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Abstract

This translation project is dedicated to exploring the linguistic features of chronotope
representation in the fictional world of grimdark fantasy, using the English novel The Court of
Broken Knives by Anna Smith Spark as a case study. The project focuses on the analysis of
chronotope and its role in this work, as well as on specific and effective strategies applied to the
Ukrainian translation. Accordingly, the translation project consists of an introduction, two
chapters, a conclusion, a list of references, and an appendix.

The first chapter of the project contains the author’s translation of selected chapters of the
novel from English into Ukrainian. The main task in translating this work was to accurately and
correctly convey all the features of the chronotope’s depiction and its characteristic elements.

The second chapter of the translation project includes general information about the author,
her work, and the genre; an analysis of the linguistic features of chronotope representation in the
novel, the use of relevant methods, strategies, and techniques in translation, and specific examples
from the work under study.

Keywords: grimdark, fantasy, chronotope, domestication, foreignization, borrowing,
transcription, transliteration.

AHoOTaIis

Ileit mnepexmaganbKUi TMPOEKT TMPUCBIYCHUN JOCIIHKECHHIO JIHTBICTUYHUX O3HAK
BIITBOPEHHS XPOHOTONY Y BUTAJaHOMY CBITI rpiMaapk (eHTe3l Ha TPHUKIaAl aHTIIHCHKOTO
pomany Aunau Cwmit Crapk «The Court of Broken Knives». TIpoekT 30cepemKyeThest Ha aHami3i
XPOHOTOMY Ta HOTO pOJIb Y JAHOMY TBOPI, @ TAKO)K Ha KOHKPETHHX Ta €(PEKTUBHUX CTpATETifX,
mo OyauM 3acCTOCOBaHI 110 YKpaiHCHKOTO TMepeknany. BimmoBimHO, mepekIaganbKuid MPOEKT
CKJIAJIA€THCS 31 BCTYITY, IBOX PO3/UTIB, BACHOBKY, CIUCKY BUKOPHCTAaHHX JDKEPEI Ta IOJIATKY.

[Tepmmit po3aUT TPOEKTY MICTUTh aBTOPCHKUM TMEPEKIIa]l BUOPAaHUX PO3AUIIB POMaHy 3
AHIJTHCHKOT HAa YKpaiHChKy MOBY. ['OJIOBHMM 3aBIaHHSM IIPH IEPEKIaai JaHOTO TBOPY Oyiio
MPAaBHIIBHO Ta KOPEKTHO TEPENaTH BCi 0COOIMBOCTI 300payKEHHs XPOHOTOITY Ta HOTO XapaKTepHi
CIIEMEHTH.

Jpyruii po3ait nepekiagabkoro NpoEKTY BKIIFOUYAE 3araibHy iH(OPMAILIO PO aBTOPKY,
i TBip Ta »aHp; aHaJI3 JIHTBICTUYHUX OCOOJMBOCTEH BIATBOPEHHSI XPOHOTOIY Yy POMaHi,
BHKOPHUCTAHHS BIIMTOBITHUX METO/IIB, CTPATEr1il Ta TEXHIK MPU NEPEKIIai Ta KOHKPETHI MPUKIIA I
13 TBOPY JOCIIDKEHHS.

KiarouoBi caoBa: rpiMaapk, QeHTe3i, XpOHOTOI, JOMECTHKalisi, (opeHizais,
3armo3WYCHHS, TPAHCKPHIILLS, TPAHCIITEpaIlis.
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Introduction

Nowadays readers often see this list of phrases, that immediately can attract their attention,
when they try to choose their next fantasy book — “Have you ever been to another world?”,
“Magic, witches, sorcery”, “An epic battle between good and evil. Who will win?”, “Vampires,
werewolves, elves, gnomes, mermaids”, “Can they save the world?” Hundreds of thousands of
authors offer their ideas so that readers can immerse themselves in a fictional world and forget
about the real one for a few hours. Today, modern fantasy literature occupies one of the leading
positions in the global book market, demonstrating the diversity of the genre and style.

Dyspotian, high, low fantasy, sci-fi, crosswords, dark, grimdark fantasy, and a dozen other
types are offered by the MasterClass website. This list is proof that the development of this genre
is not standing still and that everyone is sure to find something to their liking. Our research will
focus specifically on grimdark fantasy, as this genre was used to write The Court of Broken Knives
by Anna Smith Spark.

The topicality of this research lies in the fact that contemporary fiction is becoming
increasingly popular among young people today, and this rapid growth is leading to a rethinking
of traditional genre models for writing fantasy works. In particular, a variety of this genre — dark,
epic, or grimdark fantasy — is increasingly going beyond the boundaries of entertainment
literature and acquiring complex moral and philosophical features. That is, the border line between
good and evil is not clearly defined, and the narrative can change depending on the events in the
work. Thus, the author draws the reader's attention not only to the fictional world, but also to
internal human conflicts, the structure of power, the destructive consequences of choice, and the
theme of violence.

In general, the sources showed that N. VVan de Mosselaer, S. Gualeni, A. Wiens, Z. Nazemi,
E. Aaltonen, M. Hjort, G. Ritella, M. B. Ligorio, K. Hakkarainen, B. Roxana, P. Stasiewicz and
others had already researched this topic.

The object of the research is the chronotope of artistic world of the English fantasy prose.

The subject is the names, statuses, cities, empires, titles, and other means of realization of
the artistic world in fantasy prose texts.

The purpose of the study is to research and analyze the realia used in the novel The Court
of Broken Knives by Anna Smith Spark.

The tasks of the research are:

- to identify and analyze the fantasy genre, as well as its types — dark and
grimdark fantasy;

- to examine fantasy chronotope and its function in the work;

- to characterize the main strategies for translating the text.

The body of the research is the text of the Anna Smith Spark’s novel The Court of Broken
Knives (the source fragment is 470 characters).

The diploma paper consists of Introduction, Chapter 1. (Translation of the book The Court
of Broken Knives by Anna Smith Spark), Chapter 2 (Linguistic means of depicting the chronotope
of the artistic world in fantasy prose), Unit 2.1 (An overview of Anna Smith Spark's novel The
Court of Broken Knives in terms of authorship, genre, and style), Unit 2.2 (Linguistic means of
depicting the chronotope of the artistic world in the prose The Court of Broken Knives), Unit 2.3
(Methods of depicting of the chonotope in translation The Court of Broken Knives), Conclusion,
References and Appendix.



Chapter 1. Translation of the book The Court of Broken Knives by Anna Smith Spark

Chapter 2

‘The Yellow Empire ... I can kind of see that. Yeah. Makes
sense.’

Dun and yellow desert, scattered with crumbling yellow-grey
rocks and scrubby yellow-brown thorns. Bruise-yellow sky, low
yellow clouds. Even the men’s skin and clothes turning yellow, stained
with sweat and sand. So bloody hot Tobias’s vision seemed yellow.
Dry and dusty and yellow as bile and old bones. The Yellow Empire.
The famous golden road. The famous golden light.

‘If I spent the rest of my life knee-deep in black mud, I think
I’d die happy, right about now,’ said Gulius, and spat into the yellow
sand.

Rate sniggered. ‘And you can really see how they made all that
money, too. Valuable thing, dust. Though I’m still kind of clinging to
it being a refreshing change from cow manure.’

“Yeah, I’ve been thinking about that myself, too. If this is the
heart of the richest empire the world has ever known, I’m one of Rate’s
dad’s cows.’

‘An empire built on sand ... Poetic, like.’

“‘Cause there’s so much bloody money in poetry.’

‘They’re not my dad’s cows. They’re my cousin’s cows. My
dad just looks after them.’

‘Magic, I reckon,’ said Alxine.

‘Strange arcane powers. They wave their hands and the dust
turns into gold.’

‘Met a bloke in Alborn once, could do that. Turned iron
pennies into gold marks.’

Rate’s eyes widened. ‘Yeah?’

‘Oh, yeah. Couldn’t shop at the same place two days running,
mind, and had to change his name a lot ...’

Po3znin 2

— Xosra Immepis... Po3ymiro. Tak. Lle mae cenc.

Brino->xoBTa mycrens, ycissHa KpUXKAMU KOBTO-CIPUMHU KaMEHSIMHU 1
JKOPCTKHMHU JKOBTO-KOPUYHEBHMH KoJitoukamu. HebGo 3 BIATIHKOM CHHIIA,
HU3bKI JKOBTI xMmapu. HaBiTh mikipa 1 oadr jiroAed >KOBTUIM — BHMasaHi
moToM 1 mickoM. Taka 1ekenpHa crieka, 1o To0iacoBi 31aBajIoCs BCE JKOBTHM.
Cyxo0, CKpi3b IHJI, KOBTO, SIK XOBU 1 cTapi KicTku. JKoBta IMnepia. 3nameHnuTa
30JI0Ta I0pora. 3HaMEHHUTE 30JI0TE CBITJIO.

— $IkOu 5 POBIB PEUITY CBOTO KUTTS MO KOJIHA B YOPHOMY OOJIOTI,
aymaro, st 0 TIOMep IAacIMBUM, caMe 3apa3, — cKasaB [yiiyc i IIIOHYB Ha
YKOBTHUH TTICOK.

PeliT XuxukHyB.

— Twu niiicHO MOXernn MoOaYnTH, K BOHU 3apOoOMIIM BCI 111 TPOIIIL.
[{inHa piy — mi1. Xodva s Bce 11e AyMaro, 1110 11 MPUEMHA 3MiHa MTOPIBHIHO
3 KOPOB'SSYUM THOEM.

— Tak, s # cam mpo 11e AymaB. SIKImo 1e cepiie HadaraTmioi immnepii,
Ky KOJIN-HEeOY b 3HAJIO JIFOJICTBO, TO 1 — OJHA 3 KOpiB O6aTbka Pefita.

— Immepis, moOyaoBaHa Ha MICKY... 3BYYHTh TOCTHYHO.

— bo B moe3ii Tak 6arato KJISTHX T'POIICH.

— IIi xopoBu — He Moro Oarbka. Lle kopoBu Moro Ky3eHa. Miii
0aTbKO MPOCTO JIOTJISAA€ 32 HUMHU.

— Maris, gk Ha MeHe, — cKa3aB AJIKCIH.

— JluBHI TaeMHUY1 CHIIM. MaxXHYTh PYKOIO — 1 ITUJI IEPETBOPIOETHCS
Ha 30JI0TO.

— 3HaB g 0JIHOTO 4Y0JIOBiKa B AnIOOpHI, BiH Tak ymiB. [lepeTBoproBaB
3aJIi3H1 IEHH1 Ha 30JI0TI MapKH.

PeiiT BUTpinuB oui.

— Tany?

— A sx xe. Tulbku y Tilf camiif KpaMHUIII JB141 TOCHUIb KyIyBaTh
HE MIr' 1 TOCTIfHO MYCUB MIHATH 1M 4...



They reached a small stream bed, stopped to drink, refill their
water skins. Warm and dirty with a distinct aroma of goat shit. After
five hours of dry marching, the feel of it against the skin almost as
sweet as the taste of it in the mouth.

Running water, some small rocks to sit on, two big rocks
providing a bit of shade. What more could a man want in life? Tobias
went to consult with Skie.

‘We’ll stop here a while, lads. Have some lunch. Rest up a bit.
Sit out the worst of the heat.’

If it got any hotter, their swords would start to melt. The men
cheered. Cook pots were filled and scrub gathered; Gulius set to
preparing a soupy porridge. New boy Marith was sent off to dig the
hole for the latrine. Tobias himself sat down and stretched out his legs.
Closed his eyes. Cool dark shadows and the smell of water. Bliss.

‘So how much further do you think we’ve got till we get
there?” Emit asked.

Punch someone, if they asked him that one more time. Tobias
opened his eyes again with a sigh. ‘I have no idea. Ask Skie. Couple
of days? A week?’

Rate grinned at Emit. ‘Don’t tell me you’re getting bored of
sand?’

‘I’1l die of boredom, if I don’t see something soon that isn’t
sand and your face.’

‘I saw a goat a couple of hours back. What more do you want?
And it was definitely a female goat, before you answer that.’

They had been marching now for almost a month. Forty men,
lightly armed and with little armour. No horses, no archers, no mage
or whatnot. No doctor, though Tobias considered himself something of
a dab hand at field surgery and dosing the clap. Just forty men in the
desert, walking west into the setting sun. Nearly there now. Gods only
knew what they would find. The richest empire the world had ever
known. Yellow sand.

BoHu gicranucst HEBEIMKOTO pyciia CTPYMKa, 3YITUHWIHCS HAITUTUCS
i HamoBHUTH Oyproku. Boma Oyna teruia i OpyaHa, i3 BUPA3HUM 3allaxoM
KO3s190T0 JiaiiHa. [licst m’aTi roJIMH BUCHAXKIIMBOT XO/IU CIIEKOIO, BITUYTTS
1i€1 BOJIM Ha MIKipi OyJIo Maike TaKUM Ke COJIOJKUM, SIK 1 11 cMaK y poTi.

Teuist BoaM, KiIbKa HEBEJIMKHX KaMEHIB, Ha K1 MOJKHA CICTH, JBa
BEJIMKI BAJTyHH, IO IaBAJIM TPOXHU TiHi. HOT0O YOJOBIKOBI e TpeOa Bifl )KUTTS?
To0iac mimoB nopaautucs 31 CkaeM.

— Ilepenounnemo Tyt Tpoxu, xjomnui. [lepekycumo. Pozcnadbumocs.
[lepecunumo Halripiny creky.

Skimo craHe Ie CHOEKOTHINIE, iXHI MeYl TOYHYTh TUIaBUTHUCH.
Yososiku 3pajian. KazaHkd HamoBHWIM, Ha3oupand xmusy; [ymiyc y3sBes
BapUTH piaKyBaTy Kamy. HoBauka Mapita mocianw KOmaTH sSMy s
Bimxoxkoro wicisi. Cam Tobiac ciB 1 BHTSATHYB HOTH. 3aruIIONIUB OMi.
[TpoxomnoaHi TeMHI TiHI ¥ 3amax Boau. biaxkeHCTBo.

— Sk aymaeln, CKUTbKY HaM Iiie JJMmuiocs? — cnuras Emir.

IIle pa3 xToch 1€ cuTae — 1 BiH KOMYCh 3aine. Tobiac 13 3iTXaHHSIM
PO3ILTIONINB OYi.

— He 3nar0. 3anuraii Cxasa. Kuipka nais? TrxneHs?

Peiit mocmixayBcst Emiry.

— He xaxwu, mo 1001 B’)Ke HaOpH I MicoK?

— S1 moMpy 3 HYIbI'H, SIKIIO CKOPO HE Mo0ady IIoCh, KPIiM ITICKY 1
TBOT'O OOJIMYYS.

— ] 6auuB K03y Kinbka roauH Tomy. [l{o T061 me Tpeda? I e Touno
Oysa Ko3a, IMepIl HK TH 3aITUTAET.

Bouu Oynu B nmopo3i Maiixke wMicsib. COpOK 4YOJOBIKIB, JETKO
030poeHnx 1 Maibke 6e3 oOnanyHKiB. JKOJHUX KOHEH, KOIHUX JTyYHHKIB,
JKOJHOTO Mara 4 Ie koroch. JKoaHoro Jikaps, xo4ya ToOiac BBaxaB cebe
HEMOTaHUM CIIeIialliCTOM y MOJIbOBIM Xipyprii Ta ikyBaHHi Tpurepa. [Ipocto
COpPOK YOJIOBIKIB y MyCTelNi, 0 WIyTh Ha 3axid, y Oik 3axoay coHIls. Bixke
Mmaitxke micramucs. OnHi boru 3Hamu, 1m0 BOHU TaMm 3HaiayTh. HaiiGarartmny
IMIIepiro 3a BCIO icTopito cBITY. JKOBTHII MTICOK.



‘Not bad, this,” Alxine said as he scraped the last of his
porridge. ‘The lumps of mud make it taste quite different from the
stuff we had at breakfast.’

‘I’m not entirely sure it’s mud ...’

‘I’m not entirely sure I care.’

They bore the highly imaginative title The Free Company of
the Sword. An old name, if not a famous one. Well enough known in
certain select political circles. Tobias had suggested several times they
change it.

‘The sand gives it an interesting texture, too. The way it
crunches between your teeth.’

“You said that yesterday.’

‘And TI’ll probably say it again tomorrow. And the day after
that. I’ll be an old man and still be picking bloody desert out of my
gums.’

‘And other places.’

‘That, my friend, is not something I ever want to have to think
about.’

Everything reduced to incidentals by the hot yellow earth and
the hot yellow air. Water. Food. Water. Rest. Water. Shade. Tobias sat
back against a rock listening to his men droning on just as they had
yesterday and the day before that and the day before that. Almost
rhythmic, like. Musical. A nice predictable pattern to it. Backwards
and forwards, backwards and forwards, backwards and forwards. The
same thinking. The same words. Warp and weft of a man’s life.

Rate was on form today. ‘“When we get there, the first thing
I’m going to do is eat a plate of really good steak. Marbled with fat,
the bones all cracked to let the marrow out, maybe some hot bread and
a few mushrooms to go with it, mop up the juice.’

Emit snorted. ‘The richest empire the world has ever known,
and you’re dreaming about steak?’

‘Death or a good dinner, that’s my motto.’

— Hemnorano Buiinuo, — cka3zaB AJKCiH, BUIIKPIOArOun pPEIITKH
Kalli, — TPYIO0YKH OarHa HaJalOTh 30BCIM IHIIIOTO CMaKy, HE TaKOTO, K
3paHKy.

— 5] He IIIKOM IIEBEH, IO 1€ OarxHo. ..

— 51 He IUIKOM IIEBEH, 1[0 MEHE 1I€ XBHIIIOE.

Bonn HOCWIM BenbMHM BHHAxXiUIMBY Ha3By — Binpaa Kommnawnis
Meua. JlaBHs Ha3Ba, Xou 1 HE HaATO Bigoma. JlocTaTHHO 3HAHA y MEBHUX
3aKyJIICHUX MOJITUYHUX KoJsiax. Tobiac yke He pa3 MPONOHYBaB il 3SMIHUTH.

— Ilicok Tex noxaae mikaBoi TEKCTYpH. Te, K BIH XpYMTHTb MIX
3ybamu.

— Twu ka3aB e Buopa.

— 1, maOyTs, ckaxy 3aBTpa. | micns3zaBrpa. Crany cTapum AioM, a
BCE 1€ BUILIKPIOATUMY KIISTY ITyCTENIO 3 SICEH.

— I 3 iHmMAUX MICIIb.

— Ile, miif mpyxe, Te, IPO IO 5 HIKOJIW HE X0Uy TyMaTH.

VYce 3Bogmiocst 10 ApiOHUIP — Tapsyoi )KOBTOI 3eMJIi i raps4oro
JKOBTOTO TIOBITps. Bopa. I)xa. Boma. Bimmoumnok. Boma. Tiab. Tobiac
BIJIKWHYBCS Ha KaMiHb 1 CITyXaB, SIK HOTO JIFOAU OypMOUyTh OOl IIIOCH i HiC
TaK caMo, sIK yJdopa, 1 Mo3aB4opa, 1 Iie padime. Maixe pUTMIYHO.
MysuuHo. [lpuemuuii nmependauyBanuii BizepyHok. Hazan-Brepen, Hazan-
BIIepen, Hazaa-Brepea. Ti cami qgymku. Ticami cioBa. CyTb KUTTS.

Peiit choromni 0yB y hopmi.

— Komu mu picranemoch, mepiie, o s 3po0i0 — 3°iM TapuIKy
CMAYHOro cTeiika. MapmypoBHii, 1100 KiCTKHA OYy/IM pO3TPOIICH] i BUTIKala
KICTKOBA IOIIIKA, TPOXHU Taps4oro xiida i Kijibka rpudiB, abu BMOKaTH B COYC.

Emit nupxuys.

HaitbaraTma immepisi, sIKy KOJUCh 3HAB CBIT, a THU MAapHIl

creiikom?

— CwmepTtb 260 100pa Beuepss — OT MO€E Kpe/Io.

— S He cniepeuatocs. JIumie kaxy, 1o TaM Mae OyTH IIOCH Kpallle 3a
CTEHK.

— Kpare 3a creiik? Higvoro Hema kparioro 3a CTeHK.



‘Oh, I’'m not disputing that. I’m just saying as there should be
better things to eat when we get there than steak.’

‘Better than steak? Nothing’s better than steak.’

‘As the whore said to the holy man.’

‘I’d have thought you’d be sick of steak, Rate, lad.’

“You’d have thought wrong, then. You know how it feels,
looking after the bloody things day in, day out, never getting to actually
sodding eat them?’

‘As the holy man said to the whore.’

Tiredness was setting in now. Boredom. Fear. They marched
and grumbled and it was hot and at night it was cold, and they were
desperate to get there, and the thought of getting there was terrifying,
and they were fed up to buggery with yellow dust and yellow heat and
yellow air. Good lads, really, though, Tobias thought. Good lads.
Annoying the hell out of him and about two bad nights short of beating
the crap out of each other, but basically good lads. He should be kind
of proud.

‘The Yellow Empire.’

‘The Golden Empire.’

‘The Sunny Empire.’

‘Sunny’s nice and cheerful. Golden’s a hope. And Yellow’d be
good when we get there. In their soldiers, anyway. Nice and cowardly,
yeah?’

Gulius banged the ladle. ‘More porridge, anyone? Get it while
it’s not yet fully congealed.’

‘I swear | sneezed something recently that looked like that last
spoonful.’

‘A steak ... Quick cooked, fat still spitting, charred on the bone
... Mushrooms ... Gravy ... A cup of Immish gold ...’

‘I’ll have another bowl if it’s going begging.’

‘Past begging, man, this porridge. This porridge is lying
unconscious in the gutter waiting to be kicked hard in the head.’

— SIx ckazana moBis CBITOMY YOJIOBIKOBI.

— S nymaB, T001 OM Maso Bxe HaOpUAHYTH T€ TBOE M sico, Peiire.

— Toni mymMaB HENpaBWILHO. 3HAEII, SKE 1€ BIAUYTTS — IUTUMHU
JTHSMU JOTJISIIATH 32 TUMU KJISITUMH TBapHMHAMHU U HIKOJIM HE MaTH 3MOTH,
4yopT 3abupai, ix 3’ictu?

— SIk cka3aB CBATHIA YOJIOBIK MOBIi.

YToma Bxe pmaBanacs B3Haku. Hynera. Crpax. Bonm #mmm i
Oypdyaisiu, OyJIO CIIEKOTHO, a BHOY1 XOJIO/IHO; BOHU PBAJIUCS JICTATHCS MICIIS,
1 cama IyMKa Ipo Iie JisiKaia, 1 iM yxe 10 6ica HaOpU U KOBTUHM TTHIT, ’KOBTA
crieka 1 K0BTe MoBiTps. Xopo1iri xJomili, —1oaymas Too6iac. CripaBii XOporii.
HparyBanu ioro mo Oica ¥ Oynm 3a nBi O6€3COHHI HOYI Bif TOTO, MO0
MepecBapuTHUCS 10 OIMKH, ajie 3arajJjoM — XOpoIii XJjomill. Bin maB 01 HaBITH
TTUTITATHCS.

— JXosTa Immepisi.

3omnota Immepis.

Consuna Immepis.

CoHslYHA 3BYYUTh NMPUEMHO W Beceso. 30yi0Ta — I Hamis. A
JKoBTta Oyne sik pa3, KoM MU JICTaHEMOCh. Y IXHIX COJATiB, MPUHANWMHI.
["apHi Taki 6osry3u, Tak?

['ysiyc JSCHYB OTIOJOHUKOM.

— Kowmy mie kami? bepits, Moku HE 0X0JI0J1a.

— Kusinycs, HemogaBHO S YXHYB 1 IIOCh OYJIO TyXe CX0XKe Ha Ty
OCTaHHIO JIOKKY.
Ot Ou creiik... llIBuaeHbKO NPUTOTOBAHHMA, 13 KUPOM, IO

IIKBAPYUTh, TMiAcManeHuil Ha kictmi... ['pubu... Iligmmsa... KyOok
Imminicekoro 3070Ta. . .

— SIKI0 IMIIUIOCH, s O y3sB 1l11€ MUCKY.
— Iliif xamri Bxke Mi3HO HIOCH MpOoTOHyBaTH. BoHa BamnseThes 6e3
TSMU B KaHaB1 i yekae, MOKH 1if 100psye KOMHYTh 1O TOJIOBI.

[ToGnu3y mposeriia BopoHa 1 3akapkaia. AJKCIH cnpoOyBaB i

cxonut. He Bnanocs. Bona 3nerina it oOruauia oAvH i3 MIIIKIB.
— Yopt. Hobpe Ou Oyio ii 3’icTu.
— Xymroma , 4opT 3abupaii. HaBiTh 5K 1711 BOPOHHU.



A crow flew down near them cawing. Alxine tried to catch it.
Failed. It flew up again and crapped on one of the Kit bags.

‘Bugger. Good eating on one of them.’

‘Scrawny-looking fucker though. Even for a crow.’

‘Cooked up with a few herbs, you wouldn’t be complaining.
Delicacy, in Allene, slow-roasted crow’s guts. Better than steak.’

‘That was my sodding bag!’

‘Lucky, in Allene, a crow crapping on you.’

‘Quiet!’ Tobias scrambled to his feet. ‘Something moved over
to the right.’

‘Probably a goat,’ said Rate. ‘If we’re really lucky, it’1l be that
female goa—"’

The dragon was on them before they’d even had a chance to
draw their swords.

Big as a cart horse. Deep fetid marsh rot snot shit filth green.
Traced out in scar tissue like embroidered cloth. Wings black and white
and silver, heavy and vicious as blades. The stink of it came choking.
Fire and ash. Hot metal. Fear. Joy. Pain. There are dragons in the
desert, said the old maps of old empire, and they had laughed and said
no, no, not that close to great cities, if there ever were dragons there
they are gone like the memory of a dream. Its teeth closed ripping on
Gulius’s arm, huge, jagged; its eyes were like knives as it twisted away
with the arm hanging bloody in its mouth. It spat blood and slime and
roared out flame again, reared up beating its wings. Men fell back
screaming, armour scorched and molten, melted into burnt melted
flesh. The smell of roasting meat surrounded them. Better than steak.

Gulius was lying somehow still alive, staring at the hole where
his right arm had been. The dragon’s front legs came down smash onto
his body. Plume of blood. Gulius disappeared. Little smudge of red on
the green. A grating shriek as its claws scrabbled over hot stones.
Screaming. Screaming. Beating wings. The stream rose up boiling.

— Jlonartu xinbKa Tpas, i TH 6 He cKkapKuBcs. B AjnenHi nemikarec —
3areveHi KUk BopoHu. Kpare 3a creiik.

— Ile »x Mili KJISTHH MIIIOK!

— B Anenni e Ha macTs — KOJIM BOPOHA Ha TeOe rajiTh.

— Tuxo!

ToGiac pBy4KO MmiABIBCS.

— IIlock BopyxHYJIOCS TPaBOPYY.

— Ta ue, mabyTh, K032, — cka3aB PeiiT. — Sk momactuth, TO Ta
cama Ko3a...

JpaxoH BKe JIETIB HA HUX, TIEPIIl HDK BOHU BCTUTIIA BUXOMUTH MEYI.

3aBOUILIIKY 3 BO30BOTO KOHA. I'HHMIO-00JIOTSIHUM, OTHUIHO-3€JICHUH,
MOB cama TpSCOBHHA. YBECh y IIpamax, HIOM XTOCh BHIIIMB Ha IIKIpi
KJIanTeBui BizepyHOK. Kpuna — qopHi, 6111 i cpiOsICTi, BaXKi i )KOPCTOKI,
MOB Je3a. Bim cmopoay mepexorumoBano moaux. Borons 1 momin. ["apsiue
3anmizo. Crpax. 3axomeHHs. butb. Ha crapux kaprax crapoi immepii Oymio
HAIKMCaHO: Y MYyCTEN1 BOIATHCS JAPAKOHU; HAJ UM CMISUIHCS — Ta HY, HE
MOXXYTh BOHU OYTH TaK OJU3bKO JI0 BEJIMKUX MICT, a SKIIO ¥ KOJUCh OYiIH, TO
3HHUKIIM, SK CIOTaj Mpo CoH. Moro 3y6m 3iMkHymmcst Ha pyui Iymiyca —
BEJIMYE3HI, JJaMaH1; 04l OJIMCHYJIM, MOB HOXI, KOJIU IpaKOH PBOHYB Ha3aJ, 13
3aKPHUBABIICHOIO PYKOIO, IO TeJinajacs B maimii. BiH BUIUTIOHYB KpPOB 1 CTU3,
1 3HOBY BUAMXHYB MOJyM’s, MIAHSBCS Ha 3aaHl Jlanu, 30UBIIM TOBITPS
KpriamMu. YOJIOBIKHM 3aJIKyBaJld, BEpEIIaau, OONaayHKH OOBYIIIIOBAIMCS W
IUTABWJIMCSA, BPOCTAIOUHN Y 3ropijie M’sico. 3amax neueHoi 0TI OTOPHYB yce
noBkoJa. Kpaine, HK CTEHK.

['yaiyc nexaB — SAKMMOCH JMBOM ILE KMBUM — 1 JUBUBCS TY/IH, JIE
KOJIHCh OyIna ioro npasa pyka. [lepenni manu gpakoHa 0OBaIUIHCS IPSIMO HA
fioro Tino. Bpuszok kposi. I'yaiyca He crano. JIvime Ma3ok 4epBOHOIO Ha
3€eJICHOMY.



Two men were in the stream trying to douse burning flesh and the
boiling water was in their faces and they were screaming too.
Everything hot and boiling and burning, dry wind and dry earth and
dry fire and dry hot scales, the whole great lizard body scorching like
a furnace, roaring hot burning killing demon death thing.

We’re going to die, thought Tobias. We’re all going to fucking
die.

Found himself next to pretty new boy Marith, who was staring
at it mesmerized with a face as white as pus. Yeah, well, okay, I’ll give
it to you, bit of a thing to come back to when you’ve been off digging
a hole for your superiors to shit in. Looked pretty startled even for him.
Though wouldn’t look either pretty or startled in about ten heartbeats,
after the dragon flame grilled and decapitated him.

If he’d at least try to raise his sword a bit.

Or even just duck.

‘Oh gods and demons and piss.’

Tobias, veteran of ten years’ standing with very little left that
could unsettle him, pulled up his sword and plunged it two-handed into
the dragon’s right eye.

The dragon roared like a city dying. Threw itself sideways. The
sword still wedged in its eye. Tobias half fell, half leapt away from it,
dragging Marith with him.

‘Sword!” he screamed. ‘Draw your bloody sword!’

The dragon’s front claws were bucking and rearing inches
from his face. It turned in a circle, clawing at itself, tail and wings
lashing out. Spouted flame madly, shrieking, arching its back. Almost
burned its own body, stupid fucking thing. Two men went up like
candles, bodies alight; a third was struck by the tail and went down
with a crack of bone. Tobias rolled and pulled himself upright, dancing
back away. His helmet was askew, he could see little except directly in
front of him. Big writhing mass of green dragon legs. He went into a
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Pumnyumii ckperit — masypi JpakoHa KOB3HYJIH IO PO3IEYECHOMY
kaminHi. Kpuku. Kpuku. JlomoTinus kpwi. [loTik BOIU CKUIIB CTOBIIOM.
JIBO€ 4OIJIOBIKIB KHHYJIMCSA B HHOTO, HAMAralO4nch 3aracUTH Majlalovy IJI0Th,
1 rapsiya Boja ooaa iv 0OJIMYYs, 1 BOHH TSK KpHYaIH. Y Ce HaBKOJIO OYyIio
rapsYuM, KATUSTYUM, MaTalouiM, CYXUH BITEp, cyXa 3eMJsl, CyXHil BOTOHb,
CyXi raps4i TyCcKaTi IUTH MIKIPH, BETHYE3HE TUIO SAIIIPKH Maaio, MOB Ky3Hs
— peByua, Tajova, CMepTelbHa JJeMOHIYHA TBApIOKa.

Mu nompemo, — noayman ToOiac. Ham ycim KiHellb.

Bin onuHuBCS MOPYY 13 CUMITIATUYHUM HOBaukoM Mapitom, 10 CTOSIB,
3aBOPOKEHO JMBISTYMCH HA TOTBOpY, Oinmuii, sik muct. Hy, rapasn, Tyt s
3roJieH, BKKO OTaKe MOOAYUTH, KOJM MIOWHO 3aKIHYMB KOTIATH sIMY, KYIU
crapiri OyayTh ranutu. Burisn y xmomnis OyB nepensikanuii. Xoua 3a JecsiTh
yaapiB cepist BiH y)Ke HE BUTJISAATHME aHl CUMIIATUYHUM, aHi MepesiKaHuM
— MICJISI TOTO, SIK JPAKOH HOTO MiJICMa)KUTh 1 3HECE TOJIOBY.

Ax6u BiH xoua 6 crnpoOyBaB Tpoxu MIAHATH Med. AGo xoua O
MPUTHYBCSL.

— O 6oru 1 geMoHu, Ta Moo Bac!

TobGiac — BeTepaH 13 JecsAThbMa POKaMU CIYXOH, SKOTO BXXE Maibke
HIYMM HE MOKHA 0yJ10 BUOMTH 3 pIBHOBAr — BUXOIHMB MeY 1 000Ma pyKamMu
BCTPOMUB HOTO B MPaBe OKO JIPAKOHA.

Hpaxon 3apeBiB, Haue nomupajo micto. CkpyruBces BOIK. Meu yce
me ctupuaB B oIi. Tobiac Maibke yrmaB, a TOII CTpHOHYB YOIK, TATHYYH
Mapira 3a co6010.

— Meu! — 3akpuyaB BiH. — Buxonu cBiit kst Meu!

[lepenni nmanu apakoHa OWiMcA W 3aIAMaMCA MPOCTO 3a KUIbKa
IIONMIB Bif Horo obmuyus. BiH kpyTuBcs KojoM, Ipsimaiouu cebe, 6’roun
XBOCTOM 1 Kpuiamu. HecamoBHUTO BHAMXaB MOJyM’sl, BEpelllaB, BUTHHAB
cnuHy. Marno He mignajuB BJIAacHE TLIO, AypHE CTBOpIHHSA. J[BO€ 4OIOBIKIB
CHaJIaXHYJIM, MOB CBIUKH; TPETHOMY XBICT MepeIaMaB KiCTKU OJJHUM YAapOM.
ToGiac mepexoTHBCs, 3BIBCS 1 MOYaB BIACTYNATH, BIICKaKyIOUHd BiJl yJapiB.
Hlonom 3cyHyBes HaOIK, 1 BiH Maibke HIYOro He 6auuB, KPiM TOTO, 110 MPSMO
nepe HUM — BeNMKa Maca 3eJeHHUX JPaKOHA4YuX Jan. BiH 3HOBY MpHUCIB,



crouch again, trying to brace himself against the impact of green scales.
Not really much point trying to brace himself against the flames.

A man came in low, driving his sword into the dragon’s side,
ripping down, glancing off the scales but then meeting the softer
underbelly as the thing twisted up. Drove it in and along, tearing flesh.
Black blood spurted out, followed by shimmering white and red
unravelling entrails. Pretty as a fountain. Men howled, clawed at their
own faces as the blood hit. And now it had two swords sticking out of
it, as well as its own intestines, and it was redoubling its shrieking,
twisting, bucking in circles, bleeding, while men leapt and fell out of
its way.

‘Pull back!” Tobias screamed at them. ‘Get back, give it space.
Get back!”

His voice was lost in the maelstrom of noise. It must be dying,
he thought desperately. It might be a bloody dragon, but half its guts
are hanging out and it’s got a sword sunk a foot into its head. A burst
of flame exploded in his direction. He dived back onto his face. Found
himself next to new boy Marith again.

‘Distract it!” Marith shouted in his ear.

Um...?7

Marith scrambled to his feet and leapt. Suddenly, absurdly, the
boy was balanced on the thing’s back. Clung on frantically. Almost
falling. Looked so bloody stupidly bloody small. Then pulled out his
sword and stabbed downwards. Blood bursting up. Marith shouted.
Twisted backwards. Fell off. The dragon screamed louder than ever.
Loud as the end of the world. Its body arched, a gout of flame spouted.
Collapsed with a shriek. Its tail twitched and coiled for a few long
moments. Last rattling tremors, almost kind of pitiful and obscene.
Groaning sighing weeping noise. Finally it lay dead.

A dead dragon is a very large thing. Tobias stared at it for a
long time. Felt regret, almost. It was beautiful in its way. Wild. Utterly
bloody wild. No wisdom in those eyes. Wild freedom and the delight
in Killing. An immovable force, like a mountain or a storm cloud. A
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HaMaralo4uch CrHepTHcs, adu BUTPUMATH yAap JIYCKH. Xoua SIKUM CEeHC,
IOJIyM sl BCE OJIHO HE BTPUMATH.

OxuH 13 4OJIOBIKIB MiJICTYNUB 3HU3Y 1 BCTPOMHB Me4 Y OiK JIpaKkoHa,
PO3pUBAIOYH HUM JIOHU3Y; CTaJIb 3ICKOB3HYIIA 31 JIYCKH, ajie MOTIM yBiiIIa B
M’SIKHI TI9epeBOK, KOJHM TOTBOpa BHUTHYNAaci. BiH NpOIITOBXHYB €30
BCEPEIMHY 1 B3JIOBXK, PO3PUBAIOYH TUIOTh. YOopHa KpoB OpH3HYINa, a 3a HEIO
BHUpPBAJIKCS HA30BHI MEPEXTIUBI OL11 i yepBOH1 HyTpo1i. ["apHe, MOB poHTaH.
YosoBikM KpHUUaau, Xalmauuch 3a 00IMYUs, KOJIH Ta KpOB OpHU3HYJIa Ha HUX.
I Temep y nmpakoHi cTHUpuajgo BKE JBa Medi, IUTFOC BJIACHI KHUIIKH, 1 BIH
BEpellaB Ie JIOTIINIe, KPYTUBCS, MIJACKAaKyBaB, 3aJIMBAaBCS KPOB’I0, TIOKHU
YOJIOBIKM cTpubanu BOIK ab0 maaanu, pATyIOunCh.

— Bincrymaiite! — 3akpuuaB Tobiac. — Hazan, maiite itomy miciie!
Hazan!

Moro kpuk TOHYB y Bupi 3ByKiB. ITOTBOpA  MYCHTh BMHUPATH, —
MoJyMaB BiH 13 posnayeMm. Hexall 1e KiasTHil ApakoH, ajne MOJIOBUHA HOTO
HYTPOII[IB BUCUTh Ha30BHi, a Me4 — Ha ¢yT y roJioBi. [Toaym’s criamaxayso
oMy B oOnuyus. Bin BiACTYNUB 1 BraB Ha3zaj. 3HOBY OMMHUBCA TMOPYyY 13
HOBauykoM MapiTom.

— BigBomiuite ioro! — nmpokpuyaB Mapit oMy pocTo Y BYXO.

Em...?

Mapir pBoHyBCSl Ha HOTH i cTpuOHYB. Pantom, abcypaHo, Xiomnenb
y)K€ ONUHHUBCS HAa CIHMHI MOTBOPH, BIAYANAYIIHO BUYEMUBUINCH, JIeAb HE
najgarodu. Bin BurisgaB Takum ManuM. [1oTiM BUXONHB CBiif MeY 1 BCTPOMHB
Horo. XnuHysa KpoB. MapiT 3aKkpu4aB, IepeKpyTUBCS Ha3aa 1 Bnas. J[pakoH
3apeBiB ryunime, HiK Gyab-koiu. I'ydHO, MOB KiHeub cBiTy. Moro Timo
BUTHYJIOCS, BUPBAJoOcs MmoyiyM . Bid BnaB 13 BepeckoM. XBICT 1[e CMUKaBCS
i CKpy4yBaBcsl KUIbKa TOBrux cekyHa1. OCTaHH1 TPeMTs4i MOIMITOBXU, Maiike
»xauicHi i oruani. CToriH, 3iTXaHHs, mad. Hapemti BiH MEpTBHIA.

MepTBuil 1pakoH — pid AyXe Beiauka. ToOiac OBro ITUBUBCS Ha
HbOro. Maibke BiguyBaB kajb. BiH OyB mo-cBoemy kpacuBuid. Jukuii. [lo
Oica mukuil. Y THX oyax He Oyno myapocti. Juka cBoboja i Haconozaa
BOMBCTBOM. Hepyxoma cuiia, ik ropa 4d Ipo3oBa xmapa. YTUICHHsS CMepTi.



death thing. A beautiful death, though. Imagine saying that to Gulius’s
family: he was killed fighting a dragon. He was killed fighting a
dragon. A dragon killed him. A dragon. Like saying he died fighting a
god. They were gods, in some places. Or kin to gods, anyway. He
reached out to touch the dark green scales. Soft. Still warm. His hand
jerked back as if burnt. What did you expect? he thought. It was alive.
A living creature. Course it’s bloody soft and warm. It’s bloody flesh
and blood.

Should be stone. Or fire. Or shadow. It wasn’t right, somehow,
that it was alive and now it was dead. That it felt no different now to
dead cattle, or dead men, or dead dogs. It should feel ... different. Like
the pain of it should be different. He ached the same way he did after
a battle with men. The same way he did the last time he’d got in a fight
in an inn. Not right. He touched it again, to be sure. Crumble to dust,
it should, maybe. Burn up in a blaze of scented flame.

If it’s flesh and blood, he thought then, it’s going to fucking
stink as it starts to rot.

There was a noise behind him. Tobias spun round in a panic.
Another dragon. A demon. Eltheia the beautiful, naked on a white
horse.

New boy Marith. Staring at the dragon like a man stares at his
own death. A chill of cold went through Tobias for a moment. A
scream and a shriek in his ears or his mind. The boy’s beautiful eyes
gazed unblinking. A shadow there, like it was darker suddenly. Like
the sun flickered in the sky. Like the dragon might twitch and move
and live. Then the boy sighed wearily, sat down in the dust rubbing at
his face. Tobias saw that the back of his left hand was horribly burnt.

‘Pretty good, that,” Tobias said at length.
‘You told me to draw my sword.’

‘Idid.’

There was a long pause.

“You killed it,” said Tobias.
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AJte % cMepTh KpacuBa. YSBUTH TiUIbKH, CKasaTh pojauHi 'yiiyca, mo #oro
BOMB japakoH. Bin 3arunyB, Goprounch i3 apakoHoMm. [IpakoH yOuB Horo.
Hpaxon. Lle maibke sk cka3aTu, IO BiH 3aruHyB y 000 3 6orom. Y neskux
3eMJISIX iX 1 cripaB/i BBaxanu 6oramu. A6o npuHaiiMHiI poandaMu 00riB. Bin
IPOCTST PYKy ¥ TOPKHYBCSI TEMHO-3eleHuX Jycok. M’siki. e Teri. Pyka
CMUKHYJIacsl Ha3aJ1, HiOu oOmnekacs. Yoro tu ouikyBaB? — motymaB BiH. Lle
Oyra kuBa icToTa. 3BICHO, BOHA Teruta i M sika. Lle  maoTh 1 KpoB.

Bonu manu Ou Oytu kameneM. AGo BorHeM. A0Oo TiHHIO. SIKOCBH
HETPaBWIIBHO, IO 1€ MI0IHO Oys10 *UBHMM, a Tenep meptse. Lo Ha moTuk He
BIJPI3HAETHCS Bl MEPTBOI Xy/100U, UM MEPTBUX JItOJIEH, Y MEPTBUX COOAK.
Bowno mano 6 BiquyBatucs... iHakmie. Haue i 6u1b MaB Ou OyTH iHITUM. A BiH
0oJTiB Tak caMo, SK IICJISA 3BUYAWHOI OWTBH 3 JIOABMHU. TaK caMo, SIK ITICHS
01k B MHKY. HenpaBuiabHO.

Bin TOpkHYBcs mie pa3, mo0 mnepekoHatucs. Bono wMano 6
po3cunaTucs Ha TMOPOX, MOXJIMBO. AOO CHaJaxHYTH y XMapi Maxy4doro
MOJTyM 4.

S0 1me mpocTo MIOTh 1 KpOB, —IIOyMaB BIH TOJI, — TO CKOpO,
KJISATa, IOYHE CMEP/IITH, KOJIU THUTH OyIe.

[To3amy mock 3amrypxoTino. Tobiac pi3ko 00epHYBCs, epeIIKaHUH.
Ile omuu apakoH. [lemon. EnTeiisi-kpacyHsi, roja, Ha OUIOMY KOHI.

Hosuii xmonens Mapir. CTosiB 1 TMBUBCS Ha JApakOoHA TakK, HIOM
JTUBHBCS y BJaCHY cMepTh. XoJoa rmpo0oir To6iacosi o crimHi. Kpuk 1 Bepeck
y oro Byxax uu royiosi. [IpekpacHi oui XJI0M1Isi TUBUITUCS, HE MOPTalOYH.

Y ToMy norsiszi Oyia TiHb, Ha4e HaBKOJIO cTajlo TeMHime. Haue conie
HA MUTh OnucHyno 1 3racino. Hade npakoH 3apa3 3ApuUTHETHCA,
MOBOPYXHEThCs i oxkuBe. ToAl Xyomnelp BaKKO BUAUXHYB, CIB Y U 1 IOTEP
06muuust. Tobiac momiTuB, 110 TUIIBHUM OiK HOTO JIBOT pyKu OYB CTpaIlIEeHHO
0OIIeYeHHI.

— Hyxe nobpe, — Hapemri ckazaB Tobiac.

— Twu ckazaB MeHi BUTATHYTH MeU.

— Ckazas.

Hacrana nosra naysa.

— Twu BOUMB #oro, — ckazaB Too0iac.



‘It was dying anyway.’

“You killed a bloody dragon, lad.’

A bitter laugh.

‘It wasn’t a very large dragon.’

‘And you’d know, would you?’

No answer.

“You killed it, boy. You bloody well killed a bloody dragon.
Notoriously invulnerable beast nobody really believed still existed
right up until it ate their tent-mate. You should be pleased, at least.
Instead, you’re sitting here looking like death while Rate and the other
lads try to get things sorted out around here.’

Wanted to shake the boy. Moping misery. ‘At least let me have
a look at your hand.’

This finally seemed to get Marith’s attention. He stared down
at his burns.

“This? It doesn’t really hurt.’

‘Doesn’t hurt? Half your hand’s been burnt off. How can it not
hurt? It’s the blood, I think. Burns things. It’s completely destroyed my
sword. Damn good sword it was, too. Had a real ruby in the hilt and
all. Bloke | got it off must have thought it was good too, seeing as |
had to kill him for it.” Rambled on, trying to relieve his racing mind.
At the back of his racing mind this little voice basically just shouting
‘fuck fuck fuck fuck’.

‘The blood is acid,” Marith said absently. ‘And boiling hot.
Once it’s dead it cools, becomes less corrosive.” He turned suddenly to
Tobias, as if just realizing something.

“You stabbed it first. To rescue me. I did nothing, I just stood
there.’

Absurd how young the boy seemed. Fragile. Weak. Hair like
red-black velvet. Eyes like pale grey silk. Skin like new milk and a face
like a high-class whore. Could probably pass for Eltheia the beautiful,
actually, in the right light. From the neck up at any rate.
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— BiH i Tak momMupas.

— Tu BOUB KIIATOTO JApaKoHA, XJIOMYE.

Iipkwuit cmix.

— lle He OyB may*e BETUKHI IPaKOH.

— A 11 i1 3Haem?

Binmogizi e Oyro.

— Tu BOuB ioro, xnonue. Tu BOUB kisitoro apakoxa. Lle HeBpazmmBi
MOTBOPH, 1 HIXTO HE BIPHB, L0 BOHM IlI€ ICHYIOTbh, IIOKM BOHHM HE 33KEpJU
cyciaiB 1o HameTy. Tu MaB O Xou Tpoxu pafiitu. Hatomicts ™1 cupumi Ty,
Ha BUTJIS, SIK CMEPTh, MOKK PENT Ta 1HIII XJIOMII HaMararThesl po3idpaTucs
3 CUTYAII€I0.

Momy xorinocs crpycuty xmomnus. Tloxmypuii i HemacHwuit.

— Xoua 0 maii MeH1 TOJUBUTHUCS HA TBOIO PYKY.

Ile Hi6m mpuBepHyso yBary Mapita. BiH 1uBuBCS Ha CBOT OTIIKH.

— Ile? Maifxe He OOJIUTE.

— He 6omuts? IlosoBuHa TBOET pykn obropina. Sk 1e Moxxe He
6omitu? Jlymato, 11e uepe3 kpoB. Bona o6mnikae. BoHa moBHICTIO 3HHUINNIIA MIi
Med. A e OyB Iy)Xe XOpOIIuii Med. Y pyKosTIII OyB cripaBxkHii pyOiH. Toi
XJIOTEIb, Y SIKOTO 5 Horo 3a0paB, MaOyTh, TEX BBaXaB HOr0 XOPOIIUM, pa3 s
MYCHB HOTO BOWTH, 11100 OTpUMATH.

Bin 6a3ikaB, HaMarar4uch 3aCIOKOITH CBOT1 OypXJIuBi AyMKH. Jlaneko
y IyMKax MaJIeHbKUI T0JI0C MPOCTO KPUYaB «4OPT, YOPT, YOPT, YOPTH».

— KpoB — 1e kucimoTa, — BiIBOJIIKaIOYHCh, CKa3aB Mapir, — 1
kursiya. Koy BoHa BUCHXA€E, TO OXOJIOKYETHCS 1 CTa€ MEHII iIKOIO.

Bin pantoBo mnoBepHyBcsi n0 Tobiaca, HIOM MIOWHO IIOCH
YCB1JIOMUBIIIH.

— Tu nepmmm Horo Brapus HoxkeM. 11100 BpsaTyBaTu MeHe. S HiYOTrO
HE 3pOOUB, MPOCTO CTOSB.

Bin 31aBaBcs abcypano monoauM. Kpuxkum. Crnabkum. Bomnoces, sk
4epBOHO-uOpHUIl okcamuT. Oui — Omimo-cipuit moBk. Ilkipa, sk cBike
MOJIOKO, @ 001144 — K Y JOPOroi noBii. Y rapHoMy CBITJIi, MaOyTb, 13a camy
Enrero-kpacyHto mir 6u 3iiitu. [IpuHaiiMHi Bix mui i BuIIe.



Couldn’t cook. Couldn’t start a fire. Couldn’t boil a sodding
pot of tea. Could just about use a sword a bit, once someone had found
him one, though his hand tended to shake on the blade. Cried a lot at
night in his tent. Emit had ten in iron on him one day breaking down
crying he wanted his mum. Eltheia the beautiful might have made the
better sellsword, actually, in the right light.

“You just stood there. Yeah. So did most of them.” And, oh
gods, oh yeah, it’s the squad commander pep talk coming unstoppably
out. Let rip, Tobias me old mucker, like finally getting out a fart:
‘Don’t worry about it. Learn from your mistakes and grow stronger
and all that. Then when we next get jumped by a fire-breathing man-
eating dragon, you’ll be right as rain and ready for it and know exactly
what to do.’

Marith shook himself. Rubbed his eyes. ‘I could really, really
do with a drink.’

Tobias got to his feet. Sighed. Boy didn’t even need to ask
things directly for you to somehow just do them. A trick in the tone of
voice. Those puppy-dog sad eyes. ‘You’re not really supposed to order
your squad commander around, boy. And we haven’t got any booze
left, if that’s what you mean. There’s water for tea, as long as it’s drawn
well up river of ... that. Seeing as you’re a hero and all, I’ll go and get
you some.’” He started off towards the camp. ‘Want something to eat
while I’'m at it?’

An attempt at drinks and dinner. Get the camp sorted so
someone with a particularly iron stomach could get a bit of sleep in
that wasn’t mostly full of dreams of blood and entrails and your tent-
mate’s face running off like fat off a kebab. The final butcher’s bill on
file: Jonar, the man who had hacked the thing’s stomach open, had
disappeared completely, his body totally eaten away; four others were
dead including Gulius; one was dying from bathing in fire and hot
steam. Skie finished this last off cleanly by taking off his crispy melted
black and pink head. Another four were badly wounded: Tobias
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l'otyBatu He BMiB. Po3manuTu Boronh — Tex. YaitHuKa 3aKUM’ STUTH
He Mir. MedeM OpyayBaTH TPOXH Mir, ajie¢ SIK TUIBKH XTOCh HOMY HOTO
miZIcyBaB, TO W pyKa B HBOTO TpeMmTiia Ha ye3i. YacTo miakaB HOYaMHU B
HameTi. Slkock EMIT 3acTaB #oro B o0yiaayHkax, y ciib03ax, 00 TOH XOTiB J0
mamu. Enres-kpacyns, MaOyTh, Oyina 6 KpamuM HaiiMaHIEM, YECHO KaXKy4qH.

— Twu npocTo cTosB. ABXKex. Ta OUIBIIICTD 13 HUX TEX.

I, o Goru, Hy 3BiCHO, TTOHECIIOCA — HEKOHTPOJIhOBAaHA KOMAHIUPChKA
MoOTHBaIlliHa pomoBa. JlaBai, ToGiace, Briepea — sk KaMiHb 3 JIYIIIL.

— Ta He nepeiimaiica. Buucs Ha moMuiKax, poCTd CHIIBHIIINM 1 BCE
take. OT KOJIM HACTYITHOTO pa3y HAa HAC BUCKOYHTH JIFOI0KEP-APAKOH, IO
JXa€ BOTHEM, TH OyZell y TOBHOMY TOPSAKY — TOTOBHH 1 TOYHO 3HATHMeE,
10 pOOUTH.

Mapit ctpycHyB rojioBoto. [lotep oui.

— $1 6 3apa3 ngyxe, qyxe XOTiB OU BUIUTH.

Tobiac miaBiBcs. 3iTXHYB. XJIOMIIO HaBiTh HE Tpeba MpsSMO IIOCh
Ka3aTu — 1 TH BKe Haem poOuTtu. Skuiick Tprok y rojoci. Li cobaui cymHi
oul.

— Bgzarami-tro 1001 HE BapTO KepyBaTH KOMaHAMpPOM, xijomdye. |
BUIMBKH B HAC HE JIMIIWIIOCS, SIKIIO TH Mpo 1e. Boau mig yato Buctauutp —
SKIIO HaOpaTH BUIIE 32 TEUI€IO Bif... Iboro. OCKUIBKY TH CbOTOJIHI T€POH, 5
iy ¥ MpuHecy.

Bin pymuB y 6ik Tabopy.

— XouenI II0Ch MOIiCTH, TOKH S Tam?

Crpo06a BumnutH it moBeuepstu. Po36utu tabip Tak, o0 XTock i3 1mo-
CIPaBKHbOMY 3QJII3HUM HUTYHKOM MIT' X04 TPOXH MOCTAaTH — 0€3 CHOBU/IIHD,
MOBHUX KpPOBi, HYTPOIIIB 1 TOTO, K OOJMWYYS TBOIO CyCifia MO HaMeTy
CIIOB3a€, MOB XUp 13 M’sca. OCTaTOYHUI paxyHOK pi3aHUHH OyB Takuil —
JI>xoHap, TOM camHil YOJIOBIK, IO pO3MaHaXaB YyJOBUCHKY YEPEBO, 3HUK
0e3ciiIHO — BiJl HBOTO HE JIMIINJIOCSA W KICTKH; YE€TBEPO IHIIMX 3aruHYIH,
cepen Hux [ymiyc; e oauH TJIB ITiC/s KyNaHHs y BOTHI Ta Tapsdiil mapi.
Ckail MOKIHYMB 3 HUM IIBUAKO i YUCTO — 3HSB OOBYTJICHY, YOPHY 3 POKEBUM
rojoBy. llle uerBepo Oynu TsKko nopaneHi: ToGiac mio3proBaB, 10 JBOE 3



suspected two at least would be lucky to survive the night. One, a
young man called Newlin who was a member of his squadron, had a
burn on his right leg that left him barely able to stand. Tobias had
already decided it would be a kindness to knife him at the earliest
opportunity. One of the other lads was bound to make a botch of it
otherwise.

They’d only lost three men in the last year, and they had largely
been the victims of unfortunate accidents. (How could they have
known that pretty farmer’s daughter had had a pruning hook hidden
under her cloak? She hadn’t even put up much resistance until that
point.) Losing ten was a disaster, leaving them dangerously
approaching being under-manned.

Piss poor luck, really, all in all, sitting down for lunch in front
of a convenient bit of rock and it happening to have a dragon hiding
behind it. Even if it wasn’t a very large one.

They were still pitching the tents when Skie’s servant Toman
appeared. Reported that Skie wanted to see Marith Dragon Killer for a
chat.

‘Hero’s welcome,’ said Tobias with a grin. Though you never
could tell with Skie. Could just be going to bollock the boy for not
killing it sooner.

Marith got up slowly. Something like fear in his eyes. Or pain,
maybe. Tobias shivered again. Funny mood, the boy was in.

Chapter 4

The Imperial Palace of the Asekemlene Emperor of the
Sekemleth Empire of the eternal city of Sorlost the Golden is clad in
white porcelain. Its towers are gilt in silver, its great central dome in
gold. Its windows are mage glass, shining like sunrise. Its courtyards
are hung with yellow satin, its balconies are carved of gems. Its gates
are ivory and whalebone and onyx and red earl. Its walls enclose lush
silent gardens of lilac trees where green lightless birds dart and sing.
Tall marble columns create cool loggias, opening onto perfumed lakes
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HUX, y KpaloMy pasi, JOTSATHYTh A0 paHKy. OJUH, MOJIOJWH XJIOMYKMHA HA
iM’s Hp10TiH 13 HOTO 3K €CKaJIpoHy, MaB OITiK Ha MpaBiif HO31 Ta JeIBE CTOSB.
ToGiac y)xe BUpIMIKB, 0 HAUMUIOCEPAHIIIE — MiApi3aTH HOMY ropJo Mmpu
NepIIiii Harodi. A TO XTOCH i3 XJIOMIIB YCe OJTHO BCE 3iICYE.

3a MHHYAMI pIK BOHM BTpPATHIM JIAIIE TPHOX JIIOJCH, Ta W TO
31e0UIbIIOr0 Yepe3 HellacH! BUMaAkH. (3BIKM iM Oyio 3HATH, IIO B Ti€l
rapHEHbKOi (pepMepchKOT JOHBKH M1 TUIALIEM XOBaBCs caoBuil Hik? Bona
K Maibke He mpydanacs A0 Ti€i MuTi.) BrTparutu onpasy necsaTbox —
KaracTpoa: Ternep BOHU MIBUIKO HAOIMKAIIUCS 10 TOTO, 100 JUIUTUCS 03
JIIOJE.

[TapmmBa HeBmaya, sikio 4ecHo. Cictu cobi CroKiitHO Ha 001 Iepen
3py4YHUM KaMEeHEeM — a TO BUSBMBCS JPAKOH, 10 MpUYaiBcs mo3aay. Xail 1 He
TaKUH yXKe i BETUKHAMN.

Bonwu Bce nie ctaBuiiv HameTH, KoJiu 3’ siBUBcs ciyra Ckast — Toman.

Ckaza, mo Ckaii xoue Oauntu Mapita — BoOusmio JlpakoniB — 1100
MTOTOBOPHTH.
— Birato repoiB, — ycmixayBest Tobiac. Xod 13 Ckaem HIKOIH HE

Brajaem. Mir i HarpuMaTH Ha XJIOTIISL, MOBJISIB, YOMY TaK JJOBTO BO3UBCS 3
Ti€I0 TIOTBOPOIO.

Mapit noBineHO minBiBcs. Moro oui Tpoxu croBHeHi ctpaxy. A6o
00110, MOYKJIABO.

ITo cruni TobGiaca 3HOBY mpoOIr mopo3enb. /[MBHMI ChOTOJHI B
XJIOTIIISI HACTPIH.

Posnin 4

Imnieparopchkuii naJiary ACEKEeMJICHCHKOTO iMrieparopa
Cekemiercpkoi iMnepii y BiuHoMy MicTi 3o10Tuil CopiiocT 00aMIbOBaHUH
6inor0 mopuensHo0. Moro Beski BKPUTI CPIOGHOIO MO30J0TOI0, a BEIHKHIL
HEHTpaJIbHUI KynoJl — 30J0ToM. BikHa 3po0IieHi 3 MariyHoro cKia, 1o cse,
MOB CBITaHOK. /[BOpu MpuKpallieHi ’)KOBTUM CATUHOM, OaJIKOHU BUPI3bOJIEH1 3
KOIIITOBHOTO KaMiHHS. BopoTa — 31 CIOHOBOi KiCTKH, KHTOBOTO KICTSIKa,
OHIKCY Ta 4yepBOHOro nepiay. CTiHM OTOUYIOTh MHUIIHI, TUXI caau 3 Oy3KOBHX
JiepeB, Jie 3elieHl NTaxu B TiHI CTPIMKO JiTalOTh M CHiBaloTh. Bucoki



to create shaded bathing laces of pale sand and dark water, purple irises
and silver fish. Lawns run down to tangled bushes with lowers that
smell like human skin. Apples and apricots and cimma fruit grow in
profusion, perfect and uneaten; when the trees are not in season,
servants in black turbans hang brightly painted wooden fruits from
their boughs. The fruits were jewelled, once, but these were sold or
stolen long ago. It is commonly known as the Summer Palace, though
there is no Winter Palace and never has been one. Sorlost is a city
without seasons: perhaps some ancient incarnation of the Emperor in
the youth of empire once thought it fitting of his status to make a
differentiation that is not needed and cannot indeed exist. Perhaps a
Winter Palace was planned, once, before time passed too quickly and
money was borrowed that could not be repaid and building works were
delayed and abandoned and forgotten, in the richest empire the world
has ever known.

A beautiful building. Sorrow radiates off it, and corruption,
and hope. The centre and symbol of an empire of dreaming, where men
live in the dry desert and count their meaning only in gold. An
absurdity. Of course an absurdity. An Emperor who rules forever, in a
palace built on sand. A thing sacred to eternity, dead and rotted,
encrusted with dust. A hive of insects crawling to achieve divinity, the
sublime pointlessness of absolute rule. No one cares. No one wonders.
Time ceases. Dust settles. The Empire and the Emperor and their
servants go on.

This is Sorlost, the eternal, the Golden City. The most beautiful,
the first, the last. The undying. The unconquered. The unconquerable.
The mummified heart of an empire of dust and desert villages, half
forgotten by half the world.

In a small room at the top of one of the silver towers, two men
were talking. The room was furnished in green and silver, small round
windows giving a view of the whole sprawling city beneath. The pale
evening sky already lit with the first stars. In the west the sky would
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MapMypOBi KOJIOHHM YTBOPIOIOTH MPOXOJOAHI JOJKii, IO BUXOAATH [0
3aManrHuX 03€p 1 CTBOPIOIOTH 3aTiHEHI KyMaibHi 3 OMIOro MmicKy W TeMHOI
BOJIY, 3 MYPIIyPOBUMH ipricaMu Ta cpiOHUME pubamu. ['a30HU CITyCKaIOTHCS
710 3aIUTyTaHUX KYIIB i3 KBITaMH, IO MaxHYTh SIK JIFO/IChKa MIKipa. S10myka,
aOpHuKOCH ¥ TJIOJM UMMM 3POCTAIOTh Y BEJHKIA KUTBKOCTI — ieanbHi i
He3i0paHi; KOJIM JIepeBa He UBITYTh, CIYI'H B YOPHHUX TIOpOAaHaX MiIBINIYIOTh
Ha TUIKK SICKpaBO po3dapOoBaHi nepeB’sHi mioau. Komues i mmoau Oynu
IHKPYCTOBaH1 KOIITOBHOCTSIMH, aJié 1X JaBHO MpoJaiu ado BKpaiu. 3a3Buyaii
roro HazuaroTh JliTHiIM [lananom, xoua 3umoBoro [lanamy He iCHYe 1 HIKOJIH
He icHyBano. CopnocT — MmicTo 0e3 mip pOKy, MOXKJIHMBO, SKHICH IaBHIN
IMIIEpaTop y YacH paHHbBOI IMIIEpil BBa)KaB T'THUM CBOTO CTaTyCy MpPOBECTU
BIIMIHHICTb, AKOi He MOTpeOdyBaiu 1 sika, BJIaCHE, HE MOIJIa ICHYBaTH.
Mo>kMBO, KOJIUCH TUTaHYBaBCs ¥ 3UMOBHI manan, nepil HiK 4yac MPOMUHYB
HAJTO IIBHUAKO, TPOIi OyJIW MO3WYCHI i HE MOBEPHYTI, OyAIBETbHI pOOOTH
BIJIKJIa/IeH1, TOKMHYTI ¥ 3a0yTi y Haibararuiiii immepii, SIKy KoJU-HEOYTh
3HaB CBIT.

[IpexpacHa OyniBis. Bim Hel BUIPOMIHIOIOTBCS CMYTOK, KOPYIIITIS 1
Hazisa. LleHTp 1 cumBoM iMmepil Mpii, e JTIOAU KUBYTh Y CyXid mycTeni U
BHUMIPIOIOTH CEHC CBOTO ICHYBAaHHSI JIUIIIE 30JI0TOM. AOCYp/. ABXEX, adCyp.
ImmiepaTop, mo mpaBuTH BIYHO, Yy majiail, 30yqoBaHoMy Ha TicKy. Pid,
IPOT0JIOIIEHA CBAIEHHOO JUIsl BIUHOCT1, MEPTBA i MPOrHUJIA, BKPUTA ITUJIOM.
Piii xomax, IO MOB3aOTh Yy MparHeHHi J0 OO0XXECTBEHHOCTI, ITiHEeCeHa
0e3rmy3nicTh abcoroTHOT Biianu. Beim Gaiinyxe. Hixto He muByeThes. Yac
synuHserbes. [Tun ocimae. Immepiss, Imnepatop 1 iXHI CIyrd MPOJAOBKYIOTh
ICHYBaTH.

Ile Copmnocr, Biune, 3os0Te Micto. Halikpacusiiie, nepiie, OCTaHHE.
bescmeptre. Hemepemoxene. Hezmonanne. MymidikoBane cepie immepii
MUY 1 MyCTeNBHUX CLJI, Maiike 3a0yTe MOJOBUHOIO CBITY.

Y mautiii KIMHaT1 Ha BEpIIKHI OJIHIET 13 CPIOHMX BEXK PO3MOBIISIIIH JIBOE
yosoBikiB. KimHata Oyna oOcraBieHa MeOISIMH 3€JI€HOro Ta CpiOHOTO
KOJIbOPIB, @ 3 HEBEJMKHUX KPYIJIMX BIKOH BIIKPHBABCS BUJ HA BCE MICTO, 110
pO3KUHYyNOCs BHH3Y. biime BewipHe HeOO BKE OCBITIIOBAIOCS MEPIIUMHU



be fading crimson. Such melancholy! And always a perilous time, this
borderline between the realms of life and death. The younger of the
two men shivered despite the heat. A rational man, but he hated the
dusk. A bell tolled, the room sat still and tense, then the bell tolled
again. Night comes, he thought. We survive. The room seemed
immediately darker. Shadows falling in the corners, twisting on the
green-grey walls.

On one wall, a map caught the lamplight, the world picked out
in a mosaic of tiny gems. The Sekemleth Empire gold and yellow
diamonds. Immish looming over them to the east, its borders shiny
bright. Allene to the south smiling peacefully. Chathe and Theme
squatting west and north. Immier a sad empty whiteness, Ith in shadow,
the Wastes done in floor scrapings, Illyr carefully hidden behind a lamp
sconce. The rich terrifying lumps of the White Isles at the far eastern
edge glaring over at them all.

The younger man looked at the map. Shivered again. Looked
away.

A joke, that this room was where they were meeting. That
damned map staring at them.

‘A cup of wine?’ the older man asked him. Without waiting for
an answer, he poured pale wine from a crystal bottle into two porcelain
cups. He was pale like the wine and dressed in silk. His hair was grey
and receding, thin curls clinging to the sides of his head; his eyes
pouched and tired, his nose long and broad. His hands were delicate,
small in proportion to his wide body, bitten fingertips above several
large old rings. His hands shook slightly as he placed the bottle back
on the table.

The younger man was dark-skinned and slender, his hair long
and black, his eyes brown. He took a small sip from his cup. ‘It’s an
excellent wine,” he said.

“You think so? I personally find it a little dry. It’s fifty years
old, the estate no longer produces, I’'m afraid. The cask was originally
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sipkamu. Ha 3axomi HeOo 3abapemioBaniocss B OarpstHmid komip. Taka
Menanxonist! I 3aBxau HeOe3nmeyHui 4ac, g MeKa MDK CBITOM KUTTS Ta
cMmepTi. Monoamuid 3 TBOX YOJIOBIKIB TPEMTIB, HE3Ba)KAIOUH Ha CIieKy. BiH
OyB pO3CYMIMBOIO JIFOMMHOIO, ajieé HEHaBHIIB CyTiHKH. lIponmyHaB 13BiH, y
KIMHATI 3amaa THIIa i Hanpyra, a MoTiM JI3BiH MPoJyHaB 3HOBY. Hacrtae Hiy,
noxymaB BiH. Mu BwkuBemo. KimHara Binpasy 3pamacss temHimoro. TiHi
najajivi B KyTKH, 3BUBAIOYNCH HA 3€JICHO-CIPUX CTIHAX.

Ha opniii 31 cTiH 5amma OCBITJIOBaJla KapTy, Ha sKiii cBIT OyB
300pa’keHUIl MO3aiKOI0 3 KPUXITHHUX JOPOTOLIHHUX KaMiHIIB. Immepis
CekeMJleT — 30JI0TI Ta JKOBTI AiaMaHTH. IMMil, [0 BHCOYi€ HAJ HUMH Ha
CXO0Jl, 3 SICKpaBUMH KOpAOHaMH. AJIeH Ha MIBJHI, 110 MUPHO MOCMIXa€ThCA.
Yate Ta Teme, mo po3TamoBaHi Ha 3axo/i Ta MBHOYI. IMmiep — cymHa
MOPOKHS OUiCTh, IT — y TiHi, BelicTc — y BUIIIAA1 NOAPANUH Ha MiUI031,
[nnip — perenbHO TPUXOBAaHMM 3a CBITHIIBHUKOM. barari, skaxiuBi rpyaKku
binux ocTpoBIiB Ha CXIAHOMY Kparo, 110 BUTPIIIAIOTHCS HA HUX YCIX.

Mosoguii  4OJIOBIK TOJMBHUBCS Ha KapTy. 3HOBY 3IPHUTHYBCS.
BinBepHyB morssiz.

Kapt, mo came B 11iif KIMHATI BOHU 3ycTpivanucs. L{sg kista kapra,
10 BUTpIIIANacs Ha HUX.

— Buna? — 3anuTas #oro crapmuii 4osioBik. He uekarouu BiAmoOBii,
BiH HAJIMB OJIIOTO BHMHA 3 KPUIITAICBOI TUISIIIKK Y JABI MOPIEISTHOBI YaIIKH.
Bin cam GyB Guimuil, SIK BUHO, i OJArHEHMH y mOBK. Moro Bomoccs Gyio
CHUBHM 1 PIIKUM, TOHKI Kydepl NMPWIMNAIH JO OOKIB TOJOBH; o4l Oyiau
BTOMJICHHMH, a HiC JIOBTMM i IHPOKHMM. Moro pykm GyaMm BUTOHYEHHMH,
MaJICHbKUMU TOPIBHSHO 3 OT0 MIMPOKUM TLIOM, 3 MIOKYCAHUMHU HIrTSIMH, Ha
NanbIAX SKMX Oy/IM KilbKa BEIMKHX CTapHX IepcHiB. Moro pyku 3ierka
TPEMTLIH, KOJIM BiH MOCTAaBUB IUISIIKY Ha3aJ Ha CTLIL.

Mounoamuii 4on0BiKk OyB TEMHOILIKIPUM 1 CTPYHKHM, 3 JOBIHM
YOPHHMM BOJIOCCSAM 1 KapuMU ouynMa. BiH 3poOMB HEBENMKUN KOBTOK 31 CBOET
YaIlKH.

— Ile yynoBe BUHO, — CKa3aB BiH.

— Bu Tak nymaere? MeHi 0cOOMCTO BOHO 3[A€ThCS TPOXH CYXUM.
ﬁOMy BXKE M'SITIECAT POKIB, 1, HAa Kajlb, MAETOK OlNbIe HE BUPOOISE HOTO.



broached for the Emperor’s birthday, but he didn’t like it. Bad taste,
I’d say. But what does one expect from a man brought up by
fishmongers?’

‘That his adviser should have corrected his tastes better?’

‘How can they? He knows everything about taste, having such
a superb knowledge of all possible varieties of dried fish.’

‘Yes, yes, of course. Very witty. Let’s assume I’ve now made
a pointed suggestive response. So can we just come to the point, please,
Tam?’

The older man, Tamlath Rhyl, Lord of the Far Waters, Dweller
in the House of the Sun in Shadow, Nithque of the Ever Living
Emperor and the Undying City, the Emperor’s True Counsellor and
Friend, smiled blandly. ‘There’s always a point, Orhan. If you think
about it.” He pushed his cup aside and spread his hands on the table,
rings glittering. ‘Very well, then. You are of course quite correct, I did
not ask you here simply to compare tasting notes. Or indeed to discuss
the failings of the current incarnation of His Eternal Eminence,
oenologically or otherwise. Ten years, I’ve held this post. Ten years!
And now March Verneth is dripping poison in the Emperor’s ear. We
can’t wait, Orhan. We need to make it happen now.’

The younger man, Orhan Emmereth, Lord of the Rising Sun,
Dweller in the House of the East, the Emperor’s True Counsellor and
Friend, sighed. ‘We’ve been over this, Tam. We can’t make it happen
any quicker. It’s not exactly easy as it is.’

‘If March persuades the Emperor to dismiss me—’

‘If March persuades the Emperor to dismiss you, it hardly
matters. We’ll just reappoint you afterwards.’

‘March—’

‘March is an irrelevance.” The younger man, Orhan Emmereth,
Lord of the Rising Sun, thought: Your post is an irrelevance. We’re all
irrelevant. That’s why we’re doing this. You still don’t see that, do
you? He tried to keep his irritation out of his voice. ‘The Immish have
raised another troop levy. Another five thousand men. Who gets to
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CrniouaTky 00UKY BIIKpWIJIM Ha JA€HB HAPOKEHHS IMIIepaTopa, ajne HoMy BOHO
He criogobanocs. S 6 ckaszas, M0 y HROTO MMOTAHUN CMaK. AJie YOro MOKHA
OUIKYBAaTH Bifl JIFOJWHU, SIKY BUXOBAIN prOaku?

— Io #oro pamHuK MaB O Kparie (opMyBaTH HOTO CMaKu?

— Sk BoHM Morim 1e 3pobutn? BiH 3HaE Bce MPO cMak, MalO4u Taki
9yJI0Bi 3HAHHS PO BCi MOXKIIUBI COPTHU CYIIEHOT prOH.

— Tak, Tak, 3BuyaiiHo. Jlyxxe gorenno. [Ipumyctumo, mo s 3poOuB
BIy4yHY MpOBOKaliiHy Bianosigs. Tox, Teme, namaiite, Oyap Jacka,
nepeiaemMo 1o cyTi?

Crapmuii yonoBik, Temmat Pun, Jlopa danekux Bon, Memnikanenp
Homy Conug B Tini, Hitk Biunoro Immepatopa 1 HecmeptHoro Micra,
Ictunnmii Pagnuk 1 Jpyr IMnepatopa, M'SKO MOCMIXHYBCSL.

— 3aBxk1u € ceHe, Opxane. [logymaii npo 1e.

Bin BincyHyB HallKy 1 MOKJIaB pyKH Ha CTLI, IEPCHI BUOIHCKYBaJIH.

— Tomi rapaza. Tu, 3BUuaitHO, Ma€m partito, s 3aIPOCHB TeOE CIOIN
HE JIJIs TOTO, 100 MPOCTO TMOPIBHATH CMAaKOB1 HOTKW. | He it TOoTO, 1100
0OTOBOPHUTH HEJOJIKM HHHINIHBOTO BTUICHHS Moro Biunoi Bucoxocri,
eHoJioriuHi um iHmI. JlecsaTs pokiB s o6iliMaro 110 mocany. Jlecars pokis! A
tennep Mapu Bepner kamae otpyry B Byxo Immeparopa. Mu He MOXeMoO
yekatu, Opxane. Mu MoBUHHI 3pOOUTH TI€ 3apas.

Moot yonoBik, Opxan Emmeper, Jlopa Conus, mo CxoauTs,
Memkanenp Jlomy Cxony, Ictunnnii Pagnuk 1 JIpyr Imnepatopa, 3iTxHYB.

— Mu Bxe 1ie 06roBoproBasid, Teme. Mu He MOKEMO TPUIITBUIIITUTH
neit porec. Lle 1 Tak Henmerko.

— Sxmo Mapu nepekoHae iMrepaTopa 3BUIbHUTH MEHE...

— Slko Mapu nepekoHae imneparopa 3BUIbHUTH TeOe, 11e He MaThMe
3HaueHHS. MU MPOCTO MPU3HAYNMO Tebe 3HOBY MICHs IBOTO.

— Mapu...

— Mapu He mMae 3HaueHHS.

Monoamuii yonosik, Opxan Emmeper, Jlopa Conus, mo CXoauTs,
MOJyMaB, — TBOS M0CaJla HE Mae 3HaUEHHS. MU BCl HEBOXXJIMBL. TomMy MH 11e
1 pobumo. Tu Bce 1mie 1OrO HEe po3ymiemnl, ud He Tak? BiH HamaraBcs He
BHUKa3yBaTH PO3ApaTyBaHHS B IOJIOCI.



hold your titles is of no concern if the city’s burning.” You haven’t
managed to persuade anyone in the palace to do anything except laugh,
he thought. Your great power and authority as Nithque! So it hardly
matters whether you hold on to your power or not. As | would have
thought was obvious. A wise man who’s ignored is about as effective
as an idiot who’s listened to.

‘All the more reason to act more quickly, then,” said Tam
waspishly.

‘Quickly, yes. Too quickly, no. The last thing we want is
chaos.’

Tam sipped his wine. ‘Sometimes I still wonder whether this
is even real, Orhan. Anything more than your mind looking for
excitement and a desire for something to interest you since Darath ...
well ... Oh, don’t frown like that! Twenty years, the Long Peace has
held. Why would the Immish be looking to cause trouble now? And
even if they are, why should it be directed at us?’ His eyes licked to the
map on the wall. ‘Surely one of their northern borders — Theme, say,
or Cen Andae.’
Orhan sighed. Because they can. Because they see no reason not to.
Because they’ve finally looked at the graveyard of our Empire with
open eyes. Because they’re fools and madmen and like the art of war.
Because their children go hungry and we piss gold and jewels into the
dust.

‘Twenty thousand troops, now, they’ve raised in two years ...
Don’t you feel it, Tam?’ he said after a moment. ‘A new mood coming?
You hear the same things | do. A fight in Grey Square between
apprentice boys and Immish caravan guards, four men Kkilled. The
Immish were mocking us, the apprentice boys said. Mocking our
fidelity to the God. Three of our merchants stoned to death in Alborn,
accused of false trade.’

‘And a firewine drunk stood in the centre of the Court of the
Fountain yesterday and proclaimed himself the true incarnation of the
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— Immimi 3i0panu me oauH BilichbkoBui 3ariH. llle m’sTh TuCSIY
Y0JIOBiKiB. XTO OTpUMAaE TBOI TUTYIIM, HE MAa€ 3HAUYEHHSI, SKIIO MICTO TOPUTb.
Tu He 3MIr mMepeKOHaTH HIKOTO B Mayali 3poOWTH MO-HEOymb, KpiM SK
CMIsITUCS,, — TOoJyMaB BiH. TBOs Benuka Biaaa i aBropuret sk Hitke! Tox
HE Mae 3HAUCHHS, YW 30epeelr TH CBOIO BIady, 4 Hi. SIK s 1 aymaB, 1e
oueBUAHO. MyJIpHil HOJIOBIK, IKOTO ITHOPYIOTh, € HACTUIBKH 3K €(DEKTHBHHIM,
SK TI0T, JIO0 SIKOTO TIPUCITYXaIOThCSI.

— Toni Tum Ginbie MOTPIOHO JISTH MIBUAIIE, — PI3KO CKazaB Tem.

— IBuako, Tak. 3aHaATo MIBUAKO, Hi. OCTaHHE, YOTO MU XOYEMO, —
Ie Xaoc.

Tem 3poOuB KOBTOK BHHA.

— Inonai s Bce me cCyMHIBarocs, 4M 1ie B3arajii peaiabHo, Opxane. Uun
1Ie HE IPOCTO TBOS ysBa, SIKAa LIyYKAa€ FOCTPUX BIAYYTTIB 1 Oa)kaHHS 4OTroCh
[IKaBoro micis Toro, sik [apar... Hy... O, He Tpeba xmyputucs! JBaausaTs
poxiB TpuBae Jlopruit Mup. Yomy Immimi 3apa3 XoTiim OM CTBOpIOBATH
npo6aeMn? A HaBiTh SIKIIO TAK, YOMY BOHHM HOBHHHI nituTHCcs B Hac? Moro
MIOTJISA]T 3aTPUMaBCs Ha KapTi Ha CTiHI.

— HaneBHo, Ha 0/1HY 3 iXHIX MIBHIYHUX KOPJOHIB — CKaxiMmo, Temy
uyy Cag AHfe.

OpxaH 3iTxXHyB. TOMYy 1110 BOHH MOXYTh. TOMY IIT0 BOHHM HE 0adaTh
MPUYHH, 00 II,OTO HEe poOuTH. TOMy 110 BOHM HapeImITi BIIKPWINA OYi Ha
kiagoBuie Hamoi Immnepii. ToMy 1m0 BoHM qypHI i OOKEBUIbHI 1 IIOOIATH
BilICbKOBY criipaBy. Tomy 110 iXH1 AITH TOJOIYIOTh, @ MU CHUIUIEMO 30JI0TO U
KOIITOBHOCTI Ha BITE.

— 3a 1Ba poku BOHHM 3i0paiu ABaALATH THUCAY COJAATIB... Tu He
BiquyBaem, Teme? — 3anuTaB BiH dYepe3 xBuinuHy. — Illoch HOBe
HacyBaeTbcsi? Tu uyem te came, mo 1 s1. Ha Cipiil mutomi cranacst 6iiika Mix
MiMaiicTpaMi Ta OXOPOHISIMH IMMIIICEKOT'O KapaBaHy — YETBEPO JOJCH
3arunynu. [limmailicTpu ckaszanu, IO IMMINII HacMmixXaiaucs 3 Hac.
Hacwmixanucs 3 Hawmoi BipHOCTI bory. Tpoe Hammx KymnuiB Oynu 3akuaaHi
KaMIiHHIM JI0 cMepTi B AlbOOpHI, 3BUHYBaU€H1 B HEUECHIH TOPTiBIII.

— A BYOpa m'sHUN Bif MIIHOTO BHHA YOJIOBIK cTaB mocepen JBopy
®doHTaHy 1 nporoJiolnye cede CpaBkHIM BTUIEHHAM IMnepaTtopa, mepur Hix



Emperor, before his drinking companion knifed him in the heart. These
things happen, Orhan. You’re oversensitive.’

‘God’s knives, Tam, it’s a bit late to start questioning things
now, isn’t it?’

Tam smiled again. ‘Oh, I’'m not questioning anything, Orhan.
Just suggesting you look at your own motives or what you’re doing,
and why.’

He drained his cup. ‘Another drink? As I said, fifty years old
and the estate no longer produces. A shame to waste it.’

‘I’m fine, thank you.’

“You’re sure? Yes? You refuse to move the timetable up, then?
Even by a few days?’

Orhan sighed again. ‘A few days. Just a few days. No more.’

‘Now you sound like a fish merchant. Shall we start haggling
over the price again?’ Tam refilled both their cups anyway and sipped
from his.

“You always look so morally aggrieved, Orhan. This was your
idea, remember, not mine. You only brought me in to hide your own
squeamishness. Someone else to blame.” He bent forward, drawing his
head closer to Orhan. Old man smell on his breath beneath the wine.
Sour and at. ‘I’ll tell you something, Orhan. Something I know.
Something the Emperor doesn’t. You’re quite right. The Immish are
planning something.” A smile and a wink, the small chewed hands
moving. ‘Does that make you feel any better about it all?’

Orhan started. “What?’ ‘Oh, just March. Irrelevance that he is.
He’s had ... meetings. With someone who I have it on very good
authority is a close agent of the Immish High Council. Money has been
exchanged. Promises of aid. He wants more than my role as Nithque, |
should think. The Immish want more than to give it to him, I should
also think.’
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foro ToBapuIl TO Yapli BCTPOMHB HOMy HDK y cepue. Taki peui
Tpamsitorbest, Opxane. Tu HaATO YyTIMBUH.

— Hoxi boris, Teme, Tpoxu 3ami3HO CTaBUTH MiJl CYMHIB Taki pedi,
YU HE TaK?

Tem 3HOBY IOCMIXHYBCH.

— O, s Hivoro He ctaBmo min cymHiB, Opxane. [IpocTo mpomnoHyio
TOO1 NOTJISHYTH Ha BJIACHI MOTHUBH a00 Ha Te, 110 TH pOOUIIL, 1 HOMY.

Bin BuMuB cBOIO YaIliky.

— e Bun’em? Sk s B’ke Ka3aB, M'ATIECAT POKIB, 1 MAETOK OUIBIIIE HE
BupoOise. [llkona mapuyBaTH.

— He Tpeba, msxyro.

— Tu BneBuennit? Touno? To TH BiIMOBJISELICS IEPEHECTH TEPMIHH,
HaBITh Ha KUTbKa JHIB?

OpxaH 3HOBY 3ITXHYB.

— Kinpka gnis. Tineku kinbka guiB. He Ounblie.

— Temep Tu TOBOpHIN, SK PUOHMI TOproperb. Moske, MOYHEMO
TOPryBaTHUCS 1010 IIHU?

TeM Bce 0JHO HAIIOBHMUB OOMIBI YAIIKH 1 3pOOUB KOBTOK 31 CBOET.

— Twu 3aBKau BUTIISIIAENT TAKUM MOpaJIbHO oOpakeHnM, Opxane. Lle
Oysa TBOS ifesi, mam'sitaent, He Mosi. Ty 3ayduB MeHE TUTBKH /ISl TOTO, 1100
IIPUXOBATH CBOIO BiacHy BpaznuBicTh. LL[06 Oyno Ha KOro 3BaJIUTH MPOBUHY.

BiH HAXMIIMBCA BIIepe]], HaGMM3MBIIHN rosoBy 10 OpxaHa. Moro moamx
CMepAIB BUHOM 1 CTapuM 40JI0BiKOM. Kucnuii 1 HenmpueMHUH.

— S 1061 mock ckaxy, Opxane. Te, mo 3Hato 5. Te, yoro He 3Hae
imneparop. Tu maem partito. IMmini 1ock MIAHYIOTh.

[Tocmimnka i miAMOPryBaHHS, MaJli MOTPU3EHI PYKU PyXalOThCA.

— Temnep 1061 cTasno yerie?

OpxaH 3aroBOpHUB.

— o?

— O, npocto Mapu. Bin He Mae 3HaueHHs. Y HbOTO OyIH... 3ycTpiui.
3 KUMOCB, XTO, SIK 5 3HAI0 3 HAJIMHUX JPKEpell, € HaOIMKEeHUM areHToM Bumioi
pamu Immimis. By 0OMiH rpomeid. OGIsIHKY JOTTOMOTH. S Tymato, BiH Xoue



‘What authority? You have proof?’

The small hands moved again. Lamplight lashed on the rings.
Thin curls bobbed as the old man’s head shifted. ‘My dear Orhan, I
know the man is an agent of the Immish High Council because he’s
been paying me for years as such. Ah, don’t look so shocked! He could
have been paying you too, if you’d let yourself be open to such things.
As you know perfectly well. He’s probably been paying March for
years too. But recently he started paying him a lot more.’

Orhan looked at him. Angry. Humiliated. All this dancing
around, even though they were on the same side, seeking the same
ends. He frowned and drank his wine. ‘A week, then. We’ll bring the
timetable forward by one week. No more.’

‘I knew you’d see sense.’

‘If you’d started this conversation telling me that ...’

Tam drained his cup and rose. Pale silk swirled around him,
making the lam flicker, as though a moth had flown into its flames.
‘But that wouldn’t have been how we do this, would it, Orhan? You
had to decide for yourself, not because I asked you to. It’s your idea,
remember, not mine. What I know or don’t know is ... irrelevant.’

‘I am aware it’s my idea, Tam, thank you.” Impossible to
forget, indeed. Might as well engrave it in letters of fire over his bed.
Orhan sipped his wine. It was too dry, now he’d had a couple of cups
of it. Tam could probably have chosen better, if he didn’t believe quite
so much in thrift.

‘’ll be leaving then. You’re going to March’s party, I
assume?’

‘It seems a good idea, in the circumstances.” Though he’d
rather not. But he’d better, now. ‘Are you?’

Tam sniffed. ‘I wasn’t invited. March is so pathetically crude
one could almost laugh. Watch out for Immish agents and don’t eat
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Oinbie, HDK Moo posib Hitke. S Takox aymaro, mo IMMimri Xo4yTh naTH
fioMy OinbIie, HK BiH MOXE OTPUMATH.

— Slke mxepeno? YV Tebe € nokazu?

Mauti pyku 3HOBY 3aBopymmiaucs. CBITIIO JIaMITM BiOMBAJIOCS Bif
nepcHiB. ToHKI Ky4epi moroiayBaiucs, KOJHM CTapuil IIOBEPTaB TOJIOBY.

— Miii noporuii Opxane, s 3Har0, IO IIEH YOJIOBIK € areHTOM Bumoi
paau Immimie, 60 BIH pokamMu IUIaTUB MEH1 3a Iie. AX, He OyJb TakuUM
nokoBaHuM! BiH Mir miuatutu 117001, IKOM TH OYB BIAKPUTHUI IO TAKUX PEUEH.
Tu ne npexkpacHo 3Haem. Bin, malOyTh, pokamu I1uiatuB 1 Mapuy. Ane
OCTaHHIM YacOM I0YaB IJIATUTH oMy Habarato OibIie.

OpxaH moauBUBCS Ha Hboro. 3nuil. [lpuHmxenuit. Yci mi TaHI
HABKOJIO, XO4a BOHU OyJu Ha 0JTHOMY OOI11i 1 TparHyyiy 0JIHaKOBUX LiuTel. BiH
CYITUBCS 1 BUITHB CBO€ BUHO.

— Tuxnens. Mu nepenecemo rpadik Ha TWKAEHb Brepea. He
OunbIIe.

— 41 3HaB, 10 TH 3pO3yMIi€IL.

— SlkOu TH MoYaB 1110 PO3MOBY, CKa3aBIIIH MEHI, IT10...

Tem yce BumnuB 1 BcTaB. biife moBkoBe BOpaHHS KPYKJISIIO HABKOJIO
HBOT0, 3MYIIYIOUH JIAMITy MEPEXTITH, Hau€ METEJIUK Y MOTyM 1.

— Aute Mu O Tak He BUYMHIWIIH, 4u He Tak, Opxane? Tu MaB BUPIIUTH
cam, a He ToMmy, 1o 5 Te0e mpo 1e nomnpocus. Lle TBos ines, mam'saraen, He
Mosi. Te, 1110 s 3HAIO YU HE 3HAIO... HE MAa€ 3HAYCHHS.

— 41 3nato0, 1m0 11e Mo ines, Teme, IAKyrO.

Hificno, HemoxJnMBO 3a0ytH. MoskHa Oyno © BuKapOyBaTu IIe
BOTHSIHUMH JIiTEpaMu Haj Horo jbkkoM. OpxaH 3poOuB KOBTOK BUHA. BoHO
OyJo 3aHaITO CyXUM, Terep, KOJIM BiH BUIMB KUTbKa Yamiok. Tem, MaOyTh,
Mir Ou BUOpaTu Kpaiiie, IkOu He OyB TaKUM OIAITUBUM.

— Topni s mixy. Tu, neBHo, mifen Ha Bewipky Mapya?

— 3a 1ux o0CTaBUH I 31a€ThCS TAPHOIO 17E€TO.

Xoua BiH OM Kpalle He WIOB. AJie 3apa3 Kpallle MiTH.

— A v migemr?

TeM XMUKHYB.



anything someone else hasn’t eaten first. Keep alert to things. Signs
and portents, since you seem so keen on them. Firewine drunks.
Dreams. And do give March my regards.” He pushed open the door
and went out in a rustle of cloth. ‘Enjoy yourself.” Hot, scented air,
spices and lilac flowers. A fluttering of wings as a flock of ferfews
darted overhead, lashing brilliant green wings. White stone gleamed in
the moonlight. A woman laughing in a tinkle of bells.

Orhan walked quickly, his guards following him with drawn
knives. Amlis, red and sandy; Sterne, dark-skinned and tall with vivid
blue eyes. Amlis had obviously passed the time at the palace cajoling
the kitchen maids: his breath smelled of raw onions and there was a
grease stain on his shirt. House Emmereth. Such style. Such
sophistication. Such beauty and elegance in a city of dreams.

He should probably change himself, really, put on something
a bit more elaborate, wash off the dust. But he really couldn’t be
bothered. The streets were full of dust anyway. He’d only get dirty
again.

In the Court of the Fountain, two young men were fighting. A
handful of spectators leaned against the wide marble bowl of the
fountain, cheering on one or the other. A street seller wandered among
them, holding out a tray of preserved lemons. Orhan stopped to watch.
The spectators seemed to favour the taller of the two men: he was
certainly the better looking, his skin smooth black, his hair deep gold,
shining in the torchlight. His opponent was his opposite, fair skin and
dark hair, shorter and stockier. Both were dressed in fine white silks.
They were real street blades, then, not simply bored young men
quarrelling. White was the colour men wore when they were serious
about fighting. It showed up every scratch of the knife.
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— Mene He 3anpocuiy. Mapu HaCTUIBKU KATIOT1THO IPyOHid, 110 ax
cminrHo. CTepekuch IMMICBKMX areHTIB Ta He HK HIYOTr0, YOTO XTOCH IHIIHAN
He iB mepmuM. Bynp yBaxHMM 10 Bcboro. Jlo 3HaKiB, IepeaBiCHUKIB,
OCKUTBKH TH TaK HUMH 3axoruieHui. Jo n'sHums Big kpinkoro suHa. CHiB. I
nepenail Mapday Moi BiTaHHSI.

BiH BimunHUB ABEpi 1 BANIIOB, MIAPYISYH OSTOM.

— Po3Baxkaiics.

lapsiue, apomarne moBiTps, crewii Ta Oy3kosi kBitu. ypxit kpui,
KOJIM 3Trpasi METEJIMKIB TIPOJIETIIa HaJ/l TOJIOBOIO, MaXalO4H SICKPABO-3EJICHUMHU
KpwiaMu. butnit xamiHb BHOJHMCKYBaB y MicsiuHOMY cBiTil. JKiHka, 110
cMmistIacd I A3BIH A3BIHOYKIB.

OpxaH WIIOB HIBUAKO, a HOro OXOpPOHI CHIAYBaIM 3a HUM 3
BUTATHYTUMH HOXamHu. Awmutic, 4epBoHul # cwmarnsBuii; CrepH,
TEMHOILKIPUI 1 BUCOKHI, 3 ICKpaBO-OJAKUTHUMHU OUMMa. AMITIC, OYEBHUIHO,
IIPOBIB Yac y majaili, 3arparody 3 MOMIYHUISMHU O KyXHI: BiJI HbOTO HECJIO
cuporo nulysnero, a Ha copouri Oyna >kupHa wisMa. Jim Emmeper. Takuit
ctuib. Taka BumykaHicTh. Taka Kpaca i eJIeraHTHICTh y MICT1 MpIi.

Momy, MabyTh, ci1ig 6y/n0 61 MepeBIArHYTUCS, OIAITH IIOCh GUIBLI
BHIIIYKaHE, M030yTucs nuiny. Ane iiomy Oyno Oaitnyxe. Bynuiti it Tak Oynu
CIOBHEHI NUJTy. BiH TUTbKM 3HOBY 3a0pyIHHUTHCS.

VY JIBopi @oHTaHY OMIIHCS TBOE MOJIOIMX Y0JIOBIKiB. KibKa Tiisiavis,
CHEPILINCH Ha IIUPOKY MapMypOBY OCHOBY (hoHTaHy, BOOJIIBAIM 3a TOTO YU
iHImoro. Mbk HuMH OJykaB BYJIMYHHA IPOJABelb, IPOMOHYIOUH
KOHCepBOBaHI JTUMOHH. OpxaH 3YNUHHUBCS, 100 MOAMBUTHUCA. 3AaBaniocs,
risiiadi BOOMIBaNM 3a BHILOTO 3 JBOX YOJOBIKIB: BiH, Oe3mepedyHo, OyB
KpallUM Ha BUIJISJ, 3 TJAJACHBKOI YOPHOIO IIKIPOI Ta TIMOOKUM
30JI0THCTHM BOJIOCCSAM, IO BHOIMCKYBAIO y CBiTIi cMoJOCKHMiB. Moro
CYNPOTUBHHUK OyB HOro MPOTHIICKHICTIO: CBITJIa IIKipa Ta TEMHE BOJIOCCH,
HUOKYUH 1 kpeMesHimui. O0uaBa Oynu orHEeH] B TOHKUH Outnii moBK. Tox
e Oynu CHpaBXKHI BYAMYHI OaHIUTH, a HE MPOCTO HYIBI'YIOYi MOJOJII
YOJIOBIKH, SIKI CBapuiuCs. bl Komip HOCHIM YOJIOBIKH, KOJH CEpHO3HO
cTaBuiIUCs J10 Oiiku. [ToMITHO KOXHY MOJAPSIMHUHY BiJl HOXKa.



The dark-haired man made a powerful lunge and knocked the
golden-haired man backwards. Blood gushed up from golden-hair’s
right leg and the audience groaned. With a curse, he went down on one
knee for a moment, then rallied and lashed out at dark-hair. Dark-hair
skittered back out of reach, sending several spectators running. He was
the stronger and technically the better fighter. Golden-hair had more
grace and flair, a more elegant turn of his body. But golden-hair was
more likely to die. Obviously liming now, his face pained.

Dark-hair lunged again and again golden-hair stumbled
backwards. He was panting, sweating heavily. Those watching began
to mutter.

Disappointed. They obviously wanted golden-hair to win.
Golden-hair stepped back several paces, trying to give himself room to
recover and breathe. Dark-hair pressed forward, sensing his
opponent’s weakness and growing fear. Knife blades crashed heavily
into each other as the two men closed again. They grappled together
for a long moment, then with a cry dark-hair broke backwards as
golden-hair somehow managed to twist sideways and strike out hard
with his left fist. A cheer rang out from the audience. Golden-hair
seemed to rally at the sound and brought his knife down, slicing at
dark-hair’s arm. The audience cheered again as dark-hair stumbled.
Blood was streaming down from his elbow to his wrist and he struggled
to raise his own blade. Grinning, golden-hair struck again. More blood
spurted up, not just a scratch wound but brilliant inner blood. Heart
blood. Dark-hair muttered something and retreated backwards, then
roared desperately and lung himself at golden-hair. The audience
shouted and clapped as the two tussled together, grunting, panting.
Both filthy with blood and grime. There was blood on the ground,
making the stone slippery. If either fell, it would be fatal. Not an
elegant fight, now. They were too close even for knife work, they
wrestled, trying to break the other’s grip and set him off balance. Their
feet scuffled and sent up the dust.

23

TemHOBOJIOCHIT 4YOJOBIK 3pOOMB MOTY)KHHHM BHIIAA 1 BiIKUHYB
30JI0TOBOJIOCOTO Ha3aj. 3 MpaBoi HOTH OJIOHIMHA MOTEKJIAa KPOB, 1 Iisggadi
3acrorHany. Jlarounce, BIH Ha MHUTH OIyCTHBCS HA OJHE KOJIHO, a MOTIM
3i0paBcs 3 cHiIaM¥ 1 KWHYBCSI Ha YOPHABOTO. TOM BiICKOYUB Ha3aJ, 1032 MEXi
JOCSKHOCTI, 3MYCHUBIIH KUTBKOX TIIAa4iB po30irtucs. Bin OyB cuiabHIIINM i
TEXHIYHO KpamuM OiiiiieM. 30J0TOBOIOCHHA MaB OUIbIIE Tpallii Ta XUTPOCTI,
OUTBII eJeTaHTHI pyXH Ti1a. AJie B HbOTo OyJio OUIblIe IIAHCIB 3arMHYTU. BiH
SBHO BUCHA)XXyBaBCsl, HOro 001nyus 0ys0 CrioBHEHE 0OJIIO.

BproHeT 3HOBY KWHYBCS BIEpPE, 30JI0TOBOJIOCHI MTOXUTHYBCS Ha3al.
Bin Baxxko quxaB, cuiIbHO MITHIB. ['Nsi1a41 moyanu OypMOTITH.

Po3uapoBani. Bonm siBHO xXoTinmu, mo0 mepemir OmoHauH. Bix
BIJICTYIIUB Ha KUIbKa KPOKIB, HAMAraloyuch JaTu co0i yac, o0 BIAHOBUTHCS
1 mepeBectd mnoaux. [IpoTHBHMK HacTymaB, BIJUYBIIM CJIa0KICTh 1
3pOCTarOunii CTpax CBOro cynepHuka. Hoxi 3 TydHUM I'ypKOTOM 3ITKHYJIHCS,
KOJIM JIBOE YOJIOBIKIB 3HOBY CTHKHYJHCh. BOHM H0Bro Ooposmcs, a moTiMm
TEMHOBOJIOCHM 3 KPHUKOM BIJICKOYMB Ha3ajl, a 30JJ0TOBOJIOCHI SKOCh 3yMIB
MOBEPHYTHCSA BOIK 1 CHJIBHO BJAPUTH JIBOIO PYKOIO. 3 TUISIIALIBKUX PSIIIB
MpoJiyHaB KpuK. biioHawH, 3maBanocs, 30aApOpWBCS BiI IIOTO 3BYKY 1
ONYCTHUB HDK, PO3pI3aBIIM PYKY MPOTHUBHHKY. [ Jsmadi 3HOBY BHUOYXHYIIH
OTUIECKaMHU, KOJIM TEMHOBOJIOCHH cIITKHYBCS. KpoB Tekna 3 foro JikTs 10
3aI'aCTA, BIH JeIBe INOHAB CBIH HDK. 3JIOBICHO IIOCMIXalOYHCh,
30JI0TOBOJIOCHU 3HOBY 3aBIaB yaapy. bimbiine kpoBi XiMHYIO, 1€ Oyrna He
IPOCTO TOJApSANHHA, a crpaBxkHsS KpoB. KpoB cepus. YopHsBuil mioch
npoOypMOTIB 1 BIACTYNHB Ha3aj, MOTIM BiIYaiAyIIHO 3apeBiB i KHHYBCS Ha
30JI0TOBOJIOCOTO. [JIsimadyi Kpuyaiu 1 amioayBaliu, KOJH IBOE OOPOIHCH,
cTorHanu i Baxxko auxanu. O6uasa Oynu OpynaHi Bix kpoBi 1 6pyny. Kpos Ha
3emili pobunia KamiHb CIU3bKUM. SIKIIO XTOCh 13 HUX BHaje, Le Oyne
daransHo. Tenep 1e He BuTOHYEHa 00poTHOA. Byno 3aHaaTo OIM3BKO HABITh
JUis OO0 HA HOAaX, BOHU OOpOJIHCS, HAMaralo4rch BUPBATHUCS 3 XBaTKH OJUH
OJIHOTO 1 BUBECTH 3 PIBHOBArH. Ixui HOTHM HIApYILTH 1 MiTHIMAIH MU



Suddenly there was a roar and dark-hair reeled backwards, his
face contorted in pain. Golden-hair leapt on him, his knife flashing,
stabbing out and down. The blade bit home into the soft hollow in the
throat where the pulse beats. Blood sprayed up. Dark-hair swayed on
his feet, his face astonished. Crashed to the ground and lay still.

Golden-hair stood staring, as if he suspected a trick. A pool of
blood began oozing out from under dark-hair’s body. Dead. Golden-
hair panted deeply. Dropped his knife. It clattered onto the worn stones.
He raised his hands in victory, turning to acknowledge the crowds
around him. They clapped and cheered again. Golden-hair bowed
elegantly, then walked off across the square. Another young man, also
black-skinned and golden-haired, bent to retrieve his knife and then
followed him.

Muttering. The audience began to disperse. Three men
exchanged money between them, obviously settling bets. The sweet-
seller jingled his tray enthusiastically; one man bought a bag of
preserved lemons with his winnings and wandered off chewing, his lips
puckered with the taste. They looked like good lemons. Orhan bought
a bag and offered one to Amlis. The salt-and-sour might disguise the
smell of onions. The rich golden yellow of their skins made him think
of the victor’s hair.

Dark-hair lay in the dust by the fountain in a pool of black
blood. Flies were beginning to settle on his body. Without really
knowing why he was doing it, Orhan bent down and tucked a silver
dhol inside the dead man’s shirt. The traditional reward or whatever
scavenger removed the body. A dead man’s clothes and a silver piece,
in exchange for digging a decent grave somewhere outside the city
walls. Those who wore white out after dusk in the streets of Sorlost
had no one left who would care to bury them for any reason beyond a
coin.

‘He fought well,” said Amlis. ‘He deserved to win.” The
bondsman prodded the slumped body with his foot, then swore under
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PanToM npostyHaB TydHUI KpUK, 1 YOPHIBHUIA BIAXWINBCS Ha3al, HOTO
001MY4s CIIOTBOPHB OL1b. 30JI0TOBOJIOCUHN CTPUOHYB Ha HHOTO, OJIMCHYBIITH
HOXXeM, 1 BrapuB. Jle30 Buocs B M'SIKy YaCTHHY TOpJIa, Jie 0'€ThCsI MyJIbC.
Kpos Opuznyna Bropy. TeMHOBOJIOCHI TOXUTHYBCSI HAa HOTaX, HOro o0IuIYs
Oyio mokoBaHUM. BiH BIIaB Ha 3eMJIIO 1 3aBMEp.

A TOW CTOSIB 1 AMBUBCSA, HIOM YekaB oOMaHy. 3-IIijJ Tila moyvala
BUTIKATU Kajtoxka KpoBi. MepTBuil. brnonaun Baxkko nuxas. Kunys Hik. Toi
3 TYPKOTOM BIIaB Ha 3HOIIEHI KaMeHl. BiH MiAHSB pykH B 3HAK MEPEMOrH,
MOBEPHYBIINCH, 11100 MpPHUBITaTH HATOBI HaBKoJO cebe. BoHu 3HOBY
aruIoIyBaJIH 1 BiTayIn Moro. BiH eleranTHO BKIIOHUBCS, a TOTIM TIIIIOB B3/I0BXK
miomnti. [HIMiT MoJIoAM YOJIOBIK, TaKOX TEMHOIIKIPUNA 1 30JI0TOBOJIOCHH,
HAXMJIMBCS, OO MiJHATH CBil HDK, a MOTIM ITIIIOB 34 HHM.

bypmortinasa. ['ngpmaui modanmu  po3xomuTucs. Tpoe YOJNOBIKIB
OOMIHSUTHCSI TPOIITUMA, OYEBHUIHO, PO3PAXOBYIOUHCH 3a cTaBkH. [IpomaBennb
COJIOJIONIIB €HEPTiHHO Ops3KaB MIIHOCOM; OJUH YOJIOBIK KYIHUB MIIIEUOK
KOHCEPBOBAHMX JIMMOHIB Ha CBOi BHUTpalll 1 OB, TEPEKOBYIOYH iX,
CTHCKalo4M ryou Bin cMaky. JIuMonu Buriasaanu cMayHuMu. OpxaH ix KynuB
1 3arponioHyBaB ouH Amuticy. COJOHO-KHCIIMM CMakK MIr 3aMacKyBaTH 3arax
uOyni. Hacuuenuii 3010 THCTO-KOBTHI KOJIIp IXHBOI MIKIPKU HAarajaaB HoMy
BOJIOCCS TIEPEMOKIISL.

TeMHOBOIOCHI JIekKaB B MUy OUTS (DOHTAHY B KaJt0Ki YOPHOT KPOBI.
Myxu nmounHanyu cigaTy Ha Horo Tino. He po3ymitoumn, YoMy BiH 1€ pOOHUTH,
OpxaH HaxXWIKBCSA 1 3aCYHYB CPIOHMIA JXOJI ITiJ] COPOYKY MEPTBOTO YOJIOBIKa.
Tpaguiiiina BuHaropoa abo 1mock Ha 3pa3oK TOro, U0 OTPUMYBAB TOH, XTO
npubupas Tia. Oar MEpTBOIO YOJIOBIKA 1 CpiOHA MOHETa B OOMIH Ha T€, 110
HOro IoxXoBaJIH B TiAHIA MOTHJII JECh 3a MEKaMU MIChbKHX CTiH. Ti, XTO micis
3ax0/1y COHIIsI BUX01MB Ha Bynuili Copiocra B 6110My 0/15131, HE MaJId HIKOTO,
XTO O ITOXOBaB iX 0€3 MOHETH B KHIIICHI.

— Bin no6pe OuBcs, — ckazaB Amitic. — 3acIyroBYBaB Ha IEPEMOTY.
Ciyra mITOBXHYB HOTOIO MEPTBE TLJI0, a MOTIM TUXO BHUJIAsIBCS, KOJIU
3pO3yMiB, 1110 Ha HOTr0 YepeBUKY 3aJIUIINIIACS KPOB.



his breath as he realized he’d got blood on his shoe. ‘He should have
won.’

Sterne shook his head. ‘The crowd was behind the other. He
gave up believing he could win. Decided that his opponent was better,
despite knowing it not to be true. He lost because the other was better
looking.’

That’s absurdly melodramatic, Orhan thought. But the truth.
He’d judged dark-hair the superior fighter, but he’d have bet on
golden-hair even so.

‘Are we going on, now, then?” Amlis asked.

Orhan thought for a moment. It was tempting just to return
home and go to bed. He’d watched a half-decent fight and bought a
bag of excellent reserved lemons. A good night, all told.

‘We’ll go on,” he said at last. The Verneths did indeed need
closer watching. Tam was possibly right. Probably right. And perhaps
it would give him some comfort, later, if he could convince himself of
it. Amlis shrugged and wiped his shoe clean on dark-hair’s white silk
trousers.

They strolled down the wide sweep of Sunfall and crossed the
Court of the Broken Knife. A single pale light flickered beneath the
great statue in the centre of the square, too small in the dark. A woman
sat beside it, weeping quietly. A place where someone was always
weeping, the Court of the Broken Knife. We live, Orhan thought,
looking at her. We die. For these things, we are grateful. The statue
was so old the man it depicted had no name or face, the stone worn by
wind and rain to a leprous froth tracing out the ghost of a figure in
breast late and cloak. A king. A soldier. A magelord. An enemy. Even
in the old poems, it had no face and no story and no name. Eyeless, it
stared up and outward, seeing things that no man living had ever seen.
In its right hand the broken knife pointed down, stabbing at
nothingness. In its left hand it raised something a lot, in triumph or
anger or despair. A woman’s head. A helmet. A bunch of lowers. It
was impossible to tell.
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— Bin maB 61 mepeMorTu.

CrepH noxuTaB roJjioBolo.

— HaroBn B6oiBaB 3a iHmoro. BiH nepecTaB BipuTH, 110 TIEPEMOKE.
Bupimus, mo cynepHUK Kpamuii, xoya 3HaB, 110 1Ie HernpaBa. Bid nporpas,
60 iHmMil OyB Kpaluii Ha BUTIIS.

Ile abcypano menoapamMatuuHo, — mnoaymaB Opxas. AJie 1€ nmpas/a.
Bin BBaxaB TEMHOBOJIOCOTO KpamiuM Olifliem, aje Bce OJHO MTOCTaBUB OU Ha
30JI0TOBOJIOCOTO.

— To mu npos1oBxKyeM0O? — 3anutaB AMIIIC.

OpxaH 3agymMaBcsi Ha MUTbh. Bylio CIOKyCIMBO TIPOCTO MOBEPHYTHCS
JOJIOMY 1 JIATTH craTd. BiH moauBUBCS HemoraHui O1if 1 KyMUB MIIIEYOK
YyIOBHX JJUMOHIB. 3arajom, Bedip OyB BIaIuM.

— IIponmoBxumo, — cka3zaB BIH HapemTi. BepHetu miiicHO
noTpe6yBaTH MHIBHIIIOro Harmsy. TeM, MOXIINBO, MaB palilo. FIMOBipHO,
MaB paiiito. [, MOXKIIMBO, T1e AaCTh HOMY JEeSIKU KOM(OPT Mi3HilIe, SKIIO BiH
3MO’K€ MePEKOHATH ceOe B IbOMY. AMJIIC 3HU3aB TUIEYMMAa 1 BUTEP B3YTTS 00
0111 NIOBKOBI IITAaHU TEMHOBOJIOCOTO.

Boun mporymsumics mmpokoro aneero Candon i1 mepernynu JIBip
3nmamanoro Hosxa. ITix BeIMKoO cTaTyero B IIEHTPI IO MEPEXTLIO €UHE
Oyrime CBITIIO, 3aHAATO MajeHbke B TempsBi. [lopyd cujaima kiHKa 1 THXO
miakaiga. Micie, e 3aBXIu XToch IutakaB — J[Bip 3mamanoro Hoxa. Mu
XKuBeMo, — noaymaB OpxaH, AUBJISIYMCH HA Hel. Mu BMHpaemo. 3a 11e MU
BIssuHi. CtaTys Oyna HACTUIBKH CTapOJaBHBOIO, IO 300pKCHHMN Ha HIH
YOJIOBIK HE MaB IMEH1 4M OONHMYYs, a KaMiHb, CTOUYEHUH BITPOM 1 JOIIEM,
MEPETBOPHUBCS Ha MPOKaKEHY MiHYy, 10 HaraayBaia npuBuja Girypu B OpoHi
ta muiamgi. Kopons. Conmar. Mar. Bopor. HaBite y cTapux Bipiiax BoHa He
Mana oOnuuys, ictopii Ta imeHi. Crima, BoHa JAWBWIACA BAAIUHY,
CIOTJISIIal0YH Te, 110 HIXTO 3 )KUBHX JItOJIeH HIKOJIU He 6auuB. Y mpasiii py1i
371aMaHMH HDK CIIPSIMOBAHUI BHU3, 1110 BAAPsIE MOPOXKHEeuY. Y JiBii pyili BOHa
HiHsIA 0Ch, Y 3HAK TpiyMdy, THIBY uu Bindaro. JKiHouy royioy. lomom.
Byxer kBitiB. HemoxnmBo Oyio ckazatu.



A man in white circled the square, looking for an opponent.
Folly, or bravado, or ignorance: it was ill luck to fight there. A tall
woman in a silver dress made wide eyes at Orhan as he passed her,
tossing her black hair. Her legs were hobbled with thin cords, giving
her a creeping, sinuous movement like a charmed snake. Orhan shook
his head gently. Painfully slowly, she crept back across the square to
her waiting place. There was a weary look on her face, as if she had
been there a long time.

‘Pretty,” said Amlis.

‘Probably diseased,’ said Sterne. ‘And look at her face. Keep
clear.’

‘Easy or you to say,” Amlis grunted. Sterne shot him a look
like daggers. Orhan almost laughed.

‘Sterne’s right,” he said. ‘Keep clear.’

“You’d know, would you? My Lord.’

‘About disease, yes.’

A litter swept past them, shining red silk lit from within by
candles. The bearers wore dark clothes and hoods, blurring them into
the night so that the body of the litter seemed to float, a glowing red
world. Shadows moved and danced on the surface of the silk. Two
women, hair loose, one with long trailing sleeves and a headdress that
nodded like horses’ plumes as she twisted her head. The shadows they
cast were distorted by their movements and by the flickering of the
candle lames, making them grotesque, tangles of limbs and hands and
huge heads. The woman with trailing sleeves raised her arm for a
moment and her long fingernails writhed in the light.

‘I’d assume they’re headed where we’re headed,” said Amlis.

‘Almost certainly.’

Twelve or fourteen bearers, six feet square of fine silk. A very
expensive means of transport. And remarkably impractical, given the
width of some of the city’s streets. Lucky for the owner that House
Emmereth wasn’t in the habit of throwing parties. They’d have to
demolish several buildings to get it down Felling Street.
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YonoBik y OutoMy O0OXOQMB IUIONy, INYKAIOUM CYNPOTHBHHKA.
BoxeBims, OpaBasa un HE3HAHHS: OMTHCS TaM OyJI0 HE HAa KOPHUCTh. Bucoka
XKIHKa B CpiOHIN CyKHI MIMPOKO po3Iutonmia oyi, komu OpxaH MPOXOJIHB
MOB3 Hel, BiIKMHYBIIM YOpHE BOJNOCCA. Ii HOTM OyaM CKyTi TOHKHMH
MOTY3KaMH, IO poOMJIIO 1 pyXH TOB3YYMMH, 3BUBUCTHMH, HAde Y
3a4apOBaHO1 3Mil. Opxaun 3JIETKa IIOXUTAaB r0JIOBOIO.
Jlo OoJii MOBUILHO BOHA MOB3JIa Ha3aJ 4epe3 IUIONLY J0 MICHS OYIKYBAaHHS.
Burnsanana BromieHo, HiOu Oyiia TaMm y)Ke 1aBHO.

— l'apna, — cka3aB Amuic.

— Malytb, xBOpa, — BiAMoBIB CtepH. — | morisaHp Ha 11 00IUYYS.
Tpumatics momaii.

— To6i nerko roBoput, — OypkHyB Amitic. CTepH KUHYB Ha HHOTO
rHiBHUH norsi. OpxaH Jeb He PO3CMIABCS.

— CrepH npaBuii, — ckazaB BiH. — Tpumarics moaaii.

— Twu 6 3HaB, un He Tak, Miit Jope?

— IIpo xBopoOy, Tak.

[ToB3 HMX TMOHECIW HOIII, OCBITJIICHI 3CEPEIWHH CBIYKAMH, IO
BIIOMBAIUCS Ha YepBOHOMY IMOBKY. Hocii omsrHeHi B TEeMHHMH OIiT i
KaNTypH, 10 37IMBAJUCS 3 HIYUIO, TaK 1110 HOIII HA4eOTO TUTABAIH, CSIOYUM
YEepBOHUM CBITOM. TiHI pyXajucs 1 TAHIFOBAJW Ha IMOBEPXHI MIOBKY. J[Bi
KIHKU 3 PO3IMYLUICHUM BOJIOCCSIM, OJHA 3 JOBMUMH pyKaBaMHU 1 TOJOBHHUM
ybopoMm, 1110 XUTaBCh, SIK KIHCBKHMI 4y0, KOJIM BOHA MOBEpTaja rojioy. TiHi,
SIK1 BOHH BIIKHU/1aJTK, OyJIM CHOTBOPEHI IXHIMH PyXaMH 1 MEPEXTIHHSAM CBIYOK,
10 pOOWIIO X TPOTECKHUMH, CILICTIHHAM KIHI[IBOK, PYK 1 BEIMUE3HHUX T'OJIIB.
Kinka 3 1OBruMH pyKaBaMu Ha MUTb HIIHSJIA PYKY, 111 JOBT1 HII'Ti 3BUBAIHCS
y CBITIIL

— [Ipumyckato, BOHU NPSMYIOTH Ty K, KyIU 1 MU, — CKa3aB AMIIIC.

— Maiixe HaneBHoO.

JIBaHaausTh a00 YOTUPHAAUATH HOCIIB, IIICTh (PYTIB TOHKOTO IIOBKY.
Hyxe noporwuii 3aci6 nepecyBanHs. | Ha3BUYaiiHO HENTPAKTUYHUHN, 3 OTJIATY
Ha IMPHUHY JESKUX BYyIuIls MicTa. Ha macts ans BiacHuka, 1im EMmeper He
MaB 3BUYKHM BiamToByBaTH Bedipku. LI[o6 mpoixatu Bynuiero Deminr,
JIOBeJIoCs O 3HECTH Kilbka Oy/IiBelb.



They followed the litter into the courtyard of the House of
Silver. It was not large, as such places went, neat and square, without
porticoes or columns but faced and roofed entirely in silver, tarnished
and murky, mottled with rainbows, light and reflections shifting. A
dream of water in the desert. A dream of heat haze. The blurred vision
of dusty light. The blazing red of the litter standing before it cast it in
sot crimson, beating like a heart.

‘Lady Amdelle.” Orhan gave a delicate half bow.

‘Orhan.” Celyse Amdelle, wife of the Lord of the High West,
opened her golden-brown eyes very wide. ‘How lovely. I really hadn’t
thought you’d be here. And arriving at just the same time.’

Orhan took his sister’s arm and they walked towards the open
doorway. Amlis disappeared into the servants’ quarters; the other
woman in the litter, presumably an insignificant Amdelle girl Celyse
was trying to marry off, followed them in silence, five paces behind.
Celyse walked slowly, her body very erect to support the weight of a
headdress of silver wire and tiny mirrors that chimed and glittered as
she moved.

‘And how’s your dear wife?” asked Celyse sweetly. ‘Not
accompanying you? She doesn’t seem to go out so much these days.
The last time | saw her, she looked horribly tired. Nothing wrong, |
trust?’

‘She’s already here. She’s had a bit of a cold, that’s all.”

‘Oh! What a shame for her. I was worried it was something
more than that.’

‘She’s neither pregnant nor dying, if that’s what you’re after.
I’d tell you if she were.’

‘Of course you would. So unfortunate for you, Orhan. You
make a marriage of convenience that’s really anything but.’

Orhan sighed. Poor Bil. ‘Your own marriage, of course, being
so much more successful.’

‘Oh, I’d say it probably is.” Celyse smoothed her dress with
long fingers. ‘I get some happiness out of mine, at least.’
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Bonwu nimm 3a Homamu y 1Bip JJomy Cpibna. Bin OyB HeBenHKHiA, sIK
JUIs TaKuX Oy[iBeNb, aKypaTHHU 1 KBaJpaTHHUH, 0€3 MOPTHUKIB 1 KOJIOH, aje
MOBHICTIO OOJIMIILOBAHUN 1 MOKPHUTUH JaxoM i3 cpibia, MOTHMSHLIOTO i
MOMYTHIIOTO, BKPUTOTO PpalAy)KHUMH IUIIMaMH, CBITJIIOM 1 MIHJIMBUMHU
BigOmckamu. Mpis mpo Boy B mmycteni. Mpist mpo criekoTHy Muty. Po3muTnit
00pa3 3amuiieHoro cBiTiIa. SIcCKpaBo-4epBOHMI KOJIIP HOII, IO CTOSIIH TepPe/
HUM, 3aHYPIOBaB OT0 B COKOBUTHUH OarpsiHellb, 110 OUBCS, K CEpIIE.

— Jleni Ampern.

OpxaH 351eTKa BKIIOHUBCA.

— Opxane. — Cenic Amzen, npyxunHa jopaa Bucokoro 3axony,
HIMPOKO PO3IUIIONIMIA CBOI 30JI0TUCTO-Kapi oul. — Sk udymoBo. S it He

Jymana, o T Oyaent TyT. | mo mpuinemn came B 11e 4ac.

OpxaH B3sB cecTpy HiA PyKY, 1 BOHH MOMNPAMYBAIH JI0 BIIKPUTHX
IBepeil. AMJIIIC 3HMKJIa B KIMHATaxX JUIsl IPUCIYTH; IHIIA >KIHKa, MOBIPHO,
He3HauHa niBuMHa Ampen, sky Ceric Hamarajiacs BHAATH 3aMDK, MOBYKH
HII1a 32 HUMH, BIICTAIOYH Ha IT'ATh KpoKiB. Celic HIia moBUTbHO, TPUMAIOYH
CIIUHY TPSIMO, 1100 BUTPUMATH Bary TOJOBHOTO yOOpy 31 CpiOHOTO APOTY Ta
KPUXITHUX JI3epKaJIeIlb, SIKI A3BEHUIN Ta BUOJMCKYBAJIH ITiJ] 4ac PyXy.

— I six TBOs Mopora npyxuHa? — narigHo 3anutana Cemic. — Bona
HE CYNpOBOKYe TeOe? 37a€ThCsi, BOHA OCTaHHIM 4YacoM HE YK€ 4YacTo
BUXOAMTH 3 Jlomy. Konu s 6aunia ii BocTaHHE, BOHA BUTJISIIaa CTPAIIEHHO
BroMJIeHOt0. CriofiBarocs, Bce rapasna’?

— Bomna Bxe TyT. Tpoxu 3acTynuiacs, och i1 Bce.

— O! Sk mkona. S Gostacs, 10 1€ MO0Ch CEPHUO3HIIIE.

— Bona He BariTHa i He BMHpae, Ko Tv mpo 1e. S 6 ToOi cka3as,
aKkOu OyIo Tax.

— 3BuuaiiHo, cka3zaB 6u. Sk T0o6i He momactuno, Opxane. Tu ykias
100 3a PO3paxyHKOM, SIKHH HACTIPaB[li € UMM 3aBIOJJHO, TUTBKH HE IIUM.

Opxan 3iTxHyB. bigna bin.

— TBi# 100, 3BUYAHO, OLIBII BIAJIHM.

— O, MOXJIHBO, 5 0 Tak i cKasaa.

Cenic posriaauna CyKHIO TOBI'MMH ManblsiMu. — llpuHaiimMHi, 5
TPOXH IIACIHMBA y CBOEMY ILITIOOI.



Coloured light broke onto them as they entered the inner
courtyard of the House of Silver. A fire burned in the centre of the
court, enclosed in a great framework of multi-coloured silks that cast
shifting patterns of light over the people around it.

‘Ahhh,” Celyse said with real pleasure, ‘it’s even prettier than
my litter.” The mirrors of her headdress shone and danced, swirling the
colours around her like a cloak. Tasteless, but undeniably striking. She
must have found out about it in advance and themed her entire out it
accordingly.

‘Something of a fire risk, I’d have thought,” Orhan muttered.

Celyse laughed. ‘Eloise has hired a mage, of course, to control
it.’

Orhan stared at her. ‘She’s hired a magician to stop her party
piece burning down?’

“You make him sound like a cheap conjuror. He works with
the craftsman who makes the things, keeping them fire-safe, protecting
them. Made my litter: it has bindings in it, to stop it catching if a candle
tips. He did a demonstration before | bought it. Eloise is quite charmed
by him, she’s thinking of keeping him.’

The things the high families felt the need to waste money on
... Orhan gazed around the courtyard, looking out for friends and
enemies. Saw Bil almost immediately, sitting on a low bench on the
other side of the court, near the firebox, talking to a young woman with
fair hair and a pale face. He ought to at least tell her he was there. He
wandered over to her, was half surprised to see her look almost leased
to see him.

‘Orhan,” Bil said with a bright smile. ‘“What a surprise. Landra:
my husband, Lord Orhan Emmereth, Lord of the Rising Sun. Orhan:
Lady Landra Relast. Her father is lord of a small rock somewhere in
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Konu Bonm yBiiitmu y BHyTpimHii asip Jomy Cpibna, kompopoBe
CBITJIO OCSIsU10 1X. Y LEHTPi ABOPY rOpPiB BOTOHB, OTOUEHHI BEIHKOIO PAMOIO
3 PI3HOKOJBOPOBOTO HIOBKY, SIKa BiAKHJANTa MIHJIMBI Bi3epyHKM CBITIIAa Ha
JIIOJIEN HAaBKOJIO.

— Ax, — ckazana Ceric i3 cripaBkHIM 32/I0BOJICHHSIM, — II¢ HaBITh
KpacHBIiIIe, HDK MOi HOIIIL.

J3epkarna Ha ii ToJIOBHOMY yOOpi OIHINaNy 1 TAaHIIOBAJIM, 00epTaI0UH
KOJIbOpY HaBKOJIO Hel, Haue Turanl. be3 cmaky, ane Oe3mepedHo Bpakaroue.
Bona, mabyTh, noBiIanacs mpo 1€ paHimie 1 BIAMOBIIHO Mmiidpaia BECh CBIM
o0pas.

— 51 © ckazaB, 10 1I€ TPOXH BOTHEHEOE3Me4YHO, — MPOOYpMOTIB
Opxas.

Cerric 3acmisacs.

— 3Buuaiino ok Enoi3a wmaliHama Mara, mo0 BiH 3Mir

MIPOKOHTPOJTFOBATH IIE.

OpxaH AUBHUBCA Ha HEI.

— Bomna HaliHsana mara, o0 s 1ekopartist He 3ropiza?

— Twu roBOpHUII TIPO HHOTO, HAUe MPO JemeBoro (GoxycHuka. Bin
MpaIfioe 3 MAUCTPOM, SIKUH BUTOTOBIISIE Pe4i, pOOHUTH iX CTINKMMU JI0 BOTHIO,
3axumiae ix. 3poOMB MO1 HOI: BOHM MalOTh KPIMUICHHs, 10 3amo0iraroTh
TOpPIHHIO, SIKIIO CBIYKA TMEPEKUHEThCsA. BiH mpoaeMoHCTpyBaB, Mepin HiXK s
kynuia. Enoi3a qyke 3auapoBaHa HUM, BOHA JyMa€ 3aJIMIIUTH HOro coOl.

Peui, Ha sKi 3aMOXKHI POJMHHM BBaXKaJdW 3a HEOOXIJHE BUTpadaTu
rpomii... OpxaH OTJIAHYB ABIp, IIYKAIOYH JAPY3iB 1 BoporiB. Maiixke Bigpa3y
nobaunB bin, ska cuauia Ha HU3bKIA JaBIi HA iHIIOMY OOIll IBOpPY, OLIA
BOTHHUIIA, 1 PO3MOBJISJIA 3 MOJIOJIO JKIHKOIO 31 CBITJIUM BOJIOCCSAM 1 OiauM
o0muuusiM. Bin MaB xoua 6 MOBIIOMUTH 1id, 110 BiH TYT. BiH mifiiiimoB 10 Hei
1 OyB €10 3AMBOBaHMIA, TOOAYMBILIH, 110 BOHA Maiie pajie HOro mossi.

— Opxane, — cka3zana bir 3 sckpaBorw mnocmimkor. — Ska
HecnoniBaHka. Jlanapo, miit yonoBik, mopa Opxan Emmeper, nopa Coniis, 1110
cxoauTh. Opxane, neai Janapa Penacr. i 6atbko — nops HeBeIUKoT ckei
JIech Ha Jajekomy cxoji. Bona mpuixana croau jauiie 1Ba JHI ToMy. Sl
moo0oirsIa T moKa3aTH OKOJIHILL.



the far east. She only arrived here two days ago. I’ve promised to show
her around a bit.’

The woman nodded her head in greeting and they exchanged
pleasantries. No, she’d only been here a few days, not seen much of
the city yet. Yes, the Great Temple was indeed beautiful, she’d seen
that. No, she had no particular purpose being here. Just come to ...
nenenthelesal? ‘Get away from things’? Was that the right word?

Ah, indeed, Sorlost the Golden, city of dreaming, the greatest
city on the face of the earth, where people came to wander around
aimlessly, gawp, point, laugh!

Her Literan was poor, heavily accented with the soft bell
chimes of Pernish. She was young, only in her mid-twenties, but had a
hard, tired look to her. Sorrowful. Orhan had to admire the tact with
which she readjusted her face after involuntarily glancing at Bil and
then back to him.

Bil is a lovely creature, he thought sadly. If you look beyond
the skin. She is almost beautiful. Almost desirable. The cruelty in
people’s eyes, when they look at her and me. Do I love her despite it?
Desire her because of it? Did | marry her for money? Were we lighted
at birth? The question was so obvious, there in every eye that looked
at them together. Should have it carved on her tomb.

She was dressed exquisitely, as always, in a deep blue gown
with a mesh of diamonds in her red hair. Her white arms were bare and
painted with spiralling patterns of gold lowers; she wore little gold
bells on her wrists that tinkled prettily as she moved her hands.
Fingernails an inch long, gilded and studded with pearls.

Yes, she was almost beautiful. Apart from the scars. The gold
paint swirled over them, like cracking mud or leprosy. Eruptions of
skin. Molten wounds.

29

XiHka KHMBHYyNa T'OJIOBOIO Ha 3HAK NPUBITAHHS, BOHU OOMIHSUIIHCS
mro0'si3HocTsiMU. Hi, BoHA Oyima TyT Jinie KiTbKa JHIB 1111 He O6adwia 6araTo
yoro B Mmicti. Tak, Benmukuit Xpam OyB AiiicHO TpeKpacHH, BOHA HOTO
Oauymna. Hi, BoHa He Maja KO0JHOI KOHKPETHOI METH, IepeOyBarouu TYT.
[Ipocro npuixana, m06... Henenmenecan? «BANMOYUTH Bi ycboro»? Uu Oyio
1€ TIpaBUJIbHE CIOBO?

Ax, 3Buuaiino, 3omotuii CopsocTt, MICTO Mpiid, HaAMOUIBIIE MICTO HA
3eMITl, KyIOu MPUDKDKAIOTh, 00 O€3IUIbHO OJIyKaTHh, BUTPIIIATHCH,
MIOKa3yBaTH TMabIIeM, CMIsSTHCS !

[i nirepanchka Oyjna TOraHOIO, 3 CHMILHUM aKIEHTOM 1 M'SKHM
J3BIHKUM BIJITIHKOM TEpHIMICbKOi. BoHa Oymma Moion010, Jeap 3a ABaAISITh,
aje Maja BHCHa)KeHuil, BromyneHuid Burian. CymHuil. OpxaH He MIr He
OI[IHUTH TaKTOBHICTh, KOJM BOHA 3MIHWJA BHpa3 OOJHYYS, MHUMOBOJI
IJISTHYBIIM Ha b1, a moTiM 3HOBY Ha HBOTO.

bin — 4apiBHa ocoba, — moayMaB BiH 13 cymMoM. SIKITO HE 3BaKaTH
Ha 30BHINIHICTE. BoHa Maibke kpacuBa. Maibke Oakana. XKopcTokicTte y
MOTJIAAaX JI0NEH, KOJU BOHM IMBJIATHCS Ha Hel 1 Ha MeHe. Um koxaro s il
nonpu 1e? baxaro 1i came uepe3 11e? Uu oapykuBcs 5 3 HEIO 3apaid TPoLei?
Uu Oynu MM mpokisATI Big HapomkeHHs? lle mutanHs Oyino HACTUIBKH
OUEBHIHUM, 1[0 YHTAJIOCS B KOXKHOMY HOTJISLI, CIPAMOBAHOMY Ha HUX. oro
ciIi BUKapOyBaTH Ha 1 MOTHJIL.

Bona Oyna BulllykaHO OJIITHEHA, K 3aBXIH, B TEMHO-CUHIO CYKHIO 3
NiaMaHTOBOIO CITKOIO B pPyAOMY Bojocci. Ii 6imi pyku Oyam Orojesi,
pO3MalIbOBaHi CHipalbHUMH Bi3€pYHKaMHU 13 30JI0TUX KBITIB; Ha 3aml'sCTIX
BOHA HOCHJIa MaJIeHBKI 30JI0TI J3BIHOYKH, SKI MUJIO Ops3Kaiu, KOJIU BOHA
pyxana pykamu. Hirti MOBXKHHOIO B JIOWM, MO30JI0YEHI i IHKpYCTOBaHi
nepiamu.

Tax, BoHa Oyna Mmaibke kpacuBoro. SIkOn He mpamu. 3ojota (apba
3aKpydyBajacs HaJ HUMH, K OpyaHi TpiluHu abo mpokasa. Bucunanus Ha
mikipi. Po3nnasneni panu.



If she was Lord Rhyl’s wife, the fashion would be for long
sleeves and veils and high necks to cover. Or perhaps women would
wear false scars, in clay and paint. All the women of Sorlost would
copy every detail of the Nithque’s wife’s costume. But Lady Bilale
Emmereth’s husband had no power, thus she must be grotesque and
pretend she didn’t care.

A girl approached with a tray of cups. Orhan took one. Cold
wine, mixed with snow. Very refreshing in the heat of the fire. More
entirely pointless magery: it must have cost a fortune to transport and
store the snow and keep it from melting even when being served.
House Verneth was undeniably trying to prove something to someone
tonight. Eloise would be melting down gold thalers in the candle lames
by midnight, the way things were going. There was a story about an
Imperial banquet where the food had been crushed gemstones, mixed
with wine and honey to make a thick paste and shaped to resemble
fruit, meat, bread. The Emperor had insisted his guests eat their fill,
gorging themselves on rubies and diamonds until their guts ached and
their mouths were cut and running with blood. The story embodied
Sorlost: the great houses shat gold and pissed gems. In the version of
the tale Orhan’s nurse had told him as a child, the night-soil men had
scraped clean the sewers and built themselves great palaces of marble
and cedar wood.

Bil fluttered away to stand in the coterie of Eloise Verneth. His
sister and her grotesque headdress seemed to have disappeared. The
sad-eyed young woman sat silent, watching the shifting colours of the
firebox dance. Orhan sat beside her for a while. The silks fluttered and
swirled, alive, spelling out secret words. He thought of the knife-
fighter, gleaming black skin and golden hair, the way his eyes had
stared as he thrust his blade, the panting breath as he watched his
opponent die. The colours beat in his vision, red, green, yellow, blue,
red, green, yellow, blue, red, green, yellow, blue, red ...

‘Mesmeric, isn’t it?’
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SAx6u BoHA Oyna npy)uHOt0 Jopaa Pina, Moaoro Oynu 6 1OBri pykasw,
ByaJli Ta BHCOKI KOMIpH, IO HpUKpUBaIU O yce. AGO, MOXIHBO, JKIHKH
HOCWJIM OW IITY4YHI IIpamMu, 3po0iieHi 3 riauau Ta papou. Ycixinku CopiocTa
KomitoBas O KOXKHY jAeTaynb BOpaHHsS IpykuHH HiTke. Ase 40J0BIK Jefi
binane EmMmeper He MaB Biamu, TOMy BOHa Mycuiaa OyTH TPOTECKHOIO i
BJIaBaTH, IO il OaiiTyxe.

JiBunHa migidnuia 3 migHocoM 4amok. OpxaH B3sB OJIHY. XOJIOJIHE
BMHO, 3MimaHe 31 cHirom. Jlyxxe ocBbkaroue Ha Tii BorHwo. llle omna
abcomoTHO Oe3rmy3ga wMmaris: MaOyTh, KOIITYBAJIO Ijie 0ararcTtBo
TPAHCIIOPTYBATH 130€piratu CHIr, He Jar0YM HOMY pO3TaHYTH HABITh ITiJT 4ac
nojaayl. Jlim BepHer, 6e3cyMHIBHO, HaMaraBcsi ChOTOJIHI BBeYEpl KOMYCh
mochk jgoBectd. Cynsyu 3 TOTO, SK WIIIM CHOpaBH, A0 MiBHOYI Emnoiza
po3muiaBmiia 6 30J10TI TajJepu y cBiukax. byna ictopis mpo iMmneparopcbKuit
Oanker, ne ©Dka Oyna 3 mMOAPIOHEHWMH JOPOTOIIHHMMH KaMEHSIMH,
3MILIaHUMU 3 BUHOM 1 MEJIOM, 100 YTBOPUTH T'YCTy Hacty y Gopmi QppykTis,
M'sca, xmiba. Immeparop HamoJsisraB, moO HOTo TOCTI HAUIHCA JOCXOUY,
HaOuBarouu cebe pyOiHaMU 1 iaMaHTaMH, TTIOKA HE TToYasid OOJITH KUBOTH,
a pOTH He Topi3ainucs 1 He 3aTekin KpoB'to. Ls icTopis BTutroBana Copioct
— BEJIMKI JOMHU BUTIOPOKHIOBAJIUCS 30JI0TOM 1 IOPOTOIIHHUMHU KaMEHIMU. Y
Bepcii i€ icTopii, sky OpxaHy po3noBijia HOTo HSHS, KOJIU BiH OYB TUTHHOIO,
MpUOMPATLHUKN BUYHCTHIIN KaHAJI3aIlito 1 moOyayBaiy co0l BEMKI Mayiaiu
3 MapMypy Ta KeJpOBOTO JIepeBa.

Bin nomuana, mo6 cratu B otouenHi Enois Bepuer. Horo cectpa i i
IPOTECKHUM TOJOBHUI YOip, 3/1aBanocs, 3HUKIU. MoJoa KiHKa 3 CyMHUMU
OYMMa CHJAUIa MOBYKH, CIOCTEpIraloud 3a MIHJIMBUMHU KOJIbOPAMHU
TaHIIOI0Y0Tr0 BOTHIO. OpxaH aeskuil yac cuaiB mopyd. LIIoBk TpimoTiB i
KPYXJISIB, Haue XUBUHM, YTBOPIOIOYM TaeMHI ciioBa. BiH 3ragaB Oiiius 3
HOXKEM, Horo OJHMCKy4dy TeMHY LIKIpY 1 30JI0T€ BOJOCCA, SIK TOW TUBUBCH,
KOJHM BCTPOMIISIB JI€30, MOTO Ba)KKe IUXaHHS, KOJHM TOM cCrHocTepiraB 3a
CMEpPTI0O CBOTO MpoTHBHHUKA. Kombopu mynbcyBaiu B HOTO TOJi 30pY:
YEpBOHUH, 3€JCHUM, )KOBTUH, CHHINA, YEPBOHUMA, 3€JCHHM, KOBTHUM, CHUHIMH,
YepBOHUH, 3€ICHUH, )KOBTUH, CUHI{, YePBOHMUIA. .

— 3auvaposBye, ere x?



Orhan turned round, startled. The handsome, hawk-nosed face
of Darath Vorley looked down at him.

‘Mind i1 join you?’

‘No ... no ...” His mouth tasted dry. The wine was mildly
dosed with hatha syrup, he realized, to enhance the effect of the fire
and the coloured silks. He had no idea how long he’d been sitting
gazing at it. The young woman whose father was lord of a small rock
had gone.

Lord Vorley, Lord of All that Flowers and Fades, seated
himself beside him and stretched out his legs. Coloured light danced
on his copper-black skin.

‘Please don’t tell me you’re surprised to see me here,” Orhan
said after a while. ‘It’s getting repetitive. [’'m surprised to see myself
here, I don’t need constant reminding of it.’

‘Offended might be a better word. I had a party myself a little
while ago. To my inconsolable grief, you didn’t attend.’

‘I was busy.” Coloured light danced in Darath’s gold-black
hair.

Darath waved down a passing servant and relieved him of a
tray of candied dates. “‘Want one? Lovely and fat and sticky looking.’
‘’m fine.’

Orhan shook his head, trying to clear it. Really didn’t need this
right now. Shouldn’t have come. Really shouldn’t have come.

“You always are. Bloodless bastard.’

Darath smiled at him lazily, honey on his lips.

‘So. Been seeing a lot of old Tam, haven’t you? I’ve noticed.
So have others.’

He leaned closer, his breath in Orhan’s ear. Made Orhan shiver.

‘But whatever others might assume, I’ve been making some
enquiries. Purely for political reasons, of course, don’t fret yourself.
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3muBoBanuii OpxaH oOepHyBcs. Ha HBOro IUBWIOCS BpOIJIUBE
obmuuust Jlapata Bopiti 3 opIiHUM HOCOM.

— He 3anepeuyere, s npuegHarocs?

— Hi... Hi...

VY pori nepecoxio. Bin 3p03yMiB, 110 y BUHO JIOJIAJIA TPOXH CHPOILY
Xarxa, mo0 MiICKINTH e(eKT BOTHIO Ta KOJHOPOBOTO IIOBKY. BiH He maB
YSIBJIIEHHSI, CKUIbKHU Yacy MPOCU/IIB, TUBISYKCH Ha 11e. Moso/ia KiHka, 6aTbKO
AK0i OyB BOJIOJIapEM HEBEJIMKOT CKeJll, MIIJIa.

Jlopn Bopimi, Bonmogap Ycworo, o LBite 1 B'sHe, ciB mopyd 13 HUM i
BUTATHYB HOTU. KoJIbOpOBE CBITJIO TAHIIOBAJIO HA HOTO MIIHO-TEMHIN HIKIpI.

— TuIbKM HE KaXITh, 1[0 BU 3IMBYBAJIUCS, MOOAYUBIIN MEHE TYT, —
npoMoBuB OpxaH uepe3 AesKHil yac.

— Ile nabpunae. S 3muBOBaHMM, caM TyT, MEH1 HE TOTPIOHO MOCTIIHO
PO 1€ HaraJayBaTH.

— OOpaxenunii — MaOyTh, Kpallle CII0BO. Y MEHE TEeX HEI[0JaBHO
Oyna Beuipka. Ha mpeBenukuii aiab, TH HE PUNATIOB.

— byB 3aliHATHH.

KonmbopoBe CBITIO TaHIIOBAjJO B 30JOTHCTO-YOPHOMY BOJIOCCI
Hapara.

Japar momaxaB pyKOIO CIIy3i, III0 TTPOXOJIUB MOB3 1 B3SIB Y HHOTO TaITIO
13 mykaram# 3 (iHIKIB.

— Xouemt oguH? YynoBi, COKOBHUTI 1 JIMTKI HA BUTJIS.

— Hi.

OpxaH MOXMUTaB rojI0OBOI0, HAMAraloYuCh MPOSICHUTH AYMKH. 3apa3s 11e
fiomy 30BciM He noTpiOHO. He Tpeba Oyno npuxomutu. JlilicHo He Tpeba.

— Tn 3aBKIHU TaKuil. bescepaeunnit BUPOJKY.
Jlapat niHMBO MOCMIXHYBCSA, Ha Ty0ax OyB Mejl.

— Tox. Tu yacto Gaumiics 31 crapum Temom, un He Tak? S MOMITHB.
[H1I1 TEXK.

Bin HaxunuBcs Ommwkue, nuxaroun Opxany B Byxo. Opxan
3JIPUTHYBCSI.



Imperial assassination. Really, Orhan, you have fallen off your
pedestal, haven’t you?’

They walked away into a corner of the gardens, where the
darkness was dimly illuminated by coloured mage glass globes. Bats
called at the very edge of hearing, sad and painful, hunting white moths
with glowing wings. Strings of bells hung between yellow rose trees;
Orhan brushed one and it sang like a child’s laugh.

‘I want in,” said Darath.

‘Absolutely and comletely not. No. No.’

‘Oh, come on. I know what you’re doing. I can guess why. I
might as well be involved already, frankly. I just need you to tell me
when and how.’

‘Ask your spies, then. Or better yet, ask mine. They’re so badly
paid they’ll tell you anything for a gold talent.’

‘A talent? My dear Lord Emmereth, they charged six dhol the
last time I asked.’

‘For six dhol, I’'m not sure you should trust a word they said.
At that price, I’ve probably ordered them to tell you a pack of lies then
throw the money to the nearest beggar.’

‘Ah, but they give me special rates. They all know me so well,
after all.” Their eyes met or a moment, like they were going to start
really arguing. Ah, Darath. Moths’ wings flickering around his hair.
“You don’t want me in. Fine. But I’ll find out. I might even be forced
to take steps against you. Tell someone.’

Pause. Orhan’s heart pounding. You wouldn’t, he thought.
You couldn’t. Even after everything. No. Please.

‘God’s knives. I’'m sorry.” Darath lowered his gaze from
Orhan’s face. Read things there Orhan wasn’t sure he wanted him to
see. You’re sorry. I’'m sorry too. ‘I didn’t mean that. But I want in. In.
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— Ane mo O iHIII HE AyManH, s TMPOBIB JEsKi PO3CIiIyBaHHS.
3BHUAiiHO, BUKIIIOYHO 3 IOJIITHYHUX MIPKyBaHb, HE XBWIIOWCA. IMmepchke
BOMBCTBO. CripaBai, OpxaHe, TH BIaB 31 CBOTO N'€fiecTalry, Y1 HE Tak?

Bonu minum B KyTOK cajy, /A€ TEeMpsBY CJIa00 OCBITIIOBAIA
KOJIbOPOBI Mariyfi ckisHi Kyni. Kaxanu nenp mumand, cymMHO 1 OOJICHO,
NOJIIOIOYM Ha OUTMX METENMKIB 13 CSIOUMMH KpujaamMu. MDK JKOBTHMH
TPOSIHIAaMU BUCUIM HM3KU J3BIHOUYKIB; OpXaH TOPKHYBCS OJHOTO, 1 TOM
OpUHIB, HAYE TUTAYUN CMIX.

— S Tex xouy, — cka3as Jlapar.

— AGcomtoTHo 1 kareropuyHo Hi. Hi. Hi.

— O, Ta roxi. i 3nHato, mo TM podurn. MoKy 370TaaTUCS, YOMY.
UYecHo kaxyuu, s Bke Mir 6u Oytu 3amisHuM. IIpocto motpiOHO, m1006 TH
CKa3aB MCHI, KOJIH 1 K.

— Topui 3anuTaii cBOIX IIMUIYHIB. A INe Kpalle — MOiX. IM Tak
MOTaHO IJIATSTh, IO BOHU CKaXXyTh TOO1 BCE 3a 30JI0TUN TaJaHT.

— Tanant? Miit nmoporuii nmopne Emmepere, koiu s BOCTaHHE
3aMMTyBaB, BOHU Opasiy MIICTh JXOJIB.

— 3a mICTh AXOJIB sI HE BIIEBHCHHH, IO TH MOXKEII BIPUTH iXHIM
cioBaM. 3a Taky IiHYy s, MaOyTh, HaKa3aB Ou iM 30pexaT, a MOTIM KUHYTH
rpoli HalOIMKIOMY KeOpaKy.

— AX, ajic BOHH CTaBJIsATh MEHI CHeliaibHI IIHK. AJDKEe T00pe MeHe
3HAIOTh.

IxHi morasmu 3ycTpinucs Ha MHTH, HiOM BOHHM 30Mpaqucs CHpaBli
nocBaputucs. Ax, [lapar. Kpuna MeTenukiB MEpexXTUTd HABKOJIO HOTO
BOJIOCCS.

— Twu He xouer, m06 5 BTpyyancs. [JoOpe. Aue s Bce 0JHO Ai3HAIOCS.
Mon1Bo, s HaBiTh OyAy 3MYIIEHUH BXKHUTU 3axoMiB NpoTH Tebe. Ckaxu
KOMYCb.

[Tay3a. Cepue Opxana kanatamo. Tu Ou He 3poOMB ILOTO, —
noaymaB BiH. Tu He mir. HaBith micns Beboro. Hi. Byas nacka.

— Hosxi Ooris. Bu6au.

Hapar BinBiB mormsiA Bin o6auuys Opxana. Bin npounTaB Tam Te, 110
OpxaH He X0TiB, 100 BiH 0auuB. Tu mkoxyemr. 5 Tex.



Come on. | can help you. You know I can. God’s knives, you can trust
me, Orhan.” He looked vaguely embarrassed. ‘Despite what I just said.’
‘I'm tired. This isn’t exactly a private place to be talking.
Neither of us is exactly sober. I really don’t want to do this now.’
‘I’ll contribute to the funding, even. You can’t ask fairer than
that. Don’t tell me you couldn’t do with some financial support here.
You’re poor and Tam’s a skinflint.’

This is turning into a farce, thought Orhan. Change the date,
change the cast list, get financial contributions towards it like it’s a
family wedding and the bride’s parents need help with the cost of the
food. Shall we just change the target too? It’s in motion, Darath. It’s
all in motion and you want to turn everything upside down because
you’re bored and nosey and—

He sighed heavily. Knowing he was making a mistake. But
whatever way he went, he’d regret it. Why did you have to find out,
Darath? You just complicate bloody everything. And it’s dangerous.
Orhan sipped his drink and felt the hatha further clouding his mind.
Shouldn’t have come. If he hadn’t come ...

‘Give me a few days to think about it. Then we’ll talk again.’

“Think about it? I know what you’re doing and in a few days
I’ll know when and how. I’ll wager you three thalers I’ll know when
and how, in fact. And you’re hardly going to think about it and say no,
are you? Unless you’ve sunk so low you’re planning on knifing me too
to keep me from talking.’

Orhan shuddered. Don’t say that. Not ... not like that. Not from
you to me. You put it so crudely. There are so many reasons. You know
some of them. We used to talk about this, after all. But I don’t want to
put it on you. Tam can stomach the guilt. Live with it. But not you.

‘A few days, Darath.” He sighed again and chewed a candied
date. Sticky and cloying in his mouth. We eat sweets and drink wine
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— Sl He ne maB Ha yBa3i. Ane s xouy npueanatucs. Copasai. Hy x
00. S Moxy 1061 mormomorTu. Tu 3Haemr, mo Moxy. Hoxi GOriB, TH MOXeNr
MeHi goBipsitu, Opxane.

Bin BUrnsgaB Tpoxu 30€HTEKEHHUM.

— HesBaxarouu Ha Te, 0 5 IMOWHO CKa3aB.

— 1 BromuBes. Lle He 30BciM mpuBaTHE Micue it po3MoB. MU He
30BCIM TBepe3i. Sl crpaB/ii HE X04y LIbOTO 3apa3 poOUTH.

— 1 HaBITh 1ONIOMOXKY 3 (piHAaHCYBaHHSIM. YecHilie He OyBae. TUIbKU
He KaXku, 1110 To01 He noTpiOHa ¢iHaHCOBa miATpUMKa. Tu OinHui, a Tem —
CKHapa.

Lle nepeTBOpIrOETHCA HA KOMeit0, — noayMaB OpxaH. 3MIHUTH Jaty,
3MIHUTH CTIMCOK BHKOHABIIIB, 310paTu (iHAHCOB1 BHECKH, HIOU 1Ie ciMeliHe
BecUUIs, a 0aThKM HapeueHO1 MOTPEOYIOTh TOMIOMOTH 3 BUTpAaTaMu Ha TKY.
Moxe, 1 iuts 3minuMo? Lle Bxxe mouanocs, Jlapare. [louanocs, a T xouernn
NEePEBEPHYTH BCE 3 HII HA FOJIOBY, 00 TH HYAbI'Y€ll 1 TOO1 111KaBoO...

Bin Baxkko 3iTXHYB. PO3yMmiB, 1110 poOUTh MOMUIIKY. AJie Ik OU BiH HE
BUMHUB, BIH OM TIpO 1€ MOmKoAyBaB. YoMy TH MaB TpO 1€ I3HATHCA,
Hapare? Tu mpocto Bce yckmamnwooen. | me uHebesnedHo. OpxaH 3poOHUB
KOBTOK 1 BITUYB, SIK XaTXa I1ie OUTbIIe 3aTyMaHIo€ iioro po3yM. He Tpeba Oymo
MPUXOIUTH. SIKOU BiH HE MPUMIIIOB...

— Jlaif MeHi KibKa AHIB, 1100 moaymatH. [1oTiM 3HOBY TOTOBOPHMO.

— Tlomymaru? S 3Haro, mo TH poOuI, 1 3a KiIbKa JHIB 5 AI3HAIOCS,
KoJ 1 sik. CTaBJIIO TpU TaJiepH, IO s Ji3HAIOCS, KOJIU 1 K. Tu >k He Oyzaemn
JyMaTH TPO 1€ 1 BIIMOBJIATHCS, NpaBaa? Xida 110 TH OIyCTUBCS TaK HU3bKO,
110 TUTAHYELT 3api3aTH 1 MeHe, 100 51 He 3arOBOPUB.

Opxan 3apurnyBcs. He xaxu Tak. He... He Tak. He v meni. Tu
BUCJIOBIIIOENICS Tak rpyoo. € Tak Oarato mpuuuH. Tu 3Ha€H JesiKi 3 HUX.
AJpKe MU paHillie mpo e TOBOPMIH. AJle sl He X0Uuy 3BallIOBaTH Iie Ha Tele.
TeM Moke 3MUPUTHUCS 3 TPOBUHOIO. JKUTH 3 HEo. AJie HE TH.

— Kinbka nuis, Jlaparte.



and plan murder in the dark. The pinnacle of urban sophistication. The
great cities are built on this. Barbarians come with fire and the sword,
yelling obscenities; we smile and sip a drink and laugh as we discuss
killing a man.

‘A few days. I’ll tell you everything in a few days. Once things
are settled. Not here.’

Darath smiled. ‘Three thalers says I find out before you tell
me.’

We are incapable of taking anything seriously, Orhan thought
sadly. So inured to everything, we’ve forgotten a world exists beyond
our walls. Darath waved down a servant to get them another drink. Bil

flitted past in a tinkle of bells, laughing.

He sipped his wine again, felt lums and spat. A moth had
blundered into his goblet and drowned there. A clear sign he needed to
go home.

‘Suit yourself.” Darath laughed, drank, looked down and fished
an insect out of his own cup. ‘This really wasn’t the best place to sit,
you know. All your plans thought through?’ He licked his fingers. ‘I’'m
going on to Faleha’s, myself. I'll kiss something pretty for you.’
Always knew how to make him hurt.
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Bin 3HOBY 3iTXHYB 1 J0OBYBaB ¢iHiku. BoHM Oynu jumkumu i
HYJIOTHUMH B pOTi. MU IMO coIo0III, IT'€MO BUHO 1 TUTAaHYEMO BOMBCTBO B
TempsiBi. BepmuHa wmicekoi BumrykanocTi. Benmuki micta moOymoBaHi Ha
npoMy. BapBapum mpHXOIATP 3 BOTHEM 1 MeYeM, BHKPUKYIOUH
HENPUCTOMHOCTI; MH TIOCMIXa€MOCS, IT'€MO 1 CMIEMOCS, OOTrOBOPIOOYN
BOMBCTBO JIIOJIUHH.

— Kuibka nHiB. A po3noBim ToO1 Bce uepe3 kiibka aHIB. Komu Bce
BIagHaeTbes. He TyT.

Jlapat nocMixHyBCs.

— Tpu tanepu, 110 5 AI3HAIOCS paHillle, HDK TH MEHI1 CKaelll.

Mu He 374aTHI CTAaBUTHCS JI0 YOTOCh CEPHO3HO, — 3 CYMOM II0TyMaB
OpxaH. Mu HacTUIBKH 10 BCHOTO 3BUKJIM, 10 3a0yJIM MO ICHYBaHHS 1HILIOTO
cBity. [lapar momaxaB cny3i, 00 TOW MpuUHIC iM ille BUNMBKU. bin
poMaiiHysa 1MoB3, CMIIOYUCH 1 OpsA3Kar04UM J3BIHOYKAMHU.

BiH 3HOBY KOBTHYB BHHA, BiI4yB WIOCh 1 CIUIIOHYB. MeTenuk
BHITQIKOBO TIOTPAIHB Y HOTO KEJIUX 1 MOTOHYB. SIBHUH 3HAK, III0 HOMY Yac iTH
JOJIOMY.

— Sk xouem, — Jlapat 3acMisiBCs, BUIIUB, IOJUBUBCS BHU3 1 BUJIOBUB
KOMaxy 31 CBOTO KeJlhxa.

— Ile cmpaBni He Halikparie wmicie, mo0 cuaiTd, 3Haen. Bci TBoi
TJIaHU TTPOTyMaHi?

Big o0nm3aB nansli.

— 4 cam mixy no Panexu. [orinyro mock rapHEeHbKE 3a TeoOe.

3aBXk /M 3HaB, K HOro 0Opa3uTH.



35

Chapter 2. Linguistic means of depicting the chronotope of the artistic world
in fantasy prose

2.1 An overview of Anna Smith Spark's novel The Court of Broken Knives in terms of
authorship, genre, and style

Anna Smith Spark is a British writer best known for her Empire of Dust series, the first
part of which is The Court of Broken Knives. She holds a bachelor's degree in classical history
from University College London, a master's degree in cultural history from the University of
Essex, and a PhD in English literature from Birkbeck, University of London. (Lindberg, 2019) In
an interview on The British Fantasy Society website, the author said that she mainly writes in the
genres of grimdark, high fantasy, and epic fantasy, as her fascination with such stories comes from
her father, who read her children's versions of the Iliad, the Matter of Britain, and wonderful old
children's fantasy novels from childhood. (The British Fantasy Society, n.d) Looking at the
author's other books, such as A Woman of the Sword, Red Glass, Anderson Versus Death, In the
Shadow of Their Dying, and others, we can assume that her fascination with history, mythology,
and literature is a key element in the creation of her fictional worlds, which is why Grimdark
Magazine calls her the “Queen of Grimdark.” (Mauro, 2024)

The first part of The Court of Broken Knives series was published in 2017. In 2018, this
novel was nominated for a David Gemmell Award and a British Fantasy Award. (David Gemmell
Award, n.d) (British Fantasy Award, n.d) Both awards hold prestigious status in the field of fantasy
literature, although their genre focus is narrower and their global influence is less than that of
awards such as the Hugo or Nebula.

The plot of The Court of Broken Knives tells the story of Marit, a hired assassin who leads
a band of mercenaries to the city of Sorlost to kill the king on the orders of a mysterious client.
Upon arrival, Marit and his men find themselves entangled in a web of intrigue, betrayal, and dark
magic surrounding the decaying royal court. At the heart of the plot is the cruelty of power, the
price of survival, and the moral dilemmas of people who live by violence in the world. (Spark,
2017)

As we can see, the idea for the plot, “mercenaries go to kill the king,” is relatively basic,
so what makes this text so captivating? After reviewing a sufficient number of reviews of this
book, we can confidently say that Anna Smith Spark's writing style is one of the leading factors in
its success. Filip Magnus says that the author's descriptions usually focus on an imaginary, distant
world rather than on the subject itself. (Fantasy-Hive, n.d.) John Mauro notes that he is impressed
by the intonation and rhythm of the prose, which accurately convey the mood of each scene.
(Before We Go Blog, n.d.) Another reader on the Fantasy Book Review website notes that the
detailed description of bloody scenes impressed him much more because of the refined, almost
hypnotic narrative. (Fantasy Book Review, n.d.) Although these are detailed examples that
characterize the uniqueness of the author's style, we consider it necessary to add a few more factors
that influenced the peculiarity of the prose.

The first of these is the use of complex writing style. The syntactic complexity of the text,
which is the use of long sentences, subordinate clauses, and inversions, is both a plus and a minus,
because the text may be grammatically flawless, but certain stylistic features can make it more
difficult to understand than others. (Bailin, Grafstein, 2001, p. 294) We are by no means criticizing
Anna Smith Spark's choice; on the contrary, we admire her academic erudition.

In the examples below, we can clearly see this pattern:

(1-s) “Tall marble columns create cool loggias, opening onto perfumed lakes to create
shaded bathing places of pale sand and dark water, purple irises and silver fish.” (Spark, 2017,
p. 35)

(2-s) “The bearers wore dark clothes and hoods, blurring them into the night so that the
body of the litter seemed to float, a glowing red world. ” (Spark, 2017, p. 43)
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(3-s) “In asmall room at the top of one of the silver towers, two men were talking. ”” (Spark,
p. 36)

The second factor is the unquestionable adherence to grimdark aesthetics. For a better
understanding, we consider it necessary first to provide the term for this genre. Helen Young
describes the definition of grimdark fantasy as a work that features a minimum of magic, a
maximum of violence, complex characters, and medieval settings that attempt to achieve realism
through the unabashed depiction of rain, blood, and dirt. (Young, 2016, p. 64) The work under
study is a perfect example of how the author uses the distinctive features of this genre—she not
only shocks the reader with cruelty and violence, but also explores the psychology and philosophy
of these phenomena through characters who are neither good nor evil. This perception constantly
changes depending on events and consequences. (Longknife, Sullivan, 2012, p. 176)

That is why, the author provides detailed description to maximize the effect:

(4-s) “Men fell back screaming, armour scorched and molten, melted into burnt melted
flesh.” (Spark, 2017, p. 19)

(5-s) “The smell of roasting meat surrounded them. Better than steak.” (Spark, 2017, p.
19)

(6-S) “The dragon’s front legs came down smash onto his body. Plume of blood. Gulius
disappeared. ” (Spark, 2017, p. 19)

(7-s) “Everything hot and boiling and burning... the whole great lizard body scorching
like a furnace, roaring hot burning killing demon death thing. ” (Spark, 2017, p. 19)

Lastly, it's worth mentioning that the author uses repetition in her work to highlight
emotionally charged scenes. Longknife A. and Sullivan K. point out that using this technique helps
emphasize the author's idea and understand how emphasizing these words affects the plot.
(Longknife, Sullivan, 2012, p. 176)

In the following samples, we are able to observe how this approach works:

(8-s) “Dun and yellow desert, scattered with crumbling yellow-grey rocks and scrubby
yellow-brown thorns. Bruise-yellow sky, low yellow clouds. ” (Spark, 2017, p. 16)

(9-s) “A nice predictable pattern to it. Backwards and forwards, backwards and forwards,
backwards and forwards. The same thinking. ” (Spark, 2017, p. 18)

(10-s) “Imagine saying that to Gulius’s family: he was killed fighting a dragon. He was
killed fighting a dragon. A dragon killed him. A dragon. ” (Spark, 2017, p. 21)

Thus, Anna Smith Spark’s style is characterized by intricate syntax, adherence to the
grimdark aesthetic, and skillful use of repetitive elements for maximum dramatic effect.

2.2 Linguistic means of depicting the chronotope of the artistic world in the prose The
Court of Broken Knives

Writing a good book with enough positive reviews takes a lot of time and effort. By this,
we mean that all these efforts should be reflected in the plot of the work, its logic, regularity, and
sequence of events that reveal the conflict, the characters' personalities, and the main idea. All of
these factors involve specific linguistic tools that assist in detailing not only the description of the
real world in the book, but also the depiction of the fantasy world. For a deeper understanding of
this topic, we believe it is necessary to begin with some explanations.

The term “chronotope” comes from the Greek words “chrono”, meaning time, and “topos”,
meaning space. (Ritella, Ligorio, Hakkarainen, 2017, p. 49) Its concept provides a deeper analysis
of the relationship between time and space in literary texts and enables the construction of narrative
models. Thus, these two factors can reflect hidden aspects of the social or historical context in the
text. (Telegina, 2022, p. 110) In the novel The Court of Broken Knives, chronotope is not only a
secondary backdrop for the development of the plot, but also an active force that transforms the
characters, their psychology, structure, narrative, and impact, as well as creating a complex space-
time system.

The next examples demonstrate these points:
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(11-s) “They had been marching now for almost a month.” (Spark, 2017, p. 17)

(12-s) “...listening to his men droning on just as they had yesterday and the day before
that and the day before that.” (Spark, 2017, p. 18)

(13-s) “The same thinking. The same words. Warp and weft of a man’s life.” (Spark, 2017,
p. 18)

The sentences create the impression that one branch of the chronotope is entirely based on
the cyclical nature of time, which suppresses the characters' psychology and leads to boredom and
repetitive actions.

These examples below prompt readers to think about the chronotope of the crisis
moment—the battle with the dragon. Space becomes a battlefield, turning into chaos and death:

(14-s) “Though wouldn’t look either pretty or startled in about ten heartbeats, after the
dragon flame grilled and decapitated him.” (Spark, 2017, p. 20)

(15-s) “Spouted flame madly, shrieking, arching its back.” (Spark, 2017, p. 20)

(16-S) “Groaning sighing weeping noise. Finally it lay dead.” (Spark, 2017, p. 21)

In contrast to the chronotope of the cyclical nature of time, next sentences show the
chronotope of “stopped time”, that is, a space isolated from the real city and threats.

(17-s) “We eat sweets and drink wine and plan murder in the dark.” (Spark, 2017, p. 48)

(18-s) “...we smile and sip a drink and laugh as we discuss killing a man.” (Spark, 2017,
p. 48)

(19-s) “I might even be forced to take steps against you.” (Spark, 2017, p. 47)

Creating and describing space in fictional worlds is one of the most challenging tasks for
authors, because the reader must not only read, but also imagine it without difficulty. In an article
by N. Van de Mosselaer and S. Gualeni, they point out that the formation of a detailed and
complete mental model is caused by each change of perspective or immersion in the plot. (Van de
Mosselaer, Gualeni, 2022, p. 22) This implies that the atmosphere of the plot depends on
immersive design. (Aaltonen, 2025, p. 45) Anna Smith Spark handles this task perfectly.

The subsequent examples prove precisely that:

(20-s) “Running water, some small rocks to sit on, two big rocks providing a bit of shade.”
(Spark, 2017, p. 16)

(21-S) “The streets were full of dust anyway.” (Spark, 2017, p. 40)

(22-s) “Cool dark shadows and the smell of water.” (Spark, 2017, p. 17)

All of the above examples are an integral part of the structure of the work, conveying
cultural specificity, which in turn ensures the reader's immersion.

The next key element is culture. To clarify, the concept of culture is quite ambiguous,
which is why in this case we will discuss how it is conveyed through the system of titles,
architectural descriptions of palaces, and linguistic features. Amelia Wiens emphasizes that the
projection of “new” worlds that can truly attract attention is based on the creation of cultures that
deviate from our norms in some way. (The Science Fiction and Fantasy Writers Association, n.d.)
Our source text is full of such examples, because here culture is not just a neutral marker of action,
but an active backdrop for the narrative.

When introducing one of the key characters, Anna Smith Spark does so through a detailed
explanation.

Here are some cases to look:

(23-s) “The older man, Tamlath Rhyl, Lord of the Far Waters, Dweller in the House of
the Sun in Shadow, Nithque of the Ever Living Emperor...” (Spark, 2017, p. 37)

(24-s) «“...the Emperor’s True Counsellor and Friend.” (Spark, 2017, p. 37)

(25-) “The younger man, Orhan Emmereth, Lord of the Rising Sun, Dweller in the House
of the East, the Emperor’s True Counsellor and Friend...” (Spark, 2017, p. 37)

From these examples, we can extract several components: personal name, territory of
authority, residence, position, and ceremonial title. Each of these elements carries specific
information that contributes to a better understanding of the character's history, in this case his
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political career. This forces the reader to identify with him, because the political system must not
only correspond to the epic setting, but also feel human. (Medium, 2023)

According to our analysis, the titles in the book confirm and demonstrate the social
hierarchy, as court culture requires social competence. Therefore, the length of these titles serves
as a status symbol—the longer the title, the higher the position.

Architecture has as much significance as the characters, since their realism has a specific
purpose and ideology, as Zina Nazemi notes in her work. (Nazemi, 2025, p. 9) In many modern
fantasy novels, authors often use phrases such as “ancestral castle” or “majestic palace” — this
may sound vague and generalized. The author of The Court of Broken Knives provides detailed,
rich descriptions of specific buildings and their architectural features.

The examples below are proof of the above:

(26-s) “Its towers are gilt in silver, its great central dome in gold.” (Spark, 2017, p. 35)

(27-s) “Its windows are mage glass, shining like sunrise.” (Spark, 2017, p. 35)

(28-s) “Its courtyards are hung with yellow satin, its balconies are carved of gems.’
(Spark, 2017, p. 35)

(29-s) “Tall marble columns create cool loggias, opening onto perfumed lakes to create
shaded bathing laces of pale sand and dark water, purple irises, silver fish.” (Spark, 2017, p. 35)

By reading this description, we can immediately imagine the extravagance of the castle, as
the architectural elements demonstrate wealth, sacredness, and absolute power. Due to this detailed
description, our brain perceives not only the words written on paper, but also the grandeur with
which this narrative is perceived.

More samples are provided below:

(30-s) “It was not large, as such places went, neat and square, without porticoes or
columns but faced and roofed entirely in silver...” (Spark, 2017, p. 43)

(31-s) “...tarnished and murky, mottled with rainbows, light and reflections shifting.”
(Spark, 2017, p. 43)

Comparing this example with the previous one, we can say with confidence that Anna
Smith Spark creates, albeit not a large, but still a contrast that affects the perception of information.
In other words, the reader is able to visualize the social differences and delve a little deeper into
the internal contradictions of the fictional world.

We also noticed that the book contained many references to other cities, regions, and lands.
Although their presence does not reveal anything at the beginning, as we read, we begin to envision
the scale of the territories. This is one of the factors that emphasizes that this world and its
individual parts have their own identity.

The examples from the book confirm that:

(32-s) “This is Sorlost, the eternal, the Golden City. The most beautiful, the first, the last.
The undying. The unconquered. The unconquerable.” (Spark, 2017, p. 35)

(33-s) “Chathe and Theme squatting west and north.” (Spark, 2017, p. 36)

(34-s) “Immier a sad empty whiteness, Ith in shadow, the Wastes done in floor scrapings,
HIyr carefully hidden behind a lamp sconce.” (Spark, 2017, p. 36)

We would also like to add about the use of a system of monetary currencies, fictional
substances, and drinks, because their presence in the work creates an impression of realism.

The following sentences are good samples of it:

(35-s) “Orhan bent down and tucked a silver dhol inside the dead man’s shirt.” (Spark,
2017, p. 41)

(36-s) “I’ll wager you three thalers I'll know when and how, in fact.” (Spark, 2017, p. 48)

(37-S) “They 're so badly paid they’ll tell you anything for a gold talent. ” (Spark, 2017, p.

’

47)

(38-s) “Turned iron pennies into gold marks. ” (Spark, 2017, p. 16)

(39-s) “The wine was mildly dosed with hatha syrup, he realized, to enhance the effect of
the fire and the coloured silks.” (Spark, 2017, p. 46)
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(40-s) “And a firewine drunk stood in the centre of the Court of the Fountain yesterday
and proclaimed himself the true incarnation of the Emperor...” (Spark, 2017, p. 38)

As we can see, some terms may be familiar to us (since they were used in the past), so their
usage contributes to the enrichment of the culture of the world. (Mackenzie Kincaid, n.d.)

Therefore, as we have already established, in order for the fantasy world to be perceived
not only as fiction, but also to make the reader believe in its reality, the author must not simply
provide certain characteristics. He must create a certain multi-component effect that makes it seem
as if this world existed before.

2.3 Techniques of depicting of the chonotope in translation The Court of Broken Knives

Translating any work is a meticulous task that requires a high level of concentration, focus,
attention to detail, specific knowledge in a particular field, and specificity. It is created in
accordance with certain requirements within a clearly defined framework. Demands always vary
from the expectations of the audience and their demand to the need to expand the literary system
by borrowing new genres and styles. (Roxana, 2020, p. 5)

In order to correctly reproduce the chronotope in translation, the translator must first
determine which specific strategy will prevail — foreignization or domestication, so, firstly, a brief
of explanation of the terms.

Foreignization is a type of translation strategy that involves a conscious deviation from the
established linguistic and stylistic standards of the target language, the result of which is to
preserve elements of another culture, specificity, and emphasize the otherness of the source text.
(Yang, 2010, p. 77)

Domestication is a type of translation strategy that uses understandable and stylistically
flattened language in order to reduce the distinctiveness of the source text for the target audience.
(Yang, 2010, p. 77)

For the translation of The Court of Broken Knives by Anna Smith Spark, we used a
combination of approaches: foreignization was used to convey names and chronotopic markers,
while individual elements of the speech register were adapted through domestication.

A significant number of translation techniques were applied to ensure an adequate
translation of the book into Ukrainian, and a detailed analysis of these techniques is provided
below.

Since The Court of Broken Knives contains a large number of titles, calques, i.e.,
borrowings of words or phrases from the source text that are translated literally, were used to
preserve their symbolism and grandeur. (Ngoran, 2016, p. 51)

Our perspective is reflected in the following examples:

(41-s) “The younger man, Orhan Emmereth, Lord of the Rising Sun, Dweller in the House
of the East, the Emperor’s True Counsellor and Friend...” (Spark, 2017, p. 37) - (41-t)
“Monoowuti yonogix, Opxan Emmepem, Jlopo Conuysa, ugo Cxooums, Mewkaneys /Jomy Cxo0y,
Icmunnuit Paonux i /Ipyz Imnepamopa...  ’(Transl. D.F)

(42-s) “Celyse Amdelle, wife of the Lord of the High West... ” (Spark, 2017, p. 43) - (42-
t) “Cenic Amoen, opyacuna nopoa Bucokozo 3axody... ”(Transl. D.F)

(43-s) “Lord Vorley, Lord of All that Flowers and Fades, seated himself beside him and
stretched out his legs.” (Spark, 2017, p. 46) - (43-t) “Jlopo Bopxi, Bonooap Ycvozo, Illo Isime i
B'ane, cié nopyu iz num i gumsenys noeu.” (Transl. D.F)

(44-s) “They bore the highly imaginative title The Free Company of the Sword. ” (Spark,
2017, p. 17) - (44-t) “Bonu mocunu eenvmu eunaxionugy nazey — Binona Komnanin Meua.”
(Transl. D.F)

It should be noted that this text is filled with numerous anthroponyms, toponyms, specific
concepts, and names of aristocratic houses, so during translation, we used transliteration — a
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phonetic borrowing, which is a method of transferring the spelling of words from the source
language to the target language. (Kyuiur, I'apax, 2020, p. 66-67)
This approach is used in the next sentences:
(45-s) “Orhan bought a bag and offered one to Amlis.” (Spark, 2017, p. 41) - (45-t)
“Opxan ix kynus i 3anpononysaé ooun Amaicy.” (Transl. D.F)
(46-s) “... Gulius set to preparing a soupy porridge.” (Spark, 2017, p. 17) - (46-t)
“.. Iyniyc yzasca eapumu piokysamy xauy.” (Transl. D.F)
It should be noted that not all names could be correctly transliterated, so we also used
transcription — a phonetic borrowing, which is the transfer of the sound of a word in translation;
more examples of anthroponyms are given in Table 2.3.1. (Kyumimi, I"apax, 2020, p. 66-67)

Table 2.3.1.

Anthroponym Translation Translation technique
Rate PeiiT Transcription
Alxine ANKCIH Transcription
Skie Cxaii Transcription
Emit Ewmit Transliteration
Marith Mapit Transcription
Jonar JlxoHap Transliteration
Newlin Heromin Transcription
Toman Toman Transliteration
Tamlath Rhyl Temmar Pin Transcription
March Verneth Mapu Beprer Transcription
Darath Vorley Japat Bopui Transcription
Bilale binane Transliteration
Celyse Amdelle Cenic Amzen Transcription
Landra Relast Jlanapa Pemact Transliteration
Amlis Amtic Transliteration
Sterne CrepH Transcription
Eltheia Enreiist Transcription

More examples are provided below:

(47-s) “Ah, indeed, Sorlost the Golden, city of dreaming, the greatest city on the face of
the earth, where people came to wander around...” (Spark, 2017, p. 45) - (47-t) “Ax, 36éuuaiino,
3onomuii Copnocm, micmo mpii, Hauditbue MICMO HA 3eMli, KYyOou Npuincodxicaroms, ujoo
oesyinono onykamu...”’(Transl. D.F)

(48-5) “The Imperial Palace of the Asekemlene Emperor of the Sekemleth Empire of the
eternal city of Sorlost the Golden is clad in white porcelain.” (Spark, 2017, p. 35) - (48-t)
“Imnepamopcovkull nanay acekemiencvkoz2o imnepamopa Cekemnemcovkoi imnepii y 6iuHOMY
micmi 3onomuit Copnocm obruyvosanuil 6inoro nopyensnoro.” (Transl. D.F)

(49-s) “Immier a sad empty whiteness, Ith in shadow, the Wastes done in floor scrapings,
HIyr carefully hidden behind a lamp sconce.” (Spark, 2017, p. 36) - (49-t) “Immicp — cymna
nopooicus oinicms, Im — y mini, Beticme — y euenadi noopsnun na nionosi, Lnaip — pemenvho
npuxosanutl 3a ceimunvruxom.”’ (Transl. D.F)

(50-s) “Apples and apricots and cimma fruit grow in profusion, perfect and uneaten...”
(Spark, 2017, p. 35) - (50-t) “Aonyka, abpuxocu it n10OU WuMMU 3pOCMAOMb Y BEIUKIN KIILKOCHI
— i0eanwvni U Hesiopani... ”(Transl. D.F)

(51-s) “Just come to ... nenenthelesal? ‘Get away from things’? Was that the right word?”
(Spark, 2017, p. 45) - (51-t) “Ilpocmo npuixana, wob... Henewmenecan? «gionouumu 6io
yevoeor? Yu 6yno ye npasunvhe cnoso? ” (Transl. D.F)

The last example demonstrates the foreign origin of the character; instead of borrowing,
we used transliteration so that readers would also be able to read it.
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In order for the translation not to be a mere mechanical text, but to sound natural,
modulation was used — a change of perspective, i.e., restructuring the text of the source language
into the text of the translation language, but without changing the content. (Bessie P. A. 2012, p.
2)

This is evident in the next examples:

(52-s) “The dragon was on them before they’'d even had a chance to draw their swords.”
(Spark, 2017, p. 19) - (52-t) “/Ipaxon exce nemie na HUX, nepus HIXC BOHU BCMULTU BUXONUMU
meui.” (Transl. D.F)

In this case, a static state was replaced with a dynamic process that logically follows from
the context.

(53-s) “Warp and weft of a man’s life. ” (Spark, 2017, p. 18) - (53-t) “Cymo scumms.”
(Transl. D.F)

In this example, a concrete image is replaced by an abstract concept, but the essence
remains the same.

(54-s) “We’re all going to fucking die.” (Spark, 2017, p. 19) - (54-t) “Ham ycim Kineus.”
(Transl. D.F)

Here, the perspective of dynamics changes to a conclusion.

(55-s) “Losing ten was a disaster, leaving them dangerously approaching being under-
manned. ” (Spark, 2017, p. 23) - (55-t) “Bmpamumu oopa3zy decsimvox — kamacmpogha: menep
BOHU WBUOKO HADIUNCANUCS 00 MO20, W00 tumumuca 6e3 moodeir.” (Transl. D.F)

In this sample, the way distress is conveyed changes in translation.

To create a high-quality translation into Ukrainian, transposition was applied, which is a
translation technique that involves changing the grammatical structure of the text. (Anggraeni,
Mujiyanto, Sofwan, 2018, p.3)

In the following example, a noun turns into verb for increasing the dynamism of the scene:

(56-s) “Two men went up like candles, bodies alight; a third was struck by the tail and
went down with a crack of bone.” (Spark, 2017, p. 20) - (56-t) “/Isoc uonosixie cnaraxmynu, mog
ceiuku, mpemvomy xgicm nepenamae kicmxu oonum yoapom.” (Transl. D.F)

The instances below demonstrate the replacement of participle with subordinate clause:

(57-s) “Found himself next to pretty new boy Marith, who was staring at it mesmerized
with a face as white as pus. ” (Spark, 2017, p. 20) - (57-t) “Bin onunueécs nopyu iz cumnamuyHum
Hosaukom Mapimom, wo cmosis, 3a80poceno OuNAYUC, Ha nomeopy, biaui, sk aucm.” (Transl.
D.F)

In the next sample, the participle was replaced by a noun phase:

(58-s) “Just forty men in the desert, walking west into the setting sun.” (Spark, 2017, p.
17) - (58-t) “IIpocmo copok uonogixie y nycmeni, wjo udyms Ha 3axio, y OIiK 3ax00y conysn.”
(Transl. D.F)

As mentioned earlier, Anna Smith Spark clearly knows how to convey not only the
aesthetics of the work in words, but also to accurately create the image of the characters and their
personalities through dialogue between them, which is why profanity is included in the book. We
decided to analyze this aspect with the help of articles by Minna Hjort, Hasibuan. H.N.H.D. By
retaining the swearing in the translation, we maintain the emotional tone of the situation and create
a sense of real speech for the reader. (Hjort, 2017, p. 160) That is why, for an identical
reconstruction, we applied the technique of cultural equivalence in our translation into Ukrainian.
This means replacing a specific cultural concept with an analogue that is typical for the target
language. (Hasibuan, 2021, p. 67)

This is shown precisely in the subsequent samples:

(59-s) “Draw your bloody sword!” (Spark A.S. 2017, p. 20) - (59-t) “Buxonu csii
Kkuamui mey!” (Transl. D.F)

(60-s) “You know how it feels, looking after the bloody things day in, day out, never getting
to actually sodding eat them?” (Spark, 2017, p. 18) - (60-t) “3nacw, sixe ye 6iouymms — yinumu
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OHAMU 002110amU 3d MUMU KIAMUMU MEAPUHAMU U HIKOIU He Mamu 3MoeU, wopm 3abupatl, ix
3'icmu?” (Transl. D.F)

(61-s) “...and the thought of getting there was terrifying, and they were fed up to buggery
with yellow dust and yellow heat and yellow air.” (Spark, 2017, p. 18) - (61-t) “...i cama oymka
npo ye aaKaua, i im yxce 00 0ica HAOPUOU HCOBMULL NUJL, HCOBMA CNeKa i Hcoeme nosimps.”’
(Transl. D.F)

(62-s) “If it’s flesh and blood, he thought then, it’s going to fucking stink as it starts to
rot” (Spark, 2017, p. 21) - (62-t) “xwo ye npocmo nioms i Kpos, —noOyMas i Moo, — Mo cKopo,
Kuama, noune cmepoimu, konu ehumu noyne.” (Transl. D.F)

Nevertheless, sometimes profanity may not carry any semantic meaning, so there is no
need to include it. In such cases, reduction was used, that is, the word or expression was left out
in the translation. (Hasibuan, 2021, p. 67)

Below are some examples:

(63-s) “...its eyes were like knives as it twisted away with the arm hanging bloody in its
mouth.” (Spark, 2017, p. 19) - (63-t) “...oui baucuynu, mMo8 Ho;iCI, KOAU OPAKOH PEOHYE HA3AO0, i3
3axkpusasnenoro pykoro, ujo meninaiacs ¢ nawi.” (Transl. D.F)

(64-s) “Looked so bloody stupidly bloody small.” (Spark, 2017, p. 21) - (64-t) “Bin
suensioae maxum manum.” (Transl. D.F)

(65-s) “Couldn’t boil a sodding pot of tea.” (Spark, 2017, p. 22) - (65-t) “Yaunuka
3axKun’amumu He mie.”’

(66-s) “Almost burned its own body, stupid fucking thing.” (Spark, 2017, p. 20) - (66-t)
“Mano ne nionanus eénracre mino, oypne cmeopinns.” (Transl. D.F)

Thus, Anna Smith Spark's The Court of Broken Knives is filled with a large number of
chronotope elements, which allows the reader to easily imagine the sequence of events, the
description of the characters, their actions, and consequences. Therefore, using the above-
mentioned translation strategies and techniques, our aim was to achieve the main objectives of an
adequate translation into Ukrainian. Namely, to preserve the same pragmatic effect as the author,
to reproduce the emotional tone at the same level as in the original, and under no circumstances to
lose the stylistic integrity of the text.

Thus, in the translation of Anna Smith Spark The Court of Broken Knives, transcription
and transliteration account for the largest share at 30%. Transposition, modulation and calque
followed at 9%. 7% — cultural equivalence. And omission — 6%. The diagram with percentages is
included in Appendix A.
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Conclusions

In this thesis, we focused on the translation of Anna Smith Spark’s The Court of Broken
Knives—the first book in the Empire of Dust series, one of the most striking examples of the
contemporary grimdark fantasy genre. Using this work as a basis, we examined the linguistic
devices employed to depict the chronotope in the text, defined the genre of the book, and analyzed
the techniques and methods used in the translation into Ukrainian.

In the first chapter, we translated two selected chapters from Anna Smith Spark’s book The
Court of Broken Knives; based on these, a sample was created that served as supporting material
for writing the second chapter of the thesis.

We devoted the second chapter to several sub-sections. First, we provided general
information about the author, her distinctive writing approach, which is based on the precise use
of lexical, stylistic, and syntactic devices, and her work within the grimdark fantasy genre; we
defined this concept and identified its characteristic literary features, among them are a lack of
magic, explicit violence and morally ambiguous characters. Next, we focused on reviewing the
linguistic means of recreating the chronotope in the novel, specifically the extensive use of titles
and positions; the characteristic detailed descriptions of palaces, residences, and aristocratic
homes; the use of names of empires, states, and streets to maintain authenticity; the appropriate
use of new types of currencies, beverages, and plants to construct a broader overall picture of the
fictional world. We chose to do this, because it is a distinctive feature of this particular book, where
the author focuses on this aspect — it appears frequently — so we believe it is important for
producing an accurate translation.

Lastly, we analyzed our own translation and explained the various techniques and methods
that contributed to a readable and accurate translation. To support and reinforce our arguments,
we provided specific examples from the book under study. Transcription and transliteration were
most commonly used to convey names, titles, and locations, along with modulation and
transposition. This choice was dictated by the previously mentioned characteristics of the source
text and the expected background knowledge of the target audience.

Thus, the subject matter of this thesis is an important area of research that deserves
widespread attention, as it will help future translators not only accurately convey the author’s intent
but also find the right systematic approach to working with the lexical tools mentioned at the
beginning. Moreover, understanding this topic will significantly expand the capabilities of
translators working with complex literary works.
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Appendix A

Techniques that were applied for translation

m Borrowing (Transcription) = Borrowing (Transliteration)
= Modulation Transposition

m Calque m Cultural equivalence

= Reduction
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