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PART I

CHAPTER I
THE TRAIL OF THE MEAT

Dark forest was on both sides
of the waterway. The trees had
been damaged by a recent wind!
and seemed to lean on each
other.? Silence ruled over the
land. The land itself was life-
less®, so lonely and cold that it
was not even sad. There was
laughter in it*, but laughter more
terrible than any sadness. It was
the masterful wisdom of eterni-
ty laughing at the uselessness of
life. It was the frozen-hearted
Northland Wild.

But there was life. Down the
frozen waterway ran a string of
dogs. Their fur was in frost.
Their breath froze in the air.
Leather harness was on the dogs,
and leather traces attached them
to a sled which dragged behind.
On the sled there was a long
and narrow oblong box. There
were other things — blankets,
an axe, a coffee-pot and a fry-
ing-pan; but the long and nar-
row oblong box occupied the most
space.
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PART I
Chapter 1

' Hedaeno éemep noaoman
depeebs

had been damaged — dop-
ma Past Perfect Passive
marona damage, yKasbl-
BaeT Ha JelcTBUe B CTpa-
JaTeJIbHOM 3ajiore, KOTOo-
po€ CAy4yuJioCh 010 APYyro-
0 COOBITUS B IPOIILJIOM
(3n. eemep nonoman depe-
6bs1 00 M0eo, KaK ux yeu-
deau eepou); I yKasza-
HUST Ha «IesTeliss» B mac-
CUBHOI1 (hopme (aHayiore
PYCCKOTO CTpagaTeIbHOTO
3ay1ora) HCTIONIB3YeTCST
npemior by. O6 obpaszo-
BaHUU W YIIOTpeOIeHUN
cTpajmaTeJbHOTO  3ajiora
cM. ¢. 279

2 Kasaaocob, 4Mo OHU onu-
paromcs opyz Ha dpyea.
3nech KOHCTPYKLIMST
Complex Subject, Ha pyc-
CKUU TEPEBOMUTCH Yepes
CITOXHOMOAUYUHEHHOE
npemagoxenue. O KOH-
CTPYKLIMU CM. C. 289

3 besxwcusnennoil
Cybodukc -less B mpu-
JlaTaTeIbHBIX ~ YKa3bIBaeT
Ha OTCYTCTBUE MpU3HAKa,
cJ0BOOOpa3oBaTeabHas
MOJENb CYyujecmeumensHoe
+ -less — npunaeamenvroe

3



Hxex JlJormon

OUYeHb pacrnpocTpaHeHa B
AHIJIMHACKOM SI3bIKE

* B neii 6b1a cmex
KoHcrpykumst  there is/
there are yka3bIBaeT Ha
HaJlM4ue WIM MecTopa-
CIIOJIOKEeHUE  OOBEeKTa,
IUTSE  COXPAHEHUSI CMBIC-
Jla TIpeasioXeHUs Iepe-
BOI CTOWUT HAuyMHATh C
KoHIIa. O KOHCTPYKIINH
cM. c. 288

> emopoii eao6ex.
Heonpenenénusrit ap-
TUKJIb TIEpel TOPSIIKO-
BBIM UMCJIUTEbHBIM IO~
Y€pKUBAET, YTO BaXKEH He
MOPSIIOK  TIepeUrCIIeHNS,
a caMoO HaJuyue eue on-
HOTo 00beKTa

® mpemuii

CM. TIpenbIoylumii KoM-
MEHTapuii, MOXHO TaKxke
MEPEBECTU «eulé 00UH»

7 eayun

OnpenenéHHbI apTUKITb
the mepen Tpuiarareiib-
HBIMU MOXET yKa3bIBaTh
Ha abCcTpakTHOE  TIO-
HATHE, KOTOpOE C HHUM
CBSI3aHO, Hampumep, the
mysterious — mauHcmeeH-
Hoe, mucmuka, maiinol. O0
aptukie cM. c. 207

8 nocmynaem c ueaosexom
B orminume ot npyrux cy-
1LIECTBUTENbHBIX (the lion,
the student v np.), CIOBO
man yrnoTpeosieTcs ¢ Hy-
JIEBBIM apTHUKJIeM, Korma
ob03HavaeT BeCch KJacc
00BEKTOB (3. 6cex .io-

4

Before the dogs, on wide snow-
shoes, walked a man. Behind the
sled walked a second man.” On
the sled, in the box, lay a third
man® whose walk was over, — a
man whom the Wild” had con-
quered and beaten. Life is an of-
fence to the Wild, because life is
movement; and the Wild wants to
destroy movement. It freezes the
water; it drives the sap out of the
trees; and most terribly of all it
treats man® man who is the
most active of life.

But before and after the dogs
walked the two men who were not
yet dead. Their bodies were cov-
ered with fur and leather; eye-
lashes, cheeks and lips were cov-
ered with the crystals from their
frozen breath; so they looked like
undertakers at the funeral of some
ghost. But they were men, going
through the land of silence, ad-
venturers on colossal adventure.

They travelled on without
speaking’ to save their breath.!®
On every side was the pressing
silence. It affected their minds as
the many atmospheres of deep
water affect the body of the div-
er. It pressed all the false self-
values of the human soul out of
them, like juices from the grape.




Bearrii Kibig

They felt small, having little wis-
dom!'! against the great blind el-
ements.

An hour went by, and a sec-
ond hour. The light of the short
sunless day was beginning to fade,
when a faint far cry sounded on
the air and then slowly died away.
There was anger and hunger in
it. The front man turned his head
and his eyes met the eyes of the
man behind. And then, across the
narrow oblong box, they nodded
to each other.

There was a second cry, some-
where behind. A third and an-
swering cry sounded in the air.

“They’re after us, Bill,” said
the man at the front.

“There’s little meat,” answered
his comrade. “I haven’t seen a
rabbit for days.!?”

They spoke no more, but lis-
tened attentively.

When it became dark they
took the dogs into a cluster of
trees and made a camp. The cof-
fin served for seat and table. The
dogs clustered on the far side of
the fire, snarled among themselves,
but didn’t go into the darkness.

“Seems to me!?, they're stay-
ing remarkably close to camp,”
Bill said.
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deii). O6 yrorpebjeHUU 1
OTCYTCTBUM apTUKIISL CM.
c. 205, 207

° He pazeoeapueas

Without + repyHnuii me-
penaéTcs B pyCCKOM SI3bI-
Ke JeernpuyacTHbIM 000-
poTOM

' ymo6ot ne cousoco Ovi-
Xanue.

WUndunutus ¢ yactuieit
fo yacTo repenaét Hame-
peHMUE WIM LEelb CyObeK-
Ta. OO0 yroTpebieHny NH-
¢duHUTHBA CM. C. 282

' mano 3nanuii

Little ucnonb3yeTcs 31. ¢
HEWCUUCIISIEMBIM  CYIIIe-
CTBUTEJIBHBIM wisdom —
Myopocmb, HYJIEBOI
apTUKJIb YKa3blBaeT Ha
CKYIHOCTb 3HaHW JIo-
Jeil B CpaBHEHUU C TIPU-
ponoii, cpaBHUTE C a little
wisdom — HeMHO020 3HAHUI.
06 ynotpebsienun little/a
little cm. ¢. 215

2 4 yauce mecxoavko ouei
He sudea Hu 00H020 3ast4be-
20 caeoa.

haven’t seen — oTpula-
TenbHas ¢opma Present
Perfect rmaroma see mo-
Moraer MOTYEPKHYTh,
YTO JEUCTBUE HE MPOU30-
1IUIO BIUIOThH 10 MOMEHTa
peun. O6 oOpa3oBaHNUI
u ynotpebsenuun Present
Perfect cm. c. 266

13 Mue kaxucemcs

= It seems to me (pasro-
BOpHOE)



Hxex JlJormon

4 mot samemua

Ilpu noctpoeHuun ooIIe-
ro BOMpOCa UCTIOJIb3YETCSI
WHBEPCUS, Tepel TMoe-
JKaITUM BBIHOCUTCST BCTIO-
MOTaTeJIbHBIN TJIaroj, 3.
did.

15 Croavko y nac cobax
J1y1st oOpa3zoBaHus1 BOMPO-
ca ¢ KOHCTpyKuMei have
got He HYyXEH BCIIOMO-
TaTeJabHBbIM IJIATONA — €ro
pOJIb TIPU MHBEPCUU BbI-
nosHseT have. To ke mpu
orpuianun (I haven’t
got...). B Hamm gHU KOH-
CTPYKLIMSI UCITOJIB3YeTCsI
penKo B 3HaAYeHUU O0Ja-
JaHWsI, HO BCTpeyaeTcsl B
3HAYEHUU JTOJIKEHCTBO-
BaHus: We have got to do
it (MbI JDOJDKHBI cenaTh
ar0) = We gotta do it
(pa3roBopHOE, CHIKEH-
Hoe). O KOHCTPYKIIUM CM.
c.235

' Mue ne xeamuao 00nou

polobL.
short BBICTYyIIA€T B He-
CKOJIBKUX MAMOMATH -

YeCKUX BBIPAKEHUAX CO
3HAYeHUEM HeXBaTKH,
Haripumep: they were short
of food — y nHux ne xeamano
edvl, 0bi10 Mano edbl

© © 0 0 0 0 0 0000000000000 000000 0000000000000 00000000000 0000000000000 000000000000 00

His companion nodded, then
took his seat on the coffin and
began to eat.

“Henry, did you notice!'* how
the dogs behaved when I was
feeding them?”

“They played more than usu-
al.”

“How many dogs have we
got'>, Henry?”

“Six.”

“Well, Henry...” Bill stopped
for a moment, in order to sound
more significant. “As 1 was say-
ing, I took six fish out of the bag.
I gave one fish to each dog, and,
Henry, I was one fish short.!¢”

“You counted wrong.”

“We've got six dogs. I took
out six fish. One Ear didn’t get
a fish. I came back to the bag
afterward and got him his fish.”

“We’ve only got six dogs,”
Henry said.

“Then there were seven of
them that got fish.”

Henry stopped eating to count
the dogs.

“There’s only six now,” he
said.

“TI saw the other one run off.
I saw seven.”

Henry looked at him and said,
“I'll be very glad when this trip
is over.”




Bearrii Kibig

“What do you mean?”

“I mean that our load is
getting on your nerves*, and
you’re beginning to see
things!”.”

“But I saw its tracks on the
snow. I can show them to you.”

Henry didn’t reply at once.
He had a final cup of coffee and
wiped his mouth with the back of
his hand.

“Then you think it was one
of them?”

Bill nodded.

“I think you’re mistaken,”
Henry said.

“Henry...” he paused. “Hen-
ry, I was thinking he was much
luckier than you and me.” He
pointed at the box on which they
sat, “When we die, we’ll be lucky
if we get enough stones over
our bodies to keep the dogs off
of us.'®”

“But we don’t have people,
money and all the rest, like him.
Long-distance funerals is some-
thing we can’t afford.”

“What worries me, Henry, is
why a chap like this, who is a
kind of lord in his own country,
comes to the end of the earth.”

to get on someone’s nerves —
A€CTBOBATH HA HEPBBI
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17 mepewumuocs

B TOM Xe 3HaueHUr MOX-
HO BCTPETUTb [JIAroja Ssee
B <«HETPUBBIYHOW» JJIsT
Hero ¢opme Continuous:
you are seeing things —
mebe eudumcs, Kaxjcemcs,
mepeujumcs

18 Ko2oa mot ympém, nam
noeezém, ecau xeamum
KamHuell 3a10xcumv Hawu
meaa mak, 4moovt 00 Hux
He doGpaauce cobaxu.

B npuaatouyHbix BpeMeH!
(31. when we die) n ycno-
BUS (3. if we gef) UCTIONb-
3YIOTCSI BpeMeHa TPYIIITbI
Present mig mepemaum
Oynyumiero BpemeHu. OO
YCIOBHBIX MPEATOXKEHUSIX
cM. c. 300



Hxex JlJormon

doscumo
ecau 0ot

Yon moe 0wt
do cmapocmu,
ocmaacs doma.
might Tniepena€r HeyBe-
PEHHOCTb, TOBOPSILIUAN HE
CTPEMUTCS  YTBEPXKIATh,
yTo OH mpaB. O Tiaroje
might cM. c. 243

B cocnararenibHOM Ha-
KJIOHEHUU TepheKTHBIN
WHOUHUTUB TIOCIIE MO-
JaJbHOIO IJlarojia B OC-
HOBHOM MPEIOXEHUN U
dopma Past Perfect (he’d
stayed = he had stayed) B
MPUAATOYHOM OTCBLIAIOT
quTateasl K HeCOBITOUHO-
My TIPOILIOMY: 3TOTO He
CIIyYUJIOCHh B TIPOLIJIOM M
yXe HUKOTJa He CIy4uT-
csa. IlompobHee o Tumax
YCIOBHBIX TIPEIUTOXEHUI
cM. ¢. 300

2 gaxas neyoaua, wmo y
HAac 3aKOHuUAUCL Nampo-
HbL.

mis- — TIpUCTaBKa CO 3Ha-
YeHueM He, forfune (ynayva,
COCTOSIHWE) — misfortune
(HamacTsb, Heynmaya),
understanding (MoHUMa-
Hue) — misunderstanding
(HemoImoHMMaHUE)

to be out of smth — He
MMeTb 4Yero-j, M3pacxo-
JOBaTh

2'A mme 0vL x0meaocy,
4moovt ux 6vL10 mpu com-
Hu!

1 wish miepenaér cuiIbHOE
KeJTaHue W coXaJeHue,
TpeOyeT MCIIOJb30BAHMUS

8
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“Yes, he might have lived to
old age if he’d stayed at home.!””

Bill opened his mouth to
speak, but changed his mind.
Instead, he pointed towards the
wall of darkness that pressed
about them from every side.
Nothing could be seen there but
a pair of eyes gleaming like coals.
Henry indicated with his head a
second pair, and a third. A cir-
cle of the gleaming eyes was
around their camp.

The unrest of the dogs was
increasing. One of them came too
close to the fire and yelped with
pain and fright. The circle of eyes
withdrew a bit, but it appeared
again when the dogs became qui-
et.

“Henry, it’s a misfortune to
be out of ammunition.??”

Bill had finished his pipe and
was helping his companion to
spread the bed of fur and blan-
ket.

“How many cartridges did you
leave?” Henry asked.

“Three. And I wish it was
three hundred!?!”

He shook his fist angrily at
the gleaming eyes, and put his
moccasins before the fire.
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“And 1 wish it was not so
cold” he went on. “It has been
fifty below zero for two weeks
now. And I wish I’d never start-
ed on this trip??, Henry. I don’t
like it. And I wish the trip was
over, and you and I were sitting
by the fire in Fort McGurry and
playing cards.”

Henry grunted and crawled
into bed. Then he was woken by
his comrade’s voice.”’

“Say, Henry, that other one
that came in and got a fish—why
didn’t the dogs bite it? That’s
what’s bothering me.”

“You're bothering too much,
Bill. Just shut up now, and go
to sleep. You have a stomach ache,
that’s what’s bothering you.”

The men slept, breathing heav-
ily, side by side, under the one
covering. The fire died down, and
the gleaming eyes drew closer.
The dogs kept together in fear.
Once their noise became so loud
that Bill woke up. He got out of
bed carefully and threw more wood
on the fire. The circle of eyes
drew back. He glanced at the
dogs, then rubbed his eyes and
looked at them again. Then he
crawled back into the blankets.

cocJiarateJibHoro HakJo-
HeHUsl Tocie cedst, 3.
310 ¢dopma Past Simple
IUTS TIepeiauy IeUCTBUS B
HaCTOSIIIIEM

2 A mue ncaav, 4¥mo s 60-
00we nycmuacs 6 3mo ny-
mewecmeue

CM. TIpenbIaylumii KoM-
MeHTapuii: 31. ¢dopma
Past Perfect (had started)
yKa3bIBaeT Ha COXaJeHUs
0 MPOILIOM.

2 2040c e20 mosapuuya.
comrade’s — TpUTSIKa-
TETbHBIM MamexX Cyle-
CTBUTENIBHOTO  comrade.
OO0 oOpa3oBaHUM U YIIO-
TpebaeHun MpUTSIKA-
TEJIGHOTO Tajiexka CM. C.
211



Hxex JlJormon

2 ux onamo cemo.

Hecmotpst Ha TO, uTO
there is ucrosb3yercst st
eIMHCTBeHHOTO, a there
are JUIT MHOXKECTBEHHOTO
4yucia, yceuéHHas opma
there’s 4acTO UCIIOJIb3yeT-
Ccs1 B 00OMX Clly4asix B pa3-
TOBOPHOM SI3bIKE

3 Yépm!
= What the hell! - 6pan-
Hoe, OYKB. ad

10
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“Henry,” he said. “Oh, Hen-

ry.

Henry groaned, “What’s wrong
now?”

“Nothing, only there’s seven
of them again?®. I just counted.”

Henry grunted again and fell
asleep.

In the morning it was he who
awoke first and woke up his com-
panion. It was still dark, though
it was already six o’clock; and
Henry started preparing break-
fast, while Bill rolled the blankets
and made the sled ready.

“Say, Henry,” he asked sud-
denly, “how many dogs did you
say we had?”

“Six.”

“Wrong,” Bill said triumphant-
ly.

“Seven again?”

“No, five; one’s gone.”

“The hell!?>” Henry cried in
anger, left the cooking and went
to count the dogs.

“You’re right, Bill,” he con-
cluded. “Fatty’s gone. They just
swallowed him alive, damn them!”

“He always was a fool dog.”

“But not fool enough to com-
mit suicide. I bet none of the
others would do it.”
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“Couldn’t drive them away
from the fire with a club,” Bill
agreed. “I always thought there
was something wrong with Fatty
anyway.”

And this was the epitaph of
a dead dog on the Northland trail,
and it was longer than the epi-
taphs of many other dogs, many
other men.

CHAPTER II
THE SHE-WOLF!

After breakfast the men set
off? again. Fiercely sad cries called
through the darkness to one an-
other and answered back. Day-
light came at nine o’clock. At
midday the sky to the south
warmed to rose-colour, but it soon
faded. After the grey light of day
faded as well, the Arctic night
descended upon the land.

As darkness came, the hunt-
ing-cries around them drew clos-
er—so close that the dogs had
occasional periods of panic. It
was getting on men’s nerves.?

Henry was cooking supper
when he heard the sound of a
blow, an exclamation from Bill,
and a cry of pain from dogs. He
straightened up in time to see a
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Chapter I1

' ¢oauuua

Tak kak B aHIIMIACKOM
peNKo BCTpeyaloTcs OT-
NebHbIE CJIoBa [JIs1 ca-
MOK Y CAMIIOB KUBOTHBIX,
MOXHO BCTpeTuTh she- /
he- mepen Ha3BaHHEM
KMBOTHOTO, KOrja Heoo-
XOAMMO TOTYEPKHYTh MOJ
(he-cat, she-dog, etc)

2 nycmuaucso 6 nyno
®paz3oBklii r1aroi

3 Bmo Oeiicmeosaro nym-
HUKAM Ha HepabL.

to get on smb’s nerves —
pazapaxaTh KOTo-J1

11
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* ymobvt  yeudemn, Kak
MpauHbll CuiyIm npoHéc-
cs1 6 memMHOmMY.

see/ hear/ etc +smb +doing
COCTaBJSIIOT ~ KOHCTPYK-
muro  Complex Object
(cnoxxHOe JOTIOJIHEHUE),
MepeBoaATCS  TpUIATOY-
HBIM MpeaaoXeHueM
(yBUIETD, KaK...), FUNNING
(dbopma mpuyacTus Ha-
CTOSIILIETO BPEMEHM) IO/~
y€pKUBAET, UTO JACHCTBUE
obu10 B mporuecce. O KOH-
CTPYKIIIU CcM. C. 291

into (Kak W onto, Hanpu-
Mep) WUCIIOJb3yeTcs IUIs
OTBeTa Ha BOIIPOC Kyoa,
cpaBHUTE: he ran in the
forest — on beean 6 necy, he
ran into the forest — on no-
obeaican 6 aec

S 3amem on yeudea, umo
Buaa cmoum cpeou cobax
Ta e KOHCTPYKIIUs, 9TO
BBILIE, TJ1aroJ B -ing hop-
M€ BHOBb YyKa3bIBaeT Ha
NPOAOJIKUTEJIbHOE  JIeHi-
CTBUE

¢ Tot cavtmaa, Kax ow 3a-
cKkyaua?

Ta e KOHCTpyKIIUsI, 4TO
BBIIIIE, HO B 3TOT pa3 BMe-
CTO TMPUYACTUSI HACTOSI-
1IET0 BPEMEHMU WCIONb-
3yeTcsl MHGUHUTUB 03
YaCTHMIIBI 70; OH TIOMYEP-
KMBAeT  OJIHOKPATHOCTh
JIefcTBUSI, coOecemHuKa
WHTepecyeT ckopee (akT
COBEpILIEHUY [JeUCTBUS,
YeM ero MpoTeKaHue

12
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dim silhouette running into the
dark.* Then he saw Bill, stand-
ing among the dogs®, in one
hand a club, in the other the tail
and part of the body of a salm-
on.

“I got half of it,” he an-
nounced; “but it got the other
half. Did you hear it squeal?®”

“What did it look like?”

“Couldn’t see. But it had four
legs and a mouth and hair and
looked like any dog.”

“Must be a tame wolf, I reck-
on.”

“Damn! It must be tame,
whatever it is, if it is coming here
at feeding time.”

That night, when supper was
finished and they sat on the ob-
long box and smoked, the circle
of gleaming eyes drew in even
closer than before.

“I wish they’d go away’ and
leave us alone*,” Bill said.

For a quarter of an hour they
sat on in silence, Henry staring
at the fire, and Bill at the circle
of eyes that burned in the dark-
ness.

“I wish we were going into
McGurry right now,” he began
again.

leave smb. alone —
KOTO- 2. B IIOKOE

OCTaBUTDb
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8 »

“Shut up your wishing?,
Henry said angrily. “Your have a
stomach ache. That’s what’s both-
ering you. Take a spoonful of
sody, and you’ll be a more pleas-
ant company.”

In the morning Henry was
awakened by Bill’s swearing. He
saw his comrade standing among
the dogs, his arms raised and
his face angry.

“Hello!” Henry called. “What’s
up now?”

“Frog’s gone.”

“No.”

“I tell you yes.”

Henry came to the dogs,
counted them with care, and then
joined his partner in cursing the
Wild that had robbed them of
another dog.’

“Frog was our strongest!’
dog,” Bill said finally.

“And he was no fool,” Hen-
ry added.

And so it was the second ep-
itaph in two days.

The next day was a repetition
of the days that had gone before.
All was silent in the world but*
the cries of their pursuers!!.

*

but — (30.) xkpome, 3a MCKAIO-
YeHnEeM
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7 Kax 6bt 51 xomea, umoo6ot
OHU yuLau

BHoBb npemioxenue c [/
wish; 3I. CONpPOBOXIAeT-
cst would (°d go = would
g0) — BCTpeyYaeTcs, eclu
ToIyIeXalee B OCHOBHOM
npemioxennun (3n. 1) u
npugaTouyHoM (34. they)
Pa3INYHbBI, CIYXUT ISt
OoJibllieil  AMOLIMOHATb-
Hoctu, 4yem [ wish they
went away, XoTs 00a rpam-
MaTU9IEeCKU BEPHBI

8 Ilpexpawaii yxce co céou-
MU «XomeaKamu».

shut up — 3amonuu, dpa-
30BBI IJ1aroji, TIpyOBlid,
0COOEHHO B TIOBEJIUTETh-
HOM HaKJIOHEHUU

° Komopasa 3a6pasa y Hux
ewé o0ny cobaxy.

Kak u B nmpyrux riaro-
JIax C 3aKpBITBIM ymap-
HBIM CJIOTOM, B TJarofie
rob ynpauBaercsi b B -ing
dopme (robbing), dopme
MPOIIIEAIIETO0 BpEMEHU |
BTOpOTO Tipuyactus (To-
cJenHWe NIBe COBMAmalOT
robbed) nns coxpaHeHMsI
KPaTKOTO IJIaCHOTO 3BYKa
10 camas cuavnas
IIpeBocxonmHast cre-
MeHb  TpuIaraTeJIbHOTO
strong — o0OpasyeTcsl Tpu
MOMOIIM MpUOaBICHUST —
est, TaK KaK Tpujiaratesib-
HOE «KOPOTKOE», COCTOUT
TOJIBKO M3 OJHOTO CJIOTa.
O npaBuiiax 06pa3oBaHus
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Hxex JlJormon

CTerieHel CpaBHEHUS CM.
c.224

1 npecaedosameaeii.
Cybdukc -er, mpuco-
eNVMHEHHBIA K TJIaroiy,
noMoraeT oOpa3oBaTh
cloBo,  obOo3Haualolee
TOrO, KTO COBEpIIAEeT 3TO
nenictBue: to read — reader
(yumamenv), to interview -
interviewer (dcypranucm,
mom, Kmo 6epém unmep-
6vr0), to employ (HaHu-
mamo) — employer (pabo-
modamenv)

12 Fcau 0vt mbt moeau 6ot-
nycmumo @ HuUX napy nyao
TTpu cocJlaratelib-
HOM HakJoHeHuu (the
Subjunctive Mood) no-
MyCTUMO MCIOJIb30BaHUE
could B mpuaaTOYHOM yC-
JIOBUSI.

14

“There, that’ll fix you, fool
creatures,” Bill said with satis-
faction that night. He tied the
dogs, after the Indian method,
with sticks. About the neck of
each dog was a leather thong. To
this he had tied a stick four or
five feet* in length. The other end
of the stick, in turn, was attached
to a stake in the ground.

Henry nodded his head ap-
provingly, “They all will be here
in the morning.”

“If one of them disappears,
I'll go without my coffee,” said
Bill.

“They just know we have noth-
ing to kill them with,” Henry re-
marked at bed-time, indicating the
circle of eyes that surrounded
them. “If we could put a cou-
ple of shots into them!?, they’'d
be more respectful. They come
closer every night,” and then he
suddenly whispered: “Look at that,
Bill.”

A doglike animal went stealth-
ily in the firelight. Its attention
was fixed on the dogs. One Ear
strained the full length of the stick
toward the intruder.

foot (mun. feet) —
(amrnuiickas mepa Onunve,
npumepro 30 cm)

(%

pasnas




Bearrii Kibig

“That fool One Ear doesn’t
seem scared,” Bill said in a low
tone.

“It's a she-wolf. She’s dan-
gerous. She draws out the dog!'’
and eats him up.”

“Henry, I'm thinking,” Bill
announced, “I’m thinking that is
the one I hit with the club.”

“It must be.”

“And I want to remark,” Bill
went on, “that that animal’s fa-
miliarity with campfires is suspi-
cious and immoral.”

“It knows more than a self-
respecting wolf ought to know,”
Henry agreed. “A wolf that comes
at the dogs’ feeding time has had
experience.”

“If T get a chance, that wolf
will be just meat. We can’t af-
ford to lose any more animals.”

“But you’ve only got three
cartridges,” Henry objected.

“I'll wait for a dead shot.'?”

In the morning Henry renewed
the fire and cooked breakfast to
the accompaniment of his part-
ner’s snoring.

“You were sleeping just so
comfortably,” Henry told him, as
he called him out for breakfast.
“I hadn’t the heart to wake
you.!'®”
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3 Ona evimanueaem co-

oaky

draw out — BBIHUMATB,
BBIMAHMUBATh;, (PPa30BbLIi
TJ1aroJ

14 4 nodoxcoy evicmpeaa ¢
ynop.

a dead shot — BpICTpeEn,
MpU KOTOPOM HEBO3MOXK-
HO IIPOMAaxHYThbCSI, Jie-
TaJIbHbIN BBICTPEJT

15V mens dyxy ne xeamuo
meos paz6younto.

have the heart to do smth —
xeamums  0yXy 4mMo-mo
coenramov (OOBIUHO B OT-
pULAHUK), YCTOWUYUBOE
BBIpaXKeHIe
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