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THE FROST GIANT’S DAUGHTER

(Jo4b JieASTHOTO rUTaHTA)

The clangor of sword and ax had died away (ys13r Me4a U ceKUphI CTHX =
samep; to die away — samupams (o 3syke)); the shouting of the slaughter
(xpuuanne = xpuxu Ooiam) was hushed (0vur ycmoxoen = ymux); Silence lay
(tummna gnerna; to lie — snexcams) on the red-stained snow (na kpacHBIi:

«KpacHBIM OKpaleHHbIi» cHer). The bleak, pale sun (xonoanoe, 61eaHOE COHIIE)
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that glittered so blindingly from the ice fields and the snow-covered plains (xotopoe
CBEPKAJIO TaK OCJCITUTEIBHO OT JICASHBIX MMOJICH U CHErOM MOKPBITHIX PaBHHH) Struck
sheens of silver from rent corselet and broken blade (or6usano Giecku cepedpa =
OMpPaNCcaioco cepedpsHbiM 61eckom OT PACIIEIUICHHBIX JIaT M CJIOMAHHBIX KIMHKOB;
to rend — pacwennams) where the dead lay as they had fallen (rme meptBbIe
nexanu, /tak/ kak onu ynanu; to fall — naoams, nacms). The nerveless hand yet
gripped the broken hilt (6eccmibnas pyka enie c:xumMana ciiomanHbIi 3dec; to grip
— corcumams, Kpenko Oepoicamv); helmeted heads (romoBel B muiemax:
«OIIUIEMJICHHBIC TOJIOBBI», helmet — wwenm), drawn back in their death throes
(3anpokunyThic B aronuu; t0 draw back — zanpoxuowieams), tilted red beards
and golden beards grimly upward (oTkuHYyTBIE PBDKHE KM 30JOTHCTBIC OOPOIBI
MpauHo BBepx), as if in a last invocation to Ymir the frost giant (kax ecom Obl B
nocieareit Mosoe k Mmupy, moposnomy ruranty), god of a warrior race (Oory pacsl

BOMHOB).

sword [so:d], slaughter [slo:ta], fields [fi:ldz], dead [ded], death [de6], giant
[dzarant]

The clangor of sword and ax had died away; the shouting of the slaughter was
hushed; silence lay on the red-stained snow. The bleak, pale sun that glittered so
blindingly from the ice fields and the snow-covered plains struck sheens of silver
from rent corselet and broken blade where the dead lay as they had fallen. The
nerveless hand yet gripped the broken hilt; helmeted heads, drawn back in their
death throes, tilted red beards and golden beards grimly upward, as if in a last

invocation to Ymir the frost giant, god of a warrior race.
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Across the reddened drifts and the mail-clad forms, two figures glared at each
other (uepe3 mokpacHeBIIHEe CYyrpoOOBI M OJIETHIC B KOJIBUYTY (OPMBI 1BE (PUTYPBI
CMOTpEJIM JIpYyr Ha Japyra: «Ha Kaxiaelid apyroro»). In all that utter desolation,
they alone moved (Bo BceM 3TOM aOCOJIFOTHOM YEIWHCHWW OHU OJIHU JIBHTAITUCH).
The frosty sky was over them (moposnoe HeOo Obuto Hag Humu), the white
illimitable plain around them (Genast Gesrpanuunas paBHHHA BOKPYr Hux), the
dead men at their feet (meprBBIe oM/ MYy)unHBl Y ux HOT). Slowly through the
corpses they came (MeaaeHHO CKBO3B/Cpeau/depe3 TpyIbl OHHU LM, t0 come —
npuxooums, uomu), as ghosts might come to a tryst through the shambles of a
dead world (kax npuBuAEHHUS MOTYT/MOTIIM UATH K MECTY BCTPEYH YePe3 PYyHHBI
mepTBoro mupa). In the brooding silence, they stood face to face (B maBuciueii

THUIIMHE OHM CTOSUIH JIUIIOM K Jinty; t0 stand — cmosimo).

moved [mu:vd], through [Oru:], ghosts [gausts], might [mait], world [wa:ld]

Across the reddened drifts and the mail-clad forms, two figures glared at each
other. In all that utter desolation, they alone moved. The frosty sky was over them,
the white illimitable plain around them, the dead men at their feet. Slowly
through the corpses they came, as ghosts might come to a tryst through the

shambles of a dead world. In the brooding silence, they stood face to face.

Both were tall men (0o6a Obutn BeICOKMME Myx)unHamMu), built as powerfully as
tigers (cinoxxennsimu /Tax/ moinHOo, kak Turpsel). Their shields were gone (ux
IIUTHI «OBUIN YUJICHHBIMW» = nponaiu, nomepsiucs), their corselets battered
and dented (ux snatel momsaTel U noceuyensl). Blood dried on their mail; their
swords were stained red (kpoBpr 3acoxja Ha WX KOJBYyTre, WX MEYU OBLIH
okparniensl kpacHbiM). Their horned helmets showed the marks of fierce strokes
(ux porarble HUIEMBI ITOKa3bIBaJM OTMETHHBI SPOCTHHIX ymapoB). One was

beardless and black-maned (oaun Ob11 Ge300poabIM U YepHOBOJIOCHIM); the locks
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and beard of the other were as red as the blood on the sunlit snow (;ioxkonbI/BOsTOCE
u Ooponma japyroro Obitu /Takme/ KpacHbIe/pbDKHE, KaK KPOBb Ha OCBEIIAEMOM

COJIHIIEM CHETY).

were [wa:], shields [[i:1dz], blood [blad]

Both were tall men, built as powerfully as tigers. Their shields were gone,
their corselets battered and dented. Blood dried on their mail; their swords were
stained red. Their horned helmets showed the marks of fierce strokes. One was
beardless and black-maned; the locks and beard of the other were as red as the

blood on the sunlit snow.

‘Man,’ said the latter (mapens/Myxuk, — ckaszain nocieaHui/Bropoii), ‘tell
me your name (ckaxxu MHe TBoe mMms), SO that my brothers in Vanaheim may
know (uroOsr Mou Opathst B Banaxeiime moriu 3uath / 3aamn) Who was the last of
Woulfhere’s band to fall before the sword of Heimdul.” (kro ObL1 mociennum u3
ByndepoBckoro otpsna / GaHabl MacTh = KmMO NAl HOCAeOHUM TIEPE] MEUOM
Xeiimayna).

‘Not in Vanaheim,” growled the black-haired warrior, ‘but in Valhalla shall
you tell your brothers that you met Conan of Cimmeria!” (He B Banaxeiime, —
NpOpbIYas YePHOBOJIOCHIM BOMH, — a B Baybrayuie CKaxelilb Thl TBOMM OpPaThsM, YTO ThI
Bcrpert Konana m3 Kummveprn = Kummepuiickoeo!; shall tell — cxaorcewn: «oyoews

ckazamoy; 10 growl — peiuame, psaexnyms)

said [sed], who [hu:], know [noul], fall [fo:1]

‘Man,’ said the latter, ‘tell me your name, so that my brothers in Vanaheim
may know who was die last of Wulfhere’s band to fall before the sword of

Heimdul.’
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‘Not in Vanaheim,” growled the black-haired warrior, ‘but in Valhalla shall
you tell your brothers that you met Conan of Cimmeria!’

Heimdul roared and leaped (Xetimmyn B3peBen u mpwirayi), his sword
flashing in a deadly arc (ero Meu cBepkaroIIMii B CMEPTEIBHON IyIe = ceepral
cmepmenwsrotu oyeotr). As the singing blade crashed on his helmet (xoraa norormmii
KJIMHOK 0Opymmicst Ha ero miem), shivering into bits of blue fire (packaneisasice
Ha Kycouku roiyoboro orus), Conan staggered (Koman mormrarnyscs), and his
vision was filled with red sparks (a ero 3penue ObLIO HAIOTHEHO KPACHBIMU
UCKpaMU = neped 2niazamu 6CNbIXHyIu Kpachvle uckpul). But, as he reeled (#o xorma
on nomarnyJcs), he thrust with all the power of his broad shoulders behind the
blade (oH BOH3MI cO Bcell CHIION €ro/CBOMX IIMPOKHUX TUICY 332 KJIMHKOM = GOH3UL
KIUHOK O 6cell cunoll céoux niew). The sharp point tore through brass scales and
bones and heart (octpslii KOHEI[ MPOH3KUI MEIHYIO YELIyI0 U KOCTH U cepale; to
tear through — mpopsams, nponzums), and the red-haired warrior died at
Conan’s feet (1 pppkeBoJoCkIi BonH ymep y Hor Konana: «Konanckux / Konana

HOI).

thrust [Orast], heart [ha:t]

Heimdul roared and leaped, his sword flashing in a deadly arc. As the
singing blade crashed on his helmet, shivering into bits of blue fire, Conan
staggered, and his vision was filled with red sparks. But, as he reeled, he thrust with
all the power of his broad shoulders behind the blade. The sharp point tore through

brass scales and bones and heart, and the red-haired warrior died at Conan’s feet.

The Cimmerian stood upright (kumMMmepwuerr BCTam mpsiMO = GblAPAMUILCH),
trailing his sword (rmotsinyB ero/coii meu), a sudden sick weariness assailing him
(HeoxuaaHHas OOJIC3HEHHAS! YCTAIOCTh HACTUTAIONIAs €r0 = Hacmuena e2o). The

glare of the sun on the snow cut his eyes like a knife (61eck conuila Ha cHery
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pesan ero riasa kak Hox), and the sky seemed shrunken and strangely apart (a
He0O Ka3aJoCch CMOpPIIEHHBIM M HeoObIUHO jajeko). He turned away from the
trampled expanse (ou oTBepHYyJICS OT HCTONTAHHOW paBHUHBI / IpocTopa), where
yellow-bearded warriors lay locked with red-haired slayers in the embrace of
death (rme / ©Ha xoTOopoM OOpojaThbic BOMHBI JICKAIH, OKPYKECHHBIC
PBDKEBOJIOCKIMHU  yOuiinamMmu B 00BsaTHsiXx cMmeptu). A few steps he took
(Heckoabko 1maroB oH B3sl = coenan), and the glare of the snow fields was
suddenly dimmed (u Gieck cHexHBIX mMoyield ObLI / cTan BAPYr HMOMEPKIIUM =
nomepx). A rushing wave of blindness engulfed him (necymasicst BosiHa cirernoTsl
norotuia ero), and he sank down into the snow (u on onyctusics B cuer; to Sink
down — onyckamscs, naoams), supporting himself on one mailed arm
(mommepskuBast ceOsl = onupasce Ha OJHY PYKY B KOJBUYTE: «OKOIBUYKEHHYIOM
pyky) and seeking to shake the blindness out of his eyes as a lion might shake his
mane (M MBITasACh BBITPSIXHYTH CIEHOTY W3 €ro / CBOMX IJia3, Kak JIEB MOT

TIOTPSICIIM CBOCH / €r0 TPUBOM = mpsics epueoll, Kax ies).

blindness [blaindnis], eyes [aiz], lion [latan]

The Cimmerian stood upright, trailing his sword, a sudden sick weariness
assailing him. The glare of the sun on the snow cut his eyes like a knife, and the
sky seemed shrunken and strangely apart. He turned away from the trampled
expanse, where yellow-bearded warriors lay locked with red-haired slayers in
the embrace of death. A few steps he took, and the glare of the snow fields
was suddenly dimmed. A rushing wave of blindness engulfed him, and he sank
down into the snow, supporting himself on one mailed arm and seeking to shake

the blindness out of his eyes as a lion might shake his mane.

A silvery laugh cut through his dizziness (cepeOpucThiii cmex mpepBai ero
rojoBokpyskenue; to cut through — npepwisams. «pezamo uepesy), and his sight

slowly cleared (u ero B3op / 3penue memtenHo nposicauics). He looked up (on
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nocMoTpel BBepx); there was a strangeness about all the landscape that he could
not place or define (/tam/ GwplTa cTpaHHOCTH BO BCEM Iei3axe, KOTOPYIO OH HE
MOT OIEHUTh / COOTHeCTH WM omnpenenutb;, to place — onpeoderumo
npubauzumenvio, coomuecmu, to define — onpeoerums) — an unfamiliar tinge
to earth and sky (nesnaxomeiii orTenok /k/ 3emin u Heba). But he did not think
long of this (o on He myman gonro 06 stom). Before him, swaying like a sapling in
the wind, stood a woman (riepe HIM, Kadasich, Kak MOJIOJIOE JICPEBIIC HA BETPY: «B
BETPY», cTOsuIa skeHiunHa). T0 his dazed eyes (k ero yauBIEHHBIM IJia3aM = 015 €20
vousnennwvix 2naz) her body was like ivory (ee teno Obuto, Kak CIOHOBasl KOCTB),
and, save for a light veil of gossamer (u, 3a uckimOYeHHEM / KpoMe JIETKOTO
noxpsiBana u3 rasa’), she was naked as the day (oma Gbita 06HAXKEHHOI, KaK CHB
= noanocmowio obnaxcennou). Her slender feet were whiter than the snow they
spurned (ec y3kue CTymHH ObLIM Oejice, YeM CHETr /KOTOPBIH/ OHHM TONTAIUd = 71O
komopomy onu cmynanu). She laughed down at the bewildered warrior with a
laughter (ona cmesach /BHM3/ HaJ CMYIIEHHBIM BOMHOM /co/ cmexoM; to laugh
at — cmesmocs nao) that was sweeter than the rippling of silvery fountains and
poisonous with cruel mockery (xotopsrii ObiT1 OoJiee HEXHBIM, YeM JKypUaHHE
cepeOpPUCTBIX (POHTAHOB, M SIIOBHTHIM OT JKECTOKOH HACMEIIKH: «C YKECTOKOM

HACMEILIKOW»).

laugh [la:f], sight [sait], earth [2:0], woman [wuman], light [lart]

A silvery laugh cut through his dizziness, and his sight slowly cleared. He
looked up; there was a strangeness about all the landscape that he could not place
or define — an unfamiliar tinge to earth and sky. But he did not think long of
this. Before him, swaying like a sapling in the wind, stood a woman. To his dazed
eyes her body was like ivory, and, save for a light veil of gossamer, she was naked

as the day. Her slender feet were whiter than the snow they spurned. She laughed

1
PaSHOBI/IHHOCTL OYC€Hb TOHKOTO IMPO3PA4YHOTI0 IICJIKA.
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down at the bewildered warrior with a laughter that was sweeter than the rippling

of silvery fountains and poisonous with cruel mockery.

‘Who are you?’ (kto ecTh / Kem sBIsienibes ThI? = kmo mor?) asked the
Cimmerian (cripocuin kummepuen). ‘Whence come you?’ (oTky/1a MpUXO0JIHIIE ThI

= omKyOa mul 835714Cb?)

‘What matter?’ (kakoe neno? = a 6 uem deno / a wmo maxoe?) Her voice was
more musical than a silver-stringed harp (ee rosoc 0bu1 O0JIee My3bIKATBHBIHN, YeM
apa ¢ cepeOpsIHBIMU CTpyHAMU: «cepedpo-cTpyHHas»), but edged with cruelty (Ho
KOJIKHI OT JKECTOKOCTH: «C KECTOKOCTBION).

‘Call up your men, (30Bu TBOMX smozeii) said he grasping his sword (ckasan o,
xBartas cBor meu). ‘“Though my strength fails me, yet they shall not take me alive
(x0Ts MOs cHJla U3MEHSET MHE, HO OHH HE BO3BMYT MEHS JKuBbeM / :KMBBIM). | see
that you are of the Vanir (s Buxy, /aro/ Te1 u3 Banupos).’

‘Have I said so?’ (s1 ckasaina tak?; t0 say — ckazamo)

call [co:1], your [ja:], though [dau]

‘Who are you?’ asked the Cimmerian. ‘Whence come you?’

‘“What matter?” Her voice was more musical than a silver-stringed harp, but
edged with cruelty.

‘Call up your men, said he grasping his sword. ‘Though my strength fails me,
yet they shall not take me alive. | see that you are of the Vanir.’

‘Have I said so?’

His gaze went again to her unruly locks (ero B3riisi moiesn CHOBa = gepryics
K ee OyitbIM J0k0HaM), Which at first glance he had thought to be red (xoTopsie
IpH MEPBOM B3IUIAJE OH MOAYMal ObITh PDKUMHU = eMy NOKA3AIUCH PINCUMIL).

Now he saw that they were neither red nor yellow but a glorious compound of
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both colors (tenepr oH Buzaen, YTO OHUM OBUIM HHM PHDKMMM, HHM JKCITHIMH, a
BOCXHMTHUTEILHOM cMechio obomx 1BeToB). He gazed spellbound (on cmorpen /
ycraBuics, 3adaposannbiii). Her hair was like elfin gold (ee Bosocel ObuM
o001kl 3bhuiickomy 30s0ty); the sun struck it so dazzlingly that he could
scarcely bear to look upon it (commiie cBepkaiio /Ha/ HUX Tak OCJIENUTEILHO, YTO OH
MOT €/IBa BBIHECTH CMOTPETh Ha HUX = umo OH edéa Moz cmompems Ha Hux). Her
eyes were likewise neither wholly blue nor wholly gray (ee riaza 6su1 /11o100H0/
HU coBceM rosyObie, Hu coBceM cephie), but of shifting colors and dancing lights
and clouds of colors he could not have named (Ho u3 MeHsOIUXCS [BETOB U
TAHIYIOIIUX OTHEW, ¥ MHOXKECTBAa OTTEHKOB /KOTOphIe/ OH HE MOT OBl Ha3BaTh).
Her full red lips smiled (ee monmsie kpacHbie ryObI yibi0anucs), and from her
slender feet to the blinding crown of her billowy hair (a ot ee y3kux crymnuei 10
OCJICTIMTEILHON KOPOHBI €€ KOJBIIIYIIIXCs Booc), her ivory body was as perfect
as the dream of a god (ee Temo mBera CIIOHOBOI KOCTH OBLIO COBEPIIEHHO KaK
Medrta Oora; IVOry — cronosas kocmw, yeem cionosou kocmu). Conan’s pulse

hammered in his temples (rryisc Konana (3a)cTyuan B /ero/ Buckax).

thought [05:t], could [kud]

His gaze went again to her unruly locks, which at first glance he had thought
to be red. Now he saw that they were neither red nor yellow but a glorious
compound of both colors. He gazed spellbound. Her hair was like elfin gold; the
sun struck it so dazzlingly that he could scarcely bear to look upon it. Her eyes were
likewise neither wholly blue nor wholly gray, but of shifting colors and dancing
lights and clouds of colors he could not have named. Her full red lips smiled, and
from her slender feet to the blinding crown of her billowy hair, her ivory body was

as perfect as the dream of a god. Conan’s pulse hammered in his temples.

Mynomusizvikosotl npoexm Hnvu @panka Www.franklang.ru 9




‘I cannot tell,” (s He mory ckaszath / paszoOpars) Said he (ckaszam om),
‘whether you are of Vanaheim and mine enemy, or of Asgard and my friend (/mu/
Tol /sBnsienbes/ u3 BanaxeliMa u Mo Bpar, wid u3 Acrapjaa ¥ Mo# apyr). Far
have | wandered (nanexo st 6posw / xomwr; to wander — 6pooums), but a woman
like you I have never seen (Ho »xeHIIMHY /TaKkyro/ Kak ThI s HUKOTa HE BUJCIL s
MMEI0 HUKOTJa BHJEHHOI»; 10 see — suodems). Your locks blind me with their
brightness (TBou 10K0OHEI / BOJIOCHI OCICIUISIOT MEHS cBouM / ux Oneckom). Never
have | seen such hair, not even among the fairest daughters of the Asir. By Ymir
— (HuKornaa s /He/ BUAEN TaKUX BOJIOC, /HE/ Jaxke CpeAu MpEeKpacHEUIux

nouepeit Acupa. Umupom = xkasnyco Umupom)

whether [weda], friend [frend], among [2'm an]

‘I cannot tell,” said he, ‘whether you are of Vanaheim and mine enemy, or of
Asgard and my friend. Far have | wandered, but a woman like you | have never
seen. Your locks blind me with their brightness. Never have | seen such hair, not

even among the fairest daughters of the Asir. By Ymir —’

‘Who are you to swear by Ymir?’ (kTo Tbl, 4T0OBI KJsicThesi Mimupom?) she
mocked (ona macmexanacs). ‘What know you of the gods of ice and snow (uro
3Haelb Thl O Oorax Jipaa u cHera), you who have come up from the South to
adventure among an alien people?’ (Tbl, KTO / KOTOPBIN MpHUIIET C Ora, YTOOBI
UCKaTh TPHUKIIOYEHUH cpeau 4ykoro Hapozaa?; to adventure — puckosame,

omeasxCumsvcCA, uUCKanbs npuKmoquuzZ)

adventure [aod’ vent[a]
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“Who are you to swear by Ymir?’ she mocked. “What know you of the gods
of ice and snow, you who have come up from the South to adventure among an

alien people?’

‘By the dark gods of my own race!’ he cried in anger ((Kisnych) TeMHBIMU
Ooramu mMoel coOcTBeHHOM packl! — oH kpukHYJI B THeBe). ‘Though I am not of
the golden-haired Aesir (xoTs s He HW3 3/7aTOBOJIOCHIX acupoB; | am — s
sensoce | naxooxcyce om to be — owms), none has been more forward in
swordplay! (uu oaun / HukTo /He/ ObLT Ooliee BIepean = Hojiee UCKYCHbIM 6
¢exmosanuu) This day | have seen fourscore men fall (ceronus: «3ToT AeHBY 5
BUJICJT BOCEMBJICCAT YCJIOBEK MacTh / magaTh = s euden, kak naiu | nozubau
BocembecaT denorek), and | alone have survived the field where Wulfhere’s
reavers met the wolves of Bragi (u s ogun nepexun cpaxkenue / moje, rae / B
KoTopoM rpadutenn Byndxepa Bctperniu BojikoB bparu; to meet — ecmpeuamy).
Tell me, woman, have you seen the flash of mail out across the snow plains, or seen
armed men moving upon the ice?’ (ckaku MHe, »KEHIIMHA, Thl BUjea OJIecK
KOJBYYTH /CHapYX U/ Yepe3 / Ha CHeXKHBIX PaBHWHAX, WIH BHUJIETA BOOPYKCHHBIX

JIIOJIeH, IBYXKYIIUXCS 110 / Ha JIbTY?)

wolves [wu:lvz]

‘By the dark gods of my own race!’ he cried in anger. ‘Though I am not of
the golden-haired Aesir, none has been more forward in swordplay! This day |
have seen fourscore men fall, and | alone have survived the field where
Wulfhere’s reavers met the wolves of Bragi. Tell me, woman, have you seen the

flash of mail out across the snow plains, or seen armed men moving upon the ice?’

‘I have seen the hoarfrost glittering in the sun,” (s Bumgena wuHeH,

cBepkaroIuii Ha cojHie) she answered (ona otetmia), ‘I have heard the wind
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whispering across the everlasting snows (s cibimana Betep, mermaynmi mo / uepes
BeuHbIe CHera; 10 hear — caviuams).’

He shook his head with a sigh (on mokauain /ero/ rososoii co B3moxom). ‘Niord
should have come up with us before the battle joined (Hwopt nomxen ObLT TOTHATE
Hac, IpexJie yeM OMTBa Hadajgach, t0 come up with — doenamy). | fear he and his
fighting men have been ambushed (s 60rock, /9T0/ OH 1 €ro cpaXkaroIUuecs T
= 6ouyst TIONATUW B 3acady. «ObUIM HamaaeHbl W3 3acaasD»y; t0 ambush —
Hanaoamo u3 3acaowl, yempausams 3acaody). Wulfhere and his warriors lie dead...
(Byndxep u ero Bounsl nexxat mepteeie) | had thought there was no village within
many leagues of this spot (s gymain, /Tam/ He OBUTO HUKAKOTO CEJICHHS B MPeiesiax
MHOTHX JIUT OT 3Toro mecrta), for the war carried us far (rak xak Boiina 3aBena /
3aHecla Hac jajexo); but you cannot have come a great distance over these snows
(HO TBI HE MOJKEIIb MPOIIA = He Modcem Oblmb, Ymobbl Mol NPouLia OOJBIIOE
paccrostuue yepes 3tu cHera), haked as you are (oOHakeHHast, Kak Thl /ecTh/). Lead
me to your tribe, if you are of Asgard, for | am faint with blows and the weariness
of strife (oTBenu MeHst kK TBOEMY IUIEMCHHM, €CJIM Thl U3 Acrapja, Tak Kak s (0)ciad

OT YIapOB: «C YAAPAMI» U YCTAIOCTH OT GOPHObI).

answer [a:nsa], heard [ha:d], sigh [sai]

‘I have seen the hoarfrost glittering in the sun,” she answered, ‘I have heard
the wind whispering across the everlasting snows.’

He shook his head with a sigh. ‘Niord should have come up with us before the
battle joined. | fear he and his fighting men have been ambushed. Wulfhere and his
warriors lie dead... | had thought there was no village within many leagues of this
spot, for the war carried us far; but you cannot have come a great distance over
these snows, naked as you are. Lead me to your tribe, if you are of Asgard, for | am

faint with blows and the weariness of strife.
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‘My village is further than you can walk Conan of Cimmeria,” (moe cenenue
/Haxomutcs/ panple, 4eM Thl Moxkellb npoiith, Konan Kummepwmiickuii) she
laughed (oma 3acmesace). Spreading her arms wide, she swayed before him
(pasBens /eel/ pykm mumpoko, oHa kadanack repes Hum), her golden head lolling
sensuously and her scintillant eyes half shadowed beneath their long silken lashes
(ee 3o0yoTHCTas TOJIOBAa HAKIOHSIOUIASCS = HAKIOHAIACL UYBCTBEHHO, a €€
CBepKaronue riaza /Obumi/ HAmoNOBUHY 3aTeHEeHHbIe /mon/ /ux/ mITMHHBIME
HIeJKOBUCTEIMU pecHuiiamu). ‘Am | not beautiful, O man?’ (sBistoce s He
MPEKPACHON? = pasee 51 He npeKpacHa, 0 My K4ruHa?)

‘Like dawn running naked on the snows,’ (kak 3aps, Oeryiias oOHaKEHHOU
o caeram) he muttered, his eyes burning like of a wolf (on mpoGopmoTain, ero riaza
TOpsIIIUe = 2ope/u KaK Te / TaKOBbIC BOJIKa; those — me, samensiem noemopsioweecs
CYUecmeumeribHoe 60 MHONCECMEEHHOM YUCTe).

Then why do you not rise and follow me? (torna mouemy Thl He BCTaelb U
He cieayemnsb 3a MuOU?; to follow — credosams | uomu 3a) Who is the strong
warrior who falls down before me?’ (kTo /ecTh/ TOT CUIBHBI BOWH, KTO /
KOTOpPBIM TMajaer = nadem /BHU3/ mepeno MHOK) She chanted in maddening
mockery (oHa ToBOpHMIJIa HapacleB CO CBOASAIICH C yMa M3JIECBKOW / HACMEIIKOMN: «B
CBOJSINEH ¢ yMa u3aeBke»; to chant — nems, cosopums napacnes). ‘Lie down and
die in the snow with the other fools, Conan of the black hair (nsir /Bus/ u ympu B
CHETY C OCTaJIbHBIMH Jypakamu, KoHaH ¢ YepHBIMU BOJIOCAMH: «UICPHBIX BOJIOC).
You cannot follow where | would lead (Ter He Moxers oWTH (32 MHO#), Kyna s

noBena Obl; t0 lead — secmu, would lead — nosen (a, u) ow1).’

walk [wo:K], half [ha:f], beautiful [bju:trful], would [wud]

‘My village is further than you can walk Conan of Cimmeria,” she laughed.
Spreading her arms wide, she swayed before him, her golden head lolling
sensuously and her scintillant eyes half shadowed beneath their long silken lashes.

‘Am I not beautiful, O man?’
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‘Like dawn running naked on the snows,” he muttered, his eyes burning like
those of a wolf.

Then why do you not rise and follow me? Who is the strong warrior who
falls down before me?’ she chanted in maddening mockery. ‘Lie down and die in
the snow with the other fools, Conan of the black hair. You cannot follow where |

would lead.

With an oath, the Cimmerian heaved himself up on his feet (¢ npoxnsTrsvu
KAMMeEpUeEI TIOAHSIT ce0sl BBEPX Ha €ro HOTH = noousics Ha Hoeu), his blue eyes
blazing, his dark scarred face contorted (ero rosyOble rja3a TbLIAIONIUE, €rO
TEMHOC JIMIIO B IIpaMax HCKaXCHHOC = C nbvbliaroiyumu ZOJZy6bl/I/l1/l oaaszamu u
uckascennvim auyom ¢ wpamvax). Rage shook his soul (raes motpsic ero mymry),
but desire for the taunting figure before him hammered at his temples and drove
his wild blood fiercely through his veins (no xenanue / Bokmencuue must / K
IpasHsiel purype nepen HUM YJAapuio B BUCKM M TMOTHAJO €ro JUKYIO KPOBb
spoctHo depe3 / mo Benam). Passion fierce as physical agony flooded his whole
being (ctpacth, spocTHas kak /pusudeckas/ aroHus, 3arommia BCK €ro
cymiHocTh), SO that earth and sky swam red to his dizzy gaze (rak urto 3emiis u
HE0O MOTUIBLIM KPACHBIM K / TIepe/] €ro YyBCTBYIOIIUM FOJIOBOKPYKEHUE B3TJISIIOM;
dizzy — UCNBIMbLBAIOUUL 20JI0BOKDPYIHCEeHUe, 20JI0BOKDYIHCUMEIHBIIU,
nompscennsiii). In the madness that swept upon him, weariness and faintness were
swept away (B 6e3ymuu, 4To / KOTOPOE OXBATHIIO €T0, YCTAIOCTh U ¢J1a00CTh ObLIN

CMETeHBI; t0 SwWeep away — cmecmu, cHecmi).

oath [ouf]

With an oath, the Cimmerian heaved himself up on his feet, his blue eyes
blazing, his dark scarred face contorted. Rage shook his soul, but desire for the
taunting figure before him hammered at his temples and drove his wild blood

fiercely through his veins. Passion fierce as physical agony flooded his whole
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being, so that earth and sky swam red to his dizzy gaze. In the madness that swept

upon him, weariness and faintness were swept away.

He spoke no word as he sheathed his bloody sword and drove at her (on ne
CKa3aJl HUKAaKoro / HU CJIOBa, KOT/Ia BIIOKHJI B HOXHBI CBOM OKPOBABJICHHBIM MeY U
yerpemuiics k Heit), fingers spread to grip her soft flesh (manbupsr pactonbipertbie
= pacmonvlpus naavbysvl, 9T00bI CXBaTUTh ee HexHyro mioTh). With a shriek of
laughter she leaped back and ran, laughing at him over her white shoulder (¢ Buzrom
cMeXa = ¢ npouzumenbHulM | Oukum cmexom OHA OTHPBITHYJIA Ha3aJ W mobexalia,
cMmesich Haj HUM 4epes /ee/ Oemoe medo). With a low growl, Conan followed (c
HuskuM peruannem Koman mocnemosan (3a wei)). He had forgotten the fight,
forgotten the mailed warriors who lay in their blood, forgotten Niord and the
reavers who failed to reach the battle (on 3a0bu1 cpaskenue, 3a0bl1 BOMHOB B
KOJIbYYyTax, KTO / KOTOPBIE JIeKaU B /ux/ KpoBH, 320611 Huopaa u rpabuteneit, KTo
/ KOTOpBIE MOTEPIENN HEyAauy JOCTUYb OUTBBI = He cMo2nu 000pamvbcsi 00 mecma
oumeni; t0 forget — zabwime, 10 fail — ne yoasamocs, ne cmous, ne nonryuamocs).
He thought only of the slender white shape, which seemed to float rather than run
before him (on myman Tonbko 0 cTpoitHO# Oenoit Gurype, KOTopas Kazanaach IUIbITh

= Komopas, Kasaniocw, ckopee nivleem, deM 0exut nepe HuM; to think — oymamy).

word [wa:d], shriek [[ri:k]

He spoke no word as he sheathed his bloody sword and drove at her, fingers
spread to grip her soft flesh. With a shriek of laughter she leaped back and ran,
laughing at him over her white shoulder. With a low growl, Conan followed. He
had forgotten the fight, forgotten the mailed warriors who lay in their blood,
forgotten Niord and the reavers who failed to reach the battle. He thought only of

the slender white shape, which seemed to float rather than run before him.
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Out across the blinding-white plain the chase led (/mapyxy/ uepe3
OCJICTINTENIbHO-0eTy 0 paBHUHY TIOTOHs Bena; to lead — secmu). The trampled red
field fell out of sight behind him (ucronrannoe kpacHoe rose npomano 13 BuUja 3a
aum; to fall out of sight — nponacme uz suoy), but still Conan kept on with the
silent tenacity of his race (no Bce-taku Konan mnpojosmkan yrnopHo 0Oe3MOJIBHOE
COCTsI3aHUE B Oere: «IpoJoDKail ¢ 0e3MOJIBHBIM YIIOPCTBOM €r0 COCTSI3aHUS B
Oere»; to keep on — mpodoracams). His mailed feet broke through the frozen
crust (ero mokpeIThie OPOHEH HOTH MPOJAMBIBAIN 3aMEPIINA CHEXKHBIM HAcT; {0
break — romams); he sank deep in the drifts and forged through them by sheer
brute strength (o morpy»xaics riy0oKo B CyrpoOBI W MPOJBUTAICS CKBO3b HHUX
a0COIOTHO TPYy0oit cuioit; by — npeonoe-nokazamenv meopumenvrnozo naoesxica
— rem, uem?). But the girl danced across the snow, light as a feather floating on a
pool (Ho meByIlKa TaHIIEBalla Ha CHETY, Jerkas Kak IEphIIIKO, IIbIBYIIee Ha / 110
nosepxHoctu npyna); her naked feet barely left their imprint on the hoarfrost that
overlaid the crust (ee Gocele cTynmHM UL OCTaBISUIM /UX/ OTIIEYATOK Ha WHEe,
KoTophIii mokpeiBasl HacT). Despite the fire in his veins (HecmoTpst Ha OroHL B
ero BeHax), the cold bit through the warrior’s mail and fur-lined tunic (xomnon
KycaJl CKBO3b KOJIbUYTY BOMHA M TYHHKY Ha MEXOBOW monkiajake); but the girl in
her gossamer veil ran as lightly and as gaily as if she danced through the palms
and rose gardens of Poitain (1o jeByiika B cBoeM / ee Ta30BOM IMOKphIBaJie Oekaia
TaK JIETKO M TaK BeCesio, Kak ecid Obl OHA TaHIIEBala 4epe3 = cpedu TallbM |

pozapueB [Tyatena).

palm [pa:m], behind [br'haind], lightly [lartli]

Out across the blinding-white plain the chase led. The trampled red field fell
out of sight behind him, but still Conan kept on with the silent tenacity of his race.
His mailed feet broke through the frozen crust; he sank deep in the drifts and
forged through them by sheer brute strength. But the girl danced across the snow,

light as a feather floating on a pool; her naked feet barely left their imprint on the
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hoarfrost that overlaid the crust. Despite the fire in his veins, the cold bit through
the warrior’s mail and fur-lined tunic; but the girl in her gossamer veil ran as

lightly and as gaily as if she danced through the palms and rose gardens of Poitain.

On and on she led, and Conan followed (Briepen 1 Briepe/: «Ha U Ha» OHA Bela,
a Komnan cnenosan (3a meit)). Black curses drooled through the Cimmerian’s
parched lips (uepHBle MNPOKIATHS COYWIMCH CKBO3b 3alleKIIUEecs TyObI
kuMMepuiiia). The great veins in his temples swelled and throbbed, and his teeth
gnashed (Oombivie BEeHBI B €0 BUCKAX Pa3AyBIUCh M ITyJbCHPOBAIU, a €T0 3yObI
CKpEXKETaln).

“You cannot escape me!’ he roared (Tb1 He Moxelb cOexath (0T) MeHs! —
on peruai). ‘Lead me into a trap and I’ll pile the heads of your kinsmen at your
feet! (Benu MeHS B JIOBYIIKY, U SI CJIOXKY T'OJIOBBI TBOMX POJICTBCHHHKOB y TBOHX
Hor; to pile — cknaowieame cmonxou, xyueir). Hide from me and I'll tear the
mountains apart to find you! (cripsiubcst OT MeHsI, U 51 pa30pBY / Pa3BOPOIILY TOPHI,
uyro0bl HaviTh TeOs!) 1’1l follow you to Hell itself!” (st mocneayro (3a) Toboii 10 aja

caMoro = 0o camozo aoal)

great [greit],heads [hedz], find [faind]

On and on she led, and Conan followed. Black curses drooled through the
Cimmerian’s parched lips. The great veins in his temples swelled and throbbed,
and his teeth gnashed.

“You cannot escape me!’ he roared. ‘Lead me into a trap and I’ll pile the
heads of your kinsmen at your feet! Hide from me and I’1l tear the mountains apart

to find you! I’11 follow you to Hell itself!”

Foam flew from the barbarian’s lips (nena texia u3 ry0o Bapsapa; to flow —

meus) as her maddening laughter floated back to him (korna ee cBomsmumii ¢ yma
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cMeX MPOHOCHIICS HazaJl K HeMy = doxocuics 0o neeo). Farther and farther into
the wastes she led him (mzanbure u nanemie B mycromm oHa Bena ero). As the hours
passed and the sun slid down its long slant to the horizon, the land changed
(korma dYacel MPOIIIM W COJHIIC CKOJB3HYJIO BHH3 (II0) €ro JUIMHHOMY
HAKJIOHHOMY JIBIDKEHHUIO K TOPH30HTY = 10 00420U Oyee K 20PU30HNYy, 3eMIIS
usmenniace); the wide plains gave way to low hills, marching upward in broken
ranges (IMpoKue paBHUHBI JAJTH JOPOTY = ycmynuau (mecmo) HA3KAM XOJMaM,
WISl BIIEpE] B JIOMAHBIX LEMSAX = HOOHUMAACH HeposHbimu yenamu;, t0 give way —
yemynamo, noooasamucsi). Far to the north he caught a glimpse of towering
mountains, their eternal snows blue with distance and pink in the rays of the blood-
red setting sun (mameko k ceBepy OH IoMMaI MPOOJICCK = 3amemui BRHICOKUE TOPHI,
UX BEYHBIE CHEra rojy0ble Ha PACCTOSIHUU: «C PACCTOSTHUEM» M PO30BBIEC B JIydax
KpoBaBo-KpacHoro 3axossiero connmna). In the darkling skies above them shone
the flaring rays of the aurora (B Temueronux HebOecax HaJl HUMHU CUSIIA SPKUAE JTYIH
sapu; to shine — ceemumuw, cusms). They spread fanwise into the sky — frosty
blades of cold, flaming light, changing in color, growing and brightening (onu
PacTpoCTpaHsUIA, KaK OINaxajo: «OMaxaio-Moj00HO» B HEOO — MOpPO3HBIC JIC3BHS
XOJI0[1d, TBUIAIOIIMH CBET, W3MCHSIOIIMICS B I1BETC = MeHaowull ysem,

IO THHMAFOIIAICS U SPKUA).

hours [auaz], caught [ko:t], brighten [brartn]

Foam flew from the barbarian’s lips as her maddening laughter floated back to
him. Farther and farther into the wastes she led him. As the hours passed and the
sun slid down its long slant to the horizon, the land changed; the wide plains gave
way to low hills, marching upward in broken ranges. Far to the north he caught a
glimpse of towering mountains, their eternal snows blue with distance and pink in
the rays of the blood-red setting sun. In the darkling skies above them shone the
flaring rays of the aurora. They spread fanwise into the sky — frosty blades of cold,

flaming light, changing in color, growing and brightening.
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Above him the skies glowed and crackled with strange lights and gleams (uaz
HUM HeOeca mbputajdyd U BeblxuBaiau /co/ CTpaHHBIMU OTHAMU H Hp06JI€CKaMI/I).
The snow shone weirdly: now frosty blue, now icy crimson, now cold silver (caer
CHUsI IIPUYYJIMBO. TO MOPO3HO CHHHM, TO JICASHBIM MAJIMHOBBIM, TO XOJOAHBIM
cepedpsnbpiM (11BeTom)). Through a shimmering, icy realm of enchantment Conan
plunged doggedly onward (ckBo3p Mepraroree JieJssHOE IAPCTBO BoumieOCTBa /
marun Konan 0pocuics yrpsimo Briepen), in a crystalline maze where the only reality
was the white body dancing across the glittering snow beyond his reach — ever
beyond his reach (B kpucrammyeckuii 1aOUPHUHT, TAE SIMHCTBEHHON PEaTbHOCTHIO
ObLI0 OeJoe Tello, TAHITYIOIIEE TI0 CBEPKAIOIEMYy CHETY BHE lero/ nocsaraeMocT —

BCer/ia BHE /ero/ 10CsAraeMoCTH).

above [o”bav], realm [relm]

Above him the skies glowed and crackled with strange lights and gleams. The
snow shone weirdly: now frosty blue, now icy crimson, now cold silver. Through
a shimmering, icy realm of enchantment Conan plunged doggedly onward, in a
crystalline maze where the only reality was the white body dancing across the

glittering snow beyond his reach — ever beyond his reach.

He did not wonder at the strangeness of it all — not even when two gigantic
figures rose up to bar his way (oH He yIMBHICS CTPAaHHOCTH 3TOrO Bcero — /He/
JlaKe KOTJa JBE MMIAHTCKUX (PUIYpBI MOJHSINCH, (YTOOBI) MPErpauTh €ro myTh =
emy nymo). The scales of their mail were white with hoarfrost; their helmets and
axes were covered with ice (uenryiiku / TUIACTUHKY WX KOJBYYTH OBUIA OCIIBIMHU OT
WHES: «C WHEeM», MX IIJIEMbl W CEKHpBhI OBUIM TOKPBITHI /co/ Jbaom). Snow
sprinkled their locks, in their beards were spikes of icicles, and their eyes were as

cold as the lights that streamed above them (cuer ycesur ux BoJoChl, B UX 00pojax
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OB OCTPUSI COCYJIEK = ocmipble COCYNIbKU, 4 UX TJa3a ObUIM TAKUMH XOJIOJHBIMH,

KaK OTHH, 4TO / KOTOpbIE€ CBETHIIUCH HAJl HUMH).

even [i:vn], wonder [wanda], eyes [aiZ]

He did not wonder at the strangeness of it all — not even when two gigantic
figures rose up to bar his way. The scales of their mail were white with hoarfrost;
their helmets and axes were covered with ice. Snow sprinkled their locks, in their
beards were spikes of icicles, and their eyes were as cold as the lights that streamed

above them.

‘Brothers!” cried the girl, dancing between them (6pates! — 3akpuuana
neBynika, Taniys mexay Humn). ‘Look who follows! (cmotpure, kto cremyer (3a
muoi)!) | have brought you a man to slay! (s npuBena Bam deoBeka, 4TOOBI
youts!) Take his heart, that we may lay it smoking on our father’s board!’
(BO3bMHUTE €T0 Cepiile, YTOOBl MBI MOTJIM TOJOKUTH €r0 JBIMAIIAMCS Ha CTOJ
Hatiero otual)

The giants answered with roars like the grinding of icebergs on a frozen shore
(rvraHThl OTBETHJIM PBIYAHHEM, KaK CKPEXET alicOeproB Ha 3aMmepiieM Oepery).
They heaved up their axes, shining in the starlight, as the maddened Cimmerian
hurled himself upon them (onu nomusuin /BBepx/ /ux/ cexupbl, cHUSOIINAE B
3BE3JTHOM CBETE, KOrja 00e3yMeBIINN KHUMMepHeln Opocuil celsi = Opocuncsa Ha
nux). A frosty blade flashed before his eyes, blinding him with its brightness, and
he gave back a terrible stroke that sheared through his foe’s leg at the knee
(MOpo3HOE JI€3BHE BCHBIXHYJIO TMEpPEea €ro rja3aMH, OCICIUIIs ero CBOeH
SPKOCTBIO, M OH JIajl Ha3aJl = eéepHy/ Y KACHBIN yaap, KOTOPBIH pa3pe3a HOTY ero

Bpara y KoJieHa).

brought [bro:t], foe [fou], knee [ni:]
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‘Brothers!” cried the girl, dancing between them. ‘Look who follows! I have
brought you a man to slay | Take his heart, that we may lay it smoking on our
father’s board!’

The giants answered with roars like the grinding of icebergs on a frozen shore.
They heaved up their axes, shining in the starlight, as the maddened Cimmerian
hurled himself upon them. A frosty blade flashed before his eyes, blinding him
with its brightness, and he gave back a terrible stroke that sheared through his

foe’s leg at the knee.

With a groan, the victim fell (co cronom xeprtsa ymana), and at the same
instant Conan was dashed into the snow (u B Tot ske moment Konan Obl1 cOuT (C
Hor) B cHer), his left shoulder numb from a glancing blow of the survivor’s ax,
from which the Cimmerian’s mail had barely saved his life (ero mieuo oHemesiee
= e20 nieuo oHemeno OT CKOJB3SIIEIO yaapa CEKHUPhI yIeIeBIIero (IPOTHBHUKA),
OT KOTOPOTO KOJIbUyra KUMMEpHIIIa eBa CIlaciia ero KU3Hb = emy dcu3nb). Conan
saw the remaining giant looming high above him like a colossus carved of ice,
etched against the coldly glowing sky (Konan yBumen ocraBiierocs rurasta,
Masi9UBIIEr0 BBICOKO HaJl HUM KaK KOJIOCC, BEBICCUSHHBIN M30 JIbJIa, 3alledYaTICHHbBIN
NPOTUB = Ha ¢hone X0101HO mnbLiatoriero Heoa). The ax fell — to sink through the
snow and deep into the frozen earth as Conan buried himself aside and leaped to his
feet (Tonop pyxHysn — YTOOBI MOTPY3UTHCS CKBO3b CHET M TJIyOOKO B 3aMEpIIIYIO
3eminto, koryia KoHan ckpbul ce0sl = ckpblicsi B CTOPOHY = OMKAMUICS 8 CHMOPOHY U
BCKOYMJI HA HOTH: «K ero Horam»). The giant roared and wrenched his ax free; but,
even as he did, Conan’s sword sang down (rurant B3peBel U BBIBEPHYJ €0
TOTIOP CBOOOJIHBIM = 8b1C60000UN TONIOP, HO KakK pa3, Korjaa oH caenan /3to/, med
Konana npocBucten BHU3,; 10 SINg — nemw, céucmems o nyae | cnapsoe | meue,
eyoems o eempe). The giant’s knees bent, and he sank slowly into the snow, which
turned crimson with the blood that gushed from his half-severed neck (kosenu

ruradTa InoAoIruyJjiuCb, 1 OH OIIyCTHJICA MCIAJICHHO B CHCT, KOTOpBIfI IMPCBPATHIICA
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KPOBaBBIM = CmaJjl Kpoeaeo-KPACHbIM OT KPOBH: «C KPOBBIO», KOTOpasd XJIBIHYJIa

U3 €ro HAIOJIOBUHY IepepyOJICHHOH IIIeH).

numb [nam], high [hai], crimson [krimzn]

With a groan, the victim fell, and at the same instant Conan was dashed into
the snow, his left shoulder numb from a glancing blow of the survivor’s ax, from
which the Cimmerian’s mail had barely saved his life. Conan saw the remaining
giant looming high above him like a colossus carved of ice, etched against the
coldly glowing sky. The ax fell — to sink through the snow and deep into the
frozen earth as Conan buried himself aside and leaped to his feet. The giant roared
and wrenched his ax free; but, even as he did, Conan’s sword sang down. The
giant’s knees bent, and he sank slowly into the snow, which turned crimson with

the blood that gushed from his half-severed neck.

Conan wheeled to see the girl standing a short distance away, staring at him in
wide-eyed horror, all the mockery gone from her face (Konan mosepuysics, 4To0bI
YBUJETh JEBYIIKY, CTOSIIYI0 Ha HEOOJIBIIOM PACCTOSHHHM OT HEro: «KOPOTKOE
paccTosiHuE MPOYby», YCTAaBUBIIYIOCS Ha HEro, IIMPOKO PACKpBIB OT yrKaca Ijasa.
«B IHPOKOIIa30M YyiKace», BCA HaCMCIKa yHicAuas ¢ €€ JIMha = couaa c ee
qauya). He cried out fiercely, and drops of blood flew from his sword as his hand
shook in the intensity of his passion (on 3akpuyas SPOCTHO', ¥ KAIi KPOBH CTEKIIH C

ero Meyva, KOTJIa ero pyKa 3aTpsiciach B CHJIC = O CUIbl €TO CTPACTH).

‘Call the rest of your brothers!” he cried (30Bu ocTaTok = ocmanbhbix TBOUX
opateeB! — on kpuxnyn). ‘I’ll give their hearts to the wolves! (s otmam ux
cepana /x/ Boakam!) You cannot escape me...” (Tbl HE MOMKEIb YCKOJIB3HYTH /

y0exath (0T) MEHS).

! Momnnte, Kax kpuuan Tap3an. Teneps cTpamHo?
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flew [flu:], shook [[vk], brother [brads]

Conan wheeled to see the girl standing a short distance away, staring at him in
wide-eyed horror, all the mockery gone from her face. He cried out fiercely, and

drops of blood flew from his sword as his hand shook in the intensity of his passion.

‘Call the rest of your brothers!” he cried. ‘I’ll give their hearts to the wolves!

You cannot escape me...’

With a cry of fright, she turned and ran fleetly (¢ kpukom wmcryra omna
oBepHyJack 1 noodexkasna ovictpo). She did not laugh now, nor mock him over her
white shoulder (ona He cmesutach Tenepb, HM HacMmexaiach (Hax) HEUM uepe3 /ee/
oenoe meuo). She ran as for her life (ona Oekana, kak paau ee JKU3HH = cnacas
coocmeennyio ocusnv). Although he strained every nerve and thew (xors o
HanpsTan Kakaslid HepB u Myckyi), until his temples were like to burst and the
snow swam red to his gaze (roka ero BUCKH (He) OBLIM TOTOBBI B30PBATHLCS: «OBLIH
TIOXO0XKH B30PBaThCS», @ CHET MOIUIBLI KPAaCHBIM K €ro B3Iy = a CHee He CMdll
Kpacuvim neped e2o ez2nsoom, 10 SWim — naeims), she drew away from him,
dwindling in the witch-fire of the skies until she was a figure no bigger than a
child, then a dancing white flame on the snow, then a dim blur in the distance
(oHa yHOCHJIACh MPOYb OT HETO, YMEHBIIAsACh B KOJJOBCKOM OrHE Hebec, Mmoka
/ona/ (He) Owbula = cmana Qurypoil He Oojiee, yeM pPeOCHOK = pazmepom ¢
pebenka, TOTOM TaHIYIONUM O€bIM TUTAMEHEM Ha CHETY, MOTOM CMYTHBIM
ISITHOM BJAJIM: «B paccTossHum»; to drive away — yrocumscs). But, grinding his
teeth until the blood started from his gums, Conan reeled on, until he saw the blur
grow to a dancing white flame, and the flame to a figure as big as a child (zo cxpurs
/ero/ 3y0amu, TIoKa KpoOBb (HE) moluia u3 aeceH, KoHaH 1ien HEeTBEpI0i MOX0IKOH
Jasbliie, moKa (He) YBUAEH MATHO PACTH K TAHIIYIOIEMY OeJIOMY IJIAMEHU = 0K He
yeuoen, Kaxk nsAmHo 8blpoCiio 8 manyyoujee deioe niams, a mwiaMs B QUrypy TaKyro

OoJbIlyI0 Kak peOeHOK = paszmepom c¢ pebenka; to reel — womu wamasce,
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nemeepooil noxookoi), and then she was running less than a hundred paces ahead
of him (a moTom oHa OblTa Oerymielt = Oexcara MeHee, yeM (B) COTHE IIaroB
sriepeau Hero). Slowly, foot by foot, the space narrowed (menenHo, mar 3a marom

/ byT 3a hyTOM paccTosiHUE COKPAIIAIOCh).

drew [dru:], child [tfa1ld], ahead [2"hed]

With a cry of fright, she turned and ran fleetly. She did not laugh now, nor
mock him over her white shoulder. She ran as for her life. Although he strained
every nerve and thew, until his temples were like to burst and the snow swam red
to his gaze, she drew away from him, dwindling in the witch-fire of the skies until
she was a figure no bigger than a child, then a dancing white flame on the snow,
then a dim blur in the distance. But, grinding his teeth until the blood started
from his gums, Conan reeled on, until he saw the blur grow to a dancing white
flame, and the flame to a figure as big as a child; and then she was running less than

a hundred paces ahead of him. Slowly, foot by foot, the space narrowed.

She was running with effort now, her golden locks blowing free (ona
Oexana: «ObuUia OexaBIIel» C YCUIUMEM Telepb, €€ 30J0Thie€ JIOKOHBI
pasBeBarolmecs = paseesanucs, c6oboono); he heard the quick panting of her
breath (on cibiman ee yactoe W TsHKEJIOe AbIXaHHE: «OBICTPOE IMBIXTEHUE €€
neixanus») and saw the flash of fear in the look she cast over her white
shoulder (u yBumes BCbIlIKy cTpaxa BO B3IJISAC, KOTOPBIH OHA Opocuiia yepes
/eel 6enoe muedo; to cast — opocams). The grim endurance of the barbarian
served him well (secrubaemast BRIHOCIMBOCTD BapBapa MOCIYXKHIa €My XOPOIIO =
cocnyacuna emy xopowyio cayxcoy). The speed ebbed from her flashing white
legs; she reeled in her gait (6sicTpora yma u3 ee MeabKarOMUX OEIbIX HOT,
OHAa CIIOTBHIKAJIACh B €€ MOXO0JKE = ee noxooka cmana Hemeepooii). In Conan’s

untamed soul leaped up the fires of Hell she had so well fanned (B
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HEYKPOTHMOH ayiie aymie KoHaHa pasropennch OTHHU afa = paseopeics aocKuil
noaxcap, (KOTOpkIii) oHa Tak xopomo pasayna). With an inhuman roar, he closed
in on her (¢ HedenmoBeueckUM PBHIKOM OH IMOJACTYIHII K Hel), just as she wheeled
with a haunting cry and flung out her arms to fend him off (xax pa3 xorna ona
TIOBEPHYJIACh C MYUMTEIBHBIM KPHUKOM M BbIOpocHiIa /ee/ pyku, 4ToObI OTOrHATH /

OTTOJIKHYTH ero; t0 fling out — épwuikamscst, omeepeamy).

saw [so:], breath [bre6], roar [ro:]

She was running with effort now, her golden locks blowing free; he heard
the quick panting of her breath and saw the flash of fear in the look she cast
over her white shoulder. The grim endurance of the barbarian served him well.
The speed ebbed from her flashing white legs; she reeled in her gait. In Conan’s
untamed soul leaped up the fires of Hell she had so well fanned. With an
inhuman roar, he closed in on her, just as she wheeled with a haunting cry and

flung out her arms to fend him off.

His sword fell into the snow as he crushed her to him (ero meu ymain B cHer,
KOTJla OH mprkail ee k Hemy = k cebe). Her lithe body bent backward as she
fought with desperate frenzy in his iron arms (ee rudkoe Te0 U30THYJIOCH Ha3a/l,
KOI'JIa OHA OOPOJIach ¢ OTYASTHHBIM HEHCTOBCTBOM B €0 JKEJIE3HBIX pykax). Her
golden hair blew about his face, blinding him with its sheen (ee 3os0THCTBIC
BOJIOCHI Pa3METaJIMCh IO €ro JIMILy, ocleriss ero ero / ux omeckom); the feel of
her slender body, twisting in his mailed arms, drove him to blinder madness
(omymieHne ee cTpoiHOro Tejda / MPUKOCHOBEHHE K €€ CTPOWHOMY TeIy,
HN3BUBAIOIICMYCA B €TI0 3aIIUIICHHBIX TOCIICXaMHU PYKax, JOBCJIO €ro JO0 CJICIIOTO
oesymus). His strong fingers sank deep into her smooth flesh — flesh as cold as
ice (ero cuJIbHBIC MAJBIBI TOTPY3WIUCH TIYOOKO B €€ TNIAJKYIO IMIOTh — IUIOTh
/Takyro/ xomonuyro kak yien). It was as if he embraced, not a woman of human

flesh and blood, but a woman of flaming ice (3to 6s110, Kak eciu Obl = Ka3anOCe,
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OH OOHSJI HE JKCHIIMHY M3 YeIOBCYECKOW TUIOTH W KPOBH, a >KCHIIUHY M3
cBepkaroriero jpaa). She writhed her golden head aside, striving to avoid the
fierce kisses that braised her red lips (ona orBepnyna /ee/ 30J0THCTYIO TOJIOBY B
CTOPOHY, CTPEMSICh W30EKaTh SPOCTHBIX IMOICTYEB, KOTOPHIC KIJH €€ KpacHbIC

ryoObl).

fought [fo:t], desperate [“desprit], human [hju:man]

His sword fell into the snow as he crushed her to him. Her lithe body bent
backward as she fought with desperate frenzy in his iron arms. Her golden hair
blew about his face, blinding him with its sheen; the feel of her slender body,
twisting in his mailed arms, drove him to blinder madness. His strong fingers
sank deep into her smooth flesh — flesh as cold as ice. It was as if he embraced,
not a woman of human flesh and blood, but a woman of flaming ice. She writhed

her golden head aside, striving to avoid the fierce kisses that braised her red lips.

“You are as cold as the snows,” he mumbled dazedly (te1 /ects/ /Taxas/
X0J10/IHa Kak cHer(a), — oH npobopmoTai orernenesno). ‘I’ll warm you with the
fire of my own blood...” (s corpero Te0Ost orHem mMoeli COOCTBEHHOMN KPOBH. .. )

With a scream and a desperate wrench, she slipped from his arms, leaving her
single gossamer garment in his grasp (c kpukoM W OTYasHHBIM PBIBKOM OHAa
BBICKOJIb3HYJIA M3 €r0 PYK, OCTaBJIsAs €€ CIUHCTBEHHOEC I'a30BOC OJICSHHE B €ro
xBatke). She sprang back and faced him (ona oTnpeirnyia Hazaa u OBEpHYJIACh
K HeMy JuioM; to face — nosopauusamo nruyom, cmompems 6 auyo | enasza), her
golden locks in wild disarray, her white bosom heaving, her beautiful eyes blazing
with terror (ee 3omo0Thie mpsiAM B AWKOM Oecropsiake, e¢ Oenas rpynb
MOTHUMAIOIIASCA = 630bIMaemcsi, €€ MPEKPaCHbIC IJ1a3a MBUTAIOIINE = NbLIAION
OT yxaca: «c yxkacom»). For an instant he stood frozen, awed by her terrible
beauty as she stood naked against the snows (B Teuenrie MruoBeHus1 / MTHOBEHHE!

«IJIs1 MI'HOBCHHSAI» OH CTOMI BaCTBIBHII/If/,I, B 0OJIaroroBEeHUWU OT e Y)KaCHOﬁ
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1 < o o
KpaCOThI | «BHYIICHHBIN 0JaroroBeHUEM €€ YKaCHOMU KpaCOTOMW», KOraga OHa

CTOsIJIa OOHAa)KEHHAsI IIPOTUB CHETOB = HA (hoHe CHe208).

warm [wa:m], bosom [buzam], beauty [bju:ti]

‘You are as cold as the snows,” he mumbled dazedly. ‘I’ll warm you with
the fire of my own blood...’

With a scream and a desperate wrench, she slipped from his arms, leaving her
single gossamer garment in his grasp. She sprang back and faced him, her golden
locks in wild disarray, her white bosom heaving, her beautiful eyes blazing with
terror. For an instant he stood frozen, awed by her terrible beauty as she stood

naked against the snows.

And in that instant she flung her arms toward the lights that glowed in the skies
and cried out, in a voice that would ring in Conan’s ears forever after (u B TOT /
3TOT MOMEHT OHa TpocTepiia /ee/ pyKu K OTHSIM, KOTOPbIC CBEPKAIM B HeOecax M 3aKpuyaia
TOJIOCOM: «B TOJIOCE», KOTOPBIi OyzeT 3BeHeTh B yinax Konana Bceraa motom; would ring
— 0Oyoem 36eHemb, — OyOyujee 8 npoweowem, Komopoe nepesooumcs: Oyoyuum
epemenem, Would — npoweowee epevisi om Will): “Ymir! O my father, save me!’

(Mvup! O, moii otelt, ciacy MeHst!)
toward [to”wo:d], would [wud], ear [19]
And in that instant she flung her arms toward the lights that glowed in the skies

and cried out, in a voice that would ring in Conan’s ears forever after: ‘Ymir! O

my father, save me!’

Conan was leaping forward, arms spread to seize her, when with a crack like

the breaking of a mountain of ice the whole sky leaped into icy fire (Konau

! la, KpacoTa — CTpallHas cunal
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NpbITAl = HpbleH)l BIEPEd, PYKU PACCTaBIEHHbIE = paccmasusé pyKu, 4TOObI
MONUMAaTh €€, KorJa ¢ Tp€CKOM KaK JIOMAaHHEC I'Opbl U3 JIbJa = KAK K020a 1oMaemcsi
nedsnas eopa, Bce HebO MPBITHYJIO0 B JeagHoe miams). The girl’s ivory body was
suddenly enveloped in a cold, blue flame so blinding that the Cimmerian threw up
his hands to shield his eyes from the intolerable blaze (remno meBymiku mBera
CJIOHOBOUN KOCTH: «ACBYHIIKHU CJIOHOBOM KOCTH T€JI0» OBLIO BAPYTI OXBA4YCHO B
XO0JIOOHOC FOJ'Iy60€ I1aMs = X0J100HbIM 20ﬂy6blﬂ/l niamenem, TakuM CJICIAIINUM,
4TO KHMMepuen BCkuHyn /BBepx/ /ero/ pyku, 4ToOBI 3allUTHUTH IJila3a OT
HEBBIHOCHMOTO cusHusA; t0 throw up — eckuosieams, noobpacwvieams). FOr a
fleeting instant, skies and snowy hills were bathed in crackling white flames, blue
darts of icy light, and frozen crimson fires (3a / B /ogHo/ MuMoIETHOE MIHOBEHHE
HeOeca M CHEXHBIE XOJIMBbI OBLUIM 3aJIUTHI CBCpPKarOmumMun O€JILIMHU OTHSIMH: «B
CBCPKArOIIne OeJIble OTHU» T OHy6I>IMI/I CTpCilaMu U3 JICAAHOI'O CBCTAa U XOJOAHBIMHU

MaJIMHOBBIMH OFHHMI/I) .

seize [si:z], shield [[i:1d], blinding [blaindin]

Conan was leaping forward, arms spread to seize her, when with a crack like
the breaking of a mountain of ice the whole sky leaped into icy fire. The girl’s
ivory body was suddenly enveloped in a cold, blue flame so blinding that the
Cimmerian threw up his hands to shield his eyes from the intolerable blaze. For a
fleeting instant, skies and snowy hills were bathed in crackling white flames, blue

darts of icy light, and frozen crimson fires.

Then Conan staggered and cried out (Konan 3amarascs u 3akpudan). The girl
was gone (neByiika Oblia yiiesiiei = nponaaa). The glowing snow lay empty and
bare; high above his head the witch-lights played in a frosty sky gone mad
(cBepkaromuii CHEr JieKasl IyCTOW M TOJIBIN, BEICOKO HAJ €r0 TOJIOBOH KOJIJIOBCKHUE
OTHM WIpaji B MOPO3HOM HebOe, comemmem ¢ yma). Among the distant blue
mountains there sounded a rolling thunder as of a gigantic war chariot, rushing
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behind steeds whose frantic hoofs struck lightning from the snows and echoes from
the skies (cpemn nmamexux roiyObIX TOp /Tam/ 3Bydasl TpOXOUYYIIMA I'pPOM, KaK OT
TUTAaHTCKON OOCBOW KOJICCHHMIIBI, HECYIICHCS 3a KOHSIMH, YbW SIPOCTHBIC KOIBITA

BBICEKAJIM MOJIHHIO U3 CHETOB U 3XO0 U3 HeOeC).

sound [saund], thunder [6anda], bare [bea]

Then Conan staggered and cried out. The girl was gone. The glowing snow lay
empty and bare; high above his head the witch-lights played in a frosty sky gone
mad. Among the distant blue mountains there sounded a rolling thunder as of a
gigantic war chariot, rushing behind steeds whose frantic hoofs struck lightning

from the snows and echoes from the skies.

Then the aurora, the snow-clad hills, and the blazing heavens reeled drunkenly
to Conan’s sight (3aTem 3apsi, IOKPBITbIE CHETOM XOJIMBI M CBEpKalolre Hebeca
3aKpYKUIUCH MbIHO K / mepen B3opom Konana). Thousands of fireballs burst with
showers of sparks, and the sky itself became a titanic wheel, which rained stars as
it spun (ThICSYM IIAPOBBIX MOJHHUN B30PBAIHUCH JOXKIIMHU HCKp, H HEOO camo
CTajJl0 TUTAHHYECCKUM KOJIECOM, KOTOPOC JIMIIO 3BC31bl = 7POJIUTOCH 3883061]1414,
KOTI'JIa OHO KpyTHIJIOCK; t0 Spin — xkpymums(cs), spawamo(cs)). Under his feet the
snowy hills heaved up like a wave, and the Cimmerian crumpled into the snows to
lie motionless (moxg ero HoOramMu CHEXHBIC XOJIMBI IOJHSUINCH, KaK BOJHA, U
KHUMMEpHUELl PyXHYJ B CHEra, 4ToObl JIeKaThb HEMOJBUKHO = umoObl 3aCmuvlimb 8

HeNnoOBUNCHOCIUL).

heaven [hevn], shower [[aua], spark [spa:k]

Then the aurora, the snow-clad hills, and the blazing heavens reeled drunkenly

to Conan’s sight. Thousands of fireballs burst with showers of sparks, and the sky
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itself became a titanic wheel, which rained stars as it spun. Under his feet the
snowy hills heaved up like a wave, and the Cimmerian crumpled into the snows to

lie motionless.

In a cold dark universe, whose sun was extinguished eons ago, Conan felt the
movement of life, alien and unguessed (B x0J10/1HOM TEMHOM BCEJICHHOM, Ybe COJIHIIE
= COJIHYe KOWZOpOZZ [Ioracjio 50HbI Ha3az[1, Konan IMOYYBCTBOBAJI ABMXKCHHUC JKU3HH,
qykoit 1 HeBemomoit). An earthquake had him in its grip and was shaking him to and
fro, at the same time chafing his hands and feet until he yelled in pain and fury and
groped for his sword (3emieTpsiceHHEe MUMEIIO = Oepoicalo ero B CBOSH XBaTKe W
TPACIO €ro TyAa-CroJa, B TO )K€ CaMO€ BpeMs pacTUpasi €ro pykKd U HOT'H, IIOKa OH
(ue) 3aBonmmi B / or Oomm m spocth W (HE) CTay HaIIYNBIBaTh CBOH Med:

«HAITYIBIBAI JJISI €r0 MEUay).

movement [mu:vmant], earthquake [a: Okweik], fury [fjuari]

In a cold dark universe, whose sun was extinguished eons ago, Conan felt the
movement of life, alien and unguessed. An earthquake had him in its grip and was
shaking him to and fro, at the same time chafing his hands and feet until he yelled

in pain and fury and groped for his sword.

‘He’s coming to, Horsa (o mpuxoauT B ceOst: «SIBISETCS NPUXOIAIINM By,
Xopca; to come t0 — npuxooums 6 cebs),” said a voice (ckazan (4ei-To) rojoc).
‘Hasten — we must rub the frost out of his limbs, if he’s ever to wield sword again
(TTocrenm — MBI JTOJDKHBI PacTePeTh €ro KOHEYHOCTH: «BBITEPETh MOPO3 U3 €ro
KOHEYHOCTEW», €CIIH OH SIBIIICTCS = emy CyicOeHo KOraa-HuOYIb BIaIeTh MEUOM

CHOBA).’

! Hy OYCHB-OYCHb JIaBHO.
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‘He won’t open his left hand (ox He xoueT packpsITh = re packpwieaem /ero/
JeByro kucth),” growled another (nposopuan apyroit). ‘He’s clutching something

— (OH SABJISIETCS CKUMAIOITUM = CoICUMAem 9T0-10)’

limbs [ltmz], hasten [heisn], wield [wi:ld]

‘He’s coming to, Horsa,” said a voice. ‘Hasten — we must rub the frost out of

his limbs, if he’s ever to wield sword again.’

‘He won’t open his left hand,” growled another. ‘He’s clutching something —

Conan opened his eyes and stared into the bearded faces that bent over him
(Konan otkpeun /ero/ rma3za um ycraBuics B OopojaThie JHIA, KOTOPBIC
CKIIOHMJIMCh Haj HuM; t0 bend — ckaomwsmecs, naxnomsmecs). He was
surrounded by tall, golden-haired warriors in mail and furs (on ObuT OKpyKEeH
BBICOKMMH 3J1aTOBJIACHIMM BOMHAMHU B Jocrexax u Mexax). ‘Conan!’ said one
(Konan! — ckazan oxun). “You live! (Tl )xuBelb = moi scus)’

‘By Crom, Niord,” gasped the Cimmerian (Kpomom = rusamyce Kpomom,
Huopa, — oTKpbuT poT = yousuics kummepuenr). ‘Am I alive, or are we all dead
and in Valhalla? (/ssisitock/ s 5uB(bIM), WM /SIBIIIEMCsI/ MBI BCE MEPTBBIC (-MH) U B

Basnbrame)’

stare [stea], warrior [woria], fur [fa:]

Conan opened his eyes and stared into the bearded faces that bent over him.
He was surrounded by tall, golden-haired warriors in mail and furs. ‘Conan!’ said

one. ‘You live!’
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‘By Crom, Niord,” gasped the Cimmerian. ‘Am I alive, or are we all dead and
in Valhalla?’

‘We live,” grunted the As (MbI xuBBI, — mpoBopuan ac'), busy over
Conan’s half-frozen feet (3amsiTerii Hajg 1MOTYOOMOPOKEHHBIME  CTYITHSMU
Konana). ‘We had to fight our way through an ambush, or we had come up with
you before the battle was joined (mam mpwurniocs mpoOuBaThes ¢ O0oemM yepes
3acajlly: «Mbl UMEIM CpakaTbCs HAIl MyTh 4Yepe3 3acaay», Wik / WHaue MbI
MPUCOCMHIIIMCH K BaM: «IIOJIOILIN ¢ BaMU», MMPEK/IC YeM OMTBa ObLTa HauaTa; the
battle was joined — 6umea nauanacw). The corpses were scarce cold when we
came upon the field (tpymbr ObUIM €1Ba XOJIOAHBIME = elye He OCmbLIY, KOTAa MbI
npunui Ha rosie). We did not find you among the dead, so we followed your spoor
(MBI He HaUTA T€OsI CPEM MEPTBBIX, IIOATOMY MBI TIOCIIEAOBATIN TBOEMY CIIEAY =
noutiu no meoemy ciedy). In Ymir’s name, Conan, why did you wander off into
the wastes of the North (Bo ums Mwmwupa, Konan, mogemy ThI moOpes B ImyCTOIIH
cesepa)? We have followed your tracks in the snow for hours (ms1 1utm o TBOMM
ciieslaM B CHery yke (HeCKoJIbKO) YacoB: «uisd gacoBy). Had a blizzard come up
and hidden them, we had never found you, by Ymir (Betora ciyuuiiace = eciu Ovl
Hawanace 6vioea W CKpbUia WX, Mbl (Obl) HUKOTAA (HE) HANLIM TEOs, KISHYCh
WNmupom!; had come up, had hidden, had found — npeonpoweowee epems,
obo3Hawaem oelicmeue, KOMopoe NPOU3OULIO 00 HAYANd OPY2020 Oelcmeus 8

nPOUIOM, 30eCh YROMPeOIsemcs 8 YCI08HOM 3HaueHuu — eciu 0bt)!
found [faund], waste [weist], North [no: 0]
‘We live,” grunted the As. busy over Conan’s half-frozen feet. ‘We had to

fight our way through an ambush, or we had come up with you before the battle

was joined. The corpses were scarce cold when we came upon the field. We did

! B HekoTOpBIX BapHaHTax KuTeeil Acrapaa HaseBaioT acupami. Tem Gonee uTo Gopoaad, ckopee Beero, He AC
ITymkun u He ac TTokphIIKUH, Kak AyMaeT As.
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not find you among the dead, so we followed your spoor. In Ymir’s name, Conan,
why did you wander off into the wastes of the North? We have followed your
tracks in the snow for hours. Had a blizzard come up and hidden them, we had

never found you, by Ymir!’

‘Swear not so often by Ymir (kisiHHUCH HE Tak 4YacTO = He KIAHUCHL MAK
yacmo Vimupom),” muttered a warrior uneasily, glancing at the distant mountains
(mpoGopmorta /oaun/ BOUH TPEBOXKHO, OIS AbIBas Ha Aanekue ropbl). ‘This is his
land, and legends say the god bides among yonder peaks (3to /ects/ ero 3emis, a

JIETEHJIBI TOBOPAT, (YTO) 3TOT OOT JKUBET CPEJIM BOH TE€X BEPILNUH).’

swear [swea], often [ofn], peak [pi:K]

‘Swear not so often by Ymir,” muttered a warrior uneasily, glancing at the
distant mountains. ‘This is his land, and legends say the god bides among yonder

peaks.’

‘I saw a woman,” Conan answered hazily (s Buzmen xenmuny, — Konan
OTBEeTHJI HeBHATHO). ‘“We met Bragi’s men in the plains (MbI BCTpeTHin Jiro/ieit
bparu Ha paBuunax). | know not how long we fought (s He 3Har0, KaK J0JTr0 MBI
ouwmuce). | alone lived (s omwu BeDKMWI). | was dizzy and faint (s Obun
UCTIBITHIBAIOIIM T'OJIOBOKPY)KCHHE U OCIIA0CBIIUM = ) MeHs KPYIHCUNACH 201064,
u s 6v11 ciad). The land lay like a dream before me; only now do all things seem
natural and familiar (3emuis nexxarna kak CoOH nepe0 MHOM; JIMIIb TENeph /IeIarT/
BCE BEIIM KAXYTCs €CTeCTBEHHBIMHU M 3HaKOMBIMHK). The woman came and taunted
me (keHIMHA MpuILia ¥ ApasHuia meHs). She was beautiful as a frozen flame
from Hell (ona Obita mpekpacua, kak 3amepsiiee ruiams /u3/ ama). A strange
madness fell upon me when | looked at her, so | forgot all else in the world
(cTpanHOE Oe3ymue Hamaio Ha MEHsl, KOT/Ia 51 IOCMOTPES Ha Hee, MOITOMY 1 3a0bLT

BCE OCTAIILHOE = 000 6cem ocmanvHom 6 mupe | na ceeme; to forget — zabwvimy). |
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followed her (st mociieoan (3a) weit). Did you not find her tracks (b1 He Hamum ee
cieqior)? Or the giants in icy mail | slew (wm ruranToB B JIeIsHBIX JIOCIIEXax,

(koTOpBIX) s youu, to slay — ybusame, ynuumooscams, muwamo scusnu)?’

before [b1fo:], now [nau], familiar [fo"miljs]

‘ saw a woman,” Conan answered hazily. ‘We met Bragi’s men in the
plains. I know not how long we fought. | alone lived. | was dizzy and faint. The
land lay like a dream before me; only now do all things seem natural and
familiar. The woman came and taunted me. She was beautiful as a frozen flame
from Hell. A strange madness fell upon me when | looked at her, so | forgot all
else in the world. I followed her. Did you not find her tracks? Or the giants in icy

mail I slew?’

Niord shook his bead (Huop nokauain /coeii/ rososoii). “We found only your
tracks in the snow, Conan (MmbI HarIi TOJIBKO TBOU ciie/bl B cHery, Konawn; to find —
HaAxo0ums).’

“Then it may be that | am mad,” said Conan dazedly (torga />to/ Moxer
OBITh, YTO S SIBJISIOCH CYMACIICAIIUM = couwel ¢ yma, — cka3al KoHaH
orenenesnno). ‘Yet you yourself are no more real to me than was the golden-locked
wench who fled naked across the snows before me (trem He MeHee, Thl cam
/saBnsgenbesa/ He OoJiee pealieH IS MEHs, 4eM Oblla 3JaTOBOJIOCas JICBHIIA,
KoTOpasi yoeraina oOHa)keHHas depe3 cHera mepeno MmHoit; to flee — ybecame,
cnacamocs beccmeom). Yet from under my very hands she vanished in icy flame
(Tem He MeHee U3 /TI0JI/ MOUX PYK OHA MCue3Jia B JIEASHOM IJIaMEHHU).’

‘He is delirious,” whispered a warrior (on siBiisieTcst Opeasiumm = ox bpedun,

— OpOUIENTal BOUH).

more [mo:], real [r1al], delirious [d1”lir1as]
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Niord shook his bead. ‘We found only your tracks in the snow, Conan.’

‘Then it may be that I am mad,’ said Conan dazedly. ‘Yet you yourself are no
more real to me than was the golden-locked wench who fled naked across the snows
before me. Yet from under my very hands she vanished in icy flame.’

‘He 1s delirious,” whispered a warrior.

‘Not so!” cried an older man, whose eyes were wild and weird (ue Tak = rem,
— BOCKJMKHYJ Oojiee cTapmuii My)XUWHA, YbM TJla3a OBUIM JHUKHE W
tauHcTBeHHBIE). ‘It was Atali, the daughter of Ymir, the frost giant (3T0 Obuia
Atamu, nous Mmupa, moposnoro = zedsnoco ruranta)!l To fields of the dead she
comes and shows herself to the dying (B nonst = na nons /cpaxkenuii/ MEpTBBIX
OHa MPHUXOJIUT W TOKa3bIBaeT celds = noxasvieaemcs ymuparomum)! Myself
when a boy | saw her, when | lay half slain on the bloody field of Wolfraven (s
cam, korga (OBLI) MalbYMKOM, s BHJIET €€, KOrjaa JIeKal IOJTyMEpTBHIH Ha
kpoBaBoM Tonie Bymibdpatisena; to lie — zeocams). | saw her walk among the
dead in the snows, her naked body gleaming like ivory and her golden hair
unbearably bright in the moon light (s Buien ee watu = uodyweri cpeay MepTBHIX B
CHeraxX, €¢ OOHa)KEHHOE TeJO, CBETAIIeeCs, KaK CJIOHOBas KOCTh, a €€ 30JI0ThIe
BOJIOCHI HEBBIHOCHMO sipkue B siyHHOM cBete). | lay and howled like a dying dog
because | could not crawl after her (st siesxxan u BbUI, Kak yMHpAOUIHN T1EC, TIOTOMY
4TO s HEe MOT 1oJi3TH 3a Heit). She lures men from stricken fields into the wastelands
to be slain by her brothers, the ice giants, who lay men’s red hearts smoking on
Ymir’s board (ona 3aBiekaeT My>KYdH C TOJIei OpaHHU B IyCTOIIM, YTOOBI OBITH /
OKa3aThCsl yOUTBIMH €€ OpaThsIMH, JICASHHIMA THUTAHTAMH, KOTOPBIC KJIaTyT
KpacHbIe cepjlia Jiroel apvsimmmucs Ha cton Mmupa). The Cimmerian has seen
Atali, the frost giant’s daughter (kuvmepuen Bumen ATaiu, J049b MOPO3HOTO

ruranTa)!’

weird [wrad], whose [hu:Z], daughter [do:ta]
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Not so!” cried an older man, whose eyes were wild and weird. ‘It was Atali, the
daughter of Ymir, the frost giant! To fields of the dead she comes and shows
herself to the dying! Myself when a boy | saw her, when | lay half slain on the
bloody field of Wolfraven. | saw her walk among the dead in the snows, her naked
body gleaming like ivory and her golden hair unbearably bright in the moon light. |
lay and howled like a dying dog because | could not crawl after her. She lures men
from stricken fields into the wastelands to be slain by her brothers, the ice giants,
who lay men’s red hearts smoking on Ymir’s board. The Cimmerian has seen

Atali, the frost giant’s daughter!’

‘Bah!” grunted Horsa (6a! = uyws! — nposopuan Xopca). ‘Old Gorm’s mind
was touched in his youth by a sword cut on the head (ym craporo ['opma ObL1
3aJIeT B /€ro/ MOJIOJIOCTH MEUEBOM PaHO 10 TOJOBE = 3ampoHyId pana om meud
na 2onose). Conan was delirious from the fury of the battle (Konan 6pemun ot
spoctu ouTBHI); 100K how his helmet is dinted (mocmoTpuTe, kak ero muremM mMOMsIT).
Any of those blows might have addled his brain (mro6oit u3 stux ymapos mor
noBiuATh (Ha) ero mo3r; to addle — cousamov ¢ monxy, 3anymweisams). It was a
hallucination he followed into the wastes (3to Oblia rayuTronuHaIMs, (32 KOTOPOii)
on nocienosan B mycromn). He is from the South; what does he know of Atali

(oH c 1ora; uTo OH 3HaeT 00 ATtanm)?’

youth [ju:0], south [sauf], mind [maind]

‘Bah!” grunted Horsa. ‘Old Gorm’s mind was touched in his youth by a
sword cut on the head. Conan was delirious from the fury of the battle; look how
his helmet is dinted. Any of those blows might have addled his brain. It was a
hallucination he followed into the wastes. He is from the South; what does he

know of Atali?’
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“You speak truth, perhaps,” muttered Conan (TbI rOBOpHIIIB ITPABITY, BO3MOXKHO,
— npobopmoran Konan). ‘It was all strange and weird — by Crom (310 6b110 BCe
CTpPaHHO U CBEPXbECTECTBEHHO — (KIAHYCh) Kpomom)!’
He broke off, glaring at the object that still dangled from his clenched left fist (on
npepBai (pa3roBoOp) = 3amMoyal, TS Ha IPeIMET, KOTOPhIN BCE €Ile CBUCAI U3
ero cxkaToro JieBoro kynaka). The others gaped silently at the veil he held up — a
wisp of gossamer that was never spun by human distaff (ocransable razenn mosua
Ha MOKPBIBAJIO, (KOTOPOE) OH MOAHSIT — KJIOYOK Ta3a, KOTOPBIA ObLIT HUKOTAA

CIIPpAJACH YCJIOBCHCCKUMMU IIPAXAMUA = KOWZOpbllZ HUK020A He npAau yenosevecKkue

PYKUL).

truth [tru:0], others [Adaz], distaff [ dista:f]

“You speak truth, perhaps,” muttered Conan. ‘It was all strange and weird —
by Crom!”
He broke off, glaring at the object that still dangled from his clenched left fist. The
others gaped silently at the veil he held up — a wisp of gossamer that was never

spun by human distaff.

30ecb monvko HeboNbULOU (hpacmenm KHUU.

Tlonnocmoio kHu2y modicno kynumo Ha catime WWW.franklang.ru
coomeemcmayrulem A3blIK080M pazoeie (AHIUUCKULL S3bIK), 8 noopaszoeie
«Texcmol Ha anenutickom sA3vlKe, A0ANMUPOBAHHbLE NO Memo9dy umeHus Mnvu
@panxar
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