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Abstract

The present translation project examines Madeline Martin’s novel The Secret Book Society,
with a particular focus on the translation of historically and culturally marked vocabulary into
Ukrainian. The study aims to identify the main types of culturally specific units in the source text
and to analyze the translation strategies employed to preserve their semantic, stylistic, and cultural
value. The empirical material consists of 100 lexical units selected on the basis of their historical
and cultural specificity. The research applies descriptive, comparative, and contextual methods of
analysis. Particular attention is paid to such strategies as adaptation, descriptive translation, and
functional equivalence. The findings demonstrate that the adequate rendering of culturally marked
vocabulary requires not only linguistic competence but also a profound understanding of the
cultural context, as well as the ability to mediate between cultures.

Keywords: historical fiction, culturally marked vocabulary, translation strategies,
equivalence, descriptive translation.

VY nepekiananbkoMy IPOEKTI TOCITIKYEThCSl poMaH Majuien Maptin “Taemue kuudickoge
moegapucmeo” 3 aKICHTOM Ha TEPeKJIa]] ICTOPUYHO Ta KYJIbTYPHO MAapKOBAHOI JICKCUKU
YKpaTHChKOIO MOBOIO. MeTOI0 pOoOOTH € BUSIBICHHS OCHOBHHMX THUIIIB KYIBTYPHO CHEIU(IYHUX
OJIMHUIIH Y TEKCTI OPUTIHAITY Ta aHAIII3 MePEKIaIallbKIX CTPATETil, CIIPSIMOBAHHIX HA 30€pEKESHHS
iXHPOTO CEMaHTUYHOIrO, CTHJIICTUYHOIO Ta KYJIbTYPHOTO 3HayeHHs. EMmipuunuii Marepian
cTaHoBiATh 100 JEKCHYHHMX OIMHUIb, BiNIOpaHMX 3a KPUTEPIEM ICTOPUYHOI Ta KYJIbTYPHOI
cnenudiki. Y IOCIIIKEHHI 3aCTOCOBAHO OIMCOBI, MOPIBHAJIbHI 1 KOHTEKCTyallbHI METOJU
aHamizy. OcoOJIMBY yBary MpUIUICHO TaKMM CTPATErisiM, K aJarTailis, OMMMCOBUH MepeKyaa i
¢byHKIIOHaTBHUHN eKBiBaJIeHT. Pe3ynbTaTu 3acBigUyIOTh, IO aJ€KBATHUN MEpEKIaa KyIbTypHO
MapKOBaHOI JICKCHKH TOTpeOye He JIMIIe MOBHOI KOMITETEHTHOCTI, a W TJIMOOKOTO PO3yMiHHS
KYJIbTYPHOTO KOHTEKCTY Ta 3JaTHOCTI 10 MIKKYJIBTYPHOTO ITOCEPEAHHIITBA.

KarouoBi cioBa: icropuuHuii pomaH, KyJIbTYPHO MapKOBaHA JICKCHKA, NEpeKaarbKi
CTpaTerii, eKBIBAJICHTHICTb, OITUCOBUI MEpEeKIa.
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Introduction

The topicality of this translation project is stems from the growing importance of
intercultural communication in the context of globalization and Ukraine’s active engagement with
the international cultural and literary space. Literary translation plays a crucial role in overcoming
linguistic and cultural barriers, as well as in expanding access to foreign literary works for
Ukrainian readers. In this regard, translating contemporary historical fiction, such as Madeline
Martin’s novel The Secret Book Society, contributes to broadening the readership and promoting
cross-cultural understanding. Particular relevance is attached to the translation of culturally and
historically marked vocabulary, which embodies the socio-cultural specificity of the source text
and requires careful rendering in the target language.

The analysis of the sources has revealed that the problem of translating culturally marked
vocabulary has been widely addressed in translation studies and linguistics. The works by M.
Baker, P. Newmark, E. Nida, L. Venuti, and M. Larson, among others, are devoted to the
theoretical aspects of cultural translation and equivalence. Issues related to literary translation and
the translator’s creative role have been examined by C. Landers, J. Lambert, and P. Bush, among
others. Theoretical approaches to historical fiction and its genre characteristics have been
discussed in the works by G. Lukécs, J. De Groot, H. White, and D. Stevens, among others.

The object of the research is culturally marked vocabulary in English literary texts. The
subject is the peculiarities of its translation into Ukrainian in Madeline Martin’s novel The Secret
Book Society.

The purpose of the research is the analysis of translation strategies applied to culturally
and historically marked vocabulary in the process of rendering the source text into Ukrainian.

The tasks of the study are as follows:

- to perform the translation of selected fragments from The Secret Book Society into

Ukrainian;

- to identify culturally and historically marked lexical units in the source text;
- to classify these units according to their semantic and functional features;
- to determine and justify the translation strategies applied in rendering these units.
The body of research is the text of the novel The Secret Book Society by Madeline Martin
and the author’s own translation of selected fragments of the novel into Ukrainian.
The structure of the paper includes an introduction, two chapters, conclusions, a list of
references and appendices. The introduction contains the topicality of the topic, the state
of research, the object and subject of the study, the purpose, tasks, and body of the research.
The first chapter presents the translation of selected fragments from Madeline Martin’s
novel The Secret Book Society into Ukrainian. The second chapter is devoted to the
theoretical and practical aspects of the study: subsection 2.1 outlines the genre and stylistic
peculiarities of historical fiction; subsection 2.2 examines culturally marked (culturally
specific / historically marked) vocabulary; subsection 2.3 focuses on the problem of
translating culturally marked vocabulary; subsection 2.4 analyses the translation
techniques applied to culturally specific and historically marked lexical units. The
conclusion summarises the results of the research. The paper also includes a list of
references.



Chapter 1. Translation of The Secret Book Society by Madeline Martin

Source Text

Target Text

Chapter One
Mrs. Eleanor Clarke

Two months earlier
London, England
April 1895

Eleanor Clarke peered out the window where ivy
curled around the perimeter. Gray clouds gathered on
the horizon. A slight fog on the glass hinted at the
day’s chill despite the warmth in Eleanor’s room.
Every room in the expansive manor was heated, one
of the many extravagances her husband insisted upon.

She turned from the window and lowered herself to
the vanity seat, bending at the knees with her back
perfectly straight to accommodate her heavily boned
corset.

“The color of your gown brings out your eyes.”
Eleanor’s maid smiled at her through the mirror as she
used the silver-handled brush to sweep Eleanor’s
blond hair back into a fashionable coiffure.

“Thank you, Bennett.” Eleanor barely glanced at the
mirror to confirm that the pale blue did indeed enhance
the azure depth of her eyes. She had chosen the color
for its mood rather than its complement.

Pozpin 1
Micic Eneonop Knapk

JIBa micsiii Tomy
JlonnmoHn, Aurmuis
Kgitens 1895 poky

Eneonop Kiapk BurisiHyna y BiKHO, OMOBHTE 3BHBHUCTHM
IUTIONIEM, a Ha TOPU30HTI BUIHIIMCS Cipi JOMIOBI XMapH.
Bona rmbOoko BIMXHYNa TPOXOJOTHE TMOBITPS, IO
MIPOHHUKAJIO Yepe3 CKJIO, 3JIeTKa 3aIloTijIe BiJl TeIla KIMHATH.
KoxHy KIMHATy y TPOCTOPOMY MA€ETKY OITAITIOBAIIH, IO OYII0
OJIHI€I0 3 0araTbOX EKCTPaBaraHTHUX MPUMX II YOJOBiKa
Cecina.

Bona BigBepHymacs BiI BiKHa 1 clla Ha CTUIenb OIS
TYaJISTHOTO CTOJIMKA, 00OEPEKHO OITYCKAIOUNCh HA CHJIIHHS,
3TUHAIOYM KOJIiHA 1 TPUMAIOYM CIUHY PIBHOIO, TakK, 100 He
TTOIIIKOTUTH KICTSIKOBUH KOPCET.

- Konip cykHI 4yf0BO miJIKpeciroe Balll 0o4i, - TPOMOBUIIA
benner, cmyHHIS, SKa 3 YCMILIKOIO po3uicyBajia OinisiBe
Bosioccsi Eneonop cpibnsctum rpebiHieMm, 30uparoun ix y
MOJIHY 3aYiCKYy.

- Hskyw, benner, - neap mnpomoBwia EieoHop, nuiie
NOTJISIHYBIIM Ha CBOE€ BiloOpakeHHS B a3epkaii. Bona
BuOpana Led KoJip AJis CYKHI 4epe3 HAcTpid, SKUM BiH
CTBOPIOBAB, @ HE TOMY, 10 BiH MMacyBaB OM 10 ii oyeil.




Her husband’s foul disposition the night before had
left her agitated. Every bump and creak in the house
made her flinch, her nerves as hot as the delicate
carbon filament in the lightbulbs glowing throughout
their opulent London home. The pale, creamy blue silk
soothed her, reminding her of the clear stretch of
summer sky on her parents’ estate in Sussex. Back
from her girlhood days, when life was carefree and
kind.

The color was one she found herself wearing more and
more often of late.

The solid hue of her gown was broken up by the
visible underskirt with vertical stripes in homogenous
shades. There was comfort in the rigidity of those bold
lines, in the unyielding strength to their structure.

“The sapphires will do nicely, my lady.” Bennett held
up the clamshell jewel case, revealing the costly blue
stones glittering in a bed of ecru silk.

They were ostentatious, a gratuitous display purchased
by a rich man making up for the newness of his wealth.
Eleanor was part of that gratuitous display, a woman
of noble birth to his merchant’s status, purchased as
surely as those gemstones.

Procured easily, no doubt, when Cecil caught the scent
of her parents’ financial desperation. Overdue taxes on
their townhouse in London, myriad bills extended far
too long on credit, repairs to the summer estate she had
so loved—they had become fate’s shackles, binding
her to this life.

She nodded to Bennett in the mirror and the
encumbrance of the necklace settled over the tight,

[loranmit HacTpili 1i 4YOJIOBIKA HamepeaoJHI BBeYepi
30enTexuB ii. KokeH mym um ckpun y OyJUHKY 3MyIIyBaB ii
3ppuratucs. Ii Hepsu OynM posmeyeHi, MOB TOHKI BYTJElEBi
HUTKA B JIAMIIOYKAaX, IO CBITHIUCA B iX PO3KIIIHOMY
Oynuuky B JIonmoHi. biino-kpeMoBuii IMIOBK 3aCIIOKOIOBAB ii,
HaraJlyro4d Mpo 4ucTe JITHE HeOO HaJ MOMICTSM ii OATHKIB y
rpadctBi Caccekc. 3 4vaciB ii IiBOLTBa, KOJH KHTTS Oyi0
0e3TypOOTHUM 1 IACITUBHM.

OcTaHHIM YacoM BOHA BCE YACTIIIE 1 YaCTIIlIe HOCHJIA OJIST
L[bOTO KOJIbOPY.

OnHOTOHHMIA KOJTIp i1 CyKHI po30aBisiia CIiIHALS 3 TOHKUMU
BEPTUKAIBHUMH CMYraMH, fIKi y CBOil cTporiii rapmosii
JIapyBadM BIQYYTTA CTidkKocTi. I B 1bOMYy MOpSAIKY,
HETOXUTHOCTI JiHIK, EneoHop 3Haxomwia CBOEpigHE
3aCMOKO€HHS.

- Candipu igealbHO JOMTOBHATH Baill o0pa3, MiJIe/i, - CKazaia
BeHnHer, BIOKpUBAIOYM CKPUHBKY 3 KOIITOBHOCTSIMH, JI©
JIeKaJIM TOPOTrOLiHHI OJaKUTHI KaMeHi, 1110 BUOJIMCKYBaIM Ha
TJ11 O€KEBOTO MIOBKY.

i mnpuxpacu, sk 1 cama Eneonop, Oyau dYacTHHOIO
O0e3CyMHIBHOI JIeMOHCTparlii OararctBa 1i 4OJOBiKa -
OnmucKyde HaraayBaHHS MpO Te, 10 BOHA Oyla Tak camo
“mpua0aHor0”, AK 1 T1 CAMOIIBITH.

be3s cymnuiBy, Cecin Jerko AOMITCsS OJPYKEHHS, KOJU
ni3HaBcs npo (iHaHCOBY ckpyTy ii OartpkiB. IlpocTpoueHi
MOAAaTKH 3a iXHi OynuHOK y JIOHI0HI, O€3711Y paxyHKIB, sSKi
3aHAATO JIOBFO 3aJUIIAIKMCS HEOIUIAaU€HUMH, PEMOHT
JITHBOTO TIOMICTS, SIKE BOHA TaK JIOOWJIA, — yCe 1€ CTajo
KaiilaHaM¥ JI0JTi, [0 CKYBAJIH ii 1 TPUBENU A0 I[bOTO KUTTS.

Bona xuBHyna BeHHETT, 1 TSYKKICTh HAMHCTA OITYCTHJIACs Ha
BUCOKUW TicHMHA KoMmip 11 neHHoi cykHi. Cepexku, M0




high-necked collar of her day dress. Next came the
earrings, affixed to her lobes where they swung with
the weight of Cecil’s fortune.

She pulled open the middle drawer for a jar of hand
cream, her skin always tight and dry following the
winter months. Beside the small jar was a mysterious
folded note with her name written in an elegant script.
“Bennett, what—?"

Bennett put her finger to her lips and winked.
Eleanor’s pulse fluttered against the snug silk of her
long, fitted sleeves.

A secret?

She never had secrets. Her entire existence was under
scrupulous observation, her every word and action
evaluated and measured by her husband to be deemed
worthy or wanting. More times than not, he settled

on the latter.

She was not allowed to have secrets.

Her shoulders lifted in a protective curl forward,
despite being in the privacy of her own room. The stiff
fabric and precise tailoring of her gown did not permit
much movement, but still she pulled at its restraint to
bend over the note.

A seal gleamed in a valiant stream of sunlight fighting
through the gloomy day, illuminating a golden sprig
of Queen Anne’s lace impressed upon the hard green
wax. Eleanor slid her finger beneath the seal, pulling
the glossy disk from the parchment rather than
breaking it, and read the message within.

You are cordially invited to the Secret Book Society.
Mrs. Clarke, 1 beseech you to hold this
correspondence in the strictest of confidences. | often

MPUKpAIIaT MOYKH 11 ByX, TOMIAIUCS IIiJl Barol CTaTKiB
Cecina.

Bona Bigkpmia cepenHio myxisiay, mob maictatd 0aHOUYKY
KpeMy I PYyK, aJpKe TICias 3MMOBHUX MICAIIB i1 mIKipa
3aBkau Oyna cyxa i crarHyra. [lopyd nexkana 3arajikoBa
3ammucKa 3 1i iM'sIM, HalTMCaHUM BUTOHUYEHUM ITOYEPKOM.

- benner, mo ue...? - 3anutaina Exeonop.

benner npukiana nanens 10 ry0 i miaAMOpruya.

Eneonop Bimuyna, sk ii cepiie KajaTa€ MiJ] THCKOM IIIOBKY
JIOBTUX PYKaBiB.

Cekpet?

Bomna Hikonu He Mana cekpeTiB. Bee 1 kuTTs nepedyBao mij
mubauM  HarmggoM Ceclia, KoHe 11 cioBo 1 mis
OIIHIOBAJIMCS 1 BUMIPIOBAJIUCS 1i YOJIOBIKOM, 100 BU3HATH X
rigauMu abo HenocToitHMMY. HaliuacTiie BiH 3yNUHSBCS Ha
OCTaHHBOMY.

[it He mo3BOMANOCS MaTH CEKpETIB.

[i nneui 3irmynucs, He3BaXkalOUM Ha Te, 10 BOHA NepeOyBasa
y BiZHOCHIN Oe3meri B cBOiil kiMHati. XKopcTka TKaHWHA 1
aKypaTHUH KpiH i CykHI He J103BOJISUIM 1l OaraTo pyxartucs,
aJie BOHA BCE OJHO MOTATHYJIACS 3a 3aIUCKOIO.

[TeyaTka BuOiMCKyBaja B MPOMEHSIX COHILS, 110 MpoOUBaocs
Kpi3b CIpi XMapu, OCBITJIIOIOYM 30JIOTY TiJ0YKY POCIMHHU
KpY)K€BHOI ~KOpOJeBM AHHHM, 110 Oyla BUTOHYEHO
BUpI3bOJICHa Ha 3eleHoMy BoOcKy. EneoHop mnpocyHyna
nayienpb I Te4YaTKy, 00epeXHO BUTATHYBIIM TJISHICBHMA
JIMCK 3 TIEpraMeHTy, 100 He MOIIKOAUTH HOoro, 1 mpodnTaia
MOCJIaHHS BCEPETUHI.

Bu maere yecth mpuennatucs 10 TaeMHOro KHH>KKOBOTO
toBapucTBa. [lani Kmapk, npomry Bac 36epertu 1eit auct B
CYBOpii TaeMHHUII. S 4acTO 3rajiylo Hally 3ycTpid TpH POKU




recall our encounter some three years past, not only
with affectionate fondness at our similar literary
interests, but also our circumstances. Alterations to my
life have left me in the possession of an extensive
library—novels written by women, stories with real
heroines who endeavor beyond obedience to their
fathers and husbands, books curated by my own
assiduous efforts. | should like to share this
collection—this freedom to read—with you and
several of our peers who have been carefully selected
for their intelligence and discretion. More will be
explained when we convene next Wednesday.

In addition to this private note, you will receive a
formal invitation for tea, a pursuit your spouse will
surely find customarily suitable. I do hope you’ll
accept.

With Consideration,

Clara Chambers, The Countess of Duxbury

The paper quivered in Eleanor’s hand. “It’s a secret
book society,” she breathed.

She recalled the encounter that the countess mentioned
in her missive. They’d both been in attendance at the
same charity event, raising awareness for housing for
the underprivileged, when the often frugal Mrs.
Colting spirited away the fine cobalt linen tablecloth
upon the event’s conclusion.

“I’m reminded suddenly of Mrs. Norris in Mansfield
Park with the green curtain for the play that never
happened,” Eleanor had said, unsure what had
possessed her to speak. Perhaps she’d only meant to
think it, but the words had slipped from her lips.

TOMY, HE TUIBKH 3 TEIUIOTOK [0 HalIMX CXOXHUX
JITepaTypHUX IHTEPECIB, alie i O HAIUX CXOKUX KUTTEBUX
obcraBuH. [leBHI 3MIHM B MOEMY HUTTI 3pOOMIM MEHE
BOJIOJIAPKOIO BeHMKOi Oibmiorekn, y sKiid 30epirarorbes
pOMaHU, HaIMCaHI1 XKIHKaMH, iICTOPIi 3 peaIbHUMH T€POTHSIMH,
SKl TparHyTh BUHTH 3a MEXI MOKOPH CBOIM OaTbKkaMm 1
YOJIOBIKAM, KHHUTH, 310paHi 3aBISKH MOIM  TSDKKHUM
3yciuIsaM. Sl XoTina O MOJUTHTHCS i€ KOJICKITIE0 — M€
CBOOO/IO0 YUTATH — 3 BaMH Ta KiJIbKOMa HAIlIMMU KOJICTaMH,
AKX OyJlno peTelapbHO BigiOpaHO 3a I1X IHTENEKT Ta
po3cyuBicTh. binmbine iHopmarii BU Ji3HAa€TECh MiJ Yac
HAIIIOi 3yCTpidi B HACTYITHY CEepey.

Ha momaTok 1m0 1bOr0 NPUBATHOTO JIUCTA, BU OTPUMAETE

odimiiiHe 3ampoIIeHHS Ha 4Yaid, sKe, OCe3CyMHIBHO,
crnogo0aeTbcsi  BamioMy 4oloBikoBi. CrofiBatocs, BHU
MIpUHMETE 3aIPOLICHHS.

3 moBaroxo,

Kiapa Yembepc, rpaduns dakcoepi

[Tanip TpemTiB y pyui Eneonop.

— Lle TaeMHE KHIYKKOBE TOBaPUCTBO, — TPOIIETIOTiIa BOHA.
Bona npuranana 3yctpid, npo siKy rpaduHs 3raayBajia y
cBoeMy JnucTi. BoHum o0uiaBi Oynu HpUCYTHI Ha OJHOMY
OnaroiiHOMY 3aXO7i, MPUCBSIYEHOMY IPUBEPHEHHIO yBaru
710 JKWTIIA JIJIsl 3HEJIOJICHNX, KOJIM 3a3BUYail OIIaIBa Micic
Kontinr mno 3aBepiieHHi MoAil HHUIIKOM NpPUBJIACHUIA
PO3KIIIHY CKaTEPTUHY 3 KOOATHTOBOTO JIbOHY.

— Memi e pantom Harazano micic Hoppic 13 pomany Jlxeitn
Octin “Menching-nmapk” 3 TI€O 3€JIEHOI0 3aBICOI0 IS
BUCTAaBH, fKa TaK 1 He BinOynacs, — ckaszana Eneonop, cama
HE 3HAIOYW, 10 CIIOHYKaJO 1i 3aroBOPUTH. MOXKJIMBO, BOHA
XOTiNla JuIIe MOAyMaTh Mpo Iie, Ta CJIOBa MHUMOBOIII
31pBaJIUCs 3 BYCT.




Lady Duxbury had been beside her and suppressed a
laugh politely behind her hand. “I’ve very much
thought Mrs. Colting to be quite the real-life Mrs.
Norris.”

The kindred joy of having discovered someone who
read the same book was immediate, a friend whose
mind had once resided in the same fictional world.
“Have you read much of Jane Austen’s works?” Lady
Duxbury asked.

There had only been two other novels besides
Mansfield Park in Eleanor’s father’s library—The
Picture of Dorian Gray and Wuthering Heights, tucked
between weighty tomes on law and the legal workings
of parliament. Oh, and how she had read those novels,
connecting with the characters in a way that made her
soul ache. Those books were no longer in her
possession, her limited freedom as a girl swapped for
the restraining vows of marriage and the promise to
obey her husband.

“I haven’t . . . That is . . .” Eleanor had been saved
from her stammering by Lord Duxbury’s approach.
Though his smile was warm, the possessive grip
around his wife’s wrist was as unmistakable as the
flick of the countess’s gaze to her feet in a show of
yielding deference.

Eleanor sought out Lady Duxbury often after that
encounter, but only ever saw her from a distance, Lord
Duxbury at her side like a vigilant sentry.

Aside from those few novels unearthed in her father’s
library, Eleanor’s education had been relegated to the
edifying necessities for running a household and being
a good wife and mother. That and the occasional

Jleni [lakcOepi cTosyia mopy4 1 YEeMHO NIpHXOBaja CMiX,
MIPUKPHUBIIN POTA PYKOFO.

— S maBHO BBaxaro wmicic KoaTiHr crpaBXKHBOIO, KHUBOIO
Micic Hoppic.

CrninpHa pagicTh Bijl TOro, IO BOHU 3HAMIIUIM JIOAUHY, SKa
guTala Ty CaMy KHIDKKY, Oylla MHTTEBOIO: TOIPYTY, YUit
PO3yM KOJIHCh MEIIKaB Y TOMY CaMOMY BUT'aIaHOMY CBITI.
— Bu Oararo npountanu TBopiB [xelin OcTin? — 3anmuTana
neni Jlakcoepi.

VY 6i6mioreni Oatpka Eneonop, okpim “Mencoina-napky”,
OyJ10 suine aBa inmi pomanu — “Iloprper opiana Ipes” Ta
“BypeMHHI TiepeBai”’, 3aTUCHYTI MK BaXKHMH TOMaMH 3
mpaBa i onucaMu IOPUIUYHUX MEXaHi3MiB mapiaMeHTy. O,
K K€ BOHA iX 4YHWTalla — 3 SIKOK0 IPHUCTPACTIO, 3 SKUM
OOJICHUM CITIBIIEPEKUBAHHAM TEpOsSIM, IO 3MYIIYyBAJIO
TPEMTITH caMy nymry. Ti KHUKKH Oiiblne i He HajeXallu:
oOMexeHy, ajie Bce K CBOOOJY AiBOLITBA OYJI0 OOMIHSHO Ha
CKOBYBaJIbHI INUTIOOHI OOITHUII ¥ OOIISMHKY KOPHTHUCS
YOJIOBIKOBI.

— 4 wue... To6T0... — EneoHop ypsATyBaB Bij 3aTHHAHHS
nigxin nopaa akcOepi. Xou ycwimika i#oro Oyna Teruioro,
BIIACHUIIPKE CTUCKAHHS 3aIl’SICTS JAPYKUHU OYJI0O TaKUM JKe
HEOJIHO3HAYHMM, SIK 1 MIBUIKHHA MOTJsA TpaduHi, KHHYTUN
JIOHU3Y — MOBUYA3HMM KECT MOKIPHOCTI.

[licns  Tiei 3yctpiui Eneonop wacro miykana Haroau
noGauntucs 3 neni JakcOepi, Ta mopa3y Oaumia ii jauiie
3maneky: Jjopa JlakcOepi HE3MIHHO CTOSIB TIOpYyY, MOB
MAJIBHUN BApTOBUM.

OxkpiM TUX KIJIbKOX pOMaHiB, 3HalJiIeHuX y 61010Tew 0aThKa,
ocBita EneoHop 3Boauiacs A0 3HaHb, HEOOXIMHUX IS
BEJICHHSI TOCIIOAApCTBa M poiii J0OpOi APYKHHHU Ta Matepi.
Jlo Toro * — 3piika — BOHa 3BepTajacsi 10 KHUXKOK




literature on general knowledge, like Goldsmith’s
History of England. Most especially, she was familiar
with the contents of Debrett’s, which offered details
on every titled aristocrat in England—first while
seeking a husband, and then later to better associate
with the peers Cecil needed in his milieu.

Never had she been at liberty to choose her own books.
Not with her parents, her father a wealthy viscount of
delicate reputation given his financial constraints, nor
in her marriage to Cecil.

“Lady Duxbury’s maid told me what the countess was
on about when she delivered the note.” Bennett kept
her voice barely above a whisper. The walls had ears
as well as eyes. “Perhaps this will help you through to
June.”

June.

Yes, June.

The simple, single-syllable word was mantra to
Eleanor, a reminder of her impending reprieve. June
was when her husband would travel to Peru, a
priceless venture for them both. For Cecil, Peru was
wealth, where his fortune originated in the droppings
of foreign birds used to fertilize English soil. For her,
Peru afforded an extra few inches in the confines of
her life, to move without constantly looking over her
shoulder.

Those precious few weeks allowed her to visit with
their son whenever she wanted, without postponement
or censure. A gift of days she did not have to tiptoe
around Cecil’s moods, a chance to finally breathe in
this stifling prison.

3arajJJbHOOCBITHBOTO XapakTepy, Ha KmranT “Ictopii Anrmii”
Tonmemita. Hailikpame — BoHa 3Hama 3MIiCT JOBigHHKa
Oputanchkoi apuctokpatii  “Debrett’s”, ne wmictumucs
BIJIOMOCTI ITPO KO>KHOTO TUTYJIOBAHOT'O apUCTOKpaTa AHIIII:
crepury — B MOIIYKax YOJIOBIKa, a 3r0JI0M — 100 BIIEBHEHO
TPUMaTHCS Cepel THX POBECHHKIB, 13 KOJa CIIUJIKYBaHHS
Cecina.

Hikounu iif He Oyn0 103BOJICHO 0OMPATH KHMKKH CAMOCTIHHO.
Hi B gomi 6atbkiB — 1€ il 0aTbKO, 3aMOKHHUH BIKOHT 13
KPUXKOIO pemyTamiero uepe3 (iHaHCOBI MPOOIeMH, THIBHO
CTEXKHB 3a MOPSAIKOM, — aHi B U001 3 Cecliom.

— Cuyxuuns nemi [JakcOepi po3moBisia MeHi, o caMme mMalia
Ha yBa3l rpaduHs, KoM NepeaaBaia 3alucKy, — beHHeTT
rOBOpWJIa TPOXHU TY4YHIIIE 3a IIEMmiT. Y IMX CTiHaxX Oyiu He
numie odi, a ¥ Byxa. — MOXKINBO, 1€ JOMOMOXE BaM
MPOTPUMATHCS 0 YEPBHS.

YepBeHb.

Tak, yepBeHb.

e mnpocre cnoBo crano s EneoHop MaHTpow —
HarajyBaHHSIM MpO HaOMMXKEHHsA cBOOOAM. Y dUepBHI ii
YOJIOBIK MaB BUPYWUTH 10 I[lepy — Oe3iHHYy MOi3AKY i
Hux 06ox. ns Cecina [lepy o3Hauano 6ararcTso, apke came
TaM 3HaXOJUTHCS OCHOBHE JIPKEPENIO HOTO JOXOMIB — TMOCII]T
3aMOPCHKUX MTaxiB, SIKUM YIOOPIOBAIM aHIJIIHCHKI IPYHTH.
Hns wei x Ilepy mapyBaso KigbKa JOMATKOBUX IOMMIB
MIPOCTOPY B TICHUX MEKax I1 )KUTTS — MOMIIUBICTh PyXaTHCH,
HE 03MPAIOYUCH ITOCTIHHO Yepe3 Tuieye.

Ti moporoimiHHi KinbKa THXHIB JO3BOJSUIA 1 OauuTucs 3
CHHOM TOJI1, KOJIM BOHA XOTijIa, 6€3 3BOJIiKaHb 1 JokopiB. Lle
OyB map IHIB, y ki He mNOTpiOHO Oya0 HAaBIIMMHbKAX
00xoauTH MiHIuBI HacTpoi Cecia, IaHC HAPEITI BAUXHYTH
Ha TIOBHI TPY/H B il 3a{yIUTHBIH B SI3HUII.
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Bennett saw what others did not, the tears Eleanor
saved for when she was alone, the bruises hidden
beneath fitted sleeves. She knew well what June meant
to her mistress.

Eleanor needed only to endure this life until June when
Cecil’s journey would offer her enough of a respite to
help her through the months or years to come after.
Until his next departure.

The post lay on a silver platter later that morning at
breakfast. Energy charged through Eleanor, making
her want to jostle her leg under the table like a
wayward child.

But ladies did not do such things, and so she sipped
her tea with feigned patience while the seat across
from hers remained empty.

What could be taking Cecil so long?

It was as if he knew the soaring height of her
anticipation and sought to drag her back down to earth.
She peered at the envelopes, sorely tempted to let her
fingers crawl through the stack of heavy cream
stationery, seeking out Lady Duxbury’s promised
invitation. But Cecil did not like Eleanor going
through the correspondence. As much as he stifled her
freedom, he cherished his own.

She would never complain of such circumstances, of
course. Doing so only led to more tightening, more
sgueezing, in a life that already left her with scarce
room to breathe.

The familiar creak of Cecil’s footsteps sounded
overhead. Eleanor set her teacup on its small, gilt-
edged saucer lest it tremble in her hands. He would be
down in a moment’s time.

Bennert 6aunia Te, 4oro He MOMIYAIOTh 1HIII: CIbO3H, fAKI
Eneonop Oepernma nmns camMoOTH, CHHIN, TPUXOBaHI T
MpUTalleHUMH pykaBamu. Bona no6pe 3Hasa, o o3Havae asis
il roCTIOAMHI YEPBEHb.

Eneonop motpiOHO Oyso JMiie MpOTPUMATHCS IO YEPBHA,
kom mogopox Cecina mogapye iif mepenovYnHOK, TOCTATHIMH,
00 BUCTAYWIIO CHJI TIEPEKUTH HACTYITHI MICSIll Y HaBITh
POKH, aX JI0 HOT0 HACTYITHOTO Bi 131y.

[Tomra nesxana Ha cpiOHOMY IMiHOCI Mi3HIIIE TOTO PaHKY, IMi]1
yac cHiaHKy. EHepris mynbcyBana B Eneonop, 3mymryroun ii
XOTITU CMHKATH HOTOI TiJ CTOJIOM, MOB HECIyXHSHA
TUTHHA.

Ta neni Tak He MOBOAATHCS, TOK BOHA chopOana yail, yanoyu
TEPITHHS, TOKH KPICJIO HABIIPOTH 3AJTUIIATIOCS TOPOKHIM.

1o x Tak goBro Hemae Cecina?

Hi6u BiH BiguyBaB, Ha Ky BUCOTY 3JIE€TUIO ii mepeauyrTTs, 1
HaBMUCHE IIPAarHyB OMYCTUTH ii 3 HeOec Ha 3eMITIO.

Bona nornsngana Ha KOHBEPTH, OOJIICHO CIOKYIIEHA JaTH
BOJIIO TaIbLSAM 1 TmepedpaTd CTOC LYNKOrO KPEMOBOIO
namnepy, urykarouu oOilisiHe 3ampolieHHs Bij ueni JJakcOepi.
Ane Cecin He mobuB, konu EneoHop Topkanacs
KopecnonzeHuii. Hackinpku BiH mpuaymyBaB ii cBoOoOny,
HACTUIBKH XK IJIEKAaB BJIACHY.

3BiCHO, BOHA HIKOJIM HE CKapKuiacsi Ha cBO€ *UTTsA. Ckapru
JIUIIE TIPU3BOAMIIN JI0 111€ OUTBIIOTO CTUCKAHHS, 1€ TICHINION
3alIMOPTyBaTOCTI B XKHTTI, /e i 6€3 Toro 6paKyBajo MOBITPSL.

Haropi nponyHnas 3Haifomuii ckpun kpoki Cecina. Eneonop
MOCTAaBMJIA YAIIKY Yal0 Ha MaJIeHbKE OJFO/IIE 3 TI030JI09EHUM
KpaeM, abM Ta He TpeMTiia B ii pykax. 3a MUTh BiH YK€ MaB
CITYCTHTHCSI.
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Several agonizing minutes later, he entered the room,
filling the space with the bulk of presence and the
sharpness of his cologne, applied to indulgent excess.
His gaze swept over her, coming to rest briefly on the
sapphires at her throat and ears, before offering a nod
of approval. Not for her—never for her—»but for her
intentional display of his wealth.

He sat down, setting the proud assortment of powder-
blue hydrangea blossoms quivering. The servants
rushed forward, draping his lap with a napkin and
pouring a strong cup of tea. Goodness, but he took his
time, reading through the paper, slurping his tea,
crunching on the toast points after having slathered
them with a gluttonous smear of butter.

Finally, finally, finally, he reached for the envelopes
on the silver platter. He sifted through them in silence,
pausing periodically to tear one open and cast it aside.

“This one is for you, Mrs. Clarke.” He lifted his brows
at Eleanor. “And from the Countess of Duxbury, no
less.” His brows inched higher, clearly impressed.

Rather than hand her the envelope, Cecil cracked the
golden wax seal with a violent snap and withdrew the
card with blunt, careless fingers.

“Ho-ho, she wants you to attend afternoon tea next
Wednesday.” He sat straighter, as if the invitation was
meant for him. “You’ll go, of course, and I suggest
you wear your new diamond necklace.”

Everything inside Eleanor cringed at the order, but she
kept her expression masked in pleasant amiability.
“Diamonds would not be appropriate, darling.”

3a KiIbKa HECTEPIHO JOBTUX XBWJIMH BIH YBIWIIOB 10
KIMHATH, 3allOBHUBIIN IPOCTIP CBOEK BAXKOI ayporo i
PI3KMM apoMaTOM OJICKOJIOHY, HAHECEHOTO TaK IIEAPO, IO
apoMaT CTaBaB MaiDke BiIdyTHHM Ha JOTHK . Moro mormsia
KOB3HYB 10 Hiil 1 HA MUTh 3aTpUMaBcs Ha candipax Ha ii mui
Ta y ByXax, Mepll HiJK BiH CXBaJIbHO KUBHYB. He 1if — HikoH
i1, — a HAaBMUCHIN JEMOHCTpaIlii HOro BJIACHOTO OararcTaa.

BiH ciB, 1 Big poro pyxy Oyker 011i10-01aKUTHUX TOPTEH31H
3apurnyBcsi. Ciayru TOCHIIIMIM HAaKpUBAaTH HOro KOJIiHA
CEpBETKOIO i HAIMBATH MIlTHUIA Yail. boxke xk Miil, sIK BiH yMiB
TATHYTH 4Yac: YMTaB ra3ery, cbopOaB 4aid, XpyMTiB TOCTaAMH,
IIeIPO HaMa3aBIM X TOBCTHM IIApPOM Macia.

Hapemti — HapemTi, HapemTi, HapemTi — BiH MPOCTSATHYB
PYKy 10 KOHBEpTiB Ha cpiOHOMY migHOCI. MOBUYKH
nepeOuparoun ix, BiH pa3 y pa3 3yImuHsBCA, II00 po3ipBaTu
OJIMH 1 BIAKUHYTH YOIK.

— Ile s Bac, micic Knapk, — BiH miJiBiB OpOBH, TIISTHYBLIH
Ha Eneonop. — I He Big xoro-HeOyp, a B camoi rpaduHi
Haxcbepi. — bpoBu Horo migHAIUCS 1€ BUIIE, 1 B OIS
BHPA3HO MPOMAKWHYJIO 3JUBYBaHHS.

3amicTh Toro mo6 maTu iii koHBepT, Cecin pi3KUM pyXom
371aMaB 30JI0Ty BOCKOBY NEUaTKy W BUTAT KapTKy TpyOHMH,
HeA0aTuMU MabISMU.

— Oro-ro, BOHa 3ampollye Bac Ha MICIAAO0IMHIN dYait
HACTYMHOI cepely, — BiH BUIIPOCTABCs, HIOM 3ampoOLICHHS
ajzipecoBaHo omy. — Bu, 3BiCHO, mijeTe, 1 pajpKy BISTHYTH
Ballle HOBE J1aMaHTOBE KOJIbE.

VYce Bcepenuni Eneonop 3apurHynocs Bia bOro Hakaszy, Ta
BOHa 30eperyia Ha 00IMY4i MacKy MIKUPOi IPUBITHOCTI.

— JliamanTu OyyTh HETOPEUHi, JTIOOUH.
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Though she offered the protest gently, Cecil’s face
flushed, his eyes flashing with that mean glint that
made her blood go cold.

“This is one of those fancy rules only nobility knows,
isn’t it?” he sneered.

Indeed, the rule was an unspoken one, known among
aristocratic Society. Diamonds were for evening attire.
Already, the many gemstones she wore during the day
were considered vulgar. But Eleanor didn’t say as
much. She knew better.

“Im too coarse a man,” Cecil harangued. “Too
common to know such things as my esteemed wife.”

“Forgive me, darling, that isn’t at all what I meant.”
Eleanor glanced at the servants, who stared
impassively at nothing and yet saw everything. “Only
I shouldn’t like to show up my hostess when our
wealth far surpasses her own substantial sum.”

The high color dissipated from his fleshy cheeks at the
stroke to his ego, and he sat back in his chair, appeased
like a spoiled little boy who had been given a sweet.

“Ah, how astute of you to consider, my dear. Yes, yes,
wear whatever you think appropriate. | know how you
are with your—” he swept

his hand in a curling motion in the air “—fashion.” He
chortled in condescension.

She knew he found her sartorial taste silly, another
banal quality of his vapid, noble-bred wife. A man
would never understand. Especially not a man like
Cecil.

Xo4 3amepedyeHHs MpoJiyHano M’siko, oOmumyus Cecina
HAJIWJIOCS YEPBOHHIO, @ B 0YaX CHAJIAXHYB TOH 37Ul ONHCK,
B1JI IKOTO B HET XOJIOHYJIa KPOB.

— Ile %k o1HE 3 TUX BUTAJIMBUX MPABUIL, MIPO SIKi 3HAE TIIBKH
3HaTh, YU HE TaK? — 3HEBAXUIUBO MPOIIUITIB BiH.

Tak, me Oyno Hemwcane TmpaBWiIo, A00pe BiIoMe B
apUCTOKPATUYHOMY CYCHUIbCTBI. JliaMaHTH mNpU3HAYATIUCS
JUIE BEUIpHBOTO BOpaHHS. YK€ ¥ Ti YUCIIEHHI KOIITOBHI
KaMeHi, SIKi BOHa HOCUJIA BJIEHb, BBAKAIKCS BYJIbrapHUMH.
Auste Eneonop 1poro He ckaszana. Bona 3Hana kparie.

— $1 HaaTO HEoTecaHUU YOJIOBIK, — IMOBYAIBLHO OYpMOTIB
Cecin. — Hanro mpocTtak, mo0 3HaTuCs Ha TaKUX pedax, Ha
BiJIMIHY BiJI MO€1 BUCOKOIIOBAXHOI APY>KUHHU.

— IIpoGau meHi, MO0OUH, s 30BCIM HE IIe Majia Ha yBasi, —
Eneonop koB3Hyna MmOINISIOM MO chyrax, sKi, 37aBajnocs
JUBWIKCS B IOPOXKHEUY, a HaciipaBal 6auniu Bce. — [Ipocto
MEHI He XOTLIOoCS O 3aThbMapOBaTU TOCIOJIUHIO, OCKLIBKU
Hallll CTaTKM 3HAYHO NEpPEeBUINYIOTH 11, Xail 1 YMMaHid,
Ma€eTOoK.

PyM’siHenip 31MIIOB 13 HOTO M’SCHCTMX IIIK ICIS I[HOTO
BIYYHOTO yJapy IO CaMOJIIOOCTBY, 1 BiH BIJIKHHYBCA Ha
CIMHKY  Kpiclla, BTUXOMHUPEHHUH, MOB  po30elieHuit
XJIOMYHUCHKO, SIKOMY Jlanu COJIOZIOMI].
— AX, SIK MPOHUKJIUBO 3 TBOTO OOKY, nto0a. Tak, Tak, Basrai
yce, 110 BBaKaTUMeN JIopeyHuM. S K 3Haw, sfKa TH 3
TBOEIO. .. — BIH 3p0OMB y IIOBITP1 3aKPYUEHUH pyX pyKOIO, —
...M0J1010. — BiH m001aKINBO 3aXUXOTIB.

Bona 3nana: ii cMak B 0715131 31aBaBCsl HOMY KyMEIHUM — 1€
onHa OaHambHa pHca MOro MOpPOXKHBOI, BUXOBAHOI B
«UUTSIXETCTBI» APYKUHU. YOJIOBIK HIKOJIH IILOTO HE 3PO3YMIE.
Oco061uBO Takuii 4oJIOBiK, Ik Ceci.
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He controlled with whom she was acquainted, where
she went and what she did. He controlled the food she
ate, the events she hosted and the mail she was allowed
to receive. He controlled every halfpenny of his
expansive fortune that passed into her hand despite his
own profligacy.

He even controlled the single precious hour every
other day that she was allowed to see their son,
supervising the visit and admonishing her with sharp
words when he felt she coddled their boy.

In all that Cecil controlled in her life, the limited time
with her son caused the most pain, an ache that
resonated from her empty arms into the depths of her
soul.

But her clothing, her fashion—in such things she
finally had autonomy. She ordered the garments she
liked, decided which gowns and day dresses she wore
and what hairstyles and reticules to pair them with. No
matter how much Cecil denigrated that small square
of freedom, it was hers.

June.

She only needed to endure this existence for two more
months. And with access to the books Eleanor had
been restricted from, that just might be bearable.

Chapter Two
Mrs. Rose Wharton

Rose Wharton was shown into the drawing room at
Duxbury Place, a lovely townhouse three doors down
from her own in the fashionable area of Grosvenor
Square. Potted plants clustered becomingly

BiH KOHTpOIIIOBAB, 3 KUM Iil CIIJIKYBAaTUCS, Kyl BOHA MOXE
IiTH 1 110 poOuTH. BiH KOHTPOIIOBAB 1KY, SIKY BOHA BXKHBAJA,
3aX01H, sIKI BOHA MPOBOJMIIA, 1 JUCTH, 110 1M JO3BOJISIIOCA
OTpUMyBaTH. BiH KOHTpOJIIOBaB KOXEH II€HHI 31 CBOTO
BEJIMYE3HOIO CTaHy, L0 NOTPAIUIAB Y II pyKH, HE3BaXKarOuu
Ha BJIACHY MapHOTPATHICTb.

BiH HaBiTh KOHTPOJIIOBAB €IMHY JIOPOTOLIHHY FOJUHY Yepe3
IE€Hb, KOJH 1M HO3BOJSIOCA OauuThCS 3 IXHIM CHHOM,
HAarJjs/1aB 3a HUIMU 1 CYBOPO JIOKOPSIB, KOJIM BBaXkaB, 1110 BOHA
HAJTO TOTYPAaE XJIOMIUKOBI.

Cepen ycworo, uuMm Cecii KepyBaB y 1II JKUTTI, came
OOMEXeHHI Jac i3 CHHOM 3aBJaBaB HAMOULIBIIOro OO0 —
TOM O11b MPOHM3YBAB ii BiI PyK O caMOi JyIIIi.

Ane ii omsar, il Moga — y IMX pedyax BOHA HAPEIITI Malia
cBobony BubOopy. Bona 3amoBisuiia BOpaHHs, ske 1i
mojo6anocs, BHpiNIyBaja, sKIi CYKHI Ta JICHHI IUIATTA
BIIITaTH, a 3 HUIMH — SIKi 3a4iCKM W PUIMKIONI — MaJCHbKI
CYMOYKH 1151 ApiOHMUIE — noeanyBaTH. Ckinbku 6 Cecin He
NPUMEHIYBaB L0 MAJEHbKY JUISHKY CBOOOAM, BOHA
3ajMiianacs ii.

UYepseHs.

[it moTpi6HO Oy;no NHIE BUTPUMATH ILE ABA MICAIi OO
icHyBaHHs. | 3 mocTymoM 10 KHUXKOK, Y AKHMX il paHimie
BiJMOBJISUTH, 11€ MOTJIO CTATH TEPIIUMHM.

Po3ain 2
Micic Poy3 BopTon

Poy3 Bopron mnposenu no BitanbHi B [lakcOepi-Ilneiic —
YyapiBHOMY MiChbKOMY OyAMHKY 3a TpHU JBepi Bif i BIACHOTO,
y ¢emenebenbHoMy paiioni ['pocBenop-Cksep. Kimuary
MpUKpaIlald TOPUIMKH 3 POCIMHAMH, IO OyId TapHO
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throughout the room, their leaves extended toward the
windows, straining for the weak light.

The sun was one of the things Rose missed most about
America, where it seemed to shine in endless
abundance. And while England was lovely with its
old-world elegance, she craved the brilliant splash of
light and warmth.

Lady Duxbury rose from where she sat in a great
sage-green armchair.

“Ah, Mrs. Wharton, it is so good of you to come.
Please do have a seat.”

Rose settled into a plush velvet chair beside a potted
hellebore, the leathery petals blossoming in shades of
deep burgundy and milky white. Small painted birds
adorned the green wallpaper, their feathers artistically
rendered with such care, the iridescent blue-green
sweep of their wings caught the meager light.

Accepting Lady Duxbury’s invitation was no doubt a
mistake, another opportunity to be ostracized at a
social gathering. In that way, London wasn’t much
different from Manhattan, where even women of
Rose’s own American nationality had put their backs
to her, their heads tucked together

as they whispered waspishly about the stink of new
money.

However, there didn’t appear to be any malice in the
countess’s smile. She seemed too young to have
already lost three husbands. Her rich raven-black hair
was piled ornately atop her head, affixed with jet-
black combs, her skin smooth over her high
cheekbones. The delicate lilac of her gown indicated

pO3CTaBIIeHI MO BCii KIMHATI; TXHE JIUCTS TATIOCS IO BIKOH,
JOBJISIYM ciabKe CBITIIO.

Conus Poy3 OpakyBanmo HaiiOUIbIIe 3 yCchOro, IO BOHA
3anummia B AMepuIli, e, 3[JaBajocs, BOHO CSsUI0 B
0e3MekHOMY ocTaTKy. | Xou AHris Oyina yapiBHOIO y CBOIH
CTapOCBITCHKIA  €JEraHTHOCTI, il KOPTUIO SICKPaBOTO
COHSIYHOTO CBiTJA i Teria.

Jlemi JlakcOepi mimBemacs 3i CBOTO
3eJIEHOTO KOJIbOPY.

— Ax, micic BopToH, sk 1100’ s13HO0 3 Baoro 00Ky MPUATH.
[Ipomy, cigaiire.

Poy3 BMocTHnacs y M’ IKOMY OKCAMHUTOBOMY KPIiCITi MOPYY 13
TOPIIMKOM MOPO3HHMKA, YHI MIKIPACTI METIOCTKH PO3KBITAIN
BIJITIHKAMH TJIIHOOKOTO OOpa0 ¥ MOIOYHOI Oimu3HU. 3eleHi
HInanepy MpuKpaliail MajleHbKi HaMadbOBaH1 NMTAIIKHU; iXHE
mip’s  Oyno BIATBOPEHE 3 TaKOK PETENBHICTIO, IO
nepenuBYacTUii  OMaKWTHO-3€NIeHUM  Komip X  Kpui
BIIOBJIFOBAJIO HABIThH YOOT'€ CBITIIO.

[puitasatu 3ampomenHs aeni JlakcOepi, 6e3 cymHiBy, Oyio
MTOMIJIKOI0 — IIe OJTHI€I0 HAroJI0K0 3a3HATH BITUYKEHHS Ha
CBITCBKOMY 3i0paHHi. ¥ 1pomy ceHci JIoHIOH Mamo 4yum
pi3HUBCA Bin MaHxXeTTeHa, /i€ HaBiTh JKIHKM TIi€l camoi,
aMepUKaHChKOI, HallloHANbHOCTI Poy3 BigBepTamucs Bix Hei,
3BOASYM CIIMHHU ¥ CXUIISIOYH FOJ0BH OJIHA 10 OJHOI, 100 iIKO
MEepelrnTyBaTucs TMpo CMOPiJ HEHIOJaBHO HAaOyTOTO
OaraTcTBa.

Ta B ycmimi rpaduHi He BiauyBanocs xoAHO1 37100u. BoHa
3/1aBajacs HAATO MOJIOJO0, a0W BXKE BTPATHUTH TPHOX
yonoBikiB. i Trycre, BoOpoHsue uOpHE Bojoccs OYIIO0
BUIITYKAHO YKJIaJIeHE Ha TOJIOBI M 3aKpilieHe YOPHUMHU, MOB
raratr, TrpeOIHISIMM; IIKipa Ha BHCOKMX BHIMLAX Oyna
rnaneHpkor0. Hiskamit Oy3KOBHI KOJIIP CYKHI CBIJYHB, IO

BEITMKOTO Kpicia
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she remained in half-mourning for Lord Duxbury,
who had been dead a full two years.

There was a difference to her countenance now, a self-
assuredness she hadn’t possessed upon Rose’s first
meeting with her. They’d been at a ball, one of the first
in London Rose had attended after her marriage to
Theodore. None of the other women had spoken to
Rose and she had sequestered herself in the powder
room with a book. Lady Duxbury entered some
moments later, her narrow shoulders pinched together.
“Looks like you could use a moment alone as well.”
Rose had given her a conspiratorial grin.

A note of sadness had shone in the countess’s large
violet-blue eyes when they settled on the book
propped in Rose’s hands.

“What are you reading?” Longing filled the countess’s
voice.

“A Masque of Poets”. It’s part of the no-name series,
where authors are anonymous, so their work is judged
on true merit rather than notoriety.” Rose closed the
book and extended it to Lady Duxbury.

The countess had flicked an anxious glance toward the
door before accepting it, her touch a reverent caress on
the black-and-red cover. Rose hadn’t missed the way
Lord Duxbury watched his wife with a predatory
protectiveness. Some men were like that, controlling,
restricting.

“Take it,” Rose offered.

Lady Duxbury had stiffened, her brows furrowing
together.

“Ican’t.”

BOHA ¥ j0ci nepedyBae y HamiBxkano0i 3a jopaom Jlakcoepi,
SIKUY TIOMEP YK€ JIBa POKU TOMY.

V 1i 30BHIITHOCTI Tenep OyJia Biq4yTHA 3MiHA — YIIEBHEHICTh
y c00i, K01 He OyI1o mijx 9ac nepinoi 3ycTpivi 3 Poy3. Toxi e
cTanocs Ha Oaiy, ogHomy 3 mepmux y JlonmoHi, ski Poy3
BifBigana micis nuto0y 3 Teomopom. XKoana 3 KIHOK He
3aroBopwia o Poy3, i BoHa ycaMmiTHWIAcS B JaMCBhKii
KIMHATI 3 KHIDKKOIO. 3a KiJTbKa XBHJIMH TYIW 3alluia Jiemdi
Jaxcbepi, i 3BeJIcH] By3bKi 1€l BUJABAIH HAIIPYKECHHS.

— Cxo’ke, BaM TeX HE 3aBaIUTh XBWJIMHA HA CaMOTi, — 3
PO3yMiHHIM BeMixHYynacst Poys.

VY Benukux (iaJkoBO-OJaKUTHUX Oouyax rpaduHi crajaxHyna
HOTKAa CMYTKYy, KOJW il TOTJISII 3YIMIMHHUBCS HA KHFKIIL,
MIPUTYJIEHI 10 rpyaeit Poys.

— II{o Bu ynTaeTe? — y ii rOI0CI Biq9yBaIOCs 3a1liKaBICHHS.

— “Macka noertiB”. Ile yactuna cepii 6e3 iMeH, e aBTOpH
3QJIMIIAIOTHCS AHOHIMHUMHU, TOX 1XHI TBOPH OIIHIOIOTH 3a
CIPaBXHbOIO BapTICTIO, a HE 3a CJIaBOI, — BOHA 3rOpHYJIa
KHMKKY ¥ mpocTarnyna ii nezi JlakcOepi.

I'paduHs TpUBOXKHO 3UpPKHYJIA B OIK JBeped, mepmr Hix
OpUMHATH  1i; DaJbll TOPKHYINCh YOPHO-YEPBOHOIO
neperuiery 3 Maibke mN0O0O0XHOI0 HiKHICTIO. Poy3 He
nmpomycTuia TOro, sk Jopna Jlakcbepi crmoctepiraB 3a
JIPY>)KUHOIO 3 XH)KOI0, BJIACHHMIIBKOIO MWJIBHICTIO. Jleski
YOJIOBIKM OYJIM TaKUMU — KOHTPOJIIOBAIHM, 0OMEXYBaJu.

— Bi3bMmiTh, — 3anpormnonyBaia Poys.

Jleni JlakcOepi Hanpyskuiacs, ii OpoBH HACYITUIINCH.

— 41 HE MOXKY.
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“I’Il have my maid find your maid to deliver it,” Rose
said. “I can always buy another.”

That wasn’t true, of course. The price of books was
dear and funds were needed for items far dearer:
marble, the contractors to lay the costly material and
all the other bits and pieces necessary to reassemble a
crumbling residence into one of admirable stature.
Still, she’d held out her hand, a smile of promise on
her lips.

Lady Duxbury cradled the book to her heart before
relinquishing it.

“I shall never forget this kindness, Mrs. Wharton.”
Rose had straightened a little taller then. Someone of
note in that cold, unwelcoming Society remembered
her name. Such consideration had been well worth the
cost of the book.

There was no meekness cowing the countess now.
There was only confidence, evident in the tilt of her
chin, the squaring of her shoulders, her stature one of
powerful wealth with a blatant disregard for the gossip
hissed behind her back.

And with three dead husbands—two being young and
virile until their deaths—there was gossip aplenty.

“Thank you for the invitation,” Rose replied, aware as
always of her American accent. Some found it
charming; others found it grating. She was uncertain
of Lady Duxbury’s opinion, though her pleasant
expression remained unchanged as she extended a
hand to the other woman sitting on a stuffed chair the
color of spring grass.

“You know Mrs. Clarke, I presume.”

— S1 monpoury CBOO MOKOIBKY 3HaWTH Ballly, 1100 nepenaTu
KHWXKKY, — ckasana Poy3. — ‘I 3aBxau MOXy KyIUTH 1€
OJIHY.

3BicHO, 11e Oyio Hempapaor. KHUTK KoUITyBaju HEJEIIEBO,
a KOImTH Oyau MOTpiOHI Ha pedi 3HAYHO JIOPOXKYi: MapMyp,
MIIPSITHUKIB, K1 MaJIM BKJIQIaTH [Ied KOIITOBHUI MaTtepia,
1 BCUIAK] IpiOHMIN, HEOOX1/1HI, a0M MEPETBOPHUTH 3aHEA0aHy
OCEJII0 Ha JIIM T11HO1 Benuyi.

Bce x BoHa mpocTarHyna pyky, i B i ycMIIIIi 4yuTanacs
OOIIsTHKA.

Jleni akcOepi mpuTHCIa KHIKKY JO Cepls, Hepll HIX
BIAJATH Ti.

— 1 nixonu He 3a0yay 1i€i 1o6potu, micic BopToH.

Toxi Poy3 Bumpsimunacst Tpoxu Oispire. XTOCh MOMITHUH Y
TOMY XOJIOAHOMY, HENPUBITHOMY “BHUCOKOMY CycHinbcTBi”
3amam’sTaB i1 iM’s. Taka yBara mikom Bapta Oyna LiHH
KHUKKH.

Tenep y rpadguni He 3aMUIIWIOCS W CIiIy BiJ MOKIPHOCTI.
byna nume BHEBHEHICTs — y Haxuwial migoopigas, y
BUIIPSIMJICHUX IIJIeYax, Y BCiil ii mocTaBi, 1110 BUIIPOMIHIOBAJIa
MOTYTHE 0araTtcTBO H BiABEpPTY 3HEBAry 10 IUITOK, SKi
UMUK 10 yCIIi/ 3a CIIUHOIO.

A 3 ormsay Ha TpbOX MOMEPIMX YOJIOBIKIB — JIBOE 3 SIKHX
OynTu MOJIOAMMH M Iy’)KMMHU aX JI0 caMoi CMepTi, — ILTITOK
Oy70 BIOCTATb.

— Jlsxyro 3a 3ampolieHHs, — BianoButa Poys, sk 3aBxau
YCBIJTOMJTIOIOUH CBill aMepuKaHChKUH akLeHT. J[1s oJHUX BiH
3/1aBaBCsl YapiBHUM, IS IHIIUX — JApaTiBIuBUM. BoHa He
Oyna meBHa moAo0 AyMKu Jjedi [lakcOepi, xoda MpUBITHUN
BUpa3 Ha oOnu4yi rpaguHi HE 3MIHUBCA, KOJIU Ta
MPOCTATHYJIA PYKYy 10 1HIIOI KiHKH, III0 CHUJUIA B M SKOMY
KpICJI1 KOJIbOPY BECHSIHOI TPaBH.

— Bu, neBHo, 3HaiioMi 3 micic Kiapk.
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Mrs. Clarke.

Of course Rose knew her. The perfect Englishwoman
if ever there was one. And not simply for her beauty
alone—though she was indeed beautiful, with her
heart-shaped face, golden blond hair piled like a crown
on her head and a fine figure in a perfectly fitted silk
dress. She was the embodiment of poise and grace.
Their acquaintance had been made at a picnic months
ago. Whereas Rose had looked like she’d been tossed
about in the wind like a fish in violent sea at low tide,
Mrs. Clarke had been immaculate, occasionally
sweeping aside any loose locks of hair with graceful
fingers. As if the move had been practiced to elegant
perfection.

Mrs. Clarke always did the right thing, said the right
thing and was exactly the right thing. No doubt even
the lapis color of her gown was meant to enhance the
brilliance of her lovely wide blue eyes.

If Rose was like her, she and Theodore would still be
happy. Mrs. Clarke had no idea how lucky she was.

“We have met.” Mrs. Clarke offered a smile that was
not too large as to be overeager, nor too small as to be
unwelcoming.

The perfect smile on the perfect Englishwoman.
“Lovely to see you again,” Rose replied cordially. “I
simply adore your necklace.”

Mrs. Clarke touched the strand of fat sapphires at her
neck, as if one could forget having put on such an
expensive bauble. “Thank you. I suppose it’s a bit
much for tea.” A pretty blush blossomed over her
cheeks.

Micic Knapk.

3BicHO, Poy3 3Hana 1i. BTiieHHs JOCKOHAIOT aHTIiKH, SIKIO
Taka B3araii icHyBaJia. | He JuIie 3aBIsKU Kpaci — X04 BOHA
i chopaBni Oyma BpONJIMBOIO: CEpIENoNiOHe OOIMYYs,
30JI0TaBO-PYyCsIBE BOJIOCCS, YKJIaJIeHEe Ha TOJIOBi, MOB KOPOHa,
CTpYHKa MOCTaTh y O€37]0raHHO MMi1i0paHiii MOBKOBIN CyKHI.
Bona Oyina BTUIGHHSIM CTPUMAHOCTI ¥ Tpaiii.

IxHe 3HAIIOMCTBO BiIOYI0CA KiTbKa MiCAIIiB TOMY Ha HMIiKHIKY.
Toni sax Poys Burnsgana tak, HiOu ii x0ypJisiiio BITpOM, MOB
puOuHy B OypXJIMBOMY MOpI ITiJl Yac BiAmiuBy, Micic Kimapk
Oyna 0e370raHHOIO, dYac BiJ Yacy eJeraHTHUM pyXOM
BIJKUIAI0YY IIacMa BoJIoccs, 1o BubuBanucs. Haue nell xxect
OyB BiITOUEHUH 10 BUTOHYEHOI JOCKOHAJIOCTI.

Micic Kmapk 3aBxkau Bce poOmia IMpaBHIBHO, TOBOPHIIA
MIPaBWIBHO ¥ OyJia came Takoro, sk ciij. be3nepeuHo, HaBITh
Ja3ypHUN BIATIHOK 11 CyKHI MaB Ha METI MIKPECIUTH CSIIBO
il rapHUX, IIUPOKO PO3KPUTUX OITAKUTHUX OUEH.

Sx6u Poy3 Oyna cxoxa Ha Hei, BoHa i1 Teomop noci 6ynu 6
maciuBi. Micic Knapk 1 ragku He mana, sSIKOK IMIACIHBOIO
BOHa Oya.

— Mu Bxe 3Haniomi, — Micic Kimapk ycMmixHymnacst Tak, 1o
ycMilika He Oyna aHi HAATO MIMPOKOI, adu 3/aBaTUCS
3aIoMaUINBOI0, aHi HAJATO CTPUMAHOK, 100 BUIIISIIATH
HENPUBITHOIO.

[neanbna ycMimka i1€aabHOT aHTIIIHKY.

— Papnia 3HOBY Bac 6aunTH, — MpHsI3HO Bianosiia Poys. — 1
MPOCTO B 3aXBaTi BiJ] BAIIIOTO KOJIBE.

Micic Knapk TopkHynacst HUTKH BETUKUX carndipiB Ha MIHi,
HIOM XTOCh MIT 3a0yTH, 10 HAJIB TaKy KOIITOBHY MPHUKpPACY.
— Jlakyto. MabyTb, Ans yaro 1Lie TPOXHM 3aHaJATO, — Ha
LIOKaX PO3KBIT PyM’sIHELIb.
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“You know us Americans. We love a good string of
jewels,” Rose offered jovially.

The two women maintained polite expressions as the
joke rolled over them like a square wheel. Rose always
forgot English humor was different than that of
Americans, that mention of wealth—even in jest—
was vulgar.

But Rose did love jewels. Gorgeous sets of them—
bracelets, earrings, necklaces, combs, brooches, rings,
anything that could be set in gold to glitter and sparkle
in a wash of unadulterated sunlight. Daddy had spoiled
her with them when she’d been in Manhattan. Not that
a vault of jewelry ever won over any Vanderbilt or
awed any Astor. But they’d made her happy.

There weren’t any new jewels now. Instead, the
Wharton family townhouse on Grosvenor Square had
been elevated to a presentable stature, no longer the
tired, disintegrating shell it’d been upon her arrival. In
that regard, at least her father’s wealth was being
applied to good effect.

And she had been genuinely happy with Theodore. At
least in those early days. Mother would have preferred
Rose marry an earl rather than an earl’s younger
brother, to elevate their American wealth with an
English title. But Theodore had been irresistible. From
the charming way his mouth hitched higher on the
right when he smiled to how he made her feel like she
belonged with someone for the first time in her life.
Before that now-familiar ache in her heart could
return, the butler entered once more through the open
entryway. She realized suddenly that the door had
never been closed behind her when she entered.

How strange.

— Bu x 3HaeTe Hac, aMepUKaHIIIB, — BECEJO 3ayBa)KUJa
Poy3. — Mu nmro6umo 100py HU3KY KOIITOBHOCTEH.

OO6uaBi xiHKM 30epiraiy BBIWIMBI BUPa3u 00IMY, TIOKH KapT
MEPEeKOTHBCS MK HUMH, MOB KBaJpaTHe Koieco. Poy3
3aBXIM 3a0yBasia, 10 aHTJIIUCHKUN T'yMOP BiJIPI3HSIETHCS BiJl
aMEpPUKAHCHKOTO 1 IO 3rajgka mpo 0ararcTBO — HaBiTh
KapToMa — BBaXKAETHCS BYJIBIapHOIO.

Axne Poys i1 cipaai iro6uiia KOmToBHOCTI. Po3kintHi Habopu
— OpacieTH, CepeKKH, HaMUCTa, TpeOiHIll, OPOIIKH, TIEPCHI,
yce, 110 MOXKHa 0yJ10 03100MTH 30J10TOM, a0U BOHO CSSIIO U
ICKpUJIOCS. B TIOTOIl YHCTOTO0, SICKPABOT'O COHSIYHOTO CBITJIA.
Taro GanysaB ii HuMu e toxi, B Manrerreni. He Te mo0
CXOBHIIIE NMPUKPAC MOTJIO BPa3uTHU KOroch i3 BannepOinbTiB
91 ACTOPIB, ajie BOHU POOHIIH 1i IaCIHBOIO.

Tenep HOBUX KOIITOBHOCTEH He Oyno. HaromicTe Michkuit
OyauHoK poanau Boptonis Ha ['pocBeHOp-CKBEp MPUBEH 710
TIHOTO BUIIISINY: BiH Ounblmie He OyB BHCHAXEHOIO,
PO3CHIIaHOI0 OOOJIOHKOIO, KOO TMOCTaB IEpes]] HEHO MiCIIs
npuizny. [IpuHaiiMHI B 1IbOMY BHUIAAKY OaTbKIBCHKI CTaTKH
0yJ710 BUKOPUCTAHO 3 KOPHCTIO.

I 3 TeogopoMm BoHa cripaBii Oyna macnusa. [lpuHaiiMHi B Ti
niepiri gai.Matu Bosinia 0, abu Poy3 Buitnuia 3amix 3a rpada,
a He 3a Mosoamoro Opara rpada, — OO0 mMigHECTH
aMepuKaHCbke 0ararcTBO AaHIIIMCHKUM TUTYIOM. Aje
Teonop Oy HenepeGopHUM. Bin uapiBHOT MaHepH, 3 KOO
I1J] Yac YCMIIIKH NpaBUi KyTUK HOTO BYCT MiJ{IHMaBCs TPOXU
BHUIIE, 1 IO TOTO BiAYYTTS, SKE BiH iif JapyBaB: HIOM BIiepiie
B )KUTT1 BOHA CIPaBJll KOMYCh Hajexaia.

[Tepmr HiXk y ceplli 3HOBY 03BaBCsl TOH yxe 3Hailomuii Oinb,
JBOPEIFKUI 3HOBY YBIWIIOB 70 KIMHATH KPi3b BiTYMHEHUU
npoxif. I pantom Poy3 ycBinomuna, 110 Bepi 3a Heto Tak i He
3aYMHMIIN, KOJIM BOHA 3aXO/MJIA.

Sk nuBHO.
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Apparently, Lady Duxbury had the utmost faith in her
staff to allow them to hear what was spoken in her
drawing room.

The butler was a stocky fellow whose arms were thick
as Christmas hams beneath the sleeves of his wide-
shouldered jacket. His nose took up half his face and
leaned hard to the right, as if it’d been broken a good
half dozen times. Rather fitting given his past, or at
least what Rose’s maid had unearthed on Lady
Duxbury’s servants.

The butler was once notorious in the underground
boxing circuit and—if word on the street could be
believed—a few knocks shy of mortal retirement. Her
maids were also pulled from a questionable past,
having worked in one of those factories that puffed
ghastly amounts of black smog into London’s air.

The countess had an affinity for hiring from the base
proletariat class.

Mother would have been shocked into an early grave
at having such rustic laborers in her employ. Rose was
of a more progressive generation, however. Not
scandalized, but indeed fascinated.

“Lady Lavinia Cavendish,” the butler announced, his
tone bordering on snobbish for a man of indecorous
background.

A petite young woman with auburn hair edged slowly
into the room, appearing as if she’d rather be anywhere
else.

“Lady Lavinia.” There was a note of surprise to Lady
Duxbury’s tone.

3naBaiiocs, neni JakcOepi Mana 6€3MexHy JTOBIpY 10 CBOET
MPUCITYTHY i HEe BOayasa *0JHOi Mpo0JIeMH B TOMY, 100 BOHU
YyJId BCE, PO 10 TOBOPHJIN B 11 BiTAIBHI.

JlBopenpkuii OyB KpeME3HUM YOJIOB’SATOK0: i pyKaBaMu
HIMPOKOILIEYOro CIOPTYKA HOro pyKH TOBCTLIN, MOB Pi3/BSIHI
mmHkd. Hic 3aiimaB miB 00nuyust i OyB MOMITHO KPUBUM —
TakK, HIOM HOro JiaMajau IOHAWMEHIIE 3 IiB JHKUHHU Pa3iB.
[inkoM nopeuHo, 3 Oy Ha Horo MuHyse abo mpuHaiMHI
Ha Te, Mo chaykHulsd Poy3 3yMina BHUBiIaTH MPO MPUCITYTY
neni akcoepi.

Konucr nBopenpkuii MaB CyMHIBHY CJlaBy Ha MiJNUIBHHX
OOKCEPChKHUX PUHTAX 1 — SKIIO BIPUTH YyTKaM — OYB YChOTO
3a KiJgbKa JOOpHUX yIapiB Bil OCTaTOYHOTO, CMEPTEIHHOTO
3aBepieHHs Kap’ epu. [lokoiBku rpaduHi TEX May CyMHIBHE
MUHYJIE: paHillle BOHH MPalioBalId Ha OJHIN 13 THX (abpuk,
10 BUKHJAJIM B JIOHJOHCHKE MOBITPS MOTOPOLIHI XMapu
YOPHOTO TUMY.

I'padunst Mana ocoOMMBY CXWIBHICTH HallMaTH JIOJACH i3
CaMOT0 HU3Y CYCHIUIBHOI iepapxii.

Martu Oyna © 1IOKOBaHAa JO TEpeIyacHOT MOTHIIH,
TI3HABIIUCh, IO B ii JOMi CIyXaTh Taki MPOCTaKyBaTi
poOitHukH. Ta Poy3 Hanmexana 10 3HaYHO MPOrPECUBHIILIOTO
NOKONiHHA. Ii Ile He 0OYypIOBalO — HABIAKH, IIUPO
3aXOILTIOBAJIO.

— Jleni JlaBinis KaBenaiii, — Orojocus IBOPELbKUI TOHOM,
110 MEXKYBaB 31 CHOOI3MOM 1 3By4aB OCOOJIMBO HEIOPEYHO 3
OTJIsIIy Ha HOTO CYMHIBHE MUHYIIE.

HeBucoka wmomoma KiHKa 3 MIJTHO-PYCSABHUM BOJIOCCSM
MOBIILHO 3afIlia IO BITAJbHI, 3 TaKAM BUIJIAIOM, HIOH
BoJIJIa O ONMHUTHCA OYyJb-/€, TUIBKU HE TYT.

— Jleni JlaBinie, — y rosoci neai JlakcOepi mpo3Byuana
HOTKA 3]TMUBYBAHHSI.
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“You invited my mother.” Lady Lavinia’s small frame
tensed, and shecleared her throat before speaking
again. “She thought I would benefit more than she.”

The volume of her soft voice was almost inaudible,
and Rose found herself leaning forward in her seat to
catch the words.

“We’re pleased to have you.” Lady Duxbury
welcomed her to join them and made the proper
introductions.

Silence fell upon the small gathering, ripe with
unspoken questions. Rose had been hopelessly curious
since she’d received the invitation, secreted in the
drawer of her vanity by her maid.

Nearly six months had passed since she’d been
allowed to read what she wanted. After a lifetime of
freedom, she now felt like a bird stuffed into a gilded
cage. One she’d paid for.

How she longed to lose herself in a story, to let her
heart meld with that of a character, to witness plights
resolved by the final chapter. But more than
enjoyment, she was starved for connection, for the
feeling that she wasn’t always so very alone.

A black-and-white cat slinked into the room and
approached a wide, square vase on the floor that had
been left empty. A strange notion until he slipped
inside and tucked his paws into his chest. Happy as a
clam, he gazed out with unblinking green eyes through
the glass, the markings on his face giving the
impression of a small white mustache.

“Oh, do pretend you don’t see Otis,” Lady Duxbury
implored. “He’s terribly shy. The only way to assuage

— Bwu 3anpocunu Mot Marip, — TOHKa moctarh JlaBiHil
HampyXwiacs; BOHAa TPOYMUCTWIA TOPJIO, TepHl HIX
MPOJIOBXKUTH. — BoHa BHpimuiaa, Mo OuIbIe KOPUCTI 1Ie
MIpUHECEe MEHi.

[i Tuxwmit ronoc neap Oymno 4yTw, i Poys MEMOBOII ojanacs
BIIEpe y Kpici, mob po3ibpaTu cioBa.

— Mu pani Bac GaumtH, — npuBiTana ii nemi Jlakcoepi,
3allpOLIYIOYM TPUETHATUCA JIO TOBApUCTBA W HAJIEKHO
MPECTABUBIIH TOCTIO HAM.

3anana TuIla, HaCHYeHa HEBUCIOBIEHUMHU NMUTaHHAMU. Poy3
BiquyBasia O€3HaIiliHy WIKaBiCTh BIATOAI, SK OTpHUMAaa
3aMpoIIeHHsT — 3aXOBaHE CIAYKHUIECK B MIyXJsal ii
TYaJIeTHOTO CTOJIHKA.

Munyno maibke IIicTh MICSIB BIATOAl, SIK 1 BOCTaHHE
JO3BOJISUITM YMTATH Te, IO BOHA XOTina. Ilicims KuTTH,
CIIOBHEHOI'0 CBOOOJM, Temep BOHA IOYyBajacsl MTAIIKOIO,
3aMKHEHOIO B 30J0Tii kimitmi. Kimitmi, 3a sky cama X i
3arUIaTuiIA.

Sk ke 11 KOpT1JI0 3aryOUTHUCS B 1ICTOP1i — JTO3BOJIUTU CBOEMY
CEpIIIO 3IUTHCH 13 CEpLIEM Ieposi, CTaTH CBIAKOM TOTO, SIK J0
OCTaHHBOTO PO3JLTY BCl MpoOieMH BUPIlIyIOThCs. Ta moHasn
caMy HacoJIoJy YMTaHHSIM BOHa CyMyBaJsla 3a 3B’S3KOM, 3a
BiTIYTTSIM, 110 BOHA HE 3aBXKIU i HE BCIOJIM TaKa CaMOTHSI.
Jlo KIMHaTH KpaJgbKOMa IpPOCIHU3HYB YOPHO-OLIMH KIT 1
MOTIPSIMYBaB 10 MIMPOKOi, KBaJPAaTHOI BasW, IO CTOsUIa HA
nijto3i # Oyna mopoxHs. J[uBHaA piy — ax JIOKM BiH He
BCKOYMB YycepeIMHY ¥ He miaibraB jamu [0 TpyAeH.
3a70BOJIEHUI, BIH [JUBHBCS Ha BYIHUIIO Kpi3b CKIJIO
HEMHUTOTIIMBUMH 3€JICHUMH OYMMa, a TUIIMH Ha MOPIOYIl
HarajyBajMd MaJIeHbKUX 01l Byca.

— O, npomy, BaaBaite, HIOM Bu He Oauute OTica, —
O6nmaratoun MoBmia Jjeni JlakcOepi. — BiH cTpameHHO
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his discomfort around others is with that vase, where
he presumes he can see you, but you can’t see him.”

Rose didn’t bother to hide her smile as they all hastily
looked away. Her little pug had his own eccentricities
that she readily catered to.

Lady Duxbury glanced at the large clock with its
gleaming metal pendulum swinging tirelessly behind
a crystal door.

“There was another to whom I extended an invitation.
I believe she may not be joining us after all.”

There was a note of disappointment in her tone.

The maid entered, a large tea tray in her hands, which
she placed upon the low table between the women.
The tablecloth was neatly pressed with delicate Queen
Anne’s lace and crosshatches of purple heather
stitched around the scalloped edge. Lady Duxbury
poured each woman a cup of tea while the maid
returned with another tray filled with various cakes
and scones and breads.

The women smiled shyly at one another as they
approached the refreshment table. Rose considered the
spread, hesitant to select anything. She hadn’t been
able to eat anything all day. Even now, her stomach
turned, but she took a honey-spice cake molded into
the shape of a rose and a slice of white bread, which
she smeared with jam from a delicate venetian glass
pot.

“I’ve been so very eager for today’s tea,” Rose
prompted when they all returned to their seats. “What
made you invite us?”

copoM’si3UBHM. €auHUN  Crocid  3acmokoiTh  Horo B
MPUCYTHOCTI IHIIMX — II€ Ta Ba3a: TOJli BiH MEPEKOHAHUH, 1110
MO’Ke OAaUUTH Bac, a BU HOro — Hi.

Poy3 1 He Hamaramacs NOpPHUXOBaTH YCMIIIKY, KOJH BCI
IOCIIIXOM BifBenu Horisamu. li MajeHbKHii MOIC TEX MaBb
BJIACHI KaIllpU3H, SIKUM BOHA 0X0Ye MOTypaa.

Jleni JlakcOepi KuHyNa MOIJISIA HAa BEJIMKWUN TOJWHHUK 13
OMUCKYYHM METaJIeBUM MAaATHUKOM, 10 HEBTOMHO T'OMJIaBCS
3a KpUILITAJIEBUMU JBEPLATAMHU.

— $1 3anpocwia me oAHy IMaHi, — Jojana BoHa. — Ta,
CXO0e, BOHA BCE K HE MPUETHAETHCS 0 Hac.

V 1i ronoci mpo3By4ana HOTKa pOo34apyBaHHS.

CnyXHuUIS 3aiflluTa, HeCYyYd BEIHMKUHN MIAHOC 13 YaeM, SIKUUN
MOCTaBUJa Ha MaleHbkui cronuk. CkareptuHa Oyna
aKypaTHO BHIpacyBaHa, 03100J€HAa HI)KHUM MEPEKHUBOM Y
cTuii KopojieBM AHHM Ta (PiONETOBHMH KpOCXETaMH 3
Bepecky Mo 3ybuactomy kpaw. Jlemi [lakcOGepi Hammia
KOXHIN JKIHIIl YallKy 4Yaro, a CIY)KHHIS IOBEpHYyJacs 3
IHIIMM ~ TAHOCOM, HAMOBHEHWM pI3HMMH TiCT€YKaMH,
CKOHaMH - TPaJMLIMHUMU OpUTAHCHKMMM OyJIOYKaMH - Ta
XJ1100M.

Kinkn ~ cOpoM’sSI3IMBO  TOCMIXaJMCsl  OJHA  OJHIM,
HaOMIKAIOYMCh IO CTOJY 3 yacTyBaHHSIM. Poy3 okuHyna
MOTJISIIOM YacTyBaHHS, Bararouuch, mo oOparu. Bona He
MOTJIa HIYOT0 3’ICTH IPOTAroM ychoro JHs. I HaBiTh 3apa3 il
KpPYTHJIO IIUTYHOK, Ta BCE 5K BOHA B3slJIa MEJIOBO-TIPSTHUI KEKC
y ¢hopMi TpOSIHAM Ta IIMATOYOK 01100 X110a, sKUi HaMa3zana
JUKEMOM 13 BUTOHYEHOT BEHEIIAHCHLKOI CKIISTHOT OAHOYKH.

— S 3 TakuM HETEepHmHHAM 4YeKaja ChOTOJIHIIIHBOTO
YJaroBaHHs, — o03Bajacsi Poy3, Koiu BCi 3HOBY CiJIM Ha CBOi
micisi. — 1o cmonykano Bac 3ampocutu Hac?
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Lady Duxbury sat a little straighter, as though
commanding herself to attention as she addressed
them.

“You see, my maid has informed me that your
husbands—" Lady Duxbury nodded politely to Lady
Lavinia “—and father are restricting what you read.
Often when a woman’s books are being restricted, so,
too, are other aspects of her life. Such constraints can
make a woman feel entirely alone.”

Mrs. Clarke looked down into her lap where her slice
of seed cake remained untouched. But Rose kept her
head upright despite the way the countess’s words
resonated within her. She wouldn’t be crushed beneath
Theodore’s subjugation.

“I am in the possession of an extensive library, as |
said.” Lady Duxbury absently set her teacup and
saucer aside. “At one point in my life, I assumed
owning such a luxury to be impossible. These books
have been curated by my own hand, each purchase led
by my heart. But such a gift is not to be kept away
from others. It is my hope that you’ll take advantage
of whatever books pique your interest. And that we
might discuss what we read. As friends.”

Friends.

Yearning blossomed in Rose’s chest, pushing up from
a place of emptiness, of loneliness. She hastily took a
sip of tea, intentionally breaking eye contact with the
others. Not out of shame or remorse, but to refrain
from gazing at them with the force of her desperation.
Two lifetimes had passed since she’d had true friends,
before she came to England to be Theodore’s wife, and
even before her mother’s insistence that they rise
above the new money filling their vaults. Mother had

Jleni JlakcOepi BUTIpsSIMUIIACS TPOXH O1JIbIIe, HIOW HaKa3yloUun
co0i 30cepeauTucs, mepi HiXk 3BEpHYTHCS 710 HUX.

— Po3ymiete, MOs CITy)KHHIIS TIOBIJJOMHJIa MEHI, IO Barii
qos1oBiku, — Jeni JlakcOepi uemHo KkuBHYya el JlaBiHii, —
a TakoX OaThbKU OOMEXKYIOTh Balle 4uTaHHs. YacTto, Koiu
KIHII 3a00pOHSIOTH KHUTH, PAa30M 13 IMM OOMEXKYIOTh 1 1HIII
actiekTH 11 JkuTTs. Taki myra 37aTHI 3MYCUTH KIHKY
MOYYBATHUCS LIJIKOBUTO CAMOTHBOIO.

Micic Knapk ormycTuiia morisig Ha KOJliHa, e 1 CKHOKa KEeKCy
3 KMMHOM TaK 1 3aJIMIIKIIacsa HeroTopkaHoto. A Poys, monpu
Te, MO cjioBa rpaduHi BIATYKHYJIWCS B HiH TIHOOKHM
PE30HAaHCOM, TpHUMala rojoBy BUCOKO. BoHa He 103BOJIUTH
po3uaBuTH cede i THITOM HigKopeHHs Teoaopy.

— Sk 51 BXXe Kazaja, S BOJIOMII0 YMMAaJIO 0i0JI10TEKO0, —
MoBmia jeni JlakcOepi, po3CISTHO BiACTaBISIOUM YAIIKy 3
omonueM. — Konucb y KHUTTI s BBaKaja Taky PO3KIII
HemocspkHOor. LI kHurm s 3i0pana BimacHOpPYd, 1 KOXKHA
MOKYyTKa OyIna 3ilicCHeHa 32 MOKJIMKOM cepils. Aje moaiOHui
Jlap HE BapTO XOBATH BIJ IHIIKX. S IIUPO CMOIIBAIOCS, 1110 BU
CKOpDHUCTa€TeCs Harojor ooOpatu Oyab-sKi KHHUIH, SKI
3aliKaBIsATh Bac. | MO MH 3MOXEMO OOTOBOPIOBATH
npoduTaHe. SIK Moapyru.

[Tonpyru.

Tyra posksitia B rpyasx Poys, migHimMarouuch i3 TiUOUHU
MOpO’KHEYl M camMoTHOCTI. BoHa mocmixom KOBTHYJa Haro,
HaBMHCHE YHUKAIOUYH 3yCTpiul MOTJIAAIB 3 IHIIUMH — HE 31
COPOMY UM KasATTS, a 00 HE TUBUTHCA HAa HUX OYHMAa
CTMOBHEHUMH Bi4alo.

HemoB MuHynu nBa KUTTS BIATO/I, K y HEl Oy CIpaBKHI
MOJIpyTu — 1€ J0 TOTO0, SIK BOHA Ipuixaia 10 AHrmii, moo
cTaTu JpyXuHoro Teojgopa, 1 HaBiTh paHillle, HDK MaTu
1ovyaJia HaoJsIraTH, 1100 BOHM MiIHECIUCS HaJ HEell0JaBHO
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shoved Rose in with the Vanderbilts and Astors and
other “old money” in America, casting Rose to the
desolate fringes of Society.

Before Mother’s ambitions, Rose’s childhood had
been filled with friends from the girls’ school in
Manhattan, where there was no prejudice at the age of
one’s bank account. In those precious days, there had
been laughter, and fun and genuine joy.

For a while, Theodore had filled that gap of loneliness
as New York’s Society queens rejected Rose and her
family. In a world of jigsaw pieces that never seemed
to match her uneven edges, he had snapped into place,
making her whole.

But that had been before.

“We are in a world where men have established a great
power over us.” The vehemence in Lady Duxbury’s
voice pulled Rose’s attention back to the young
widow. “I do not mean to imply that all men are
wretched, of course.” Lady Duxbury touched the
strange hair-jewelry brooch over her heart, her fingers
lingering like a caress. “But not all are good, either.
Not that women are any more agreeable, especially
when perceptions of one another are so often skewed
by jealousy and fears of inadequacy.”

Rose’s cheeks burned as she recalled her assessment
of Mrs. Clarke earlier.

“We’re ignorant of one another’s lives,” Lady
Duxbury continued. “I’d like to change that.”
Friendship,” Rose said aloud. “I would be grateful for
such a thing.” All eyes turned on her. The weight of

HaQXUTHUM O0araTCTBOM, LI0 HAMOBHIOBAJIO iXHI CXOBHUIIA.
Matun  cwiomine  mpomToBXyBaia  Poy3 y  Kkoio
BannepO6inbTiB, AcTOpiB Ta IHIIONO CBITY JaBHIX
ApUCTOKPAaTUYHHUX POJIB AMEpPUKH, MiJIITOBXYIOUU ii 10
caMOTHOCTI Y K011 CBITCHKOT'O TOBapUCTBA.

A 110 MaTepuHCHKUX amMOilii TMTUHCTBO Poy3 Oyio crioBHEHe
JPY31B 31 IIKOJIMU I iBYaT y MaHreTTeHi — 3aKkjany, ¢ He
iCHyBaJIO yIIEpEIKEHD, BUMIiPIOBaHUX po3Mipom
0aHKIBCHKOI'O paxyHKY. Y Ti 0€311HH1 JH1 OyJIu CMiX, po3Baru
1 mmpa, HemiIpoOHa pagicTh.

Jesikuit uac Teo1op 3alIOBHIOBAB Ty OPOKHEUY CAMOTHOCTI,
0 BHHHUKIA, KOJIH CBiTChKi KopomeBn Hpro-Mopka
BiBepHynucs BiAg Poy3 1 11 poaunu. Y cBiTi, CX0KOMYy Ha
MO3aiKy 3 Ia3liB, sKi HIKOJIM HE HacyBaJld JI0 ii HEPIBHUX
KpaiB, BiH HIOM CTaB Ha CBOE Miclle — 1 BOHA Biguyna cebe
LJIICHOIO.

Ta e 6ys0 KOIHCh.

— Mu KUBEMO Y CBITI, JI¢ YOJOBIKMA MAIOTh BEITUYC3HY BJIATy
Ha/l HaMM, — 3 IPUTUCKOM Y rojioci MoBuia el Jlakcoepi, 1
Poy3 3HOBY 3BepHyJa yBary Ha MOJIoay BIOBY. — I, 3BiCHO,
HEe X0Yy CKa3aTH, 10 BCi YONOBiKM Hulll, — jeni [akcOepi
TOPKHYJIACSA JUBHOI OpOIIKU-TIPUKPACH JUIsI BOJIOCCS O1mst
cepls, ii manbplli KOB3HYJIM M 3aTpuMaiucs TaM 3 Maibxke
MECTJINBOIO HIKHICTIO. — AJie i He Bcl BOHHU A00pi. Brim,
KIHKM TEX HE 3aBXIU NPUEMHI, OCOOJMBO KOJHM Halle
CIPUIHSATTS OJHA OJTHOT TaK YacTO CIIOTBOPIOIOTH PEBHOIIII U
CTpax BJIaCHOI HEMOBHOIIIHHOCTI.

Hloxu Poy3 3amamanm, KoM BOHA 3rajajia CBOIO HEIABHIO
owiHky Micic Kiapk.

— Mu HIYOTO HE 3HAEMO TIPO JKHUTTS OJHA OJHOI, —
npoBaauia aeni Jakcoepi. — S xorina 6 1e 3MIHUTH.

— Jlpyx6a, — Brosioc npomoBuia Poy3. — f Oyna 6 BasuHa.
Vci mormsmu 3BepHynHMCS N0 Hel. IXHS chideHA yBara
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their  attention altogether too heavy and
uncomfortable. She gave a self-deprecating laugh,
though it was likely the wrong thing to do. “Being
American has left me feeling rather unwelcome in
England. I’'m too bold, too loud, too eager to speak my
mind.”

When the statement was out of her mouth, she realized
she had parroted Theodore’s exact complaints.

Their union hadn’t always been so discordant, so
broken.

Not when he’d been the mere brother of an earl, when
the idea of his assumption of the earldom was
practically impossible with his brother only one year
older than himself and glowing with good health. But
that was before the earl’s lungs had been infected with
cancer poisons, before the inexorable prospect of Rose
becoming an English countess.

Now everything that made her American was
unacceptable in the eyes of her brother-in-law. And
subsequently in the eyes of Theodore. She had to be
perfect. More subdued. More English.

More like Mrs. Clarke.

And nothing at all like herself.

The women’s expressions following Rose’s admission
weren’t ones of placid disinterest as she’d expected.
They were soft with sympathy and made the hunger
for friendship in her grow ravenous.

“We are more than keen on welcoming you,” Lady
Duxbury said with an insistence that fed the parts of
Rose that were starved for acceptance. “We’re glad to
have you.”

BUSIBUJIACS HAATO BAXKKOK i He3pyuyHow. Bona TtHXO,
CaMO3HEBAXIIMBO 3acMmisuiacs, Xod4, I[I€BHO, Ie Oyio
HEeIOpeyHo. — Mo€ aMepHKaHChKE MOXOKEHHS 3MYCHIIO
MEHe MmouyBaTucs B AHIIIIT 4yo10. Sl HaATO CMiTMBa, HAJTO
r'y4Ha, HaJITO 0X04Ya BHCIIOBIIIOBATH BIACHY IYMKY.

[lo#ino cioBa 3ipBanucs 3 ii BycT, Poy3 ycBimomuia, 1o
MOBTOpPUJIA TOYHICIHBKO Ti caMi JJOKOPH, sSIKi TaK 4acTo 4yIa
Bix Teomopa.

Ixmiif coro3 He 3aBkaM OyB TAKMM PO3JIAJHAHAM, TaKUM
37IaMaHuM.

He Toni, ko BiH OyB juie 6paToM rpada, KoM JyMKa mpo
Te, 10 BIH ycmajkye rpadChbKuil TUTYIN, 3/1aBajacs Maibke
HEMOXXJIMBOIO — aJ[Ke Opar OyB BCHOTO Ha PIiK CTApIIHN 32
HBOTO I MaB MillHE 3/10pOB’s. AJe 1e OyJo e 10 TOro, siK
nereHi rpada orpyina pakoBa XBOpoOa, A0 HEBOJIAraHHOI
MIEPCIIEKTUBH TOTO, 110 Poy3 cTane aHrmilcbkoro rpaduHero.

Tenmep yce, mo pobuno Tii amepukaHkow, Oyio
HENPUMHIATHUM B oyax Ii mBarpa. A 3rogoM — 1 B oyax
Teomopa. Bona wmycuna Oyrtu Oe3noranHoro. binbin
CTPHUMAaHOI0. BUIbIII CX0XKO0I0 Ha aHTJIHKY.

binbi cxoxoro Ha micic Kiapk.

I 30BciM He cx0KO010 Ha camy ceoe.

Bupasu 0011y xiHOK micist 313HaHHs Poy3 BusiBuincs 30BciM
HE TUMH, XOJIOTHUMH OaliTy)KFMH, Ha sIKi BOHA YeKkasia. Boan
Oynu M’SIKUMH, CHIOBHEHUMH CIIIBUYTTS, ¥ B1JI LIbOTO 11 CyM 3a
JPY>KOO0FO JIUIIE 3arOCTPUBCS, CTaB Maii’ke HECTEPITHUM.

— Mu mmpo paji npuiHATH Bac, — 3 TEIUIOTOIO CKazaja Jieal
JakcOepi, 1 111 cIoBa )KUBWIIH Ti YaCTHHHU Poy3, 1110 Tak 10Bro
noTepraiy BiJ Opaky NpUHHATTS. — MH paji, 1110 BU 3 HAMH.
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Rose took a delicate bite of the bread, reveling in the
sweetness of the strawberry jam, and hoped Lady
Duxbury was being genuine. Not only in her welcome,
but in her wish that they might all become true friends.

Chapter Three

Lady Lavinia Cavendish
Lady Lavinia Cavendish had spent the week dreading
this afternoon tea at Lady Duxbury’s. Her fingers
wandered over the embroidery along the sleeve of her
day dress, the neat stitches forming small, bell-shaped
flowers that reminded her poignantly of belladonna,
the flower of silence.
She’d worn that dress on purpose, to remind herself to
remain quiet, to hold her secret close to her heart. To
keep her family from shame.
Lavinia had begged her mother to go in her stead.
After all, the invitation had been for her, not Lavinia.
But Mama insisted whatever freedoms might be found
in Lady Duxbury’s drawing room would do more
good for Lavinia than herself. And now Lavinia was
here and utterly miserable.
At least the scones were delicious, crisp on the outside
and buttery soft on the inside.
But then Mrs. Wharton had spoken up, her statement
about being lonely blunt with unabashed truth. The
honesty was refreshing.
How Lavinia envied Mrs. Wharton that freedom.
Lavinia wanted to say as much, to confess how she
hated the oppression she had been strapped into. How
the more she resisted the bindings, the tighter they
were tugged. How the fit of obligation had been too
constricting for the whole of her life. How desperately

Poy3 o0epexHO BiJIKyCHJIa IIMATOYOK xJ110a,
HACOJIOKYIOUUCH COJIOJIKICTIO TOJYHUYHOTO JUKeMy, W
cnofiBanacs, 1o Jyesai Jlakcoepi Oyna mupor — He JIUIIE Y
CBOEMY TIPHUIOMI, a i y OaxkaHHi, 1100 BOHH BC1 CIIPaBJIi CTAIN
MOJIPyTaMHu.

Po3ain 3
Jleni JlaBinia Kasenagim
Jlemi JlaBimis KaBenmimr mipoBena MiMMH  THUXICHB,
3IPUTAIOYUCh BiA caMOi JOYMKH TIPO  ChOTOAHIIIHIN

nicas06ianii yait y neni Jaxcbepi. Ii mameui 6myxamu mo
BUIIMBIII Ha pyKaBi JEHHOI CYKHI — piBHI, OXailH1 CcTiOKU
CKJIAJAINCs B MAJIEHBKI I3BOHUKONOAIOH] KBITH, 10 OOJIICHO
HarajyBaiH il 6e1al0Hy, KBITKY MOBYaHHS.

Bona Basiria 1o CyKkHIO HaBMHUCHE — SIK HarajayBaHHS c00i
OyTH TUXOIO, TPUMATH CBOI TAEMHHIIO TIMOOKO Y IYIIi.
B6epertu poauny Bij raHbO0u.

JlaBinis Onarama wmartip WITH 3aMmicTh Hei. 3pemroro,
3ampoireHHss Oyno anpecoBane i, a He JlaBimii. Ta mama
Hamossra: 0yap-sAKi CBOOOIH, SIKi MOYKHA 3HAWTH Y BiTaJIbHI
nemi JlakcOepi, mpuHecyTh JlaBiHii OuIbIIe KOPUCTI, HIK 11
camiii. I ocp Tenep JlaBiHig Oyna TyT — 1 modyBanacs reTh
HEIIACHOIO.

[IpunaiimMHi ckOHM OynU HANPOYyJ CMayHi: XpyMKi 30BHI i
MAacCJISIHUCTO-M SIK1 BCEPEIUHI.

Ta morim 3aroBopuna Micic Bopron — 1 ii cioBa mpo
CaMOTHICTh TIPO3BYYAIH PI3KO, 3 0€3COPOMHOIO mupicTio. L5
BIJIBEPTICTH OyJa MOB KOBTOK CBIKOTO MOBITPS.

Sk ke JlaBiHisg 3a31puita Takiit cBo601 micic BopToH.
JlaBiHii KOpPTIJO CKa3aTH T€ caMe — 3i3HaTHCA, SK BOHA
HEHABUJIUTH IPMO, Y AK€ II BOPAMIM; K LI0pa3, KOJIU BOHA
Hamarayiacsi po3ipBaty IyTa, Ti JMIIE CTUCKAIUCS 1IE TyXKYe;
K TSITap IPUIKUCAHOTO 00O0B’SI3KY AYLIUB ii BIPOJIOBK YCHOTO
KHUTTA. SIK BiI4alIylIHO BOHA MparHysia BUPBATUCS 3 LUX

26



she longed to burst from the confines, to shred them in
an explosion of vitality and soar out into the world.
Before her father took away the books he deemed too
emotionally taxing for her to enjoy, she had read the
Greek tale of Icarus, of how he’d been given wax
wings and flown too high despite countless warnings.
Unable to resist the lure of the brilliant, golden sun,
his wings had melted, and he’d plunged to his death.
The story was supposed to present a warning against
recklessness and encourage obedience.

To Lavinia, the story was cruel. To be offered such
exquisite freedom, and then restricted with limitations.
She had felt a kinship with Icarus, knowing she, too,
would want to soar wherever her heart led her. Even if
it meant being drawn to the sun.

Even if it meant plunging to her death.

The maid returned to refresh the teapot and placed the
old one beneath a pressed cloth to carry away. The
woman appeared to be at least five years younger than
Lavinia’s nineteen, the maid’s youth as much of a
strange choice as the brutish-looking butler was for his
role.

And just as curious was the cat they weren’t supposed
to look at.

Lavinia glanced at Otis, who watched her with a
confident stare. Quickly, she darted her gaze away,
lest the little cat be made uncomfortable. She knew too
well the burden of being constantly observed.

Mrs. Clarke took a sip of tea and set the cup delicately
in its saucer. “I find your boldness rather enviable,
Mrs. Wharton, if I’'m entirely honest. Saying what is
on your mind must be refreshing.”

MEX, PO3IpBaTH iX y BHOYXY JKUTTEBOI CHJIM M TOJIETITH Ha
3yCTpid CBITY.

e no Toro, sik 6aThKO 3a0paB y HE1 KHUTH, K1 BBa)KaB HAJTO
EMOIIIfHO BUCHAXIMBUMHU IS HEi, BOHA MpOYHUTAla
rpeubkuii Mi¢ npo Ikapa — mpo Te, K HOMY J1ajau BOCKOBI
KpWwia 1 BiH 3J€TiB HAJATO BHUCOKO, MONPH HE3NIIYCHHI
3acTepexxeHHs. He 3105aBM Criokycu CIilydoro 30J0TOro
COHIISl, HOTO KpHJjIa PO3IIABHIINCS, 1 BiH 3aruHyB. Ll icTopis
MaJjla CJIyTyBaTHU MEPEeCcTOPOrol MPOTH HEPO3CYUIMBOCTI U
320X04YyBAaTH JI0 TIOKOPH.

s JlaBiuii us ictopis Oyna kopcrtokoro. JlapyBatu Taky
BUNIYKaHy CBOOOXy — 1 BomHoyac OOMexyBaTH i
3acTepexeHHsAMU. BoHa BiquyBana cropiiHeHICTh 3 Ikapom,
00 1 cama mparHyna O 3JeTITH Tyau, KyAW KJIH4Ye ceple.
HagiTh sK1110 11e 03HaYano 0 TATHYTHCS 10 COHIIS.

HagiThb sKIII0 11€ BET0 O 10 HOMHHYYO1 CMEPTI.

CayxHULS OBEpHYJNacs, 11100 OCBDKUTH YalHUK, a cTapuil
MOCTaBWJIA HA i7I€aTbHO BUIIPACYBaHy CEPBETKY, 100 3a0patu
foro. XiHka BuUIIsIana IIOHalMEHIIE Ha II'STh POKIB
MOJIOZILLIOI0 3a JI€B’ATHAAUATHpIuHY JlaBiHIIO — Takuii
caMui TUBHMM BHOIp Ui CIyXHMII, K 1 rpyOyBaTHil Ha
BUTJISIT IBOPELIBKHM JJISI CBOET TOCAIH.

He menm nuBHuM OyB 1 KiT, Ha SKOTO iM HE HE BapTo OyIo
JTABUTHUCS.

JlaBiHisg nepesena noruisig Ha OTica, sKMH MUIBHO AUBUBCA Ha
Hei. Bona xyTko BigBena odvi, abW HE CIIPUYUHUTH MaJIOMY
KOTOBI He3pyuHocTi. Haaro noGpe iit Oyna 3Haiioma HoIa
MOCTIHHOTO CIIOCTEPEKECHHSI.

Micic Knapk 3po6uia KOBTOK 4ar0 i 00epeXHO MOCTaBUIIA
Yamky Ha OJroie. — MyIiy cka3aTu, Balia CMiJTUBICTh MEHI
HaBiTh TPOXH 3a3/picHa, Micic BopToH, — mpomoBuia BOHa
4yecHO. — BiaBepTro roBoputu Te, 1O AyMaeml, MalyTh,
OCBIXKAE.
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Mrs. Wharton blinked in surprise. “I don’t know that
my outlandish tendencies could ever be deemed
enviable.”

Lavinia should say something. Her heart galloped like
a loose stallion, and she licked her dry lips before
speaking. “They are.”

Her words were too soft, likely drowned beneath even
the quiet, rhythmic tick of the longcase clock. But they
all looked toward her.

“Enviable, I mean.” The words were thick in her
throat. She brushed an embroidered purple bloom with
her fingertip, wishing she’d just stayed quiet.

“It’s so kind of you to say.” Mrs. Wharton stirred her
tea, not noticing as the spoon clinked against the china.
“I think I’m often the butt of people’s jokes. Circles of
acquaintances tend to go quiet upon my entrance far
too often to be coincidental. Now that I’ve said as
much aloud, it sounds rather pathetic, but it’s the truth.
And is that not why you’ve brought us together, Lady
Duxbury? So we might speak earnestly and share our
lives as well as what we read?”

She paused and looked to Lady Duxbury, who nodded
with encouragement. “Absolutely.

Thank you for your candor, Mrs. Wharton.”

“The genuine welcome here in your home is the first
I’ve had since my arrival in England over two years
ago.” A relaxed smile graced Mrs. Wharton’s lovely
face, a quintessential beauty by American standards
with her dark hair and large, dark eyes, her skin like
porcelain.

Micic BopTon 3muBoBaHo MoprHyna. — He BneBHeHa, 110
MOi JAMBaKyBaTi HaXWiM KOJU-HEOYIb MOXKHA BBaXKaTu
MpeIMETOM 3a3POILiB.

JlaBinis Mycuna miock ckazatu. Cepre 11 Ckakamo, MOB
po30ypxaHuil KiHb, BOHAa 00JIM3ajia CyXi I'yOu mepes TUM, SK
IpOMOBUTH: — BoOHH €.

CnoBa Oynmu HanTo TUXi, 1, MaOyTh, 3aryomnucs O HaBIiTh
cepell THXOro, PIBHOTO IIOKAHHS CTAPOBHHHOTO ITiJJIOTOBOTO
roguHHuKa. Ta Bci 006epHymHcs 10 Hei.

— Mar Ha yBa3i, Mo 3a3/piCHI, — J0Jaja BOHA, BaXKO
MPOLITOBXYIOUM ClIoBa Kpi3b ropino. Ilampuem nens
TOPKHYJAacs BHIIUTOI  (pioJIeTOBOI  KBITKH, Oa)karouw,
MPOCTO MOBYATH.

— Ile Tak Mumio 3 Bamoro OOKy, micic Bopton
MoMilllyBajia 4ail, He MOMIYalO4M, SK JIOXKKa J3BeHLIa 00
nopuensHy. — Jlymaro, s 3aHaATO 4acTo CTar0 00’ €KTOM
xapriB. Komu s 3axomky, Kojla 3HAHOMHUX HAJITO YacTo
3aMOBKaIOTh, MO0 1€ Oyino BUMAgKoBicTIO. Temep, Komu s
BHMOBMJIA 11€ BrOJIOC, 3BYUHUTh 1I€ JOCUTh KAIIOT1IHO, aJle 1ie
npasfa. [ xiba He /1t IbOTO BU Hac 310panu, el Jakcoepi?
[lo6 MM MOIVIM TOBOPUTH BIABEPTO 1 IIIMTUCST CBOIM
KHUTTSM, & TAKOK THM, 1110 YATAEMO?

Bona 3pobuna may3y i1 nornsHyna Ha seni JlakcOepi, sika
KHBHYJIA Ha 3HAK I1ATPHUMKH.

— AbGcomoTHO. J[gKyI0 BaM 3a BiJIBEpTICTh, Micic BopToH.
— CrpaBxHiil pUiioM y BaliomMy J0Mi — NEPIINN, SIKUH s
BiJIBiJlafia B 4yacy CBOTO HpuOyTTA 10 AHIIIi MOHAJ JBa
POKH TOMY.

Ha o6nuyui micic BopToH 3’siBuacst po3ciabiieHa ycMillKa,
ii pucu Oynu BHIDYKAHO TapHI 3a AaMEpPUKAHCHKUMHU
CTaHJapTaMH: TEMHE BOJIOCCS, BEIHMKI TEMHI 04, MIKipa, MOB
TOpIIeIIsTHA.
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“After we’ve finished our tea, I’ll show you the library
as I’d like everyone to be afforded sufficient time for
their literary selections.” Lady Duxbury lifted a pink
frosted petit four from her plate. “In the meantime,
would anyone care to share the authors you hope to
read?”

Rose readily answered with a gush of praise for
several American authors, Louisa May Alcott, Edgar
Allan Poe and Mark Twain—ones Lavinia had not yet
had the opportunity to read. But then, she’d only just
begun to delve into novels before her father deprived
her of the family’s books, claiming her moods tangled
too deeply with those of the characters. That the
passion of her feelings might push her to the brink of
madness.

Bur Lavinia had felt those characters in her soul, a link
without shame or reticence, where nothing was held
back.

Then the books disappeared—first from her room,
then from the entire house. The loss had been
impactful, cut from her life like a limb, like the very
beating heart from her chest.

She yearned for the fictional stories that wound around
her being, adroitly playing at her emotions as if they
were the chords of a precious instrument. Be they
poetry or epic tales, American authors or English,
male or female, she was desperate for them all.

When Lavinia returned from Lady Duxbury’s tea that
afternoon, she had a copy of Jane Eyre tucked neatly
in the large reticule her mother had insisted she bring.
Not just any copy of Jane Eyre. The copy of Jane Eyre,
the very one that had been her undoing. How had it
fallen into Lady Duxbury’s possession?

— Ilicas Toro, K MM 3aKiHUUMO 4Yai, S TOKaXy BaMm
610mioTeky, 60 xortina 0, MO0 KOXKHA Maja JOCTaTHbO Yacy
Ha BUOIp JiTeparypu, — ckaszaiua jiei Jlakcoepi, migiiimaroun
3 TApIJIKU POKEBE TICTEUKO «ITi-Ppyp». — A MOKH IO, YU HE

XOTUIH 0 BH MOUTATHCS aBTOPAMH, TBOpH
SIKUX XOTUIM MPOYUTATH?
Poy3 oxode mominmiacs KiTbKOMa —aMEPHUKAaHCHKHMHU

aBTopamu — Jlyizoro Meii Onkort, Earapom Anmnanowm Ilo ta
Mapkom TBeHoM — TBOpH siKuX JlaBiHis IIe HE Majia 3MOTH
MpoYnTaTU. AJie BOHA TUIBKM TMOYHHAJIA 3aHYPIOBATHCS B
poMaHHu, Tepil HiXK 0aTbKo 1M030aBUB ii CIMEHHUX KHIIKOK,
CTBEPJIKYIOUH, IO ii HACTPii 3aHAATO TICHO MEPEILTITAETHCS
3 HacTposiMH nepcoHaxiB. [1{o mpucTpacHi MOYyTTS MOXKYTh
IITOBXHYTH 11 HA MEXY 0O0KEBIILIS.

JlaBiHis Bim4yBasia IUX NEPCOHAXKIB Y TIMOWHI CBOET Ay, y
0e3COPOMHOMY Ta BUIBHOMY 3B’S3Ky, J€ HIYOro He
CTPUMYBAJIO 1.

A TOTIM KHIKKH 3HUKJIM — CIiepIy 3 ii KiMHaTH, a 3r0JIoM
i3 ycboro noMy. IxHs BTpara Gysa HUIIIBHOKO, BUPBaHA 3 il
KUTTs, HEMOB KiHIIIBKa, HEMOB came ceplle, 1o O'€ThCs y
TPyIsX.

Bona nmparnyna BUTragaHux iCTOpid, 110 oropTanu ii OyTTs,
BIIPABHO TParoyM ii eMOI[IsIMH, MOB Ha CTPyHaX KOLITOBHOI'O
iHCTpyMeHTa. bynp To 1moe3is uM  emiuHi  OMOBijl,
aMEepUKaHCbK1 UM aHTJIIChKI aBTOPH, YOJIOBIKU UM KIHKU —
BOHA ’aJaJa iX ycix.

Komu toro nus JlaBinist moBepHynacs 3 yato y aeai lakcoepi,
y BEJMKIM PUIMKIONI, SIKY HaMoJEerJIMBO BUMarajia HOCUTH ii
MaTH, aKypaTHO XoBaBcsi npumipHuk “Jlxeitn Eiip”. | He
npocto Oyab-akuii npumipHuk. Came TOW NPUMIPHUK
“Jl>xeitn Elip”, mo cBoro yacy 3pyiHyBaB ii crnokiil. Sk BiH
noTpanus 70 pyk Jeai Jakcoepi?
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Lavinia wished to be alone with the book, to stroke its
familiar back, now scorched from that horrible
incident, to reclaim the stories that had been taken
away.

Lavinia’s brother and father entered the foyer,
preparing to depart just as she returned. Papa’s top hat
rested on the crown of his head while Robert’s was
tilted at a rakish angle.

“Im sorry to miss you, Livi.” Papa smiled at his
childhood name for her. “Did you have a pleasant
afternoon with Lady Duxbury?”

Lavinia nodded.

He lowered his gaze in a look bordering on
chastisement. “’You behaved yourself, didn’t you?”
She nodded again, eager to please him. Always so
eager to please her father.

He beamed at her, loving her best when she was
compliant. How she craved those expressions, ached
for the assurance of his love. The more he doled his
affection out like a reward, the more she yearned to
receive more. To be the girl he wanted her to be. Only
she wasn’t quiet and demure. The appearance of being
so was merely a shell slipped over her real self,
masking what lay vibrant and explosive within.

But he knew how deeply she could feel. And he
despised her for it.

“I heard Lady Duxbury killed her husbands.” Robert
lifted his heavy brows.

Her brother always did try to incense her, especially
after his spectacular success the year prior.

She ought to remain silent. Robert’s bait held a sharp
hook. Except that the urge to protect Lady Duxbury

JlaBiHisS mparHyjga 3aJUIIMTHCS HAOJIWHIN 3 KHHUTOIO,
MOTJIAUTH 11 3HAHOMUI MEeperuniT, Tenep oOnaneHuil micis
TOTO >KaxJIMBOTO IHIMJCHTY, TOBEPHYTHU COO1 icTOpii, sIKi B
Hel BiaiOpam.

VY ¢oiie BBilinuM ii OpaT 1 6aThbKO, TOTYIOUHCHh BUPYIIUTH
came Tojii, Koy BoHa noBepHynacs. Huninap [Nana ineansHo
CHUJIIB Ha MOT0 ToJIOBI, a Kanentox Pobepra OyB HaxuiIeHUH B
OiK.

— Ilxonma, mo He Moxy Oyrtu 3 Ttob6oro, JliBi. Ilama
YCMIXHYBCSI, BHMOBIISIIOUM 11 gursde im’s. — Tobi
croo0anocs MpoBecTH AcHb 3 jeai Jlakcoepi?

JlaBiHis KUBHYIIA.

Bin onyctuB norsia, Maiixke JOKOPSIOUH:

— Tu no6pe noBouIIacs, mpapaa’?

Bona 3HOBY KMBHyINa, MparHydd JOTOJIUTH HOMY. 3aBKIu
MparHysia J0roAUTH OaTHKOBI.

VYewmimka 3acsisiia Ha Horo o6nuyyi. HaiiGinbie BiH 1100uB
ii, xomu BoHa Oyna TMOKipHOW. SIK K€ BOHA jKajaja LUX
IposiBiB J1t000BI1, 60sicHO MOoTpedyBasa BIIEBHEHOCTI B HOTO
nouyTTsix. YuM Olibllle BIH po3JaBaB CBOIO JIACKy, Haue
Haropojy, TUM CHJIbHILIE il XoTijocs oTpuMmatu me. Cratu
Ti€I0 AIBYMHOIO, SIKOIO BIH XOTIB 11 Oauutu. Jluiie BoHa He
Oyla TUXOI0 1 MOKIPHOI. 3O0BHIIIHICTH TAaKOi — JIKIIE
00OJIOHKA,  HATSATHYTAa  MOBEPX  CIPABXKHBOTO  «sI»,
MIPUXOBYIOUH T€, 1110 JKUJIO BCEPEIUHI SICKpaBo i BUOYXOBO.
Ane BIH n00pe 3HaB, HACKUIbKM IJIMOOKO BOHA MOIJIA
BimuyBatu. | came 3a 11 BiH 11 3HEBaXKaB.

— S uyB, neni JlakcOGepi BOmIa CBOIX YOJIOBIKIB, — ITi/IHSB
Baxxki OpoBu PolGepr.

[i Gpar 3apxnu mparuys i po3apaTyBaTH, OCOOIHMBO IicIs
CBOT'0 OJIMCKYYOI0 yCIiXy MUHYJIOTO POKY.

JlaBinis mana moBuaTH. [Ipumanka Pobepra xoBasna roctpuit
rauok. Ta OaxanHs 3axuctutu neai [lakcOepi mpopBanocs
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surged through Lavinia, a need to shield the countess
who had brought together women who had no one to
help them, noble in her efforts to offer learning and
friendship.

“It’s all gossip.” Lavinia’s voice carried an edge, one
perfect for slicing the conversation off at the head.
“Gossip usually holds truth in my experience.” There
was a perpetual ruddiness to Robert’s cheeks that
burned brighter when his hackles were up. A match
ready to burst into flame.

Lavinia’s contradiction was always enough to strike a
spark with him.

“Yes, I’ve heard,” she added coolly. Despite his own
lofty arrogance, he was not above inspiring the
gossips. The women he’d debauched, the gambling
halls that emptied his pockets, the poor boy he’d
beaten over a miscommunication.

“Enough now, Livi,” Papa scolded. He nudged Robert
with his elbow, offering a cordial chuckle, as though
the rumor was indeed good sport they could share a
laugh over.

Lavinia looked at the floor rather than witness her
brother’s smug expression. Heat seared her cheeks,
blazing at the unfairness of how a son was treated
versus a daughter.

“We’re off to White’s,” Papa announced. “Now that
my boy can officially join me there.” She looked up in
time to see him gaze at Robert with glowing pride.

“It must be a joy as well as a wonder.” Lavinia
plastered a bland smile on her face, knowing the flight

Kpi3b HEl — moTpeda 3aXUCTUTH Ty TpaduHIo, sika 00’ eqHaAIa
KIHOK, fKI HE Mald MIATPUMKH, LUIAXETHOK Yy CBOiX
3YCHJUISX TIOAapyBaTH M 3HaHHS Ta JAPYKOY.

— Jlume mmitkn, — npomoBmia JlaBiHig, 1i romoc OyB
JOCTaTHBO Pi3KUM, 11100 TIepepBaTH OyIb-5IKYy CyIEepeUKy.

— Ha wmoemy 1ocCBimi, IUTITKA 3a3BUYail IpaBIuBi,
Biznosis PoGept. Moro 1moku 3asxmu 6yi1i pym’sHi, a Ko
BiH pO3ApAaTOBAaHUM, BOHH CTAalOTh 1€ SCKPaBIIIMMH.
CripaBixHill CIpHHK, TOTOBHUH CITaJIAXHYTH TTOJIYM SIM.
[Ipotupiuus JlaBinii 3aBxkau 0yn0 AOCTaTHIM, 1100 3aMainuTu
B HBOMY iCKpY.

— Tak, s uyna, — moxana BoHa XojoaHO. Hespakaroun Ha
BJIACHY ITUXY, BiH HE rpe0yBaB PO3MATIOBATH IUTITKU. JKIHKH,
SKUX BiH po30elyBaB, irpoBi 3aJid, 110 CHOPOKHIOBAIIU HOTO
KWIIeHi, OIlMHMWIA XJIOmlelb, SKOro BiH TOOMB depe3

HETIOPO3YMIHHS — yC€ II€ MOIJIO CTaTd IPHBOJIOM JIJIS
CITyXiB.
— Jlocuts, JliBi, — cyBopo mpomoBuB Ilama. Bin nerko

miamToBXHYB Pobepra jikTeM 1 3akanuisiBes B APYKHBOMY
CMiXy, HIOM 4yTKa cripaBai Oyna 100puM KapToM, HaJl SKUM
MO>KHa Pa3oM MOCMISITUCS.

JlaBiHis omycTuiIa MOTJIAA Ha MiAJIOry, abM He crocTepiraTtu
3a CaMOBJIOBOJIEHOIO ycMilIKowo Oparta. JKap mnekydo
oOnasoBas ii IIOKH, CUJIBHO BiIYyBalOYM HECIIPABEUINBICTh
TOTO, SIK CHHA CTaBIISITh BHIIE 32 JOUKY.

— Mu npsimyemo 10 “White’s”, — orosiocus [lana, — Tenep
Mii XJIOTIEI[b MOKe O(MIMIHO BiJBIAYBaTH HOTO 31 MHOIO.
Bona mizBena mornsg came BYacHO, 100 M00auuTH, 3 KOO
TOpAICTIO BiH IMBUTHCA Ha Pobepra.

— Ile, mabyTh, 1 pamicTh, 1 AMBO BOAHOYAC, — MOBHJIA
JlaBiHis, HATATHYBIIM Ha O0JIMYY1 MIISIBY YCMINIKY, TI€BHA, 1O

31



of her cynical words had nowhere to land on Robert’s
hubris.

For truly, it was a wonder that White’s accepted him
at all. The elite gentlemen’s club was notorious for
blackballing applicants for the slightest infraction.
Gaining Robert entry into the club must have cost
Papa a fortune.

Papa tipped his hat at Lavinia and headed out the door
with her brother, just as a crack of lightning streaked
across the darkening sky.

Once in her room, Lavinia settled by the rain-spattered
window and withdrew the copy of Jane Eyre from her
reticule. A brown burn streaked the bottom, marring
the green back and singeing some of the pages. The
odor of smoke still clung to the text, recalling that
night in the library a year ago.

She’d been reading peacefully when Robert entered,
his words slurred, his ire roused. He’d been looking
for a fight and knew the right words to elicit one.
Already, Papa had expressed his qualms with
Lavinia’s reading and how it might put off suitors.
Already, he’d threatened to keep her from her books.
Lavinia’s dear younger sister, Delilah, had secretly
promised to share her books should that happen.
Delilah always worked so hard to keep the peace in
their home, to ensure everyone was happy, an
endeavor that was becoming more and more difficult.
Recently Papa’s anger had been stoked by Lavinia’s
refusal of the one offer of marriage she’d had. Mr.
Brightly was only several years older than her, but his
countenance reminded her of Heathcliff from
Wuthering Heights and she refused the proposal

i UuHIYHI CJOBa HE
camoB0OBoJIeHOCTI PoGepTa.
bo nacnpaBni muBom Oyno Bxke Te, mo “White’s” B3araii
npuiiHaB Horo. Lledl emiTHMH PKEHTIBMEHCHKHHA KITyO
CJIABUTHCSI TUM, 1110 MOKE BUTHATH KaH/MIATIB 3a HallMEeHITy
npoBuHy. BnamrtyBatn PoOepToBi 4WI€HCTBO TaM, IEBHO,
komTyBao Ilamna misne 6ararcTso.

[Mama 37merka TOpPKHYBCS KallelroXa Ha 3HAK IPOIIAHHS 3
JlaBiHi€ro ¥ pa3oM i3 OpaToM pyIIUB IO BUXOJy — CaMe B Ty
MUTb, KOJIM YOpHE HE0O pO3iTHY A OJIMCKaBKa.

OnuHuBLIMCh y CcBOiM KiMHaTi, JIaBiHisg BMocThiacs O
BiKHa, 3a0pH3KaHOTO JOIIeM, 1 JicTana 3 PUIUKIONS
npumMipHuK «/xeitH Eiip». Y310BxK HIXKHBOTO Kpato TATIIACS
Oypo-KOpHYHEBa CMyra OIliKy, IO CIIOTBOPHJIA 3€JICHY
OOKIIaANHKY ¥ oOnanuia Kiibka cropinok. Kaura it moci mana
3amax quMmy. L{e Oyiio HaragyBaHHSM PO Ty Hi4 B O610ioTeri
piK TOMY.

Bomna criokiiiHo unTasna, KoJau 10 KiMHaTH BBiiIOB PoOept —
13 3aIUTITAlOYUM S3MKOM 1 PO3MAJIEHOIO JIOTTIO. BiH mykaB
CBapKu i 1o0pe 3HaB, AIKUMHU CJIOBaMH ii cipoBokyBatu. [lana
BXKE BHCJIOBIIIOBAB CBO€ HEBJOBOJICHHS 4uTaHHAM JlaBiHH,
3acTepirarouu, 10 BOHO MOXKE BIJUJITKATH JKEHUXIB. YK€
MOTPOXKYBAB Bi1IOpAaTH B HET KHMXKKH.

Toni 11 mo6a mosoma cectpa Jlenaitia HUIIKOM TTO0OIIIsIIa
JIITATHCS 3 HEIO CBOIMH, SKIIO 10 IbOro Aikime. Jlemaiina
3aBXK]JM Tak cTapaiacs 30epiratu Mup y aoMmi, 10aTu, abu Bcl
Oynu 3a710BOJIEH], aje e CTaBalo JeAali BaKUUM.

3QIMIIATh  aHl  CIiay  Ha

Octannim yacom mioTh [lama migirpiBana BiamMosa JlaBiHii Bif
enrHOi mpomno3uiii 1m0y, SKy BoHa oTpuMaia. Mictep
Bpaiitni OyB nuiie Ha KilbKa pOKIB CTapIuii 3a Hei, mpoTe
ioro oOmuuus Haragysano i Titkmida 3 «bypemHoro
nepeBaty», 1 BOHA BIIXHJIWIA HOTO MPOMO3HUIIII0 — MOIpPH
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despite Papa’s approval. Robert found her reasoning
hilariously preposterous and took to teasing her
mercilessly about it that night.

She’d swallowed her rage at Robert’s pecking,
continuing to ignore him. Finally, he grew bored with
her lack of response and threw her book into the fire.

He’d been in his cups and his aim was off, thank
heavens. The book landed close to the flames,
scorching rather than burning. Once she’d safely
retrieved it, he’d struck her, open-palmed against her
cheek.

“You’re mad.” He spit into the flames, sending up a
menacing hiss.

“You’re mad like her.”

She’d punched him then. Square in the nose.

Her satisfaction had been short-lived and her
punishment swift. All invitations previously accepted
to balls were canceled, which she hadn’t minded. And
all her books had been taken away. Which she had
minded very much.

As she recalled that horrible night, she absently
caressed the damaged cover. How fitting that the book
of her downfall now be the onset of her rebellion; like
the phoenix, rising from the ashes anew.

But how had Lady Duxbury obtained this copy?

A soft rap sounded on her door several moments later,
and Lavinia’s mother entered. “How was the tea?”

Lavinia sighed and pressed her brow against the cool
windowpane.

OaTbKkOBEe CXBaJIeHHS. PoOepToBi 1i MOSCHEHHS 31aucs
CMIXOBHHHO O€3TIIy3IMMH, 1 TOTO K BE4Opa BiH OE3KaIbHO
B3SIBCS 11 IPAKHUTH.

JlaBiHiZ ~ TPOKOBTHYJA  THIB,  CHPUYMHEHHH  Horo
JOLIKYJIbHUMU BHIIaJlaMU, ¥ YHepTo NpOAOBXKyBajlia HOTo
irHOpyBaTu. 3pemTol0, BTOMHMBIIUCH Bif 11 MOBYa3HOI
0ail1y»oCTi, BiH TOKOYpHB 11 KHH)KKY Y BOTOHBb.

Bin OyB mo0Opsiue HamiamuTKy, i, JIKyBatu Hebecam, pyka
ioro cxubuna. KHmkka Bmama mopyd i3 HOIyMm siM —
obByrmwacs, ane He 3ropina. IlloiiHo JlaBimis BcTHTIA
0e31evHO BUXOIMUTH i, BIH yIapHB il — PO3KPUTOIO TOJOHEIO
10 HIOIT.

— Twu 60xkeBinbHA. — BiH CIUTIOHYB y BOTOHB, 1 TOM Bi/NOBIB
3arpo3JIMBUM IIHMITIHHSIM. — B0OXeBUIbHA, 5K 1 BOHA.

Bona Bnapuiia #oro tozi. [Ipsimo mo Hoci.

3a710BOJIEHHS] TPUBAJIO HEJIOBro, a IOKAapaHHs HacTaBajlo
MUTTEBO. Bci panime nmpuitHsTI 3ampomieHHs Ha Oanmu Oymu
CKacoBaH1 — 110 11 He TypOyBano. A BcCi i1 KHUTH BiJliOpay.
I me 1i myxe 3acMyTHIIO.

3rajyrouu Ty ’KaxJIMBY H14, BOHa HEYCBIJOMJIEHO MOTJIa1IIa
MOIIKO/KEHY OOKJIQAMHKY. SIK )K€ BIy4HO: MaJiHHS KHUTH
CTaJl0 TOYAaTKOM TIOBCTAaHHS; MOB (DEHIKC, IO 3HOBY
31HMA€ETHCS 3 MOMeNYy.

Ta six ke 1151 Kormist onuHumacs y Jleai Jlakcoepi?

UYepe3 KiIbKa XBUJIMH TUXMH CTYKIT MpOJyHaB y ABepi, 1
3aiinuta Martu JlaBiHii.

— Sk npoiuio yaroBaHHA? — 3anuTana

JlaBiHig BUAMXHYJA 1 MPUTYIWIA YOJIO A0 HPOXOJIOTHOTO
CKJIa BIKHA.
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“I was rather awkward, I’m afraid.” The raindrops
melded together outside and dripped down the glass.

“Did you not feel welcome?” The pillow along the
broad seat shifted as Mama joined her.

“How can I be when there is so much to conceal?” If
Lavinia had her brother’s ruddy complexion, she
would doubtless be a livid red. “My state of sanity, any
prospects for marriage, our good name, even Delilah’s
coming out in June. | put everything at risk every time
| enter Society, even for a simple tea. Even a secret
gathering.” Her emotions swelled, rolling over her like
a wave she was powerless to stop.

Precisely how it had been for Grandmother.

No, Lavinia wouldn’t think of her, or her unwanted
legacy. Especially not when her younger sister would
have her debut soon.

Delilah selflessly put aside her wants for everyone in
the family without complaint. Any misstep on
Lavinia’s part would damage Delilah’s prospects, ruin
her before she could even come out.

Of all the people in the world, Delilah did not deserve
such a fate.

“You will become more comfortable as you grow
acquainted with the other women.” Mama settled a
reassuring hand on Lavinia’s forearm.

Lavinia pulled away.

“What if 'm not? What if the madness grows worse?
What if I can’t control it any longer?”’

— botocs, s noBoauiacs AOCUTh He3rpabHO, — 313Hajacs
BOHA. 30BHI Kparuti JOITYy 3TUBAIKMCS BOEAUHO U CIIOB3AJIU TI0
CKITY.

— Tu He nmouyBanacs 6axaHoro rocreo? — lloaymka Ha
LIIMPOKOMY CHJIHHI 3JIerKa 3pyliuiacd, KOJIM J0 Hei
npueananacsa Mama.

— Sk MoxHa rmovyyBaTtH cebe, KOJIM CTIIbKH BChOTO Tpeda
npuxoByBatu? — Sk6u JlaBinis Mana OpaToBY pyM’sHICTb,
BoHa 0, 0e3 CyMHIBY, MalaxKoTiia 4YepBOHHUM. — Miii
pO3YMOBHI CTaH, OyAb-fKi TEPCIEKTUBH LU0y, HaIla
noOpa pemnyraiis, HaBiTh Buxia Jlenaiiinu B CBIT y YepBHI...
KoxkHOTO pa3y, Ko s 3HaXOKYCs B CYCIUIBCTBI, 51 CTaBITIO
BCE MiJ 3arpo3y — HaBiTh 3apajyd MPOCTOrO YarOBaHHS.
HagiTth 3apanu TaeMHOTO 3i6panHs. — li emonil HaXIMHEYH,
KOTSIYMCh XBUJIEIO, IKY BOHA HE MOIJIa CTPUMATH.

Came Tak Oyro # 13 6abycero.

Hi, JlaBinig He XOTia qymatu mpo Hel, aHl mpo ii HebaxaHy
cnammuny. OcobnuBo TOmi, Konmu ii Mojoama cectpa
He3abapoM TMOBUMHHA Oyna ae0ITyBaTH Yy CBITCBKOMY
TOBapHUCTBI.

Jenaiina 6e3KOpUCINBO BiAKIaIaNa BIAacHI Oa)kaHHS 3apaau
BCIX y pOJMHI, HE CKap:Kauuchk. bynp-axkuil npomax JlaBinii
Mir 6 3incyBatu MailOyTHe Jlemaiinu, 3pyiiHyBaTH ii 11e 70
TOTO, SIK BOHA BUHMJE B CBIT.

3 ycix mofei Ha cBiti Jlenaitna He 3acayroByBajia Ha TaKui
KIHEellb.

— Tu nmouyBaTuMericsi BieBHEHiIIE, KOJIN MMO3HAHOMMIICS 3
IHIIMMHU KIHKaMu, — MaMma nokiana pyKy Ha Hnepearniyuys
JlaBinii, 1100 3aCIOKOITH ii.

JlaBiHis BigcaxHyJacs.

— A gxmo HiI? — 3anuTana BOHA. — A KO O0XKEBLLIA
JUIIe MOCWINThCA? A sKUI0 g Oulbllle HE 3MOXKY HOro
CTPUMYBaTH?

34



Suddenly, the pressure building in Lavinia’s chest was
too much. The weight spread across her shoulders,
nearly crushing her.

A sob erupted from the depths of her very soul.
Mama’s arms were around her in an instant,
surrounding Lavinia with the familiar, warm
sandalwood fragrance of Hammam Bouquet.

“Be patient with yourself,” Mama’s voice soothed as
she released Lavinia and handed her a handkerchief.
Lavinia wiped her eyes as the ragged gasp of her
breaths calmed enough to regale her mother with
details of the afternoon.

Mama’s eyes sparkled as Lavinia spoke, lit with love.
They had the same green eyes, which Lavinia
cherished. But while Mama had thick, dark hair,
Lavinia’s tresses were fiery red, bestowed upon her by
an ancestor on her father’s side from the time of King
Henry VIII, when auburn hair had been en mode. Or
so her father told her. Lucky for the distant aunt, but
unfortunate for Lavinia, who had missed her fortuitous
time in history by over three centuries.

“Mrs. Wharton is the American woman you met last
year,” Lavinia went on. “And she says precisely what
she’s thinking. 1 know it should be shocking, but I
found it refreshing. And Mrs. Clarke has always
seemed so perfect, I’ve been afraid to speak to her, but
she’s really quite agreeable.

Lady Duxbury’s library is exquisite, and she seems
intent on us being friends, which I very much like.”
Even if allowing others to know Lavinia did rather
intimidate her.

“I’m pleased to hear it.”” Mama smiled.

Pantom THCK, 0 Hakomu4yBaBcs B rpyasx Jlamiuii, craB
HeCTepnHUM. Bara posmmnacs 1o Iuledax, Maike
PO3YaBIIIOKOYH 1.

3 mmbuH camoi Iymri BHpBaBCS IUIadb. Mama MHUTTEBO
o0iifHsTa 11, OTOPHYBIIM 3HAWOMHM TEILIUM apOMaToM

CaHJAJIIOBOTO  JIepeBa, SIKUM  BiJ3HA4Yamucs mappyMmu
“Hammam Bouquet”.
— bByap tepmisiua o cebe, — 3aCMOKIWIMBO MPOMOBHIIA

Mama, BiamycTuBIH JIaBiHit0 i MPOCTATHYBIIH il XyCTKY.
JlaBiHis BUTEpJa 04i, @ CIa3MU ii pBAHOTO IUXAHHS TPOXHU
BIYXJIM, TOX BOHA 3MOTja PO3MOBICTM Mami MOApoOwUIli
MiCII001THHOTO Yalo.

Oui Mamu Oynu HamoBHEHI Ji0OOB't0, Koau JlaBiHis
ropopwia. BoHun manm omHakoBi 3eieHi oui, ski JlaBiHis
0e3MexxHO IliHyBana. Ta skmo B Mamu Oylo rycre TemMHe
BOJIOCCS, TO JIOKOHM JIaBiHIl MalaXKOTiIM pyOUM BOTHEM,
CHaJIoOK BiA mpeaka 3 0aThbKOBOro OOKYy, IO >KMB 3a 4aciB
koponst ['enpixa VIII, komu pyae Bojoccs OyJio B MO.
[Ipunaiimai Tak kazaB iif Oatpko. [llacnuBo ans manekoi
TITKM, Ta HeBaango s JlaBiHii, sika MpomycTHiIa CBIA
IIACIMBHUH ICTOPUYHUM Yac OUIBII HIXK HA TPU CTOJITTSL.

— Micic Bopron — Ta amepukaHka, SIKy TH 3ycCTpiia
MUHYJIOTO POKY, — mnpoaoBxkuina JlaBinis. — [ BoHa
TOBOPUTH CaMe Te, o AyMae. MaOyTh, 11e Ma€ MIOKYBAaTH, aje
MeH1 31anoca kymenqHuM. A mani Knapk 3aBxau 31aBanacs
TaKOIO 1JIeaIbHOI0, 1110 s 00s1acsl 3 HEO 3aTOBOPUTH, ajle BOHA
Haclpas/i JOBOJII IPUEMHA.

bibmioreka Jlemi JlakcOepi uymoBa, 1 BOHa CIpaBl IMparHe,
o0 MU CTalu ApPY3sSMHU, IO MEHI TyKe MoI00aeThcs. —
Xoua AyMKa, 10 1HII1 3HatoTh JIaBiHito, TpoxXu 11 JisfKana.

— Papa e wytn, — ycMixHyacst Mmama.
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“I was even allowed to select a book to bring home.”
Lavinia turned Jane Eyre over to demonstrate the
scorch mark. “It’s ours.”

Mama’s brows knit together and her fingers ran over
the singed cover.

“Your father said he sold our books.” Her expression
softened. “But now I understand how Lady Duxbury
knew to reach out to me.”

She opened the inside flap, revealing where her
maiden name was written in a looping script at the
corner. “Lady Duxbury has always been kind to me.
She will be just as kind to you.”

Lavinia gazed at the faded ink, marveling over her
mother’s neat handwriting, which she hadn’t noticed
before. The conspiratorial look Lady Duxbury had
given Lavinia as she left now made sense as well.

“A fitting book,” the countess had said of the slightly
burned copy of Jane Eyre. “You may keep it if you
like.”

Lavinia had always wondered what happened to the
stores of books her father removed from their home, a
fortune in literature with embossed leather covers and
gilt designs. Now she knew what had become of them,
and how this particular one had made its way back to
Lavinia’s hands and heart.

“I ought to ask if you can join the tea, Mama. There
was another woman who was invited but did not
attend, so there would surely be accommodations for
you.”

But Mama was already shaking her head. “Let this be
something of your own, my darling girl. Without

— MeH1 HaBiTh J03BOJIMJIM BHOpATH KHIDKKY, SIKY MOKHA
B3sTH Joa0oMy, — JlaBinig nepeBepuyina “Jxeitn Eiip”, mo0
IOKa3aTH Ciij Big omikiB. — Ll Hama kHura.

BpoBu MaMu 3IMKHYJHUCS, a MANbLI TPOBEIU 110 OOBYTJICHIH
OOKJIaIWHIII.

— Tgili 0arTbko Ka3aB, MO MPOJAB Halli KHUTH, —

IPOMOBHWJIa BOHA, IOM SIKIIYIOYM BUpa3 o0mmyus. — Aue
tenep s po3ymito, sk Jlemi JlakcOepi 3Hama, 10 KOro
3BEPHYTHCSL.

Bona Biakpuiaa BHYTPIIIHIO CTOPIHKY, A€ y KYyTKy Oyio
aKypaTHO HamucaHe 1I JiBoYe TMpI3BUINE BUTOHYCHUM
nouepkom. — Jleni JlakcOepi 3aBxau Oyia 10 MeHe 100pOoro.
Bomna Oyze takoro x 106poro i 10 Tebde.

JlaBiHis BAMBISIAcS B ONSKIY TAcTy, 3aXOIUTIOKYHCH
aKypaTHUM MOYEpKOM MaTepi, SIKOTO paHille He Mmomivana.
Terep Takox cTaB 3pO3yMUIMN TOH 3MOBHHUIIBKUU TTOTJISI,
sxuit Jleni JlakcOepi kunyna Ha JIaBiHito, Koy Ta Hiia.

— YynoBa kHura, — ckaszaia rpaduHs npo Tpoxu oOraneHy
komito “/IxeitH Eitp”. — Moskemn 3aauImuTH ii, SKII0 XOYell.

JlaBiHis 3aBK1U Tajiana, mo CTaiocs 3 TUMHU 3aracaMy KHUT,
sIK1 0aThKO 3a0paB 3 IXHBOTO JOMY — CIIPABXKHE 0ararcTBoO
JMTEepaTypd 3 THUCHEHUMHU WIKIPSIHUMH OOKJIaJAWHKAMH Ta
[1030JI0OYEHNMHU BizepyHKamu. Tenep BoHa 3Hajia, 1110 3 HUMU
cTanocs, 1 SK I KOHKpEeTHAa KHUTa MOBEpHYyJIacs 10 PyK 1
cepirs JlaBiHii.

— MaOyTh, i 3anuTaTH, Y4 MOXKEIIl IPUETHATHCS 10 Yato,
Mawmo, — cka3asna BoHa. — ByB 111e 0JIuH 3anpoIIeHNH T1CTbh,
KWW He 3’SIBUBCA, TOXK Uit TeOe, 6e3 CyMHIBY, 3HAHIEThCS
MicLe.

AJe Mama B)Ke XuTaia royioBor: — Hexaii e Oyae mock
TBOE, MOSI JIOpPOra JIOHIO.
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concerning yourself over my opinion. Give these
women a chance to befriend you.”

In a world where Lavinia was always judged, the idea
of having freedom to speak and act away from her
mother’s eye brought a surprising sense of relief.
“You can borrow the books when I’'m done.”

Mama’s smile cleared the worry from her lovely face.
“Now, that offer I will happily accept.”

In this way, Lavinia could repay her mother’s
generosity while having a second chance at easing her
way back into Society.

This time, Lavinia would not let her mother down.

be3 Toro, mo6 TypOyBatucs mpo Moo IymKy. Jail 1um
KIHKaM IIaHC MTOAPYKUTHUCS 3 TOOOTO.

VY cBiTi, ae JlaBiHisg 3aBxau Oysa MiJ CYBOPUM TMPHIIIIOM
ocyay, caMa JyMKa Ipo CBOOOJY TOBOPHUTH 1 JisITH MMO03a
TIOTJISAJIOM MaTepi MpUHECa HECTIOTIBaHE TOJICTIIICHHS.

— Komnu s mounTaro, TH MOXKEII B3STH 1[I KHUTH, — J10J1ajia
BOHa.

Yemimka Mamu po3Bisiza TPHBOTY 3 11 MPEeKpacHOro 00Iruasl.
— A 1110 TIPOTIO3UIIIIO £ 3 PAMICTIO MPHUITMY.

Tax JlaBimis Moria BiIASYUTH Marepi 3a 11 IIEAPICTh,
OTPUMABIIM  BOJHOYAC  JPYrWid  [IAHC  MOCTYIOBO
MTOBEPHYTHCS Y CBIT CBITCHKOTO JKHUTTH.

I{poro pasy JlaBinis He migBeae MaMy.
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Chapter 2. Rendering of realia in the Ukrainian translation of Madeline Martin, The
Secret Book Society

2.1. Genre and stylistic peculiarities of historical fiction

Madeline Martin is an author of historical and historical romance novels. Her books have
become bestsellers according to the New York Times, USA Today, and Publishers Weekly. Martin
sincerely believes that writing, research, and history are the foundation of her professional identity.
Since her father was in the military in Germany, this developed her interest in historical events,
which later shaped her literary career. One of her popular books is The Secret Book Society. The
action takes place in Victorian London and centres on a secret book club that serves as a refuge
for women seeking intellectual freedom, equality, and self-determination. It is a space where they
can share banned literature, challenge social norms, and find support in each other. The genre of
this book can be defined as a historical novel with elements of mysticism and women's literature.
Historical novels remain one of the most successful genres in the modern world, combining history
with captivating storylines.

One of the most striking critical studies of historical prose is Lukacs's book The Historical
Novel, published in 1937. In this work, the author questioned the uniqueness of any issues relating
to historical fiction. “One could go through all the problems of content and form in the novel”, as
Lukécs observes, the general issues of narrative and structure remain the same even across genres,
“without lighting upon a single question of importance which applied to the historical novel alone”
(Lukacs, 1962, 242). Based on this statement, we can conclude that historical novels are not
particularly different from other literary genres. Therefore, they do not pose any complex
challenges for authors, apart from those faced by authors of other types of novels, which explains
why Lukacs was unable to define this genre. As an author of historical prose, he cannot agree with
this statement.

Most novels set in the past, within the last 40 to 60 years, can be considered historical.
Novels about the present and previous generations are called "novels of the recent past” (Stocker,
2019, 65). The presence of a historical background is a common feature of the novel. In terms of
content, the plot should include a number of specific historical events, especially those related to
the public sphere, such as politics, economics, culture, etc. Another important detail is that these
historical events are intertwined with the personal destinies of the book’'s main characters and
influence them and their lives.

In historical novels, there is a theoretical complexity regarding the status of “real”
characters in fictional stories, but their presence is crucial. At least one such character must be
included for the novel to be considered historical. However, the inclusion of real characters may
prevent the author from exploring events in less well-documented histories because “what the
historical record has rendered invisible will remain so unless we avail ourselves of the power to
fictionalize” (Kadish 2018).

The next feature of a historical novel is its close connection with history: “not merely a real

building or a real event but a real person amongst the fictitious ones” (Stocker, 2019, 66). When
the protagonist's life is viewed in the context of history, it is simply a novel, but if the characters
live at the same time as real historical figures, then we can call it a historical novel.
Scientists who study the origins of the historical novel do not provide a clear and understandable
explanation of what it is. In his works, Stevens notes that “identifying a work as an historical novel
tells you something about its setting, but little about its artistic aspirations” (Stevens 2010, 3). She
considers “setting” to be a key factor in historical novels. Stevens does not link the place in time
with the position of the writer or reader, so we can conclude that her criteria for historical novels
are based on the date of writing and publication of the novel.
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De Groot offers several aspects of the historical novel that can be considered as a basis for
reflection. He believes that writers create characters in their works who are more in line with the
characteristics of the time and “write stories about them which will communicate as much as is
necessary of the past” (De Groot 2010, 19). In his first attempt to define this genre, De Groot did
not give a clear explanation of what exactly is meant by the “past”. In one of Walter Scott's
Waverley, a remarkable historical novel, we can find the author's notes on the defining feature of
the genre. But De Groot considers the presence of such a note to be somewhat humorous, so it is
unlikely that this will be the only basis for such a judgment.

Maxwell does not offer his own definition of the genre. He follows the opinion of some
critics who considered the historical novel to be something demoralising. In his work, Maxwell
wrote that a historical novel “mixed with historical materials, creating what was understood to be
a deceptive, discordant combination” (Maxwell 2009, 11). It is believed that fiction is inherently
untrue, but White thinks differently. He believed that there is some truth in fiction because “the
conjuring up of the past requires art as well as information” (White 2005, 149). Very often,
historians did not recognise any connection with the novel. They feared that this could undermine
aesthetic realism. In his work, White explained that ““literature’ stands to 'history' as 'fiction' stands
to 'fact”, therefore, the interpretation of morally difficult historical events “entails a fall from
historical realism into fictionalisation” (White 2014, 17).

In order to describe in detail and convey the full meaning of historical events, said De
Groot, “both novelist and historian are using trope, metaphor, prose, narrative style” (De Groot
2016, 113). White believes that history and novels use the same literary form. History does not
have its own technical language, unlike various sciences or legal studies. Therefore, the results are
indistinguishable. He did not accept one of the main postmodernist positions, that history is a type
of fiction, but believes that it uses the same tools.

It is believed that history is a narrative. This statement can be traced in the works of
historians such as Tosh. He writes that “narrative too is a form the historian shares with the creative
writer — especially the novelist and the epic poet” (Tosh 2015, 125). Munslow, in turn, considers
the story to be a “fictive construction”(Munslow 2007, 124). He believes that, unlike the writer,
“the fundamental mechanics and rules of authoring a narrative do not change” for someone who
writes historical texts (Munslow 2007, 127). Munslow confidently asserts that history is not
fiction, even if it is untrue. Although it uses the same techniques as fiction.

The difference between texts in which events take place in the recent past and texts that are
considered historical is interesting because the focus is on the reader. This allows us to assume
that contemporary novels will become historical after a certain period of time, since the time of
writing is irrelevant. Butterfield disagrees with this statement. He believes that a historical novel
is historical only when it is “historical in its intention and not simply by accident, one that comes
from a mind steeped in the past” (Butterfield 1924, 4-5). A historical novel may describe events
that were not previously widely known or use fictional situations. This does not affect its
“historical accuracy”. For Fleischman, the main feature of a historical novel is the presence of real
historical figures. He believes that “when the novel’s characters live in the same world with
historical persons, we have a historical novel” (Fleishman 1971, 3-4).

In the context of Madeline Martin’s novel The Secret Book Society, these theoretical
observations are reflected in the portrayal of Victorian society and the everyday lives of women at
that time. The work combines fictional characters with historically plausible social customs,
institutions, and cultural characteristics typical of 19th-century Britain. The historical atmosphere
is enhanced by descriptions of the social hierarchy, the interiors of the characters’ houses, their
clothing, and everyday customs, all of which reflect the cultural realities of the time.

For example, the dialogue “The sapphires will do nicely, my lady,” (Madeline Martin,
13) illustrates the strict social hierarchy of Victorian society, where forms of address such as “my
lady” signal the rigid class structure of the time.

Descriptions of interiors also play a significant role in constructing the historical
atmosphere of the novel. For instance, such words as “drawing room”, “gilt-edged mirrors”,
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“longcase clock” highlight typical elements of Victorian domestic space, such as the drawing
room, decorative mirrors and antique clocks. Such details contribute to the authenticity of the
historical setting.

Cultural practices are also reflected through references to food and social gatherings. The
phrase “you will receive a formal invitation for tea” (Madeline Martin, 14) demonstrates the
importance of tea culture in British society and represents a culturally specific element of everyday
life.

Another stylistic feature of the novel is the use of vocabulary connected with Victorian
fashion and appearance. For example, “She’d worn a black silk dress, her hair in an elaborate style
beneath a costly black bonnet” (Madeline Martin, 237) contains historically marked lexical items
that reflect the clothing styles of the period.

In light of the theoretical approaches discussed above, historical fiction can be defined as
a hybrid literary genre that reconstructs a recognizable historical past through the combination of
documented historical reality and fictional narrative elements. Its specificity lies in the deliberate
integration of real historical events, figures, or cultural contexts with imagined characters and
CrOKeTHI cutyaii, which together create a coherent artistic representation of a particular era.

Madeline Martin’s The Secret Book Society exemplifies these genre conventions through
its reconstruction of Victorian London and its emphasis on social, cultural, and ideological realities
of the nineteenth century. The novel’s stylistic features, including historically marked vocabulary,
detailed descriptions of material culture, and representation of social hierarchy, contribute to the
creation of an authentic historical atmosphere. Thus, the novel illustrates how historical fiction
functions both as a literary interpretation of the past and as a means of exploring timeless human
experiences within a specific historical framework.

2.2. Culturally marked (culturally specific / historically marked) vocabulary

Since culture is an important factor in the translation of literary texts and culturally specific
text units, many linguists have studied culture and provided definitions for this concept. Larson
says that culture is “a complex of beliefs, attitudes, values, and rules which a group of people
shares” (Larson 1984, 431). Therefore, the translator must clearly understand the beliefs, values,
and rules of the source text in order to adequately translate the text for the target audience, which
may have a different set of beliefs, values, and rules. Newmark defines culture as “manifestations
that are peculiar to a community that uses a particular language as its means of expression”
(Newmark 1998, 94). From this statement, we can conclude that every language has its own
culturally specific characteristics. The process of transferring cultural elements in translation is a
challenging and essential task for translators. Culture is a complex set of concepts shared by a
particular group of people and their everyday life. It encompasses such features as history, religion,
traditions, and social structure. Cultural translation is “a term used to refer to those types of
translation which act as a tool for cross-cultural or anthropological research” (Shuttleworth 1997).
Cultural translation is sensitive to various cultural and linguistic factors. This can occur in the
following way: “finding target items which may in some way be considered to be culturally
"equivalent" to the ST items they are translating” (Shuttleworth & Cowie 1997, 35).

In the novel The Secret Book Society, vocabulary with cultural connotations plays a crucial
role in establishing the historical authenticity of the narrative. Such vocabulary reflects the social
hierarchy, everyday life, institutions, and traditions of Victorian England. Based on an analysis of
the lexical material in this novel, we can conclude that vocabulary with cultural connotations can
be divided into two main groups: terms with cultural specificity and terms with historical
specificity.

Historically specific vocabulary includes lexical items that refer to objects, social roles, or
institutions characteristic of a particular period in history. For example: titles and social ranks such
as countess, lord, duchess, and count. These words reflect the rigid social hierarchy of 19th-century
British society. Another group of words with historical connotations includes professions and
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social roles typical of the Victorian era. For example: butler, maid, modiste. These words illustrate
the social structure of an aristocratic estate and highlight the differences between social classes.

Culture-specific vocabulary reflects aspects of everyday life and cultural traditions. This
includes the names of foods (scones, petits fours), social events (ball, soiree), and etiquette customs
(curtsy, calling card). Culturally specific vocabulary also often includes various forms of address
and expressions that reflect the social relationships between characters. For example, “Mrs.”,
“Papa”, “Mama”. These lexical items reveal the social norms and patterns of communication
characteristic of England during that period. Toponyms and proper nouns are also examples of
culture-specific vocabulary. “Grosvenor Square”, “Sussex”, and “White’s” refer to actual places
or institutions associated with British history and culture.

In conclusion, culturally marked vocabulary plays a fundamental role in constructing the
historical and cultural authenticity of The Secret Book Society. It serves as a linguistic means
through which the social structure, everyday life, traditions, and values of Victorian England are
represented and made accessible to the reader. The analysis of the novel demonstrates that such
vocabulary can be divided into historically specific and culture-specific units, each contributing to
different aspects of cultural representation.

Historically marked lexical items reflect the institutional and social hierarchy of the period,
while culture-specific units convey details of daily life, etiquette, communication patterns, and
spatial references. Taken together, these lexical groups ensure the narrative’s cultural
embeddedness and enhance its historical plausibility, while also posing significant challenges for
translation due to their strong cultural load and context dependence.

2.3. The problem of translating culturally marked vocabulary

Translation is a very broad concept that can be interpreted and understood in different
ways. American theorist Lawrence Venuti offers the following explanation of the concept of
“translation”: “the chain of signifiers that constitutes the source-language text is replaced by a
chain of signifiers in the target language” (Venuti 1995, 17).

Literary translation is considered one of the most difficult types of translation, but also the
most interesting. For the reason that “literary translation lets one consistently share in the creative
process of translation” (Landers 2001, 4-5). Lambert also specialises in literary translation issues,
arguing that “a published translation is the fruit of a substantial creative effort by the translator”.
Only through the translator's creativity and creative approach can an adequate literary translation
be obtained, preserving all the artistic features of a particular text.

The translation process varies from translator to translator. It also depends on the specific
work and its genre and style. “The literary translator creates a new pattern in a different language,
based on personal reading, research, and activity” (Bush 1998, 128-9). A translator of literary
works must overcome the conflict between accuracy and adequacy in translation “by weighing
the linguistic individuality of the SL author against the particular features of normal usage in the
TL” (Firoozkoohi, S. 2010, 3). Newmark believes that attention should be paid to the connotations
of ambiguous words and expressions. Sometimes translators have to adapt cultural metaphors or
invent proper names “so that their meaning is translated and their source language morphology
retained” (Newmark 1998, 103).

Translation is not an easy task, especially if it is based on the concept of “visibility and
invisibility” (Firoozkoohi, S. 2010, 4). Lambert believes that sometimes translated texts can look
like the source texts, which explains why the majority of readers remain unaware of the foreign
origins of some literary texts” (Lambert 1998, 130). He also maintains that such texts “deserve to
be studied systematically as central issues in the development of literatures” (Lambert 1998, 131).

Landers believes that the purpose of literary translation is to publish the translated work
itself: “the dedicated literary translator aims at sharing the final result with TL readers for whom
the work would otherwise forever remain inaccessible” (Landers 2001: ix). Lambert also
emphasises the importance of translated literature in shaping the dynamics of discourse,
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communication, and culture (Firoozkoohi, S. 2010, 5). Translation or any statement about this
industry can be used for development “translation environment and to establish the position that
literary translation occupies on the cultural maps of the world™ (Lambert 1998, 132). According
to him, we can conclude that translation activity is guided by a scale of values and models that are
common and widely known in a particular culture and at a particular time in history.

In 1964, Nida identified the main factors that make translation from one language and
culture to another possible. Here are a couple of them: “the range of common cultural experience”,
and “the capacity for adjustment to the behavioral patterns of others” (Nida 1964a, 53-5). In his
work, Larson emphasises that every society will interpret a text from the perspective of its own
culture rather than from the perspective of the author and the source text. Therefore, every
translator faces the task of “help the receptor audience understand the content and intent of the
source document by translating with both cultures in mind” (Larson 1984, 436-7). If cultures are
similar, there are fewer difficulties in translating culturally specific units of text. But “when the
cultures are very different, it is often difficult to find equivalent lexical items” (Larson 1984, 95-
6). Recognising these complexities may mean that translation can sometimes be seen as a process
that takes place between cultures rather than simply between languages. According to Newmark,
it can be concluded that most “cultural words” can be easily found in the text, as they are linked
to a specific language and cannot be translated literally. However, many traditions and customs
that are characteristic of a particular culture are usually described by the author in simple language,
where a literal translation could distort their meaning. Therefore, the translation “may include an
appropriate descriptive-functional equivalent” (Newmark 1988, 95). Baker believes that words can
express a concept that is completely incomprehensible to the target audience. So language can be
“abstract or concrete, it may relate to a religious belief, a social custom, or even a type of food”
(Baker 1992, 21). In turn, Nord uses the term ““cultureme”, which means “a cultural phenomenon
that is present in culture X but not present (in the same way) in culture Y” (Nord 1997, 34).
Gambier identifies the following concepts as “culture-specific references” and believes that they
relate to aspects of life such as “education, politics, history, art, institutions, legal systems, units
of measurement, place names, foods and drinks, sports and national pastimes”(Gambier 2004,
159).

Newmark argues that several general concepts govern the translation of culture-specific
words. The first is the definition of cultural achievements. The second is respect for all countries
and their cultures. There are usually two procedures for translating this type of word. The first is
transference. It “offers local color and atmosphere, and in specialist texts enables the readership to
identify the referent in other texts without difficulty” (Firoozkoohi, S. 2010, 9). Although the
transference is concise, it blocks understanding and does not convey the meaning of a particular
word or phrase. Another one is componential analysis, which is considered the most accurate
translation procedure. Componential analysis is “based on a component common to the SL and TL
to which one can add the extra contextual distinguishing components” (Firoozkoohi, S. 2010, 9).

The translator “has to bear in mind both the motivation and the cultural and linguistic level
of readership” (Newmark 1988, 96). The degree of accuracy and adequacy of a literary translation
is based on key factors such as the author, target audience, and text. So, a successful literary
translator “has to know well the critical approaches as well as their underlying structure” (Abassi
2005, 32).

Translating culture-specific units is one of the most difficult challenges for any translator.
The first thing is to find an adequate equivalent in the target language. The choice of equivalent in
a given context depends on many factors. Choosing an adequate equivalent always depends not
only on the language system, but also on how skilfully the author and translator manipulate
linguistic means. Knowledge of the target audience of a particular culture and various restrictions,
such as censorship, also plays an important role. Newmark proposes two types of equivalents for
translating culture-specific units. The first is a descriptive equivalent that can be considered a
culture-neutral procedure. This requires a fairly accurate description of a specific culturally
distinctive concept. “However, it achieves this through the use of words and phrases which are
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generally understood in the Target Culture” (Dickins, J. 2012, 55). The second is a “functional
equivalent”, which is more difficult to understand. It usually occupies “the middle, sometimes the
universal, area between the Source Language language or culture and the Target Language
language or culture”(Newmark 1988, p. 83).

The question of cultural characteristics of the text is whether the translation is oriented
towards the culture of the original text or the culture of the target audience. Venuti identifies
“Source Culture-/Source Language-oriented with foreignising and Target Culture-/Target
Language-oriented with domesticating” (Venuti, 1995). The term “culture-neutral” is used for a
translation that is equally suitable for both the source culture and the target culture (Dickins, J.
2012, 44). 1t is not always possible to determine whether an element is foreign, culture-neutral or
adapted, as different cultures are closely intertwined and may have similar or identical concepts.

Hervey and Higgins believe that the target text that is “marked by exoticism is one which
constantly uses grammatical and cultural features imported from the Source Text with minimal
adaptation” (Hervey and Higgins 2002, p. 34). In this case, we can consider “exoticism” to be a
hypernym of “calque”. Therefore, Harvey and Higgins emphasise the second feature of exoticism,
which lies in the fact that it is “a general orientation throughout a text, whereas calque is a
momentary foreignness” (Hervey and Higgins 2002, p. 34). Newmark explains the term “through-
translation” as “the literal translation of common collocations, names of organisations, the
components of compounds” (Newmark 1988, p. 84). Newmark's procedure, “through-translation,”
is very similar to the concept of “exoticism” developed by Hervey and Higgins. Therefore, he
notes in his work that literal translation is also “known as calque or loan translation” (Newmark
1988, p. 84). “Whereas Hervey and Higginsi calque is semantically anomalous, Newmarkis
through-translation is, as noted, semantically systematic” (Dickins, J. 2012, 54).

The next procedure for translating culture-specific units is omission for cultural reasons. It
involves avoiding certain problems when translating culture-specific words. “It can be regarded as
domesticating in that it removes mention of the foreign element in the Target Text” (Dickins, J.
2012, 56).

Communicative translation is most often used to translate public announcements, proverbs,
and colloquial clichés. It does not involve references to anything that does not exist in the target
culture. However, “it does involve translating a phrase used in the original text in a specific
context, where the meaning of this phrase in the translated text clearly differs from its meaning in
the original text” (Dickins, J. 2012, 57).

In the case of culturally specific lexical units, the main difficulty lies in the absence of
direct equivalents in the target language, which often necessitates the use of descriptive, functional,
or adaptive translation strategies. As the analysis shows, the translator must balance accuracy with
adequacy while considering both source and target cultural contexts. Therefore, the successful
rendering of culturally marked vocabulary depends not only on linguistic competence but also on
cultural awareness, interpretative flexibility, and the ability to mediate between cultures in order
to preserve both meaning and pragmatic effect.

2.4. Translation techniques of culturally specific / historically marked vocabulary

Literary translation involves not only reproducing the content of the source text, but also
conveying its cultural, historical, and stylistic dimensions. Culturally and historically specific
vocabulary poses a particular challenge for translators, as it reflects the novel’s national identity,
social realities, and historical context. Such linguistic elements play an important role in setting
the atmosphere and defining the characters.

Medelin Martin’s novel The Secret Book Society is an excellent resource for studying
translation techniques in the historical novel genre. The story is set in 19th-century England, which
explains the frequent use of culturally and historically specific vocabulary, social institutions,
everyday objects, and cultural phenomena characteristic of that era. Conveying such elements in
the Ukrainian translation requires carefully chosen translation techniques that can preserve the
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accuracy of the meaning while making the text accessible to modern readers. In this section, we
have analyzed the translation techniques used to render the culturally specific and historically
marked vocabulary of the novel. The theoretical basis of this study is the classification of
translation techniques proposed by Lucia Molina and Amparo Hurtado Albir, which allows for a
systematic description of the methods used to translate lexical units in a text.

The empirical material of this study comprises 100 culturally and historically marked
lexical units selected from Madeline Martin’s novel The Secret Book Society. The selection was
carried out through continuous sampling of the text and included all lexical items that demonstrate
clear cultural or historical specificity. The main criteria for inclusion were cultural relevance to
Victorian England, reference to social hierarchy, everyday life, institutions, traditions, etiquette,
as well as proper names such as anthroponyms and toponyms. Particular attention was paid to units
that reflect the historical setting of the novel and contribute to the representation of its socio-
cultural context. As a result, the selected material provides a representative basis for analyzing the
functioning and translation of culturally marked vocabulary within the text.

Since this is a historical novel, titles appear quite frequently in the text, so let’s take a look
at the examples. (1-s) The countess had an affinity for hiring from the base proletariat class.
(Madeline Martin 2025, p.22)— (1-t) [paduns mana ocoOJUBY CXUIBHICTh HAWMaTH JFOJCH i3
caMoro HU3y CycmiibHOI iepapxii. (2-S) Rose hadn’t missed the way Lord Duxbury watched his
wife with a predatory protectiveness. (Madeline Martin 2025, p.20) — (2-t) Poy3 He npomycTiia
Toro, sik jopa JlakcOepi crocrepiras 3a APYKHHOIO 3 XMIKOO, BIACHHUIIBKOIO MHIIBHICTIO. (3-S) “I
have, thank you.” Eleanor swept her hand over the lush fabric of the seat reserved for duchesses
and countesses. (Madeline Martin 2025, p.174) — (3-t) “Tak, aakyro”. EneoHopa nposeia pykoro
10 PO3KIIIHIA TKAHWHI CHUAIHHS, IPU3HAYEHOro IS replorudb i rpaduns. These lexical items
have been translated using the standard and historically established equivalents in the Ukrainian
language. An established equivalent is the use of a term or expression recognized by dictionaries
or commonly accepted as an equivalent in the target language (Molina & Albir, 2002, p. 510).
These terms denote noble titles and form part of historically marked vocabulary associated with
the aristocratic hierarchy. The use of established equivalents when translating these titles ensures
semantic accuracy and preserves the historical context.

The following lexical item refers to a vehicle that was typical of that era. (4-s) The carriage
rolled forward, carting them home. (Madeline Martin 2025, p.112) — (4-t) Kapera pymuna 3 MicIis,
Be3yun 1x pojomy. The noun “carriage” is translated as “kapera” by means of an established
equivalent, since this correspondence is fixed in bilingual dictionaries and widely used in historical
and literary contexts. The unit denotes a historically marked type of transport associated with past
centuries, and its Ukrainian equivalent preserves the cultural and temporal specificity of the
original term.

The novel also contains vocabulary relating to clothing. (5-s) She nodded to Bennett in the
mirror, and the encumbrance of the necklace settled over the tight, high-necked collar of her day
dress. (Madeline Martin 2025, p.13) — (5-t) Bona kuBHysna BeHHETT, i TSXKKICTh HaMHCTa
OIlYCTHJIAcsl Ha BUCOKUH, TICHUN KoMip 1i AeHHoi cykHi. The translation of “day dress” as “nenna
cykHs” can be considered a calque, because it literally renders each component of the English
compound: day — nenna, dress — cykus. Calque is a translation technique that involves a literal,
word-for-word rendering of a source-language expression into the target language, translating the
components of a compound word or fixed expression (Molina & Albir, 2002, p. 510). This
preserves both the semantic structure and the conceptual meaning of the original term. The
Ukrainian version conveys the historical and functional characteristics of the garment—a formal
dress worn during the daytime—while directly reflecting the lexical composition of the source
expression.

The next culture-specific lexical items are the names of currencies. (6-s) He controlled
every halfpenny of his expansive fortune that passed into her hand despite his own profligacy.
(Madeline Martin 2025, p.18) — (6-t) Bin KOHTpPOJIIOBaB KOXEH IIEHHI 31 CBOT'O BEJIMUE3HOTO CTaHY,
10 MOTpaIUIsAB y i1 pyKH, He3BaXKarouM Ha BiacHy MapHoTpaTHicTh. The English noun “penny” is
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transliterated as “menni”, reflecting the spelling and pronunciation in the target language.
Transliteration is a technique in which a word from the source language is converted letter by
letter into the script of the target language, maintaining the original spelling as closely as possible
(Molina & Albir, 2002, p. 510). This is often used for proper names, currency, or culturally marked
terms. This preserves the historical and cultural reference while making the term readable and
recognizable for Ukrainian readers.

(7-s) She fetched a guinea from her pocket, the one Cecil always insisted she carry because
one never knew when money might be needed. (Madeline Martin 2025, p.205) — (7-t) Bona
JicTana riHero 31 CBOET KUIleHI — Ty camy, Ky Cecll 3aBK/IM HAIOJIsTaB HOCUTH 13 00010, a/pKe
HIKOJIM HE 3HAENI, KOJIM MOXYTh 3Hamooutucs rpomri. The English noun “guinea”, an obsolete
British coin, is rendered as “rines” by transcription. Transcription is a translation technique that
involves rendering a source-language word in the target language by reproducing its pronunciation
using the target language’s orthography (Molina & Albir, 2002, p. 510). This is used when the
original word has no conventional equivalent, but its sound and cultural identity are important to
preserve. We reproduced the pronunciation in Ukrainian letters, preserving the historical and
cultural specificity of the currency.

As the novel is set in England, the text contains geographical names relating to places in
that country. (8-s) The pale, creamy blue silk soothed her, reminding her of the clear stretch of
summer sky on her parents’ estate in Sussex. (Madeline Martin 2025, p.12) — (8-t) Bumimgo-
KPEMOBUH IIOBK 3aCIIOKOIOBAB ii, HaraaytouH PO YUCTE JIITHE HEOO HaJ MOMICTAM ii 6AaTBKIB y
rpadctsi Caccekc. The proper noun Sussex, a historic English county, is transcribed as “Caccexc”
to preserve its pronunciation. Amplification is applied by adding the noun “rpadcreo”, which
clarifies the administrative and historical nature of the place for Ukrainian readers. This preserves
both the cultural specificity and the contextual meaning of the source text.

(9-s) Rose Wharton was shown into the drawing room at Duxbury Place, a lovely
townhouse three doors down from her own in the fashionable area of Grosvenor Square. (Madeline
Martin 2025, p.19) — (9-t) Poy3 Bopron nposenu 10 Bitanbshi B JlakcOepi-Ilieiic — yapiBHOMY
MiChKOMY OyIMHKY 3a TpH JBEpi Bif il BIacHOTO, y pemenedensHoMy paiioni 'pocsenop-Ckaep.
The name “Grosvenor Square”, a famous London square, is rendered as “I"'pocBenop-Cxksep”. The
first element is transliterated to preserve pronunciation (Grosvenor — I'pocsenop), while Square —
Cksep is a calque/established equivalent, as “ckBep” is the conventional term for a city square in
Ukrainian. This combination preserves the cultural and geographical specificity of the location
while making it understandable to the target audience.

The text also describes certain social features of the 19th-century aristocracy. (10-s) In
addition to this private note, you will receive a formal invitation for tea, a pursuit your spouse will
surely find customarily suitable. (Madeline Martin 2025, p.14) — (10-t) Ha momaTok 10 1bOro0
NPUBATHOTO JIMCTa, BM OTpuMaere odiliifiHe 3ampolleHHs Ha 4Yail, ske, Oe3CyMHIBHO,
crioiobaeThesi BammoMy 4YosioBikoBi. CropiBarocsi, BU mpuiiMere 3ampoiieHHs. The English
expression “formal invitation for tea” is translated literally into Ukrainian as “odiuiiine
3anpomieHHss Ha 4ai”. Each lexical unit is rendered directly: formal — odimiiiae, invitation
— 3ampoiuenns, for tea — wa waii. Literal translation is the rendering of a word-for-word
expression from the source language into the target one while preserving its grammatical structure
and semantic meaning (Molina & Albir, 2002, p. 510). The literal translation preserves the original
structure, semantic meaning, and the social formality implied in the source text. This approach
ensures that the target audience understands both the linguistic and cultural nuance of the
expression.

The next example is an accessory worn by women in the 19th century. (11-s) She ordered
the garments she liked, decided which gowns and day dresses she wore, and what hairstyles and
reticules to pair them with. (Madeline Martin 2025, p.18) — (11-t) Bona 3amoBiisizia BOpaHHS, sIKe
i momoOasocs, BUpITyBasa, SIKI CYKHI Ta JICHHI IJIATTS BASTATH, a 3 HUIMH — SK1 3a4ICKHA
PUIMKIONI — MaJleHbKi CYMOYKH JUIsl IpioHuIbs — moeanyBatu. The English noun “reticules”,
referring to small handbags popular in historical European fashion, is transcribed as “puankrosi”
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to preserve the pronunciation and historical-cultural specificity of the item. Description is added
(Manenbki cymouku it ApioHwMI) to explain the function of the object for Ukrainian readers who
may be unfamiliar with this historically marked term. Description is a technique in which
additional explanatory information is added to clarify the meaning of a word or expression that
may be unfamiliar to the target reader (Molina & Albir, 2002, p. 510). This combination preserves
both the cultural-historical identity and the functional meaning of the original word.

The next types of accessories for men were headwear. (12-s) Papa’s top hat rested on the
crown of his head while Robert’s was tilted at a rakish angle. (Madeline Martin 2025, p.29) — (12-
t) Hmrinap Tara izeanbHO CHIIB Ha MO0 TOJIOBI, a Karenox Pobepra Oy HaxuiieHuit B Oik. The
English noun “top hat”, referring to a formal tall hat worn historically by men, is translated as
“muninap”, which is an established equivalent in Ukrainian. This term accurately conveys the
shape, social function, and historical context of the original item.

The next example. (13-s) Rose always forgot English humor was different than that of
Americans, that mention of wealth—even in jest—was vulgar. (Madeline Martin 2025, p.22) —
(13-t) Poys 3aBxkau 3a0yBaia, [0_aHMIIWCEKANA TYMOD BiJPI3HAETHCS BiJl aMEPHKAHCHKOTO 1 110
3rajJika mpo 0ararcTBO — HaBiTh )KapToMa — BBaXKaeThcs ByJbrapHoto. The English expression
“English humor” is translated as “anrmiiicekuii rymop” using a calque. Each component is
rendered literally: English — anrmiiicekuii, humor — rymop. This preserves the original structure
and meaning of the expression while conveying the cultural specificity. The translation clearly
distinguishes English humor as a culturally marked concept, maintaining the historical and social
context of the source text.

The following example refers to the name of a dance that was popular at the time and was
performed at balls. (14-s) Mr. Wright joined a group of dancers on the floor, making up the fourth
couple in the quadrille. (Madeline Martin 2025, p.220) — (14-t) Mictep Paiit npuenHaBcs 10 rpymnu
TAHIIOPUCTIB HAa MalJaHYMKy, YTBOPHBIIM 4YeTBepTy mapy B Kaapum. The English noun
“quadrille”, referring to a formal square dance popular in the 18th—19th centuries, is rendered as
“kaapwis”, which is an established equivalent in Ukrainian. The term accurately conveys the type
of dance, its social function, and historical context.

The last example is the name of an English pastry. (15-s) Lady Duxbury poured each
woman a cup of tea while the maid returned with another tray filled with various cakes and scones
and breads. (Madeline Martin 2025, p.24) — (15-t) Jleni [lakcOepi HaawIa KOXKHIM JKIHIN YaIIKy
4aro, a CIY>KHUIISI TOBEPHYJIACS 3 1HIIUM I1THOCOM, HAIIOBHEHUM PI3HUMHM TiCTE€UKaMH, CKOHAMHU
- TpaJMIlifHUMHU OpUTaHCHKUMHU Oyrmoukamu - Ta x;i6om. The English noun scones, referring to a
type of small, lightly sweetened bread popular in Britain, is transcribed as “ckonn” to preserve the
pronunciation and cultural specificity. Description (tpaauttiitai 6puranceki Oymoukn) is added to
explain the type of pastry for Ukrainian readers who may not be familiar with this historically and
culturally marked food. This combination ensures both semantic clarity and preservation of the
cultural-historical context of the source text.

According to the analysis of culturally specific and historically marked vocabulary found
in The Secret Book Society, it can be concluded that we most often employed the techniques of
established equivalent, literal translation, calque, transcription, transliteration, and description.
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Conclusions

The present research has achieved its aim through the consistent fulfilment of the outlined
objectives. Selected fragments from Madeline Martin’s The Secret Book Society were translated
into Ukrainian, demonstrating the importance of maintaining semantic accuracy, stylistic
coherence, and the author’s narrative voice. As a result, the target text adequately reflects the genre
characteristics of historical fiction and ensures readability for the Ukrainian audience.

Culturally and historically marked lexical units were identified in the source text. The
analysis has shown that such units constitute a significant layer of the narrative, representing realia,
historical references, and culture-specific elements that convey the socio-cultural context of the
depicted period. Their presence contributes to the authenticity of the text and shapes the reader’s
perception of the historical setting.

The identified lexical units were classified according to their semantic and functional
features. This classification has revealed the heterogeneity of culturally marked vocabulary and
highlighted its functional role in constructing the cultural and historical background of the
narrative. The systematisation of these units has also facilitated a more structured approach to their
translation.

The translation strategies applied to rendering culturally and historically marked
vocabulary into Ukrainian were determined and substantiated. The analysis has demonstrated that
the most effective techniques include adaptation, descriptive translation, transliteration, and
contextual substitution. The choice of strategy depended on the communicative purpose, the
degree of cultural specificity, and the target audience’s background knowledge, allowing for a
balanced combination of source text fidelity and target text accessibility.

In conclusion, the study confirms that the translation of culturally marked vocabulary
requires a flexible and context-sensitive approach that integrates theoretical principles with
practical decision-making in order to achieve an adequate and culturally appropriate translation.
Further research may address comparative analyses of alternative translation strategies and explore
the reception of such translations among target readers.
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Appendices

Appendix A
Classification of realia in the text of the novel

1. Professions

9. Geography &

Proper Names 2. Titles &

Social Hierarchy

3. Forms of
8. Social Institutions Midvesa
& Concepts
4. Clothing &
7. Social Life & Appearance
Traditions

6. Everyday Life
(Houschold Items)

5. Intenor & Housing
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