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“We should go back,” Gared said. He was worried because the forest was dark 

around them. “The wildlings
1
 are dead.” 

“Are you afraid of the dead?” Ser Waymar Royce asked with a smile. 

Gared did not react. He was an old man, past fifty, and he saw the lords come and 

go. “Dead is dead,” he said. “We have no business with the dead.” 

“Are they dead?” Royce asked. “What proof
2
 do we have?” 

“Will saw them,” Gared said. “If he says they are dead, that’s proof for me.” 

Will knew they would talk to him sooner or later. Later would be better. “My 

mother told me that dead men sing no songs,” he said. 

“My nanny said the same thing, Will,” Royce said. “Never believe anything you 

hear from a woman. There are things that you can learn even from the dead.” His voice 

echoed
3
 too loud in the forest. 

“We have a long ride before us,” Gared said. “Eight days, maybe nine. And night 

is coming.” 

Ser Waymar Royce looked at the sky with no interest. “Every day it comes at this 

time. Aren’t you a man in the dark, Gared?” 

Will saw that Gared was angry. It was in his eyes. Forty years ago Gared was a 

boy when he got in the Night’s Watch. Will felt something else in the older man – a kind 

of fear. 

Will felt the same. He spent four years on the Wall. The first time he was behind
4
 

the wall, he remembered all the old stories. He became very scared that time. He laughed 

about it later. Now he was a veteran of a hundred trips. And the forest was not so dark for 

him. 

                                                           
1
 A wilding - дикое или одичавшее животное, в данном случае человек 

2
 A proof - доказательство; подтверждение 

3
 To echo - оглашаться эхом 

4
 Behind – сзади, позади 



Not tonight. Something was different tonight. They started nine days ago, going 

north and northwest and then north again. They went so far from the Wall, tracking
5
 a 

band of wildlings. Every day was worse than the day before. Today was the worst of all.  

All day, Will felt that something cold was watching him. Gared felt it too. Will 

wanted to be on the Wall, but didn’t say to his commander. Not this commander. 

Ser Waymar Royce was the youngest son of an old house. He was eighteen, with 

grey eyes. He wore black leather
6
 boots, black woolen

7
 pants, black gloves, and a black 

coat. He was in the Night’s Watch for less than half a year, but he was prepared. His 

wardrobe
8
 was.  

Everybody laughed at him. It is hard to take orders from a man you laughed at. 

“Mormont ordered to track them, we did,” Gared said. “They’re dead. They are 

not a trouble. We have a hard ride back. I don’t like this weather. If it snows, it will take 

two weeks to come back. Have you ever seen an ice storm, my lord?” 

The lord didn’t answer. He looked at the forest. “Tell me again what you saw, 

Will. All the details.” 

 “The camp is two miles farther on,” Will said. “I got close. There’s eight of them, 

men and women. No children. No fire. No one moving. I watched a long time.” 

“Did you see any blood
9
?” 

“Well, no.” 

“Did you see any weapons
10

?” 

“Only some.” 

“Position of the bodies?” 

 “Some sitting. Most of them on the ground.” 

“Sleeping,” Royce said. 

“Fallen,” Will was sure.  

“Are you cold?” Royce asked. 

“A little,” Will answered. “The wind, milord.” 

                                                           
5
 To track - отслеживать 

6
 Leather – кожа как материал 

7
 Woolen - шерстяной 

8
 Wardrobe – гардероб, запас одежды 

9
 Blood - кровь 

10
 A weapon - оружие 



The young knight turned back to Gared. “What do you think, Gared? What killed 

these men?” Ser Waymar asked.  

“It was the cold,” Gared said. “I saw men freeze last winter, and the one before. It 

gets inside you. It’s easier just to sit down or go to sleep. You don’t feel any pain. It’s 

like swimming into a sea of warm milk.” 

“Nice words, Gared,” Ser Waymar said. “I never thought they are in you.” 

“The cold is in me too, lord.” Gared looked at Ser Waymar. “I don’t have two 

ears, three toes
11

, and the little finger on my left hand. That time we found my brother 

frozen at his watch
12

, with a smile on his face.” 

Ser Waymar was not surprised. “You should dress more warmly, Gared.” 

Gared looked at the lord. “We’ll see how warm you can dress when the winter 

comes.”  

“If Gared said it was the cold…” Will started. 

“Did you have any watches last week, Will?” 

“Yes, milord.”  

“And how was the Wall?” 

“Wet
13

,” Will said. “Aah, they couldn’t freeze. Not if the Wall was wet. It wasn’t 

very cold.” 

Royce nodded
14

. “Clever man. It was a little snowy last week, but not very cold to 

kill eight men. Men in warm clothes, near the fire.” He smiled. “I want to see these dead 

men for myself.” 

That was the order. 

Will went the first. Ser Waymar Royce came next. Gared was the last. 

The sky was purple, and then it became black. The stars began to come out. A 

half-moon
15

 was in the sky. Will was glad to see the light. 

“We can go faster now,” Royce said. 

“Not with this horse,” Will said. “Maybe my lord wants to go the first?” 

Ser Waymar Royce did not react.  

They heard a wolf somewhere in the forest. 

                                                           
11

 A toe – палец на ноге 
12

 A watch – вахта, дозор 
13

 Wet – влажный, тут подтаявшая (сделана из льда) 
14

 To nod - кивать 
15

 A half-moon - полумесяц 



Will stopped his horse under an old tree. 

“Why are you stopping?” Ser Waymar asked. 

“It’s better to go on foot
16

 now, milord. It’s just over here.” 

 “There’s something wrong here,” Gared said. 

 “Is there?” Ser Waymar smiled. 

“Can’t you feel it?” Gared asked. “Listen.” 

Will could feel it. Four years in the Night’s Watch and he never was so afraid. 

What was it? 

“Wind. Trees. A wolf. Which sound is wrong, Gared?” When Gared did not 

answer, Royce jumped down the horse.  

“Gared, stay here with the horses.” 

“We need a fire.” Gared said. 

“Are you a fool
17

, old man? If there are enemies in this wood, a fire is the last 

thing we want.” 

“There are some enemies…” Gared said. “Bears and wolves and… and other 

things…” 

Ser Waymar’s mouth became a hard line. “No fire.” 

For a moment Will was afraid that the old man would fight the lord.  

Finally Gared looked down. “No fire,” he said. 

 “Lead
18

 us,” Royce said to Will. 

Will showed the way through the forest. They were in the top when Will looked 

down. 

His heart stopped. For a moment he could not breathe.  

Everything was the same, except…. 

They were gone
19

. All the bodies were gone. 

“Gods!” he heard behind him.  

“Get down!” Will said quietly. “Something’s wrong.” 

Royce did not move. He looked down at the empty place and laughed. “Your dead 

men moved camp, Will.” 

                                                           
16

 To go on foot – ходить пешком 
17

 A fool - дурак 
18

 To lead – вести, направлять 
19

 To be gone – пропадать, исчезать, умирать 



Will could see some weapons on the ground… 

“On your feet, Will,” Ser Waymar commanded. “There’s no one here.” 

Will stood up. 

Ser Waymar looked at him. “I am not going back to Castle Black before we find 

these men.” He looked around. “Go up the tree. Fast. Look for a fire.” 

Will turned away without words. Argument couldn't help. He went to the tree and 

began to climb.  

“Who goes there?” the lord asked loudly. He stopped climbing; he listened; he 

watched. 

The forest gave answer: the trees and birds. 

The Others made no sound. 

Will saw movement from the corner of his eye. He turned his head and saw a 

white shadow
20

 in the darkness. Perhaps he was wrong. Perhaps it was only a bird, the 

snow or the moonlight. What was it then? 

“Will, where are you?” Ser Waymar called up. “Can you see anything?”  “Answer 

me! Why is it so cold?” 

It was cold.  

A shadow stood in front of Royce. Tall and pale
21

 as milk.  

Ser Waymar Royce said: “Don't come closer.” He took his sword
22

 in both hands. 

The wind stopped. It was very cold. 

In its hand the Other had a long sword.  

Ser Waymar met him. “Dance with me then.” He lifted his sword high over his 

head. Will thought he was not a boy, but a man of the Night’s Watch. 

The Other stopped. Will saw its eyes: blue like ice.  

Now Will could see more shadows. Three of them… four… five… Ser Waymar 

didn't see them, didn't hear them. Will had to call. He didn't. He didn't want to die.  

The pale sword attacked. Ser Waymar met it. Again and again the swords met. The 

pale sword cut Ser Waymar's arm. That was real pain. There was blood on the snow. His 

glove was there too.  

The Other said something in a language that Will did not know. 

                                                           
20

 A shadow - тень 
21 Pale – бледный 
22

 A sword - меч 



Ser Waymar Royce tried to attack. “For Robert!” he shouted. The swords met. Ser 

Waymar's sword broke. Royce covered his eyes.  

Will closed his eyes too. When he looked again, after a long time, there was 

nobody. He climbed down. 

Royce’s body was in the snow. You could see how young he was. A boy. 

He wanted to show the broken sword to old Mormont or Maester Aemon as his 

proof
23

.  

Will stood up. Ser Waymar Royce stood near. He didn't have his left eye. The 

right eye was open. The pupil
24

  was blue. It saw. The broken sword fell. Will closed his 

eyes. Icy cold elegant hands killed him.  
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 A proof – доказательство 
24

 A pupil – 1) ученик; 2) зрачок 


