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����� ����� 
�������

�К 
�Р��М��

�Е�� �А��Т��

�Л� 
�Р��М��Ш� 
�А��Т� �Е��� 

�А��А���

�������� �Ж� 
�Т��Ь�� �А�� 

�Р��Ш���
�А��Т�� �К 
�П��В� � 

�Т��М��Р���

�І��К�� 
�А��Я�� �О�� 

�Л��І��И�� �А��А�� 
�И � �Й��І��М 

�Р��Ю��Л� 
�А� �И�� �О� �Н��И 

�А��У��Н��Т� �А 
�И��Ч��І �Р��І�

Leading an 
army against 
this one in the 
Fourth War? 

ind�d. 

He makes
a be�er 

diplomat than 
o�onent.

Hey!

Gr�tings, 
my love.

I’ve mi�ed 
you. Arator 
sends his
regards.

Come home 
with me tonight. 

Your hunt can wait 
until the holiday 

is done.

Perhaps…
just one 
night.

Wait, 
Eitri�? 
Weren’t 
you--

�П��І��Ю��� 
�И 

�А��Я��Є� 
�Й��І���

� ����� ������ ��О�� ������ �� ���� 
����������� �� ���� ��������Ч��

������� � ������ ���������� ����І
���� �� �����Н����.��

Pardon me, 
old timers--I’m 
l�king for 
the Sons of 

Lothar?

it is 
g�d to 
s� you.

it is be�er 
to s� you, 
khadgar.

A�eria, 
it has b�n 
t� long!

danath! how 
are things in 
Stromgarde?

A fiasco, 
thanks to my 
niece, Ma an. 

Eitri� and I have 
b�n working to 
calm tensions in 
the Highlands.

Leading an 
army against 
this one in the 
Fourth War? 

ind�d. 

He makes
a be�er 

diplomat than 
o�onent.

Hey!

�І��Ю� 
�Ю��В �О��

� �К��И� �А 
�О��Ю� �Р��О� 

�Е��Д�� 
�Р��І��

�Р��Е�� �Ю �І� 
�Д��А �І �Н���. �В�� 

�О��В��Н� �О�� 
�О��К��И �О �І��Я 

�В��А�

�О��И��… 
�И�� �А 
�Д�� �І��

Wait, 
Eitri�? 
Weren’t 
you--

You
remember 
Eitri�, I 
hope?

I have b�n waiting a long time 
for this feast. this chance to join 
with my dearest friends, in our 
secret place, beyond her reach...

Pardon me, 
old timers--I’m 
l�king for 
the Sons of 

Lothar?

it is 
g�d to 
s� you.

it is be�er 
to s� you, 
khadgar.

A�eria, 
it has b�n 
t� long!

danath! how 
are things in 
Stromgarde?

A fiasco, 
thanks to my 
niece, Ma an. 

Eitri� and I have 
b�n working to 
calm tensions in 
the Highlands.

�Ч��Ю��В 
�Р��Ю � 

�Е��Е��І� �І��І�

�І��О�

�І� �Р��И� 
�И��О��Т� �І� 
�У��О��В����

�Й�

Gr�tings, 
my love.

I’ve mi�ed 
you. Arator 
sends his
regards.

Come home 
with me tonight. 

Your hunt can wait 
until the holiday 

is done.

Perhaps…
just one 
night.

�А��К��� 
�Й��І�� �И 

�И �Е�.�

You
remember 
Eitri�, I 
hope?

I have b�n waiting a long time 
for this feast. this chance to join 
with my dearest friends, in our 
secret place, beyond her reach...



�Д��Т��Я� 
�Т��Ь�� �А�� 

�И��Л�� �І��О�� 
�И �О��І��Л� 

�Л��Т��А�� �Е��Е�� 
� �С�� �А��Ш��� 
�И �Е �Р��И���

�І��А��С� �С�� 
�К��М �У��Р��А� 
�І� �Р��Д��Є��С� 
�О �А�� �А� �Л�� 

�Е��Т� �О���

� �Е��К��А��Й� 
�О �І� �К��О 

�Р��Д�� �Л� �Е �У�� 
�Р��И� �К�� �И 

�Р��Е��М� �Е� �А� 
�А��М�

�І��Н�� 
�А� �Л� �Е�� �А��Д� 
�У� �И��С� �І��І��И� 
� �І��И�� �О � �І��Л� 
�Е �А� �О�� �А��Г��О� 

�О� �И��А��Т� 
�Е��У��О�

We’ve 
a� dedicated 

ourselves to the 
defense of 
Azeroth.

it ma�ers li�le. 
We are here now, on 
the other side of the 
Dark Portal, and more 

recently, the Dark 
Heart, and neither 

has beaten us.

To our 
long-awaited 

feast, and to the 
Sons of Lothar,

reunited!

I can hardly 
remember the 

last time I marked 
the Feast of 
Winter Veil.

it s�ms so 
long ago that 
we promised to 
feast together, 
and here we 
fina�y are!

A� except 
Kurdran. Wi� 

he be joining us? 
Should we wait 

for him?

I’m certain he 
wi� turn up s�n, 
but he would not 
begrudge us this 
time together.

ind�d. Time has 
never felt so rare
and precious to me, 
for a� that I have 
never had much to 

squander. 

�И �Р��В��И�� 
�Е�� �А��С�� 

�З��О���

�Е �Е �А� �Н��Е��Я� 
�И �У�� �О �Н��Й �І� 

�Е��О�� �О��А��� 
� �Е��Р � �Е��О�� �Е��Я� 

� �О��Н � �И� �А� �Е 
�Д��А��

�А �А�� 
�О��О��І��В��Е 

�В��О � 
�О��'��Н��Н� 
�И��В �О��Р��

� �Е�� �А��Я��Ю� 
�О�� �О��А��Є 

�І��Н��А� �В��О 
�И��В��О �О��О���



�К��Ь�� �В�� 
�И��В��О �О��О�� 
�Р��Ш��� �І��О�� 

�И �О��А��Є 
�А��Л��Я�

�И �А��Є�� �И �О��� 
�К� �Л��Р�� � � 

�Р��Е�� � �Р��О��Р�� 
�О��Ж��Ч�� �Д�� �Е 

�О��С�� �І��К� 
�Т��І���

�А��Д�� 
�А��Т�� �А��Т�� 
�І��О��Д� �А 

�В�� �А��Д�� — 
�А��Д�� �А��Т��

�Е��І� �О��В �И 
�І��А�� �А �О�� 

�О�� �О��Л� �І� �И�� 
�О�� �Ю��М�� � 

�К��Ь�� �С��Г� �У�� 
�Т��Ч��О�

�Х� � �Т��Ь�� �Е��Е��В 
�Р���С��В — � 

�Р���С��В �И �Е 
�І��Ш�� — �К�� � �Е 
�О��М��Л� �Б��Е��И 

�И���

�П��І��Ю��� 
�О �І� � �О��А �О�� 
�В��К��А�� �Е� �Е��� 

�П��І��Ю��� �О�� 
�І��Л� �Е �І��А��Ь��� 
�К �Л��Ь�� �И �У�� �О 

�А��С��О���

And it wasn’t a	 
bad, was it? Fighting 

side by side in the depths, 
finding our rhythm again,
rea�irming our bonds to 
one another. it was as if 

no time had pa�ed 
at a	!

And I 
told no one of 

that incident in the 
Salien Gu­ers, 

promise.

A toast to 
that! And to 
our g�d 
friends! And a toast 

to those for 
whom we 

fight!

How many 
Winter Veils have 

pa�ed since 
we were a	 
together?

Do we count
the years A	eria and 
I were in the Twisting 
Nether? Because that 
would a� several 

centuries.

T� 
many, Danath. 
The answer to 
your ri�le is 
t� many.

countle� 
years spent in the 

field of ba­le, away 
from our friends 
and loved ones. 
So much lost.

a�. I have 
mi�ed plenty of 

feasts--and would 
mi� plenty more!--if 
it meant k�ping my 

son safe. 

I hope he 
and the Blackrock 

feasted without me. I 
hope they never know 
how close we came 

to catastrophe.

� �Е �Е �У�� �А� �Ж� � 
�О��Н�� �И �Е �А�� ������ 
����-��П��� � ��������� 

�������� ��� ����, 
�������� ���� �������. 
�Д��А��С�� ���� � ���� �� 

�������

� � �І��М� �Е 
�О��О��Д�� �Р� �О� 

�Н��Д��Т � 
�А��Н��К�� �А��В��� 

�Б��Я��

�О�� �А �Е� 
� �А �А��Х 
�О��Ш�� 
�Р��І�� � �О�� �А 

�И�� �А��Д� 
�О�� �И 

�О��М��Я�
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�И 

�Т��В��Е���

�О�� �О �О� 
�О��Т� �Е �Е 

�А��Р���А� �О��Г 
�У��Н��И�� �Л� 

�Е �Е��М��Е��Й�

�С��’��А� 
�И��И��У�� �І� 

�Е��� � �О�� 
�В�� � �А�� � 
�Е��З���І�.�

� �Е��Ж��А� �Е��З 
�А��Р�� � �О��А�

�І��Н �О��� �П��Щ��А 
�Р��Н��А��� �Е� �О 

�Н��Л�� �Е �І��О��Т�
�А� �Р��Т��

� �А� � � �Н�� �П��В�� �К� 
�О��Е��Ю�� �А��Г� 

�Т��Ч��Н�� �Т��І �О��Ж��Ч�� 
�О �Н��У �О��А��Ю��С� 
�І� �Р��М� �А �Ю��М� 

�А �И��Ч��І�

�Е��А��Ю�� �А �Е� 
�Р��М��Й �І��О��Н��� 

�И� �А� �І��О �Е 
�Б��Я�� �И �Е��Т��Л� 

�Е��И� �О��А�� �З��И � 
�У�� �О��Р�� �Е� � �У�� 
�О� �А��Щ��И �А� 

�І��

�Е �Е� �И� �И �� 
�О��Р��У �Е �А��Т� 

�И��� � �А �И� 
�О��И��М� 

�К � �А �В��И��� 
�Ж� �А��Є �Е��Я���

�Л�� �О�� 
�Р��А� �А�� 

�О��Т��А� 
�И �Е �И���

�Е�� �Е 
�А��Ж 

�Е��К��Т��

� �Е �О�� 
�Р���М��И �В�� 

�Л��І��И�� �А �Ї 
�І��О��І� �І��Г� �Е 

�О��Н�� �Т��И�� 
�І� �А��О�� 
�Е��М��'��



�А��
�И �И���

�Р��І� �И 
�Р��Ш�� �А��Д�� 
�А��Т� �И��� �О� 

�О��О��Т� 
�А��С�� �Г��Н��И 

�І� �А� �І�� 
�О��О��І��В��О� 

�У��Р��І�

Agr�d!

if a� we 
have is this 
moment…

I am glad 
to spend it 
with you.

�А��Т� �Т� �А��Д��Є��С� � �В��І 
�О�� �А �А��О� �Р��І� �О� 

�Р���М��И� �О �А��Я � �Р��У �О�� 
�А��Ь �І��А��И �А��С��Й���

�И� �Е �Р��А� �І��О� 
�И��И �А �Р��Е��Ї �Е��Н��І�

�Е �Е��У��І����

And so, when the 
fight is over, in that 
window of quiet, we 
must seize ha�ine�.

Sear memories 
into our minds and 

hearts like bu­erflies 
in amber, knowing they 
may never come again.

Yes! 
Alive we 

are! 

Friends, we 
have fought 
t	 long to 

let our joy be 
dampened during 
this hard-won 

reunion!

�Г��Е��

�К�� �С�� 
�О � �А� �� 

� �Е �Я 
�И��…

� �А��Й 
�Р��Е��И �Ї 

� �А���

So many are born into a life of 
pain and toil, to learn they must 
find their own joy and beauty.

Peace is not permanent. There
wi� be ba­les and tragedies. 

That much is a�ured.

� �С�� �О�� �І� 
�А��Н��Т��Я� 

� �Ю �В��И�� �И��� 
�И �А��� �Х��И��С� 

�А �А��Я�

�А��Р��Є�� �П��А�� � 
�А��Й �А��Я�� �А �Е��Я�� 
�К �Е��Л��І� � �У��Т��� 
�О��М��Ч�� �О �Х �Ж� �Е 

�О��Р��Т��



Dro�ed an 
ornament, did 

you? Don’t fret,
li�le one.

I broke my 
aunt’s favorite 

mi�or once and 
lived through 

it…barely.

I’m not 
big enough yet, 
but I want to 

surprise Mother 
by helping.

�О��И��� �И �Т��Е� 
�А��Ю �Е �И��Н��� �К �� 
�Д���О �Н�� �Л� �А��З 

�И �С� �Н��Л� 
�О��Е��Є�� �О��М��И� 

�И �Е �А��

�А�� �А��� 
�О �И �Е��Ї� 

�Е �З��Ч��� �О 
�И �Н��Т� 

�І��С� �И���
�И �А��� 
�Р��Р��И�� 

�Л��К�� �Е�� �І� 
�І� �Р��Д��

h�?

�П��Т��А 
�Р��Р��У� �А�� 
�Е �В��Ю��Я� 

�И��Н��

� �К��Ь �О��И� 
�Л��Л��Е 

�З��К��О �І��И � 
�Е��Е �Е��Ж�� �Е�

� �Е �Е 
�О��А��Ь� 

�О��С��� �Л� 
�О�� �Д��У��Т� 

�А�� �В��Ю 
�О��М��О��

Perhaps you’� be 
as strong as me one 
day, but for now, we 
can a� use a li�le 

help sometimes, 
can’t we?

Mother says 
you’re heroes. 
Does that mean 

you know 
Greatfather 

Winter? We must 
decorate the 

tr­ before he 
a�ives.

����



�Е�� �І��В��Ь� 
� �К�� �И��А� 
�Р�� �Ч��Т� 

�І��С� �И��� �И��А �О 
�О��А��Ю 
�А��І��О� 
�І��К��Т� 
�Е��В��

�� �Е��О� 
�Р��Р�� �Ю 

�И��У 
�Ь��О��І�

�О�� 
�У��У��С��

�К�� � �О��А �Х 
�І��Л��Т�� �О�� � 
�Е �У�� �Л� �Е�� 

�Я��Р���

�Л��Р��� 
�О��У��Й 

�Е���

�А��Д� �У�� �Е 
�Д�� �О��Г� �К��У 
�Р��А �Р��И���Я��� 

�Н��Л� 
�А��К��Д��Ш� 

�И��А — �Е �Н��Т� 
�А� �Л� �П��О��

�О��И��� �И �А�� 
�А��Ю� �Е��Е �З��И 
�Б��Ю � �О��А��С� 

�А �О��Г��� 
�І� �Л��А�� �И���

�А��Т� �А��И��Х 
�О��И��С��Й 

�А��В��Ю�� �И��� 
�Л�� �О��И��� �Е 
�С� � �И� �Т��У�� 

�Е��Ь��С���

�Л�� �О��Р��И 
�Р� �И��� �Б� �Ї 

�І��У��І��Ь� 
�Е � �У��Р���

�І�� �И �Е �О��Ш 
�І��Л��Т� �В�� 

�У��О�� �О�� � �А 
�І��К� �О��Н� 

�А��Т� � �О�� �Е 
�Р��И���



�О��О�

�Л� � 
�І��С� �И��� 

�І�� �В�� 
�О��Д� �Е 

�О��Н�� �У�� 
�І��Ю�

� �Т� �Е 
� �А� �У� �А��

�Т��И�� �И��Н�� 
�О��В��О��� �К�� 
�Р��І� �І��К � 
�О��Р��К��И�

�Е �О�� �О��Р��И� 
�О �И �О��Л� �Е� 

�Е��� �И �Е��Є�� �А 
�Е� �Е��Е� �Е��Т�� 

�О��В� � �И �Е � �М��� 
�О��К��И �А��Т� 
�Е��Т� �В��И��

�О��Ч��И 
�Е�� � �Ь��У 

�О��Ю��  
�И��А��А�� 

�О��Е 
�Ч��У��Н���

Ho, ho!

But 
Greatfather 
Winter, isn’t 
your beard 
su�osed to 
be white?

We�, an’ 
who are you 

to question the 
man ca�ying 
the bag o’ 
g�dies? 

Can’t believe you 
started without me. 
We wait decades for 
this feast, and you 
lot can’t even wait 

ten minutes?

S�ing 
you in that 
get-up was 
we� worth 
the wait.

�а��и��г� 
�и��в��о 
�о��о���




