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Abstract

The paper is dedicated to the translation of The Stardust Grail by Yume Kitasei, with a
particular focus on the grammatical means of non-binary identity expression. It has been revealed
that non-binary identity and gender-fair language are pressing problems, which are presented in
both public discourse and academic fields. They pose essential difficulties in linguistics and
translation studies, because the source and target languages differ in gender systems. The
theoretical foundation concerning these topics has been outlined in the study. We have analyzed
parallel texts to examine which translation techniques were used in the process of translation, as
well as to identify language levels they operate on and which linguistic means are the most frequent
in terms of gender encoding. The practical analysis contains 14 of the neatest English-Ukrainian
examples with deeper analysis of translation methods, including grounding of possible translation
losses. Further research would be promising to consider the establishment of standardized
approaches to the rendering of neopronouns to preserve their diversity and inclusivity.

Key words: gender, gender identity, non-binary identity, gender-fair translation,
grammatical gender, translation techniques, Yume Kitasei, The Stardust Grail.

AHoOTAaLIA

PoGota npucesuena nepexiiany kauuru FOme Kitaceit « The Stardust Grail», 30kpema, yBara
30cepepkeHa Ha rpaMaTHYHHX 3ac00axX BUpaKeHHsI HEO1HApHOTO reHepy. BUsBIeHO, 110 TOHATTS
«HEOIHApHICTh) Ta «TeHAEpPHO-HEHTpadbHA MOBa» Hapas3l € akKTyaJbHUMH [HTAHHAMU,
MPEJICTABJICHI SIK y CYCIUIBCTBI, TaK 1 B HAYKOBHX Talry3sx. Lli KOHIIENITH 3yMOBIIOIOTH iCTOTHI
TPYZAHOILI y JIHTBICTHUIII Ta MEPEKIai, OCKUILKM MOBU OpPHUTIHANY Ta MEPEKIaay MalTh CYTTEBI
PO3ODKHOCTI y POJOBUX CHCTEMax. Bylu poO3IISIHYTI TEOpPETHYHI Marepiayid, peieBaHTHI s
nocnimkeHHsa. 1106 BmopsiiKyBaTH BHKOPHCTaHI MpH TMepeKyaal Mepekiagalbki TeXHIKH, Ha
SKOMY MOBHOMY PIBHI BOHU peaJli30BaHI, a TAaKOX SIKI JIHIBICTHYHI 3aCO0U BHUKOPHCTOBYIOTHCS
Haifuacrilmie y mpoleci KOAyBaHHsS TeHJepy, Oyino cTrBopeHo BuOipky. IlpakTtuunuit anami3
nepexyagy MICTUTh 14 HalBIyYHIIIMX aHIIO-YKPaiHChbKUX MPHUKJIAAIB 3 OUIBII IPYHTOBHUM
aHaNi30M TMepeKIaganbkux TpaHchopMmalii Ta OOTPYHTYBaHHS MOXKJIMBHUX IepeKIalalbKIX
BTpar. TemMor MOMAIbIINX JTOCITIPKEHb MOXKE CTaTH 3allpOBA/KEHHS TMPUWHATHUX METOIB
nepeksary Heo3alMeHHUKIB 33711 30epekeHHs X pI3HOMAaHITTA Ta 1HKJIIO3UBHOCTI.

KurouoBi cioBa: reHuep, reHjepHa 1JCHTUYHICTh, HEOIHApHUN TEHIEp, TEHIACPHO-
HEUTpanpHUM nepeknai, pia, nepeknanainski Texniku, lOme Kitaceil, «The Stardust Graily.



Contents
INEEOAUCTION ...ttt et et e sae e s e st r e b e e s re e sne e ereereens 4
Chapter 1. Translation of The Stardust Grail by Yume Kitasei ..............ccocovviiiiiiiiineniiiceeene 5
Chapter 2. Grammatical means of representing non-binary characters in the Ukrainian translation
of The Stardust Grail by Yume Kitasei .............ccccooiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiceeeeeee e 41
2.1. The author’s biography and stylistic features of the text ................ccoccoiiniiniiniiiiee, 41
2.2. Grammatical expression of gender and non-binary identity in contemporary linguistics.......... 42
2.2.1. Gender, gender identity and the emergence of non-binary identity...................c.cccocoeinnnnn. 42
2.2.2. The concept of grammatical @ender .................ccoooiriiiiiiiiii e 43
2.2.3. Linguistic means and translation challenges of non-binary identity expression...................... 44

2.3. Practical analysis of the translation of non-binary identity expression in The Stardust Grail ... 45
COMCIUSIONS ...ttt et sttt et e s bt e e sttt e st e s bt e e sabee s bbeesabeesabeeesabeesabbeenbeesaneeesabeesases 49
LSt OF FETEI@IICES ..ottt st s e e s bt e e st e e s bt e e abeesabeeesabeesanes 50

APPEIAICES ...ttt et ettt et st r bt b s r et s et et e r e e nr e e saeesare e 51



Introduction

Linguistics has always been closely connected with culture, language, and broader social
context; therefore, new challenges continuously emerge. In recent years, gender issues have
become a ubiquitous theme in both academic research and public discourse, which has led to
increased attention to the ways language represents the diversity of gender identities. Moreover, it
poses significant challenges for translators, because many languages differ in how they encode
gender, so these issues must be acknowledged with a focus on broad context (social, linguistic,
etc.). Despite plentiful number of studies concerning this matter, it is still underrepresented in
Ukrainian language. This problem emerges from the fact that Ukrainian is a language with
grammatical gender, which reduces the possibility of gender-neutrality.

The topicality of this study is predetermined by the growing need to develop productive
and linguistically based approaches to gender-fair translation into Ukrainian, especially from
English, as this language is considered as a notional, allowing inclusivity.

This topic, as well as related to it, was studied by numerous professors, such as D. Baron,
J. Butler, P. Eckert, S. McConnell-Ginet, J. Audring, M. Lardelli and others.

The aim of the research is to translate a fragment of the book The Stardust Grail by Yume
Kitasei and to analyze translation techniques used in the process of non-binary identity means of
expression translation.

The tasks of the research are as follows:

1. To translate a selected fragment of the book.

2. To examine the genre and stylistic features of the text, as well as the author’s
background.

3. To examine the theoretical foundations of gender and non-binary identity in
linguistics.

4. To identify the main means of non-binary identity expression.

5. To conduct an analysis of the translated fragment, focusing on the representation of
non-binary characters’ speech and descriptions.

6. To identify and analyze translation techniques used in the process of translation.

The research material is the fragment of the book The Stardust Grail by Yume Kitasei
and its translation into Ukrainian. The fragment of the source text consists of 46 258 characters
with spaces; the translated fragment consists of 47 787 characters with spaces.

The structure of the thesis is determined by its aim and objectives. It consists of an
introduction, two chapters, conclusions, references, and appendices. The first chapter presents the
translation of the selected fragment, while the second chapter is devoted to the analysis of
grammatical means used in the representation of non-binary characters and translation techniques
employed in their translation into Ukrainian.



Chapter 1. Translation of The Stardust Grail by Yume Kitasei

Chapter 1

The largest private collection of rare artifacts from other
worlds could be found in central New Jersey at Princeton
University, and if anyone knew Maya Hoshimoto was a thief,
they wouldn’t have let her anywhere near there.

Fortunately, no one did.

And anyway, she wasn’t a thief anymore, just a thirty-one-
year-old graduate student entering her second year toward a
PhD in comparative cultures—who happened to know a lot
about foreign artifacts.

It was an excessively pretty end of summer, the kind where the
birds were chirping and a few flowers hung drunk from their
stems, but the air had just an edge of premonition to it. For
Maya, who had grown up offworld under a dome, weather of
any kind still felt like a gift.

Maya wandered into the subbasement room of the Dr. Frank
R. Humbert Alien Artifact Collection and Rare Books
Archives, where staff were unboxing recent acquisitions. Her
friend Pickle, one of the assistant archivists, looked up and
grinned at her. “How do you always know when we’ve got a
delivery? I didn’t even know you were capable of waking up
before ten.”

I'maBa 1

Haii6inp1a mpuBaTHa KOJEKIIA PIAKICHUX apTe(aKTiB 3
1HIIIMX CBITIB 30epiranacs B camomy cepii Hero-JIxepci, y
[IpuHCTOHCHKOMY YHIBEpcUTETI. SIKOU XTOCH 3HaB, 110 Mas
XoIIIMOTO KOJIMCh OyJia 37I0IIMKOI0, ii O Ty/iu i OIU3BKO HE
Iy CTHJIH.
Ha macts, mpo 11e HiXTo He 3/10raayBaBcs. 3PEIITor0, 3
MUHYJIUM OyJI0 OKIHYEHO: Terep BoHa Oyra JuIie
acIipaHTKOIO, KN y>K€ BUIIOBHUBCS TPUIATH OJIUH pik. Mas
AKpa3 po3noyaia Ipyruil pik HaBYaHHS HA 3100y TTs CTyIEHS
KaHJIMJara HayK 13 MOPIBHSIBbHOT KyJABTYPOJIOTIi 1, IO TOTO K,
Yy/I0BO 3HAJIACS HA UYKOCBITHIX PEJIKBIsX.
Kinens nita BUAaBcs Hapoudy/l FrapHUM: NITaxu Iiederany,
MOOJIMHOKI KBITKH 1’ STHO XUJIUJIMCS Ha cTe0bax, a B OBITPI
BXKE BIUyBaJioCs Jierke nepeauyTTs 3miH. s Mai, sika
BHUpOCJIA 32 MeXaMU 3eMJI1, TTiJT KyIojaoM, Oy/b-sika moroja i
JIOC1 371aBajiacsi CIPaBKHIM JIapyHKOM.
Mas 3aiina g0 mijaBaty, A€ po3MillyBagacs KOJIEKIIis
He3eMHuX apTedakTiB nokropa Openka P. 'ambepra Ta apxis
piakicaux kHur. Came TaM CIiBpOOITHHKY PO3MAKOBYBaIU
HOBI HaIXOMKCHHS. i npyr Orip, OAuH 13 MOJIOAIIUX
apxiBaplyciB, TMTHSIN OIS 1 MIMPOKO BCMIXHYJIIUCS
— Sk 1061 mopasy BAAEThCA BrajaTu, KOJIU B HAC
nocraBka? MeHi i Ha AYMKY HE criajao, 10 TH B3arai
371aTHA TIPOKUHYTHUCS PaHIIIe IeCsTOi.



“Obituaries,” Maya said, then realized that maybe this wasn’t
the kind of thing a graduate student paid attention to: that the
grandson of a famous explorer, Dr. Nkosi, had died in his
bathtub a month ago. She added: “I saw the van outside.”
Most material ended up sitting in storage for a couple of
decades, but the Nkosi Foundation had dropped a hefty
monetary donation to ensure that these items were given
priority treatment.

Maya watched them remove artifacts from the boxes onto two
long tables lined with black velvet. Her studies included an
internship with the archives, which had a special relationship
with the Department of Comparative Cultures. And while the
pay was ridiculously low, she enjoyed hanging out here. She
was friends with most of the staff, and every once in a while,
they came across something truly special, something that
might, just maybe, unlock a constellation of discovery.
“Quite a personal collection,” said one of the other grad
students.

Maya raised an eyebrow. What she saw so far was
disappointing: counterfeits and other common items. She
reached for a round stone object etched with wavy lines.
“According to the inventory notes, those are worth more than
your yearly paycheck,” said Pickle.

“Really? I know I don’t get paid much, but these are just
personal hygiene products from the current era,” said Maya.
She lifted it closer to her nose and inhaled a complicated scent,

— Crexy 3a HeKpOJIOoraMH, — BIATOBLNA NIBYMHA U 0Jpa3y
30arnysa: MabyTh, I1€ HE 30BCIM T€, YUM 3a3BHUYAI
IIKABJIATHCS acHipadTH. MicsIb TOMY OHYK BiJIOMOTO
AochigHuKa, TokTopa Hkocl, 3arunyB y BIacHii BaHHI.
Bona nocmnixom nonana: — Ta s mpocto modaunsia
(Gbypros HaaBOPI.

3a3Bruail HOBI HAJXO/KEHHSI POKAMHU MPUIIAIATH TTHIIOM Y
cxoBui, ane Goua Hrkoci BUALIUB YUMaITy MOXKEPTBY, TOK
[IUM TIpeIMETaM MPUIIIIA 0COOUBY yBary.

Mas criocrepirana, sik apredakTi BUiMain 3 KOpoOOK 1
PO3KJIaJIaIi Ha IBOX JOBTMX CTOJIAX, 3aCTEIICHUX YOPHUM
OKCaMHUTOM. Y MeKax HaBYaHHS BOHA MPOXOAMIIA CTAXKyBaHHS
B apXiBax, K1 TICHO CIIBIPALIIOBAIH 3 Kadenporo
NOPIBHSJIBHOI KYJBTYPOJIOTii. | X04 MaTHiIi TaM CMIXOBUHHO
MaJo, i momodanoca NpoBOAUTH TYT yac. Bona
TOBapuIITyBaja 3 OUIBIIICTIO MPAI[IBHUKIB, JI0 TOTO K Yac Bij
qacy M TPaIusuIoCs mOCh MO-CIPABKHBOMY 0COOIUBE —
II0Ch, 3/1aTHE 3aI10YaTKyBaTH LIy HU3KY BIJIKPUTTIB.

— JlocuTh-Taku 0cOOMCTA KOJIEKIIisl, — 3ayBaKUB XTOCH 13
THIIIMX aCIipPaHTIB.

Mas migusna 6poy. Te, 1110 BoHa 6aumiia, HE Bpaxkaio:
mipoOKH Ta 1HIMK HenoTpi®. BoHa mpocTarayma pyky 1o
KpPYyTJIOTO KaM’SIHOTO MPeMeTa 3 BAOUTUMHU XBUJISICTUMU
JHISMH.

— 3riJIHO 3 IHBEHTAPHUM OIHUCOM, 111 IITYKH KOIITYIOTh
Oisbllie, HI’ TBOS plyHAa 3apIuiaTHs, — ckazanu Orip.

— Cumpagni? 5, 3BicHO, 3HalO, 110 MEHI IJIATATh He0araTo,
aJie JK 1€ 3BUYaiiHi 3aco0u 0COOUCTOI Iri€HN HAIIO]
€oXH, — CKa3zaJja JiBunHa. BoHa mijgHecna npeaMer



almost like chocolate with a burnt undertone. Fashionable OmKYe 10 Hoca M BAMXHYNA apoMar — MaxJjio

right now on certain Belzoar worlds. “Even accounting for the IIOKOJIIOM 13 HOTKOIO ropiioro. Husi Taki 3amaxu Oysu

cost of interstellar shipping.” B MOJIi B JICIKUX O€I30apChKUX COHAYHUX CHCTEMaX. —

The others stared at her. HagiTh siK1110 BpaxyBaTu BapTiCTh MIXK30PSIHOT

“What else we get?” JIOCTaBKH.

“This one’s a thousand-year-old Frenro sculpture.” The other ~ Vci pemrra BuTpinuiamncs Ha Hei.

grad student offered a peek. — A 110 Tam mie? — 3anuraia Mas.

“Mmmm.” Maya reached for the snarl of metal and stone. It — Ocb, — 03BaBcs 1HIIMK acnipanT. — CKynsnTypa GpeHpo,

reminded her of an old friend and a ship and all the ever- iif TUCSAYA POKIB.

changing stars she’d left behind to be here. — M-M-M... — BOHa MIPOCTSATHYJIA PYKY JO CIUICTIHHS

“Careful!” said Pickle. MeTainy i kameHro. BoHo Harazano i craporo apyra,

“This one’s fake too. And I’m always careful.” She lifted it KOCMIYHMM KopaOesb 1 BC1 T1 MiHJIMBI 30p1, K1 BOHA

higher, so its polished facets caught the light, and examined 3JIMIIWIIN 110331y, 100 ONMMHUTHUCS TYT.

the smooth surface. — OO0epexno! — Buryknynu Orip.

“Bullshit,” sputtered Brian, a conservator for the Artifacts — T e Tex nmigpoOka. S 3aBxau oOepexHa, — BiMOBLIA

Division. “It’s been authenticated. It’s one of the most valuable Masi. Bona nijgHsia piy Buile, Tak, 00 BiAMOIIpOBaHi

pieces of his collection.” rpaHi BOiiiMaIM CBITIIO, i YBa)KHO OIVISIHYJIA TIIAJIKY
TTOBEPXHIO.

— Taroxai T061! — nupxuyB bpastH, xpanuTenb BiAALTY
apredakTiB. — [i aBTeHTHYHICTE TiATBEepIKeHO. Lle omun
13 HAWIIHHIIINX €KCIIOHATIB KOJIEKI].

Maya probed one of the metal bits, ignoring his protests. [Tormpu iporectu bpasna, Mast TopkHyacs OIHOTO 3

“These types of Frenro sculptures are like a memory box of MeTaneBux (pparMeHTiB.

places a Frenro has lived, hence the mixed media.” — Taki ckymbITYypH — 1€ CBOEPITHI CKPUHBKH TTaM’sSIT1 TIPO
“Yeah, and?” MICIIS, JI€ )KMB KOHKpeTHUM ¢ppeHpo. Tomy i marepiaim
“This piece here is”—she scanned it again with her ocular B HUX PIi3HI.

lenses— “quartz.” — Hy 1 110 3 TOro? — HerepIUIAue 03BaBCS XTOCH.

“So?” — A 0oCb 1LIe#1 €JIEMEHT, — CKa3ajia BOHa, I pa3

MPOCKaHYBaBIIU NMPEIMET OYHUMHU J1H3aMHU, — KBapIl.



“Quartz that appears to contain a significant amount of
nitrogen,” Maya said. “Nitrogen in high concentration is
poisonous to Frenro.”

“Oh my god. So true,” said Pickle with a laugh.

“And this fragment here”—Maya pointed out a black shard—
“is a settler-manufactured data chip, the kind we used to
make.” During the war, she meant, but didn’t say. She
remembered her parents assembling the tiny parts that went
into them every night at the kitchen table. Best to avoid
mentioning it in mixed company.

Brian came to examine it. Maya would have liked to linger
over the rest of the items, but there was a blinking in her
lenses indicating an incoming call from her lead academic
adviser, and it unfortunately could not be ignored.

— T o nam?

— KBapi1 i3 MOMITHOIO JJOMIIIIKOIO 30Ty, — YTOYHUIIA
JiBYMHA. — A @30T Y BUCOKIHM KOHIIEHTpaIlii 11t ppeHpo
OTpyHHHUU.

— boxe wmiit. Hy 3BicHo! — 3acmistucs Orip.

— A neit pparmenT, — Mas Bkazasia Ha YOpHHUU ylIaMOK, —
BUTOTOBJICHUM MOCEJICHIISIMU YHII JJIsl 30epiraHHs
nanux. Came Taki MU KOJIUCh POOHIIH.

«ITi0 uac 6itinuy, — Maja BOHA Ha yBas3i, alle TpoMoBYana. i
3rajanucs 6aTbKH, sIKl IIOBEUOPa 32 KyXOHHUM CTOJIOM
30Mpany KpUXITHI JAeTail JJIS TAKUX YUIIB. Y i KoMmaHii
Kpauie OyJ10 He 3a4ilaTh TaKy TEMY.

bpasH miaiimos Oamkye, o0 po3auBUTHCA 3HaX1IKy. Mas
3a;00Ku 3aTpumainacs 0 OIS pelTy IpeaIMeTIB, aje B ii
JiH3aX cHajdaxHyB CUTHAJ BX1AHOTO BUKIIMKY B1J] HAYKOBOTO
kepiBHUKa. Ha xanb, mpoirHopyBaTH Moro 0yja0 HEMOXKIIHBO.



Chapter 2

Her old silver Planet 9 bomber jacket barely kept out the chill
of the stacks she’d retreated to for privacy. No need for anyone
else to witness her humiliation.

The subbasement was a solid 18 degrees Celsius, dry, and
dimly lit, to keep mold and deterioration at bay. The south side
of the floor held metal shelves full of as yet untouched
artifacts and the long tables where they’d been unpacking the
Nkosi shipment. The north side boasted rare volumes and
correspondence—Pickle’s domain. There were never many
people around.

Maya slipped into the expandable-meter gap between the
shelves and slouched against the cold metal frame. The gloom
was bearable, except it reminded her too much of the banged-
up, dusty orange world she called home.

She removed a chunky camera ring from her pinky and
balanced it on the lip of a shelf, then touched her earlobe.

Dr. Liam Waterson’s head materialized above a row of mint
condition crimson-bound minutes from some conference on
interstellar relations.

I'masa 2

[i cTapmit cpibmsacTuii 6ombep «Ilnanera-9» nep 3aXHINAB Bif
XOJIONly MIJK CTEJIayKaMH, JIe BOHA CXOBaJIacs, IIyKalouH
ycamiTHeHHs1. [if 30BciM He XOTizocs, o6 XTOCk iIle cTaB
CBIJIKOM ii PUHUKEHHS.

VY nigBaabHOMY CXOBHUII MOCTIMHO MIATPUMYBAIH
TeMIreparypy OJIM3bKO BICIMHAILATH IPagyciB — TYT OyJI0 CyXO
1 maHyBaJia HaIIBTiHb, a0 3aM00ITTH MOSBI IUTICHSBU Ta
pyliHyBaHHIO narnepy. [liBleHHy YacThHY OBEPXY 3aiiMaiu
MeTaJieBl MOJHUII 3 111Ie He PO3MaKOBAaHUMU apTe(hakTaMu Ta
JIOBT'1 CTOJIM, JIE cCaMe TIPAIFOBAIU 3 HAJXOKEHHSIMU 3 POHTY
Hxkoci. ITiBHiuHa x Oyia BiBeICHA ITi1 PIKICHI BUAAHHS U
aucTyBaHHs — BosoAiHHs Oripa. Jlrone TyT 3a3Buuaii Maike
He OyBaJo.

Mast npocnu3Hysa B pO3CyBHHUI MPOMIKOK MIXK CTEIaKaMu 1
criepiiacs Ha XOJIONHUI MeTasieBUi kapkac. HamiBrempsBa
OyJia [JIKOM CTEPITHOIO, IKOW HE HAATO OOJIICHI CIIOTaIu MPO
MOHIBEUEHY, PUTIATy MUJIOM IIOMapaH4YeBy ITUIAHETY, SIKYy BOHA
KOJICh Ha3WBasa JOMOM.

BoHa 3Hs11a 3 Mi3UHLIS MACUBHUM TIEPCTEHb-KamMepy,
NOCTaBWJIa HOTO Ha Kpail MoyuLl i TOPKHYIAacs MOYKH ByXa.
Han psimom iaeanbHO 30€peXeHUX MTPOTOKOMIB Y MaIMHOBUX
najiTypkax marepializyBajiacs roiosa qoktopa Jliama
Borepcona, sikuii TeneoHyBaB MpsMiCIHBKO 3 SIKOiCh
KOH(EPEHIIiT 3 MDK30PSHUX BITHOCHH.



His face was puffy and pale under a shock of red hair, except
for a flush that blotched his cheeks and neck. Scowling, as
usual. For as long as Maya had known him, he was irritated or
anxious or both, and there was something comforting about his
consistency.

“What is this?”” he asked, without preamble.

So he had read the paper.

He’d called a week ago and asked her to send over what she’d
been working on this summer for Xenology, a premier
scientific journal. Liam wanted her to get a head start on
accruing publication credits—important if she wanted a future
in academia. Extra important if she planned on focusing
entirely on museum studies rather than fieldwork.

Except she hadn’t been working on the paper. She had spent
the last two months hiking and attempting to catalog every
flavor of ice cream in New Jersey. Which left the only
acceptable option of somehow condensing what should have
been several months of research into seventy-two hours and
appending a description of a concert she’d once attended while
high on otherworldly psychedelics. Still, considering it was
closer than Liam had ever been to another world, she thought
it a fine enough contribution to the field. Fine enough-ish.
Maybe the detail about people vomiting acid on the carved
stone floor and getting stuck when her soles began to melt was
a little too much.

10

OO6auyuust B HHOTO OyI0 HAOpsAKIIE i Oi/1e i KOMHUIICIO PyAOro
BOJIOCCS, JIMIIIE Ha II0KAaX 1 IIXi INIIMaMH aJJaXKOTiB
pyM’siHenb. Sk 3aBxau, xmypuid. Ckinbku Mas ioro
nam’siTajia, BiH OCTiitHO OyB a00 po3aparoBaHuii, a6o
3aHENOKOEHMI, a JacTIIlIe — 1 Te ¥ 1HIIe BogHo4ac. Y Il
HE3MIHHOCTI1 OyJI0 IIOCh TIO-CBOEMY BTIIITHE.

— o e Take? — 3anuTaB BiH 0€3 MKOJHUX MEPEAMOB.
OTxe, CTAaTTIO BIH TaKW MPOYUTAB.
Twxnenb Tomy Jliam TenepoHyBaB 1 MPOCUB HaJICIATH BCE,
HaJl YAM BOHA IpalfoBaa 1poro Jita jis « Ekzo0ionoriin,
OJTHOTO 3 MPOBIJIHUX HAYKOBHUX KypHaliB. Bin xoTiB, 1106 Mas
3a3/aJIeTib oYaia HarpanboByBatu myomikauii. Le Oymo
BXKJIMBO, SIKIIIO BOHA CHPAaB/I MIAHYyBajla akaJeMiuHy Kap €py.
A T11e BaXKJIMBIIIIE — SKIIIO Majia HaMmip 30CEePeIUTHCS
BUKJIFOUHO Ha MY3€iHIN CIpaBi, a HE HA MOJIbOBUX
TOCHIKEHHSIX.
OT TiIBKM HaJ CTATTEIO0 BOHA HE mpaiftoBayia. OcTaHH1 JBa
Micsii Mast mpoBena B po3'i3gax, HaMararO4Kch
3aJIOKyMEHTYBATH BC1 MOXKJIUBI CMaku MOpo3uBa B Heto-
Jlxepci. 3pemToro il 3aUITMBCS TUIBKWA OIUH MPUHHATHUAN
BUXI1JI: SIKUMOCH IUBOM BTUCHYTH JTOCIIIPKEHHS, 110 MaJin O
TPUBATH MICALSIMH, Y CIMACCAT JIBl TOIWHHM, Ta 1€ 1
JIOTIOBHUTH 1X OTIMICOM KOHIIEPTY, Ha SKOMY BOHA KOJIMCh
noOyBaJia i1 JI€I0 M03a3eMHUX IICUXOCTIKIB. Y TIM,
OCKUIBKH 11€ 0YyJ10 3HAUHO OJIIKYE A0 MIKTAJIaKTUIHOTO
JIOCB1TY, HIXK OyZ1b-1110 3 )KUTTA Jliama, BOHa BBa)kaJsia TaKui
BHECOK Yy HayKy IIJTKOM BHNpaBaanuM. Hy, Maiike IiIKoM.
MoxJBO, TOAPOOUII TIPO T€, SIK AU OTIOBAIM KUCIOTOIO
Ha Pi3b0JIeHy KaM’siHy MIAJIOTY, 1 sIK BiJI TI€l CaMOi KUCIIOTH B



“It’s just a rough draft. To give you the general idea.”

“This isn’t a research paper. It’s a personal essay.” Maya may
have grown up speaking Settlement Japanese, but her English
was fine, and still Liam enunciated every consonant like he
wasn’t certain she understood. “You can’t submit this. I gave
you an extremely detailed outline, and you’ve driven over it
backwards and forwards with a truck. How have you not made
more progress? The deadline for submission is in three days.”
She decided to try for flattery first. “I figured as the foremost
human expert on Belzoar culture you’d appreciate the unique
set of firsthand observations.”

“Thank you for reminding me at every opportunity of all your
‘field’ experience,” snapped Liam. It was a sore subject. He
might be an expert, but he had never left Earth due to a serious
fear of flight, rooted in some wealthy childhood trauma
involving a private plane. Despite this, his research techniques
were excellent, and he was (Maya hated to admit) brilliant,
which was how he had managed to develop cutting-edge
theories without leaving New Jersey.

“No, sorry, I didn’t mean that. Look, all we have to do is
sprinkle in a little data and, like, charts, and this will be
another award-winning—"
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Hel PO3TUTABMIIHCS IT1IOIIBH, 2K BOHA MIPIIIAILIA 0 KAMEHIO,
OyJIH BXKE 3aiiBUMU.

— e nmumre yepretka. 11lo0 T BXONUB 3araibpHy 1/1€10.

— Ile ne naykoBa crarts. Lle ocobucte ece, — BiapizaB
Jliam.

3 nutuHCTBa Mas, sIK 1 BC1 TOCEJIEHIII, CITIJIKYBagacs
ATOHCBHKOIO, aJie 3 aHIMIChKOIO B HET Bce Oyio rapasz. | Bce x
JliaM BUMOBJISIB KO’KEH MTPUTOJIOCHUMN 3BYK TaK BUPA3HO, HIOU
He OyB IEBEH, 1110 BOHA HOT0 PO3yMIE.

— Tu He MOXell mofaTH 11e 10 ApyKy. A HamaB ToO1
HaJ3BUYANHO NOKJIQAHUH IJIaH, a TH Bl HHOIO i
KaMEHs1 Ha KaMeH1 He 3ajuiimia. Sk Tak crajiocs, 1o
TH B3arajii Hi4yoro He 3poouna? Kinuesuii Tepmin
MOJIaHHA — 32 TPH JIHI.

BoHa Bupimmia 3aiiTH 3 JE€CTOLLIB.

— S monymana, mo 1001 sIK MPOBIAHOMY (haxiBLEBI 3
KyJbTYpH Oen30apiB Oy/e 1ikaBa L yHIKaJIbHa
CYKYITHICTh 0€3M0CEePEIHIX CIIOCTEPEKEHD.

— JIsKyto, 1110 TIpH KOXKHIM HArojii HaraJly€emr MeHi mpo
BECh CBIH «IIOJIBOBHIN TOCBIJI, — Pi3KO KMHYB Jliam.

Ie O6yna 6omtoua Tema. [lompu BCrO €KCIIEPTHICTD, BIH HIKOJU
HE TIOKKJaB 3eMITIO Yepe3 MaHIuHUM CTpax MOJIbOTIB —
HACJIIOK TUTSYO01 TPAaBMH, OTPUMAHOI HA TPUBATHOMY JIITAKY.
[Tpote #toro metonu AochiAKeHHs Oyau Oe3J0OraHHUMHU, a caM
BiH, sk Mas Heoxoue BU3HaBasIa, OyB OJUCKYUYHUM YUCHUM.
Came Tak iloMy BAaBaiocsi CTBOPIOBATH MEPEIOB1 TEOPii, HE
nokuaatoun Hero-/Ixepci.



“What data? What charts?” Liam’s voice jumped an octave.
“And I told you to stop referencing your precious mystical
grail in any papers. This was supposed to be a paper about
Belzoar music. Which your grail has nothing to do with, even
theoretically. And if it did—I"m telling you, no serious
scholars write about it.”

“That’s why it’s fresh!” Maya attempted a smile.

“It’s a myth,” he growled.

Maya crossed her arms. “It’s real. Frenro have seen it with
their own eyes. Er, visual receptors.”

“Like when? A thousand years ago? Everyone knows Frenro
don’t have the best memory,” said Liam.

At this point, Maya could have pointed out that only one of
them had met a Frenro, let alone operated an LLC with one,
but she decided accepting the lecture was the quickest route to
ending the conversation. Her committee of three advisers was
already down to two after a disagreement over an
interpretation of Belzoar courtship practices that she
maintained was problematic—the interpretation, not the
practices. Her advisers were now just Liam and Dr. Barnes, a
professor who had been “on the verge of retirement” for
fifteen years and was happy for Maya to do whatever she
wanted. If Liam dropped her too, the Department would likely
ask her to leave.
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— Hi, Bubau, s He 11e Maa Ha yBasi. [locmyxait, Ham Tpeba
JIUIIIE TONIaTH TPOXH JAaHUX 1 KijbKa rpadikis, 1 1me Oyme
II€ O/IHA BiJJ3HaY€HA HATOPOJIaMH. . .

— Sxux manux? Sxux rpagikis? — ax 3aBepernian Jliam, i
roJIOC Y HBOTO 31pBaBCs Ha BUCOKY HOTY. — | 51 7k Ka3aB:
MIPUTIMHM 3TaJyBaTH CBiM JOPOTOLIIHHUN MICTUYHHUI
I'paans y Oynb-skux podorax! Ile mana OyTtu cTarTs npo
My3uKy O6ems3oapiB. TBiit ['paans 10 Hel KogHOTO
CTOCYHKY HE Ma€, HaBITh TEOPETUYHO. A KO i1 MaB —
Kaxy ToOl, )KOJIEH CepHO3HUI HAYKOBELb PO TAKE HE
HUIIIE.

— Ocb y uboMy 1 € MOst HOBU3Ha! — Mas cripoOyBana
BCMIXHYTHCS.

— e mi¢, — npoOypuas BiH.

Mas cxpecTuiia pyKu Ha TPyasX.

— Bin cnipaBxkHiii. @peHpo Oauniiv HOro Ha BIACHI OYl.
ToOTo 30pOBUMH pELIENITOPAMHU.

— Konu came? Tucsiay pokiB Tomy? — Biapizas Jliam. —
VYciMm Biztomo, 1110 1aM’ATh y GpeHpo He HakKpalia.

Mast Moria 0 3ayBaskUTH, 110 3 HUX JTBOX 3HAOMCTBOM 13
(bpeHpo MorIa MOXBAJIUTHUCS JIUILIE BOHA, HE KaXKYy4YH BXKE PO
CHJIbHE KEPYBaHHS MMiAMPUEMCTBOM 3 OJHUM 13 HuX. [IpoTe
JIIBYMHA BUPIIIHIIA, IO HARIIIBUIIINN CIIOCIO 3aBEpIITUTH
PO3MOBY — IIPOCTO BHCIyXaTH YeproBy HOTAIlil0. i KoMiTeT i3
TPHOX HAYKOBUX KEPIBHUKIB YK€ CKOPOTUBCS /10 ABOX MICIIS
CyIEepEeUKH 00 NUIFOOHUX MpakTUK Oen3oapiB. Mas BBaxana
iXHE TIIyMayeHHs TPOOJIEMHUM — C€0TO IHTEpPIPETAllito, a He
caMi npakTuku. Tenep ii KepiIBHUKAMU JUIIATUCA TIIbKH Jliam
1 mpodecop bapHc, sikuil yxe 1’ ATHaAUATh POKIB K 3aCTPST



Liam scrubbed a hand through his beard. “This is a fucking
nightmare. Like actually, this is the manifestation of a
recurring nightmare I have.” At least he was transitioning from
anger to anxiety, so that was good. “I just—I don’t know what
to say. I’ve been trying to give you a chance, but you don’t
make it easy. It’s like you don’t care. Why did you even come
back?”

Because passion can be dangerous, she could have said, and
I’'m too old to keep chasing ghosts. But she said nothing,
because when she said nothing, Liam tended to keep going
until he tired himself out. Maya ran a finger over a neat row of
books. She inhaled the scent of paper and dust and that sweet-
acrid chemical glue they used for reassembling ceramics.

She had first come to Princeton for graduate school ten years
ago. She and Liam had started in the same cohort. But Maya
had taken a leave of absence in her first year to explore an
existential crisis, and Liam had gone on to graduate and
publish a book that was not only suitable for a mainstream
audience but a bestseller. Now Maya was starting over, and
Liam was a prodigiously young, tenured professor at their
alma mater.

His husband, Quintin, was an old friend of Maya’s. Small
galaxy, academia. That was, in fact, how Maya and Liam had
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«Ha TTOPO31 BUXOMY Ha TICHCIIO» 1 3 paaiCTIO J03BOJIsIB Mai
poOutu 110 3amaHeThes. Skmio Jliam Tex Bix Hel BIIMOBHTHCH,
kadenpa, HalliMOBIpHIIIIE, MPOCTO BUCTABUTH 11 3a IBEPI.

Jliam mipoBiB pyKotO TI0 OOPOI.

— Ile mpocro sikack 6icoBa Mapa. Cepilo3HO, Haue s HasIBY
M00a4YMB CBI1H IIOHIYHUH KaX.

[IpuHaiiMH1 BiH YK€ HE JIIOTYBaB, a MPOCTO HEPBYBaB — 1i¢ OyB
nporpec.

— S mpocTo... He 3Halo, IO cKa3aTh. Sl Hamarascs Aatu
TOO1 ITaHC, a TH TUTBKH BCE YCKIIQTHIOENT. MeHi
3a€ThCs, TOO1 Oaitmyxe. Hagimo tv B3arani
ITOBEpHYyJacs?

«bo npucmpacmo O6ysae nebesneunoro, a s exice 3acmapa, uoo
2aHAmMUCs 3a npumapamuy, — Morna 0 BIANOBICTA BOHA. Alie
Mast moBuania. MoBYaHHS 3aBX]IU CIIpaiiboByBasio: Jliam
3a3BUYail TOBOPUB JIOTH, TOKA HE BUCHAKYBABCS OCTATOYHO.
AcripaHTKa ITPOBEIa MajbIeM M0 aKypaTHOMY PSAY KHIKOK.
Bruxnyma 3amax mamnepy, Iy Ta TOTO COJIOIKO-TEPITKOTO
KJICI0, IKUM KOJIUChH CKPITLITIOBAIA KEPaMIKY.

VYnepme Mast npuixana 1o [IpuHcToHa necsaTh poKiB TOMY Ha
HaB4YaHHS B actipanTypi. Tozai Boru 3 JliamoMm Oynu B OfiHIM
rpyni. Ane Mas B3sjia akaJieMiuHy BIAMYCTKY BXKe Ha
nepuiomMy Kypci, o6 po3iOpaTucs 31 CBOEI0 eK3UCTEHIIHHOIO
Kpu3o10. JliaM, HaBMMaky, 3aKiHYUB HABYAHHS 1 BUJIaB KHUXKKY,
sIKa HE TIPOCTO 3alliKaBUJjia IUPOKY MyOIIiKy, a i cTana
oectcenepom. Tenep Mast mouriHasia Bce CIO4aTKy, a BiH y»Ke
OyB BYHJEPKIHJIOM 1 MOJIOJUM MPOGECcCOpPOM 13 MOCTIHHUM
MicuieM poOOTH B IXHii aibMa-Marep.



reconnected when Maya decided to come back to Earth and
give academia a second try.

Maya had been good at school once. She’d graduated with
high honors from undergrad back in the day. And she did have
impressive field experience. Last October, newly returned to
Earth, she’d helped Liam publish a journal article that got
stellar reviews. She even enjoyed life at the university when
she wasn’t drowning: the way a conversation at two in the
morning could crack open your mind, the discoveries you
might find combing through archive materials no one else had
bothered to unbox, the possibility that you might be able to
contribute something to the universe without anyone getting
hurt.

But lately, every time she sat down to work, she seemed to get
distracted. She’d survived her first year with a brutal slog that
had been helpful for pushing away all other thoughts. But then
summer had come, and since she’d eschewed the fieldwork
route that most of the other students took, she’d been left
knocking about campus.

“... There are only so many ways I can dodge the Chair asking
about your performance metrics.” The Chair of the
Department already held it against Maya that she hadn’t done
fieldwork the past summer. Maya wrinkled her nose. She liked
to fantasize about a time when academia wasn’t about raw
numbers—articles published, conferences attended, colleagues
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Horo yonogix, KinTin, 6yB maBHiM apyrom Mai. Cait
HAyKOBIIIB TICHUN — 3/1a€ThCS, TyT YC1 MK COO0I0 3HAOMI.
Came 3aBasky HOMY BOHM 3HOBY 3HAMIIUIM OJTHE OAHOTO, KOJIU
BOHA BHPIIINIA TOBEPHYTHCS HAa 3eMJTI0 I 1aTH HayIll IPyTHid
IIaHC.

Mast konuch Oylia XOpoIIoK0 CTY/IeHTKOI0. BoHa 3akiHymIIa
OakaaBpar 13 BIJI3HAKOIO 1 CIIPaB/Il MaJia BpayKarOUMi T0CBIT
HOJIbOBOI POOOTH. MUHYIOTO *OBTHS, IIOMHO OBEPHYBILNCH
Ha 3em1i0, BOHa JornomMornia JliaMoBi onmyOmiKyBaTH CTarTIo,
sKa oTpuMaa Onuckydi penensii. Konu pobora He norivHana
i 3 TOI0BOIO, Masi HaBiTh HACOJIOKyBajIacs
YHIBEPCUTETCHKUM >KUTTAM: THUM, K PO3MOBa O JPYTii HOYl
MOJKE€ BIJIKDUTH HOBI TOPU30HTH; 3HAX1JJKAMHU B apX1BHUX
MaTepialiax, skl HIXTO JI0 HEi He HaBa)KyBaBCs MEPENNISIHY TH;
MOXJIMBICTIO IaTH CBITOBI IIOCh HOBE, HIKOMY HE 3aBAal04n
IITKO/TH.

AJle OCTaHHIM YacoM I11opasy, KoJId BOHA cijaia 10 poOoTH, il
BIJIBOJTIKaJIM ApiOHULI. Bech nepimii Kypc BoHa BUKMBaJa
3aBISKA BUCHAKIIUBIM, Mali’Ke KaTOPKHIM Mpaiii, 110
JorioMarasa BiATOPOIUTUCSA BiJl 3alBUX IyMOK. AJie MOTIM
HACTaJo JITO, 1 OCKIJIBKHM BOHA BIZIMOBHMJIACS Bl IIOJILOBUX
JTOCTIKCHB, IKUMH 3aiiMajiacs OUTbIIICTh 1HIIIMX CTYCHTIB,
iif 3aMIIIaIoCs TUTHKU OTyKaTH KaMITyCOM.

— IcHye nuiie Kijibka crnoco0iB YHUKHYTH PO3MOBH 13
3aBiTyBauKOI0 KadeIpH Mpo TBOT MOKA3HUKH
€(DEKTUBHOCTI.

3aBiqyBayuka Bxe il Tak Tprumana Ha Mato 3y0 3a Te, 1110 Ta
MPOIrHOpPYBaja MOJbOBI AOCIIKEHHS MUHYJIOTO JIiTA.
JliBunna 3Mopiuna Hic. [if mogo6anocs MapuTH YacaMu, KOIK



“supported,” awards won, and grants pulled in. But she
supposed if there was one thing people were good at, ivory
tower or no, it was cramming themselves into some sort of
grind.

She’d been so proud when she was admitted ten years ago, the
first settler from PeacelLove to attend an Earth university, and
one of the famous old ones at that. Her mother had cried, and
her father had been insufferable. But then it was miserable.
She’d come back, because she thought it would be different
now that she was older, more mature, wiser, and smarter, with
nothing to prove. But also, she didn’t know what else to do.

“Send me a new draft by noon tomorrow,” Liam was saying.
“We need to get you back on track or...” He leaned ominously
into the conjunction. “That bad?”” Maya asked. She was
joking, but not really. She didn’t want to know the answer,
because deep down (not that deep), she was as vain as the next
person. She adjusted the books before her so they formed a
precise red line.

Liam shook his head. “We want you to reconsider fieldwork.”
Maya’s finger jerked one of the soft leather volumes out of
formation. She didn’t mean to leave Earth anytime soon if she
could help it, even if missing space sometimes felt like having
the refrain of a favorite song rattling around in her head
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aKaJieMiuHe )KUTTS HE 3BOJUIIOCA 70 CyXuX nudp:
OImyOJIIKOBaHUX CTaTeH, BiJIBITaHUX KOH(EPEHIIIH,
npodeciifiHOT MATPUMKH KOJIET Ta BUOUTHUX TPaHTIB. AJie BOHA
mi703proBalia: Xo4u OU Jie OMUHWINCSA JTIOIU ¥ X0u OH SIK
HAJIOBTO BOHHM 3aCTPSIIIIM B 130JIA1111, BOHU BCIOIU HEOIMIHHO
CTBOPATH JIOBKOJIA ceOe BUP OIOPOKPATUUHOT METYIIIHI.

Mas tak numianacst co0010, KOJIH JIECATh POKIB TOMY ii
NPUIHSUIM 10 YHiIBepcuteTy. Bona — nepia cepen
nepecesieHlIB 13 maHeTd Mupio0a — BCTynuia 10 36MHOTO
YHIBEPCUTETY, Ta I1I€ ¥ IO OTHOTO 3 HAUTMIPECTHXKHIIUX. MaTu
TOJIl TIJIaKaja, a 6aThbKO HE TAMUBCS BiJ ACTs. AJie MOTIM yce
cTayo HecTepnHo. Bona moBepHynacs cionu, 60 BBaxana, o
Ternep yce Oyzie 1HakKIle: BOHA MMO0pociiaia, craia
MYZIPILIOIO Ta CIIOKIMHIIIOKO, 1 il OlIbllIe HIYOro HE Tpeda
nooautu. Ta mpasaa Oymna B TOMY, 110 BOHA MPOCTO HE 3HAA,
KYIH 1IE 11 MOJaTUCH.

— Haninmum MeHi HoBUM BapiaHT 3aBTpa J0 0011y, —
roopuB Jliam. — Ham TpeOa noBepHyTH TebOe Ha
MpaBUJILHUM NUIAX, a00...

Bin 3arpo3nuBo HaXUIUBCS BIEPES.

— Yce crpaB/i Tak moraHo? — mokapryajia Masi, aie He
30BCIM. BoHa He XoTl1a 3HaTH BiAMOBIAl, 00 B NIMOMHI
nyuri (Ta i He HaJITO BXke IHO0KO) Oyia, X0ou SIK 1€
OaHaJIbHO, MAPHOCIABHOM. [[iBUMHA BUPIBHSIA KHUKKH
nepen codoro, o0 BOHU YTBOPUIIM YITKY YEPBOHY
JIHIIO.

JliaM moxuTaB rojoBo0:

— Mu xouemo, 1100 TH IIie pa3 Mmoxymaa, a 9u He BapTo

TOO1 BCE K 3alHATUCS MOJIBOBOIO POOOTOIO.



without being able to hear it for real. “You never did any
fieldwork.”

“Well, you’re not me!” snapped Liam. “And you don’t exactly
love the museum stuft.”

Fair. She struggled with the quietude. It left too much space
for guilt and grief to sneak in the window in the early morning
so she couldn’t bring herself to get out of bed. She’d come
here for a fresh start, and yet some days she could barely drag
herself to lectures.

“What about that fieldwork proposal you put together a while
back? I talked to Professor Muhammad, and he’d still take
you.”

“That was under duress. I’'m not spending a semester in the
Belzoar Nodal Region,” said Maya.

“The Chair wants to put you on probation. You haven’t just
been struggling, your work has been bad, and it’s offensive,
because I know you know this, and you’re capable of doing
better, so really you’re just wasting my time. I don’t have the
bandwidth to save you from yourself. I can’t spend all my time
propping you up. | have other responsibilities. My own
problems. So, this afternoon, five p.m. Come by, and we’ll go
through it. And follow the outline this time.”
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CinnyBmmch, Masi BUIIaIKOBO 3CyHYJa MajbIeM OJIHY 3
M’SIKUX MIKIPSHUX KHIDKOK 13 psiny. BoHa He 30upanacs
HANUOIMKIMM 4acoM MOKUAATH 3eMITI0 6e3 HaraiabHO1
noTpedu, Xxoya ii Tyra 3a KOCMOCOM MyJIsijia, Haue 3aCTPAIIUI
y IyMKax MPHCIIB YIIIOOIEHOT MiCHI, SKY 3apa3 HE MOXKEI
MOCITyXaTH.

— AJe X TH, HapUKIIaJl, HIKOJIK HE 3aiiMaBCs TOJIbOBUMU
JOCIIJKEHHSAMH, — 3ayBakujia BOHA.

— Hy, 1 x He s! — pi3ko Biapizas Jliam. — [ my3sei 1001,
HIMPO KaKy4dH, HE JTy’Ke 0 AYIIi.

CrnpaemuBo. Mai Baxkko aBaniacs Tvina. Bona 3anuimiana
3aHaJTO 6araTo MPOCTOPY AJIS MPOBUHU Ta CMYTKY, IO
npoOupaucs y BIKHO JJOCBITa, KOJIM BOHA HE MOIJIa 3MYCUTH
ceOe HaBITh MiJBECTUCA 3 JIKKAa. BoHa npuixaia croau 3apaau
HOBOT'O TIOYATKY, ajie B JesKi JH1 JEABE CIPOMOXKHA Oyna
JTIATH 10 ayIUTOPiil.

— Sk mono Ti€i mpomno3uiiii Ipo MoJIbOBI JOCHIKEHHS,
Ky TU MIArOTyBaJjla HEN[OJAaBHO? — 3aluTaB BiH. — 5]
PO3MOBIJIAB 13 TpodhecopoM MyxaMmmaaoM, 1 BiH
MOTOJMBCS B3ATU TEOE B IpyILy.

— 0 Oymo mig mpumycoMm. S He 30uparocs MPOBOAUTH
IR CEMECTp y rajaKkTU4HIN 30H1 6en30apiB, —
Bijpizana Masi.

— 3aBigyBauka Kadenpu xode mMpU3HAUYUTH TOO1
BUNPOOYBaIbHUIN TEpMIH. Y Tebe HE MPOCTO MPOOIEeMHU
— TBOs1 poOoTa BiiBepTO cinadka. Ile oOpakae meHe, 00 s
3HAl0, 1110 TH ¥ cama 11e po3ymienl. Tu 31aTHa Ha
O1IBIIIE, a OTXKE, 3apa3 MPOCTO MapHyeN Mii yac. S He
MOJKY TIOCTIHO TeOe BUTATYBATU. Y MEHE € BJIACHI



He cut the connection before Maya was able to retort: I don’t
like your new mustache, so I guess we both have issues with
how the other one spent the summer. For the best.

She put her head down on a cart of unshelved materials. The
sudden silence pressed inward. She tried to imagine she was
out there in the black, enfolded by a blanket of starlight. No,
even with her eyes closed, she could feel everything around
her; she was drowning in the excess of matter.

Liam was always direct and often rude, but rarely this harsh.
And what made the lecture worse was that he wasn’t wrong.
Therapy had helped, but she just didn’t fit here, never had.
Lone settler woman among all the rich and privileged Earth-
born students. But she wasn’t one to give up.

She needed to find Pickle.
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000B's13kH Ta mpoOemMu. Toxk 3aX0b CHOTO/IHI O 1’ ATIH
Be4Opa, 00roBOpuMoO Bce. | 11poro pazy — noTpumyiics
TUTaHY.
Bin kuHYB CiIyXaBKy 1€ JI0 TOTO, IK Mas BCTUIIa BiApi3aTH:
«MeHi He TOI00aI0THCS TBOT HOBI Byca, TOXK, TH CBOE JIITO
TaKOX 3MapHyBaB». To i q00pe.
Bona nokana rojioBy Ha Bi30K 13 HEpO310paHUMU
Matepiasiamu. PartoBa THIla TUCHYJA Ha Tuiedl. Mast
Hamarajacs ysBUTH, 1110 BOHA JE€Ch TaM, y HECKIHUEHHIN
TEMpsIBi, OITIOBUTA KOBAPOIO 30PSHOTO CBIT/A. AJle MapHO:
HaBITb 13 3aITIONIEHUMH OYMMa BOHA HA/ITO TOCTPO BiuyBasia
BCe, 110 ii 0TOuyBasio. BoHa OykBanbHO TOHYJA B 1A
peaNbHOCTI.
Jliam 3aB>K71 TOBOPUB MPSAMO i yacTo OyBaB rpyoum, aje
PIAKO HACTLIBKH PI3KUM. | 110 poOMIIo HOTAILIO 111e
JIOLIKYJIBHIIIO — BIH MaB pauio. Teparis 1onoMmora, ajie
Mas tak 1 He Biguyna cede TyT cBo€ro. CaMOTHS MepecesieHKa
cepell 3aMOXHUX 1 MPUBUIEHOBAHUX CTYJEHTIB, HAPOJKEHUX
Ha 3emui. Ta BOHa HE 3 TUX, XTO 34A€ThCA.
[it notpi6ro Gyno 3HaiiTu Oripa.



Chapter 3

Her friend was in their uncomfortably bright, tiny basement
office, carefully removing paper books from an old, dusty box.
One of the many reasons Pickle was hoping for a promotion
was that they’d finally get an office upstairs with windows.
They hooted when they saw Maya. “Brian is so pissed. He
thinks you’re right about the fakes. You always gotta ruin
everything.”

Pickle was five years younger than Maya, with a newly minted
PhD in library science and a specific expertise in space
exploration of the twentyfirst and twenty-second centuries.
Having never left Earth, Pickle reveled in Maya’s
swashbuckling stories of space. Pickle, incidentally, wasn’t
their real name, and they didn’t particularly like pickles.

“What’s wrong, my puppy?”’ Pickle asked, registering the
expression on Maya’s face. Pickle had star-shaped blue glitter
tattoos smattering their neck, a violet mohawk, and home-
printed retro wire-rimmed glasses that magnified their eyes.
They also had all the sense of humor and mischief that Liam
lacked, which is why Maya and Pickle got along so well. They
flipped over the book and examined the spine with an expert
eye.

It was black, with flaking white-gold-embossed lettering and
yellowing artificial pages that suggested late twenty-second-

18

I'masa 3

Jlpyra cBOTO BOHA 3HAMILIA Y IXHHOMY KPUXITHOMY
nigBaIbHOMY 0dici, Ie TaHyBajlo HEKOM(OPTHO sICKpaBe
CBITJIO; BOHU 00€PEKHO BUTATAIM MANepOBl KHIKKHU 31 CTapoi,
MpUNanoi mujaoM kopooku. OaHa 3 6araTb0X NPUYKH, YOMY
Orip Tak nparHy/iu MiABUIICHHS, MOJsATalia B TOMY, 1110 TOJ1
BOHU HapeIlTI OTpUMali O KaOiHET Haropi — 3 BIKHAMHU.
[To6aumBim Mato, BOHM BUTYKHYIIH:

— bpasn npocro nmorye. Bin BBaXkae, 1110 TH Ma€ell pawito

110710 MmiJipoOok. Tob1 3aBK /A1 BIAETHCS BCE 31NICYBATH.

Orip Oynu Ha I’ SITH POKIB MoJIoAII1 32 Maro 1 OIHHO
3aXUCTHJIM IOKTOPCHKY 3 010J110TEKO3HABCTBA, OOpABIIIN
BY3bKY CHEI1ali3al1[1l0 — KOCMIYH1 JOCTIXKEHHS ABAIATh
NEePIIOTo ¥ ABaALSATH Ipyroro crodiTek. [lonpu e, mo Orip
HIKOJIM HE TOJIUIIIATN 3eMJTi, BOHU yIUBAIUCS JTUXUMU, MalKe
niparcbKuMH ictopisimu Mai nipo kocmoc. [lo peui, Orip — e
OyJI0 HE CITpaBXKHE 1M’s1, Ta i caml COJIOH1 OTIPKH BOHHU,
BIJIBEPTO KaXKY4H, HE JTy’KE JTFOOMIIH.

— o Tpamunocs, cepaenbko? — cnuranu Orip,

3ayBa)KMBIIIHM BUpa3 oOnmuyudst Mai.

[[uro Oripa mpukpariaio TaTyroBaHHS 3 OJAKUTHUX 31pOK-
OJIMCKITOK, a JOTIOBHIOBaJIM 00pa3 (h10oJeTOBHUI ipoKe3 1
CaMOpPOOH1 PETPO-OKYIISIPU B JPOTSHIN OMpaBi, 110 Bi3yaabHO
301UIbIIIYBasIA o4i. benrkercTBa Ta ipoHii B HUX OyII0 3
HAJUIMILIKOM — CaMe CTIIbKH, CKUIbKU OpakyBaiio Jliamy, 1 Tomy
Masi Tak Jierko 3HaxoJuia 3 HUIMU CIiIbHY MOBY. Orip
MIEPEBEPHYITH KHIDKKY, MUJILHO PO3TIIAIAI0YHA KOPIHEITb.



century production. It looked like small-batch printing,
possibly even a single-batch. The Chinese characters on the
spine were faint but legible. Maya’s ocular lenses
superimposed a translation: Dr. Wei Huang. And more faintly:
Expedition of the Traveler, A Memoir—Vol. 5.

Maya’s next words died on her lips. “What’s that?” she asked,
seized by a sudden, total lust.

Her friend admired the volume with a gleam of desire that
matched Maya’s own. “This is the actual most valuable item
from today’s delivery. So. Fucking. Cool. Right? The boss said
I was in charge of it until she gets back.” They kept going but
Maya no longer processed what they said.

She imagined she could smell the book from across the desk.
Her fingertips itched to touch its paper pages, feel the faintest
silty layer of dust from its decay.

One of the most famous space explorers of all time, Dr.
Huang, had led an expedition 120 years ago deep into foreign
regions of space, all the way into the Dead Sea itself. Six crew
members had embarked. Only two returned—Huang and
Nkosi. And the records of what happened were patchy,
intentionally redacted by the crew, or so people said, as if
they’d wanted to ensure no one could ever trace their path.
Some believed they’d found something they didn’t want
anyone else to know about.
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Bin OyB 4opHHM, 3 00IyLIEHUM 01710-30I0THM TUCHEHHSM 1
MTO’KOBKJIMMU IMITYYHUMHU CTOPIHKAMH, 110 OJHO3HAYHO
BKa3yBaJIO Ha KiHEIb IBAIIATH IPYroro CTOMTTS. JIpyk
371aBaBCsI MAJIOTUPAKHUM, a TO i 30BCIM OTHOPA30BUM.
Kuraiicbki iepormiu Ha KOPiHII MOTHbMSHIIN, ajie JUIIATICS
yuTabenbHuMU. OKYISpHI JiH31 Mai MUTTEBO BUBEIIM MTOBEPX
nepekian: «Jlokropka Beit Xyan». A Hrpkue, 1€ Omiime:
«Excniequiisa ,,Manapisauka““. Memyapu. Tom 5».

HacrtynHni ciioBa Mai 3aBmMepiu Ha ryo6ax.

— o e Take? — 3anuTaiia BOHA, OXOIJICHA PAalITOBUM,
HernepeObOpHUM a3apToM.

Orip IUBUIUCS HA TOM 13 THM CAMHUM XTUBUM OJIMCKOM B 04ax,
SAKUH BIIUyBaJia i BOHA cama.

— Bszarani-to, 11e HalIIHHIIIA ITYyKa 3 YCi€l
choroAHiNIHLO1 mocraBku. [Ipocto. YopriBebku. KpyTa.
ITpaBna x? HawaneHuus ckasana, 10 NOKHU 11 HEMaAE, s
3a Hel BIAMOBIAALO.

Bonu roBopuiiu miocs iie, ane Masi Bxke He BJIOBIIIOBaja CIIB.
[it 3maBanocs, mo BoHa BIJIUyBa€ 3amax KHWKKH HaBITh 4epe3
ctin. KiHuMKyY nanbiiB cBepO1IH BiJT KaJlaHHS TOPKHYTHCS
CTOPIHOK, BITYYTH Ha JOTHK JICJIb IIOMITHHH HAJIIT U, 110
JIMIIUBCS BiJl TOBUILHOTO PYWHYBaHHS Iariepy.

OnHa 3 HalBIJOMIIIUX JOCIITHUKIB KOCMOCY BCIiX 4aciB,
JIOKTOpKa XyaH, CTO JABAAISTH POKIB TOMY OYOJIHIIA
EKCIIeIUIIII0 B JIalieKi, HeAOCIIKeH1 PEer1oHH, aX J0 CaMoro
MepTtBOro Mopsi. Y moiopox BUPYUIMIIN MIECTEPO YJICHIB
exinaxy. [loBepHynucs nuie n8oe — Xyat 1 Hkoci. A 3anucu
PO Te, 110 3 HUMHU CTAJIOCs, OyJIu YpUBYACTHUMH M,
MOJICHKyBaJIi, HABMUCHO BiJpeIaroBaHiMH CaMHMHU



They’d been hunting for a device that could create the nodes
that led to new worlds—a “stardust machine,” once common,
now lost. Rumor was they finally found it at the end of a
seventeen-year search—but if that were true, then where was
it?

More than a century since that journey, and the voyage of the
ship, the Traveler, was shrouded in mystery. Many of the
reports of its crew had been destroyed or lost, including this
volume, the fifth of six, of an unpublished memoir. Until
today.

Maya thought she might faint with excitement. Despite being

Earthborn, Dr. Huang was something of a folk hero to settlers.

She was a polyglot who spoke eight languages, including
Mandarin, English, and Japanese, and at least one Belzoar
language. She’d discovered most of the settlement planets in
her first expedition. Maya couldn’t believe this longlost
volume had been stuck in some person’s private storage with
no one to appreciate what it really was. She could only
imagine its contents.

“Hey, are you listening to me?”
“Hmm, what?” Maya asked.
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ydacHuKaMu. Haue BoHU TiparHyau 3a Oyab-sKy IiHy 3aBaIUTH
KOMYCh 1HIIIOMY BIATBOPHUTH iXH1M IIIsAX. JIeXTO BipHB: BOHU
3HAWIIIY MIOCh TaKe, IO XOTIJIM Ha3aBKIU PUXOBATH BiJl
JIIOZICTBA.
BoHu po3nrykyBanu A€o 37aTHe MPOKJIaaaT TyHEIl 10
HOBUX CBITIB — «MAaIlIMHY 30PSHOTO MUITY», KOJUCH TOLIUPEHY,
a HUHI1 0e3CTiIHO BTpadeHy. XOAWUIU YyTKH, 10 HAPUKIHIII
CIMHAIATUPIYHUX TOIIYKIB MPUCTPINA Tak 3HaUILUH. Ta
SIKITO II€ TIpaBaa, KyIH 5K BiH MOMIBCS?
MuHysno nmoHaj CTOMITTS, a Monopox «MaHapiBHUKA» U A0Ci
3aJMIIanacs OMOBUTOK Ta€EMHUIIEIO. bUlbIIicTh 3BITIB
ekinaxy Oys0 3HUIIEHO a0o 3ary0ieHo, 30KkpemMa i 1eH,
I’ AITUM 13 IECTU TOMIB HEOIyOJIIKOBAaHUX MEMYapiB. AX 10
CHOTO/IHI.
Mast BiuyBasa, 1o 0Cb-0Ch 3HEIIPUTOMHIE BiJl 3aXBaTy.
[Tonpu Te mo JokTOpKa XyaH HapoAWIacsa Ha 3emil, JIs
KOJIOHICTIB BOHA CTaJIa MOCTATTIO Maii>ke Mi(14HOIO, TEPOTHEIO
HapoAaHUX nepekasiB. [lomirmoTrka, sika BIIbHO BOJIOIIA
BiICbMOMa MOBaMH, Cepe]l IKUX MaHJIapUHChKa, aHTJIIHChKa,
ATIOHCHKA Ta MPUHANWMHI Of1Ha 3 Oen3oapcbkux. Came mij yac
CBOEIT MEPIIOi eKCIEeANIIT BOHA BIAKPHIIA OUIBIIICTh TUIAHET,
3r0JIOM BU3HAHUX MPUIATHUMU JJIS KUTTS.
Mast He MoTIIa TOBIPUTH, 1110 TIeH 3aryOIeHHI TOM pOKaMu
MPUMAIAB MHJIOM Y YUEMYCh PUBATHOMY CXOBHIIII, a BIIACHUK
HaBITh HE YCB1JIOMJIIOBAB MOTO CIPABKHBOI IIIHHOCTI. Tix
JIUIIAJIOCS TUTBKH YSBIISITH, SIKI TAEMHULI XOBAIOTHCS HA IIUX
CTOpIHKaX.

— T'eit, T MeHe B3arai uyem?

— Ta? {o? — nepenurana Mas.



“I was asking if you could give a tour of the Collection to
some potential donors. It’s a big deal. They just messaged
today that they’re here on campus, and sorry they didn’t give
us a heads-up, but they’d love to just ‘stop by’ in an hour, and
I’m freaking out, okay? You know I don’t do public speaking.
If you do this, it’ll get me—and you—major points with the
boss. I bet you could get out of inventory duties for a month.
Please say you’ll help me.”

Normally, the archives should’ve had someone more important
than Maya give the tour, but Pickle’s boss, the Executive
Director, was away on vacation, and Brian was painfully
awkward and in a funk over the fakes in the delivery they’d
just received. Whereas everyone knew Maya gave fantastic
tours, on account of knowing dozens of interesting, obscure
facts about the artifacts that even some of the archivists didn’t,
thanks to her previous career.

“I can’t,” Maya said, wrenching her eyes from the book. “I
have to pull off an academic miracle in the next few days,
and—Ilisten.” Maya leaned close and abandoned all attempt at
nonchalance. “Can I read that?”

“Oh,” said Pickle. “I’m sorry. We haven’t digitized it yet, and
access 1s by Executive Director authorization only. And
anyway, someone’s already requested and been approved for
it. That’s why I pulled it.”

“Who?”

“A visiting professor. Some guy who came down from Yale
especially for it.”
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— Sl nurtaro, un He MOTIIa O TH TIPOBECTH EKCKYPCII0
«Komnexitiero» ist MOTEHIIIHHNUX cIoHCOPiB. e myxe
BAXJIMBO. BOHM 1I0MHO Aanu 3HATH, 110 BXKE Ha
TEPUTOPIi YHIBEPCUTETY, 1 MEPEMPOCUIIH, L0 HE
TOTIEPETUIIH 3a3/1aJIeTi/Ib. XOUyTh 3aCKOUYHUTH 32 TOJUHY,
s BK€ Ha MEXI1 MaHiku, po3yMie? Ty xk 3Ha€I, K MeH1
BaYKKO BUCTYIIATH Tiepe] MyOmiKkoro. SIKIo BUPYUHIL, MU
0060€ 3apobuMo OaiB B odax 6oca. b’rocs 006 3aknan,
TeOe 3BUILHATH BiJl IHBEHTapHU3aIlii Ha MicsIb. bynb
Jlacka, JOMOMOKH MEHI.

3a3Buuai eKCKypcii apXiBaMu MPOBOIUB XTOCh 3HAUHO
NoBaXkKHIMMM 3a Mato, ane kepiBHUK Oripa, BAKOHaBYMI
JUPEKTOP, MOiXaB y BIAMYCTKY, a bpasH OyB 00JicHO
HE3rpaOHUM 1 reTh HE B TYMOPi uepes miIpoOKH B OCTaHHIN
naptii. BoqHouac yci 3Hanm, mo Mast npoBOIUTh Yyl0B1
€KCKYpCIi: 3aBISIKM MUHYIIIH Kap’€pi BOHA cUmajia AecaTKaMu
MaJjoB1AOMUX (PAKTIB PO apTedaKT, Npo sKi He
3/10ralyBJIMCS HABITh IOCBITUEH1 apXiBICTH.

— He moxy, — Binpizana Masi, CUIIOMIIIb BIABOISTYH
TIOTJISA BiJl KHMOKKH. — 3a KiJIbKa JHIB MEH1 Tpeba
3MIMCHUTH aKaJIeMIdHE JUBO, a IIIE. .. CIyXaH...

Bona Haxwmmacs 6uxk49e, 0CTaTOYHO OOJUIIHUBIIH CIIPOOH
371aBaTUCS 0Ty kKO0:

— MoxHa meHi 1 mouyuTaTu?

— Ox, —3uitwiucs Orip. — Bubau. Mu 1ie He BCTUIIIH
onudpyBaTH 11ei MaTepiaj, a J0CTYIl JO HbOTO
BiJIKPUBAIOTH JIMIIIC 3 TO3BOJTY BUKOHABYOTO JUPEKTOPA.
Ta 11 1o TOro  Ha Hel BXKE I0IaJIN 3aIIUT 1 HOro
cxBainmii. CaMe TOMy MeH1 JJOBeJocs ii 3a0paru.



Maya frowned. “How did he even know we had it? You just
unpacked it. We haven’t added it to the catalog yet.”
Generally, he shouldn’t have had access until the whole
collection had been processed, and even then only to the
digital copy.

“Maybe he reads the obituaries too,” Pickle deadpanned. “I
heard he talked to the Foundation about private acquisition but
couldn’t get them to sell. When he heard we won the auction,
he worked out some special deal with the Executive Director.”
Maya wondered what kind of pull this guy had.

“But I’'m your friend.” She collapsed into the narrow space
between Pickle’s desk and the wall. Pickle didn’t have room
for a second chair for guests. “And I’m going to be expelled.”
She wasn’t above guilt-tripping when rare materials were
involved. So she told Pickle about the call with Liam. “The
missing two volumes are supposed to extensively cover their
time in the Belzoar regions. I bet everything I need for my
research is in that book.”

“Your paper on Belzoar music?” Pickle said. “Didn’t Liam
give you an outline with suggested sources? I’m holding one
of the greatest finds of my life, and you want to use it for an
itty-bitty paper?”
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— Xrt0 came?

— 3anpommenwnii mpodecop. Axuiich TUI i3 €IHCHKOTO
yHiBepcuTeTy. [IpHuixaB cromu crieriagbHO 3apaan
IIHOTO.

Mas macynuacs.

— AuJe 5K BiH y3araui Jii3HaBcs, 110 KHUXKKa B HacC? U K
TUIBKH-HO 11 po3nakyBaii. Mu HaBITh HE BHECIIH 11 10
KaTaJsory.

3a3Buuai JOCTYI BIIKPUBAJIM JIUIIIE MICIIsi TOBHOT OOPOOKH
KOJICKIII{ — Ta ¥ TO HE JI0 OpUTiHATY, a 70 [UGPOBOT KOITii.

— Moxe, BIH TeX YUTa€ HEKPOJIOTH, — CyX0 Kunynu Orip.
— IloneiikyroTh, 1110 BIH HaMaraBcs IOMOBUTHUCS 3
(GhoHI0OM MPO MPUBATHY KYITIBIIIO, aJi€ T1 BIIMOBHIIUCS
MpOoJIaBaTh. A KOJIM JI13HABCS, 1[0 MU BUTPAJIA AyKII1OH,
BUTOPryBaB c001 SIKyCh OCOOJIMBY YToly 3 BAKOHABUYUM
JTUPEKTOPOM.

Mas MUMOBOJI1 3aMHUCIHIIACS, SIKI 3K 3B’ SI3KM Ma€ 1€l YOJIOBIK.

— Aue x MU Jpy3i.

Bona mumtoxHynacs y By3bKuid pocTip Mixk ctosiom Oripa Ta
CTIHOIO, OCKIJIBKH APYTOTO CTUIBIIS JJIs BiABITyBa4iB Ty T
poCcTo He OyI0.

— I meHe och-0Ch BUCTABIISITH 32 ABEPI, — J0asIa BOHA.
Komnu #inutocs npo piakicHi marepianu, Mast 3amt00ku Tucia
Ha 4yKYy KaJicTh. Toxx BoHa BuKIana OripoBi Bce Mpo I3BIHOK
Jliama.

— JIBa 3HUKJII TOMU MaJii 0 AETaJbHO OMKUCYBATH TXHE

nepeOyBaHHs B perioHax ben3oapa. ['oToBa 3aknacTucs,
110 BCE HEOOXI1IHE JUIT MOTO JOCIIKEHHS cCaMe B I1i
KHWDKIIL.



“Come on,” begged Maya. “Just let me smell it.”

Pickle cackled and relented. It was something the two of them
had bonded over, this insatiable curiosity: Maya’s for other
worlds and Pickle’s for the past, both realms unknowable in
their own way.

They cracked the case with a pop and a hiss.

“I’ll hold 1t,” said Pickle. “You can look over my shoulder. But
no drooling. And don’t even think about recording.”

The volume creaked beneath Pickle’s fingers. Maya clutched
their arm. Her whole body trembled with excitement. They
turned the pages slowly together, Maya’s lenses translating the
Chinese into Settlement Japanese as they went. Descriptions
of months spent aboard the ship, the day-to-day antics, the
fixing of things. Forget the paper, Maya wanted to hole up in
the reading room with this book and devour it.

“Wait,” she said, reaching for the page to stop Pickle from
turning it. Pickle swatted her finger away before it touched the
paper.

“What?”

Maya was busy reading the description of the crew’s past
rendezvous with a Frenro traveler:
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— Tsos crarTs mpo My3uky bemsoapa? — nepenuranu
Orip. — Xi6a Jliam He gaB TOO1 CITUCOK
pEKOMEHI0BaHUX kepen? S Tpumaro B pyKax OfiHe 3
HANUOUTBIINX BIAKPUTTIB Y CBOEMY JKHUTTI, @ TH XOUEII
BUKOPUCTATH HOTO TSI IKOICh TaM CTaTTi?

— Taroai 1061, — GiaranbpHO npoTsArHyaa Mas. — Jlait xoua
0 MOHIOXATH.

Orip po3cmisvcs ¥ Taku 3namucs. Came Ha 111 HeBraMOBHIN
JONUTIMBOCTI BOHU M 31inukcs: Maro BaOWIU 1HIII CBITH,
Oripa — munyJe; oouaBi 111 cepu OyIu MO-CBOEMY
He30arHeHHI.

BoHu BimunHUIM Qy ISP 13 DIyXUM KJIallaHHAM 1 ITUITHHSAM.

— S tpumatumy, — nonepeausiu Orip. — A TH TUBHUCS
yepe3 rieye. Tuibku 0e3 ciuHoTedl. | HaBITE HE AyMai
3HIMAaTH.

ToM THXO 3aCKpHUMIB MiJ iIXHIMU NaJdbLAMU. AcTipaHTKa
BUENMIACA iM Yy PYKY, BC€ 1i TIIIO TPEMTLIO BiJl 3axBary. Bonu
MOBLILHO TOPTAJIM CTOPIHKU pa3oM; JiH3u Mai Ha X0y
nepeKIajaiy 3 KUTalChKOT Ha MOCEICHChKY AMOHCHKY. OnucH
MICSIIIB, POBEICHUX Ha KOPaOJIi, IOJACHHI BUTIBKH,
HECKIHYEHH1 PEMOHTH.

Ta no Gica Ty cTaTTiO: 1i1 XOT1IOCS 3a0UTHUCS B YUTAJTILHIO 3
I1€10 KHIDKKOIO i MPOKOBTHYTH 11 3a pa3

— Criit! — BUrykHy”na BoHa, MPOCTITal0YH PyKy A0
CTOpIHKH, 1100 He natu Oripy ii neperopHyTy.

Bonwu Bi16mM 11 majensp e 0 TOro, ik TOM TOPKHYBCS
namnepy.

— IIo Take?



Calendars account of the stardust machine was the first
tangible evidence we 've had in over fourteen years that what
we seek still exists. Calendar even described it: less than a
meter tall, brown cylindrical trunk, not metal but more
organic. At the top and bottom, something like tentacles or
roots— though it is unclear if this is just because Frenro tend
to describe many things as tentacles.

“Stardust machine,” said Pickle. “Isn’t that the thing they were

searching for?”
“It—it can’t be,” said Maya.
“Why not?”

“No, I mean yes, I mean—" Maya stared at the description.
Words fluttered in her chest. She wanted to tell Pickle she
knew this machine that supposedly could construct gateways
between solar systems. She’d dreamed of it.

“Are you all right?” Pickle asked, shutting the book and
turning around. “‘You look like you need to sit down.” They
offered their chair.

Maya shook her head. Her brain was whirling. Because she
was filled with a sudden certainty that Dr. Huang’s machine
was the very same object she had sought fruitlessly for nine
years before returning to Princeton. “I need this book,” she
told Pickle. “Just a few hours.”
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Mas TM yacoM y>ke BIMBalacs O4uMa B OIKUC 3yCTpidi
eKIMaxy 3 MaHJPIBHUM (PpeHpo:

«CBiguennsa Kanenmaps npo MammHy 30psSHOTO MTUTY CTaJId
NEPIIUM 33 YOTUPHAIISATH POKIB BITUYTHUM JOKa30M TOTO,
10 IPEeMET HAIIUX MOIIYKIB 10Ci icHye. Kanennap HaBiTh
OIKCaB HOro: 3aBBUILIKK MEHIII SIK METP, KOPUUHEBHI
UWTIHAPUYHUN CTOBOYp — HE METAJIEBH, a pajiie
OPraHIvYHOTIO MOXOMKEHHS. Yropi ¥ yHU3Y IIOCh HA KIITAJIT
nynanenb abo KOpiHHS, X04a HE3PO30MIJIO, YU 11€ HE HACIII0K
CXUJIBHOCTI (PPEHPO ONMUCYBATH OyIb-1110 K LIYTIATBIS.

— «Marmna 30psHOTO Mty », — noBTOopUiIHn Orip. — Xiba
HE il BOHM IIyKaJIu?

— Hi... uporo He Moxe OyTH, — BUAuXHYna Mas.

— Yomy x?

— Hi, To0TO TakK... s XOTL/Ia CKa3aTH... — BOHA HE 3BOJMIIA
nornsiay 3 omucy. CoBa 3acTpSIIN B ropi. [i kopTino
3i3Hatucs Oripy, 1110 BOHA 3HAE II0 MAIIMHY — Ty CaMmy,
110 HIOWTO MOIJIa BIAKPUBATU OpaMy MIXK 30pSTHUMU
cucreMamu. BoHa 11 cHMtacsl.

— 3106010 BCe rapasn? — 3anutanu Orip, 3a4nHSIOUN
KHWKKY 1 TOBEPTAIOYUCh 10 Hel. — Moxke, npucsiaen?
Burnsany B Tebe HeMae.

Bonu nincyHynu cBiii CTUIEb.

Masi moxuTasna rojaoso. JlyMKy 1maneHo KpyTuaucs. li
panToOM OXOIKJIa BIIEBHEHICTh: 00’ €KT JOKTOPKHU XyaH — I1€
came Te, 1110 BOHa 0e3yCIIIIHO IIyKaja JIeB’ SITh POKIB, MEpII
HIX noBepHyTucs 10 [Ipuncrona.

— MeHi notpibeH 11ei ToMm, — ckazasia BoHa Oripy. — Xoua
0 Ha KUIbKA TOJIUH.



“Okay ... no, sorry,” said Pickle. “The professor is coming by
to use it this afternoon. But I can ask the boss if you can help
me digitize it, and you can look at it then. Maya? What’s going
on?”

Maya couldn’t meet their gaze. Why did you even come back?
“Like you said, this is an incredible find.” Could she steal it
just for a few hours? Well, yes, she could. But she wouldn’t.
She was reformed.

“I’m your friend,” said Pickle, flicking her words back at her
like an accusation. “And now I feel like you’re lying to me.”
That stung, but only because it was true. She wanted to tell
Pickle everything. But that required answering questions Maya
wasn’t sure she was ready for.

Maya shut her eyes and listened to the building sigh. It was in
quiet moments like these when time felt like a membrane
surrounding her, as if she just stuck out a finger and poked,
she might find herself tumbling into a different time and place.
It didn’t work like that, of course. Not on Earth anyway. “I
need to make something right.”

“And a book will help you do that?”

“It might. I hope so.”

Pickle pursed their lips. “Does this have something to do with
whatever you were doing before you got here?”

“Contractor for a small independent shipping company.”
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— Hi, Bubau, — moxuranu BoHu rooBoro. — [Ipodecop
3aiiJie MO0 HbOTO CHOTOHI MO 0011, AJie 5T MOXKY
3alUTATH B KEPIBHUIITBA, UM JO3BOJIATH TOO1 TOTIOMOTTH
MeHi1 3 on@pyBaHHIM. To/l i PO3AUBHUIIICS.

Orip yBa)KHO 3MIPSIIH 11 MOTIISIIOM:

— Mas, 10 KoiThcs?

Bona He HaBaxKyBasnacs maBectu oueil. Hasiwo mu 63aeani
nogepuynacs?

— Tu maen paiito — 1€ HeMMOBIpHA 3HAX1JIKA.

A 1110, SIK IPOCTO MOIYTUTH KHUXKKY, 00/1aii Ha KiJIbKa TOIUH?
Bona morna 6. Tak, mora. Asie He ctane. 3 IIMM MMOKIHYEHO.
Bona 3Minnnacs.

— Aune mu x apy3i, — o3Banucs Orip, OBEpTAIOUH ii
BJIACHI1 CJIOBA K JIOKIp. — A 3apa3 Take BIIUYTTA, HION
TU MEHI1 Opellierl.

Big nux cniB ctano 6omnsiue — 060 To Oyna nmpasaa. XoTiiocs
PO3IOBICTH BCE, ajie Il I[bOT0 JOBENIOCs O BIMOBIIATH HA
3anmuTaHHs, 10 Skux Mas 1ie He Oysa roTosa.

Bona 3ammromuna ovi ¥ mpuciayxanacs 10 nrymy Oymisii. Y
TaKi XBIJIMHU 4ac BITYYBaBCS MOB TOHKAa MeMOpaHa JOBKOJIA:
371aBaJIOCsl, BAPTO JIUIIIE TPOCTATHYTH MaJICllb 1 IET€HBKO
TKHYTHU — 1 IPOBAJIMIICS B 1HIIHMIA BUMIp. 3BICHO, TaK 1€ HE
nparfroBaino. [IpunaiiMui Ha 3emi.

— Memni Tpeba aemo BUMPABUTH.

— I xHmxka 1001 B 11bOMY A0TIOMOXKE? — 3anuTanu Orip.

— MoxnuBo. S Ha 1e crogiBarocs.

BoHnu ctuchynu ryou.

— Ile sxoch MOB’SI3aHO 3 TUM, YUM TH 3aiiMajacs 10

ITOBEPHEHHS?



“Sure. Accounting and tracking shipments, blah blah blah.”

But Pickle was trying to meet her wherever she was in the fog,
and they both knew it. Pickle slipped the volume back in the
vacuum case. They waited with the same patience that made
them so good at their work.

“I have this friend who has been looking for something for
almost a hundred years,” said Maya, and then she winced,
because she’d been avoiding thinking about how she’d left
things with Auncle, and now she was again.

“I take it this friend isn’t human.... Wait, does this have to do
with your obsession with the so-called grail?”

“It’s not so-called,” said Maya.

“Well, it’s called that by you, so...”

“Fine,” said Maya. “I gave it that nickname, but it’s a real
object. You know a couple of hundred years ago, Frenro
stopped being able to have children? Around the same time the
last of these things was seen. Which is not a coincidence. My
friend Auncle believes it’s a critical part of the Frenro
ecosystem, without which they can’t conceive—Ilike flowers
without honeybees. Auncle wants children more than
anything.”

Already, she could feel the path calling her back, the sugar-
sweet high of obsession still within reach. She had given up
the quest because she had learned the hard way it would eat
the years of her life and spit her out old with nothing to show
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— S mpariroBana 3a KOHTPAKTOM y MaJICHbKINA HE3aleKHIH
TPAHCIIOPTHIN KOMITaHii.
— Ara, — mpotsaraynu Orip. — O6ik, noricTuka... Ona-
Ona-0ma.
Orip Hamaranucs OyTH 3 HEIO Ha OJHIN XBWII, ITOMIPH BCIO ii
pO3ry0JIeHICTh, 1 000€ 11e po3yMiuid. BoHu yekanu Ha
MOSICHEHHS 3 TUM CaMUM TEPIIHHSM, K€ POOUIIO TX TAKUMHU
MalCTEpHUMU y CBOIl CIIPaBI.
— Y MEHE € IpyT, SIKUU IIYKa€ JICII0 BXKE ManKe CTO
POKIB, — MOBIJIa Masi 1 BMUTh CKPUBHJIACS: HaMarauacs
HE 3rajlyBaty, sIK mpoianacs 3 Js/1bKom, a Terep 3HOBY
JIOBEJIOCS TIPO TI€ TyMAaTH.
— Tapmaro, el apyr... He moauHa, Tak? — Orip 3aMOBKIN
Ha MUTE. — CTIH, 1€ IKOCH OB’ SI3aHO 3 TBOEIO
OJICPKUMICTIO Tak 3BaHUM ['paanem?
— BiH He «Tak 3BaHMil», — BUNpaBuUja AiBUMHA.
— Hy, Taxk ioro 3Beur T4, TOK. ..
— Tapasn, — nmorogunacs BoHa. — S gana oMy Taky Ha3By,
aJjie 1€ UJIKOM peallbHUM MpeaMeT. 3HAEI, KUTBbKACOT
POKIB TOMY (PpeHpO panToM NepecTaar HapOIKyBaTH
niteir? Came Toal BOCTaHHE Oadrun 1o pid. I e He
BHUNAAKOBICTh. Miit nipyT, JIsapK0, BBaXKae ii BAKIIMBOIO
JaCTHHOIO €KOCUCTEMHU (PpeHpo: Oe3 Hel BOHU HE
MOXYTh JaBaTH MOTOMCTBO — I1€ SIK KBIiTH 0e3 O/pKiI. A
BOHH TIOHA]T yCE€ XOUYTh JIITCH.
Mast BimuyBasa, sIK KOJHIIHS MPUCTPACTh KJINYE Ha3aI,
COJIOJIKE CIT’STHIHHS OJIEP>KUMICTIO BCE 111e OYyJIO Ha BiJCTaH1
MPOCTIATHYTOI pyku. BoHa nokunyna nouryku, 60 Ha
BJIACHOMY JOCBI/II Mi3HAJA; 1€ 3KEPE POKU KUTTSA 1 BUILTIOHE



for it but a trail of mistakes. Auncle hadn’t understood why
she’d left, hadn’t been able to. No, she couldn’t do that
again—but if she figured out where it was, she could at least
tell Auncle.

Pickle was considering what she’d said. “The Frenro can’t
have children anymore? Why don’t more people know this?
That’s heavy.”

“There aren’t a lot of them left to talk about it. I’ve only met
six in my lifetime.”

“Wow.” Pickle’s eyes filled with tears. “That’s horrible.”
“This stardust machine—I think it’s my grail. Their grail. And
this book could be the key to finally finding one. That’s why
you have to let me borrow it.”

She thought she had Pickle close to yes. But then Pickle
pivoted away, flicking at an invisible message. “Damn. Those
important visitors I told you about are here. So listen. How
about a deal...”

Which was generally how all Maya’s wild and terrible
adventures started.

She said yes.
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Tebe CTapolo, 3aTUIIUBIIN MO cOO1 JIHIIIE eI} TOMUIIOK.
JlsapKO He 3p0o3yMisid, YOMY BOHA Milllia, Ta i He 3mir ou. Hi,
BOHA HE MaJia [paBa 3HOBY B II€ BB s3yBaTUCS — aJI€ SKILO
BIACThCS 3’sCyBaTH, ¢ BOHO, BOHA Oojail 3Moe M CKa3aTH.
Orip 0OMipKOBYBaJIM MOYYTE.

— @peHpo Ounblle HE MOXYTh MaTH AiTel? YoMy mpo 11e
Tak maJo 3HawTh? Lle x karactpoda.

— Jlummiiocs Hebararo THX, XTO MOXE PO3MOBICTU. 3a BCE
KUTTS 51 3yCTPLIia JIUIIE ITICTHOX.

— JlumeHsKo... — o4l Apyra HalOBHUJIUCS CIbO3aMHU.

— Ils MammHa 30psiHOTO MUY ... Tajato, e Mii ['paans.
Ixmiit I'paans. I et ToM MOXKE CTaTH KIIFOYEM J0
po3sraaku. CaMe TOMy TH MYCHIII MEHI HOTO MO3UYHTH.

3naBanocs, Orip y>xe roToBl OyJau NOTOJUTHUCS, Ta PaliTOM
BIJIBEpHYJIUCS, 3aYUTABIINCH HEBUIUMUM MOBITOMJICHHSM.

— Yopr 3abupaii. Ti NOBaXkHI roCTi, MPO SIKUX 5 Ka3aB, YXKe
TyT. Ciyxai, siK o0 yroau?..

Came Tak 3a3BMYail MOYMHAIKCS BCl IMKI 1 HEHMOBIPHI1
npuroau Mai.
Bona norogumnacs.



Chapter 4

Maya congratulated herself on how far she’d come in terms of
personal growth. It was 11:00 a.m., and she wasn’t even
thinking about stealing the Huang book. Though it would have
been easy. The building was desolate during August, and the
volume was just sitting in a hold cabinet with a lock so simple
Maya could have hacked it eyes closed with one hand while
sipping tea. But she’d given up that life when she’d sucked in
her first lungful of natural air in over a decade.

She still couldn’t wrap her mind around the fact that she and
Dr. Huang had pursued the same object, a century apart.

She’d been obsessed with the legend of Dr. Huang’s
expedition when she was a child: the journey to other worlds
beyond human space, the camaraderie of the crew of the
Traveler, and the discoveries of long-lost civilizations.

She leaned back against the welcome desk of the archives,
appreciating the mild yellow sunlight streaming in through the
front windows.

Her eyes lifted to a quote by Dr. Wei Huang inscribed over the
front entrance: You can’t live in the universe without leaving
footprints.

Perhaps it should have said: You can’t live without damaging
things. Maya grimaced.

A message from Liam appeared in her feed. She opened it with
a double wink. There was a pitted slab of building block
displayed in the middle of the lobby, the remnants of an
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I'masa 4

Mas momymMKH moxBaiinia cede 3a Te, K JaJIeKO IpOoCyHYymacs
B po00Ti Hax coboro. byna onuHamIATa paHKy, a BOHa II1e
HaBITh HE 3aMUCITIOBAJIACS PO TE, MO0 YKpacTu KHUTY. Xo4a
e Oyso 6 AUTA4YO0r0 3a0aBKOK0. Y cepIiHi OyaiBIs CTOsIA
MOPOXKHBOIO, & TOM CIIOYMBAB 32 3aMKOM HAaCTUIbKU
MIPUMITHBHUM, 1110 Masi 3;1amana 6 Horo 13 3aIToIeHUMA
OYMMa, TOMUBAIOYY Yail. AJle BOHA 3aJIUIIIIIA T€ KUTTS B
MUHYJIOMY — TOJI1, KOJIA BIIEpIIIE 32 JACCATh POKIB BAUXHYJIA HA
MOBHI I'PYJU YUCTE MOBITPA.

BoHa i1 10ci He MoIyIa OCSTHYTH, 10 BOHU 3 JOKTOPKOIO XyaH,
PO3ILICH] IIIJIUM CTOJIITTSAM, MOJIIOBAIM Ha OJJHE U T€ caMe.

VY nutuHcTB1 Mas Oyna 6e3TSMHO 3aXOIJIeHa JIETeH 1010 PO
EKCIIEAMIIII0 JOKTOPKH XyaH: MaHAPIBKOIO JI0 CBITIB 3a
MEXaMH JTFOJICBKOTO TIPOCTOPY, TOBAPUCHKUM TyXOM CKITaxy
«MaHpiBHHKa» Ta BIIKPUTTAMH JABHO 3HUKJIMX LUBUII3ALIN.
BoHa crniepnacs Ha CTIKY peecTpallii 1 HA MUTh JT03BOJIHIIA
c001 HACOJIOAUTHUCS M’ SIKUM 30JIOTAaBHUM CBITJIOM, IO JIMJIOCS
Kp13b BIKHA.

[Torsin KOB3HYB yropy, 10 BUKapOyBaHO1 HaJ BXOJIOM IIUTATU
Beit Xyan: «Y BcecBiTi HEMOXKIIMBO KUTH, HE 3aTUIITAI0YN
CJT1TIBY.

«Mabymo, cnio 6yno nanucamu. ,, Hemoocnueo scumu, ne
3ago0arouu wkoou “», — Mast CKpUBHIIacs BiJl BIIACHOI TyMKH.
VY criMcky moBigoMIIeHb 3’ IBIJIOCS HOBE, Bij Jliama.
AcripaHTKa BiJIKpuJia Horo noABidHUM KiinanHsM. [locepen
BEeCTHOIOJISI BUCOU1JIa MONIEpXJIa KaM’siHa cTesia 3 Oy/liBeIbHUX



ancient civilization. The words in her ocular lens hovered over
it like a caption.

Just wanted to say sorry. Have some personal stuff going on
right now, and I may have unfairly transferred some of that.
However, substance of what I said was all accurate. See you
this afternoon.

What personal stuff could have him so off-kilter? He had
everything: a perfect marriage, a sterling professional
reputation, two bestselling books, a house that was fully paid
for, a trust fund, and three parents who doted on him. She
envied him.

Notable, though, that he’d said nothing about the Huang book.
She’d sent him a message, hoping he might intervene and
prevent it from being handed over to the Yale professor. It was
a sign of his distraction that he wasn’t already down here
demanding to see it.

Sighing, she went back to skimming research materials with
one eye and watching for Pickle’s wealthy couple from
Minnesota with the other.

The deal that Pickle had offered was this: Maya would give
Judy and Emon Bond a tour that would convince them to cut a
big fat check to support the archives, and in return, Pickle
would temporarily “process” the Huang book for a few hours
while Maya looked through it.

So here Maya was, plotting how to convince this couple to
make a sizable donation. She could tell them the
swashbuckling story about how the Humbert Archives ended
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OJI0KIB — yJaMOK JIaBHbOT IuBiLmi3alii. TexcT y 11 1iH31 3aBUC
psSMO HaJl KAMEHEM, Hade My3eHHUH TiAmIC:

«Xouy eubauumucs. Y mene 3apas neeni ocooucmi ne2apazou,
I, MOJICIUBO, 51 HECNPABeOdNUBo 3ipP8ascs Ha mooi. Bmim, no
cymi ce, wjo s ckasas, — npasda. Ilobauumocs cbo2o0Hi no
00i0i».

Ski me «ocoOucTi npoodIeMu» MO TaK BUOUTH HOTO 3
KoJ1ii? Y HBOTO OYyII0 BCE: 1/IcalbHUN MITI00, Oe310TaHHa
penyrarlisi, 1Ba Oecrcenepu, BUTUTAYeHU OyTMHOK, TPACTOBUI
dboHa 1 Tpoe OaThKIB, sIKI B HBOMY JIyIIIl HE uyiau. BoHa oMy
3a3apua.

[Toka3oBo, ofHaK, 10 PO KHUTY XyaH BiH HE 3ra/iaB aHi
cioBoM. Mas Bifinucaia oMy, ClioJliBalOYMCh, 10 BiH yce XK
BTPYTUTHCS 1 HE JACTh NiepenaTu (OJIaHT €IbCbKOMY
npodecoposi. Te, mo Jliam 10c1 He pUMYaB CIOAN 3 BUMOTOIO
HEraifHO Moka3aTtu WoMy TOM, JIUIIE MiATBEPIKYBaJIO: BIH 1
CIpaBii po3ryOeHuH.

3iTXHYBIIIM, BOHA 3HOBY B3suIacs MEperIsaaTH HAyKOBi
MaTepialid OTHAM OKOM, a THIIIMM MIJIbHYBaJla, Yd HE

3 IBUTHCS 3aMOKHE TIOAPYXOKS 3 MIHHECOTH, Ha SIKE YeKalln
Orip.

VYrona Oyna npocroro: Mast mpoBoauts st xyai ta Imona
BoHniB ekcKkypcito, sKa MepeKoHa€E X BUMMKMCATH HMIEAPUN YEK
Ha MATPUMKY apXiBy, a HAaTOMICTh Orip «0(OpPMITIOBATUMYTh)
KHUTY KiJIbKa TOJIMH, 1100 /IIBUMHA BCTUIJIA 11 BUBUUTH.

Tox BOHa cujiia i MipKyBasa, sik 3aJ00pUTH BI3UTEPIB 331715
COJIIHOT MOkepTBU. MoxHa Oys10, 10 MPUKJIIATY, PO3NOBICTH
COKOBUTY OaiiKy Ipo Te, IKMM YMHOM Haj apxiBoM ['ymbGepra



up with the American flag upstairs. Midwesterners loved that
one.

The heavy doors opened, allowing the entry of a blue-and-
yellow clamshell delivery drone. It made a beeline for her.
She held out a hand automatically, and it handed her an
obsidian box, one of those cheap projectors you could order if
you didn’t have a projection ring—or you didn’t want to be
tracked.

She scanned it for a name and nearly dropped it in confusion:
Auncle. But Auncle wasn’t in system, Auncle couldn’t be—

The doors opened a second time and her visitors entered. She
shoved the box into her pocket and replastered on a smile.
Both wore short sleeves and matching baggy blue trousers
upcycled from former NASA jumpsuits. From their attire, the
zealous gleam in their eyes, and Pickle’s description of them,
Maya already knew their type. Which was to say, well-
meaning space enthusiasts.

“Hello! I'm Emon, and this is Judy,” said Mr. Bond. “We
heard you’re a student. Three cheers for Old Nassau, eh?”
According to Pickle, these folks had recently inherited a
highly profitable plastic decomposition company and were in
the market for worthy causes.

She felt their eyes scroll past her patched bomber jacket and
low-quality cloth pants that should have been recycled several
years ago. One of the things she’d sworn to herself this time
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3aMaiiopiB aMmepuKkaHchbkuid mpamnop. [1y6miri 13 CepeaHboro
3axomy moAiOHI OMOBIIKH 3aBKIN MPUTIATATH IO TYIITi.

Baxki 1Bepi pO3UMHUIKCS, BIIyCKAIOYH CHHBO-KOBTOTO
JIpOHAa-Kyp’€pa 3 pO3KpPUBHUM KOPIycOM. Anapar nonpsMyBaB
IIPOCTO 10 Hel.

MamuHanbHO NPOCTIATHYBILIU PYyKyY, Masi Bifuylia Ha JOJIOHI
Bary o0cu1iaHoBoi kopooouku. Lle OyB o/IUH 13 JeIIeBUX
IPOEKTOPIB, SIKI 3a3BUYAl KYIIyIOTh, HE MalOUH CIEI1aJIbHOTO
nepcHs abo k 0a)katour YHUKHYTHU BIJICTEKEHHS.

Bona npockanyBasia 1aHi BiilpaBHUKA i Majio HE BITyCTHJIA
MaKyHOK BiJ moauBy. [sapko. [Ipote ix He Oyro B cuctemi,
TaKOT0 MPOCTO HE MOIVIO CTATUCH...

JIBepi po3uynMHUINCS BAPYTE, BIyCKAIOYH BIJBIyBaylB.
J{iBurMHa MIBUKO CXOBaJia KOPOOKY /10 KUILIEHI i 3HOBY
HaJnuia Ha oonuuys yeMmiiky. [Hoapysxokst bonmais Oyio y
¢yTOOJIKax Ta OMHAKOBUX MIIIKYBAaTUX CUHIX ILITAaHAaX,
nepemnTux 31 crapux koctiomiB HACA. 3 ixHboro BOpaHHs,
(aHaTUYHOTO OJIMCKY B 04ax Ta OMUCIB, ki Haganu Orip, Mas
BXKE pO3yMisa, 3 KUM Mae crpay. [lepen Heto cTosin HAiBHI
(daHaTH BCHOTO KOCMIYHOTO.

— Birar! 4 Imon, a nie JI>xymi, — MOBHB 40JIOBIK. — Mu
qyIu, 1110 BU cTyAeHTKa. Hy 110 *x, Tpupasose «ypa»
[TpuncTOHY?

3a cnoBamu Oripa, HEIIOABHO 11€ MOAPYX K yCIaIKyBaio
HAJ[3BUYANHO MPUOYTKOBY KOMIIAHIIO 3 IEPEPOOKH IIIACTUKY U
Ternep IIyKaJlo THI CIIpaBy ISl IHBECTHUIIIH.

Bona Biguyna, sk MOIISAA TOCTEN MIPOUIIIKCS MO i1 3ajaTaHii
KypTIIi Ta JE€UIeBUX IITAHAX, IKUM JIaBHO TTOpa OyJio MiTH Ha
nepepoOky. Mast TBepo 00i1siia codi He HaMaraTUcs 3JIUTUCS



around was that she wouldn’t try to blend in. But conformity
could be a comfort, and there were times when she regretted
her choices; everything about her screamed settler.

“Nice to meet you,” she said, and then remembered to offer a
hand to shake, Earth-Western-style.

He started to take it before his gaze settled on the tattoo
pattern outlining her left eye like a ring of ancient keys. She’d
gotten it in college as a way of embracing what she was, to the
extreme consternation of her parents, who didn’t approve of
tattoos of any kind. There were only two reasons people got
this one: either because they were from Earth and young and
foolish and thought it was “like, just kind of quantum,” or
because they had grown up on one of the outer system
settlements and were Infected as children. As Maya had been.

Most Earth folks might mistake it for the former, but the
Bonds knew space. Out there, it was a mark of pride that you
had survived, that you were something more than normal
human. But on Earth? Well.

Emon dropped his hand and coughed, pretending he hadn’t.
The book, Maya told herself. You’re doing this so Auncle can
find the grail.

“Welcome to Humbutt!” That was the student nickname for
the building. Maya clapped her hands with more cheer than
she felt. “We are going to have a fun time!” She was
overdoing it. Sweat trickled down the inside of her shirt, and
her voice sounded too loud in her ears.

“Bless you! We sure are!”
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3 HATOBIIOM, X0ua KOH()OPMIi3M Mir 61 3a0e3MeYnTH eBHUN
3aTumiok. YacoMm BOHA MIKOyBaIa PO CBiil BUOIP, aiKe
KOJIOHICTKY B Hiil OyJI0 BUIHO 32 KIJIOMETP.

— IlpueMHO MO3HAHOMHUTHCS, — BIAMIOBLIA IBYMHA T
ofpasy 3rajiaja npo HeoOXiTHICTh MPOCTATHYTH PYKY
JUISI BITAHHS, SIK 11€ 3aBEJCHO Ha 3eMUIi.

Imon yxe Oyno nmomaBcst Ha3ycTpiy, Ta MOTO MOTIISAJ] 3aCTUT Ha
BI3EPYHKY TaTytoBaHHs. MaltoHOK 0OpamJIsIB JIiB€ OKO, HaYe
KUJIbIIE CTApOBUHHUX KJII0UiB. BoHa 3po6uia iioro 1ie B
KOJIC/IK1, ITyKAIO4YH BIIACHUN CTUJIb Hamepekip O0aThbkaM, siKi He
CXBAJTIOBAJIM JKOJTHUX HATUTbHUX 3HaKiB. [CHyBaJIO juiie JBi
NPUYHMHHM JIJIS1 TAKOTO TaTyIOBaHHA: ab0 TH 13 3eMJll —
MOJIOJUHM, HEPO3YMHUH 1 BBAXKAEII, 110 1€ «TUITY KPYTO», a00
K BUPIC B OJTHIN 13 KOJIOH1M Ha OKOJUIISIX COHSYHOI CUCTEMU 1
OyB 3apakeHHH 11ie B AUTUHCTBI. Sk Masi.

binpuiicTs 3eMIIsIH, IMOBIPHO, IPUMHSIIH O 1€ 32 M1TITKOBUMA
OyHT, ipote bonau 3Hanucs Ha kocMoci. TaM, y BigaIeHuX
CBITaX, 1€ BBAXKAJIOCS 3HAKOM TOPJIOCTI: TH BUXKUB, TH IOChH
OlbIe 3a 3BUYAHY JIOANHY. A Ha 3eMIll Bce CIIpUiManocs
1HaKIIe.

['icTh OmycTUB PyKy ¥ BIKAIUISBCS, BAAIOUU, HIONM HIYOTO HE
crajocs. Mai noBenocs Harajary co0i, 1110 Bee 1€ 3apajau
KHUTH, Jsapka ta ['paans.

— JlackaBo npocumo a0 [myxoTHi! — Tak cTyaeHTH
’KapToma Ha3zuBaiu OyiBito. JliBUMHA MIecHya B
JOJIOH] 3 Ky OUIBIIMM €HTY31a3MOM, HIXK BiJdyBaja
Hacrpasai. — Ha Hac dyekae Becena npuroza!

Bona siBHO nieperpaBasna. I1iT cTikaB 1o CriuHI, a BIACHUM
roJIoC JyHaB Y ByXax 3aHaJITO FOJIOCHO.



She led them to the elevator. The museum was on Humbutt’s
fifth floor. The base of the building was encased in stone, with
excessive faithfulness to the Gothic architecture that still
dominated campus. Above the second story, the building
transitioned to glass and steel and mycelial concrete, and the
effect was jarring and hideous. Naturally, it had won several
architectural awards.

“I just love your accent,” said Judy, as a segue to asking what
she really wanted to: “Where are you from?”

“Peacelove,” said Maya.

“The Japanese one,” Judy explained to Emon.

“Ah, I’ve been to Tokyo a couple of times,” said Emon.
“Amazing place. They’ve got a seawall almost as big as the
Great Wall. And I just love the people.”

“I’ve never been,” admitted Maya. Her father’s parents were
climate refugees from some of the smaller cities swallowed by
the rising sea. “My mother is from New Jersey, though. I still
have family here.” It was one of the reasons she’d wanted to
come to Princeton: to get to know the family she’d only
exchanged video messages with over the years.

“Wonderful,” said Emon.

She leaned in to let the retina scanner at the elevator bank
capture her eye. “As you can see, security is tight,” Maya said,
knowing they’d be impressed. “Unless you’re authorized, you
can’t see the collection without a guided tour.” Some of

32

— O Tak, crpasi Oyze Beceo!

Bonu npoitim 1o migra. My3el po3TamioByBaBcs Ha I'STOMY
noBepci ['myxotHi. Huxas yacTuHa ciopynm Oyima o3m001eHa
KaMEHEM Y CyBOpIi BiIMTOBITHOCTI JO TOTUYHOTO CTHIIIO, STKHM
JI0C1 IOMiHYBaB Ha TEPUTOPIi YHIBEPCUTETY. 3 APYTOro
MOBEPXY apXITEKTypa NepeXoAmia y CKJIo, CTallb Ta OETOH 13
MILIETII0, 1[0 CTBOPIOBAJIO IMCOHAHC 1 BUIIISZIAJIO TIOTBOPHO.
3BicHO, Oy/iBIISI BK€ BCTUIVIA OTPUMATH KiJIbKa MPECTUKHUX
Haropoj.

— MeHi nyxe mogo0aeThCs Balll akIeHT, — MoBuiIa [y,
TOTYIOUH TIJAIPYHTS JJIsl MUTaHHS, SKe 11 HacTpaB/Il
IIKaBUJIO: — 3BIAKU BU?

— S 3 nmnanetn Mupmo0a, — Bianosiia Masi.

— SlnoHchKa KOJIOHIs, — MOACHWIA KiHKa IMOHY.

— A, s 6yBaB y Tokio Ku1bKa pa3iB, — NAXOMHUB YOJIOBIK. —
JluBoBmxHE MicTo. Tam € mam0Oa, Maike Taka K
BeNIMYe3Ha, K Benuka kuraiicbka cTiHa. [ s mpocto
000KHIOIO TAMTEIIHIX JTIONCH.

— S nikonu Tam He Oyna, — 313Hajacs JaiBurHaA. barbku ii
OarbKka Oyyu ODKEHIISIMHU 3 HEBEJIUKHUX MICT, 5Kl
MOTIIMHYJIO Mope. — AJie Most MaTu poioM 13 Heto-
Jlxepci. Y MeHe TyT J0C1 € poauyi.

I1e Oyna onHa 3 MPUYUH, YOMY BOHA 3aXOTLIa BCTYIUTHU A0
[IpuHCTOHA: TO3HAMOMUTHUCSA 3 PITHUMU, 3 IKUMHU POKAMH
OOMIHIOBAJIaCs JUIIE B1AECOMOBIJOMIIEHHIMU.

— Ile x 4yynoBo, — KUBHYB IMOH.

Bona Haxuimnacst OkoM 70 cKkaHepa CITKIBKHM OU1s JliTa.

— Sk GaumTe, cucTema O€3MeKH TyT CyBOpa, — 3ayBayKUJIa
CTY/ICHTKa, 3HAIOYH, 110 I1¢ CIIPaBUTh BpaxkeHHs. — be3



Maya’s ex-associates would have given several appendages
for just five minutes unattended inside the collection, but to
date, no one had ever successfully broken in. The words had
their intended effect; both of the Bonds straightened in
anticipation.

They filed into the elevator. The box in Maya’s pocket
vibrated. She squeezed it, and it stopped.

“How’d you get into xenology?”” asked Judy as the lift rose.
“Oh, ah, it’s always been a passion of mine.” Not quite a lie.
“Same here! Have you ever been to the California Museum of
Other Peoples?”

Just once, a few years ago for a job, but she wasn’t about to
say that. Fortunately, the question had only been asked as an
excuse for Judy to add, “We were just there a month ago and
saw some really incredible stuff— honey, remember that
Oorani skin we saw? It was studded with diamonds.”

“Here we are!” said Maya, ignoring the comment.

The elevator doors opened, and they disembarked into a cold
foyer. Before them stood a vault-like door with an automated
security station in front of it.

“Will we get to see the Belzoar mineral composition?”” Emon
wanted to know.

“Absolutely.”
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eKCKypcli Ta CeniaJbHOro JO3BOMY KOJIEKIIIIO He
MOOAYNTH.
JlesKi KoNMIIHI CiIbHUKU Mai Bigmanu O KijgbKa KiHIIIBOK 32
X04a 0 I'Th XBUJIMH HAOAMHITI 3 I1€10 KOJICKITIEI0, TIPOTE A0CI
HIKOMY HE BJaBajocCs MPOHUKHYTH Beepeauny. Cioa
noaisutu: 0060€ BOHTIB BUTIPSAMUIIKCS B O4IKYBaHHI.
Bonu 3aiinu B kabiny. KopoOouka B kuIieH1 3aBiOpyBaa.
JliBunHa cTUCHYNA ii, 1 BIOpaIlisi MPUIMHUIACS.
— A YoMy TH BUpIIIUJIa 3aMaTUCS €K30010JI0T1EI0? —
3anurtana Jxymi, moku JidT migiimMaBcs.
— O, e 3aBxau 0yl10 MOEIO IPUCTPACTIO, — MANKE HE
30pexana Masi.
— I moero Tex! Tu xonmuck Oyna B KanmidopHiiickkomy
My3ei [Hmmx Hapoais?
CryneHTka BiJIBIIyBasia T€ MICIIE JIUIIE pa3 KUIbKa POKIB TOMY
y CIpaBax, aje Mmpo 1i¢ BOHa 30mupajacs MmoBuaTu. Ha mracrs,
MUTaHHS OyJIO JIUIIe MpUBOOM JJist JI>Ky/l qonatu:
— Mu Oynu Tam MicALb TOMY W Oa4uId MPOCTO
HeWMOoBIpHI peui. JIroOuii, mam’staemt mkipy Oopani?
Bces B miamanTax!
— Ocb MU # Ha MicIl! — oronocunia Masi, iIrHOpyroYu
KOMEHTap.
[ToxunyBiy T, BOHU ONMUHUIUCS B TIPOXOJIOAHOMY (o€
nepe BETMKUMU JIBEpUMa, CXOKUMHU Ha cer(, Ta
aBTOMAaTU30BaHUM ITYHKTOM OXOPOHH.
— Yu 3moxkemo mu nobauutu Minepan benzoapa? —
3anuTaB IMOH.
— 3BICHO.
— A MOXHA... MOXXHa JI0 HbOTO IOTOPKHYTHUCS ?



“Can we ... can we touch it?”” There was a superstition that if
you touched a Belzoar mineral composition, you would have
good luck for a year. It was also a rare and priceless artifact,
and there was no way anyone would be getting their oily
human fingers on it on Maya’s watch, trillionaires or no.
“There’s a model that imitates the texture well,” Maya
promised instead. She hated to disappoint before the tour had
even started.

Maya worked through the usual security measures—a physical
lock and key, a coded entry point, more thumb and retinal
scans—before the vault swung open. They were authorized to
be here, and yet Maya felt all her nerve endings tingle in
anticipation, as if she were here for a job.

Which she was. Just not that kind.

The Bonds pushed greedily into the first room.

The artifact collection was organized across four rooms. The
first three were roughly in chronological order, one room for
each era of human interstellar exploration: the First Contact
era; Early Exploration led by Frank Humbert, for whom the
collection was named; and the Early Settlement period, of
which Dr. Huang was the leading pioneer.

The couple oohed and aahed over the quaintness of everything
in the First Contact room: mobile phones, commemorative
food and drink containers from the welcome ceremony,
notebooks, and stuffed eightlegged Belzoar dolls that
resembled spiders more than the actual people.

The curators had done a good job. Stirring orchestral music
swelled as they moved through the room. Hope lingered in the
air like perfume: of a cleaner, more peaceful Earth, science
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IcanyBaB Takwmii 3a6000H: SIKIITO TOPKHYTHUCS IIHOTO MiHEpay,
TO MPOTSITOM POKY B ychoMmy mactutume. [Ipote apredakr OyB
PIAKICHUM 1 O€3IIHHUM, TOK HIXTO HE MaB 1 IMAHCY
OCKBEPHHUTHU HOTO TOTHKOM IIiJ HATJISIZIOM JiBYUHU, HABIThH
TPUIIBAOHEPH.

— VY Hac € Maker, aKui 100pe IMITY€ TEKCTYpY, —
3aMporoHyBajia HaTOMICTh CTy/lIeHTKa. BoHa He xoTina
PO34apOBYBATH TOCTEH 1€ 10 TTOYATKY €KCKYpCIi.

Mas npoiiiia 3BU9H1 3aX0/1d 0€3MeKU: KOJOBAaHUN BX1/I,
KUJIbKa CKaHyBaHb BIJOMTKA BEJTMKOTO MaJIbIlsA Ta CITKIBKH OKa,
NepIIl HiXK CXOBUIIE BiTuuHMIOCA. [lonpu HasiBHICTH J03BOITY,
BOHA BIJUYyBaJia, IK HEPBOBI1 3aKIHUEHHS TPEMTSATH BiJl
30y/I>KeHHS, HIOM BOHA MpuidluIa croau Ha cripany. o,
BJIacHE, OyJI0 MPaB/OI0, IPOCTO JICIO THIIOTO IITHOY.

Bbonnu xaniOHo yBipBaiucs 10 nepiioi 3anu. Komekiis
aptedakTiB po3MIllyBaJiacsi B YOTUPHbOX MPUMIIIECHHSX, TPH 3
AKuX OynH BUOYAOBaHI B XPOHOJIOTIYHOMY HOPAIKY 32
enoxamu MIXK30psIHUX JTOCHIKeHb: yac [lepiioro KOHTaKTy,
niepion Panuboro pocmipkeHHs mia npoBogom dpenka
['amGepra Ta eran PanHbO1 KOIOHI3a1111, MPOBIIHOIO ITOCTATTIO
AKOro Oysa JOKTOpKa XyaH.

[Toapy>¥oKs 3aXOIUTIOBAIOCS BCIM, 110 0a4rIIO B KIMHATI
«Ilepiroro KOHTAKTY»: MOOUTEHUMHU Tee(hOHAMH,

naM’ SITHUMH KOHTEHHEepaMH JIUI 1K1 Ta HamoiB 13 BITAJIBHOL
IIEPEMOHI1, HOyTOyKaMH Ta IUTFOIIIEBUMHU BOCBMUHOT MU
JsiIbKaMu 0en30apiB, K1 OIbllle HAaraJayBajiu MaBYyKIB, HIXK
CIIPaBXHIX MPEICTAaBHUKIB IIOTO HAPO.LY.

Mys3eil, 19Kyroun Kyparopam, BUMIIOB 1ikaBuM. [Toku
BIJIBIlyBayi pyXajucs KIMHATOI0, HApOCTalia 3BOPYILIMBA



and advancement, traveling to new worlds, and being part of
something bigger than one single rock going round a sun.

Maya pointed out the framed photo of the James Webb
telescope next to shifting, grainy first images of a black patch
in a field of stars: the anomaly that had appeared a tenth of the
way between Mars and Jupiter only a decade after the first
successful crewed mission to Mars. At the time, the only
permanent presence outside Earth was the ISS II orbiting the
planet and two occupied bases on the moon.

All people knew was they’d never seen anything like it: a dark
thing the size of two cargo ships that lacked the expected mass
or gravitational distortion of a black hole and expanded a few
millimeters each year.

The Bonds admired the pitted and battered piece of metal that
covered a third of the ceiling. They read the mosaic of faded
corporate logos: sponsors of one of the first probes.

A year into scientists’ study of the anomaly, they’d been
surprised by Belzoar probes popping out of it. “That’s when
we realized what we had been looking at was a node that led
to other worlds and people.” Belzoar explorers showed up
shortly after to assess their new neighbors, and if they hadn’t
been impressed, they at least hadn’t crushed humans with their
superior technology.

She could tell she was doing a good job by the number of their
questions. She ushered them through the exhibit fast enough to
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OpKeCTpoBa My3uKa. Y MOBITPi, MOB ap(pymu, BUTaIa HaJIIA:
Ha YKCTINTY 3eMJTI0, Ha TEXHIYHUN IPOrpec 1 MPUHAIECKHICTh
JI0 YOTOCh OUTBIIOTO, HIXK OIHA-€IMHA KYJIS, 110 00ePTAETHCS
HaBkosio CoHILS.
JliBunHa Bka3zasa Ha Qororpadito Teneckona [[xeiimca Be6oa
B paMIli, MOPYY 13 KOO BUCLIU MEPIIl HEUITKI 300paKEHHS
4OpHOT MIAMH cepefl 31pok. Lle Oyna anomaris, mo 3’ aBuacs
MK Mapcom 1 FOmiTepom nuiiie yepe3 AecsaTh pOKiB MiCs
nepioi ycminrHoi Micii Ha Mapc. Ha To#t yac npucyTHICTh
JFOJICTBA 32 MEXaMHU P1AHOI IUIaHETH 0OMEXyBaIacs
MDKHApOJHOO KOCMIYHOIO CTAHINIEIO Ta ABOMA 0a3amMu Ha
Micsi.
Vi 3Ha1m Jauiie Te, 110 HIKOJIXW He 0auuiIy HIYOoro Io10HOoro:
TEMHHUI 00’ €KT pO3MIPOM 13 JIBa BAHTAXXHI Cy[lHA, IKHI1 HE MaB
aHl OYIKyBaHO1 MacH, aHl IrpaBITALITHUX BUKPUBJIEHb YOPHOI
JpH, 1 IOPOKY PO3IIMPIOBABCS Ha KIJIbKA MUTIMETPIB.
[Toapy>¥oKst MUITYBaOCs MOMIKOKEHUM METaJIoM, 1110 3aiiMaB
TPETUHY CTEJl, PO3IISAA0YU MO3aiKy BULIBLIMX
KOPITIOPATUBHUX JIOTOTHUITIB — CIIOHCOPIB OJHOTO 3 MEPIITNX
30H/IIB.
3a piK micJsl MOYaTKy AOCIIIKEHb aHOMAaJI1i BYCHUX
IPUroJIOMIINIIA TI0sIBa 30HAIB benzoapa.

— Came TOA1 MU 3pO3YMUIH, IO NIEPE]] HAMH TYHEIIb, IKUN

BEJIC JI0 1HIIIMX CBITIB Ta HAPOJIB, — ITOSICHUJIA JIBUYMHA.

Henos3i 3’siBusvcs i 6e130apcbki JOCTITHUKY, a0 OLIIHUTH
HOBUX CYCIiB. SIKIII0 BOHU i1 HE Oy/IM Bpa)keH1, TO MPUHANMHI
HE PO3YaBHIIN JIFOJICTBO CBOEKO TEXHOJIOTTYHOIO TIEPEBAro}o.
3a KIIBKICTIO 3anuTanb Mast Oaunia, 1110 A00pe CrpaBiseThCs.
Bona Bena rocTeil BUCTaBKOIO JOCHUThH IIBUIKO, 100



keep their excitement stoked, but not so fast that they felt
cheated.

The adjacent chamber was a large, dimly lit room with long
rows of cases featuring tools of the first exploration teams of
other worlds: a laptop that had belonged to Dr. Frank Humbert
himself, a camera, and plastic replicas of ration bars. Maya
pointed out a few more objects, offering tidbits like: “That set
of cutlery is worth more than a five-bedroom house in
Princeton,” and “There’s a museum in Germany that blew a
third of their annual budget on a counterfeit bag that was
supposed to have belonged to Frank Humbert.”

They drooled over the original spacesuit with HUMBERT
embroidered over the chest. Maya politely stopped Emon from
running a hand over several space rocks.

The box in her pocket buzzed again. She squeezed it and fired
off a message. Need a few! Sorry!

“I can’t wait to show you this next room!” she chirped, as if
she didn’t hate it. It was filled with long rows of cases
featuring various tools and clothing from humanity’s first oft-
world settlements. The main feature was an alternate-reality
projection of a domed city, which stretched out beyond the
walls.

And she was hit by that complicated wave of homesickness
and alienation. The feeling of seeing yourself in a display case:
your food, your dress, your whole way of life, pinned and
neatly labeled—Iike being boiled and reduced on an electric
stove to be eaten.
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MiATPUMYBATH a3apT, ajie He HACTUIBKHU KBAILJIMBO, a0 Ti
BITUYNIN ceO€ OIIyKaHUMHU.

Cycians 3ana Oysa BEIHKOI0, CTA0KO OCBITICHOIO KIMHATOIO 3
JIOBTMMHU psiiaMu BITpHUH. Tam 30epiraaucst iHCTpyMEHTH
NEPIINX eKCIEAUIIII: HOyTOyK caMoro JokTopa PpeHka
["ambepra, kamepa Ta TIACTUKOBI MYJISDKI CYXIalKiB.
CryneHTka 3BepHyJia IXHIO yBary Ha i€ KiUIbKa €KCIIOHATIB,
JIOJTAl0YM BIIYYHI JIeTall: «1ei Habip CTOIOBUX MPUOOPIB
KOIIITY€E OLIBIIE 32 I’ ITUKIMHATHUN MaeTok y [IpuHCcTOHI» ab0
«B OJHOMY HIMEIbKOMY MY3€i CITyCTHJIM TPETUHY PIYHOTO
OIOIKETY Ha MIAPOOJIEHY CYMKY, sika HIOUTO HaJiexana
["ambGepTy».

[Tompy>xokst OyKBaIbHO MyCKaJIO CIMHY, PO3ISIAI0uN
OpUTIHAJIBHUM CKa(aHIp 13 BUILIUTUM MPI3BUILIEM JT0CTITHUKA
Ha rpyasx. BoHa BBiwIMBO 3ynuHuia IMoHa, SKkuil yxe
HAI[IJIMBCS ITOMAIlaTH KOCMIYHI KaM€EH].

VY kuiieH1 3HOBY 3aBiOpyBasia KopoOouka. J[iB4rMHa CTUCHYIA i1
B JIOJIOHI ¥ IIBUAKO BiANpaBUjIa MOBIIOMIICHHS: «3apa3
HiKOU!».

— Taxk xouy BXe MMoKa3aTu BaM HACTyIHY 3a1y! —
3alre0eTasa BOHA TakK, HIOM BCe JKUTTS YeKasia Ha 110
EKCKYpCIo.

Tam TATHYIUCS PSAAN BITPUH 13 TPEIMETAMH Ta OMISITOM 13
MIEePIITUX 103a3¢MHUX KOJIOHIH. [{[eHTpalbHUM €KCIIOHATOM
OyJia MPOEKIIiS KyMOJIBHOTO MICTa, IO MPOCTSTaiacs 3a Mexi
CTIH. Maro oxomnuia XBUJIS HOCTAJbI1l Ta BIIUYKEHHS.
3’sIBUIIOCS BIAUYTTS, HIOM Oauuil caMy cede 3a My3eHHUM
CKJIOM: CBOIO 1KY, CBI/ OJIfIT, yBECh CIOCIO HKUTTS —



She gave a cursory wave at a few gems of the collection: a
scrap of tenting from the first Chinese Settlement, the
American flag—when she told the story, it landed as well as
she’d anticipated.

“Everything finds its way home again, eh?” said Emon.

If only that were true.

Maya liked to imagine how it must have felt the first time
people went through a node and found themselves in a solar
system halfway across the galaxy. To really see with their own
eyes that other life was out there, that there were yellow suns
just like Earth’s, and other people who were as curious and
yearning as they were.

“It must have been exciting,” said Judy, taking Emon’s hand.

The box in Maya’s pocket vibrated again. “I’m sorry, if you
can just give me a moment,” Maya said to the Bonds, not
wanting to break the flow but worried that something was
wrong.

A life-size, towering squid-like figure filled the room.

Judy and Emon gasped.

Auncle was already speaking.

“Mayyyaaaa.” The voice seemed to reverberate. Her friend’s
shape nearly scraped the ceiling.

Auncle was not, in fact, Maya’s auncle.

“My friend,” Maya explained.

“I have been trying to reach you and—"
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BUCTaBJICHHH 1 akypaTHO mianucanuii. Haue Tebe moganu 10
CTOIY.
Bona MuMOXib Moka3aia KiibKa IEpIuH KOJIEKIIii: KIanoTh
TEHTY MepIIoi KHTaHChKOT KOJIOHIT Ta TOM camMuit
amepuKaHcbkuil nparnop. Komu aiBunHa po3noBigana icTopito
Horo nosisu, epext OyB came TakuM, Ha SIKUI BOHA
po3paxoByBala.
— VYce 3pemroro 3HaX0qUTh J0POry J1010MY, €re k7 —
IIpOMOBUB IMOH.
Ax6u X TO Tak.
Mas nro6una ysBIsTH, 110 BITUYBAJIU JIOAU, KOJIU BIIEpIIE
MIPOXOUIIN KP13b TYHEJIb 1 ONUHSIIUCS B CUCTEMI 3a MiB
TaJIAKTUKH 3B1JICH. baunny Ha BinacH1 04l, IO 1HIIE KUTTS
ICHYE, 1110 € KOBT1 COHIISI, TaKl X, K 36MHE, Ta 1HIII ICTOTH —
TaKl >k TOMUTJIMBI ¥ criparii 10 OUIBIIOTO.
— MaOlyTb, 1€ Oy710 HEWMOBIPHO 3aXOIIMBO, —
npoienoruia xymai, 6epydn 4oioBika 3a pyKy.
VY kuiieH1 3HOBY 3aBiOpyBasia KOpoOOUKa.
— Tlepenporyto, naiite MeH1 XBUIMHKY, — 3BEpHYJIACS
Mas no bonis.
Bona He x0Tl1a nepepuBaT €KCKypcito, ajie neperimanacs, 1o
1I0Ch MOIJIO cTarucs. Parntom 3ai1y 3aloBHHUIIA BUCOKA
1ocTaTh, CXOXka Ha Kajabmapa. J[xyai ta IMon axHynu.
JSIAbKO BXXE TOBOPUJIU.
— Maaaae... — roJ0c 1ICTOTH JYHOIO MPOKOTUBCS
npoctopoM. Dirypa apyra jenb He IKpediia CTENto.
Mo peui, HactipaBai Js1bpk0 He Oyiu 11 CIPaBKHIM O5Z0bKOM.
— Miit apyr, — nosicauia Mas.



“Are you all right?” Maya asked.
“Yes and no,” said Auncle. “I am doing very well, but the
future may tell a different story, and—"

Not an emergency then. “I will call you in thirty minutes,
okay?” Maya told xyr. “It’s great to see you again.” And it
was, like stepping outside and realizing the sun was shining,
and i1t was going to be a perfect day. But what the hell was
Auncle even doing in call range of Earth?

Maya stuffed the cube back into her pocket and looked back at
the Bonds, who had recovered from their shock and were
grinning like they’d just won a trip to Venus.

“Amazing. Was that a real, honest-to-god Gatekeeper?” They
advanced on her, eyes gleaming.

“That was Auncle, who is definitely not on Earth, since that
would be illegal, and yes, xe is real, and by the way, they
prefer ‘Frenro.” Shall we keep going? We’ve only got twenty
minutes left before we have to get out of here, and I know you
wanted to see the composition, right? You’ll love it!”

They made no move to follow.

“How do you even know one?”” Judy wanted to know. “Did
you meet it, her, xyr, sorry, out there?”

“We were business partners,” said Maya, swallowing past a
sudden ache in her throat. There were multiple reasons she
didn’t want to talk about this.

“But not anymore?” asked Judy.
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— MeHi Bce He BaaBajaocs 3 TOOOIO 3B’A3aTucs, 1... —
MOYajIy BOHH.

— 31006010 BCE Tapasn? — nmepeduia IiBIMHA.

— I rak, 1 H1, — BinnmoBumu Jsapko. — Hapasi 31 MHOIO Bce
no0pe, ajie y MaitOyTHbOMY BCE€ MOYKE 3MIHUTHCS. ..

OTxe, He TEPMIHOBO.

— Sl mepen3BoHIO 3a MiB TOAUHMU, Tapas3n? — ckazaia Mas,
3BEpTAIOUUCh 10 HUX. — Pana 3HOBY OauuTy.

I Bona cnipaBzi Oyna paja, Haue BUNIIIIA HAJIBIP 1 TOMITHIIA,
110 JICHb 00i11s1€ OyTH 1AeanpHuM. AJle 0, B Oica, JsaapKo0
pOOUIIH Y 30H1 3¢MHOTO MOO1JIBHOTO 3B’ SI3KY?

CryneHTka 3axoBajia KOpoO Ha3aJ y KHMILEHIO 1 IIsIHyJIa Ha
BoHiB, siki BXKEe OrOBTAJIMCS BiJl IOKY M yCMiXaJucs, Haue
IIOMHO BUTPAJIM MOI3AKY Ha Benepy.

— Heiimogipho! Ile OyB cnipaBxkHiciHbKUN CTpax? — BOHU
M ALY OJIFOKYE, 04l IXHI OJIAIIaIN.

— Qe dsnpko, sixi TouHO HE Ha 3emii, 060 1e Oyio 0
HE3aKOHHO, — NosicHWiIa Mas. — [ Tak, BOHM CIIpaBXkHI.
Jo peui, kpaite BxuBatu «dpenpoy. [Ipogosxumo?
Exckypcist nobirae KiHIg BChOT0 3a ABAJISATh XBWIMH, a
s 3Hal0, BU XOTUIM Mob6ayuTu Minepan. Bam Touno
criofgobaeTbest!

BoHu HaBITh HE 3pYIININ 3 MICIIS.

— Sk BUW B3araii mo3HaoMmwIHCs? — X0Tina 3HatH Jxymi.
— Bu 3ycTpinu ix y kocMoci?

— Mu Oynu AiI0BUMHM MapTHEpaMH, — BijinoBiaa Mas,
KOBTAIO4M panToBHii Ok y ropii. byno 6arato nmpuyiuH,
yepe3 sIKi BOHA He XOT1Ia Mpo 11€ PO3BOAUTHUCS.

— Aue Outblue Hi1? — yTOYHUIIA JKIHKA.



“I thought there were almost none left,” said Emon.

Maya fled into the next room.

It had an unrecognizable metallic smell that was sharp and
funky. The lighting was dim as dusk, overlaid with a
projection of the night sky. Tacky, but pretty too. Arranged
clockwise around the room were dramatically spotlighted
objects that gave the Humbert Collection its fame: artifacts
from distant worlds.

Half of them scholars hadn’t yet identified. Maya had caused a
stir last year when she’d figured out that one of the more
beloved objects was just a pile of extraterrestrial excrement.
There, in the case by the door, was a flat piece of volcanic
rock, intricately carved with a depiction of a city long gone.
Civilization: unknown. The world was devoid of sentient life
by the time other explorers arrived. A plaque next to it
identified the donor as Anonymous.

A relatively small thing, and yet it had covered Maya’s
application fee and up to ten more years of tuition, stipend,
room, and board. She didn’t mention this to the visitors.

She paused by the set of sculptural figures next to it. The label
speculated these were Frenro toys, though no human has ever
encountered a juvenile Gatekeeper. Her fingers curled against
the glass without her being conscious of it.

“Mother of Jesus,” whispered Judy Bond, all questions about
Auncle thankfully eclipsed as Maya’d hoped. They were
staring at the object in the center of the room.
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— S nymas, o iX MaiKe He 3aIMIIIIOCS, — 101aB IMOH.
Mast kuHymacs 10 HaCTYITHO1 3aii. Y Hill CTOSB crienu(iaHmiA
MeTaJeBHi 3amax, pi3kuil 1 Tpoxu TuBHUN. OCBITIEHHS OYy10
TBMSIHUM, SIK y CyTIHKaX, a IOBEpPX HhOTO HaKJIaJanacs
npoeKIia HiYHOTO Heba. Tpoxu GaHaNbHO, ane BOJHOYAC
KpacuBo. [1o kony po3raiioByBanucs €KCIIOHATH, SIKI
MpocCIIaBUIIM KoJekiito ['amOepra: apredaxTu 3 ganexux
CBITIB, IM1JICBIYE€HI MPOKEKTOPaMHU.

[TonoBUHY 3 HUX BUEHI 1€ HE 3MOTIIH 1/IEHTU(]IKYBaTH.
Munynoro poky AiBuMHa HapoOuia rajacy, Koju 3po3yMiia,
10 OJIMH 13 HAMTOMYJISIPHIIINX €KCIIOHATIB HACIpaBi OyB
MPOCTO KYIOIO 03236 MHUX BUMTOPOKHEHb.
Tam, y BITpUHI OL1s1 IBEpEH, JIekKaB IJIOCKUN IIIMATOK
BYJIKaHIYHOI HOPOJY 3 BUP13b0JIEHUM 300pa’KEHHSAM JIABHO
3HMKJIOrO MicTa. [{uBini3anis HeBigOMa: O MOMEHTY
npUOYTTS TOCTIAHUKIB CBIT yxe OyB M030aBICHUI PO3yMHOIO
XKUTTA. TaOnuuka mopsij 3a3Hadana, o JapyBaTbHUK BOJIB
3QIMIIIATUCS AHOHIMHUM.
He3nauna Ha BUIIS piy, @ BOAHOYAC BOHA MOKPUJIA BCTYITHHUM
BHeCOK Mai Ta 11e 1ecsTh pOKiB HaBYaHHS, CTUIICH/IIIO Ta
npoxuBaHHsA. BoHa He po3noBina mpo e roctam. [iBunHa
3arpumaracs 0111 Habopy CKyabnTyp nopyd. Ha tabmuurri
Oy710 BKa3aHo, 110 11e GPEHPIMCHKI IrPAIIKH, X04a JKOTHA
JIOIMHA HIKOJH He 3ycTpiuana ronoro Crpaska. Ii mansri
HECB1IOMO OOXOITUJIN CKIJIO.
— Marip 6oxa, — npomenotina Jxyni bonn, 1 Bci
MUTaHHA [po Apyra Mai BiIiiIuIM Ha JpyTruil iaH, sk
IBYMHA ¥ cIOA1BajIacs.



They were meant to stare. This was the star of the show, after
all, the grand prize of the entire collection. It was the size of a
chair, suspended just above the ground: a jewel with ninety-
nine sides, each face shimmering with a liquid quality. In front
of it was the model Maya had promised them, beautiful
despite the dullness of the film of fingerprints smeared all over
it. But it was the original version that emanated a wave of
sound: musical, cacophonous, in and out of human range of
hearing, a never-ending waterfall.

“Wo-ow,” Emon Bond added for good measure.

As always, underneath a swell of joy and hope and love, Maya
felt disgust—because this shouldn’t be here. It was one of ten
compositions that had been carted home from an abandoned
Belzoar space station by an excited scientific team.

“What is it really?”” Judy asked Emon, voice wavering a little.
Maya answered for him: “Art.”
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Bonu nuBunucs Ha 00’ €KT y LeHTpi 3anu. Bonn Mmycunu Ha
HBOTO JTUBUTHCS. AJlKe 11e Oysa 3ipKa BUCTaBKH,
HAWTONOBHIIMIA eKcTIoHAT. KOMTOBHICTS 13 /1eB’THOCTO
JIeB’IThbMa TPaHsIMH, KOXKHA 3 SIKUX MepexTina, Oyna
3aBOUTBIIKH 31 CTUIEh 1 BUCLIa Hax 3emuieto. [lepen Heto, sK
CTyZIEHTKa i 00i1s1a, cTosiB MakeT. [lonpu 3amisMoBany
MaJIbISIMU TUTIBKY, BIH TaKOXK OyB MpeKpacHUi. AJie came
OpUTIHAJT BUIIPOMIHIOBAB XBUJIIO 3BYKY — MY3UUYHY U
BOJIHOYAC XaOTUYHY, IO JIUHYJIA TO B MEXaX JIFOJACHKOTO
CIIyXy, TO 11032 HUM, Haue HECKIHUEHHUM BOJOCTA/I.

— Bay, — nonas IMmoH 1711 MOBHOTH €(eKTY.
Sk 3aBKI4, KpIM paaocTi, HaJli Ta 1100081, Mas BiguyBana
orupy, 060 boro TyT He Majno OyTtu. Lle OyB ofuH 13 necatu
00’€KTiB, 5IK1 HAYKOBII1, 0€3 KOAHOTO JIOKOPY CYMJIIHHS,
MIPUBE3JIN CIOAM 3 TOKMHYTOI KOCMIYHOI CTaHIIii Oen30apiB.

— Illo ue nacnpasmai? — 3anurtana J>Ky/i 4oj0Bika, TOJIOC Y

HEl TPOXH TPEMTIB.

Mas BiamoBUIa 3a HEOTO:

— Mucreunrso.
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Chapter 2. Grammatical means of representing non-binary characters in the
Ukrainian translation of The Stardust Grail by Yume Kitasei

2.1. The author’s biography and stylistic features of the text

Insofar as any piece of art is human-made, it inevitably reflects the worldview, social and
cultural background of its creator. Fiction is no exception: the author’s personal experience
influences themes, language, and narration. As a result, we can observe a clear correlation between
the literary piece and its author. The acknowledgment of this factor is crucial in rendering, because
translators should take into account all stylistic features in order to fulfill the pragmatic goal
established in the source text.

An applicable example of such correlation between literature and personal life is Yume
Kitasei and her novel The Stardust Grail. The novel belongs the science fiction genre. It was
published on June 11, 2024, by Flariton Books (Kitasei, n.d.). Kitasei is a contemporary Japanese-
American writer who is mainly known for her contribution to this kind of literature.

The narration is centered around Maya Hoshimoto — a former interstellar thief. She agrees
on a last dangerous mission aimed at finding an artifact, capable of saving alien species. As the
story unfolds, the protagonist faces both outer conflicts and internal dilemmas, such as the
possibility of saving another civilization at the cost of humanity.

Kitasei shapes her plots using personal background in a way that makes stories catching
and relatable at the same time. Her passion for science fiction began in childhood when she created
Star Wars fan fiction to cope with fear of the dark (Dumpleton, 2025). This approach, based on
creation of imagined worlds in combination with personal emotions, developed into a fixed
strategy for future novels. Similar idea can be seen in her other novel Saltcrop, which tells the
story of two sisters searching for a third across the ocean. Its narrative represents Kitasei’s own
background, including her sisters, her experience with sailing, and her growing anxiety concerning
climate change (Dumpleton, 2025).

The Stardust Grail also represents Kitasei’s ability to combine various elements of her life
with the narrative. The name of the protagonist, Maya Hoshimoto, reflects the author’s own
Japanese roots. Kitasei also encodes her academic background by giving the main character the
status of graduate student at Princeton University. Besides these parallels, the novel explores
themes of identity, belonging, and “found family”. These motifs are influenced by her upbringing,
owing to the parents and the interaction of different cultures (Kitasei, 2024).

As far as the novel incorporates characteristic elements of science fiction, such as advanced
technology, interstellar travel, and alien encounters (Roberts, 2000), it can be considered as a
representative example of the genre. Despite that, The Stardust Grail also delves into exploration
of one’s identity, focusing on personal development and philosophical concepts, instead of keeping
within bounds of typical narration themes.

The most important feature of the novel is inclusion of LGBTQ+ representation elements.
Non-binary characters and same-sex relationships are presented in a way that does not degrade
them into stereotypes or treat them as something extraordinary, centralizing the plot around issues
of their identities. Instead, they are assimilated naturally in the text, enforcing wider social
recognition. Such characters are established using singular ‘they’ and neopronouns, boosting
gender diversity and alien forms of identity. In this way, the author adapts the language to ongoing
linguistic changes, which poses serious challenges for rendering these elements, especially into
languages that do not allow flexible gender representation. That is why stylistic features should be
observed with a focus on how they shape contextual nuances for gender-fair translation.

Kitasei’s writing is remarkable for its descriptive language that combines scientific
vocabulary inherent to the genre, and lyrical vocabulary, which creates a sense of connection
between the text and its target audience. By virtue of this balance, the author introduces a technical
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dimension supported by emotional expression, resulting in both credible fictional world and
psychological depth. However, this linguistic richness may be compressed in the process of
translation in favor of faithful non-binary identity representation, as gendered languages are not
so flexible.

Another point to consider is the use of third-person limited narration. Although the outside
narrator uses third person pronouns in the story, it is still restricted to the thoughts, feelings, and
perception of one character (Wylie, 2003). It creates a sense of subjectivity at the same time
allowing the reader to relate to the character.

Dialogues in The Stardust Grail can be marked as concise and functional, holding
meanings that are rather implied than stated directly. It represents the author’s affinity for linguistic
economy, meaning the minimum number of words that are necessary to achieve the ultimate
communicative goal (Cenoz & Gorter, 2008). This approach highlights implicit grammatical
meaning in the source texts, causing grammatical challenges in translation into Ukrainian, where
gender is usually explicit.

The narrative of the novel can also be characterized by pacing change. At the beginning,
the events unfold at a moderate pace, which matches the protagonist’s initial state and lifestyle.
But in later chapters, things become more dynamic and tense as the conflict grows. This shift
shows moral dilemmas the characters face. This dynamic should be preserved in translation,
because it affects the development of the plot — including the characters with non-binary gender
identities.

To conclude, The Stardust Grail demonstrates how Kitasei nourishes her novels using
personal background that inspires thematic and stylistic choices. These choices, in turn, create
grammatical challenges of non-binary identity rendering, as English and Ukrainian are
considerably different in a way they encode gender, which is the topic of the following subsections.

2.2. Grammatical expression of gender and non-binary identity in contemporary linguistics
2.2.1. Gender, gender identity and the emergence of non-binary identity

To make the faithful translation that meets the initial goal of the source text and to conduct
an analysis concerning grammatical means of non-binary expression in it, we need to outline some
theoretical foundations which provide an understanding of topic importance and possible
challenges.

In this regard, it is important to note the difference between sex, gender, and gender-
identity. While biological sex refers to biological characteristics, gender is understood as a socially
constructed category (Kari, n.d.). This distinction allows us to comprehend that in some cases
biological sex has nothing to do with social concepts; it also helps to understand how gender
functions in language and society.

Based on Language and Gender (Eckert & McConnell-Ginter, 2013) we can define gender
identity as an individual’s internal sense of self regardless of biological sex or socially accepted
roles. The person’s identification is not stable — it can change over time or depend on context,
because it is a personal experience. Many people nowadays do not use traditional male-female
binary which has led to the increasing recognition of non-binary identity.

Non-binary identities are sometimes treated as a relatively new phenomenon, but the
discussions of gender-neutral language appeared a long time ago. Dannis Baron (2021) conducted
extensive research concerning the emergence of gender-neutral pronouns that can be traced back
to 18" century. For example, Robert Baker suggested using ‘he’ as a universal pronoun as early as
1770 (Baron, 2021). Such diachronic approach demonstrates that there have always been debates
about gender and language, so it is not something new. Despite this, to understand its development,
we should define non-binary identity and observe how it is represented in language.
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Non-binary identity is an umbrella term that incorporates individuals whose gender
identities exist outside or between male-female binary (Matsuno & Budge, 2017).

We may feel the growing acknowledgement of non-binary identities in various areas of
life, specifically on social media platforms. For example, Instagram or Facebook have introduced
pronoun identification in user profiles. Due to this innovation, netizens can avoid misgendering,
communicating in respectable way without harming each other.

Despite all of it, the majority of people still deny changes, or choose to ignore them. Hansen
and Zé6ttak (2022) conducted a study on social perception of non-binary individuals. It is based on
Polish data, which pose special significance to our research, as far as both Polish and Ukrainian
are highly gendered languages. That is why it is easier to draw a parallel while analyzing the
information. The research contained an online questionnaire with total of 130 participants, who
were randomly assigned with a pair of texts (masculine/feminine and gender-neutral texts). The
results revealed that gendered texts were rated more comprehensible, favorable, and socially
acceptable than neutral ones (Hansen & Zottak, 2022). The outcome highlights the difficulties
gender-neutral language faces because of grammatical norms established in the language.

Diftferences in perception reflect settled social concepts and tension within society that is
not ready yet for radical change. This topic always goes hand in hand with a contradiction: on the
one hand, there is a tendency toward inclusivity and gender diversity; on the other hand, there is
resistance driven by habit, linguistic tradition, and cultural expectations. As Butler (2002) argues,
gender is not something fixed, but something that can be shaped by recurring social and linguistics
patterns. From this perspective, we can argue that the use of gender-neutral language serves as a
key instrument to challenge established norms.

In terms of translation, we should take into account not only grammatical differences
between languages, but also how acceptable certain forms are for the target audience. Therefore,
rendering non-binary identity expression requires careful choice of strategy and translation
techniques to balance accuracy and inclusivity.

2.2.2. The concept of grammatical gender

Language is a powerful tool of humanity which embodies various concepts, including
gender. Linguistic embodiment of gender is expressed through grammatical gender, so we should
identify it, as it is one of the most important ideas to our analysis.

Putting the definition provided by Matthews (2014) simply, we can identify it as the gender
of a noun that changes how related words are used in a sentence. So, grammatical gender plays a
crucial role shaping how gender identity is expressed in a language through agreement between
different parts of speech.

Languages differ in ways they encode grammatical gender. Taking into consideration
English-Ukrainian language pair with a special attention to gender-fair translation, it becomes
obvious that typological differences in how gender is grammaticalized are huge. To clarify these
discrepancies, we adopt a typological framework of nominal classification proposed by Hellinger
and BuBBmann (2002). Presented distinctiveness provides relevance for translation and our research
as it shows that grammatical gender is not universal, but a specific characteristic applied in some
languages.

Classifier languages use specific words to denote categories, usually in combination with
numerals; these categories do not affect grammatical agreement, limiting gender distinctions
embedded in grammar (Hellinger & Bullmann, 2002). We cannot fully address English to this type,
however, its relatively weak grammatical gender system and gender marking encoded by means
of lexical tools show close connection with languages that do not have structurally obligatory
gender.

Following the idea, Audring (2008) classifies English as a language with pronominal
gender system, meaning gender survives only in personal pronouns. This presupposes some
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serious challenges for translation, because English has a more flexible non-binary identity
representation because of semantic gender assignment, while Ukrainian lacks these opportunities
due to obligatory agreement.

In contrast, noun class languages embed classification into grammar through agreement:
each noun belongs to a specific class, which influences the agreement (Hellinger & BuBmann,
2002). Such language systems establish grammatical foundation for categorization, including
gender distinction.

Noun class languages can be further subdivided to understand gender in translation.
Hellinger and BuBBmann (2002) also distinguished gender languages — languages with small
number of classes (two or three). There is also a correlation between grammatical agreement and
biological sex. We certainly can address Ukrainian to this subtype, as it has three-gender system
(masculine, feminine, neuter) and obligatory agreement, which affects how gendered references
are grammaticalized and translated.

Nevertheless, grammatical gender should not be linked to social or personal gender
identity. Other noun class languages show that these classes may be semantically random and
unrelated to biological sex (Hellinger & Buflmann, 2002), suggesting that grammatical categories
are for the most part structural.

It is important to understand in this context that grammatical gender should be perceived
as one of the developed strategies for noun classification, rather than as a direct linguistic
representation of gender identity. This is essential for non-binary identity translation, as far as
English relies mostly on lexical, social, and pragmatic means to encode gender, while Ukrainian
expresses it through grammar. Hence, transferring of gender elements between languages with
different gender systems is challenging and requires profound adaptation in order to preserve
cultural nuances.

2.2.3. Linguistic means and translation challenges of non-binary identity expression

The emergence of non-binary identity established the need for developing strategies which
can be applied in the context of gender reducing or elimination. Besides, it introduced various
difficulties in translation studies. The non-binary identity expression in language relies on several
gender-fair language strategies, which can be divided into gender-neutral and gender-inclusive
approaches (Lardelli, 2023).

Gender-neutral strategies aim to avoid explicit gender marking. They include such
techniques as the use of epicene nouns, passive constructions, omission or repetition of gendered
pronouns (Lardelli, 2023). This strategy allows speakers to refer to someone without gender
specified. It is particularly common in languages like English, for example:

(1-s) Her friend Pickle, one of the assistant archivists, looked up and grinned at her
(Kitasei, 2024, p. 9). — (1-t) Ii opyz Ozip, ooun i3 monoowwx apxieapiycie, nionanu no2iao i wupoxo
BCMIXHYIUCH.

On the contrary, gender-inclusive strategies are dedicated to preserving gender diversity
within language grammar. These include the use of typographical markers (*, , :) to merge
masculine and feminine forms, and neomorphemes (Lardelli, 2023). Undoubtedly, gender-
inclusive strategies strive to adapt the language to evolving social norms, but they usually require
linguistic proficiency in combination with a high level of creativity, which can present difficulties
concerning consistency and acceptability.

Some other approaches to implicit gender marking include singular they (English), use of
dual forms (Arabic), establishment of the neutral pronoun ‘hen’ (Swedish) (Berger, 2019).

Singular ‘they’ is one of the most prominent gender-neutral strategies which has gained a
widespread acceptance in colloquial English. It plays an important role in Ukrainian translation,
because it is somewhat easy to render through plural verb forms or other grammatical means. For
instance:



45

(2-s) They hooted when they saw Maya (Kitasei 2024, p.17). — (2-t) Ilo6auuswu Maio,
60HU BUSYKHYIU.

Having analyzed the source text and its translation, we distinguished some other gender-
neutral language strategies. They include pluralization and neopronouns.

Even if the use of plural verb forms in Ukrainian seems unnatural or less acceptable than
singular ‘they’ in English, it remains one of the most productive ways of rendering gender-neutral
(inclusive) units, particularly non-binary identity.

(3-s) One of the many reasons Pickle was hoping for a promotion was that they’d finally
get an office upstairs with windows (Kitasei 2024, p. 17). — (3-t) Oona 3 6acamvox npuuun, womy
Ocip mak npazuyau niosuweHHs, NoA2aLIA 8 MOMY, Wo MOOi BOHU HApewmi ompumanu O Kabinem
HA2opi — 3 GIKHAMU.

In contrast, neopronouns are an untapped market in Ukrainian. Despite the long history of
gender-neutral pronouns discussed previously, the term itself is quite recent. Renstrom (2025)
defines it as a coined word with specific meaning referring to non-binary gender identities. As far
as Ukrainian does not have established equivalent to any set of neopronouns, it becomes quite
difficult to render them. To solve this problem, translators may coin new words as well or
compensate gender diversity by means of some other approaches. The second case can be
considered having translation losses, as only the idea of non-binary is rendered, instead of language
inclusivity and wide recognition of various queer representatives. We have also faced this
challenge, as The Stardust Grail introduces character that goes with a neopronoun set xe/xyr
(pronounced zee/zeer).

(4-s) Maya told xyr (Kitasei, 2024, p. 29) — (4-t) ckazayia Mas, 3BepTal04KCh 10 HUX.

Outlined approaches do not guarantee the avoidance of misgendering, translation loss, or
distortion in translation, because language is continuously evolving, causing new issues.

To summarize, English allows relatively flexible gender expression due to its reliance on
lexical and social tools, while grammatical gender languages like Ukrainian lacks standardized
solutions. It results in inconsistency in usage, because gender-neutral (inclusive) strategies require
grammatical means used in combination to compensate for gender diversity with a decent level of
adequacy, inclusivity, and readability.

2.3. Practical analysis of the translation of non-binary identity expression in The Stardust
Grail

This subsection is devoted to the analysis of selected fragments from The Stardust Grail
and their translation into Ukrainian focusing on the grammatical means of expression the non-
binary identity.

In addition to the translation technique (Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2004) analysis, we want
to consider the linguistic levels (see Appendix C) involved in non-binary identity rendering. These
levels include morphological (agreement), syntactic (sentence restructuring), and lexical (mainly
gendered parts of speech or substitution).

Having analyzed both the source and target texts, we are able to classify the means used to
express gender neutrality in translation as follows:

1. Plural verb form

2. Plural pronoun

3. Impersonal construction

4. Omission of gender-marking

5. Gendered part of speech
It should be noted that some categories work jointly, because some of them (e.g. the use of
plural verb forms) may be implemented simultaneously at different linguistic levels. The following
analysis is organized according to these categories.
The first set of examples concerns the use of plural verb forms, which can be considered
as a key strategy for avoiding gender marking in Ukrainian.
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(5-s) “Oh my god. So true,” said Pickle with a laugh (Kitasei, 2024, p. 10) — (5-t) boxe
Miid. Hy 3BicHO! — 3acmistiiucs Orip.

The verb ‘said’ does not contain any gender reference in the source language. Ukrainian
cannot render it without grammatical agreement, so implicit gender marking was compensated by
pluralization. As far as the translation is based on plural verb form, we can see changes at the
morphological level.

(6-s) They kept going but Maya no longer processed what they said. (Kitasei, 2024, p. 17)
— (6-t) BoHu roBopuJIH 1IOCH ime, ane Mast BKe He BIOBIIOBAJIA CIIiB.

Here, non-binary identity is presupposed by the context, as the reader is already familiar
with the character. The structure itself does not present any difficulty, so literal translation was
applied. This transformation is also observed at the morphological level.

(7-s) “Sure. Accounting and tracking shipments, blah blah blah.” (Kitasei, 2024, p. 21) —
(7-t) — Ara, — nporsarny;au Orip. — OOIK, JIoTicTHKA. .. Oi1a-0a-o1a.

This case may appear controversial, as the source text does not indicate the speaker. To
adapt the fragment to Ukrainian norms, amplification was used to clarify who is speaking, which
maintains coherence. Non-binary identity is again compensated through pluralization, which
operates at the morphological level. Additionally, introduction of the speaker represents changes
at the syntactic level.

The next group of examples concerns the use of plural pronouns. Although closely
connected to plural verb forms due to grammatical agreement in Ukrainian, we want to observe
these categories separately for the purpose of analysis.

(8-s) “Did you meet it, her, xyr, sorry, out there?” (Kitasei, 2024, p. 29) — (8-t) Bu 3ycTpinm
ix y kocMoci?

In this sentence, the speaker attempts to refer to an alien character by listing several
pronouns, including a neopronoun. We have already mentioned the use of neomorphemes as one
of the approaches to gender-fair translation, however their use in Ukrainian may seem unnatural,
influencing the readability. That is why we have generalized pronouns to a single plural pronoun
‘ix’. Such decision represents both compensation (general idea of gender neutrality is preserved)
and translation loss (the diversity of gender and inclusive shades were omitted).

A similar approach can be observed in the following example:

(9-s) “That was Auncle, who is definitely not on Earth, since that would be illegal, and yes,
xe is real, and by the way, they prefer ‘Frenro.” (Kitasei, 2024, p. 29) — (9-t) Lle JIsabK0, SIKi TOUHO
He Ha 3emJti, 60 11e Oyio 6 He3akOHHO, — nosicHuIIa Mas. — I Tak, BoHu cipaBxHi. [{o peui, kparie
BKUBATH «ppeHpoy. [Ipogorxumo?

(10-s) Pickle swatted her finger away before it touched the paper (Kitasei, 2024, p. 20). —
(10-t) Bonwu BinOwu ii maneus 1ie 0 TOro, K TOM TOPKHYBCS Manepy.

In this case, the name of the character was substituted with a plural pronoun avoiding
repetition in broader context; non-binary identity is compensated through plural agreement. This
transformation involves lexical and morphological levels.

The following examples illustrate the use of impersonal constructions. Despite being less
frequently used in the process of translation, it is essential for rendering non-binary identity, as it
allows us to omit the subject.

(11-s) She collapsed into the narrow space between Pickle’s desk and the wall. Pickle
didn’t have room for a second chair for guests (Kitasei, 2024, p. 19) — (11-t) Bona miroxuymnacs
y By3bKHil IpocTip M cTosoM Oripa Ta CTIHOI0, OCKIIbLKH APYIoro cTiibus AJs BiiBinyBauis
TYT HPOCTO He 0yJI10.

To avoid repetition, the name of the character was omitted in the second clause. Yet, the
possible use of the plural pronoun ‘Bonn’ would have been too general in this context, referring to
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a broader group of people instead of a specific individual. The translation demonstrates the
implementation of modulation, resulting in changes at the syntactic level.

(12-s) “... I didn’t even know you were capable of waking up before ten.” (Kitasei, 2024,
p. 9) — (12-t) MeHi ii Ha TYMKY He CIIa/1aJ10, 1110 TH B3araJli 3/[aTHa IPOKUHYTUCS paHillIe AeCSTO].

(13-s) “I heard he talked to the Foundation about private acquisition but couldn’t get them
to sell... (Kitasei, 2024, p. 19) — (13-t) Iloxeiiky10Thb, 1110 BiH HaMaraBcs JOMOBUTHCS 3 (DOHIOM
PO MPHUBATHY KYITIBIIIO, aJie Ti BIIMOBUIJIMCS TIPOJIABATH.

In these examples, impersonal constructions are highly motivated. A literal translation
would require a past tense verb form, which does not allow gender-neutrality. That is why we have
restructured the sentences using modulation. The alternative option with pluralization in the first
example would sound unnatural and misleading, possibly referring to a group of people. In this
case, changes are also observed at the syntactic level.

The next group of examples demonstrate cases where gender marking is successfully
omitted while preserving the original meaning.

(14-s) Maya couldn’t meet their gaze (Kitasei, 2024, p. 21) — (14-t) Bona He HaBaxxyBaacs
NiABeCTH O4ei.

Gender marking is diminished through modulation: we have reformulated the original
sentence that contains non-binary reference using a verb phrase that does not require reference to
the interlocutor. It again demonstrates changes at the syntactic level.

(15-s) “I’m your friend,” said Pickle, flicking her words back at her like an accusation
(Kitasei, 2024, p. 21) — (15-t) Ane mu :xk apy3i, — o3Banucs Orip, MOBEPTAKOYH ii BIACHI CIIOBA SIK
JIOKIp.

In English, the word ‘friend’ is an epicene noun, which does not contain gender reference
and can be used to address both females and males. Ukrainian lack a direct equivalent, because
nouns are usually marked with gender. The translation changes from a singular form to a plural
one, avoiding explicit gender marking. It is also a case of modulation, thus involving syntactic
level.

This set of examples represents cases in which parts of speech become gendered in the
process of translation. As suggested by the name of the category, it is closely linked with translation
losses in the context of non-binary identity. Most of the cases concern the alien character Auncle,
as this figure posed the greatest difficulty in translation.

(16-s) ... because she’d been avoiding thinking about how she’d left things with Auncle...
(Kitasei, 2024, p. 21) — (16-t) ... Hamaranacs He 3raayBaTH, K mpoiaiacs 3 Jsaabkom. ..

‘Auncle’ is a coined gender-neutral term combining aunt and uncle. Ukrainian does not
have a gender-neutral equivalent, but the introduction of possible neomorphemes such as
‘HanwriTKa’ or others would likely negatively influence comprehension of the target audience. Yet,
calque does not suit either, as the name represents thematic nature of the novel that lies in the
notions of family and belonging. Since the biological family of the protagonist is distant, Auncle
functions as a close figure. Moreover, in the fictional world, the alien species Auncle belongs to
does not use personal names to address each other, so the name was given by the protagonist,
increasing its relevance and justifying our decision to translate it. The name is translated as
‘danpko’, which introduces gender marking at the lexical level and results in translation loss.
Nevertheless, this choice is also partially justified by the presence of masculine generics in
Ukrainian. The non-binary identity is compensated by grammatical means at the morphological
level.

(17-s) “My friend,” Maya explained (Kitasei, 2024, p. 29) — (17-t) Miii apyr, — nosicaumna
Mas.
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We have already covered the issues concerning the English epicene noun ‘friend’. In this
case, literal translation introduces gender marking at the lexical level and translation loss. Yet, the
non-binary identity of the character is already established in the broader context of the novel, so
the reader can interpret the reference appropriately.

(18-s) But what the hell was Auncle even doing in call range of Earth? (Kitasei, 2024, p.
29) — (18-t) Aune 1o, B Oica, [{s1pKk0 poOMIM y 30HI 36MHOTO MOOLJIBHOTO 3B’ SI3KY?

In this example, the translation loss caused by the gendered noun is compensated through
the use of a plural verb form, which neutralizes gender at the morphological level.

To conclude, the analysis demonstrates that the rendering of non-binary identity in English-
Ukrainian translation is a complex process which requires the combination of different linguistic
strategies. The most effective means include plural verb forms (44 occurrences or 47%) and plural
pronouns (23 occurrences or 24%). Impersonal constructions (3 occurrences or 3%) and omission
of gender marking (5 occurrences or 5%) are less frequent. Some cases involve gendered parts of
speech (9 occurrences or 10%), revealing that translation losses (10 occurrences or 11%) are
sometimes inevitable (see Appendix A). However, such losses are usually moderated through
compensation (44 occurrences or 48%) at other linguistic levels, most notably through plural
agreement. Some other translation techniques relevant to our translation include modulation (15
occurrences or 17%), literal translation (18 occurrences or 20%), substitution (10 occurrences or
11%), amplification (3 occurrences or 3%), and transposition (1 occurrence or 1%) (see Appendix
B).

Overall, the result suggests that no single strategy is sufficient by its own. The effective
representation of non-binary identity in translation is achieved by combining gender-inclusive
(neutral) language strategies with the translation techniques required to apply them. This
emphasizes that translation in language pair with fundamentally different gender systems is not
only a linguistic task. It is a sensitive, context-dependent issue that requires compliance with the
grammatical norms of the target language and textual coherence, while preserving the gender
neutrality intended by the author.
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Conclusions

The Stardust Grail is a science fiction novel written by Yume Kitasei. It was originally
published on June 11, 2024, by Flariton Books. The book is notable not only for its detailed
depiction of interstellar travel, the concept of family, and communication with alien creatures, but
also for its positive and appropriate portrayal of LGBTQ+ community. We have translated the
fragment focusing on possible challenges involved in gender-neutral translation.

To start off, the author’s background and stylistic features of the text were analyzed. It
showed us that themes addressed in the book are significantly influenced by the personal
experience of the author. The novel can be considered a representative example of science fiction
genre. Certain stylistic features directly affect the translation, such as concise dialogues or
neopronouns, singular ‘they’.

Theoretical foundations outlined in our research provided a clear distinction between terms
gender, gender identity, and non-binary identity and why they have little relation to biological sex
in terms of inclusivity. The concept of grammatical gender was considered, as well as nominal
classification of languages and its connections to gender-inclusive and gender-neutral approaches
to gender-fair translation. Translating gender-neutral language from English into Ukrainian
presents particular challenges, as these languages have completely different gender systems.

Having analyzed different academic resources in combination with our own translation, we
distinguished five the most frequently used grammatical means of non-binary identity expression
in Ukrainian translation. They include plural verb forms, plural pronouns, impersonal
constructions, omission of gender-marking, and gendered parts of speech.

Conducted analysis of the translated fragment revealed some challenges in rendering
gender-neutral languages, possibly leading to translation losses. In order to analyze translation
techniques applied, we completed a sample based on units used to describe or address characters
with non-binary identity. In the result we can deduce that translation of gender-neutral language
was quite successful though having some inconsistency. Among the most effective translation
techniques are compensation, modulation, and literal translation.

In addition, we made three diagrams to visualize the statics of applied translation
techniques, grammatical means of non-binary identity expression, and language levels involved in
the process of translation.

Further research connected to this topic can be focused on developing standardized
strategies for neopronoun translation.
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Appendices
Appendix A

Means of non-binary identity expression established in the translation of 7The
Stardust Grail by Yume Kitasei

|

m plural verb form = plural pronoun = impersonal construction

Gendered part of speech m Ommision = Loss
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Appendix B

Translation techniques applied in the process of translation of The Stardust
Grail by Yume Kitasei

m Compensation = Modulation = Literal translation = Transposition = Substitution = Amplification



Appendix C

Language levels involved in transformation in the process of translation of
The Stardust Grail by Yume Kitasei

= Morphological Language Level = Lexical Language Level = Syntactic Language level
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