMIt BepUIHMK, IO AOCI CHIIB Yy Ci/Ull, BUJABHB CyXy W 3IICHY
ycMilIKy.“BoHa mpoTArHe piBHO CTUIBKH, OO 3J0XHYTH B MiJ3€MEIsIX
nuTazaem. Lle equauii cia, SKUii BOHA IMIcis ceOe 3alUIINTD .

Enipun HaBiTh OKOM He 3MUTHYJA. BOoHa cTHCHYIA LIeNenu Tak, 10 ax
3yOu 3aHWIIH, ajie y BIIACHOMY celli il JOBOJWIIOCS YyTH H HE TaKky OTpYTY.

“IToka3yiite nuisix,” — Biapi3aja BOHA.

Ile 3mycmno ix 3atHyrHca. OO0o0X, xXail 1 Ha OAHY KOPOTKY MHTb.
[lepunii BepIIHUK Jie/lb TOMITHO 3BiB OpOBH, HIOM 3aHOBO 3BAXKYIOUH ii MICI]IA
nouytoro. J{pyruii auiie npe3upanuBo TUPXHYB, aje BCE )K MPOKOBTHYB SI3UKA.

Tpertiii BepIIHUK B3araji He 3pOHUB Hi 3BYKY.

BiH cTOSIB HEpYXOMO, HU3bKO HAaCYHYBIIH KamlTyp, 1 KiHb MiJ HUM OyB
aGCOTIOTHO HepyXOMHM. Moro mpucyTHicTh GeHTeXHIa, BiH OyB HE HPOCTO

— KUHYB BiH. Moro rosoc 3By4aB XpHUIKO, ajié PIBHO, Haue

2 ”
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He remained still, hood drawn low, horse perfectly
motionless beneath him. His presence was unnerving—not
just silent, but absent. As though he took up space without
belonging to it. Eliryn couldn’t sense his attention outright,
yet she felt watched.

Without a word, the first rider turned and gestured
toward a fourth horse—tethered quietly behind the others.
A compact, dark-coated mare with intelligent eyes. Her
breath curled into the cold air like smoke, and she stood
completely still as Eliryn approached.

No blessing. No words. Just the mare, waiting like
a sentence handed down. Eliryn swung onto the saddle
anyway.

Her fingers closed over the reins like memory—
tight, but certain. Her mother had taught her well, even if
her body had never left the village. She could feel the
strength of the mare beneath her, the low hum of
anticipation in its bones.

Behind them, her house was already burning.

The ember nests she’d laid—dried root-cloth, oil-
soaked bark, birdflame twigs—caught fast. Smoke
billowed upward in thick gray tendrils. The thatch had
fallen in. She could hear the last groans of the beams as
they collapsed.

The first rider paused to glance back. “What kind
of girl burns her house down before she leaves?” he
muttered—not to her. Not to anyone.

The second rider sneered. “The kind who doesn’t
come back.”

She let the silence answer for her.

What kind of girl burns her house down?

The kind who can't afford to look back.

The road out of Lirin’s Edge passed quiet,

MOBYa3HUM, Horo B3araii HiOM TyT He Oyno. Haue BiH 3aiimaB mpocrtip, ajne He
HaJIeXkaB [[bOMY CBITYy. EnipuH He BiguyBaja HOro mpsiMoro norjisay, npore ii
HIKipy MOIIUITYBAJIO Bij YyXKOT0 HOTJISY.

He xaxxy4u Hi c0Ba, NepUIMH BEPIIHUK PO3BEPHYBCS 1 MOBUKH KUBHYB
Ha YEeTBEPTOTO KOHS, IO THXO CTOSB Ha MpuB'a3i mo3aay iHmux. Lle Oyma
MillHa, THiJa KOOMIIa 3 HABJMBOBMKY PO3YMHHUMH OYMMA. [i OJUX KITyOOUMBCS
B KPWXKaHOMY IIOBITpPi, MOB T'YCTHH JMM, i BOHA CTOsJIa Haue BKOIAHA, KOJHU
Enipun migidinma oimmkye.

XKomuux OnarocioBeHb Ha gopory. JKomHux HamyTHiX ciiB. Jlume
KoOMJIa, 110 YeKajla Ha Hei, HEeMOB yXe BUHECEHHMH cMepTHUMl BHpoK. I Bce x
Enipun 3nerina B cijyio.

I mameri 3IMKHYJUCS Ha MOBOJJII 3aBASIKM CaMiil JuIe maM'aTi M's3iB,
10 00JII0 MIITHO, ajie BIEBHEHO. MaTH BHUIIKOIMIA 11 0€3M0raHHO, HaBITh AKILO
¢i3uuno EnipuH HikonM He 3aivinaiia MeX cena. BoHa cnuHOmO BimguyBana
MOTY)KHY CHJIy TBapHHHM IiJl co0O0I0 i Te Tiryxe, BiOpyrode OdYiKyBaHHS, IO
OpHHIJIO B KICTKaX KOOMIIH.

A 3a i CIUHOIO B)KE€ TTAIaB 11 PiHUH JTiM.

['Hi3/a 3 KapUHOK, SIKi BOHA PETENbHO pO3Kjaja, BUCYIIEHAa KOpEeHEeBa
TKaHUHA, MTPOCSIKHYTA OJIEI0 KOpa Ta XMHU3 MTAIIUHOTO MOJIYM's, CIIaJaxXHYyJIH
MUTTEBO. JluMm xkamiOHO pBaBcs B HEOO TOBCTUMH CIPUMH IIYHAIbIISIMH.
Conom'sHa cTpixa npoBanuiacs BcepeauHy. BoHa uyna nepencMepTHHi CTOTIH
JiepeB'THUX OaJIOK, SIKI TPOIIMIIUCS Y BOTHI.

[lepuinii BepIIHUK 3yNMUHUBCA, 1100 KUHYTH Toriis yepes miede. “Io
3a JliBUa CHANIOE BIACHUU MIM JOTIa THepes Bia'iznomM?” — mpoOypMOTiB BiH.
He no mei. I B3arasi Hi 10 KOro.

Jpyruil BepIIHUMK HAcMIIIKyBaTo NpoMoBuB: “Ta, ska 3Hae, 10 He
MTOBEPHETHCA .

Bona no3Bonuia rpo0OoBiil TUII BiINOBICTH 3aMiCTh HE.

SIka miBUMHA cHIATIOE CBii MiM gotiia?

Ta, sika OiIbIlIe HE Ma€ MpaBa O3UPATUCS HA3A].

Mnsax 13 Kpato Jlipina nponsiraB moB3 HiMiI OyAMHKH 3 Hariyxo
3a0MTUMHU BIKOHHMLAMU. J{uMm 3MmiiBcs B HE0O, BUpi3al0uu YOPHY paHy Ha T
0J1110T0 CBITaHKY. BepiHuku ixanu Brepen y CynpoBo/ii MEPTBOTHOI THILII.
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shuttered homes. Smoke coiled into the sky, dark against
the pale dawn. Silence accompanied the riders as they
traveled forward.

They made no conversation.

By the time they stopped near a bend in the forest
road, night had fallen in earnest. A fire was lit before
Eliryn had the chance to dismount from her mare. The
others gathered close to the heat, muttering in clipped
phrases, inspecting weapons and saddles. Eliryn stood at
the edge of the firelight, unsure if she was meant to join
them, if that would even be allowed.

The silent rider approached.

He moved without sound. Not even his armor gave
him away. He extended a blanket toward her, and she took
it, their fingers brushing.

A chill went up her spine.

“Thank you,” she said quietly.

His voice came so softly, it could have been
mistaken for wind through leaves.

“You don’t ask questions,” he said.

Eliryn blinked. “Would you answer them?”

A long pause.

“No,” he admitted, but without cruelty.

She almost smiled. Almost. But that felt like too
much, tonight. “Then we understand each other.”

He didn’t reply with words, but the smallest shift in
his expression suggested amusement. He moved away like
a shadow drawn back toward the trees.

Later, when two of the guards murmured among
themselves, Eliryn sat alone. She kept her ears open. Not
just to what they said, but to what they didn't. No names.
Not even once.

The woods whispered behind her. Something

HixTo i cioBa He ckazas.

Konu BoHM HapemTi 3po0uau mpuBasl OISl TOBOPOTY JIICOBOTO TPAKTY,
Ha 3eMJTI0 BKE OITyCTHUJIACs HEMPOTJIsAIHA Hid. bararTs po3Ben# 1me 0 Toro, K
Enipun BcTura cmimurtucs. [Himi 30umucs B Kymmy OIS Teria, MepeKuaaounuch
oOpyOanumu (ppazamu 1 mepeBipsitoun 30poro Ta cijia. EmipuH 3aBMepia Ha
CaMICIHBKIA MeXI1 CBITJIa BiJl BOTHHUIIA, BOHA HE 3HaJa, YM BApTO il MiAXOIUTH
710 HUX, 1 YM JJO3BOJIATH il y3araji 1e 3poOuTH.

MoBuya3HHMii BEpITHUK HAOTU3HUBCS 10 Hel.

Bin pyxaBcst abcomoTHO GesiryMHo. Moro He BHJaBaB HaBiTh OGPS3KIT
nat. Bin mpoctarnyB i koBiapy, 1 BOHa B3suia fii. IxHi mameIli Ha MUTH
3ITKHYIIHUCS.

ITo ii xpeOTy MpoOIr KpHXKaHUM XOJIO/.

“JIAKy10,” — THXEHBKO BiJ[Ka3aja BOHA.

Horo ronoc mpoyHaB HACTUILKH HPUITIYLICHO, IO HOTO Jerko MOXKHA
OyII0 CILTYTaTH 3 MIEJIECTOM BITPY B JIUCTI.

“Twu He cTaBHII 3aIUTaHb,” — CKa3aB BiH.

Enipun moprayna. “A ti 6 Ha HUX BiAMOBIB?”

Jlosra maysa.

“Hi,” — 313HaBcs BiH, ajie 03 3HYIIaHHS.

Bona nenp He BcMixHynacs. Maibke. Ane 1ie€l HOYI 1€ 3/aBaliocs
HE03BOJIEHOIO po3KimIo. “Toai MU pO3yMIEMO OHE OTHOTO .

Bin He BiAMOBIB yrojoc, ajie JeAb BIOBMMAa 3MiHa Ha Horo oOiuy4i
BUJIaBaja JIETKY TiHb po3Baru. BiH BiACTOpOHUBCS, HEMOB O€3TUJIECHA TiHb, SIKY
3HOBY 3aTSTHYIIO B JIICOBY T'yIIIaBUHY.

[Ti3Himme, KOaU JIBOE BAapTOBUX CTHXA MEPEHINTYBAJIUCS MK c000f0,
Enipun cunina va camoti. Bona nHamopommna Byxa. Ciayxana He JUIle Te, 10
BOHU T'OBOPWJIH, aje i Te, npo 1o MoBuanu. Koguux imeH. JKogHoro pasy.

Jlic mo3any Hei 3moBicHO 1enoTiB. II{ock THX0 XPYCHYJO i HOTaMH.

[i posapaTysano Te, Kk 3paJHHUILKKM HAIIaMaBcs ii rojoc. 3HeHaBHIiNa
cebe 3a Te, 1m0 B3araii 3anuraia. “XToch Tam €?”

MepTBa Tuma. 3BiCHO Xk, Hisikoi Biamosiai. Lle Oymo 6 Haxro mpocto.

Bin 3H0BY OyB Tam. Tperiit BepuHuk. CriocrepiraB. Bin crnoctepiras
HEBIJICTYITHO.
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cracked softly underfoot.

She hated how her voice cracked. Hated that she
asked at all. “Someone there?”

Silence. Of course there's no answer. That would
make things easy.

He was there again. The third rider. Watching.
Always watching.

When a venomous crawler darted toward her, she
flinched at the sudden thud of a stone. She never saw it
die—she only heard the crack of bone, smelled the
metallic tang of something broken. Her stomach flipped.
She hated that, too.

That night, she dreamed—of wind and voice and
presence too large for shape. She woke gasping, the
pendant branding heat into her sternum. She tore it out
from under her armor, clutching it in her fists until her
knuckles turned white. A perfect ring of melted frost had
formed around her bedroll.

The others said nothing. But their eyes lingered too
long.

By the next afternoon, the towers of the capital
broke across the horizon. The road beneath them seemed
to pulse, as if something ancient stirred far beneath its
stone spine.

They passed a black-liveried wagon going the other
way.

“Royal physician’s crest,” the scarred rider
muttered.

“Strange time to run,” said the cruel one.

“Strange time for everything. First the call. Next
the culling.”

Eliryn stayed silent. But the words coiled
somewhere low in her stomach, heavy as stone.

Komu otpyiiHuii 1mOB3yH KHMHYBCcA B ii OiK, BOHa 3JpHUTHYNACs Bij
panToBOro rIyxoro ynapy kameHs. BoHa Tak 1 He moOaumia, sK BiH CKOHaB,
JMIIE TOYylNa HYIOTHHH XPYCKIT MaHIMpa 1 Bigdyna MeTaJeBUH cMopin
PO3TPOIIEHOT IIOTi. Ii mTyHOK 3po6HB Kyns6iT. BoHa 3HeHABUIINA 1 1Ie TAKOX.

Tiel HOUI 1 CHUBCS KOIIMap: XWKHUU BiTep, O3TIJIECCHUN TOJIOC 1 YUACH
IIPUCYTHICTb, HAATO BeJIETEHChbKa, abu Matu Qopmy. Bona npokunynacs,
Xarar4y MOBITPS POTOM, a TiJBICKA BHITAJIOBaja Ha ii TPYAHMHI PO3MCUYCHE
TaBpo. BoHa BuCMMKHYyna ii 3-miJ JIaT, 3 CUJIOIO CTHUCKAKO4M B KyJakax, ax
MTOKY KiCTOYKH TaJIbIIIB HE mooOimiu. JJoBKoa ii mocTelni yTBOpuIIocs ifeaibHe
KOJIO PO3IIABJIEHOTO 1HEIO.

[Hm1i He 3poHMIM Hi cloBa. AJie IXHI MOTJISIIN 3aTPUMYBAIIMCS Ha Hii
HaJTO JIOBTO.

HanBewip HAacTymHOTo JHS TOPH3OHT PO3ipBajM TOCTPI BEXI CTOJHII.
Jopora mig iXHIMM HOTaMHM, 3/aBajiocs, IMyJbCcyBaja, HIOM rmMOOKO mim il
KaM'SSHUM XpeOTOM BOPYIIMIIOCS IIIOCH MTPaJaBHE.

Bonu po3muHyNIuCS 3 KapeTor B YOPHHUX JIIBpesX, I10 IpsMyBaja B
MPOTHIICKHUH OIK.

“I'ep0 KOpOJIBCHKOTO JiKaps, — MPOOYpMOTIB BEPIIHUK 13 IIPAMOM.

“JluBHUIA yac, mo0 TIKaTH, — CKa3aB )KOPCTOKHUH.

“3apaz mna Bcpboro uBHMN dac. Cnepmy NOkiauk. A rtenep —
BUHHUILEHHS.”

Enipun nposoBxyBana MOBYaTH. AJie 11l CJIOBa CKPYTHUIIMCS 3MI€I0 J1€Ch
rau00KO B 11 )KHBOTI, BaXKKi, MOB MOTHJILHHI KaMiHb.

Jlo HacTaHHS HOY1 MICTO MPOKOBTHYJIO iX Y CBOIX KaM'STHMX HYTpOIIax i
TIHSX.

A nech 0e3MeXHO TJIMOOKO TMiJl yCiM MM 3aBOPYIIUJTIOCS IIOCh
CTapOJIaBHE.

Iocsk, 1110 YeKao.

I »xagi0HO 1IEmOoTIIIO0 11 IM'S.

Enipun 3uinuna 3you i 3Mmycuiia cede MmoBipuTH, 110 1ie OyB JMIIe BiTep.
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By nightfall, the city swallowed them in stone and
shadow.

And somewhere far below it all, something old
stirred.

Waiting.

And whispering her name.

Eliryn clenched her jaw and told herself it was the
wind.

Chapter 4: The Citadel

"Trust no throne whose walls were built by
silence." —Sayings of the Wandering Flame

The gates of Vireth opened with a sound like a
sigh—old wood groaning against iron, heavy with the
weight of forgotten oaths. No herald greeted them, no
fanfare. Only the measured clatter of hooves on worn
stone, and the silent watch of sentries tucked into
shadowed battlements above.

Eliryn sat straighter in the saddle as they passed
beneath the arch. The cold hadn’t lessened, though the sun
now hung high and weak behind gauzy clouds. She
blinked hard, trying to focus. Light and shadow flickered
oddly across her vision—no longer distinct shapes, only
drifting impressions. Smears of color. Echoes of what
should be. The road below pulsed like wet ink; the sky
above was a smear of ash-white.

Her knuckles whitened. She tried to loosen her
grip. Failed. Her body wasn't listening anymore.

Her body knew how to feel the road’s slope, the
shift of terrain, the tremor of danger near. But here, inside
the city walls, that knowing faltered. The ground was too
even. The air too still. It felt... muted.

Po3zain 4: lutagean

“He #imu Bipm TpoHY, 4ui Mypu 3BefeHi 3 Tumi.” — [loBuaHHS
Mangpisaoro [Tomym’s.

bpamu Bipera po3uaxHynmcs 31 3ByKOM, CXOXXKHM Ha IepeICMEpTHE
31TXaHHA, JPEBHS JEpeBUHA HATYXKHO CTOTHajla, TPY4YHCh 00 ipXkaBe 3aii3o,
pO3/aBIeHa TArapeM 3a0yTHX KJIATB. IX He 3yCTpilM Hi CypMM IJIallaTaiB, Hi
ypouucti (andapu. Jlume 6e3xanbHO PO3MIPEHUI IOKIT KOMHUT MO CTEPTId
OpyKIiBLI Ta HIMUWA, XVDKUW HarJIg]l BAPTOBUX, 110 MPUYAIIKNCS B YOPHUX MAaIax
O1MHUIb HArOPi.

Enipun BucTpyHumiacs B CiLIJII  KOJM BOHHU TPODKIKAIU  Tif
CKJICTIIHHAM apku. Mopo3 aHITpOXHM HE BiJCTYIHUB, XOYa COHIIE BXKE BHUCLIO
BHCOKO, Oifie ¥ HEMIYHE 3a CaBaHOM HamiBIpo3opux xmap. Bona mo 6o:mto
CTHCHYJIa MOBIKH, BITYalAYIIIHO HaMararouuch cokycysaru noryan. CeiTio i
TIHb XUMEPHO CTPUOAIHN Nepe]l 0UrMa, OUIbIIE HISKMX YITKUX KOHTYpIB, JIUIIE
IpUMapHi BIIOUTKHU, 110 Oe3BOJBbHO JpeddyBanu B mpocTtopi. bpyani mismu
KoJbopy. JKamorigHi BIUIYHHS TOro, YMM CBIT MaB Ou Oyrtu. Jlopora min
KONUTaMU TyJNbCyBajla, HEMOB CBDKa YOpHWIbHA paHa; HebOo 3ropu
PO3TIKAIOCS MEPTBOTHO-TIOTIEIISICTUM KOJIBOPOM.

Kicroukn 1ii mnampuiB mnoOimim Big Hampyru. Bona cnpoOysana
pPO3THCHYTH XBaTKy. MaprHo. BrmacHe Tijio ocTaToyHO BHWHIUIO 3-Tia il
KOHTPOJTIO.

[i Tino BMiNo 3uMTyBaTH HAaXWJI AOPOTH, HAlMEHIHMii 3CyB IPYHTY, Jeb
BJIOBHME TPEMTiHHA OJM3bKOi Hebe3neku. Ane TyT, 32 MypaMy LIbOTO MiCTa, 1€
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The streets were empty. Swept clean as bone. No
merchants. No children. No curious eyes peeking from
behind curtains. The shutters were nailed shut. Flags hung
limp, colorless in the dim air. Even the wind passed
carefully here, as though afraid of waking something.

None of the guards spoke. Even the second rider
had long since run out of jeers. The city itself seemed to
smother speech. Eliryn told herself it was just fear. Old
stone didn't smother people. It didn't watch.

Then again, she'd just learned that pretending
something wasn't real didn't make it less dangerous.

They passed under archways that grew older and
taller with each bend in the path. Statues watched them
from above—winged things, faceless kings, cloaked
warriors without names. She couldn’t see their
expressions. She didn’t need to. The weight of their gaze
was enough.

The first rider led them forward with a seasoned
calm, drawing them toward the citadel perched at the
city’s heart. Eliryn couldn’t see its full shape—only
slanted walls and the glint of spires like spears against the
pale sky. Her mare shifted nervously beneath her, hooves
tapping a faster rhythm. She placed a hand to the horse’s
neck, steadying it with a whisper.

Her stomach twisted. The saddle felt safer than
standing.

The road behind had become familiar. The wary
watch of the first rider. The venomous barbs from the
second. And the third, always present just beyond sight,
moving like a thought half-swallowed. She didn’t know
them—Dbut she knew their rhythm.

What waited inside was unknown.

When her boots finally met stone, she felt it: the

npagaBHeE 4yTTs 3paawio ii. 3emns Oyna HenpupogHo piBHOW0. IloBiTps
3aJylINIMBO HEPYXOMHM. Y C€ HAaBKOJIO 3/1aBAJIOCS... IITYYHO MPUAYILIEHUM.

Bymumi Bumepnu. BuuutieHi qomeHTy, MOB 00rpu3eHa Kictka. Ko qHux
kpamapiB. JKomHoro mutsyoro cmixy. JKoaHuX JONUTIMBUX oOuel, IO
KpajsbKoMa BH3Upaiu 0 3-3a ¢ipaHok. BikoHHUI OynaM HariIyxo 3alBSXOBaHI.
[Ipanmopu BuCIIM MISIBUMH TaHUYIpKaMH, 3HEOApBJICHI y ThMSHOMY MapeBi.
HagiTh BiTep KpaBcsi TYT HaBUINMHMHbKAaX, HIOM OO0sBCS po30yaUTH SKECh
IIpaJaBHE 3J10.

BaprtoBi He 3poHnin Hi cioBa. HaBiTh y Ipyroro BepurHuka BKe JaBHO
BUYEpIABCs 3alac HAcMIIIOK. 37aBajlocs, caMe MICTO Oe3KalbHO JYIIMTh
Oyab-sIKi 3BYKH B 3apojKy. EnipuH mepexoHyBana ceOe, IO I JIMIIE CTpax.
Crape kaMiHHs He AyIIUTh Jtoei. BoHO He Mae oueid, 11100 criocTepiraru.

Ane 3 iHmoro OOKy, BOHAa HIOHHO 3acCBOiJla BaKJIMBHHA YpPOK: SIKIIO
3aIUTIOIIMTH 04l Ha peajbHICTh, BOHA HE CTaHE B4 IbOTO0 MEHII
CMEPTOHOCHOIO.

Bonu muHamm apku, sfKi 3 KOKHUM BHUIMHOM ULUIAXY CTaBaJld BCe
CTapilIUMU W TOXMYpIIIMMHU. 3TOPU 32 HUMH HEBIAPUBHO CTEXKHIU CTaTyi:
KpWJIaTi MOTBOPH, O€3JIMKI KOPOJIi, 3aKyTaHi B IJamli 6e3iMeHH1 BoiHU. BoHa He
6aunsIa BUpa3iB iXHIX KaM'sHUX 00auu. Iif i He OyaI0 MOTPiIOHO. 3aAyILIMBOIO
TATaps IXHIX MOTJIAIIB BUCTAYaJIO CIIOBHA.

[lepuiuii BepIIHUK BIB iX yIepes 13 X0J0IHOKPOBHICTIO OyBajioro kara,
3aTATYIOUM 1X yce OnuKde 10 MUTaeNl, 10, Hade XMKUM NTax, BMOCTUIACS B
camoMy cepii Micta. EnipuH He Moryia OXOIMUTH MOTJISA0OM YCIO il TOTBOPHY
BENUY, JIUIIe XHMMEPHO TOXWII CTIHM Ta XIKUH OJNHMCK WIMWUIIB, IO
mpocTpoMiItoBaiIu Oiige Hebo, HeMoB crucu. KoOuma miig Hew HepBOBO
3aTaHIfoBaJla, BUOMBAIOYM KOMHUTAaMHM TapsykoBUi putMm. EnipuH noknana
JIOJIOHIO Ha LIWIO TBAPUHU, BTAMOBYIOUH 11 JIEAb YYTHHUM ILIETIOTOM.

[i myrpomi ckpytuno Tyrum Bysaom. Tpumatucs B Cimmi 3aaBajnocs
KyAu O€3MeYHINM, HIXK CTYIUTH Ha 110 3eMJIIO.

[Inax, 1Mo 3aauImmuBCs 103a1y, BXKE BCTUT CTaTH 3HaHoMuM. [InwibHuil,
XWDKAWA Harfsiy mneprioro BepuHuka. OTpyiiHi mmnuiabku apyroro. | tpetiit —
TOM, IO 3aBXKIM MasuuB JieCb Ha MEXi 30py, Oe3TiIecHHH, MOB HeloAyMaHa
nymka. BoHa He 3Hana 1ux Jiro1ei, ajne JOCKOHAI0 BUBYMIIA TXHIM PUTM.
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break. The shift. The world rethreaded itself the moment
her feet touched ground.

The horses were led away without ceremony, the
citadel seemingly swallowing them without a sound.

Inside, sconces of cold witchlight lined the walls,
casting pale blue fire that made depth vanish. No echoes.
No warmth. Even her footsteps felt like an intrusion.

A woman emerged from the shadows—tall, robed,
unmoved. Her hair pale, her mouth thinner than judgment.
Eliryn couldn’t see her clearly, but the shape of her
attention was razor-sharp.

“So,” the woman said, her tone bored, “the final
chosen. Late, but not lost.”

A low snort behind her. The second rider, no doubt.
The woman silenced it with a flick of her fingers.

“There were no problems,” the first rider said,
voice clipped.

The woman gave a single nod and turned her gaze
back to Eliryn. “I imagine not.”

“I’'m ready,” Eliryn said, trying not to sound too
small.

“Not quite yet,” the woman replied, almost gently.
“There’s an order to these things; a written way of
progression.”

Eliryn frowned. But before she could ask about
what the written way was, a guard approached. Silent.
With cuffs.

“What are those for?” she asked, voice low.

“Formality,” the woman said. “Even our chosen
guests must be... contained.”

The first rider did not speak.

The second looked too pleased.

Her stomach dropped so fast she almost swayed.

ATie Te, 1110 YeKaJl0 BCEPEArHI, TUXalo aOCOTIOTHOK HEBIIOMICTIO.

Konn ii migomBu HapewmTi TOPKHYJIUCS KaMEHIO, BOHA BiAuyja Ie:
pi3kuii HaamoM. TexkroHiuHMit 3cyB. CBIT epeKkpoiB BIaCHY TKAHUHY B Ty caMy
CEKYH/1Y, KOJI 1i HOTH CTaJii Ha 3eMJII0.

Komneit 3abpanu 0e3 3aiiBUX IEpEMOHIi, 3/1aBajoCs, UTAJENb MIPOCTO
0e31TyMHO MTPOKOBTHYJIA iX y CBOiM Iali.

VYcepenuui cTiHM  Oynm  BCiSHI  CBITWJIBHHKAMH 3 XOJOJHUM
BIZIbOMCBKUM CSIHBOM, M0 BUIIPOMIHIOBAIHM OJi/10-0JIaAKUTHE TONMYM's, SKE
HaMEpTBO CTUPAJIO BiAUyTTs ruOHHU. JKOmHOTO BiATyHHS. AHI Kparuii Terva.
HagiTtb 3ByK ii BTacHUX KpOKiB 3/1aBaBCsl TYyT IPyOUM BTOPTHEHHSIM.

3 rycroi TiHi BUpHHYJIA XKiHKa, BUCOKA, 3aKyTaHa B MAHTIiI0, a0COIIOTHO
He3BOpyIIHA. Ii Bomoccsa 6yI0 MEpPTBOTHO-OMIiMM, a TyOM CTHCHYTI TOHIIE 3a
came Jye30 mpaBocyansd. EmipuH He Moria po3rienité ii B JeTaisx, aje
KOHIIEHTPOBAHUI MPOMIHb 11 yBaru pizas ripiie 3a OpuTBy.

“OT1xke,” — IPOTATHYJA )KIHKa TOHOM, HACKPi3b MPOCSKHYTUM HY/BTOI0,
— “OcranHs oOpaHa. 3amni3HuIach, aje He 3aryounace”.

[To3amy mouysnocst rimyxe nupxanai. be3 HaliMeHIINX CyMHIBIB TO OyB
npyruil BepiiHuk. JKiHKa 3aTKHYyJA Oro OJJHUM JIIHUBUM MOPYXOM MajblliB.

“O6iiocs 6e3 yckiiaJHeHb,” — CKa3aB MEepIInii BEPIIHUK PI3KO.

XKinka oOMexunacs €IMHHUM CKyNMM KHBKOM 1 3HOBY BH'sutacs
norsisiioM B Enipun. “Ille 6 mak™.

“Sl roroBa,” — MoBuia EnipuH, 3 yciX CHJI HaMararouuch HE 3By4YaTH
HKAJIIOT1THO 1 HIKYEMHO.

“Ille Hi,” — Maiixke 3 JariAHICTIO MOBUJIA XKIHKA. — “Y TaKHUX CHpaBax €
CBI{ HEMOPYUIHUI MOPSIIOK, PETIIAMEHTOBAHUH LUISIX, IKUM HaJIEKUTh 1TH .

Enipun Hacynunacs. Ae mepi Hi’XkK BOHA BCTUIJIA 3allUTaTH, 11O 1€ 3a
pernsaMeHTOBaHMM HUISX, A0 Hei HaOnu3uBcs BapToBUHM. MoBuasHuil. I3
KalJJaHaMU B pyKax.

“Jlms 9oro 11e?”’ — THXO0 3amyTana BOHA.

“IIpocta (hopMalIbHICTB,” — MOBMJIA KIHKA.
roCTi MycCSTh OyTH... IPUOOPKaHi”.

Ilepinii BEpIIHUK CTOSIB MOBYKHU.

Ha o6mua4i mpyroro po3ruiMBiacs HaTO BXKE MEP30THA TIOCMIIIIKA.

— “HaBiTp Hain nodecHi
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Then, before she could think too long, she extended her
wrists. Slowly. Quietly.

Pretending she had a choice was easier than
admitting she didn't.

The cuffs clicked closed. Cold and deceptively
light. Not tight, not painful—but the moment the metal
kissed her skin, something shifted inside her. A pressure
formed behind her eyes.

She gasped—and hated herself for allowing the
sound.

The woman’s expression didn’t change. But her
eyes lingered on Eliryn’s face just a second too long.

“You’ll be taken to the Hall of Holding. The others
have arrived. You’ll meet them soon.”

The others.

The word fell hard.

A new guard took her by the arm. No words. Just
pressure and motion. They moved through quiet corridors
where even the glass windows glowed faintly with
enchantment—colored panes casting blurred light across
the stone. Beneath her boots, the floor vibrated faintly. A
heartbeat. A pulse. The citadel was alive in ways that had
nothing to do with people’s presence.

She didn’t look back until the corridor curved.
Then, just once, she turned.

The guards still stood in the archway. Not watching
her. Speaking fervently, heads ducked together, they were
unconcerned with her departure.

The hallway narrowed. The air cooled further. Her
skin itched where the cuffs had been, but the sense of
presence lingered—not the guard beside her, and not
anyone near. Somewhere else. Above, perhaps. Behind.
The crown must have eyes within the stone.

[i myrpomi obipBamucss y mpipBy Tak CTpiMKO, IIO BOHA Jelb He
MOXUTHYJAcSA. A TOJi, HE JaBIIM coOl M CEKYyHIU Ha PO3JyMH, MPOCTATHYIA
pyku Briepen. [TosineHo. beamoBHO.

I'patu y BucTaBy, HiIOM B Hei € BUOIp, Oyno HabaraTo Jeriie, HiX
BHU3HATH BIIACHY a0COIOTHY O€3MPABHICTD.

Kaitmanu riryxo kianHyiu, 3aMuKarodnch. KpmkaHi i OMaHIIMBO JIETKI.
Bonu He BnmBammcs B TIIO0, HE 3aBAaBajii OOJIIO, ajle Ti€l camMoi MHTI, KOJIH
MeTaJ TOITYBaB ii IIKIpy, BCepeAWHI HEi MIOCh 3J1aMajocs. 3a OYHUMH
S0TyKaMH 1T0YaB HArHITATUCS HECTEPITHUH TUCK. .

Bona 3oiiknyna. BMuth 3HeHaBuaiIa ceOe 3a Te 110 BUaia TaKHil 3BYK.

Bupa3 oOmuyust xiHKM He 3MiHUBCS HI Ha #oty. Ilpore i1 mormsn
3aTpumaBcs Ha o6nuy4i Enipun Ha ofHy 3aiiBy, MOTOPOILIHY CEKYHAY JOBIIIE.

“Tebe BimBenyTh 10 3amu OuikyBanHs. [HII Bxke mpuOymu. Hezabapom
BH MO3HalomuTecs.”

THmi.

e cnoBO MpoayHAaIo BaXKKO.

HoBuii BapToBHii cxonuB ii 3a pyky. be3 3aiiBux cmiB. Jlume cuia.
Bonu pymmny riyXumMu KOpHIOpaMH, JI€ HaBiTh CKIISHI BiKHA Jielb YyTHO
BIOpyBanu BiJl Yap, KOJbOPOBI BITPaXl BIAKUAAIM Ha KaM'sHI IUIUTH
XBOpoONMMBO po3mute cBiTino. [lim migomBamu 1 4OOIT JeAb MOMITHO
nynscyBana mnijuora. Cepueourrs. JXXusuit nmynsc. [utagens auxana i xuna
BIIACHHUM >KUTTSIM, sIK€ HE Majlo HIYOTO CHiIBHOTO 3 MPUCYTHICTIO B Hill JIto/IeH.

Bona He o3upanacs HazaJ, aXX MHOKM KOpPUAOpP HE 3pOoOMB KpyTHi
oBOPOT. JIuie Toxi, eTMHUNA pa3, BOHAa OBEPHYJIA TOJIOBY.

BapTtoBi Tak camo ctosiu B apii. Bonu Ouibiie He AuBMIKCA B ii OIK.
CXUIUBIIM TOJIOBH OJHE J0 OJHOTO, BOHM PO IOCHh NAJKO crepevansucs, il
3HUKHEHHS He 00X0/IMJI0 1X a0COJIIOTHO.

Kopunop 3By3uBcs, MoB ropisio 3ammopry. [loBiTps ctano mie Oinbin
kprxanum. Hlkipa mix kaiijaHaMu HecTepnHO cBepOiia, ane Hairipmmm O0yio
BITUYTTA 4Yy>KOi HPUCYTHOCTI, Lle OyB HE BapTOBMH MOPYdY i HE XTOCH i3
Mepexokux. XToch iHImmMA. MoxnuBo, neck Haropi. Uum 3a crimuaoro. KopoHa,
Oe3mnepeyHo, Majia BJIacHI 04i, BMypOBaHi MPOCTO B KaMiHb. HapemTi kopunop
MPUBIB J0 NOTPIOHOTO MICIIS.
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At last, the corridor opened.

The Hall of Holding.

The emptiness felt heavier than walls, like standing
inside a throat about to swallow. The floor was a mirror of
black stone. The ceiling stretched up and away into
darkness, too high for torches, too tall for echoes.
Moonlight—or its illusion—poured down in ribbons,
washing everything in silver and blue.

At its center stood a ring of carved pillars, each one
etched with symbols that stirred something in her bones.
Things half-remembered. Shapes from firelit stories.
Impressions from dreams she couldn’t name.

Figures lingered at the chamber’s edges. Shadowy.
Unfamiliar. Some seated, some pacing, some whispering
beneath their breath like coiled serpents.

The guard gestured her toward a stone bench. She
sat straighter than she felt. If they wanted to watch her, let
them. She wouldn't curl in on herself. Not here. She let her
wrists rest lightly on her knees, and let her head tilt ever so
slightly. Not bowed. Not submissive. Just... listening.

No one came near.

Snatches of conversation drifted through the quiet.

“...from the coast, I think. The Virean lilt.”

“Doesn’t matter. The trials will break her.”

“...one of us is twin-born. If that’s true...”

Names were more than just scarce, no one used
them at all. Not even in gossip. That absence unsettled her
more than any spell. An old warning from her mother
returned: “Never speak your name into strange air, Eliryn.
You don’t know who’s listening—or what.”

She shifted. Tuned her hearing to footfalls. One
paced with a limp. Another had the clipped step of
someone used to command. One wore silk—rich and

Haperri cTiHM KOpUZAOPY PO3CTYITHITUCS.

3aya OuikyBaHHS.

[TopoxxHeua TyT TUCHYJIAa Ba)kde 3a TpaHITHI MypH; 37aBajiocs, HiOH
CTOIII y BEJETEHCHKIM TOpJsAHIN, sKa OCh-och Tebe mpokoBTHe. Ilimmora
nepeTBopuIIacs Ha Oe3/loraHHe J3epKajio 3 YOpHOro kameHto. Crens ryouiacs
JIeCb BUCOKO B HETIPOIJIAAHIM TeMpsIBi, HAATO BUCOKO JUIsl CBITJIA CMOJIOCKMUITIB,
HAJTO HEOCSHKHO Ui BUUTYHHS. MicsyHe csiifBo, abo X Horo maiicrepHa
UTI031s1, JTHJIOCSA 3TOpH  OJIIUMH  CTpiYKaMH, BHMHBAIOYM BCE JIOBKOJIA Y
MEpPTBOTHI CpiOHi Ta CHHI TOHH.

Y caMoMy WEHTpl BHCOYUIO KiIbIle PI3bOJEHUX KOJOH, CYLIIBHO
MOISITKOBAaHUX CHUMBOJIaMH, Bl SKHMX IIOCh IPaJaBHE 3aBOPYILIMJIOCS B il
kictkax. HamiB3aOyti ¢parmentu. KoHTypu 3 OMNOBIIAOK, MOUyTHX Oind
HiYHOTO OararTs. Bi/utyHHsS CHOBHIIHB, SIKMM BOHA HE MOTJIa JaTH IMEHi.

[Tomix cTiHamMu 3a1M TYJIWJIKCS JIFOJCHKI MOcTati. 3arineHi. Yyxi. XToch
HEPYXOMO CHJIB, XTOCh HEPBOBO MIpsiB KpPOKaMH IIUIOTY, a XTOCh
Hepo30ipaMBO cUYaB coO1 MMiJ] HiC, HaYe KIIYOOK OTPYHHHX 3Miid.

BaproBuii MOBUKM BKa3aB iii Ha KaMm'saHy J1aBy. BoHa cina, BUITPSIMUBIIT
CIHMHY HabaraTo BIEBHEHIillle, HDK MOYyBajacs Hacmpapii. SKIo Ii JrOAU
XOUYyTh Ha HEl BUTpIIIATUCH, TO Hexail. BoHa He 3IUIyIUTHCS B NEpessKaHui
kiyook. Tinbku He TyT. BoHa HEBUMYIIEHO MOKIIaja 3aKyTi B KailaHU 3a1'acTs
Ha KOJiHa W JieAb MOMITHO cxwiuia ronoBy. He moxumuna B mokopi. He
cxuimiacs B padbcbkoMy cMupenHi. [Ipocro... ciayxana.

Konna myma He HaOMM3UIacs 10 Hei.

Kpi3p MepTBY THIY 10 HEl JOTITAIN YPUBKH PO3MOB.

“...3 y30epexoks, ragato. Bipelicbkuii rosip.”

“ILmroBatu. BunpoOyBanHs nepenamaroTs i xpeoert.”

“...XTOCh 13 HaC HApODKEHUH y mapi O1u3HIOKIB. SKIio 11e npasaa...”

Imena Oynu TyT He MPOCTO PIAKICTIO, IX HE BXXMBaJIM B3araii. HaBiTe y
TiTKax. | 18 aHOHIMHA MOpOYKHEYa 3MYIIyBajia ii TiJI0 TPEMTITH CHJIBHIIIE 3a
Oynb-sike TEeMHE 3aKJIATTS. Y MaM'saiTi  BHPUHYJIO CTape MaTepuHe
3actepekeHHs: ‘“‘Hikoin He BUMOBIISIH CBO€E 1M’sl B uykii miciuHi, Enipun. Tu
HE 3HA€I, XTO MOXKE CIIyXaTu 4d 110

Bona nepesena yBary nani. HamamryBana ciiyX BUHSATKOBO Ha KPOKH.
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whispering. And one—someone—breathed with her.
Matched her every move.

Not hostile. Not friendly. Just... aware.

The cuffs had ceased their glow, but their influence
remained. Eliryn now knew how false her mother’s
description of magic had been—magic didn’t feel like fire
or light.

It felt like pressure. Like being held down. And
Eliryn hated being held down.

A sound broke the stillness—a  deep,
resonant boom as a door opened far across the chamber.
No one raised their voice. No one moved.

A figure entered.

Robes of silver and dusk, layered like smoke. No
crown. No medals. Only a pendant of twisted crystal and
rings of bone and obsidian. His eyes were the color of old
storms and his presence instantly filled the room.

“The Steward of Trials,” someone whispered.

The steward walked to the center. Turned. Looked
at each of them in turn. When his eyes reached Eliryn,
they stayed—just long enough to register her, just short of
giving her meaning. She couldn't help feeling small under
his gaze.

“You stand in the Hall of Holding,” he said. His
voice was soft, but it carried. “You were chosen. Not for
what you are—but for what you may yet become.”

A pause.

“But do not mistake the trials for a game.”

Another pause. Longer.

“No spellwork. No names. No way out other than
death.”

That final word echoed when he spoke it, more so
than the others. Death.

OauH 13 TNPHUCYTHIX MIpsSB 3aly KPOKaMH, CHIBHO IIKYTHJIbraroud. I[HIIwmii
KapOyBaB KpOK pI3KO, SIK JIFOJMHA, [0 3BHMKJIA BiAJaBaTH >KOPCTKI HaKasH.
XTOoCh OYB OJSITHEHUH y IIOBK, PO3KIIIHUH, [0 XMKO HIETECTIB IPU KOKHOMY
pyci. A XTOCh, XTOCh HEBHJIMMHH, TUXaB B YHICOH 13 HEl. BimmsepkamoBas
KOJKEH 1 pyX.

He Bopoxe. Ane it He py»HbO. [IpocTo... 3 yCBIIOMIIEHHSM.

Kaiizanu Bke mepecTany CBITHTHUCS, ajie iXHIM 3aJylUIMBUN BIUIHB
HIKyu He 3HUK. Tenep EnipuH 4iTKo po3ymina, HACKUIbKY (paIbIIMBUMU OYyIH
MaTEepHHI PO3MOBIAI PO CyTh Marii, Maris He Majia HiY0ro CIUIBHOTO 3 )KHBHM
BOTHEM YU TEIUIUM CBITJIOM.

Bona BiguyBanacs ik HecTepnHUM TUCK. SIK rpy0Oa cuia, 110 BIABIIIOE
TeOe B OarHo. A ENipuH 10 HECTSIMH HEHaBHAUIA, KOJM Ii Hamaraaucs
MPUTYIIATH.

Tumy mnepepBaB 3BYK, IJMOOKHI, PO3KOTUCTHH TYpPKIT, 3 SKUM
pPO3YaXHYIUCS JBEpI HA NPOTHIIKHOMY KiHIII 3amu. HixTo He migBUIIMB
rojocy. HixTo HaBiTh HE BOPYXHYBCS

JlocepenuHu cTynuia nocrars.

[IaTu, 3iTKaHi 31 cpibia Ta IYCTHX CYTIHKIB, JISTJId IIapaMH, HEMOB
xuBui nuMm. Hi xoponu. JKogHux oppeHiB. Jlumie macuBHaA mifBicKa 31
CKPYYEHOr0 KPHILUTAIIO Ta MEepPCHi, BUPI3bOJIEHI 3 KICTKHM W HEMpPOIJISAHOTO
o6cupiany. Moro oui Manm Komip mpajaBHiX ITOPMIB, a HOro aypa Tiel % MuTi
3aI10JIOHKJIA BECh MPOCTIp.

“Po3nopsaaauk BunpoOyBaHb,” — MpOIIENOTIB XTOCh MOPYY.

Po3nopsiiHuK ~ HeCcHiIIHO  BUMIIOB HA  CaMICIHBKY  CEpeIHHY.
Po3BepHyBCs. X0M0HO OKHMHYB MOTJSAOM KOKHOTO 3 NPUCYTHIX IO Yep3i.
Komnu #ioro oui nicranucs ExipuH, BOHM 3aBMepId, pIBHO Ha CTUIBKHU 4Yacy, 11100
3adikcyBaTH ii MPUCYTHICTH 5K (PaKT, ajie HEJOCTATHHO JOBTO, 1100 HAIATH i1
xoua 0 Kparuio 3Ha4yImocTi. BoHa HIYOTO HE MOTJa BIISTH 3 TUM, IO MiJl UM
TIOTJISAJIOM BidyJia cebe JKaItoriTHOI0 KOMaxolo.

“Bu croite B 3ani OuikyBaHHS,” — MPOMOBHB BiH. oro ronoc 3Bydan
THXO0, ajie TIPOIITMUBAB MPOCTIp HACcCKpi3b. — “Bac Oymo ob6pano. He 3a Te, kum Bu
€ 3apa3, a 3a Te, YUM BH ILI€ MA€TE LIaHC CTaTh .

3BHCIIA TSDKKA MMay3a.
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“You will remain here until dawn. No food will be
given. No comfort offered. Let your hunger teach you
discipline. Let your fear sharpen your mind.”

He raised his hand. The cuffs shimmered and then
unlatched—one by one. They fell like harsh whispers,
clattering in heaps on the hard floor. She should have felt
relief. Instead, she felt an even heavier weight.

“You are free... for now.”

He turned, and the chamber grew colder with his
departure.

No one spoke.

Eliryn flexed her wrists. The weight of the cuffs
had vanished at once, but the magic had lingered, brushing
over her skin like it knew her, before fading away.

She was free for the moment.

But not safe.

And tomorrow, the real trial would begin.

“IIpoTe HaBITH HE CMIWTE IUTYyTAaTH LI BUIPOOYBAaHHS 3 AUTSYOIO TPOIO”.

3HoBy nays3a. Ille mosma. Ille 6inbm 3aymnumBa.

“Komuoi marii. XKogaux imeH. | KOAHOTO BUXOIY, OKpIM SIK uepes
BJIACHY CMEPTH .

Ile ocraHHE CIIOBO BAApWIIO BIITYHHSM Ha0araTto CHIBHINIE, HDXK YCi
nonepeani. CMepTh.

“Bu 3anumatumeTecss TYyT JO CaMOro CBiTaHKy. Bam He nmamyTh aHi
kpuxtd Tki. He 3anmpomoHyroTh XOAHMX 3pydHOocTed. Hexali Bamr romon
HAaBYMATH Bac Aucuuiutind. Hexail Bam crpax 10 OJMCKY HarocTpUTh Balll
po3ym”.

Bin pi3ko migHaB pyky. Kaiimanu crnamaxHynu TpUMapHUM CBITIOM i
pO3IMKHYNIHCA OAHI 32 ONHUMHU. BOHM ocumanucs I0A0NY 3 PI3KUM, 3TUM
IepexoM, TYYHO Opsi3karouu 00 TBepAwi KamiHb. BoHa mama O BiguyTd
roJsiermieHHs. Ta HaTOMICTh Ha 11 TUIedl BIaB I1e 0e3KaabHIMIUN TATap.

“Bu BUIBHI. .. TIOKH II0”.

Bin 06epHyBcs, 1 3 HOro KpokamH 3aJia Hibu nmpomepsa 1ie riauoie.

HixTo He HaBa)KMUBCS MOPYIIUTH TUIILY.

Enipun poziM'siia 3aHiMini 3am'scts. Bara kalijaHiB 3HMKJIA MUTTEBO,
MpoTe CIiJ 4yK0i Marii e MUTh YIIUIABCA 3a Hel, MecTA4Yu ii MKIpy 3
MOTOPOIIHOO (haMUTbSIPHICTIO, IEPII HI’K OCTATOYHO PO3BISTHUCS.

i1 koHKpeTHOT MHUTI BOHA OyJia BUIBHOIO.

[Tpote ax HisK HE B Oe3Meli.

A 3aBTpa HacTaHe yac CIPaBKHBOTO BUIIPOOYBAHHS.
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Chapter 2. Challenges of rendering stylistics of fantasy novel into Ukrainian (the
case of The Shattered Rite by Jaimie L. Vermette)

2.1 Jaimie L. Vermette and her work

Jaimie L. Vermette is a contemporary fantasy author known for crafting dark, character-
driven narratives rooted in myth, magic, and betrayal. Her literary work primarily explores the
intersection of power and obsession within shadowed worlds where loyalty is fragile and survival is
uncertain. She focuses on complex, emotionally layered protagonists facing impossible odds.
Vermette is the author of the dark fantasy series The Sightless Prophecy Trilogy as well as the
psychological thrillers Northern Season and You Were Never Safe. (Amazon.in)

The Shattered Rite is a adventure fantasy novel written by Jaimie L. Vermette and
published by Blacktop Publishing in August 2025. It serves as Book 1 of The Sightless Prophecy
Trilogy.

She's marked by prophecy- and hunted by a ghost with a blade in his heart. Eliryn-the last of
the legendary dragonriders-was born with failing eyes, her vision slipping away as she faces the
deadly Trials of Sovereignty, an ancient crucible forged from fire and ruin. Blindness advances like
an inevitable eclipse, but in the silence beyond hope, she discovers the last living dragon- a bond
that grants her strength and sight beyond the mortal world. Born to lead, Eliryn yearns to also
belong- but she gives trust too freely in a world where friend and foe wear the same face. With
every step, she is drawn deeper into a prophecy that promises both devastation and transcendence.
With secrets that could shatter a kingdom and betrayals darker than the void between stars, Eliryn
must fight not only for the crown- but for her very soul (Google Books).

2.2 Stylistics of Vermette fantasy novel

Fantasy literature as a translation object. Fantasy literature constitutes a distinctive object
of translation because it combines imaginative worldbuilding, symbolic systems, terminology and
emotionally expressive narration. Unlike texts grounded in familiar social or historical realities,
fantasy works construct alternative worlds with their own mythologies, rituals, hierarchies, belief
systems, and linguistic conventions. These characteristics create additional challenges for
translators, who must reproduce not only semantic meaning but also the coherence, atmosphere and
internal logic of the fictional universe.

One of the defining features of fantasy literature is worldbuilding. Fantasy narratives
frequently develop complex fictional environments involving alternative geographical spaces,
magical systems, mythological structures and culture-specific concepts. According to Farah
Mendlesohn and other fantasy scholars, the genre relies heavily on the systematic construction of
secondary worlds governed by internally coherent rules. Similarly to that Palmer-Patel emphasises
that fantasy literature is characterised by elaborate fictional systems, symbolic structures and
alternative social realities (Palmer-Patel, 2019, pp. 1-5).

Fantasy literature is a distinct narrative domain characterised by the construction of
secondary worlds, imaginative systems of meaning and highly stylised forms of expression. As a
genre, it relies on the creation of internally coherent fictional universes that differ from empirical
reality but remain governed by consistent narrative logic. The Literature Book: Big Ideas Simply
Explained highlights fantasy as a mode of storytelling that expands the boundaries of reality
through imagination, mythological structures, and symbolic representation, allowing authors to
explore universal human concerns in non-realistic settings (Canton et al., 2016).

Narrative wise, fantasy fiction is closely connected to general principles of narrative
construction. According to the Routledge Encyclopedia of Narrative Theory, narrative is understood
as the representation of events and situations through a structured discourse that involves several
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aspects. Among those are temporality, causality, perspective and mediacy (Herman, Jahn, & Ryan,
2005). Fantasy texts employ these narrative principles while simultaneously modifying them
through the introduction magic systems, alternative histories or even supernatural agents. Narrative
familiarity combined with ontological deviation is one of the key features that distinguishes fantasy
literature from other fictional genres.

Within fantasy studies, Mendlesohn’s typology of fantasy rhetorics provides a foundational
framework for understanding how readers engage with fictional worlds. She distinguishes between
immersive, portal-quest, intrusive, and liminal fantasy, depending on how the fantastic elements are
introduced and how the reader is positioned in relation to the fictional universe (Mendlesohn, 2008,
pp. 13-22). Immersive fantasy is particularly relevant for translation, as it requires maintaining the
illusion of a fully functioning secondary world. Any disruption in crucial aspects like stylistic
consistency, terminology or emotional tone may weaken the reader’s suspension of disbelief and
reduce narrative immersion.

Jaimie L. Vermette’s The Shattered Rite combines many features common for fantasy prose.
Those are fantasy-specific terminology, symbolic ritual imagery, emotional narration and internal
psychological conflict. Its language relies heavily on atmosphere, implication and stylistic variation,
making it a productive object for studying translation techniques and the rendering of emotional
expressiveness.

Fantasy literature can be regarded as a complex translation object requiring flexible
application of translation techniques, sensitivity to stylistic nuance, and awareness of cultural and
emotional dimensions of meaning. Because of its linguistic creativity and expressive density,
fantasy fiction provides valuable material for examining the relationship between translation
transformations and preservation of artistic effect.

Epigraph. Each chapter of The Shattered Rite opens with an epigraph attributed to a
legendary source within the novel’s world. These epigraphs establish the text’s epic register from
the outset, situating personal narrative within a framework of myth, prophecy and collective
memory. According to The Oxford Dictionary of Literary Terms, an epigraph is a quotation in the
beginning of the book that serves as an introductory element. It helps reader understand the theme
of the book. As Buurma (2019, p. 1) notes, epigraphs function as “framing devices” that orient the
reader’s interpretive expectations before the narrative proper begins: they set the tonal, thematic and
also generic register of what follows.

In Jaimie L. Vermette’s novel, epigraphs function as symbolic and informative elements that
intensify the mystical and prophetic tone of the story. They create suspense and emotionally prepare
the reader for the events described in the chapter.

“The Flame answers not to time, but to thread. What has been woven must one day burn.”
(Vermette, 2025, p. 9)

This is the epigraph from the beginning of Chapter 1. This epigraph immediately introduces
the ideas of destiny, inevitability, and sacrifice. It foreshadows Eliryn’s connection with prophecy
and suggests that events in the novel are predetermined by forces beyond human control. The
metaphor of “thread” symbolizes fate, while “burn” reflects destruction and transformation. The
epigraph creates emotional tension even before the narrative begins.

“To mourn is to tether the living to the dead, weaving bonds that neither time nor death can
sever.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 18)

Other example appears at the beginning of Chapter 2. This epigraph emphasizes grief,
emotional attachment, and memory. It prepares the reader for the death of Eliryn’s mother and
highlights the emotional bond between them. The epigraph also reinforces one of the central
emotional themes of the novel which is the connection between loss and personal transformation.

Personification. A defining feature of epic fantasy prose is the systematic personification of
the natural and physical world. Personification is one of the dominant stylistic devices in The
Shattered Rite. According to the The Oxford Dictionary of Literary Terms, personification is a
stylistic device in which human qualities, emotions, or actions are attributed to inanimate objects,
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abstract ideas, or natural phenomena. Wales (2011, p. 314) defines personification as figure of
speech or trope involving “the attribution of human characteristics to non-human entities,” and
notes that in literary texts it functions not as a decorative figure but as a primary vehicle of
atmosphere and ideological meaning: the world the characters inhabit is not neutral but animated
and morally charged.

In fantasy literature, personification is especially important because it creates the illusion
that nature, magic, and objects possess consciousness and emotional power. In Vermette’s novel,
this device contributes to the dark and mystical atmosphere while reflecting the protagonist’s
emotional condition.

“The wind had teeth that night.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 12)

In this example, the wind is described as if it were a living creature capable of aggression.
This personification intensifies the threatening atmosphere and reflects the danger surrounding the
protagonist.

“The chimney whispered in a voice too old to remember its own words.” (Vermette, 2025, p.
12)

In this case, the chimney is given the human ability to whisper and remember. This creates
an eerie emotional effect and strengthens the feeling of ancient mystery within the narrative world.

“ She’d thought grief came after. Apparently, it liked arriving early. ” (Vermette, 2025, p.
16)

In this example, the abstract concept of grief is presented as an active being capable of
movement and intention. This makes Eliryn’s emotional suffering more tangible for the reader.

Parataxis and anaphora. Parataxis and anaphora are important stylistic features of the
novel because they increase emotional tension and rhythm within the narration. Both features are
frequently used in the same sentences. According to the The Oxford Dictionary of Literary Terms,
parataxis refers to the placement of clauses or sentences one after another without the use of
connecting words, while anaphora is the repetition of words or phrases at the beginning of
successive clauses or sentences. According to McGuigan, Grudzina, and Moliken (2007, p. 197),
parataxis involves listing a series of clauses without conjunctions. In this way it creates an effect of
immediacy and compressed succession. Because meaning emerges through juxtaposition rather than
explicit logical connection, paratactic structures frequently suggest simultaneous action, rapid
progression or accumulated emotional force.

In The Shattered Rite, parataxis often reflects panic, fear, or emotional overload. Short
parallel anaphoric structures accelerate the rhythm of narration and create a feeling of urgency.

“No smoke. No heat. Just light.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 15)

In this example, the fragmented paratactic structure creates dramatic emphasis and reflects
Eliryn’s shock when the Flame appears. The short sentences imitate rapid perception and emotional
disbelief.

“No. No, no, no.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 18)

In this case we can see the use of anaphora, the repetition of “no” conveys despair and
emotional collapse during the scene of her mother’s death. The repeated structure imitates
uncontrolled emotional reaction and intensifies the tragic effect.

“She remembered believing those stories as a child, before the first hints of darkness
clouded her vision, before she learned that her bloodline's name was spoken with suspicion.”
(Vermette, 2025, p. 11)

In this example, the use of anaphora is visible through the repetition of the word “before” at
the beginning of two parallel clauses. The repeated structure creates a rhythmic and reflective tone,
highlighting the irreversible transition from childhood innocence to fear, alienation, and suffering.
The anaphora also intensifies the emotional weight of memory, showing how deeply these
experiences affected the protagonist. At the same time, the sentence contains elements of parataxis,
since the clauses are arranged sequentially with minimal hierarchical complexity. The structure
presents memories as a chain of emotionally connected events: first the fading of sight, then the
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realization of social rejection. This accumulation of clauses creates a flowing emotional progression
and reflects the gradual collapse of Eliryn’s worldview.

Parallelism. Parallelism is widely used in The Shattered Rite to create emotional balance,
rhythm, and emphasis. According to The Oxford Dictionary of Literary Terms, parallelism is the
repetition of similarly constracted structures within a sentence or passage. According to Gibbons
and Whiteley (2018, pp. 16-19), parallelism operates through repeated patterns at different language
levels, creating textual prominence, rhythmic cohesion and interpretive emphasis. Because repeated
structures invite readers to perceive relationships between adjacent elements, parallelism frequently
intensifies emotional effect, reinforces thematic connections, and contributes to stylistic coherence.

In fantasy prose, parallelism often contributes to poetic narration and creates a sense of
prophecy or solemnity. In The Shattered Rite, it frequently appears in emotionally important
reflections and descriptions.

“The blood. The call. You've already started to hear it.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 13)

In this example, the repeated nominal structures create rhythmic emphasis and dramatize
Eliryn’s connection with destiny.

“Something vast. Ancient. Waiting.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 17)

In this case, the parallel fragmented adjectives intensify suspense and create the feeling of an
approaching supernatural force.

“Not comfort. But... awareness.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 20)

In this example, this structure emphasizes the psychological shift experienced by the
protagonist and highlights the emotional complexity of the moment.

Negative constructions. Negative constructions are an important stylistic feature in The
Shattered Rite because they intensify emotional expression, emphasize psychological conflict and
create an atmosphere of fear, hopelessness, and uncertainty. Negative constructions constitute an
important stylistic mechanism in literary discourse. They shape emphasis through an array of
emotions like denial alongside restriction, exclusion and emotional intensification. In linguistic
terms, negation represents a fundamental grammatical category used across languages to reverse,
limit or modify propositional content. According to Miestamo (2017, pp. 405-406), negation
functions as a universal linguistic phenomenon whose structural realization varies cross-
linguistically but consistently serves to encode semantic opposition and the absence or non-
existence of states, actions or qualities.

In The Shattered Rite, negative constructions represent a recurrent stylistic feature closely
connected with portrayal of tension, grief and fear. The source text employs negation through
adverbial markers (never, no longer, not even), negative pronouns and determiners and structurally
fragmented negative clauses that heighten dramatic effect.

“No smoke. No heat. Just light.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 15)

In this example, the unnatural appearance of the Flame is emphasized through the repeated
negative constructions. By denying ordinary physical qualities such as smoke and heat, the author
creates a mysterious and unsettling atmosphere. The short negative statements also increase
dramatic tension and reflect the shock experienced by the characters.

“No one spoke. Not even a breath.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 16)

In this case, negation intensifies the silence and collective fear of the villagers. The phrase
“Not even a breath” exaggerates the stillness of the moment and demonstrates the overwhelming
emotional power of the Flame’s choice.

“Neither of them said goodbye.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 14)

This sentence emphasizes emotional pain through absence rather than direct description. The
negation reflects the inevitability of separation and suggests that grief had already begun before the
actual loss occurred.

“It wasn't the first time she’d asked. It never felt any less hollow.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 10)
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This example shows Eliryn’s emotional exhaustion and hopelessness highlighted by
repeated negation. The sentence demonstrates that her fear and uncertainty remain unresolved
despite repeated attempts to understand her fate.

Parenthesis. Parenthesis is formal device which defines the rhythm and texture of The
Shattered Rite. It allows writers to expand or clarify information. According to McGuigan,
Grudzina, and Moliken (2007, pp. 153-154), parenthesis functions as a device used to insert
additional information into the principal flow of writing, typically through punctuation such as
commas, dashes or parentheses. These inserted elements enable authors to state crucial details
without ending sentence. Parenthetical constructions often imitate natural thought processes and
increase emotional intimacy between the narrator and the reader.

In The Shattered Rite, parenthesis frequently reflects hesitation, irony, or emotional
vulnerability or presents additional information or insight into the character.

“She sat by the window—though “seeing” was a word she used loosely now. What vision
she had left was dimmed, more suggestion than sight.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 9)

In this example, the inserted phrase emphasizes Eliryn’s deteriorating vision. The
parenthetical insertion “though “seeing” was a word she used loosely now” emphasizes Eliryn’s
deteriorating blindness and her bitter awareness of her own condition. The interruption creates an
intimate tone and reflects the protagonist’s internal emotional struggle.

“His presence was unnerving—not just silent, but absent.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 26)

This sentence contains an example of parenthesis, because the inserted construction “not just
silent, but absent” interrupts the main statement in order to clarify and intensify its emotional
meaning. The parenthetical structure expands the description of the character’s presence and reveals
the narrator’s deeper psychological perception.

“She had worn it since childhood—a relic, she’d thought, from a line of women too proud to
admit their legacy had crumbled into myth.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 16)

The inserted phrase “she’d thought” reflects hesitation and subjective reflection. It
demonstrates how Eliryn’s understanding of her family legacy changes throughout the story.

Fragmentation. Fragmentation is one of the central stylistic devices used to reproduce
emotional tension in the novel. Fragmentation functions as a complementary stylistic mechanism
based on syntactic discontinuity, segmentation and the deliberate breaking of conventional sentence
structure. According to Almaaroof (2024, pp. 1-2), fragmentation in literary writing disrupts
traditional structural continuity in order to reflect complexity and fragmented human experience.
Fragmented constructions frequently challenge linear modes of expression and produce effects of
disorientation or elevated psychological tension. In stylistic terms, fragmentation may manifest
through isolated clauses, truncated utterances, sentence fragments, or sharply segmented syntactic
units that foreground emotionally charged meaning.

In The Shattered Rite, fragmentation is closely connected with scenes of grief, prophecy and
fear.

“A wet, rattling inhale. A bubbling exhale.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 19)

In this example, the fragmented structure reproduces the horrifying rhythm of Eliryn’s
mother’s dying breath. The short isolated phrases create a physical and emotional sense of
suffering.

“Silence... Nothing.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 20)

In this cae, the abrupt fragments intensify the emotional emptiness after death and slow
down the rhythm of narration, forcing the reader to experience the moment together with the
protagonist.

“Something vast. Ancient. Waiting.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 17)

In this passage, the incomplete structures create suspense and emphasize the inability of
language to fully describe mystical forces.
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The third-person narrative voice. The third-person narrative voice is essential for the
emotional structure of The Shattered Rite. It is systematically used to create a sense of oral legend.
Narrative voice in fiction shapes not only perspective but also the reader’s emotional and
interpretive positioning. Hoffmann, Locher and Jucker (2017, pp.159-160) argue that narrative
voice operates as a pragmatic mechanism through which texts construct evaluative stance, it can
regulate distance, and also mediate access to fictional consciousness. In The Shattered Rite, the
narrator occupies a position that is simultaneously external and emotionally aligned with the
protagonist. In that way Jaimie L. Vermette produces a voice that combines detachment with
intimacy.

In Vermette’s novel, the narration is written in a close third-person perspective focused
mainly on Eliryn. This allows the reader to experience her emotions, fears, and thoughts while
maintaining the broader epic scope typical of fantasy literature.

“She’d thought grief came after. Apparently, it liked arriving early.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 16)

In this example, although the narration remains grammatically third-person, the sentence
reflects Eliryn’s subjective emotional perception.

“She could make out the light shifting against the wall, the shadow of a branch moving in
the wind, but never enough to feel certain of anything she saw.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 9)

In this case, the narrative voice closely follows her sensory limitations and emotional
insecurity, helping the reader empathize with her blindness and vulnerability.

“Eliryn sat alone at the wooden table, her legs curled beneath her, spine pressed against the
chair back as though holding herself upright took too much effort.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 14)

In this case, narration closely reflects Eliryn’s physical and emotional condition. The
description does not simply present external actions, but also conveys her exhaustion, grief, and
emotional fragility. The reader perceives the scene through Eliryn’s subjective emotional
experience, which creates psychological intimacy while preserving the broader narrative
perspective typical of fantasy prose.

2.3. Analysis of translation techniques for rendering stylistics of fantasy prose

Choosing the classification of translation techniques for our analysis, we decided on the
classification proposed by Lucia Molina and Amparo Hurtado Albir in the article Translation
Techniques Revisited: A Dynamic and Functionalist Approach, 2002. The scholars distinguish
translation techniques from methods and strategies, defining techniques as observable procedures
applied to specific textual units (Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002, p. 509). Their classification
includes adaptation, amplification, borrowing, calque, compensation, description, discursive
creation, established equivalent, generalisation, linguistic amplification, linguistic compression,
literal translation, modulation, particularisation, reduction, substitution, transposition and variation
(Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002, pp. 509-511). These techniques provide a useful framework for
analysing literary translation. For example, modulation involves changing conceptual perspective,
whereas transposition concerns grammatical restructuring. Compensation allows translators to
reproduce semantic or stylistic effects in another part of the text when direct preservation is
impossible. As Molina and Hurtado Albir emphasise, the choice of technique depends on context,
communicative purpose, and translation goals (2002, p. 507).

Another important contribution to translation theory is provided by Andrew Chesterman. In
Memes of Translation, Chesterman proposes a classification of translation strategies into syntactic,
semantic and pragmatic categories (Chesterman, 2016). These categories include procedures related
to grammatical structure, lexical and semantic modification, and communicative adaptation.
Although Chesterman refers to these procedures as translation strategies, he later clarified his
terminology by proposing the term “techniques” for such local textual changes, while reserving
“strategy” for the broader sense of an overall problem-solving plan (Chesterman, 2016, pp. 112-
113).

Influential distinction in translation studies was proposed by Peter Newmark between
semantic and communicative translation. Semantic translation aims to preserve contextual meaning
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and stylistic features of the source text as closely as possible, whereas communicative translation
prioritises comprehensibility and effective communication for the target readership (Newmark,
1988, pp. 45-47). Newmark generally associates literary and expressive texts more closely with
semantic translation because such texts foreground authorial style and artistic intention.

Rendering emotion in translation. The rendering of emotion is one of the most
challenging aspects of literary translation because emotional meaning is often conveyed through a
combination of lexical choice, stylistic organisation, contextual implication and narrative
perspective. In literary texts, authors frequently construct emotional effect through metaphorical
language, repetition, rhythm, imagery, syntax and dialogue. Hence it can be a challenging task to
render emotions in translation.

The role of stylistic organisation in constructing emotional meaning is emphasised in
stylistic studies of literary writing. According to Jeremy Scott, literary texts generate meaning
through deliberate linguistic patterning, including narrative voice, lexical choice, figurative
language, rhythm and textual structure (Scott, 2023, pp. 3-9). Emotional effect in literary discourse
is hence closely connected with the organisation of language rather than with isolated emotional
vocabulary alone.

Studies of emotional meaning further demonstrate the relationship between affective and
conceptual dimensions of language. According to Hu and Liu, emotional associations are closely
connected with semantic categorisation and conceptual meaning. It indicates that affective
interpretation cannot be separated from broader linguistic and cognitive structures (Hu & Liu, 2019,
pp. 2-5). That is the reason why emotional meaning is not limited to direct expressions of feelings
but emerges through the interaction of conceptual knowledge, semantic organisation and contextual
interpretation. The authors argue that affective meaning is shaped by the way linguistic concepts are
mentally structured and processed, suggesting that emotions are embedded within broader systems
of meaning construction.

The linguistic expression of emotion extends beyond lexical semantics and may involve
morphological structure. Ponsonnet (2018), in her cross-linguistic study investigates the
relationship between morphology and emotional connotation, arguing that emotional meaning can
be associated with morphological forms in different ways and with varying degrees of
conventionalisation. Rather than treating emotional value as a simple property of individual words,
she proposes a preliminary typology distinguishing several configurations in which morphology
contributes to emotional interpretation (Ponsonnet, 2018, pp. 1-5).

The distinction proposed by Peter Newmark between semantic and communicative
translation is likewise relevant to the translation of emotional language. Literary texts generally
require close attention to stylistic and expressive features associated with semantic translation;
however, communicative solutions may occasionally become necessary when strict preservation of
source-language form reduces crucial aspects (clarity, naturalness or emotional accessibility) in the
target text (Newmark, 1988, pp. 45-47).

The problem of emotional rendering becomes clearly apparent in fantasy literature, where
atmosphere, symbolism and psychological conflict frequently play central narrative roles. The
Shattered Rite is the work rich with emotionally charged descriptions, ritual imagery, symbolic
dialogue and internal conflict. All those aspects shape the reader’s experience. To translate such
texts translator needs select carefully techniques capable of preserving atmosphere, emotional
intensity and artistic effect.

Epigraph. Each chapter of The Shattered Rite opens with an epigraph attributed to a
legendary source within the novel's world. The epigraph to Chapter 1 introduces the central images
of the Flame and thread that recur throughout the novel.

(1-s): “The Flame answers not to time, but to thread. What has been woven must one day
burn.” —Spoken Legend, Dragonrider Chronicles. (Vermette, 2025, p. 9)

(1-t): “Ilonym’ss kopumsca ne uacy, a Humyi. Te, wo 6y10 cniemeno, 00H020 OH MAE
simaimu.”” — Jlecenoa, "Xponiku eepuinukie opaxonis”
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The application of modulation intensifies the target text. We also used particularization
translation “burn” as “simaimu”. Literal translation is present throughout the rendered material.

The epigraph to Chapter 2 establishes the theme of grief as binding force.

(2-s): “To mourn is to tether the living to the dead, weaving bonds that neither time nor
death can sever.” —Spoken legend of the Flamebound. (Vermette, 2025, p. 18)

(2-Y): “Onnaxysamu oznauae namepmeo npuxy8amu Hcusux 00 Mepmeux, CRAIMaiodu 8y3iu,
AKI He nio cuny po3pybamu Hi uacy, Hi camii cmepmi.”” — Ycua necenoa Boeness szanux

In this example we applied amplification changing the word “tether” into“mamepTBO
npukyBati”. Additionaly there the use of particularization is also present.

According to Ahern (2012, pp. xi—xiv), literary epigraphs often function as devices which
can hint at hidden stories or come up with their own from the very beginning of a work. The
epigraph to Chapter 3 includes the saying about destiny which hints at the Eliryn’s future.

(3-5): “Fate doesn’t knock. It drags you by the bones.” —Caelen Vorr, last rider of the
Hollow Watch. (Vermette, 2025, p. 25)

(3-t): “Zons ne cmykae y 0sepi. Bona sonouums mebe 3a cami kicmku.” — Kaenen Bopp,
ocmanHiu eepuHuk Ilopodsicnvoi Bapmu.

For this example we used amplification to make TT passage sound more natural for target
audience.

The epigraph to Chapter 4 starts off the chapter with wise words about silence.

(4-s): “Trust no throne whose walls were built by silence.” —Sayings of the Wandering
Flame. (Vermette, 2025, p. 29)

(4-t): “He timu ipu mpony, yui mypu 3eedeni 3 muwi.” — [losuanns Manopisnoeo Ilonym .

In this case we used established equivalent (translating “Trust no” as “He umu sipu’). Also
particularization was applied (“walls” into “mypu’) and modulation (“built by silence” as “zsedeni 3
muwi’”).

Personification. The opening of the novel’s second narrative section immediately
establishes personification involving wind.

(5-s): “The wind had teeth that night.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 12)

(5-t): “Tiei noui eimep wikipue ikna.”

The idea of this personification is that wind was really cold, seemed like it was biting. We
used particularization rendering “teeth” as “ixza”, because we usually associate biting with animals.
Modulation was also applied during translation of the materials.

In the same chapter we have another example with shadow and air being personified.

(6-s): “Shadows pooled in the corners, thick and unmoving, as if the air itself had forgotten
how to stir.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 14)

(6-t): “Tini eycmumu, Hepyxomumu Kynkamu NOXO8AAUCHL NO KYMKAX, HiOU came nosimps
3abyno, sk pyxamucs.”

In this example we used modulation when translation “pooled” as “noxosanuce” and “stir”
as “pyxamucs”. Amplification (“xynxamu”) and literal translation (“thick and unmoving” as
“nepyxomumu xynkamu’) were also used.

The wind continues being a personification target.

(7-s): “The wind outside moaned against the door like a warning.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 13)

(7-t): “Bimep 3naoeopy mydxciueo 3asus y 08epi, nave siwyrouu 06ioy.”

We used several translation techniques: literal translation, amplification (“myowciueo™),
modulation (“moaned” rendered as “zasug”; “warning” into “6i0y”). Also we used transposition
translating “like a warning ” (noun phrase) into “naue siwgyrouu 6ioy” (adverbial participle phrase).

From a broader stylistic perspective, Sotirova (2016) notes that figurative stylistic devices
participate in constructing narrative atmosphere and reader affect, especially in highly stylized
literary genres. In fantasy fiction, personification contributes significantly for emotional immersion.
Like in the introduction to Elyrin’s worrying about her mother’s departure.

(8-S): “The hearth had burned down to coals, their glow a faint, uneven heartbeat in the
dark.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 14)
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(8-t): “Boenuwe 0ocopino 00 GyeIUHOK, IXHE CEIMIHHS HA2A0Y8AN0 KBOAE, PBAHe
cepyeobumms 6 mempssi.”’

As we can see in this example, during the translation we used modulation rendering
“uneven” as “peane”, “faint” as “xeone”. Translation of the word “coals” as “syerunox” was made
with the application of particularization. And with the use of established equivalent “burned down”
was turned into “Ooeopino’.

Parataxis and anaphora. Eliryn’s memories of the dragon age are rendered through
parataxis with anaphoric repetition of the preposition “of”.

(9-s): “Eliryn thought of the old tales her mother used to tell—of skies lit with fire as great
wings blotted out the sun, of magic flowing in every river and root, and of the day that magic began
to die.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 11)

(9-Y): “Enipun npucadanra cmapoeunni nepekasu, sSKUMU KOJIUCb 200V8Aad il mamu: npo
Hebeca, 0XONieHi NOIYM SIM, KOJU 8eleMEeHCHbKI KpUia 3amyisiiu COHYye, npo NepsicHy Mazito, ujo
nYIbCYBANA 8 KOJCHIL piuyi ma KONACHOMY KOPIHYI, i npo motl ¢hamanbrutl OeHb, KOIU Ys Mazis
novana 3uuxkamu.”

In this example we used modulation (“her mother used to tell” as “sxumu xoauce codysana i
mamu”; “lit with fire” as “oxonneni nonym’sm”; “flowing” as “nyascysana”; “began to die” as
“novana snuxamu’; “‘great” as “senemencoxi’), amplification (“magic” as “nepsicny macir’; “of
the day” as “npo moii pamanvuuit denv”; “in every river and root” as “s koowcuiti piuyi ma
KOJMCHOMY KOPIHYI”).

Eliryn’s memory of her childhood include parataxis and anaphoric repetition of “before”.

(10-s): ““She remembered believing those stories as a child, before the first hints of darkness
clouded her vision, before she learned that her bloodline's name was spoken with suspicion.”
(Vermette, 2025, p. 11)

(10-t): “Bomna nam’smana, sixk cesmo sipuia 6 yi KA3Ku y OUMUHCMEI, uje 00 mo2o, K
memps6a nouana 3amsazysamu ii 3ip, 00 moeo, K 860HA OI3HANACA, WO IM 5 i P00y UMOBTIAIOMY I3
nioosporo.”

To render these materials into Ukrainian we applied several different techniques: literal
translation, established equivalent (“as a child” as “y oumuncmei”), amplification (“believing those
stories” as “cesmo eipuna ¢ yi kaszku’), modulation (“stories” as “xazxu’”; “first hints of darkness
clouded her vision” as “mempsea nouara samseysamu ii 3ip”), reduction (“the first hints of””) and
transposition (“She remembered believing” as “Bona nam smana, sik... sipura”).

Eliryn’s mother night behaviour is described with parataxis.

(11-s): “It happened often—her mother waking in the middle of the night, sweat-soaked and
shaking, whispering truths she could scarcely bear to speak aloud.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 13)

(11-t): “I{e mpannsanocs uacmo — mamu 3pUBANACA NOCEPEO HOYL, MOKPA 6i0 KPUNCAHO20
nomy, mpemmina, i Xxpunko wenomina icmunu, sKi 1edee Maia CUiu UMOBUMU 82010C.

In this example we used modulation rendering “waking” as “spusaracs”, “could scarcely
bear” as “nedse mana cunu”. With the use of amplification we translated “sweat-soaked” as “moxpa
8I0 Kpuoicanoeo nomy”, “whispering” as “xpunxo wenomina”. The transposition was also used
changing participial and adverbial phrases in ST into active and finite clauses in TT. And lastly
slight reduction was applied (omitting “she”).

(12-s): “In Lirin's Edge, the change could be seen in small, cruel ways: the fireflies that no
longer glowed in midsummer, the orchard's frostward charms failing so fruit spoiled early, the
village well losing its taste of mineral-sweet water.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 15)

(12-t): “V Kpai Jlipina ys 6ioa nposisisinacs 6 OpiOHUX, HCOPCMOKUX OeMANsX. CEIMJISUKU
Oinbwe He caAnu nocepeod ima, MoOpo3Hi Yapu & cady po36iAnUcs, i N100U SHUIU 3A84ACHO, A 800d
8 KOJI00A3I 6Mpamuia C8ill COJN00KUIL MIHEPAIbHULL CMAK.”’

In this case we used literal translation, modulation was frequently used to render materials
into Ukrainian (“change” as “6ioa”; “spoiled” as “emuau”; “charms failing” as “wuapu...
possisnucs’; “ways” as “oemansax”; “well losing its taste” as “soda 6 xkonooazi empamuna csiii...
cmax”). With the application of borrowing “Lirin” was translated as “Jlipina”. During the
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enumeration transposition was used (“charms failing so fruit spoiled early, the village well
losing...” as “uwapu... possisnucs, i nIOOU SHUU 3A64ACHO, A 600a 8 KOJ00A3L smpamuna...”). There
is one instance of reduction (“village”).

Parallelism. The village’s response to Eliryn’s naming by the Flame is rendered through a
parallel negative sequence.

(13-s): “The villagers had stared. Not in awe. Not in pride. In fear. No one spoke. Not even
a breath.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 16)

(13-t): “Censinu supsuunucs na nei. He 3 6nacoeosinnam. He 3 eopdicmio. 3 cmpaxom.
Hixmo ne 3ponus ni cnosa. Hixmo nagims He Hagaxcuscs 60uxuymu.”

In this example we translated passages into Ukrainian with the use of particularization
(“stared” as “supsuunucs’), amplification (“stared” as “supsuunucs na nei””) and modulation (“No
one spoke” as “Hixmo ne 3ponue ni cnosa”). Also while rendering “Not even a breath” as “Hixto
Hasims He nasascuscs eouxrymu’ both techniques of amplification and transposition were applied.

(14-s): “But that wasn’t what froze her blood. It was the sound in her chest. A wet, rattling
inhale. A bubbling exhale. Lungs filling with blood. ” (Vermette, 2025, p. 19)

(14-t): “Ane xpos y Enipun 3axonona 308cim He 6i0 yvoeco. Ilpuuunor 6y8 36yK y
mamepunux 2pyosx. Bonozuii, xpunkuii edux. Bynvkarouuii eudux. Ii neceni nesbnazammo
3AXTUHANUCA KPO8 10.”

We used amplification rendering “It was the sound” as “IIpuuunoro 6ye 36yx”, “in her chest”
as “y mamepunux 2pyoax”, “Lungs filling” as “Ii neceni neebnacanno”. “But that wasn’t what froze
her blood” as “Aze kpoe y Enipun 3axonona 306cim ne 6id yvo20” is the instance of translation with
the use of transposition. Modulation was applied (“filling” as “saxaunarucs™) and also literal
translation.

The ritual of braiding mother’s hair with sacred threads of different colors for the funeral rite
is described through a triple parallel construction.

(15-s): “Gold, for strength handed down. Red, for sacrifice given freely. Green, for truths no
tongue can tell.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 21)

(15-t): “Bonomy — 3a cuny, nepeoany y cnaook. Uepsony — 3a dicepmey, NpuHecemy
000posinbHO. 3eneny — 3a icmunu, AKi He Ni0 CUTLY UMOBUMU HCOOHOMY AZUKY.

In this example we applied amplification (“handed down” as “nepedany y cnadox”) To
render “can tell” as “nio cuny eumoseumu” both amplification and modulation were used.
Modulation was also applied to translate “given freely” as “npuneceny 006posineno”.

Negative constructions. The description of the pendant’s strange new hum is rendered
through a chain of negative qualifications.

(16-s): “But lately, it had begun to hum. Not with sound. Not even magic, not exactly. More
like a weight. A rhythm.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 16)

(16-t): “Ane ocmannim uacom kamins nouas 2yoimu. Lle 6y ne 36yk. I nasime ne maeis, He
306cim. Lle 6yno cxooice Ha sacy. Ha pumm.”

This case involves the use of modulation rendering as “Not with sound” as “I]e 6ys ne 36yx”.
Particularization was used while translating “it”as “xamins”. Word “lately” in the passage was
translated as “ocmannim uacom™ which is the example of established equivalent. Amplification (“A
rhythm” as “Ha pumm’) and transposition (“More like a weight” as “Ife 6y10 cxooice na sacy”) are
also present in this example.

(17-s): “Inside, sconces of cold witchlight lined the walls, casting pale blue fire that made
depth vanish. No echoes. No warmth.” (Mermette, 2025, p. 30)

(17-t): “Vcepeouni cminu 6ynu 6CisiHi CEIMUTLHUKAMU 3 XOLOOHUM BIObOMCLKUM CSUEOM,
wo BunpomiHio8anu O1i00-01aKumHe NOAYM'S, sKe HAMepmeo Cmupano eiouymms 2IUOUHU.
JKoomnoeo 6ionynns. Ani kpanni menia.”

We used transposition for rendering of the line “sconces of cold witchlight lined the walls”
as “cminu Oynu 6CiAHI CEIMUIBHUKAMU 3 XOJI0OHUM 6iobomcokum csaueom”. Aplification was
frequently used technique to translate “depth” as “siouymms cnubunu”, “No warmth” as “Awui kpanni
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menaa” and alongside modulation it turned “made depth vanish” into “cmupano eiouymms
nUOUHU”.

(18-s): “Not words. Never words.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 17)

(18-t): “Ile 6ynu ne cnosa. 306cim ne cnosa.”

In this example we can see the use of amplification.

(19-s): “Names were more than just scarce, no one used them at all. Not even in gossip.”
(Vermette, 2025, p.33)

(19-t): “Imena 6ynu mym ne npocmo piokicmio, ix He excusanu e3aeani. Hasimo y niimkax.’

For the translation of this passage we used amplification rendering “Names were more” as
“Imena oynu mym”. This example also involves use of transposition translating “more than just
scarce” as “ne npocmo piokicmio”, chaning adjective into noun.

)

Parenthesis. Parenthesis in The Shattered Rite primarily involves dashes. The first rider’s
manner of behavior is described with a parenthetical interruption.

(20-s): “He looked at her the way someone might study the edge of a blade—curious, not yet
impressed. ” (Vermette, 2025, p. 25)

(20-t): “Bin 3mipsae i makum no2nsoom, AKUM 3d36Udall OYIHIOIOMb €30 KIUHKA, 3
XOJI0OOHUM iHmepecom, aie be3 Kpuxmu 3axeamy.”

In this example we used generalization (“edge of a blade” as “ze3o xkaunka’), “modulation
translating “...looked at her the way...” as “...3uipsg ii maxum noersdom...”, “study” as
“oyintoroms”. While rendering “curious” as “z xonoonum inmepecom” and “...not yet impressed” as
“Oe3 kpuxmu 3axeam)” the technique of amplification was applied. Also the use of transposition is
present (“not yet impressed” as “6e3 kpuxmu 3axeamy”).

The third rider’s presence is also described with a parenthesis.

(21-s): “His presence was unnerving—not just silent, but absent.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 25)

(21-1): “Hozo npucymuicmo b6enmedicuna, 6in Oys He NpOCHO MOBYAZHUM, U020 63a2aii HIOU
mym He 6y10.”

In this case we used literal translation at the beginning of the passage; modulation alongside
amplification translating “but absent” as “tioeo e3aecani nibu mym ne 6yn0”; transposition also was
used translating “...not just silent, but absent” as “...sin 6y ne npocmo mosuasnum, sin 30asascs
giocymuin” and “His presence was unnerving” as “Hozo npucymuicmo benmemncuna’.

Parenthesis continues to be involved in descriptions of riders.

(22-s): “Another rider, still mounted, gave a laugh—dry and cruel. ” (Vermette, 2025, p. 26)

(22-1): “Inwuii epunux, wo 0oci cudis y cioui, 6uda8uUs Cyxy i 3MiCHy YeMiuky.”’

In this example we rendered “gave a laugh” as “sudasus... ycmiwxy” with the help of
modulation and amplification was used to translate “still mounted” as “doci cudig y cioni”.

Fragmentation. In The Stattered Rite fragmentation is primarily used at the novel’s most
suspenseful moments.

(23-s): “The others. The word fell hard. A new guard took her by the arm. No words. Just
pressure and motion.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 31)

(23-t): “Inwi. Ile cnoso nporynano eaxcxo. Hosuil sapmosuti cxonus it 3a pyky. Bes 3atieux
cnis. Jluwe cuna.”

We translated this passage into Ukrainian with the use of several techniques. With the use of
modulation the phrase “The word fell hard” was translated as “IJe croso nponynano easxcko” and
“took her by the arm” was translated as “cxonus ii 3a pyxy”. “No words” turned into “be3 zatiux
cnig” through amplification. Reduction and modulation were both applied translating sentence ““Just
pressure and motion” as “Jluwe cuna.”

(24-s): “She took a breath. One step. Then another. Ashes curled into the morning air.
Behind her, the roof collapsed with a hiss of sparks. ” (Vermette, 2025, p. 24)

(24-1): “Bona 3poouna édux. Qoun kpok. Ilomim we ooun. Yacmxu noneny 3aKpyxcisiiu 8
PAHKOBOMY ROSIMPI. 3a ii CHUHOIO 3 XUNCUM WUNTHHAM ICKOp 008anuscs dax.”
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In this example with the application of amplification fragment “Ashes” was turned into
“Yacmxu noneny” and “with a hiss” was turned into “3 xuorcum wuninnsam”. \We used modulation to
render “curled” as “zaxpyocnsau” and particularization translating “Behind her” as “3a ii cnunor0”.
The rest was translated with the use of literal translation.

The invisible presence following Eliryn described through fragmentation.

(25-s): “Not hostile. Not friendly. Just... aware.” (Vermette, 2025, p. 33)

(25-t): “He 6éoposce. Ane il ne opyscuvo. Ilpocmo... 3 yceioomnenuam.”

During translation of this passage we used amplification (“Not friendly” as “Ane it He
npyxHb0”’) and literal translation.

Elyrin gets cold treatment from villagers for the last time before leaving her home forever.

(26-s): “No farewells. No blessings. No offerings.” (Vermette, 2025, p.26)

(26-t): “IKoonux npowans. Koonux 6nacociosenv. Koonux nionowens.”

In this example fragmentation structure was simply translated with the use of literal
translation.

Third-person narrative voice. Third-person narrative voice is featured in the passage that
introduces Eliryn’s failing sight.

(27-s): “She sat by the window—though “seeing” was a word she used loosely now.’
(Vermette, 2025, p. 9)

(27-t): “Bomna cudina 6ina eikuma, xoua cnoso “bauumu’ menep O6yn0 Oas Hel palduie
yMOBHUM. "

In this example the clause “she used loosely now” is rendered as “menep 6yn0 ons nei’ paoue
ymosnum” through modulation, reduction and transposition. Literal translation was also applied.

Leech and Short (2007, pp. 207-208) emphasise that narrative fiction constructs meaning
through choices of narrative voice, viewpoint, and stylistic mediation between narrator, character,
and reader. In the novel, the narrator frequently aligns with Eliryn’s emotional perspective while
maintaining an externally narrated structure. The narrator’s stance is equally present in passages of
recollections of the past.

(28-s): “In the square, beneath the gaze of every skeptic and stranger, her fate had been
spoken—not as a request, not as a question, but as a command written in fire.” (Vermette, 2025, p.
15)

1

(28-1): “Tam, na niowi, nio npuyinom oueil KOHCHO20 CKenmuka i 4ysicunys, ii 0omo 0yio
NPpOMO6JIeHO, He AK arcantozione NPOXAHHA YU NUMAaHHA, a AK abcontomuutl HAKA3, Hanucanuil
gocHem.”’

In this case we applied modulation (“beneath the gaze of” as “nio mpuyinom oueir”),
amplification (“In the square...” as “Tam, na niowi...”; “the request” as “orcanocione npoxanns™;
“a command” as “abcomomnuil naxaz”), reduction (“... not as a request, not as a question...” as
“... He K dcantoeione npoxanns yu numanus...”’) and literal translation.

The same narrative omniscient voice closes Chapter 1 with a strong statement.

(29-s): “Because when the Flame chose, it did not ask permission. It reached through time
and blood, through myth and marrow. It saw things people no longer remembered how to see.”
(Vermette, 2025, p. 16)

(29-1): “bo xonu Ilonym’ss pobuno csiil 6ubip, 60HO He numano 00360.1y. Bono eézpuszanoce
Kpi3b uac i kpos, Kpize migpu i camy cymo. Bono 6auuno me, wo 1oou 0asno posyuunucs bavumu.”

For this passage we used modulation rendering “It reached through...” as “Boro éepusaioce
kpizw...”. “No longer remembered how to see” was turned into “dasno posyuunucs 6auumu” with
the use of modulation and slight amplification. Translation of “marrow” as “camy cyms” was done
with the application of particularization and amplification.
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Conclusions

In our work, the first four chapters of The Shattered Rite by Jaimie L. Vermette were
translated from English into Ukrainian and investigated from the point of view of the translation
techniques employed to render stylistics of the source text. This approach allowed us to examine
how specific linguistic and stylistic features construct the atmosphere, narrative tone and aesthetic
identity of the novel as well as how these features can be preserved and reproduced in the process of
English-to-Ukrainian literary translation.

We have discovered that the stylistic peculiarities of The Shattered Rite include a number of
important elements. The novel opens each chapter with a prophetic epigraph attributed to a
legendary source, immediately establishing the text’s mythological register and orienting the
reader’s interpretive framework before the narrative begins. Throughout the text, the natural and
physical world is systematically personified: wind, shadow, fire, and silence are consistently
rendered as agents with will and intention. The prose deploys parataxis and anaphora extensively,
constructing meaning through accumulation rather than subordination and linking the narrative
voice to the rhythm of oral legend-telling. Parallelism, frequently combined with negative
constructions, produces a tragic and emotionally intense register characteristic of the heroic fantasy.
Parenthetical constructions and syntactic fragmentation regulate narrative pace at moments of
heightened psychological tension, creating effects of disorientation and compressed urgency.
Finally, the third-person omniscient narrative voice sustains the tone of mythological authority
throughout.

While rendering these stylistic peculiarities into the target language, we applied a range of
translation techniques in order to preserve the author’s style and make the text accessible to
contemporary Ukrainian readers. The techniques which we investigated directly in our work include
(see Appendix A):

modulation (30%),

amplification (28%),

literal translation (20.5%),

transposition (9%),

particularization (4%),

reduction (5%),

established equivalent (2%),

generalization (1%),

borrowing (0,5%).

It can be concluded that the use of these techniques has allowed us to preserve the common
features of epic fantasy prose, while also making text closer and more understandable for target
audience. The overall translation process required careful and context-sensitive decision-making,
especially in passages where several stylistic devices operated simultaneously, creating cumulative
stylistic and atmospheric effects that could not be preserved through a single technique alone.

The perspectives for further research on this topic include the possibility of a full translation
of The Shattered Rite into Ukrainian, as well as the translation of the subsequent volumes of The
Sightless Prophecy Trilogy. Such translations would provide Ukrainian-speaking readers with
access to this contemporary fantasy narrative in its entirety. At the same time, a complete
translation would offer scholars a broader corpus for investigating the challenges and strategies
involved in rendering stylistically complex fantasy prose, including the translation of worldbuilding
terminology, proper names, ritualized dialogue, mythological narration, and the interaction of
stylistic devices that shape the genre’s distinctive atmosphere.
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Appendices

Appendix A.

Techniques investigated directly in

the work

1%

M Modulation (30%)

M Literal translation (20.5%)
M Transposition (9%)

M Reduction (5%)

M Established equivalent (2%)

M Amplification (28%)
Wl Particularization (4%)
M Generalization (1%)
Borrowing (0.5%)
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