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  A CAVIL ON CHRONOLOGY 
 

     It has been a while between books, I know. So a reminder may be in order. 

  The book you hold in your hands is the fifth volume of A Song of Ice and Fire. The fourth volume 

was A Feast for Crows. However, this volume does not follow that one in the traditional sense, so much 

as run in tandem with it. 

  Both Dance and Feast take up the story immediately after the events of the third volume in the 

series, A Storm of Swords. Whereas Feast ŦƻŎǳǎŜŘ ƻƴ ŜǾŜƴǘǎ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ YƛƴƎΩǎ [ŀƴŘƛƴƎΣ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ LǊƻƴ 

Islands, and down in Dorne, Dance takes us north to Castle Black and the Wall (and beyond), and across 

the narrow seŀ ǘƻ tŜƴǘƻǎ ŀƴŘ {ƭŀǾŜǊΩǎ .ŀȅΣ ǘƻ ǇƛŎƪ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǘŀƭŜǎ ƻŦ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊΣ Wƻƴ {ƴƻǿΣ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ 

Targaryen, and all the other characters you did not see in the preceding volume. Rather than being 

ǎŜǉǳŜƴǘƛŀƭΣ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ōƻƻƪǎ ŀǊŜ ǇŀǊŀƭƭŜƭ Χ ŘƛǾƛŘŜŘ ƎŜƻƎǊŀǇƘƛŎŀƭƭȅΣ Ǌather than chronologically. 

  But only up to a point. 

  A Dance with Dragons is a longer book than A Feast for Crows, and covers a longer time period. 

In the latter half of this volume, you will notice certain of the viewpoint characters from A Feast for 

Crows popping up again. And that means just what you think it means: the narrative has moved past the 

time frame of Feast, and the two streams have once again rejoined each other. 

  Next up, The Winds of Winter. Wherein, I hope, everybody will be shivering together once 

ŀƎŀƛƴΧ 

  τGeorge R. R. Martin 

 April 2011 

 



   





  

 



   





  

 



   





  

 

    PROLOGUE 
 

     The night was rank with the smell of man. 

  The warg stopped beneath a tree and sniffed, his grey-brown fur dappled by shadow. A sigh of 

piney wind brought the man-scent to him, over fainter smells that spoke of fox and hare, seal and stag, 

even wolf. Those were man-smells too, the warg knew; the stink of old skins, dead and sour, near 

drowned beneath the stronger scents of smoke and blood and rot. Only man stripped the skins from 

other beasts and wore their hides and hair. 

  Wargs have no fear of man, as wolves do. Hate and hunger coiled in his belly, and he gave a low 

growl, calling to his one-eyed brother, to his small sly sister. As he raced through the trees, his 

packmates followed hard on his heels. They had caught the scent as well. As he ran, he saw through 

their eyes too and glimpsed himself ahead. The breath of the pack puffed warm and white from long 

grey jaws. Ice had frozen between their paws, hard as stone, but the hunt was on now, the prey ahead. 

Flesh, the warg thought, meat. 

  A man alone was a feeble thing. Big and strong, with good sharp eyes, but dull of ear and deaf to 

smells. Deer and elk and even hares were faster, bears and boars fiercer in a fight. But men in packs 

were dangerous. As the wolves closed on the prey, the warg heard the wailing of a pup, the crust of last 

ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ ǎƴƻǿ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ǳƴŘŜǊ ŎƭǳƳǎȅ Ƴŀƴ-paws, the rattle of hardskins and the long grey claws men 

carried. 

  Swords, a voice inside him whispered, spears. 

  The trees had grown icy teeth, snarling down from the bare brown branches. One Eye ripped 

through the undergrowth, spraying snow. His packmates followed. Up a hill and down the slope beyond, 

until the wood opened before them and the men were there. One was female. The fur-wrapped bundle 

she clutched was her pup. Leave her for last, the voice whispered, the males are the danger. They were 

roaring at each other as men did, but the warg could smell their terror. One had a wooden tooth as tall 

as he was. He flung it, but his hand was shaking and the tooth sailed high. 

  Then the pack was on them. 

  His one-eyed brother knocked the tooth-thrower back into a snowdrift and tore his throat out as 

he struggled. His sister slipped behind the other male and took him from the rear. That left the female 

and her pup for him. 



  {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǘƻƻǘƘ ǘƻƻΣ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƻƴŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƻŦ ōƻƴŜΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŘǊƻǇǇŜŘ ƛǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊƎΩǎ Ƨŀǿǎ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ 

around her leg. As she fell, she wrapped both arms around her noisy pup. Underneath her furs the 

female was just skin and bones, but her dugs were full of milk. The sweetest meat was on the pup. The 

wolf saved the choicest parts for his brother. All around the carcasses, the frozen snow turned pink and 

red as the pack filled its bellies. 

  Leagues away, in a one-room hut of mud and straw with a thatched roof and a smoke hole and a 

floor of hard-packed earth, Varamyr shivered and coughed and licked his lips. His eyes were red, his lips 

cracked, his throat dry and parched, but the taste of blood and fat filled his mouth, even as his swollen 

belly cried for nourishment. ! ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ ŦƭŜǎƘΣ he thought, remembering Bump. Human meat. Had he sunk 

ǎƻ ƭƻǿ ŀǎ ǘƻ ƘǳƴƎŜǊ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘǳƳŀƴ ƳŜŀǘΚ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƘŜŀǊ IŀƎƎƻƴ ƎǊƻǿƭƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ άaŜƴ Ƴŀȅ eat 

the flesh of beasts and beasts the flesh of men, but the man who eats the flesh of man is an 

ŀōƻƳƛƴŀǘƛƻƴΦέ 

  Abomination. ¢Ƙŀǘ ƘŀŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ōŜŜƴ IŀƎƎƻƴΩǎ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜ ǿƻǊŘΦ Abomination, abomination, 

abomination. To eat of human meat was abomination, to mate as wolf with wolf was abomination, and 

to seize the body of another man was the worst abomination of all. Haggon was weak, afraid of his own 

power. He died weeping and alone when I ripped his second life from him. Varamyr had devoured his 

heart himself. He taught me much and more, and the last thing I learned from him was the taste of 

human flesh. 

  That was as a wolf, though. He had never eaten the meat of men with human teeth. He would 

not grudge his pack their feast, however. The wolves were as famished as he was, gaunt and cold and 

ƘǳƴƎǊȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜȅ Χ two men and a woman, a babe in arms, fleeing from defeat to death. They would 

have perished soon in any case, from exposure or starvation. This way was better, quicker. A mercy. 

  ά! ƳŜǊŎȅΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƭƻǳd. His throat was raw, but it felt good to hear a human voice, even his 

own. The air smelled of mold and damp, the ground was cold and hard, and his fire was giving off more 

smoke than heat. He moved as close to the flames as he dared, coughing and shivering by turns, his side 

throbbing where his wound had opened. Blood had soaked his breeches to the knee and dried into a 

hard brown crust. 

  ¢ƘƛǎǘƭŜ ƘŀŘ ǿŀǊƴŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŀǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΦ άL ǎŜǿŜŘ ƛǘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘΣέ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άōǳǘ ȅƻǳ 

need to rest and let ƛǘ ƳŜƴŘΣ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŜǎƘ ǿƛƭƭ ǘŜŀǊ ƻǇŜƴ ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ 

  Thistle had been the last of his companions, a spearwife tough as an old root, warty, windburnt, 

and wrinkled. The others had deserted them along the way. One by one they fell behind or forged 

ahead, making for their old villages, or the Milkwater, or Hardhome, or a lonely death in the woods. 

Varamyr did not know, and could not care. I should have taken one of them when I had the chance. One 

of the twins, or the big man with the scarred face, or the youth with the red hair. He had been afraid, 

though. One of the others might have realized what was happening. Then they would have turned on 

ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ !ƴŘ IŀƎƎƻƴΩǎ ǿƻǊŘǎ ƘŀŘ ƘŀǳƴǘŜŘ ƘƛƳΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ƘŀŘ ǇŀǎǎŜŘΦ 



  After the battle there had been thousands of them struggling through the forest, hungry, 

frightened, fleeing the carnage that had descended on them at the Wall. Some had talked of returning 

ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƳŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ŀōŀƴŘƻƴŜŘΣ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ƻŦ ƳƻǳƴǘƛƴƎ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ŀǎǎŀǳƭǘ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǘŜΣ ōǳǘ Ƴƻǎǘ ǿŜǊŜ 

lost, with no notion of where to go or what to do. They had escaped the black-cloaked crows and the 

knights in their grey steel, but more relentless enemies stalked them now. Every day left more corpses 

by the trails. Some died of hunger, some of cold, some of sickness. Others were slain by those who had 

been their brothers-in-arms when they marched south with Mance Rayder, the King-Beyond-the-Wall. 

  Mance is fallen, the survivors told each other in despairing voices, Mance is taken, Mance is 

dead. άIŀǊƳŀΩǎ ŘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ aŀƴŎŜ ƛǎ ŎŀǇǘǳǊŜŘΣ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ Ǌǳƴ ƻŦŦ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŦǘ ǳǎΣέ ¢ƘƛǎǘƭŜ ƘŀŘ ŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΣ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ 

ǿŀǎ ǎŜǿƛƴƎ ǳǇ Ƙƛǎ ǿƻǳƴŘΦ ά¢ƻǊƳǳƴŘΣ ǘƘŜ ²ŜŜǇŜǊΣ {ƛȄǎƪƛƴǎΣ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜƳ ōǊŀǾŜ ǊŀƛŘŜǊǎΦ ²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ 

ƴƻǿΚέ 

  She does not know me, Varamyr realized then, and why should she? Without his beasts he did 

not look like a great man. I was Varamyr Six-skins, who broke bread with Mance Rayder. He had named 

himself Varamyr when he was ten. A name fit for a lord, a name for songs, a mighty name, and 

fearsome. Yet he had run from the crows like a frightened rabbit. The terrible Lord Varamyr had gone 

craven, but he could not bear that she should know that, so he told the spearwife that his name was 

Haggon. Afterward he wondered why that name had come to his lips, of all those he might have chosen. 

I ate his heart and drank his blood, and still he haunts me. 

  One day, as they fled, a rider came galloping through the woods on a gaunt white horse, 

shouting that they all should make for the Milkwater, that the Weeper was gathering warriors to cross 

the Bridge of Skulls and take the Shadow Tower. Many followed him; more did not. Later, a dour warrior 

in fur and amber went from cookfire to cookfire, urging all the survivors to head north and take refuge 

in the valley of the Thenns. Why he thought they would be safe there when the Thenns themselves had 

fled the place Varamyr never learned, but hundreds followed him. Hundreds more went off with the 

ǿƻƻŘǎ ǿƛǘŎƘ ǿƘƻΩŘ ƘŀŘ ŀ Ǿƛǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ ŀ ŦƭŜŜǘ ƻŦ ǎƘƛǇǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎŀǊǊȅ ǘƘŜ ŦǊŜŜ Ŧƻƭƪ ǎƻǳǘƘΦ ά²Ŝ Ƴǳǎǘ ǎŜŜƪ 

ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀΣέ ŎǊƛŜŘ aƻǘƘŜǊ aƻƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜǊǎ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŜŀǎǘΦ 

  ±ŀǊŀƳȅǊ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀƳƻƴƎǎǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƛŦ ƻƴƭȅ ƘŜΩd been stronger. The sea was grey and cold 

and far away, though, and he knew that he would never live to see it. He was nine times dead and dying, 

and this would be his true death. A squirrel-skin cloak, he remembered, he knifed me for a squirrel-skin 

cloak. 

  Its owner had been dead, the back of her head smashed into red pulp flecked with bits of bone, 

but her cloak looked warm and thick. It was snowing, and Varamyr had lost his own cloaks at the Wall. 

His sleeping pelts and woolen smallclothes, his sheepskin boots and fur-lined gloves, his store of mead 

and hoarded food, the hanks of hair he took from the women he bedded, even the golden arm rings 

Mance had given him, all lost and left behind. I burned and I died and then I ran, half-mad with pain and 

terror. The memory still shamed him, but he had not been alone. Others had run as well, hundreds of 

them, thousands. The battle was lost. The knights had come, invincible in their steel, killing everyone 

who stayed to fight. It was run or die. 



  Death was not so easily outrun, however. So when Varamyr came upon the dead woman in the 

wood, he knelt to strip the cloak from her, and never saw the boy until he burst from hiding to drive the 

long bone knife into his side and rip the cloak out of his clutching fingerǎΦ άIƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΣέ ¢ƘƛǎǘƭŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ 

ƭŀǘŜǊΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ ƘŀŘ Ǌǳƴ ƻŦŦΦ άLǘ ǿŜǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŎƭƻŀƪΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎŀǿ ȅƻǳ ǊƻōōƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ Χέ 

  ά{ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŘŜŀŘΣέ ±ŀǊŀƳȅǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛƴŎƛƴƎ ŀǎ ƘŜǊ ōƻƴŜ ƴŜŜŘƭŜ ǇƛŜǊŎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦƭŜǎƘΦ ά{ƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǎƳŀǎƘŜŘ 

ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΦ {ƻƳŜ ŎǊƻǿΦέ 

  άbƻ ŎǊƻǿΦ IƻǊƴŦƻƻǘ ƳŜƴΦ L ǎŀǿ ƛǘΦέ IŜǊ ƴŜŜŘƭŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǎƘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛŘŜ ŎƭƻǎŜŘΦ ά{ŀǾŀƎŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ 

ǿƘƻΩǎ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƻ ǘŀƳŜ ǘƘŜƳΚέ No one. If Mance is dead, the free folk are doomed. The Thenns, giants, and 

the Hornfoot men, the cave-dwellers with their filed teeth, and the men of the western shore with their 

ŎƘŀǊƛƻǘǎ ƻŦ ōƻƴŜ Χ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǿŜǊŜ ŘƻƻƳŜŘ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ 9ǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǿǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘ ȅŜǘΣ ōǳǘ 

those black-cloaked bastards would perish with the rest. The enemy was coming. 

  IŀƎƎƻƴΩǎ ǊƻǳƎƘ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŜŎƘƻŜŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ŘƛŜ ŀ ŘƻȊŜƴ ŘŜŀǘƘǎΣ ōƻȅΣ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƻƴŜ ǿƛƭƭ 

ƘǳǊǘ Χ ōǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǘǊǳŜ ŘŜŀǘƘ ŎƻƳŜǎΣ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƭƛǾŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƭƛŦŜ ƛǎ ǎƛƳǇƭŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎǿŜŜǘŜǊΣ ǘƘŜȅ 

ǎŀȅΦέ 

  Varamyr Sixskins would know the truth of that soon enough. He could taste his true death in the 

smoke that hung acrid in the air, feel it in the heat beneath his fingers when he slipped a hand under his 

clothes to touch his wound. The chill was in him too, though, deep down in his bones. This time it would 

be cold that killed him. 

  His last death had been by fire. I burned. At first, in his confusion, he thought some archer on 

ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭ ƘŀŘ ǇƛŜǊŎŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŦƭŀƳƛƴƎ ŀǊǊƻǿ Χ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ inside him, consuming him. And 

the pain Χ 

  Varamyr had died nine times before. He had died ƻƴŎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ǎǇŜŀǊ ǘƘǊǳǎǘΣ ƻƴŎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ōŜŀǊΩǎ 

teeth in his throat, and once in a wash of blood as he brought forth a stillborn cub. He died his first 

ŘŜŀǘƘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǎƛȄΣ ŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŀȄŜ ŎǊŀǎƘŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƪǳƭƭΦ 9ǾŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ ōŜŜƴ ǎƻ 

agonizing as the fire in his guts, crackling along his wings, devouring him. When he tried to fly from it, his 

terror fanned the flames and made them burn hotter. One moment he had been soaring above the 

²ŀƭƭΣ Ƙƛǎ ŜŀƎƭŜΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƳŀǊƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǾŜƳŜƴǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ōŜlow. Then the flames had turned his heart 

ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ōƭŀŎƪŜƴŜŘ ŎƛƴŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎŜƴǘ Ƙƛǎ ǎǇƛǊƛǘ ǎŎǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ǎƪƛƴΣ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƘŜΩŘ 

gone mad. Even the memory was enough to make him shudder. 

  That was when he noticed that his fire had gone out. 

  Only a grey-and-black tangle of charred wood remained, with a few embers glowing in the 

ashes. ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎƳƻƪŜΣ ƛǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǿƻƻŘΦ Gritting his teeth against the pain, Varamyr crept to the 

pile of broken branches Thistle had gathered before she went off hunting, and tossed a few sticks onto 

ǘƘŜ ŀǎƘŜǎΦ ά/ŀǘŎƘΣέ ƘŜ ŎǊƻŀƪŜŘΦ άBurn.έ IŜ ōƭŜǿ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƳōŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ ŀ ǿƻǊŘƭŜǎǎ ǇǊŀȅŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

nameless gods of wood and hill and field. 



  The gods gave no answer. After a while, the smoke ceased to rise as well. Already the little hut 

was growing colder. Varamyr had no flint, no tinder, no dry kindling. He would never get the fire burning 

ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ƴƻǘ ōȅ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ ά¢ƘƛǎǘƭŜΣέ ƘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘΣ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƘƻŀǊǎŜ ŀƴŘ ŜŘƎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǇŀƛƴΦ άThistle!έ 

  Her chin was pointed and her nose flat, and she had a mole on one cheek with four dark hairs 

growing from it. An ugly face, and hard, yet he would have given much to glimpse it in the door of the 

hut. I should have taken her before she left. How long had she been gone? Two days? Three? Varamyr 

was uncertain. It was dark inside the hut, and he had been drifting in and out of sleep, never quite sure 

ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Řŀȅ ƻǊ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜΦ ά²ŀƛǘΣέ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ōŀŎƪ ǿƛǘƘ ŦƻƻŘΦέ {ƻ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ Ŧƻƻƭ ƘŜΩŘ ǿŀƛǘŜŘΣ 

dreaming of Haggon and Bump and all the wrongs he had done in his long life, but days and nights had 

passed and Thistle had not returned. {ƘŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪΦ Varamyr wondered if he had given 

himself away. Could she tell what he was thinking just from looking at him, or had he muttered in his 

fever dream? 

  Abomination, ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ IŀƎƎƻƴ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƘŜǊŜΣ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǾŜǊȅ ǊƻƻƳΦ ά{ƘŜ 

ƛǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǳƎƭȅ ǎǇŜŀǊǿƛŦŜΣέ ±ŀǊŀƳȅǊ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ άL ŀƳ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƳŀƴΦ L ŀƳ ±ŀǊŀƳȅǊΣ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊƎΣ ǘƘŜ 

skinchanger, it is not right tƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƭƛǾŜ ŀƴŘ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŘƛŜΦέ bƻ ƻƴŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ 

there. Thistle was gone. She had abandoned him, the same as all the rest. 

  His own mother had abandoned him as well. She cried for Bump, but she never cried for me. The 

morning his father pulled him out of bed to deliver him to Haggon, she would not even look at him. He 

had shrieked and kicked as he was dragged into the woods, until his father slapped him and told him to 

ōŜ ǉǳƛŜǘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ōŜƭƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ƪƛƴŘΣέ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŦƭǳƴƎ ƘƛƳ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ IŀƎƎƻƴΩǎ ŦŜŜǘΦ 

  He was not wrong, Varamyr thought, shivering. Haggon taught me much and more. He taught 

me how to hunt and fish, how to butcher a carcass and bone a fish, how to find my way through the 

woods. And he taught me the way of the warg and the secrets of the skinchanger, though my gift was 

stronger than his own. 

  Years later he had tried to find his parents, to tell them that their Lump had become the great 

Varamyr Sixskins, but both of them were dead and burned. Gone into the trees and streams, gone into 

the rocks and earth. Gone to dirt and ashes. That was what the woods witch told his mother, the day 

Bump died. Lump did not want to be a clod of earth. The boy had dreamed of a day when bards would 

sing of his deeds and pretty girls would kiss him. When I am grown I will be the King-Beyond-the-Wall, 

Lump had promised himself. He never had, but he had come close. Varamyr Sixskins was a name men 

feared. He rode to battle on the back of a snow bear thirteen feet tall, kept three wolves and a 

shadowcat in thrall, and sat at the right hand of Mance Rayder. It was Mance who brought me to this 

place. I should not have listened. I should have slipped inside my bear and torn him to pieces. 

  Before Mance, Varamyr Sixskins had been a lord of sorts. He lived alone in a hall of moss and 

ƳǳŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǿƴ ƭƻƎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ƻƴŎŜ ōŜŜƴ IŀƎƎƻƴΩǎΣ ŀǘǘŜƴŘŜŘ ōȅ Ƙƛǎ ōŜŀǎǘǎΦ ! ŘƻȊŜƴ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜǎ ŘƛŘ ƘƛƳ 

homage in bread and salt and cider, offering him fruit from their orchards and vegetables from their 

gardens. His meat he got himself. Whenever he desired a woman he sent his shadowcat to stalk her, and 

ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ƎƛǊƭ ƘŜΩŘ Ŏŀǎǘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜ ǳǇƻƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ƳŜŜƪƭȅ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ōŜŘΦ {ƻƳŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǿŜŜǇƛƴƎΣ ŀȅŜΣ ōǳǘ ǎǘƛƭƭ 



they came. Varamyr gave them his seed, took a hank of their hair to remember them by, and sent them 

back. From time to time, some village hero would come with spear in hand to slay the beastling and save 

a sister or a lover or a daughter. Those he killed, but he never harmed the women. Some he even 

blessed with children. Runts. Small, puny things, like Lump, and not one with the gift. 

  Fear drove him to his feet, reeling. Holding his side to staunch the seep of blood from his 

wound, Varamyr lurched to the door and swept aside the ragged skin that covered it to face a wall of 

white. Snow. No wonder it had grown so dark and smoky inside. The falling snow had buried the hut. 

  When Varamyr pushed at it, the snow crumbled and gave way, still soft and wet. Outside, the 

night was white as death; pale thin clouds danced attendance on a silver moon, while a thousand stars 

watched coldly. He could see the humped shapes of other huts buried beneath drifts of snow, and 

beyond them the pale shadow of a weirwood armored in ice. To the south and west the hills were a vast 

ǿƘƛǘŜ ǿƛƭŘŜǊƴŜǎǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƳƻǾŜŘ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ǘƘŜ ōƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǎƴƻǿΦ ά¢ƘƛǎǘƭŜΣέ ±ŀǊŀƳȅǊ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŦŜŜōƭȅΣ 

ǿƻƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ Ƙƻǿ ŦŀǊ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƎƻƴŜΦ άThistle. Woman. Where are you?έ 

  Far away, a wolf gave howl. 

  A shiver went through Varamyr. He knew that howl as well as Lump had once known his 

ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ One Eye. He was the oldest of his three, the biggest, the fiercest. Stalker was leaner, 

quicker, younger, Sly more cunning, but both went in fear of One Eye. The old wolf was fearless, 

relentless, savage. 

  ±ŀǊŀƳȅǊ ƘŀŘ ƭƻǎǘ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƻǘƘŜǊ ōŜŀǎǘǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƎƻƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŜŀƎƭŜΩǎ ŘŜŀǘƘΦ Iƛǎ ǎƘŀŘƻǿŎŀǘ 

had raced into the woods, whilst his snow bear turned her claws on those around her, ripping apart four 

men before falling to a spear. She would have slain Varamyr had he come within her reach. The bear 

hated him, had raged each time he wore her skin or climbed upon her back. 

  His wolves, though Χ 

  My brothers. My pack. Many a cold night he had slept with his wolves, their shaggy bodies piled 

up around him to help keep him warm. When I die they will feast upon my flesh and leave only bones to 

greet the thaw come spring. The thought was queerly comforting. His wolves had often foraged for him 

as they roamed; it seemed only fitting that he should feed them in the end. He might well begin his 

second life tearing at the warm dead flesh of his own corpse. 

  Dogs were the easiest beasts to bond with; they lived so close to men that they were almost 

ƘǳƳŀƴΦ {ƭƛǇǇƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ŘƻƎΩǎ ǎƪƛƴ ǿŀǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ ōƻƻǘΣ ƛts leather softened by wear. As a boot 

was shaped to accept a foot, a dog was shaped to accept a collar, even a collar no human eye could see. 

Wolves were harder. A man might befriend a wolf, even break a wolf, but no man could truly tame a 

ǿƻƭŦΦ ά²ƻƭǾŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǿƻƳŜƴ ǿŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƭƛŦŜΣέ IŀƎƎƻƴ ƻŦǘŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǘŀƪŜ ƻƴŜΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ƳŀǊǊƛŀƎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƻƭŦ ƛǎ 

ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŀǘ Řŀȅ ƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ƘƛƳΦ .ƻǘƘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ŎƘŀƴƎŜΦέ 

  Other beasts were best left alone, the hunter had declared. Cats were vain and cruel, always 

ready to turn on you. Elk and deer were prey; wear their skins too long, and even the bravest man 



ōŜŎŀƳŜ ŀ ŎƻǿŀǊŘΦ .ŜŀǊǎΣ ōƻŀǊǎΣ ōŀŘƎŜǊǎΣ ǿŜŀǎŜƭǎ Χ IŀƎƎƻƴ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƘƻƭŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǳŎƘΦ ά{ƻƳŜ ǎƪƛƴǎ ȅƻǳ 

ƴŜǾŜǊ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǿŜŀǊΣ ōƻȅΦ ¸ƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩŘ ōŜŎƻƳŜΦέ .ƛǊŘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊǎǘΣ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ƘƛƳ ǘŜƭƭ ƛǘΦ 

άaŜƴ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǊǘƘΦ {ǇŜƴŘ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƛƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƻǳŘǎ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ 

ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ Řƻǿƴ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ L ƪƴƻǿ ǎƪƛƴŎƘŀƴƎŜǊǎ ǿƘƻΩǾŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ƘŀǿƪǎΣ ƻǿƭǎΣ ǊŀǾŜƴǎΦ 9ǾŜƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴ ǎƪƛƴǎΣ 

they sit ƳƻƻƴȅΣ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ōƭǳŜΦέ 

  Not all skinchangers felt the same, however. Once, when Lump was ten, Haggon had taken him 

to a gathering of such. The wargs were the most numerous in that company, the wolf-brothers, but the 

boy had found the others stranger and more fascinating. Borroq looked so much like his boar that all he 

lacked was tusks, Orell had his eagle, Briar her shadowcat (the moment he saw them, Lump wanted a 

shadowcat of his own), the goat woman Grisella Χ 

  None of them had been as strong as Varamyr Sixskins, though, not even Haggon, tall and grim 

with his hands as hard as stone. The hunter died weeping after Varamyr took Greyskin from him, driving 

him out to claim the beast for his own. No second life for you, old man. Varamyr ThreesƪƛƴǎΣ ƘŜΩŘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ 

himself back then. Greyskin made four, though the old wolf was frail and almost toothless and soon 

followed Haggon into death. 

  Varamyr could take any beast he wanted, bend them to his will, make their flesh his own. Dog or 

wolf, bear or badger Χ 

  Thistle, he thought. 

  Haggon would call it an abomination, the blackest sin of all, but Haggon was dead, devoured, 

and burned. Mance would have cursed him as well, but Mance was slain or captured. No one will ever 

know. I will be Thistle the spearwife, and Varamyr Sixskins will be dead. His gift would perish with his 

body, he expected. He would lose his wolves, and live out the rest of his days as some scrawny, warty 

ǿƻƳŀƴ Χ but he would live. If she comes back. If I am still strong enough to take her. 

  A wave of dizziness washed over Varamyr. He found himself upon his knees, his hands buried in 

a snowdrift. He scooped up a fistful of snow and filled his mouth with it, rubbing it through his beard 

and against his cracked lips, sucking down the moisture. The water was so cold that he could barely 

bring himself to swallow, and he realized once again how hot he was. 

  The snowmelt only made him hungrier. It was food his belly craved, not water. The snow had 

stopped falling, but the wind was rising, filling the air with crystal, slashing at his face as he struggled 

through the drifts, the wound in his side opening and closing again. His breath made a ragged white 

cloud. When he reached the weirwood tree, he found a fallen branch just long enough to use as a 

crutch. Leaning heavily upon it, he staggered toward the nearest hut. Perhaps the villagers had 

ŦƻǊƎƻǘǘŜƴ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ŦƭŜŘ Χ ŀ ǎŀŎƪ ƻŦ ŀǇǇƭŜǎΣ ǎƻƳŜ ŘǊƛŜŘ ƳŜŀǘΣ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ to keep him alive 

until Thistle returned. 

  He was almost there when his crutch snapped beneath his weight, and his legs went out from 

under him. 



  How long he sprawled there with his blood reddening the snow Varamyr could not have said. 

The snow will bury me. It would be a peaceful death. They say you feel warm near the end, warm and 

sleepy. It would be good to feel warm again, though it made him sad to think that he would never see 

the green lands, the warm lands beyond the Wall that Mance used to sing abƻǳǘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ǘƘŜ 

²ŀƭƭ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ŦƻǊ ƻǳǊ ƪƛƴŘΣέ IŀƎƎƻƴ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŦǊŜŜ Ŧƻƭƪ ŦŜŀǊ ǎƪƛƴŎƘŀƴƎŜǊǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘƻƴƻǊ ǳǎ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ 

{ƻǳǘƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭΣ ǘƘŜ ƪƴŜŜƭŜǊǎ Ƙǳƴǘ ǳǎ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ōǳǘŎƘŜǊ ǳǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǇƛƎǎΦέ 

  You warned me, Varamyr thought, but it was you who showed me Eastwatch too. He could not 

have been more than ten. Haggon traded a dozen strings of amber and a sled piled high with pelts for six 

skins of wine, a block of salt, and a copper kettle. Eastwatch was a better place to trade than Castle 

Black; that was where the ships came, laden with goods from the fabled lands beyond the sea. The 

ŎǊƻǿǎ ƪƴŜǿ IŀƎƎƻƴ ŀǎ ŀ ƘǳƴǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŀ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿǎ ƘŜ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ 

of life beyond their Wall. Some knew him for a skinchanger too, but no one spoke of that. It was there at 

Eastwatch-by-the-{Ŝŀ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŦƛǊǎǘ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ŘǊŜŀƳ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊƳ ǎƻǳǘƘΦ 

  Varamyr could feel the snowflakes melting on his brow. This is not so bad as burning. Let me 

sleep and never wake, let me begin my second life. His wolves were close now. He could feel them. He 

would leave this feeble flesh behind, become one with them, hunting the night and howling at the 

moon. The warg would become a true wolf. Which, though? 

  Not Sly. Haggon would have called it abomination, but Varamyr had often slipped inside her skin 

as she was being mounted by One Eye. He did not want to spend his new life as a bitch, though, not 

ǳƴƭŜǎǎ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƘƻƛŎŜΦ {ǘŀƭƪŜǊ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǎǳƛǘ ƘƛƳ ōŜǘǘŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎŜǊ ƳŀƭŜ Χ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ hƴŜ 9ȅŜ ǿŀǎ 

larger and fiercer, and it was One Eye who took Sly whenever she went into heat. 

  ά¢ƘŜȅ ǎŀȅ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊƎŜǘΣέ IŀƎƎƻƴ ƘŀŘ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΣ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǿŜŜƪǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ŘŜŀǘƘΦ ά²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ 

ƳŀƴΩǎ ŦƭŜǎƘ ŘƛŜǎΣ Ƙƛǎ ǎǇƛǊƛǘ ƭƛǾŜǎ ƻƴ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀǎǘΣ ōǳǘ ŜǾŜǊȅ Řŀȅ Ƙƛǎ ƳŜƳƻǊȅ ŦŀŘes, and the beast 

becomes a little less a warg, a little more a wolf, until nothing of the man is left and only the beast 

ǊŜƳŀƛƴǎΦέ 

  ±ŀǊŀƳȅǊ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘΦ ²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŜŀƎƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ hǊŜƭƭΩǎΣ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦŜŜƭ 

the other skinchanger raging at his presence. Orell had been slain by the turncloak crow Jon Snow, and 

his hate for his killer had been so strong that Varamyr found himself hating the beastling boy as well. He 

had known what Snow was the moment he saw that great white direwolf stalking silent at his side. One 

skinchanger can always sense another. Mance should have let me take the direwolf. There would be a 

second life worthy of a king. He could have done it, he did not doubt. The gift was strong in Snow, but 

the youth was untaught, still fighting his nature when he should have gloried in it. 

  ±ŀǊŀƳȅǊ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ǿŜƛǊǿƻƻŘΩǎ ǊŜŘ ŜȅŜǎ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƛǘŜ ǘǊǳƴƪΦ The gods 

are weighing me. A shiver went through him. He had done bad things, terrible things. He had stolen, 

killed, raped. He had gorged on human flesh and lapped the blood of dying men as it gushed red and hot 

from their torn throats. He had stalked foes through the woods, fallen on them as they slept, clawed 

their entrails from their bellies and scattered them across the muddy earth. How sweet their meat had 

tasted. ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀǎǘΣ ƴƻǘ ƳŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ŀ ƘƻŀǊǎŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƎƛŦǘ ȅƻǳ ƎŀǾŜ ƳŜΦέ 



  The gods made no reply. His breath hung pale and misty in the air. He could feel ice forming in 

his beard. Varamyr Sixskins closed his eyes. 

  IŜ ŘǊŜŀƳǘ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ ŘǊŜŀƳ ƻŦ ŀ ƘƻǾŜƭ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀΣ ǘƘǊŜŜ ŘƻƎǎ ǿƘƛƳǇŜǊƛƴƎΣ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ǘŜŀǊǎΦ 

  Bump. She weeps for Bump, but she never wept for me. 

  Lump had been born a month before his proper time, and he was sick so often that no one 

expected him to live. His mother waited until he was almost four to give him a proper name, and by 

then it was too late. The whole village had taken to calling him Lump, the name his sister Meha had 

ƎƛǾŜƴ ƘƛƳ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ōŜƭƭȅΦ aŜƘŀ ƘŀŘ ƎƛǾŜƴ .ǳƳǇ Ƙƛǎ ƴŀƳŜ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΣ ōǳǘ [ǳƳǇΩǎ 

ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ōƻǊƴ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǇǊƻǇŜǊ ǘƛƳŜΣ ōƛƎ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǊƻōǳǎǘΣ ǎǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƎǊŜŜŘƛƭȅ ŀǘ aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ 

teats. She was going to name him after Father. Bump died, though. He died when he was two and I was 

six, three days before his nameday. 

  ά¸ƻǳǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƻƴŜ ƛǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŘǎ ƴƻǿΣέ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻŘǎ ǿƛǘŎƘ ǘƻƭŘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΣ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǿŜǇǘΦ άIŜΩƭƭ 

never hurt again, never hunger, never cry. The gods have taken him down into the earth, into the trees. 

The gods are all around us, in the rocks and streams, in the birds and beasts. Your Bump has gone to join 

ǘƘŜƳΦ IŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƛƴ ƛǘΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ƻƭŘ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ǿƻǊŘǎ ƘŀŘ ƎƻƴŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ [ǳƳǇ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƪƴƛŦŜΦ Bump sees. He is watching me. He 

knows. Lump could not hide ŦǊƻƳ ƘƛƳΣ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ǎƭƛǇ ōŜƘƛƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎƪƛǊǘǎ ƻǊ Ǌǳƴ ƻŦŦ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƎǎ 

ǘƻ ŜǎŎŀǇŜ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŦǳǊȅΦ The dogs. Loptail, Sniff, the Growler. They were good dogs. They were my 

friends. 

  ²ƘŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƎǎ ǎƴƛŦŦƛƴƎ ǊƻǳƴŘ .ǳƳǇΩǎ ōƻŘȅΣ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ no way of knowing which 

had done it, so he took his axe to all three. His hands shook so badly that it took two blows to silence 

Sniff and four to put the Growler down. The smell of blood hung heavy in the air, and the sounds the 

dying dogs had made were terrible to hear, yet Loptail still came when father called him. He was the 

oldest dog, and his training overcame his terror. By the time Lump slipped inside his skin it was too late. 

  No, Father, please, he tried to say, but dogs cannot speak the tongues of men, so all that 

ŜƳŜǊƎŜŘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǇƛǘŜƻǳǎ ǿƘƛƴŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ŀȄŜ ŎǊŀǎƘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ŘƻƎΩǎ ǎƪǳƭƭΣ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ 

hovel the boy let out a scream. That was how they knew. Two days later, his father dragged him into the 

woods. He brought his axe, so Lump thought he meant to put him down the same way he had done the 

ŘƻƎǎΦ LƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƘŜΩŘ ƎƛǾŜƴ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ IŀƎƎƻƴΦ 

  ±ŀǊŀƳȅǊ ǿƻƪŜ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅΣ ǾƛƻƭŜƴǘƭȅΣ Ƙƛǎ ǿƘƻƭŜ ōƻŘȅ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎΦ άDŜǘ ǳǇΣέ ŀ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǎŎǊŜŀƳƛƴƎΣ 

άƎŜǘ ǳǇΣ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƎƻΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΦέ ¢ƘŜ snow had covered him with a stiff white 

blanket. So cold. When he tried to move, he found that his hand was frozen to the ground. He left some 

ǎƪƛƴ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǘƻǊŜ ƛǘ ƭƻƻǎŜΦ άDŜǘ ǳǇΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ άǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ coming.έ 

  Thistle had returned to him. She had him by the shoulders and was shaking him, shouting in his 

face. Varamyr could smell her breath and feel the warmth of it upon cheeks gone numb with cold. Now, 

he thought, do it now, or die. 



  He summoned all the strength still in him, leapt out of his own skin, and forced himself inside 

her. 

  Thistle arched her back and screamed. 

  Abomination. Was that her, or him, or Haggon? He never knew. His old flesh fell back into the 

snowdrift as her fingers loosened. The spear-wife twisted violently, shrieking. His shadowcat used to 

fight him wildly, and the snow bear had gone half-mad for a time, snapping at trees and rocks and 

ŜƳǇǘȅ ŀƛǊΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǿƻǊǎŜΦ άDŜǘ ƻǳǘΣ get outΗέ ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ƳƻǳǘƘ ǎƘƻǳǘƛƴƎΦ IŜǊ ōƻŘȅ 

staggered, fell, and rose again, her hands flailed, her legs jerked this way and that in some grotesque 

dance as his spirit and her own fought for the flesh. She sucked down a mouthful of the frigid air, and 

Varamyr had half a heartbeat to glory in the taste of it and the strength of this young body before her 

teeth snapped together and filled his mouth with blood. She raised her hands to his face. He tried to 

push them down again, but the hands would not obey, and she was clawing at his eyes. Abomination, he 

remembered, drowning in blood and pain and madness. When he tried to scream, she spat their tongue 

out. 

  The white world turned and fell away. For a moment it was as if he were inside the weirwood, 

gazing out through carved red eyes as a dying man twitched feebly on the ground and a madwoman 

danced blind and bloody underneath the moon, weeping red tears and ripping at her clothes. Then both 

were gone and he was rising, melting, his spirit borne on some cold wind. He was in the snow and in the 

clouds, he was a sparrow, a squirrel, an oak. A horned owl flew silently between his trees, hunting a 

hare; Varamyr was inside the owl, inside the hare, inside the trees. Deep below the frozen ground, 

earthworms burrowed blindly in the dark, and he was them as well. I am the wood, and everything 

ǘƘŀǘΩǎ in it, he thought, exulting. A hundred ravens took to the air, cawing as they felt him pass. A great 

elk trumpeted, unsettling the children clinging to his back. A sleeping direwolf raised his head to snarl at 

empty air. Before their hearts could beat again he had passed on, searching for his own, for One Eye, Sly, 

and Stalker, for his pack. His wolves would save him, he told himself. 

  That was his last thought as a man. 

  True death came suddenly; he felt a shock of cold, as if he had been plunged into the icy waters 

of a frozen lake. Then he found himself rushing over moonlit snows with his packmates close behind 

him. Half the world was dark. One Eye, he knew. He bayed, and Sly and Stalker gave echo. 

  When they reached the crest the wolves paused. Thistle, he remembered, and a part of him 

ƎǊƛŜǾŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƭƻǎǘ ŀƴŘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŀǊǘ ŦƻǊ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜΩŘ ŘƻƴŜΦ .ŜƭƻǿΣ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƘŀŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƛŎŜΦ 

Fingers of frost crept slowly up the weirwood, reaching out for each other. The empty village was no 

longer empty. Blue-eyed shadows walked amongst the mounds of snow. Some wore brown and some 

wore black and some were naked, their flesh gone white as snow. A wind was sighing through the hills, 

heavy with their scents: dead flesh, dry blood, skins that stank of mold and rot and urine. Sly gave a 

growl and bared her teeth, her ruff bristling. Not men. Not prey. Not these. 



  The things below moved, but did not live. One by one, they raised their heads toward the three 

wolves on the hill. The last to look was the thing that had been Thistle. She wore wool and fur and 

leather, and over that she wore a coat of hoarfrost that crackled when she moved and glistened in the 

moonlight. Pale pink icicles hung from her fingertips, ten long knives of frozen blood. And in the pits 

where her eyes had been, a pale blue light was flickering, lending her coarse features an eerie beauty 

they had never known in life. 

  She sees me. 

  TYRION 
 

     He drank his way across the narrow sea. 

  The ship was small, his cabin smaller, but the captain would not allow him abovedecks. The 

rocking of the deck beneath his feet made his stomach heave, and the wretched food tasted even worse 

when retched back up. But why did he need salt beef, hard cheese, and bread crawling with worms 

when he had wine to nourish him? It was red and sour, very strong. Sometimes he heaved the wine up 

too, but there was always more. 

  ά¢ƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƛǎ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ǿƛƴŜΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀƴƪƴŜǎǎ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀōƛƴΦ Iƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀŘ ŀƴȅ 

use for drunkards, but what did that matter? His ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŘŜŀŘΦ IŜΩŘ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ A bolt in the belly, my 

lord, and all for you. If only I was better with a crossbow, I would have put it through that cock you made 

me with, you bloody bastard. 

  Belowdecks, there was neither night nor day. Tyrion marked time by the comings and goings of 

the cabin boy who brought the meals he did not eat. The boy always brought a brush and bucket too, to 

ŎƭŜŀƴ ǳǇΦ άLǎ ǘƘƛǎ 5ƻǊƴƛǎƘ ǿƛƴŜΚέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƻƴŎŜΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ŀ ǎǘƻǇǇŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ǎƪƛƴΦ άLǘ ǊŜƳƛƴŘǎ 

me of a certaiƴ ǎƴŀƪŜ L ƪƴŜǿΦ ! ŘǊƻƭƭ ŦŜƭƭƻǿΣ ǘƛƭƭ ŀ Ƴƻǳƴǘŀƛƴ ŦŜƭƭ ƻƴ ƘƛƳΦέ 

  The cabin boy did not answer. He was an ugly boy, though admittedly more comely than a 

ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ŘǿŀǊŦ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ ƴƻǎŜ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǎŎŀǊ ŦǊƻƳ ŜȅŜ ǘƻ ŎƘƛƴΦ άIŀǾŜ L ƻŦŦŜƴŘŜŘ ȅƻǳΚέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ 

bƻȅ ǿŀǎ ǎŎǊǳōōƛƴƎΦ ά²ŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜŘ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ƳŜΚ hǊ ŘƛŘ ǎƻƳŜ ŘǿŀǊŦ ŘƛŘŘƭŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΚέ 

¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŜƴǘ ǳƴŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ǘƻƻΦ ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ǎŀƛƭƛƴƎΚ ¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘΦέ WŀƛƳŜ ƘŀŘ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ CǊŜŜ 

/ƛǘƛŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ƘŀŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƻƴŜΦ άLǎ ƛǘ .ǊŀŀǾƻǎΚ ¢ȅǊƻǎƘΚ aȅǊΚέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎƻƻƴŜǊ ƘŀǾŜ ƎƻƴŜ ǘƻ 

Dorne. Myrcella is older than Tommen, by Dornish law the Iron Throne is hers. I will help her claim her 

rights, as Prince Oberyn suggested. 

  Oberyn was dead, though, his head smashed to bloody ruin by the armored fist of Ser Gregor 

Clegane. And without the Red Viper to urge him on, would Doran Martell even consider such a chancy 

scheme? He might clap me in chains instead and hand me back to my sweet sister. The Wall might be 

ǎŀŦŜǊΦ hƭŘ .ŜŀǊ aƻǊƳƻƴǘ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘ ƘŀŘ ƴŜŜŘ ƻŦ ƳŜƴ ƭƛƪŜ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΦ Mormont might be dead, 

though. By now Slynt may be the lord commander. ¢Ƙŀǘ ōǳǘŎƘŜǊΩǎ ǎƻƴ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŦƻǊƎƻǘǘŜƴ 



who sent him to the Wall. Do I really want to spend the rest of my life eating salt beef and porridge with 

murderers and thieves? Not that the rest of his life would last very long. Janos Slynt would see to that. 

  ¢ƘŜ Ŏŀōƛƴ ōƻȅ ǿŜǘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊǳǎƘ ŀƴŘ ǎŎǊǳōōŜŘ ƻƴ ƳŀƴŦǳƭƭȅΦ άIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜǊ visited the pleasure 

ƘƻǳǎŜǎ ƻŦ [ȅǎΚέ ǘƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦ ƛƴǉǳƛǊŜŘΦ άaƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŀǘ ōŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿƘƻǊŜǎ ƎƻΚέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ǊŜŎŀƭƭ 

the Valyrian word for whore, and in any case it was too late. The boy tossed his brush back in his bucket 

and took his leave. 

  The wine has blurred my wits. IŜ ƘŀŘ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘ IƛƎƘ ±ŀƭȅǊƛŀƴ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƳŀŜǎǘŜǊΩǎ ƪƴŜŜΣ 

ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǎǇƻƪŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ bƛƴŜ CǊŜŜ /ƛǘƛŜǎ Χ ǿŜƭƭΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ŀ ŘƛŀƭŜŎǘ ŀǎ ƴƛƴŜ ŘƛŀƭŜŎǘǎ ƻƴ 

the way to becoming separate tongues. Tyrion had some Braavosi and a smattering of Myrish. In Tyrosh 

he should be able to curse the gods, call a man a cheat, and order up an ale, thanks to a sellsword he 

had once known at the Rock. At least in Dorne they speak the Common Tongue. Like Dornish food and 

Dornish law, Dornish speech was spiced with the flavors of the Rhoyne, but a man could comprehend it. 

Dorne, yes, Dorne for me. He crawled into his bunk, clutching that thought like a child with a doll. 

  Sleep had never come easily to Tyrion Lannister. Aboard that ship it seldom came at all, though 

from time to time he managed to drink sufficient wine to pass out for a while. At least he did not dream. 

He had dreamed enough for one small life. And of such follies: love, justice, friendship, glory. As well 

dream of being tall. It was all beyond his reach, Tyrion knew now. But he did not know where whores 

go. 

  ά²ƘŜǊŜǾŜǊ ǿƘƻǊŜǎ ƎƻΣέ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ His last words, and what words they were. The 

crossbow thrummed, Lord Tywin sat back down, and Tyrion Lannister found himself waddling through 

the darkness with Varys at his side. He must have clambered back down the shaft, two hundred and 

thirty rungs to where orange embers glowed in the mouth of an iron dragon. He remembered none of it. 

Only the sound the crossbow made, and the sǘƛƴƪ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ōƻǿŜƭǎ ƻǇŜƴƛƴƎΦ Even in his dying, he 

found a way to shit on me. 

  Varys had escorted him through the tunnels, but they never spoke until they emerged beside 

the Blackwater, where Tyrion had won a famous victory and lost a nose. That was when the dwarf 

ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŜǳƴǳŎƘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άLΩǾŜ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΣέ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƻƴŜ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǳǎŜ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΣ άLΩǾŜ 

ǎǘǳōōŜŘ Ƴȅ ǘƻŜΦέ 

  The master of whisperers had been dressed as a begging brother, in a moth-eaten robe of 

brown roughspun with a cowl ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŀŘƻǿŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƳƻƻǘƘ Ŧŀǘ ŎƘŜŜƪǎ ŀƴŘ ōŀƭŘ ǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜŀŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ 

ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƭƛƳōŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƭŀŘŘŜǊΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǊŜǇǊƻŀŎƘŦǳƭƭȅΦ 

  ά²ƘŜǊŜǾŜǊ ǿƘƻǊŜǎ ƎƻΦέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ƘŀŘ ǿŀǊƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǊŘΦ If I had not loosed, he 

would have seen my threats were empty. He would have taken the crossbow from my hands, as once he 

took Tysha from my arms. He was rising when I killed him. 

  άL ƪƛƭƭŜŘ {ƘŀŜ ǘƻƻΣέ ƘŜ ŎƻƴŦŜǎǎŜŘ ǘƻ ±ŀǊȅǎΦ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴŜǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎΦέ 



  άL ŘƛŘΦ .ǳǘ L ƴŜǾŜǊ ƪƴŜǿ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎΦέ 

  ±ŀǊȅǎ ǘƛǘǘŜǊŜŘΦ ά!ƴŘ ƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŘƻΦέ 

  I should have killed the eunuch as well. A little more blood on his hands, what would it matter? 

IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ǎŀȅ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ǎǘŀȅŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀƎƎŜǊΦ bƻǘ ƎǊŀǘƛǘǳŘŜΦ ±ŀǊȅǎ ƘŀŘ ǎŀǾŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ƘŜŀŘǎƳŀƴΩǎ 

sword, but only because Jaime had compelled him. WŀƛƳŜ Χ ƴƻΣ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ WŀƛƳŜΦ 

  IŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ŀ ŦǊŜǎƘ ǎƪƛƴ ƻŦ ǿƛƴŜ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǳŎƪŜŘ ŀǘ ƛǘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŜǊŜ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ōǊŜŀǎǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎƻǳǊ 

red ran down his chin and soaked through his soiled tunic, the same one he had been wearing in his cell. 

The deck was swaying beneath his feet, and when he tried to rise it lifted sideways and smashed him 

hard against a bulkhead. A storm, he realized, or else I am even drunker than I knew. He retched the 

wine up and lay in it a while, wondering if the ship would sink. Is this your vengeance, Father? Has the 

Father Above made you his Hand? ά{ǳŎƘ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƎŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴǎƭŀȅŜǊΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘ ƘƻǿƭŜŘ 

outside. It did not seem fair to drown the cabin boy and the captain and all the rest for something he 

had done, but when had the gods ever been fair? And around about then, the darkness gulped him 

down. 

  When he stirred again, his head felt like to burst and the ship was spinning round in dizzy circles, 

ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴ ǿŀǎ ƛƴǎƛǎǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǇƻǊǘΦ ¢ȅǊion told him to be quiet and kicked feebly 

as a huge bald sailor tucked him under one arm and carried him squirming to the hold, where an empty 

wine cask awaited him. It was a squat little cask, and a tight fit even for a dwarf. Tyrion pissed himself in 

his struggles, for all the good it did. He was crammed face-first into the cask with his knees pushed up 

against his ears. The stub of his nose itched horribly, but his arms were pinned so tightly that he could 

not reach to scratch it. A palanquin fit for a man of my stature, he thought as they hammered shut the 

lid. He could hear voices shouting as he was hoisted up. Every bounce cracked his head against the 

bottom of the cask. The world went round and round as the cask rolled downward, then stopped with a 

crash that made him want to scream. Another cask slammed into his, and Tyrion bit his tongue. 

  That was the longest journey he had ever taken, though it could not have lasted more than half 

an hour. He was lifted and lowered, rolled and stacked, upended and righted and rolled again. Through 

the wooden staves he heard men shouting, and once a horse whickered nearby. His stunted legs began 

to cramp, and soon hurt so badly that he forgot the hammering in his head. 

  It ended as it had begun, with another roll that left him dizzy and more jouncing. Outside, 

strange voices were speaking in a tongue he did not know. Someone started pounding on the top of the 

cask and the lid cracked open suddenly. Light came flooding in, and cool air as well. Tyrion gasped 

greedily and tried to stand, but only managed to knock the cask over sideways and spill himself out onto 

a hard-packed earthen floor. 

  Above him loomed a grotesque fat man with a forked yellow beard, holding a wooden mallet 

and an iron chisel. His bedrobe was large enough to serve as a tourney pavilion, but its loosely knotted 

belt had come undone, exposing a huge white belly and a pair of heavy breasts that sagged like sacks of 



suet covered with coarse yellow hair. He reminded Tyrion of a dead sea cow that had once washed up in 

the caverns under Casterly Rock. 

  ¢ƘŜ Ŧŀǘ Ƴŀƴ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ ά! ŘǊǳƴƪŜƴ ŘǿŀǊŦΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ /ƻƳƳƻƴ ¢ƻƴƎǳŜ ƻŦ 

Westeros. 

  ά! ǊƻǘǘƛƴƎ ǎŜŀ ŎƻǿΦέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΩǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ǿŀǎ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ōƭƻƻŘΦ IŜ ǎǇŀǘ ƛǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ Ŧŀǘ ƳŀƴΩs feet. They were 

in a long, dim cellar with barrel-vaulted ceilings, its stone walls spotted with nitre. Casks of wine and ale 

surrounded them, more than enough drink to see a thirsty dwarf safely through the night. Or through a 

life. 

  ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƛƴǎƻƭŜƴǘΦ L ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴ ŀ ŘǿŀǊŦΦέ ²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ Ŧŀǘ Ƴŀƴ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ŦƭŜǎƘ ōƻǳƴŎŜŘ ǎƻ 

ǾƛƎƻǊƻǳǎƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ƘŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ Ŧŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ ŎǊǳǎƘ ƘƛƳΦ ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƘǳƴƎǊȅΣ Ƴȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΚ ²ŜŀǊȅΚέ 

  ά¢ƘƛǊǎǘȅΦέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭŜŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƪƴŜŜǎΦ ά!ƴŘ ŦƛƭǘƘȅΦέ 

  The fat man sniffŜŘΦ ά! ōŀǘƘ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƻΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ŦƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǎƻŦǘ ōŜŘΣ ȅŜǎΚ aȅ ǎŜǊǾŀƴǘǎ ǎƘŀƭƭ ǎŜŜ 

ǘƻ ƛǘΦέ Iƛǎ Ƙƻǎǘ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƭƭŜǘ ŀƴŘ ŎƘƛǎŜƭ ŀǎƛŘŜΦ άaȅ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊǎΦ !ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ 

ǿŀǘŜǊ ƛǎ ŀ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ǘƻ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ aƻǇŀǘƛǎΣ ȅŜǎΦέ 

  And any friend of Varys the Spider is someone I will trust just as far as I can throw him. 

  The fat man made good on the promised bath, though. No sooner did Tyrion lower himself into 

the hot water and close his eyes than he was fast asleep. He woke naked on a goose-down feather bed 

so soft it felt as if he had been swallowed by a cloud. His tongue was growing hair and his throat was 

raw, but his cock was as hard as an iron bar. He rolled from the bed, found a chamber pot, and 

commenced to filling it, with a groan of pleasure. 

  The room was dim, but there were bars of yellow sunlight showing between the slats of the 

shutters. Tyrion shook the last drops off and waddled over patterned Myrish carpets as soft as new 

spring grass. Awkwardly he climbed the window seat and flung the shutters open to see where Varys 

and the gods had sent him. 

  Beneath his window six cherry trees stood sentinel around a marble pool, their slender branches 

ōŀǊŜ ŀƴŘ ōǊƻǿƴΦ ! ƴŀƪŜŘ ōƻȅ ǎǘƻƻŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊΣ ǇƻƛǎŜŘ ǘƻ ŘǳŜƭ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ōǊŀǾƻΩǎ ōƭŀŘŜ ƛƴ ƘŀƴŘΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ 

lithe and handsome, no older than sixteen, with straight blond hair that brushed his shoulders. So 

lifelike did he seem that it took the dwarf a long moment to realize he was made of painted marble, 

though his sword shimmered like true steel. 

  Across the pool stood a brick wall twelve feet high, with iron spikes along its top. Beyond that 

was the city. A sea of tiled rooftops crowded close around a bay. He saw square brick towers, a great red 

temple, a distant manse upon a hill. In the far distance, sunlight shimmered off deep water. Fishing 

boats were moving across the bay, their sails rippling in the wind, and he could see the masts of larger 

ships poking up along the shore. Surely one is bound for Dorne, or for Eastwatch-by-the-Sea. He had no 



means to pay for passage, though, nor was he made to pull an oar. I suppose I could sign on as a cabin 

boy and earn my way by letting the crew bugger me up and down the narrow sea. 

  He wondered where he was. Even the air smells different here. Strange spices scented the chilly 

autumn wind, and he could hear faint cries drifting over the wall from the streets beyond. It sounded 

something like Valyrian, but he did not recognize more than one word in five. Not Braavos, he 

concluded, nor Tyrosh. Those bare branches and the chill in the air argued against Lys and Myr and 

Volantis as well. 

  ²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ƻǇŜƴƛƴƎ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘƛƳΣ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƴŦǊƻƴǘ Ƙƛǎ Ŧŀǘ ƘƻǎǘΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ 

tŜƴǘƻǎΣ ȅŜǎΚέ 

  άWǳǎǘ ǎƻΦ ²ƘŜǊŜ ŜƭǎŜΚέ 

  Pentos. ²ŜƭƭΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ YƛƴƎΩǎ [ŀƴŘƛƴƎΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƳǳŎƘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŦƻǊ ƛǘΦ ά²ƘŜǊŜ Řƻ ǿƘƻǊŜǎ ƎƻΚέ 

he heard himself ask. 

  ά²ƘƻǊŜǎ ŀǊŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ōǊƻǘƘŜƭǎ ƘŜǊŜΣ ŀǎ ƛƴ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƴŜŜŘ ƻŦ ǎǳŎƘΣ Ƴȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ 

ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦ /ƘƻƻǎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƳƻƴƎǎǘ Ƴȅ ǎŜǊǾƛƴƎǿƻƳŜƴΦ bƻƴŜ ǿƛƭƭ ŘŀǊŜ ǊŜŦǳǎŜ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  ά{ƭŀǾŜǎΚέ ǘƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦ ŀsked pointedly. 

  The fat man stroked one of the prongs of his oiled yellow beard, a gesture Tyrion found 

ǊŜƳŀǊƪŀōƭȅ ƻōǎŎŜƴŜΦ ά{ƭŀǾŜǊȅ ƛǎ ŦƻǊōƛŘŘŜƴ ƛƴ tŜƴǘƻǎΣ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǘŜǊƳǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŀǘȅ ǘƘŜ .ǊŀŀǾƻǎƛ ƛƳǇƻǎŜŘ ƻƴ 

us a hundred years ago. Still, they will not rŜŦǳǎŜ ȅƻǳΦέ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ƎŀǾŜ ŀ ǇƻƴŘŜǊƻǳǎ ƘŀƭŦ ōƻǿΦ ά.ǳǘ ƴƻǿ Ƴȅ 

little friend must excuse me. I have the honor to be a magister of this great city, and the prince has 

ǎǳƳƳƻƴŜŘ ǳǎ ǘƻ ǎŜǎǎƛƻƴΦέ IŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΣ ǎƘƻǿƛƴƎ ŀ ƳƻǳǘƘ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ŎǊƻƻƪŜŘ ȅŜƭƭƻǿ ǘŜŜǘƘΦ ά9ȄǇƭƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ manse 

and grounds as you like, but on no account stray beyond the walls. It is best that no man knows that you 

ǿŜǊŜ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 

  άWere? IŀǾŜ L ƎƻƴŜ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜΚέ 

  ά¢ƛƳŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎΦ aȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ŀƴŘ L ǎƘŀƭƭ Ŝŀǘ ŀƴŘ ŘǊƛƴƪ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƪŜ 

gǊŜŀǘ ǇƭŀƴǎΣ ȅŜǎΚέ 

  ά¸ŜǎΣ Ƴȅ Ŧŀǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ He thinks to use me for his profit. It was all profit with the 

ƳŜǊŎƘŀƴǘ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ CǊŜŜ /ƛǘƛŜǎΦ ά{ǇƛŎŜ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƘŜŜǎŜ ƭƻǊŘǎΣέ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻǊŘ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΣ ǿƛǘƘ 

contempt. Should a day ever dawn when Illyrio Mopatis saw more profit in a dead dwarf than a live one, 

Tyrion would find himself packed into another wine cask by dusk. It would be well if I was gone before 

that day arrives. That it would arrive he did not doubt; Cersei was not like to forget him, and even Jaime 

ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ǾŜȄŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ǉǳŀǊǊŜƭ ƛƴ CŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ōŜƭƭȅΦ 

  A light wind was riffling the waters of the pool below, all around the naked swordsman. It 

reminded him of how Tysha would riffle his hair during the false spring of their marriage, before he 

ƘŜƭǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƎǳŀǊŘǎƳŜƴ ǊŀǇŜ ƘŜǊΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƎǳŀǊŘǎƳŜƴ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŦƭƛƎƘǘΣ 



trying to recall how many there had been. You would think he might remember that, but no. A dozen? A 

score? A hundred? He could not say. ThŜȅ ƘŀŘ ŀƭƭ ōŜŜƴ ƎǊƻǿƴ ƳŜƴΣ ǘŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ Χ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ŀƭƭ ƳŜƴ 

were tall to a dwarf of thirteen years. Tysha knew their number. Each of them had given her a silver stag, 

so she would only need to count the coins. A silver for each and a gold for me. His father had insisted 

that he pay her too. A Lannister always pays his debts. 

  ά²ƘŜǊŜǾŜǊ ǿƘƻǊŜǎ ƎƻΣέ ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ [ƻǊŘ ¢ȅǿƛƴ ǎŀȅ ƻƴŎŜ ƳƻǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƻƴŎŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ōƻǿǎǘǊƛƴƎ 

thrummed. 

  The magister had invited him to explore the manse. He found clean clothes in a cedar chest 

inlaid with lapis and mother-of-pearl. The clothes had been made for a small boy, he realized as he 

struggled into them. The fabrics were rich enough, if a little musty, but the cut was too long in the legs 

and too short in the arms, with a collar thaǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŀǎ ōƭŀŎƪ ŀǎ WƻŦŦǊŜȅΩǎ ƘŀŘ ƘŜ 

somehow contrived to get it fastened. Moths had been at them too. At least they do not stink of vomit. 

  Tyrion began his explorations with the kitchen, where two fat women and a potboy watched 

him ǿŀǊƛƭȅ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ ŎƘŜŜǎŜΣ ōǊŜŀŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƎǎΦ άDƻƻŘ ƳƻǊǊƻǿ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΣ ŦŀƛǊ ƭŀŘƛŜǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ 

ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ōƻǿΦ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿƘƻǊŜǎ ƎƻΚέ ²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘΣ ƘŜ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ 

High Valyrian, though he had to say courtesan in place of whore. The younger, fatter cook gave him a 

shrug that time. 

  He wondered what they would do if he took them by the hand and dragged them to his 

bedchamber. None will dare refuse you, Illyrio claimed, but somehow Tyrion did not think he meant 

these two. The younger woman was old enough to be his mother, and the older was likely her mother. 

Both were near as fat as Illyrio, with teats that were larger than his head. I could smother myself in flesh. 

There were worse ways to die. The way his lord father had died, for one. I should have made him shit a 

little gold before expiring. Lord Tywin might have been niggardly with his approval and affection, but he 

had always been open-handed when it came to coin. The only thing more pitiful than a dwarf without a 

nose is a dwarf without a nose who has no gold. 

  Tyrion left the fat women to their loaves and kettles and went in search of the cellar where 

Illyrio had decanted him the night before. It was not hard to find. There was enough wine there to keep 

him drunk for a hundred years; sweet reds from the Reach and sour reds from Dorne, pale Pentoshi 

ambers, the green nectar of Myr, three score casks of Arbor gold, even wines from the fabled east, from 

Qarth and Yi Ti and Asshai by the Shadow. In the end, Tyrion chose a cask of strongwine marked as the 

private stock of Lord Runceford Redwyne, the grandfather of the present Lord of the Arbor. The taste of 

it was languorous and heady on the tongue, the color a purple so dark that it looked almost black in the 

dim-lit cellar. Tyrion filled a cup, and a flagon for good measure, and carried them up to the gardens to 

ŘǊƛƴƪ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŎƘŜǊǊȅ ǘǊŜŜǎ ƘŜΩŘ ǎŜŜƴΦ 

  As it happened, he left by the wrong door and never found the pool he had spied from his 

window, but it made no matter. The gardens behind the manse were just as pleasant, and far more 

extensive. He wandered through them for a time, drinking. The walls would have shamed any proper 

castle, and the ornamental iron spikes along the top looked strangely naked without heads to adorn 



ǘƘŜƳΦ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜŘ Ƙƻǿ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƭƻƻƪ ǳǇ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ǿƛǘƘ ǘŀǊ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƎƻƭŘŜƴ ƘŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ ŦƭƛŜǎ 

buzzing in and out of her mouth. Yes, and Jaime must have the spike beside her, he decided. No one 

must ever come between my brother and my sister. 

  With a rope and a grapnel he might be able to get over that wall. He had strong arms and he did 

not weigh much. He should be able to clamber over, if he did not impale himself on a spike. I will search 

for a rope on the morrow, he resolved. 

  He saw three gates during his wanderingsτthe main entrance with its gatehouse, a postern by 

the kennels, and a garden gate hidden behind a tangle of pale ivy. The last was chained, the others 

ƎǳŀǊŘŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƎǳŀǊŘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǇƭǳƳǇΣ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦŀŎŜǎ ŀǎ ǎƳƻƻǘƘ ŀǎ ōŀōƛŜǎΩ ōƻǘǘƻƳǎΣ ŀnd every man of them 

wore a spiked bronze cap. Tyrion knew eunuchs when he saw them. He knew their sort by reputation. 

They feared nothing and felt no pain, it was said, and were loyal to their masters unto death. I could 

make good use of a few hundred of mine own, he reflected. A pity I did not think of that before I became 

a beggar. 

  He walked along a pillared gallery and through a pointed arch, and found himself in a tiled 

courtyard where a woman was washing clothes at a well. She looked to be his own age, with dull red 

ƘŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ ŀ ōǊƻŀŘ ŦŀŎŜ ŘƻǘǘŜŘ ōȅ ŦǊŜŎƪƭŜǎΦ ά²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǿƛƴŜΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ 

ǳƴŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ŎǳǇ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎƘŀǊŜΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǿŀǎƘ-erwoman went back to wringing out 

ǘǳƴƛŎǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ŘǊȅΦ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǎŜǘǘƭŜŘ ƻƴ ŀ ǎǘƻƴŜ ōŜƴŎƘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ŦƭŀƎƻƴΦ ά¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜΣ Ƙƻǿ ŦŀǊ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ 

I trust MagƛǎǘŜǊ LƭƭȅǊƛƻΚέ ¢ƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƘŜǊ ƭƻƻƪ ǳǇΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ŦŀǊΚέ /ƘǳŎƪƭƛƴƎΣ ƘŜ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎǘǳƴǘŜŘ ƭŜƎǎ 

ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ŘǊƛƴƪΦ άL ŀƳ ƭƻŀǘƘ ǘƻ Ǉƭŀȅ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ǇŀǊǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŜŜǎŜƳƻƴƎŜǊ Ƙŀǎ ƛƴ ƳƛƴŘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΣ ȅŜǘ Ƙƻǿ Ŏŀƴ L 

refuse him? The gates are guarded. Perhaps you might smugglŜ ƳŜ ƻǳǘ ǳƴŘŜǊ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƪƛǊǘǎΚ LΩŘ ōŜ ǎƻ 

ƎǊŀǘŜŦǳƭΤ ǿƘȅΣ LΩƭƭ ŜǾŜƴ ǿŜŘ ȅƻǳΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘǿƻ ǿƛǾŜǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅΣ ǿƘȅ ƴƻǘ ǘƘǊŜŜΚ !ƘΣ ōǳǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǿŜ 

ƭƛǾŜΚέ IŜ ƎŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ ŀǎ ǇƭŜŀǎŀƴǘ ŀ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŀǎ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ ƴƻǎŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƴŀƎŜΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƴƛŜŎŜ ƛƴ 

Sunspear, did I tell you? I could make rather a lot of mischief in Dorne with Myrcella. I could set my 

ƴƛŜŎŜ ŀƴŘ ƴŜǇƘŜǿ ŀǘ ǿŀǊΣ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ ōŜ ŘǊƻƭƭΚέ ¢ƘŜ ǿŀǎƘŜǊǿƻƳŀƴ ǇƛƴƴŜŘ ǳǇ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ LƭƭȅǊƛƻΩǎ ǘǳƴƛŎǎΣ 

ƭŀǊƎŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ŘƻǳōƭŜ ŀǎ ŀ ǎŀƛƭΦ άL ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀǎƘŀƳŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎǳŎƘ ŜǾƛƭ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ 

.ŜǘǘŜǊ ƛŦ L ǎƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘΦ !ƭƭ ŎǊƛƳŜǎ ŀǊŜ ǿƛǇŜŘ ŎƭŜŀƴ ǿƘŜƴ ŀ Ƴŀƴ Ƨƻƛƴǎ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘΣ ǘƘŜȅ 

say. Though I fear they would not let me keep you, sweetling. No women in the Watch, no sweet freckly 

wives to warm your bed at night, only cold winds, salted cod, and small beer. Do you think I might stand 

ǘŀƭƭŜǊ ƛƴ ōƭŀŎƪΣ Ƴȅ ƭŀŘȅΚέ IŜ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎǳǇ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅΚ bƻǊǘƘ ƻǊ ǎƻǳǘƘΚ {Ƙŀƭƭ L ŀǘƻƴŜ ŦƻǊ ƻƭŘ 

ǎƛƴǎ ƻǊ ƳŀƪŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƴŜǿ ƻƴŜǎΚέ 

  The washerwoman gave him one last glance, picked up her basket, and walked away. I cannot 

seem to hold a wife for very long, Tyrion reflected. Somehow his flagon had gone dry. Perhaps I should 

stumble back down to the cellars. The strongwine was making his head spin, though, and the cellar steps 

ǿŜǊŜ ǾŜǊȅ ǎǘŜŜǇΦ ά²ƘŜǊŜ Řƻ ǿƘƻǊŜǎ ƎƻΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǎƘ ŦƭŀǇǇƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƴŜΦ tŜǊƘŀǇǎ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ 

have asked the washerwoman. bƻǘ ǘƻ ƛƳǇƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ǿƘƻǊŜΣ Ƴȅ ŘŜŀǊΣ ōǳǘ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ 

they go. hǊ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ȅŜǘΣ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΦ ά²ƘŜǊŜǾŜǊ ǿƘƻǊŜǎ ƎƻΣέ [ƻǊŘ ¢ȅǿƛƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ She 

ƭƻǾŜŘ ƳŜΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŎǊƻŦǘŜǊΩǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΣ ǎƘŜ ƭƻǾŜŘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǿŜŘ ƳŜΣ ǎƘŜ Ǉǳǘ ƘŜǊ ǘǊǳǎǘ ƛƴ ƳŜΦ 



  The empty flagon slipped from his hand and rolled across the yard. Tyrion pushed himself off 

the bench and went to fetch it. As he did, he saw some mushrooms growing up from a cracked paving 

tile. Pale white they were, with speckles, and red-ribbed undersides dark as blood. The dwarf snapped 

one off and sniffed it. Delicious, he thought, and deadly. 

  There were seven of the mushrooms. Perhaps the Seven were trying to tell him something. He 

picked them all, snatched a glove down from the line, wrapped them carefully, and stuffed them down 

his pocket. The effort made him dizzy, so afterward he crawled back onto the bench, curled up, and shut 

his eyes. 

  When he woke again, he was back in his bedchamber, drowning in the goose-down feather bed 

ƻƴŎŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǿƘƛƭŜ ŀ ōƭƻƴŘ ƎƛǊƭ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ άaȅ ƭƻǊŘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άȅƻǳǊ ōŀǘƘ ŀǿŀƛts. Magister Illyrio 

ŜȄǇŜŎǘǎ ȅƻǳ ŀǘ ǘŀōƭŜ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǊΦέ 

  ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǇǊƻǇǇŜŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǇƛƭƭƻǿǎΣ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ ά5ƻ L ŘǊŜŀƳΣ ƻǊ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǎǇŜŀƪ 

ǘƘŜ /ƻƳƳƻƴ ¢ƻƴƎǳŜΚέ 

  ά¸ŜǎΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦ L ǿŀǎ ōƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎΦέ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ōƭǳŜ-eyed and fair, young and willowy. 

  άL ŀƳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘΦ L ƴŜŜŘ ŀ ŎǳǇ ƻŦ ǿƛƴŜΦέ 

  {ƘŜ ǇƻǳǊŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΦ άaŀƎƛǎǘŜǊ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ŀƳ ǘƻ ǎŎǊǳō ȅƻǳǊ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǊƳ ȅƻǳǊ ōŜŘΦ aȅ 

nameτέ 

  άτƛǎ ƻŦ ƴƻ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿƘƻǊŜǎ ƎƻΚέ {ƘŜ ŦƭǳǎƘŜŘΦ ά²ƘƻǊŜǎ ǎŜƭƭ 

theƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ŦƻǊ ŎƻƛƴΦέ 

  άhǊ ƧŜǿŜƭǎΣ ƻǊ ƎƻǿƴǎΣ ƻǊ ŎŀǎǘƭŜǎΦ .ǳǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ Řƻ ǘƘŜȅ ƎƻΚέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƎǊŀǎǇ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΦ άLǎ ƛǘ ŀ ǊƛŘŘƭŜΣ ƳΩƭƻǊŘΚ LΩƳ ƴƻ ƎƻƻŘ ŀǘ ǊƛŘŘƭŜǎΦ ²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǘŜƭƭ 

ƳŜ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΚέ 

  No, he thought. I despise riddles, myself. άL ǿƛƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ 5ƻ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ŦŀǾƻǊΦέ The only 

part of you that interests me is the part between your legs, he almost said. The words were on his 

tongue, but somehow never passed his lips. She is not Shae, the dwarf told himself, only some little fool 

who thinks I play at riddles. If truth be told, even her cunt did not interest him much. I must be sick, or 

dead. ά¸ƻǳ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴŜŘ ŀ ōŀǘƘΚ ²Ŝ Ƴǳǎǘ ƴƻǘ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŎƘŜŜǎŜƳƻƴƎŜǊ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎΦέ 

  As he bathed, the girl washed his feet, scrubbed his back, and brushed his hair. Afterward she 

rubbed sweet-ǎƳŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƻƛƴǘƳŜƴǘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀƭǾŜǎ ǘƻ ŜŀǎŜ ǘƘŜ ŀŎƘŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƻƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ ƛƴ ōƻȅΩǎ 

clothing, a musty pair of burgundy breeches and a blue velvet doublet lined with cloth-of-ƎƻƭŘΦ ά²ƛƭƭ Ƴȅ 

lord want me after he has eŀǘŜƴΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƭŀŎƛƴƎ ǳǇ Ƙƛǎ ōƻƻǘǎΦ 

  άbƻΦ L ŀƳ ŘƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƻƳŜƴΦέ Whores. 



  ¢ƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘƳŜƴǘ ǘƻƻ ǿŜƭƭ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛƪƛƴƎΦ άLŦ ƳΩƭƻǊŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǇǊŜŦŜǊ ŀ ōƻȅΣ L Ŏŀƴ ƘŀǾŜ 

ƻƴŜ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ōŜŘΦέ 

  aΩƭƻǊŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǇǊŜŦŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛŦŜΦ aΩƭƻǊŘ ǿƻuld prefer a girl named Tysha. άhƴƭȅ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ 

ǿƘƻǊŜǎ ƎƻΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ǘƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘΦ She despises me, he realized, but no more than I despise myself. That 

he had fucked many a woman who loathed the very sight of him, Tyrion Lannister had no doubt, but the 

others had at least the grace to feign affection. A little honest loathing might be refreshing, like a tart 

wine after too much sweet. 

  άL ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ L ƘŀǾŜ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊΦ ά²ŀƛǘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ŀōŜŘΦ bŀƪŜŘΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΣ LΩƭƭ ōŜ 

a deal too drunk to fumble at your clothing. Keep your mouth shut and your thighs open and the two of 

ǳǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ƻƴ ǎǇƭŜƴŘƛŘƭȅΦέ IŜ ƎŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ ŀ ƭŜŜǊΣ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǘŀǎǘŜ ƻŦ ŦŜŀǊΣ ōǳǘ ŀƭƭ ǎƘŜ ƎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ǿŀǎ 

revulsion. No one fears a dwarf. Even Lord Tywin had not been afraid, though Tyrion had held a 

ŎǊƻǎǎōƻǿ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ Ƴƻŀƴ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ŦǳŎƪŜŘΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘǿŀǊƳŜǊΦ 

  άLŦ ƛǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ƳΩƭƻǊŘΦέ 

  άLǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ƳΩƭƻǊŘ ǘƻ ǎǘǊŀƴƎƭŜ ȅƻǳΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ Ƙƻǿ L ǎŜǊǾŜŘ Ƴȅ ƭŀǎǘ ǿƘƻǊŜΦ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳǊ 

master would ƻōƧŜŎǘΚ {ǳǊŜƭȅ ƴƻǘΦ IŜ Ƙŀǎ ŀ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ƳƻǊŜ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ ƭƛƪŜ ƳŜΦέ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΣ 

when he grinned, he got the fear he wanted. 

  Illyrio was reclining on a padded couch, gobbling hot peppers and pearl onions from a wooden 

bowl. His brow was dotted wƛǘƘ ōŜŀŘǎ ƻŦ ǎǿŜŀǘΣ Ƙƛǎ ǇƛƎΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǎƘƛƴƛƴƎ ŀōƻǾŜ Ƙƛǎ Ŧŀǘ ŎƘŜŜƪǎΦ WŜǿŜƭǎ 

ŘŀƴŎŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƳƻǾŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΤ ƻƴȅȄ ŀƴŘ ƻǇŀƭΣ ǘƛƎŜǊΩǎ ŜȅŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƻǳǊƳŀƭƛƴŜΣ ǊǳōȅΣ ŀƳŜǘƘȅǎǘΣ ǎŀǇǇƘƛǊŜΣ 

emerald, jet and jade, a black diamond, and a green pearl. I could live for years on his rings, Tyrion 

mused, ǘƘƻǳƎƘ LΩŘ ƴŜŜŘ ŀ ŎƭŜŀǾŜǊ ǘƻ ŎƭŀƛƳ ǘƘŜƳΦ 

  ά/ƻƳŜ ǎƛǘΣ Ƴȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦέ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ǿŀǾŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŎƭƻǎŜǊΦ 

  The dwarf clambered up onto a chair. It was much too big for him, a cushioned throne intended 

ǘƻ ŀŎŎƻƳƳƻŘŀǘŜ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƎƛǎǘŜǊΩǎ Ƴŀǎǎive buttocks, with thick sturdy legs to bear his weight. Tyrion 

Lannister had lived all his life in a world that was too big for him, but in the manse of Illyrio Mopatis the 

sense of disproportion assumed grotesque dimensions. L ŀƳ ŀ ƳƻǳǎŜ ƛƴ ŀ ƳŀƳƳƻǘƘΩǎ ƭair, he mused, 

though at least the mammoth keeps a good cellar. The thought made him thirsty. He called for wine. 

  ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŜƴƧƻȅ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ L ǎŜƴǘ ȅƻǳΚέ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ άLŦ L ƘŀŘ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ŀ ƎƛǊƭ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŦƻǊ 

ƻƴŜΦέ 

  άLŦ ǎƘŜ ŦŀƛƭŜŘ ǘƻ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ Χέ 

  ά{ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜŘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊΦέ 

  άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘƻǇŜ ǎƻΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘǊŀƛƴŜŘ ƛƴ [ȅǎΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƳŀƪŜ ŀƴ ŀǊǘ ƻŦ ƭƻǾŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƪƛƴƎ ŜƴƧƻȅŜŘ ƘŜǊ 

ƎǊŜŀǘƭȅΦέ 



  άL ƪƛƭƭ ƪƛƴƎǎΣ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŜŀǊŘΚέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŜǾƛƭƭȅ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛƴŜ ŎǳǇΦ άL ǿŀƴǘ ƴƻ Ǌƻȅŀƭ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎǎΦέ 

  ά!ǎ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǎƘΦ [Ŝǘ ǳǎ ŜŀǘΦέ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ŎƭŀǇǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŜǊǾƛƴƎ ƳŜƴ ŎŀƳŜ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎΦ 

  They began with a broth of crab and monkfish, and cold egg lime soup as well. Then came quails 

in honey, a saddle of lamb, goose livers drowned in wine, buttered parsnips, and suckling pig. The sight 

of it all made Tyrion feel queasy, but he forced himself to try a spoon of soup for the sake of politeness, 

and once he had tasted it he was lost. The cooks might be old and fat, but they knew their business. He 

had never eaten so well, even at court. 

  !ǎ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŀǘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ōƻƴŜǎ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǉǳŀƛƭΣ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΩǎ 

ǎǳƳƳƻƴǎΦ ¢ƘŜ Ŧŀǘ Ƴŀƴ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǎǘΦ !ǎǘŀǇƻǊ Ƙŀǎ ŦŀƭƭŜƴΣ ŀƴŘ aŜŜǊŜŜƴΦ 

Ghiscari slave cities that were ƻƭŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǿŀǎ ȅƻǳƴƎΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǎǳŎƪƭƛƴƎ ǇƛƎ ǿŀǎ ŎŀǊǾŜŘΦ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ 

reached for a piece of the crackling, dipped it in a plum sauce, and ate it with his fingers. 

  ά{ƭŀǾŜǊΩǎ .ŀȅ ƛǎ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ tŜƴǘƻǎΦέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǎǇŜŀǊŜŘ ŀ ƎƻƻǎŜ ƭƛǾŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ knife. 

No man is as cursed as the kinslayer, he mused, but I could learn to like this hell. 

  ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǎƻΣέ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΣ άōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƛǎ ƻƴŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǿŜōΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ŘŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǘƻǳŎƘ ŀ ǎƛƴƎƭŜ 

ǎǘǊŀƴŘ ƭŜǎǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǘǊŜƳōƭŜΦ aƻǊŜ ǿƛƴŜΚέ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ǇƻǇǇŜŘ ŀ ǇŜǇǇŜǊ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘΦ άbƻΣ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ 

ōŜǘǘŜǊΦέ IŜ ŎƭŀǇǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ 

  At the sound a serving man entered with a covered dish. He placed it in front of Tyrion, and 

LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǊŜƳƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƭƛŘΦ άaǳǎƘǊƻƻƳǎΣέ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƎƛǎǘŜǊ ŀƴƴƻǳƴced, as the smell 

ǿŀŦǘŜŘ ǳǇΦ άYƛǎǎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƎŀǊƭƛŎ ŀƴŘ ōŀǘƘŜŘ ƛƴ ōǳǘǘŜǊΦ L ŀƳ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ ǘŀǎǘŜ ƛǎ ŜȄǉǳƛǎƛǘŜΦ IŀǾŜ ƻƴŜΣ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦ 

IŀǾŜ ǘǿƻΦέ 

  ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ƘŀŘ ŀ Ŧŀǘ ōƭŀŎƪ ƳǳǎƘǊƻƻƳ ƘŀƭŦǿŀȅ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘΣ ōǳǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ LƭƭȅǊƛƻΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƳŀŘŜ 

ƘƛƳ ǎǘƻǇ ŀōǊǳǇǘƭȅΦ ά!ŦǘŜǊ ȅƻǳΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦέ IŜ ǇǳǎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǎƘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘƻǎǘΦ 

  άbƻΣ ƴƻΦέ aŀƎƛǎǘŜǊ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ǇǳǎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƳǳǎƘǊƻƻƳǎ ōŀŎƪΦ CƻǊ ŀ ƘŜŀǊǘōŜŀǘ ƛǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ŀ 

mischievous boy was peering out from inside the cheese-ƳƻƴƎŜǊΩǎ ōƭƻŀǘŜŘ ŦƭŜǎƘΦ ά!ŦǘŜǊ ȅƻǳΦ L ƛƴǎƛǎǘΦ 

Cook made theƳ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  ά5ƛŘ ǎƘŜ ƛƴŘŜŜŘΚέ IŜ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƻƪΣ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻǳǊ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘǎΣ ƘŜŀǾȅ ōǊŜŀǎǘǎ ǎƘƻǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ 

ǿƛǘƘ ŘŀǊƪ ōƭǳŜ ǾŜƛƴǎΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ Χ ƴƻΦέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ŜŀǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƳǳǎƘǊƻƻƳ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƪŜ ƻŦ 

butter from which it had emerged. 

  ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǘƻƻ ǎǳǎǇƛŎƛƻǳǎΦέ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƙƛǎ ŦƻǊƪŜŘ ȅŜƭƭƻǿ ōŜŀǊŘΦ hƛƭŜŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ƎƭŜŀƳ ƭƛƪŜ ƎƻƭŘΣ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǎǳǎǇŜŎǘŜŘΦ ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŎǊŀǾŜƴΚ L ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  άLƴ ǘƘŜ {ŜǾŜƴ YƛƴƎŘƻƳǎ ƛǘ ƛǎ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŜŘ ŀ ƎǊŀǾŜ ōǊŜŀŎƘ ƻŦ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭity to poison your guest at 

ǎǳǇǇŜǊΦέ 

  άIŜǊŜ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦέ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ aƻǇŀǘƛǎ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛƴŜ ŎǳǇΦ ά¸Ŝǘ ǿƘŜƴ ŀ ƎǳŜǎǘ Ǉƭŀƛƴƭȅ ǿƛǎƘŜǎ ǘƻ ŜƴŘ 

Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ƭƛŦŜΣ ǿƘȅΣ Ƙƛǎ Ƙƻǎǘ Ƴǳǎǘ ƻōƭƛƎŜ ƘƛƳΣ ƴƻΚέ IŜ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ƎǳƭǇΦ άaŀƎƛǎǘŜǊ hǊŘŜƭƭƻ ǿŀǎ ǇƻƛǎƻƴŜŘ ōȅ ŀ 



mushroom not half a year ago. The pain is not so much, I am told. Some cramping in the gut, a sudden 

ache behind the eyes, and it is done. Better a mushroom than a sword through your neck, is it not so? 

Why die with the taste of blood in your mouth when it could be butter ŀƴŘ ƎŀǊƭƛŎΚέ 

  The dwarf studied the dish before him. The smell of garlic and butter had his mouth watering. 

Some part of him wanted those mushrooms, even knowing what they were. He was not brave enough 

to take cold steel to his own belly, but a bite of mushroom would not be so hard. That frightened him 

ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŀȅΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜ ƳŜΣέ ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǎŀȅΦ 

  άLǎ ƛǘ ǎƻΚ L ǿƻƴŘŜǊΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎƻƻƴŜǊ ŘǊƻǿƴ ƛƴ ǿƛƴŜΣ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǎƘŀƭƭ ōŜ ŘƻƴŜΣ ŀƴŘ 

quickly. Drowning cup by cup wastes time and wƛƴŜ ōƻǘƘΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜ ƳŜΣέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ƳƻǊŜ ƭƻǳŘƭȅΦ ¢ƘŜ ōǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ƳǳǎƘǊƻƻƳǎ ƎƭƛǎǘŜƴŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

ƭŀƳǇƭƛƎƘǘΣ ŘŀǊƪ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǾƛǘƛƴƎΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ǿƛǎƘ ǘƻ ŘƛŜΣ L ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜ ȅƻǳΦ L ƘŀǾŜ Χέ Iƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǘǊŀƛƭŜŘ ƻŦŦ ƛƴǘƻ 

uncertainty. What do I have? A life to live? Work to do? Children to raise, lands to rule, a woman to love? 

  ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΣέ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ aŀƎƛǎǘŜǊ LƭƭȅǊƛƻΣ άōǳǘ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ǘƘŀǘΦέ IŜ ǇƭǳŎƪŜŘ ŀ ƳǳǎƘǊƻƻƳ 

ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōǳǘǘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ŎƘŜǿŜŘ ƛǘ ƭǳǎǘƛƭȅΦ ά5ŜƭƛŎƛƻǳǎΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ƳǳǎƘǊƻƻƳǎ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǇƻƛǎƻƴŜŘΦέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǿŀs irritated. 

  άbƻΦ ²Ƙȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ L ǿƛǎƘ ȅƻǳ ƛƭƭΚέ aŀƎƛǎǘŜǊ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ŀǘŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΦ ά²Ŝ Ƴǳǎǘ ǎƘƻǿ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘǊǳǎǘΣ ȅƻǳ 

ŀƴŘ LΦ /ƻƳŜΣ ŜŀǘΦέ IŜ ŎƭŀǇǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ǿƻǊƪ ǘƻ ŘƻΦ aȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ Ƴǳǎǘ ƪŜŜǇ Ƙƛǎ 

ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ ǳǇΦέ 

  The serving men brought out a heron stuffed with figs, veal cutlets blanched with almond milk, 

creamed herring, candied onions, foul-smelling cheeses, plates of snails and sweetbreads, and a black 

swan in her plumage. Tyrion refused the swan, which reminded him of a supper with his sister. He 

helped himself to heron and herring, though, and a few of the sweet onions. And the serving men filled 

his wine cup anew each time he emptied it. 

  ά¸ƻǳ ŘǊƛƴƪ ŀ ŘŜŀƭ ƻŦ ǿƛƴŜ ŦƻǊ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƳŀƴΦέ 

  άYƛƴǎƭŀȅƛƴƎ ƛǎ ŘǊȅ ǿƻǊƪΦ Lǘ ƎƛǾŜǎ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ŀ ǘƘƛǊǎǘΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ Ŧŀǘ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƎƭƛǘǘŜǊŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƳǎǘƻƴŜǎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƛƴ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎ ǿƘƻ 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƪƛƭƭƛƴƎ [ƻǊŘ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ƳŜǊŜƭȅ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ōŜǎǘ ƴƻǘ ǎŀȅ ƛǘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΩǎ ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎΣ ƻǊ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ǎƘƻǊǘ ŀ ǘƻƴƎǳŜΦέ ¢ƘŜ 

ŘǿŀǊŦ ǘƻǊŜ ŀ ƭƻŀŦ ƻŦ ōǊŜŀŘ ƛƴ ƘŀƭŦΦ ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ ōŜǎǘ ōŜ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΣ ƳŀƎƛǎǘŜǊΦ 

YƛƴǎƭŀȅŜǊ ƻǊ ƴƻΣ L ŀƳ ŀ ƭƛƻƴ ǎǘƛƭƭΦέ 

  ¢Ƙŀǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ŀƳǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǊŘ ƻŦ ŎƘŜŜǎŜ ƴƻ ŜƴŘΦ IŜ ǎƭŀǇǇŜŘ ŀ ƳŜŀǘȅ ǘƘƛƎƘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¸ƻǳ 

Westerosi are all the same. You sew some beast upon a scrap of silk, and suddenly you are all lions or 

dragons or eagles. I can take you to a real lion, my little friend. The prince keeps a pride in his 

ƳŜƴŀƎŜǊƛŜΦ ²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ǎƘŀǊŜ ŀ ŎŀƎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳΚέ 



  The lorŘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ {ŜǾŜƴ YƛƴƎŘƻƳǎ ŘƛŘ ƳŀƪŜ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎƛƎƛƭǎΣ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŀŘƳƛǘΦ ά±ŜǊȅ 

ǿŜƭƭΣέ ƘŜ ŎƻƴŎŜŘŜŘΦ ά! [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ƭƛƻƴΦ ¸Ŝǘ L ŀƳ ǎǘƛƭƭ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ WŀƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ /ŜǊǎŜƛ ŀǊŜ 

ƳƛƴŜ ǘƻ ƪƛƭƭΦέ 

  άIƻǿ ƻŘŘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀƛǊ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ LƭƭȅǊƛƻΣ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǎƴŀƛƭǎΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴ Ƙŀǎ 

ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘ ŀ ƭƻǊŘǎƘƛǇ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ōǊƛƴƎǎ ƘŜǊ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŜŀŘΣ ƴƻ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ Ƙƻǿ ƘǳƳōƭŜ Ƙƛǎ ōƛǊǘƘΦέ 

  Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ƘŀŘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘΦ άLŦ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƘŜǊ ǳǇ ƻƴ ƛǘΣ ƳŀƪŜ ƘŜǊ ǎǇǊŜŀŘ 

her legs for you as ǿŜƭƭΦ ¢ƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ŦŀƛǊ ǘǊŀŘŜΦέ 

  άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎƻƻƴŜǊ ƘŀǾŜ ƳƛƴŜ ƻǿƴ ǿŜƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ ƎƻƭŘΦέ ¢ƘŜ ŎƘŜŜǎŜƳƻƴƎŜǊ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ǎƻ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ 

ŦŜŀǊŜŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǊǳǇǘǳǊŜΦ ά!ƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƎƻƭŘ ƛƴ /ŀǎǘŜǊƭȅ wƻŎƪΣ ǿƘȅ ƴƻǘΚέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ƎƻƭŘ L ƎǊŀƴǘ ȅƻǳΣέ ǘƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǊŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ŘǊƻǿƴ ƛƴ ŀ Ǝƻǳǘ ƻŦ 

half-ŘƛƎŜǎǘŜŘ ŜŜƭǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǿŜŜǘƳŜŀǘǎΣ άōǳǘ ǘƘŜ wƻŎƪ ƛǎ ƳƛƴŜΦέ 

  άWǳǎǘ ǎƻΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƳŀƎƛǎǘŜǊ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ŀƴŘ ōŜƭŎƘŜŘ ŀ ƳƛƎƘǘȅ ōŜƭŎƘΦ άDo you think King 

Stannis will give it to you? I am told he is a great one for the law. Your brother wears the white cloak, so 

ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƘŜƛǊ ōȅ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǿǎ ƻŦ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎΦέ 

  ά{ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǿŜƭƭ ƎǊŀƴǘ ƳŜ /ŀǎǘŜǊƭȅ wƻŎƪΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΣ άōǳǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŀƭƭ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ of regicide 

and kinslaying. For those he would shorten me by a head, and I am short enough as I stand. But why 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ Ƨƻƛƴ [ƻǊŘ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎΚέ 

  ά²Ƙȅ ŜƭǎŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭΚέ 

  ά{ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ƛǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭΚέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǊǳōōŜŘ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƴƻǎŜΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛƴ seven bloody hells is Stannis doing 

ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭΚέ 

  ά{ƘƛǾŜǊƛƴƎΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘƘƛƴƪΦ Lǘ ƛǎ ǿŀǊƳŜǊ Řƻǿƴ ƛƴ 5ƻǊƴŜΦ tŜǊƘŀǇǎ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŀƛƭŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀȅΦέ 

  Tyrion was beginning to suspect that a certain freckled washerwoman knew more of the 

Common Speech than sƘŜ ǇǊŜǘŜƴŘŜŘΦ άaȅ ƴƛŜŎŜ aȅǊŎŜƭƭŀ ƛǎ ƛƴ 5ƻǊƴŜΣ ŀǎ ƛǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎΦ !ƴŘ L ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ 

ƳƛƴŘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƘŜǊ ŀ ǉǳŜŜƴΦέ 

  Illyrio smiled as his serving men spooned out bowls of black cherries in sweet cream for them 

ōƻǘƘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ Ƙŀǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƻƻǊ ŎƘƛƭŘ ŘƻƴŜ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǿƛǎƘ ƘŜǊ ŘŜŀŘΚέ 

  ά9ǾŜƴ ŀ ƪƛƴǎƭŀȅŜǊ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƭŀȅ all Ƙƛǎ ƪƛƴΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΣ ǿƻǳƴŘŜŘΦ άvǳŜŜƴ ƘŜǊΣ L ǎŀƛŘΦ 

bƻǘ ƪƛƭƭ ƘŜǊΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ŎƘŜŜǎŜƳƻƴƎŜǊ ǎǇƻƻƴŜŘ ǳǇ ŎƘŜǊǊƛŜǎΦ άLƴ ±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǳǎŜ ŀ Ŏƻƛƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŎǊƻǿƴ ƻƴ ƻƴŜ ŦŀŎŜ 

ŀƴŘ ŀ ŘŜŀǘƘΩǎ-head on the other. Yet it is the same coin. To queen her is to kill her. Dorne might rise for 

aȅǊŎŜƭƭŀΣ ōǳǘ 5ƻǊƴŜ ŀƭƻƴŜ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀǎ ŎƭŜǾŜǊ ŀǎ ƻǳǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ƛƴǎƛǎǘǎΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘƛǎΦέ 



  Tyrion looked at the fat man with new interest. He is right on both counts. To queen her is to kill 

her. And I knew that. άCǳǘƛƭŜ ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜǎ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǊŜƳŀƛƴ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƻƴŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜ Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ǿŜŜǇ 

ōƛǘǘŜǊ ǘŜŀǊǎΣ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘΦέ 

  aŀƎƛǎǘŜǊ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ǿƛǇŜŘ ǎǿŜŜǘ ŎǊŜŀƳ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ ŀ Ŧŀǘ ƘŀƴŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǊƻŀŘ ǘƻ 

Casterly Rock does not go through Dorne, my little friend. Nor does it run beneath the Wall. Yet there is 

ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ǊƻŀŘΣ L ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  άL ŀƳ ŀƴ ŀǘǘŀƛƴǘŜŘ ǘǊŀƛǘƻǊΣ ŀ ǊŜƎƛŎƛŘŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƪƛƴǎƭŀȅŜǊΦέ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǘŀƭƪ ƻŦ ǊƻŀŘǎ ŀƴƴƻȅŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ Does he 

think this is a game? 

  ά²Ƙŀǘ ƻƴŜ king does, another may undo. In Pentos we have a prince, my friend. He presides at 

ball and feast and rides about the city in a palanquin of ivory and gold. Three heralds go before him with 

the golden scales of trade, the iron sword of war, and the silver scourge of justice. On the first day of 

ŜŀŎƘ ƴŜǿ ȅŜŀǊ ƘŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ŘŜŦƭƻǿŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƛŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦƛŜƭŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƛŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀǎΦέ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΣ 

Ŝƭōƻǿǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜΦ ά¸Ŝǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŀ ŎǊƻǇ Ŧŀƛƭ ƻǊ ŀ ǿŀǊ ōŜ ƭƻǎǘΣ ǿŜ Ŏǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘǊƻŀǘ ǘƻ ŀǇǇŜŀǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŘǎ ŀƴŘ 

choosŜ ŀ ƴŜǿ ǇǊƛƴŎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƳƻƴƎǎǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊǘȅ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŜǎΦέ 

  άwŜƳƛƴŘ ƳŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǘƻ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ǘƘŜ tǊƛƴŎŜ ƻŦ tŜƴǘƻǎΦέ 

  ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳǊ {ŜǾŜƴ YƛƴƎŘƻƳǎ ǎƻ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΚ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƴƻ ǇŜŀŎŜ ƛƴ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎΣ ƴƻ ƧǳǎǘƛŎŜΣ ƴƻ ŦŀƛǘƘ Χ 

and soon enough, no food. When men are starving and sick of ŦŜŀǊΣ ǘƘŜȅ ƭƻƻƪ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎŀǾƛƻǊΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜȅ Ƴŀȅ ƭƻƻƪΣ ōǳǘ ƛŦ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜȅ ŦƛƴŘ ƛǎ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎτέ 

  άbƻǘ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎΦ bƻǊ aȅǊŎŜƭƭŀΦέ ¢ƘŜ ȅŜƭƭƻǿ ǎƳƛƭŜ ǿƛŘŜƴŜŘΦ άAnother. Stronger than Tommen, 

gentler than Stannis, with a better claim than the girl Myrcella. A savior come from across the sea to 

ōƛƴŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǳƴŘǎ ƻŦ ōƭŜŜŘƛƴƎ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎΦέ 

  άCƛƴŜ ǿƻǊŘǎΦέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ǳƴƛƳǇǊŜǎǎŜŘΦ ά²ƻǊŘǎ ŀǊŜ ǿƛƴŘΦ ²Ƙƻ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ǎŀǾƛƻǊΚέ 

  ά! ŘǊŀƎƻƴΦέ ¢ƘŜ ŎƘŜŜǎŜƳƻƴƎŜǊ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƻƪ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ ά! ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ 

ǘƘǊŜŜ ƘŜŀŘǎΦέ 

  DAENERYS 
 

     She could hear the dead man coming up the steps. The slow, measured sound of footsteps went 

before him, echoing amongst the purple pillars of her hall. Daenerys Targaryen awaited him upon the 

ebon bench that she had made her throne. Her eyes were soft with sleep, her silver-gold hair all tousled. 

  ά¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ {ŜǊ .ŀǊǊƛǎǘŀƴ {ŜƭƳȅΣ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǊŘ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ vǳŜŜƴǎƎǳŀǊŘΣ άǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƴƻ 

ƴŜŜŘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘƛǎΦέ 



  άIŜ ŘƛŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦέ 5ŀƴȅ ŎƭǳǘŎƘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƭƛƻƴ ǇŜƭǘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŎƘŜǎǘΦ ¦ƴŘŜǊƴŜŀǘƘΣ ŀ ǎƘŜer white linen tunic 

covered her to midthigh. She had been dreaming of a house with a red door when Missandei woke her. 

There had been no time to dress. 

  άKhaleesi,έ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ LǊǊƛΣ άȅƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ƴƻǘ ǘƻǳŎƘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘ ƳŀƴΦ Lǘ ƛǎ ōŀŘ ƭǳŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƻǳŎƘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘΦέ 

  ά¦ƴƭŜǎǎ ȅƻǳ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΦέ WƘƛǉǳƛ ǿŀǎ ōƛƎƎŜǊ-boned than Irri, with wide hips and heavy 

ōǊŜŀǎǘǎΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƪƴƻǿƴΦέ 

  άLǘ ƛǎ ƪƴƻǿƴΣέ LǊǊƛ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΦ 

  Dothraki were wise where horses were concerned, but could be utter fools about much else. 

They are only girls, besides. Her handmaids were of an age with herτwomen grown to look at them, 

with their black hair, copper skin, and almond-shaped eyes, but girls all the same. They had been given 

to her when she wed Khal Drogo. It was Drogo who had given her the pelt she wore, the head and hide 

of a hrakkar, the white lion of the Dothraki sea. It was too big for her and had a musty smell, but it made 

her feel as if her sun-and-stars was still near her. 

  Grey Worm appeared atop the steps first, a torch in hand. His bronze cap was crested with three 

spikes. Behind him followed four of his Unsullied, bearing the dead man on their shoulders. Their caps 

had only one spike each, and their faces showed so little they might have been cast of bronze as well. 

They laid the corpse down at her feet. Ser Barristan pulled back the bloodstained shroud. Grey Worm 

lowered the torch, so she might see. 

  ¢ƘŜ ŘŜŀŘ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƳƻƻǘƘ ŀƴŘ ƘŀƛǊƭŜǎǎΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŜŜƪǎ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ slashed open ear to 

ear. He had been a tall man, blue-eyed and fair of face. Some child of Lys or Old Volantis, snatched off a 

ship by corsairs and sold into bondage in red Astapor. Though his eyes were open, it was his wounds that 

wept. There were more wounds than she could count. 

  ά¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΣέ {ŜǊ .ŀǊǊƛǎǘŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ άǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƘŀǊǇȅ ŘǊŀǿƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōǊƛŎƪǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƭƭŜȅ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ 

was found Χέ 

  άΧ ŘǊŀǿƴ ƛƴ ōƭƻƻŘΦέ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ƻŦ ƛǘ ōȅ ƴƻǿΦ ¢ƘŜ {ƻƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ IŀǊǇȅ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

butchery by night, and over ŜŀŎƘ ƪƛƭƭ ǘƘŜȅ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƳŀǊƪΦ άDǊŜȅ ²ƻǊƳΣ ǿƘȅ ǿŀǎ ǘƘƛǎ Ƴŀƴ ŀƭƻƴŜΚ IŀŘ ƘŜ 

ƴƻ ǇŀǊǘƴŜǊΚέ .ȅ ƘŜǊ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘΣ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴǎǳƭƭƛŜŘ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘǎ ƻŦ aŜŜǊŜŜƴ ōȅ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ 

walked in pairs. 

  άaȅ ǉǳŜŜƴΣέ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴΣ άȅƻǳǊ ǎŜǊǾŀƴǘ {ǘŀƭǿŀǊǘ {ƘƛŜƭŘ had no duty last night. He had 

ƎƻƴŜ ǘƻ ŀ Χ ŀ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ǇƭŀŎŜ Χ ǘƻ ŘǊƛƴƪΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƻƳǇŀƴƛƻƴǎƘƛǇΦέ 

  ά! ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ǇƭŀŎŜΚ ²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴΚέ 

  ά! ƘƻǳǎŜ ƻŦ ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜΣ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΦέ 

  A brothel. Half of her freedmen were from Yunkai, where the Wise Masters had been famed for 

training bedslaves. The way of the seven sighs. Brothels had sprouted up like mushrooms all over 



Meereen. It is all they know. They need to survive. Food was more costly every day, whilst the price of 

flesh grew cheaper. In the poorer districts bŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ǇȅǊŀƳƛŘǎ ƻŦ aŜŜǊŜŜƴΩǎ ǎƭŀǾŜǊ ƴƻōƛƭƛǘȅΣ 

there were brothels catering to every conceivable erotic taste, she knew. Even so Χ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀ 

ŜǳƴǳŎƘ ƘƻǇŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƛƴ ŀ ōǊƻǘƘŜƭΚέ 

  ά9ǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ ƭŀŎƪ ŀ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǇŀǊǘǎ Ƴŀȅ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǘΣ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ DǊŜȅ ²ƻǊƳΦ 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƻƴŜ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǎŜǊǾŀƴǘ {ǘŀƭǿŀǊǘ {ƘƛŜƭŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ƎŀǾŜ Ŏƻƛƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŜƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

ōǊƻǘƘŜƭǎ ǘƻ ƭƛŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ƘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦέ 

  The blood of the dragon does not weep. ά{ǘŀƭǿŀǊǘ {ƘƛŜƭŘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŘǊȅ-ŜȅŜŘΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿas his 

ƴŀƳŜΚέ 

  άLŦ ƛǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΦέ 

  άLǘ ƛǎ ŀ ŦƛƴŜ ƴŀƳŜΦέ ¢ƘŜ DƻƻŘ aŀǎǘŜǊǎ ƻŦ !ǎǘŀǇƻǊ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎƭŀǾŜ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊǎ ŜǾŜƴ 

names. Some of her Unsullied reclaimed their birth names after she had freed them; others chose new 

names for themselvesΦ άLǎ ƛǘ ƪƴƻǿƴ Ƙƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ŀǘǘŀŎƪŜǊǎ ŦŜƭƭ ǳǇƻƴ {ǘŀƭǿŀǊǘ {ƘƛŜƭŘΚέ 

  ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƻƴŜ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ aŀƴȅΦέ 

  ά{ƛȄ ƻǊ ƳƻǊŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ {ŜǊ .ŀǊǊƛǎǘŀƴΦ άCǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƻƪ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǿƻǳƴŘǎΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǎǿŀǊƳŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƭƭ 

sides. He was found with an empty scabbard. It may be that he woundŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŀǘǘŀŎƪŜǊǎΦέ 

  5ŀƴȅ ǎŀƛŘ ŀ ǎƛƭŜƴǘ ǇǊŀȅŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ IŀǊǇȅΩǎ {ƻƴǎ ǿŀǎ ŘȅƛƴƎ ŜǾŜƴ ƴƻǿΣ 

ŎƭǳǘŎƘƛƴƎ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ōŜƭƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǿǊƛǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǇŀƛƴΦ ά²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜȅ Ŏǳǘ ƻǇŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŜŜƪǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΚέ 

  άDǊŀŎƛƻǳǎ ǉǳŜŜƴΣέ ǎŀƛŘ DǊŜȅ ²ƻǊƳΣ άƘƛǎ ƪƛƭƭŜǊǎ Ƙŀd forced the genitals of a goat down the throat 

ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǎŜǊǾŀƴǘ {ǘŀƭǿŀǊǘ {ƘƛŜƭŘΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƻƴŜ ǊŜƳƻǾŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ōǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 

  They could not feed him his own genitals. The Astapori left him neither root nor stem. ά¢ƘŜ {ƻƴǎ 

ƎǊƻǿ ōƻƭŘŜǊΣέ 5ŀƴȅ ƻōǎŜǊǾŜŘ. Until now, they had limited their attacks to unarmed freedmen, cutting 

them down in the streets or breaking into their homes under the cover of darkness to murder them in 

ǘƘŜƛǊ ōŜŘǎΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊǎ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƭŀƛƴΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘΣέ {ŜǊ .ŀǊǊƛǎǘŀƴ ǿŀǊƴŜŘΣ άōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘΦέ 

  I am still at war, Dany realized, only now I am fighting shadows. She had hoped for a respite 

from the killing, for some time to build and heal. 

  Shrugging off the lion pelt, she knelt beside the corpse and closed tƘŜ ŘŜŀŘ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎΣ ƛƎƴƻǊƛƴƎ 

WƘƛǉǳƛΩǎ ƎŀǎǇΦ ά{ǘŀƭǿŀǊǘ {ƘƛŜƭŘ ǎƘŀƭƭ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ŦƻǊƎƻǘǘŜƴΦ IŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ǿŀǎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ŦƻǊ ōŀǘǘƭŜ ŀƴŘ ōǳǊȅ 

ƘƛƳ ǿƛǘƘ ŎŀǇ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƛŜƭŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǇŜŀǊǎΦέ 

  άLǘ ǎƘŀƭƭ ōŜ ŀǎ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ DǊŜȅ ²ƻǊƳΦ 

  ά{ŜƴŘ ƳŜƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ¢ŜƳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ǘhe Graces and ask if any man has come to the Blue Graces with a 

sword wound. And spread the word that we will pay good gold for the short sword of Stalwart Shield. 



LƴǉǳƛǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōǳǘŎƘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜǊŘǎƳŜƴΣ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǿƘƻ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ƎŜƭŘƛƴƎ Ǝƻŀǘǎ ƻŦ ƭŀǘŜΦέ tŜǊhaps some 

ƎƻŀǘƘŜǊŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŎƻƴŦŜǎǎΦ άIŜƴŎŜŦƻǊǘƘΣ ƴƻ Ƴŀƴ ƻŦ ƳƛƴŜ ǿŀƭƪǎ ŀƭƻƴŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŘŀǊƪΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜǎŜ ƻƴŜǎ ǎƘŀƭƭ ƻōŜȅΦέ 

  5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ ǇǳǎƘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƛǊ ōŀŎƪΦ άCƛƴŘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŎƻǿŀǊŘǎ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦ CƛƴŘ ǘƘŜƳΣ ǎƻ ǘƘŀǘ L ƳƛƎƘǘ ǘŜŀŎƘ ǘƘŜ 

IŀǊǇȅΩǎ {ƻƴǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ǘƻ ǿŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀƎƻƴΦέ 

  Grey Worm saluted her. His Unsullied closed the shroud once more, lifted the dead man onto 

their shoulders, and bore him from the hall. Ser Barristan Selmy remained behind. His hair was white, 

ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŎǊƻǿΩǎ-feet at the corners of his pale blue eyes. Yet his back was still un-bent, and the 

ȅŜŀǊǎ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ ȅŜǘ ǊƻōōŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǎƪƛƭƭ ŀǘ ŀǊƳǎΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άL ŦŜŀǊ ȅƻǳǊ ŜǳƴǳŎƘǎ ŀǊŜ ƛƭƭ 

ǎǳƛǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǘŀǎƪǎ ȅƻǳ ǎŜǘ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

  Dany settled on her bench and wrapped her pelt about her shoulders ƻƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά¢ƘŜ ¦ƴǎǳƭƭƛŜŘ 

ŀǊŜ Ƴȅ ŦƛƴŜǎǘ ǿŀǊǊƛƻǊǎΦέ 

  ά{ƻƭŘƛŜǊǎΣ ƴƻǘ ǿŀǊǊƛƻǊǎΣ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƳŀŘŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘǘƭŜŦƛŜƭŘΣ ǘƻ ǎǘŀƴŘ 

shoulder to shoulder behind their shields with their spears thrust out before them. Their training 

teaches ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ƻōŜȅΣ ŦŜŀǊƭŜǎǎƭȅΣ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘƭȅΣ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƻǊ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘƛƻƴ Χ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǳƴǊŀǾŜƭ ǎŜŎǊŜǘǎ ƻǊ ŀǎƪ 

ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎΦέ 

  ά²ƻǳƭŘ ƪƴƛƎƘǘǎ ǎŜǊǾŜ ƳŜ ŀƴȅ ōŜǘǘŜǊΚέ {ŜƭƳȅ ǿŀǎ ǘǊŀƛƴƛƴƎ ƪƴƛƎƘǘǎ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊΣ ǘŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƴǎ ƻŦ 

slaves to fight with lance and longsword in the WŜǎǘŜǊƻǎƛ ŦŀǎƘƛƻƴ Χ ōǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƎƻƻŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭŀƴŎŜǎ Řƻ 

against cowards who killed from the shadows? 

  άbƻǘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎΣέ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ Ƴŀƴ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘΦ ά!ƴŘ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜ Ƙŀǎ ƴƻ ƪƴƛƎƘǘǎΣ ǎŀǾŜ ƳŜΦ Lǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ 

ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅǎ ŀǊŜ ǊŜŀŘȅΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜƴ ǿƘƻΣ ƛŦ ƴƻǘ ¦ƴǎǳƭƭƛŜŘΚ 5ƻǘƘǊŀƪƛ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŜǾŜƴ ǿƻǊǎŜΦέ 5ƻǘƘǊŀƪƛ ŦƻǳƎƘǘ ŦǊƻƳ ƘƻǊǎŜōŀŎƪΦ 

Mounted men were of more use in open fields and hills than in the narrow streets and alleys of the city. 

.ŜȅƻƴŘ aŜŜǊŜŜƴΩǎ ǿŀƭƭǎ ƻŦ Ƴŀƴȅ-ŎƻƭƻǊŜŘ ōǊƛŎƪΣ 5ŀƴȅΩǎ ǊǳƭŜ ǿŀs tenuous at best. Thousands of slaves 

still toiled on vast estates in the hills, growing wheat and olives, herding sheep and goats, and mining 

ǎŀƭǘ ŀƴŘ ŎƻǇǇŜǊΦ aŜŜǊŜŜƴΩǎ ǎǘƻǊŜƘƻǳǎŜǎ ƘŜƭŘ ŀƳǇƭŜ ǎǳǇǇƭƛŜǎ ƻŦ ƎǊŀƛƴΣ ƻƛƭΣ ƻƭƛǾŜǎΣ ŘǊƛŜŘ ŦǊǳƛǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƭǘŜŘ 

meat, but the stores were dwindling. So Dany had dispatched her tiny khalasar to subdue the 

hinterlands, under the command of her three bloodriders, whilst Brown Ben Plumm took his Second 

Sons south to guard against Yunkish incursions. 

  The most crucial task of all she had entrusted to Daario Naharis, glib-tongued Daario with his 

gold tooth and trident beard, smiling his wicked smile through purple whiskers. Beyond the eastern hills 

was a range of rounded sandstone mountains, the Khyzai Pass, and Lhazar. If Daario could convince the 

Lhazarene to reopen the overland trade routes, grains could be brought down the river or over the hills 

ŀǘ ƴŜŜŘ Χ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ [ŀƳō aŜƴ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǘƻ ƭƻǾŜ aŜŜǊŜŜƴΦ ά²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ {ǘƻǊƳŎǊƻǿǎ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ŦǊƻƳ 

Lhazar, perhaps I can use them in the sǘǊŜŜǘǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ {ŜǊ .ŀǊǊƛǎǘŀƴΣ άōǳǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜƴ L ƘŀǾŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘŜ 

¦ƴǎǳƭƭƛŜŘΦέ 5ŀƴȅ ǊƻǎŜΦ ά¸ƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ŜȄŎǳǎŜ ƳŜΣ ǎŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇŜǘƛǘƛƻƴŜǊǎ ǿƛƭƭ ǎƻƻƴ ōŜ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ƎŀǘŜǎΦ L Ƴǳǎǘ Řƻƴ 



Ƴȅ ŦƭƻǇǇȅ ŜŀǊǎ ŀƴŘ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǉǳŜŜƴ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ {ǳƳƳƻƴ wŜȊƴŀƪ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ {ƘŀǾŜǇŀǘŜΣ LΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ ǘƘem when 

LΩƳ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘΦέ 

  ά!ǎ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘǎΦέ {ŜƭƳȅ ōƻǿŜŘΦ 

  The Great Pyramid shouldered eight hundred feet into the sky, from its huge square base to the 

lofty apex where the queen kept her private chambers, surrounded by greenery and fragrant pools. As a 

cool blue dawn broke over the city, Dany walked out onto the terrace. To the west sunlight blazed off 

the golden domes of the Temple of the Graces, and etched deep shadows behind the stepped pyramids 

of the mighty. In some of those pyramids, the Sons of the Harpy are plotting new murders even now, and 

I am powerless to stop them. 

  Viserion sensed her disquiet. The white dragon lay coiled around a pear tree, his head resting on 

his tail. When Dany passed his eyes came open, two pools of molten gold. His horns were gold as well, 

ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŎŀƭŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ Ǌŀƴ Řƻǿƴ Ƙƛǎ ōŀŎƪ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƛƭΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƭŀȊȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΣ ǎŎǊŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǳƴŘŜǊ Ƙƛǎ 

jaw. His scales were hot to the touch, like armor left too long in the sun. Dragons are fire made flesh. 

She had read thaǘ ƛƴ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōƻƻƪǎ {ŜǊ WƻǊŀƘ ƘŀŘ ƎƛǾŜƴ ƘŜǊ ŀǎ ŀ ǿŜŘŘƛƴƎ ƎƛŦǘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƘǳƴǘƛƴƎ 

ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊǎΦ IŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ 5ǊƻƎƻƴ ōŜŜƴ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴΚέ IŜǊ ŘǊŀƎƻƴǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ǿƛƭŘ ƻŦ ƭŀǘŜΦ 

wƘŀŜƎŀƭ ƘŀŘ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ ŀǘ LǊǊƛΣ ŀƴŘ ±ƛǎŜǊƛƻƴ ƘŀŘ ǎŜǘ wŜȊƴŀƪΩǎ tokar ablaze the last time the seneschal had 

called. I have left them too much to themselves, but where am I to find the time for them? 

  ±ƛǎŜǊƛƻƴΩǎ ǘŀƛƭ ƭŀǎƘŜŘ ǎƛŘŜǿŀȅǎΣ ǘƘǳƳǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳƴƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŜ ǎƻ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ǇŜŀǊ ŎŀƳŜ 

ǘǳƳōƭƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ƭŀƴŘ ŀǘ 5ŀƴȅΩǎ ŦŜŜǘΦ His wings unfolded, and he half flew, half hopped onto the 

parapet. He grows, she thought as he launched himself into the sky. They are all three growing. Soon 

they will be large enough to bear my weight. Then she would fly as Aegon the Conqueror had flown, up 

and up, until Meereen was so small that she could blot it out with her thumb. 

  She watched Viserion climb in widening circles until he was lost to sight beyond the muddy 

waters of the Skahazadhan. Only then did Dany go back inside the pyramid, where Irri and Jhiqui were 

waiting to brush the tangles from her hair and garb her as befit the Queen of Meereen, in a Ghiscari 

tokar. 

  The garment was a clumsy thing, a long loose shapeless sheet that had to be wound around her 

hips and under an arm and over a shoulder, its dangling fringes carefully layered and displayed. Wound 

too loose, it was like to fall off; wound too tight, it would tangle, trip, and bind. Even wound properly, 

the tokar required its wearer to hold it in place with the left hand. Walking in a tokar demanded small, 

mincing steps and exquisite balance, lest one tread upon those heavy trailing fringes. It was not a 

garment meant for any man who had to work. The tokar was a ƳŀǎǘŜǊΩǎ garment, a sign of wealth and 

power. 

  Dany had wanted to ban the tokar when she took Meereen, but her advisors had convinced her 

ƻǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜΦ ά¢ƘŜ aƻǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ 5ǊŀƎƻƴǎ Ƴǳǎǘ Řƻƴ ǘƘŜ tokar or be forŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǘŜŘΣέ ǿŀǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ DǊŜŜƴ DǊŀŎŜΣ 

DŀƭŀȊȊŀ DŀƭŀǊŜΦ άLƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻƭǎ ƻŦ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎ ƻǊ ŀ Ǝƻǿƴ ƻŦ aȅǊƛǎƘ ƭŀŎŜΣ ¸ƻǳǊ wŀŘƛŀƴŎŜ ǎƘŀƭƭ ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊ ǊŜƳŀƛƴ 

ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊ ŀƳƻƴƎǎǘ ǳǎΣ ŀ ƎǊƻǘŜǎǉǳŜ ƻǳǘƭŀƴŘŜǊΣ ŀ ōŀǊōŀǊƛŀƴ ŎƻƴǉǳŜǊƻǊΦ aŜŜǊŜŜƴΩǎ ǉǳŜŜƴ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ŀ ƭŀŘȅ 



ƻŦ hƭŘ DƘƛǎΦέ .Ǌƻǿƴ .Ŝƴ tƭǳƳƳΣ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ {ŜŎƻƴŘ {ƻƴǎΣ ƘŀŘ Ǉǳǘ ƛǘ ƳƻǊŜ ǎǳŎŎƛƴŎǘƭȅΦ άaŀƴ ǿŀƴǘǎ 

ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎ ƻΩ ǘƘŜ ǊŀōōƛǘǎΣ ƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ǿŜŀǊ ŀ ǇŀƛǊ ƻΩ ŦƭƻǇǇȅ ŜŀǊǎΦέ 

  The floppy ears she chose today were made of sheer white linen, with a fringe of golden tassels. 

WitƘ WƘƛǉǳƛΩǎ ƘŜƭǇΣ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ tokar about herself correctly on her third attempt. Irri fetched her 

crown, wrought in the shape of the three-headed dragon of her House. Its coils were gold, its wings 

ǎƛƭǾŜǊΣ ƛǘǎ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƘŜŀŘǎ ƛǾƻǊȅΣ ƻƴȅȄΣ ŀƴŘ ƧŀŘŜΦ 5ŀƴȅΩǎ ƴŜck and shoulders would be stiff and sore from the 

weight of it before the day was done. A crown should not sit easy on the head. One of her royal 

forebears had said that, once. Some Aegon, but which one? Five Aegons had ruled the Seven Kingdoms 

of WesterosΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ǎƛȄǘƘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ¦ǎǳǊǇŜǊΩǎ ŘƻƎǎ ƘŀŘ ƳǳǊŘŜǊŜŘ ƘŜǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎƻƴ 

when he was still a babe at the breast. If he had lived, I might have married him. Aegon would have been 

closer to my age than Viserys. Dany had only been conceived when Aegon and his sister were murdered. 

Their father, her brother Rhaegar, perished even earlier, slain by the Usurper on the Trident. Her 

brother Viserys had died screaming in Vaes Dothrak with a crown of molten gold upon his head. They 

will kill me too if I allow it. The knives that slew my Stalwart Shield were meant for me. 

  She had not forgotten the slave children the Great Masters had nailed up along the road from 

Yunkai. They had numbered one hundred sixty-three, a child every mile, nailed to mileposts with one 

arm outstretched to point her way. After Meereen had fallen, Dany had nailed up a like number of Great 

Masters. Swarms of flies had attended their slow dying, and the stench had lingered long in the plaza. 

Yet some days she feared that she had not gone far enough. These Meereenese were a sly and stubborn 

ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻ ǊŜǎƛǎǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀǘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǘǳǊƴΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ŦǊŜŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎƭŀǾŜǎΣ ȅŜǎ Χ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƻ ƘƛǊŜ ǘƘŜƳ ōŀŎƪ ŀǎ 

servants at wages so meagre that most could scarce afford to eat. Those too old or young to be of use 

had been cast into the streets, along with the infirm and the crippled. And still the Great Masters 

gathered atop their lofty pyramids to complain of how the dragon queen had filled their noble city with 

hordes of unwashed beggars, thieves, and whores. 

  To rule Meereen I must win the Meereenese, however much I may despise them. άL ŀƳ ǊŜŀŘȅΣέ 

she told Irri. 

  wŜȊƴŀƪ ŀƴŘ {ƪŀƘŀȊ ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ŀǘƻǇ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǊōƭŜ ǎǘŜǇǎΦ άDǊŜŀǘ ǉǳŜŜƴΣέ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜŘ wŜȊƴŀƪ Ƴƻ wŜȊƴŀƪΣ 

άȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǎƻ ǊŀŘƛŀƴǘ ǘƻŘŀȅ L ŦŜŀǊ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ƻƴ ȅƻǳΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǎeneschal wore a tokar of maroon silk with a golden 

fringe. A small, damp man, he smelled as if he had bathed in perfume and spoke a bastard form of High 

Valyrian, much corrupted and flavored with a thick Ghiscari growl. 

  ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƪƛƴŘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǎƻΣέ 5ŀƴȅ ŀƴǎwered, in the same tongue. 

  άaȅ ǉǳŜŜƴΣέ ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘ {ƪŀƘŀȊ Ƴƻ YŀƴŘŀǉΣ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀǾŜƴ ƘŜŀŘΦ DƘƛǎŎŀǊƛ ƘŀƛǊ ǿŀǎ ŘŜƴǎŜ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǊȅΤ 

it had long been the fashion for the men of the Slaver Cities to tease it into horns and spikes and wings. 

By shaving, Skahaz had put old Meereen behind him to accept the new, and his kin had done the same 

after his example. Others followed, though whether from fear, fashion, or ambition, Dany could not say; 

shavepates, they were called. Skahaz was the {ƘŀǾŜǇŀǘŜ Χ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǾƛƭŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘǊŀƛǘƻrs to the Sons of the 

IŀǊǇȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƛƭƪΦ ά²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƻƭŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŜǳƴǳŎƘΦέ 



  άIƛǎ ƴŀƳŜ ǿŀǎ {ǘŀƭǿŀǊǘ {ƘƛŜƭŘΦέ 

  άaƻǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ŘƛŜ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ ǘƘŜ ƳǳǊŘŜǊŜǊǎ ŀǊŜ ǇǳƴƛǎƘŜŘΦέ 9ǾŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘŀǾŜƴ ǎŎŀƭǇΣ {ƪŀƘŀȊ ƘŀŘ ŀƴ 

odious faceτa beetled brow, small eyes with heavy bags beneath them, a big nose dark with 

blackheads, oily skin that looked more yellow than the usual amber of Ghiscari. It was a blunt, brutal, 

angry face. She could only pray it was an honest one as well. 

  άIƻǿ Ŏŀƴ L ǇǳƴƛǎƘ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƘŜƴ L Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘƻ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜΚέ 5ŀƴȅ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘ ƻŦ ƘƛƳΦ ά¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜ 

ǘƘŀǘΣ ōƻƭŘ {ƪŀƘŀȊΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƭŀŎƪ ƻŦ ŜƴŜƳƛŜǎΣ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΦ ¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǇȅǊŀƳƛŘǎ ŦǊƻƳ ȅƻǳǊ ǘŜǊǊŀŎŜΦ ½ƘŀƪΣ 

Hazkar, Ghazeen, Merreq, Loraq, all the old slaving families. Pahl. Pahl, most of all. A house of women 

ƴƻǿΦ .ƛǘǘŜǊ ƻƭŘ ǿƻƳŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǘŀǎǘŜ ŦƻǊ ōƭƻƻŘΦ ²ƻƳŜƴ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ŦƻǊƎŜǘΦ ²ƻƳŜƴ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜΦέ 

  No, Dany thought, ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ¦ǎǳǊǇŜǊΩǎ ŘƻƎǎ ǿƛƭƭ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƘŀǘΣ ǿƘŜƴ L ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎΦ It was true 

that there was blood between her and the House of Pahl. Oznak zo Pahl had been cut down by Strong 

.Ŝƭǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǎƛƴƎƭŜ ŎƻƳōŀǘΦ Iƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΣ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊ ƻŦ aŜŜǊŜŜƴΩǎ Ŏƛǘȅ ǿŀǘŎƘΣ ƘŀŘ ŘƛŜŘ ŘŜŦŜƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǘŜǎ 

ǿƘŜƴ WƻǎƻΩǎ /ƻŎƪ ǎƳŀǎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ƛƴǘƻ ǎǇƭƛƴǘŜǊǎΦ ¢ƘǊŜŜ ǳƴŎƭŜǎ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀƳƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ǎƛȄǘȅ-three 

ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀȊŀΦ άIƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ƎƻƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǿŜ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ {ƻƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ IŀǊǇȅΚέ 5ŀƴȅ 

asked. 

  άhƴŜ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ƘƻƴƻǊǎΣ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ¸ƻǳǊ wŀŘƛŀƴŎŜΦέ 

  άhƴŜ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ƘƻƴƻǊǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ǳǎ ƳƻǊŜΦ aŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǎƻΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜ Ƙŀǎ ƴƻǘ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ŎƻǳƴǎŜƭΣέ ǎŀƛŘ {ƪŀƘŀȊ {ƘŀǾŜǇŀǘŜΣ άōǳǘ L ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ōƭƻƻŘ Ƴǳǎǘ 

pay for blood. Take one man from each of the families I have named and kill him. The next time one of 

ȅƻǳǊǎ ƛǎ ǎƭŀƛƴΣ ǘŀƪŜ ǘǿƻ ŦǊƻƳ ŜŀŎƘ ƎǊŜŀǘ IƻǳǎŜ ŀƴŘ ƪƛƭƭ ǘƘŜƳ ōƻǘƘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ŀ ǘƘƛǊŘ ƳǳǊŘŜǊΦέ 

  Reznak squealed ƛƴ ŘƛǎǘǊŜǎǎΦ άbƻƻƻƻ Χ ƎŜƴǘƭŜ ǉǳŜŜƴΣ ǎǳŎƘ ǎŀǾŀƎŜǊȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōǊƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ƛǊŜ ƻŦ 

the gods. We will find the murderers, I promise you, and when we do they will prove to be baseborn 

ŦƛƭǘƘΣ ȅƻǳ ǎƘŀƭƭ ǎŜŜΦέ 

  The seneschal was as bald as Skahaz, though in his casŜ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛōƭŜΦ ά{ƘƻǳƭŘ ŀƴȅ 

ƘŀƛǊ ōŜ ǎƻ ƛƴǎƻƭŜƴǘ ŀǎ ǘƻ ŀǇǇŜŀǊΣ Ƴȅ ōŀǊōŜǊ ǎǘŀƴŘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǊŀȊƻǊ ǊŜŀŘȅΣέ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀǎǎǳǊŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ 

raised him up. There were times when Dany wondered if that razor might not be better saved for 

wŜȊƴŀƪΩǎ ǘƘǊƻŀǘΦ IŜ ǿŀs a useful man, but she liked him little and trusted him less. The Undying of Qarth 

had told her she would be thrice betrayed. Mirri Maz Duur had been the first, Ser Jorah the second. 

Would Reznak be the third? The Shavepate? Daario? Or will it be someone I would never suspect, Ser 

Barristan or Grey Worm or Missandei? 

  ά{ƪŀƘŀȊΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ {ƘŀǾŜǇŀǘŜΣ άL ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƻǳƴǎŜƭΦ wŜȊƴŀƪΣ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘ ƻƴŜ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ 

ƘƻƴƻǊǎ Ƴŀȅ ŀŎŎƻƳǇƭƛǎƘΦέ /ƭǳǘŎƘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ tokar, Daenerys swept past them down the broad marble stair. 

She took one step at a time, lest she trip over her fringe and go tumbling headfirst into court. 



  aƛǎǎŀƴŘŜƛ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎŎǊƛōŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǎǿŜŜǘΣ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ άAll kneel for Daenerys 

Stormborn, the Unburnt, Queen of Meereen, Queen of the Andals and the Rhoynar and the First Men, 

Khaleesi of Great Grass Sea, Breaker of Shackles, and Mother of Dragons.έ 

  The hall had filled. Unsullied stood with their backs to the pillars, holding shields and spears, the 

spikes on their caps jutting upward like a row of knives. The Meereenese had gathered beneath the 

eastern windows. Her freedmen stood well apart from their former masters. Until they stand together, 

Meereen will know no peace. ά!ǊƛǎŜΦέ 5ŀƴȅ ǎŜǘǘƭŜŘ ƻƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ōŜƴŎƘΦ ¢ƘŜ Ƙŀƭƭ ǊƻǎŜΦ That at least they do 

as one. 

  Reznak mo Reznak had a list. Custom demanded that the queen begin with the Astapori envoy, 

a former slave who called himself Lord Ghael, though no one seemed to know what he was lord of. 

  Lord Ghael had a mouth of brown and rotten teeth and the pointed yellow face of a weasel. He 

ŀƭǎƻ ƘŀŘ ŀ ƎƛŦǘΦ ά/ƭŜƻƴ ǘƘŜ DǊŜŀǘ ǎŜƴŘǎ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǎƭƛǇǇŜǊǎ ŀǎ ŀ ǘƻƪŜƴ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻǾŜ ŦƻǊ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ {ǘƻǊƳōƻǊƴΣ ǘƘŜ 

aƻǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ 5ǊŀƎƻƴǎΦέ 

  LǊǊƛ ǎƭƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƭƛǇǇŜǊǎ ƻƴǘƻ 5ŀƴȅΩǎ feet. They were gilded leather, decorated with green freshwater 

pearls. Does the butcher king believe a pair of pretty slippers will win my hand? άYƛƴƎ /ƭŜƻƴ ƛǎ Ƴƻǎǘ 

ƎŜƴŜǊƻǳǎΦ ¸ƻǳ Ƴŀȅ ǘƘŀƴƪ ƘƛƳ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻǾŜƭȅ ƎƛŦǘΦέ Lovely, but made for a child. Dany had small feet, yet 

the pointed slippers mashed her toes together. 

  άDǊŜŀǘ /ƭŜƻƴ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǇƭŜŀǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜȅ ǇƭŜŀǎŜŘ ȅƻǳΣέ ǎŀƛŘ [ƻǊŘ DƘŀŜƭΦ άIƛǎ aŀƎƴƛŦƛŎŜƴŎŜ ōƛŘǎ 

ƳŜ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǎǘŀƴŘǎ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ŘŜŦŜƴŘ ǘƘŜ aƻǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ 5ǊŀƎƻƴǎ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƭƭ ƘŜǊ ŦƻŜǎΦέ 

  If he proposes ŀƎŀƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿŜŘ YƛƴƎ /ƭŜƻƴΣ LΩƭƭ ǘƘǊƻǿ ŀ ǎƭƛǇǇŜǊ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΣ Dany thought, but for 

ƻƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ !ǎǘŀǇƻǊƛ ŜƴǾƻȅ ƳŀŘŜ ƴƻ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ŀ Ǌƻȅŀƭ ƳŀǊǊƛŀƎŜΦ LƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¢ƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ Ƙŀǎ ŎƻƳŜ ŦƻǊ 

Astapor and Meereen to end the savage reign of the Wise Masters of Yunkai, who are sworn foes to all 

ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ƛƴ ŦǊŜŜŘƻƳΦ DǊŜŀǘ /ƭŜƻƴ ōƛŘǎ ƳŜ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜǿ ¦ƴǎǳƭƭƛŜŘ ǿƛƭƭ ǎƻƻƴ ƳŀǊŎƘΦέ 

  His new Unsullied are an obscene jape. άYƛƴƎ /ƭŜƻƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǿƛǎŜ ǘƻ ǘŜƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ƎŀǊŘŜƴǎ ŀƴŘ 

ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΩƛ ǘŜƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊǎΦέ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ 5ŀƴȅ ƘŀǊōƻǊŜŘ ŀƴȅ ƭƻǾŜ ŦƻǊ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

regret leaving the Yellow City untaken after defeating its army in the field. The Wise Masters had 

returned to slaving as soon as she moved on, and were busy raising levies, hiring sellswords, and making 

alliances against her. 

  Cleon the self-styled Great was no better, however. The Butcher King had restored slavery to 

Astapor, the only change being that the former slaves were now the masters and the former masters 

were now the slaves. 

  άL ŀƳ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƎƛǊƭ ŀƴŘ ƪƴƻǿ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅǎ ƻŦ ǿŀǊΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ [ƻǊŘ DƘŀŜƭΣ άōǳǘ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ 

ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ !ǎǘŀǇƻǊ ƛǎ ǎǘŀǊǾƛƴƎΦ [Ŝǘ YƛƴƎ /ƭŜƻƴ ŦŜŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ƭŜŀŘǎ ǘƘŜƳ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ōŀǘǘƭŜΦέ {ƘŜ 

made a gesture of dismissal. Ghael withdrew. 

  άaŀƎƴƛŦƛŎŜƴŎŜΣέ ǇǊƻƳǇǘŜŘ wŜȊƴŀƪ Ƴƻ wŜȊƴŀƪΣ άǿƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ƴƻōƭŜ IƛȊŘŀƘǊ Ȋƻ [ƻǊŀǉΚέ 



  Again? Dany nodded, and Hizdahr strode forth; a tall man, very slender, with flawless amber 

skin. He bowed on the same spot where Stalwart Shield had lain in death not long before. I need this 

man, Dany reminded herself. Hizdahr was a wealthy merchant with many friends in Meereen, and more 

across the seas. He had visited Volantis, Lys, and Qarth, had kin in Tolos and Elyria, and was even said to 

wield some influence in New DƘƛǎΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΩƛ ǿŜǊŜ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǘƛǊ ǳǇ ŜƴƳƛǘȅ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ 5ŀƴȅ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ 

rule. 

  And he was rich. Famously and fabulously rich Χ 

  And like to grow richer, if I grant his petition. ²ƘŜƴ 5ŀƴȅ ƘŀŘ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΩǎ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ǇƛǘǎΣ ǘƘŜ 

value of pit shares had plummeted. Hizdahr zo Loraq had grabbed them up with both hands, and now 

owned most of the fighting pits in Meereen. 

  The nobleman had wings of wiry red-black hair sprouting from his temples. They made him look 

as if his head were about to take flight. His long face was made even longer by a beard bound with rings 

of gold. His purple tokar ǿŀǎ ŦǊƛƴƎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƳŜǘƘȅǎǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǇŜŀǊƭǎΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ wŀŘƛŀƴŎŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ L 

ŀƳ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 

  ά²ƘȅΣ ƛǘ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜ ōǳǘ ǘƻ ǇƭŀƎǳŜ ƳŜΦ Iƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ times have I 

ǊŜŦǳǎŜŘ ȅƻǳΚέ 

  άCƛǾŜ ǘƛƳŜǎΣ ¸ƻǳǊ aŀƎƴƛŦƛŎŜƴŎŜΦέ 

  ά{ƛȄ ƴƻǿΦ L ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ Ǉƛǘǎ ǊŜƻǇŜƴŜŘΦέ 

  άLŦ ¸ƻǳǊ aŀƧŜǎǘȅ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŜŀǊ Ƴȅ ŀǊƎǳƳŜƴǘǎ Χέ 

  άL ƘŀǾŜΦ CƛǾŜ ǘƛƳŜǎΦ IŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƴŜǿ ŀǊƎǳƳŜƴǘǎΚέ 

  άhƭŘ ŀǊƎǳƳŜƴǘǎΣέ IƛȊŘŀƘǊ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘΣ άƴŜǿ ǿƻǊŘǎΦ [ƻǾŜƭȅ ǿƻǊŘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŎƻǳǊǘŜƻǳǎΣ ƳƻǊŜ ŀǇǘ ǘƻ 

ƳƻǾŜ ŀ ǉǳŜŜƴΦέ 

  άLǘ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŎŀǳǎŜ L ŦƛƴŘ ǿŀƴǘƛƴƎΣ ƴƻǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƻǳǊǘŜǎƛŜǎΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ȅƻǳǊ ŀǊƎǳƳŜƴǘǎ ǎƻ ƻŦǘŜƴ L 

ŎƻǳƭŘ ǇƭŜŀŘ ȅƻǳǊ ŎŀǎŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦ {Ƙŀƭƭ LΚέ 5ŀƴȅ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ Ǉƛǘǎ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ a part of 

Meereen since the city was founded. The combats are profoundly religious in nature, a blood sacrifice to 

the gods of Ghis. The mortal art of Ghis is not mere butchery but a display of courage, skill, and strength 

most pleasing to your gods. Victorious fighters are pampered and acclaimed, and the slain are honored 

and remembered. By reopening the pits I would show the people of Meereen that I respect their ways 

and customs. The pits are far-famed across the world. They draw trade to Meereen, and fiƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΩǎ 

coffers with coin from the ends of the earth. All men share a taste for blood, a taste the pits help slake. 

In that way they make Meereen more tranquil. For criminals condemned to die upon the sands, the pits 

represent a judgment by battle, a ƭŀǎǘ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǾŜ Ƙƛǎ ƛƴƴƻŎŜƴŎŜΦέ {ƘŜ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ 

ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǘƻǎǎ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜΦ Iƻǿ ƘŀǾŜ L ŘƻƴŜΚέ 



  ά¸ƻǳǊ wŀŘƛŀƴŎŜ Ƙŀǎ ǎǘŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǎŜ ƳǳŎƘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘƻǇŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦ L ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ 

you are eloquent as well as beautifuƭΦ L ŀƳ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǇŜǊǎǳŀŘŜŘΦέ 

  {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƭŀǳƎƘΦ ά!ƘΣ ōǳǘ L ŀƳ ƴƻǘΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳǊ aŀƎƴƛŦƛŎŜƴŎŜΣέ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ wŜȊƴŀƪ Ƴƻ wŜȊƴŀƪ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŜŀǊΣ άƛǘ ƛǎ ŎǳǎǘƻƳŀǊȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ Ŏƛǘȅ ǘƻ 

claim one-tenth of all the profits from the fighting pits, after expenses, as a tax. That coin might be put 

ǘƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ƴƻōƭŜ ǳǎŜǎΦέ 

  άLǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ Χ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƛŦ ǿŜ were to reopen the pits, we should take our tenth before expenses. I 

am only a young girl and know little of such matters, but I dwelt with Xaro Xhoan Daxos long enough to 

learn that much. 

  HizdŀƘǊΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƳŀǊǎƘŀƭ ŀǊƳƛŜǎ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ƳŀǊǎƘŀƭ ŀǊƎǳƳŜƴǘǎΣ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŎƻƴǉǳŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ Χ 

but my answer is still no. CƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎƛȄǘƘ ǘƛƳŜΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴ Ƙŀǎ ǎǇƻƪŜƴΦέ IŜ ōƻǿŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ŀǎ ŘŜŜǇƭȅ ŀǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ Iƛǎ ǇŜŀǊƭǎ ŀƴŘ ŀƳŜǘƘȅǎǘǎ 

clattered softly against the marble floor. A very limber man was Hizdahr zo Loraq. 

  He might be handsome, but for that silly hair. Reznak and the Green Grace had been urging 

Dany to take a Meereenese noble for her husband, to reconcile the city to her rule. Hizdahr zo Loraq 

might be worth a careful look. Sooner him than Skahaz. The Shavepate had offered to set aside his wife 

for her, but the notion made her shudder. Hizdahr at least knew how to smile. 

  άaŀƎƴƛŦƛŎŜƴŎŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ wŜȊƴŀƪΣ ŎƻƴǎǳƭǘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǎǘΣ άǘƘŜ ƴƻōƭŜ DǊŀȊŘŀƴ Ȋƻ DŀƭŀǊŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ address 

ȅƻǳΦ ²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƘŜŀǊ ƘƛƳΚέ 

  άLǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ Ƴȅ ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 5ŀƴȅΣ ŀŘƳƛǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƎƭƛƳƳŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŜŜƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

ƎǊŜŜƴ ǇŜŀǊƭǎ ƻƴ /ƭŜƻƴΩǎ ǎƭƛǇǇŜǊǎ ǿƘƛƭŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ōŜǎǘ ǘƻ ƛƎƴƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǇƛƴŎƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǘƻŜǎΦ DǊŀȊŘŀƴΣ ǎƘŜ 

had been forewarned, was a cousin of the Green Grace, whose support she had found invaluable. The 

priestess was a voice for peace, acceptance, and obedience to lawful authority. I can give her cousin a 

respectful hearing, whatever he desires. 

  What he desired turned out to be gold. Dany had refused to compensate any of the Great 

Masters for the value of their slaves, but the Meereenese kept devising other ways to squeeze coin from 

her. The noble Grazdan had once owned a slave woman who was a very fine weaver, it seemed; the 

fruits of her loom were greatly valued, not only in Meereen, but in New Ghis and Astapor and Qarth. 

When this woman had grown old, Grazdan had purchased half a dozen young girls and commanded the 

crone to instruct them in the secrets of her craft. The old woman was dead now. The young ones, freed, 

had opened a shop by the harbor wall to sell their weavings. Grazdan zo Galare asked that he be granted 

ŀ ǇƻǊǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŜŀǊƴƛƴƎǎΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ƻǿŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎƪƛƭƭ ǘƻ ƳŜΣέ ƘŜ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘΦ άL ǇƭǳŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŀǳŎǘƛƻƴ 

bloc and gŀǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƻƳΦέ 

  5ŀƴȅ ƭƛǎǘŜƴŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜ ǎǘƛƭƭΦ ²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŘƻƴŜΣ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ 

ǿŜŀǾŜǊΚέ 



  ά¢ƘŜ ǎƭŀǾŜΚέ DǊŀȊŘŀƴ ǎƘƛŦǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǿŜƛƎƘǘΣ ŦǊƻǿƴƛƴƎΦ ά{ƘŜ ǿŀǎ Χ Elza, it might have been. Or Ella. 

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƛȄ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŜŘΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ƻǿƴŜŘ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǎƭŀǾŜǎΣ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΦέ 

  ά[Ŝǘ ǳǎ ǎŀȅ 9ƭȊŀΦ IŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƻǳǊ ǊǳƭƛƴƎΦ CǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭǎΣ ȅƻǳ ǎƘŀƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ 9ƭȊŀ ǿƘƻ ǘŀǳƎƘǘ 

them weaving, not you. From you, the girls shall have a new loom, the finest coin can buy. That is for 

ŦƻǊƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ǿƻƳŀƴΦέ 

  Reznak would have summoned another tokar next, but Dany insisted that he call upon a 

freedman. Thereafter she alternated between the former masters and the former slaves. Many and 

more of the matters brought before her involved redress. Meereen had been sacked savagely after its 

fall. The stepped pyramids of the mighty had been spared the worst of the ravages, but the humbler 

parts of the city had been given ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ŀƴ ƻǊƎȅ ƻŦ ƭƻƻǘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƪƛƭƭƛƴƎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΩǎ ǎƭŀǾŜǎ ǊƻǎŜ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ 

starving hordes who had followed her from Yunkai and Astapor poured through the broken gates. Her 

Unsullied had finally restored order, but the sack left a plague of problems in its wake. And so they came 

to see the queen. 

  A rich woman came, whose husband and sons had died defending the city walls. During the sack 

she had fled to her brother in fear. When she returned, she found her house had been turned into a 

brothel. The whores had bedecked themselves in her jewels and clothes. She wanted her house back, 

ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ƧŜǿŜƭǎΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ Ŏŀƴ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘΦ 5ŀƴȅ ƎǊŀƴǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƧŜǿŜƭǎ ōǳǘ ǊǳƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ 

house was lost when she abandoned it. 

  A former slave came, to accuse a certain noble of the Zhak. The man had recently taken to wife 

ŀ ŦǊŜŜŘǿƻƳŀƴ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƴƻōƭŜΩǎ ōŜŘ-warmer before the city fell. The noble had taken her 

maidenhood, used her for his pleasure, and gotten her with child. Her new husband wanted the noble 

geldŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƛƳŜ ƻŦ ǊŀǇŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ŀ ǇǳǊǎŜ ƻŦ ƎƻƭŘ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΣ ǘƻ Ǉŀȅ ƘƛƳ ŦƻǊ ǊŀƛǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƴƻōƭŜΩǎ 

ōŀǎǘŀǊŘ ŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴΦ 5ŀƴȅ ƎǊŀƴǘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŜ ƎƻƭŘΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƭŘƛƴƎΦ ά²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƭŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊΣ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƛŦŜ 

was his property, to do with as he would. By law, there ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ǊŀǇŜΦέ IŜǊ ŘŜŎƛǎƛƻƴ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ƘƛƳΣ 

she could see, but if she gelded every man who ever forced a bedslave, she would soon rule a city of 

eunuchs. 

  A boy came, younger than Dany, slight and scarred, dressed up in a frayed grey tokar trailing 

siƭǾŜǊ ŦǊƛƴƎŜΦ Iƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ōǊƻƪŜ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƻŦ Ƙƻǿ ǘǿƻ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜƘƻƭŘ ǎƭŀǾŜǎ ƘŀŘ ǊƛǎŜƴ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ 

night the gate broke. One had slain his father, the other his elder brother. Both had raped his mother 

before killing her as well. The boy had escaped with no more than the scar upon his face, but one of the 

ƳǳǊŘŜǊŜǊǎ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ƧƻƛƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊǎ ŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ 

ǘƘŜ aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ aŜƴΦ IŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ōƻǘƘ ƘŀƴƎŜŘΦ 

  I am queen over a city built on dust and death. Dany had no choice but to deny him. She had 

declared a blanket pardon for all crimes committed during the sack. Nor would she punish slaves for 

rising up against their masters. 

  When she told him, the boy rushed at her, but his feet tangled in his tokar and he went 

sprawling headlong on the purple marble. Strong Belwas was on him at once. The huge brown eunuch 



yanked him up one-ƘŀƴŘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘƛƳ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƳŀǎǘƛŦŦ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǊŀǘΦ ά9ƴƻǳƎƘΣ .ŜƭǿŀǎΣέ 5ŀƴȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΦ 

άwŜƭŜŀǎŜ ƘƛƳΦέ ¢ƻ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¢ǊŜŀǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ tokar, for it saved your life. You are only a boy, so we 

ǿƛƭƭ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ƘŜǊŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜΦέ .ǳǘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ 

shoulder, and when she saw his eyes Dany thought, The Harpy has another Son. 

  By midday Daenerys was feeling the weight of the crown upon her head, and the hardness of 

the bench beneath her. With so many still waiting on her pleasure, she did not stop to eat. Instead she 

dispatched Jhiqui to the kitchens for a platter of flatbread, olives, figs, and cheese. She nibbled whilst 

she listened, and sipped from a cup of watered wine. The figs were fine, the olives even finer, but the 

wine left a tart metallic aftertaste in her mouth. The small pale yellow grapes native to these regions 

produced a notably inferior vintage. We shall have no trade in wine. Besides, the Great Masters had 

burned the best arbors along with the olive trees. 

  In the afternoon a sculptor came, proposing to replace the head of the great bronze harpy in the 

Plaza of Purification with ƻƴŜ Ŏŀǎǘ ƛƴ 5ŀƴȅΩǎ ƛƳŀƎŜΦ {ƘŜ ŘŜƴƛŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǿƛǘƘ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ŎƻǳǊǘŜǎȅ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ 

muster. A pike of unprecedented size had been caught in the Skahazadhan, and the fisherman wished to 

give it to the queen. She admired the fish extravagantly, rewarded the fisherman with a purse of silver, 

and sent the pike to her kitchens. A coppersmith had fashioned her a suit of burnished rings to wear to 

war. She accepted it with fulsome thanks; it was lovely to behold, and all that burnished copper would 

flash prettily in the sun, though if actual battle threatened, she would sooner be clad in steel. Even a 

young girl who knew nothing of the ways of war knew that. 

  The slippers the Butcher King had sent her had grown too uncomfortable. Dany kicked them off 

and sat with one foot tucked beneath her and the other swinging back and forth. It was not a very regal 

pose, but she was tired of being regal. The crown had given her a headache, and her buttocks had gone 

ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇΦ ά{ŜǊ .ŀǊǊƛǎǘŀƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΣ άL ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǉǳŀƭƛǘȅ ŀ ƪƛƴƎ ƴŜŜŘǎ ƳƻǎǘΦέ 

  ά/ƻǳǊŀƎŜΣ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΚέ 

  ά/ƘŜŜƪǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǊƻƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘŜŀǎŜŘΦ ά!ƭƭ L Řƻ ƛǎ ǎƛǘΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜ ǘŀƪŜǎ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ ƻƴ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŀƭƭƻǿ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƻǳƴŎƛƭƭƻǊǎ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦ 

ȅƻǳǊ ōǳǊŘŜƴǎΦέ 

  άL ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ŎƻǳƴŎƛƭƭƻǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻ ŦŜǿ ŎǳǎƘƛƻƴǎΦέ 5ŀƴȅ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ wŜȊƴŀƪΦ άIƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜΚέ 

  ά ¢ƘǊŜŜ-and-ǘǿŜƴǘȅΣ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ¸ƻǳǊ aŀƎƴƛŦƛŎŜƴŎŜΦ ²ƛǘƘ ŀǎ Ƴŀƴȅ ŎƭŀƛƳǎΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǎŜƴŜǎŎƘŀƭ 

ŎƻƴǎǳƭǘŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ǇŀǇŜǊǎΦ άhƴŜ ŎŀƭŦ ŀƴŘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƎƻŀǘǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǎƘŜŜǇ ƻǊ ƭŀƳōǎΣ ƴƻ ŘƻǳōǘΦέ 

  ά ¢ƘǊŜŜ-and-ǘǿŜƴǘȅΦέ 5ŀƴȅ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ άMy dragons have developed a prodigious taste for mutton 

ǎƛƴŎŜ ǿŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ Ǉŀȅ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŜǇƘŜǊŘǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƪƛƭƭǎΦ IŀǾŜ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŎƭŀƛƳǎ ōŜŜƴ ǇǊƻǾŜƴΚέ 

  ά{ƻƳŜ ƳŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ōǳǊƴǘ ōƻƴŜǎΦέ 



  άaŜƴ ƳŀƪŜ ŦƛǊŜǎΦ aŜƴ Ŏƻƻƪ ƳǳǘǘƻƴΦ .ǳǊƴǘ ōƻƴŜǎ ǇǊƻǾŜ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ .Ǌƻǿƴ .Ŝƴ ǎŀȅs there are red 

wolves in the hills outside the city, and jack-als and wild dogs. Must we pay good silver for every lamb 

ǘƘŀǘ ƎƻŜǎ ŀǎǘǊŀȅ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ {ƪŀƘŀȊŀŘƘŀƴΚέ 

  άbƻΣ aŀƎƴƛŦƛŎŜƴŎŜΦέ wŜȊƴŀƪ ōƻǿŜŘΦ ά{Ƙŀƭƭ L ǎŜƴŘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǊŀǎŎŀƭǎ ŀǿŀȅΣ ƻǊ ǿƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ want them 

ǎŎƻǳǊƎŜŘΚέ 

  5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ ǎƘƛŦǘŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜƴŎƘΦ άbƻ Ƴŀƴ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŜǾŜǊ ŦŜŀǊ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ƳŜΦέ {ƻƳŜ ŎƭŀƛƳǎ ǿŜǊŜ 

false, she did not doubt, but more were genuine. Her dragons had grown too large to be content with 

rats and cats and dogs. The more they eat, the larger they will grow, Ser Barristan had warned her, and 

ǘƘŜ ƭŀǊƎŜǊ ǘƘŜȅ ƎǊƻǿΣ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ŜŀǘΦ Drogon especially ranged far afield and could easily devour a 

ǎƘŜŜǇ ŀ ŘŀȅΦ άtŀȅ ǘƘŜƳ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǾŀƭǳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŀƴƛƳŀƭǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ wŜȊƴŀƪΣ άōǳǘ ƘŜƴŎŜŦƻǊǘƘ claimants must 

ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ¢ŜƳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ DǊŀŎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǿŜŀǊ ŀ Ƙƻƭȅ ƻŀǘƘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŘǎ ƻŦ DƘƛǎΦέ 

  άLǘ ǎƘŀƭƭ ōŜ ŘƻƴŜΦέ wŜȊƴŀƪ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǘƛǘƛƻƴŜǊǎΦ άIŜǊ aŀƎƴƛŦƛŎŜƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ vǳŜŜƴ Ƙŀǎ 

consented to compensate each of you for the animals you haǾŜ ƭƻǎǘΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ DƘƛǎŎŀǊƛ 

ǘƻƴƎǳŜΦ άtǊŜǎŜƴǘ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎǘƻǊǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊǊƻǿΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǎƘŀƭƭ ōŜ ǇŀƛŘ ƛƴ Ŏƻƛƴ ƻǊ ƪƛƴŘΣ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ 

ǇǊŜŦŜǊΦέ 

  The pronouncement was received in sullen silence. You would think they might be happier, Dany 

thought. They have what they came for. Is there no way to please these people? 

  One man lingered behind as the rest were filing outτa squat man with a windburnt face, 

shabbily dressed. His hair was a cap of coarse red-black wire cropped about his ears, and in one hand he 

held a sad cloth sack. He stood with his head down, gazing at the marble floor as if he had quite 

forgotten where he was. And what does this one want? Dany wondered. 

  άAll kneel for Daenerys Stormborn, the Unburnt, Queen of Meereen, Queen of the Andals and the 

Rhoynar and the First Men, Khaleesi of Great Grass Sea, Breaker of Shackles, and Mother of Dragons,έ 

cried Missandei in her high, sweet voice. 

  As Dany stood, her tokar ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǎƭƛǇΦ {ƘŜ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ǘǳƎƎŜŘ ƛǘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ 

ǎŀŎƪΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΣ άŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǎƘ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΚ ¸ƻǳ Ƴŀȅ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘΦέ 

  When he raised his head, his eyes were red and raw as open sores. Dany glimpsed Ser Barristan 

sliding closer, a white shadow at her side. The man approached in a stumbling shuffle, one step and then 

another, clutching his sack. Is he drunk, or ill? she wondered. There was dirt beneath his cracked yellow 

fingernails. 

  ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ 5ŀƴȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƎǊƛŜǾŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ƭŀȅ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǳǎΣ ǎƻƳŜ ǇŜǘƛǘƛƻƴΚ ²Ƙŀǘ 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƻŦ ǳǎΚέ 

  Iƛǎ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ŦƭƛŎƪŜŘ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎƭȅ ƻǾŜǊ ŎƘŀǇǇŜŘΣ ŎǊŀŎƪŜŘ ƭƛǇǎΦ άL Χ L ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ Χέ 

  ά.ƻƴŜǎΚέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƛƳǇŀǘƛŜƴǘƭȅΦ ά.ǳǊƴǘ ōƻƴŜǎΚέ 



  He lifted the sack, and spilled its contents on the marble. 

  Bones they were, broken bones and blackened. The longer ones had been cracked open for their 

marrow. 

  άLǘ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀŎƪ ƻƴŜΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƛƴ ŀ DƘƛǎŎŀǊƛ ƎǊƻǿƭΣ άǘƘŜ ǿƛƴƎŜŘ ǎƘŀŘƻǿΦ IŜ ŎƻƳŜ Řƻǿƴ 

ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎƪȅ ŀƴŘ Χ ŀƴŘ Χέ 

  No. Dany shivered. No, no, oh no. 

  ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘŜŀŦΣ ŦƻƻƭΚέ wŜȊƴŀƪ Ƴƻ wŜȊƴŀƪ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΦ ά5ƛŘ you not hear my 

ǇǊƻƴƻǳƴŎŜƳŜƴǘΚ {ŜŜ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎǘƻǊǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊǊƻǿΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǎƘŀƭƭ ōŜ ǇŀƛŘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƘŜŜǇΦέ 

  άwŜȊƴŀƪΣέ {ŜǊ .ŀǊǊƛǎǘŀƴ ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ άƘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ŀƴŘ ƻǇŜƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ ¢ƘƻǎŜ ŀǊŜ ƴƻ ǎƘŜŜǇ 

ōƻƴŜǎΦέ 

  No, Dany thought, those are the bones of a child. 

  JON 
 

     The white wolf raced through a black wood, beneath a pale cliff as tall as the sky. The moon ran 

with him, slipping through a tangle of bare branches overhead, across the starry sky. 

  ά{ƴƻǿΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻƻƴ ƳǳǊƳǳǊŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƻƭŦ ƳŀŘŜ ƴƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ {ƴƻǿ crunched beneath his paws. The 

wind sighed through the trees. 

  Far off, he could hear his packmates calling to him, like to like. They were hunting too. A wild 

rain lashed down upon his black brother as he tore at the flesh of an enormous goat, washing the blood 

ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛŘŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŀǘΩǎ ƭƻƴƎ ƘƻǊƴ ƘŀŘ ǊŀƪŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ Lƴ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ƭƛŦǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ 

to sing to the moon, and a hundred small grey cousins broke off their hunt to sing with her. The hills 

were warmer where they were, and full ƻŦ ŦƻƻŘΦ aŀƴȅ ŀ ƴƛƎƘǘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΩǎ ǇŀŎƪ ƎƻǊƎŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŜǎƘ ƻŦ 

sheep and cows and horses, the prey of men, and sometimes even on the flesh of man himself. 

  ά{ƴƻǿΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻƻƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ŎŀŎƪƭƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƘƛǘŜ ǿƻƭŦ ǇŀŘŘŜŘ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǘǊŀƛƭ 

beneath the icy cliff. The taste of blood was on his tongue, and his ears rang to the song of the hundred 

cousins. Once they had been six, five whimpering blind in the snow beside their dead mother, sucking 

cool milk from her hard dead nipples whilst he crawled off ŀƭƻƴŜΦ CƻǳǊ ǊŜƳŀƛƴŜŘ Χ ŀƴŘ ƻƴŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƛǘŜ 

wolf could no longer sense. 

  ά{ƴƻǿΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻƻƴ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘΦ 

  The white wolf ran from it, racing toward the cave of night where the sun had hidden, his breath 

frosting in the air. On starless nights the great cliff was as black as stone, a darkness towering high above 



ǘƘŜ ǿƛŘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΣ ōǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻƻƴ ŎŀƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƛǘ ǎƘƛƳƳŜǊŜŘ ǇŀƭŜ ŀƴŘ ƛŎȅ ŀǎ ŀ ŦǊƻȊŜƴ ǎǘǊŜŀƳΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƻƭŦΩǎ 

pelt was thick and shaggy, but when the wind blew along the ice no fur could keep the chill out. On the 

other side the wind was colder still, the wolf sensed. That was where his brother was, the grey brother 

who smelled of summer. 

  ά{ƴƻǿΦέ !ƴ ƛŎƛŎƭŜ ǘǳƳōƭŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ōǊŀƴŎƘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƘƛǘŜ ǿƻƭŦ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ōŀǊŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜŜǘƘΦ άSnow!έ 

His fur rose bristling, as the woods ŘƛǎǎƻƭǾŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘƛƳΦ άSnow, snow, snow!έ IŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀǘ ƻŦ 

wings. Through the gloom a raven flew. 

  Lǘ ƭŀƴŘŜŘ ƻƴ Wƻƴ {ƴƻǿΩǎ ŎƘŜǎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ thump ŀƴŘ ŀ ǎŎǊŀōōƭƛƴƎ ƻŦ ŎƭŀǿǎΦ άSNOW!έ ƛǘ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ 

his face. 

  άL ƘŜŀǊ ȅƻǳΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ǿŀǎ ŘƛƳΣ Ƙƛǎ ǇŀƭƭŜǘ Ƙard. Grey light leaked through the shutters, 

ǇǊƻƳƛǎƛƴƎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ōƭŜŀƪ ŎƻƭŘ ŘŀȅΦ άLǎ ǘƘƛǎ Ƙƻǿ ȅƻǳ ǿƻƪŜ aƻǊƳƻƴǘΚ DŜǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŜŀǘƘŜǊǎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜΦέ 

Jon wriggled an arm out from under his blankets to shoo the raven off. It was a big bird, old and bold 

and scruŦŦȅΣ ǳǘǘŜǊƭȅ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŦŜŀǊΦ άSnow,έ ƛǘ ŎǊƛŜŘΣ ŦƭŀǇǇƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ōŜŘǇƻǎǘΦ άSnow, snow.έ Wƻƴ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ 

fist with a pillow and let fly, but the bird took to the air. The pillow struck the wall and burst, scattering 

stuffing everywhere just as Dolorous Edd Tolleǘǘ ǇƻƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΦ ά.ŜƎ ǇŀǊŘƻƴΣέ ƘŜ 

ǎŀƛŘΣ ƛƎƴƻǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŦƭǳǊǊȅ ƻŦ ŦŜŀǘƘŜǊǎΣ άǎƘŀƭƭ L ŦŜǘŎƘ ƳΩƭƻǊŘ ǎƻƳŜ ōǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘΚέ 

  άCorn,έ ŎǊƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŀǾŜƴΦ άCorn, corn.έ 

  άwƻŀǎǘ ǊŀǾŜƴΣέ Wƻƴ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘΦ ά!ƴŘ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ Ǉƛƴǘ ƻŦ ŀƭŜΦέ IŀǾƛƴƎ ŀ ǎǘŜǿŀǊŘ ŦŜǘŎƘ ŀƴŘ serve for him 

still felt strange; not long ago, it would have been him fetching breakfast for Lord Commander 

Mormont. 

  ά¢ƘǊŜŜ ŎƻǊƴǎ ŀƴŘ ƻƴŜ Ǌƻŀǎǘ ǊŀǾŜƴΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 5ƻƭƻǊƻǳǎ 9ŘŘΦ ά±ŜǊȅ ƎƻƻŘΣ ƳΩƭƻǊŘΣ ƻƴƭȅ IƻōōΩǎ ƳŀŘŜ 

boiled eggs, black sausage, and apples stewed with prunes. The apples stewed with prunes are 

ŜȄŎŜƭƭŜƴǘΣ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǇǊǳƴŜǎΦ L ǿƻƴΩǘ Ŝŀǘ ǇǊǳƴŜǎ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦ ²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǿƘŜƴ Iƻōō 

ŎƘƻǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ŎƘŜǎǘƴǳǘǎ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǊǊƻǘǎ ŀƴŘ ƘƛŘ ǘƘŜƳ ƛƴ ŀ ƘŜƴΦ bŜǾŜǊ ǘǊǳǎǘ ŀ ŎƻƻƪΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩƭƭ 

prune yoǳ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƭŜŀǎǘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘ ƛǘΦέ 

  ά[ŀǘŜǊΦέ .ǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǿŀƛǘΤ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘΦ ά!ƴȅ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻŎƪŀŘŜǎ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΚέ 

  άbƻǘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ȅƻǳ Ǉǳǘ ƎǳŀǊŘǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǳŀǊŘǎΣ ƳΩƭƻǊŘΦέ 

  άDƻƻŘΦέ ! ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ǿƛƭŘƭƛƴƎǎ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǇŜƴƴŜŘ ǳǇ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭΣ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇǘƛǾŜs Stannis 

.ŀǊŀǘƘŜƻƴ ƘŀŘ ǘŀƪŜƴ ǿƘŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ƪƴƛƎƘǘǎ ƘŀŘ ǎƳŀǎƘŜŘ aŀƴŎŜ wŀȅŘŜǊΩǎ ǇŀǘŎƘǿƻǊƪ ƘƻǎǘΦ aŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

ǇǊƛǎƻƴŜǊǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǿƻƳŜƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎǳŀǊŘǎ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎƴŜŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǿŀǊƳ ǘƘŜƛǊ ōŜŘǎΦ YƛƴƎΩǎ 

ƳŜƴΣ ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ ƳŜƴΣ ƛǘ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΤ ŀ ŦŜǿ ōƭŀŎk brothers had tried the same thing. Men were 

men, and these were the only women for a thousand leagues. 

  ά¢ǿƻ ƳƻǊŜ ǿƛƭŘƭƛƴƎǎ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǎǳǊǊŜƴŘŜǊΣέ 9ŘŘ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴΦ ά! ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƎƛǊƭ ŎƭƛƴƎƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ 

skirts. She had a boy babe too, all swaddled up in fuǊΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŘŜŀŘΦέ 



  άDead,έ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŀǾŜƴΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōƛǊŘΩǎ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎΦ άDead, dead, dead.έ 

  They had free folk drifting in most every night, starved half-frozen creatures who had run from 

the battle beneath the Wall only to crawl back when they realized there was no safe place to run to. 

ά²ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴŜŘΚέ Wƻƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ .ŀǊŀǘƘŜƻƴ ƘŀŘ ǎƳŀǎƘŜŘ aŀƴŎŜ wŀȅŘŜǊΩǎ Ƙƻǎǘ ŀƴŘ 

made the King-Beyond-the-²ŀƭƭ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀǇǘƛǾŜ Χ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƭŘƭƛƴƎǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ǘƘŜ ²ŜŜǇŜǊ ŀƴŘ 

Tormund Giantsbane and thousands more. 

  ά!ȅŜΣ ƳΩƭƻǊŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 9ŘŘΣ άōǳǘ ŀƭƭ ǎƘŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ Ǌŀƴ ƻŦŦ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘǘƭŜ ŀƴŘ Ƙid in the 

ǿƻƻŘǎ ŀŦǘŜǊΦ ²Ŝ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ǇƻǊǊƛŘƎŜΣ ǎŜƴǘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƴǎΣ ŀƴŘ ōǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀōŜΦέ 

  Burning dead children had ceased to trouble Jon Snow; live ones were another matter. Two 

kings to wake the dragon. The father first and then the son, so both die kings. The words had been 

ƳǳǊƳǳǊŜŘ ōȅ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ ƳŜƴ ŀǎ aŀŜǎǘŜǊ !ŜƳƻƴ ƘŀŘ ŎƭŜŀƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǿƻǳƴŘǎΦ Wƻƴ ƘŀŘ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ 

ŘƛǎƳƛǎǎ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜǾŜǊ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎΦ !ŜƳƻƴ ƘŀŘ ŘŜƳǳǊǊŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǇƻǿŜǊ ƛƴ ŀ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ōƭƻƻŘΣέ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ 

ƳŀŜǎǘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ǿŀǊƴŜŘΣ άŀƴŘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƳŜƴ ǘƘŀƴ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ƘŀǾŜ ŘƻƴŜ ǿƻǊǎŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘƛǎΦέ The king can be 

harsh and unforgiving, aye, but a babe still on the breast? Only a monster would give a living child to the 

flames. 

  Wƻƴ ǇƛǎǎŜŘ ƛƴ ŘŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΣ ŦƛƭƭƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŀƳōŜǊ Ǉƻǘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ hƭŘ .ŜŀǊΩǎ ǊŀǾen muttered complaints. The 

wolf dreams had been growing stronger, and he found himself remembering them even when awake. 

Ghost knows that Grey Wind is dead. wƻōō ƘŀŘ ŘƛŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ¢ǿƛƴǎΣ ōŜǘǊŀȅŜŘ ōȅ ƳŜƴ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ Ƙƛǎ 

friends, and his wolf had perished with him. Bran and Rickon had been murdered too, beheaded at the 

ōŜƘŜǎǘ ƻŦ ¢ƘŜƻƴ DǊŜȅƧƻȅΣ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ƻƴŎŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭƻǊŘ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǿŀǊŘ Χ ōǳǘ ƛŦ ŘǊŜŀƳǎ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƭƛŜΣ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

ŘƛǊŜǿƻƭǾŜǎ ƘŀŘ ŜǎŎŀǇŜŘΦ !ǘ vǳŜŜƴǎŎǊƻǿƴΣ ƻƴŜ ƘŀŘ ŎƻƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪƴŜǎǎ ǘƻ ǎŀǾŜ WƻƴΩǎ ƭƛfe. Summer, 

it had to be. His fur was grey, and Shaggydog is black. He wondered if some part of his dead brothers 

lived on inside their wolves. 

  He filled his basin from the flagon of water beside his bed, washed his face and hands, donned a 

clean set of black woolens, laced up a black leather jerkin, and pulled on a pair of well-worn boots. 

aƻǊƳƻƴǘΩǎ ǊŀǾŜƴ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƘǊŜǿŘ ōƭŀŎƪ ŜȅŜǎΣ ǘƘŜƴ ŦƭǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿΦ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƪŜ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ 

ȅƻǳǊ ǘƘǊŀƭƭΚέ ²ƘŜƴ Wƻƴ ŦƻƭŘŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘǎ ǘƘƛŎƪ ŘƛŀƳƻƴŘ-shaped panes of yellow glass, the 

chill of the morning hit him in the face. He took a breath to clear away the cobwebs of the night as the 

raven flapped away. That bird is too clever by half. Lǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ hƭŘ .ŜŀǊΩǎ ŎƻƳǇŀƴƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ƭƻƴƎ ȅŜŀǊǎΣ 

but that haŘ ƴƻǘ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ƛǘ ŦǊƻƳ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ aƻǊƳƻƴǘΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƻƴŎŜ ƘŜ ŘƛŜŘΦ 

  Outside his bedchamber a flight of steps descended to a larger room furnished with a scarred 

pinewood table and a dozen oak-and-ƭŜŀǘƘŜǊ ŎƘŀƛǊǎΦ ²ƛǘƘ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ YƛƴƎΩǎ ¢ƻǿŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘ 

CommanŘŜǊΩǎ ¢ƻǿŜǊ ōǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ŀ ǎƘŜƭƭΣ Wƻƴ ƘŀŘ ŜǎǘŀōƭƛǎƘŜŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ƛƴ 5ƻƴŀƭ bƻȅŜΩǎ ƳƻŘŜǎǘ ǊƻƻƳǎ 

behind the armory. In time, no doubt, he would need larger quarters, but for the moment these would 

serve whilst he accustomed himself to command. 

  The grant that the king had presented him for signature was on the table beneath a silver 

ŘǊƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŎǳǇ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ƻƴŎŜ ōŜŜƴ 5ƻƴŀƭ bƻȅŜΩǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻƴŜ-armed smith had left few personal effects: the 



cup, six pennies and a copper star, a niello brooch with a broken clasp, a musty brocade doublet that 

ōƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƎ ƻŦ {ǘƻǊƳΩǎ 9ƴŘΦ His treasures were his tools, and the swords and knives he made. His life 

was at the forge. Jon moved the cup aside and read the parchment once again. If I put my seal to this, I 

will forever be remembered as the lord commander who gave away the Wall, he thought, but if I should 

ǊŜŦǳǎŜ Χ 

  Stannis Baratheon was proving to be a prickly guest, and a restless one. He had ridden down the 

kingsroad almost as far as Queenscrown, prowled through the empty hovels of MƻƭŜΩǎ ¢ƻǿƴΣ ƛƴǎǇŜŎǘŜŘ 

the ruined forts at Queensgate and Oakenshield. Each night he walked atop the Wall with Lady 

Melisandre, and during the days he visited the stockades, picking captives out for the red woman to 

question. He does not like to be balked. This would not be a pleasant morning, Jon feared. 

  From the armory came a clatter of shields and swords, as the latest lot of boys and raw recruits 

armed themselves. He could hear the voice of Iron Emmett telling them to be quick about it. Cotter Pyke 

had not been pleased to lose him, but the young ranger had a gift for training men. He loves to fight, and 

ƘŜΩƭƭ ǘŜŀŎƘ Ƙƛǎ ōƻȅǎ ǘƻ ƭƻǾŜ ƛǘ ǘƻƻΦ Or so he hoped. 

  WƻƴΩǎ Ŏƭƻŀƪ ƘǳƴƎ ƻƴ ŀ ǇŜƎ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΣ Ƙƛǎ ǎǿƻǊŘ ōŜƭǘ ƻƴ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΦ IŜ ŘƻƴƴŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ōƻǘƘ ŀƴŘ 

made his way to the armory. The rug where Ghost slept was empty, he saw. Two guardsmen stood 

ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊǎΣ ŎƭŀŘ ƛƴ ōƭŀŎƪ Ŏƭƻŀƪǎ ŀƴŘ ƛǊƻƴ ƘŀƭŦƘŜƭƳǎΣ ǎǇŜŀǊǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ ά²ƛƭƭ ƳΩƭƻǊŘ ōŜ ǿŀƴǘƛƴƎ ŀ 

ǘŀƛƭΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ DŀǊǎŜΦ 

  άL ǘƘƛƴƪ L Ŏŀƴ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ YƛƴƎΩǎ ¢ƻǿŜǊ ōȅ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦέ Wƻƴ ƘŀǘŜŘ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ƎǳŀǊŘǎ ǘǊŀƛƭƛƴƎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘƛƳ 

everywhere he went. It made him feel like a mother duck leading a procession of ducklings. 

  LǊƻƴ 9ƳƳŜǘǘΩǎ ƭŀŘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǘ ƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ȅŀǊŘΣ ōƭǳƴǘŜŘ ǎǿƻǊŘǎ ǎƭŀƳƳƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ǎƘƛŜƭŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ 

against one another. Jon stopped to watch a moment as Horse pressed Hop-Robin back toward the well. 

Horse had the makings of a good fighter, he decided. He was strong and getting stronger, and his 

instincts were sound. Hop-Robin was another tale. His clubfoot was bad enough, but he was afraid of 

getting hit as well. Perhaps we can make a steward of him. The fight ended abruptly, with Hop-Robin on 

the ground. 

  ά²Ŝƭƭ ŦƻǳƎƘǘΣέ Wƻƴ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ IƻǊǎŜΣ άōǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŘǊƻǇ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƘƛŜƭŘ ǘƻƻ ƭƻǿ ǿƘŜƴ ǇǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ ŀƴ ŀǘǘŀŎƪΦ ¸ƻǳ 

will want to coǊǊŜŎǘ ǘƘŀǘΣ ƻǊ ƛǘ ƛǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƪƛƭƭŜŘΦέ 

  ά¸ŜǎΣ ƳΩƭƻǊŘΦ LΩƭƭ ƪŜŜǇ ƛǘ ƘƛƎƘŜǊ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƛƳŜΦέ IƻǊǎŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ IƻǇ-Robin to his feet, and the smaller 

boy made a clumsy bow. 

  ! ŦŜǿ ƻŦ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎΩǎ ƪƴƛƎƘǘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǇŀǊǊƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǊ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ȅŀǊŘΦ YƛƴƎΩǎ ƳŜƴ ƛƴ ƻne corner and 

ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ ƳŜƴ ƛƴ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΣ Jon did not fail to note, ōǳǘ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ŦŜǿΦ LǘΩǎ ǘƻƻ ŎƻƭŘ ŦƻǊ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΦ As he 

ǎǘǊƻŘŜ Ǉŀǎǘ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŀ ōƻƻƳƛƴƎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘƛƳΦ ά.h¸Η ¸h¦ ¢I9w9Η BOY!έ 

  Boy was not the worst of the things that Jon Snow had been called since being chosen lord 

commander. He ignored it. 



  άSnow,έ ǘƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘΣ άLord Commander.έ 

  ¢Ƙƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ƘŜ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘΦ ά{ŜǊΚέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ƻǾŜǊǘƻǇǇŜŘ ƘƛƳ ōȅ ǎƛȄ ƛƴŎƘŜǎΦ ά! Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ōŜŀǊǎ ±ŀƭȅǊƛŀƴ ǎǘŜŜƭ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǳǎŜ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ ƳƻǊŜ 

than scratching his arseΦέ 

  Jon had seen this one about the castleτa knight of great renown, to hear him tell it. During the 

battle beneath the Wall, Ser Godry Farring had slain a fleeing giant, pounding after him on horseback 

and driving a lance through his back, then dismountiƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀŎƪ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜΩǎ ǇƛǘƛŦǳƭ ǎƳŀƭƭ ƘŜŀŘΦ ¢ƘŜ 

ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ ƳŜƴ ƘŀŘ ǘŀƪŜƴ ǘƻ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ DƻŘǊȅ ǘƘŜ DƛŀƴǘǎƭŀȅŜǊΦ 

  Jon remembered Ygritte, crying. I am the last of the giants. άL ǳǎŜ [ƻƴƎŎƭŀǿ ǿƘŜƴ L ƳǳǎǘΣ ǎŜǊΦέ 

  άIƻǿ ǿŜƭƭΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΚέ {ŜǊ DƻŘǊȅ ŘǊŜǿ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ōƭŀŘŜΦ ά{Ƙƻǿ ǳǎΦ L ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ƘǳǊǘ ȅƻǳΣ ƭŀŘΦέ 

  How kind of you. ά{ƻƳŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƛƳŜΣ ǎŜǊΦ L ŦŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŘǳǘƛŜǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƴƻǿΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ŦŜŀǊΦ L ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘΦέ {ŜǊ DƻŘǊȅ ƎǊƛƴƴŜŘ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΦ άIŜ ŦŜŀǊǎΣέ ƘŜ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘΣ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎƭƻǿ 

ones. 

  ά¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ŜȄŎǳǎŜ ƳŜΦέ Wƻƴ ǎƘƻǿŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ Ƙƛǎ ōŀŎƪΦ 

  Castle Black seemed a bleak and forlorn place in the pale dawn light. My command, Jon Snow 

reflected ruefully, as much a ruin as it is a strong-hold. ¢ƘŜ [ƻǊŘ /ƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊΩǎ ¢ƻǿŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎƘŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŜ 

Common Hall a pile of blacƪŜƴŜŘ ǘƛƳōŜǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ IŀǊŘƛƴΩǎ ¢ƻǿŜǊ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ Ǝǳǎǘ ƻŦ ǿƛƴŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ 

ƪƴƻŎƪ ƛǘ ƻǾŜǊ Χ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀȅ ŦƻǊ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ .ŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǊƻǎŜ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭΥ ƛƳƳŜƴǎŜΣ 

forbidding, frigid, acrawl with builders pushing up a new switchback stair to join the remnants of the old. 

They worked from dawn to dusk. Without the stair, there was no way to reach the top of the Wall save 

by winch. That would not serve if the wildlings should attack again. 

  !ōƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ YƛƴƎΩǎ ¢ƻǿŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƎƻƭŘŜƴ ōŀǘǘƭŜ ǎǘŀƴŘŀǊŘ ƻŦ IƻǳǎŜ Baratheon cracked like a whip 

from the roof where Jon Snow had prowled with bow in hand not long ago, slaying Thenns and free folk 

ōŜǎƛŘŜ {ŀǘƛƴ ŀƴŘ 5ŜŀŦ 5ƛŎƪ CƻƭƭŀǊŘΦ ¢ǿƻ ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ ƳŜƴ ǎǘƻƻŘ ǎƘƛǾŜǊƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜǇǎΣ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǘǳŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ 

into their armpits aƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎǇŜŀǊǎ ƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΦ ά¢ƘƻǎŜ ŎƭƻǘƘ ƎƭƻǾŜǎ ǿƛƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŜǊǾŜΣέ Wƻƴ 

ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ ά{ŜŜ .ƻǿŜƴ aŀǊǎƘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊǊƻǿΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩƭƭ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŜŀŎƘ ŀ ǇŀƛǊ ƻŦ ƭŜŀǘƘŜǊ ƎƭƻǾŜǎ ƭƛƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ 

ŦǳǊΦέ 

  ά²Ŝ ǿƛƭƭΣ ƳΩƭƻǊŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘŜǊ ƎǳŀǊŘΦ 

  ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƛŦ ƻǳǊ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ŦǊƻȊŜ ƻŦŦΣέ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎŜǊ ŀŘŘŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ŀ ǇŀƭŜ ƳƛǎǘΦ άL ǳǎŜŘ 

ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ Ǝƻǘ ŎƻƭŘ ǳǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 5ƻǊƴƛǎƘ aŀǊŎƘŜǎΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ L ƪƴƻǿΚέ 

  Nothing, thought Jon Snow, the same as me. 

  IŀƭŦǿŀȅ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƛƴƎ ǎǘŜǇǎΣ ƘŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǳǇƻƴ {ŀƳǿŜƭƭ ¢ŀǊƭȅΣ ƘŜŀŘŜŘ ŘƻǿƴΦ ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ 

ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎΚέ Wƻƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ 



  άaŀŜǎǘŜǊ !ŜƳƻƴ ǎŜƴǘ ƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƭŜǘǘŜǊΦέ 

  άL ǎŜŜΦέ {ƻƳŜ ƭƻǊŘǎ ǘǊǳǎǘŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƳŀŜǎǘŜǊǎ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭŜǘǘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴǾŜȅ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǘŜƴǘǎΣ ōǳǘ 

Sǘŀƴƴƛǎ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘ ƻƴ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀƭǎ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ άIƻǿ ŘƛŘ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘΚέ 

  άbƻǘ ƘŀǇǇƛƭȅΣ ōȅ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΦέ {ŀƳ ŘǊƻǇǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǘƻ ŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊΦ άL ŀƳ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪ ƻŦ 

ƛǘΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜƴ ŘƻƴΩǘΦέ Wƻƴ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ōŀƴƴŜǊƳŜƴ ƘŀŘ ǊŜŦǳǎŜŘ YƛƴƎ {ǘannis homage 

this time. He was quick enough to spread the word when Karhold declared for him. άIƻǿ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ 

ȅƻǳǊ ƭƻƴƎōƻǿ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƻƴΚέ 

  άL ŦƻǳƴŘ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ōƻƻƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀǊŎƘŜǊȅΦέ {ŀƳ ŦǊƻǿƴŜŘΦ ά5ƻƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƛǎ ƘŀǊŘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΣ 

ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦ L ƎŜǘ ōƭƛǎǘŜǊǎΦέ 

  άYŜŜǇ ŀǘ ƛǘΦ ²Ŝ Ƴŀȅ ƴŜŜŘ ȅƻǳǊ ōƻǿ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ hǘƘŜǊǎ ǘǳǊƴ ǳǇ ǎƻƳŜ ŘŀǊƪ ƴƛƎƘǘΦέ 

  άhƘΣ L ƘƻǇŜ ƴƻǘΦέ 

  aƻǊŜ ƎǳŀǊŘǎ ǎǘƻƻŘ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ǎƻƭŀǊΦ άbƻ ŀǊƳǎ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ƛƴ Iƛǎ DǊŀŎŜΩǎ ǇǊŜǎŜƴŎŜΣ Ƴȅ 

ƭƻǊŘΣέ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎŜǊƧŜŀƴǘ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLΩƭƭ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǿƻǊŘΦ ¸ƻǳǊ ƪƴƛǾŜǎ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦέ Lǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ƴƻ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘΣ Wƻƴ 

knew. He handed them his weaponry. 

  Within the solar the air was warm. Lady Melisandre was seated near the fire, her ruby 

glimmering against the pale skin of her throat. Ygritte had been kissed by fire; the red priestess was fire, 

and her hair was blood and flame. Stannis stood behind the rough-hewn table where the Old Bear had 

once been wont to sit and take his meals. Covering the table was a large map of the north, painted on a 

ragged piece of hide. A tallow candle weighed down one end of it, a steel gauntlet the other. 

  The king wore lambswool breeches and a quilted doublet, yet somehow he looked as stiff and 

uncomfortable as if he had been clad in plate and mail. His skin was pale leather, his beard cropped so 

short that it might have been painted on. A fringe about his temples was all that remained of his black 

hair. In his hand was a parchment with a broken seal of dark green wax. 

  Jon took a knee. The king frowned at him, and rattled the parchƳŜƴǘ ŀƴƎǊƛƭȅΦ άwƛǎŜΦ ¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜΣ ǿƘƻ 

is Lyanna MormontΚέ 

  άhƴŜ ƻŦ [ŀŘȅ aŀŜƎŜΩǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊǎΣ {ƛǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎŜǎǘΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƴŀƳŜŘ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΦέ 

  ά¢ƻ ŎǳǊǊȅ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƻǊŘ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŦŀǾƻǊΣ L ŘƻƴΩt doubt. I know how that game is played. How old is this 

ǿǊŜǘŎƘŜŘ ƎƛǊƭ ŎƘƛƭŘΚέ 

  Wƻƴ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ ά¢ŜƴΦ hǊ ƴŜŀǊ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƴƻ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΦ aƛƎƘǘ L ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǎƘŜ Ƙŀǎ 

ƻŦŦŜƴŘŜŘ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΚέ 

  {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ǊŜŀŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƭŜǘǘŜǊΦ άBear Island knows no king but the King in the North, whose name 

is STARK. ! ƎƛǊƭ ƻŦ ǘŜƴΣ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǇǊŜǎǳƳŜǎ ǘƻ ǎŎƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ƭŀǿŦǳƭ ƪƛƴƎΦέ Iƛǎ ŎƭƻǎŜ-cropped beard lay 



ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǎƘŀŘƻǿ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ Ƙƻƭƭƻǿ ŎƘŜŜƪǎΦ ά{ŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǘƛŘƛƴƎǎ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΣ [ƻǊŘ {ƴƻǿΦ YŀǊƘƻƭŘ ƛǎ 

with me, that is all the men need know. I will not have your brothers trading tales of how this child spat 

ƻƴ ƳŜΦέ 

  ά!ǎ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘΣ {ƛǊŜΦέ aŀŜƎŜ aƻǊƳƻƴǘ ƘŀŘ ǊƛŘŘŜƴ ǎƻǳǘƘ ǿƛǘƘ wƻōōΣ Wƻƴ ƪƴŜǿΦ IŜǊ ŜƭŘŜǎǘ 

ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ƧƻƛƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ¸ƻǳƴƎ ²ƻƭŦΩǎ Ƙƻǎǘ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ 9ǾŜƴ ƛŦ ōoth of them had died, however, Lady Maege 

had other daughters, some with children of their own. Had they gone with Robb as well? Surely Lady 

Maege would have left at least one of the older girls behind as castellan. He did not understand why 

Lyanna should ōŜ ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƘŜƭǇ ōǳǘ ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ 

different if the letter had been sealed with a direwolf instead of a crowned stag, and signed by Jon Stark, 

Lord of Winterfell. It is too late for such misgivings. You made your choice. 

  ά¢ǿƻ ǎŎƻǊŜ ǊŀǾŜƴǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎŜƴǘ ƻǳǘΣέ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΣ άȅŜǘ ǿŜ ƎŜǘ ƴƻ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎŜ ōǳǘ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ 

ŘŜŦƛŀƴŎŜΦ IƻƳŀƎŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ Řǳǘȅ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƭŜŀƭ ǎǳōƧŜŎǘ ƻǿŜǎ Ƙƛǎ ƪƛƴƎΦ ¸Ŝǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ōŀƴƴŜǊƳŜƴ ŀƭƭ ǘǳǊƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

back on me, save the Karstarks. Is AǊƴƻƭŦ YŀǊǎǘŀǊƪ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ Ƴŀƴ ƻŦ ƘƻƴƻǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǊǘƘΚέ 

  !ǊƴƻƭŦ YŀǊǎǘŀǊƪ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǘŜ [ƻǊŘ wƛŎƪŀǊŘΩǎ ǳƴŎƭŜΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǎǘŜƭƭŀƴ ƻŦ YŀǊƘƻƭŘ 

when his nephew and his sons went south with Robb, and he had been the first to respond to King 

{ǘŀƴƴƛǎΩǎ Ŏŀƭl for homage, with a raven declaring his allegiance. The Karstarks have no other choice, Jon 

might have said. Rickard Karstark had betrayed the direwolf and spilled the blood of lions. The stag was 

YŀǊƘƻƭŘΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ ƘƻǇŜΦ άLƴ ǘƛƳŜǎ ŀǎ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜǎŜΣ ŜǾŜƴ men of honor must wonder where their duty 

ƭƛŜǎΦ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƪƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƳ ŘŜƳŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƘƻƳŀƎŜΦέ 

  [ŀŘȅ aŜƭƛǎŀƴŘǊŜ ǎǘƛǊǊŜŘΦ ά¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜΣ [ƻǊŘ {ƴƻǿ Χ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƪƛƴƎǎ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƭŘ 

ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǎǘƻǊƳŜŘ ȅƻǳǊ ²ŀƭƭΚέ 

  ά! ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ƭŜŀƎǳŜǎ ŀǿŀȅ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŀŦ ǘƻ ƻǳǊ ƴŜŜŘΣέ Wƻƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘ ŦƻǊƎƻǘǘŜƴ ǘƘŀǘΣ Ƴȅ 

ƭŀŘȅΦ bƻǊ ǿƛƭƭ LΦ .ǳǘ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ōŀƴƴŜǊƳŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ǿƛǾŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƳŀƭƭŦƻƭƪ ǿƘƻ ǿƛƭƭ 

die should they choose wrongly. His Grace asks much of them. Give them time, and you will have your 

ŀƴǎǿŜǊǎΦέ 

  ά!ƴǎǿŜǊǎ ǎǳŎƘ ŀǎ ǘƘƛǎΚέ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ŎǊǳǎƘŜŘ [ȅŀƴƴŀΩǎ ƭŜǘǘŜǊ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛǎǘΦ 

  ά9ǾŜƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǊǘƘ ƳŜƴ ŦŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻǘƘ ƻŦ ¢ȅǿƛƴ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊΦ .ƻƭǘƻƴǎ ƳŀƪŜ ōŀŘ ŜƴŜƳƛŜǎ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ Lǘ 

is not happenstance that put a flayed man on their banners. They north rode with Robb, bled with him, 

died for him. They have supped on grief and death, and now you come to offer them another serving. 

Do you blame them if they hang back? Forgive me, Your Grace, but some will look at you and see only 

another doomed prŜǘŜƴŘŜǊΦέ 

  άLŦ Iƛǎ DǊŀŎŜ ƛǎ ŘƻƻƳŜŘΣ ȅƻǳǊ ǊŜŀƭƳ ƛǎ ŘƻƻƳŜŘ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΣέ ǎŀƛŘ [ŀŘȅ aŜƭƛǎŀƴŘǊŜΦ άwŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŀǘΣ 

[ƻǊŘ {ƴƻǿΦ Lǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǘǊǳŜ ƪƛƴƎ ƻŦ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎ ǿƘƻ ǎǘŀƴŘǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  Wƻƴ ƪŜǇǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŀ ƳŀǎƪΦ ά!ǎ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅΣ Ƴȅ ƭŀŘȅΦέ 



  {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ǎƴƻǊǘŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎǇŜƴd your words as if every one were a golden dragon. I wonder, how 

ƳǳŎƘ ƎƻƭŘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƭŀƛŘ ōȅΚέ 

  άDƻƭŘΚέ Are those the dragons the red woman means to wake? Dragons made of gold? ά{ǳŎƘ 

taxes as we collect are paid in kind, Your Grace. The Watch is rich in ǘǳǊƴƛǇǎ ōǳǘ ǇƻƻǊ ƛƴ ŎƻƛƴΦέ 

  ά¢ǳǊƴƛǇǎ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ŀǇǇŜŀǎŜ {ŀƭƭŀŘƘƻǊ {ŀŀƴΦ L ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜ ƎƻƭŘ ƻǊ ǎƛƭǾŜǊΦέ 

  άCƻǊ ǘƘŀǘΣ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ²ƘƛǘŜ IŀǊōƻǊΦ ¢ƘŜ Ŏƛǘȅ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ŎƻƳǇŀǊŜ ǘƻ hƭŘ-ǘƻǿƴ ƻǊ YƛƴƎΩs Landing, but it 

ƛǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀ ǘƘǊƛǾƛƴƎ ǇƻǊǘΦ [ƻǊŘ aŀƴŘŜǊƭȅ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǊƛŎƘŜǎǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ōŀƴƴŜǊƳŜƴΦέ 

  ά[ƻǊŘ ¢ƻƻ-Fat-to-Sit-a-IƻǊǎŜΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƭŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ [ƻǊŘ ²ȅƳŀƴ aŀƴŘŜǊƭȅ ƘŀŘ ǎŜƴǘ ōŀŎƪ ŦǊƻƳ ²ƘƛǘŜ 

Harbor had spoken of his age and infirmity, and little more. Stannis had commanded Jon not to speak of 

that one either. 

  άtŜǊƘŀǇǎ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻǊŘǎƘƛǇ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŦŀƴŎȅ ŀ ǿƛƭŘƭƛƴƎ ǿƛŦŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ [ŀŘȅ aŜƭƛǎŀƴŘǊŜΦ άLǎ ǘƘƛǎ Ŧŀǘ Ƴŀƴ 

ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘΣ [ƻǊŘ {ƴƻǿΚέ 

  άIƛǎ ƭŀŘȅ ǿƛŦŜ ƛǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŘŜŀŘΦ [ƻǊŘ ²ȅƳŀƴ Ƙŀǎ ǘǿƻ ƎǊƻǿƴ ǎƻƴǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŀƴŘŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ by the elder. 

And he is ǘƻƻ Ŧŀǘ ǘƻ ǎƛǘ ŀ ƘƻǊǎŜΣ ǘƘƛǊǘȅ ǎǘƻƴŜ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘΦ ±ŀƭ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǾŜ ƘƛƳΦέ 

  άWǳǎǘ ƻƴŎŜ ȅƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ŀƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ƳŜΣ [ƻǊŘ {ƴƻǿΣέ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎ 

grumbled. 

  άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘƻǇŜ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ȅƻǳΣ {ƛǊŜΦ ¸ƻǳǊ Ƴen call Val a princess, but to the free folk 

ǎƘŜ ƛǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘŜ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ŘŜŀŘ ǿƛŦŜΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊŎŜ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ƳŀǊǊȅ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǎƘŜ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ ǿŀƴǘΣ ǎƘŜ ƛǎ 

like to slit his throat on their wedding night. Even if she accepts her husband, that does not mean the 

ǿƛƭŘƭƛƴƎǎ ǿƛƭƭ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ƘƛƳΣ ƻǊ ȅƻǳΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ Ŏŀƴ ōƛƴŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǎ aŀƴŎŜ wŀȅŘŜǊΦέ 

  άL ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΣέ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǳƴƘŀǇǇƛƭȅΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ǎǇŜƴǘ ƘƻǳǊǎ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΦ IŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ 

much and more of our true enemy, and there is cunning in him, IΩƭƭ ƎǊŀƴǘ ȅƻǳΦ 9ǾŜƴ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƻ 

renounce his kingship, though, the man remains an oathbreaker. Suffer one deserter to live, and you 

ŜƴŎƻǳǊŀƎŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǘƻ ŘŜǎŜǊǘΦ bƻΦ [ŀǿǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƻŦ ƛǊƻƴΣ ƴƻǘ ƻŦ ǇǳŘŘƛƴƎΦ aŀƴŎŜ wŀȅŘŜǊΩǎ ƭƛŦŜ ƛǎ 

forfeit by every law oŦ ǘƘŜ {ŜǾŜƴ YƛƴƎŘƻƳǎΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ƭŀǿ ŜƴŘǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭΣ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜ ƎƻƻŘ ǳǎŜ ƻŦ aŀƴŎŜΦέ 

  άL ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻΦ LΩƭƭ burn him, and the north will see how I deal with turncloaks and traitors. I have 

ƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŜƴ ǘƻ ƭŜŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƭŘƭƛƴƎǎΦ !ƴŘ L ƘŀǾŜ wŀȅŘŜǊΩǎ ǎƻƴΣ do not forget. Once the father dies, his whelp 

will be the King-Beyond-the-²ŀƭƭΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜ ƛǎ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜƴΦέ You know nothing, Jon Snow, Ygritte used to say, but he had learned. 

ά¢ƘŜ ōŀōŜ ƛǎ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜ ŀ ǇǊƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŀƴ ±ŀƭ ƛǎ ŀ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎΦ ¸ƻǳ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ōŜŎƻƳŜ YƛƴƎ-Beyond-the-Wall because 

ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎΦέ 

  άDƻƻŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎΣ άŦƻǊ L ǿƛƭƭ ǎǳŦŦŜǊ ƴƻ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƪƛƴƎǎ ƛƴ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎΦ IŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǎƛƎƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀƴǘΚέ 



  άbƻΣ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΦέ And now it comes. Wƻƴ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ōǳǊƴŜŘ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά¸ƻǳ 

ŀǎƪ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘΦέ 

  άAsk? I asked you to be Lord of Winterfell and Warden of the North. I require ǘƘŜǎŜ ŎŀǎǘƭŜǎΦέ 

  ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ŎŜŘŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘŦƻǊǘΦέ 

  άwŀǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǊǳƛƴǎΦ Lǘ ƛǎ ŀ ƴƛƎƎŀǊŘΩǎ ƎƛŦǘ ǘƘŀǘ Ŏƻǎǘǎ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǾŜǊ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ ¸ƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ Ƴŀƴ ¸ŀǊǿȅŎƪ ǎŀȅǎ ƛǘ 

will be half a year beforŜ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǎǘƭŜ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ƳŀŘŜ Ŧƛǘ ŦƻǊ ƘŀōƛǘŀǘƛƻƴΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŦƻǊǘǎ ŀǊŜ ƴƻ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦέ 

  άL ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΦ Lǘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ƴƻ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ƴƛƴŜǘŜŜƴ ŦƻǊǘǎ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭΣ 

and you have men in only three of them. I mean to have every one of them garrisoned again before the 

ȅŜŀǊ ƛǎ ƻǳǘΦέ 

  άL ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ǉǳŀǊǊŜƭ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘΣ {ƛǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƭǎƻ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ƎǊŀƴǘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŎŀǎǘƭŜǎ ǘƻ 

ȅƻǳǊ ƪƴƛƎƘǘǎ ŀƴŘ ƭƻǊŘǎΣ ǘƻ ƘƻƭŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴ ǎŜŀǘǎ ŀǎ Ǿŀǎǎŀƭǎ ǘƻ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΦέ 

  άYƛƴƎǎ ŀǊŜ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƻǇŜƴ-handed to their followers. Did Lord Eddard teach his bastard 

nothing? Many of my knights and lords abandoned rich lands and stout castles in the south. Should their 

ƭƻȅŀƭǘȅ Ǝƻ ǳƴǊŜǿŀǊŘŜŘΚέ 

  άLŦ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜ ǿƛǎƘŜǎ ǘƻ ƭƻǎŜ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ōŀƴƴŜǊƳŜƴΣ ǘƘere is no more certain way 

ǘƘŀƴ ōȅ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƴƻǊǘƘŜǊƴ Ƙŀƭƭǎ ǘƻ ǎƻǳǘƘǊƻƴ ƭƻǊŘǎΦέ 

  άIƻǿ Ŏŀƴ L ƭƻǎŜ ƳŜƴ L Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜΚ L ƘŀŘ ƘƻǇŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜǎǘƻǿ ²ƛƴǘŜǊŦŜƭƭ ƻƴ ŀ ƴƻǊǘƘƳŀƴΣ ȅƻǳ Ƴŀȅ 

ǊŜŎŀƭƭΦ ! ǎƻƴ ƻŦ 9ŘŘŀǊŘ {ǘŀǊƪΦ IŜ ǘƘǊŜǿ Ƴȅ ƻŦŦŜǊ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜΦέ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ .ŀǊŀǘƘŜƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ grievance was like 

a mastiff with a bone; he gnawed it down to splinters. 

  ά.ȅ ǊƛƎƘǘ ²ƛƴǘŜǊŦŜƭƭ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ {ŀƴǎŀΦέ 

  ά[ŀŘȅ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊΣ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴΚ !ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎƻ ŜŀƎŜǊ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ LƳǇ ǇŜǊŎƘŜŘ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎŜŀǘΚ L 

promise you, that will not happen ǿƘƛƭǎǘ L ƭƛǾŜΣ [ƻǊŘ {ƴƻǿΦέ 

  Wƻƴ ƪƴŜǿ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƻ ǇǊŜǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƛƴǘΦ ά{ƛǊŜΣ ǎƻƳŜ ŎƭŀƛƳ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ƎǊŀƴǘ ƭŀƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ 

ŎŀǎǘƭŜǎ ǘƻ wŀǘǘƭŜǎƘƛǊǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ aŀƎƴŀǊ ƻŦ ¢ƘŜƴƴΦέ 

  ά²Ƙƻ ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘΚέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ǘŀƭƪ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ /ŀǎǘƭŜ .ƭŀŎƪΦ άLŦ ȅƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ƪƴƻǿΣ L ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǘŀƭŜ ŦǊƻƳ DƛƭƭȅΦέ 

  ά²Ƙƻ ƛǎ GillyΚέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ǿŜǘ ƴǳǊǎŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ [ŀŘȅ aŜƭƛǎŀƴŘǊŜΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜ ƎŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ ŦǊŜŜŘƻƳ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǎǘƭŜΦέ 

  άbƻǘ ŦƻǊ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ǘŀƭŜǎΦ {ƘŜΩǎ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ǘŜŀǘǎΣ ƴƻǘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ǘƻƴƎǳŜΦ LΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ƳƻǊŜ Ƴƛƭƪ ŦǊƻƳ 

her, and fewer messages.έ 



  ά/ŀǎǘƭŜ .ƭŀŎƪ ƴŜŜŘǎ ƴƻ ǳǎŜƭŜǎǎ ƳƻǳǘƘǎΣέ Wƻƴ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΦ άL ŀƳ ǎŜƴŘƛƴƎ Dƛƭƭȅ ǎƻǳǘƘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ǎƘƛǇ 

ƻǳǘ ƻŦ 9ŀǎǘǿŀǘŎƘΦέ 

  aŜƭƛǎŀƴŘǊŜ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ǌǳōȅ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ƴŜŎƪΦ άDƛƭƭȅ ƛǎ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ǎǳŎƪ ǘƻ 5ŀƭƭŀΩǎ ǎƻƴ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴΦ Lǘ 

seems cruel of you to part our little prƛƴŎŜ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ Ƴƛƭƪ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦέ 

  Careful now, careful. άaƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ Ƴƛƭƪ ƛǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜȅ ǎƘŀǊŜΦ DƛƭƭȅΩǎ ǎƻƴ ƛǎ ƭŀǊƎŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǊŜ ǊƻōǳǎǘΦ IŜ 

kicks the prince and pinches him, and shoves him from the breast. Craster was his father, a cruel man 

and greedy, and ōƭƻƻŘ ǘŜƭƭǎΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ƪƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘΦ άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŜǘ ƴǳǊǎŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘƛǎ Ƴŀƴ /ǊŀǎǘŜǊΩǎ daughterΚέ 

  ά²ƛŦŜ ŀƴŘ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ōƻǘƘΣ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΦ /ǊŀǎǘŜǊ ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘ ŀƭƭ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊǎΦ DƛƭƭȅΩǎ ōƻȅ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŦǊǳƛǘ 

ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǳƴƛƻƴΦέ 

  άIŜǊ ƻǿƴ father Ǝƻǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƘƛƭŘ ƻƴ ƘŜǊΚέ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ǎƘƻŎƪŜŘΦ ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ǿŜƭƭ ǊƛŘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊΣ ǘƘŜƴΦ L 

ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ǎǳŦŦŜǊ ǎǳŎƘ ŀōƻƳƛƴŀǘƛƻƴǎ ƘŜǊŜΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ YƛƴƎΩǎ [ŀƴŘƛƴƎΦέ 

  άL Ŏŀƴ ŦƛƴŘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŜǘ ƴǳǊǎŜΦ LŦ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻƴŜ ŀƳƻƴƎǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƭŘƭƛƴƎǎΣ L ǿƛƭƭ ǎŜƴŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǳƴǘŀƛƴ 

clans. Until such time, goatΩǎ Ƴƛƭƪ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǎǳŦŦƛŎŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅΣ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΦέ 

  άtƻƻǊ ŦŀǊŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǇǊƛƴŎŜ Χ ōǳǘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǿƘƻǊŜΩǎ ƳƛƭƪΣ ŀȅŜΦέ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ŘǊǳƳƳŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 

ƳŀǇΦ άLŦ ǿŜ Ƴŀȅ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŦƻǊǘǎ Χέ 

  ά¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ WƻƴΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŎƘƛƭƭȅ ŎƻǳǊǘŜǎȅΣ άL ƘŀǾŜ ƘƻǳǎŜŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƳŜƴ ŀƴŘ ŦŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŀǘ ŘƛǊŜ Ŏƻǎǘ 

ǘƻ ƻǳǊ ǿƛƴǘŜǊ ǎǘƻǊŜǎΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ŎƭƻǘƘŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǎƻ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ŦǊŜŜȊŜΦέ 

  {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ŀǇǇŜŀǎŜŘΦ ά!ȅŜΣ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ǎƘŀǊŜŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǎŀƭǘ ǇƻǊƪ ŀƴŘ ǇƻǊǊƛŘƎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ǘƘǊƻǿƴ 

us some black rags to keep us warm. Rags the wildlings would have taken off your corpses if I had not 

ŎƻƳŜ ƴƻǊǘƘΦέ 

  Wƻƴ ƛƎƴƻǊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ƎƛǾŜƴ ȅƻǳ ŦƻŘŘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ƘƻǊǎŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƻƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊ ƛǎ ŘƻƴŜ L ǿƛƭƭ ƭŜƴŘ 

you builders to restore the Nightfort. I have even agreed to allow you to settle wildlings on the Gift, 

ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘ ƛƴ ǇŜǊǇŜǘǳƛǘȅΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ƻŦŦŜǊ ƳŜ ŜƳǇǘȅ ƭŀƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ŘŜǎƻƭŀǘƛƻƴǎΣ ȅŜǘ ŘŜƴȅ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǎǘƭŜǎ L ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜ ǘƻ ǊŜǿŀǊŘ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘǎ 

ŀƴŘ ōŀƴƴŜǊƳŜƴΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘ ōǳƛƭǘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŎŀǎǘƭŜǎ Χέ 

  ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘ ŀōŀƴŘƻƴŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

  άΧ ǘƻ ŘŜŦŜƴŘ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭΣέ Wƻƴ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ǎǘǳōōƻǊƴƭȅΣ άƴƻǘ ŀǎ ǎŜŀǘǎ ŦƻǊ ǎƻǳǘƘǊƻƴ ƭƻǊŘǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎǘƻƴŜǎ ƻŦ 

those forts are mortared with the blood and bones of my brothers, long dead. I cannot give them to 

ȅƻǳΦέ 



  ά/ŀƴƴƻǘ ƻǊ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘΚέ ¢ƘŜ ŎƻǊŘǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ƴŜŎƪ ǎǘƻƻŘ ƻǳǘ ǎƘŀǊǇ ŀǎ ǎǿƻǊŘǎΦ άL ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘ ȅƻǳ ŀ 

ƴŀƳŜΦέ 

  άL ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƴŀƳŜΣ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΦέ 

  ά{ƴƻǿΦ ²ŀǎ ŜǾŜǊ ŀ ƴŀƳŜ ƳƻǊŜ ƛƭƭ-ƻƳŜƴŜŘΚέ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎǿƻǊŘ ƘƛƭǘΦ άWǳǎǘ ǿƘƻ Řƻ ȅƻǳ 

ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΚέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ǿŀǘŎƘŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎǿƻǊŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΦέ 

  ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǇǊŀǘŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƻǊŘǎ ŀǘ ƳŜΦέ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ŘǊŜǿ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀŘŜ ƘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ [ƛƎƘǘōǊƛƴƎŜǊΦ άHere is your 

ǎǿƻǊŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΦέ [ƛƎƘǘ ǊƛǇǇƭŜŘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀŘŜΣ ƴƻǿ ǊŜŘΣ ƴƻǿ ȅŜƭƭƻǿΣ ƴƻǿ ƻǊŀƴƎŜΣ 

ǇŀƛƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƛƴ ƘŀǊǎƘΣ ōǊƛƎƘǘ ƘǳŜǎΦ ά9ǾŜƴ ŀ ƎǊŜŜƴ ōƻȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ !ǊŜ ȅƻǳ 

ōƭƛƴŘΚέ 

  άbƻΣ {ƛǊŜΦ L ŀƎǊŜŜ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŎŀǎǘƭŜǎ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ƎŀǊǊƛǎƻƴŜŘτέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ōƻȅ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊ ŀƎǊŜŜǎΦ Iƻǿ ŦƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜΦέ 

  άτōȅ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘΦέ 

  άYou do not have the men.έ 

  ά¢ƘŜƴ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ƳŜƴΣ {ƛǊŜΦ L will provide officers for each of the abandoned forts, seasoned 

commanders who know the Wall and the lands beyond, and how best to survive the coming winter. In 

ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ŦƻǊ ŀƭƭ ǿŜΩǾŜ ƎƛǾŜƴ ȅƻǳΣ ƎǊŀƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ǘƻ Ŧƛƭƭ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǊǊƛǎƻƴǎΦ aŜƴ-at-arms, cross-bowmen, 

Ǌŀǿ ōƻȅǎΦ L ǿƛƭƭ ŜǾŜƴ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƻǳƴŘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƛƴŦƛǊƳΦέ 

  {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ ƛƴŎǊŜŘǳƭƻǳǎƭȅΣ ǘƘŜƴ ƎŀǾŜ ŀ ōŀǊƪ ƻŦ ƭŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ōƻƭŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ {ƴƻǿΣ L 

ƎǊŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘΣ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƳŀŘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ Ƴȅ ƳŜƴ ǿƛƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀŎƪΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜȅ Ŏŀƴ ǿŜŀǊ ŀƴȅ Ŏƻlor cloak they choose, so long as they obey my officers as they would your 

ƻǿƴΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ƪƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ǳƴƳƻǾŜŘΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ƪƴƛƎƘǘǎ ŀƴŘ ƭƻǊŘǎ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜΣ ǎŎƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ ƴƻōƭŜ IƻǳǎŜǎ ƻƭŘ ƛƴ 

honor. They cannot be expected to serve under poachers, peasants, and murderers.έ 

  Or bastards, Sire? ά¸ƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ IŀƴŘ ƛǎ ŀ ǎƳǳƎƎƭŜǊΦέ 

  άWas a smuggler. I shortened his fingers for that. They tell me that you are the 

nine-hundred-ninety-ŜƛƎƘǘƘ Ƴŀƴ ǘƻ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩs Watch, Lord Snow. What do you think the 

nine-hundred-ninety-ninth might say about these castles? The sight of your head on a spike might 

ƛƴǎǇƛǊŜ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ōŜ ƳƻǊŜ ƘŜƭǇŦǳƭΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƪƛƴƎ ƭŀƛŘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƛƎƘǘ ōƭŀŘŜ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǇΣ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭΣ ƛǘǎ ǎǘŜŜƭ 

shimmering ƭƛƪŜ ǎǳƴƭƛƎƘǘ ƻƴ ǿŀǘŜǊΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƭƻǊŘ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊ ōȅ Ƴȅ ǎǳŦŦŜǊŀƴŎŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ǿŜƭƭ 

ǘƻ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 



  άL ŀƳ ƭƻǊŘ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊǎ ŎƘƻǎŜ ƳŜΦέ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎǎ ǿƘŜƴ Wƻƴ {ƴƻǿ 

did not quite believe it himself, when he woke up thinking surely this was some mad dream. LǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ 

putting on new clothes, Sam had told him. ¢ƘŜ Ŧƛǘ ŦŜŜƭǎ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ŀǘ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ ōǳǘ ƻƴŎŜ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ǿƻǊƴ ǘƘŜƳ ŦƻǊ ŀ 

while you get to feeling comfortable. 

  ά!ƭƭƛǎŜǊ ¢ƘƻǊƴŜ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴƴŜǊ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƘƻƻǎƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ L Ŏannot say he does not 

ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƎǊƛŜǾŀƴŎŜΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƳŀǇ ƭŀȅ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜƳ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ōŀǘǘƭŜƎǊƻǳƴŘΣ ŘǊŜƴŎƘŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭƻǊǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

ƎƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǎǿƻǊŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ Ŏƻǳƴǘ ǿŀǎ ŘƻƴŜ ōȅ ŀ blind man with your fat friend by his elbow. And Slynt names 

ȅƻǳ ŀ ǘǳǊƴŎƭƻŀƪΦέ 

  And who would know one better than Slynt? ά! ǘǳǊƴŎƭƻŀƪ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǎƘŜŘ ǘƻ 

hear and betray you later. Your Grace knows that I was fairly chosen. My father always said you were a 

Ƨǳǎǘ ƳŀƴΦέ Just but harsh ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ [ƻǊŘ 9ŘŘŀǊŘΩǎ ŜȄŀŎǘ ǿƻǊŘǎΣ ōǳǘ Wƻƴ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǘƘƛƴk it would be wise to 

share that. 

  ά[ƻǊŘ 9ŘŘŀǊŘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎŜƴǎŜΦ IŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƎƛǾŜƴ ƳŜ 

ǘƘŜǎŜ ŎŀǎǘƭŜǎΦέ 

  Never. άL Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ǎǇŜŀƪ ǘƻ ǿƘŀǘ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŘƻƴŜΦ L ǘƻƻƪ ŀƴ ƻŀǘƘΣ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ²ŀƭƭ 

ƛǎ ƳƛƴŜΦέ 

  άCƻǊ ƴƻǿΦ ²Ŝ ǿƛƭƭ ǎŜŜ Ƙƻǿ ǿŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƘƻƭŘ ƛǘΦέ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ άYŜŜǇ ȅƻǳǊ ǊǳƛƴǎΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ 

mean so much to you. I promise you, though, if any remain empty when the year is out, I will take them 

with your leave or without it. And if even one should fall to the foe, your head will soon follow. Now get 

ƻǳǘΦέ 

  [ŀŘȅ aŜƭƛǎŀƴŘǊŜ ǊƻǎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƴŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǊǘƘΦ ά²ƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ƭŜŀǾŜΣ {ƛǊŜΣ L ǿƛƭƭ ǎƘƻǿ [ƻǊŘ 

{ƴƻǿ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŀƳōŜǊǎΦέ 

  ά²ƘȅΚ IŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΦέ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ǿŀǾŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ōƻǘƘ ŀǿŀȅΦ ά5ƻ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭΦ 5ŜǾŀn, food. 

.ƻƛƭŜŘ ŜƎƎǎ ŀƴŘ ƭŜƳƻƴ ǿŀǘŜǊΦέ 

  !ŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊƳǘƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ǎƻƭŀǊΣ ǘƘŜ ǘǳǊƴǇƛƪŜ ǎǘŀƛǊ ŦŜƭǘ ōƻƴŜ-ŎƘƛƭƭƛƴƎƭȅ ŎƻƭŘΦ ά²ƛƴŘΩǎ ǊƛǎƛƴƎΣ 

ƳΩƭŀŘȅΣέ ǘƘŜ ǎŜǊƧŜŀƴǘ ǿŀǊƴŜŘ aŜƭƛǎŀƴŘǊŜ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƘŀƴŘŜŘ Wƻƴ ōŀŎƪ Ƙƛǎ ǿŜŀǇƻƴǎΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǿŀƴǘ ŀ 

ǿŀǊƳŜǊ ŎƭƻŀƪΦέ 

  άL ƘŀǾŜ Ƴȅ ŦŀƛǘƘ ǘƻ ǿŀǊƳ ƳŜΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǊŜŘ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ōŜǎƛŘŜ Wƻƴ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜǇǎΦ άIƛǎ DǊŀŎŜ ƛǎ 

ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ŦƻƴŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  άL Ŏŀƴ ǘŜƭƭΦ IŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘǊŜŀǘŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜƘŜŀŘ ƳŜ ǘǿƛŎŜΦέ 

  aŜƭƛǎŀƴŘǊŜ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ άLǘ ƛǎ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜǎ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŦŜŀǊΣ ƴƻǘ Ƙƛǎ ǿƻǊŘǎΦέ !ǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ƻut into 

ǘƘŜ ȅŀǊŘΣ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ WƻƴΩǎ Ŏƭƻŀƪ ŀƴŘ ǎŜƴǘ ƛǘ ŦƭŀǇǇƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊŜŘ ǇǊƛŜǎǘŜǎǎ ōǊǳǎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀŎƪ 

ǿƻƻƭ ŀǎƛŘŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƘƛǎΦ άLǘ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǿǊƻƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƭŘƭƛƴƎ ƪƛƴƎΦ L 

shall pray for the Lord of Light to send me guidance. When I gaze into the flames, I can see through 



ǎǘƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ ŜŀǊǘƘΣ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ ƳŜƴΩǎ ǎƻǳƭǎΦ L Ŏŀƴ ǎǇŜŀƪ ǘƻ ƪƛƴƎǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƴƻǘ 

ȅŜǘ ōƻǊƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŎƘ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŀǎƻƴǎ ŦƭƛŎƪŜǊ ǇŀǎǘΣ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ŘŀȅǎΦέ 

  ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŦƛǊŜǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǿǊƻƴƎΚέ 

  άbŜǾŜǊ Χ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǿŜ ǇǊƛŜǎǘǎ ŀǊŜ ƳƻǊǘŀƭ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ŜǊǊΣ ƳƛǎǘŀƪƛƴƎ this must come for this 

may come.έ 

  Jon could feel her heat, even through his wool and boiled leather. The sight of them arm in arm 

was drawing curious looks. They will be whispering in the barracks tonight. άLŦ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǘǊǳƭȅ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ 

ƳƻǊǊƻǿ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŦƭŀƳŜǎΣ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ǿƛƭŘƭƛƴƎ ŀǘǘŀŎƪ ǿƛƭƭ ŎƻƳŜΦέ IŜ ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳ 

free. 

  άwΩƘƭƭƻǊ ǎŜƴŘǎ ǳǎ ǿƘŀǘ Ǿƛǎƛƻƴǎ ƘŜ ǿƛƭƭΣ ōǳǘ L ǎƘŀƭƭ ǎŜŜƪ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎ Ƴŀƴ ¢ƻǊƳǳƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŀƳŜǎΦέ 

aŜƭƛǎŀƴŘǊŜΩǎ ǊŜŘ ƭƛǇǎ ŎǳǊƭŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ŦƛǊŜǎΣ Wƻƴ {ƴƻǿΦέ 

  άLǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ǘƘǊŜŀǘΣ Ƴȅ ƭŀŘȅΚ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ōǳǊƴ ƳŜ ǘƻƻΚέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜ Ƴȅ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎΦέ {ƘŜ ƎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŀ ǎŜŀǊŎƘƛƴƎ ƭƻƻƪΦ άL ŦŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ L ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǳƴŜŀǎȅΣ Lord 

{ƴƻǿΦέ 

  Wƻƴ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ŘŜƴȅ ƛǘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ²ŀƭƭ ƛǎ ƴƻ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǿǊƻƴƎΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ŘǊŜŀƳŜŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ²ŀƭƭΣ Wƻƴ {ƴƻǿΦ DǊŜŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ƛǘΣ ŀƴŘ 

ƎǊŜŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǇŜƭƭǎ ƭƻŎƪŜŘ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ƛǘǎ ƛŎŜΦ ²Ŝ ǿŀƭƪ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƴƎŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΦέ Melisandre 

ƎŀȊŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ ƛǘΣ ƘŜǊ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ŀ ǿŀǊƳ Ƴƻƛǎǘ ŎƭƻǳŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŀǎ ƛǘ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƻƴ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ 

you may have grave need of me. Do not refuse my friendship, Jon. I have seen you in the storm, 

hard-pressed, with enemies on every side. ̧ ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ŜƴŜƳƛŜǎΦ {Ƙŀƭƭ L ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƴŀƳŜǎΚέ 

  άL ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƴŀƳŜǎΦέ 

  ά5ƻ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ǎƻ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴΦέ ¢ƘŜ Ǌǳōȅ ŀǘ aŜƭƛǎŀƴŘǊŜΩǎ ǘƘǊƻŀǘ ƎƭŜŀƳŜŘ ǊŜŘΦ άLǘ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƻŜǎ ǿƘƻ 

curse you to your face that you must fear, but those who smile when you are looking and sharpen their 

knives when you turn your back. You would do well to keep your wolf close beside you. Ice, I see, and 

ŘŀƎƎŜǊǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪΦ .ƭƻƻŘ ŦǊƻȊŜƴ ǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǊŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƴŀƪŜŘ ǎǘŜŜƭΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ŎƻƭŘΦέ 

  άLǘ ƛǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŎƻƭŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƻΚέ 

  άL know ǎƻΣ Ƴȅ ƭŀŘȅΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΣ Wƻƴ {ƴƻǿΣέ ǎƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ 



  BRAN 
 

     Are we there yet? 

  Bran never said the words aloud, but they were often on his lips as their ragged company 

trudged through groves of ancient oaks and towering grey-green sentinels, past gloomy soldier pines 

and bare brown chestnut trees. Are we near? the boy would wonder, as Hodor clambered up a stony 

slope, or descended into some dark crevice where drifts of dirty snow cracked beneath his feet. How 

much farther? he would think, as the great elk splashed across a half-frozen stream. How much longer? 

LǘΩǎ ǎƻ ŎƻƭŘΦ ²ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ-eyed crow? 

  {ǿŀȅƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛŎƪŜǊ ōŀǎƪŜǘ ƻƴ IƻŘƻǊΩǎ back, the boy hunched down, ducking his head as the 

big stableboy passed beneath the limb of an oak. The snow was falling again, wet and heavy. Hodor 

walked with one eye frozen shut, his thick brown beard a tangle of hoarfrost, icicles drooping from the 

ends of his bushy mustache. One gloved hand still clutched the rusty iron longsword he had taken from 

the crypts below Winterfell, and from time to time he would lash out at a branch, knocking loose a spray 

ƻŦ ǎƴƻǿΦ άIƻŘ-d-d-ŘƻǊΣέ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƳǳǘǘŜǊΣ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜŜǘƘ chattering. 

  The sound was strangely reassuring. On their journey from Winterfell to the Wall, Bran and his 

companions had made the miles shorter by talking and telling tales, but it was different here. Even 

Hodor felt it. His hodors came less often than they had south of the Wall. There was a stillness to this 

wood like nothing Bran had ever known before. Before the snows began, the north wind would swirl 

around them and clouds of dead brown leaves would kick up from the ground with a faint small rustling 

sound that reminded him of roaches scurrying in a cupboard, but now all the leaves were buried under a 

blanket of white. From time to time a raven would fly overhead, big black wings slapping against the 

cold air. Elsewise the world was silent. 

  Just ahead, the elk wove between the snowdrifts with his head down, his huge rack of antlers 

crusted with ice. The ranger sat astride his broad back, grim and silent. Coldhands was the name that the 

Ŧŀǘ ōƻȅ {ŀƳ ƘŀŘ ƎƛǾŜƴ ƘƛƳΣ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǊŀƴƎŜǊΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǇŀƭŜ, his hands were black and hard as iron, 

and cold as iron too. The rest of him was wrapped in layers of wool and boiled leather and ringmail, his 

features shadowed by his hooded cloak and a black woolen scarf about the lower half of his face. 

  Behind the ranger, Meera Reed wrapped her arms around her brother, to shelter him from the 

ǿƛƴŘ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƭŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊƳǘƘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ōƻŘȅΦ ! ŎǊǳǎǘ ƻŦ ŦǊƻȊŜƴ ǎƴƻǘ ƘŀŘ ŦƻǊƳŜŘ ōŜƭƻǿ WƻƧŜƴΩǎ ƴƻǎŜΣ 

and from time to time he shivered violently. He looks so small, Bran thought, as he watched him sway. 

IŜ ƭƻƻƪǎ ǎƳŀƭƭŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ƳŜ ƴƻǿΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜŀƪŜǊ ǘƻƻΣ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƛǇǇƭŜΦ 

  {ǳƳƳŜǊ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōŀƴŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŘƛǊŜǿƻƭŦΩǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ŦǊƻǎǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŜǎǘ ŀƛǊ ŀǎ 

he padded after them, still limping on the hind leg that had taken the arrow back at Queenscrown. Bran 

ŦŜƭǘ ǘƘŜ Ǉŀƛƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ǿƻǳƴŘ ǿƘŜƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŜ ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ ǿƻƭŦΩǎ ǎƪƛƴΦ hŦ ƭŀǘŜ .Ǌŀƴ ǿƻǊŜ 

{ǳƳƳŜǊΩǎ ōƻŘȅ ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦǘŜƴ ǘƘŀƴ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴΤ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƭŦ ŦŜƭǘ ǘƘŜ ōƛǘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭŘΣ ŘŜǎǇƛǘŜ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛŎƪƴŜǎǎ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ 



fur, but he could see farther and hear better and smell more than the boy in the basket, bundled up like 

a babe in swaddling clothes. 

  hǘƘŜǊ ǘƛƳŜǎΣ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƛǊŜŘ ƻŦ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀ ǿƻƭŦΣ .Ǌŀƴ ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ IƻŘƻǊΩǎ ǎƪƛƴ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘΦ ¢ƘŜ 

gentle giant would whimper when he felt him, and thrash his shaggy head from side to side, but not as 

violently as he had the first time, back at Queenscrown. IŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ƛǘΩǎ ƳŜΣ the boy liked to tell himself. 

IŜΩǎ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜ ōȅ ƴƻǿΦ 9ǾŜƴ ǎƻΣ ƘŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦŜƭǘ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ IƻŘƻǊΩǎ ǎƪƛƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ōƛƎ ǎǘŀbleboy never 

understood what was happening, and Bran could taste the fear at the back of his mouth. It was better 

inside Summer. I am him, and he is me. He feels what I feel. 

  Sometimes Bran could sense the direwolf sniffing after the elk, wondering if he could bring the 

great beast down. Summer had grown accustomed to horses at Winterfell, but this was an elk and elk 

ǿŜǊŜ ǇǊŜȅΦ ¢ƘŜ ŘƛǊŜǿƻƭŦ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜƴǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊƳ ōƭƻƻŘ ŎƻǳǊǎƛƴƎ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŜƭƪΩǎ ǎƘŀƎƎȅ ƘƛŘŜΦ Wǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ 

smell was enough to make the slaver run ŦǊƻƳ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ƧŀǿǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ŘƛŘ .ǊŀƴΩǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ǿƻǳƭŘ 

water at the thought of rich, dark meat. 

  From a nearby oak a raven quorked, and Bran heard the sound of wings as another of the big 

black birds flapped down to land beside it. By day only half a dozen ravens stayed with them, flitting 

from tree to tree or riding on the antlers of the elk. The rest of the murder flew ahead or lingered 

behind. But when the sun sank low they would return, descending from the sky on night-black wings 

until every branch of every tree was thick with them for yards around. Some would fly to the ranger and 

mutter at him, and it seemed to Bran that he understood their quorks and squawks. They are his eyes 

and ears. They scout for him, and whisper to him of dangers ahead and behind. 

  As now. The elk stopped suddenly, and the ranger vaulted lightly from his back to land in 

knee-deep snow. Summer growled at him, his fur bristling. The direwolf did not like the way that 

Coldhands smelled. Dead meat, dry blood, a faint whiff of rot. And cold. Cold over all. 

  ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ aŜŜǊŀ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿΦ 

  ά.ŜƘƛƴŘ ǳǎΣέ /ƻƭŘƘŀƴŘǎ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƳǳŦŦƭŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀŎƪ ǿƻƻƭ ǎŎŀǊŦ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ Ƙƛǎ ƴƻǎŜ 

and mouth. 

  ά²ƻƭǾŜǎΚέ Bran asked. They had known for days that they were being followed. Every night they 

heard the mournful howling of the pack, and every night the wolves seemed a little closer. Hunters, and 

hungry. They can smell how weak we are. Often Bran woke shivering hours before the dawn, listening to 

the sound of them calling to one another in the distance as he waited for the sun to rise. If there are 

wolves, there must be prey, he used to think, until it came to him that they were the prey. 

  The ranger shook his heŀŘΦ άaŜƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƻƭǾŜǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜΦ ¢ƘŜǎŜ ƳŜƴ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǎƻ 

ǎƘȅΦέ 

  Meera Reed pushed back her hood. The wet snow that had covered it tumbled to the ground 

with a soft thump. άIƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ƳŜƴΚ ²Ƙƻ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜȅΚέ 



  άCƻŜǎΦ LΩƭƭ ŘŜŀƭ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

  άLΩƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ǎǘŀȅΦ ¢ƘŜ ōƻȅ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀ ƭŀƪŜ ŀƘŜŀŘΣ ƘŀǊŘ ŦǊƻȊŜƴΦ ²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ƻƴ 

ƛǘΣ ǘǳǊƴ ƴƻǊǘƘ ŀƴŘ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǊŜƭƛƴŜΦ ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ŀ ŦƛǎƘƛƴƎ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜΦ ¢ŀƪŜ ǊŜŦǳƎŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǳƴǘƛƭ L Ŏŀƴ ŎŀǘŎƘ 

ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  Bran thought that MeŜǊŀ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŀǊƎǳŜ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƘŜǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά5ƻ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎŀȅǎΦ IŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǘƘƛǎ 

ƭŀƴŘΦέ WƻƧŜƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀ ŘŀǊƪ ƎǊŜŜƴΣ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭƻǊ ƻŦ ƳƻǎǎΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜŀǾȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǿŜŀǊƛƴŜǎǎ ǘƘŀǘ .Ǌŀƴ ƘŀŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ 

seen in them before. The little grandfather. South of the Wall, the boy from the crannogs had seemed to 

be wise beyond his years, but up here he was as lost and frightened as the rest of them. Even so, Meera 

always listened to him. 

  ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǘǊǳŜΦ /ƻƭŘƘŀƴŘǎ ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŜǎΣ ōŀŎƪ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ŎƻƳŜΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŦƻǳǊ 

ravens flapping after him. Meera watched him go, her cheeks red with cold, breath puffing from her 

nostrils. She pulled her hood back up and gave the elk a nudge, and their trek resumed. Before they had 

gone twenty yards, though, she turned to glance behind them ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άMen, he says. What men? Does 

ƘŜ ƳŜŀƴ ǿƛƭŘƭƛƴƎǎΚ ²Ƙȅ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƘŜ ǎŀȅΚέ 

  άIŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜΩŘ Ǝƻ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŀƭ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳΣέ ǎŀƛŘ .ǊŀƴΦ 

  άIŜ said, aye. He said he would take us to this three-eyed crow too. That river we crossed this 

morning is the same one we cǊƻǎǎŜŘ ŦƻǳǊ Řŀȅǎ ŀƎƻΣ L ǎǿŜŀǊΦ ²ŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŎƛǊŎƭŜǎΦέ 

  άwƛǾŜǊǎ ǘǳǊƴ ŀƴŘ ǘǿƛǎǘΣέ .Ǌŀƴ ǎŀƛŘ ǳƴŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅΣ άŀƴŘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƭŀƪŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƘƛƭƭǎΣ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ 

ŀǊƻǳƴŘΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ going around,έ aŜŜǊŀ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘΣ άŀƴŘ ǘƻƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǎŜŎǊŜǘǎΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪe it. I 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ him. !ƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘǊǳǎǘ ƘƛƳΦ ¢ƘƻǎŜ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊŜ ōŀŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦ IŜ ƘƛŘŜǎ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ 

speak a name. Who is he? What is he? Anyone can put on a black cloak. Anyone, or any thing. He does 

not eat, he never drinks, he does not seem ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭŘΦέ 

  LǘΩǎ ǘǊǳŜΦ Bran had been afraid to speak of it, but he had noticed. Whenever they took shelter for 

the night, while he and Hodor and the Reeds huddled together for warmth, the ranger kept apart. 

Sometimes Cold-hands closed his eyes, but Bran did not think he slept. And there was something else Χ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ǎŎŀǊŦΦέ .Ǌŀƴ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǳƴŜŀǎƛƭȅΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ǊŀǾŜƴ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎŜŜƴΦ !ƭƭ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ ōƭŀŎƪ 

birds had left them when the ranger did. No one was listening. Even so, he kept his voice lowΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǎŎŀǊŦ 

ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘΣ ƛǘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƎŜǘǎ ŀƭƭ ƘŀǊŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƛŎŜΣ ƭƛƪŜ IƻŘƻǊΩǎ ōŜŀǊŘΦ bƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǘŀƭƪǎΦέ 

  aŜŜǊŀ ƎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŀ ǎƘŀǊǇ ƭƻƻƪΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ ²ŜΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘΣ ƘŀǾŜ ǿŜΚέ 

  άbƻΦέ ! ǇǳŦŦ ƻŦ ǿƘƛǘŜ ƘŜǊŀƭŘŜŘ ŜŀŎƘ ƻŦ IƻŘƻǊΩǎ hodors. When Jojen or his sister spoke, their 

words could be seen too. Even the elk left a warm fog upon the air when he exhaled. 



  άLŦ ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜ Χέ 

  Bran found himself remembering the tales Old Nan had told him when he was a babe. Beyond 

the Wall the monsters live, the giants and the ghouls, the stalking shadows and the dead that walk, she 

would say, tucking him in beneath his scratchy woolen blanket, but they cannot pass so long as the Wall 

ǎǘŀƴŘǎ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘ ŀǊŜ ǘǊǳŜΦ {ƻ go to sleep, my little Brandon, my baby boy, 

and dream sweet dreams. There are no monsters here. ¢ƘŜ ǊŀƴƎŜǊ ǿƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘΣ 

but what if he was not a man at all? What if he was some monster, taking them to the other monsters to 

be devoured? 

  ά¢ƘŜ ǊŀƴƎŜǊ ǎŀǾŜŘ {ŀƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƎƘǘǎΣέ .Ǌŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƘŜǎƛǘŀƴǘƭȅΣ άŀƴŘ ƘŜΩǎ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƳŜ 

to the three-ŜȅŜŘ ŎǊƻǿΦέ 

  ά²Ƙȅ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘǊŜŜ-ŜȅŜŘ ŎǊƻǿ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǳǎΚ ²Ƙȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ he meet us at the Wall? Crows have 

wings. My brother grows weaker evŜǊȅ ŘŀȅΦ Iƻǿ ƭƻƴƎ Ŏŀƴ ǿŜ Ǝƻ ƻƴΚέ 

  WƻƧŜƴ ŎƻǳƎƘŜŘΦ ά¦ƴǘƛƭ ǿŜ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ 

  They came upon the promised lake not long after, and turned north as the ranger had bid them. 

That was the easy part. 

  The water was frozen, and the snow had been falling for so long that Bran had lost count of the 

days, turning the lake into a vast white wilderness. Where the ice was flat and the ground was bumpy, 

the going was easy, but where the wind had pushed the snow up into ridges, sometimes it was hard to 

tell where the lake ended and the shore began. Even the trees were not as infallible a guide as they 

might have hoped, for there were wooded islands in the lake, and wide areas ashore where no trees 

grew. 

  The elk went where he would, regardless of the wishes of Meera and Jojen on his back. Mostly 

he stayed beneath the trees, but where the shore curved away westward he would take the more direct 

path across the frozen lake, shouldering through snowdrifts taller than Bran as the ice crackled 

underneath his hooves. Out there the wind was stronger, a cold north wind that howled across the lake, 

knifed through their layers of wool and leather, and set them all to shivering. When it blew into their 

faces, it would drive the snow into their eyes and leave them as good as blind. 

  Hours passed in silence. Ahead, shadows began to steal between the trees, the long fingers of 

the dusk. Dark came early this far north. Bran had come to dread that. Each day seemed shorter than 

the last, and where the days were cold, the nights were bitter cruel. 

  aŜŜǊŀ ƘŀƭǘŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά²Ŝ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƻƳŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜ ōȅ ƴƻǿΦέ IŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ 

hushed and strange. 

  ά/ƻǳƭŘ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ƛǘΚέ .Ǌŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ άL ƘƻǇŜ ƴƻǘΦ ²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǎƘŜƭǘŜǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƴƛƎƘǘŦŀƭƭΦέ 



  {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǿǊƻƴƎΦ WƻƧŜƴΩǎ ƭƛǇǎ ǿŜǊŜ ōƭǳŜΣ aŜŜǊŀΩǎ ŎƘŜŜƪǎ ŘŀǊƪ ǊŜŘΦ .ǊŀƴΩǎ ƻǿƴ ŦŀŎŜ ƘŀŘ ƎƻƴŜ 

ƴǳƳōΦ IƻŘƻǊΩǎ ōŜŀǊŘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƭƛŘ ƛŎŜΦ {ƴƻǿ ŎŀƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜƎǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƪƴŜŜΣ ŀƴŘ .Ǌŀƴ ƘŀŘ ŦŜƭǘ ƘƛƳ 

stagger more than once. No one was as strong as Hodor, no one. If even his great strength was failing Χ 

  ά{ǳƳƳŜǊ Ŏŀƴ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜΣέ .Ǌŀƴ ǎŀƛŘ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅΣ Ƙƛǎ ǿƻǊŘǎ ƳƛǎǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊΦ IŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǿŀƛǘ 

to hear what Meera might say, but closed his eyes and let himself flow from his broken body. 

  !ǎ ƘŜ ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ {ǳƳƳŜǊΩǎ ǎƪƛƴΣ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘ ǿƻƻŘǎ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ǎǳŘŘŜƴ life. Where before there 

ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΣ ƴƻǿ ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘΥ ǿƛƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŜǎΣ IƻŘƻǊΩǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎΣ ǘƘŜ Ŝƭƪ ǇŀǿƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ 

search of fodder. Familiar scents filled his nostrils: wet leaves and dead grass, the rotted carcass of a 

squirrel decaying in the brush, the sour stink of man-sweat, the musky odor of the elk. Food. Meat. The 

elk sensed his interest. He turned his head toward the direwolf, wary, and lowered his great antlers. 

  He is not prey, the boy whispered to the beast who shared his skin. Leave him. Run. 

  Summer ran. Across the lake he raced, his paws kicking up sprays of snow behind him. The trees 

stood shoulder to shoulder, like men in a battle line, all cloaked in white. Over roots and rocks the 

direwolf sped, through a drift of old snow, the crust crackling beneath his weight. His paws grew wet 

and cold. The next hill was covered with pines, and the sharp scent of their needles filled the air. When 

he reached the top, he turned in a circle, sniffing at the air, then raised his head and howled. 

  The smells were there. Mansmells. 

  Ashes, Bran thought, old and faint, but ashes. It was the smell of burnt wood, soot, and charcoal. 

A dead fire. 

  He shook the snow off his muzzle. The wind was gusting, so the smells were hard to follow. The 

wolf turned this way and that, sniffing. All around were heaps of snow and tall trees garbed in white. 

The wolf let his tongue loll out between his teeth, tasting the frigid air, his breath misting as snow-flakes 

melted on his tongue. When he trotted toward the scent, Hodor lumbered after him at once. The elk 

ǘƻƻƪ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ǘƻ ŘŜŎƛŘŜΣ ǎƻ .Ǌŀƴ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǊŜƭǳŎǘŀƴǘƭȅ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ōƻŘȅ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀȅΦ Cƻƭƭƻǿ 

{ǳƳƳŜǊΦ L ǎƳŜƭƭŜŘ ƛǘΦέ 

  As the first sliver of a crescent moon came peeking through the clouds, they finally stumbled 

into the village by the lake. They had almost walked straight through it. From the ice, the village looked 

no different than a dozen other spots along the lakeshore. Buried under drifts of snow, the round stone 

houses could just as easily have been boulders or hillocks or fallen logs, like the deadfall that Jojen had 

mistaken for a building the day before, until they dug down into it and found only broken branches and 

rotting logs. 

  The village was empty, abandoned by the wildlings who had once lived there, like all the other 

villages they had passed. Some had been burned, as if the inhabitants had wanted to make certain they 

could not come creeping back, but this one had been spared the torch. Beneath the snow they found a 

dozen huts and a longhall, with its sod roof and thick walls of rough-hewn logs. 



  ά!ǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǿŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘΣέ .Ǌŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

  άIƻdor,έ ǎŀƛŘ IƻŘƻǊΦ 

  aŜŜǊŀ ǎƭƛŘ Řƻǿƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŜƭƪΩǎ ōŀŎƪΦ {ƘŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ƭƛŦǘ .Ǌŀƴ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƛŎƪŜǊ 

ōŀǎƪŜǘΦ άaƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƭŘƭƛƴƎǎ ƭŜŦǘ ǎƻƳŜ ŦƻƻŘ ōŜƘƛƴŘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

  That proved a forlorn hope. Inside the longhall they found the ashes of a fire, floors of 

hard-packed dirt, a chill that went bone deep. But at least they had a roof above their heads and log 

walls to keep the wind off. A stream ran nearby, covered with a film of ice. The elk had to crack it with 

his hoof to drink. Once Bran and Jojen and Hodor were safely settled, Meera fetched back some chunks 

of broken ice for them to suck on. The melting water was so cold it made Bran shudder. 

  {ǳƳƳŜǊ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ǘƘŜƳ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƴƎƘŀƭƭΦ .Ǌŀƴ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦŜŜƭ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ ǿƻƭŦΩǎ ƘǳƴƎŜǊΣ ŀ ǎƘŀŘƻǿ 

ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴΦ άDƻ ƘǳƴǘΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΣ άōǳǘ ȅƻǳ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ Ŝƭƪ ŀƭƻƴŜΦέ tŀǊǘ ƻŦ ƘƛƳ ǿŀǎ ǿƛǎƘƛƴƎ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ 

hunting too. Perhaps he would, later. 

  Supper was a fistful of acorns, crushed and pounded into paste, so bitter that Bran gagged as he 

tried to keep it down. Jojen Reed did not even make the attempt. Younger and frailer than his sister, he 

was growing weaker by the day. 

  άWƻƧŜƴΣ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŜŀǘΣέ aŜŜǊŀ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ ά[ŀǘŜǊΦ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǊŜǎǘΦέ WƻƧŜƴ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀ ǿŀƴ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ L ŘƛŜΣ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΦ L ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŦŜƭƭ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ŜƭƪΦέ 

  ά!ƭƳƻǎǘΦ L ŀƳ ŎƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ƘǳƴƎǊȅΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜƴ ŜŀǘΦέ 

  ά/ǊǳǎƘŜŘ ŀŎƻǊƴǎΚ aȅ ōŜƭƭȅ ƘǳǊǘǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƻƴƭȅ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǿƻǊǎŜΦ [ŜŀǾŜ ƳŜ ōŜΣ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΦ LΩƳ 

ŘǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ ƻŦ Ǌƻŀǎǘ ŎƘƛŎƪŜƴΦέ 

  ά5ǊŜŀƳǎ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǎǘŀƛƴ ȅƻǳΦ bƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƎǊŜŜƴŘǊŜŀƳǎΦέ 

  ά5ǊŜŀƳǎ ŀǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜΦέ 

  All we have. The last of the food that they had brought from the south was ten days gone. Since 

then hunger walked beside them day and night. Even Summer could find no game in these woods. They 

lived on crushed acorns and raw fish. The woods were full of frozen streams and cold black lakes, and 

Meera was as good a fisher with her three-pronged frog spear as most men were with hook and line. 

Some days her lips were blue with cold by the time she waded back to them with her catch wriggling on 

ƘŜǊ ǘƛƴŜǎΦ Lǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘǊŜŜ Řŀȅǎ ǎƛƴŎŜ aŜŜǊŀ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ŀ ŦƛǎƘΣ ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊΦ .ǊŀƴΩǎ ōŜƭƭȅ ŦŜƭǘ ǎƻ Ƙƻƭƭƻǿ ƛǘ might 

have been three years. 



  After they choked down their meagre supper, Meera sat with her back against a wall, 

sharpening her dagger on a whetstone. Hodor squatted down beside the door, rocking back and forth 

ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀǳƴŎƘŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƳǳǘǘŜǊƛƴƎΣ άIƻŘƻǊΣ ƘƻŘƻǊΣ ƘƻŘƻǊΦέ 

  Bran closed his eyes. It was too cold to talk, and they dare not light a fire. Coldhands had warned 

them against that. These woods are not as empty as you think, he had said. You cannot know what the 

light might summon from the darkness. The memory made him shiver, despite the warmth of Hodor 

beside him. 

  Sleep would not come, could not come. Instead there was wind, the biting cold, moonlight on 

snow, and fire. He was back inside Summer, long leagues away, and the night was rank with the smell of 

blood. The scent was strong. A kill, not far. The flesh would still be warm. Slaver ran between his teeth 

as the hunger woke inside him. Not elk. Not deer. Not this. 

  The direwolf moved toward the meat, a gaunt grey shadow sliding from tree to tree, through 

pools of moonlight and over mounds of snow. The wind gusted around him, shifting. He lost the scent, 

found it, then lost it again. As he searched for it once more, a distant sound made his ears prick up. 

  Wolf, he knew at once. Summer stalked toward the sound, wary now. Soon enough the scent of 

blood was back, but now there were other smells: piss and dead skins, bird shit, feathers, and wolf, wolf, 

wolf. A pack. He would need to fight for his meat. 

  They smelled him too. As he moved out from amongst the darkness of the trees into the bloody 

glade, they were watching him. The female was chewing on a leather boot that still had half a leg in it, 

but she let it fall at his approach. The leader of the pack, an old male with a grizzled white muzzle and a 

blind eye, moved out to meet him, snarling, his teeth bared. Behind him, a younger male showed his 

fangs as well. 

  ¢ƘŜ ŘƛǊŜǿƻƭŦΩǎ ǇŀƭŜ ȅŜƭƭƻǿ ŜȅŜǎ ŘǊŀƴƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƎƘǘǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ ! ƴŜǎǘ ƻŦ ŜƴǘǊŀƛƭǎ ŎƻƛƭŜŘ 

through a bush, entangled with the branches. Steam rising from an open belly, rich with the smells of 

blood and meat. A head staring sightlessly up at a horned moon, cheeks ripped and torn down to bloody 

bone, pits for eyes, neck ending in a ragged stump. A pool of frozen blood, glistening red and black. 

  Men. ¢ƘŜ ǎǘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΦ !ƭƛǾŜΣ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀǎ Ƴŀƴȅ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ƻƴ ŀ ƳŀƴΩǎ 

paw, but now they were none. Dead. Done. Meat. Cloaked and hooded, once, but the wolves had torn 

their clothing into pieces in their frenzy to get at the flesh. Those who still had faces wore thick beards 

crusted with ice and frozen snot. The falling snow had begun to bury what remained of them, so pale 

against the black of ragged cloaks and breeches. Black. 

  Long leagues away, the boy stirred uneasily. 

  BƭŀŎƪΦ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘΦ 

  The direwolf did not care. They were meat. He was hungry. 



  The eyes of the three wolves glowed yellow. The direwolf swung his head from side to side, 

nostrils flaring, then bared his fangs in a snarl. The younger male backed away. The direwolf could smell 

the fear in him. Tail, he knew. But the one-eyed wolf answered with a growl and moved to block his 

advance. Head. And he does not fear me though I am twice his size. 

  Their eyes met. 

  Warg! 

  Then the two rushed together, wolf and direwolf, and there was no more time for thought. The 

world shrank down to tooth and claw, snow flying as they rolled and spun and tore at one another, the 

other wolves snarling and snapping around them. His jaws closed on matted fur slick with hoarfrost, on 

a limb thin as a dry stick, but the one-eyed wolf clawed at his belly and tore himself free, rolled, lunged 

for him. Yellow fangs snapped closed on his throat, but he shook off his old grey cousin as he would a 

rat, then charged after him, knocked him down. Rolling, ripping, kicking, they fought until the both of 

them were ragged and fresh blood dappled the snows around them. But finally the old one-eyed wolf 

lay down and showed his belly. The direwolf snapped at him twice more, sniffed at his butt, then lifted a 

leg over him. 

  A few snaps and a warning growl, and the female and the tail submitted too. The pack was his. 

  The prey as well. He went from man to man, sniffing, before settling on the biggest, a faceless 

thing who clutched black iron in one hand. His other hand was missing, severed at the wrist, the stump 

bound up in leather. Blood flowed thick and sluggish from the slash across his throat. The wolf lapped at 

it with his tongue, licked the ragged eyeless ruin of his nose and cheeks, then buried his muzzle in his 

neck and tore it open, gulping down a gobbet of sweet meat. No flesh had ever tasted half as good. 

  When he was done with that one, he moved to the next, and devoured the choicest bits of that 

man too. Ravens watched him from the trees, squatting dark-eyed and silent on the branches as snow 

drifted down around them. The other wolves made do with his leavings; the old male fed first, then the 

female, then the tail. They were his now. They were pack. 

  No, the boy whispered, ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŀŎƪΦ [ŀŘȅΩǎ ŘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ƳŀȅōŜ DǊŜȅ ²ƛƴŘ ǘƻƻΣ ōǳǘ 

ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ {ƘŀƎƎȅŘƻƎ ŀƴŘ bȅƳŜǊƛŀ ŀƴŘ DƘƻǎǘΦ wŜƳŜƳōŜǊ DƘƻǎǘΚ 

  Falling snow and feasting wolves began to dim. Warmth beat against his face, comforting as a 

ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƪƛǎses. Fire, he thought, smoke. His nose twitched to the smell of roasting meat. And then the 

forest fell away, and he was back in the longhall again, back in his broken body, staring at a fire. Meera 

Reed was turning a chunk of raw red flesh above the flameǎΣ ƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŎƘŀǊ ŀƴŘ ǎǇƛǘΦ άWǳǎǘ ƛƴ ǘƛƳŜΣέ ǎƘŜ 

ǎŀƛŘΦ .Ǌŀƴ ǊǳōōŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŜƭ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǿǊƛƎƎƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪǿŀǊŘǎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭ ǘƻ ǎƛǘΦ ά¸ƻǳ 

ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǎƭŜǇǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǎǳǇǇŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊŀƴƎŜǊ ŦƻǳƴŘ ŀ ǎƻǿΦέ 

  Behind her, Hodor was tearing eagerly at a chunk of hot charred flesh as blood and grease ran 

Řƻǿƴ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ōŜŀǊŘΦ ²ƛǎǇǎ ƻŦ ǎƳƻƪŜ ǊƻǎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎΦ άIƻŘƻǊΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ 



ōƛǘŜǎΣ άƘƻŘƻǊΣ ƘƻŘƻǊΦέ Iƛǎ ǎǿƻǊŘ ƭŀȅ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǊǘƘŜƴ ŦƭƻƻǊ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ƘƛƳΦ WƻƧŜƴ wŜŜŘ ƴƛǇǇŜŘ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ Ƨƻƛƴǘ 

with small bites, chewing each chunk of meat a dozen times before swallowing. 

  The ranger killed a pig. Coldhands stood beside the door, a raven on his arm, both staring at the 

fire. Reflections from the flames glittered off four black eyes. He does not eat, Bran remembered, and he 

fears the flames. 

  ά¸ƻǳ ǎŀƛŘ ƴƻ ŦƛǊŜΣέ ƘŜ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŀƴƎŜǊΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǿŀƭƭǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǳǎ ƘƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƴŘ Řŀǿƴ ƛǎ 

ŎƭƻǎŜΦ ²Ŝ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ǿŀȅ ǎƻƻƴΦέ 

  ά²Ƙŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴΚ ¢ƘŜ ŦƻŜǎ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǳǎΚέ 

  ά¢ƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  ά²Ƙƻ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅΚ ²ƛƭŘƭƛƴƎǎΚέ 

  Meera turned the meat to cook the other side. Hodor was chewing and swallowing, muttering 

happily under his breath. Only Jojen seemed aware of what was happening as Coldhands turned his 

ƘŜŀŘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊŜ ŀǘ .ǊŀƴΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŦƻŜǎΦέ 

  aŜƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ ¸ƻǳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŀǾŜƴǎΦ ¢ƘŜƛǊ ŦŀŎŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƻǊƴΣ ŀƴŘ 

ǘƘŜƛǊ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻƴŜΦέ /ƻƭŘƘŀƴŘǎ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ŘŜƴȅ ƛǘΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ȅƻǳǊ brothers. I saw. The wolves had 

ripped their clothes up, but I could still tell. Their cloaƪǎ ǿŜǊŜ ōƭŀŎƪΦ [ƛƪŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŀƴŘǎΦέ /ƻƭŘ-hands said 

ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ ά²Ƙƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚ Why are your hands black?έ 

  ¢ƘŜ ǊŀƴƎŜǊ ǎǘǳŘƛŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ άhƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǊǘ Ƙŀǎ 

ŎŜŀǎŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜŀǘΣ ŀ ƳŀƴΩǎ ōƭƻƻŘ Ǌǳƴǎ Řƻǿƴ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŜȄǘǊŜƳƛǘƛŜǎΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƛǘ ǘƘƛŎƪŜƴǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴƎŜŀƭǎΦέ Iƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ 

ǊŀǘǘƭŜŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘǊƻŀǘΣ ŀǎ ǘƘƛƴ ŀƴŘ Ǝŀǳƴǘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŀǎΦ άIƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ŦŜŜǘ ǎǿŜƭƭ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴ ŀǎ ōƭŀŎƪ ŀǎ 

ǇǳŘŘƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ƘƛƳ ōŜŎƻƳŜǎ ŀǎ ǿƘƛǘŜ ŀǎ ƳƛƭƪΦέ 

  Meera Reed rose, her frog spear in her hand, a chunk of smoking meat still impaled upon its 

ǘƛƴŜǎΦ ά{Ƙƻǿ ǳǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀŎŜΦέ 

  The ranger made no move to obey. 

  άIŜΩǎ ŘŜŀŘΦέ .Ǌŀƴ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘŀǎǘŜ ǘƘŜ ōƛƭŜ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘǊƻŀǘΦ άaŜŜǊŀΣ ƘŜΩǎ ǎƻƳŜ ŘŜŀŘ ǘƘƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊǎ 

cannot pass so long as the Wall stands and the men of the NightΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘ ǎǘŀȅ ǘǊǳŜΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ hƭŘ bŀƴ 

used to say. He came to meet us at the Wall, but he could not pass. He sent Sam instead, with that 

ǿƛƭŘƭƛƴƎ ƎƛǊƭΦέ 

  aŜŜǊŀΩǎ ƎƭƻǾŜŘ ƘŀƴŘ ǘƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀŦǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŦǊƻƎ ǎǇŜŀǊΦ ά²Ƙƻ ǎŜƴǘ ȅƻǳΚ ²Ƙƻ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ 

three-ŜȅŜŘ ŎǊƻǿΚέ 

  ά! ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦ 5ǊŜŀƳŜǊΣ ǿƛȊŀǊŘΣ Ŏŀƭƭ ƘƛƳ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭΦ ¢ƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƎǊŜŜƴ-ǎŜŜǊΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƭƻƴƎƘŀƭƭΩǎ ǿƻƻŘŜƴ 

door banged open. Outside, the night wind howled, bleak and black. The trees were full of ravens, 

screaming. Cold-hands did not move. 



  ά! ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊΣέ .Ǌŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

  ¢ƘŜ ǊŀƴƎŜǊ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ .Ǌŀƴ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ŜȄƛǎǘΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊΣ .ǊŀƴŘƻƴ {ǘŀǊƪΦέ 

  άYours,έ ǘƘŜ ǊŀǾŜƴ ŜŎƘƻŜŘΣ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ hǳǘǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΣ ǘƘŜ ǊŀǾŜƴǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŜǎ ǘƻƻƪ ǳǇ 

the cry, until the night wood echoed to the murŘŜǊŜǊΩǎ ǎƻƴƎ ƻŦ άYours, yours, yours.έ 

  άWƻƧŜƴΣ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŘǊŜŀƳ ǘƘƛǎΚέ aŜŜǊŀ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΦ ά²Ƙƻ ƛǎ ƘŜΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƘŜΚ ²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ǿŜ Řƻ 

ƴƻǿΚέ 

  ά²Ŝ Ǝƻ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǊŀƴƎŜǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ WƻƧŜƴΦ άWe have come too far to turn back now, Meera. We would 

ƴŜǾŜǊ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭ ŀƭƛǾŜΦ ²Ŝ Ǝƻ ǿƛǘƘ .ǊŀƴΩǎ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊΣ ƻǊ ǿŜ ŘƛŜΦέ 

  TYRION 
 

     They departed Pentos by the Sunrise Gate, though Tyrion Lannister never glimpsed the sunrise. 

άLǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŀǎ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ tŜƴǘƻǎΣ Ƴȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣέ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘ aŀƎƛǎǘŜǊ LƭƭȅǊƛƻΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŘǊŜǿ 

ǎƘǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘŜǊΩǎ ǇǳǊǇƭŜ ǾŜƭǾŜǘ ŘǊŀǇŜǎΦ άbƻ Ƴŀƴ Ƴǳǎǘ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΣ ŀǎ ƴƻ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀǿ ȅƻǳ ŜƴǘŜǊΦέ 

  άbƻ Ƴŀƴ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƛƭƻǊǎ ǿƘƻ ǎǘǳŦŦŜŘ ƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ōŀǊǊŜƭΣ ǘƘŜ cabin boy who cleaned up after 

me, the girl you sent to warm my bed, and that treacherous freckled washerwoman. Oh, and your 

ƎǳŀǊŘǎΦ ¦ƴƭŜǎǎ ȅƻǳ ǊŜƳƻǾŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿƛǘǎ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ōŀƭƭǎΣ ǘƘŜȅ ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŀƭƻƴŜ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜΦέ ¢ƘŜ 

litter was suspended between eight mammoth draft horses on heavy leather straps. Four eunuchs paced 

beside the horses, two to either side, and more were trudging along behind to guard the baggage train. 

  ά¦ƴǎǳƭƭƛŜŘ ǘŜƭƭ ƴƻ ǘŀƭŜǎΣέ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ŀǎǎǳǊŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƎŀƭƭŜȅ ǘƘŀǘ ŘŜƭƛǾŜǊŜŘ you is on her way to 

Asshai even now. It will be two years before she returns, if the seas are kind. As for my household, they 

ƭƻǾŜ ƳŜ ǿŜƭƭΦ bƻƴŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜǘǊŀȅ ƳŜΦέ 

  Cherish that thought, my fat friend. One day we will carve those words upon your crypt. άWe 

ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀōƻŀǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƎŀƭƭŜȅΣέ ǘƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŦŀǎǘŜǎǘ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎ ƛǎ ōȅ ǎŜŀΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ǎŜŀ ƛǎ ƘŀȊŀǊŘƻǳǎΣέ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ LƭƭȅǊƛƻΦ ά!ǳǘǳƳƴ ƛǎ ŀ ǎŜŀǎƻƴ ǊƛŦŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǘƻǊƳǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǇƛǊŀǘŜǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ 

make their dens upon the Stepstones and venture forth to prey on honest men. It would never do for 

Ƴȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ǘƻ Ŧŀƭƭ ƛƴǘƻ ǎǳŎƘ ƘŀƴŘǎΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǇƛǊŀǘŜǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ wƘƻȅƴŜ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦέ 

  άwƛǾŜǊ ǇƛǊŀǘŜǎΦέ ¢ƘŜ ŎƘŜŜǎŜƳƻƴƎŜǊ ƎŀǾŜ ŀ ȅŀǿƴΣ ŎƻǾŜǊƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ 

ά/ƻŎƪǊƻŀŎƘ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴǎ ǎŎǳǊǊȅƛƴƎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŎǊǳƳōǎΦέ 

  άhƴŜ ƘŜŀǊǎ ǘŀƭƪ ƻŦ ǎǘƻƴŜ ƳŜƴ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦέ 



  ά¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǊŜŀƭ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ ǇƻƻǊ ŘŀƳƴŜŘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦ .ǳǘ ǿƘȅ ǎǇŜŀƪ ƻŦ ǎǳŎƘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΚ ¢ƘŜ Řŀȅ ƛǎ ǘƻƻ ŦƛƴŜ 

for such talk. We shall see the Rhoyne soon, and there you shall be rid of Illyrio and his big belly. Till 

then, let us drink and dream. We have sweet wine and savories to enjoy. Why dwell upon disease and 

ŘŜŀǘƘΚέ 

  Why indeed? Tyrion heard the thrum of a crossbow once again, and wondered. The litter 

swayed side to side, a soothing movement that made him feel as if he were a child being rocked to sleep 

ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŀǊƳǎΦ Not that I would know what that was like. Silk pillows stuffed with goose down 

cushioned his cheeks. The purple velvet walls curved overhead to form a roof, making it pleasantly 

warm within despite the autumn chill outside. 

  A train of mules trailed behind them, carrying chests and casks and barrels, and hampers of 

delectables to keep the lord of cheese from growing peckish. They nibbled on spiced sausage that 

morning, washed down with a dark smokeberry brown. Jellied eels and Dornish reds filled their 

afternoon. Come evening there were sliced hams, boiled eggs, and roasted larks stuffed with garlic and 

onions, with pale ales and Myrish fire wines to help in their digestion. The litter was as slow as it was 

comfortable, however, and the dwarf soon found himself itching with impatience. 

  άIƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ Řŀȅǎ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǿŜ ǊŜŀŎƘ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ǘƘŀǘ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎΦ ά!ǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǇŀŎŜΣ ȅƻǳǊ 

ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ ŘǊŀƎƻƴǎ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƭŀǊƎŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ !ŜƎƻƴΩǎ ǘƘǊŜŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L Ŏŀƴ ƭŀȅ ŜȅŜǎ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

  ά²ƻǳƭŘ ƛǘ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƻΦ ! ƭŀǊƎŜ ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ƛǎ ƳƻǊŜ ŦŜŀǊǎƻƳŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ƻƴŜΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƳŀƎƛǎǘŜǊ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ 

άaǳŎƘ ŀǎ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜ vǳŜŜƴ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ ǘƻ Volantis, I must rely on you and Griff for 

that. I can serve her best in Pentos, smoothing the way for her return. So long as I am with you, though 

Χ ǿŜƭƭΣ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ Ŧŀǘ Ƴŀƴ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘǎΣ ȅŜǎΚ /ƻƳŜΣ ŘǊƛƴƪ ŀ ŎǳǇ ƻŦ ǿƛƴŜΦέ 

  ά¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜΣέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŘǊŀƴƪΣ άǿƘȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŀ ƳŀƎƛǎǘŜǊ ƻŦ tŜƴǘƻǎ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ŦƛƎǎ ǿƘƻ ǿŜŀǊǎ 

ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǿƴ ƛƴ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎΚ ²ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ Ǝŀƛƴ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǾŜƴǘǳǊŜΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΚέ 

  ¢ƘŜ Ŧŀǘ Ƴŀƴ ŘŀōōŜŘ ƎǊŜŀǎŜ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇǎΦ άL ŀƳ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ ƳŀƴΣ ƎǊƻǿƴ ǿŜŀǊȅ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǊƭŘ ŀƴŘ ƛǘǎ 

treacheries. Is it so strange that I should wish to do some good before my days are done, to help a sweet 

ȅƻǳƴƎ ƎƛǊƭ ǊŜƎŀƛƴ ƘŜǊ ōƛǊǘƘǊƛƎƘǘΚέ 

  Next you will be offering me a suit of magic armor and a palace in Valyria. άLŦ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ ƛǎ ƴƻ 

more than a sweet young girl, the LǊƻƴ ¢ƘǊƻƴŜ ǿƛƭƭ Ŏǳǘ ƘŜǊ ƛƴǘƻ ǎǿŜŜǘ ȅƻǳƴƎ ǇƛŜŎŜǎΦέ 

  άCŜŀǊ ƴƻǘΣ Ƴȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ōƭƻƻŘ ƻŦ !ŜƎƻƴ ǘƘŜ 5ǊŀƎƻƴ Ŧƭƻǿǎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǾŜƛƴǎΦέ 

  Along with the blood of Aegon the Unworthy, Maegor the Cruel, and Baelor the Befuddled. ά¢Ŝƭƭ 

ƳŜ ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦ ƘŜǊΦέ 

  The fat Ƴŀƴ ƎǊŜǿ ǇŜƴǎƛǾŜΦ ά5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ ǿŀǎ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ ȅŜǘ ŦŀƛǊŜǊ ŜǾŜƴ 

than my second wife, so lovely I was tempted to claim her for myself. Such a fearful, furtive thing, 

however, I knew I should get no joy from coupling with her. Instead I summoned a bed-warmer and 



fucked her vigorously until the madness passed. If truth be told, I did not think Daenerys would survive 

ŦƻǊ ƭƻƴƎ ŀƳƻƴƎǎǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜƭƻǊŘǎΦέ 

  ά¢Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǎǘƻǇ ȅƻǳ ǎŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ YƘŀƭ 5ǊƻƎƻ Χέ 

  ά5ƻǘƘǊŀƪƛ ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊ ōǳȅ ƴƻǊ ǎŜƭƭΦ {ŀȅ Ǌather that her brother Viserys gave her to Drogo to win the 

ƪƘŀƭΩǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎƘƛǇΦ ! Ǿŀƛƴ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƳŀƴΣ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŜŜŘȅΦ ±ƛǎŜǊȅǎ ƭǳǎǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǘƘǊƻƴŜΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ƭǳǎǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ 

Daenerys too, and was loath to give her up. The night before the princess wed he tried to steal into her 

bed, insisting that if he could not have her hand, he would claim her maidenhead. Had I not taken the 

ǇǊŜŎŀǳǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǇƻǎǘƛƴƎ ƎǳŀǊŘǎ ǳǇƻƴ ƘŜǊ ŘƻƻǊΣ ±ƛǎŜǊȅǎ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǳƴŘƻƴŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻŦ ǇƭŀƴƴƛƴƎΦέ 

  άIŜ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ŀƴ ǳǘǘŜǊ ŦƻƻƭΦέ 

  ά±ƛǎŜǊȅǎ ǿŀǎ aŀŘ !ŜǊȅǎΩǎ ǎƻƴΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƻΦ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ Χ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ ƛǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΦέ IŜ ǇƻǇǇŜŘ ŀ 

ǊƻŀǎǘŜŘ ƭŀǊƪ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ŀƴŘ ŎǊǳƴŎƘŜŘ ƛǘ ƴƻƛǎƛƭȅΣ ōƻƴŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ ŎƘƛƭŘ ǿƘƻ ǎƘŜƭǘŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ 

my manse died on the Dothraki sea, and was reborn in blood and fire. This dragon queen who wears her 

ƴŀƳŜ ƛǎ ŀ ǘǊǳŜ ¢ŀǊƎŀǊȅŜƴΦ ²ƘŜƴ L ǎŜƴǘ ǎƘƛǇǎ ǘƻ ōǊƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƘƻƳŜΣ ǎƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ {ƭŀǾŜǊΩǎ .ŀȅΦ Lƴ ŀ 

short span of days she conquered Astapor, made Yunkai bend the knee, and sacked Meereen. Mantarys 

will be next, if she marches weǎǘ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ±ŀƭȅǊƛŀƴ ǊƻŀŘǎΦ LŦ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƳŜǎ ōȅ ǎŜŀΣ ǿŜƭƭ Χ ƘŜǊ ŦƭŜŜǘ Ƴǳǎǘ 

ǘŀƪŜ ƻƴ ŦƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŜǊ ŀǘ ±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎΦέ 

  ά.ȅ ƭŀƴŘ ƻǊ ōȅ ǎŜŀΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ƭƻƴƎ ƭŜŀƎǳŜǎ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ aŜŜǊŜŜƴ ŀƴŘ ±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎΣέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ƻōǎŜǊǾŜŘΦ 

  άCƛǾŜ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ŦƛŦǘȅΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ŦƭƛŜǎΣ ǘƘǊƻǳƎh deserts, mountains, swamps, and 

demon-haunted ruins. Many and more will perish, but those who survive will be stronger by the time 

ǘƘŜȅ ǊŜŀŎƘ ±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎ Χ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǎƘŀƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ DǊƛŦŦ ŀǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŦǊŜǎƘ ŦƻǊŎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǳŦŦƛŎƛŜƴǘ 

ships to carry thŜƳ ŀƭƭ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀ ǘƻ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎΦέ 

  Tyrion pondered all he knew of Volantis, oldest and proudest of the Nine Free Cities. Something 

ǿŀǎ ŀǿǊȅ ƘŜǊŜΦ 9ǾŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ ƴƻǎŜΣ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎƳŜƭƭ ƛǘΦ άLǘΩǎ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ŦƛǾŜ ǎƭŀǾŜǎ ŦƻǊ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŦǊŜŜ Ƴŀƴ 

in Volantis. ²Ƙȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƛŀǊŎƘǎ ŀǎǎƛǎǘ ŀ ǉǳŜŜƴ ǿƘƻ ǎƳŀǎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƭŀǾŜ ǘǊŀŘŜΚέ IŜ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ŀǘ LƭƭȅǊƛƻΦ 

άCƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΣ ǿƘȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳΚ {ƭŀǾŜǊȅ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ŦƻǊōƛŘŘŜƴ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǿǎ ƻŦ tŜƴǘƻǎΣ ȅŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŦƛƴƎŜǊ 

in that trade as well, and maybe a whole hand. And yet you conspire for the dragon queen, and not 

ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƘŜǊΦ ²ƘȅΚ ²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƘƻǇŜ ǘƻ Ǝŀƛƴ ŦǊƻƳ vǳŜŜƴ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎΚέ 

  ά!ǊŜ ǿŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΚ ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀ ǇŜǊǎƛǎǘŜƴǘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƳŀƴΦέ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ƎŀǾŜ ŀ ƭŀǳƎƘ ŀƴŘ ǎƭŀǇǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ 

ōŜƭƭȅΦ ά!ǎ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭΦ ¢ƘŜ .ŜƎƎŀǊ YƛƴƎ ǎǿƻǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ L ǎƘƻǳld be his master of coin, and a lordly lord as well. 

hƴŎŜ ƘŜ ǿƻǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ƎƻƭŘŜƴ ŎǊƻǿƴΣ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ Ƴȅ ŎƘƻƛŎŜ ƻŦ ŎŀǎǘƭŜǎ Χ ŜǾŜƴ /ŀǎǘŜǊƭȅ wƻŎƪΣ ƛŦ L ŘŜǎƛǊŜŘΦέ 

  ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǎƴƻǊǘŜŘ ǿƛƴŜ ōŀŎƪ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǎŎŀǊǊŜŘ ǎǘǳƳǇ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ƴƻǎŜΦ άaȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ 

loved ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳǊ ƭƻǊŘ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ŎŀǳǎŜ ŦƻǊ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴΦ ²Ƙȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ L ǿŀƴǘ ŀ ǊƻŎƪΚ aȅ ƳŀƴǎŜ ƛǎ ƭŀǊƎŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ 

for any man, and more comfortable than your drafty Westerosi castles. Master of coin, though Χέ ¢ƘŜ 



Ŧŀǘ Ƴŀƴ ǇŜŜƭŜŘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŜƎƎΦ άL ŀƳ ŦƻƴŘ ƻŦ Ŏƻƛns. Is there any sound as sweet as the clink of gold on 

ƎƻƭŘΚέ 

  ! ǎƛǎǘŜǊΩǎ ǎŎǊŜŀƳǎΦ ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ ǿƛƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ ƎƻƻŘ ƘŜǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ 

ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜǎΚέ 

  ά{ƘŜ ǿƛƭƭΣ ƻǊ ǎƘŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘΦέ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ōƛǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƎƎ ƛƴ ƘŀƭŦΦ άL ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳΣ Ƴȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ ƴƻǘ all that a man 

does is done for gain. Believe as you wish, but even fat old fools like me have friends, and debts of 

ŀŦŦŜŎǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǊŜǇŀȅΦέ 

  Liar, thought Tyrion. There is something in this venture worth more to you than coin or castles. 

ά¸ƻǳ ƳŜŜǘ ǎƻ ŦŜǿ ƳŜƴ ǿƘƻ ǾŀƭǳŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎƘƛǇ ƻǾŜǊ ƎƻƭŘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŘŀȅǎΦέ 

  ά¢ƻƻ ǘǊǳŜΣέ ǘƘŜ Ŧŀǘ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŘŜŀŦ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƛǊƻƴȅΦ άIƻǿ ƛǎ ƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ {ǇƛŘŜǊ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ǎƻ ŘŜŀǊ ǘƻ 

ȅƻǳΚέ 

  ά²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΣ ǘǿƻ ƎǊŜŜƴ ōƻȅǎ ƛƴ tŜƴǘƻǎΦέ 

  ά±ŀǊȅǎ ŎŀƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ aȅǊΦέ 

  ά{ƻ ƘŜ ŘƛŘΦ L ƳŜǘ ƘƛƳ ƴƻǘ long after he arrived, one step ahead of the slavers. By day he slept in 

the sewers, by night he prowled the rooftops like a cat. I was near as poor, a bravo in soiled silks, living 

by my blade. Perhaps you chanced to glimpse the statue by my pool? Pytho Malanon carved that when I 

was six-and-ǘŜƴΦ ! ƭƻǾŜƭȅ ǘƘƛƴƎΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƴƻǿ L ǿŜŜǇ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƛǘΦέ 

  ά!ƎŜ ƳŀƪŜǎ Ǌǳƛƴǎ ƻŦ ǳǎ ŀƭƭΦ L ŀƳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƛƴ ƳƻǳǊƴƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ƴƻǎŜΦ .ǳǘ ±ŀǊȅǎ Χέ 

  άIn Myr he was a prince of thieves, until a rival thief informed on him. In Pentos his accent 

marked him, and once he was known for a eunuch he was despised and beaten. Why he chose me to 

protect him I may never know, but we came to an arrangement. Varys spied on lesser thieves and took 

their takings. I offered my help to their victims, promising to recover their valuables for a fee. Soon 

ŜǾŜǊȅ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ǎǳŦŦŜǊŜŘ ŀ ƭƻǎǎ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ ǿƘƛƭǎǘ ŎƛǘȅΩǎ ŦƻƻǘǇŀŘǎ ŀƴŘ ŎǳǘǇǳǊǎŜǎ ǎƻǳƎƘǘ ƻǳǘ 

±ŀǊȅǎ Χ ƘŀƭŦ ǘƻ ǎƭƛǘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘǊƻŀǘΣ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀƭŦ ǘƻ ǎŜƭƭ ƘƛƳ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ǎǘƻƭŜƴΦ ²Ŝ ōƻǘƘ ƎǊŜǿ ǊƛŎƘΣ ŀƴŘ ǊƛŎƘŜǊ 

ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿƘŜƴ ±ŀǊȅǎ ǘǊŀƛƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƛŎŜΦέ 

  άLƴ YƛƴƎΩǎ [ŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƘŜ ƪŜǇǘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƛǊŘǎΦέ 

  άaƛŎŜΣ ǿŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘŜƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻƭŘŜǊ ǘƘƛŜǾŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ Ŧƻƻƭǎ ǿƘƻ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƴƻ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀn turning a 

ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ ǇƭǳƴŘŜǊ ƛƴǘƻ ǿƛƴŜΦ ±ŀǊȅǎ ǇǊŜŦŜǊǊŜŘ ƻǊǇƘŀƴ ōƻȅǎ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƎƛǊƭǎΦ IŜ ŎƘƻǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŀƭƭŜǎǘΣ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜǎ 

who were quick and quiet, and taught them to climb walls and slip down chimneys. He taught them to 

read as well. We left the gold and gems for common thieves. Instead our mice stole letters, ledgers, 

ŎƘŀǊǘǎ Χ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǊŜŀŘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƭŀȅΦ Secrets are worth more than silver 

or sapphires, Varys claimed. Just so. I grew so respectable that a cousin of the Prince of Pentos let me 

ǿŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƳŀƛŘŜƴ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΣ ǿƘƛƭǎǘ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊǎ ƻŦ ŀ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ŜǳƴǳŎƘΩǎ ǘŀƭŜƴǘǎ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǊǊƻǿ ǎŜŀ ŀƴŘ 

reached the ears of a certain king. A very anxious king, who did not wholly trust his son, nor his wife, nor 



his Hand, a friend of his youth who had grown arrogant and overproud. I do believe that you know the 

ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǘŀƭŜΣ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻǘ ǎƻΚέ 

  άaǳŎƘ ƻŦ ƛǘΣέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘΦ άL ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŀǘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ŎƘŜŜǎŜƳƻƴƎŜǊ ŀŦǘŜǊ 

ŀƭƭΦέ 

  LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ƛƴŎƭƛƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƪƛƴŘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǎƻΣ Ƴȅ little friend. And for my part, I see that you 

ŀǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ǉǳƛŎƪ ŀǎ [ƻǊŘ ±ŀǊȅǎ ŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΦέ IŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΣ ǎƘƻǿƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ Ƙƛǎ ŎǊƻƻƪŜŘ ȅŜƭƭƻǿ ǘŜŜǘƘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ 

for another jar of Myrish fire wine. 

  When the magister drifted off to sleep with the wine jar at his elbow, Tyrion crept across the 

pillows to work it loose from its fleshy prison and pour himself a cup. He drained it down, and yawned, 

and filled it once again. If I drink enough fire wine, he told himself, ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ LΩƭƭ ŘǊŜŀƳ ƻŦ ŘǊŀƎƻƴǎΦ 

  When he was still a lonely child in the depths of Casterly Rock, he oft rode dragons through the 

ƴƛƎƘǘǎΣ ǇǊŜǘŜƴŘƛƴƎ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜ ƭƻǎǘ ¢ŀǊƎŀǊȅŜƴ ǇǊƛƴŎŜƭƛƴƎΣ ƻǊ ŀ ±ŀƭȅǊƛŀƴ ŘǊŀƎƻƴƭƻǊŘ ǎƻŀǊƛƴƎ ƘƛƎƘ ƻΩŜǊ 

fields and mountains. Once, when his uncles asked him what gift he wanted for his name-day, he 

ōŜƎƎŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŘǊŀƎƻƴΦ άLǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ōƛƎ ƻƴŜΦ Lǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜΣ ƭƛƪŜ L ŀƳΦέ Iƛǎ ǳƴŎƭŜ 

DŜǊƛƻƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŦǳƴƴƛŜǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŜǾŜǊ ƘŜŀǊŘΣ ōǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ǳƴŎƭŜ ¢ȅƎŜǘǘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¢ƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ŘǊŀƎƻƴ 

ŘƛŜŘ ŀ ŎŜƴǘǳǊȅ ŀƎƻΣ ƭŀŘΦέ ¢Ƙŀt had seemed so monstrously unfair that the boy had cried himself to sleep 

that night. 

  ¸Ŝǘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǊŘ ƻŦ ŎƘŜŜǎŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜŘΣ ǘƘŜ aŀŘ YƛƴƎΩǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ƘŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ 

dragons. Two more than even a Targaryen should require. Tyrion was almost sorry that he had killed his 

ŦŀǘƘŜǊΦ IŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŜƴƧƻȅŜŘ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ [ƻǊŘ ¢ȅǿƛƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ¢ŀǊƎŀǊȅŜƴ 

queen on her way to Westeros with three dragons, backed by a scheming eunuch and a cheesemonger 

half the size of Casterly Rock. 

  The dwarf was so stuffed that he had to undo his belt and the topmost laces on his breeches. 

¢ƘŜ ōƻȅΩǎ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ Ƙƛǎ Ƙƻǎǘ ƘŀŘ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ƳŀŘŜ ƘƛƳ ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ ǘŜƴ ǇƻǳƴŘǎ ƻŦ ǎŀǳǎŀƎŜ ƛƴ ŀ ŦƛǾŜ-pound 

skin. If we eat this way every day I will be the size of Illyrio before I meet this dragon queen. Out-side the 

ƭƛǘǘŜǊ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƘŀŘ ŦŀƭƭŜƴΦ LƴǎƛŘŜ ŀƭƭ ǿŀǎ ŘŀǊƪΦ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ƭƛǎǘŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ LƭƭȅǊƛƻΩǎ ǎƴƻǊŜǎΣ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜŀƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀǘƘŜǊ 

straps, the slow clop clop ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀƳΩǎ ƛǊƻƴǎƘƻŘ ƘƻƻǾŜǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƘŀǊŘ ±ŀƭȅǊƛŀƴ ǊƻŀŘΣ ōǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀrt was 

listening for the beat of leathern wings. 

  When he woke, dawn had come. The horses plodded on, the litter creaking and swaying 

between them. Tyrion pulled the curtain back an inch to peer outside, but there was little to see but 

ochre fields, bare brown elms, and the road itself, a broad stone highway that ran straight as a spear to 

ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊƛȊƻƴΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ǊŜŀŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ±ŀƭȅǊƛŀƴ ǊƻŀŘǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎŜŜƴΦ ¢ƘŜ CǊŜŜƘƻƭŘΩǎ ƎǊŀǎǇ 

had reached as far as Dragonstone, but never to the mainland of Westeros itself. Odd, that. 

Dragonstone is no more than a rock. The wealth was farther west, but they had dragons. Surely they 

knew that it was there. 



  He had drunk too much last night. His head was pounding, and even the gentle swaying of the 

litter was enough to make his gorge rise in his throat. Though he said no word of complaint, his distress 

Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ Ǉƭŀƛƴ ǘƻ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ aƻǇŀǘƛǎΦ ά/ƻƳŜΣ ŘǊƛƴƪ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΣέ ǘƘŜ Ŧŀǘ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά! ǎŎŀƭŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ 

ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ōǳǊƴŜŘ ȅƻǳΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀȅΦέ IŜ ǇƻǳǊŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƳ ŦǊƻƳ a flagon of blackberry wine so sweet 

that it drew more flies than honey. Tyrion shooed them off with the back of his hand and drank deep. 

The taste was so cloying that it was all he could do to keep it down. The second cup went down easier, 

however. Even so, he had no appetite, and when Illyrio offered him a bowl of blackberries in cream he 

ǿŀǾŜŘ ƛǘ ƻŦŦΦ άL ŘǊŜŀƳŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ǿŀǎ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ƪƴŜŜǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜǊΣ ǎǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ Ƴȅ 

allegiance, but she mistook me for my brother, Jaime, and fed me to her drŀƎƻƴǎΦέ 

  ά[Ŝǘ ǳǎ ƘƻǇŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŘǊŜŀƳ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǇǊƻǇƘŜǘƛŎΦ ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀ ŎƭŜǾŜǊ ƛƳǇΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ±ŀǊȅǎ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƴŘ 

Daenerys will have need of clever men about her. Ser Barristan is a valiant knight and true; but none, I 

ǘƘƛƴƪΣ Ƙŀǎ ŜǾŜǊ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŎǳƴƴƛƴƎΦέ 

  άYƴƛƎƘǘǎ ƪƴƻǿ only one way to solve a problem. They couch their lances and charge. A dwarf 

Ƙŀǎ ŀ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǿŀȅ ƻŦ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΚ ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀ ŎƭŜǾŜǊ Ƴŀƴ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ŦƭŀǘǘŜǊ ƳŜΦέ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ǿŀƎƎƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ ά!ƭŀǎΣ L ŀƳ ƴƻǘ ƳŀŘŜ ŦƻǊ ǘǊŀǾŜƭΣ ǎo I will send you to 

Daenerys in my stead. You did Her Grace a great service when you slew your father, and it is my hope 

that you will do her many more. Daenerys is not the fool her brother was. She will make good use of 

ȅƻǳΦέ 

  As kindling? Tyrion thought, smiling pleasantly. 

  They changed out teams only thrice that day but seemed to halt twice an hour at the least so 

Illyrio could climb down from the litter and have himself a piss. Our lord of cheese is the size of an 

elephant, but he has a bladder like a peanut, the dwarf mused. During one stop, he used the time to 

have a closer look at the road. Tyrion knew what he would find: not packed earth, nor bricks, nor 

cobbles, but a ribbon of fused stone raised a half foot above the ground to allow rainfall and snowmelt 

to run off its shoulders. Unlike the muddy tracks that passed for roads in the Seven Kingdoms, the 

Valyrian roads were wide enough for three wagons to pass abreast, and neither time nor traffic marred 

them. They still endured, unchanging, four centuries after Valyria itself had met its Doom. He looked for 

ruts and cracks but found only a pile of warm dung deposited by one of the horses. 

  The dung made him think of his lord father. Are you down in some hell, Father? A nice cold hell 

where you can ƭƻƻƪ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜ ƳŜ ƘŜƭǇ ǊŜǎǘƻǊŜ aŀŘ !ŜǊȅǎΩǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ LǊƻƴ ¢ƘǊƻƴŜΚ 

  As they resumed their journey, Illyrio produced a bag of roasted chestnuts and began to speak 

ƻƴŎŜ ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ǉǳŜŜƴΦ άhǳǊ ƭŀǎǘ ƴŜǿǎ ƻŦ vǳŜŜƴ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ ƛǎ ƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀƭŜΣ L ŦŜar. By now she 

will have left Meereen, we must assume. She has her host at last, a ragged host of sellswords, Dothraki 

ƘƻǊǎŜƭƻǊŘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ¦ƴǎǳƭƭƛŜŘ ƛƴŦŀƴǘǊȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻ Řƻǳōǘ ƭŜŀŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǿŜǎǘΣ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ōŀŎƪ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ 

ǘƘǊƻƴŜΦέ aŀƎƛǎǘŜǊ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ǘǿƛǎǘŜŘ ƻǇŜƴ ŀ Ǉƻǘ ƻŦ ƎŀǊƭƛŎ ǎƴŀƛƭǎΣ ǎƴƛŦŦŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ ά!ǘ ±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎΣ ȅƻǳ 

ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŦǊŜǎƘ ǘƛŘƛƴƎǎ ƻŦ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎΣ ǿŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘƻǇŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎǳŎƪŜŘ ƻƴŜ ŦǊƻƳ ƛǘǎ ǎƘŜƭƭΦ ά5ǊŀƎƻƴǎ 



and young girls are both capricious, and it may be that you will need to adjust your plans. Griff will know 

ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ŘƻΦ ²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǎƴŀƛƭΚ ¢ƘŜ ƎŀǊƭƛŎ ƛǎ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ƎŀǊŘŜƴǎΦέ 

  I could ride a snail and make a better pace than this litter of yours. Tyrion waved the dish away. 

ά¸ƻǳ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŀ ŘŜŀƭ ƻŦ ǘǊǳǎǘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ Ƴŀƴ DǊƛŦŦΦ !ƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƘƛƭŘƘƻƻŘΚέ 

  άbƻΦ ! ǎŜƭƭǎǿƻǊŘΣ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ŏŀƭƭ ƘƛƳΣ ōǳǘ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎƛ ōƻǊƴΦ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ ƴŜŜŘǎ ƳŜƴ ǿƻǊǘƘȅ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ 

ŎŀǳǎŜΦέ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ŀ ƘŀƴŘΦ άL ƪƴƻǿΗ ΨSellswords put gold before honor,Ω ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΦ ΨThis man 

Griff will sell me to my sister.Ω bƻǘ ǎƻΦ L ǘǊǳǎǘ DǊƛŦŦ ŀǎ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘǊǳǎǘ ŀ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΦέ 

  Another mortal error. ά¢ƘŜƴ L ǎƘŀƭƭ Řƻ ƭƛƪŜǿƛǎŜΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ DƻƭŘŜƴ /ƻƳǇŀƴȅ ƳŀǊŎƘŜǎ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎ ŀǎ ǿŜ ǎǇŜŀƪΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ŀǿŀƛǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ 

ǉǳŜŜƴ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǎǘΦέ 

  Beneath the gold, the bitter steel. άL ƘŀŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ DƻƭŘŜƴ /ƻƳǇŀƴȅ ǿŀǎ ǳƴŘŜǊ ŎƻƴǘǊŀŎǘ ǿƛǘƘ 

ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ CǊŜŜ /ƛǘƛŜǎΦέ 

  άaȅǊΦέ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ǎƳƛǊƪŜŘΦ ά/ƻƴǘǊŀŎǘǎ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ōǊƻƪŜƴΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƳƻǊŜ Ŏƻƛƴ ƛƴ ŎƘŜŜǎŜ ǘƘŀƴ L ƪƴŜǿΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΦ άIƻǿ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŀŎŎƻƳǇƭƛǎƘ ǘƘŀǘΚέ 

  The magister waggled his fat ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎΦ ά{ƻƳŜ ŎƻƴǘǊŀŎǘǎ ŀǊŜ ǿǊƛǘ ƛƴ ƛƴƪΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƛƴ ōƭƻƻŘΦ L ǎŀȅ ƴƻ 

ƳƻǊŜΦέ 

  The dwarf pondered that. The Golden Company was reputedly the finest of the free companies, 

founded a century ago by Bittersteel, a bastard son of Aegon the Unworthy. When anothŜǊ ƻŦ !ŜƎƻƴΩǎ 

Great Bastards tried to seize the Iron Throne from his trueborn half-brother, Bittersteel joined the 

revolt. Daemon Blackfyre had perished on the Redgrass Field, however, and his rebellion with him. 

Those followers of the Black Dragon who survived the battle yet refused to bend the knee fled across 

ǘƘŜ ƴŀǊǊƻǿ ǎŜŀΣ ŀƳƻƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ 5ŀŜƳƻƴΩǎ ȅƻǳƴƎŜǊ ǎƻƴǎΣ .ƛǘǘŜǊǎǘŜŜƭΣ ŀƴŘ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘǎ ƻŦ ƭŀƴŘƭŜǎǎ ƭƻǊŘǎ ŀƴŘ 

knights who soon found themselves forced to sell their swords to eat. Some joined the Ragged Standard, 

ǎƻƳŜ ǘƘŜ {ŜŎƻƴŘ {ƻƴǎ ƻǊ aŀƛŘŜƴΩǎ aŜƴΦ .ƛǘǘŜǊǎǘŜŜƭ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ ƻŦ IƻǳǎŜ .ƭŀŎƪŦȅǊŜ ǎŎŀǘǘŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

the four winds, so he formed the Golden Company to bind the exiles together. 

  From that day to this, the men of the Golden Company had lived and died in the Disputed Lands, 

fighting for Myr or Lys or Tyrosh in their pointless little wars, and dreaming of the land their fathers had 

ƭƻǎǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŜȄƛƭŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƴǎ ƻŦ ŜȄƛƭŜǎΣ ŘƛǎǇƻǎǎŜǎǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǳƴŦƻǊƎƛǾŜƴ Χ ȅŜǘ ŦƻǊƳƛŘŀōƭŜ ŦƛƎƘǘŜǊǎ ǎǘƛƭƭΦ 

  άL ŀŘƳƛǊŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǇƻǿŜǊǎ ƻŦ ǇŜǊǎǳŀǎƛƻƴΣέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǘƻƭŘ LƭƭȅǊƛƻΦ άIƻǿ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƴǾƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ DƻƭŘŜƴ 

Company to take up the cause of our sweet queen when they have spent so much of their history 

fighting against ǘƘŜ ¢ŀǊƎŀǊȅŜƴǎΚέ 

  LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ōǊǳǎƘŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ǘƘŜ ƻōƧŜŎǘƛƻƴ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŜǊŜ ŀ ŦƭȅΦ ά.ƭŀŎƪ ƻǊ ǊŜŘΣ ŀ ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ƛǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀ ŘǊŀƎƻƴΦ 

When Maelys the Monstrous died upon the Stepstones, it was the end of the male line of House 



.ƭŀŎƪŦȅǊŜΦέ ¢ƘŜ ŎƘŜŜǎŜƳƻƴƎŜǊ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƙƛǎ ŦƻǊƪŜŘ ōŜŀǊŘΦ ά!nd Daenerys will give the exiles what 

.ƛǘǘŜǊǎǘŜŜƭ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ .ƭŀŎƪŦȅǊŜǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŎƻǳƭŘΦ {ƘŜ ǿƛƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜƳ ƘƻƳŜΦέ 

  With fire and sword. Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ƘƻƳŜŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǿƛǎƘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ ά¢Ŝƴ 

thousand swords makes for a princely gift, I grant you. HeǊ DǊŀŎŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜŘΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ƳŀƎƛǎǘŜǊ ƎŀǾŜ ŀ ƳƻŘŜǎǘ ōƻō ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΣ ŎƘƛƴǎ ƧƛƎƎƭƛƴƎΦ άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǇǊŜǎǳƳŜ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǿƘŀǘ 

ƳƛƎƘǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ IŜǊ DǊŀŎŜΦέ 

  Prudent of you. Tyrion knew much and more about the gratitude of kings. Why should queens 

be any different? 

  Soon enough the magister was fast asleep, leaving Tyrion to brood alone. He wondered what 

Barristan Selmy would think of riding into battle with the Golden Company. During the War of the 

Ninepenny Kings, Selmy had cut a bloody path through their ranks to slay the last of the Blackfyre 

Pretenders. Rebellion makes for queer bedfellows. And none more queer than this fat man and me. 

  The cheesemonger woke when they stopped to change the horses and sent for a fresh hamper. 

άIƻǿ ŦŀǊ ƘŀǾŜ ǿŜ ŎƻƳŜΚέ ǘƘŜ dwarf asked him as they stuffed themselves with cold capon and a relish 

made of carrots, raisins, and bits of lime and orange. 

  ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ !ƴŘŀƭƻǎΣ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƭŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ !ƴŘŀƭǎ ŎŀƳŜ ŦǊƻƳΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǘƻƻƪ ƛǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƛǊȅ ƳŜƴ 

who were here before them, cousinǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƛǊȅ ƳŜƴ ƻŦ LōΦ ¢ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊǘ ƻŦ IǳƎƻǊΩǎ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ ǊŜŀƭƳ ƭƛŜǎ 

north of us, but we are passing through its southern marches. In Pentos, these are called the Flatlands. 

CŀǊǘƘŜǊ Ŝŀǎǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ±ŜƭǾŜǘ IƛƭƭǎΣ ǿƘŜƴŎŜ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ōƻǳƴŘΦέ 

  Andalos. The Faith taught that the Seven themselves had once walked the hills of Andalos in 

ƘǳƳŀƴ ŦƻǊƳΦ ά¢ƘŜ CŀǘƘŜǊ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǾŜƴǎ ŀƴŘ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǎŜǾŜƴ ǎǘŀǊǎΣέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ 

ǊŜŎƛǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ƳŜƳƻǊȅΣ άŀƴŘ ƻƴŜ ōȅ ƻƴŜ ƘŜ ǎŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōǊƻǿ ƻŦ IǳƎƻǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Iƛƭƭ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ Ǝlowing 

ŎǊƻǿƴΦέ 

  aŀƎƛǎǘŜǊ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ƎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŀ ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎ ƭƻƻƪΦ άL ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ŘǊŜŀƳ Ƴȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ŘŜǾƻǳǘΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ ά! ǊŜƭƛŎ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ōƻȅƘƻƻŘΦ L ƪƴŜǿ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ƪƴƛƎƘǘΣ ǎƻ L ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ 

be High Septon. That crystal crown adds a foot to a ƳŀƴΩǎ ƘŜƛƎƘǘΦ L ǎǘǳŘƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ƙƻƭȅ ōƻƻƪǎ ŀƴŘ ǇǊŀȅŜŘ 

until I had scabs on both my knees, but my quest came to a tragic end. I reached that certain age and fell 

ƛƴ ƭƻǾŜΦέ 

  ά! ƳŀƛŘŜƴΚ L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘΦέ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ǘƘǊǳǎǘ Ƙƛǎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƘŀƴŘ ǳǇ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜŦǘ ǎƭŜŜǾŜ ŀnd drew out a 

silver locket. Inside was a painted likeness of a woman with big blue eyes and pale golden hair streaked 

ōȅ ǎƛƭǾŜǊΦ ά{ŜǊǊŀΦ L ŦƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊ ƛƴ ŀ [ȅǎŜƴŜ Ǉƛƭƭƻǿ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŀƴŘ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜǊ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǿŀǊƳ Ƴȅ ōŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

end I wed her. Me, whose first wife had been a cousin of the Prince of Pentos. The palace gates were 

ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǘƘŜǊŜŀŦǘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ŎŀǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇǊƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ ŦƻǊ {ŜǊǊŀΦέ 



  άIƻǿ ŘƛŘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŜΚέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŘŜŀŘΤ ƴƻ Ƴŀƴ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǎƻ ŦƻƴŘƭȅ ƻŦ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǿƘƻ 

had abandoned him. 

  ά! .ǊŀŀǾƻǎƛ ǘǊŀŘƛƴƎ ƎŀƭƭŜȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀǘ tŜƴǘƻǎ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ǿŀȅ ōŀŎƪ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ WŀŘŜ {ŜŀΦ ¢ƘŜ Treasure 

ŎŀǊǊƛŜŘ ŎƭƻǾŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŀŦŦǊƻƴΣ ƧŜǘ ŀƴŘ ƧŀŘŜΣ ǎŎŀǊƭŜǘ ǎŀƳƛǘŜΣ ƎǊŜŜƴ ǎƛƭƪ Χ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜȅ ŘŜŀǘƘΦ ²Ŝ ǎƭŜǿ ƘŜǊ 

oarsmen as they came ashore and burned the ship at anchor, but the rats crept down the oars and 

ǇŀŘŘƭŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŀȅ ƻƴ ŎƻƭŘ ǎǘƻƴŜ ŦŜŜǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇƭŀƎǳŜ ǘƻƻƪ ǘǿƻ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƛǘ Ǌŀƴ ƛǘǎ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΦέ 

aŀƎƛǎǘŜǊ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎƪŜǘΦ άL ƪŜŜǇ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ōŜŘŎƘŀƳōŜǊΦ IŜǊ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƻ ǎƻŦǘ Χέ 

  Tyrion thougƘǘ ƻŦ ¢ȅǎƘŀΦ IŜ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛŜƭŘǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƻƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŘǎ ƘŀŘ ǿŀƭƪŜŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ 

ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ƎƻŘǎ ƳŀƪŜ Ǌŀǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǇƭŀƎǳŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŘǿŀǊŦǎΚέ !ƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŀǎǎŀƎŜ ŦǊƻƳ The Seven-Pointed Star came 

ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ ά¢ƘŜ aŀƛŘ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƘƛƳ ŦƻǊǘƘ ŀ ƎƛǊƭ ŀǎ ǎǳǇǇƭŜ ŀǎ ŀ ǿƛƭƭƻǿ ǿƛǘƘ ŜȅŜǎ like deep blue pools, and 

Hugor declared that he would have her for his bride. So the Mother made her fertile, and the Crone 

foretold that she would bear the king four-and-forty mighty sons. The Warrior gave strength to their 

arms, whilst the Smith wroughǘ ŦƻǊ ŜŀŎƘ ŀ ǎǳƛǘ ƻŦ ƛǊƻƴ ǇƭŀǘŜǎΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳǊ {ƳƛǘƘ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ wƘƻȅƴƛǎƘΣέ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ǉǳƛǇǇŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ !ƴŘŀƭǎ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ 

ƛǊƻƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ wƘƻȅƴŀǊ ǿƘƻ ŘǿŜƭǘ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ƪƴƻǿƴΦέ 

  άbƻǘ ōȅ ƻǳǊ ǎŜǇǘƻƴǎΦέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛŜƭŘǎΦ ά²Ƙƻ ŘǿŜƭƭǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǎŜ CƭŀǘƭŀƴŘǎ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊǎΚέ 

  ά¢ƛƭƭŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƛƭŜǊǎΣ ōƻǳƴŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴŘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ƻǊŎƘŀǊŘǎΣ ŦŀǊƳǎΣ ƳƛƴŜǎ Χ L ƻǿƴ ǎƻƳŜ ǎǳŎƘ 

myself, though I seldom visit them. Why should I spend my days out here, with the myriad delights of 

tŜƴǘƻǎ ŎƭƻǎŜ ŀǘ ƘŀƴŘΚέ 

  άaȅǊƛŀŘ ŘŜƭƛƎƘǘǎΦέ And huge thick walls. ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǎǿƛǊƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛƴŜ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŎǳǇΦ ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ƴƻ 

ǘƻǿƴǎ ǎƛƴŎŜ tŜƴǘƻǎΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǊǳƛƴǎΦέ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ǿŀǾŜŘ ŀ ŎƘƛŎƪŜƴ ƭŜƎ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǊǘŀƛƴǎΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜƭƻǊŘǎ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƘƛǎ 

way, whenever some khal takes it into his head to gaze upon the sea. The Dothraki are not fond of 

ǘƻǿƴǎΣ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘƛǎ ŜǾŜƴ ƛƴ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎΦέ 

  άCŀƭƭ ǳǇƻƴ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǎŜ khalasars and destroy it, and you may find that the Dothraki are not so 

ǉǳƛŎƪ ǘƻ ŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ wƘƻȅƴŜΦέ 

  άLǘ ƛǎ ŎƘŜŀǇŜǊ ǘƻ ōǳȅ ƻŦŦ ŦƻŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŦƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ ƎƛŦǘǎΦέ 

  If only I had thought to bring a nice cheese to the battle on the Blackwater, I might still have all 

my nose. Lord Tywin had always held the Free Cities in contempt. They fight with coins instead of 

swords, he used to say. Gold has its uses, but wars are won with iron. άDƛǾŜ ƎƻƭŘ ǘƻ ŀ ŦƻŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿƛƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ 

ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ŦƻǊ ƳƻǊŜΣ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǎŀƛŘΦέ 

  άLǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǎŜƭŦǎŀƳŜ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƳǳǊŘŜǊŜŘΚέ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ǘƻǎǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘƛŎƪŜƴ ōƻƴŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘŜǊΦ 

ά{ŜƭƭǎǿƻǊŘǎ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ 5ƻǘƘǊŀƪƛ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜǊǎΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǇǊƻǾŜŘ ŀǘ vƻƘƻǊΦέ 



  άbƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ȅƻǳǊ ōǊŀǾŜ DǊƛŦŦΚέ ƳƻŎƪŜŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΦ άDǊƛŦŦ ƛǎ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΦ IŜ Ƙŀǎ ŀ ǎƻƴ ƘŜ ŘƻǘŜǎ ƻƴΦ ¸ƻǳƴƎ 

DǊƛŦŦΣ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ ƛǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƴƻōƭŜǊ ƭŀŘΦέ 

  The wine, the food, the sun, the sway of the litter, the buzzing of the flies, all conspired to make 

Tyrion sleepy. So he slept, woke, drank. Illyrio matched him cup for cup. And as the sky turned a dusky 

purple, the fat man began to snore. 

  That night Tyrion Lannister dreamed of a battle that turned the hills of Westeros as red as blood. 

He was in the midst of it, dealing death with an axe as big as he was, fighting side by side with Barristan 

the Bold and Bittersteel as dragons wheeled across the sky above them. In the dream he had two heads, 

both noseless. His father led the enemy, so he slew him once again. Then he killed his brother, Jaime, 

hacking at his face until it was a red ruin, laughing every time he struck a blow. Only when the fight was 

finished did he realize that his second head was weeping. 

  ²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿƻƪŜ Ƙƛǎ ǎǘǳƴǘŜŘ ƭŜƎǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǘƛŦŦ ŀǎ ƛǊƻƴΦ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ǿŀǎ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ƻƭƛǾŜǎΦ ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǿŜΚέ 

Tyrion asked him. 

  ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘ ȅŜǘ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ CƭŀǘƭŀƴŘǎΣ Ƴȅ Ƙŀǎǘȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦ {ƻƻƴ ƻǳǊ ǊƻŀŘ ǎƘŀƭƭ Ǉŀǎǎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ±ŜƭǾŜǘ 

Hills. There we begin our climb toward Ghoyan 5ǊƻƘŜΣ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ [ƛǘǘƭŜ wƘƻȅƴŜΦέ 

  Ghoyan Drohe had been a Rhoynar city, until the dragons of Valyria had reduced it to a 

smoldering desolation. I am traveling through years as well as leagues, Tyrion reflected, back through 

history to the days when dragons ruled the earth. 

  Tyrion slept and woke and slept again, and day and night seemed not to matter. The Velvet Hills 

ǇǊƻǾŜŘ ŀ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘƳŜƴǘΦ άIŀƭŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻǊŜǎ ƛƴ [ŀƴƴƛǎǇƻǊǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōǊŜŀǎǘǎ ōƛƎƎŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƘƛƭƭǎΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ 

LƭƭȅǊƛƻΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘŜ ±ŜƭǾŜǘ ¢ŜŀǘǎΦέ ¢ƘŜȅ ǎŀǿ ŀ ŎƛǊŎƭŜ ƻŦ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǎǘƻƴŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ 

ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ōȅ ƎƛŀƴǘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƭŀǘŜǊ ŀ ŘŜŜǇ ƭŀƪŜΦ άIŜǊŜ ƭƛǾŜŘ ŀ ŘŜƴ ƻŦ ǊƻōōŜǊǎ ǿƘƻ ǇǊŜȅŜŘ ƻƴ ŀƭƭ ǿƘƻ 

ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀȅΣέ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLǘ ƛǎ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǎǘƛƭƭ dwell beneath the water. Those who fish the lake are 

ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ǳƴŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŘŜǾƻǳǊŜŘΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀƳŜ ǳǇƻƴ ŀ ƘǳƎŜ ±ŀƭȅǊƛŀƴ ǎǇƘƛƴȄ ŎǊƻǳŎƘŜŘ ōŜǎƛŘŜ 

ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘΦ Lǘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ŘǊŀƎƻƴΩǎ ōƻŘȅ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ 

  ά! ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ǉǳŜŜƴΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΦ ά! ǇƭŜŀǎŀƴǘ ƻƳŜƴΦέ 

  άIŜǊ ƪƛƴƎ ƛǎ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎΦέ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƳƻƻǘƘ ǎǘƻƴŜ ǇƭƛƴǘƘ ƻƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǎǇƘƛƴȄ 

ƻƴŎŜ ǎǘƻƻŘΣ ƴƻǿ ƎǊƻǿƴ ƻǾŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴƻǎǎ ŀƴŘ ŦƭƻǿŜǊƛƴƎ ǾƛƴŜǎΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜƭƻǊŘǎ ōǳƛƭǘ ǿƻƻŘŜƴ ǿƘŜŜƭǎ 

ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ŘǊŀƎƎŜŘ ƘƛƳ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ±ŀŜǎ 5ƻǘƘǊŀƪΦέ 

  That is an omen too, thought Tyrion, but not as hopeful. That night, drunker than usual, he 

broke into sudden song. 

  He rode through the streets of the city, down from his hill on high, 

  hΩŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǿȅƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜǇǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻōōƭŜǎΣ ƘŜ ǊƻŘŜ ǘƻ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ǎƛƎƘΦ 

  For she was his secret treasure, she was his shame and his bliss. 



  !ƴŘ ŀ ŎƘŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƪŜŜǇ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΣ ŎƻƳǇŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ƪƛǎǎΦ 

    Those were all the words he knew, aside from the refrain. Hands of gold are always cold, but a 

ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŀǊŜ ǿŀǊƳΦ {ƘŀŜΩs hands had beat at him as the golden hands dug into her throat. He did 

ƴƻǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǿŀǊƳ ƻǊ ƴƻǘΦ !ǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ ǿŜƴǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊΣ ƘŜǊ ōƭƻǿǎ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ƳƻǘƘǎ 

fluttering about his face. Each time he gave the chain another twist the golden hands dug deeper. A 

ŎƘŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƪŜŜǇ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΣ ŎƻƳǇŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ƪƛǎǎΦ Had he kissed her one last time, after she 

ǿŀǎ ŘŜŀŘΚ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ Χ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǊŜŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ƪƛǎǎŜŘΣ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜƴǘ 

beside the Green Fork. How sweet her mouth had tasted. 

  He remembered the first time with Tysha as well. She did not know how, no more than I did. We 

kept bumping our noses, but when I touched her tongue with mine she trembled. Tyrion closed his eyes 

to bring her face to mind, but instead he saw his father, squatting on a privy with his bed-robe hiked up 

ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ǿŀƛǎǘΦ ά²ƘŜǊŜǾŜǊ ǿƘƻǊŜǎ ƎƻΣέ [ƻǊŘ ¢ȅǿƛƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǎǎōƻǿ thrummed. 

  The dwarf rolled over, pressing half a nose deep into the silken pillows. Sleep opened beneath 

him like a well, and he threw himself into it with a will and let the darkness eat him up. 

  4(% -%2#(!.4ȭ3 -!. 
 

     Adventure stank. 

  She boasted sixty oars, a single sail, and a long lean hull that promised speed. Small, but she 

might serve, Quentyn thought when he saw her, but that was before he went aboard and got a good 

whiff of her. Pigs, was his first thought, but after a second sniff he changed his mind. Pigs had a cleaner 

smell. This stink was piss and rotting meat and night-soil, this was the reek of corpse flesh and weeping 

sores and wounds gone bad, so strong that it overwhelmed the salt air and fish smell of the harbor. 

  άL ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǊŜǘŎƘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ DŜǊǊƛǎ 5ǊƛƴƪǿŀǘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǇΩǎ ƳŀǎǘŜǊ ǘƻ 

appear, sweltering in the heat as the stench wafted up from the deck beneath them. 

  άLŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴ ǎƳŜƭƭǎ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƛǇΣ ƘŜ Ƴŀȅ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǾƻƳƛǘ ŦƻǊ ǇŜǊŦǳƳŜΣέ DŜǊǊƛǎ 

replied. 

  Quentyn was about to suggest that they try another ship when the master finally made his 

appearance, with two vile-looking crewmen at his side. Gerris greeted him with a smile. Though he did 

not speak the Volantene tongue as well as Quentyn, their ruse required that he speak for them. Back in 

the Planky Town Quentyn had played the wineseller, but the mummery had chafed at him, so when the 

Dornishmen changed ships at Lys they had changed roles as well. Aboard the Meadowlark, Cletus 

Yronwood became the merchant, Quentyn the servant; in Volantis, with Cletus slain, Gerris had 

ŀǎǎǳƳŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǎǘŜǊΩǎ ǊƻƭŜΦ 



  Tall and fair, with blue-green eyes, sandy hair streaked by the sun, and a lean and comely body, 

Gerris Drinkwater had a swagger to him, a confidence bordering on arrogance. He never seemed ill at 

ease, and even when he did not speak the language, he had ways of making himself understood. 

Quentyn cut a poor figure by comparisonτ short-legged and stocky, thickly built, with hair the brown of 

new-turned earth. His forehead was too high, his jaw too square, his nose too broad. A good honest 

face, a girl had called it once, but you should smile more. 

  Smiles had never come easily for Quentyn Martell, any more than they did for his lord father. 

  άIƻǿ ǎǿƛŦǘ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ AdventureΚέ DŜǊǊƛǎ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƛƴ ŀ ƘŀƭǘƛƴƎ ŀǇǇǊƻȄƛƳŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ IƛƎƘ ±ŀƭȅǊƛŀƴΦ 

  The AdventureΩǎ ƳŀǎǘŜǊ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŀccent and responded in the Common Tongue of 

²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƴƻƴŜ ǎǿƛŦǘŜǊΣ ƘƻƴƻǊŜŘ ƭƻǊŘΦ Adventure can run down the wind itself. Tell me where 

ȅƻǳ ǿƛǎƘ ǘƻ ǎŀƛƭΣ ŀƴŘ ǎǿƛŦǘƭȅ L ǎƘŀƭƭ ōǊƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ 

  άL ǎŜŜƪ ǇŀǎǎŀƎŜ ǘƻ aŜŜǊŜŜƴ ŦƻǊ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŀƴŘ ǘǿƻ ǎŜǊǾŀƴǘǎΦέ 

  ¢Ƙŀǘ ƎŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴ ǇŀǳǎŜΦ άL ŀƳ ƴƻ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊ ǘƻ aŜŜǊŜŜƴΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ Ŏƛǘȅ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ŀȅŜ Χ ōǳǘ 

why? There are no slaves to be had in Meereen, no profit to be found there. The silver queen has put an 

end to that. She has even closed the fighting pits, so a poor sailor cannot even amuse himself as he waits 

to fill his holds. Tell me, my Westerosi friend, what is there in Meereen that you should want to go 

ǘƘŜǊŜΚέ 

  The most beautiful woman in the world, thought Quentyn. My bride-to-be, if the gods are good. 

Sometimes at night he lay awake imagining her face and form, and wondering why such a woman would 

ever want to marry him, of all the princes in the world. I am Dorne, he told himself. She will want Dorne. 

  Gerris answered with the tale they had cƻƴŎƻŎǘŜŘΦ ά²ƛƴŜ ƛǎ ƻǳǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǘǊŀŘŜΦ aȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƻǿƴǎ 

extensive vineyards back in Dorne, and wishes me to find new markets. It is hoped that the good folk of 

aŜŜǊŜŜƴ ǿƛƭƭ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜ ǿƘŀǘ L ǎŜƭƭΦέ 

  ά²ƛƴŜΚ Dornish ǿƛƴŜΚέ ¢ƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ŎƻƴǾƛƴŎŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǎƭŀǾŜ cities are at war. Can it be 

ȅƻǳ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘƛǎΚέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛ ŀƴŘ !ǎǘŀǇƻǊΣ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ƘŜŀǊŘΦ aŜŜǊŜŜƴ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘΦέ 

  άNot as yet. But soon. An envoy from the Yellow City is in Volantis even now, hiring swords. The 

Long Lances have already taken ship for Yunkai, and the Windblown and the Company of the Cat will 

follow once they have finished filling out their ranks. The Golden Company marches east as well. All this 

ƛǎ ƪƴƻǿƴΦέ 

  άLŦ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅ ǎƻΦ L ŘŜŀƭ ƛƴ ǿƛƴŜΣ ƴƻǘ ǿŀǊǎΦ DƘƛǎŎŀǊƛ ǿƛƴŜ ƛǎ ǇƻƻǊ ǎǘǳŦŦΣ ŀƭƭ ŀƎǊŜŜΦ ¢ƘŜ aŜŜǊŜŜƴŜǎŜ ǿƛƭƭ 

Ǉŀȅ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǇǊƛŎŜ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ŦƛƴŜ 5ƻǊƴƛǎƘ ǾƛƴǘŀƎŜǎΦέ 

  ά5ŜŀŘ ƳŜƴ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ŎŀǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ǿƛƴŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŘǊƛƴƪΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƳŀǎǘŜǊ ƻŦ Adventure fingered his 

ōŜŀǊŘΦ άL ŀƳ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘŜŘΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪΦ bƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƴǘƘΦέ 



  άbƻΣέ DŜǊǊƛǎ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘΦ 

  άIƻǿ ƳŀƴȅΣ ǘƘŜƴΚ ! ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘΚέ 

  Close enough, thought Quentyn. The Volantenes were fond of boasting that the hundred isles of 

Braavos could be dropped into their deep harbor and drowned. Quentyn had never seen Braavos, but he 

could believe it. Rich and ripe and rotted, Volantis covered the mouth of the Rhoyne like a warm wet 

kiss, stretching across hill and marsh on both sides of the river. Ships were everywhere, coming down 

the river or headed out to sea, crowding the wharves and piers, taking on cargo or off-loading it: 

warships and whalers and trading galleys, carracks and skiffs, cogs, great cogs, long-ships, swan ships, 

ships from Lys and Tyrosh and Pentos, Qartheen spicers big as palaces, ships from Tolos and Yunkai and 

the Basilisks. So many that Quentyn, seeing the port for the first time from the deck of the Meadowlark, 

had told his friends that they would only linger here three days. 

  Yet twenty days had passed, and here they remained, still shipless. The captains of the 

Melantine, the ¢ǊƛŀǊŎƘΩǎ 5ŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΣ and the aŜǊƳŀƛŘΩǎ Yƛǎǎ had all refused them. A mate on the Bold 

Voyager had laughed in their faces. The master of the Dolphin berated them for wasting his time, and 

the owner of the Seventh Son accused them of being pirates. All on the first day. 

  Only the captain of the Fawn ƘŀŘ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǘƘŜƳ ǊŜŀǎƻƴǎ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ǊŜŦǳǎŀƭΦ άLǘ ƛǎ ǘǊǳŜ ǘƘŀǘ L ŀƳ ǎŀƛƭƛƴƎ 

ŜŀǎǘΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜƳΣ ƻǾŜǊ ǿŀǘŜǊŜŘ ǿƛƴŜΦ ά{ƻǳǘƘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ±ŀƭȅǊƛŀ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴŎŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴǊƛǎŜΦ ²Ŝ ǿƛƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ 

on water and provisions at New Ghis, then bend all oars toward Qarth and the Jade Gates. Every voyage 

has perils, long ones more than most. Why should I seek ƻǳǘ ƳƻǊŜ ŘŀƴƎŜǊ ōȅ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ {ƭŀǾŜǊΩǎ .ŀȅΚ 

The Fawn ƛǎ Ƴȅ ƭƛǾŜƭƛƘƻƻŘΦ L ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ Ǌƛǎƪ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƳŀŘ 5ƻǊƴƛǎƘƳŜƴ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ƻŦ ŀ ǿŀǊΦέ 

  Quentyn had begun to think that they might have done better to buy their own ship in the 

Planky Town. That would have drawn unwanted attention, however. The Spider had informers 

ŜǾŜǊȅǿƘŜǊŜΣ ŜǾŜƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ƙŀƭƭǎ ƻŦ {ǳƴǎǇŜŀǊΦ ά5ƻǊƴŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōƭŜŜŘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜ ƛǎ ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊŜŘΣέ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ 

had warned him, as they watched the children frolic in the pools and fountains of the Water Gardens. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿŜ Řƻ ƛǎ ǘǊŜŀǎƻƴΣ ƳŀƪŜ ƴƻ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜΦ ¢Ǌǳǎǘ ƻƴƭȅ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƻƳǇŀƴƛƻƴǎΣ ŀƴŘ Řƻ ȅƻǳǊ ōŜǎǘ ǘƻ ŀǾƻƛŘ 

ŀǘǘǊŀŎǘƛƴƎ ƴƻǘƛŎŜΦέ 

  So Gerris Drinkwater gave the captain of Adventure Ƙƛǎ Ƴƻǎǘ ŘƛǎŀǊƳƛƴƎ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ ά¢ǊǳǘƘ ōŜ ǘƻƭŘΣ L 

have not kept count of ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǿƘƻ ǊŜŦǳǎŜŘ ǳǎΣ ōǳǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ aŜǊŎƘŀƴǘΩǎ IƻǳǎŜ L ƘŜŀǊŘ ƛǘ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ 

ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ŀ ōƻƭŘŜǊ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ƳŀƴΣ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǊǘ ǿƘƻ ƳƛƎƘǘ Ǌƛǎƪ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǎǳŦŦƛŎƛŜƴǘ ƎƻƭŘΦέ 

  A smuggler, Quentyn thought. That was how the other traders styled AdventureΩǎ ƳŀǎǘŜǊΣ back 

ŀǘ ǘƘŜ aŜǊŎƘŀƴǘΩǎ IƻǳǎŜΦ άIŜ ƛǎ ŀ ǎƳǳƎƎƭŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǎƭŀǾŜǊΣ ƘŀƭŦ ǇƛǊŀǘŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŀƭŦ ǇŀƴŘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ǘƘŀǘ 

ƘŜ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ ōŜǎǘ ƘƻǇŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ƛƴƴƪŜŜǇ ƘŀŘ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ 

  ¢ƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴ ǊǳōōŜŘ ǘƘǳƳō ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊŜŦƛƴƎŜǊ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ ά!ƴŘ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ƎƻƭŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ŘŜŜƳ 

sufficienǘ ŦƻǊ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ǾƻȅŀƎŜΚέ 

  ά¢ƘǊƛŎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǳǎǳŀƭ ŦŜŜ ŦƻǊ ǇŀǎǎŀƎŜ ǘƻ {ƭŀǾŜǊΩǎ .ŀȅΦέ 



  άCƻǊ ŜŀŎƘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΚέ ¢ƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴ ǎƘƻǿŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜŜǘƘ ƛƴ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴǘŜƴŘŜŘ ŀǎ 

ŀ ǎƳƛƭŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƛǘ ƎŀǾŜ Ƙƛǎ ƴŀǊǊƻǿ ŦŀŎŜ ŀ ŦŜǊŀƭ ƭƻƻƪΦ άtŜǊƘŀǇǎΦ Lǘ ƛǎ ǘǊǳŜΣ L ŀƳ ŀ ōolder man than most. 

Iƻǿ ǎƻƻƴ ǿƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǎƘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜΚέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ƳƻǊǊƻǿ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ǘƻƻ ǎƻƻƴΦέ 

  ά5ƻƴŜΦ wŜǘǳǊƴ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƭƛƎƘǘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƛƴŜǎΦ .Ŝǎǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǿŀȅ 

whilst Volantis sleeps, so no one will ask us inconvenient questƛƻƴǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƻǳǊ ŘŜǎǘƛƴŀǘƛƻƴΦέ 

  ά!ǎ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅΦ !ƴ ƘƻǳǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƭƛƎƘǘΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴΩǎ ǎƳƛƭŜ ǿƛŘŜƴŜŘΦ άL ŀƳ ǇƭŜŀǎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ L Ŏŀƴ ƘŜƭǇ ȅƻǳΦ ²Ŝ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƘŀǇǇȅ ǾƻȅŀƎŜΣ 

ȅŜǎΚέ 

  άL ŀƳ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ƻŦ ƛǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ DŜǊǊƛǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀƭŜ ǘƘŜƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ of them drank a 

toast to their venture. 

  ά! ǎǿŜŜǘ ƳŀƴΣέ DŜǊǊƛǎ ǎŀƛŘ ŀŦǘŜǊǿŀǊŘΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŀƴŘ vǳŜƴǘȅƴ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿŀȅ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ŧƻƻǘ ƻŦ 

the pier where their hired hathay waited. The air hung hot and heavy, and the sun was so bright that 

both of them were squinting. 

  ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ŀ ǎǿŜŜǘ ŎƛǘȅΣέ vǳŜƴǘȅƴ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΦ Sweet enough to rot your teeth. Sweet beets were grown 

in profusion hereabouts, and were served with almost every meal. The Volantenes made a cold soup of 

them, as thick and rich as purple honey. Their wines ǿŜǊŜ ǎǿŜŜǘ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ άL ŦŜŀǊ ƻǳǊ ƘŀǇǇȅ ǾƻȅŀƎŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ 

short, however. That sweet man does not mean to take us to Meereen. He was too quick to accept your 

ƻŦŦŜǊΦ IŜΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘǊƛŎŜ ǘƘŜ ǳǎǳŀƭ ŦŜŜΣ ƴƻ ŘƻǳōǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƻƴŎŜ ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ǳǎ ŀōƻŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǎƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ ƭŀƴŘΣ ƘŜΩƭƭ 

ǎƭƛǘ ƻǳǊ ǘƘǊƻŀǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ƎƻƭŘ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦέ 

  άhǊ ŎƘŀƛƴ ǳǎ ǘƻ ŀƴ ƻŀǊΣ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿǊŜǘŎƘŜǎ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƳŜƭƭƛƴƎΦ ²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ōŜǘǘŜǊ Ŏƭŀǎǎ 

ƻŦ ǎƳǳƎƎƭŜǊΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪΦέ 

  Their driver awaited them beside his hathay. In Westeros, it might have been called an oxcart, 

though it was a deal more ornate than any cart that Quentyn had ever seen in Dorne, and lacked an ox. 

The hathay was pulled by a dwarf elephant, her hide the color of dirty snow. The streets of Old Volantis 

were full of such. 

  Quentyn would have preferred to walk, but they were miles from their inn. Besides, the innkeep 

ŀǘ ǘƘŜ aŜǊŎƘŀƴǘΩǎ IƻǳǎŜ ƘŀŘ ǿŀǊƴŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŀǘ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƛƴƎ ŀŦƻƻǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƛƴǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜȅŜǎ ƻŦ ŦƻǊŜƛƎƴ 

captains and the native-born Volantenes alike. Persons of quality traveled by palanquin, or in the back of 

a hathay Χ ŀƴŘ ŀǎ ƛǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƛƴƴƪŜŜǇ ƘŀŘ ŀ Ŏƻǳǎƛƴ ǿƘƻ ƻǿƴŜŘ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ǎǳŎƘ ŎƻƴǘǊƛǾŀƴŎŜǎ ŀƴŘ 

would be pleased to serve them in this matter. 

  ¢ƘŜƛǊ ŘǊƛǾŜǊ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳǎƛƴΩǎ ǎƭŀǾŜǎΣ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ Ƴŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǿƘŜŜƭ tattooed upon one cheek, 

naked but for a breechclout and a pair of sandals. His skin was the color of teak, his eyes chips of flint. 

!ŦǘŜǊ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǳǇ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǎƘƛƻƴŜŘ ōŜƴŎƘ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊǘΩǎ ǘǿƻ ƘǳƎŜ ǿƻƻŘŜƴ ǿƘŜŜƭǎΣ 



he clambered onto the elephŀƴǘΩǎ ōŀŎƪΦ ά¢ƘŜ aŜǊŎƘŀƴǘΩǎ IƻǳǎŜΣέ vǳŜƴǘȅƴ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΣ άōǳǘ Ǝƻ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ 

ǿƘŀǊǾŜǎΦέ .ŜȅƻƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊŦǊƻƴǘ ŀƴŘ ƛǘǎ ōǊŜŜȊŜǎΣ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘǎ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭŜȅǎ ƻŦ ±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎ ǿŜǊŜ Ƙƻǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ 

drown a man in his own sweat, at least on this side of the river. 

  The driver shouted something at his elephant in the local tongue. The beast began to move, 

trunk swaying from side to side. The cart lurched along behind her, the driver hooting at sailors and 

slaves alike to clear the way. It was easy enough to tell one from the other. The slaves were all tattooed: 

ŀ Ƴŀǎƪ ƻŦ ōƭǳŜ ŦŜŀǘƘŜǊǎΣ ŀ ƭƛƎƘǘƴƛƴƎ ōƻƭǘ ǘƘŀǘ Ǌŀƴ ŦǊƻƳ Ƨŀǿ ǘƻ ōǊƻǿΣ ŀ Ŏƻƛƴ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŜŜƪΣ ŀ ƭŜƻǇŀǊŘΩǎ 

spots, a skull, a jug. Maester Kedry said there were five slaves for every free man in Volantis though he 

had not lived long enough to verify his estimate. He had perished on the morning the corsairs swarmed 

aboard the Meadowlark. 

  Quentyn lost two other friends that same dayτWillam Wells with his freckles and his crooked 

teeth, fearless with a lance, and Cletus Yron-wood, handsome despite his lazy eye, always randy, always 

ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎΦ /ƭŜǘǳǎ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ vǳŜƴǘȅƴΩǎ ŘŜŀǊŜǎǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ŦƻǊ ƘŀƭŦ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛŦŜΣ ŀ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ƛƴ ŀƭƭ ōǳǘ ōƭƻƻŘΦ άDƛǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ 

ōǊƛŘŜ ŀ ƪƛǎǎ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΣέ /ƭŜǘǳǎ ƘŀŘ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ŘƛŜŘΦ 

  The corsairs had come aboard in the darkness before the dawn, as the Meadowlark was 

anchored off the coast of the Disputed Lands. The crew had beaten them off, at the cost of twelve lives. 

Afterward the sailors stripped the dead corsairs of boots and belts and weapons, divvied up their purses, 

and yanked gemstones from their ears and rings from their fingers. One of the corpses was so fat that 

ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǇΩǎ Ŏƻƻƪ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ Ŏǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ƻŦŦ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƳŜŀǘ ŎƭŜŀǾŜǊ ǘƻ ŎƭŀƛƳ Ƙƛǎ ǊƛƴƎǎΦ Lǘ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘǊŜŜ 

Meadowlarks to roll the body into the sea. The other pirates were chucked in after him, without a word 

of prayer or ceremony. 

  Their own dead received more tender treatment. The sailors sewed their bodies up in canvas, 

weighed down with ballast stones so they might sink more quickly. The captain of the Meadowlark led 

his crew in a prayer for the souls of their slain shipmates. Then he turned to his Dornish passengers, the 

three who still remained of the six who had come aboard at the Planky Town. Even the big man had 

emerged, pale and greensicƪ ŀƴŘ ǳƴǎǘŜŀŘȅ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜǘΣ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǇǘƘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǇΩǎ ƘƻƭŘ 

ǘƻ Ǉŀȅ Ƙƛǎ ƭŀǎǘ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘǎΦ άhƴŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǎŀȅ ǎƻƳŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ŘŜŀŘΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǿŜ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

ǎŜŀΣέ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ DŜǊǊƛǎ ƘŀŘ ƻōƭƛƎŜŘΣ ƭȅƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƻǊŘΣ ǎƛƴŎe he dare not tell the truth of 

ǿƘƻ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƻǊ ǿƘȅ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ŎƻƳŜΦ 

  It was not supposed to end like that for them. ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŀ ǘŀƭŜ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƻǳǊ ƎǊŀƴŘŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣέ 

/ƭŜǘǳǎ ƘŀŘ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŎŀǎǘƭŜΦ ²ƛƭƭ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ŦŀŎŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά! 

ǘŀƭŜ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ǘŀǾŜǊƴ ǿŜƴŎƘŜǎΣ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴΣ ƛƴ ƘƻǇŜǎ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ƭƛŦǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎƪƛǊǘǎΦέ /ƭŜǘǳǎ ƘŀŘ ǎƭŀǇǇŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 

ōŀŎƪΦ άCƻǊ ƎǊŀƴŘŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΦ CƻǊ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƛŦǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƪƛǊǘǎΦέ [ŀǘŜǊΣ ƛƴ ǘhe 

tƭŀƴƪȅ ¢ƻǿƴΣ ǘƘŜ 5ƻǊƴƛǎƘƳŜƴ ƘŀŘ ǘƻŀǎǘŜŘ vǳŜƴǘȅƴΩǎ ŦǳǘǳǊŜ ōǊƛŘŜΣ ƳŀŘŜ ǊƛōŀƭŘ ƧŀǇŜǎ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ǿŜŘŘƛƴƎ 

ƴƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƭƪŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ǎŜŜΣ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŜŘǎ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ŘƻΣ ǘƘŜ ƎƭƻǊȅ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǿƛƴΦ All 

they won was a sailcloth sack filled with ballast stones. 

  !ǎ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƳƻǳǊƴŜŘ ²ƛƭƭ ŀƴŘ /ƭŜǘǳǎΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŀŜǎǘŜǊΩǎ ƭƻǎǎ ǘƘŀǘ vǳŜƴǘȅƴ ŦŜƭǘ Ƴƻǎǘ ƪŜŜƴƭȅΦ 

Kedry had been fluent in the tongues of all of the Free Cities, and even the mongrel Ghiscari that men 



ǎǇƻƪŜ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǊŜǎ ƻŦ {ƭŀǾŜǊΩǎ .ŀȅΦ άaŀŜǎǘŜǊ YŜŘǊȅ ǿƛƭƭ ŀŎŎƻƳǇŀƴȅ ȅƻǳΣέ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ 

ǘƘŜȅ ǇŀǊǘŜŘΦ άIŜŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻǳƴǎŜƭΦ IŜ Ƙŀǎ ŘŜǾƻǘŜŘ ƘŀƭŦ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛŦŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǳŘȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ bƛƴŜ CǊŜŜ /ƛǘƛŜǎΦέ 

Quentyn wondered if things might not have gone a deal easier if only he were here to guide them. 

  άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎŜƭƭ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ŀ ōƛǘ ƻŦ ōǊŜŜȊŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ DŜǊǊƛǎΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻŎƪǎƛŘŜ 

ǘƘǊƻƴƎǎΦ άLǘΩǎ Ƴƻƛǎǘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ aŀƛŘŜƴΩǎ ŎǳƴǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎƘȅ ƻŦ ƴƻƻƴΦ L ƘŀǘŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƛǘȅΦέ 

  Quentyn shared the feeling. The sullen wet heat of Volantis sapped his strength and left him 

feeling dirty. The worst part was knowing that nightfall would bring no relief. Up in the high meadows 

ƴƻǊǘƘ ƻŦ [ƻǊŘ ¸ǊƻƴǿƻƻŘΩǎ ŜǎǘŀǘŜǎΣ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŎǊƛǎǇ ŀƴŘ Ŏƻƻƭ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŘŀǊƪΣ ƴƻ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ Ƙƻǿ Ƙƻǘ ǘƘŜ 

day had been. Not here. In Volantis, the nights were almost as hot as the days. 

  ά¢ƘŜ Goddess ǎŀƛƭǎ ŦƻǊ bŜǿ DƘƛǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊǊƻǿΣέ DŜǊǊƛǎ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ 

ōǊƛƴƎ ǳǎ ŎƭƻǎŜǊΦέ 

  άbŜǿ DƘƛǎ ƛǎ ŀƴ ƛǎƭŀƴŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƳǳŎƘ ǎƳŀƭƭŜǊ ǇƻǊǘ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘƛǎΦ ²Ŝ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŎƭƻǎŜǊΣ ȅŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜ Ŏƻǳƭd 

ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎ ǎǘǊŀƴŘŜŘΦ !ƴŘ bŜǿ DƘƛǎ Ƙŀǎ ŀƭƭƛŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΩƛΦέ ¢Ƙŀǘ ƴŜǿǎ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ ŎƻƳŜ ŀǎ ŀ 

ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜ ǘƻ vǳŜƴǘȅƴΦ bŜǿ DƘƛǎ ŀƴŘ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛ ǿŜǊŜ ōƻǘƘ DƘƛǎŎŀǊƛ ŎƛǘƛŜǎΦ άLŦ ±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŀƭƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǎ 

wellτέ 

  ά²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ǎƘƛǇ ŦǊƻƳ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎΣέ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘ DŜǊǊƛǎΣ άǎƻƳŜ ǘǊŀŘŜǊ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ [ŀƴƴƛǎǇƻǊǘ ƻǊ 

hƭŘǘƻǿƴΦέ 

  άCŜǿ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŦŀǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ Řƻ Ŧƛƭƭ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘƻƭŘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƛƭƪ ŀƴŘ ǎǇƛŎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ WŀŘŜ {ŜŀΣ ǘƘŜƴ 

ōŜƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻŀǊǎ ŦƻǊ ƘƻƳŜΦέ 

  άtŜǊƘŀǇǎ ŀ .ǊŀŀǾƻǎƛ ǎƘƛǇΚ hƴŜ ƘŜŀǊǎ ƻŦ ǇǳǊǇƭŜ ǎŀƛƭǎ ŀǎ ŦŀǊ ŀǿŀȅ ŀǎ Asshai and the islands of the 

WŀŘŜ {ŜŀΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ .ǊŀŀǾƻǎƛ ŀǊŜ ŘŜǎŎŜƴŘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ŜǎŎŀǇŜŘ ǎƭŀǾŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ǘǊŀŘŜ ƛƴ {ƭŀǾŜǊΩǎ .ŀȅΦέ 

  ά5ƻ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ƎƻƭŘ ǘƻ buy ŀ ǎƘƛǇΚέ 

  ά!ƴŘ ǿƘƻ ǿƛƭƭ ǎŀƛƭ ƘŜǊΚ ¸ƻǳΚ aŜΚέ 5ƻǊƴƛǎƘƳŜƴ ƘŀŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ǎŜŀŦŀǊŜǊǎΣ ƴƻǘ ǎƛƴŎŜ bȅƳeria 

ōǳǊƴŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǘŜƴ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ǎƘƛǇǎΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǎŜŀǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ±ŀƭȅǊƛŀ ŀǊŜ ǇŜǊƛƭƻǳǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛŎƪ ǿƛǘƘ ŎƻǊǎŀƛǊǎΦέ 

  άL ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ƻŦ ŎƻǊǎŀƛǊǎΦ [ŜǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ōǳȅ ŀ ǎƘƛǇΦέ 

  This is still just a game to him, Quentyn realized, no different than the time he led six of us up 

into the mountains to find the old lair of the Vulture King. Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ƛƴ DŜǊǊƛǎ 5ǊƛƴƪǿŀǘŜǊΩǎ ƴŀǘǳǊŜ ǘƻ 

imagine they might fail, let alone that they might die. Even the deaths of three friends had not served to 

chasten him, it would seem. He leaves that to me. He knows my nature is as cautious as his is bold. 

  άtŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ Ƴŀƴ ƛǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΣέ {ŜǊ DŜǊǊƛǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ άtƛǎǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀΣ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ŦƛƴƛǎƘ ǘƘŜ ƧƻǳǊƴŜȅ 

ƻǾŜǊƭŀƴŘΦέ 



  ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘȅ ƘŜ ǎŀȅǎ ǘƘŀǘΣέ vǳŜƴǘȅƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ άIŜΩŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ŘƛŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǎŜǘ Ŧƻƻǘ ƻƴ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƘƛǇΦέ ¢ƘŜ 

big man had been greensick every day of their voyage. In Lys, it had taken him four days to recover his 

ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩŘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǊƻƻƳǎ ƛƴ ŀƴ ƛƴƴ ǎƻ aŀŜǎǘŜǊ YŜŘǊȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘǳŎƪ ƘƛƳ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ŦŜŀǘƘŜǊ ōŜŘ ŀƴŘ 

feed him broths and potions until some pink returned to his cheeks. 

  It was possible to go overland to Meereen, that much was true. The old Valyrian roads would 

take them there. Dragon roads, men called the great stone roadways of the Freehold, but the one that 

ran eastward from Volantis to Meereen had earned a more sinister name: the demon road. 

  ά¢ƘŜ ŘŜƳƻƴ ǊƻŀŘ ƛǎ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻ slow,έ vǳŜƴǘȅƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ȅǿƛƴ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊ ǿƛƭƭ ǎŜƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ 

ƳŜƴ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴ ƻƴŎŜ ǿƻǊŘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǊŜŀŎƘŜǎ YƛƴƎΩǎ [ŀƴŘƛƴƎΦέ Iƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘΦ άIƛǎ 

will come with knives. If they reach her firstτέ 

  ά[ŜǘΩǎ ƘƻǇŜ ƘŜǊ ŘǊŀƎƻƴǎ ǿƛƭƭ ǎƴƛŦŦ ǘƘŜƳ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ Ŝŀǘ ǘƘŜƳΣέ ǎŀƛŘ DŜǊǊƛǎΦ ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƛŦ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ 

ship, and you will not let us ride, we had as well book passage back to 5ƻǊƴŜΦέ 

  Crawl back to Sunspear defeated, with my tail between my legs? Iƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘƳŜƴǘ 

would be more than Quentyn could bear, and the scorn of the Sand Snakes would be withering. Doran 

Martell had put the fate of Dorne into his hands, he could not fail him, not whilst life remained. 

  Heat shimmers rose off the street as the hathay rattled and jounced along on its iron-rimmed 

wheels, giving a dreamlike quality to their surroundings. In amongst the warehouses and the wharves, 

shops and stalls of many sorts crowded the waterfront. Here fresh oysters could be bought, here iron 

chains and manacles, here cyvasse pieces carved of ivory and jade. Here were temples too, where sailors 

came to sacrifice to foreign gods, cheek by jowl with pillow houses where women called down from 

ōŀƭŎƻƴƛŜǎ ǘƻ ƳŜƴ ōŜƭƻǿΦ άIŀǾŜ ŀ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŜΣέ DŜǊǊƛǎ ǳǊƎŜŘΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ƻƴŜ Ǉƛƭƭƻǿ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ άL 

ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƘŜΩǎ ƛƴ ƭƻǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  !ƴŘ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ŘƻŜǎ ŀ ǿƘƻǊŜΩǎ ƭƻǾŜ ŎƻǎǘΚ Truth be told, girls made Quentyn anxious, especially 

the pretty ones. 

  ²ƘŜƴ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƘŜΩŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ¸ǊƻƴǿƻƻŘΣ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎƳƛǘǘŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ¸ƴȅǎΣ ǘƘŜ ŜƭŘŜǎǘ ƻŦ [ƻǊŘ 

¸ǊƻƴǿƻƻŘΩǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊǎΦ ¢ƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ŀ ǿƻǊŘ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎǎΣ ƘŜ ƴǳǊǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŘǊŜŀƳǎ ŦƻǊ ȅŜŀǊǎ 

Χ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŘƛǎǇŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǘƻ ǿŜŘ {ŜǊ wȅƻƴ !llyrion, the heir to Godsgrace. The last time he had 

ǎŜŜƴ ƘŜǊΣ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƘŀŘ ƻƴŜ ōƻȅ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ōǊŜŀǎǘ ŀƴŘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƭƛƴƎƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǎƪƛǊǘǎΦ 

  After Ynys had come the Drinkwater twins, a pair of tawny young maidens who loved hawking, 

hunting, climbing rocks, and making Quentyn blush. One of them had given him his first kiss, though he 

never knew which one. As daughters of a landed knight, the twins were too lowborn to marry, but 

/ƭŜǘǳǎ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƴȅ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ƪƛǎǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳΦ ά!ŦǘŜǊ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǿŜŘ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ take one of 

ǘƘŜƳ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǇŀǊŀƳƻǳǊΦ hǊ ōƻǘƘΣ ǿƘȅ ƴƻǘΚέ .ǳǘ vǳŜƴǘȅƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƻŦ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ǊŜŀǎƻƴǎ ǿƘȅ ƴƻǘΣ ǎƻ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ 

done his best to avoid the twins thereafter, and there had been no second kiss. 

  aƻǊŜ ǊŜŎŜƴǘƭȅΣ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎŜǎǘ ƻŦ [ƻǊŘ ¸ǊƻƴǿƻƻŘΩǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊǎ ƘŀŘ ǘŀƪen to following him about 

the castle. Gwyneth was but twelve, a small, scrawny girl whose dark eyes and brown hair set her apart 



in that house of blue-eyed blondes. She was clever, though, as quick with words as with her hands, and 

fond of telling Quentyn that he had to wait for her to flower, so she could marry him. 

  That was before Prince Doran had summoned him to the Water Gardens. And now the most 

beautiful woman in the world was waiting in Meereen, and he meant to do his duty and claim her for his 

bride. She will not refuse me. She will honor the agreement. Daenerys Targaryen would need Dorne to 

win the Seven Kingdoms, and that meant that she would need him. It does not mean that she will love 

me, though. She may not even like me. 

  The street curved where the river met the sea, and there along the bend a number of animal 

sellers were clustered together, offering jeweled lizards, giant banded snakes, and agile little monkeys 

ǿƛǘƘ ǎǘǊƛǇŜŘ ǘŀƛƭǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƭŜǾŜǊ Ǉƛƴƪ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ άtŜǊƘŀǇǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ǉǳŜŜƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƳƻƴƪŜȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ DŜǊǊƛǎΦ 

  Quentyn had no idea what Daenerys Targaryen might like. He had promised his father that he 

would bring her back to Dorne, but more and more he wondered if he was equal to the task. 

  I never asked for this, he thought. 

  Across the wide blue expanse of the Rhoyne, he could see the Black Wall that had been raised 

by the Valyrians when Volantis was no more than an outpost of their empire: a great oval of fused stone 

two hundred feet high and so thick that six four-horse chariots could race around its top abreast, as they 

did each year to celebrate the founding of the city. Outlanders, foreigners, and freedmen were not 

allowed inside the Black Wall save at the invitation of those who dwelt within, scions of the Old Blood 

who could trace their ancestry back to Valyria itself. 

  The traffic was thicker here. They were near the western end of the Long Bridge, which linked 

the two halves of the city. Wayns and carts and hathays crowded the streets, all of them coming from 

the bridge or making for it. Slaves were everywhere, as numerous as roaches, scurrying about their 

ƳŀǎǘŜǊǎΩ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΦ 

  bƻǘ ŦŀǊ ŦǊƻƳ CƛǎƘŜǊƳƻƴƎŜǊΩǎ {ǉǳŀǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ aŜǊŎƘŀƴǘΩǎ IƻǳǎŜΣ ǎƘƻǳǘǎ ŜǊǳǇǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ŎǊƻǎǎ 

street, and a dozen Unsullied spearmen in ornate armor and tiger-skin cloaks appeared as if from 

ƴƻǿƘŜǊŜΣ ǿŀǾƛƴƎ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ŀǎƛŘŜ ǎƻ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƛŀǊŎƘ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ǉŀǎǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀǘƻǇ Ƙƛǎ ŜƭŜǇƘŀƴǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǘǊƛŀǊŎƘΩǎ 

elephant was a grey-skinned behemoth clad in elaborate enameled armor that clattered softly as he 

moved, the castle on its back so tall that it scraped the top of the ornamental stone arch he was passing 

ǳƴŘŜǊƴŜŀǘƘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǘǊƛŀǊŎƘǎ ŀǊŜ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŜŘ ǎƻ ŜƭŜǾŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦŜŜǘ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƻǳŎƘ ǘƘŜ 

ƎǊƻǳƴŘ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ȅŜŀǊ ƻŦ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜΣέ vǳŜƴǘȅƴ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻƳǇŀƴƛƻƴΦ άThey ride everywhere on 

ŜƭŜǇƘŀƴǘǎΦέ 

  ά.ƭƻŎƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘǎ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ƘŜŀǇǎ ƻŦ ŘǳƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƪŜǎ ƻŦ ǳǎ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǘŜƴŘ ǿƛǘƘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 

DŜǊǊƛǎΦ ά²Ƙȅ ±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎ ǿƘŜƴ 5ƻǊƴŜ ƳŀƪŜǎ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ƻƴŜΣ L ǿƛƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƪƴƻǿΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ǘǊƛŀǊŎƘǎ ŀǊŜ ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊ ƪƛƴƎs nor princes. Volantis is a freehold, like Valyria of old. All freeborn 

landholders share the rule. Even women are allowed to vote, provided they own land. The three triarchs 

are chosen from amongst those noble families who can prove unbroken descent from old Valyria, to 



serve until the first day of the new year. And you would know all this if you had troubled to read the 

ōƻƻƪ ǘƘŀǘ aŀŜǎǘŜǊ YŜŘǊȅ ƎŀǾŜ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  άLǘ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜǎΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƳŀǇǎΦέ 

  άaŀǇǎ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ŎƻǳƴǘΦ LŦ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƛƎers and elephants, I might have given it a 

ǘǊȅΦ Lǘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǎǳǎǇƛŎƛƻǳǎƭȅ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅΦέ 

  When their hathay ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŜŘƎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ CƛǎƘŜǊƳƻƴƎŜǊΩǎ {ǉǳŀǊŜΣ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŜƭŜǇƘŀƴǘ ƭƛŦǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ 

trunk and made a honking noise like some huge white goose, reluctant to plunge into the tangle of 

wayns, palanquins, and foot traffic ahead. Their driver prodded her with his heel and kept her moving. 

  The fishmongers were out in strength, crying the morning catch. Quentyn understood one word 

in two at best, but he did not need to know the words to know the fish. He saw cod and sailfish and 

sardines, barrels of mussels and clams. Eels hung along the front of one stall. Another displayed a 

gigantic turtle, strung up by its legs on iron chains, heavy as a horse. Crabs scrabbled inside casks of 

brine and seaweed. Several of the vendors were frying chunks of fish with onions and beets, or selling 

peppery fish stew out of small iron kettles. 

  In the center of the square, under the cracked and headless statue of a dead triarch, a crowd 

had begun to gather about some dwarfs putting on a show. The little men were done up in wooden 

armor, miniature knights preparing for a joust. Quentyn saw one mount a dog, as the other hopped onto 

ŀ ǇƛƎ Χ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƻ ǎƭƛŘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƻŦŦ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ǘƻ ŀ ǎƳŀǘǘŜǊƛƴƎ ƻŦ laughter. 

  ά¢ƘŜȅ ƭƻƻƪ ŀƳǳǎƛƴƎΣέ DŜǊǊƛǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά{Ƙŀƭƭ ǿŜ ǎǘƻǇ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŎƘ ǘƘŜƳ ŦƛƎƘǘΚ ! ƭŀǳƎƘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǎŜǊǾŜ ȅƻǳ 

ǿŜƭƭΣ vǳŜƴǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ Ƙŀǎ ƴƻǘ ƳƻǾŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ōƻǿŜƭǎ ƛƴ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ ȅŜŀǊΦέ 

  I am eight-and-ten, six years younger than you, Quentyn thought. I am no old man. Instead he 

ǎŀƛŘΣ άL ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƴŜŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŎƻƳƛŎ ŘǿŀǊŦǎΦ ¦ƴƭŜǎǎ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǎƘƛǇΦέ 

  ά! ǎƳŀƭƭ ƻƴŜΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘƘƛƴƪΦέ 

  CƻǳǊ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ ǘŀƭƭΣ ǘƘŜ aŜǊŎƘŀƴǘΩǎ IƻǳǎŜ ŘƻƳƛƴŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻŎƪǎ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǊǾŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƻǊŜƘƻǳǎŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ 

surrounded it. Here traders from hƭŘǘƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ YƛƴƎΩǎ [ŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƳƛƴƎƭŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƻǳƴǘŜǊǇŀǊǘǎ ŦǊƻƳ 

Braavos and Pentos and Myr, with hairy Ibbenese, pale-skinned voyagers from Qarth, coal-black 

Summer Islanders in feathered cloaks, even masked shadow-binders from Asshai by the Shadow. 

  The paving stones felt warm beneath his feet when Quentyn climbed down from the hathay, 

ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ōƻƻǘǎΦ hǳǘǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ aŜǊŎƘŀƴǘΩǎ IƻǳǎŜ ŀ ǘǊŜǎǘƭŜ ǘŀōƭŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎŜǘ ǳǇ ƛƴ 

the shade and decorated with striped blue-and-white pennons that fluttered at every breath of air. Four 

hard-eyed sellswords lounged around the table, calling out to every passing man and boy. Windblown, 

Quentyn knew. The serjeants were looking for fresh meat to fill their ranks before they sailed for 



{ƭŀǾŜǊΩǎ .ŀȅΦ And every man who signs with them is another sword for Yunkai, another blade meant to 

drink the blood of my bride-to-be. 

  hƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ²ƛƴŘōƭƻǿƴ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜƳΦ άL Řƻ ƴƻǘ ǎǇŜŀƪ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƻƴƎǳŜΣέ vǳŜƴǘȅƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ 

Though he could read and write High Valyrian, he had little practice speaking it. And the Volantene 

apple had rolled a fair distance from the Valyrian tree. 

  ά²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎƛΚέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ /ƻƳƳƻƴ ¢ƻƴƎǳŜΦ ά5ƻǊƴƛǎƘƳŜƴΦ aȅ ƳŀǎǘŜǊ ƛǎ ŀ 

ǿƛƴŜǎŜƭƭŜǊΦέ 

  άaŀǎǘŜǊΚ CǳŎƪ ǘƘŀǘΦ !ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀ ǎƭŀǾŜΚ /ƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎ ŀƴŘ ōŜ your own master. Do you want to die 

ŀōŜŘΚ ²ŜΩƭƭ ǘŜŀŎƘ ȅƻǳ ǎǿƻǊŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǇŜŀǊΦ ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ǊƛŘŜ ǘƻ ōŀǘǘƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ¢ŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ tǊƛƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƳŜ ƘƻƳŜ 

ǊƛŎƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ƭƻǊŘΦ .ƻȅǎΣ ƎƛǊƭǎΣ ƎƻƭŘΣ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ Ƴŀƴ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘΦ ²ŜΩǊŜ ǘƘŜ 

Windblown, and we ŦǳŎƪ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŘŘŜǎǎ ǎƭŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ǳǇ ƘŜǊ ŀǊǎŜΦέ 

  Two of the sellswords began to sing, bellowing out the words to some marching song. Quentyn 

understood enough to get the gist. We are the Windblown, they sang. .ƭƻǿ ǳǎ Ŝŀǎǘ ǘƻ {ƭŀǾŜǊΩǎ .ŀȅΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ 

kill the butcher king and fuck the dragon queen. 

  άLŦ /ƭŜǘǳǎ ŀƴŘ ²ƛƭƭ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΣ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ Ƴŀƴ ŀƴŘ ƪƛƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ 

ǘƘŜƳΣέ ǎŀƛŘ DŜǊǊƛǎΦ 

  Cletus and Will are dead. άtŀȅ ǘƘŜƳ ƴƻ ƳƛƴŘΣέ vǳŜƴǘȅƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎŜƭƭǎǿƻǊŘǎ ǘƘǊŜǿ ǘŀǳƴǘǎ ŀǘ 

their backs aǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǇǳǎƘŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ aŜǊŎƘŀƴǘΩǎ IƻǳǎŜΣ ƳƻŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǎ ōƭƻƻŘƭŜǎǎ 

cravens and frightened girls. 

  The big man was waiting in their rooms on the second floor. Though the inn had come well 

recommended by the master of the Meadowlark, that did not mean Quentyn was willing to leave their 

goods and gold unguarded. Every port had thieves, rats, and whores, and Volantis had more than most. 

  άL ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻǳǘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΣέ {ŜǊ !ǊŎƘƛōŀƭŘ ¸ǊƻƴǿƻƻŘ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎƭƛŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ 

admit them. It was his cousin Cletus who had started calling him the big man, but the name was well 

deserved. Arch was six-and-a-half-feet tall, broad of shoulder, huge of belly, with legs like tree trunks, 

hands the size of hams, and no neck to speak of. Some childhood malady had made all his hair fall out. 

Iƛǎ ōŀƭŘ ƘŜŀŘ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜŘ vǳŜƴǘȅƴ ƻŦ ŀ ǎƳƻƻǘƘ Ǉƛƴƪ ōƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ ά{ƻΣέ ƘŜ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΣ άǿƘŀǘ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƳǳƎƎƭŜǊ 

ǎŀȅΚ 5ƻ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ōƻŀǘΚέ 

  ά! ǎƘƛǇΣέ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘŜŘ vǳŜƴǘȅƴΦ ά!ȅŜΣ ƘŜΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ǳǎΣ ōǳǘ ƻƴƭȅ ŀǎ ŦŀǊ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƴŜŀǊŜǎǘ ƘŜƭƭΦέ 

  DŜǊǊƛǎ ǎŀǘ ǳǇƻƴ ŀ ǎŀƎƎƛƴƎ ōŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƻŦŦ Ƙƛǎ ōƻƻǘǎΦ ά5ƻǊƴŜ ƛǎ ǎƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜ ŀǘǘǊŀŎǘƛǾŜ ŜǾŜǊȅ 

ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ōƛƎ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ άL ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎŀȅ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƻ ǊƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ŘŜƳƻƴ ǊƻŀŘΦ aƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀǎ 

perilous as men say. And if it is, that only means more glory for those who dare it. Who would dare 

ƳƻƭŜǎǘ ǳǎΚ 5Ǌƛƴƪ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ǎǿƻǊŘΣ ƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƳƳŜǊΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƴȅ ŘŜƳƻƴ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŘƛƎŜǎǘΦέ 



  ά!ƴŘ ƛŦ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ ƛǎ ŘŜŀŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǿŜ ǊŜŀŎƘ ƘŜǊΚέ vǳŜƴǘȅƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²Ŝ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǎƘƛǇΦ 9ǾŜƴ ƛŦ ƛǘ ƛǎ 

Adventure.έ 

  DŜǊǊƛǎ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ƳƻǊŜ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜ ŦƻǊ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ ǘƘŀƴ L ƪƴŜǿ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩŘ ŜƴŘǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ 

ǎǘŜƴŎƘ ŦƻǊ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ƻƴ ŜƴŘΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ǘƘǊŜŜ ŘŀȅǎΣ LΩŘ ōŜ ōŜƎƎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ƳǳǊŘŜǊ ƳŜΦ bƻΣ Ƴȅ ǇǊƛƴŎŜΣ L ǇǊŀȅ 

you, not Adventure.έ 

  ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǿŀȅΚέ vǳŜƴǘȅƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ άL ŘƻΦ LǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƴƻǿ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ Lǘ Ƙŀǎ ƛǘǎ ǊƛǎƪǎΣ 

ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ŏŀƭƭ ƘƻƴƻǊŀōƭŜΣ L ƎǊŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ Χ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ǉǳŜŜƴ ǉǳƛŎƪŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ 

ǘƘŜ ŘŜƳƻƴ ǊƻŀŘΦέ 

  ά¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ vǳŜƴǘȅƴ aŀǊǘŜƭƭΦ 

  JON 
 

     Jon Snow read the letter over until the words began to blur and run together. I cannot sign this. I 

will not sign this. 

  He almost burned the parchment then and there. Instead he took a sip of ale, the dregs of the 

half cup that remained from his solitary supper the night before. I have to sign it. They chose me to be 

ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭƻǊŘ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ²ŀƭƭ ƛǎ ƳƛƴŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ²ŀǘŎƘ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ ¢ƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘ ǘŀƪŜǎ ƴƻ ǇŀǊǘΦ 

  It was a relief when Dolorous Edd Tollett opened the door to tell him that Gilly was without. Jon 

set MaesteǊ !ŜƳƻƴΩǎ ƭŜǘǘŜǊ ŀǎƛŘŜΦ άL ǿƛƭƭ ǎŜŜ ƘŜǊΦέ IŜ ŘǊŜŀŘŜŘ ǘƘƛǎΦ άCƛƴŘ {ŀƳ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦ L ǿƛƭƭ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ 

ǎǇŜŀƪ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳ ƴŜȄǘΦέ 

  άIŜΩƭƭ ōŜ Řƻǿƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ōƻƻƪǎΦ aȅ ƻƭŘ ǎŜǇǘƻƴ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ōƻƻƪǎ ŀǊŜ ŘŜŀŘ ƳŜƴ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎΦ 

Dead men should keep quiet, is what I say. No one ǿŀƴǘǎ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ŀ ŘŜŀŘ ƳŀƴΩǎ ȅŀōōŜǊΦέ 5ƻƭƻǊƻǳǎ 9ŘŘ 

went off muttering of worms and spiders. 

  When Gilly entered, she went at once to her knees. Jon came around the table and drew her to 

ƘŜǊ ŦŜŜǘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ ƪƴŜŜ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦƻǊ ƪƛƴƎǎΦέ ¢ƘƻǳƎƘ ŀ ǿƛŦŜ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΣ Dƛƭƭȅ 

ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΣ ŀ ǎƭŜƴŘŜǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǿǊŀǇǇŜŘ ǳǇ ƛƴ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ {ŀƳΩǎ ƻƭŘ ŎƭƻŀƪǎΦ ¢ƘŜ Ŏƭƻŀƪ 

ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ōƛƎ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘƛŘŘŜƴ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƎƛǊƭǎ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ƛǘǎ ŦƻƭŘǎΦ ά¢ƘŜ ōŀōŜǎ ŀǊŜ ǿŜƭƭΚέ 

he asked her. 

  ¢ƘŜ ǿƛƭŘƭƛƴƎ ƎƛǊƭ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ǘƛƳƛŘƭȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǳƴŘŜǊ ƘŜǊ ŎƻǿƭΦ ά¸ŜǎΣ ƳΩƭƻǊŘΦ L ǿŀǎ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ 

Ƴƛƭƪ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŦƻǊ ōƻǘƘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǎǳŎƪΣ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊŜ L ƘŀǾŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǎǘǊƻƴƎΦέ 

  άL ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΦέ IŜ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǎŀƛŘ ask, but caught himself at the last instant. 



  άLǎ ƛǘ aŀƴŎŜΚ ±ŀƭ ōŜƎƎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǇŀǊŜ ƘƛƳΦ {ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƭŜǘ ǎƻƳŜ ƪƴŜŜƭŜǊ ƳŀǊǊȅ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ 

ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎƭƛǘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘǊƻŀǘ ƛŦ ƻƴƭȅ aŀƴŎŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƭƛǾŜΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ [ƻǊŘ ƻΩ.ƻƴŜǎΣ ƘŜΩǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎǇŀǊŜŘΦ /ǊŀǎǘŜǊ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǎǿƻǊŜ 

ƘŜΩŘ ƪƛƭƭ ƘƛƳ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŜǾŜǊ ǎƘƻǿŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƪŜŜǇΦ aŀƴŎŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŘƛŘ ƘŀƭŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƘŜ ŘƻƴŜΦέ 

  All Mance ever did was lead an army down upon the realm he once swore to protect. άaŀƴŎŜ 

said our words, Gilly. Then he turned his cloak, wed Dalla, and crowned himself King-Beyond-the-Wall. 

Iƛǎ ƭƛŦŜ ƛǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƴƻǿΦ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƘƛƳ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘΦ LǘΩǎ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻƴΦ 5ŀƭƭŀΩǎ ōƻȅΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ōŀōŜΚέ IŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǘǊŜƳōƭŜŘΦ άIŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōǊƻƪŜ ƴƻ ƻŀǘƘΣ ƳΩƭƻǊŘΦ IŜ ǎƭŜŜǇǎ ŀƴŘ ŎǊƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ 

ǎǳŎƪǎΣ ƛǎ ŀƭƭΤ ƘŜΩǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŘƻƴŜ ƴƻ ƘŀǊƳ ǘƻ ƴƻ ƻƴŜΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ƘŜǊ ōǳǊƴ ƘƛƳΦ {ŀǾŜ ƘƛƳΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΦέ 

  άhƴƭȅ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘΣ DƛƭƭȅΦέ Wƻƴ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ƘƻǿΦ 

  Another woman would have shrieked at him, cursed him, damned him down to seven hells. 

Another woman might have flown at him in rage, slapped him, kicked him, raked at his eyes with her 

nails. Another woman might have thrown her defiance in his teeth. 

  Dƛƭƭȅ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΦ άbƻΦ tƭŜŀǎŜΣ ƴƻΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ǊŀǾŜƴ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘΦ άNo,έ ƛǘ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘΦ άwŜŦǳǎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ ǿƛƭƭ ōǳǊƴΦ bƻǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 

ƳƻǊǊƻǿΣ ƴƻǊ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ŀŦǘŜǊ Χ ōǳǘ ǎƻon, whenever Melisandre needs to wake a dragon or raise a wind or 

ǿƻǊƪ ǎƻƳŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎǇŜƭƭ ǊŜǉǳƛǊƛƴƎ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ōƭƻƻŘΦ aŀƴŎŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŀǎƘ ŀƴŘ ōƻƴŜ ōȅ ǘƘŜƴΣ ǎƻ ǎƘŜ ǿƛƭƭ ŎƭŀƛƳ Ƙƛǎ 

son for the fire, and Stannis will not deny her. If you do not take the boy away, she will burn him.έ 

  άLΩƭƭ ƎƻΣέ ǎŀƛŘ DƛƭƭȅΦ άLΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ƘƛƳΣ LΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘƘ ƻΩ ǘƘŜƳΣ 5ŀƭƭŀΩǎ ōƻȅ and ƳƛƴŜΦέ ¢ŜŀǊǎ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ 

down her cheeks. If not for the way the candle made them glisten, Jon might never have known that she 

was weeping. /ǊŀǎǘŜǊΩǎ ǿƛǾŜǎ ǿƻǳƭd have taught their daughters to shed their tears into a pillow. 

tŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜƴǘ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ǘƻ ǿŜŜǇΣ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ /ǊŀǎǘŜǊΩǎ ŦƛǎǘǎΦ 

  Wƻƴ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǎǿƻǊŘ ƘŀƴŘΦ ά¢ŀƪŜ ōƻǘƘ ōƻȅǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ ƳŜƴ ǿƛƭƭ ǊƛŘŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ 

you and drag you back. The bƻȅ ǿƛƭƭ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōǳǊƴ Χ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΦέ If I comfort her, she may think that 

tears can move me. She has to realize that I will not yield. ά¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ƻƴŜ ōƻȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŜ 5ŀƭƭŀΩǎΦέ 

  ά! ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ ǎƻƴΣ ƻǊ ŜƭǎŜ ǎƘŜΩǎ ŎǳǊǎŜŘ ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊΦ bƻǘ ŀ son. We saved him, Sam and 

ƳŜΦ tƭŜŀǎŜΦ tƭŜŀǎŜΣ ƳΩƭƻǊŘΦ ²Ŝ ǎŀǾŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭŘΦέ 

  άaŜƴ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ŦǊŜŜȊƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘŜŀǘƘ ƛǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǇŜŀŎŜŦǳƭΦ CƛǊŜΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ Χ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƴŘƭŜΣ DƛƭƭȅΚέ 

  {ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŀƳŜΦ ά¸ŜǎΦέ 

  ά¢ƻǳŎƘ ƛǘΦ tǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŀƴŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŀƳŜΦέ 

  IŜǊ ōƛƎ ōǊƻǿƴ ŜȅŜǎ ƎǊŜǿ ōƛƎƎŜǊ ǎǘƛƭƭΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƳƻǾŜΦ ά5ƻ ƛǘΦέ Kill the boy. άbƻǿΦέ 

  Trembling, the girl reached out her hand, held it well above the flickering candle flame. 

  ά5ƻǿƴΦ [Ŝǘ ƛǘ ƪƛǎǎ ȅƻǳΦέ 



  Gilly lowered her hand. An inch. Another. When the flame licked her flesh, she snatched her 

hand back and began to sob. 

  άCƛǊŜ ƛǎ ŀ ŎǊǳŜƭ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ŘƛŜΦ 5ŀƭƭŀ ŘƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƘƛƭŘ ƭƛŦŜΣ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǳǊƛǎƘŜŘ ƘƛƳΣ 

ŎƘŜǊƛǎƘŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎŀǾŜŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ōƻȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƛŎŜΦ bƻǿ ǎŀǾŜ ƘŜǊǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊŜΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜȅΩƭƭ ōǳǊƴ Ƴȅ ōŀōŜΣ ǘƘŜƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊŜŘ ǿƻƳŀƴΦ LŦ ǎƘŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ 5ŀƭƭŀΩǎΣ ǎƘŜΩƭƭ ōǳǊƴ ƳƛƴŜΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳǊ ǎƻƴ Ƙŀǎ ƴƻ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ōƭƻƻŘΦ aŜƭƛǎŀƴŘǊŜ Ǝŀƛƴǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ōȅ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊŜΦ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ǿŀƴǘǎ 

the free folk to fight for him, he will not burn an innocent without good cause. Your boy will be safe. I 

ǿƛƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ǿŜǘ ƴǳǊǎŜ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ƘŜǊŜ ŀǘ /ŀǎǘƭŜ .ƭŀŎƪ ǳƴŘŜǊ Ƴȅ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘƛƻƴΦ IŜΩƭƭ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƻ 

Ƙǳƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǊƛŘŜΣ ǘƻ ŦƛƎƘǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǿƻǊŘ ŀƴŘ ŀȄŜ ŀƴŘ ōƻǿΦ LΩƭƭ ŜǾŜƴ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƛǎ ǘŀǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǿǊƛǘŜΦέ 

Sam wouƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƛǎ ƻƭŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ ƘŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘ ƻŦ ǿƘƻ ƘŜ ƛǎΦ IŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ŦǊŜŜ ǘƻ 

ǎŜŜƪ ȅƻǳ ƻǳǘ ƛŦ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘǎΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ŎǊƻǿ ƻŦ ƘƛƳΦέ {ƘŜ ǿƛǇŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ǘŜŀǊǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǇŀƭŜ ƘŀƴŘΦ άL 

ǿƻƴΩǘΦ L ǿƻƴΩǘΦέ 

  Kill the boy, ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ WƻƴΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭΦ 9ƭǎŜ L ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜ ȅƻǳΣ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ōǳǊƴ 5ŀƭƭŀΩǎ ōƻȅΣ ȅƻǳǊǎ 

ǿƛƭƭ ŘƛŜ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦέ 

  άDie,έ ǎƘǊƛŜƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ hƭŘ .ŜŀǊΩǎ ǊŀǾŜƴΦ άDie, die, die.έ 

  The girl sat hunched and shrunken, staring at the candle flame, tears glistening in her eyes. 

Cƛƴŀƭƭȅ Wƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ Ƴȅ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƎƻΦ 5ƻ ƴƻǘ ǎǇŜŀƪ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎΣ ōǳǘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ŘŜǇŀǊǘ ŀƴ 

ƘƻǳǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƭƛƎƘǘΦ aȅ ƳŜƴ ǿƛƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  Gilly got to her feet. Pale and wordless, she departed, with never a look back at him. Jon heard 

her footsteps as she rushed through the armory. She was almost running. 

  When he went to close the door, Jon saw that Ghost was stretched out beneath the anvil, 

ƎƴŀǿƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōƻƴŜ ƻŦ ŀƴ ƻȄΦ ¢ƘŜ ōƛƎ ǿƘƛǘŜ ŘƛǊŜǿƻƭŦ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘΦ άtast time that you 

ǿŜǊŜ ōŀŎƪΦέ IŜ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŀƛǊΣ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘ ƻǾŜǊ aŀŜǎǘŜǊ !ŜƳƻƴΩǎ ƭŜǘǘŜǊ ƻƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 

  Samwell Tarly turned up a few moments later, clutching a stack of books. No sooner had he 

ŜƴǘŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŀƴ aƻǊƳƻƴǘΩǎ ǊŀǾŜƴ ŦƭŜǿ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ ŘŜƳŀƴŘƛƴƎ ŎƻǊƴΦ {ŀƳ did his best to oblige, offering some 

kernels from the sack beside the door. The raven did its best to peck through his palm. Sam yowled, the 

ōƛǊŘ ŦƭŀǇǇŜŘ ƻŦŦΣ ŎƻǊƴ ǎŎŀǘǘŜǊŜŘΦ ά5ƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿǊŜǘŎƘ ōǊŜŀƪ ǘƘŜ ǎƪƛƴΚέ Wƻƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

  Sam gingerly removed his glove. άIŜ ŘƛŘΦ LΩƳ bleeding.έ 

  ά²Ŝ ŀƭƭ ǎƘŜŘ ƻǳǊ ōƭƻƻŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ²ŀǘŎƘΦ ²ŜŀǊ ǘƘƛŎƪŜǊ ƎƭƻǾŜǎΦέ Wƻƴ ǎƘƻǾŜŘ ŀ ŎƘŀƛǊ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ƘƛƳ ǿƛǘƘ 

ŀ ŦƻƻǘΦ ά{ƛǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎΦέ IŜ ƘŀƴŘŜŘ {ŀƳ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊŎƘƳŜƴǘΦ 

  ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ 

  ά! ǇŀǇŜǊ ǎƘƛŜƭŘΦέ 



  {ŀƳ ǊŜŀŘ ƛǘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΦ ά! ƭŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƻ YƛƴƎ ¢ƻƳƳŜƴΚέ 

  ά!ǘ ²ƛƴǘŜǊŦŜƭƭΣ ¢ƻƳƳŜƴ ŦƻǳƎƘǘ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ .Ǌŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƻƻŘŜƴ ǎǿƻǊŘǎΣέ Wƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊƛƴƎΦ 

άIŜ ǿƻǊŜ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǇŀŘŘƛƴƎ ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǎǘǳŦŦŜŘ ƎƻƻǎŜΦ .Ǌŀƴ ƪƴƻŎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦέ IŜ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ 

the window and threw the shutters open. The air outside was cold and bracing, though the sky was a 

Řǳƭƭ ƎǊŜȅΦ ά¸Ŝǘ .ǊŀƴΩǎ ŘŜŀŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǇǳŘƎȅ Ǉƛƴƪ-faced Tommen is sitting on the Iron Throne, with a crown 

ƴŜǎǘƭŜŘ ŀƳƻƴƎǎǘ Ƙƛǎ ƎƻƭŘŜƴ ŎǳǊƭǎΦέ 

  That got an odd look from Sam, and for a moment he looked as if he wanted to say something. 

LƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƘŜ ǎǿŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊŎƘƳŜƴǘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǎƛƎƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŜǘǘŜǊΦέ 

  Wƻƴ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ hƭŘ .ŜŀǊ ōŜƎƎŜŘ ǘƘŜ LǊƻƴ ¢ƘǊƻƴŜ ŦƻǊ ƘŜƭǇ ŀ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ǘƛƳŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǎŜƴǘ 

him Janos Slynt. No letter will make the LanƴƛǎǘŜǊǎ ƭƻǾŜ ǳǎ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦ bƻǘ ƻƴŎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ 

ƘŜƭǇƛƴƎ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎΦέ 

  άhƴƭȅ ǘƻ ŘŜŦŜƴŘ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭΣ ƴƻǘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǊŜōŜƭƭƛƻƴΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ says ƘŜǊŜΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ŘƛǎǘƛƴŎǘƛƻƴ Ƴŀȅ ŜǎŎŀǇŜ [ƻǊŘ ¢ȅǿƛƴΦέ Wƻƴ ǎƴŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŜǘǘŜǊ ōŀŎƪΦ ά²Ƙȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŜ ƘŜƭǇ ǳǎ 

now? He ƴŜǾŜǊ ŘƛŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦέ 

  ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƘŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƛǘ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ǊƻŘŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŦŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƳ ǿƘƛƭǎǘ YƛƴƎ ¢ƻƳƳŜƴ 

ǿŀǎ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻȅǎΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōǊƛƴƎ ǎŎƻǊƴ Řƻǿƴ ǳǇƻƴ IƻǳǎŜ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊΦέ 

  άLǘΩǎ ŘŜŀǘƘ ŀƴŘ ŘŜǎǘǊǳŎǘƛƻƴ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōǊƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ǳǇƻƴ IƻǳǎŜ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊΣ ƴƻǘ ǎŎƻǊƴΦέ Wƻƴ ǊŜŀŘ 

ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƭŜǘǘŜǊΦ ά¢ƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘ ǘŀƪŜǎ ƴƻ ǇŀǊǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ {ŜǾŜƴ YƛƴƎŘƻƳǎΦ hǳǊ ƻŀǘƘǎ ŀǊŜ 

sworn to the realm, and the realm now stands in dire peril. Stannis Baratheon aids us against our foes 

from beyond the Wall, though we are not his men Χέ 

  {ŀƳ ǎǉǳƛǊƳŜŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎŜŀǘΦ ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǿŜΩǊŜ not. !ǊŜ ǿŜΚέ 

  άL ƎŀǾŜ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ŦƻƻŘΣ ǎƘŜƭǘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘŦƻǊǘΣ Ǉƭǳǎ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎŜǘǘƭŜ ǎƻƳŜ ŦǊŜŜ Ŧƻƭƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ DƛŦǘΦ 

¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭΦέ 

  ά[ƻǊŘ ¢ȅǿƛƴ ǿƛƭƭ ǎŀȅ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘΦέ 

  ά{ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ǎŀȅǎ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƳƻǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƛǾŜ ŀ ƪƛƴƎΣ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊŜ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘǎΦ ²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŀ 

bridge of ice with an abyss on either side. Pleasing one king is difficult enough. Pleasing two is hardly 

ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΦέ 

  ά¸ŜǎΣ ōǳǘ Χ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǇǊŜǾŀƛƭ ŀƴŘ [ƻǊŘ Tywin decides that we betrayed the king by 

ŀƛŘƛƴƎ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎΣ ƛǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘΦ IŜ Ƙŀǎ ǘƘŜ ¢ȅǊŜƭƭǎ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘƛƳΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ 

ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ ƻŦ IƛƎƘƎŀǊŘŜƴΦ !ƴŘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ŘŜŦŜŀǘ [ƻǊŘ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ .ƭŀŎƪǿŀǘŜǊΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ .ƭŀŎƪǿŀǘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ōŀǘǘƭŜΦ Robb won all his battles and still lost his head. If Stannis can 

raise the north Χέ 



  {ŀƳ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¢ƘŜ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊǎ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǊǘƘƳŜƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴΦ [ƻǊŘ .ƻƭǘƻƴ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ 

ōŀǎǘŀǊŘΦέ 

  ά{ǘŀƴƴƛǎ Ƙŀǎ ǘƘŜ YŀǊǎǘŀǊƪǎΦ LŦ ƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ǿƛƴ ²ƘƛǘŜ IŀǊōƻǊ Χέ 

  άLŦΣέ {ŀƳ ǎǘǊŜǎǎŜŘΦ άLŦ ƴƻǘ Χ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΣ ŜǾŜƴ ŀ ǇŀǇŜǊ ǎƘƛŜƭŘ ƛǎ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ƴƻƴŜΦέ 

  άL ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ ǎƻΦέ Him and Aemon both. Somehow he had hoped that Sam Tarly might see it 

differently. It is only ink and parchment. wŜǎƛƎƴŜŘΣ ƘŜ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǉǳƛƭƭ ŀƴŘ ǎƛƎƴŜŘΦ άDŜǘ ǘƘe sealing 

ǿŀȄΦέ Before I change my mind. {ŀƳ ƘŀǎǘŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƻōŜȅΦ Wƻƴ ŦƛȄŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǊŘ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊΩǎ ǎŜŀƭ ŀƴŘ ƘŀƴŘŜŘ 

ƘƛƳ ǘƘŜ ƭŜǘǘŜǊΦ ά¢ŀƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƻ aŀŜǎǘŜǊ !ŜƳƻƴ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƭŜŀǾŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘŜƭƭ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ŘƛǎǇŀǘŎƘ ŀ ōƛǊŘ ǘƻ YƛƴƎΩǎ 

[ŀƴŘƛƴƎΦέ 

  άL ǿƛƭƭΦέ {ŀƳ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ǊŜƭƛŜǾŜŘΦ άaȅ ƭƻǊŘΣ ƛŦ L ƳƛƎƘǘ ŀǎƪ Χ L ǎŀǿ Dƛƭƭȅ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ 

ŎǊȅƛƴƎΦέ 

  ά±ŀƭ ǎŜƴǘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ǇƭŜŀŘ ŦƻǊ aŀƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΣέ Wƻƴ ƭƛŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǘŀƭƪŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƻŦ aŀƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ 

{ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ŀƴŘ aŜƭƛǎŀƴŘǊŜ ƻŦ !ǎǎƘŀƛΣ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜ ǊŀǾŜƴ ŀǘŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ŎƻǊƴ ƪŜǊƴŜƭ ŀƴŘ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘΣ άBlood.έ 

  άL ŀƳ ǎŜƴŘƛƴƎ Dƛƭƭȅ ŀǿŀȅΣέ Wƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ άIŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅΦ ²Ŝ ǿƛƭƭ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŜǘ ƴǳǊǎŜ 

ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ Ƴƛƭƪ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΦέ 

  άDƻŀǘΩǎ Ƴƛƭƪ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǎŜǊǾŜΣ ǳƴǘƛƭ ȅƻǳ ŘƻΦ LǘΩǎ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ŀ ōŀōŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŎƻǿΩǎ ƳƛƭƪΦέ ¢ŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ 

breasts plainly made Sam uncomfortable, and suddenly he began to speak of history, and boy 

ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊǎ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ƭƛǾŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŜŘ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘǎ ƻŦ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻΦ Wƻƴ Ŏǳǘ ƘƛƳ ƻŦŦ ǿƛǘƘΣ ά¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ 

ǳǎŜŦǳƭΦ ¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ŜƴŜƳȅΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ hǘƘŜǊǎΦέ {ŀƳ ƭƛŎƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇǎΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƴƴŀls, though not as often as I 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŀƴƴŀƭǎ LΩǾŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƳƻǊŜ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŦƻǳƴŘΣ L ƪƴƻǿΦ 

Some of the older books are falling to pieces. The pages crumble when I try and turn them. And the 

really ƻƭŘ ōƻƻƪǎ Χ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ŎǊǳƳōƭŜŘ ŀƭƭ ŀǿŀȅ ƻǊ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ōǳǊƛŜŘ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ 

ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ȅŜǘ ƻǊ Χ ǿŜƭƭΣ ƛǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ƴƻ ǎǳŎƘ ōƻƻƪǎ ŀƴŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǿŜǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻƭŘŜǎǘ ƘƛǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ ǿŜ 

have were written after the Andals came to Westeros. The First Men only left us runes on rocks, so 

everything we think we know about the Age of Heroes and the Dawn Age and the Long Night comes 

from accounts set down by septons thousands of years later. There are archmaesters at the Citadel who 

question all of it. Those old histories are full of kings who reigned for hundreds of years, and knights 

riding around a thousand years before there were knights. You know the tales, Brandon the Builder, 

Symeon Star-9ȅŜǎΣ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ YƛƴƎ Χ ǿŜ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƴŜ-hundred-and-ninety-eighth Lord 

/ƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘŜǎǘ ƭƛǎǘ LΩǾŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǎƘƻǿǎ ǎƛȄ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ǎŜǾŜƴǘȅ-four 

commanders, which suggests that it was written duringτέ 

  ά[ƻƴƎ ŀƎƻΣέ Wƻƴ ōǊƻƪŜ ƛƴΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ hǘƘŜǊǎΚέ 

  άL ŦƻǳƴŘ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ŘǊŀƎƻƴƎƭŀǎǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŜǎǘ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘ ŀ 

hundred obsidian daggers every year, during the Age of Heroes. The Others come when it is cold, most 



of the tales agree. Or else it gets cold when they come. Sometimes they appear during snowstorms and 

melt away whŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƪƛŜǎ ŎƭŜŀǊΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘƛŘŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴ ŀƴŘ ŜƳŜǊƎŜ ōȅ ƴƛƎƘǘ Χ ƻǊ ŜƭǎŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ 

falls when they emerge. Some stories speak of them riding the corpses of dead animals. Bears, 

direwolves, mammoths, horses, it makes no matter, so long as the beast is dead. The one that killed 

{Ƴŀƭƭ tŀǳƭ ǿŀǎ ǊƛŘƛƴƎ ŀ ŘŜŀŘ ƘƻǊǎŜΣ ǎƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǇŀǊǘΩǎ Ǉƭŀƛƴƭȅ ǘǊǳŜΦ {ƻƳŜ ŀŎŎƻǳƴǘǎ ǎǇŜŀƪ ƻŦ Ǝƛŀƴǘ ƛŎŜ ǎǇƛŘŜǊǎ 

ǘƻƻΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŀǊŜΦ aŜƴ ǿƘƻ Ŧŀƭƭ ƛƴ ōŀǘǘƭŜ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ hǘƘŜǊǎ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ōǳǊƴŜŘΣ ƻǊ ŜƭǎŜ ǘƘŜ 

dead will rise aƎŀƛƴ ŀǎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǘƘǊŀƭƭǎΦέ 

  ά²Ŝ ƪƴŜǿ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ƛǎΣ Ƙƻǿ Řƻ ǿŜ ŦƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜƳΚέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ŀǊƳƻǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ hǘƘŜǊǎ ƛǎ ǇǊƻƻŦ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻǊŘƛƴŀǊȅ ōƭŀŘŜǎΣ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ǘŀƭŜǎ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ 

their own swords are so cold they shatter steel. Fire will dismay them, though, and they are vulnerable 

to obsidian. I found one account of the Long Night that spoke of the last hero slaying Others with a blade 

ƻŦ ŘǊŀƎƻƴǎǘŜŜƭΦ {ǳǇǇƻǎŜŘƭȅ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƛǘΦέ 

  ά5ǊŀƎƻƴǎǘŜŜƭΚέ ¢ƘŜ ǘŜǊƳ ǿŀǎ ƴŜǿ ǘƻ WƻƴΦ άValyrian steŜƭΚέ 

  ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ Ƴȅ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦέ 

  ά{ƻ ƛŦ L Ŏŀƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƻƴǾƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǊŘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ {ŜǾŜƴ YƛƴƎŘƻƳǎ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ±ŀƭȅǊƛŀƴ ōƭŀŘŜǎΣ ŀƭƭ ƛǎ 

ǎŀǾŜŘΚ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ƘŀǊŘΦέ No harder than asking them to give up their coin and castles. He gave a 

bitter lauƎƘΦ ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŦƛƴŘ ǿƘƻ ǘƘŜ hǘƘŜǊǎ ŀǊŜΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻƳŜ ŦǊƻƳΣ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƴǘΚέ 

  άbƻǘ ȅŜǘΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ǘƘŀǘ LΩǾŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜŜƴ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ ōƻƻƪǎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘǎ 

I have not looked at yet. Give me more time and I will find whatever there is to ōŜ ŦƻǳƴŘΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƛƳŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΣ {ŀƳΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ DƛƭƭȅΦέ 

  άDƻƛƴƎΚέ {ŀƳ ƎŀǇŜŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ ƻǇŜƴƳƻǳǘƘŜŘΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘΦ 

άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎΚ ¢ƻ 9ŀǎǘǿŀǘŎƘΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΚ hǊ Χ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŀƳ L Χέ 

  άhƭŘǘƻǿƴΦέ 

  άOldtown?έ {ŀƳ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘΣ ƛƴ ŀ ƘƛƎƘ-ǇƛǘŎƘŜŘ ǎǉǳŜŀƪΦ ά!ŜƳƻƴ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦέ 

  ά!ŜƳƻƴΚ Maester !ŜƳƻƴΚ .ǳǘ Χ ƘŜΩǎ ƻƴŜ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘǿƻ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻƭŘΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΣ ƘŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ Χ 

ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎŜƴŘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ and ƳŜΚ ²Ƙƻ ǿƛƭƭ ǘŜƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŀǾŜƴǎΚ LŦ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǎƛŎƪ ƻǊ ǿƻǳƴŘŜŘΣ ǿƘƻ Χέ 

  ά/ƭȅŘŀǎΦ IŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ !ŜƳƻƴ ŦƻǊ ȅŜŀǊǎΦέ 

  ά/ƭȅŘŀǎ ƛǎ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ǎǘŜǿŀǊŘΣ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ōŀŘΦ ¸ƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ŀ maester. Maester Aemon is so 

ŦǊŀƛƭΣ ŀ ǎŜŀ ǾƻȅŀƎŜ Χ ƛǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ Χ ƘŜΩǎ ƻƭŘΣ ŀƴŘ Χέ 

  άIƛǎ ƭƛŦŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŀǘ ǊƛǎƪΦ L ŀƳ ŀǿŀǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘΣ {ŀƳΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ Ǌƛsk is greater here. Stannis knows who 

!ŜƳƻƴ ƛǎΦ LŦ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŘ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜǎ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ōƭƻƻŘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ǎǇŜƭƭǎ Χέ 



  άhƘΦέ {ŀƳΩǎ Ŧŀǘ ŎƘŜŜƪǎ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ŘǊŀƛƴ ƻŦ ŎƻƭƻǊΦ ά5ŀǊŜƻƴ ǿƛƭƭ Ƨƻƛƴ ȅƻǳ ŀǘ 9ŀǎǘǿŀǘŎƘΦ aȅ ƘƻǇŜ ƛǎ 

that his songs will win some men for us in the south. The Blackbird will deliver you to Braavos. From 

ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ŀǊǊŀƴƎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ǇŀǎǎŀƎŜ ǘƻ hƭŘǘƻǿƴΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ŎƭŀƛƳ DƛƭƭȅΩǎ ōŀōŜ ŀǎ ȅƻǳǊ 

ōŀǎǘŀǊŘΣ ǎŜƴŘ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘ ƻƴ ǘƻ IƻǊƴ IƛƭƭΦ 9ƭǎŜǿƛǎŜΣ !ŜƳƻƴ ǿƛƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ǎŜǊǾŀƴǘΩǎ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 

/ƛǘŀŘŜƭΦέ 

  άaȅ ō-b-ōŀǎǘŀǊŘΦ ¸ŜǎΣ L Χ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊǎ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŜƭǇ Dƛƭƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘΦ 5ŀǊŜƻƴ ŎƻǳƭŘ 

ǎŜŜ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ hƭŘǘƻǿƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ ƳŜΦ LΩƳ Χ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ŀǊŎƘŜǊȅ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ 

¦ƭƳŜǊΣ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜŘ Χ ǿŜƭƭΣ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ǿƘŜƴ LΩƳ ƛƴ the vaults, but you told me to find out about the 

hǘƘŜǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƭƻƴƎōƻǿ ƳŀƪŜǎ Ƴȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎ ŀŎƘŜ ŀƴŘ ǊŀƛǎŜǎ ōƭƛǎǘŜǊǎ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎΦέ IŜ ǎƘƻǿŜŘ Wƻƴ Ƙƛǎ 

ƘŀƴŘΦ άL ǎǘƛƭƭ Řƻ ƛǘΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦ L Ŏŀƴ Ƙƛǘ ǘƘŜ ǘŀǊƎŜǘ ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦǘŜƴ ǘƘŀƴ ƴƻǘ ƴƻǿΣ ōǳǘ LΩƳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊǎǘ ŀǊŎƘŜǊ 

ǿƘƻ ŜǾŜǊ ōŜƴǘ ŀ ōƻǿΦ L ƭƛƪŜ ¦ƭƳŜǊΩǎ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦ {ƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǘƻ ǿǊƛǘŜ ǘƘŜƳ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜƳ 

ƛƴ ŀ ōƻƻƪΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ Řƻ ƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǇŀǊŎƘƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ƛƴƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ /ƛǘŀŘŜƭΣ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ ƭƻƴƎōƻǿǎΦ L ǿƛƭƭ ŜȄǇŜŎǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ 

ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŜΦ {ŀƳΣ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ Watch has hundreds of men who can loose an arrow, but 

ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ƘŀƴŘŦǳƭ ǿƘƻ Ŏŀƴ ǊŜŀŘ ƻǊ ǿǊƛǘŜΦ L ƴŜŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ōŜŎƻƳŜ Ƴȅ ƴŜǿ ƳŀŜǎǘŜǊΦέ 

  άaȅ ƭƻǊŘΣ L Χ Ƴȅ ǿƻǊƪ ƛǎ ƘŜǊŜΣ ǘƘŜ ōƻƻƪǎ Χέ 

  άΧ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƘŜǊŜ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ ǳǎΦέ 

  {ŀƳ Ǉǳǘ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘǊƻŀǘΦ άaȅ ƭƻǊŘΣ ǘƘŜ /ƛǘŀŘŜƭ Χ ǘƘŜȅ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ Ŏǳǘ ǳǇ ŎƻǊǇǎŜǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ L 

Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ǿŜŀǊ ŀ ŎƘŀƛƴΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΦ ¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭΦ aŀŜǎǘŜǊ !ŜƳƻƴ ƛǎ ƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ōƭƛƴŘΦ Iƛǎ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ ƛǎ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ƘƛƳΦ ²Ƙƻ ǿƛƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ Ƙƛǎ 

place when he dies? Maester Mullin at the Shadow Tower is more fighter than scholar, and Maester 

IŀǊƳǳƴŜ ƻŦ 9ŀǎǘǿŀǘŎƘ ƛǎ ŘǊǳƴƪ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƘŜΩǎ ǎƻōŜǊΦέ 

  άLŦ ȅƻǳ ŀǎƪ ǘƘŜ /ƛǘŀŘŜƭ ŦƻǊ ƳƻǊŜ ƳŀŜǎǘŜǊǎ Χέ 

  άL ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻΦ ²ŜΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ƴŜŜŘ ƻŦ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƻƴŜΦ !ŜƳƻƴ ¢ŀǊƎŀǊȅŜƴ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǎƻ Ŝŀǎƛƭȅ ǊŜǇƭŀŎŜŘΣ ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊΦέ 

This is not going as I had hoped. He had known Gilly would be hard, but he had assumed Sam would be 

ƎƭŀŘ ǘƻ ǘǊŀŘŜ ǘƘŜ ŘŀƴƎŜǊǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊƳǘƘ ƻŦ hƭŘǘƻǿƴΦ άL ǿŀǎ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ȅƻǳΣέ 

ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǇǳȊȊƭŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ōƻƻƪǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ /ƛǘŀŘŜƭ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻ Ƴŀƴ Ŏŀƴ ƘƻǇŜ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘ them all. You 

ǿƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ǿŜƭƭ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ {ŀƳΦ L ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘΦέ 

  άbƻΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǊŜŀŘ ǘƘŜ ōƻƻƪǎΣ ōǳǘ Χ ŀ Ƴ-maester must be a healer and b-b-blood makes me 

ŦŀƛƴǘΦέ Iƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǎƘƻƻƪΣ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘΦ άLΩƳ {ŀƳ ǘƘŜ {ŎŀǊŜŘΣ ƴƻǘ {ŀƳ ǘƘŜ {ƭŀȅŜǊΦέ 

  ά{ŎŀǊŜŘΚ hŦ what? The chidings of old men? Sam, you saw the wights come swarming up the 

CƛǎǘΣ ŀ ǘƛŘŜ ƻŦ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ŘŜŀŘ ƳŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ōƭŀŎƪ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ōǊƛƎƘǘ ōƭǳŜ ŜȅŜǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎƭŜǿ ŀƴ hǘƘŜǊΦέ 

  άLǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ Ř-d-d-ŘǊŀƎƻƴƎƭŀǎǎΣ ƴƻǘ ƳŜΦέ 



  ά.Ŝ ǉǳƛŜǘΣέ Wƻƴ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΦ !ŦǘŜǊ DƛƭƭȅΣ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ǇŀǘƛŜƴŎŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ Ŧŀǘ ōƻȅΩǎ ŦŜŀǊǎΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƭƛŜŘ ŀƴŘ 

schemed and plotted to make me lord commander. You will ƻōŜȅ ƳŜΦ ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ /ƛǘŀŘŜƭ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊƎŜ 

ŀ ŎƘŀƛƴΣ ŀƴŘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ŏǳǘ ǳǇ ŎƻǊǇǎŜǎΣ ǎƻ ōŜ ƛǘΦ !ǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƛƴ hƭŘǘƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊǇǎŜǎ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƻōƧŜŎǘΦέ 

  άMy lord, my f-f-f-ŦŀǘƘŜǊΣ [ƻǊŘ wŀƴŘȅƭƭΣ ƘŜΣ ƘŜΣ ƘŜΣ ƘŜΣ ƘŜ Χ ǘƘŜ ƭƛŦŜ ƻŦ ŀ ƳŀŜǎǘŜǊ ƛǎ ŀ ƭƛŦŜ ƻŦ 

servitude. No son of House Tarly will ever wear a chain. The men of Horn Hill do not bow and scrape to 

petty lords. Jon, I cannot disobey my father.έ 

  Kill the boy, Jon thought. The boy in you, and the one in him. Kill the both of them, you bloody 

bastard. ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΦ hƴƭȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊǎΦ hƴƭȅ ǳǎΦ ¸ƻǳǊ ƭƛŦŜ ōŜƭƻƴƎǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘΣ ǎƻ Ǝƻ ŀƴŘ 

stuff your small-clothes into a sack, along with anything else you care to take to Oldtown. You leave an 

ƘƻǳǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎǳƴǊƛǎŜΦ !ƴŘ ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƻǊŘŜǊΦ CǊƻƳ ǘƘƛǎ Řŀȅ ŦƻǊǘƘΣ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ not call yourself a craven. 

¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ŦŀŎŜŘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƘƛǎ Ǉŀǎǘ ȅŜŀǊ ǘƘŀƴ Ƴƻǎǘ ƳŜƴ ŦŀŎŜ ƛƴ ŀ ƭƛŦŜǘƛƳŜΦ ¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ŦŀŎŜ ǘƘŜ /ƛǘŀŘŜƭΣ ōǳǘ 

ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ŦŀŎŜ ƛǘ ŀǎ ŀ {ǿƻǊƴ .ǊƻǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ōŜ ōǊŀǾŜΣ ōǳǘ L can 

ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƘƛŘŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŜŀǊǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎΣ {ŀƳΦ wŜƳŜƳōŜǊΚέ 

  άL Χ LΩƭƭ ǘǊȅΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǘǊȅΦ ¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƻōŜȅΦέ 

  άObey.έ aƻǊƳƻƴǘΩǎ ǊŀǾŜƴ ŦƭŀǇǇŜŘ ƛǘǎ ƎǊŜŀt black wings. 

  {ŀƳ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŀƎΦ ά!ǎ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘǎΦ 5ƻŜǎ Χ ŘƻŜǎ aŀŜǎǘŜǊ !ŜƳƻƴ ƪƴƻǿΚέ 

  άLǘ ǿŀǎ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ Ƙƛǎ ƛŘŜŀ ŀǎ ƳƛƴŜΦέ Wƻƴ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΦ άbƻ ŦŀǊŜǿŜƭƭǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦŜǿŜǊ Ŧƻƭƪ 

who know of this, the better. An hour before first light, by the lichȅŀǊŘΦέ 

  Sam fled from him just as Gilly had. 

  Jon was tired. I need sleep. He had been up half the night poring over maps, writing letters, and 

making plans with Maester Aemon. Even after stumbling into his narrow bed, rest had not come easily. 

He knew what he would face today, and found himself tossing restlessly as he brooded on Maester 

!ŜƳƻƴΩǎ Ŧƛƴŀƭ ǿƻǊŘǎΦ ά!ƭƭƻǿ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘ ƻƴŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǇƛŜŎŜ ƻŦ ŎƻǳƴǎŜƭΣέ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ Ƴŀƴ ƘŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άǘƘŜ 

same counsel that I once gave my brother when we parted for the last time. He was three-and-thirty 

when the Great Council chose him to mount the Iron Throne. A man grown with sons of his own, yet in 

some ways still a boy. Egg had an innocence to him, a sweetness we all loved. Kill the boy within you, I 

told him the day I took ship for the Wall. It takes a man to rule. An Aegon, not an Egg. Kill the boy and let 

the man be born.έ ¢ƘŜ ƻƭŘ Ƴŀƴ ŦŜƭǘ WƻƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƘŀƭŦ ǘƘŜ ŀƎŜ ǘƘŀǘ 9ƎƎ ǿŀǎΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ōǳǊŘŜƴ 

is a crueler one, I fear. You will have little joy of your command, but I think you have the strength in you 

to do the things that must be done. Kill the boy, Jon Snow. Winter is almost upon us. Kill the boy and let 

ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ōŜ ōƻǊƴΦέ 

  Jon donned his cloak and strode outside. He made the rounds of Castle Black each day, visiting 

the men on watch and hearing their reports first hand, watching Ulmer and his charges at the archery 



ōǳǘǘǎΣ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ƳŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ ƳŜƴ ŀƭƛƪŜΣ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƛŎŜ ŀǘƻǇ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 

forest. Ghost padded after him, a white shadow at his side. 

  Kedge Whiteye had the Wall when Jon made his ascent. Kedge had seen forty-odd namedays, 

thirty of them on the Wall. His left eye was blind, his right eye mean. In the wild, alone with axe and 

garron, he was as good a ranger as any in the Watch, but he had never gotten on well with the other 

ƳŜƴΦ ά! ǉǳƛŜǘ ŘŀȅΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ WƻƴΦ άbƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǊŜǇƻǊǘΣ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ-ǿŀȅ ǊŀƴƎŜǊǎΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ-ǿŀȅ ǊŀƴƎŜǊǎΚέ Wƻƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

  YŜŘƎŜ ƎǊƛƴƴŜŘΦ ά! ǇŀƛǊ ƻŦ ƪƴƛƎƘǘǎΦ ²Ŝƴǘ ǊƛŘƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊ ŀƎƻΣ ǎƻǳǘƘ along the kingsroad. When 

5ȅǿŜƴ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜƳ ōǳƎƎŜǊƛƴƎ ƻŦŦΣ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳǘƘǊƻƴ Ŧƻƻƭǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǊƛŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǿŀȅΦέ 

  άL ǎŜŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ WƻƴΦ 

  He found out more from Dywen himself, as the old forester sucked down a bowl of barley broth 

ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊǊŀŎƪǎΦ ά!ȅŜΣ ƳΩƭƻǊŘΣ L ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜƳΦ IƻǊǇŜ ŀƴŘ aŀǎǎŜȅΣ ƛǘ ǿŜǊŜΦ /ƭŀƛƳŜŘ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ǎŜƴǘ ΩŜƳ ƻǳǘΣ ōǳǘ 

ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƻǊ ǿƘŀǘ ŦƻǊ ƻǊ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ōŀŎƪΦέ 

  {ŜǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ IƻǊǇŜ ŀƴŘ {ŜǊ Wǳǎǘƛƴ aŀǎǎŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ōƻǘƘ ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ ƳŜƴΣ ŀƴŘ ƘƛƎƘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ŎƻǳƴŎƛƭǎΦ 

A pair of common freeriders would have served if all that Stannis had in mind was scouting, Jon Snow 

reflected, but knights are better suited to act as messengers or envoys. Cotter Pyke had sent word from 

Eastwatch that the Onion Lord and Salladhor Saan had set sail for White Harbor to treat with Lord 

Manderly. It made sense that Stannis would send out other envoys. His Grace was not a patient man. 

  Whether the wrong-way rangers would return was another question. Knights they might be, but 

they did not know the north. There will be eyes along the kingsroad, not all of them friendly. It was none 

ƻŦ WƻƴΩǎ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦ Let Stannis have his secrets. The gods know that I have mine. 

  Ghost slept at the foot of the bed that night, and for once Jon did not dream he was a wolf. Even 

so, he slept fitfully, tossing for hours before sliding down into a nightmare. Gilly was in it, weeping, 

pleading with him to leave her babes alone, but he ripped the children from her arms and hacked their 

heads off, then swapped the heads around and told her to sew them back in place. 

  When he woke, he found Edd Tollett looming over him in the darkness of his bedchamber. 

άaΩƭƻǊŘΚ Lǘ ƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƘƻǳǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƭŦΦ ¸ƻǳ ƭŜŦǘ ƻǊŘŜǊǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǿƻƪŜƴΦέ 

  ά.ǊƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƘƻǘΦέ Wƻƴ ǘƘǊŜǿ ƻŦŦ Ƙƛǎ ōƭŀƴƪŜǘǎΦ 

  Edd was back by the time that he had dressed, pressing a steaming cup into his hands. Jon 

expected hot mulled wine, and was surprised to find that it was soup, a thin broth that smelled of leeks 

and carrots but seemed to have no leeks or carrots in it. The smells are stronger in my wolf dreams, he 

reflected, and food tastes richer too. Ghost is more alive than I am. He left the empty cup upon the 

forge. 



  YŜƎǎ ǿŀǎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŘƻƻǊ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦ άL ǿƛƭƭ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪ ǿƛǘƘ .ŜŘǿȅŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ Wŀƴƻǎ {ƭȅƴǘΣέ Wƻƴ 

ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ άIŀǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ōƻǘƘ ƘŜǊŜ ŀǘ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƭƛƎƘǘΦέ 

  Outside the world was black and still. Cold, but not dangerously cold. Not yet. It will be warmer 

when the sun comes up. If the gods are good, the Wall may weep. When they reached the lichyard, the 

column had already formed up. Jon had given Black Jack Bulwer command of the escort, with a dozen 

mounted rangers under him, and two wayns. One was piled high with chests and crates and sacks, 

provisions for the journey. The other had a stiff roof of boiled leather to keep the wind off. Maester 

Aemon was seated in the back of it, huddled in a bearskin that made him look as small as a child. Sam 

and Gilly stood nearby. Her eyes were red and puffy, but the boy was in her arms, bundled tight. 

²ƘŜǘƘŜǊ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŜǊ ōƻȅ ƻǊ 5ŀƭƭŀΩǎ ƘŜ could not be sure. He had only seen the two together a few times. 

DƛƭƭȅΩǎ ōƻȅ ǿŀǎ ƻƭŘŜǊΣ 5ŀƭƭŀΩǎ ƳƻǊŜ ǊƻōǳǎǘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŎƭƻǎŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ƛƴ ŀƎŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƛȊŜ ǎƻ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ 

who did not know them well would be able to easily tell one from the other. 

  ά[ƻǊŘ {ƴƻǿΣέ aŀŜǎǘŜǊ !ŜƳƻƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘΣ άL ƭŜŦǘ ŀ ōƻƻƪ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ŎƘŀƳōŜǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜ Jade 

Compendium. It was written by the Volantene adventurer Colloquo Votar, who traveled to the east and 

visited all the lands of the Jade Sea. There is a passage you may find of inteǊŜǎǘΦ LΩǾŜ ǘƻƭŘ /ƭȅŘŀǎ ǘƻ ƳŀǊƪ 

ƛǘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  άLΩƭƭ ōŜ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘ ƛǘΦέ 

  aŀŜǎǘŜǊ !ŜƳƻƴ ǿƛǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƴƻǎŜΦ άYƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜ ƛǎ ŀ ǿŜŀǇƻƴΣ WƻƴΦ !ǊƳ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ǿŜƭƭ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǊƛŘŜ 

ŦƻǊǘƘ ǘƻ ōŀǘǘƭŜΦέ 

  άL ǿƛƭƭΦέ Wƻƴ ŦŜƭǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŜǘ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƭŘ ǳǇƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ ²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ Ǌŀƛsed his eyes, he saw that it 

was snowing. A bad omen. IŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ .ƭŀŎƪ WŀŎƪ .ǳƭǿŜǊΦ άaŀƪŜ ŀǎ ƎƻƻŘ ŀ ǘƛƳŜ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΣ ōǳǘ ǘŀƪŜ ƴƻ 

foolish risks. You have an old man and a suckling babe with you. See that you keep them warm and well 

ŦŜŘΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ Řƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜΣ ƳΩƭƻǊŘΦέ Dƛƭƭȅ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǎŜŜƳ ƛƴ ŀƴȅ ƘŀǎǘŜ ǘƻ ŎƭƛƳō ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅƴΦ ά¸ƻǳ Řƻ ǘƘŜ 

ǎŀƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǘΩƻǘƘŜǊΦ CƛƴŘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŜǘ ƴǳǊǎŜΣ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǎŀƛŘΦ ¸ƻǳ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘ ƳŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ōƻȅ Χ 5ŀƭƭŀΩǎ 

ōƻȅ Χ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜΣ L ƳŜŀƴ Χ ȅƻǳ ŦƛƴŘ ƘƛƳ ǎƻƳŜ ƎƻƻŘ ǿƻƳŀƴΣ ǎƻ ƘŜ ƎǊƻǿǎ ǳǇ ōƛƎ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǊƻƴƎΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ Ƴȅ ǿƻǊŘΦέ 

  ά5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ƴŀƳŜ ƘƛƳΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘΣ ǘƛƭƭ ƘŜΩǎ Ǉŀǎǘ ǘǿƻ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ LǘΩǎ ƛƭƭ ƭǳŎƪ ǘƻ ƴŀƳŜ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƘŜƴ 

ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōǊŜŀǎǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ŎǊƻǿǎ Ƴŀȅ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ǘǊǳŜΦέ 

  ά!ǎ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘΣ Ƴȅ ƭŀŘȅΦέ 

  ά5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƭƭ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ LΩƳ ŀ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΣ ƴƻǘ ŀ ƭŀŘȅΦ LΩƳ /ǊŀǎǘŜǊΩǎ ǿƛŦŜ ŀƴŘ /ǊŀǎǘŜǊΩǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ 

a mother.έ {ƘŜ ƎŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ōŀōŜ ǘƻ 5ƻƭƻǊƻǳǎ 9ŘŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŎƭƛƳōŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅƴ ŀƴŘ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ǿƛǘƘ 

furs. When Edd gave her back the child, Gilly put him to her breast. Sam turned away from the sight, 

red-ŦŀŎŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀǾŜŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǳǇ ƻƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƳŀǊŜΦ ά[ŜǘΩǎ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎΣέ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜŘ .ƭŀŎƪ WŀŎƪ .ǳƭǿŜǊΣ 

snapping his whip. The wayns rolled forward. 



  {ŀƳ ƭƛƴƎŜǊŜŘ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ ά²ŜƭƭΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άŦŀǊŜǿŜƭƭΦέ 

  ά!ƴŘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΣ {ŀƳΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 5ƻƭƻǊƻǳǎ 9ŘŘΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ ōƻŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ǎƛƴƪΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪΦ .ƻŀǘǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǎƛƴƪ 

ǿƘŜƴ LΩƳ ŀōƻŀǊŘΦέ 

  Wƻƴ ǿŀǎ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊƛƴƎΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ L ǎŀǿ Dƛƭƭȅ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭ ƻŦ 

/ǊŀǎǘŜǊΩǎ YŜŜǇΣ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƪƛƴƴȅ ŘŀǊƪƘŀƛǊŜŘ ƎƛǊƭ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ōƛƎ ōŜƭƭȅΣ ŎǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ away from Ghost. He had gotten in 

ŀƳƻƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǊŀōōƛǘǎΣ ŀƴŘ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘŜŀǊ ƘŜǊ ƻǇŜƴ ŀƴŘ ŘŜǾƻǳǊ ǘƘŜ ōŀōŜ Χ 

ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƭŦ ǎƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ƻŦΣ ǿŀǎ ƛǘΚέ 

  ά{ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ƳƻǊŜ ŎƻǳǊŀƎŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǎƘŜ ƪƴƻǿǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ {ŀƳΦ ά{ƻ Řo you, Sam. Have a swift, safe voyage, 

ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪŜ ŎŀǊŜ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ !ŜƳƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘΦέ ¢ƘŜ ŎƻƭŘ ǘǊƛŎƪƭŜǎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜŘ Wƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ 

ƘŜΩŘ ōƛŘ ŦŀǊŜǿŜƭƭ ǘƻ wƻōō ŀǘ ²ƛƴǘŜǊŦŜƭƭΣ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜΦ ά!ƴŘ Ǉǳƭƭ ȅƻǳǊ ƘƻƻŘ 

up. The snƻǿŦƭŀƪŜǎ ŀǊŜ ƳŜƭǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŀƛǊΦέ 

  By the time the little column had dwindled in the distance, the eastern sky had gone from black 

ǘƻ ƎǊŜȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƴƻǿ ǿŀǎ ŦŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƘŜŀǾƛƭȅΦ άDƛŀƴǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǊŘ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊΩǎ ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜΣέ 

Dolorous Edd reminded ƘƛƳΦ άWŀƴƻǎ {ƭȅƴǘ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦέ 

  ά¸ŜǎΦέ Wƻƴ {ƴƻǿ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭΣ ǘƻǿŜǊƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜƳ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŎƭƛŦŦ ƻŦ ƛŎŜΦ A hundred leagues 

from end to end, and seven hundred feet high. The strength of the Wall was its height; the length of the 

Wall was its weakness. Jon remembered something his father had said once. A wall is only as strong as 

the men who stand behind it. ¢ƘŜ ƳŜƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘ ǿŜǊŜ ōǊŀǾŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŦŀǊ ǘƻƻ 

few for the task that confronted them. 

  Giant was waiting in the armory. His real name was Bedwyck. At a hair and a half over five feet 

ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŀƭƭŜǎǘ Ƴŀƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘΦ Wƻƴ ŎŀƳŜ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƭȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƛƴǘΦ ά²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ƳƻǊŜ ŜȅŜǎ 

along the Wall. Way-castles where our patrols can get out of the cold and find hot food and a fresh 

ƳƻǳƴǘΦ L ŀƳ ǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ ŀ ƎŀǊǊƛǎƻƴ ƛƴ LŎŜƳŀǊƪ ŀƴŘ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘ ƻŦ ƛǘΦέ 

  Dƛŀƴǘ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛǇ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦƛƴƎŜǊ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŜŀǊ ǘƻ ŎƭŜŀƴ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȄΦ ά/ƻƳƳŀƴŘΚ aŜΚ aΩƭƻǊŘ 

ƪƴƻǿǎ LΩƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ŎǊƻŦǘŜǊΩǎ ƎŜǘΣ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭ ŦƻǊ ǇƻŀŎƘƛƴƎΚέ 

  ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ǊŀƴƎŜǊ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŘƻȊŜƴ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŜŘ ǘƘŜ Cƛǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ CƛǊǎǘ aŜƴ ŀƴŘ /ǊŀǎǘŜǊΩǎ 

YŜŜǇΣ ŀƴŘ ŎŀƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘŀƭŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎŜǊ ƳŜƴ ƭƻƻƪ ǳǇ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ǎƳŀƭƭ Ƴŀƴ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ άhƴƭȅ ŘǿŀǊŦǎ ƭƻƻƪ ǳǇ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŀŘΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦ hƴ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ Řŀȅ L Ŏŀƴ 

ǿǊƛǘŜ Ƴȅ ƴŀƳŜΦέ 

  άLΩǾŜ ǎŜƴǘ ǘƻ hƭŘǘƻǿƴ ŦƻǊ ƳƻǊŜ ƳŀŜǎǘŜǊǎΦ ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘǿƻ ǊŀǾŜƴǎ ŦƻǊ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŜŜŘ ƛǎ ǳǊƎŜƴǘΦ 

²ƘŜƴ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘΣ ǎŜƴŘ ǊƛŘŜǊǎΦ ¦ƴǘƛƭ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ƳƻǊŜ ƳŀŜǎǘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǊŜ ōƛǊŘǎΣ L ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ŜǎǘŀōƭƛǎƘ ŀ ƭƛƴŜ ƻŦ 

ōŜŀŎƻƴ ǘƻǿŜǊǎ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭΦέ 

  ά!ƴŘ Ƙƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ǇƻƻǊ Ŧƻƻƭǎ ǿƛƭƭ L ōŜ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘƛƴƎΚέ 



  ά¢ǿŜƴǘȅΣ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ²ŀǘŎƘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ WƻƴΣ άŀƴŘ ƘŀƭŦ ŀǎ Ƴŀƴȅ ƳŜƴ ŦǊƻƳ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎΦέ Old, green, or 

wounded. ά¢ƘŜȅ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ Ƙƛǎ ōŜǎǘ ƳŜƴΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƻƴŜ ǿƛƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀŎƪΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ƻōŜȅΦ aŀƪŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǳǎŜ ƻŦ 

them you can. Four of the brothers LΩƳ ǎŜƴŘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ YƛƴƎǎƭŀƴŘŜǊǎ ǿƘƻ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭ ǿƛǘƘ 

[ƻǊŘ {ƭȅƴǘΦ YŜŜǇ ƻƴŜ ŜȅŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƻǘ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŎƘ ŦƻǊ ŎƭƛƳōŜǊǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊΦέ 

  ά²Ŝ Ŏŀƴ ǿŀǘŎƘΣ ƳΩƭƻǊŘΣ ōǳǘ ƛŦ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŎƭƛƳōŜǊǎ Ǝŀƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇ ƻΩ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭΣ ǘƘƛǊǘȅ ƳŜƴ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ 

enough to throw tƘŜƳ ƻŦŦΦέ 

  Three hundred might not be enough. Jon kept that doubt to himself. It was true that climbers 

were desperately vulnerable whilst on the ascent. Stones and spears and pots of burning pitch could be 

rained down on them from above, and all they could do was cling desperately to the ice. Sometimes the 

Wall itself seemed to shake them off, as a dog might shake off fleas. Jon had seen that for himself, when 

ŀ ǎƘŜŜǘ ƻŦ ƛŎŜ ŎǊŀŎƪŜŘ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ±ŀƭΩǎ ƭƻǾŜǊ WŀǊƭΣ ǎŜƴŘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŘŜŀǘƘΦ 

  If the climbers reached the top of the Wall undetected, however, everything changed. Given 

time, they could carve out a toehold for themselves up there, throwing up ramparts of their own and 

dropping ropes and ladders for thousands more to clamber over after them. That was how Raymun 

Redbeard had done it, Raymun who had been King-Beyond-the-²ŀƭƭ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅǎ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƎǊŀƴŘŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ 

grandfather. Jack Musgood had been the lord commander in those days. Jolly Jack, he was called before 

Redbeard came down upon the north; Sleepy Jack, ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊ ŀŦǘŜǊΦ wŀȅƳǳƴΩǎ Ƙƻǎǘ ƘŀŘ ƳŜǘ ŀ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ŜƴŘ 

on the shores of Long Lake, caught between Lord Willam of Winterfell and the Drunken Giant, Harmond 

Umber. Red-ōŜŀǊŘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎƭŀƛƴ ōȅ !Ǌǘƻǎ ǘƘŜ LƳǇƭŀŎŀōƭŜΣ [ƻǊŘ ²ƛƭƭŀƳΩǎ ȅƻǳƴƎŜǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ²ŀǘŎƘ 

arrived too late to fight the wildlings, but in time to bury them, the task that Artos Stark assigned them 

in his wroth as he grieved above the headless corpse of his fallen brother. 

  Wƻƴ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƛƴǘŜƴŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ ŀǎ {ƭŜŜǇȅ Wƻƴ {ƴƻǿΦ ά¢ƘƛǊǘȅ ƳŜƴ ǿƛƭƭ ǎǘŀƴŘ a better 

ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƴƻƴŜΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ DƛŀƴǘΦ 

  ά¢ǊǳŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣέ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŀƭƭ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLǎ ƛǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ ōŜ LŎŜƳŀǊƪΣ ǘƘŜƴΣ ƻǊ ǿƛƭƭ ƳΩƭƻǊŘ ōŜ ƻǇŜƴƛƴƎ 

ǘΩƻǘƘŜǊ ŦƻǊǘǎ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΚέ 

  άL ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ƎŀǊǊƛǎƻƴ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΣ ƛƴ ǘƛƳŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ WƻƴΣ άbut for the moment, it will just be Icemark 

ŀƴŘ DǊŜȅƎǳŀǊŘΦέ 

  ά!ƴŘ Ƙŀǎ ƳΩƭƻǊŘ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǿƘƻΩǎ ǘƻ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘ ŀǘ DǊŜȅƎǳŀǊŘΚέ 

  άWŀƴƻǎ {ƭȅƴǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ WƻƴΦ Gods save us. ά! Ƴŀƴ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ ǊƛǎŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎƻƭŘ Ŏƭƻŀƪǎ 

ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀōƛƭƛǘȅΦ {ƭȅƴǘ ǿŀǎ ōƻǊƴ ŀ ōǳǘŎƘŜǊΩǎ ǎƻn. He was captain of the Iron Gate when Manly Stokeworth 

ŘƛŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ Wƻƴ !ǊǊȅƴ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŦŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ YƛƴƎΩǎ [ŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ [ƻǊŘ Wŀƴƻǎ 

Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ōŜ ŀǎ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŀ Ŧƻƻƭ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎŜŜƳǎΦέ And I want him well away from Alliser Thorne. 

  άaƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǎƻΣέ ǎŀƛŘ DƛŀƴǘΣ άōǳǘ LΩŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎŜƴŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴǎ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ¢ƘǊŜŜ-Finger Hobb 

Ŏǳǘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǘǳǊƴƛǇǎΦέ 

  LŦ L ŘƛŘΣ LΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŘŀǊŜ ǘƻ Ŝŀǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǘǳǊƴƛǇΦ 



  Half the morning passed before Lord Janos reported as commanded. Jon was cleaning Longclaw. 

Some men would have given that task to a steward or a squire, but Lord Eddard had taught his sons to 

care for their own weapons. When Kegs and Dolorous Edd arrived with Slynt, Jon thanked them and bid 

Lord Janos sit. 

  That he did, albeit with poor grace, crossing his arms, scowling, and ignoring the naked steel in 

Ƙƛǎ ƭƻǊŘ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ Wƻƴ ǎƭƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƛƭŎƭƻǘƘ Řƻǿƴ Ƙƛǎ ōŀǎǘŀǊŘ ǎǿƻǊŘΣ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ Ǉƭŀȅ ƻŦ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ 

light across the ripples, thinking how easily the blade would slide through skin and fat and sinew to part 

{ƭȅƴǘΩǎ ǳƎƭȅ ƘŜŀŘ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ōƻŘȅΦ !ƭƭ ƻŦ ŀ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŎǊƛƳŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǿƛǇŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀŎƪΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ 

of his allegiances as well, yet he found it hard to think of Janos Slynt as a brother. There is blood 

between us. This man helped slay my father and did his best to have me killed as well. 

  ά[ƻǊŘ WŀƴƻǎΦέ Wƻƴ ǎƘŜŀǘƘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎǿƻǊŘΦ άL ŀƳ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘ ƻŦ DǊŜȅƎǳŀǊŘΦέ 

  ¢Ƙŀǘ ǘƻƻƪ {ƭȅƴǘ ŀōŀŎƪΦ άDǊŜȅƎǳŀǊŘ Χ DǊŜȅƎǳŀǊŘ ǿŀǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŎƭƛƳōŜŘ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ 

wildling friends Χέ 

  άLǘ ǿŀǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦƻǊǘ is in a sorry state, admittedly. You will restore it as best you can. Start by 

clearing back the forest. Steal stones from the structures that have collapsed to repair those still 

ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎΦέ The work will be hard and brutal, he might have added. ̧ƻǳΩƭƭ ǎƭeep on stone, too exhausted 

ǘƻ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴ ƻǊ ǇƭƻǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƻƴ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ǿŀǊƳΣ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ 

was to be a man. ά¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘƛǊǘȅ ƳŜƴΦ ¢Ŝƴ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊŜΣ ǘŜƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ {ƘŀŘƻǿ ¢ƻǿŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǘŜƴ ƭŜƴǘ ǘƻ 

ǳǎ ōȅ YƛƴƎ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎΦέ 

  {ƭȅƴǘΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƘŀŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭƻǊ ƻŦ ŀ ǇǊǳƴŜΦ Iƛǎ ƳŜŀǘȅ Ƨƻǿƭǎ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǉǳƛǾŜǊΦ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ L 

cannot see what you are doing? Janos Slynt is not a man to be gulled so easily. I was charged with the 

ŘŜŦŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ YƛƴƎΩǎ [ŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƻƛƭƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǿŀŘŘƭƛƴƎ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎΦ YŜŜǇ ȅƻǳǊ ǊǳƛƴΣ ōŀǎǘŀǊŘΦέ 

  I am giving you a chance, my lord. It is more than you ever gave my father. ά¸ƻǳ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜ ƳŜΣ Ƴȅ 

ƭƻǊŘΣέ Wƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘΣ ƴƻǘ ŀƴ ƻŦŦŜǊΦ Lǘ ƛǎ ŦƻǊǘȅ ƭŜŀƎǳŜǎ ǘƻ DǊŜȅƎǳŀǊŘΦ tŀŎƪ ǳǇ ȅƻǳǊ ŀǊƳǎ 

and armor, saȅ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀǊŜǿŜƭƭǎΣ ŀƴŘ ōŜ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ŘŜǇŀǊǘ ŀǘ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƭƛƎƘǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊǊƻǿΦέ 

  άbƻΦέ [ƻǊŘ Wŀƴƻǎ ƭǳǊŎƘŜŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜǘΣ ǎŜƴŘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŀƛǊ ŎǊŀǎƘƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ōŀŎƪǿŀǊŘǎΦ άL ǿƛƭƭ not go 

ƳŜŜƪƭȅ ƻŦŦ ǘƻ ŦǊŜŜȊŜ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŜΦ bƻ ǘǊŀƛǘƻǊΩǎ ōŀǎǘŀǊŘ ƎƛǾŜǎ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘǎ ǘƻ Wŀƴƻǎ {ƭȅƴǘΗ L ŀƳ not without 

ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΣ L ǿŀǊƴ ȅƻǳΦ IŜǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƛƴ YƛƴƎΩǎ [ŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƻƻΦ L ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘ ƻŦ IŀǊǊŜƴƘŀƭΗ DƛǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ Ǌǳƛƴ ǘƻ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ 

the blind fools who cast a stone for you, I will not have it. Do you hear me, boy? I will not have it!έ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭΦέ 

  Slynt did not deign to answer that, but he kicked the chair aside as he departed. 

  He still sees me as a boy, Jon thought, a green boy, to be cowed by angry words. He could only 

ƘƻǇŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ ǎƭŜŜǇ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōǊƛƴƎ [ƻǊŘ Wŀƴƻǎ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǎŜƴǎŜǎΦ 

  The next morning proved that hope was vain. 



  Jon found Slynt breaking his fast in the common room. Ser Alliser Thorne was with him, and 

several of their cronies. They were laughing about something when Jon came down the steps with Iron 

Emmett and Dolorous Edd, and behind them Mully, Horse, Red Jack Crabb, Rusty Flowers, and Owen the 

Oaf. Three-CƛƴƎŜǊ Iƻōō ǿŀǎ ƭŀŘƭƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǇƻǊǊƛŘƎŜ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ƪŜǘǘƭŜΦ vǳŜŜƴΩǎ ƳŜƴΣ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ƳŜƴΣ ŀƴŘ ōƭŀŎƪ 

brothers sat at their separate tables, some bent over bowls of porridge, others filling their bellies with 

fried bread and bacon. Jon saw Pyp and Grenn at one table, Bowen Marsh at another. The air smelled of 

smoke and grease, and the clatter of knives and spoons echoed off the vaulted ceiling. 

  !ƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜǎ ŘƛŜŘ ŀǘ ƻƴŎŜΦ ά[ƻǊŘ WŀƴƻǎΣέ Wƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ άL ǿƛƭƭ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƻƴŜ ƭŀǎǘ ŎƘŀƴŎŜΦ tǳǘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŀǘ 

spoon and get to the stables. I have had your horse saddled and bridled. It is a long, hard road to 

DǊŜȅƎǳŀǊŘΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ ōŜǎǘ ōŜ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǿŀȅΣ ōƻȅΦέ {ƭȅƴǘ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΣ ŘǊƛōōƭƛƴƎ ǇƻǊǊƛŘƎŜ down his chest. 

άDǊŜȅƎǳŀǊŘΩǎ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƪŜǎ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΣ LΩƳ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΦ ²Ŝƭƭ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ŘŜŎŜƴǘ ƎƻŘƭȅ ŦƻƭƪΦ ¢ƘŜ ƳŀǊƪ 

ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀǎǘ ƛǎ ƻƴ ȅƻǳΣ ōŀǎǘŀǊŘΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǊŜŦǳǎƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƻōŜȅ Ƴȅ ƻǊŘŜǊΚέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǎǘƛŎƪ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǊŘŜǊ ǳǇ ȅƻǳǊ ōŀǎǘŀǊŘΩǎ ŀǊǎŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ {ƭȅƴt, his jowls quivering. 

  Alliser Thorne smiled a thin smile, his black eyes fixed on Jon. At another table, Godry the 

Giantslayer began to laugh. 

  ά!ǎ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭΦέ Wƻƴ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ǘƻ LǊƻƴ 9ƳƳŜǘǘΦ άtƭŜŀǎŜ ǘŀƪŜ [ƻǊŘ Wŀƴƻǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭτέ 

  τand confine him to an ice cell, he might have said. A day or ten cramped up inside the ice 

would leave him shivering and feverish and begging for release, Jon did not doubt. And the moment he is 

out, he and Thorne will begin to plot again. 

  τand tie him to his horse, he might have said. If Slynt did not wish to go to Greyguard as its 

commander, he could go as its cook. It will only be a matter of time until he deserts, then. And how many 

others will he take with him? 

  άτŀƴŘ ƘŀƴƎ ƘƛƳΣέ Wƻƴ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘΦ 

  Wŀƴƻǎ {ƭȅƴǘΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǿŜƴǘ ŀǎ ǿhite as milk. The spoon slipped from his fingers. Edd and Emmett 

ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΣ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦƻƻǘǎǘŜǇǎ ǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻƴŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΦ .ƻǿŜƴ aŀǊǎƘΩǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ 

though no words came out. Ser Alliser Thorne reached for his sword hilt. Go on, Jon thought. Longclaw 

was slung across his back. Show your steel. Give me cause to do the same. 

  Half the men in the hall were on their feet. Southron knights and men-at-arms, loyal to King 

{ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŘ ǿƻƳŀƴ ƻǊ ōƻǘƘΣ ŀƴŘ {ǿƻǊƴ .ǊƻǘƘŜǊǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘΦ {ome had chosen Jon to be 

their lord commander. Others had cast their stones for Bowen Marsh, Ser Denys Mal-lister, Cotter Pyke 

Χ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ŦƻǊ Wŀƴƻǎ {ƭȅƴǘΦ Hundreds of them, as I recall. Jon wondered how many of those men were 

in the cellar right now. For a ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ōŀƭŀƴŎŜŘ ƻƴ ŀ ǎǿƻǊŘΩǎ ŜŘƎŜΦ 



  Alliser Thorne took his hand from his sword and stepped aside to let Edd Tollett pass. 

  Dolorous Edd took hold of Slynt by one arm, Iron Emmett by the other. Together they hauled 

ƘƛƳ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōŜƴŎƘΦ άbƻΣέ [ƻǊŘ Wŀƴƻǎ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘŜŘΣ ŦƭŜŎƪǎ ƻŦ ǇƻǊǊƛŘƎŜ ǎǇǊŀȅƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇǎΦ άbƻΣ ǳƴƘŀƴŘ 

ƳŜΦ IŜΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ōƻȅΣ ŀ bastard. His father was a traitor. The mark of the beast is on him, that wolf of his 

Χ Let go of me! You will rue the day you laid hands on Janos Slynt. I ƘŀǾŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ƛƴ YƛƴƎΩǎ [ŀƴŘƛƴƎΦ L 

warn youτέ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘƛƴƎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀƭŦ-marched, half-dragged him up the steps. 

  Jon followed them outside. Behind him, the cellar emptied. At the cage, Slynt wrenched loose 

for a moment and tried to make a fight of it, but Iron Emmett caught him by the throat and slammed 

him back against the iron bars until he desisted. By then all of Castle Black had come outside to watch. 

Even Val was at her window, her long golden braid across one shoulder. Stannis stood on the steps of 

ǘƘŜ YƛƴƎΩǎ ¢ƻǿŜǊΣ ǎǳǊǊƻǳƴŘŜŘ ōȅ Ƙƛǎ ƪƴƛƎƘǘǎΦ 

  άLŦ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ ǘƘƛƴƪǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴ ƳŜΣ ƘŜ ƛǎ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜƴΣέ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŜŀǊŘ [ƻǊŘ Wŀƴƻǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ άIŜ 

would not dare to hang me. Janos Slynt has friends, important ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ Χέ ¢ƘŜ ǿƛƴŘ ǿƘƛǇǇŜŘ 

away the rest of his words. 

  This is wrong, Wƻƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ ά{ǘƻǇΦέ 

  9ƳƳŜǘǘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪΣ ŦǊƻǿƴƛƴƎΦ άaȅ ƭƻǊŘΚέ 

  άL ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ƘŀƴƎ ƘƛƳΣέ ǎŀƛŘ WƻƴΦ ά.ǊƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 

  άhƘΣ {ŜǾŜƴ ǎŀǾŜ ǳǎΣέ ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ .ƻǿŜƴ aŀǊǎƘ ŎǊȅ ƻǳǘΦ 

  The smile that Lord Janos Slynt smiled then had all the sweetness of rancid butter. Until Jon said, 

ά9ŘŘΣ ŦŜǘŎƘ ƳŜ ŀ ōƭƻŎƪΣέ ŀƴŘ ǳƴǎƘŜŀǘƘŜŘ [ƻƴƎŎƭŀǿΦ 

  By the time a suitable chopping block was found, Lord Janos had retreated into the winch cage, 

but Iron Emmett went in after him and dragged him ouǘΦ άbƻΣέ {ƭȅƴǘ ŎǊƛŜŘΣ ŀǎ 9ƳƳŜǘǘ ƘŀƭŦ-shoved and 

half-ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ȅŀǊŘΦ ά¦ƴƘŀƴŘ ƳŜ Χ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ Χ ǿƘŜƴ ¢ȅǿƛƴ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊ ƘŜŀǊǎ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎΣ ȅƻǳ 

will all rueτέ 

  Emmett kicked his legs out from under him. Dolorous Edd planted a foot on his back to keep him 

ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƪƴŜŜǎ ŀǎ 9ƳƳŜǘǘ ǎƘƻǾŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōƭƻŎƪ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǿƛƭƭ Ǝƻ ŜŀǎƛŜǊ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǎǘŀȅ ǎǘƛƭƭΣέ Wƻƴ 

{ƴƻǿ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ άaƻǾŜ ǘƻ ŀǾƻƛŘ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǘΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŘƛŜΣ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŘȅƛƴƎ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǳƎƭƛŜǊΦ {ǘǊŜǘŎƘ 

ƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŜŎƪΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǇŀƭŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ǎǳnlight ran up and down his blade as Jon clasped the hilt of 

ǘƘŜ ōŀǎǘŀǊŘ ǎǿƻǊŘ ǿƛǘƘ ōƻǘƘ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ƛǘ ƘƛƎƘΦ άLŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ƭŀǎǘ ǿƻǊŘǎΣ ƴƻǿ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ 

ǎǇŜŀƪ ǘƘŜƳΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŜȄǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ƻƴŜ ƭŀǎǘ ŎǳǊǎŜΦ 

  Janos Slynt twisted his neck around to stare ǳǇ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ άtƭŜŀǎŜΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦ aŜǊŎȅΦ LΩƭƭ Χ LΩƭƭ ƎƻΣ L 

will, I Χέ 



  No, thought Jon. You closed that door. [ƻƴƎŎƭŀǿ ŘŜǎŎŜƴŘŜŘΦ ά/ŀƴ L ƘŀǾŜ Ƙƛǎ ōƻƻǘǎΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ hǿŜƴ 

ǘƘŜ hŀŦΣ ŀǎ Wŀƴƻǎ {ƭȅƴǘΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǿŜƴǘ ǊƻƭƭƛƴƎ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ƳǳŘŘȅ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ ά¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƴŜǿΣ ǘƘƻǎe boots. 

[ƛƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŦǳǊΦέ 

  Jon glanced back at Stannis. For an instant their eyes met. Then the king nodded and went back 

inside his tower. 

  TYRION 
 

     He woke alone, and found the litter halted. 

  A pile of crushed cushions remained to show where IllyǊƛƻ ƘŀŘ ǎǇǊŀǿƭŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦΩǎ ǘƘǊƻŀǘ ŦŜƭǘ 

ŘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ǊŀǎǇȅΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ŘǊŜŀƳŜŘ Χ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ƘŜ ŘǊŜŀƳŜŘΚ IŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊΦ 

  Outside, voices were speaking in a tongue he did not know. Tyrion swung his legs through the 

curtains and hopped to the ground, to find Magister Illyrio standing by the horses with two riders 

looming over him. Both wore shirts of worn leather beneath cloaks of dark brown wool, but their swords 

were sheathed and the fat man did not look to be in danger. 

  άL ƴŜŜŘ ŀ ǇƛǎǎΣέ ǘƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘΦ He waddled off the road, undid his breeches, and relieved 

himself into a tangle of thorns. It took quite a long time. 

  άIŜ ǇƛǎǎŜǎ ǿŜƭƭΣ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘΣέ ŀ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƻōǎŜǊǾŜŘΦ 

  ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ŦƭƛŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ŘǊƻǇǎ ƻŦŦ ŀƴŘ ǘǳŎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ŀǿŀȅΦ άtƛǎǎƛƴƎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ talents. You 

ƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƳŜ ǎƘƛǘΦέ IŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ aŀƎƛǎǘŜǊ LƭƭȅǊƛƻΦ ά!ǊŜ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǘǿƻ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΣ ƳŀƎƛǎǘŜǊΚ ¢ƘŜȅ ƭƻƻƪ 

ƭƛƪŜ ƻǳǘƭŀǿǎΦ {ƘƻǳƭŘ L ŦƛƴŘ Ƴȅ ŀȄŜΚέ 

  ά¸ƻǳǊ axeΚέ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǊƎŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊƛŘŜǊǎΣ ŀ ōǊŀǿƴȅ Ƴŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƘŀƎƎȅ ōŜŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǎƘƻŎƪ ƻŦ 

orangŜ ƘŀƛǊΦ ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘΣ IŀƭŘƻƴΚ ¢ƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ Ƴŀƴ ǿŀƴǘǎ ǘƻ ŦƛƎƘǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΗέ 

  His companion was older, clean-shaved, with a lined ascetic face. His hair had been pulled back 

ŀƴŘ ǘƛŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ƪƴƻǘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ ά{Ƴŀƭƭ ƳŜƴ ƻŦǘ ŦŜŜƭ ŀ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǾŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƻǳǊage with unseemly 

ōƻŀǎǘǎΣέ ƘŜ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜŘΦ άL Řƻǳōǘ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƪƛƭƭ ŀ ŘǳŎƪΦέ 

  ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ άCŜǘŎƘ ǘƘŜ ŘǳŎƪΦέ 

  άLŦ ȅƻǳ ƛƴǎƛǎǘΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǊƛŘŜǊ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻƳǇŀƴƛƻƴΦ 

  ¢ƘŜ ōǊŀǿƴȅ Ƴŀƴ ǳƴǎƘŜŀǘƘŜŘ ŀ ōŀǎǘŀǊŘ ǎǿƻǊŘΦ άLΩƳ 5ǳŎƪΣ ȅƻǳ ƳƻǳǘƘȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǇƛǎǎǇƻǘΦέ 

  Oh, gods be good. άL ƘŀŘ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭŜǊ ŘǳŎƪ ƛƴ ƳƛƴŘΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ōƛƎ Ƴŀƴ ǊƻŀǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƭŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΦ ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŜŀǊΣ IŀƭŘƻƴΚ IŜ ǿŀƴǘǎ ŀ smaller 5ǳŎƪΗέ 



  άL ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƎƭŀŘƭȅ ǎŜǘǘƭŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǉǳƛŜǘŜǊ ƻƴŜΦέ The man called Haldon studied Tyrion with cool grey 

ŜȅŜǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ LƭƭȅǊƛƻΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ŎƘŜǎǘǎ ŦƻǊ ǳǎΚέ 

  ά!ƴŘ ƳǳƭŜǎ ǘƻ ŎŀǊǊȅ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

  άaǳƭŜǎ ŀǊŜ ǘƻƻ ǎƭƻǿΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ǇŀŎƪ ƘƻǊǎŜǎΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ ǎƘƛŦǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŜǎǘǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΦ 5ǳŎƪΣ ŀǘǘŜƴŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

  ά²Ƙȅ ƛǎ ƛǘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ 5ǳŎƪ ǿƘƻ ŀǘǘŜƴŘǎ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΚέ ¢ƘŜ ōƛƎ Ƴŀƴ ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎǿƻǊŘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ƛǘǎ ǎƘŜŀǘƘΦ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ you ŀǘǘŜƴŘ ǘƻΣ IŀƭŘƻƴΚ ²Ƙƻ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ƘŜǊŜΣ ȅƻǳ ƻǊ ƳŜΚέ ¸Ŝǘ ƘŜ ǎǘƻƳǇŜŘ ƻŦŦ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ 

baggage mules all the same. 

  άIƻǿ ŦŀǊŜǎ ƻǳǊ ƭŀŘΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ŀs the chests were being secured. Tyrion counted six, oaken 

chests with iron hasps. Duck shifted them easily enough, hoisting them on one shoulder. 

  άIŜ ƛǎ ŀǎ ǘŀƭƭ ŀǎ DǊƛŦŦ ƴƻǿΦ ¢ƘǊŜŜ Řŀȅǎ ŀƎƻ ƘŜ ƪƴƻŎƪŜŘ 5ǳŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ƘƻǊǎŜ ǘǊƻǳƎƘΦέ 

  άL ǿŀǎƴΩǘ knocked. I feƭƭ ƛƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƘƛƳ ƭŀǳƎƘΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳǊ Ǉƭƻȅ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ IŀƭŘƻƴΦ άL ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀ ƎƛŦǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ ƛƴ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŜǎǘǎΦ {ƻƳŜ ŎŀƴŘƛŜŘ ƎƛƴƎŜǊΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŦƻƴŘ ƻŦ ƛǘΦέ 

LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƻŘŘƭȅ ǎŀŘΦ άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ L ƳƛƎƘǘ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜ ƻƴ ǘƻ Dhoyan Drohe with you. A farewell feast 

before you start downriver Χέ 

  ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ŦŜŀǎǘǎΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ IŀƭŘƻƴΦ άDǊƛŦŦ ƳŜŀƴǎ ǘƻ ǎǘǊƛƪŜ ŘƻǿƴǊƛǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǎǘŀƴǘ 

we are back. News has been coming upriver, none of it good. Dothraki have been seen north of Dagger 

[ŀƪŜΣ ƻǳǘǊƛŘŜǊǎ ŦǊƻƳ ƻƭŘ aƻǘƘƻΩǎ khalasar, and Khal Zekko is not far behind him, moving through the 

CƻǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ vƻƘƻǊΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ Ŧŀǘ Ƴŀƴ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ǊǳŘŜ ƴƻƛǎŜΦ ά½Ŝƪƪƻ Ǿƛǎƛǘǎ vƻƘƻǊ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƻǊ ŦƻǳǊ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜ vƻƘƻǊƛƪ ƎƛǾŜ 

him a sack of gold and he turns east again. As for Motho, his men are near as old as he is, and there are 

fewer every year. The threat isτέ 

  άτYƘŀƭ tƻƴƻΣέ IŀƭŘƻƴ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘΦ άaƻǘƘƻ ŀƴŘ ½Ŝƪƪƻ ŦƭŜŜ ŦǊƻƳ ƘƛƳΣ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ǘŀƭŜǎ ŀǊŜ ǘǊǳŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ 

reports had Pono near the headwaters of the Selhoru with a khalasar of thirty thousand. Griff does not 

ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ǌƛǎƪ ōŜƛƴƎ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ǳǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǎǎƛƴƎ ƛŦ tƻƴƻ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŘŜŎƛŘŜ ǘƻ Ǌƛǎƪ ǘƘŜ wƘƻȅƴŜΦέ IŀƭŘƻƴ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ŀǘ 

¢ȅǊƛƻƴΦ ά5ƻŜǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŘǿŀǊŦ ǊƛŘŜ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǇƛǎǎŜǎΚέ 

  άIŜ ǊƛŘŜǎΣέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ōǊƻƪŜ ƛƴΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǊŘ ƻŦ ŎƘŜŜǎŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΣ άǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ǊƛŘŜǎ 

ōŜǎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ǎŀŘŘƭŜ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƘƻǊǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ IŜ ǘŀƭƪǎ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦέ 

  ά{ƻ ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎΦ L ŀƳ IŀƭŘƻƴΣ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀƭŜǊ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōŀƴŘ ƻŦ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊǎΦ {ƻƳŜ Ŏŀƭƭ ƳŜ IŀƭŦƳŀŜǎǘŜǊΦ 

aȅ ŎƻƳǇŀƴƛƻƴ ƛǎ {ŜǊ 5ǳŎƪΦέ 

  ά{ŜǊ Rolly,έ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ ƳŀƴΦ άwƻƭƭȅ 5ǳŎƪŦƛŜƭŘΦ !ƴȅ ƪƴƛƎƘǘ Ŏŀƴ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ƪƴƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƴŘ DǊƛŦŦ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜΦ 

!ƴŘ ȅƻǳΣ ŘǿŀǊŦΚέ 



  LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǳǇ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΦ ά¸ƻƭƭƻΣ ƘŜ ƛǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΦέ 

  Yollo? Yollo sounds like something you might name a monkey. Worse, it was a Pentoshi name, 

ŀƴŘ ŀƴȅ Ŧƻƻƭ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ tŜƴǘƻǎƘƛΦ άLƴ tŜƴǘƻǎ L ŀƳ ¸ƻƭƭƻΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΣ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǿƘŀǘ 

ŀƳŜƴŘǎ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘΣ άōǳǘ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƴŀƳŜŘ ƳŜ IǳƎƻǊ IƛƭƭΦέ 

  ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƪƛƴƎ ƻǊ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōŀǎǘŀǊŘΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ IŀƭŘƻƴΦ 

  Tyrion realized he would do well to be careful around Haldon Half-ƳŀŜǎǘŜǊΦ ά9ǾŜǊȅ ŘǿŀǊŦ ƛǎ ŀ 

ōŀǎǘŀǊŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŜȅŜǎΦέ 

  άbƻ ŘƻǳōǘΦ ²ŜƭƭΣ IǳƎƻǊ IƛƭƭΣ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ƳŜ ǘƘƛǎΦ Iƻǿ ŘƛŘ {ŜǊǿȅƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ aƛǊǊƻǊ {ƘƛŜƭŘ ǎƭŀȅ ǘƘŜ 

ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ¦ǊǊŀȄΚέ 

  άIŜ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘŜŘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƛŜƭŘΦ ¦ǊǊŀȄ ǎŀǿ ƻƴƭȅ Ƙƛs own reflection until Serwyn had plunged 

Ƙƛǎ ǎǇŜŀǊ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜΦέ 

  IŀƭŘƻƴ ǿŀǎ ǳƴƛƳǇǊŜǎǎŜŘΦ ά9ǾŜƴ 5ǳŎƪ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘŀƭŜΦ /ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƪƴƛƎƘǘ 

ǿƘƻ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ Ǉƭƻȅ ǿƛǘƘ ±ƘŀƎŀǊ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 5ŀƴŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 5ǊŀƎƻƴǎΚέ 

  ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ƎǊƛƴƴŜŘΦ ά{ŜǊ .ȅǊƻƴ {ǿŀƴƴΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǊƻŀǎǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ Χ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ǿŀǎ {ȅǊŀȄΣ 

ƴƻǘ ±ƘŀƎŀǊΦέ 

  άL ŦŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜƴΦ Lƴ The Dance of the Dragons, A True Telling, Maester Munkun 

writesτέ 

  άτthat it was Vhagar. Grand aŀŜǎǘŜǊ aǳƴƪǳƴ ŜǊǊǎΦ {ŜǊ .ȅǊƻƴΩǎ ǎǉǳƛǊŜ saw his master die, and 

ǿǊƻǘŜ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴƴŜǊ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ Iƛǎ ŀŎŎƻǳƴǘ ǎŀȅǎ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ {ȅǊŀȄΣ wƘŀŜƴȅǊŀΩǎ ǎƘŜ-dragon, which 

ƳŀƪŜǎ ƳƻǊŜ ǎŜƴǎŜ ǘƘŀƴ aǳƴƪŜƴΩǎ ǾŜǊǎƛƻƴΦ {ǿŀƴƴ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƴ ƻŦ ŀ ƳŀǊŎƘŜǊ ƭƻǊŘΣ ŀƴŘ {ǘƻǊƳΩǎ 9ƴŘ ǿŀǎ 

for Aegon. Vhagar was ridden by PrƛƴŎŜ !ŜƳƻƴŘΣ !ŜƎƻƴΩǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΦ ²Ƙȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ {ǿŀƴƴ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎƭŀȅ 

ƘŜǊΚέ 

  IŀƭŘƻƴ ǇǳǊǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇǎΦ ά¢Ǌȅ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǘǳƳōƭŜ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻΣ ōŜǎǘ ǿŀŘŘƭŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ tŜƴǘƻǎΦ 

hǳǊ ǎƘȅ ƳŀƛŘ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ǿŀƛǘ ŦƻǊ Ƴŀƴ ƴƻǊ ŘǿŀǊŦΦέ 

  ά{Ƙȅ ƳŀƛŘǎ ŀǊŜ Ƴȅ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜ ǎƻǊǘΦ !ǎƛŘŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǿŀƴǘƻƴ ƻƴŜǎΦ ¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ Řƻ ǿƘƻǊŜǎ ƎƻΚέ 

  ά5ƻ L ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ŦǊŜǉǳŜƴǘǎ ǿƘƻǊŜǎΚέ 

  5ǳŎƪ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ŘŜǊƛǎƛǾŜƭȅΦ άIŜ ŘƻƴΩt dare. Lemore would make him pray for pardon, the lad would 

ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ŀƭƻƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ DǊƛŦŦ ƳƛƎƘǘ Ŏǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻŎƪ ƻŦŦ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǳŦŦ ƛǘ Řƻǿƴ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘǊƻŀǘΦέ 

  ά²ŜƭƭΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΣ άŀ ƳŀŜǎǘŜǊ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ ƴŜŜŘ ŀ ŎƻŎƪΦέ 

  άIŀƭŘƻƴΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ ƳŀŜǎǘŜǊΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦέ 



  ά¸ƻǳ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦ ŀƳǳǎƛƴƎΣ 5ǳŎƪΣέ ǎŀƛŘ IŀƭŘƻƴΦ άIŜ Ŏŀƴ ǊƛŘŜ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΦέ IŜ ǿƘŜŜƭŜŘ 

his mount about. 

  Lǘ ǘƻƻƪ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŦŜǿ ƳƻƳŜƴǘǎ ŦƻǊ 5ǳŎƪ ǘƻ ŦƛƴƛǎƘ ǎŜŎǳǊƛƴƎ LƭƭȅǊƛƻΩǎ ŎƘŜǎǘǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǇŀŎƪ ƘƻǊǎŜǎΦ 

By that time Haldon had vanished. Duck seemed unconcerned. He swung into the saddle, grabbed 

¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭƭŀǊΣ ŀƴŘ ƘƻƛǎǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ Ƴŀƴ ǳǇ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ƘƛƳΦ άIƻƭŘ ǘƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƳƳŜƭ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ 

Řƻ ŦƛƴŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƳŀǊŜΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ƴƛŎŜ ǎǿŜŜǘ ƎŀƛǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ǊƻŀŘΩǎ ǎƳƻƻǘƘ ŀǎ ŀ ƳŀƛŘŜƴΩǎ ŀǊǎŜΦέ DŀǘƘŜǊƛƴƎ 

the reins in his right hand and the leads in his left, Ser Rolly set off at a brisk trot. 

  άDƻƻŘ ŦƻǊǘǳƴŜΣέ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜƳΦ ά¢Ŝƭƭ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ L ŀƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳ ŦƻǊ 

his wedding. I will rejoin you in Westeros. That I swear, by my sweet SerrŀΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΦέ 

  The last that Tyrion Lannister saw of Illyrio Mopatis, the magister was standing by his litter in his 

brocade robes, his massive shoulders slumped. As his figure dwindled in their dust, the lord of cheese 

looked almost small. 

  Duck caught up with Haldon Halfmaester a quarter mile on. Thereafter the riders continued side 

by side. Tyrion clung to the high pommel with his short legs splayed out awkwardly, knowing he could 

look forward to blisters, cramps, and saddle sores. 

  άL ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǇƛǊŀǘŜǎ ƻŦ 5ŀƎƎŜǊ [ŀƪŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ŘǿŀǊŦΚέ IŀƭŘƻƴ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǊƻŘŜ ƻƴΦ 

  ά5ǿŀǊŦ ǎǘŜǿΚέ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘ 5ǳŎƪΦ ά¦ǊƘƻ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴǿŀǎƘŜŘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΣέ IŀƭŘƻƴ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜŘΦ 

άIƛǎ ǎǘŜƴŎƘ ŀƭƻƴŜ ƛǎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ƪƛƭƭ ŀ ƳŀƴΦέ 

  ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ άCƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜƭȅΣ L ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƴƻǎŜΦέ 

  IŀƭŘƻƴ ƎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŀ ǘƘƛƴ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ άLŦ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŜƴŎƻǳƴǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ [ŀŘȅ YƻǊǊŀ ƻƴ IŀƎΩǎ ¢ŜŜǘƘΣ you may 

soon be lacking other parts as well. Korra the Cruel, they call her. Her ship is crewed by beautiful young 

ƳŀƛŘǎ ǿƘƻ ƎŜƭŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƳŀƭŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀǇǘǳǊŜΦέ 

  ά¢ŜǊǊƛŦȅƛƴƎΦ L Ƴŀȅ ǿŜƭƭ Ǉƛǎǎ Ƴȅ ōǊŜŜŎƘŜǎΦέ 

  ά.Ŝǎǘ ƴƻǘΣέ 5ǳŎƪ ǿŀǊƴŜŘ ŘŀǊƪƭȅΦ ά!ǎ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅΦ LŦ ǿŜ ŜƴŎƻǳƴǘŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ [ŀŘȅ YƻǊǊŀΣ L ǿƛƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƭƛǇ ƛƴǘƻ 

ŀ ǎƪƛǊǘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ L ŀƳ /ŜǊǎŜƛΣ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƻǳǎ ōŜŀǊŘŜŘ ōŜŀǳǘȅ ƻŦ YƛƴƎΩǎ [ŀƴŘƛƴƎΦέ 

  This time Duck laughed, and Haldon ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀ ŘǊƻƭƭ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦŜƭƭƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΣ ¸ƻƭƭƻΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ 

the Shrouded Lord will grant a boon to any man who can make him laugh. Perhaps His Grey Grace will 

ŎƘƻƻǎŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƻǊƴŀƳŜƴǘ Ƙƛǎ ǎǘƻƴȅ ŎƻǳǊǘΦέ 

  5ǳŎƪ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻƳǇŀƴƛƻƴ ǳƴŜŀǎƛƭȅΦ άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƻ ƧŀǇŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŜΣ ƴƻǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜΩǊŜ ǎƻ 

ƴŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ wƘƻȅƴŜΦ IŜ ƘŜŀǊǎΦέ 

  ά²ƛǎŘƻƳ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ŘǳŎƪΣέ ǎŀƛŘ IŀƭŘƻƴΦ άL ōŜƎ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŀǊŘƻƴΣ ¸ƻƭƭƻΦ ¸ƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ƴƻǘ ƭƻƻƪ ǎƻ ǇŀƭŜΣ L ǿŀǎ 

ƻƴƭȅ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΦ ¢ƘŜ tǊƛƴŎŜ ƻŦ {ƻǊǊƻǿǎ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ ōŜǎǘƻǿ Ƙƛǎ ƎǊŜȅ ƪƛǎǎ ƭƛƎƘǘƭȅΦέ 



  His grey kiss. The thought made his flesh crawl. Death had lost its terror for Tyrion Lannister, but 

greyscale was another matter. The Shrouded Lord is just a legend, he told himself, no more real than the 

ghost of Lann the Clever that some claim haunts Casterly Rock. Even so, he held his tongue. 

  ¢ƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦΩǎ ǎǳŘŘŜƴ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜ ǿŜƴǘ ǳƴƴƻǘƛŎŜŘΣ ŀǎ 5ǳŎƪ ƘŀŘ ōŜƎǳƴ ǘƻ ǊŜƎŀƭŜ ƘƛƳ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ƭƛŦŜ 

story. His father had been an armorer at Bitterbridge, he said, so he had been born with the sound of 

steel ringing in his ears and had taken to swordplay at an early age. Such a large and likely lad drew the 

eye of old Lord Caswell, who offered him a place in his garrison, but the boy had wanted more. He 

ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ /ŀǎǿŜƭƭΩǎ ǿŜŀƪƭƛƴƎ ǎƻƴ ƴŀƳŜŘ ŀ ǇŀƎŜΣ ŀ ǎǉǳƛǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ŀ ƪƴƛƎƘǘΦ ά! ǿŜŜŘȅ ǇƛƴŎƘ-faced 

sneak, he was, but the old lord had four daughters and only the one son, so no one was allowed to say a 

ǿƻǊŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƘƛƳΦ ¢ΩƻǘƘŜǊ ǎǉǳƛǊŜǎ ƘŀǊŘƭȅ ŘŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƭŀȅ ŀ ŦƛƴƎŜǊ ƻƴ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ȅŀǊŘΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǎƻ ǘƛƳƛŘΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦέ ¢ȅǊion could see where this tale was going easily enough. 

  άaȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ƭƻƴƎǎǿƻǊŘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƳŀǊƪ Ƴȅ ǎƛȄǘŜŜƴǘƘ ƴŀƳŜŘŀȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 5ǳŎƪΣ άōǳǘ [ƻǊŜƴǘ 

liked the look of it so much he took it for himself, and my bloody father never dared to tell him no. 

When I complained, Lorent told me to my face that my hand was made to hold a hammer, not a sword. 

So I went and got a hammer and beat him with it, till both his arms and half his ribs were broken. After 

that I had to leave the Reach, quick as it were. I made it across the water to the Golden Company. I did 

ǎƻƳŜ ǎƳƛǘƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀǎ ŀ ΩǇǊŜƴǘƛŎŜΣ ǘƘŜƴ {ŜǊ IŀǊǊȅ {ǘǊƛŎƪƭŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ ƳŜ ƻƴ ŀǎ ǎǉǳƛǊŜΦ ²ƘŜƴ DǊƛŦŦ 

ǎŜƴǘ ǿƻǊŘ ŘƻǿƴǊƛǾŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ǘǊŀƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻƴ ǘƻ ŀǊƳǎΣ IŀǊǊȅ ǎŜƴǘ ƘƛƳ ƳŜΦέ 

  ά!ƴŘ DǊƛŦŦ ƪƴƛƎƘǘŜŘ ȅƻǳΚέ 

  ά! ȅŜŀǊ ƭŀǘŜǊΦέ 

  IŀƭŘƻƴ IŀƭŦƳŀŜǎǘŜǊ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀ ǘƘƛƴ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ ά¢Ŝƭƭ ƻǳǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ Ƙƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƳŜ ōȅ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŀƳŜΣ ǿƘȅ 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚέ 

  ά! ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ƴŜŜŘǎ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ƴŀƳŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ Ƴŀƴ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘΣ 

  άŀƴŘΣ ǿŜƭƭΣ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƛƴ ŀ ŦƛŜƭŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŘǳōōŜŘ ƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŘǳŎƪǎΣ ǎƻ Χ 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭŀǳƎƘΣ ƴƻǿΦέ 

  Just after sunset, they left the road to rest in an overgrown yard beside an old stone well. Tyrion 

hopped down to work the cramps out of his calves whilst Duck and Haldon were watering the horses. 

Tough brown grass and weed trees sprouted from the gaps between the cobbles, and the mossy walls of 

what once might have been a huge stone manse. After the animals had been tended to, the riders 

shared a simple supper of salt pork and cold white beans, washed down with ale. Tyrion found the plain 

ŦŀǊŜ ŀ ǇƭŜŀǎŀƴǘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǊƛŎƘ ŦƻƻŘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŜŀǘŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ LƭƭȅǊƛƻΦ ά¢ƘƻǎŜ ŎƘŜǎǘǎ ǿŜ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳΣέ 

ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŎƘŜǿƛƴƎΦ άDƻƭŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ DƻƭŘŜƴ /ƻƳǇŀƴȅΣ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀǘ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ ǳƴǘƛƭ L ǎŀǿ {ŜǊ wolly 

Ƙƻƛǎǘ ŀ ŎƘŜǎǘ ƻƴǘƻ ƻƴŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ LŦ ƛǘ ǿŜǊŜ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ŎƻƛƴΣ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǾŜ ƭƛŦǘŜŘ ƛǘ ǎƻ ŜŀǎƛƭȅΦέ 



  άLǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǊƳƻǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 5ǳŎƪΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƘǊǳƎΦ ά/ƭƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΣέ IŀƭŘƻƴ ōǊƻƪŜ ƛƴΦ ά/ƻǳǊǘ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎΣ ŦƻǊ 

all our party. Fine woolens, velvets, silken cloŀƪǎΦ hƴŜ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ ŎƻƳŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŀ ǉǳŜŜƴ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ǎƘŀōōȅ Χ 

nor empty-ƘŀƴŘŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƳŀƎƛǎǘŜǊ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ƪƛƴŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜ ǳǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǳƛǘŀōƭŜ ƎƛŦǘǎΦέ 

  Come moonrise, they were back in their saddles, trotting eastward under a mantle of stars. The 

old Valyrian road glimmered ahead of them like a long silver ribbon winding through wood and dale. For 

ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǿƘƛƭŜ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊ ŦŜƭǘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŀǘ ǇŜŀŎŜΦ ά[ƻƳŀǎ [ƻƴƎǎǘǊƛŘŜǊ ǘƻƭŘ ƛǘ ǘǊǳŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊƻŀŘΩǎ ŀ ǿƻƴŘŜǊΦέ 

  ά[ƻƳŀǎ [ƻƴƎǎǘǊƛŘŜǊΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ 5ǳŎƪΦ ά! ǎŎǊƛōŜΣ ƭƻƴƎ ŘŜŀŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ IŀƭŘƻƴΦ άIŜ ǎǇŜƴǘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛŦŜ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƛƴƎ 

the world and writing about the lands he visited in two books he called Wonders and Wonders Made by 

Man.έ 

  ά!ƴ ǳƴŎƭŜ ƻŦ ƳƛƴŜ ƎŀǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǿƘŜƴ L ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ōƻȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΦ άL ǊŜŀŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜȅ 

fell to piŜŎŜǎΦέ 

  άThe gods made seven wonders, and mortal man made nine,έ ǉǳƻǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ IŀƭŦƳŀŜǎǘŜǊΦ άwŀǘƘŜǊ 

impious of mortal man to do the gods two better, but there you are. The stone roads of Valyria were 

ƻƴŜ ƻŦ [ƻƴƎǎǘǊƛŘŜǊΩǎ ƴƛƴŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦƛŦǘƘΣ L ōŜƭƛŜǾŜΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ŦƻǳǊǘƘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΣ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ŎƻƳƳƛǘǘŜŘ ŀƭƭ ǎƛȄǘŜŜƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƴŘŜǊǎ ǘƻ ƳŜƳƻǊȅ ŀǎ ŀ ōƻȅΦ 

His uncle Gerion liked to set him on the table during feasts and make him recite them. I liked that well 

ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ LΚ {ǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƳƻƴƎǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜƴŎƘŜǊǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŜǾŜǊȅ eye upon me, proving what a clever 

little imp I was. For years afterward, he had cherished a dream that one day he would travel the world 

ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜ [ƻƴƎǎǘǊƛŘŜǊΩǎ ǿƻƴŘŜǊǎ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ 

  [ƻǊŘ ¢ȅǿƛƴ ƘŀŘ Ǉǳǘ ŀƴ ŜƴŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘ ƘƻǇŜ ǘŜƴ Řŀȅǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ŘǿŀǊŦ ǎƻƴΩǎ ǎixteenth nameday, 

ǿƘŜƴ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƻǳǊ ǘƘŜ bƛƴŜ CǊŜŜ /ƛǘƛŜǎΣ ŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ǳƴŎƭŜǎ ƘŀŘ ŘƻƴŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŀƳŜ ŀƎŜΦ άaȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊǎ 

ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǊŜƭƛŜŘ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƻ ōǊƛƴƎ ƴƻ ǎƘŀƳŜ ǳǇƻƴ IƻǳǎŜ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊΣέ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άbŜƛǘƘŜǊ ŜǾŜǊ 

ǿŜŘ ŀ ǿƘƻǊŜΦέ !ƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ƘŀŘ ǊŜminded him that in ten days he would be a man grown, free to 

ǘǊŀǾŜƭ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ǿƛǎƘŜŘΣ [ƻǊŘ ¢ȅǿƛƴ ƘŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άbƻ Ƴŀƴ ƛǎ ŦǊŜŜΦ hƴƭȅ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŀƴŘ Ŧƻƻƭǎ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŜƭǎŜǿƛǎŜΦ 

Go, by all means. Wear motley and stand upon your head to amuse the spice lords and the cheese kings. 

Wǳǎǘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ Ǉŀȅ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ǿŀȅ ŀƴŘ Ǉǳǘ ŀǎƛŘŜ ŀƴȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ ƻŦ ǊŜǘǳǊƴƛƴƎΦέ !ǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅΩǎ ŘŜŦƛŀƴŎŜ 

ƘŀŘ ŎǊǳƳōƭŜŘΦ άLŦ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǳǎŜŦǳƭ ƻŎŎǳǇŀǘƛƻƴ ȅƻǳ ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜΣ ǳǎŜŦǳƭ ƻŎŎǳǇŀǘƛƻƴ ȅƻǳ ǎƘŀƭƭ ƘŀǾŜΣέ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŜƴ 

said. So to mark his manhood, Tyrion was given charge of all the drains and cisterns within Casterly 

Rock. tŜǊƘŀǇǎ ƘŜ ƘƻǇŜŘ LΩŘ Ŧŀƭƭ ƛƴǘƻ ƻƴŜΦ But Tywin had been disappointed in that. The drains never 

drained half so well as when he had charge of them. 

  I need a cup of wine, to wash the taste of Tywin from my mouth. A skin of wine would serve me 

even better. 

  They rode all night, with Tyrion sleeping fitfully, dozing against the pommel and waking 

suddenly. From time to time he would begin to slip sideways from the saddle, but Ser Rolly would get a 

ƘŀƴŘ ƻƴ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ȅŀƴƪ ƘƛƳ ǳǇǊƛƎƘǘ ƻƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ .ȅ Řŀǿƴ ǘƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦΩǎ ƭŜƎǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀŎƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŜŜƪǎ 

were chafed and raw. 



  Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ Řŀȅ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛǘŜ ƻŦ DƘƻȅŀƴ 5ǊƻƘŜΣ ƘŀǊŘ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊΦ ά¢ƘŜ 

ŦŀōƭŜŘ wƘƻȅƴŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ glimpsed the slow green waterway from atop a rise. 

  ά¢ƘŜ [ƛǘǘƭŜ wƘƻȅƴŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 5ǳŎƪΦ 

  άLǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘΦέ A pleasant enough river, I suppose, but the smallest fork of the Trident is twice as 

wide, and all three of them run swifter. The city was no more impressive. Ghoyan Drohe had never been 

large, Tyrion recalled from his histories, but it had been a fair place, green and flowering, a city of canals 

and fountains. Until the war. Until the dragons came. A thousand years later, the canals were choked 

with reeds and mud, and pools of stagnant water gave birth to swarms of flies. The broken stones of 

temples and palaces were sinking back into the earth, and gnarled old willows grew thick along the 

riverbanks. 

  A few people still remained amidst the squalor, tending little gardens in amongst the weeds. The 

sound of iron hooves ringing on the old Valyrian road sent most of them darting back into the holes 

ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ŎǊŀǿƭŜŘ ŦǊƻƳΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ōƻƭŘŜǊ ƻƴŜǎ ƭƛƴƎŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴ ƭƻƴƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǎǎƛƴƎ ǊƛŘŜǊǎ 

with dull, incurious eyes. One naked girl with mud up to her knees could not seem to take her eyes off 

Tyrion. She has never seen a dwarf before, he realized, much less a dwarf without a nose. He made a 

face and stuck his tongue out, and the girl began to cry. 

  ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΚέ 5ǳŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

  άL ōƭŜǿ ƘŜǊ ŀ ƪƛǎǎΦ !ƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭǎ ŎǊȅ ǿƘŜƴ L ƪƛǎǎ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

  Beyond the tangled willows the road ended abruptly and they turned north for a short ways and 

rode beside the water, until the brush gave way and they found themselves beside an old stone quay, 

half-ǎǳōƳŜǊƎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǳǊǊƻǳƴŘŜŘ ōȅ ǘŀƭƭ ōǊƻǿƴ ǿŜŜŘǎΦ άDuck!έ ŎŀƳŜ ŀ ǎƘƻǳǘΦ άHaldon!έ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ŎǊŀƴŜŘ 

his head to one side, and saw a boy standing on the roof of a low wooden building, waving a 

wide-brimmed straw hat. He was a lithe and well-made youth, with a lanky build and a shock of dark 

blue hair. The dwarf put his age at fifteen, sixteen, or near enough to make no matter. 

  The roof the boy was standing on turned out to be the cabin of the Shy Maid, an old ramshackle 

single-masted poleboat. She had a broad beam and a shallow draft, ideal for making her way up the 

smallest of streams and crabwalking over sandbars. A homely maid, thought Tyrion, but sometimes the 

ugliest ones are the hungriest once abed. The poleboats that plied the rivers of Dorne were often 

brightly painted and exquisitely carved, but not this maid. Her paintwork was a muddy greyish brown, 

mottled and flaking; her big curved tiller, plain and unadorned. She looks like dirt, he thought, but no 

Řƻǳōǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǘhe point. 

  Duck was hallooing back by then. The mare splashed through the shallows, trampling down the 

ǊŜŜŘǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ōƻȅ ƭŜŀǇǘ Řƻǿƴ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ Ŏŀōƛƴ ǊƻƻŦ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭŜōƻŀǘΩǎ ŘŜŎƪΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Shy MaidΩs crew 

made their appearance. An older couple with a Rhoynish cast to their features stood close beside the 

tiller, whilst a handsome septa in a soft white robe stepped through the cabin door and pushed a lock of 

dark brown hair from her eyes. 



  But there ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ƳƛǎǘŀƪƛƴƎ DǊƛŦŦΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǎƘƻǳǘƛƴƎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ! ǎǳŘŘŜƴ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜ ŦŜƭƭ 

upon the river. 

  This one will be trouble, Tyrion knew at once. 

  DǊƛŦŦΩǎ Ŏƭƻŀƪ ǿŀǎ ƳŀŘŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƘƛŘŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ŀ ǊŜŘ ǿƻƭŦ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ wƘƻȅƴŜΦ ¦ƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƭǘ ƘŜ 

wore brown leather stiffened with iron rings. His clean-shaved face was leathery too, with wrinkles at 

ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊƴŜǊǎ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ ¢ƘƻǳƎƘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƛǊ ǿŀǎ ŀǎ ōƭǳŜ ŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻƴΩǎΣ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǊŜŘ Ǌƻƻǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŘŘŜǊ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿǎΦ 

At his hip hung a sword and dagger. If he was happy to have Duck and Haldon back again, he hid it well, 

ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƴŎŜŀƭ Ƙƛǎ ŘƛǎǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΦ ά! ŘǿŀǊŦΚ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘƛǎΚέ 

  άL ƪƴƻǿΣ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿƘŜŜƭ ƻŦ ŎƘŜŜǎŜΦέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ¸ƻǳƴƎ DǊƛŦŦ ŀƴŘ ƎŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŀŘ 

his most disarƳƛƴƎ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ ά.ƭǳŜ ƘŀƛǊ Ƴŀȅ ǎŜǊǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǿŜƭƭ ƛƴ ¢ȅǊƻǎƘΣ ōǳǘ ƛƴ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ǿƛƭƭ ǘƘǊƻǿ 

ǎǘƻƴŜǎ ŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ƎƛǊƭǎ ǿƛƭƭ ƭŀǳƎƘ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀŎŜΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ƭŀŘ ǿŀǎ ǘŀƪŜƴ ŀōŀŎƪΦ άaȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭŀŘȅ ƻŦ ¢ȅǊƻǎƘΦ L ŘȅŜ Ƴȅ ƘŀƛǊ ƛƴ ƳŜƳƻǊȅ ƻŦ ƘŜǊΦέ 

  ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜΚέ DǊƛŦŦ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΦ 

  IŀƭŘƻƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ άLƭƭȅǊƛƻ ǎŜƴǘ ŀ ƭŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴΦέ 

  άL ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ƛǘΣ ǘƘŜƴΦ ¢ŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ŎŀōƛƴΦέ 

  I do not like his eyes, Tyrion reflected, when the sellsword sat down across from him in the 

ŘƛƳƴŜǎǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōƻŀǘΩǎ ƛƴǘŜǊƛƻǊΣ ǿith a scarred plank table and a tallow candle between them. They were 

ƛŎŜ ōƭǳŜΣ ǇŀƭŜΣ ŎƻƭŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦ ƳƛǎƭƛƪŜŘ ǇŀƭŜ ŜȅŜǎΦ [ƻǊŘ ¢ȅǿƛƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǇŀƭŜ ƎǊŜŜƴ ŀƴŘ ŦƭŜŎƪŜŘ 

with gold. 

  He watched the sellsword read. That he could read said something all by itself. How many 

sellswords could boast of that? He hardly moves his lips at all, Tyrion reflected. 

  Cƛƴŀƭƭȅ DǊƛŦŦ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊŎƘƳŜƴǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǇŀƭŜ ŜȅŜǎ ƴŀǊǊƻǿŜŘΦ ά¢ȅǿƛƴ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊ 

dead? At your ƘŀƴŘΚέ 

  ά!ǘ Ƴȅ ŦƛƴƎŜǊΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƻƴŜΦέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ƘŜƭŘ ƛǘ ǳǇ ŦƻǊ DǊƛŦŦ ǘƻ ŀŘƳƛǊŜΦ ά[ƻǊŘ ¢ȅǿƛƴ ǿŀǎ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŀ ǇǊƛǾȅΣ 

ǎƻ L Ǉǳǘ ŀ ŎǊƻǎǎōƻǿ ōƻƭǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƙƛǎ ōƻǿŜƭǎ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŘ ǎƘƛǘ ƎƻƭŘΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ ! ǇƛǘȅΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ 

used some gold. I also slew my mother, somewhat earlier. Oh, and my nephew Jof-frey, I poisoned him 

at his wedding feast and watched him choke to death. Did the cheesemonger leave that part out? I 

ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ŀŘŘ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǎǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ LΩƳ ŘƻƴŜΣ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǉǳŜŜƴΦέ 

  άPlease her? Has Illyrio taken leave of his senses? Why does he imagine that Her Grace would 

welcome the service of a self-ŎƻƴŦŜǎǎŜŘ ƪƛƴƎǎƭŀȅŜǊ ŀƴŘ ōŜǘǊŀȅŜǊΚέ 

  A fair question, ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΣ ōǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿŀǎΣ άThe king I slew was sitting on her throne, 

ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƻǎŜ L ōŜǘǊŀȅŜŘ ǿŜǊŜ ƭƛƻƴǎΣ ǎƻ ƛǘ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŘƻƴŜ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴ ƎƻƻŘ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜΦέ 



IŜ ǎŎǊŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǳƳǇ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƴƻǎŜΦ άIŀǾŜ ƴƻ ŦŜŀǊΣ L ǿƻƴΩǘ ƪƛƭƭ ȅƻǳΣ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƴƻ ƪƛƴ ƻŦ ƳƛƴŜΦ aƛƎƘǘ L ǎŜŜ 

whaǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŜŜǎŜƳƻƴƎŜǊ ǿǊƻǘŜΚ L Řƻ ƭƻǾŜ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦέ 

  Griff ignored the request. Instead he touched the letter to the candle flame and watched the 

ǇŀǊŎƘƳŜƴǘ ōƭŀŎƪŜƴΣ ŎǳǊƭΣ ŀƴŘ ŦƭŀǊŜ ǳǇΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ōƭƻƻŘ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ¢ŀǊƎŀǊȅŜƴ ŀƴŘ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊΦ ²Ƙȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ 

ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ vǳŜŜƴ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎΚέ 

  άCƻǊ ƎƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ƎƭƻǊȅΣέ ǘƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦ ǎŀƛŘ ŎƘŜŜǊŦǳƭƭȅΦ άhƘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǘŜΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ ŜǾŜǊ ƳŜǘ Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΣ ȅƻǳ 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦέ 

  άL ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ƘŀǘŜ ǿŜƭƭ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦέ CǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ DǊƛŦŦ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘΣ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ ƳǳŎƘ ǿŀǎ 

true. He has supped on hate himself, this one. It has warmed him in the night for years. 

  ά¢ƘŜƴ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴ ŎƻƳƳƻƴΣ ǎŜǊΦέ 

  άL ŀƳ ƴƻ ƪƴƛƎƘǘΦέ 

  Not only a liar, but a bad one. That was clumsy and stupid, my lord. ά!ƴŘ ȅŜǘ {ŜǊ 5ǳŎƪ ǎŀȅǎ ȅƻǳ 

ƪƴƛƎƘǘŜŘ ƘƛƳΦέ 

  ά5ǳŎƪ ǘŀƭƪǎ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘΦέ 

  ά{ƻƳŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ŘǳŎƪ Ŏŀƴ ǘŀƭƪ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ bƻ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΣ Griff. You are no knight and I am 

Hugor Hill, a little monster. Your little monster, if you like. You have my word, all that I desire is to be leal 

servant of your dragoƴ ǉǳŜŜƴΦέ 

  ά!ƴŘ Ƙƻǿ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǇǊƻǇƻǎŜ ǘƻ ǎŜǊǾŜ ƘŜǊΚέ 

  ά²ƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ǘƻƴƎǳŜΦέ IŜ ƭƛŎƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎΣ ƻƴŜ ōȅ ƻƴŜΦ άL Ŏŀƴ ǘŜƭƭ IŜǊ DǊŀŎŜ Ƙƻǿ Ƴȅ ǎǿŜŜǘ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ 

thinks, if you call it thinking. I can tell her captains the best way to defeat my brother, Jaime, in battle. I 

know which lords are brave and which are craven, which are loyal and which are venal. I can deliver 

ŀƭƭƛŜǎ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ !ƴŘ L ƪƴƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦ ŘǊŀƎƻƴǎΣ ŀǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŀƭŦƳŀŜǎǘŜǊ ǿƛƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΦ LΩƳ ŀƳǳǎƛƴƎ ǘƻƻΣ 

ŀƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ Ŝŀǘ ƳǳŎƘΦ /ƻƴǎƛŘŜǊ ƳŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ǘǊǳŜ ƛƳǇΦέ 

  DǊƛŦŦ ǿŜƛƎƘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ ά¦ƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎΣ ŘǿŀǊŦΦ ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ 

ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΦ IƻƭŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ŀƴŘ Řƻ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǘƻƭŘΣ ƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ǎƻƻƴ ǿƛǎƘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘΦέ 

  Yes, Father, ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά!ǎ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦέ 

  άL ŀƳ ƴƻ ƭƻǊŘΦέ 

  Liar. άLǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŎƻǳǊǘŜǎȅΣ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦέ 

  άL ŀƳ ƴƻǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦέ 

  No knight, no lord, no friend. ά! ǇƛǘȅΦέ 



  ά{ǇŀǊŜ ƳŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƛǊƻƴȅΦ L ǿƛƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǎ ŦŀǊ ŀǎ ±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǿ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ ōŜ ƻōŜŘƛŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ 

useful, you may remain with us, to serve the queen as best you can. Prove yourself more trouble than 

ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǿƻǊǘƘΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ Ǝƻ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ǿŀȅΦέ 

  !ȅŜΣ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ǿŀȅ ǿƛƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƻƳ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ wƘƻȅƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŦƛǎƘ ƴƛōōƭƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƭŜŦǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ 

nose. ά±ŀƭŀǊ ŘƻƘŀŜǊƛǎΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ Ƴŀȅ ǎƭŜŜǇ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŎƪ ƻǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƭŘΣ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ǇǊŜŦŜǊΦ ¸ǎƛƭƭŀ ǿƛƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ōŜŘŘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  άIƻǿ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊΦέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ǿŀŘŘƭƛƴƎ ōƻǿΣ ōǳǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ Ŏŀōƛƴ ŘƻƻǊΣ ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛŦ 

ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴ ŀƴŘ ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘŀƭƪ ƻŦ ŘǊŀƎƻƴǎ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎŀƛƭƻǊΩǎ ŘǊunken fancy? 

This wide world is full of such mad tales. Grumkins and snarks, ghosts and ghouls, mermaids, rock 

ƎƻōƭƛƴǎΣ ǿƛƴƎŜŘ ƘƻǊǎŜǎΣ ǿƛƴƎŜŘ ǇƛƎǎ Χ ǿƛƴƎŜŘ ƭƛƻƴǎΦέ 

  DǊƛŦŦ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΣ ŦǊƻǿƴƛƴƎΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ƎƛǾŜƴ ȅƻǳ ŦŀƛǊ ǿŀǊƴƛƴƎΣ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊΦ DǳŀǊŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƻƴƎǳe or 

ƭƻǎŜ ƛǘΦ YƛƴƎŘƻƳǎ ŀǊŜ ŀǘ ƘŀȊŀǊŘ ƘŜǊŜΦ hǳǊ ƭƛǾŜǎΣ ƻǳǊ ƴŀƳŜǎΣ ƻǳǊ ƘƻƴƻǊΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ƴƻ ƎŀƳŜ ǿŜΩǊŜ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ 

ȅƻǳǊ ŀƳǳǎŜƳŜƴǘΦέ 

  Of course it is, thought Tyrion. The game of thrones. ά!ǎ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅΣ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳǊƳǳǊŜŘΣ 

bowing once again. 

  DAVOS 
 

     Lightning split the northern sky, etching the black tower of the Night Lamp against the 

blue-white sky. Six heartbeats later came the thunder, like a distant drum. 

  The guards marched Davos Seaworth across a bridge of black basalt and under an iron portcullis 

showing signs of rust. Beyond lay a deep salt moat and a drawbridge supported by a pair of massive 

chains. Green waters surged below, sending up plumes of spray to smash against the foundations of the 

castle. Then came a second gatehouse, larger than the first, its stones bearded with green algae. Davos 

stumbled across a muddy yard with his hands bound at the wrists. A cold rain stung his eyes. The guards 

ǇǊƻŘŘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜǇǎΣ ƛƴǘƻ .ǊŜŀƪǿŀǘŜǊΩǎ ŎŀǾŜǊƴƻǳǎ ǎǘƻƴŜ ƪŜŜǇΦ 

  Once inside, the captain removed his cloak and hung it from a peg, so as not to leave puddles on 

the threadbare Myrish carpet. Davos did the same, fumbling at the clasp with his bound hands. He had 

not forgotten the courtesies he had learned on Dragonstone during his years of service. 

  They found the lord alone in the gloom of his hall, making a supper of beer and bread and 

ǎƛǎǘŜǊΩǎ ǎǘŜǿΦ ¢ǿŜƴǘȅ ƛǊƻƴ ǎŎƻƴŎŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƳƻǳƴǘŜŘ ŀƭƻƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘƛŎƪ ǎǘƻƴŜ ǿŀƭƭǎΣ ōǳǘ ƻƴƭȅ ŦƻǳǊ ƘŜƭŘ ǘƻǊŎƘŜǎΣ 

and none of them was lit. Two fat tallow candles gave a meagre, flickering light. Davos could hear the 

rain lashing at the walls, and a steady dripping where the roof had sprung a leak. 



  άaΩƭƻǊŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴΣ άǿŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ Ƴŀƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ .Ŝƭƭȅ ƻΩ ǘƘŜ ²ƘŀƭŜΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōǳȅ Ƙƛǎ ǿŀȅ 

off island. He had twelve dragons ƻƴ ƘƛƳΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻƻΦέ ¢ƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴ Ǉǳǘ ƛǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǊŘΥ 

a wide ribbon of black velvet trimmed with cloth-of-gold, and bearing three seals; a crowned stag 

stamped in golden beeswax, a flaming heart in red, a hand in white. 

  Davos waited wet and dripping, his wrists chafing where the wet rope dug into his skin. One 

word from this lord and he would soon be hanging from the Gallows Gate of Sisterton, but at least he 

was out of the rain, with solid stone beneath his feet in place of a heaving deck. He was soaked and sore 

and haggard, worn thin by grief and betrayal, and sick to death of storms. 

  The lord wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and picked up the ribbon for a closer squint. 

Lightning flashed outside, making the arrow loops blaze blue and white for half a heartbeat. One, two, 

three, four, Davos counted, before the thunder came. When it quieted, he listened to the dripping, and 

ǘƘŜ ŘǳƭƭŜǊ ǊƻŀǊ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜǘΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǾŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƳŀǎƘƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ .ǊŜŀƪǿŀǘŜǊΩǎ ƘǳƎŜ ǎǘƻƴŜ 

arches and swirling through its dungeons. He might well end up down there, fettered to a wet stone 

floor and left to drown when the tide came rushing in. No, he tried to tell himself, a smuggler might die 

ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀȅΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ŀ YƛƴƎΩǎ IŀƴŘΦ LΩƳ ǿƻǊǘƘ ƳƻǊŜ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǎŜƭls me to his queen. 

  The lord fingered the ribbon, frowning at the seals. He was an ugly man, big and fleshy, with an 

ƻŀǊǎƳŀƴΩǎ ǘƘƛŎƪ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ƴƻ ƴŜŎƪΦ /ƻŀǊǎŜ ƎǊŜȅ ǎǘǳōōƭŜΣ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǿƘƛǘŜ ƛƴ ǇŀǘŎƘŜǎΣ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŜŜƪǎ 

and chin. Above a massive shelf of brow he was bald. His nose was lumpy and red with broken veins, his 

lips thick, and he had a sort of webbing between the three middle fingers of his right hand. Davos had 

heard that some of the lords of the Three Sisters had webbed hands and feet, but he had always put 

ǘƘŀǘ Řƻǿƴ ŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǎŀƛƭƻǊΩǎ ǎǘƻǊȅΦ 

  ¢ƘŜ ƭƻǊŘ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪΦ ά/ǳǘ ƘƛƳ ŦǊŜŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άŀƴŘ ǇŜŜƭ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƎƭƻǾŜǎ ƻŦŦ ƘƛƳΦ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ Ƙƛǎ 

ƘŀƴŘǎΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴ ŘƛŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƻƭŘΦ !ǎ ƘŜ ƧŜǊƪŜŘ ǳǇ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀǇǘƛǾŜΩǎ ƳŀƛƳŜŘ ƭŜŦǘ ƘŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘƴƛng 

ŦƭŀǎƘŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ǘƘǊƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀŘƻǿ ƻŦ 5ŀǾƻǎ {ŜŀǿƻǊǘƘΩǎ ǎƘƻǊǘŜƴŜŘ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ōƭǳƴǘ ŀƴŘ ōǊǳǘŀƭ 

ŦŀŎŜ ƻŦ DƻŘǊƛŎ .ƻǊǊŜƭƭΣ [ƻǊŘ ƻŦ {ǿŜŜǘǎƛǎǘŜǊΦ ά!ƴȅ Ƴŀƴ Ŏŀƴ ǎǘŜŀƭ ŀ ǊƛōōƻƴΣέ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǊŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άōǳǘ ǘƘƻǎŜ 

ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƭƛŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƛƻƴ ƪƴƛƎƘǘΦέ 

  άL ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŀǘΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦέ 5ŀǾƻǎ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭƻǊŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ ƭƻƴƎ 

years now, but deep down he was still what he had always been, a smuggler of common birth who had 

ōƻǳƎƘǘ Ƙƛǎ ƪƴƛƎƘǘƘƻƻŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƘƻƭŘ ƻŦ ƻƴƛƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƭǘ ŦƛǎƘΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǿƻǊǎŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƻƻΦέ 

  ά!ȅŜΦ ¢ǊŀƛǘƻǊΦ wŜōŜƭΦ ¢ǳǊƴŎƭƻŀƪΦέ 

  IŜ ōǊƛǎǘƭŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ Ƴȅ ŎƭƻŀƪΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦ L ŀƳ ŀ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ƳŀƴΦέ 

  άhƴƭȅ ƛŦ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ƛǎ ŀ ƪƛƴƎΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƭƻǊŘ ǿŜƛƎƘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŀǊŘ ōƭŀŎƪ ŜȅŜǎΦ άaƻǎǘ ƪƴƛƎƘǘǎ ǿƘƻ ƭŀƴŘ 

upon Ƴȅ ǎƘƻǊŜǎ ǎŜŜƪ ƳŜ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƘŀƭƭΣ ƴƻǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ .Ŝƭƭȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ²ƘŀƭŜΦ ! ǾƛƭŜ ǎƳǳƎƎƭŜǊΩǎ ŘŜƴΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ !ǊŜ 

ȅƻǳ ǊŜǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ƻƭŘ ǘǊŀŘŜΣ ƻƴƛƻƴ ƪƴƛƎƘǘΚέ 



  άbƻΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦ L ǿŀǎ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǇŀǎǎŀƎŜ ǘƻ ²ƘƛǘŜ IŀǊōƻǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ƪƛƴƎ ǎŜƴǘ ƳŜΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜ ŦƻǊ 

ƛǘǎ ƭƻǊŘΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ ƭƻǊŘΦέ [ƻǊŘ DƻŘǊƛŎ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ŀƳǳǎŜŘΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ 

{ƛǎǘŜǊǘƻƴΣ ƻƴ {ǿŜŜǘǎƛǎǘŜǊΦέ 

  άL ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘ ƛǎΦέ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǎǿŜŜǘ ŀōƻǳǘ {ƛǎǘŜǊǘƻƴΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǾƛƭŜ ǘƻǿƴΣ ŀ ǎǘȅΣ ǎƳŀƭƭ 

and mean and rank with the odors of pig shit and rotting fish. Davos remembered it well from his 

smuggling days. The Three Sisters had been a favorite haunt of smugglers for hundreds of years, and a 

ǇƛǊŀǘŜΩǎ ƴŜǎǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ {ƛǎǘŜǊǘƻƴΩǎ ǎǘǊŜŜǘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƳǳŘ ŀƴŘ ǇƭŀƴƪǎΣ ƛǘǎ ƘƻǳǎŜǎ Řŀǳō-and-wattle hovels 

roofed with straw, and by the Gallows Gate there were always hanged men with their entrails dangling 

out. 

  ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ƘŜǊŜΣ L Řƻ ƴƻǘ ŘƻǳōǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǊŘΦ ά9ǾŜǊȅ ǎƳǳƎƎƭŜǊ Ƙŀǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 

Sisters. Some of them are my friends as well. TƘŜ ƻƴŜǎ ǿƘƻ ŀǊŜƴΩǘΣ ǘƘŜƳ L ƘŀƴƎΦ L ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ǎǘǊŀƴƎƭŜ 

ǎƭƻǿƭȅΣ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ Ǝǳǘǎ ǎƭŀǇǇƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƪƴŜŜǎΦέ ¢ƘŜ Ƙŀƭƭ ƎǊŜǿ ōǊƛƎƘǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ŀǎ ƭƛƎƘǘƴƛƴƎ ƭƛǘ ǘƘŜ 

ǿƛƴŘƻǿǎΦ ¢ǿƻ ƘŜŀǊǘōŜŀǘǎ ƭŀǘŜǊ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǳƴŘŜǊΦ άLŦ ƛǘ ƛǎ ²ƘƛǘŜ IŀǊōƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘΣ ǿƘȅ ŀǊŜ ȅƻu in 

{ƛǎǘŜǊǘƻƴΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŜǊŜΚέ 

  ! ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ŀ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΩǎ ōŜǘǊŀȅŀƭΣ Davos might have said. Instead he answered, 

ά{ǘƻǊƳǎΦέ 

  Nine-and-twenty ships had set sail from the Wall. If half of them were still afloat, Davos would 

be shocked. Black skies, bitter winds, and lashing rains had hounded them all the way down the coast. 

The galleys Oledo and hƭŘ aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ {ƻƴ had been driven onto the rocks of Skagos, the isle of unicorns 

and cannibals where even the Blind Bastard had feared to land; the great cog Saathos Saan had 

ŦƻǳƴŘŜǊŜŘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ DǊŜȅ /ƭƛŦŦǎΦ ά{ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǇŀȅƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƳΣέ {ŀƭƭŀŘƘƻǊ {ŀŀƴ ƘŀŘ ŦǳƳŜŘΦ άIŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ 

ǇŀȅƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƛǘƘ ƎƻƻŘ ƎƻƭŘΣ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƻƴŜΦέ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǎƻƳŜ ŀƴƎǊȅ ƎƻŘ ǿŀǎ ŜȄŀŎǘƛƴƎ ǇŀȅƳŜƴǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

easy voyage north, when they had ridden a steady southerly from Dragonstone to the Wall. Another 

gale had ripped away the rigging of the Bountiful Harvest, forcing Salla to have her taken under tow. Ten 

ƭŜŀƎǳŜǎ ƴƻǊǘƘ ƻŦ ²ƛŘƻǿΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀǎ ǊƻǎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ǎƭŀƳƳƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ Harvest into one of the galleys 

towing her and sinking both. The rest of the Lysene fleet had been scattered across the narrow sea. 

Some would straggle into one port or another. Others would never be seen again. 

  ά{ŀƭƭŀŘƘƻǊ ǘƘŜ .ŜƎƎŀǊΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƪƛƴƎ Ƙŀǎ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜΣέ {ŀƭƭŀŘƘƻǊ {ŀŀƴ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ǘƻ 

5ŀǾƻǎΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƳƴŀƴǘǎ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŦƭŜŜǘ ƭƛƳǇŜŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ .ƛǘŜΦ ά{ŀƭƭŀŘƘƻǊ ǘƘŜ {ƳŀǎƘŜŘΦ ²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ Ƴȅ ǎƘƛǇǎΚ 

!ƴŘ Ƴȅ ƎƻƭŘΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƎƻƭŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘΚέ ²ƘŜƴ 5ŀǾƻǎ ƘŀŘ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ŀǎǎǳǊŜ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ 

would have his paymeƴǘΣ {ŀƭƭŀ ƘŀŘ ŜǊǳǇǘŜŘΦ ά²ƘŜƴΣ when? On the morrow, on the new moon, when the 

red comet comes again? He is promising me gold and gems, always promising, but this gold I have not 

seen. I have his word, he is saying, oh yes, his royal word, he writes it down. Can Salladhor Saan eat the 

ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ǿƻǊŘΚ /ŀƴ ƘŜ ǉǳŜƴŎƘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘƛǊǎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǇŀǊŎƘƳŜƴǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŀȄȅ ǎŜŀƭǎΚ /ŀƴ ƘŜ ǘǳƳōƭŜ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜǎ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ 

ŦŜŀǘƘŜǊ ōŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŦǳŎƪ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƛƭƭ ǘƘŜȅ ǎǉǳŜŀƭΚέ 



  Davos had tried to persuade him to stay true. If Salla abandoned Stannis and his cause, he 

pointed out, he abandoned all hope of collecting the gold that was due him. A victorious King Tommen 

ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ Ǉŀȅ Ƙƛǎ ŘŜŦŜŀǘŜŘ ǳƴŎƭŜΩǎ ŘŜōǘǎΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΦ {ŀƭƭŀΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ ƘƻǇŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƻ ǊŜƳŀƛƴ ƭƻȅŀƭ ǘƻ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ 

Baratheon until he won the Iron Throne. Elsewise he would never see a groat of his money. He had to be 

patient. 

  Perhaps some lord with honey on his tongue might have swayed the Lysene pirate prince, but 

5ŀǾƻǎ ǿŀǎ ŀƴ ƻƴƛƻƴ ƪƴƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǿƻǊŘǎ ƘŀŘ ƻƴƭȅ ǇǊƻǾƻƪŜŘ {ŀƭƭŀ ǘƻ ŦǊŜǎƘ ƻǳǘǊŀƎŜΦ άhƴ 5ragonstone I 

ǿŀǎ ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŘ ǿƻƳŀƴ ōǳǊƴŜŘ ǿƻƻŘŜƴ ƎƻŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŎǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ ƳŜƴΦ !ƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƴƎ ǿŀȅ 

ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭ L ǿŀǎ ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘΦ !ǘ 9ŀǎǘǿŀǘŎƘ L ǿŀǎ ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘ Χ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƭŘΣ ǎƻ ǾŜǊȅ ŎƻƭŘΦ .ŀƘΣ L ǎŀȅΦ .ŀƘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ 

patience, and bah to your king. My men are hungry. They are wishing to fuck their wives again, to count 

their sons, to see the Stepstones and the pleasure gardens of Lys. Ice and storms and empty promises, 

these they are not ǿŀƴǘƛƴƎΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƴƻǊǘƘ ƛǎ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻƻ ŎƻƭŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŎƻƭŘŜǊΦέ 

  I knew the day would come, Davos told himself. I was fond of the old rogue, but never so great a 

fool as to trust him. 

  ά{ǘƻǊƳǎΦέ [ƻǊŘ DƻŘǊƛŎ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ ŀǎ ŦƻƴŘƭȅ ŀǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ Ƴŀƴ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǎŀȅ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻǾŜǊΩǎ ƴŀƳŜΦ 

ά{ǘƻǊƳǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎŀŎǊŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ {ƛǎǘŜǊǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ !ƴŘŀƭǎ ŎŀƳŜ. Our gods of old were the Lady of the Waves 

ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ {ƪƛŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƳŀŘŜ ǎǘƻǊƳǎ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƳŀǘŜŘΦέ IŜ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΦ ά¢ƘŜǎŜ ƪƛƴƎǎ 

ƴŜǾŜǊ ōƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ {ƛǎǘŜǊǎΦ ²Ƙȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǘƘŜȅΚ ²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ ǇƻƻǊΦ !ƴŘ ȅŜǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƘŜǊŜΦ 5ŜƭƛǾŜǊŜŘ 

to me by ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊƳǎΦέ 

  Delivered to you by a friend, Davos thought. 

  [ƻǊŘ DƻŘǊƛŎ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴΦ ά[ŜŀǾŜ ǘƘƛǎ Ƴŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 

  άbƻΣ ƳΩƭƻǊŘΦ bŜǾŜǊΦέ ¢ƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴ ǘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜŀǾŜΣ Ƙƛǎ ǿŜǘ ōƻƻǘǎ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ŘŀƳǇ ŦƻƻǘǇǊƛƴǘǎ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ 

the carpet. BeneatƘ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀ ǿŀǎ ǊǳƳōƭƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǊŜǎǘƭŜǎǎΣ ǇƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǎǘƭŜΩǎ ŦŜŜǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻǳǘŜǊ 

door closed with a sound like distant thunder, and again the lightning came, as if in answer. 

  άaȅ ƭƻǊŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 5ŀǾƻǎΣ άƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎŜƴŘ ƳŜ ƻƴ ǘƻ ²ƘƛǘŜ IŀǊōƻǊΣ Iƛǎ DǊŀce would count it as 

ŀƴ ŀŎǘ ƻŦ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎƘƛǇΦέ 

  άL ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ²ƘƛǘŜ IŀǊōƻǊΣέ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǊŘ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘΦ άhǊ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǎƻƳŜ ŎƻƭŘ ǿŜǘ 

ƘŜƭƭΦέ 

  Sisterton is hell enough. Davos feared the worst. The Three Sisters were fickle bitches, loyal only 

to themseƭǾŜǎΦ {ǳǇǇƻǎŜŘƭȅ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǿƻǊƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ !ǊǊȅƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ±ŀƭŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ 9ȅǊƛŜΩǎ ƎǊŀǎǇ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ 

islands was tenuous at best. 

  ά{ǳƴŘŜǊƭŀƴŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƘŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƻǾŜǊ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΦέ .ƻǊǊŜƭƭ ŘƛŘ ŦŜŀƭǘȅ ŦƻǊ 

Sweetsister, as Longthorpe did for Longsister and Torrent for Littlesister; all were sworn to Triston 

{ǳƴŘŜǊƭŀƴŘΣ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¢ƘǊŜŜ {ƛǎǘŜǊǎΦ άIŜΩŘ ǎŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴ ŦƻǊ ŀ Ǉƻǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊ ƎƻƭŘΦ 

tƻƻǊ Ƴŀƴ ƴŜŜŘǎ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŘǊŀƎƻƴΣ ǿƛǘƘ ǎŜǾŜƴ ǎƻƴǎ ŀƭƭ ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƪƴƛƎƘǘǎΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƭƻǊŘ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ a 



ǿƻƻŘŜƴ ǎǇƻƻƴ ŀƴŘ ŀǘǘŀŎƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎǘŜǿ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άL ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ŎǳǊǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŘǎ ǿƘƻ ƎŀǾŜ ƳŜ ƻƴƭȅ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊǎ ǳƴǘƛƭ L 

heard Triston bemoaning the cost of destriers. You would be surprised to know how many fish it takes 

ǘƻ ōǳȅ ŀ ŘŜŎŜƴǘ ǎǳƛǘ ƻŦ ǇƭŀǘŜ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƛƭΦέ 

  I had seven sons as well, but four are burned and dead. ά[ƻǊŘ {ǳƴŘŜǊƭŀƴŘ ƛǎ ǎǿƻǊƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 9ȅǊƛŜΣέ 

5ŀǾƻǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά.ȅ ǊƛƎƘǘǎ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŘŜƭƛǾŜǊ ƳŜ ǘƻ [ŀŘȅ !ǊǊȅƴΦέ IŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ŀ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ 

than with the Lannisters, he judged. Though she had taken no part in the War of the Five Kings, Lysa 

Arryn was a daughter of Riverrun, and aunt to the Young Wolf. 

  ά[ȅǎŀ !ǊǊȅƴΩǎ ŘŜŀŘΣέ [ƻǊŘ DƻŘǊƛŎ ǎŀƛŘΣ άƳǳǊŘŜǊŜŘ ōȅ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƛƴƎŜǊΦ [ƻǊŘ [ƛǘǘƭŜŦƛƴƎŜǊ ǊǳƭŜǎ ǘƘŜ ±ŀƭŜ 

ƴƻǿΦ ²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǇƛǊŀǘŜǎΚέ ²ƘŜƴ 5ŀǾƻǎ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΣ ƘŜ ǊŀǇǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎǇƻƻƴ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜΦ ά¢ƘŜ 

[ȅǎŜƴƛΦ ¢ƻǊǊŜƴǘ ǎǇƛŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎŀƛƭǎ ŦǊƻƳ [ƛǘǘƭŜǎƛǎǘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŜ Cƭƛƴǘǎ ŦǊƻƳ ²ƛŘƻǿΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘΦ hǊŀƴƎŜ 

ǎŀƛƭǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŜŜƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǇƛƴƪΦ {ŀƭƭŀŘƘƻǊ {ŀŀƴΦ ²ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƘŜΚέ 

  ά!ǘ ǎŜŀΦέ {ŀƭƭŀ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǎŀƛƭƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘe Fingers and down the narrow sea. He was returning 

to the Stepstones with what few ships remained him. Perhaps he would acquire a few more along the 

way, if he came upon some likely merchantmen. A little piracy to help the leagues go by. άIƛǎ DǊŀŎŜ Ƙŀǎ 

seƴǘ ƘƛƳ ǎƻǳǘƘΣ ǘƻ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ǘƘŜ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƭƛŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǊŜƘŜŀǊǎŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ 

rowed toward Sisterton through the rain. Soon or late the world would learn that Salladhor Saan had 

abandoned Stannis Baratheon, leaving him without a fleet, but they would not hear it from the lips of 

Davos Seaworth. 

  [ƻǊŘ DƻŘǊƛŎ ǎǘƛǊǊŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎǘŜǿΦ ά5ƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƭŘ ǇƛǊŀǘŜ {ŀŀƴ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǎǿƛƳ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǊŜΚέ 

  άL ŎŀƳŜ ŀǎƘƻǊŜ ƛƴ ŀƴ ƻǇŜƴ ōƻŀǘΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦέ {ŀƭƭŀ ƘŀŘ ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀŎƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘ [ŀƳǇ 

shone off the ValyrianΩǎ ǇƻǊǘ ōƻǿ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ Ǉǳǘ ƘƛƳ ƻŦŦΦ ¢ƘŜƛǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎƘƛǇ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǿƻǊǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳǳŎƘΣ ŀǘ 

least. The Lyseni would gladly have taken him south with him, he avowed, but Davos had refused. 

Stannis needed Wyman Manderly, and had trusted Davos to win him. He would not betray that trust, he 

ǘƻƭŘ {ŀƭƭŀΦ ά.ŀƘΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇƛǊŀǘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ άƘŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƪƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƘƻƴƻǊǎΣ ƻƭŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦ IŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƪƛƭƭ 

ȅƻǳΦέ 

  άL ƘŀǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀŘ ŀ YƛƴƎΩǎ IŀƴŘ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ Ƴȅ ǊƻƻŦ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣέ [ƻǊŘ DƻŘǊƛŎ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²ƻǳƭŘ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ 

ǊŀƴǎƻƳ ȅƻǳΣ L ǿƻƴŘŜǊΚέ 

  Would he? Stannis had given Davos lands and titles and offices, but would he pay good gold to 

buy back his life? IŜ Ƙŀǎ ƴƻ ƎƻƭŘΦ 9ƭǎŜ ƘŜΩŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ {ŀƭƭŀΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ Iƛǎ DǊŀŎŜ ŀǘ /ŀǎǘƭŜ .ƭŀŎƪ ƛŦ Ƴȅ 

ƭƻǊŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ǘƘŀǘ ƻŦ ƘƛƳΦέ 

  Borrell gruƴǘŜŘΦ άLǎ ǘƘŜ LƳǇ ŀǘ /ŀǎǘƭŜ .ƭŀŎƪ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΚέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ LƳǇΚέ 5ŀǾƻǎ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΦ άIŜ ƛǎ ŀǘ YƛƴƎΩǎ [ŀƴŘƛƴƎΣ ŎƻƴŘŜƳƴŜŘ ǘƻ ŘƛŜ 

ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƳǳǊŘŜǊ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜǇƘŜǿΦέ 



  ά¢ƘŜ ²ŀƭƭ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴΣ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΦ ¢ƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦΩǎ ŜǎŎŀǇŜŘΦ IŜ ǘǿƛǎǘed through 

the bars of his cell and tore his own father apart with his bare hands. A guardsman saw him flee, red 

ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƻ ƘŜŜƭΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƘŜΩŘ ōŀǘƘŜŘ ƛƴ ōƭƻƻŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴ ǿƛƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ƭƻǊŘ ƻŦ ŀƴȅ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ƪƛƭƭǎ ƘƛƳΦέ 

  Davos struggled to believe what he was hŜŀǊƛƴƎΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ¢ȅǿƛƴ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊ ƛǎ 

ŘŜŀŘΚέ 

  ά!ǘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻƴΩǎ ƘŀƴŘΣ ŀȅŜΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƭƻǊŘ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ŘǊƛƴƪ ƻŦ ōŜŜǊΦ ά²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƪƛƴƎǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ {ƛǎǘŜǊǎΣ 

we did not suffer dwarfs to live. We cast them all into the sea, as an offering to the gods. The septons 

made us stop that. A pack of pious fools. Why would the gods give a man such a shape but to mark him 

ŀǎ ŀ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊΚέ 

  Lord Tywin dead. This changes all. άaȅ ƭƻǊŘΣ ǿƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƎǊŀƴǘ ƳŜ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎŜƴŘ ŀ ǊŀǾŜƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭΚ 

His Grace will want to know of LorŘ ¢ȅǿƛƴΩǎ ŘŜŀǘƘΦέ 

  άIŜΩƭƭ ƪƴƻǿΦ .ǳǘ ƴƻǘ ŦǊƻƳ ƳŜΦ bƻǊ ȅƻǳΣ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƘŜǊŜ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ Ƴȅ ƭŜŀƪȅ ǊƻƻŦΦ LΩƭƭ ƴƻǘ 

have it said that I gave Stannis aid and counsel. The Sunderlands dragged the Sisters into two of the 

Blackfyre Rebellions, and we all sufferŜŘ ƎǊƛŜǾƻǳǎƭȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘΦέ [ƻǊŘ DƻŘǊƛŎ ǿŀǾŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎǇƻƻƴ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ŀ 

ŎƘŀƛǊΦ ά{ƛǘΦ .ŜŦƻǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŦŀƭƭΣ ǎŜǊΦ aȅ Ƙŀƭƭ ƛǎ ŎƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ŘŀƳǇ ŀƴŘ ŘŀǊƪΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǎƻƳŜ ŎƻǳǊǘŜǎȅΦ ²ŜΩƭƭ 

ŦƛƴŘ ŘǊȅ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΣ ōǳǘ ŦƛǊǎǘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ŜŀǘΦέ IŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴ ŜƴǘŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƭƭΦ ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ 

ƎǳŜǎǘ ǘƻ ŦŜŜŘΦ .ǊƛƴƎ ōŜŜǊ ŀƴŘ ōǊŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΩǎ ǎǘŜǿΦέ 

  The beer was brown, the bread black, the stew a creamy white. She served it in a trencher 

hollowed out of a stale loaf. It was thick with leeks, carrots, barley, and turnips white and yellow, along 

with clams and chunks of cod and crabmeat, swimming in a stock of heavy cream and butter. It was the 

sort of stew that warmed a man right down to his bones, just the thing for a wet, cold night. Davos 

spooned it up gratefully. 

  ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘŀǎǘŜŘ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΩǎ ǎǘŜǿ ōŜŦƻǊŜΚέ 

  άL ƘŀǾŜΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǎǘŜǿ ǿŀǎ ǎŜǊǾŜŘ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ¢ƘǊŜŜ {ƛǎǘŜǊǎΣ ƛƴ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƛƴƴ ŀƴŘ ǘŀǾŜǊƴΦ 

  ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ DŜƭƭŀ ƳŀƪŜǎ ƛǘΦ aȅ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΩǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΦ !ǊŜ ȅƻǳ 

ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘΣ ƻƴƛƻƴ ƪƴƛƎƘǘΚέ 

  άL ŀƳΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦέ 

  ά! ǇƛǘȅΦ DŜƭƭŀΩǎ ƴƻǘΦ IƻƳŜƭȅ ǿƻƳŜƴ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ǿƛǾŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƪƛƴŘǎ ƻŦ ŎǊŀōǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ 

wŜŘ ŎǊŀōǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǇƛŘŜǊ ŎǊŀōǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴǉǳŜǊƻǊǎΦ L ǿƻƴΩǘ Ŝŀǘ ǎǇƛŘŜǊ ŎǊŀōΣ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ƛƴ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΩǎ ǎǘŜǿΦ aŀƪŜǎ ƳŜ 

ŦŜŜƭ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ ŎŀƴƴƛōŀƭΦέ Iƛǎ ƭƻǊŘǎƘƛǇ ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜŘ ŀǘ the banner hanging above the cold black hearth. A spider 

crab was embroidered there, white on a grey-ƎǊŜŜƴ ŦƛŜƭŘΦ ά²Ŝ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘŀƭŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ōǳǊƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ 

IŀƴŘΦέ 

  The Hand who went before me. Melisandre had given Alester Florent to her god on 

Dragonstone, to conjure up the wind that bore them north. Lord Florent had been strong and silent as 



ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ ƳŜƴ ōƻǳƴŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǎǘΣ ŀǎ ŘƛƎƴƛŦƛŜŘ ŀǎ ŀƴȅ ƘŀƭŦ-naked man could hope to be, but as the 

flames licked up his legs he had begun to scream, and his screams had blown them all the way to 

Eastwatch-by-the-Sea, if the red woman could be believed. Davos had misliked that wind. It had seemed 

to him to smell of burning flesh, and the sound of it was anguished as it played amongst the lines. It 

could as easily have been me. άL ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ōǳǊƴΣέ ƘŜ ŀǎǎǳǊŜŘ [ƻǊŘ DƻŘǊƛŎΣ άǘƘƻǳƎƘ 9ŀǎǘǿŀǘŎƘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŦǊƻȊŜ 

ƳŜΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ²ŀƭƭ ǿƛƭƭ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀ ŦǊŜǎƘ ƭƻŀŦ ƻŦ ōǊŜŀŘΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ Ƙƻǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƻǾŜƴΦ 

When Davos saw her hand, he stared. Lord Godric did not fail to make nƻǘŜ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ ά!ȅŜΣ ǎƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǊƪΦ 

[ƛƪŜ ŀƭƭ .ƻǊǊŜƭƭǎΣ ŦƻǊ ŦƛǾŜ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ aȅ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΩǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΦ bƻǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ƳŀƪŜǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜǿΦέ IŜ 

ǘƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ōǊŜŀŘ ŀǇŀǊǘ ŀƴŘ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘ ƘŀƭŦ ǘƻ 5ŀǾƻǎΦ ά9ŀǘΦ LǘΩǎ ƎƻƻŘΦέ 

  It was, though any stale crust would have tasted just as fine to Davos; it meant he was a guest 

here, for this one night at least. The lords of the Three Sisters had a black repute, and none more so 

than Godric Borrell, Lord of Sweetsister, Shield of Sisterton, Master of Breakwater Castle, and Keeper of 

ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘ [ŀƳǇ Χ ōǳǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǊƻōōŜǊ ƭƻǊŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǿǊŜŎƪŜǊǎ ǿŜǊŜ ōƻǳƴŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ ƭŀǿǎ ƻŦ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭƛǘȅΦ I 

will see the dawn, at least, Davos told himself. I have eaten of his bread and salt. 

  ¢ƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊ ǎǇƛŎŜǎ ǘƘŀƴ ǎŀƭǘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΩǎ ǎǘŜǿΦ άLǎ ƛǘ ǎŀŦŦǊƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ ǘŀǎǘƛƴƎΚέ 

Saffron was worth more than gold. Davos had only tasted it once before, when King Robert had sent a 

half a fish to him at a feast on Dragonstone. 

  ά!ȅŜΦ CǊƻƳ vŀǊǘƘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǇŜǇǇŜǊ ǘƻƻΦέ [ƻǊŘ DƻŘǊƛŎ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ǇƛƴŎƘ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ Ƙƛǎ thumb and 

ŦƻǊŜŦƛƴƎŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎǇǊƛƴƪƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ǘǊŜƴŎƘŜǊΦ ά/ǊŀŎƪŜŘ ōƭŀŎƪ ǇŜǇǇŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ ±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎΣ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŦƛƴŜǊΦ ¢ŀƪŜ ŀǎ 

ƳǳŎƘ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǇŜǇǇŜǊȅΦ LΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŦƻǊǘȅ ŎƘŜǎǘǎ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ bƻǘ ǘƻ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ŎƭƻǾŜǎ ŀƴŘ 

nutmeg, and a pound of saffron. Took it off a sloe-ŜȅŜŘ ƳŀƛŘΦέ IŜ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ IŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀŘ ŀƭƭ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜŜǘƘΣ 

5ŀǾƻǎ ǎŀǿΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǿŜǊŜ ȅŜƭƭƻǿ ŀƴŘ ƻƴŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇ ǿŀǎ ōƭŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŀŘΦ ά{ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ 

for Braavos, but a gale swept her into the Bite and she smashed up against some of my rocks. So you 

ǎŜŜΣ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƎƛŦǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊƳǎ ƘŀǾŜ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎŜŀΩǎ ŀ ǘǊŜŀŎƘŜǊƻǳǎ ŎǊǳŜƭ ǘƘƛƴƎΦέ 

  Not as treacherous as men, ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ 5ŀǾƻǎΦ [ƻǊŘ DƻŘǊƛŎΩǎ ŦƻǊŜōŜŀǊǎ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǇƛǊŀǘŜ ƪƛƴƎǎ ǳƴǘƛƭ 

the Starks came down on them with fire and sword. These days the Sistermen left open piracy to 

Salladhor Saan and his ilk and confined themselves to wrecking. The beacons that burned along the 

shores of the Three Sisters were supposed to warn of shoals and reefs and rocks and lead the way to 

safety, but on stormy nights and foggy ones, some Sistermen would use false lights to draw unwary 

captains to their doom. 

  ά¢ƘŜ ǎǘƻǊƳǎ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŀ ƪƛƴŘƴŜǎǎΣ ōƭƻǿƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ŘƻƻǊΣέ [ƻǊŘ DƻŘǊƛŎ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ŀ 

cold welcome in White Harbor. You come too late, ser. Lord Wyman means to bend his knee, and not to 

{ǘŀƴƴƛǎΦέ IŜ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ǎǿŀƭƭƻǿ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ōŜŜǊΦ ά¢ƘŜ aŀƴŘŜǊƭȅǎ ŀǊŜ ƴƻ ƴƻǊǘƘƳŜƴΣ ƴƻǘ Řƻǿƴ ŘŜŜǇΦ Ω¢ǿŀǎ ƴƻ 

more than nine hundred years ago when they came north, laden down with all their gold and gods. 

¢ƘŜȅΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƭƻǊds on the Mander until they overreached themselves and the green hands slapped 

ǘƘŜƳ ŘƻǿƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƻƭŦ ƪƛƴƎ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƎƻƭŘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ƎŀǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ƭŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƎƻŘǎΦέ IŜ 

ƳƻǇǇŜŘ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ǎǘŜǿ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŎƘǳƴƪ ƻŦ ōǊŜŀŘΦ άLŦ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ǘƘƛƴƪǎ ǘƘŜ Ŧŀǘ Ƴŀƴ ǿƛƭƭ ǊƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƎΣ ƘŜΩǎ ǿǊƻƴƎΦ 



The Lionstar put in at Sisterton twelve days ago to fill her water casks. Do you know her? Crimson sails 

ŀƴŘ ŀ ƎƻƭŘ ƭƛƻƴ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ǇǊƻǿΦ !ƴŘ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ CǊŜȅǎΣ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ²ƘƛǘŜ IŀǊōƻǊΦέ 

  άCǊŜȅǎΚέ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ 5ŀǾƻǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ CǊŜȅǎ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ [ƻǊŘ 

²ȅƳŀƴΩǎ ǎƻƴΣ ǿŜ ƘŜŀǊŘΦέ 

  ά!ȅŜΣέ [ƻǊŘ DƻŘǊƛŎ ǎŀƛŘΣ άŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ Ŧŀǘ Ƴŀƴ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ǿǊƻǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ Ǿƻǿ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ƻƴ ōǊŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ 

wine till he had his vengeance. But before the day was out, he was stuffing clams and cakes into his 

ƳƻǳǘƘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǎƘƛǇǎ ǘƘŀǘ Ǝƻ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ {ƛǎǘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ²ƘƛǘŜ IŀǊōƻǊ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΦ ²Ŝ ǎŜƭƭ ǘƘŜƳ 

ŎǊŀōǎ ŀƴŘ ŦƛǎƘ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻŀǘ ŎƘŜŜǎŜΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŜƭƭ ǳǎ ǿƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ ǿƻƻƭ ŀƴŘ ƘƛŘŜǎΦ CǊƻƳ ŀƭƭ L ƘŜŀǊΣ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻǊŘǎƘƛǇΩǎ 

fatter than ever. So much for vows. Words are windΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘ ŦǊƻƳ aŀƴŘŜǊƭȅΩǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ƴƻ 

ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘ ŜǎŎŀǇƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ōƻǘǘƻƳΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƭƻǊŘ ǘƻǊŜ ƻŦŦ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƘǳƴƪ ƻŦ ōǊŜŀŘ ǘƻ ǎǿƛǇŜ ƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ 

ǘǊŜƴŎƘŜǊΦ ά¢ƘŜ CǊŜȅǎ ǿŜǊŜ ōǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ Ŧŀǘ Ŧƻƻƭ ŀ ōŀƎ ƻŦ ōƻƴŜǎΦ {ƻƳŜ Ŏŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻǳǊǘŜǎȅΣ ǘƻ ōǊƛƴƎ ŀ Ƴŀƴ 

his ŘŜŀŘ ǎƻƴΩǎ ōƻƴŜǎΦ IŀŘ ƛǘ ōŜŜƴ Ƴȅ ǎƻƴΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳǊǘŜǎȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀƴƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ CǊŜȅǎ 

ōŜŦƻǊŜ L ƘŀƴƎŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ Ŧŀǘ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǘƻƻ ƴƻōƭŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘΦέ IŜ ǎǘǳŦŦŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōǊŜŀŘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘΣ 

ŎƘŜǿŜŘΣ ǎǿŀƭƭƻǿŜŘΦ άL ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ CǊŜȅǎ ǘƻ ǎǳǇǇŜǊΦ hƴŜ ǎŀǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƴƻǿΦ Rhaegar, he 

ƴŀƳŜŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ L ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ IŜΩŘ ƭƻǎǘ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛŦŜΣ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ 

a new one in White Harbor. Ravens have been flying back and forth. Lord Wyman and Lord Walder have 

made a pact, ŀƴŘ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ǎŜŀƭ ƛǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƳŀǊǊƛŀƎŜΦέ 

  Davos felt as though the lord had punched him in the belly. If he tells it true, my king is lost. 

Stannis Baratheon had desperate need of White Harbor. If Winterfell was the heart of the north, White 

Harbor was its mouth. Its firth had remained free of ice even in the depths of winter for centuries. With 

winter coming on, that could mean much and moreΦ {ƻ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΩǎ ǎƛƭǾŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊǎ ƘŀŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ 

ƎƻƭŘ ƻŦ /ŀǎǘŜǊƭȅ wƻŎƪΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŀŘ ǿŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿŜŀƭǘƘ ƻŦ IƛƎƘƎŀǊŘŜƴΦ YƛƴƎ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎΩǎ ŎƻŦŦŜǊǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŜȄƘŀǳǎǘŜŘΦ I 

must try, at least. There may be some way that I can stop this marriage. άL ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŎƘ ²ƘƛǘŜ IŀǊōƻǊΣέ 

ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ ƭƻǊŘǎƘƛǇΣ L ōŜƎ ȅƻǳΣ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜΦέ 

  Lord Godric began to eat his trencher, tearing it apart in his big hands. The stew had softened 

ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƭŜ ōǊŜŀŘΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƭƻǾŜ ŦƻǊ ƴƻǊǘƘƳŜƴΣέ ƘŜ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƳŀŜǎǘŜǊǎ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŜ wŀǇŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¢ƘǊŜŜ 

Sisters was two thousand years ago, but Sisterton has not forgotten. We were a free people before that, 

with our kings ruling over us. Afterward, we had to bend our knees to the Eyrie to get the northmen out. 

The wolf and the falcon fought over us for a thousand years, till between the two of them they had 

gnawed all the fat and flesh off the bones of these poor islands. As for your King Stannis, when he was 

wƻōŜǊǘΩǎ ƳŀǎǘŜǊ ƻŦ ǎƘƛǇǎ ƘŜ ǎŜƴǘ ŀ ŦƭŜŜǘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ǇƻǊǘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ƭŜŀǾŜ ŀƴŘ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜ ƘŀƴƎ ŀ ŘƻȊŜƴ ŦƛƴŜ 

friends. Men like you. He went so far as to threaten to hang me if it should happen that some ship went 

ŀƎǊƻǳƴŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘ [ŀƳǇ ƘŀŘ ƎƻƴŜ ōƭŀŎƪΦ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ Ŝŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊǊƻƎŀƴŎŜΦέ IŜ ŀǘŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

ǘǊŜƴŎƘŜǊΦ άbƻǿ ƘŜ ŎƻƳŜǎ ƴƻǊǘƘ ƘǳƳōƭŜŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ǘŀƛƭ ōŜǘǿŜen his legs. Why should I give him any aid? 

!ƴǎǿŜǊ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

  Because he is your rightful king, Davos thought. Because he is a strong man and a just one, the 

only man who can restore the realm and defend it against the peril that gathers in the north. Because he 

has a magic sword that glows with the light of the sun. The words caught in his throat. None of them 



would sway the Lord of Sweetsister. None of them would get him a foot closer to White Harbor. What 

answer does he want? Must I promise him gold we Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜΚ ! ƘƛƎƘōƻǊƴ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΩǎ 

daughter? Lands, honors, titles? Lord Alester Florent had tried to play that game, and the king had 

burned him for it. 

  ά¢ƘŜ IŀƴŘ Ƙŀǎ ƭƻǎǘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻƴƎǳŜΣ ƛǘ ǎŜŜƳǎΦ IŜ Ƙŀǎ ƴƻ ǘŀǎǘŜ ŦƻǊ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΩǎ ǎǘŜǿΣ ƻǊ ǘǊǳǘƘΦέ [ƻǊŘ DƻŘǊƛŎ 

wiped his mouth. 

  ά¢ƘŜ ƭƛƻƴ ƛǎ ŘŜŀŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 5ŀǾƻǎΣ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǘǊǳǘƘΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦ ¢ȅǿƛƴ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊ ƛǎ ŘŜŀŘΦέ 

  ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƛǎΚέ 

  ά²Ƙƻ ǊǳƭŜǎ ƴƻǿ ƛƴ YƛƴƎΩǎ [ŀƴŘƛƴƎΚ bƻǘ ¢ƻƳƳŜƴΣ ƘŜ ƛǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΦ Lǎ ƛǘ {ŜǊ YŜǾŀƴΚέ 

  Candlelight gleamed ƛƴ [ƻǊŘ DƻŘǊƛŎΩǎ ōƭŀŎƪ ŜȅŜǎΦ άLŦ ƛǘ ǿŜǊŜΣ ȅƻǳΩŘ ōŜ ƛƴ ŎƘŀƛƴǎΦ LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴ 

ǿƘƻ ǊǳƭŜǎΦέ 

  Davos understood. He nurses doubts. He does not want to find himself upon the losing side. 

ά{ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ƘŜƭŘ {ǘƻǊƳΩǎ 9ƴŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ¢ȅǊŜƭƭǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ wŜŘǿȅƴŜǎΦ IŜ ǘƻƻƪ 5ragonstone from the last 

¢ŀǊƎŀǊȅŜƴǎΦ IŜ ǎƳŀǎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ LǊƻƴ CƭŜŜǘ ƻŦŦ CŀƛǊ LǎƭŜΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ŎƘƛƭŘ ƪƛƴƎ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ǇǊŜǾŀƛƭ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƘƛƳΦέ 

  ά¢Ƙƛǎ ŎƘƛƭŘ ƪƛƴƎ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘǎ ǘƘŜ ǿŜŀƭǘƘ ƻŦ /ŀǎǘŜǊƭȅ wƻŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǿŜǊ ƻŦ IƛƎƘƎŀǊŘŜƴΦ IŜ Ƙŀǎ ǘƘŜ 

.ƻƭǘƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ CǊŜȅǎΦέ [ƻǊŘ DƻŘǊƛŎ ǊǳōōŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘƛƴΦ ά{ǘƛƭƭ Χ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƻƴƭȅ ǿƛƴǘŜǊ ƛǎ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴΦ bŜŘ 

{ǘŀǊƪ ǘƻƭŘ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘΣ ƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƘŀƭƭΦέ 

  άbŜŘ {ǘŀǊƪ ǿŀǎ ƘŜǊŜΚέ 

  ά!ǘ ǘƘŜ Řŀǿƴ ƻŦ wƻōŜǊǘΩǎ wŜōŜƭƭƛƻƴΦ ¢ƘŜ aŀŘ YƛƴƎ ƘŀŘ ǎŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 9ȅǊƛŜ ŦƻǊ {ǘŀǊƪΩǎ ƘŜŀŘΣ ōǳǘ Wƻƴ 

Arryn sent him back defiance. Gulltown stayed loyal to the throne, though. To get home and call his 

banners, Stark had to cross the mountains to the Fingers and find a fisherman to carry him across the 

Bite. A storm caught them on the way. The fisherman drowned, but his daughter got Stark to the Sisters 

before the boat went down. They say he left her with a bag of silver and a bastard in her belly. Jon 

Snow, she named him, after Arryn. 

  ά.Ŝ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǎ ƛǘ ƳŀȅΦ aȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǎŀǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ L ǎƛǘ ƴƻǿ ǿƘŜƴ [ƻǊŘ 9ŘŘŀǊŘ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ {ƛǎǘŜǊǘon. Our 

ƳŀŜǎǘŜǊ ǳǊƎŜŘ ǳǎ ǘƻ ǎŜƴŘ {ǘŀǊƪΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƻ !ŜǊȅǎΣ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǾŜ ƻǳǊ ƭƻȅŀƭǘȅΦ Lǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƳŜŀƴǘ ŀ ǊƛŎƘ ǊŜǿŀǊŘΦ 

The Mad King was open-handed with them as pleased him. By then we knew that Jon Arryn had taken 

Gulltown, though. Robert was the first man to gain the wall, and slew Marq Grafton with his own hand. 

Ψ¢Ƙƛǎ .ŀǊŀǘƘŜƻƴ ƛǎ ŦŜŀǊƭŜǎǎΣΩ L ǎŀƛŘΦ ΨIŜ ŦƛƎƘǘǎ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ŀ ƪƛƴƎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŦƛƎƘǘΦΩ hǳǊ ƳŀŜǎǘŜǊ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘ ŀǘ ƳŜ 

ŀƴŘ ǘƻƭŘ ǳǎ ǘƘŀǘ tǊƛƴŎŜ wƘŀŜƎŀǊ ǿŀǎ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ǘƻ ŘŜŦŜŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǊŜōŜƭΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǿƘŜƴ {ǘŀǊƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ΨLƴ this world 

ƻƴƭȅ ǿƛƴǘŜǊ ƛǎ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴΦ ²Ŝ Ƴŀȅ ƭƻǎŜ ƻǳǊ ƘŜŀŘǎΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǘǊǳŜ Χ ōǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƛŦ ǿŜ ǇǊŜǾŀƛƭΚΩ aȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǎŜƴǘ ƘƛƳ ƻƴ 

Ƙƛǎ ǿŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΦ ΨLŦ ȅƻǳ ƭƻǎŜΣΩ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ [ƻǊŘ 9ŘŘŀǊŘΣ Ψȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŜǊŜΦΩ έ 

  άbƻ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ L ǿŀǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 5ŀvos Seaworth. 



  JON 
 

     They brought forth the King-Beyond-the-Wall with his hands bound by hempen rope and a 

noose around his neck. 

  ¢ƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊƻǇŜ ǿŀǎ ƭƻƻǇŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀŘŘƭŜ ƘƻǊƴ ƻŦ {ŜǊ DƻŘǊȅ CŀǊǊƛƴƎΩǎ ŎƻǳǊǎŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ 

Giantslayer and his mount were armored in silvered steel inlaid with niello. Mance Rayder wore only a 

thin tunic that left his limbs naked to the cold. They could have let him keep his cloak, Jon Snow thought, 

the one the wildling woman patched with strips of crimson silk. 

  Small wonder that the Wall was weeping. 

  άaŀƴŎŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǘƘŜ ƘŀǳƴǘŜŘ ŦƻǊŜǎǘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƴȅ ǊŀƴƎŜǊΣέ Wƻƴ ƘŀŘ ǘƻƭŘ YƛƴƎ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎΣ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ Ŧƛƴŀƭ 

effort to convince His Grace that the King-Beyond-the-Wall would be of more use to them alive than 

ŘŜŀŘΦ άIŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ¢ƻǊƳǳƴd Giantsbane. He has fought the Others. And he had the Horn of Joramun and 

ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ōƭƻǿ ƛǘΦ IŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ōǊƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜΦέ 

  Iƛǎ ǿƻǊŘǎ ŦŜƭƭ ƻƴ ŘŜŀŦ ŜŀǊǎΦ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ƘŀŘ ǊŜƳŀƛƴŜŘ ǳƴƳƻǾŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƭŀǿ ǿŀǎ ǇƭŀƛƴΤ ŀ ŘŜǎŜǊǘŜǊΩǎ ƭƛŦŜ 

was forfeit. 

  .ŜƴŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǿŜŜǇƛƴƎ ²ŀƭƭΣ [ŀŘȅ aŜƭƛǎŀƴŘǊŜ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǇŀƭŜ ǿƘƛǘŜ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ άWe all must choose,έ 

ǎƘŜ ǇǊƻŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΦ άaŀƴ ƻǊ ǿƻƳŀƴΣ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƻǊ ƻƭŘΣ ƭƻǊŘ ƻǊ ǇŜŀǎŀƴǘΣ ƻǳǊ ŎƘƻƛŎŜǎ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜΦέ IŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ 

made Jon Snow think of anise and nutmeg and cloves. She stood aǘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ǎƛŘŜ ƻƴ ŀ ǿƻƻŘŜƴ ǎŎŀŦŦƻƭŘ 

ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ŀōƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǇƛǘΦ ά²Ŝ ŎƘƻƻǎŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ƻǊ ǿŜ ŎƘƻƻǎŜ ŘŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΦ ²Ŝ ŎƘƻƻǎŜ ƎƻƻŘ ƻǊ ǿŜ ŎƘƻƻǎŜ ŜǾƛƭΦ ²Ŝ 

ŎƘƻƻǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳŜ ƎƻŘ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƭǎŜΦέ 

  aŀƴŎŜ wŀȅŘŜǊΩǎ ǘƘƛŎƪ ƎǊŜȅ-brown hair blew about his face as he walked. He pushed it from his 

ŜȅŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ōƻǳƴŘ ƘŀƴŘǎΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎΦ .ǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƎŜΣ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻǳǊŀƎŜ ŦŀƛƭŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ ¢ƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ ƳŜƴ ƘŀŘ 

made it from the trees of the haunted forest, from saplings and supple branches, pine boughs sticky 

with sap, and the bone-white fingers of thŜ ǿŜƛǊǿƻƻŘǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩŘ ōŜƴǘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƴŘ ǘǿƛǎǘŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƴŘ 

through each other to weave a wooden lattice, then hung it high above a deep pit filled with logs, 

leaves, and kindling. 

  ¢ƘŜ ǿƛƭŘƭƛƴƎ ƪƛƴƎ ǊŜŎƻƛƭŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƎƘǘΦ άbƻΣέ ƘŜ ŎǊƛŜŘΣ άmercy. This is ƴƻǘ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ 

king, theyτέ 

  Ser Godry gave a pull on the rope. The King-Beyond-the-Wall had no choice but to stumble after 

him, the rope choking off his words. When he lost his feet, Godry dragged him the rest of the way. 

Mance was bloody when thŜ ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ ƳŜƴ ƘŀƭŦ-shoved, half-carried him to the cage. A dozen 

men-at-arms heaved together to hoist him into the air. 

  [ŀŘȅ aŜƭƛǎŀƴŘǊŜ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǊƛǎŜΦ άFREE FOLK! Here stands your king of lies. And here is the 

horn he promised would bring down the WalƭΦέ ¢ǿƻ ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ ƳŜƴ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ŦƻǊǘƘ ǘƘŜ IƻǊƴ ƻŦ WƻǊŀƳǳƴΣ 

black and banded with old gold, eight feet long from end to end. Runes were carved into the golden 



bands, the writing of the First Men. Joramun had died thousands of years ago, but Mance had found his 

grave beneath a glacier, high up in the Frostfangs. And Joramun blew the Horn of Winter, and woke 

giants from the earth. Ygritte had told Jon that Mance never found the horn. She lied, or else Mance 

kept it secret even from his own. 

  A thousand captives watched through the wooden bars of their stockade as the horn was lifted 

high. All were ragged and half-starved. Wild-lings, the Seven Kingdoms called them; they named 

themselves the free folk. They looked neither wild nor freeτonly hungry, frightened, numb. 

  ά¢ƘŜ IƻǊƴ ƻŦ WƻǊŀƳǳƴΚέ aŜƭƛǎŀƴŘǊŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άbƻΦ /ŀƭƭ ƛǘ ǘƘŜ IƻǊƴ ƻŦ 5ŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΦ LŦ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭ ŦŀƭƭǎΣ ƴƛƎƘǘ 

falls as well, the long night that never ends. It must not happen, will not happen! The Lord of Light has 

seen his children in their peril and sent a chŀƳǇƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΣ !ȊƻǊ !Ƙŀƛ ǊŜōƻǊƴΦέ {ƘŜ ǎǿŜǇǘ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ 

toward Stannis, and the great ruby at her throat pulsed with light. 

  He is stone and she is flame. ¢ƘŜ ƪƛƴƎΩs eyes were blue bruises, sunk deep in a hollow face. He 

wore grey plate, a fur-trimmed cloak of cloth-of-gold flowing from his broad shoulders. His breastplate 

had a flaming heart inlaid above his own. Girding his brows was a red-gold crown with points like 

twisting flames. Val stood beside him, tall and fair. They had crowned her with a simple circlet of dark 

bronze, yet she looked more regal in bronze than Stannis did in gold. Her eyes were grey and fearless, 

unflinching. Beneath an ermine cloak, she wore white and gold. Her honey-blond hair had been done up 

in a thick braid that hung over her right shoulder to her waist. The chill in the air had put color in her 

cheeks. 

  Lady Melisandre wore no crown, but every man there knew that she was Stannis BarathŜƻƴΩǎ 

real queen, not the homely woman he had left to shiver at Eastwatch-by-the-Sea. Talk was, the king did 

not mean to send for Queen Selyse and their daughter until the Nightfort was ready for habitation. Jon 

felt sorry for them. The Wall offered few of the comforts that southron ladies and little highborn girls 

were used to, and the Night-fort offered none. That was a grim place, even at the best of times. 

  άFREE FOLK!έ ŎǊƛŜŘ aŜƭƛǎŀƴŘǊŜΦ ά.ŜƘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ ŎƘƻƻǎŜ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΗέ 

  The Horn of Joramun burst into flame. 

  It went up with a whoosh as swirling tongues of green and yellow fire leapt up crackling all along 

ƛǘǎ ƭŜƴƎǘƘΦ WƻƴΩǎ ƎŀǊǊƻƴ ǎƘƛŜŘ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎƭȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ Ǌŀƴƪǎ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ŦƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǘƘŜƛǊ Ƴƻǳƴǘǎ ŀǎ 

well. A moan came from the stockade as the free folk saw their hope afire. A few began to shout and 

curse, but most lapsed into silence. For half a heartbeat the runes graven on the gold bands seemed to 

ǎƘƛƳƳŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ ƳŜƴ ƎŀǾŜ ŀ ƘŜŀǾŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊƴ ǘǳƳōƭƛƴg down into the fire pit. 

  Inside his cage, Mance Rayder clawed at the noose about his neck with bound hands and 

screamed incoherently of treachery and witchery, denying his kingship, denying his people, denying his 

name, denying all that he had ever been. He shrieked for mercy and cursed the red woman and began to 

laugh hysterically. 



  Jon watched unblinking. He dare not appear squeamish before his brothers. He had ordered out 

two hundred men, more than half the garrison of Castle Black. Mounted in solemn sable ranks with tall 

ǎǇŜŀǊǎ ƛƴ ƘŀƴŘΣ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ŘǊŀǿƴ ǳǇ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘƻƻŘǎ ǘƻ ǎƘŀŘƻǿ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦŀŎŜǎ Χ ŀƴŘ ƘƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ 

were greybeards and green boys. The free folk feared the Watch. Jon wanted them to take that fear 

with them to their new homes south of the Wall. 

  The horn crashed amongst the logs and leaves and kindling. Within three heartbeats the whole 

pit was aflame. Clutching the bars of his cage with bound hands, Mance sobbed and begged. When the 

fire reached him he did a little dance. His screams became one long, wordless shriek of fear and pain. 

Within his cage, he fluttered like a burning leaf, a moth caught in a candle flame. 

  Jon found himself remembering a song. 

  .ǊƻǘƘŜǊǎΣ ƻƘ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊǎΣ Ƴȅ Řŀȅǎ ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ŘƻƴŜΣ ǘƘŜ 5ƻǊƴƛǎƘƳŀƴΩǎ ǘŀƪŜƴ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦe, 

  .ǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ƛǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΣ ŦƻǊ ŀƭƭ ƳŜƴ Ƴǳǎǘ ŘƛŜΣ ŀƴŘ LΩǾŜ ǘŀǎǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻǊƴƛǎƘƳŀƴΩǎ ǿƛŦŜΗ 

    Val stood on the platform as still as if she had been carved of salt. She will not weep nor look 

away. Jon wondered what Ygritte would have done in her place. The women are the strong ones. He 

found himself thinking about Sam and Maester Aemon, about Gilly and the babe. She will curse me with 

her dying breath, but I saw no other way. Eastwatch reported savage storms upon the narrow sea. I 

meant to keep them safe. Did I feed them to the crabs instead? Last night he had dreamed of Sam 

drowning, of Ygritte dying with his arrow in her (it had not been his arrow, but in his dreams it always 

was), of Gilly weeping tears of blood. 

  Wƻƴ {ƴƻǿ ƘŀŘ ǎŜŜƴ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦ άbƻǿΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛd. 

  Ulmer of the Kingswood jammed his spear into the ground, unslung his bow, and slipped a black 

arrow from his quiver. Sweet Donnel Hill threw back his hood to do the same. Garth Greyfeather and 

Bearded Ben nocked shafts, bent their bows, loosed. 

  One arrow took Mance Rayder in the chest, one in the gut, one in the throat. The fourth struck 

ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƎŜΩǎ ǿƻƻŘŜƴ ōŀǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǉǳƛǾŜǊŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀƴ ƛƴǎǘŀƴǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŎŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ŦƛǊŜΦ ! ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ǎƻōǎ ŜŎƘƻŜŘ 

off the Wall as the wildling king slid bonelessly to the floor ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀƎŜΣ ǿǊŜŀǘƘŜŘ ƛƴ ŦƛǊŜΦ ά!ƴŘ ƴƻǿ Ƙƛǎ 

²ŀǘŎƘ ƛǎ ŘƻƴŜΣέ Wƻƴ ƳǳǊƳǳǊŜŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΦ aŀƴŎŜ wŀȅŘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘ ƻƴŎŜΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ 

he changed his black cloak for one slashed with bright red silk. 

  Up on the platform, Stannis was scowling. Jon refused to meet his eyes. The bottom had fallen 

out of the wooden cage, and its bars were crumbling. Every time the fire licked upward, more branches 

ǘǳƳōƭŜŘ ŦǊŜŜΣ ŎƘŜǊǊȅ ǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ōƭŀŎƪΦ ά¢ƘŜ [ƻǊŘ ƻŦ [ƛƎƘǘ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴ ŀƴŘ Ƴƻƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǎ ǘƻ ƭƛƎƘǘ ƻǳǊ 

way, ŀƴŘ ƎŀǾŜ ǳǎ ŦƛǊŜ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŀǘ ōŀȅΣέ aŜƭƛǎŀƴŘǊŜ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƭŘƭƛƴƎǎΦ άbƻƴŜ Ŏŀƴ ǿƛǘƘǎǘŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ 

ŦƭŀƳŜǎΦέ 

  άNone can withstand his flames,έ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ ƳŜƴ ŜŎƘƻŜŘΦ 



  ¢ƘŜ ǊŜŘ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ǊƻōŜǎ ƻŦ ŘŜŜǇ-dyed scarlet swirled about her, and her coppery hair made a 

Ƙŀƭƻ ǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜΦ ¢ŀƭƭ ȅŜƭƭƻǿ ŦƭŀƳŜǎ ŘŀƴŎŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǘƛǇǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŎƭŀǿǎΦ άFREE FOLK! Your false 

gods cannot help you. Your false horn did not save you. Your false king brought you only death, despair, 

ŘŜŦŜŀǘ Χ ōǳǘ ƘŜǊŜ ǎǘŀƴŘǎ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳŜ ƪƛƴƎΦ BEHOLD HIS GLORY!έ 

  Stannis Baratheon drew Lightbringer. 

  ¢ƘŜ ǎǿƻǊŘ ƎƭƻǿŜŘ ǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ȅŜƭƭƻǿ ŀƴŘ ƻǊŀƴƎŜΣ ŀƭƛǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƭƛƎƘǘΦ Wƻƴ ƘŀŘ ǎŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǿ ōŜŦƻǊŜ Χ 

but not like this, never before like this. Light-bringer was the sun made steel. When Stannis raised the 

blade above his head, men had to turn their heads or cover their eyes. Horses shied, and one threw his 

rider. The blaze in the fire pit seemed to shrink before this storm of light, like a small dog cowering 

before a larger one. The Wall itself turned red and pink and orange, as waves of color danced across the 

ice. Lǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǿŜǊ ƻŦ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ōƭƻƻŘΚ 

  ά²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎ Ƙŀǎ ōǳǘ ƻƴŜ ƪƛƴƎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎΦ Iƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǊŀƴƎ ƘŀǊǎƘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ƴƻƴŜ ƻŦ aŜƭƛǎŀƴŘǊŜΩǎ 

ƳǳǎƛŎΦ ά²ƛǘƘ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǿƻǊŘ L ŘŜŦŜƴŘ Ƴȅ ǎǳōƧŜŎǘǎ ŀƴŘ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ ƳŜƴŀce them. Bend the knee, and I 

ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜ ȅƻǳ ŦƻƻŘΣ ƭŀƴŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƧǳǎǘƛŎŜΦ YƴŜŜƭ ŀƴŘ ƭƛǾŜΦ hǊ Ǝƻ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎƘƻƛŎŜ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊǎΦέ IŜ ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ 

Lightbringer into its scabbard, and the world darkened once again, as if the sun had gone behind a 

ŎƭƻǳŘΦ άhǇŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǘŜǎΦέ 

  άOPEN THE GATES,έ ōŜƭƭƻǿŜŘ {ŜǊ /ƭŀȅǘƻƴ {ǳƎƎǎΣ ƛƴ ŀ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀǎ ŘŜŜǇ ŀǎ ŀ ǿŀǊƘƻǊƴΦ άOPEN THE 

GATES,έ ŜŎƘƻŜŘ {ŜǊ /ƻǊƭƛǎǎ tŜƴƴȅΣ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƎǳŀǊŘǎΦ άOPEN THE GATES,έ ŎǊƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜǊƧŜŀƴǘǎΦ 

Men scrambled to obey. Sharpened stakes were wrenched from the ground, planks were dropped 

across deep ditches, and the stockade gates were thrown wide. Jon Snow raised his hand and lowered it, 

and his black ranks parted right and left, clearing a path to the Wall, where Dolorous Edd Tollett pushed 

open the iron gate. 

  ά/ƻƳŜΣέ ǳǊƎŜŘ aŜƭƛǎŀƴŘǊŜΦ ά/ƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ Χ ƻǊ Ǌǳƴ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΦέ Lƴ ǘƘŜ Ǉƛǘ ōŜƭƻǿ 

ƘŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŎǊŀŎƪƭƛƴƎΦ άLŦ ȅƻǳ ŎƘƻƻǎŜ ƭƛŦŜΣ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ƳŜΦέ 

  And they came. Slowly at first, some limping or leaning on their fellows, the captives began to 

emerge from their rough-hewn pen. If you would eat, come to me, Jon thought. If you would not freeze 

or starve, submit. Hesitant, wary of some trap, the first few prisoners edged across the planks and 

through the ring of the stakes, toward Melisandre and the Wall. More followed, when they saw that no 

ƘŀǊƳ ƘŀŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ ǿŜƴǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ƳƻǊŜΣ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎǘŜŀŘȅ ǎǘǊŜŀƳΦ vǳŜŜƴΩǎ ƳŜƴ ƛƴ 

studded jacks and halfhelms handed each passing man, woman, or child a piece of white weirwood: a 

stick, a splintered branch as pale as broken bone, a spray of blood-red leaves. A piece of the old gods to 

feed the new. Jon flexed the fingers of his sword hand. 

  The heat from the fire pit was palpable even at a distance; for the wild-lings, it had to be 

blistering. He saw men cringing as they neared the flames, heard children cry. A few turned for the 

forest. He watched a young woman stumble away with a child on either hand. Every few steps she 

looked back to make certain no one was coming after them, and when she neared the trees she broke 

into a run. One greybeard took the weir-wood branch they handed him and used it as a weapon, laying 



ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ ƳŜƴ ŎƻƴǾŜǊƎŜŘ ƻƴ ƘƛƳ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǇŜŀǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǎǘŜǇ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ Ƙƛǎ 

body, until Ser Corliss had it thrown in the fire. More of the free folk chose the woods after thatτone in 

ten, perhaps. 

  But most came on. Behind them was only cold and death. Ahead was hope. They came on, 

ŎƭǳǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎŎǊŀǇǎ ƻŦ ǿƻƻŘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ŦŜŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŀƳŜǎΦ wΩƘƭƭƻǊ was a jealous 

deity, ever hungry. So the new god devoured the corpse of the old, and cast gigantic shadows of Stannis 

and Melisandre upon the Wall, black against the ruddy red reflections on the ice. 

  Sigorn was the first to kneel before the king. The new Magnar of Thenn was a younger, shorter 

version of his fatherτlean, balding, clad in bronze greaves and a leather shirt sewn with bronze scales. 

bŜȄǘ ŎŀƳŜ wŀǘǘƭŜǎƘƛǊǘ ƛƴ ŎƭŀǘǘŜǊƛƴƎ ŀǊƳƻǊ ƳŀŘŜ ƻŦ ōƻƴŜǎ ŀƴŘ ōƻƛƭŜŘ ƭŜŀǘƘŜǊΣ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜƭƳ ŀ ƎƛŀƴǘΩǎ ǎƪǳƭƭΦ 

Under the bones lurked a ruined and wretched creature with cracked brown teeth and a yellow tinge to 

the whites of his eyes. A small, malicious, treacherous man, as stupid as he is cruel. Jon did not believe 

for a moment that he would keep faith. He wondered what Val was feeling as she watched him kneel, 

forgiven. 

  Lesser leaders followed. Two clan chiefs of the Hornfoot men, whose feet were black and hard. 

An old wisewoman revered by the peoples of the Milkwater. A scrawny dark-eyed boy of two-and-ten, 

the son of Alfyn Crowkiller. Halleck, brother to Harma Dogshead, with her pigs. Each took a knee before 

the king. 

  Lǘ ƛǎ ǘƻƻ ŎƻƭŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎ ƳǳƳƳŜǊΩǎ ǎƘƻǿΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ WƻƴΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŦǊŜŜ Ŧƻƭƪ ŘŜǎǇƛǎŜ ƪƴŜŜƭŜǊǎΣέ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ 

ǿŀǊƴŜŘ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎΦ ά[Ŝǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǇǊƛŘŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦέ Iƛǎ DǊŀŎŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴΦ 

IŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άLǘ ƛǎ ǎǿƻǊŘǎ L ƴŜŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜƳΣ ƴƻǘ ƪƛǎǎŜǎΦέ 

  Having knelt, the wildlings shuffled past the ranks of the black brothers to the gate. Jon had 

detailed Horse and Satin and half a dozen others to lead them through the Wall with torches. On the far 

side, bowls of hot onion soup awaited them, and chunks of black bread and sausage. Clothes as well: 

cloaks, breeches, boots, tunics, good leather gloves. They would sleep on piles of clean straw, with fires 

blazing to keep the chill of night at bay. This king was nothing if not methodical. Soon or late, however, 

Tormund Giantsbane would assault the Wall again, and when that hour came Jon wondered whose side 

{ǘŀƴƴƛǎΩǎ ƴŜǿ-made subjects would choose. You can give them land and mercy, but the free folk choose 

their own kings, and it was Mance they chose, not you. 

  .ƻǿŜƴ aŀǊǎƘ ŜŘƎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ Ƴƻǳƴǘ ǳǇ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ WƻƴΩǎΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ŀ Řŀȅ L ƴŜǾŜǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜΦέ ¢ƘŜ [ƻǊŘ 

Steward had thinned notably since suffering a head wound at the Bridge of Skulls. Part of one ear was 

gone. He no longer looks much like a pomegranate, Wƻƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ aŀǊǎƘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²Ŝ ōƭŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƘŜ 

ǿƛƭŘƭƛƴƎǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ DƻǊƎŜΦ DƻƻŘ ƳŜƴ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƭŀƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊǎΦ CƻǊ ǿƘŀǘΚέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƳ ǿƛƭƭ ŎǳǊǎŜ ǳǎ ŀƭƭ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎΣέ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜŘ {ŜǊ !ƭƭƛǎŜǊ ¢ƘƻǊƴŜ ƛƴ ŀ ǾŜƴƻƳƻǳǎ ǘƻƴŜΦ ά9ǾŜǊȅ 

ƘƻƴŜǎǘ Ƴŀƴ ƛƴ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎ ǿƛƭƭ ǘǳǊƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǇƛǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘΦέ 



  What would you know of honest men? άvǳƛŜǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊŀƴƪǎΦέ {ŜǊ !ƭƭƛǎŜǊ ƘŀŘ grown more 

circumspect since Lord Janos had lost his head, but the malice was still there. Jon had toyed with the 

idea of giving him the command Slynt had refused, but he wanted the man close. He was always the 

more dangerous of the two. Instead he had dispatched a grizzled steward from the Shadow Tower to 

take command at Greyguard. 

  He hoped the two new garrisons would make a difference. The Watch can make the free folk 

bleed, but in the end we cannot hope to stop them. Giving Mance Rayder to the fire did not change the 

truth of that. ²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǘƻƻ ŦŜǿ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǘƻƻ ƳŀƴȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǊŀƴƎŜǊǎΣ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƻŘ ŀǎ ōƭƛƴŘΦ L 

have to send men out. But if I do, will they come back again? 

  The tunnel through the Wall was narrow and twisting, and many of the wildlings were old or ill 

or wounded, so the going was painfully slow. By the time the last of them had bent the knee, night had 

ŦŀƭƭŜƴΦ ¢ƘŜ Ǉƛǘ ŦƛǊŜ ǿŀǎ ōǳǊƴƛƴƎ ƭƻǿΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ǎƘŀŘƻǿ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭ ƘŀŘ ǎƘǊǳƴƪ ǘƻ ŀ ǉǳŀǊǘŜǊ ƻŦ ƛǘǎ 

former height. Jon Snow could see his breath in the air. Cold, he thought, and getting colder. This 

ƳǳƳƳŜǊΩǎ ǎƘƻǿ Ƙŀǎ ƎƻƴŜ ƻƴ ƭƻƴƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦ 

  Two score captives lingered by the stockade. Four giants were among them, massive hairy 

creatures with sloped shoulders, legs as large as tree trunks, and huge splayed feet. Big as they were, 

they might still have passed through the Wall, but one would not leave his mammoth, and the others 

would not leave him. The rest of those who remained were all of human stature. Some were dead and 

some were dying; more were their kin or close companions, unwilling to abandon them even for a bowl 

of onion soup. 

  Some sƘƛǾŜǊƛƴƎΣ ǎƻƳŜ ǘƻƻ ƴǳƳō ǘƻ ǎƘƛǾŜǊΣ ǘƘŜȅ ƭƛǎǘŜƴŜŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǊǳƳōƭŜŘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭΦ 

ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŦǊŜŜ ǘƻ ƎƻΣέ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ ά¢Ŝƭƭ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǘƴŜǎǎŜŘΦ ¢Ŝƭƭ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀǿ 

the true king, and that they are welcome in his realm, so long as they keep his peace. Else-wise, they had 

ōŜǎǘ ŦƭŜŜ ƻǊ ƘƛŘŜΦ L ǿƛƭƭ ōǊƻƻƪ ƴƻ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ŀǘǘŀŎƪǎ ǳǇƻƴ Ƴȅ ²ŀƭƭΦέ 

  άOne realm, one god, one king!έ ŎǊƛŜŘ [ŀŘȅ aŜƭƛǎŀƴŘǊŜΦ 

  ¢ƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ ƳŜƴ ǘƻƻƪ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ŎǊȅΣ ōŜŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōǳǘǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎǇŜŀǊǎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎƘƛŜƭŘǎΦ άOne 

realm, one god, one king! STANNIS! STANNIS! ONE REALM, ONE GOD, ONE KING!έ 

  ±ŀƭ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ Ƨƻƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƴǘΣ ƘŜ ǎŀǿΦ bƻǊ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘΦ 5ǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘǳƳǳƭǘ 

the few remaining wildlings melted into the trees. The giants were the last to go, two riding on the back 

of a mammoth, the other two afoot. Only the dead were left behind. Jon watched Stannis descend from 

the platform, with Melisandre by his side. His red shadow. She never leaves his side for long. ¢ƘŜ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ 

honor guard fell in around themτ{ŜǊ DƻŘǊȅΣ {ŜǊ /ƭŀȅǘƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ ŘƻȊŜƴ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƪƴƛƎƘǘǎΣ ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ ƳŜƴ ŀƭƭΦ 

aƻƻƴƭƛƎƘǘ ǎƘƛƳƳŜǊŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŀǊƳƻǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘ ǿƘƛǇǇŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƭƻŀƪǎΦ ά[ƻǊŘ {ǘŜǿŀǊŘΣέ Wƻƴ ǘƻƭŘ 

aŀǊǎƘΣ άōǊŜŀƪ ǳǇ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘƻŎƪŀŘŜ ŦƻǊ ŦƛǊŜǿƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘǊƻǿ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊǇǎŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŀƳŜǎΦέ 



  ά!ǎ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘǎΦέ aŀǊǎƘ ōŀǊƪŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻǊŘŜǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǎǿŀǊƳ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǎǘŜǿŀǊŘǎ ōǊƻƪŜ ŦǊƻƳ 

Ǌŀƴƪǎ ǘƻ ŀǘǘŀŎƪ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻŘŜƴ ǿŀƭƭǎΦ ¢ƘŜ [ƻǊŘ {ǘŜǿŀǊŘ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŦǊƻǿƴƛƴƎΦ ά¢ƘŜǎŜ ǿƛƭŘƭƛƴƎǎ Χ Řƻ ȅƻǳ 

ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ ƪŜŜǇ ŦŀƛǘƘΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΚέ 

  ά{ƻƳŜ ǿƛƭƭΦ bƻǘ ŀƭƭΦ We have our cowards and our knaves, our weak-lings and our fools, as do 

ǘƘŜȅΦέ 

  άhǳǊ Ǿƻǿǎ Χ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ǎǿƻǊƴ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƳ Χέ 

  άhƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ŦǊŜŜ Ŧƻƭƪ ŀǊŜ ǎŜǘǘƭŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ DƛŦǘΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƳΣέ Wƻƴ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ 

ά¢ƘŜǎŜ ŀǊŜ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜ Řŀȅs, and like to grow more desperate. We have seen the face of our real foe, a 

dead white face with bright blue eyes. The free folk have seen that face as well. Stannis is not wrong in 

ǘƘƛǎΦ ²Ŝ Ƴǳǎǘ ƳŀƪŜ ŎƻƳƳƻƴ ŎŀǳǎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƭŘƭƛƴƎǎΦέ 

  ά/ƻƳƳƻƴ ŎŀǳǎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ŀ ŎƻƳƳƻƴ ŦƻŜΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀƎǊŜŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ .ƻǿŜƴ aŀǊǎƘΣ άōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ 

does not mean we should allow tens of thousands of half-starved savages through the Wall. Let them 

return to their villages and fight the Others there, whilst we seal the gates. It will not be difficult, Othell 

tells me. We need only fill the tunnels with chunks of stone and pour water through the murder holes. 

¢ƘŜ ²ŀƭƭ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎƻƭŘΣ ǘƘŜ ǿŜƛƎƘǘ Χ ƛƴ ŀ ƳƻƻƴΩǎ ǘǳǊƴΣ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƴƻ ƎŀǘŜ ƘŀŘ ŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴΦ 

Any foe would need to ƘŀŎƪ Ƙƛǎ ǿŀȅ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΦέ 

  άhǊ ŎƭƛƳōΦέ 

  ά¦ƴƭƛƪŜƭȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ .ƻǿŜƴ aŀǊǎƘΦ ά¢ƘŜǎŜ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǊŀƛŘŜǊǎΣ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǎǘŜŀƭ ŀ ǿƛŦŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ǇƭǳƴŘŜǊΦ 

Tormund will have old women with him, children, herds of sheep and goats, even mammoths. He needs 

a gate, and only three of those remain. And if he should send climbers up, well, defending against 

ŎƭƛƳōŜǊǎ ƛǎ ŀǎ ǎƛƳǇƭŜ ŀǎ ǎǇŜŀǊƛƴƎ ŦƛǎƘ ƛƴ ŀ ƪŜǘǘƭŜΦέ 

  Fish never climb out of the kettle and shove a spear through your belly. Jon had climbed the Wall 

himself. 

  aŀǊǎƘ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴΦ άaŀƴŎŜ wŀȅŘŜǊΩǎ ōƻǿƳŜƴ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƭƻƻǎŜŘ ǘŜƴ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ŀǊǊƻǿǎ ŀǘ ǳǎΣ ƧǳŘƎƛƴƎ 

ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ƻŦ ǎǇŜƴǘ ǎƘŀŦǘǎ ǿŜΩǾŜ ƎŀǘƘŜǊŜŘ ǳǇΦ CŜǿŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƻǳǊ ƳŜƴ ŀǘƻǇ ǘƘŜ 

Wall, most of those lifted by some errant gust of wind. Red Alyn of the Rosewood was the only man to 

die up there, and it was his fall that killed him, not the arrow that pricked his leg. Donal Noye died to 

ƘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǘŜΦ ! Ǝŀƭƭŀƴǘ ŀŎǘΣ ȅŜǎ Χ ōǳǘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǘŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎŜŀƭŜŘΣ ƻǳǊ ōǊŀǾŜ ŀǊƳƻǊŜǊ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōŜ ǿƛǘƘ 

us. Whether we face a hundred fƻŜǎ ƻǊ ŀ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘΣ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŀǘƻǇ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ 

ōŜƭƻǿΣ ǘƘŜȅ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ Řƻ ǳǎ ƘŀǊƳΦέ 

  IŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǿǊƻƴƎΦ aŀƴŎŜ wŀȅŘŜǊΩǎ Ƙƻǎǘ ƘŀŘ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǿŀǾŜ ǳǇƻƴ ŀ ǎǘƻƴȅ 

shore, though the defenders were no more than a handful of old men, green boys, and cripples. Yet 

ǿƘŀǘ .ƻǿŜƴ ǿŀǎ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘƛƴƎ ǿŜƴǘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ WƻƴΩǎ ƛƴǎǘƛƴŎǘǎΦ άLŦ ǿŜ ǎŜŀƭ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǘŜǎΣ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ǎŜƴŘ ƻǳǘ 

ǊŀƴƎŜǊǎΣέ ƘŜ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ ά²Ŝ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŀǎ ƎƻƻŘ ŀǎ ōƭƛƴŘΦέ 



  ά[ƻǊŘ aƻǊƳƻƴǘΩǎ ƭŀǎǘ ǊŀƴƎƛƴƎ Ŏƻǎǘ ǘƘŜ ²ŀǘŎƘ ŀ ǉǳŀǊǘŜǊ ƻŦ its men, my lord. We need to 

ŎƻƴǎŜǊǾŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ ǊŜƳŀƛƴǎ ǳǎΦ 9ǾŜǊȅ ŘŜŀǘƘ ŘƛƳƛƴƛǎƘŜǎ ǳǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ǎǘǊŜǘŎƘŜŘ ǎƻ ǘƘƛƴ Χ ¢ŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ 

high ground and win the battle, my uncle used to say. No ground is higher than the Wall, Lord 

/ƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊΦέ 

  ά{ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜǎ land, food, and justice to any wildlings who bend the knee. He will never 

ǇŜǊƳƛǘ ǳǎ ǘƻ ǎŜŀƭ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǘŜǎΦέ 

  aŀǊǎƘ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘΦ ά[ƻǊŘ {ƴƻǿΣ L ŀƳ ƴƻǘ ƻƴŜ ǘƻ ōŜŀǊ ǘŀƭŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ 

ōŜŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǘƻƻ Χ ǘƻƻ ŦǊƛŜƴŘƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ [ƻǊŘ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎΦ {ƻƳŜ ŜǾŜƴ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ Χ ŀ Χέ 

  A rebel and a turncloak, aye, and a bastard and a warg as well. Janos Slynt might be gone, but 

Ƙƛǎ ƭƛŜǎ ƭƛƴƎŜǊŜŘΦ άL ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀȅΦέ Wƻƴ ƘŀŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊǎΣ ƘŀŘ ǎŜŜƴ ƳŜƴ ǘǳǊƴ ŀǿŀȅ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ 

ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ȅŀǊŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳld they have me do, take up swords against Stannis and the wildlings both? 

His Grace has thrice the fighting men we do, and is our guest besides. The laws of hospitality protect 

ƘƛƳΦ !ƴŘ ǿŜ ƻǿŜ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŀ ŘŜōǘΦέ 

  ά[ƻǊŘ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ǳǎ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ƘŜƭǇΣέ aŀǊǎƘ ǎŀƛŘ ŘƻƎƎŜŘƭȅΣ άōǳǘ ƘŜ ƛǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀ ǊŜōŜƭΣ ŀƴŘ 

Ƙƛǎ ŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǎ ŘƻƻƳŜŘΦ !ǎ ŘƻƻƳŜŘ ŀǎ ǿŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ LǊƻƴ ¢ƘǊƻƴŜ ƳŀǊƪǎ ǳǎ Řƻǿƴ ŀǎ ǘǊŀƛǘƻǊǎΦ ²Ŝ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ 

ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ŎƘƻƻǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǎƛƴƎ ǎƛŘŜΦέ 

  άLǘ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ Ƴȅ ƛƴǘŜƴǘ ǘƻ ŎƘƻƻǎŜ ŀƴȅ ǎƛŘŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ WƻƴΣ άōǳǘ L ŀƳ ƴƻǘ ŀǎ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻǳǘŎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ 

ǿŀǊ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ōŜΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦ bƻǘ ǿƛǘƘ [ƻǊŘ ¢ȅǿƛƴ ŘŜŀŘΦέ LŦ ǘƘŜ ǘŀƭŜǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎǎǊƻŀŘ ŎƻǳƭŘ 

ōŜ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜŘΣ ǘƘŜ YƛƴƎΩǎ IŀƴŘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƳǳǊŘŜǊŜŘ ōȅ Ƙƛǎ ŘǿŀǊŦ ǎƻƴ ǿƘƛƭǎǘ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŀ ǇǊƛǾȅΦ Wƻƴ ƘŀŘ 

known Tyrion Lannister, briefly. He took my hand and named me friend. It was hard to believe the little 

Ƴŀƴ ƘŀŘ ƛǘ ƛƴ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ƳǳǊŘŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ǎƛǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ƻŦ [ƻǊŘ ¢ȅǿƛƴΩǎ ŘŜƳƛǎŜ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ōŜȅƻƴŘ 

ŘƻǳōǘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƭƛƻƴ ƛƴ YƛƴƎΩǎ [ŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ŀ ŎǳōΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ LǊƻƴ Throne has been known to cut grown men to 

ǊƛōōƻƴǎΦέ 

  ά! ōƻȅ ƘŜ Ƴŀȅ ōŜΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΣ ōǳǘ Χ YƛƴƎ wƻōŜǊǘ ǿŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ƭƻǾŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ Ƴƻǎǘ ƳŜƴ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀŎŎŜǇǘ ǘƘŀǘ 

Tommen is his son. The more they see of Lord Stannis the less they love him, and fewer still are fond of 

Lady aŜƭƛǎŀƴŘǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ŦƛǊŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƎǊƛƳ ǊŜŘ ƎƻŘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜȅ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ [ƻǊŘ /ƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊ aƻǊƳƻƴǘ ǘƻƻΦ aŜƴ ƭƻǾŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

ǿƛǾŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƭƻǊŘǎΣ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ƻƴŎŜΦ ¢ƘƻǎŜ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǿƛǾŜǎ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴ ǘǿƛŎŜ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭƻǊŘǎΦέ Jon 

{ƴƻǿ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻŎƪŀŘŜΦ ¢ǿƻ ǿŀƭƭǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŘƻǿƴΣ ŀ ǘƘƛǊŘ ŦŀƭƭƛƴƎ ŦŀǎǘΦ άL ǿƛƭƭ ƭŜŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ŦƛƴƛǎƘ 

here, Bowen. Make certain every corpse is burned. Thank you for your counsel. I promise you, I will 

ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻƴ ŀƭƭ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ǎŀƛŘΦέ 

  Smoke and drifting ash still lingered in the air about the pit as Jon trotted back to the gate. 

There he dismounted, to walk his garron through the ice to the south side. Dolorous Edd went before 

him with a torch. Its flames licked the ceiling, so cold tears trickled down upon them with every step. 



  άLǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǊŜƭƛŜŦ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘƻǊƴ ōǳǊƴΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΣέ 9ŘŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ άWǳǎǘ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ L ŘǊŜŀƳǘ L ǿŀǎ ǇƛǎǎƛƴƎ 

ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊƴ ŀ ǘƻƻǘΦ bƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴƛƴƎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ 

my old ŘǊŜŀƳΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ IŀǊƳŀ 5ƻƎǎƘŜŀŘ ǿŀǎ ŦŜŜŘƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǇƛƎǎΦέ 

  άIŀǊƳŀΩǎ ŘŜŀŘΣέ Wƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά.ǳǘ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǇƛƎǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ {ƭŀȅŜǊ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƘŀƳΦ 

Not to say that the wildlings mean us harm. Aye, we hacked their gods apart and made them burn the 

ǇƛŜŎŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜ ƎŀǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ƻƴƛƻƴ ǎƻǳǇΦ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ƎƻŘ ŎƻƳǇŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ŀ ƴƛŎŜ ōƻǿƭ ƻŦ ƻƴƛƻƴ ǎƻǳǇΚ L ŎƻǳƭŘ Řƻ 

ǿƛǘƘ ƻƴŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ƻŘƻǊǎ ƻŦ ǎƳƻƪŜ ŀƴŘ ōǳǊƴŜŘ ŦƭŜǎƘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŎƭǳƴƎ ǘƻ WƻƴΩǎ ōƭŀŎƪǎΦ IŜ ƪƴŜǿ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŜŀǘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ 

was company he craved, not food. A cup of wine with Maester Aemon, some quiet words with Sam, a 

few laughs with Pyp and Grenn and Toad. !ŜƳƻƴ ŀƴŘ {ŀƳ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻƴŜΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ Χ άL 

ǿƛƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ǎǳǇǇŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎΦέ 

  ά.ƻƛƭŜŘ ōŜŜŦ ŀƴŘ ōŜŜǘǎΦέ 5ƻƭƻǊƻǳǎ 9ŘŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƻƪƛƴƎΦ άIƻōō ǎŀȅǎ 

ƘŜΩǎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘƻǊǎŜǊŀŘƛǎƘΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ƎƻƻŘ ƛǎ ōƻƛƭŜŘ ōŜŜŦ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƘƻǊǎŜǊŀŘƛǎƘΚέ 

  {ƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƭŘƭƛƴƎǎ ƘŀŘ ōǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ŎƻƳƳƻƴ ƘŀƭƭΣ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

meals in the stone cellar below the armory, a cavernous space divided by two rows of square stone 

pillars, with barrel-vaulted ceilings and great casks of wine and ale along the walls. When Jon entered, 

four builders were playing at tiles at the table nearest the steps. Closer to the fire sat a group of rangers 

ŀƴŘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ƳŜƴΣ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΦ 

  The younger men were gathered at another table, where Pyp had stabbed a turnip with his 

ƪƴƛŦŜΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƛǎ ŘŀǊƪ ŀƴŘ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ǘǳǊƴƛǇǎΣέ ƘŜ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǎƻƭŜƳƴ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ ά[Ŝǘ ǳǎ ŀƭƭ ǇǊŀȅ ŦƻǊ ǾŜƴƛǎƻƴΣ 

my chilŘǊŜƴΣ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻƳŜ ƻƴƛƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ŀ ōƛǘ ƻŦ ǘŀǎǘȅ ƎǊŀǾȅΦέ Iƛǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘτGrenn, Toad, Satin, the 

whole lot of them. 

  Wƻƴ {ƴƻǿ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ Ƨƻƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΦ άaŀƪƛƴƎ ƳƻŎƪ ƻŦ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǇǊŀȅŜǊ ƛǎ ŦƻƻƭΩǎ ǿƻǊƪΣ tȅǇΦ 

!ƴŘ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎΦέ 

  άLŦ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŘ ƎƻŘΩǎ ƻŦŦŜƴŘŜŘΣ ƭŜǘ ƘƛƳ ǎǘǊƛƪŜ ƳŜ ŘƻǿƴΦέ 

  !ƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜǎ ƘŀŘ ŘƛŜŘΦ άLǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛŜǎǘŜǎǎ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎ ŀǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ {ŀǘƛƴΣ ŀ ƭƛǘƘŜ ŀƴŘ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ 

ȅƻǳǘƘ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ƻƴŎŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ǿƘƻǊŜ ƛƴ hƭŘǘƻǿƴΦ ά²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀ ƧŀǇŜΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƎƻŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ƘŜǊǎΦ [ŜŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ ōŜΦέ 

  ά{ƘŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ƻǳǊ ƎƻŘǎ ōŜΣέ ŀǊƎǳŜŘ ¢ƻŀŘΦ ά{ƘŜ Ŏŀƭƭǎ ǘƘŜ {ŜǾŜƴ ŦŀƭǎŜ ƎƻŘǎΣ ƳΩƭƻǊŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻƭŘ ƎƻŘǎ 

ǘƻƻΦ {ƘŜ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƭŘƭƛƴƎǎ ōǳǊƴ ǿŜƛǊǿƻƻŘ ōǊŀƴŎƘŜǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎŀǿΦέ 

  ά[ŀŘȅ aŜƭƛǎŀƴŘǊŜ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘΦ ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜΦ L ǿƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŀŘ ōƭƻƻŘ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘe 

ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ƳŜƴ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴΦέ 



  tȅǇ ƭŀƛŘ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ƻƴ ¢ƻŀŘΩǎ ŀǊƳΦ ά/Ǌƻŀƪ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜΣ ōǊŀǾŜ ¢ƻŀŘΣ ŦƻǊ ƻǳǊ DǊŜŀǘ [ƻǊŘ {ƴƻǿ Ƙŀǎ 

ǎǇƻƪŜƴΦέ tȅǇ ƘƻǇǇŜŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜǘ ŀƴŘ ƎŀǾŜ Wƻƴ ŀ ƳƻŎƪƛƴƎ ōƻǿΦ άL ōŜƎ ǇŀǊŘƻƴΦ IŜƴŎŜŦƻǊǘƘΣ L ǎƘŀƭƭ ƴƻǘ 

ŜǾŜƴ ǿŀƎƎƭŜ Ƴȅ ŜŀǊǎ ǎŀǾŜ ōȅ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƻǊŘǎƘƛǇΩǎ ƭƻǊŘƭȅ ƭŜŀǾŜΦέ 

  He thinks this is all some game. Wƻƴ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƘŀƪŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƛƴǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ ά²ŀƎƎƭŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŜŀǊǎ ŀƭƭ 

ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜΦ LǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ǿŀƎƎƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜΦέ 

  άLΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜΩǎ ƳƻǊŜ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭΣέ DǊŜƴƴ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘΣ άŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ Ŏƭƻǳǘ ƘƛƳ ƛŦ ƘŜΩǎ ƴƻǘΦέ IŜ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘΦ 

άaȅ ƭƻǊŘΣ ǿƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǎǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΚ hǿŜƴΣ ǎƘƻǾŜ ƻǾŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƪŜ ǊƻƻƳ ŦƻǊ WƻƴΦέ 

  Jon wanted nothing more. No, he had to tell himself, those days are gone. The realization 

twisted in his belly like a knife. They had chosen him to rule. The Wall was his, and their lives were his as 

well. A lord may love the men that he commands, he could hear his lord father saying, but he cannot be 

a friend to them. One day he may need to sit in judgment on them, or send them forth to die. ά!ƴƻǘƘŜǊ 

ŘŀȅΣέ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǊŘ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊ ƭƛŜŘΦ ά9ŘŘΣ ōŜǎǘ ǎŜŜ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ǎǳǇǇŜǊΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ǿƻǊƪ ǘƻ ŦƛƴƛǎƘΦέ 

  The outside air seemed even colder than before. Across the castle, he could see candlelight 

ǎƘƛƴƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ YƛƴƎΩǎ ¢ƻǿŜǊΦ ±ŀƭ ǎǘƻƻŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǿŜǊ ǊƻƻŦΣ ƎŀȊƛƴƎ ǳp at the Wall. 

Stannis kept her closely penned in rooms above his own, but he did allow her to walk the battlements 

for exercise. She looks lonely, Jon thought. Lonely, and lovely. Ygritte had been pretty in her own way, 

with her red hair kissed by fire, but it was her smile that made her face come alive. Val did not need to 

ǎƳƛƭŜΤ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƳŜƴΩǎ ƘŜŀŘǎ ƛƴ ŀƴȅ ŎƻǳǊǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƛŘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΦ 

  All the same, the wildling princess was not beloved of her gaolers. She scorned them all as 

άƪƴŜŜƭŜǊǎΣέ ŀƴŘ Ƙŀd thrice attempted to escape. When one man-at-arms grew careless in her presence 

she had snatched his dagger from its sheath and stabbed him in the neck. Another inch to the left and 

he might have died. 

  Lonely and lovely and lethal, Jon Snow reflected, and I might have had her. Her, and Winterfell, 

ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƴŀƳŜΦ Instead he had chosen a black cloak and a wall of ice. Instead he had chosen 

honor. ! ōŀǎǘŀǊŘΩǎ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ƘƻƴƻǊΦ 

  The Wall loomed on his right as he crossed the yard. Its high ice glimmered palely, but down 

below all was shadow. At the gate a dim orange glow shone through the bars where the guards had 

taken refuge from the wind. Jon could hear the creak of chains as the winch cage swung and scraped 

against the ice. Up top, the sentries would be huddling in the warming shed around a brazier, shouting 

to be heard above the wind. Or else they would have given up the effort, and each man would be sunk 

in his own pool of silence. I should be walking the ice. The Wall is mine. 

  He was walking ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŜƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘ /ƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊΩǎ ¢ƻǿŜǊΣ Ǉŀǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƻǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ¸ƎǊƛǘǘŜ 

had died in his arms, when Ghost appeared beside him, his warm breath steaming in the cold. In the 

moonlight, his red eyes glowed like pools of fire. The taste of hot blood filleŘ WƻƴΩǎ ƳƻǳǘƘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ 

that Ghost had killed that night. No, he thought. I am a man, not a wolf. He rubbed his mouth with the 

back of a gloved hand and spat. 



  /ƭȅŘŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƻŎŎǳǇƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳǎ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƪŜǊȅΦ !ǘ WƻƴΩǎ ƪƴƻŎƪΣ ƘŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǎƘǳŦŦƭƛƴƎΣ ŀ ǘŀper 

ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘΣ ǘƻ ƻǇŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ŀ ŎǊŀŎƪΦ ά5ƻ L ƛƴǘǊǳŘŜΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ WƻƴΦ 

  άbƻǘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦέ /ƭȅŘŀǎ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ǿƛŘŜǊΦ άL ǿŀǎ ƳǳƭƭƛƴƎ ǿƛƴŜΦ ²ƛƭƭ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ ŎǳǇΚέ 

  ά²ƛǘƘ ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜΦέ Iƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǘƛŦŦ ŦǊƻƳ ŎƻƭŘΦ IŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƻŦŦ Ƙƛǎ ƎƭƻǾŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŦƭŜȄŜŘ Ƙƛǎ Ŧƛngers. 

  Clydas returned to the hearth to stir the wine. IŜΩǎ ǎƛȄǘȅ ƛŦ ƘŜΩǎ ŀ ŘŀȅΦ !ƴ ƻƭŘ ƳŀƴΦ IŜ ƻƴƭȅ 

seemed young compared with Aemon. Short and round, he had the dim pink eyes of some nocturnal 

creature. A few white hairs clung to his scalp. When Clydas poured, Jon held the cup with both hands, 

sniffed the spices, swallowed. The warmth spread through his chest. He drank again, long and deep, to 

wash the taste of blood from his mouth. 

  ά¢ƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ ƳŜƴ ŀǊŜ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ YƛƴƎ-Beyond-the-Wall died craven. That he cried for 

ƳŜǊŎȅ ŀƴŘ ŘŜƴƛŜŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƪƛƴƎΦέ 

  άIŜ ŘƛŘΦ [ƛƎƘǘōǊƛƴƎŜǊ ǿŀǎ ōǊƛƎƘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ LΩŘ ŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴ ƛǘΦ !ǎ ōǊƛƎƘǘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴΦέ Wƻƴ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎǳǇΦ 

ά¢ƻ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ .ŀǊŀǘƘŜƻƴ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƳŀƎƛŎ ǎǿƻǊŘΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǿƛƴŜ ǿŀǎ ōƛǘǘŜǊ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘΦ 

  άIƛǎ DǊŀŎŜ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ŀƴ easy man. Few are, who wear a crown. Many good men have been bad 

ƪƛƴƎǎΣ aŀŜǎǘŜǊ !ŜƳƻƴ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ōŀŘ ƳŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƎƻƻŘ ƪƛƴƎǎΦέ 

  άIŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƪƴƻǿΦέ !ŜƳƻƴ ¢ŀǊƎŀǊȅŜƴ ƘŀŘ ǎŜŜƴ ƴƛƴŜ ƪƛƴƎǎ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ LǊƻƴ ¢ƘǊƻƴŜΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀ 

ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ǎƻƴΣ ŀ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΣ ŀ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ǳƴŎƭŜΦ άL ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ōƻƻƪ aŀŜǎǘŜǊ !ŜƳƻƴ ƭŜŦǘ ƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜ Jade 

Compendium. ¢ƘŜ ǇŀƎŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻƭŘ ƻŦ !ȊƻǊ !ƘŀƛΦ [ƛƎƘǘōǊƛƴƎŜǊ ǿŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ǎǿƻǊŘΦ ¢ŜƳǇŜǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛŦŜΩǎ 

blood if Votar can be believed. Thereafter Lightbringer was never cold to the touch, but warm as Nissa 

Nissa had been warm. In battle the blade burned fiery hot. Once Azor Ahai fought a monster. When he 

thrust the sword through the belly of the beast, its blood began to boil. Smoke and steam poured from 

its mouth, its eyes melted ŀƴŘ ŘǊƛōōƭŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ƛǘǎ ŎƘŜŜƪǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘǎ ōƻŘȅ ōǳǊǎǘ ƛƴǘƻ ŦƭŀƳŜΦέ 

  /ƭȅŘŀǎ ōƭƛƴƪŜŘΦ ά! ǎǿƻǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ƛǘǎ ƻǿƴ ƘŜŀǘ Χέ 

  άΧ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀ ŦƛƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭΦέ Wƻƴ Ǉǳǘ ŀǎƛŘŜ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛƴŜ ŎǳǇ ŀƴŘ ŘǊŜǿ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ōƭŀŎƪ ƳƻƭŜǎƪƛƴ 

ƎƭƻǾŜǎΦ ά! Ǉƛǘȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǿƻǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ǿƛŜƭŘǎ ƛǎ ŎƻƭŘΦ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ Ƙƻǿ his Lightbringer 

ōŜƘŀǾŜǎ ƛƴ ōŀǘǘƭŜΦ ¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŜΦ DƘƻǎǘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦέ Wƻƴ {ƴƻǿ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƻŘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ Ŏƭƻŀƪ ŀƴŘ 

pulled at the door. The white wolf followed him back into the night. 

  The armory was dark and silent. Jon nodded to the guards before making his way past the silent 

racks of spears to his rooms. He hung his sword belt from a peg beside the door and his cloak from 

another. When he peeled off his gloves, his hands were stiff and cold. It took him a long while to get the 

candles lit. Ghost curled up on his rug and went to sleep, but Jon could not rest yet. The scarred 

pinewood table was covered with maps of the Wall and the lands beyond, a roster of rangers, and a 

letter from the Shadow Tower writǘŜƴ ƛƴ {ŜǊ 5Ŝƴȅǎ aŀƭƭƛǎǘŜǊΩǎ ŦƭƻǿƛƴƎ ƘŀƴŘΦ 



  He read the letter from the Shadow Tower again, sharpened a quill, and unstoppered a pot of 

thick black ink. He wrote two letters, the first to Ser Denys, the second to Cotter Pyke. Both of them had 

been hounding him for more men. Halder and Toad he dispatched west to the Shadow Tower, Grenn 

and Pyp to Eastwatch-by-the-Sea. The ink would not flow properly, and all his words seemed curt and 

crude and clumsy, yet he persisted. 

  When he finally put the quill down, the room was dim and chilly, and he could feel its walls 

ŎƭƻǎƛƴƎ ƛƴΦ tŜǊŎƘŜŘ ŀōƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿΣ ǘƘŜ hƭŘ .ŜŀǊΩǎ ǊŀǾŜƴ ǇŜŜǊŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƘǊŜǿŘ ōƭŀŎƪ ŜȅŜǎΦ 

My last friend, Jon thought ruefully. !ƴŘ L ƘŀŘ ōŜǎǘ ƻǳǘƭƛǾŜ ȅƻǳΣ ƻǊ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ Ŝŀǘ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ Ghost did 

not count. Ghost was closer than a friend. Ghost was part of him. 

  Wƻƴ ǊƻǎŜ ŀƴŘ ŎƭƛƳōŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜǇǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǊǊƻǿ ōŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ƻƴŎŜ ōŜŜƴ 5ƻƴŀƭ bƻȅŜΩǎΦ This is my 

lot, he realized as he undressed, from now until the end of my days. 

  DAENERYS 
 

     ²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ ǎƘŜ ŎǊƛŜŘΣ ŀǎ LǊǊƛ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ƎŜƴǘƭȅ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀŎƪ ƻŦ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜΦ 

Something is wrong, ǎƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ŀǘ ƻƴŎŜΦ άLǎ ƛǘ 5ŀŀǊƛƻΚ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΚέ Lƴ ƘŜǊ ŘǊŜŀƳ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ 

man and wife, simple folk who lived a simple life in a tall stone house with a red door. In her dream he 

had been kissing her all overτher mouth, her neck, her breasts. 

  άbƻΣ Khaleesi,έ LǊǊƛ ƳǳǊƳǳǊŜŘΣ άƛǘ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŜǳƴǳŎƘ DǊŜȅ ²ƻǊƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀƭŘ ƳŜƴΦ ²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ 

ǘƘŜƳΚέ 

  ά¸ŜǎΦέ IŜǊ ƘŀƛǊ ǿŀǎ ŘƛǎƘŜǾŜƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ōŜŘŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ŀƭƭ ŀǘŀƴƎƭŜΣ 5ŀƴȅ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘΦ άIŜƭǇ ƳŜ ŘǊŜǎǎΦ LΩƭƭ 

ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŎǳǇ ƻŦ ǿƛƴŜ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ ¢ƻ ŎƭŜŀǊ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΦέ To drown my dream. She could hear the soft sounds of 

ǎƻōǎΦ ά²Ƙƻ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜŜǇƛƴƎΚέ 

  ά¸ƻǳǊ ǎƭŀǾŜ aƛǎǎŀƴŘŜƛΦέ WƘƛǉǳƛ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǘŀǇŜǊ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘΦ άaȅ ǎŜǊǾŀƴǘΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ǎƭŀǾŜǎΦέ 5ŀƴȅ ŘƛŘ 

ƴƻǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦ ά²Ƙȅ ŘƻŜǎ ǎƘŜ ǿŜŜǇΚέ 

  άCƻǊ ƘƛƳ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ƘŜǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΣέ LǊǊƛ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊΦ 

  The rest she had from Skahaz, Reznak, and Grey Worm, when they were ushered into her 

presence. Dany knew their tidings were bad before a woǊŘ ǿŀǎ ǎǇƻƪŜƴΦ hƴŜ ƎƭŀƴŎŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ {ƘŀǾŜǇŀǘŜΩǎ 

ǳƎƭȅ ŦŀŎŜ ǎǳŦŦƛŎŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘΦ ά¢ƘŜ {ƻƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ IŀǊǇȅΚέ 

  Skahaz nodded. His mouth was grim. 

  άIƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ŘŜŀŘΚέ 

  wŜȊƴŀƪ ǿǊǳƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ άb-nine, Magnificence. Foul work it was, and wicked. A dreadful night, 

ŘǊŜŀŘŦǳƭΦέ 



  Nine. The word was a dagger in her heart. Every night the shadow war was waged anew beneath 

the stepped pyramids of Meereen. Every morn the sun rose upon fresh corpses, with harpies drawn in 

blood on the bricks beside them. Any freedman who became too prosperous or too outspoken was 

marked for death. bƛƴŜ ƛƴ ƻƴŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ Χ ¢Ƙŀǘ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ ά¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜΦέ 

  DǊŜȅ ²ƻǊƳ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ ǎŜǊǾŀƴǘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎŜǘ ǳǇƻƴ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōǊƛŎƪǎ ƻŦ aŜŜǊŜŜƴ ǘƻ 

ƪŜŜǇ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΩǎ ǇŜŀŎŜΦ !ƭƭ ǿŜǊŜ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǊƳed, with spears and shields and short swords. Two by two 

they walked, and two by two they died. Your servants Black Fist and Cetherys were slain by cross-bow 

ōƻƭǘǎ ƛƴ aŀȊŘƘŀƴΩǎ aŀȊŜΦ ¸ƻǳǊ ǎŜǊǾŀƴǘǎ aƻǎǎŀŘƻǊ ŀƴŘ 5ǳǊŀƴ ǿŜǊŜ ŎǊǳǎƘŜŘ ōȅ ŦŀƭƭƛƴƎ ǎǘƻƴŜǎ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ 

the river wall. Your servants Eladon Goldenhair and Loyal Spear were poisoned at a wineshop where 

ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŀŎŎǳǎǘƻƳŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ŜŀŎƘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǊƻǳƴŘǎΦέ 

  Mossador. Dany made a fist. Missandei and her brothers had been taken from their home on 

Naath by raiders from the Basilisk Isles and sold into slavery in Astapor. Young as she was, Missandei 

had shown such a gift for tongues that the Good Masters had made a scribe of her. Mossador and 

Marselen had not been so fortunate. They had been gelded and made ƛƴǘƻ ¦ƴǎǳƭƭƛŜŘΦ άIŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

ƳǳǊŘŜǊŜǊǎ ōŜŜƴ ŎŀǇǘǳǊŜŘΚέ 

  ά¸ƻǳǊ ǎŜǊǾŀƴǘǎ ƘŀǾŜ ŀǊǊŜǎǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǿƴŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŜǎƘƻǇ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǇƭŜŀŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

ƛƎƴƻǊŀƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ōŜƎ ŦƻǊ ƳŜǊŎȅΦέ 

  They all plead ignorance and beg for mercy. άDƛǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ {ƘŀǾŜǇŀǘŜΦ Skahaz, keep each 

ŀǇŀǊǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΦέ 

  άLǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŘƻƴŜΣ ¸ƻǳǊ ²ƻǊǎƘƛǇΦ ²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƳŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŜƳ ǎǿŜŜǘƭȅΣ ƻǊ ǎƘŀǊǇƭȅΚέ 

  ά{ǿŜŜǘƭȅΣ ǘƻ ōŜƎƛƴΦ IŜŀǊ ǿƘŀǘ ǘŀƭŜǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǘŜƭƭ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ƴŀƳŜǎ ǘƘŜȅ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳΦ Lǘ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ 

ƴƻ ǇŀǊǘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎΦέ {ƘŜ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘΦ άbƛƴŜΣ ǘƘŜ ƴƻōƭŜ wŜȊƴŀƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ ²Ƙƻ ŜƭǎŜΚέ 

  ά¢ƘǊŜŜ ŦǊŜŜŘƳŜƴΣ ƳǳǊŘŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘƻƳŜǎΣέ ǘƘŜ {ƘŀǾŜǇŀǘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά! ƳƻƴŜȅƭŜƴŘŜǊΣ ŀ ŎƻōōƭŜǊΣ 

ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƘŀǊǇƛǎǘ wȅƭƻƴŀ wƘŜŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ Ŏǳǘ ƘŜǊ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ƻŦŦ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊΦέ 

  The queen flinched. Rylona Rhee had played the harp as sweetly as the Maiden. When she had 

been a slave in Yunkai, she had played for every highborn family in the city. In Meereen she had become 

ŀ ƭŜŀŘŜǊ ŀƳƻƴƎǎǘ ǘƘŜ ¸ǳƴƪƛǎƘ ŦǊŜŜŘƳŜƴΣ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƛƴ 5ŀƴȅΩǎ ŎƻǳƴŎƛƭǎΦ ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ŎŀǇǘƛǾŜǎ ōǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ 

ǿƛƴŜǎŜƭƭŜǊΚέ 

  άbƻƴŜΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƴŜ ƎǊƛŜǾŜǎ ǘƻ ŎƻƴŦŜǎǎΦ ²Ŝ ōŜƎ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŀǊŘƻƴΦέ 

  Mercy, thought Dany. ¢ƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀƎƻƴΩǎ ƳŜǊŎȅΦ ά{ƪŀƘŀȊΣ L ƘŀǾŜ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘΦ 

vǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎƘŀǊǇƭȅΦέ 

  άI could. Or I could question the daughters sharply whilst the father looks on. That will wring 

ǎƻƳŜ ƴŀƳŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ƘƛƳΦέ 



  ά5ƻ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ōŜǎǘΣ ōǳǘ ōǊƛƴƎ ƳŜ ƴŀƳŜǎΦέ IŜǊ ŦǳǊȅ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŦƛǊŜ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ōŜƭƭȅΦ άL ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜ 

Unsullied slaughtered. Grey Worm, pull your men back to their barracks. Henceforth let them guard my 

walls and gates and person. From this day, it shall be for Meereenese to keep the peace in Meereen. 

{ƪŀƘŀȊΣ ƳŀƪŜ ƳŜ ŀ ƴŜǿ ǿŀǘŎƘΣ ƳŀŘŜ ǳǇ ƛƴ Ŝǉǳŀƭ ǇŀǊǘǎ ƻŦ ǎƘŀǾŜǇŀǘŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŦǊŜŜŘƳŜƴΦέ 

  ά!ǎ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘΦ Iƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ƳŜƴΚέ 

  ά!ǎ Ƴŀƴȅ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜΦέ 

  wŜȊƴŀƪ Ƴƻ wŜȊƴŀƪ ƎŀǎǇŜŘΦ άaŀƎƴƛŦƛŎŜƴŎŜΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻƛƴ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƻ Ǉŀȅ ǿŀƎŜǎ ŦƻǊ ǎƻ 

Ƴŀƴȅ ƳŜƴΚέ 

  άCǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǇȅǊŀƳƛŘǎΦ /ŀƭƭ ƛǘ ŀ ōƭƻƻŘ ǘŀȄΦ L ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ǇƛŜŎŜǎ ƻŦ ƎƻƭŘ ŦǊƻƳ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǇȅǊŀƳƛŘ 

for ŜŀŎƘ ŦǊŜŜŘƳŀƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ IŀǊǇȅΩǎ {ƻƴǎ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƭŀƛƴΦέ 

  ¢Ƙŀǘ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ŀ ǎƳƛƭŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ {ƘŀǾŜǇŀǘŜΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ άLǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŘƻƴŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άōǳǘ ¸ƻǳǊ wŀŘƛŀƴŎŜ 

should know that the Great Masters of Zhak and Merreq are making preparations to quit their pyramids 

and leave ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΦέ 

  Daenerys was sick unto death of Zhak and Merreq; she was sick of all the Mereenese, great and 

ǎƳŀƭƭ ŀƭƛƪŜΦ ά[Ŝǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƎƻΣ ōǳǘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǘŀƪŜ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ōŀŎƪǎΦ aŀƪŜ 

certain that all their gold remains here with us. TƘŜƛǊ ǎǘƻǊŜǎ ƻŦ ŦƻƻŘ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦέ 

  άaŀƎƴƛŦƛŎŜƴŎŜΣέ ƳǳǊƳǳǊŜŘ wŜȊƴŀƪ Ƴƻ wŜȊƴŀƪΣ άǿŜ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƴƻōƭŜǎ ƳŜŀƴ 

ǘƻ Ƨƻƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŜƴŜƳƛŜǎΦ aƻǊŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŜǎǘŀǘŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƭƭǎΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ƳƛƴŘ ǳǎ ƪŜŜǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƎƻƭŘ ǎŀŦŜΣ ǘƘŜƴΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōǳȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƭƭǎΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣέ wŜȊƴŀƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

  Yes, Daenerys thought, and so am I. ά²Ŝ Ƴǳǎǘ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜƳ ǎŀŦŜ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ L ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘǿƻ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ 

from each of them. From the other pyramids as well. A boy anŘ ŀ ƎƛǊƭΦέ 

  άIƻǎǘŀƎŜǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ {ƪŀƘŀȊΣ ƘŀǇǇƛƭȅΦ άtŀƎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŎǳǇōŜŀǊŜǊǎΦ LŦ ǘƘŜ DǊŜŀǘ aŀǎǘŜǊǎ ƳŀƪŜ ƻōƧŜŎǘƛƻƴΣ 

ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎ ƛǘ ƛǎ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƘƻƴƻǊ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŎƘƻǎŜƴ ǘƻ ǎŜǊǾŜ ŀǘ ŎƻǳǊǘΦέ {ƘŜ ƭŜŦǘ 

ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ǳƴǎǇƻƪŜƴΦ άDƻ ŀƴŘ Řƻ ŀǎ LΩǾŜ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜŘΦ L ƘŀǾŜ Ƴȅ ŘŜŀŘ ǘƻ ƳƻǳǊƴΦέ 

  When she returned to her rooms atop the pyramid, she found Missandei crying softly on her 

ǇŀƭƭŜǘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ŀǎ ōŜǎǘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘƻ ƳǳŦŦƭŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǎƻōǎΦ ά/ƻƳŜ ǎƭŜŜǇ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ 

ǎŎǊƛōŜΦ ά5ŀǿƴ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ŎƻƳŜ ŦƻǊ ƘƻǳǊǎ ȅŜǘΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜ ƛǎ ƪƛƴŘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƴŜΦέ aƛǎǎŀƴŘŜƛ ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŜŜǘǎΦ άIŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΦέ 

  5ŀƴȅ ǿǊŀǇǇŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭΦ ά¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜ ƻŦ ƘƛƳΦέ 



  άIŜ ǘŀǳƎƘǘ ƳŜ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ŎƭƛƳō ŀ ǘǊŜŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŎŀǘŎƘ ŦƛǎƘ ǿƛǘh his hands. Once 

I found him sleeping in our garden with a hundred butterflies crawling over him. He looked so beautiful 

ǘƘŀǘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƴŜ Χ L ƳŜŀƴΣ L ƭƻǾŜŘ ƘƛƳΦέ 

  ά!ǎ ƘŜ ƭƻǾŜŘ ȅƻǳΦέ 5ŀƴȅ ǎǘǊƻƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ƘŀƛǊΦ ά{ŀȅ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘΣ Ƴȅ ǎǿŜŜǘΣ ŀƴŘ L ǿƛƭƭ send you 

ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘƛǎ ŀǿŦǳƭ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ L ǿƛƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ǎƘƛǇ ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ ŀƴŘ ǎŜƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƘƻƳŜΦ ¢ƻ bŀŀǘƘΦέ 

  άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎƻƻƴŜǊ ǎǘŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΦ hƴ bŀŀǘƘ LΩŘ ōŜ ŀŦǊŀƛŘΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƭŀǾŜǊǎ ŎŀƳŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΚ L ŦŜŜƭ ǎŀŦŜ 

ǿƘŜƴ LΩƳ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  Safe. ¢ƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ ƳŀŘŜ 5ŀƴȅΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ Ŧƛƭƭ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǘŜŀǊǎΦ άL ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ȅƻǳ ǎŀŦŜΦέ aƛǎǎŀƴŘŜƛ ǿŀǎ 

ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΦ ²ƛǘƘ ƘŜǊΣ ǎƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘ ǘƻƻΦ άbƻ ƻƴŜ ŜǾŜǊ ƪŜǇǘ ƳŜ ǎŀŦŜ ǿƘŜƴ L ǿŀǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜΦ 

²ŜƭƭΣ {ŜǊ ²ƛƭƭŜƳ ŘƛŘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŘƛŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ±ƛǎŜǊȅǎ Χ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘ ȅƻǳ ōǳǘ Χ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǎƻ ƘŀǊŘΦ To be 

ǎǘǊƻƴƎΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŘƻΦ L must ƪƴƻǿΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦ L ŀƳ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜΦ L ŀƳ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴ Χ 

ǘƘŜ Χ ǘƘŜ Χέ 

  άΧ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΣέ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ aƛǎǎŀƴŘŜƛΦ άaƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƻ ŘǊŀƎƻƴǎΦέ 5ŀƴȅ ǎƘƛǾŜǊŜŘΦ άbƻΦ aƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƻ ǳǎ ŀƭƭΦέ 

aƛǎǎŀƴŘŜƛ ƘǳƎƎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƛƎƘǘŜǊΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǎƭŜŜǇΦ 5ŀǿƴ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƘŜǊŜ ǎƻƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ŎƻǳǊǘΦέ 

  ά²ŜΩƭƭ ōƻǘƘ ǎƭŜŜǇΣ ŀƴŘ ŘǊŜŀƳ ƻŦ ǎǿŜŜǘŜǊ ŘŀȅǎΦ /ƭƻǎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŜȅŜǎΦέ ²ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘΣ 5ŀƴȅ ƪƛǎǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ 

eyelids and made her giggle. 

  Kisses came easier than sleep, however. Dany shut her eyes and tried to think of home, of 

5ǊŀƎƻƴǎǘƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ YƛƴƎΩǎ [ŀƴŘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇƭŀŎŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ±ƛǎŜǊȅǎ ƘŀŘ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ƻŦΣ ƛƴ ŀ ƪƛƴŘŜǊ ƭŀƴŘ 

ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘƛǎ Χ ōǳǘ ƘŜǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ ƪŜǇǘ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ {ƭŀǾŜǊΩǎ .ŀȅΣ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƘƛǇǎ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ƛƴ ǎƻƳŜ ōƛǘǘŜǊ ǿƛƴŘΦ 

When Missandei was sound asleep, Dany slipped from her arms and stepped out into the predawn air to 

lean upon the cool brick parapet and gaze out across the city. A thousand roofs stretched out below her, 

painted in shades of ivory and silver by the moon. 

  Somewhere beneath those roofs, the Sons of the Harpy were gathered, plotting ways to kill her 

and all those who loved her and put her children back in chains. Somewhere down there a hungry child 

was crying for milk. Somewhere an old woman lay dying. Somewhere a man and a maid embraced, and 

ŦǳƳōƭŜŘ ŀǘ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŜŀƎŜǊ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ .ǳǘ ǳǇ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŜŜƴ ƻŦ ƳƻƻƴƭƛƎƘǘ ƻƴ 

pyramids and pits, with no hint what lay beneath. Up here there was only her, alone. 

  She was the blood of the dragon. She could kill the Sons of the Harpy, and the sons of the sons, 

and the sons of the sons of the sons. But a dragon could not feed a hungry child nor help a dying 

ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ǇŀƛƴΦ And who would ever dare to love a dragon? 

  She found herself thinking of Daario Naharis once again, Daario with his gold tooth and trident 

beard, his strong hands resting on the hilts of his matched arakh and stiletto, hilts wrought of gold in the 

shape of naked women. The day he took his leave of her, as she was bidding him farewell, he had 

brushed the balls of his thumbs lightly across them, back and forth. I am jealous of a sword hilt, she had 

realized, of women made of gold. Sending him to the Lamb Men had been wise. She was a queen, and 

Daario Naharis was not the stuff of kings. 



  άLǘ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎΣέ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ {ŜǊ .ŀǊǊƛǎǘŀƴΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ȅŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛŦ 5ŀŀǊƛƻ Ƙŀǎ ōŜǘǊŀȅŜŘ 

ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƎƻƴŜ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ŜƴŜƳƛŜǎΚέ Three treasons will you know. ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƳŜǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƻƳŀƴΣ 

ǎƻƳŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ [ƘŀȊŀǊŜƴŜΚέ 

  The old knight neither liked nor trusted Daario, she knew. Even so, he had answered gallantly. 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƴƻ ǿƻƳŀƴ ƳƻǊŜ ƭƻǾŜƭȅ ǘƘŀƴ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΦ hƴƭȅ ŀ ōƭƛƴŘ Ƴŀƴ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜΣ ŀƴŘ 5ŀŀǊƛƻ 

bŀƘŀǊƛǎ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ōƭƛƴŘΦέ 

  No, she thought. His eyes are a deep blue, almost purple, and his gold tooth gleams when he 

smiles for me. 

  Ser Barristan was sure he would return, though. Dany could only pray that he was right. 

  A bath will help soothe me. She padded barefoot through the grass to her terrace pool. The 

water felt cool on her skin, raising goosebumps. Little fish nibbled at her arms and legs. She closed her 

eyes and floated. 

  ! ǎƻŦǘ ǊǳǎǘƭŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƘŜǊ ƻǇŜƴ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ {ƘŜ ǎŀǘ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƻŦǘ ǎǇƭŀǎƘΦ άaƛǎǎŀƴŘŜƛΚέ ǎƘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΦ 

άLǊǊƛΚ WƘƛǉǳƛΚέ 

  ά¢ƘŜȅ ǎƭŜŜǇΣέ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ 

  A woman stood under the persimmon tree, clad in a hooded robe that brushed the grass. 

Beneath the hood, her face seemed hard and shiny. She is wearing a mask, Dany knew, a wooden mask 

finished in dark red lacquer. άvǳŀƛǘƘŜΚ !Ƴ L ŘǊŜŀƳƛƴƎΚέ {ƘŜ ǇƛƴŎƘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜŀǊ ŀƴŘ ǿƛƴŎŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƛƴΦ άL 

dreamt of you on Balerion, ǿƘŜƴ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǿŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ !ǎǘŀǇƻǊΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ŘǊŜŀƳΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ƻǊ ƴƻǿΦέ 

  ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜΚ Iƻǿ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ Ǉŀǎǘ Ƴȅ ƎǳŀǊŘǎΚέ 

  άL ŎŀƳŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀȅΦ ¸ƻǳǊ ƎǳŀǊŘǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŀǿ ƳŜΦέ 

  άLŦ L Ŏŀƭƭ ƻǳǘΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ ƪƛƭƭ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ ǎǿŜŀǊ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘ L ŀƳ ƴƻǘ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 

  άAre ȅƻǳ ƘŜǊŜΚέ 

  άbƻΦ IŜŀǊ ƳŜΣ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ ¢ŀǊƎŀǊȅŜƴΦ ¢ƘŜ Ǝƭŀǎǎ ŎŀƴŘƭŜǎ ŀǊŜ ōǳǊƴƛƴƎΦ {ƻƻƴ ŎƻƳŜǎ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƭŜ ƳŀǊŜΣ 

and after her the others. Kraken and dark flŀƳŜΣ ƭƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƎǊƛŦŦƛƴΣ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴΩǎ ǎƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƳǳƳƳŜǊΩǎ 

ŘǊŀƎƻƴΦ ¢Ǌǳǎǘ ƴƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΦ wŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴŘȅƛƴƎΦ .ŜǿŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊŦǳƳŜŘ ǎŜƴŜǎŎƘŀƭΦέ 

  άwŜȊƴŀƪΚ ²Ƙȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ L ŦŜŀǊ ƘƛƳΚέ 5ŀƴȅ ǊƻǎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƻƭΦ ²ŀǘŜǊ ǘǊƛŎƪƭŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊ ƭŜƎǎΣ ŀƴŘ 

gooseflesh covered her armǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻƻƭ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŀƛǊΦ άLŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǿŀǊƴƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΣ ǎǇŜŀƪ ǇƭŀƛƴƭȅΦ ²Ƙŀǘ 

Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ƻŦ ƳŜΣ vǳŀƛǘƘŜΚέ 



  aƻƻƴƭƛƎƘǘ ǎƘƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ ά¢ƻ ǎƘƻǿ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΦέ 

  άL ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΦ L Ǝƻ ƴƻǊǘƘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǎƻǳǘƘΣ Ŝŀǎǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǿŜǎǘΣ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΦ !ƴd to touch 

ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ǉŀǎǎ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀŘƻǿΦέ {ƘŜ ǎǉǳŜŜȊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ǎƛƭǾŜǊȅ ƘŀƛǊΦ άL ŀƳ 

half-sick of riddling. In Qarth I was a beggar, but here I am a queen. I command youτέ 

  άDaenerys. wŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴŘȅƛƴƎΦ wŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿƘƻ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ōƭƻƻŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀƎƻƴΦέ But my dragons are roaring in the darkness. άL ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŜ 

Undying. Child of three, they called me. Three mounts they promised me, three fires, and three 

treasons. One for blood and one for gold and one for Χέ 

  ά¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΚέ aƛǎǎŀƴŘŜƛ ǎǘƻƻŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ ōŜŘŎƘŀƳōŜǊΣ ŀ ƭŀƴǘŜǊƴ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘΦ 

ά²Ƙƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƻΚέ 

  Dany glanced back toward the persimmon tree. There was no woman there. No hooded robe, 

no lacquer mask, no Quaithe. 

  A shadow. A memory. No one. She was the blood of the dragon, but Ser Barristan had warned 

her that in that blood there was a taint. Could I be going mad? ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƳŀŘΣ ƻƴŎŜΦ άL 

ǿŀǎ ǇǊŀȅƛƴƎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ bŀŀǘƘƛ ƎƛǊƭΦ άLǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǎƻƻƴΦ L ƘŀŘ ōŜǎǘ Ŝŀǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŎƻǳǊǘΦέ 

  άL ǿƛƭƭ ōǊƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ŦƻƻŘ ǘƻ ōǊŜŀƪ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀǎǘΦέ 

  Alone again, Dany went all the way around the pyramid in hopes of finding Quaithe, past the 

burned trees and scorched earth where her men had tried to capture Drogon. But the only sound was 

the wind in the fruit trees, and the only creatures in the gardens were a few pale moths. 

  Missandei returned with a melon and a bowl of hard-cooked eggs, but Dany found she had no 

appetite. As the sky lightened and the stars faded one by one, Irri and Jhiqui helped her don a tokar of 

violet silk fringed in gold. 

  When Reznak and Skahaz appeared, she found herself looking at them askance, mindful of the 

three treasons. Beware the perfumed seneschal. She sniffed suspiciously at Reznak mo Reznak. I could 

command the Shavepate to arrest him and put him to the question. Would that forestall the prophecy? 

Or would some other betrayer take his place? Prophecies are treacherous, she reminded herself, and 

Reznak may be no more than he appears. 

  In the purple hall, Dany found her ebon bench piled high about with satin pillows. The sight 

brought a wan smile to her lips. {ŜǊ .ŀǊǊƛǎǘŀƴΩǎ ǿƻǊƪΣ she knew. The old knight was a good man, but 

sometimes very literal. It was only a jape, ser, she thought, but she sat on one of the pillows just the 

same. 

  Her sleepless night soon made itself felt. Before long she was fighting off a yawn as Reznak 

ǇǊŀǘǘƭŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŀŦǘǎƳŜƴΩǎ ƎǳƛƭŘǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎǘƻƴŜƳŀǎƻƴǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǿǊƻǘƘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊΣ ƛǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ōǊƛŎƪƭŀȅŜǊǎ 

as well. Certain former slaves were carving stone and laying bricks, stealing work from guild journeymen 



ŀƴŘ ƳŀǎǘŜǊǎ ŀƭƛƪŜΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŦǊŜŜŘƳŜƴ ǿƻǊƪ ǘƻƻ ŎƘŜŀǇƭȅΣ aŀƎƴƛŦƛŎŜƴŎŜΣέ wŜȊƴŀƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά{ƻƳŜ Ŏŀƭƭ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ 

journeymen, or even masters, titles that belong by rights only to the craftsmen of the guilds. The 

masons and the bricklayers do respectfully petition Your Worship to uphold their ancient rights and 

ŎǳǎǘƻƳǎΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ŦǊŜŜŘƳŜƴ ǿƻǊƪ ŎƘŜŀǇƭȅ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ƘǳƴƎǊȅΣέ 5ŀƴȅ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ άLŦ L ŦƻǊōƛŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ 

carve stone or lay bricks, the chandlers, the weavers, and the goldsmiths will soon be at my gates asking 

ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ōŜ ŜȄŎƭǳŘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘǊŀŘŜǎ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦέ {ƘŜ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŜŘ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ ά[Ŝǘ ƛǘ ōŜ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ 

henceforth only guild members shall be permitted to name themselves journeymen or masters Χ 

ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƎǳƛƭŘǎ ƻǇŜƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ Ǌƻƭƭǎ ǘƻ ŀƴȅ ŦǊŜŜŘƳŀƴ ǿƘƻ Ŏŀƴ ŘŜƳƻƴǎǘǊŀǘŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǉǳƛǎƛǘŜ ǎƪƛƭƭǎΦέ 

  ά{ƻ ǎƘŀƭƭ ƛǘ ōŜ ǇǊƻŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ wŜȊƴŀƪΦ ά²ƛƭƭ ƛǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ¸ƻǳǊ ²ƻǊǎƘƛǇ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ƴƻōƭŜ IƛȊŘŀƘǊ 

Ȋƻ [ƻǊŀǉΚέ 

  Will he never admit defeat? ά[Ŝǘ ƘƛƳ ǎǘŜǇ ŦƻǊǘƘΦέ 

  Hizdahr was not in a tokar today. Instead he wore a simple robe of grey and blue. He was shorn 

as well. He has shaved off his beard and cut his hair, she realized. The man had not gone shavepate, not 

quite, but at least those absurd ǿƛƴƎǎ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻƴŜΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ ōŀǊōŜǊ Ƙŀǎ ǎŜǊǾŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǿŜƭƭΣ IƛȊŘŀƘǊΦ L 

ƘƻǇŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǿ ƳŜ Ƙƛǎ ǿƻǊƪ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǇƭŀƎǳŜ ƳŜ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ǇƛǘǎΦέ 

  IŜ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ŘŜŜǇ ƻōŜƛǎŀƴŎŜΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΣ L ŦŜŀǊ L ƳǳǎǘΦέ 

  Dany grimaced. Even her own people would give no rest about the matter. Reznak mo Reznak 

stressed the coin to be made through taxes. The Green Grace said that reopening the pits would please 

ǘƘŜ ƎƻŘǎΦ ¢ƘŜ {ƘŀǾŜǇŀǘŜ ŦŜƭǘ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǿƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ {ƻƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ IŀǊǇȅΦ ά[Ŝǘ ǘƘŜƳ ŦƛƎƘǘΣέ 

grunted Strong Belwas, who had once been a champion in the pits. Ser Barristan suggested a tourney 

instead; his orphans could ride at rings and fight a mêlée with blunted weapons, he said, a suggestion 

Dany knew was as hopeless as it was well-intentioned. It was blood the Meereenese yearned to see, not 

skill. Elsewise the fighting slaves would have worn armor. Only the little scribe Missandei seemed to 

ǎƘŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ ƳƛǎƎƛǾƛƴƎǎΦ 

  άL ƘŀǾŜ ǊŜŦǳǎŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǎƛȄ ǘƛƳŜǎΣέ 5ŀƴȅ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜŘ IƛȊŘŀƘǊΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ wŀŘƛŀƴŎŜ has seven gods, so 

perhaps she will look upon my seventh plea with favor. Today I do not come alone. Will you hear my 

ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΚ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǎŜǾŜƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦέ IŜ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜƳ ŦƻǊǘƘ ƻƴŜ ōȅ ƻƴŜΦ άIŜǊŜ ƛǎ YƘǊŀȊȊΦ IŜǊŜ 

Barsena Blackhair, ever valiant. Here Camarron of the Count and Goghor the Giant. This is the Spotted 

Cat, this Fearless Ithoke. Last, Belaquo Bonebreaker. They have come to add their voices to mine own, 

ŀƴŘ ŀǎƪ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ƻǳǊ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ Ǉƛǘǎ ǊŜƻǇŜƴΦέ 

  Dany knew his seven, by name if not by sight. All had been amongst the most famed of 

aŜŜǊŜŜƴΩǎ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ǎƭŀǾŜǎ Χ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ǎƭŀǾŜǎΣ ŦǊŜŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎƘŀŎƪƭŜǎ ōȅ ƘŜǊ ǎŜǿŜǊ 

ǊŀǘǎΣ ǿƘƻ ƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǳǇǊƛǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻƴ ǘƘŜ Ŏƛǘȅ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ƻǿŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀ ōƭƻƻŘ ŘŜōǘΦ άL ǿƛƭƭ ƘŜŀǊ ȅƻǳΣέ ǎƘe 

allowed. 



  hƴŜ ōȅ ƻƴŜΣ ŜŀŎƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ Ǉƛǘǎ ǊŜƻǇŜƴΦ ά²ƘȅΚέ ǎƘŜ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΣ 

ǿƘŜƴ LǘƘƻƪŜ ƘŀŘ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƴƻ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ǎƭŀǾŜǎΣ ŘƻƻƳŜŘ ǘƻ ŘƛŜ ŀǘ ŀ ƳŀǎǘŜǊΩǎ ǿƘƛƳΦ L ŦǊŜŜŘ ȅƻǳΦ 

Why should you wish to end your lives upon the scarlet ǎŀƴŘǎΚέ 

  άL ǘǊŀƛƴ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘǊŜŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ DƻƎƘƻǊ ǘƘŜ DƛŀƴǘΦ άL ƪƛƭƭ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǎƛȄΦ aƻǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ 5ǊŀƎƻƴǎ ǎŀȅǎ L ŀƳ ŦǊŜŜΦ 

²Ƙȅ ƴƻǘ ŦǊŜŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƎƘǘΚέ 

  άLŦ ƛǘ ƛǎ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘΣ ŦƛƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦ {ǿŜŀǊ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǿƻǊŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ aŜƴ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ CǊŜŜ 

Brothers or the Stalwart ShiŜƭŘǎΦ ¢ŜŀŎƘ Ƴȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŦǊŜŜŘƳŜƴ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ŦƛƎƘǘΦέ 

  DƻƎƘƻǊ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ ά.ŜŦƻǊŜΣ L ŦƛƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ ƳŀǎǘŜǊΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎŀȅΣ ŦƛƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦ L ǎŀȅΣ ŦƛƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦέ ¢ƘŜ 

ƘǳƎŜ Ƴŀƴ ǘƘǳƳǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŜǎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ Ŧƛǎǘ ŀǎ ōƛƎ ŀǎ ŀ ƘŀƳΦ άCƻǊ ƎƻƭŘΦ CƻǊ ƎƭƻǊȅΦέ 

  άDƻƎƘƻǊ ǎǇŜŀƪǎ ŦƻǊ ǳǎ ŀƭƭΦέ ¢ƘŜ {ǇƻǘǘŜŘ /ŀǘ ǿƻǊŜ ŀ ƭŜƻǇŀǊŘ ǎƪƛƴ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ƻƴŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ 

time I was sold, the price was three hundred thousand honors. When I was a slave, I slept on furs and 

ŀǘŜ ǊŜŘ ƳŜŀǘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ōƻƴŜΦ bƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ ŦǊŜŜΣ L ǎƭŜŜǇ ƻƴ ǎǘǊŀǿ ŀƴŘ Ŝŀǘ ǎŀƭǘ ŦƛǎƘΣ ǿƘŜƴ L Ŏŀƴ ƎŜǘ ƛǘΦέ 

  άIƛȊŘŀƘǊ ǎǿŜŀǊǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴƴŜǊǎ ǎƘŀƭƭ ǎƘŀǊŜ ƘŀƭŦ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻƛƴ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǘŜǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 

YƘǊŀȊȊΦ άHalf, ƘŜ ǎǿŜŀǊǎ ƛǘΣ ŀƴŘ IƛȊŘŀƘǊ ƛǎ ŀƴ ƘƻƴƻǊŀōƭŜ ƳŀƴΦέ 

  No, a cunning man. 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ ŦŜƭǘ ǘǊŀǇǇŜŘΦ ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǎŜǊǎΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ǎƘŀƭƭ ǘƘŜȅ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜΚέ 

  ά¢ƘŜƛǊ ƴŀƳŜǎ ǎƘŀƭƭ ōŜ ƎǊŀǾŜƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ DŀǘŜǎ ƻŦ CŀǘŜ ŀƳƻƴƎǎǘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ Ǿŀƭƛŀƴǘ ŦŀƭƭŜƴΣέ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜŘ 

.ŀǊǎŜƴŀΦ CƻǊ ŜƛƎƘǘ ȅŜŀǊǎ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎƭŀƛƴ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǎŜƴǘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƘŜǊΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά!ƭƭ ƳŜƴ Ƴǳǎǘ 

ŘƛŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƻƳŜƴ ǘƻƻ Χ ōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ŀƭƭ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘΦέ 

  Dany had no answer for that. If this is truly what my people wish, do I have the right to deny it to 

them? It was their city before it was mine, and it is their own lives they wish to squander. άL ǿƛƭƭ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊ 

ŀƭƭ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƻǳƴǎŜƭΦέ {ƘŜ ǊƻǎŜΦ ά²Ŝ ǿƛƭƭ ǊŜǎǳƳŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊǊƻǿΦέ 

  άAll kneel for Daenerys Stormborn, the Unburnt, Queen of Meereen, Queen of the Andals and the 

Rhoynar and the First Men, Khaleesi of Great Grass Sea, Breaker of Shackles, and Mother of Dragons,έ 

Missandei called. 

  {ŜǊ .ŀǊǊƛǎǘŀƴ ŜǎŎƻǊǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ōŀŎƪ ǳǇ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŎƘŀƳōŜǊǎΦ ά¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜ ŀ ǘŀƭŜΣ ǎŜǊΣέ 5ŀƴȅ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ 

ŎƭƛƳōŜŘΦ ά{ƻƳŜ ǘŀƭŜ ƻŦ ǾŀƭƻǊ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƘŀǇǇȅ ŜƴŘƛƴƎΦέ {ƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ ƛƴ ƴŜŜŘ ƻŦ ƘŀǇǇȅ ŜƴŘƛƴƎǎΦ ά¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜ Ƙƻǿ ȅƻǳ 

ŜǎŎŀǇŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ¦ǎǳǊǇŜǊΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƴƻ ǾŀƭƻǊ ƛƴ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƛŦŜΦέ 

  5ŀƴȅ ǎŜŀǘŜŘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ƻƴ ŀ ŎǳǎƘƛƻƴΣ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƭŜƎǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƎŀȊŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ άtƭŜŀǎŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ 

Young Usurper who dismissed you from the Kingsguard Χέ 

  άWƻŦŦǊŜȅΣ ŀȅŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƎŀǾŜ Ƴȅ ŀƎŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǊŜŀǎƻƴΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘ ǿŀǎ elsewise. The boy wanted a 

white cloak for his dog Sandor Clegane and his mother wanted the Kingslayer to be her lord 



ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜΣ L Χ L ǘƻƻƪ ƻŦŦ Ƴȅ Ŏƭƻŀƪ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜŘΣ ǘƘǊŜǿ Ƴȅ ǎǿƻǊŘ ŀǘ 

WƻŦŦǊŜȅΩǎ ŦŜŜǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǳƴǿƛǎŜƭȅΦέ 

  ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅΚέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘ Χ ōǳǘ ǘǊǳǘƘ ǿŀǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻǳǊǘΦ L ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊƻƴŜ ǊƻƻƳ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ 

head high, though I did not know where I was going. I had no home but White Sword Tower. My cousins 

would find a place for me at Harvest Hall, I knŜǿΣ ōǳǘ L ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ǿƛǎƘ ǘƻ ōǊƛƴƎ WƻŦŦǊŜȅΩǎ ŘƛǎǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜ Řƻǿƴ 

upon them. I was gathering my things when it came to me that I had brought this on myself by taking 

wƻōŜǊǘΩǎ ǇŀǊŘƻƴΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ōǳǘ ŀ ōŀŘ ƪƛƴƎΣ ŦƻǊ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊƻƴŜ ƘŜ ǎŀǘΦ ¢Ƙat was 

when I knew that to redeem myself I must find the true king, and serve him loyally with all the strength 

ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǊŜƳŀƛƴŜŘ ƳŜΦέ 

  άaȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ±ƛǎŜǊȅǎΦέ 

  ά{ǳŎƘ ǿŀǎ Ƴȅ ƛƴǘŜƴǘΦ ²ƘŜƴ L ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀōƭŜǎ ǘƘŜ ƎƻƭŘ Ŏƭƻŀƪǎ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜƛȊŜ ƳŜΦ WƻŦŦǊŜȅ Ƙŀd 

offered me a tower to die in, but I had spurned his gift, so now he meant to offer me a dungeon. The 

commander of the City Watch himself confronted me, emboldened by my empty scabbard, but he had 

only three men with him and I still had my knife. I slasheŘ ƻƴŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƻǇŜƴ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƭŀƛŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ 

upon me, and rode through the others. As I spurred for the gates I heard Janos Slynt shouting for them 

to go after me. Once outside the Red Keep, the streets were congested, else I might have gotten away 

clean. Instead they caught me at the River Gate. The gold cloaks who had pursued me from the castle 

ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǘŜ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ƳŜΣ ǎƻ ǘƘŜȅ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎǇŜŀǊǎ ǘƻ ōŀǊ Ƴȅ ǿŀȅΦέ 

  ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǿƻǊŘΚ Iƻǿ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ Ǉŀǎǘ ǘƘŜƳΚέ 

  ά! ǘǊǳŜ ƪƴƛƎƘǘ is worth ten guardsmen. The men at the gate were taken by surprise. I rode one 

down, wrenched away his spear, and drove it through the throat of my closest pursuer. The other broke 

off once I was through the gate, so I spurred my horse to a gallop and rode hellbent along the river until 

the city was lost to sight behind me. That night I traded my horse for a handful of pennies and some 

ǊŀƎǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ L ƧƻƛƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŀƳ ƻŦ ǎƳŀƭƭŦƻƭƪ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ YƛƴƎΩǎ [ŀƴŘƛƴƎΦ LΩŘ ƎƻƴŜ 

out the Mud Gate, so I returned through the Gate of the Gods, with dirt on my face, stubble on my 

cheeks, and no weapon but a wooden staff. In roughspun clothes and mud-caked boots, I was just one 

more old man fleeing the war. The gold cloaks took a stag from me and waved mŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΦ YƛƴƎΩǎ 

[ŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ŎǊƻǿŘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƳŀƭƭŦƻƭƪ ǿƘƻΩŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǎŜŜƪƛƴƎ ǊŜŦǳƎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎΦ L ƭƻǎǘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŀƳƻƴƎǎǘ 

them. I had a little silver, but I needed that to pay my passage across the narrow sea, so I slept in septs 

and alleys and took my meals in pot shops. I let my beard grow out and cloaked myself in age. The day 

Lord Stark lost his head, I was there, watching. Afterward I went into the Great Sept and thanked the 

ǎŜǾŜƴ ƎƻŘǎ ǘƘŀǘ WƻŦŦǊŜȅ ƘŀŘ ǎǘǊƛǇǇŜŘ ƳŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŎƭƻŀƪΦέ 

  ά{ǘŀǊƪ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǘǊŀƛǘƻǊ ǿƘƻ ƳŜǘ ŀ ǘǊŀƛǘƻǊΩǎ ŜƴŘΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ {ŜƭƳȅΣ ά9ŘŘŀǊŘ {ǘŀǊƪ ǇƭŀȅŜŘ ŀ ǇŀǊǘ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŦŀƭƭΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ōƻǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƴƻ ƛƭƭ 

will. When the eunuch Varys told us that you were with child, Robert wanted you killed, but Lord Stark 



spoke against it. Rather than countenance the murder of children, he told Robert to find himself another 

IŀƴŘΦέ 

  άIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊƎƻǘǘŜƴ tǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ wƘŀŜƴȅǎ ŀƴŘ tǊƛƴŎŜ !ŜƎƻƴΚέ 

  άbŜǾŜǊΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊ ǿƻǊƪΣ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΦέ 

  ά[ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊ ƻǊ {ǘŀǊƪΣ ǿƘŀǘ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴŎŜΚ ±ƛǎŜǊȅǎ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘŜ ¦ǎǳǊǇŜǊΩǎ ŘƻƎǎΦ If a child is set 

upon by a pack of hounds, does it matter which one tears out his throat? All the dogs are just as guilty. 

The guilt Χέ ¢ƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǘƘǊƻŀǘΦ Hazzea, ǎƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǎƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ǎŀȅΣ άL 

have to ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ǇƛǘΣέ ƛƴ ŀ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀǎ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŀǎ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊΦ ά¢ŀƪŜ ƳŜ ŘƻǿƴΣ ǎŜǊΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘΦέ 

  ! ŦƭƛŎƪŜǊ ƻŦ ŘƛǎŀǇǇǊƻǾŀƭ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ Ƙƛǎ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ǉǳŜŜƴΦ 

ά!ǎ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ǎŜǊǾŀƴǘǎΩ ǎǘŜǇǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǉǳƛŎƪŜǎǘ ǿŀȅ Řƻwnτnot grand, but steep and straight and narrow, 

hidden in the walls. Ser Barristan brought a lantern, lest she fall. Bricks of twenty different colors 

pressed close around them, fading to grey and black beyond the lantern light. Thrice they passed 

Unsullied guards, standing as if they had been carved from stone. The only sound was the soft scruff of 

their feet upon the steps. 

  At ground level the Great Pyramid of Meereen was a hushed place, full of dust and shadows. Its 

outer walls were thirty feet thick. Within them, sounds echoed off arches of many-colored bricks, and 

amongst the stables, stalls, and storerooms. They passed beneath three massive arches, down a torchlit 

ramp into the vaults beneath the pyramid, past cisterns, dungeons, and torture chambers where slaves 

had been scourged and skinned and burned with red-hot irons. Finally they came to a pair of huge iron 

doors with rusted hinges, guarded by Unsullied. 

  At her command, one produced an iron key. The door opened, hinges shrieking. Daenerys 

Targaryen stepped into the hot heart of darkness and stopped at the lip of a deep pit. Forty feet below, 

her dragons raised their heads. Four eyes burned through the shadowsτtwo of molten gold and two of 

bronze. 

  {ŜǊ .ŀǊǊƛǎǘŀƴ ǘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŀǊƳΦ άbƻ ŎƭƻǎŜǊΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǊƳ meΚέ 

  άL Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿΣ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΣ ōǳǘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎƻƻƴŜǊ ƴƻǘ Ǌƛǎƪ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦέ 

  When Rhaegal roared, a gout of yellow flame turned darkness into day for half a heartbeat. The 

fire licked along the walls, and Dany felt the heat upon her face, like the blast from an oven. Across the 

ǇƛǘΣ ±ƛǎŜǊƛƻƴΩǎ ǿƛƴƎǎ ǳƴŦƻƭŘŜŘΣ ǎǘƛǊǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƭŜ ŀƛǊΦ IŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ Ŧƭȅ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƛƴǎ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ ǘŀǳǘ ŀǎ 

ƘŜ ǊƻǎŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƭŀƳƳŜŘ ƘƛƳ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ōŜƭƭȅΦ [ƛƴƪǎ ŀǎ ōƛƎ ŀǎ ŀ ƳŀƴΩǎ fist bound his feet to the floor. 

The iron collar about his neck was fastened to the wall behind him. Rhaegal wore matching chains. In 

ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ {ŜƭƳȅΩǎ ƭŀƴǘŜǊƴΣ Ƙƛǎ ǎŎŀƭŜǎ ƎƭŜŀƳŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ƧŀŘŜΦ {ƳƻƪŜ ǊƻǎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜŜǘƘΦ .ƻƴŜǎ 



were scattered on the floor at his feet, cracked and scorched and splintered. The air was uncomfortably 

hot and smelled of sulfur and charred meat. 

  ά¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ƭŀǊƎŜǊΦέ 5ŀƴȅΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŜŎƘƻŜŘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƻǊŎƘŜŘ ǎǘƻƴŜ ǿŀƭƭǎΦ ! ŘǊƻǇ ƻŦ ǎǿŜŀǘ ǘǊƛŎƪƭŜŘ 

down her brow and fell onto her ōǊŜŀǎǘΦ άLǎ ƛǘ ǘǊǳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŘǊŀƎƻƴǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎǘƻǇ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎΚέ 

  άLŦ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ŦƻƻŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎǇŀŎŜ ǘƻ ƎǊƻǿΦ /ƘŀƛƴŜŘ ǳǇ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ Χέ 

  ¢ƘŜ DǊŜŀǘ aŀǎǘŜǊǎ ƘŀŘ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ǉƛǘ ŀǎ ŀ ǇǊƛǎƻƴΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƭŀǊƎŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ƘƻƭŘ ŦƛǾŜ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ƳŜƴ Χ 

and more than ample for two dragons. For how long, though? What will happen when they grow too 

large for the pit? Will they turn on one another with flame and claw? Will they grow wan and weak, with 

withered flanks and shrunken wings? Will their fires go out before the end? 

  What sort of mother lets her children rot in darkness? 

  If I look back, I am doomed, 5ŀƴȅ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ Χ ōǳǘ Ƙƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎƘŜ ƴƻǘ ƭƻƻƪ ōŀŎƪΚ I should have 

seen it coming. Was I so blind, or did I close my eyes willfully, so I would not have to see the price of 

power? 

  Viserys had told her all the tales when she was little. He loved to talk of dragons. She knew how 

Harrenhal had fallen. She knew about the Field of Fire and the Dance of the Dragons. One of her 

forebears, the third Aegon, had seen his own mother devƻǳǊŜŘ ōȅ Ƙƛǎ ǳƴŎƭŜΩǎ ŘǊŀƎƻƴΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ 

songs beyond count of villages and kingdoms that lived in dread of dragons till some brave dragonslayer 

ǊŜǎŎǳŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ !ǘ !ǎǘŀǇƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎƭŀǾŜǊΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƘŀŘ ƳŜƭǘŜŘΦ hƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘ ǘƻ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΣ ǿƘŜƴ 5ŀŀǊƛƻ ǘƻǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ 

heads of Sallor the Bald and Prendahl na Ghezn at her feet, her children made a feast of them. Dragons 

had no fear of men. And a dragon large enough to gorge on sheep could take a child just as easily. 

  Her name had been Hazzea. She was four years old. Unless her father lied. He might have lied. 

No one had seen the dragon but him. His proof was burned bones, but burned bones proved nothing. 

He might have killed the little girl himself, and burned her afterward. He would not have been the first 

father to dispose of an unwanted girl child, the Shavepate claimed. The Sons of the Harpy might have 

ŘƻƴŜ ƛǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ŘǊŀƎƻƴΩǎ ǿƻǊƪ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ Ŏƛǘȅ ƘŀǘŜ ƳŜΦ 5ŀƴȅ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ Χ 

ōǳǘ ƛŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻΣ ǿƘȅ ƘŀŘ IŀȊȊŜŀΩǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜ ŀǳŘƛŜƴŎŜ Ƙŀƭl was almost empty to come 

forward? If his purpose had been to inflame the Meereenese against her, he would have told his tale 

when the hall was full of ears to hear. 

  ¢ƘŜ {ƘŀǾŜǇŀǘŜ ƘŀŘ ǳǊƎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǘƻ ŘŜŀǘƘΦ ά!ǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǊƛǇ ƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻƴƎǳŜΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƳŀƴΩǎ 

ƭƛŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅ ǳǎ ŀƭƭΣ aŀƎƴƛŦƛŎŜƴŎŜΦέ LƴǎǘŜŀŘ 5ŀƴȅ ŎƘƻǎŜ ǘƻ Ǉŀȅ ǘƘŜ ōƭƻƻŘ ǇǊƛŎŜΦ bƻ ƻƴŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘŜƭƭ ƘŜǊ 

ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊǘƘ ƻŦ ŀ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΣ ǎƻ ǎƘŜ ǎŜǘ ƛǘ ŀǘ ƻƴŜ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ǘƛƳŜǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊǘƘ ƻŦ ŀ ƭŀƳōΦ άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ƎƛǾŜ IŀȊȊŜŀ 

ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ƛŦ L ŎƻǳƭŘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΣ άōǳǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ŀǊŜ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǿŜǊ ƻŦ ŜǾŜƴ ŀ ǉǳŜŜƴΦ IŜǊ 

bones shall be laid to rest in the Temple of the Graces, and a hundred candles shall burn day and night in 

her memory. Come back to me each year upon her nameday, and your other children shall ƴƻǘ ǿŀƴǘ Χ 

ōǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘŀƭŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ƴŜǾŜǊ Ǉŀǎǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƛǇǎ ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ 



  άaŜƴ ǿƛƭƭ ŀǎƪΣέ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƛŜǾƛƴƎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ ŀǎƪ ƳŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ IŀȊȊŜŀ ƛǎ ŀƴŘ Ƙƻǿ ǎƘŜ 

ŘƛŜŘΦέ 

  ά{ƘŜ ŘƛŜŘ ƻŦ ŀ ǎƴŀƪŜōƛǘŜΣέ wŜȊƴŀƪ Ƴƻ wŜȊƴŀƪ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘΦ ά! ǊŀǾŜƴƛƴƎ ǿƻƭŦ ŎŀǊǊƛŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƻŦŦΦ ! ǎǳŘden 

ǎƛŎƪƴŜǎǎ ǘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊΦ ¢Ŝƭƭ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭΣ ōǳǘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎǇŜŀƪ ƻŦ ŘǊŀƎƻƴǎΦέ 

  ±ƛǎŜǊƛƻƴΩǎ Ŏƭŀǿǎ ǎŎǊŀōōƭŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻƴŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƘǳƎŜ ŎƘŀƛƴǎ ǊŀǘǘƭŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ Ƙƛǎ 

way to her again. When he could not, he gave a roar, twisted his head back as far as he was able, and 

spat golden flame at the wall behind him. How soon till his fire burns hot enough to crack stone and melt 

iron? 

  Once, not long ago, he had ridden on her shoulder, his tail coiled round her arm. Once she had 

fed him morsels of charred meat from her own hand. He had been the first chained up. Daenerys had 

led him to the pit herself and shut him up inside with several oxen. Once he had gorged himself he grew 

drowsy. They had chained him whilst he slept. 

  Rhaegal had been harder. Perhaps he could hear his brother raging in the pit, despite the walls 

of brick and stone between them. In the end, they had to cover him with a net of heavy iron chain as he 

basked on her terrace, and he fought so fiercely that it had taken three days to carry him down the 

ǎŜǊǾŀƴǘǎΩ ǎǘŜǇǎΣ ǘǿƛǎǘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎƴŀǇǇƛƴƎΦ {ƛȄ ƳŜƴ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ōǳǊƴŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭŜΦ 

  And Drogon Χ 

  The winged shadow, the grieving father called him. He was the largest of her three, the fiercest, 

the wildest, with scales as black as night and eyes like pits of fire. 

  Drogon hunted far afield, but when he was sated he liked to bask in the sun at the apex of the 

Great Pyramid, where once the harpy of Meereen had stood. Thrice they had tried to take him there, 

and thrice they had failed. Two score of her bravest had risked themselves trying to capture him. Almost 

all had suffered burns, and four of them had died. The last she had seen of Drogon had been at sunset 

on the night of the third attempt. The black dragon had been flying north across the Skahazadhan 

toward the tall grasses of the Dothraki sea. He had not returned. 

  Mother of dragons, Daenerys thought. Mother of monsters. What have I unleashed upon the 

world? A queen I am, but my throne is made of burned bones, and it rests on quicksand. Without 

dragons, how could she hope to hold Meereen, much less win back Westeros? I am the blood of the 

dragon, she thought. If they are monsters, so am I. 

  REEK 
 

     The rat squealed as he bit into it, squirming wildly in his hands, frantic to escape. The belly was 

the softest part. He tore at the sweet meat, the warm blood running over his lips. It was so good that it 



brought tears to his eyes. His belly rumbled and he swallowed. By the third bite the rat had ceased to 

struggle, and he was feeling almost content. 

  Then he heard the sounds of voices outside the dungeon door. 

  At once he stilled, fearing even to chew. His mouth was full of blood and flesh and hair, but he 

dare not spit or swallow. He listened in terror, stiff as stone, to the scuff of boots and the clanking of 

iron keys. No, he thought, no, please gods, not now, not now. It had taken him so long to catch the rat. If 

they catch me with it, they will take ƛǘ ŀǿŀȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ǘŜƭƭΣ ŀƴŘ [ƻǊŘ wŀƳǎŀȅ ǿƛƭƭ ƘǳǊǘ ƳŜΦ 

  He knew he ought to hide the rat, but he was so hungry. It had been two days since he had 

eaten, or maybe three. Down here in the dark it was hard to tell. Though his arms and legs were thin as 

reeds, his belly was swollen and hollow, and ached so much that he found he could not sleep. Whenever 

he closed his eyes, he found himself remembering Lady Hornwood. After their wedding, Lord Ramsay 

had locked her away in a tower and starved her to death. In the end she had eaten her own fingers. 

  He crouched down in a corner of his cell, clutching his prize under his chin. Blood ran from the 

corners of his mouth as he nibbled at the rat with what remained of his teeth, trying to bolt down as 

much of the warm flesh as he could before the cell was opened. The meat was stringy, but so rich he 

thought he might be sick. He chewed and swallowed, picking small bones from the holes in his gums 

where teeth had been yanked out. It hurt to chew, but he was so hungry he could not stop. 

  The sounds were growing louder. tƭŜŀǎŜ ƎƻŘǎΣ ƘŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΣ he prayed, tearing off one 

of the ǊŀǘΩǎ ƭŜƎǎΦ Lǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜ ǎƛƴŎŜ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ƘŀŘ ŎƻƳŜ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŎŜƭƭǎΣ ƻǘƘŜǊ 

prisoners. Sometimes he heard them screaming, even through the thick stone walls. The women always 

scream the loudest. He sucked at the raw meat and tried to spit out the leg bone, but it only dribbled 

over his lower lip and tangled in his beard. Go away, he prayed, go away, pass me by, please, please. 

  But the footsteps stopped just when they were loudest, and the keys clattered right outside the 

door. The raǘ ŦŜƭƭ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎΦ IŜ ǿƛǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ōǊŜŜŎƘŜǎΦ άbƻΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘΣ 

άnoooo.έ Iƛǎ ƘŜŜƭǎ ǎŎǊŀōōƭŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀǿ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǇǳǎƘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊƴŜǊΣ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭŘ ŘŀƳǇ 

stone walls. 

  The sound of the lock turning was the most terrible of all. When the light hit him full in the face, 

ƘŜ ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ǎƘǊƛŜƪΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŎƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ IŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƭŀǿŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ƻǳǘ ƛŦ ƘŜΩŘ 

ŘŀǊŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǿŀǎ ǇƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ǎƻΦ ά¢ŀƪŜ ƛǘ ŀǿŀȅΣ Řƻ ƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΣ ƻƘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƘƛƳΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ŀ ōƻȅΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ ά[ƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ ²ŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ ŎŜƭƭΦέ 

  ά[ŀǎǘ ŎŜƭƭ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŦǘΣέ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ōƻȅ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ŎŜƭƭ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŦǘΣ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚέ 

  ά!ȅŜΦέ ! ǇŀǳǎŜΦ ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƘŜ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΚέ 

  άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜ ƭƛƪŜǎ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘΦέ 



  ά²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳΣ ƛŦ ȅƻu looked like thatΚέ ¢ƘŜ ōƻȅ ƘŀǿƪŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǇŀǘΦ ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜƴŎƘ ƻŦ ƘƛƳΦ LΩƳ ƭƛƪŜ 

ǘƻ ŎƘƻƪŜΦέ 

  άIŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ǊŀǘǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ōƻȅΦ ά[ƻƻƪΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ōƻȅ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ άIŜ ƘŀǎΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŦǳƴƴȅΦέ 

  I had to. The rats bit him when he slept, gnawing at his fingers and his toes, even at his face, so 

ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ Ǝƻǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƻƴ ƻƴŜ ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜΦ 9ŀǘ ƻǊ ōŜ ŜŀǘŜƴΣ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ŎƘƻƛŎŜǎΦ άL ŘƛŘ 

ƛǘΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘΣ άL ŘƛŘΣ L ŘƛŘΣ L ŀǘŜ ƘƛƳΣ ǘƘŜȅ Řƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ Χέ 

  The boys moved closer, the straw ŎǊǳƴŎƘƛƴƎ ǎƻŦǘƭȅ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦŜŜǘΦ ά¢ŀƭƪ ǘƻ ƳŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ 

ǘƘŜƳΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŀƭƭŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻΣ ŀ ǘƘƛƴ ōƻȅΣ ōǳǘ ŎƭŜǾŜǊΦ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿƘƻ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΚέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ŦŜŀǊ ŎŀƳŜ ōǳōōƭƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ƘƛƳΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƳƻŀƴŜŘΦ ά¢ŀƭƪ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ ¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŀƳŜΦέ 

  My name. A scream caught in his throat. They had taught him his name, they had, they had, but 

ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜΩŘ ŦƻǊƎƻǘǘŜƴΦ LŦ L ǎŀȅ ƛǘ ǿǊƻƴƎΣ ƘŜΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŦƛƴƎŜǊΣ ƻǊ ǿƻǊǎŜΣ ƘŜΩƭƭ Χ ƘŜΩƭƭ 

Χ He would not think about that, he could not think about that. There were needles in his jaw, in his 

ŜȅŜǎΦ Iƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǿŀǎ ǇƻǳƴŘƛƴƎΦ άtƭŜŀǎŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎǉǳŜŀƪŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǘƘƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǿŜŀƪΦ IŜ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ŀ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ 

years old. Perhaps he was. How long have I been in here? άDƻΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘΣ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ǘŜŜǘƘ ŀƴŘ 

broken fingers, his ŜȅŜǎ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ǘƛƎƘǘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǘŜǊǊƛōƭŜ ōǊƛƎƘǘ ƭƛƎƘǘΦ άtƭŜŀǎŜΣ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŀǘΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ 

hurt me Χέ 

  άReek,έ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǊƎŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅǎΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǎ wŜŜƪΦ wŜƳŜƳōŜǊΚέ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ 

torch. The smaller boy had the ring of iron keys. 

  Reek? TeaǊǎ Ǌŀƴ Řƻǿƴ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŜŜƪǎΦ άL ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊΦ L ŘƻΦέ Iƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŎƭƻǎŜŘΦ άaȅ ƴŀƳŜ 

ƛǎ wŜŜƪΦ Lǘ ǊƘȅƳŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƭŜŜƪΦέ Lƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪ ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƴŜŜŘ ŀ ƴŀƳŜΣ ǎƻ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Ŝŀǎȅ ǘƻ ŦƻǊƎŜǘΦ Reek, Reek, 

my name is Reek. He had not been born with that name. In another life he had been someone else, but 

here and now, his name was Reek. He remembered. 

  He remembered the boys as well. They were clad in matching lambs-wool doublets, silver-grey 

with dark blue trim. Both were squires, both were eight, and both were Walder Frey. Big Walder and 

Little Walder, yes. Only the big one was Little and the little one was Big, which amused the boys and 

ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΦ άL ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳΣέ ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŎǊŀŎƪŜŘ ƭƛǇǎΦ άL ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŀƳŜǎΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ [ƛǘǘƭŜ ²ŀƭŘŜǊΦ άIƛǎ ƭƻǊŘǎƘƛǇ Ƙŀǎ ƴŜŜŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΣέ ǎŀƛŘ .ƛƎ ²ŀƭŘŜǊΦ 

  Fear went through him like a knife. They are only children, he thought. Two boys of eight. He 

could overcome two boys of eight, surely. Even as weak as he was, he could take the torch, take the 

ƪŜȅǎΣ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŘŀƎƎŜǊ ǎƘŜŀǘƘŜŘ ƻƴ [ƛǘǘƭŜ ²ŀƭŘŜǊΩǎ ƘƛǇΣ ŜǎŎŀǇŜΦ No. No, it is too easy. It is a trap. If I run, 

he will take another finger from me, he will take more of my teeth. 

  He had run before. Years ago, it seemed, when he still had some strength in him, when he had 

still been defiant. That time it had been Kyra with the keys. She told him she had stolen them, that she 



ƪƴŜǿ ŀ ǇƻǎǘŜǊƴ ƎŀǘŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƎǳŀǊŘŜŘΦ ά¢ŀƪŜ ƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ²ƛƴǘŜǊŦŜƭƭΣ ƳΩƭƻǊŘΣέ ǎƘŜ ōŜƎƎŜŘΣ 

pale-ŦŀŎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘǊŜƳōƭƛƴƎΦ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ŜǎŎŀǇŜ ŀƭƻƴŜΦ /ƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΦέ !ƴŘ ǎƻ 

he had. The gaoler was dead drunk in a puddle of wine, with his breeches down around his ankles. The 

dungeon door was open and the postern gate had been unguarded, just as she had said. They waited for 

the moon to go behind a cloud, then slipped from the castle and splashed across the Weeping Water, 

stumbling over stones, half-ŦǊƻȊŜƴ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƛŎȅ ǎǘǊŜŀƳΦ hƴ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǊ ǎƛŘŜΣ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƪƛǎǎŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ǎŀǾŜŘ 

ǳǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ Fool. Fool. 

  It had all been a trap, a game, a jape. Lord Ramsay loved the chase and preferred to hunt 

two-legged prey. All night they ran through the darkling wood, but as the sun came up the sound of a 

distant horn came faintly through the trees, and they heard the baying of a pack ƻŦ ƘƻǳƴŘǎΦ ά²Ŝ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ 

ǎǇƭƛǘ ǳǇΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ YȅǊŀ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƎǎ ŘǊŜǿ ŎƭƻǎŜǊΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ǘǊŀŎƪ ǳǎ ōƻǘƘΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ǿŀǎ ŎǊŀȊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ 

fear, though, and refused to leave his side, even when he swore that he would raise a host of ironborn 

and come back for her if she should be the one they followed. 

  Within the hour, they were taken. One dog knocked him to the ground, and a second bit Kyra on 

the leg as she scrambled up a hillside. The rest surrounded them, baying and snarling, snapping at them 

every time they moved, holding them there until Ramsay Snow rode up with his hunts-men. He was still 

ŀ ōŀǎǘŀǊŘ ǘƘŜƴΣ ƴƻǘ ȅŜǘ ŀ .ƻƭǘƻƴΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜƳ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎŀŘŘƭŜΦ ά¸ƻǳ 

wound me, wandering off like this. Have you grown tired of my hospitality ǎƻ ǎƻƻƴΚέ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǿƘŜƴ 

YȅǊŀ ǎŜƛȊŜŘ ŀ ǎǘƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘǊŜǿ ƛǘ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ Lǘ ƳƛǎǎŜŘ ōȅ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ŦƻƻǘΣ ŀƴŘ wŀƳǎŀȅ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ 

ǇǳƴƛǎƘŜŘΦέ 

  wŜŜƪ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜΣ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ ƭƻƻƪ ƛƴ YȅǊŀΩs eyes. She had never looked so young 

as she did in that moment, still half a girl, but there was nothing he could do. She brought them down on 

us, he thought. If we had separated as I wanted, one of us might have gotten away. 

  The memory made it hard to breathe. Reek turned away from the torch with tears glimmering in 

his eyes. What does he want of me this time? he thought, despairing. ²Ƙȅ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƳŜ ōŜΚ L 

ŘƛŘ ƴƻ ǿǊƻƴƎΣ ƴƻǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΣ ǿƘȅ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǘƘŜȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪΚ IŜΩŘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǊŀǘΣ ŀ fat one, warm 

and wriggling Χ 

  ά{ƘƻǳƭŘ ǿŜ ǿŀǎƘ ƘƛƳΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ [ƛǘǘƭŜ ²ŀƭŘŜǊΦ άIƛǎ ƭƻǊŘǎƘƛǇ ƭƛƪŜǎ ƘƛƳ ǎǘƛƴƪȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ .ƛƎ ²ŀƭŘŜǊΦ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ ƘŜ ƴŀƳŜŘ ƘƛƳ wŜŜƪΦέ 

  Reek. My name is Reek, it rhymes with bleak. He had to remember that. Serve and obey and 

remember who you are, and no more harm will come to you. He promised, his lordship promised. Even if 

he had wanted to resist, he did not have the strength. It had been scourged from him, starved from him, 

flayed from him. When Little Walder pulled him up and Big Walder waved the torch at him to herd him 

ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƭƭΣ ƘŜ ǿŜƴǘ ŀƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ŘƻŎƛƭŜ ŀǎ ŀ ŘƻƎΦ LŦ ƘŜΩŘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǘŀƛƭΣ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘǳŎƪŜŘ ƛǘ Řƻǿƴ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ 

his legs. 

  If I had a tail, the Bastard would have cut it off. The thought came unbidden, a vile thought, 

dangerous. His lordship was not a bastard anymore. Bolton, not Snow. The boy king on the Iron Throne 



ƘŀŘ ƳŀŘŜ [ƻǊŘ wŀƳǎŀȅ ƭŜƎƛǘƛƳŀǘŜΣ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǳǎŜ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻǊŘ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƴŀƳŜΦ /ŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ Snow 

reminded him of his bastardy and sent him into a black rage. Reek must remember that. And his name, 

he must remember his name. For half a heartbeat it eluded him, and that frightened him so badly that 

he tripped on the steep dungeon steps and tore his breeches open on the stone, drawing blood. Little 

Walder had to shove the torch at him to get him back on his feet and moving again. 

  hǳǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ȅŀǊŘΣ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǿŀǎ ǎŜǘǘƭƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ 5ǊŜŀŘŦƻǊǘ ŀƴŘ ŀ Ŧǳƭƭ Ƴƻƻƴ ǿŀǎ ǊƛǎƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǎǘƭŜΩǎ 

eastern walls. Its pale light cast the shadows of the tall triangular merlons across the frozen ground, a 

line of sharp black teeth. The air was cold and damp and full of half-forgotten smells. The world, Reek 

told himself, this is what the world smells like. He did not know how long he had been down there in the 

dungeons, but it had to have been half a year at least. That long, or longer. What if it has been five 

years, or ten, or twenty? Would I even know? What if I went mad down there, and half my life is gone? 

But no, that was folly. It could not have been so long. The boys were still boys. If it had been ten years, 

they would have grown into men. He had to remember that. I must not let him drive me mad. He can 

take my fingers and my toes, he can put out my eyes and slice my ears off, but he cannot take my wits 

unless I let him. 

  Little Walder led the way with torch in hand. Reek followed meekly, with Big Walder just behind 

him. The dogs in the kennels barked as they went by. Wind swirled through the yard, cutting through 

the thin cloth of the filthy rags he wore and raising gooseprickles on his skin. The night air was cold and 

damp, but he saw no sign of snow though surely winter was close at hand. Reek wondered if he would 

be alive to see the snows come. How many fingers will I have? How many toes? When he raised a hand, 

he was shocked to see how white it was, how fleshless. Skin and bones, he thought. L ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ ƳŀƴΩǎ 

hands. Could he have been wrong about the boys? What if they were not Little Walder and Big Walder 

after all, but the sons ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅǎ ƘŜΩŘ ƪƴƻǿƴΚ 

  The great hall was dim and smoky. Rows of torches burned to left and right, grasped by skeletal 

human hands jutting from the walls. High overhead were wooden rafters black from smoke, and a 

vaulted ceiling lost in shadow. The air was heavy with the smells of wine and ale and roasted meat. 

wŜŜƪΩǎ ǎǘƻƳŀŎƘ ǊǳƳōƭŜŘ ƴƻƛǎƛƭȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŎŜƴǘǎΣ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǿŀǘŜǊΦ 

  Little Walder pushed him stumbling past the long tables where the men of the garrison were 

eating. He could feel their eyes upon him. The best places, up neaǊ ǘƘŜ ŘŀƛǎΣ ǿŜǊŜ ƻŎŎǳǇƛŜŘ ōȅ wŀƳǎŀȅΩǎ 

ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜǎΣ ǘƘŜ .ŀǎǘŀǊŘΩǎ .ƻȅǎΦ .Ŝƴ .ƻƴŜǎΣ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ƪŜǇǘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻǊŘǎƘƛǇΩǎ ōŜƭƻǾŜŘ ƘǳƴǘƛƴƎ ƘƻǳƴŘǎΦ 

Damon, called Damon Dance-for-Me, fair-haired and boyish. Grunt, who had lost his tongue for speaking 

carelessly in [ƻǊŘ wƻƻǎŜΩǎ ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎΦ {ƻǳǊ !ƭȅƴΦ {ƪƛƴƴŜǊΦ ¸Ŝƭƭƻǿ 5ƛŎƪΦ CŀǊǘƘŜǊ ŘƻǿƴΣ ōŜƭƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƭǘΣ ǿŜǊŜ 

others that Reek knew by sight if not by name: sworn swords and serjeants, soldiers and gaolers and 

torturers. But there were strangers too, faces he did not know. Some wrinkled their noses as he passed, 

whilst others laughed at the sight of him. Guests, Reek thought, Ƙƛǎ ƭƻǊŘǎƘƛǇΩǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΣ ŀƴŘ L ŀƳ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ 

up to amuse them. A shiver of fear went through him. 

  At the high table the Bastard of Bolton sat in his lord fŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎŜŀǘΣ ŘǊƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŎǳǇΦ 

Two old men shared the high table with him, and Reek knew at a glance that both were lords. One was 



gaunt, with flinty eyes, a long white beard, and a face as hard as a winter frost. His jerkin was a ragged 

bearskin, worn and greasy. Underneath he wore a ringmail byrnie, even at table. The second lord was 

thin as well, but twisted where the first was straight. One of his shoulders was much higher than the 

other, and he stooped over his trencher like a vulture over carrion. His eyes were grey and greedy, his 

teeth yellow, his forked beard a tangle of snow and silver. Only a few wisps of white hair still clung to his 

spotted skull, but the cloak he wore was soft and fine, grey wool trimmed with black sable and fastened 

at the shoulder with a starburst wrought in beaten silver. 

  Ramsay was clad in black and pinkτblack boots, black belt and scabbard, black leather jerkin 

over a pink velvet doublet slashed with dark red satin. In his right ear gleamed a garnet cut in the shape 

of a drop of blood. Yet for all the splendor of his garb, he remained an ugly man, big-boned and 

slope-shouldered, with a fleshiness to him that suggested that in later life he would run to fat. His skin 

was pink and blotchy, his nose broad, his mouth small, his hair long and dark and dry. His lips were wide 

ŀƴŘ ƳŜŀǘȅΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƳŜƴ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘƛƳ ǿŜǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻǊŘ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ 

eyesτsmall, close-set, queerly pale. Ghost grey, some men called the shade, but in truth his eyes were 

all but colorless, like two chips of dirty ice. 

  At the sight of Reek, he smiled a wet-ƭƛǇǇŜŘ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ƛǎΦ aȅ ǎƻǳǊ ƻƭŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦέ ¢ƻ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ 

ōŜǎƛŘŜ ƘƛƳ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άwŜŜƪ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜ ǎƛƴŎŜ L ǿŀǎ ŀ ōƻȅΦ aȅ ƭƻǊŘ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ƳŜ ŀǎ ŀ ǘƻƪŜƴ 

oŦ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻǾŜΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ǘǿƻ ƭƻǊŘǎ ŜȄŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ŀ ƭƻƻƪΦ άL ƘŀŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǎŜǊǾƛƴƎ Ƴŀƴ ǿŀǎ ŘŜŀŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ 

ǎǘƻƻǇŜŘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ ά{ƭŀƛƴ ōȅ ǘƘŜ {ǘŀǊƪǎΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀƛŘΦέ 

  [ƻǊŘ wŀƳǎŀȅ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƛǊƻƴƳŜƴ ǿƛƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ŘŜŀŘ Ƴŀȅ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŘƛŜΣ ōǳǘ ǊƛǎŜǎ 

ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ƘŀǊŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǊƻƴƎŜǊΦ [ƛƪŜ wŜŜƪΦ IŜ ǎƳŜƭƭǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀǾŜΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ L ƎǊŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

  άIŜ ǎƳŜƭƭǎ ƻŦ ƴƛƎƘǘǎƻƛƭ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀƭŜ ǾƻƳƛǘΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǎǘƻƻǇ-shouldered old lord tossed aside the bone 

ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƎƴŀǿƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜŎƭƻǘƘΦ άLǎ there some reason you must 

ƴŜŜŘǎ ƛƴŦƭƛŎǘ ƘƛƳ ǳǇƻƴ ǳǎ ǿƘƛƭǎǘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŜŀǘƛƴƎΚέ 

  The second lord, the straight-backed old man in the mail byrnie, studied Reek with flinty eyes. 

ά[ƻƻƪ ŀƎŀƛƴΣέ ƘŜ ǳǊƎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƭƻǊŘΦ άIƛǎ ƘŀƛǊΩǎ ƎƻƴŜ ǿƘƛǘŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƛǎ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǎǘƻƴe thinner, aye, but this 

ƛǎ ƴƻ ǎŜǊǾƛƴƎ ƳŀƴΦ IŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊƎƻǘǘŜƴΚέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ŎǊƻƻƪōŀŎƪ ƭƻǊŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƎŀǾŜ ŀ ǎǳŘŘŜƴ ǎƴƻǊǘΦ άHim? /ŀƴ ƛǘ ōŜΚ {ǘŀǊƪΩǎ ǿŀǊŘΦ 

{ƳƛƭƛƴƎΣ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎΦέ 

  άIŜ ǎƳƛƭŜǎ ƭŜǎǎ ƻŦǘŜƴ ƴƻǿΣέ [ƻǊŘ wŀƳǎŀȅ ŎƻƴŦŜǎǎŜŘΦ άL Ƴŀȅ ƘŀǾŜ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ǎƻƳe of his pretty 

ǿƘƛǘŜ ǘŜŜǘƘΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŘƻƴŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƻ ǎƭƛǘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘǊƻŀǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǊŘ ƛƴ ƳŀƛƭΦ ά! ŘƻƎ ǿƘƻ ǘǳǊƴǎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ 

Ƙƛǎ ƳŀǎǘŜǊ ƛǎ Ŧƛǘ ŦƻǊ ƴŀǳƎƘǘ ōǳǘ ǎƪƛƴƴƛƴƎΦέ 



  άhƘΣ ƘŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ǎƪƛƴƴŜŘΣ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ wŀƳǎŀȅΦ ά¸ŜǎΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦ L ǿŀǎ ōŀŘΣ Ƴy lord. 

Insolent and Χέ IŜ ƭƛŎƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘ ŜƭǎŜ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŘƻƴŜΦ Serve and obey, he told 

himself, ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩƭƭ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛǾŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǘǎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜΦ {ŜǊǾŜ ŀƴŘ ƻōŜȅ ŀƴŘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ȅƻǳǊ 

name. Reek, Reek, it rhymes with meek. άΧ bad and Χέ 

  ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ōƭƻƻŘ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻǳǘƘΣέ wŀƳǎŀȅ ƻōǎŜǊǾŜŘΦ άIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ōŜŜƴ ŎƘŜǿƛƴƎ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ 

ŀƎŀƛƴΣ wŜŜƪΚέ 

  άbƻΦ bƻΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΣ L ǎǿŜŀǊΦέ wŜŜƪ ƘŀŘ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ōƛǘŜ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ǊƛƴƎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊ ƻŦŦ ƻƴŎŜΣ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ƛǘ ƘǳǊǘƛƴƎ 

after they had stripped the skin from iǘΦ [ƻǊŘ wŀƳǎŀȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ Ŏǳǘ ƻŦŦ ŀ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊΦ IŜ 

preferred to flay it and let the exposed flesh dry and crack and fester. Reek had been whipped and 

racked and cut, but there was no pain half so excruciating as the pain that followed flaying. It was the 

sort of pain that drove men mad, and it could not be endured for long. Soon or late the victim would 

ǎŎǊŜŀƳΣ άtƭŜŀǎŜΣ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜΣ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜΣ ǎǘƻǇ ƛǘ ƘǳǊǘƛƴƎΣ cut it off,έ ŀƴŘ [ƻǊŘ wŀƳǎŀȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƻōƭƛƎŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ 

game they played. Reek had learned the rules, as his hands and feet could testify, but that one time he 

had forgotten and tried to end the pain himself, with his teeth. Ramsay had not been pleased, and the 

ƻŦŦŜƴǎŜ ƘŀŘ Ŏƻǎǘ wŜŜƪ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƻŜΦ άL ŀǘŜ ŀ ǊŀǘΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘΦ 

  ά! ǊŀǘΚέ wŀƳǎŀȅΩǎ ǇŀƭŜ ŜȅŜǎ ƎƭƛǘǘŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǊŎƘƭƛƎƘǘΦ ά!ƭƭ ǘƘŜ Ǌŀǘǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 5ǊŜŀŘŦƻǊǘ ōŜƭƻƴƎ ǘƻ 

Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΦ Iƻǿ ŘŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ƳŜŀƭ ƻŦ ƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ƭŜŀǾŜΦέ 

  Reek did not know what to say, so he said nothing. One wrong word could cost him another toe, 

even a finger. Thus far he had lost two fingers off his left hand and the pinky off his right, but only the 

little toe off his right foot against three from his left. Sometimes Ramsay would make japes about 

balancing him out. My lord was only japing, he tried to tell himself. He does not want to hurt me, he told 

me so, he only does it when I give him cause. His lord was merciful and kind. He might have flayed his 

ŦŀŎŜ ƻŦŦ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ wŜŜƪ ƘŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜΩŘ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǘǊǳŜ ƴŀƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǇǊƻǇŜǊ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ 

  ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƎǊƻǿǎ ǘŜŘƛƻǳǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǊŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƛƭ ōȅǊƴƛŜΦ άYƛƭƭ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ōŜ ŘƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΦέ 

  [ƻǊŘ wŀƳǎŀȅ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭŜΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎǇƻƛƭ ƻǳǊ ŎŜƭŜōǊŀǘƛƻƴΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦ wŜŜƪΣ L ƘŀǾŜ ƎƭŀŘ 

tidings for you. I am to be wed. My lord father is bringing me a Stark girl. Lord EdŘŀǊŘΩǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΣ !ǊȅŀΦ 

¸ƻǳ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ !ǊȅŀΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚέ 

  Arya Underfoot, he almost said. Arya Horseface. wƻōōΩǎ ȅƻǳƴƎŜǊ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΣ ōǊƻǿƴ-haired, 

long-faced, skinny as a stick, always dirty. Sansa was the pretty one. He remembered a time when he 

had thought that Lord Eddard Stark might marry him to Sansa and claim him for a son, but that had only 

ōŜŜƴ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ ŦŀƴŎȅΦ !ǊȅŀΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ Χ άL ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ƘŜǊΦ !ǊȅŀΦέ 

  ά{ƘŜ ǎƘŀƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜ [ŀŘȅ ƻŦ ²ƛƴǘŜǊŦŜƭƭΣ ŀƴŘ ƳŜ ƘŜǊ ƭƻǊŘΦέ 

  She is only a girl. ά¸ŜǎΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦ /ƻƴƎǊŀǘǳƭŀǘƛƻƴǎΦέ 

  ά²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŀǘǘŜƴŘ ƳŜ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ǿŜŘŘƛƴƎΣ wŜŜƪΚέ 



  IŜ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘΦ άLŦ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǎƘ ƛǘΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦέ 

  άhƘΣ L ŘƻΦέ 

  IŜ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ǿƻƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ ƛŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜ ŎǊǳŜƭ ǘǊŀǇΦ άYes, my lord. If it please you. I would 

ōŜ ƘƻƴƻǊŜŘΦέ 

  ά²Ŝ Ƴǳǎǘ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǾƛƭŜ ŘǳƴƎŜƻƴΣ ǘƘŜƴΦ {ŎǊǳō ȅƻǳ Ǉƛƴƪ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳ ǎƻƳŜ ŎƭŜŀƴ 

clothes, some food to eat. Some nice soft porridge, would you like that? Perhaps a pease pie laced with 

bacon. L ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘŀǎƪ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƴŜŜŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ ōŀŎƪ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǘƻ ǎŜǊǾŜ ƳŜΦ ¸ƻǳ Řƻ ǿŀƴǘ 

ǘƻ ǎŜǊǾŜ ƳŜΣ L ƪƴƻǿΦέ 

  ά¸ŜǎΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦ aƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦέ ! ǎƘƛǾŜǊ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƘƛƳΦ άLΩƳ ȅƻǳǊ wŜŜƪΦ tƭŜŀǎŜ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ 

ǎŜǊǾŜ ȅƻǳΦ tƭŜŀǎŜΦέ 

  ά{ƛƴŎŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǎƪ ǎƻ ƴƛŎŜƭȅΣ Ƙƻǿ Ŏŀƴ L ŘŜƴȅ ȅƻǳΚέ wŀƳǎŀȅ .ƻƭǘƻƴ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ άL ǊƛŘŜ ǘƻ ǿŀǊΣ wŜŜƪΦ !ƴŘ 

ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΣ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜ ŦŜǘŎƘ ƘƻƳŜ Ƴȅ ǾƛǊƎƛƴ ōǊƛŘŜΦέ 

  BRAN 
 

     {ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƘŜ ǊŀǾŜƴ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘ ǎŜƴǘ ŀ ǎƘƛǾŜǊ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ǳǇ .ǊŀƴΩǎ ǎǇƛƴŜΦ I am almost 

a man grown, he had to remind himself. I have to be brave now. 

  But the air was sharp and cold and full of fear. Even Summer was afraid. The fur on his neck was 

bristling. Shadows stretched against the hillside, black and hungry. All the trees were bowed and twisted 

by the weight of ice they carried. Some hardly looked like trees at all. Buried from root to crown in 

frozen snow, they huddled on the hill like giants, monstrous and misshapen creatures hunched against 

the icy wind. 

  ά¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ƘŜǊŜΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǊŀƴƎŜǊ ŘǊŜǿ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻƴƎǎǿƻǊŘΦ ά²ƘŜǊŜΚέ aŜŜǊŀΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ƘǳǎƘŜŘΦ ά/ƭƻǎŜΦ L 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ {ƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ǊŀǾŜƴ ǎƘǊƛŜƪŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άIƻŘƻǊΣέ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ IƻŘƻǊΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǘǳŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ Ƙƛǎ 

armpits. Icicles hung from the brown briar of his beard, and his mustache was a lump of frozen snot, 

glittering redly in the light of sunset. 

  ά¢ƘƻǎŜ ǿƻƭǾŜǎ ŀǊŜ ŎƭƻǎŜ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΣέ .Ǌŀƴ ǿŀǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƻƴŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǳǎΦ 

{ǳƳƳŜǊ Ŏŀƴ ǎƳŜƭƭ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƘŜƴŜǾŜǊ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŘƻǿƴǿƛƴŘΦέ 

  ά²ƻƭǾŜǎ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ǿƻŜǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ /ƻƭŘƘŀƴŘǎΦ ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŎƭƛƳōΦ Lǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŘŀǊƪ ǎƻƻƴΦ ¸ƻǳ 

ǿƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ǿŜƭƭ ǘƻ ōŜ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŎƻƳŜǎΦ ¸ƻǳǊ ǿŀǊƳǘƘ ǿƛƭƭ ŘǊŀǿ ǘƘŜƳΦέ IŜ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿŜǎǘΣ 

where the light of the setting sun could be seen dimly through the trees, like the glow of a distant fire. 



  άLǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǿŀȅ ƛƴΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ aŜŜǊŀΦ ά¢ƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ŘƻƻǊ ƛǎ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƭŜŀƎǳŜǎ ƴƻǊǘƘΣ Řƻǿƴ ŀ ǎƛƴƪƘƻƭŜΦέ 

  That was all he had to say. Not even Hodor could climb down into a sinkhole with Bran heavy on 

his back, and Jojen could no more walk three leagues than run a thousand. 

  aŜŜǊŀ ŜȅŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ƙƛƭƭ ŀōƻǾŜΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǿŀȅ ƭƻƻƪǎ ŎƭŜŀǊΦέ 

  άLooks,έ ǘƘŜ ǊŀƴƎŜǊ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ŘŀǊƪƭȅΦ ά/ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ŦŜŜƭ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭŘΚ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜΦ Where are 

they?έ 

  άLƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǾŜΚέ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘ aŜŜǊŀΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŎŀǾŜ ƛǎ ǿŀǊŘŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ǇŀǎǎΦέ ¢ƘŜ ranger used 

Ƙƛǎ ǎǿƻǊŘ ǘƻ ǇƻƛƴǘΦ ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǘǊŀƴŎŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ IŀƭŦǿŀȅ ǳǇΣ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŜƛǊ-woods, that cleft in 

ǘƘŜ ǊƻŎƪΦέ 

  άL ǎŜŜ ƛǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ .ǊŀƴΦ wŀǾŜƴǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŦƭȅƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƻǳǘΦ 

  IƻŘƻǊ ǎƘƛŦǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǿŜƛƎƘǘΦ άIƻŘƻǊΦέ 

  ά! ŦƻƭŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŎƪΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ L ǎŜŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ aŜŜǊŀΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǇŀǎǎŀƎŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ {ǘŜŜǇ ŀƴŘ ǘǿƛǎǘȅ ŀǘ 

ŦƛǊǎǘΣ ŀ ǊǳƴƴŜƭ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŎƪΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǊŜŀŎƘ ƛǘΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ǎŀŦŜΦέ 

  ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΚέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ŎŀǾŜ ƛǎ ǿŀǊŘŜŘΦέ 

  aŜŜǊŀ ǎǘǳŘƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƭŜŦǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƭƭǎƛŘŜΦ άLǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ yards from here to 

ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ 

  No, thought Bran, but all those yards are upward. The hill was steep and thickly wooded. The 

snow had stopped three days ago, but none of it had melted. Beneath the trees, the ground was 

blanketed in white, still pristine and ǳƴōǊƻƪŜƴΦ άbƻ ƻƴŜΩǎ ƘŜǊŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ .ǊŀƴΣ ōǊŀǾŜƭȅΦ ά[ƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƴƻǿΦ 

¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ƴƻ ŦƻƻǘǇǊƛƴǘǎΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ǿƘƛǘŜ ǿŀƭƪŜǊǎ Ǝƻ ƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƴƻǿΣέ ǘƘŜ ǊŀƴƎŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ƴƻ ǇǊƛƴǘǎ ǘƻ ƳŀǊƪ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

ǇŀǎǎŀƎŜΦέ ! ǊŀǾŜƴ ŘŜǎŎŜƴŘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ŀōƻǾŜ ǘƻ ǎŜǘǘƭŜ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ. Only a dozen of the big black birds 

remained with them. The rest had vanished along the way; every dawn when they arose, there had been 

ŦŜǿŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΦ άCome,έ ǘƘŜ ōƛǊŘ ǎǉǳŀǿƪŜŘΦ άCome, come.έ 

  The three-eyed crow, thought Bran. The greenseer. άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǎƻ ŦŀǊΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά! ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŎƭƛƳōΣ ŀƴŘ 

ǿŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ǎŀŦŜΦ aŀȅōŜ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŦƛǊŜΦέ !ƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǿŜǊŜ ŎƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜǘ ŀƴŘ ƘǳƴƎǊȅΣ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŀƴƎŜǊΣ 

and Jojen Reed was too weak to walk unaided. 

  ά¸ƻǳ ƎƻΦέ aŜŜǊŀ wŜŜŘ ōŜƴǘ Řƻǿƴ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ƘŜǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǎŜǘtled in the bole of an oak, eyes 

closed, shivering violently. What little of his face could be seen beneath his hood and scarf was as 

colorless as the surrounding snow, but breath still puffed faintly from his nostrils whenever he exhaled. 

Meera had been carrying him all day. Food and fire will set him right again, Bran tried to tell himself, 



ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘΦ άL ŎŀƴΩǘ ŦƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǊǊȅ WƻƧŜƴ ōƻǘƘΣ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƛƳōΩǎ ǘƻƻ ǎǘŜŜǇΣέ aŜŜǊŀ ǿŀǎ 

ǎŀȅƛƴƎΦ άIƻŘƻǊΣ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƪŜ .Ǌŀƴ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘ ŎŀǾŜΦέ 

  άIƻŘƻǊΦέ IƻŘƻǊ ŎƭŀǇǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ άWƻƧŜƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǘƻ ŜŀǘΣέ .Ǌŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƳƛǎŜǊŀōƭȅΦ Lǘ 

had been twelve days since the elk had collapsed for the third and final time, since Coldhands had knelt 

beside it in the snowbank and murmured a blessing in some strange tongue as he slit its throat. Bran 

wept like a little girl when the bright blood came rushing out. He had never felt more like a cripple than 

he did then, watching helplessly as Meera Reed and Coldhands butchered the brave beast who had 

carried them so far. He told himself he would not eat, that it was better to go hungry than to feast upon 

ŀ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ ōǳǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƘŜΩŘ ŜŀǘŜƴ ǘǿƛŎŜΣ ƻƴŎŜ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ǎƪƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƻƴŎŜ ƛƴ {ǳƳƳŜǊΩǎΦ !ǎ Ǝŀǳƴǘ ŀƴŘ 

starved as the elk had been, the steaks the ranger carved from him had sustained them for seven days, 

until they finished the last of them huddled over a fire in the ruins of an old hillfort. 

  άIŜ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǘƻ ŜŀǘΣέ aŜŜǊŀ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΣ ǎƳƻƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ōǊƻǿΦ ά²Ŝ ŀƭƭ ŘƻΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ŦƻƻŘ 

here. Go.έ 

  Bran blinked back a tear and felt it freeze upon his cheek. Coldhands took Hodor by the arm. 

ά¢ƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ƛǎ ŦŀŘƛƴƎΦ LŦ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƘŜǊŜ ƴƻǿΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǎƻƻƴΦ /ƻƳŜΦέ 

  Wordless for once, Hodor slapped the snow off his legs, and plowed upward through the 

snowdrifts with Bran upon his back. Coldhands stalked beside them, his blade in a black hand. Summer 

came after. In some places the snow was higher than he was, and the big direwolf had to stop and shake 

it off after plunging through the thin crust. As they climbed, Bran turned awkwardly in his basket to 

watch as Meera slid an arm beneath her brother to lift him to his feet. IŜΩǎ ǘƻƻ ƘŜŀǾȅ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊΦ {ƘŜΩǎ 

half-ǎǘŀǊǾŜŘΣ ǎƘŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀǎ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎΦ She clutched her frog spear in her other hand, jabbing the 

tines into the snow for a little more support. Meera had just begun to struggle up the hill, half-dragging 

and half-carrying her little brother, when Hodor passed between two trees, and Bran lost sight of them. 

  ¢ƘŜ Ƙƛƭƭ ƎǊŜǿ ǎǘŜŜǇŜǊΦ 5ǊƛŦǘǎ ƻŦ ǎƴƻǿ ŎǊŀŎƪŜŘ ǳƴŘŜǊ IƻŘƻǊΩǎ ōƻƻǘǎΦ hƴŎŜ a rock moved beneath 

his foot and he slid backwards, and almost went tumbling back down the hill. The ranger caught him by 

ǘƘŜ ŀǊƳ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǾŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ άIƻŘƻǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ IƻŘƻǊΦ 9ǾŜǊȅ Ǝǳǎǘ ƻŦ ǿƛƴŘ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊ ǿƛǘƘ ŦƛƴŜ ǿƘƛǘŜ ǇƻǿŘŜǊ 

that shone like glass in the last light of day. Ravens flapped around them. One flew ahead and vanished 

inside the cave. Only eighty yards now, Bran thought, ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŦŀǊ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ 

  Summer stopped suddenly, at the bottom of a steep stretch of unbroken white snow. The 

direwolf turned his head, sniffed the air, then snarled. Fur bristling, he began to back away. 

  άIƻŘƻǊΣ ǎǘƻǇΣέ ǎŀƛŘ .ǊŀƴΦ άIƻŘƻǊΦ Wait.έ {ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ǿǊƻƴƎΦ {ǳƳƳŜǊ ǎƳŜƭƭŜŘ ƛǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƻ ŘƛŘ 

he. Something bad. Something close. άIƻŘƻǊΣ ƴƻΣ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪΦέ 

  Coldhands was still climbiƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ IƻŘƻǊ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ǳǇΦ άIƻŘƻǊΣ ƘƻŘƻǊΣ ƘƻŘƻǊΣέ ƘŜ 

ƎǊǳƳōƭŜŘ ƭƻǳŘƭȅΣ ǘƻ ŘǊƻǿƴ ƻǳǘ .ǊŀƴΩǎ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴǘǎΦ Iƛǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŀŘ ƎǊƻǿƴ ƭŀōƻǊŜŘΦ tŀƭŜ Ƴƛǎǘ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ 

air. He took a step, then another. The snow was almost waist deep and the slope was very steep. Hodor 



was leaning forward, grasping at rocks and trees with his hands as he climbed. Another step. Another. 

The snow Hodor disturbed slid downhill, starting a small avalanche behind them. 

  Sixty yards. Bran craned himself sideways to better see the cave. Then he saw something else. 

ά! ŦƛǊŜΗέ Lƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŎƭŜŦǘ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŜƛǊǿƻƻŘ ǘǊŜŜǎ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŦƭƛŎƪŜǊƛƴƎ ƎƭƻǿΣ ŀ ǊǳŘŘȅ ƭƛƎƘǘ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ 

ǘƘŜ ƎŀǘƘŜǊƛƴƎ ƎƭƻƻƳΦ ά[ƻƻƪΣ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜτέ 

  Hodor screamed. He twisted, stumbled, fell. 

  Bran felt the world slide sideways as the big stableboy spun violently around. A jarring impact 

drove the breath from him. His mouth was full of blood and Hodor was thrashing and rolling, crushing 

the crippled boy beneath him. 

  Something has hold of his leg. For half a heartbeat Bran thought maybe a root had gotten 

ǘŀƴƎƭŜŘ ǊƻǳƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŀƴƪƭŜ Χ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜ Ǌƻƻǘ ƳƻǾŜŘΦ A hand, he saw, as the rest of the wight came bursting 

from beneath the snow. 

  Hodor kicked at it, slamming a snow-ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ƘŜŜƭ Ŧǳƭƭ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘ Ƴŀƴ 

did not even seem to feel it. Then the two of them were grappling, punching and clawing at each other, 

ǎƭƛŘƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƭƭΦ {ƴƻǿ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ .ǊŀƴΩǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǎŜ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ ƻǾŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ƛƴ ŀ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ ƘŜŀǊǘōŜŀǘ ƘŜ 

was rolling up again. Something slammed against Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΣ ŀ ǊƻŎƪ ƻǊ ŀ ŎƘǳƴƪ ƻŦ ƛŎŜ ƻǊ ŀ ŘŜŀŘ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŦƛǎǘΣ 

he could not tell, and he found himself out of his basket, sprawled across the hillside, spitting snow, his 

ƎƭƻǾŜŘ ƘŀƴŘ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ƘŀƛǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜΩŘ ǘƻǊƴ ŦǊƻƳ IƻŘƻǊΩǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ 

  All around him, wights were rising from beneath the snow. 

  Two, three, four. Bran lost count. They surged up violently amidst sudden clouds of snow. Some 

wore black cloaks, some ragged skins, some nothing. All of them had pale flesh and black hands. Their 

eyes glowed like pale blue stars. 

  Three of them descended on the ranger. Bran saw Coldhands slash one across the face. The 

thing kept right on coming, driving him back into the arms of another. Two more were going after 

Hodor, lumbering clumsily down the slope. Meera was going to climb right into this, Bran realized, with 

a sick sense of helpless terror. He smashed the snow and shouted out a warning. 

  Something grabbed hold of him. 

  That was when his shout became a scream. Bran filled a fist with snow and threw it, but the 

wight did not so much as blink. A black hand fumbled at his face, another at his belly. Its fingers felt like 

iron. IŜΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǉǳƭƭ Ƴȅ Ǝǳǘǎ ƻǳǘΦ 

  But suddenly Summer was between them. Bran glimpsed skin tear like cheap cloth, heard the 

splintering of bone. He saw a hand and wrist rip loose, pale fingers wriggling, the sleeve faded black 

roughspun. Black, he thought, ƘŜΩǎ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ ōƭŀŎƪΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ²ŀǘŎƘΦ Summer flung the arm 



ŀǎƛŘŜΣ ǘǿƛǎǘŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƴƪ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜŜǘƘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƴŜŎƪ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƴΦ ²ƘŜƴ the big grey wolf 

ǿǊŜƴŎƘŜŘ ŦǊŜŜΣ ƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜΩǎ ǘƘǊƻŀǘ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ ŀƴ ŜȄǇƭƻǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǇŀƭŜ ǊƻǘǘŜƴ ƳŜŀǘΦ 

  The severed hand was still moving. Bran rolled away from it. On his belly, clawing at the snow, 

he glimpsed the trees above, pale and snow-cloaked, the orange glow between. 

  Fifty yards. If he could drag himself fifty yards, they could not get him. Damp seeped through his 

gloves as he clutched at roots and rocks, crawling toward the light. A little farther, just a little farther. 

Then you can rest beside the fire. 

  The last light had vanished from amongst the trees by then. Night had fallen. Coldhands was 

hacking and cutting at the circle of dead men that surrounded him. Summer was tearing at the one that 

ƘŜΩŘ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ŘƻǿƴΣ ƛǘǎ ŦŀŎŜ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ Ƙƛǎ teeth. No one was paying any mind to Bran. He crawled a little 

higher, dragging his useless legs behind him. LŦ L Ŏŀƴ ǊŜŀŎƘ ǘƘŀǘ ŎŀǾŜ Χ 

  άIƻƻƻƻŘƻǊέ ŎŀƳŜ ŀ ǿƘƛƳǇŜǊΣ ŦǊƻƳ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ Řƻǿƴ ōŜƭƻǿΦ 

  And suddenly he was not Bran, the broken boy crawling through the snow, suddenly he was 

Hodor halfway down the hill, with the wight raking at his eyes. Roaring, he came lurching to his feet, 

ǘƘǊƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǾƛƻƭŜƴǘƭȅ ŀǎƛŘŜΦ Lǘ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ƻƴŜ ƪƴŜŜΣ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǊƛǎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ .Ǌŀƴ ǊƛǇǇŜŘ IƻŘƻǊΩǎ 

longsword from his belt. Deep inside he could hear poor Hodor whimpering still, but outside he was 

seven feet of fury with old iron in his hand. He raised the sword and brought it down upon the dead 

man, grunting as the blade sheared through wet wool and rusted mail and rotted leather, biting deep 

ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōƻƴŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŦƭŜǎƘ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘΦ άHODOR!έ ƘŜ ōŜƭƭƻǿŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƭŀǎƘŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ 

ǿƛƎƘǘΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ƻŦŦ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜŎƪΣ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƘŜ ŜȄǳƭǘŜŘ Χ ǳƴǘƛƭ ŀ ǇŀƛǊ ƻŦ ŘŜŀŘ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŎŀƳŜ 

groping blindly for his throat. 

  Bran backed away, bleeding, and Meera Reed was there, driving her frog spear deep into the 

ǿƛƎƘǘΩǎ ōŀŎƪΦ άIƻŘƻǊΣέ .Ǌŀƴ ǊƻŀǊŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ǿŀǾƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǳǇƘƛƭƭΦ άHodor, hodor.έ WƻƧŜƴ ǿŀǎ ǘǿƛǎǘƛƴƎ ŦŜŜōƭȅ 

ǿƘŜǊŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƭŀƛŘ ƘƛƳ ŘƻǿƴΦ .Ǌŀƴ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΣ ŘǊƻǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƴƎǎǿƻǊŘΣ ƎŀǘƘŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ ƛƴǘƻ IƻŘƻǊΩǎ 

ŀǊƳΣ ŀƴŘ ƭǳǊŎƘŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜǘΦ άHODOR!έ ƘŜ ōŜƭƭƻǿŜŘΦ 

  Meera led the way back up the hill, jabbing at the wights when they came near. The things could 

ƴƻǘ ōŜ ƘǳǊǘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƭƻǿ ŀƴŘ ŎƭǳƳǎȅΦ άIƻŘƻǊΣέ IƻŘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǎǘŜǇΦ άIƻŘƻǊΣ ƘƻŘƻǊΦέ IŜ 

wondered what Meera would think if he should suddenly tell her that he loved her. 

  Up above them, flaming figures were dancing in the snow. 

  The wights, Bran realized. Someone set the wights on fire. 

  Summer was snarling and snapping as he danced around the closest, a great ruin of a man 

wreathed in swirling flame. IŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǎƻ ŎƭƻǎŜΣ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ƘŜ ŘƻƛƴƎΚ Then he saw himself, sprawled 

facedown in the snow. Summer was trying to drive the thing away from him. What will happen if it kills 

me? the boy wondered. ²ƛƭƭ L ōŜ IƻŘƻǊ ŦƻǊ ƎƻƻŘ ƻǊ ŀƭƭΚ ²ƛƭƭ L Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ {ǳƳƳŜǊΩǎ ǎƪƛƴΚ hǊ ǿƛƭƭ L Ƨǳǎǘ 

be dead? 



  The world moved dizzily around him. White trees, black sky, red flames, everything was whirling, 

shiftƛƴƎΣ ǎǇƛƴƴƛƴƎΦ IŜ ŦŜƭǘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǎǘǳƳōƭƛƴƎΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜŀǊ IƻŘƻǊ ǎŎǊŜŀƳƛƴƎΣ άIƻŘƻǊ ƘƻŘƻǊ ƘƻŘƻǊ 

ƘƻŘƻǊΦ IƻŘƻǊ ƘƻŘƻǊ ƘƻŘƻǊ ƘƻŘƻǊΦ IƻŘƻǊ ƘƻŘƻǊ ƘƻŘƻǊ ƘƻŘƻǊ ƘƻŘƻǊΦέ ! ŎƭƻǳŘ ƻŦ ǊŀǾŜƴǎ ǿŀǎ ǇƻǳǊƛƴƎ 

from the cave, and he saw a little girl with a torch in hand, darting this way and that. For a moment Bran 

ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ !Ǌȅŀ Χ ƳŀŘƭȅΣ ŦƻǊ ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ƭŜŀƎǳŜǎ ŀǿŀȅΣ ƻǊ 

dead. And yet there she was, whirling, a scrawny thing, ragged, wild, her hair atangle. Tears filled 

IƻŘƻǊΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ froze there. 

  Everything turned inside out and upside down, and Bran found himself back inside his own skin, 

half-buried in the snow. The burning wight loomed over him, etched tall against the trees in their snowy 

shrouds. It was one of the naked ones, Bran saw, in the instant before the nearest tree shook off the 

snow that covered it and dropped it all down upon his head. 

  The next he knew, he was lying on a bed of pine needles beneath a dark stone roof. The cave. 

LΩƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǾŜΦ His mouth still tasted ƻŦ ōƭƻƻŘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜΩŘ ōƛǘǘŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻƴƎǳŜΣ ōǳǘ ŀ ŦƛǊŜ ǿŀǎ ōǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ 

right, the heat washing over his face, and he had never felt anything so good. Summer was there, 

ǎƴƛŦŦƛƴƎ ǊƻǳƴŘ ƘƛƳΣ ŀƴŘ IƻŘƻǊΣ ǎƻŀƪƛƴƎ ǿŜǘΦ aŜŜǊŀ ŎǊŀŘƭŜŘ WƻƧŜƴΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƭŀǇΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘe Arya thing 

stood over them, clutching her torch. 

  ά¢ƘŜ ǎƴƻǿΣέ .Ǌŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLǘ ŦŜƭƭ ƻƴ ƳŜΦ .ǳǊƛŜŘ ƳŜΦέ 

  άIƛŘ ȅƻǳΦ L ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ȅƻǳ ƻǳǘΦέ aŜŜǊŀ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭΦ άLǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŜǊ ǿƘƻ ǎŀǾŜŘ ǳǎΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦ ¢ƘŜ 

ǘƻǊŎƘ Χ ŦƛǊŜ ƪƛƭƭǎ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

  άCƛǊŜ burns them. Fire is alwŀȅǎ ƘǳƴƎǊȅΦέ 

  ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ !ǊȅŀΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΣ ƴƻǊ ŀƴȅ ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΣ ƘƛƎƘ ŀƴŘ ǎǿŜŜǘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ 

strange music in it like none that he had ever heard and a sadness that he thought might break his heart. 

Bran squinted, to see her better. It was a gƛǊƭΣ ōǳǘ ǎƳŀƭƭŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ !ǊȅŀΣ ƘŜǊ ǎƪƛƴ ŘŀǇǇƭŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŘƻŜΩǎ 

beneath a cloak of leaves. Her eyes were queerτƭŀǊƎŜ ŀƴŘ ƭƛǉǳƛŘΣ ƎƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŜŜƴΣ ǎƭƛǘǘŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŎŀǘΩǎ 

eyes. No one has eyes like that. Her hair was a tangle of brown and red and gold, autumn colors, with 

vines and twigs and withered flowers woven through it. 

  ά²Ƙƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ aŜŜǊŀ wŜŜŘ ǿŀǎ ŀǎƪƛƴƎΦ 

  .Ǌŀƴ ƪƴŜǿΦ ά{ƘŜΩǎ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΦ ! ŎƘƛƭŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŜǎǘΦέ IŜ ǎƘƛǾŜǊŜŘΣ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƻƴŘŜǊƳŜƴǘ ŀǎ ŎƻƭŘΦ 

¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ŦŀƭƭŜƴ ƛƴǘƻ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ hƭŘ bŀƴΩǎ ǘŀƭŜǎΦ 

  ά¢ƘŜ CƛǊǎǘ aŜƴ ƴŀƳŜŘ ǳǎ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣέ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ Ǝƛŀƴǘǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǳǎ woh dak nag 

gran, the squirrel people, because we were small and quick and fond of trees, but we are no squirrels, 

no children. Our name in the True Tongue means those who sing the song of earth. Before your Old 

¢ƻƴƎǳŜ ǿŀǎ ŜǾŜǊ ǎǇƻƪŜƴΣ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ǎǳƴƎ ƻǳǊ ǎƻƴƎǎ ǘŜƴ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ȅŜŀǊǎΦέ 

  aŜŜǊŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¸ƻǳ ǎǇŜŀƪ ǘƘŜ /ƻƳƳƻƴ ¢ƻƴƎǳŜ ƴƻǿΦέ 



  άCƻǊ ƘƛƳΦ ¢ƘŜ .Ǌŀƴ ōƻȅΦ L ǿŀǎ ōƻǊƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀƎƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ǘǿƻ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ȅŜŀǊǎ L 

walked the world of men, to watch and listen and learn. I might be walking still, but my legs were sore 

ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǿŀǎ ǿŜŀǊȅΣ ǎƻ L ǘǳǊƴŜŘ Ƴȅ ŦŜŜǘ ŦƻǊ ƘƻƳŜΦέ 

  ά¢ǿƻ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ȅŜŀǊǎΚέ ǎŀƛŘ aŜŜǊŀΦ 

  ¢ƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ άaŜƴΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΦέ 

  ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƴŀƳŜΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ .ǊŀƴΦ ά²ƘŜƴ L ŀƳ ƴŜŜŘƛƴƎ ƻƴŜΦέ {ƘŜ ǿŀǾŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻǊŎƘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ 

ōƭŀŎƪ ŎǊŀŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ǿŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǾŜΦ άhǳǊ ǿŀȅ ƛǎ ŘƻǿƴΦ ¸ƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ŎƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜ ƴƻǿΦέ 

  .Ǌŀƴ ǎƘƛǾŜǊŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǊŀƴƎŜǊ Χέ 

  άIŜ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ŎƻƳŜΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜȅΩƭƭ ƪƛƭƭ ƘƛƳΦέ 

  άbƻΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƭƻƴƎ ŀgo. Come now. It is warmer down deep, and no one will hurt you 

ǘƘŜǊŜΦ IŜ ƛǎ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ-ŜȅŜŘ ŎǊƻǿΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ aŜŜǊŀΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƎǊŜŜƴǎŜŜǊΦέ !ƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƻŦŦΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ 

ƴƻ ŎƘƻƛŎŜ ōǳǘ ǘƻ ŦƻƭƭƻǿΦ aŜŜǊŀ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ .Ǌŀƴ ōŀŎƪ ǳǇ ƻƴǘƻ IƻŘƻǊΩǎ ōŀŎk, though his basket was 

half-crushed and wet from melting snow. Then she slipped an arm around her brother and shouldered 

ƘƛƳ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜǘ ƻƴŎŜ ƳƻǊŜΦ Iƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƻǇŜƴŜŘΦ ά²ƘŀǘΚέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άaŜŜǊŀΚ ²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǿŜΚέ ²ƘŜƴ 

ƘŜ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊŜΣ ƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ άL ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǎǘ ŘǊŜŀƳΦέ 

  The way was cramped and twisty, and so low that Hodor soon was crouching. Bran hunched 

down as best he could, but even so, the top of his head was soon scraping and bumping against the 

ceiling. Loose dirt crumbled at each touch and dribbled down into his eyes and hair, and once he 

smacked his brow on a thick white root growing from the tunnel wall, with tendrils hanging from it and 

spiderwebs between its fingers. 

  The child went in front with the torch in hand, her cloak of leaves whispering behind her, but 

the passage turned so much that Bran soon lost sight of her. Then the only light was what was reflected 

off the passage walls. After they had gone down a little, the cave divided, but the left branch was dark as 

pitch, so even Hodor knew to follow the moving torch to the right. 

  The way the shadows shifted made it seem as if the walls were moving too. Bran saw great 

white snakes slithering in and out of the earth around him, and his heart thumped in fear. He wondered 

if they had blundered into a nest of milk snakes or giant grave worms, soft and pale and squishy. Grave 

worms have teeth. 

  IƻŘƻǊ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻƻΦ άIƻŘƻǊΣέ ƘŜ ǿƘƛƳǇŜǊŜŘΣ ǊŜƭǳŎǘŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻƴΦ .ǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ŎƘƛƭŘ 

stopped to let them catch her, the torchlight steadied, and Bran realized that the snakes were only 

ǿƘƛǘŜ Ǌƻƻǘǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ƘŜΩŘ Ƙƛǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ƻƴΦ άLǘΩǎ ǿŜƛǊǿƻƻŘ ǊƻƻǘǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άwŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǘǊŜŜ 

ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŘǎǿƻƻŘΣ IƻŘƻǊΚ ¢ƘŜ ǿƘƛǘŜ ǘǊŜŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŘ ƭŜŀǾŜǎΚ ! ǘǊŜŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘǳǊǘ ȅƻǳΦέ 



  άIƻŘƻǊΦέ IƻŘƻǊ ǇƭǳƴƎŜŘ ŀƘŜad, hurrying after the child and her torch, deeper into the earth. 

They passed another branching, and another, then came into an echoing cavern as large as the great hall 

of Winterfell, with stone teeth hanging from its ceiling and more poking up through its floor. The child in 

the leafy cloak wove a path through them. From time to time she stopped and waved her torch at them 

impatiently. This way, it seemed to say, this way, this way, faster. 

  There were more side passages after that, more chambers, and Bran heard dripping water 

somewhere to his right. When he looked off that way, he saw eyes looking back at them, slitted eyes 

that glowed bright, reflecting back the torchlight. More children, he told himself, the girl is not the only 

one, ōǳǘ hƭŘ bŀƴΩǎ ǘŀƭŜ ƻŦ DŜƴŘŜƭΩǎ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŎŀƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ 

  The roots were everywhere, twisting through earth and stone, closing off some passages and 

holding up the roofs of others. All the color is gone, Bran realized suddenly. The world was black soil and 

ǿƘƛǘŜ ǿƻƻŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǘǊŜŜ ŀǘ ²ƛƴǘŜǊŦŜƭƭ ƘŀŘ Ǌƻƻǘǎ ŀǎ ǘƘƛŎƪ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀǎ ŀ ƎƛŀƴǘΩǎ ƭŜƎǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŜǾŜƴ 

thicker. And Bran had never seen so many of them. There must be a whole grove of weirwoods growing 

up above us. 

  The light dwindled again. Small as she was, the child-who-was-not-a-child moved quickly when 

she wanted. As Hodor thumped after her, something crunched beneath his feet. His halt was so sudden 

that Meera and Jojen almost slammed into his back. 

  ά.ƻƴŜǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ .ǊŀƴΦ άLǘΩǎ ōƻƴŜǎΦέ ¢ƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǎǎŀƎŜ ǿŀǎ ƭƛǘǘŜǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ōƻƴŜǎ ƻŦ ōƛǊŘǎ 

and beasts. But there were other bones as well, big ones that must have come from giants and small 

ones that could have been from children. On either side of them, in niches carved from the stone, skulls 

looked down on them. Bran saw a bear skull and a wolf skull, half a dozen human skulls and near as 

many giants. All the rest were small, queerly formed. Children of the forest. The roots had grown in and 

around and through them, every one. A few had ravens perched atop them, watching them pass with 

bright black eyes. 

  The last part of their dark journey was the steepest. Hodor made the final descent on his arse, 

bumping and sliding downward in a clatter of broken bones, loose dirt, and pebbles. The girl child was 

waiting for them, standing on one end of a natural bridge above a yawning chasm. Down below in the 

darkness, Bran heard the sound of rushing water. An underground river. 

  ά5ƻ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŎǊƻǎǎΚέ .Ǌŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ wŜŜŘǎ ŎŀƳŜ ǎƭƛŘƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘƛƳΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇǊƻǎǇŜŎǘ 

frightened him. If Hodor slipped on that narrow bridge, they would fall and fall. 

  άbƻΣ ōƻȅΣέ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά.ŜƘƛƴŘ ȅƻǳΦέ {ƘŜ ƭƛŦǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻǊŎƘ ƘƛƎƘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƘƛŦǘ 

and change. One moment the flames burned orange and yellow, filling the cavern with a ruddy glow; 

then all the colors faded, leaving only black and white. Behind them Meera gasped. Hodor turned. 

  Before them a pale lord in ebon finery sat dreaming in a tangled nest of roots, a woven 

weirwood throne that embraced his withered limbs as a mother does a child. 



  His body was so skeletal and his clothes so rotted that at first Bran took him for another corpse, 

a dead man propped up so long that the roots had grown over him, under him, and through him. What 

skin the corpse lord showed was white, save for a bloody blotch that crept up his neck onto his cheek. 

His white hair was fine and thin as root hair and long enough to brush against the earthen floor. Roots 

coiled around his legs like wooden serpents. One burrowed through his breeches into the desiccated 

flesh of his thigh, to emerge again from his shoulder. A spray of dark red leaves sprouted from his skull, 

and grey mushrooms spotted his brow. A little skin remained, stretched across his face, tight and hard as 

white leather, but even that was fraying, and here and there the brown and yellow bone beneath was 

poking through. 

  ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ-ŜȅŜŘ ŎǊƻǿΚέ .Ǌŀƴ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǎŀȅΦ A three-eyed crow should have three 

eyes. He has only one, and that one red. Bran could feel the eye staring at him, shining like a pool of 

blood in the torchlight. Where his other eye should have been, a thin white root grew from an empty 

socket, down his cheek, and into his neck. 

  ά! Χ ŎǊƻǿΚέ ¢ƘŜ ǇŀƭŜ ƭƻǊŘΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ŘǊȅΦ Iƛǎ ƭƛǇǎ ƳƻǾŜŘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ŦƻǊƎƻǘǘŜƴ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ 

ŦƻǊƳ ǿƻǊŘǎΦ άhƴŎŜΣ ŀȅŜΦ .ƭŀŎƪ ƻŦ ƎŀǊō ŀƴŘ ōƭŀŎƪ ƻŦ ōƭƻƻŘΦέ ¢ƘŜ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ƘŜ ǿƻǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǊƻǘǘŜƴ ŀƴŘ ŦŀŘŜŘΣ 

ǎǇƻǘǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴƻǎǎ ŀƴŘ ŜŀǘŜƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƻǊƳǎΣ ōǳǘ ƻƴŎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ōƭŀŎƪΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ Ƴŀƴȅ 

things, Bran. Now I am as you see me, and now you will understand why I ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ Χ 

except in dreams. I have watched you for a long time, watched you with a thousand eyes and one. I saw 

your birth, and that of your lord father before you. I saw your first step, heard your first word, was part 

of your first dream. I was watching when you fell. And now you are come to me at last, Brandon Stark, 

ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǊ ƛǎ ƭŀǘŜΦέ 

  άLΩƳ ƘŜǊŜΣέ .Ǌŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ άƻƴƭȅ LΩƳ ōǊƻƪŜƴΦ ²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ Χ ǿƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŦƛȄ ƳŜ Χ Ƴȅ ƭŜƎǎΣ L ƳŜŀƴΚέ 

  άbƻΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƭŜ ƭƻǊŘΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ōŜȅƻƴŘ Ƴȅ ǇƻǿŜǊǎΦέ 

  BrŀƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘŜŀǊǎΦ We came such a long way. The chamber echoed to the sound of the 

black river. 

  ά¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǿŀƭƪ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ .ǊŀƴΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƭŜ ƭƛǇǎ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘΣ άōǳǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ŦƭȅΦέ 

  TYRION 
 

     For a long while he did not stir, but lay unmoving upon the heap of old sacks that served him for 

a bed, listening to the wind in the lines, to the lapping of the river at the hull. 

  A full moon floated above the mast. It is following me downriver, watching me like some great 

eye. Despite the warmth of the musty skins that covered him, a shiver went through the little man. I 

need a cup of wine. A dozen cups of wine. But the moon would blink before that whoreson Griff let him 



quench his thirst. Instead he drank water, and was condemned to sleepless nights and days of sweats 

and shakes. 

  The dwarf sat up, cradling his head in his hands. Did I dream? All memory of it had fled. The 

nights had never been kind to Tyrion Lannister. He slept badly even on soft feather beds. On the Shy 

Maid, he made his bed atop the roof of the cabin, with a coil of hempen rope for a pillow. He liked it 

ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǳǇ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōƻŀǘΩǎ ŎǊŀƳǇŜŘ ƘƻƭŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŀƛǊ ǿŀǎ ŦǊŜǎƘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǿŜŜǘŜǊ 

ǘƘŀƴ 5ǳŎƪΩǎ ǎƴƻǊƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǇǊƛŎŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ǇŀƛŘ ŦƻǊ ǎǳŎƘ ƧƻȅǎΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΤ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŎƪ was hard, and he woke 

stiff and sore, his legs cramped and aching. 

  They were throbbing now, his calves gone hard as wood. He kneaded them with his fingers, 

trying to rub the ache away, but when he stood the pain was still enough to make him grimace. I need to 

bathe. Iƛǎ ōƻȅΩǎ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ǎǘŀƴƪΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƻ ŘƛŘ ƘŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ōŀǘƘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘǳǎ ŦŀǊ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ 

ƧƻƛƴŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ {ƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǳǊǘƭŜǎ ƘŜΩŘ ǎŜŜƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀƭƭƻǿǎ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ōƛƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ōƛǘŜ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ƘŀƭŦΦ 

Bonesnappers, Duck called them. Besides, he did not want Lemore to see him naked. 

  A wooden ladder led down from the cabin roof. Tyrion pulled on his boots and descended to the 

afterdeck, where Griff sat wrapped in a wolf-skin cloak beside an iron brazier. The sellsword kept the 

night watch by himself, rising as the rest of his band sought their beds and retiring when the sun came 

up. 

  Tyrion squatted across from him and warmed his hands over the coals. Across the water 

ƴƛƎƘǘƛƴƎŀƭŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƛƴƎƛƴƎΦ ά5ŀȅ ǎƻƻƴΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ DǊƛŦŦΦ 

  άbƻǘ ǎƻƻƴ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦ ²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǿŀȅΦέ LŦ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǳǇ ǘƻ DǊƛŦŦΣ ǘƘŜ Shy Maid would 

continue downstream by night as well as day, but Yandry and Ysilla refused to risk their poleboat in the 

dark. The Upper Rhoyne was full of snags and sawyers, any one of which could rip out the Shy MaidΩǎ 

hull. Griff did not want to hear it. What he wanted was Volantis. 

  ¢ƘŜ ǎŜƭƭǎǿƻǊŘΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƳƻǾƛƴƎΣ ǎŜŀǊŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ Χ ǿƘŀǘΚ Pirates? Stone men? 

Slave-catchers? The river had perils, the dwarf knew, but Griff himself struck Tyrion as more dangerous 

ǘƘŀƴ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΦ IŜ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ƻŦ .ǊƻƴƴΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ .Ǌƻƴƴ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǎŜƭƭǎǿƻǊŘΩǎ ōƭŀŎƪ ƘǳƳƻǊ ŀƴŘ DǊƛŦŦ 

had no humor at all. 

  άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ƪƛƭƭ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŎǳǇ ƻŦ ǿƛƴŜΣέ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΦ 

  Griff made no reply. You will die before you drink, his pale eyes seemed to say. Tyrion had drunk 

himself blind his first night on the Shy Maid. The next day he awoke with dragons fighting in his skull. 

DǊƛŦŦ ǘƻƻƪ ƻƴŜ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ ǊŜǘŎƘƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭŜōƻŀǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŘƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŘǊƛƴƪΦέ 

  ά²ƛƴŜ ƘŜƭǇǎ ƳŜ ǎƭŜŜǇΣέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ƘŀŘ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘŜŘΦ Wine drowns my dreams, he might have said. 

  ά¢ƘŜƴ ǎǘŀȅ ŀǿŀƪŜΣέ DǊƛŦŦ ƘŀŘ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ƛƳǇƭŀŎŀōƭŜΦ 



  To the east, the first pale light of day suffused the sky above the river. The waters of the Rhoyne 

slowly went from ōƭŀŎƪ ǘƻ ōƭǳŜΣ ǘƻ ƳŀǘŎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜƭƭǎǿƻǊŘΩǎ ƘŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ ōŜŀǊŘΦ DǊƛŦŦ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜǘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ 

ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǿŀƪŜ ǎƻƻƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ŘŜŎƪ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊǎΦέ !ǎ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘƛƴƎŀƭŜǎ ŦŜƭƭ ǎƛƭŜƴǘΣ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊ ƭŀǊƪǎ ǘƻƻƪ ǳǇ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎƻƴƎΦ 

Egrets splashed amongst the reeds and left their tracks across the sandbars. The clouds in the sky were 

aglow: pink and purple, maroon and gold, pearl and saffron. One looked like a dragon. Once a man has 

seen a dragon in flight, let him stay at home and tend his garden in content, someone had written once, 

for this wide world has no greater wonder. ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǎŎǊŀǘŎƘŜŘ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ǎŎŀǊ ŀƴŘ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜŎŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŀǳǘƘƻǊΩǎ 

name. Dragons had been much in his thoughts of late. 

  άDƻƻŘ ƳƻǊǊƻǿΣ IǳƎƻǊΦέ Septa Lemore had emerged in her white robes, cinched at the waist 

ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǿƻǾŜƴ ōŜƭǘ ƻŦ ǎŜǾŜƴ ŎƻƭƻǊǎΦ IŜǊ ƘŀƛǊ ŦƭƻǿŜŘ ƭƻƻǎŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΦ άIƻǿ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǎƭŜŜǇΚέ 

  άCƛǘŦǳƭƭȅΣ ƎƻƻŘ ƭŀŘȅΦ L ŘǊŜŀƳŜŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ A waking dream. He could not sleep, so he had 

eased a hand between his legs and imagined the septa atop him, breasts bouncing. 

  ά! ǿƛŎƪŜŘ ŘǊŜŀƳΣ ƴƻ ŘƻǳōǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀ ǿƛŎƪŜŘ ƳŀƴΦ ²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǇǊŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ŀǎƪ ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜƴŜǎǎ 

ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƛƴǎΚέ 

  Only if we pray in the fashion of the Summer Isles. άbƻΣ ōǳt do give the Maiden a long, sweet kiss 

ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦέ 

  Laughing, the septa walked to the prow of the boat. It was her custom to bathe in the river 

ŜǾŜǊȅ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦ άtƭŀƛƴƭȅΣ ǘƘƛǎ ōƻŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ƴŀƳŜŘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΣέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŘƛǎǊƻōŜŘΦ 

  ά¢ƘŜ aƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ Cather made us in their image, Hugor. We should glory in our bodies, for 

ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƪ ƻŦ ƎƻŘǎΦέ 

  The gods must have been drunk when they got to me. The dwarf watched Lemore slip into the 

water. The sight always made him hard. There was something wonderfully wicked about the thought of 

peeling the septa out of those chaste white robes and spreading her legs. Innocence despoiled, he 

ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ Χ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ [ŜƳƻǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ƴŜŀǊ ŀǎ ƛƴƴƻŎŜƴǘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎǘǊŜǘŎƘ ƳŀǊƪǎ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ōŜƭƭȅ 

that could only have come from childbirth. 

  Yandry and Ysilla had risen with the sun and were going about their business. Yandry stole a 

glance at Septa Lemore from time to time as he was checking the lines. His small dark wife, Ysilla, took 

no notice. She fed some wood chips to the brazier on the afterdeck, stirred the coals with a blackened 

blade, and began to knead the dough for the morning biscuits. 

  When Lemore climbed back onto the deck, Tyrion savored the sight of water trickling between 

her breasts, her smooth skin glowing golden in the morning light. She was past forty, more handsome 

than pretty, but still easy on the eye. Being randy is the next best thing to being drunk, he decided. It 

ƳŀŘŜ ƘƛƳ ŦŜŜƭ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀƭƛǾŜΦ ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ǘǳǊǘƭŜΣ IǳƎƻǊΚέ ǘƘŜ ǎŜǇǘŀ asked him, wringing 

ǿŀǘŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƛǊΦ ά¢ƘŜ ōƛƎ ǊƛŘƎŜōŀŎƪΚέ 



  The early morning was the best time for seeing turtles. During the day they would swim down 

deep, or hide in cuts along the banks, but when the sun was newly risen they came to the surface. Some 

liked to swim beside the boat. Tyrion had glimpsed a dozen different sorts: large turtles and small ones, 

flatbacks and red-ears, softshells and bonesnappers, brown turtles, green turtles, black turtles, clawed 

turtles and horned turtles, turtles whose ridged and patterned shells were covered with whorls of gold 

and jade and cream. Some were so large they could have borne a man upon their backs. Yandry swore 

the Rhoynar princes used to ride them across the river. He and his wife were Greenblood born, a pair of 

Dornish orphans come home to Mother Rhoyne. 

  άL ƳƛǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƛŘƎŜōŀŎƪΦέ I was watching the naked woman. άL ŀƳ ǎŀŘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦέ [ŜƳƻǊŜ ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ 

ƘŜǊ ǊƻōŜ ƻǾŜǊ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΦ άL ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ƻƴƭȅ ǊƛǎŜ ǎƻ ŜŀǊƭȅ ƛƴ ƘƻǇŜǎ ƻŦ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ǘǳǊǘƭŜǎΦέ 

  άL ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ǿŀǘŎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴ ŎƻƳŜ ǳǇ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦέ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ŀ ƳŀƛŘŜƴ ǊƛǎƛƴƎ ƴŀƪŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ 

ōŀǘƘΦ {ƻƳŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ǇǊŜǘǘƛŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΣ ōǳǘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƻƴŜ ǿŀǎ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǘǳǊǘƭŜǎ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

charms, I will allow. Nothing delights me so much as the sight of a nice pair of shŀǇŜƭȅ Χ ǎƘŜƭƭǎΦέ 

  Septa Lemore laughed. Like everyone else aboard the Shy Maid, she had her secrets. She was 

welcome to them. I do not want to know her, I only want to fuck her. She knew it too. As she hung her 

ǎŜǇǘŀΩǎ ŎǊȅǎǘŀƭ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ ƴŜŎƪΣ ǘƻ ƴŜǎǘƭŜ ƛƴ the cleft between her breasts, she teased him with a smile. 

  Yandry pulled up the anchor, slid one of the long poles off the cabin roof, and pushed them off. 

Two of the herons raised their heads to watch as the Shy Maid drifted away from the bank, out into the 

current. Slowly the boat began to move downstream. Yandry went to the tiller. Ysilla was turning the 

biscuits. She laid an iron pan atop the brazier and put the bacon in. Some days she cooked biscuits and 

bacon; some days bacon and biscuits. Once every fortnight there might be a fish, but not today. 

  When Ysilla turned her back, Tyrion snatched a biscuit off the brazier, darting away just in time 

to avoid a smack from her fearsome wooden spoon. They were best when eaten hot, dripping with 

honey and butter. The smell of the bacon cooking soon fetched Duck up from the hold. He sniffed over 

ǘƘŜ ōǊŀȊƛŜǊΣ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜŘ ŀ ǎǿŀŎƪ ŦǊƻƳ ¸ǎƛƭƭŀΩǎ ǎǇƻƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜƴǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ Ǉƛǎǎ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜǊƴΦ 

  ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǿŀŘŘƭŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ Ƨƻƛƴ ƘƛƳΦ άbƻǿ ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǎƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜΣέ ƘŜ ǉǳƛǇǇŜŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŜƳǇǘȅƛƴƎ 

ǘƘŜƛǊ ōƭŀŘŘŜǊǎΣ άŀ ŘǿŀǊŦ ŀƴŘ ŀ ŘǳŎƪΣ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƳƛƎƘǘȅ wƘƻȅƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƛƎƘǘƛŜǊΦέ 

  ¸ŀƴŘǊȅ ǎƴƻǊǘŜŘ ƛƴ ŘŜǊƛǎƛƻƴΦ άaƻǘƘŜǊ wƘƻȅƴŜ Ƙŀǎ ƴƻ ƴŜŜŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǿŀǘŜǊΣ ¸ƻƭƭƻΦ {ƘŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ 

ƎǊŜŀǘŜǎǘ ǊƛǾŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΦέ 

  Tyrion shook oŦŦ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ŦŜǿ ŘǊƻǇǎΦ ά.ƛƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ŘǊƻǿƴ ŀ ŘǿŀǊŦΣ L ƎǊŀƴǘ ȅƻǳΦ ¢ƘŜ aŀƴŘŜǊ ƛǎ ŀǎ 

ōǊƻŀŘΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦ {ƻ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ¢ǊƛŘŜƴǘΣ ƴŜŀǊ ƛǘǎ ƳƻǳǘƘΦ ¢ƘŜ .ƭŀŎƪǿŀǘŜǊ Ǌǳƴǎ ŘŜŜǇŜǊΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊΦ ²ŀƛǘΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ǎŜŜΦέ 

  The bacon turned crisp, the biscuits golden brown. Young Griff stumbled up onto deck yawning. 

άDƻƻŘ ƳƻǊǊƻǿΣ ŀƭƭΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƭŀŘ ǿŀǎ ǎƘƻǊǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ 5ǳŎƪΣ ōǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ƭŀƴƪȅ ōǳƛƭŘ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ ȅŜǘ 

come into his full growth. This beardless boy could have any maiden in the Seven Kingdoms, blue hair or 



no. Those eyes of his would melt them. [ƛƪŜ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛǊŜΣ ¸ƻǳƴƎ DǊƛŦŦ ƘŀŘ ōƭǳŜ ŜȅŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ 

ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǇŀƭŜΣ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƴΩǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŘŀǊƪΦ .ȅ ƭŀƳǇƭƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ōƭŀŎƪΣ ŀƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ Řǳǎƪ ǘƘŜȅ 

seemed purple. His eyelashes were as long as anȅ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎΦ 

  άL ǎƳŜƭƭ ōŀŎƻƴΣέ ǘƘŜ ƭŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ōƻƻǘǎΦ άDƻƻŘ ōŀŎƻƴΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¸ǎƛƭƭŀΦ ά{ƛǘΦέ 

  {ƘŜ ŦŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŀŦǘŜǊŘŜŎƪΣ ǇǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ ƘƻƴŜȅŜŘ ōƛǎŎǳƛǘǎ ƻƴ ¸ƻǳƴƎ DǊƛŦŦ ŀƴŘ ƘƛǘǘƛƴƎ 5ǳŎƪΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ 

with her spoon whenever he made a grab for more bacon. Tyrion pulled apart two biscuits, filled them 

with bacon, and carried one to Yandry at the tiller. Afterward he helped Duck to raise the Shy MaidΩǎ ōƛƎ 

lateen sail. Yandry took them out into the center of the river, where the current was strongest. The Shy 

Maid was a sweet boat. Her draft was so shallow she could work her way up even the smallest of the 

ǊƛǾŜǊΩǎ Ǿŀǎǎŀƭ ǎǘǊŜŀƳǎΣ ƴŜƎƻǘƛŀǘƛƴƎ ǎŀƴŘōŀǊǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎǘǊŀƴŘŜŘ ƭŀǊƎŜǊ ǾŜǎǎŜƭǎΣ ȅŜǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ǎŀƛƭ 

raised and a current under her, she could make good speed. That could mean life and death on the 

ǳǇǇŜǊ ǊŜŀŎƘŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ wƘƻȅƴŜΣ ¸ŀƴŘǊȅ ŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƴƻ ƭŀǿ ŀōƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ {ƻǊǊƻǿǎΣ ƴƻǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ 

ȅŜŀǊǎΦέ 

  ά!ƴŘ ƴƻ people, ǎƻ ŦŀǊ ŀǎ L Ŏŀƴ ǎŜŜΦέ IŜΩŘ ƎƭƛƳǇǎŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ Ǌǳƛƴǎ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōŀƴƪǎΣ ǇƛƭŜǎ ƻŦ ƳŀǎƻƴǊȅ 

overgrown by vines and moss and flowers, but no other signs of human habitation. 

  ά¸ƻǳ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊΣ ¸ƻƭƭƻΦ ! ǇƛǊŀǘŜ ōƻŀǘ Ƴŀȅ ƭǳǊƪ ǳǇ ŀƴȅ ǎǘǊŜŀƳΣ ŀƴŘ ŜǎŎŀǇŜŘ ǎƭŀǾŜǎ ƻŦǘ 

hide amongst the ruins. The slave-ŎŀǘŎƘŜǊǎ ǎŜƭŘƻƳ ŎƻƳŜ ǎƻ ŦŀǊ ƴƻǊǘƘΦέ 

  ά{ƭŀǾŜ-catchŜǊǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘǳǊǘƭŜǎΦέ bƻǘ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀƴ ŜǎŎŀǇŜŘ ǎƭŀǾŜΣ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ 

need not fear being caught. And no pirate was like to bother a poleboat moving downstream. The 

valuable goods came up the river from Volantis. 

  When the bacon was gone, Duck pǳƴŎƘŜŘ ¸ƻǳƴƎ DǊƛŦŦ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ ά¢ƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǊŀƛǎŜ ǎƻƳŜ 

ōǊǳƛǎŜǎΦ {ǿƻǊŘǎ ǘƻŘŀȅΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪΦέ 

  ά{ǿƻǊŘǎΚέ ¸ƻǳƴƎ DǊƛŦŦ ƎǊƛƴƴŜŘΦ ά{ǿƻǊŘǎ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǎǿŜŜǘΦέ 

  Tyrion helped him dress for the bout, in heavy breeches, padded doublet, and a dinted suit of 

old steel plate. Ser Rolly shrugged into his mail and boiled leather. Both set helms upon their heads and 

chose blunted longswords from the bundle in the weapons chest. They set to on the afterdeck, having at 

each other lustily whilst the rest of the morning company looked on. 

  ²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ŦƻǳƎƘǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŀŎŜ ƻǊ ōƭǳƴǘŜŘ ƭƻƴƎŀȄŜΣ {ŜǊ wƻƭƭȅΩǎ ƎǊŜŀǘŜǊ ǎƛȊŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ ǿƻǳƭŘ 

quickly overwhelm his charge; with swords the contests were more even. Neither man had taken up a 

shield this morning, so it was a game of slash and parry, back and forth across the deck. The river rang to 

ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƻƳōŀǘΦ ¸ƻǳƴƎ DǊƛŦŦ ƭŀƴŘŜŘ ƳƻǊŜ ōƭƻǿǎΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ 5ǳŎƪΩǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƘŀǊŘŜǊΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΣ 

the bigger man began to tire. His cuts came a little slower, a little lower. Young Griff turned them all and 

launched a furious attack that forced Ser Rolly back. When they reached the stern, the lad tied up their 

blades and slammed a shoulder into Duck, and the big man went into the river. 



  He came up sputtering and cursing, beƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǘƻ ŦƛǎƘ ƘƛƳ ƻǳǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŀ ΩǎƴŀǇǇŜǊ ŀǘŜ 

Ƙƛǎ ǇǊƛǾŀǘŜǎΦ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǘƻǎǎŜŘ ŀ ƭƛƴŜ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ ά5ǳŎƪǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǎǿƛƳ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŀǘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŀƴŘ ¸ŀƴŘǊȅ 

were hauling the knight back aboard the Shy Maid. 

  Ser Rolly grabbed Tyrion by the collar. ά[Ŝǘ ǳǎ ǎŜŜ Ƙƻǿ ŘǿŀǊŦǎ ǎǿƛƳΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŎƘǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ 

headlong into the Rhoyne. 

  ¢ƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ƭŀǎǘΤ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǇŀŘŘƭŜ Ǉŀǎǎŀōƭȅ ǿŜƭƭΣ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘ Χ ǳƴǘƛƭ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜƎǎ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ŎǊŀƳǇΦ 

¸ƻǳƴƎ DǊƛŦŦ ŜȄǘŜƴŘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŀ ǇƻƭŜΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ŘǊƻǿƴ ƳŜΣέ ƘŜ told Duck, as he was 

ǇƻǳǊƛƴƎ ǊƛǾŜǊ ǿŀǘŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ōƻƻǘΦ άaȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƘǊŜǿ ƳŜ Řƻǿƴ ŀ ǿŜƭƭ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ L ǿŀǎ ōƻǊƴΣ ōǳǘ L ǿŀǎ ǎƻ 

ǳƎƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ǿƛǘŎƘ ǿƘƻ ƭƛǾŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎǇŀǘ ƳŜ ōŀŎƪΦέ IŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ōƻƻǘΣ ǘƘŜƴ ŘƛŘ ŀ 

cartwheel along the deck, spraying all of them. 

  ¸ƻǳƴƎ DǊƛŦŦ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƘŀǘΚέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ƳǳƳƳŜǊǎ ǘŀǳƎƘǘ ƳŜΣέ ƘŜ ƭƛŜŘΦ άaȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƭƻǾŜŘ ƳŜ ōŜǎǘ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ƘŜǊ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ǿŀǎ 

so small. She nursed me at her breast till I was seven. That made my brothers jealous, so they stuffed 

ƳŜ ƛƴ ŀ ǎŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ŀ ƳǳƳƳŜǊΩǎ ǘǊƻǳǇŜΦ ²ƘŜƴ L ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ Ǌǳƴ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǎǘŜǊ ƳǳƳƳŜǊ Ŏǳǘ ƻŦŦ ƘŀƭŦ 

Ƴȅ ƴƻǎŜΣ ǎƻ L ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ŎƘƻƛŎŜ ōǳǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀƳǳǎƛƴƎΦέ 

  The truth was rather different. His uncle had taught him a bit of tumbling when he was six or 

seven. Tyrion had taken to it eagerly. For half a year he cartwheeled his merry way about Casterly Rock, 

bringing smiles to the faces of septons, squires, and servants alike. Even Cersei laughed to see him once 

or twice. 

  All thaǘ ŜƴŘŜŘ ŀōǊǳǇǘƭȅ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ǎƻƧƻǳǊƴ ƛƴ YƛƴƎΩǎ [ŀƴŘƛƴƎΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ 

at supper Tyrion surprised his sire by walking the length of the high table on his hands. Lord Tywin was 

ƴƻǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƎƻŘǎ ƳŀŘŜ ȅƻǳ ŀ ŘǿŀǊŦΦ aǳǎǘ ȅƻǳ ōŜ ŀ Ŧƻƻƭ ŀs well? You were born a lion, not a 

ƳƻƴƪŜȅΦέ 

  !ƴŘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ŎƻǊǇǎŜΣ CŀǘƘŜǊΣ ǎƻ LΩƭƭ ŎŀǇŜǊ ŀǎ L ǇƭŜŀǎŜΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƎƛŦǘ ŦƻǊ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƳŜƴ ǎƳƛƭŜΣέ 

{ŜǇǘŀ [ŜƳƻǊŜ ǘƻƭŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŘǊȅƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻŜǎΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǘƘŀƴƪ ǘƘŜ CŀǘƘŜǊ !ōƻǾŜΦ IŜ ƎƛǾŜǎ 

gifts to all Ƙƛǎ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΦέ 

  άIŜ ŘƻŜǎΣέ ƘŜ ŀƎǊŜŜŘ ǇƭŜŀǎŀƴǘƭȅΦ And when I die, please let them bury with me a crossbow, so I 

can thank the Father Above for his gifts the same way I thanked the father below. 

  His clothing was still soaked from his involuntary swim, clinging to his arms and legs 

uncomfortably. Whilst Young Griff went off with Septa Lemore to be instructed in the mysteries of the 

Faith, Tyrion stripped off the wet clothes and donned dry ones. Duck had a good guffaw when he 

emerged on deck again. He could not blame him. Dressed as he was, he made a comic sight. His doublet 

was divided down the middle; the left side was purple velvet with bronze studs; the right, yellow wool 

embroidered in green floral patterns. His breeches were similarly split; the right leg was solid green, the 

ƭŜŦǘ ƭŜƎ ǎǘǊƛǇŜŘ ƛƴ ǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǿƘƛǘŜΦ hƴŜ ƻŦ LƭƭȅǊƛƻΩǎ ŎƘŜǎǘǎ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǇŀŎƪŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ ŎƭƻǘƘƛƴƎΣ Ƴǳǎǘȅ 

but well made. Septa Lemore had slit each garment apart, then sewn them back together, joining half of 



this to half of that to fashion a crude motley. Griff had even insisted that Tyrion help with the cutting 

and sewing. No doubt he meant for it to be humbling, but Tyrion enjoyed the needlework. Lemore was 

always pleasant company, despite her penchant for scolding him whenever he said something rude 

about the gods. LŦ DǊƛŦŦ ǿŀƴǘǎ ǘƻ Ŏŀǎǘ ƳŜ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƻƭΣ LΩƭƭ Ǉƭŀȅ ǘƘŜ ƎŀƳŜΦ Somewhere, he knew, Lord Tywin 

Lannister was horrified, and that took the sting from it. 

  His other duty was anything but foolish. Duck has his sword, I my quill and parchment. Griff had 

commanded him to set down all he knew of dragonlore. The task was a formidable one, but the dwarf 

labored at it every day, scratching away as best he could as he sat cross-legged on the cabin roof. 

  Tyrion had read much and more of dragons through the years. The greater part of those 

accounts were idle tales and could not be relied on, and the books that Illyrio had provided them were 

not the ones he might have wished for. What he really wanted was the complete text of The Fires of the 

Freehold, DŀƭŜƴŘǊƻΩǎ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅ ƻŦ ±ŀƭȅǊƛŀΦ bƻ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜ ŎƻǇȅ ǿŀǎ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƻ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎΣ ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊΤ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ 

/ƛǘŀŘŜƭΩǎ ƭŀŎƪŜŘ ǘǿŜƴǘȅ-seven scrolls. They must have a library in Old Volantis, surely. I may find a better 

copy there, if I can find a way inside ǘƘŜ .ƭŀŎƪ ²ŀƭƭǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǘΦ 

  IŜ ǿŀǎ ƭŜǎǎ ƘƻǇŜŦǳƭ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴƛƴƎ {ŜǇǘƻƴ .ŀǊǘƘΩǎ Dragons, Wyrms, and Wyverns: Their Unnatural 

History. .ŀǊǘƘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ōƭŀŎƪǎƳƛǘƘΩǎ ǎƻƴ ǿƘƻ ǊƻǎŜ ǘƻ ōŜ YƛƴƎΩǎ IŀƴŘ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƛƎƴ ƻŦ WŀŜƘŀŜǊȅǎ ǘƘŜ 

Conciliator. His enemies always claimed he was more sorcerer than septon. Baelor the Blessed had 

ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘ ŀƭƭ .ŀǊǘƘΩǎ ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎǎ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ LǊƻƴ ¢ƘǊƻƴŜΦ ¢Ŝƴ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻΣ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ƘŀŘ ǊŜŀŘ 

a fragment of Unnatural History that had eluded the Blessed Baelor, but he douōǘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ .ŀǊǘƘΩǎ 

work had found its way across the narrow sea. And of course there was even less chance of his coming 

on the fragmentary, anonymous, blood-soaked tome sometimes called Blood and Fire and sometimes 

The Death of Dragons, the only surviving copy of which was supposedly hidden away in a locked vault 

beneath the Citadel. 

  When the Halfmaester appeared on deck, yawning, the dwarf was writing down what he 

recalled concerning the mating habits of dragons, on which subject Barth, Munkun, and Thomax held 

markedly divergent views. Haldon stalked to the stern to piss down at the sun where it shimmered on 

ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊΣ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ŀǇŀǊǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǇǳŦŦ ƻŦ ǿƛƴŘΦ ά²Ŝ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǊŜŀŎƘ ǘƘŜ ƧǳƴŎǘƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ bƻȅƴŜ ōȅ 

ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎΣ ¸ƻƭƭƻΣέ ǘƘŜ IŀƭŦƳŀŜǎǘer called out. 

  ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎΦ άaȅ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǎ IǳƎƻǊΦ ¸ƻƭƭƻ ƛǎ ƘƛŘƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ōǊŜŜŎƘŜǎΦ {Ƙŀƭƭ L ƭŜǘ 

ƘƛƳ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǇƭŀȅΚέ 

  ά.Ŝǎǘ ƴƻǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǳǊǘƭŜǎΦέ IŀƭŘƻƴΩǎ ǎƳƛƭŜ ǿŀǎ ŀǎ ǎƘŀǊǇ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀŘŜ ƻŦ ŀ ŘŀƎƎŜǊΦ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘǊŜŜǘ ƛƴ [ŀƴƴƛǎǇƻǊǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ōƻǊƴΣ ¸ƻƭƭƻΚέ 

  άLǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƴ ŀƭƭŜȅΦ Lǘ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ƴŀƳŜΦέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ƳƻǊŘŀƴǘ ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜ ƛƴ ƛƴǾŜƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǘŀƛƭǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

colorful life of Hugor Hill, also known as Yollo, a bastard out of Lannisport. The best lies are seasoned 

with a bit of truth. The dwarf knew he sounded like a westerman, and a highborn westerman at that, so 

IǳƎƻǊ Ƴǳǎǘ ƴŜŜŘǎ ōŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƭƻǊŘƭƛƴƎΩǎ ōȅ-blow. Born in Lannisport because he knew that city better than 

hƭŘǘƻǿƴ ƻǊ YƛƴƎΩǎ [ŀƴŘƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ cities were where most dwarfs ended up, even those whelped by 



Goodwife Bumpkin in the turnip patch. The countryside had no grotes-ǉǳŜǊƛŜǎ ƻǊ ƳǳƳƳŜǊ ǎƘƻǿǎ Χ 

though it did have wells aplenty, to swallow up unwanted kittens, three-headed calves, and babes like 

him. 

  άL ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŘŜŦŀŎƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜ ƎƻƻŘ ǇŀǊŎƘƳŜƴǘΣ ¸ƻƭƭƻΦέ IŀƭŘƻƴ ƭŀŎŜŘ ǳǇ Ƙƛǎ ōǊŜŜŎƘŜǎΦ 

  άbƻǘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǳǎ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ ƳŀŜǎǘŜǊΦέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ŎǊŀƳǇƛƴƎΦ IŜ Ǉǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ǉǳƛƭƭ ŀǎƛŘŜ ŀƴŘ 

ŦƭŜȄŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎǘǳōōȅ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎΦ άCŀƴŎȅ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƎŀƳŜ ƻŦ cyvasseΚέ ¢Ƙe Halfmaester always defeated him, but it 

was a way to pass the time. 

  ά¢Ƙƛǎ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎΦ ²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ Ƨƻƛƴ ǳǎ ŦƻǊ ¸ƻǳƴƎ DǊƛŦŦΩǎ ƭŜǎǎƻƴΚέ 

  ά²Ƙȅ ƴƻǘΚ {ƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǘƻ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŜǊǊƻǊǎΦέ 

  There were four cabins on the Shy Maid. Yandry and Ysilla shared one, 

  Griff and Young Griff another. Septa Lemore had a cabin to herself, as did Haldon. The 

IŀƭŦƳŀŜǎǘŜǊΩǎ Ŏŀōƛƴ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǊƎŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǳǊΦ hƴŜ ǿŀƭƭ ǿŀǎ ƭƛƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ōƻƻƪǎƘŜƭǾŜǎ ŀƴŘ ōƛƴǎ ǎǘŀŎƪŜŘ 

with old scrolls and parchments; another held racks of ointments, herbs, and potions. Golden light 

slanted through the wavy yellow glass of the round window. The furnishings included a bunk, a writing 

ŘŜǎƪΣ ŀ ŎƘŀƛǊΣ ŀ ǎǘƻƻƭΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ IŀƭŦƳŀŜǎǘŜǊΩǎ cyvasse table, strewn with carved wooden pieces. 

  The lesson began with languages. Young Griff spoke the Common Tongue as if he had been born 

to it, and was fluent in High Valyrian, the low dialects of Pentos, Tyrosh, Myr, and Lys, and the trade talk 

of sailors. The Volantene dialect was as new to him as it was to Tyrion, so every day they learned a few 

more words whilst Haldon corrected their mistakes. Meereenese was harder; its roots were Valyrian as 

ǿŜƭƭΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƎǊŀŦǘŜŘ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘŀǊǎƘΣ ǳƎƭȅ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ƻŦ hƭŘ DƘƛǎΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ŀ ōŜŜ ǳǇ ȅƻǳǊ 

nose to speak Ghiscari properƭȅΣέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ ¸ƻǳƴƎ DǊƛŦŦ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ IŀƭŦƳŀŜǎǘŜǊ ƻƴƭȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ 

ά!ƎŀƛƴΦέ ¢ƘŜ ōƻȅ ƻōŜȅŜŘΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ zzzs this time. He has a better ear than 

me, Tyrion was forced to admit, ǘƘƻǳƎƘ LΩƭƭ ǿŀƎŜǊ Ƴȅ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ƛǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƳƻǊŜ nimble. 

  Geometry followed languages. There the boy was less adroit, but Haldon was a patient teacher, 

and Tyrion was able to make himself of use as well. He had learned the mysteries of squares and circles 

ŀƴŘ ǘǊƛŀƴƎƭŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƳŀŜǎǘŜǊǎ ŀǘ /ŀǎterly Rock, and they came back more quickly than he 

would have thought. 

  .ȅ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅΣ ¸ƻǳƴƎ DǊƛŦŦ ǿŀǎ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ǊŜǎǘƛǾŜΦ ά²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 

ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅ ƻŦ ±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎΣέ IŀƭŘƻƴ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ ά/ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǘŜƭƭ ¸ƻƭƭƻ ǘƘŜ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴŎŜ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ŀ ǘƛger and an 

ŜƭŜǇƘŀƴǘΚέ 

  ά±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ bƛƴŜ CǊŜŜ /ƛǘƛŜǎΣ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ƻŦ ±ŀƭȅǊƛŀΣέ ǘƘŜ ƭŀŘ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ƛƴ ŀ 

ōƻǊŜŘ ǘƻƴŜΦ ά!ŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ 5ƻƻƳ ƛǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ±ƻƭŀƴǘŜƴŜǎ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƛǊǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ CǊŜŜƘƻƭŘ 

and rightful rulers of the world, but they were divided as to how dominion might best be achieved. The 

Old Blood favored the sword, while the merchants and moneylenders advocated trade. As they 

contended for rule of the city, the factions became known as the tigers and elephants, respectively. 



  ά¢ƘŜ ǘƛƎŜǊǎ ƘŜƭŘ ǎǿŀȅ ŦƻǊ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŀ ŎŜƴǘǳǊȅ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ 5ƻƻƳ ƻŦ ±ŀƭȅǊƛŀΦ CƻǊ ŀ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ 

successful. A Volantene fleet took Lys and a Volantene army captured Myr, and for two generations all 

three cities were ruled from within the Black Walls. That ended when the tigers tried to swallow Tyrosh. 

Pentos came into the war on the Tyroshi side, along with the Westerosi Storm King. Braavos provided a 

Lyseni exile with a hundred warships, Aegon Targaryen flew forth from Dragonstone on the Black Dread, 

and Myr and Lys rose up in rebellion. The war left the Disputed Lands a waste, and freed Lys and Myr 

from the yoke. The tigers suffered other defeats as well. The fleet they sent to reclaim Valyria vanished 

in the Smoking Sea. Qohor and Norvos broke their power on the Rhoyne when the fire galleys fought on 

Dagger Lake. Out of the east came the Dothraki, driving smallfolk from their hovels and nobles from 

their estates, until only grass and ruins remained from the forest of Qohor to the headwaters of the 

Selhoru. After a century of war, Volantis found herself broken, bankrupt, and depopulated. It was then 

that the elephants rose up. They have held sway ever since. Some years the tigers elect a triarch, and 

some years they do not, but never more than one, so the elephants have ruled the city for three 

ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ȅŜŀǊǎΦέ 

  άWǳǎǘ ǎƻΣέ ǎŀƛŘ IŀƭŘƻƴΦ ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ ǘǊƛŀǊŎƘǎΚέ 

  άaŀƭŀǉǳƻ ƛǎ ŀ ǘƛƎŜǊΣ bȅŜǎǎƻǎ ŀƴŘ 5ƻƴƛǇƘƻǎ ŀǊŜ ŜƭŜǇƘŀƴǘǎΦέ 

  ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ƭŜǎǎƻƴ Ŏŀƴ ǿŜ ŘǊŀǿ ŦǊƻƳ ±ƻƭŀƴǘŜƴŜ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅΚέ 

  άLŦ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǉǳŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΣ ȅƻǳ ōŜǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŘǊŀƎƻƴǎΦέ 

  Tyrion could not help but laugh. 

  Later, when Young Griff went up on deck to help Yandry with the sails and poles, Haldon set up 

his cyvasse table for their game. Tyrion watched with mismatched eȅŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¢ƘŜ ōƻȅ ƛǎ ōǊƛƎƘǘΦ ¸ƻǳ 

have done well by him. Half the lords in Westeros are not so learned, sad to say. Languages, history, 

ǎƻƴƎǎΣ ǎǳƳǎ Χ ŀ ƘŜŀŘȅ ǎǘŜǿ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǎŜƭƭǎǿƻǊŘΩǎ ǎƻƴΦέ 

  ά! ōƻƻƪ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ŀǎ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎ ŀǎ ŀ ǎǿƻǊŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƘŀƴŘǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ IŀƭŘƻƴΦ ά¢Ǌȅ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ŀ 

better battle this time, Yollo. You play cyvasse ŀǎ ōŀŘƭȅ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ǘǳƳōƭŜΦέ 

  άL ŀƳ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭǳƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ŦŀƭǎŜ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴŎŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊǊŀƴƎŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǘƛƭŜǎ 

ƻƴ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ŀ ŎŀǊǾŜŘ ǿƻƻŘŜƴ ǎŎǊŜŜƴΦ ά¸ƻǳ think you taught me how to play, but things are not 

ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŜŜƳΦ tŜǊƘŀǇǎ L ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƎŀƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŜŜǎŜƳƻƴƎŜǊΣ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘΚέ 

  άLƭƭȅǊƛƻ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ Ǉƭŀȅ cyvasse.έ 

  No, thought the dwarf, he plays the game of thrones, and you and Griff and Duck are only pieces, 

to be moved where he will and sacrificed at need, just as he sacrificed Viserys. ά¢ƘŜ ōƭŀƳŜ Ƴǳǎǘ Ŧŀƭƭ ƻƴ 

ȅƻǳΣ ǘƘŜƴΦ LŦ L Ǉƭŀȅ ōŀŘƭȅΣ ƛǘ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŘƻƛƴƎΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ IŀƭŦƳŀŜǎǘŜǊ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘΦ ά¸ƻƭƭƻΣ L ǎƘŀƭƭ Ƴƛǎǎ ȅƻǳ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƛǊŀǘŜǎ Ŏǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƘǊƻŀǘΦέ 



  ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŦŀƳƻǳǎ ǇƛǊŀǘŜǎΚ L ŀƳ ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƭƭ 

ǳǇΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǘƘƛŎƪŜǎǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜǘŎƘ ƻŦ ǊƛǾŜǊ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ !Ǌ bƻȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ {ƻǊǊƻǿǎΦ !ōƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ Ǌǳƛƴǎ ƻŦ !Ǌ 

Noy, the Qohorik rule the river, and below the Sorrows the galleys of Volantis hold sway, but neither city 

claims the waters in between, so the pirates have made it their own. Dagger Lake is full of islands where 

ǘƘŜȅ ƭǳǊƪ ƛƴ ƘƛŘŘŜƴ ŎŀǾŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ǎǘǊƻƴƎƘƻƭŘǎΦ !ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀŘȅΚέ 

  άCƻǊ ȅƻǳΚ .ŜȅƻƴŘ ŀ ŘƻǳōǘΦ CƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǇƛǊŀǘŜǎΚ [Ŝǎǎ ǎƻΦέ 

  IŀƭŘƻƴ ǊŜƳƻǾŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŜƴΦ 9ŀŎƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ŎƻƴǘŜƳǇƭŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƻǇŜƴƛƴƎ ŀǊǊŀȅΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ 

ƭŜŀǊƴƛƴƎΣέ ǘƘŜ IŀƭŦƳŀŜǎǘŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

  Tyrion almost grabbed his dragon but thought better of it. Last game he had brought her out too 

sƻƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƭƻǎǘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ŀ ǘǊŜōǳŎƘŜǘΦ άLŦ ǿŜ Řƻ ƳŜŜǘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŦŀōƭŜŘ ǇƛǊŀǘŜǎΣ L Ƴŀȅ Ƨƻƛƴ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳΦ LΩƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ 

ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴȅ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǎ IǳƎƻǊ IŀƭŦƳŀŜǎǘŜǊΦέ IŜ ƳƻǾŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛƎƘǘ ƘƻǊǎŜ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ IŀƭŘƻƴΩǎ ƳƻǳƴǘŀƛƴǎΦ 

  IŀƭŘƻƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ ŜƭŜǇƘŀƴǘΦ άIǳƎƻǊ IŀƭŦǿƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎǳƛǘ ȅƻǳ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦέ 

  άL ƻƴƭȅ ƴŜŜŘ ƘŀƭŦ Ƴȅ ǿƛǘǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ƳŀǘŎƘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ƳƻǾŜŘ ǳǇ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀǾȅ ƘƻǊǎŜ ǘƻ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘ 

ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘΦ άtŜǊƘŀǇǎ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŎŀǊŜ ǘƻ ǿŀƎŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǳǘŎƻƳŜΚέ 

  ¢ƘŜ IŀƭŦƳŀŜǎǘŜǊ ŀǊŎƘŜŘ ŀƴ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿΦ άIƻǿ ƳǳŎƘΚέ 

  άL ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ŎƻƛƴΦ ²ŜΩƭƭ Ǉƭŀȅ ŦƻǊ ǎŜŎǊŜǘǎΦέ 

  άDǊƛŦŦ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ŏǳǘ Ƴȅ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ƻǳǘΦέ 

  ά!ŦǊŀƛŘΣ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƛŦ L ǿŜǊŜ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ Řŀȅ ȅƻǳ ŘŜŦŜŀǘ ƳŜ ŀǘ cyvasse ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ǘǳǊǘƭŜǎ ŎǊŀǿƭ ƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ŀǊǎŜΦέ ¢ƘŜ IŀƭŦƳŀŜǎǘŜǊ 

ƳƻǾŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎǇŜŀǊǎΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǿŀƎŜǊΣ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƳŀƴΦέ 

  Tyrion stretched a hand out for his dragon. 

  It was three hours later when the little man finally crept back up on deck to empty his bladder. 

Duck was helping Yandry wrestle down the sail, while Ysilla took the tiller. The sun hung low above the 

reed-beds along the western bank, as the wind began to gust and rip. I need that skin of wine, the dwarf 

thought. His legs were cramped from squatting on that stool, and he felt so light-headed that he was 

lucky not to fall into the river. 

  ά¸ƻƭƭƻΣέ 5ǳŎƪ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΦ ά²ƘŜǊŜΩǎ IŀƭŘƻƴΚέ 

  άIŜΩǎ ǘŀƪŜƴ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ōŜŘΣ ƛƴ ǎƻƳŜ ŘƛǎŎƻƳŦƻǊǘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘǳǊǘƭŜǎ ŎǊŀǿƭƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊǎŜΦέ IŜ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ 

knight to sort that out and crawled up the ladder to the cabin roof. Off to the east, there was darkness 

gathering behind a rocky island. 



  Septa Lemore ŦƻǳƴŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ ά/ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ŦŜŜƭ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊƳǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊΣ IǳƎƻǊ IƛƭƭΚ 5ŀƎƎŜǊ [ŀƪŜ ƛǎ 

ŀƘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ǳǎΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǇƛǊŀǘŜǎ ǇǊƻǿƭΦ !ƴŘ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƛŜ ǘƘŜ {ƻǊǊƻǿǎΦέ 

  Not mine. I carry mine own sorrows with me, everywhere I go. He thought of Tysha and 

wondered where whores go. ²Ƙȅ ƴƻǘ ±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎΚ tŜǊƘŀǇǎ LΩƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ ! Ƴŀƴ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŎƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘƻǇŜΦ 

He wondered what he would say to her. I am sorry that I let them rape you, love. I thought you were a 

whore. Can you find it in your heart to forgive me? I want to go back to our cottage, to the way it was 

when we were man and wife. 

  The island fell away behind them. Tyrion saw ruins rising along the eastern bank: crooked walls 

and fallen towers, broken domes and rows of rotted wooden pillars, streets choked by mud and 

overgrown with purple moss. Another dead city, ten times as large as Ghoyan Drohe. Turtles lived there 

now, big bonesnappers. The dwarf could see them basking in the sun, brown and black hummocks with 

jagged ridges down the center of their shells. A few saw the Shy Maid and slid down into the water, 

leaving ripples in their wake. This would not be a good place for a swim. 

  Then, through the twisted half-drowned trees and wide wet streets, he glimpsed the silvery 

sheen of sunlight upon water. Another river, he knew at once, rushing toward the Rhoyne. The ruins 

grew taller as the land grew narrower, until the city ended on a point of land where stood the remains 

of a colossal palace of pink and green marble, its collapsed domes and broken spires looming large 

ŀōƻǾŜ ŀ Ǌƻǿ ƻŦ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ŀǊŎƘǿŀȅǎΦ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǎŀǿ ƳƻǊŜ ΩǎƴŀǇǇŜǊǎ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƭƛǇǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ 

ships might once have docked. He knew where he was then. ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ bȅƳŜǊƛŀΩǎ ǇŀƭŀŎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ŀƭƭ 

that remains of Ny Sar, her city. 

  ά¸ƻƭƭƻΣέ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ Yandry as the Shy Maid ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƛƴǘΣ άǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎƛ 

ǊƛǾŜǊǎ ŀǎ ōƛƎ ŀǎ aƻǘƘŜǊ wƘƻȅƴŜΦέ 

  άL ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿΣέ ƘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪΦ άbƻ ǊƛǾŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ {ŜǾŜƴ YƛƴƎŘƻƳǎ ƛǎ ƘŀƭŦ ǎƻ ǿƛŘŜ ŀǎ ǘƘƛǎΦέ ¢ƘŜ 

new river that had joined them was a close twin to the one they had been sailing down, and that one 

alone had almost matched the Mander or the Trident. 

  ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ bȅ {ŀǊΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ aƻǘƘŜǊ ƎŀǘƘŜǊǎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ²ƛƭŘ 5ŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΣ bƻȅƴŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¸ŀƴŘǊȅΣ άōǳǘ ǎƘŜ 

will not reach her widest point until she meets her other daughters. At Dagger Lake the Qhoyne comes 

rushing in, the Darkling Daughter, full of gold and amber from the Axe and pine-cones from the Forest of 

Qohor. South of there the Mother meets Lhorulu, the Smiling Daughter from the Golden Fields. Where 

they join once stood Chroyane, the festival city, where the streets were made of water and the houses 

made of gold. Then south and east again for long leagues, until at last comes creeping in Selhoru, the 

Shy Daughter who hides her course in reeds and writhes. There Mother Rhoyne waxes so wide that a 

man upon a boat in the center of the stream cannot see a shore to either side. You shall see, my little 

ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦέ 

  I shall, the dwarf was thinking, when he spied a rippling ahead not six yards from the boat. He 

was about to point it out to Lemore when it came to the surface with a wash of water that rocked the 

Shy Maid sideways. 



  It was another turtle, a horned turtle of enormous size, its dark green shell mottled with brown 

and overgrown with water moss and crusty black river molluscs. It raised its head and bellowed, a 

deep-ǘƘǊƻŀǘŜŘ ǘƘǊǳƳƳƛƴƎ ǊƻŀǊ ƭƻǳŘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƴȅ ǿŀǊƘƻǊƴ ǘƘŀǘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ƘŀŘ ŜǾŜǊ ƘŜŀǊŘΦ ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ōƭŜǎǎŜŘΣέ 

¸ǎƛƭƭŀ ǿŀǎ ŎǊȅƛƴƎ ƭƻǳŘƭȅΣ ŀǎ ǘŜŀǊǎ ǎǘǊŜŀƳŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜΦ ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ōƭŜǎǎŜŘΣ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ōƭŜǎǎŜŘΦέ 

  Duck was hooting, and Young Griff too. Haldon came out on deck to learn the cause of the 

ŎƻƳƳƻǘƛƻƴ Χ ōǳǘ ǘƻƻ ƭŀǘŜΦ ¢ƘŜ Ǝƛŀƴǘ ǘǳǊǘƭŜ ƘŀŘ ǾŀƴƛǎƘŜŘ ōŜƭƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ƻƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ 

ŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻƛǎŜΚέ ǘƘŜ IŀƭŦƳŀŜǎǘŜǊ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

  ά! ǘǳǊǘƭŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΦ ά! ǘǳǊǘƭŜ ōƛƎƎŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘƛǎ ōƻŀǘΦέ 

  άLǘ ǿŀǎ him,έ ŎǊƛŜŘ ¸ŀƴŘǊȅΦ ά¢ƘŜ hƭŘ aŀƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ wƛǾŜǊΦέ 

  And why not? Tyrion grinned. Gods and wonders always appear, to attend the birth of kings. 

  DAVOS 
 

     The Merry Midwife stole into White Harbor on the evening tide, her patched sail rippling with 

every gust of wind. 

  She was an old cog, and even in her youth no one had ever called her pretty. Her figurehead 

ǎƘƻǿŜŘ ŀ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎ ǿƻƳŀƴ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ŀƴ ƛƴŦŀƴǘ ōȅ ƻƴŜ ŦƻƻǘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ŎƘŜŜƪǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀōŜΩǎ 

bottom were both pocked by wormholes. Uncounted layers of drab brown paint covered her hull; her 

sails were grey and tattered. She was not a ship to draw a second glance, unless it was to wonder how 

she stayed afloat. The Merry Midwife was known in White Harbor too. For years she had plied a humble 

trade between there and Sisterton. 

  Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ŀǊǊƛǾŀƭ ǘƘŀǘ 5ŀǾƻǎ {ŜŀǿƻǊǘƘ ƘŀŘ ŀƴǘƛŎƛǇŀǘŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜΩŘ ǎŜǘ ǎŀƛƭ ǿƛǘƘ {ŀƭƭŀ 

and his fleet. All this had seemed simpler then. The ravens had not brought King Stannis the allegiance 

of White Harbor, so His Grace would send an envoy to treat with Lord Manderly in person. As a show of 

ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘΣ 5ŀǾƻǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŀǊǊƛǾŜ ŀōƻŀǊŘ {ŀƭƭŀΩǎ ƎŀƭƭŜŀǎ Valyrian, with the rest of the Lysene fleet behind her. 

Every hull was striped: black and yellow, pink and blue, green and white, purple and gold. The Lyseni 

loved bright hues, and Salladhor Saan was the most colorful of all. Salladhor the Splendid, Davos 

thought, but the storms wrote an end to all of that. 

  Instead he would smuggle himself into the city, as he might have done twenty years before. 

Until he knew how matters stood here, it was more prudent to play the common sailor, not the lord. 

  ²ƘƛǘŜ IŀǊōƻǊΩǎ ǿŀƭƭǎ ƻŦ ǿƘƛǘŜǿŀǎƘŜŘ ǎǘƻƴŜ ǊƻǎŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜƳΣ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǎǘŜǊƴ ǎƘƻǊŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ 

White KnƛŦŜ ǇƭǳƴƎŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǘƘΦ {ƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΩǎ ŘŜŦŜƴǎŜǎ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘŜƴŜŘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ 

time Davos had been here, half a dozen years before. The jetty that divided the inner and outer harbors 

had been fortified with a long stone wall, thirty feet tall and almost a mile long, with towers every 



hundred yards. There was smoke rising from Seal Rock as well, where once there had been only ruins. 

That could be good or bad, depending on what side Lord Wyman chooses. 

  Davos had always been fond of this city, ǎƛƴŎŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƘŜΩŘ ŎƻƳŜ ƘŜǊŜ ŀǎ ŀ Ŏŀōƛƴ ōƻȅ ƻƴ Cobblecat. 

¢ƘƻǳƎƘ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŎƻƳǇŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ hƭŘǘƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ YƛƴƎΩǎ [ŀƴŘƛƴƎΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŎƭŜŀƴ ŀƴŘ ǿŜƭƭ-ordered, with wide 

straight cobbled streets that made it easy for a man to find his way. The houses were built of 

whitewashed stone, with steeply pitched roofs of dark grey slate. Roro Uhoris, the CobblecatΩǎ ŎǊŀƴƪȅ 

old master, used to claim that he could tell one port from another just by the way they smelled. Cities 

were like women, he insisted; each one had its own unique scent. Oldtown was as flowery as a 

ǇŜǊŦǳƳŜŘ ŘƻǿŀƎŜǊΦ [ŀƴƴƛǎǇƻǊǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƳƛƭƪƳŀƛŘΣ ŦǊŜǎƘ ŀƴŘ ŜŀǊǘƘȅΣ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƻƻŘǎƳƻƪŜ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƛǊΦ YƛƴƎΩǎ 

[ŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǊŜŜƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǳƴǿŀǎƘŜŘ ǿƘƻǊŜΦ .ǳǘ ²ƘƛǘŜ IŀǊōƻǊΩǎ ǎŎŜƴǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƘŀǊǇ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƭǘȅΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ 

ŦƛǎƘȅ ǘƻƻΦ ά{ƘŜ ǎƳŜƭƭǎ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ŀ ƳŜǊƳŀƛŘ ƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǎƳŜƭƭΣέ wƻǊƻ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά{ƘŜ ǎƳŜƭƭǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀΦέ 

  She still does, thought Davos, but he could smell the peat smoke drifting off Seal Rock too. The 

sea stone dominated the approaches to the outer harbor, a massive grey-green upthrust looming fifty 

feet above the waters. Its top was crowned with a circle of weathered stones, a ringfort of the First Men 

that had stood desolate and abandoned for hundreds of years. It was not abandoned now. Davos could 

see scorpions and spitfires behind the standing stones, and crossbowmen peering between them. It 

must be cold up there, and wet. On all his previous visits, seals could be seen basking on the broken 

rocks below. The Blind Bastard always made him count them whenever the Cobblecat set sail from 

White Harbor; the more seals there were, Roro said, the more luck they would have on their voyage. 

There were no seals now. The smoke and the soldiers had frightened them away. A wiser man would see 

a caution in that. If I had a thimble full of sense, I would have gone with Salla. He could have made his 

way back south, to Marya and their sons. L ƘŀǾŜ ƭƻǎǘ ŦƻǳǊ ǎƻƴǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜΣ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ŦƛŦǘƘ ǎŜǊǾŜǎ ŀǎ 

his squire. I should have the right to cherish the two boys who still remain. It has been too long since I 

saw them. 

  At Eastwatch, the black brothers told him there was no love between the Manderlys of White 

Harbor and the Boltons of the Dreadfort. The Iron Throne had raised Roose Bolton up to Warden of the 

North, so it stood to reason that Wyman Manderly should declare for Stannis. White Harbor cannot 

stand alone. The city needs an ally, a protector. Lord Wyman needs King Stannis as much as Stannis 

needs him. Or so it seemed at Eastwatch. 

  Sisterton had undermined those hopes. If Lord Borrell told it true, if the Manderlys meant to join 

ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ .ƻƭǘƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ CǊŜȅǎ Χ ƴƻΣ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ŘǿŜƭƭ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘΦ IŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘ 

soon enough. He prayed he had not come too late. 

  That jetty wall conceals the inner harbor, he realized, as the Merry Midwife was pulling down 

her sail. The outer harbor was larger, but the inner harbor offered better anchorage, sheltered by the 

Ŏƛǘȅ ǿŀƭƭ ƻƴ ƻƴŜ ǎƛŘŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƻƳƛƴƎ Ƴŀǎǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ²ƻƭŦΩǎ 5Ŝƴ ƻƴ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǿ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƧŜǘǘȅ ǿŀƭƭ ŀǎ 

well. At Eastwatch-by-the-Sea, Cotter Pyke told Davos that Lord Wyman was building war galleys. There 

could have been a score of ships concealed behind those walls, waiting only a command to put to sea. 



  .ŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΩǎ ǘƘƛŎƪ ǿƘƛǘŜ ǿŀƭƭǎΣ ǘƘŜ bŜǿ /ŀǎǘƭŜ ǊƻǎŜ ǇǊƻǳŘ ŀƴŘ ǇŀƭŜ ǳǇon its hill. Davos could 

see the domed roof of the Sept of the Snows as well, surmounted by tall statues of the Seven. The 

Manderlys had brought the Faith north with them when they were driven from the Reach. White Harbor 

had its godswood too, a brooding tangle of root and branch and stone locked away behind the 

ŎǊǳƳōƭƛƴƎ ōƭŀŎƪ ǿŀƭƭǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ²ƻƭŦΩǎ 5ŜƴΣ ŀƴ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ ŦƻǊǘǊŜǎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŜǊǾŜŘ ƻƴƭȅ ŀǎ ŀ ǇǊƛǎƻƴ ƴƻǿΦ .ǳǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ 

most part the septons ruled here. 

  The merman of House Manderly was everywhere in evidence, flying from the towers of the New 

Castle, above the Seal Gate, and along the city walls. At Eastwatch, the northmen insisted that White 

Harbor would never abandon its allegiance to Winterfell, but Davos saw no sign of the direwolf of Stark. 

There are no lions either. Lord Wyman cannot have declared for Tommen yet, or he would have raised 

his standard. 

  The dockside wharves were swarming. A clutter of small boats were tied up along the fish 

market, off-loading their catches. He saw three river runners too, long lean boats built tough to brave 

the swift currents and rocky shoots of the White Knife. It was the seagoing vessels that interested him 

most, however; a pair of carracks as drab and tattered as the Merry Midwife, the trading galley Storm 

Dancer, the cogs Brave Magister and Horn of Plenty, a galleas from Braavos marked by her purple hull 

and sails Χ 

  Χ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ōŜȅƻƴŘΣ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊǎƘƛǇΦ 

  The sight of her sent a knife through his hopes. Her hull was black and gold, her figurehead a 

lion with an upraised paw. Lionstar, read the letters on her stern, beneath a fluttering banner that bore 

the arms of the boy king on the Iron Throne. A year ago, he would not have been able to read them, but 

Maester Pylos had taught him some of the letters back on Drag-onstone. For once, the reading gave him 

little pleasure. Davos had been praying that the galley had been lost in the same storms that had 

ǊŀǾŀƎŜŘ {ŀƭƭŀΩǎ ŦƭŜŜǘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŘǎ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ ōŜŜƴ ǎƻ ƪƛƴŘΦ ¢ƘŜ CǊŜȅǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƘŜǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŦŀŎŜ 

them. 

  The Merry Midwife tied up to the end of a weathered wooden pier in the outer harbor, well 

away from Lionstar. As her crew made her fast to the pilings and lowered a gangplank, her captain 

sauntered up to Davos. Casso Mogat was a mongrel of the narrow sea, fathered on a Sisterton whore by 

an Ibbenese whaler. Only five feet tall and very hirsute, he dyed his hair and whiskers a mossy green. It 

made him look like a tree stump in yellow boots. Despite his appearance, he seemed a good sailor, 

ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ŀ ƘŀǊŘ ƳŀǎǘŜǊ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŎǊŜǿΦ άIƻǿ ƭƻƴƎ ǿƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ōŜ ƎƻƴŜΚέ 

  ά! Řŀȅ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘΦ Lǘ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ƭƻƴƎŜǊΦέ Davos had found that lords liked to keep you waiting. They did 

it to make you anxious, he suspected, and to demonstrate their power. 

  ά¢ƘŜ Midwife ǿƛƭƭ ƭƛƴƎŜǊ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ŘŀȅǎΦ bƻ ƭƻƴƎŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ ƭƻƻƪ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ {ƛǎǘŜǊǘƻƴΦέ 

  άLŦ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ Ǝƻ ǿŜƭƭΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ōŀŎƪ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊǊƻǿΦέ 

  ά!ƴŘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ Ǝƻ ōŀŘƭȅΚέ 



  I may not be back at all. ά¸ƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ƴƻǘ ǿŀƛǘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦέ 

  A pair of customs men were clambering aboard as he went down the gangplank, but neither 

gave him so much as a glance. They were there to see the captain and inspect the hold; common 

seamen did not concern them, and few men looked as common as Davos. He was of middling height, his 

ǎƘǊŜǿŘ ǇŜŀǎŀƴǘΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǿŜŀǘƘŜǊŜŘ ōȅ ǿƛƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǳƴΣ Ƙƛǎ ƎǊƛȊȊƭŜŘ ōŜŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ ōǊƻǿƴ ƘŀƛǊ ǿŜƭƭ ǎŀƭǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ 

grey. His garb was plain as well: old boots, brown breeches and blue tunic, a woolen mantle of undyed 

wool, fastened with a wooden clasp. He wore a pair of salt-stained leather gloves to hide the stubby 

fingers of the hand that Stannis had shortened, so many years ago. Davos hardly looked a lord, much 

ƭŜǎǎ ŀ YƛƴƎΩǎ IŀƴŘΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎƻƻŘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ Ƙƻǿ ƳŀǘǘŜǊǎ ǎǘƻƻŘ ƘŜǊŜΦ 

  He made his way along the wharf and through the fish market. The Brave Magister was taking 

on some mead. The casks stood four high along the pier. Behind one stack he glimpsed three sailors 

ǘƘǊƻǿƛƴƎ ŘƛŎŜΦ CŀǊǘƘŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǎƘǿƛǾŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŎǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅΩǎ ŎŀǘŎƘΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ ōƻȅ ǿŀǎ ōŜŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƛƳŜ ƻƴ ŀ 

drum as a shabby old bear danced in a circle for a ring of river runners. Two spearmen had been posted 

at the Seal Gate, with the badge of House Manderly upon their breasts, but they were too intent on 

flirting with a dockside whore to pay Davos any mind. The gate was open, the portcullis raised. He joined 

the traffic passing through. 

  Inside was a cobbled square with a fountain at its center. A stone merman rose from its waters, 

twenty feet tall from tail to crown. His curly beard was green and white with lichen, and one of the 

prongs of his trident had broken off before Davos had been born, yet somehow he still managed to 

impress. Old Fishfoot was what the locals called him. The square was named for some dead lord, but no 

one ever called it anything but Fishfoot Yard. 

  The Yard was teeming this afternoon. A woman was washing her small-clothes in FishfƻƻǘΩǎ 

Ŧƻǳƴǘŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ƻŦŦ Ƙƛǎ ǘǊƛŘŜƴǘ ǘƻ ŘǊȅΦ .ŜƴŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŀǊŎƘŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇŜŘŘƭŜǊΩǎ ŎƻƭƻƴƴŀŘŜ ǘƘŜ 

scribes and money changers had set up for business, along with a hedge wizard, an herb woman, and a 

very bad juggler. A man was selling apples from a barrow, and a woman was offering herring with 

chopped onions. Chickens and children were everywhere underfoot. The huge oak-and-iron doors of the 

Old Mint had always been closed when Davos had been in Fishfoot Yard before, but today they stood 

open. Inside he glimpsed hundreds of women, children, and old men, huddled on the floor on piles of 

furs. Some had little cookfires going. 

  5ŀǾƻǎ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭƻƴƴŀŘŜ ŀƴŘ ǘǊŀŘŜŘ ŀ ƘŀƭŦǇŜƴƴȅ ŦƻǊ ŀƴ ŀǇǇƭŜΦ ά!ǊŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ƛƴ 

ǘƘŜ hƭŘ aƛƴǘΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŀǇǇƭe seller. 

  ά¢ƘŜƳ ŀǎ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜΦ {ƳŀƭƭŦƻƭƪ ŦǊƻƳ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ²ƘƛǘŜ YƴƛŦŜΣ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻΩ ǘƘŜƳΦ 

IƻǊƴǿƻƻŘΩǎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǘƻƻΦ ²ƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ .ŀǎǘŀǊŘ ƻΩ .ƻƭǘƻƴ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ƭƻƻǎŜΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŀƭƭ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭǎΦ L 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻǊŘǎƘƛǇ ƳŜŀƴǎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ ƻΩ ǘƘŜƳΦ aƻǎǘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜΩƴ ǘƘŜ ǊŀƎǎ ƻƴ 

ǘƘŜƛǊ ōŀŎƪǎΦέ 



  Davos felt a pang of guilt. They came here for refuge, to a city untouched by the fighting, and 

here I turn up to drag them back into the war. He took a bite of the apple and felt guilty about that as 

ǿŜƭƭΦ άIƻǿ Řƻ ǘƘŜȅ ŜŀǘΚέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ŀǇǇƭŜ ǎŜƭƭŜǊ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ ά{ƻƳŜ ōŜƎΦ {ƻƳŜ ǎǘŜŀƭΦ [ƻǘǎ ƻΩ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƎƛǊƭǎ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀŘŜΣ ǘƘŜ 

ǿŀȅ ƎƛǊƭǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ Řƻ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜȅ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ǎŜƭƭΦ !ƴȅ ōƻȅ ǎǘŀƴŘǎ ŦƛǾŜ ŦŜŜǘ ǘŀƭƭ Ŏŀƴ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ 

ƭƻǊŘǎƘƛǇΩǎ ōŀǊǊŀŎƪǎΣ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ƘƻƭŘ ŀ ǎǇŜŀǊΦέ 

  IŜΩǎ ǊŀƛǎƛƴƎ ƳŜƴΣ ǘƘŜƴΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ƎƻƻŘ Χ ƻǊ ōŀŘΣ ŘŜǇŜƴŘƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜ ŀǇǇƭŜ ǿŀǎ ŘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ƳŜŀƭȅΣ 

ōǳǘ 5ŀǾƻǎ ƳŀŘŜ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǘŀƪŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ōƛǘŜΦ ά5ƻŜǎ [ƻǊŘ ²ȅƳŀƴ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ Ƨƻƛƴ ǘƘŜ .ŀǎǘŀǊŘΚέ 

  ά²ŜƭƭΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ŀǇǇƭŜ ǎŜƭƭŜǊΣ άǘƘŜ ƴŜȄt time his lordship comes down here hunkering for an 

ŀǇǇƭŜΣ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ǎǳǊŜ ŀƴŘ ŀǎƪ ƘƛƳΦέ 

  άL ƘŜŀǊŘ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǘƻ ǿŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ CǊŜȅΦέ 

  άIƛǎ ƎǊŀƴŘŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΦ L ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻƻΣ ōǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻǊŘǎƘƛǇ ŦƻǊƎƻǘ ǘΩ ƛƴǾƛǘŜ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿŜŘŘƛƴƎΦ IŜǊŜΣ 

you going to finish thaǘΚ LΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ōŀŎƪΦ ¢ƘŜƳ ǎŜŜŘǎ ƛǎ ƎƻƻŘΦέ 

  Davos tossed him back the core. A bad apple, but it was worth half a penny to learn that 

Manderly is raising men. He made his way around Old Fishfoot, past where a young girl was selling cups 

of fresh milk from her nanny goat. He was remembering more of the city now that he was here. Down 

Ǉŀǎǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ hƭŘ CƛǎƘŦƻƻǘΩǎ ǘǊƛŘŜƴǘ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ǿŀǎ ŀƴ ŀƭƭŜȅ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǎƻƭŘ ŦǊƛŜŘ ŎƻŘΣ ŎǊƛǎǇ ŀƴŘ ƎƻƭŘŜƴ ōǊƻǿƴ 

outside and flaky white within. Over there was a brothel, cleaner than most, where a sailor could enjoy a 

woman without fear of being robbed or killed. Off the other way, in one of those houses that clung to 

ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ²ƻƭŦΩǎ 5Ŝƴ ƭƛƪŜ ōŀǊƴŀŎƭŜǎ ǘƻ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ ƘǳƭƭΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ōǊŜǿƘƻǳǎŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƳŀŘŜ 

a black beer so thick and tasty that a cask of it could fetch as much as Arbor gold in Braavos and the Port 

of Ibben, provided the locals left the brewer any to sell. 

  It was wine he wanted, thoughτsour, dark, and dismal. He strolled across the yard and down a 

flight of steps, to a winesink called the Lazy Eel, underneath a warehouse full of sheepskins. Back in his 

smuggling days, the Eel had been renowned for offering the oldest whores and vilest wine in White 

Harbor, along with meat pies full of lard and gristle that were inedible on their best days and poisonous 

on their worst. With fare like that, most locals shunned the place, leaving it for sailors who did not know 

any better. You never saw a city guardsman down in the Lazy Eel, or a customs officer. 

  Some things never change. Inside the Eel, time stood still. The barrel-vaulted ceiling was stained 

black with soot, the floor was hard-packed earth, the air smelled of smoke and spoiled meat and stale 

vomit. The fat tallow candles on the tables gave off more smoke than light, and the wine that Davos 

ordered looked more brown than red in the gloom. Four whores were seated near the door, drinking. 

One gave him a hopeful smile as he entered. When Davos shook his head, the woman said something 

that made her companions laugh. After that none of them paid him any mind. 



  Aside from the whores and the proprietor, Davos had the Eel to himself. The cellar was large, 

full of nooks and shadowed alcoves where a man could be alone. He took his wine to one of them and 

sat with his back to a wall to wait. 

  Before long, he found himself staring at the hearth. The red woman could see the future in the 

fire, but all that Davos Seaworth ever saw were the shadows of the past: the burning ships, the fiery 

chain, the green shadows flashing across the belly of the clouds, the Red Keep brooding over all. Davos 

was a simple man, raised up by chance and war and Stannis. He did not understand why the gods would 

take four lads as young and strong as his sons, yet spare their weary father. Some nights he thought he 

ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƻ ǊŜǎŎǳŜ 9ŘǊƛŎ {ǘƻǊƳ Χ ōǳǘ ōȅ ƴƻǿ YƛƴƎ wƻōŜǊǘΩǎ ōŀǎǘŀǊŘ ōƻȅ ǿŀǎ ǎŀŦŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ {ǘŜǇǎǘƻƴŜǎΣ 

yet Davos still remained. Do the gods have some other task for me? he wondered. If so, White Harbor 

may be some part of it. He tried the wine, then poured half his cup onto the floor beside his foot. 

  As dusk fell outside, the benches at the Eel began to fill with sailors. Davos called to the 

ǇǊƻǇǊƛŜǘƻǊ ŦƻǊ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŎǳǇΦ ²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘΣ ƘŜ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƘƛƳ ŀ ŎŀƴŘƭŜ ǘƻƻΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ŦƻƻŘΚέ the man 

ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά²Ŝ Ǝƻǘ ƳŜŀǘ ǇƛŜǎΦέ 

  ά²Ƙŀǘ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ƳŜŀǘ ƛǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƳΚέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ǳǎǳŀƭ ƪƛƴŘΦ LǘΩǎ ƎƻƻŘΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ǿƘƻǊŜǎ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ άLǘΩǎ ƎǊŜȅΣ ƘŜ ƳŜŀƴǎΣέ ƻƴŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά{Ƙǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ȅŀǇΦ ¸ƻǳ Ŝŀǘ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

  άL Ŝŀǘ ŀƭƭ ƪƛƴŘǎ ƻΩ ǎƘƛǘΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ L ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΦέ 

  Davos blew the candle out as soon as the proprietor moved off, and sat back in the shadows. 

Seamen were the worst gossips in the world when the wine was flowing, even wine as cheap as this. All 

he need do was listen. 

  aƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƘŜΩŘ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ƛƴ {ƛǎǘŜǊǘƻn, from Lord Godric or the denizens of the Belly 

of the Whale. Tywin Lannister was dead, butchered by his dwarf son; his corpse had stunk so badly that 

no one had been able to enter the Great Sept of Baelor for days afterward; the Lady of the Eyrie had 

been murdered by a singer; Littlefinger ruled the Vale now, but Bronze Yohn Royce had sworn to bring 

him down; Balon Greyjoy had died as well, and his brothers were fighting for the Seastone Chair; Sandor 

Clegane had turned outlaw and was plundering and killing in the lands along the Trident; Myr and Lys 

and Tyrosh were embroiled in another war; a slave revolt was raging in the east. 

  Other tidings were of greater interest. Robett Glover was in the city and had been trying to raise 

men, with little success. Lord Manderly had turned a deaf ear to his pleas. White Harbor was weary of 

war, he was reported to have said. That was bad. The Ryswells and the Dustins had surprised the 

ironmen on the Fever River and put their longships to the torch. That was worse. And now the Bastard 

ƻŦ .ƻƭǘƻƴ ǿŀǎ ǊƛŘƛƴƎ ǎƻǳǘƘ ǿƛǘƘ IƻǘƘŜǊ ¦ƳōŜǊ ǘƻ Ƨƻƛƴ ǘƘŜƳ ŦƻǊ ŀƴ ŀǘǘŀŎƪ ƻƴ aƻŀǘ /ŀƛƭƛƴΦ ά¢ƘŜ 

²ƘƻǊŜǎōŀƴŜ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ǎŜƭŦΣέ ŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ ŀ ǊƛǾŜǊƳŀƴ ǿƘƻΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ŀ load of hides and timber down the 

²ƘƛǘŜ YƴƛŦŜΣ άǿƛǘƘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ǎǇŜŀǊ-men and a hundred archers. Some Hornwood men have joined 

ǘƘŜƳΣ ŀƴŘ /ŜǊǿȅƴǎ ǘƻƻΦέ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǿƻǊǎǘ ƻŦ ŀƭƭΦ 



  ά[ƻǊŘ ²ȅƳŀƴ ōŜǎǘ ǎŜƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƳŜƴ ǘƻ ŦƛƎƘǘ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƻŘ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΣέ ǎŀid the old fellow 

ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜΦ ά[ƻǊŘ wƻƻǎŜΣ ƘŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ²ŀǊŘŜƴ ƴƻǿΦ ²ƘƛǘŜ IŀǊōƻǊΩǎ ƘƻƴƻǊ ōƻǳƴŘ ǘƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ Ƙƛǎ 

ǎǳƳƳƻƴǎΦέ 

  ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ŀƴȅ .ƻƭǘƻƴ ŜǾŜǊ ƪƴƻǿ ƻΩ ƘƻƴƻǊΚέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ 9ŜƭΩǎ ǇǊƻǇǊƛŜǘƻǊ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎǳǇǎ ǿƛǘƘ 

more brown wine. 

  ά[ƻǊŘ ²ȅƳŀƴ ǿƻƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ƴƻ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ IŜΩǎ ǘƻƻ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ŦŀǘΦέ 

  άL ƘŜŀǊŘ Ƙƻǿ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƛƭƛƴƎΦ !ƭƭ ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎ ƛǎ ǎƭŜŜǇ ŀƴŘ ǿŜŜǇΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀȅΦ IŜΩǎ ǘƻƻ ǎƛŎƪ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƻΩ Ƙƛǎ 

ōŜŘ Ƴƻǎǘ ŘŀȅǎΦέ 

  ά¢ƻƻ fat, ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴΦέ 

  άCŀǘ ƻǊ ǘƘƛƴΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ƴŀǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ 9ŜƭΩǎ ǇǊƻǇǊƛŜǘƻǊΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƭƛƻƴǎ Ǝƻǘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻƴΦέ 

  No one spoke of King Stannis. No one even seemed to know that His Grace had come north to 

help defend the Wall. Wildlings and wights and giants had been all the talk at Eastwatch, but here no 

one seemed to be giving them so much as a thought. 

  5ŀǾƻǎ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊŜƭƛƎƘǘΦ άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ CǊŜȅǎ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻƴΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƛƴ 

{ƛǎǘŜǊǘƻƴΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜȅ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ {ŜǊ ²ŜƴŘŜƭΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻǇǊƛŜǘƻǊΦ άIƛǎ ōƻƴŜǎ ŀǊŜ ǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ {ƴƻǿȅ {ŜǇǘ ǿƛǘƘ 

candles all around them, if you want to ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƭƻƻƪΦ {ŜǊ ²ȅƭƛǎΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ ƘŜΩǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀ ŎŀǇǘƛǾŜΦέ 

  Worse and worse. IŜ ƘŀŘ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƘŀǘ [ƻǊŘ ²ȅƳŀƴ ƘŀŘ ǘǿƻ ǎƻƴǎΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜΩŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŀǘ ōƻǘƘ ƻŦ 

them were dead. LŦ ǘƘŜ LǊƻƴ ¢ƘǊƻƴŜ Ƙŀǎ ŀ ƘƻǎǘŀƎŜ Χ Davos had fathered seven sons himself, and lost 

four on the Blackwater. He knew he would do whatever gods or men required of him to protect the 

other three. Steffon and Stannis were thousands of leagues from the fighting and safe from harm, but 

Devan was at Castle Black, a squire to the king. The king whose cause may rise or fall with White Harbor. 

  Iƛǎ ŦŜƭƭƻǿ ŘǊƛƴƪŜǊǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ŘǊŀƎƻƴǎ ƴƻǿΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ƳŀŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴ ƻŀǊǎƳŀƴ ƻŦŦ 

Storm Dancer. ά¢ƘŜ .ŜƎƎŀǊ YƛƴƎΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŘŜŀŘ ŦƻǊ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ {ƻƳŜ 5ƻǘƘǊŀƪƛ ƘƻǊǎŜƭƻǊŘ Ŏǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ƻŦŦΦέ 

  ά{ƻ ǘƘŜȅ ǘŜƭƭ ǳǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ŦŜƭƭƻǿΦ άaƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƭȅƛƴƎΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦ IŜ ŘƛŜŘ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ ǿƻǊƭŘ ŀǿŀȅΣ 

ƛŦ ƘŜ ŘƛŜŘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ ²ƘƻΩǎ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΚ LŦ ŀ ƪƛƴƎ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ƳŜ ŘŜŀŘΣ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ LΩŘ ƻōƭƛƎŜ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ǇǊŜǘŜƴŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ 

ŎƻǊǇǎŜΦ bƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǳǎ Ƙŀǎ ŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ōƻŘȅΦέ 

  άL ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŀǿ WƻŦŦǊŜȅΩǎ ŎƻǊǇǎŜΣ ƴƻǊ wƻōŜǊǘΩǎΣέ ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ 9ŜƭΩǎ ǇǊƻǇǊƛŜǘƻǊΦ άaŀȅōŜ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŀƭƭ 

ŀƭƛǾŜ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ aŀȅōŜ .ŀŜƭƻǊ ǘƘŜ .ƭŜǎǎŜŘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜŜƴ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƴŀǇ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜǎŜ ȅŜŀǊǎΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ƻƭŘ ŦŜƭƭƻǿ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ŦŀŎŜΦ άtǊƛƴŎŜ ±ƛǎŜǊȅǎ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ŘǊŀƎƻƴΣ ǿŜǊŜ ƘŜΚ !ǊŜ ǿŜ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ 

kƛƭƭŜŘ tǊƛƴŎŜ wƘŀŜƎŀǊΩǎ ǎƻƴΚ ! ōŀōŜΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎΦέ 

  ά²ŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ǘƻƻΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀ ǿƘƻǊŜΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻΩŘ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŀǘ 

was grey. 



  ά¢ǿƻΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ŦŜƭƭƻǿΦ άhƴŜ ǿŀǎ wƘŀŜƎŀǊΩǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΣ ǘΩƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΦέ 

  ά5ŀŜƴŀΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊƳŀƴΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΦ 5ŀŜƴŀ ƻŦ 5ǊŀƎƻƴ-ǎǘƻƴŜΦ hǊ ǿŀǎ ƛǘ 5ŀŜǊŀΚέ 

  ά5ŀŜƴŀ ǿŀǎ ƻƭŘ YƛƴƎ .ŀŜƭƻǊΩǎ ǿƛŦŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƻŀǊǎƳŀƴΦ άL ǊƻǿŜŘ ƻƴ ŀ ǎƘƛǇ ƴŀƳŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ƻƴŎŜΦ 

The Princess Daena.έ 

  άLŦ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ǿƛŦŜΣ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜ ŀ ǉǳŜŜƴΦέ 

  ά.ŀŜƭƻǊ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǉǳŜŜƴΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ƘƻƭȅΦέ 

  ά5ƻƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ƘŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǿŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻǊŜΦ άIŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŘŘŜŘ ƘŜǊΣ ƛǎ ŀƭƭΦ ²ƘŜƴ 

ǘƘŜȅ ƳŀŘŜ ƘƛƳ ƪƛƴƎΣ ƘŜ ƭƻŎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǳǇ ƛƴ ŀ ǘƻǿŜǊΦ Iƛǎ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛǎǘŜǊǎ ǘƻƻΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘǊŜŜΦέ 

  ά5ŀŜƴŜƭŀΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻǇǊƛŜǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘ ƭƻǳŘƭȅΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŜǊ ƴŀƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜ aŀŘ YƛƴƎΩǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΣ L ƳŜŀƴΣ 

ƴƻǘ .ŀŜƭƻǊΩǎ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ǿƛŦŜΦέ 

  άDaenerys,έ 5ŀǾƻǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά{ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƴŀƳŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ ǿƘƻ ǿŜŘ ǘƘŜ tǊƛƴŎŜ ƻŦ 5ƻǊƴŜ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ 

ǘƘŜ ǊŜƛƎƴ ƻŦ 5ŀŜǊƻƴ ǘƘŜ {ŜŎƻƴŘΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ƻŦ ƘŜǊΦέ 

  άL ŘƻΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻΩd started all the talk of dragons, a Braavosi oarsman in a somber 

ǿƻƻƭŜƴ ƧŀŎƪΦ ά²ƘŜƴ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ tŜƴǘƻǎ ǿŜ ƳƻƻǊŜŘ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ŀ ǘǊŀŘŜǊ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ Sloe-Eyed Maid, and 

L Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ŘǊƛƴƪƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴΩǎ ǎǘŜǿŀǊŘΦ IŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ŀ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǘŀƭŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƭƛǇ ƻŦ ŀ girl who come 

aboard in Qarth, to try and book passage back to Westeros for her and three dragons. Silver hair she 

ƘŀŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǇǳǊǇƭŜ ŜȅŜǎΦ ΨL ǘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ǎŜƭŦΣΩ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǘŜǿŀǊŘ ǎǿƻǊŜ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ Ψōǳǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ƴƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƳƻǊŜ ǇǊƻŦƛǘ ƛƴ ŎƭƻǾŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŀŦŦǊƻƴΣ ƘŜ ǘŜƭƭǎ ƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǎǇƛŎŜǎ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǎŜǘ ŦƛǊŜ ǘƻ 

ȅƻǳǊ ǎŀƛƭǎΦΩ έ 

  Laughter swept the cellar. Davos did not join in. He knew what had befallen the Sloe-Eyed Maid. 

The gods were cruel to let a man sail across half the world, then send him chasing a false light when he 

was almost home. That captain was a bolder man than me, he thought, as he made his way to the door. 

hƴŜ ǾƻȅŀƎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǎǘΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƭƛǾŜ ŀǎ ǊƛŎƘ ŀǎ ŀ ƭƻǊŘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀȅǎΦ ²ƘŜƴ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ 

younger, Davos had dreamed of making such voyages himself, but the years went dancing by like moths 

around a flame, and somehow the time had never been quite right. One day, he told himself. One day 

when the war is done and King Stannis sits the Iron Throne and has no more nŜŜŘ ƻŦ ƻƴƛƻƴ ƪƴƛƎƘǘǎΦ LΩƭƭ 

ǘŀƪŜ 5ŜǾŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦ {ǘŜŦŦ ŀƴŘ {ǘŀƴƴȅ ǘƻƻ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƻƭŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦ ²ŜΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŘǊŀƎƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ 

wonders of the world. 

  Outside the wind was gusting, making the flames shiver in the oil lamps that lit the yard. It had 

grown colder since the sun went down, but Davos remembered Eastwatch, and how the wind would 

ŎƻƳŜ ǎŎǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭ ŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ƪƴƛŦƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊƳŜǎǘ Ŏƭƻŀƪ ǘƻ ŦǊŜŜȊŜ ŀ ƳŀƴΩǎ ōƭƻƻŘ 

right in his veins. White Harbor was a warm bath by comparison. 

  There were other places he might get his ears filled: an inn famous for its lamprey pies, the 

ŀƭŜƘƻǳǎŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻƭ ŦŀŎǘƻǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǎǘƻƳǎ ƳŜƴ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŘǊƛƴƪƛƴƎΣ ŀ ƳǳƳƳŜǊΩǎ Ƙŀƭƭ ǿƘŜǊŜ 



bawdy entertainments could be had for a few pennies. But Davos felt that he had heard enough. LΩǾŜ 

come too late. hƭŘ ƛƴǎǘƛƴŎǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƘƛƳ ǊŜŀŎƘ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŜǎǘΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƻƴŎŜ ƘŜΩŘ ƪŜǇǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊōƻƴŜǎ ƛƴ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ 

sack on a leather thong. There was nothing there. He had lost his luck in the fires of the Blackwater, 

ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜΩŘ ƭƻǎǘ Ƙƛǎ ship and sons. 

  What must I do now? He pulled his mantle tighter. Do I climb the hill and present myself at the 

gates of the New Castle, to make a futile plea? Return to Sisterton? Make my way back to Marya and my 

boys? Buy a horse and ride the kingsroad, to tell Stannis that he has no friends in White Harbor, and no 

hope? 

  Queen Selyse had feasted Salla and his captains, the night before the fleet had set sail. Cotter 

tȅƪŜ ƘŀŘ ƧƻƛƴŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǳǊ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƘƛƎƘ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩs Watch. Princess Shireen had been 

allowed to attend as well. As the salmon was being served, Ser Axell Florent had entertained the table 

with the tale of a Targaryen princeling who kept an ape as a pet. This prince liked to dress the creature 

in his dead ǎƻƴΩǎ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǇǊŜǘŜƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΣ {ŜǊ !ȄŜƭƭ ŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƛƳŜ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ 

propose marriages for him. The lords so honored always declined politely, but of course they did 

ŘŜŎƭƛƴŜΦ ά9ǾŜƴ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ƛƴ ǎƛƭƪ ŀƴŘ ǾŜƭǾŜǘΣ ŀƴ ŀǇŜ ǊŜƳŀƛƴǎ ŀƴ ŀǇŜΣέ {ŜǊ !ȄŜƭƭ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά! ǿƛǎŜǊ ǇǊƛƴŎŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ 

ƘŀǾŜ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ǎŜƴŘ ŀƴ ŀǇŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ŀ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǿƻǊƪΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ ƳŜƴ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ 

grinned at Davos. I am no ape, ƘŜΩŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ I am as much a lord as you, and a better man. But the 

memory still stung. 

  The Seal Gate had been closed for the night. Davos would not be able to return to the Merry 

Midwife till dawn. He was here for the night. He gazed up at Old Fishfoot with his broken trident. I have 

come through rain and wrack and storm. I will not go back without doing what I came for, no matter 

how hopeless it may seem. He might have lost his fingers and his luck, but he was no ape in velvet. He 

ǿŀǎ ŀ YƛƴƎΩǎ IŀƴŘΦ 

  /ŀǎǘƭŜ {ǘŀƛǊ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎǘǊŜŜǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǘŜǇǎΣ ŀ ōǊƻŀŘ ǿƘƛǘŜ ǎǘƻƴŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƭŜŘ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ²ƻƭŦΩǎ 5en by 

the water to the New Castle on its hill. Marble mermaids lit the way as Davos climbed, bowls of burning 

whale oil cradled in their arms. When he reached the top, he turned to look behind him. From here he 

could see down into the harbors. Both of them. Behind the jetty wall, the inner harbor was crowded 

with war galleys. Davos counted twenty-three. Lord Wyman was a fat man, but not an idle one, it 

seemed. 

  The gates of the New Castle had been closed, but a postern opened when he shouted, and a 

guard emerged to ask his business. Davos showed him the black and gold ribbon that bore the royal 

ǎŜŀƭǎΦ άL ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ [ƻǊŘ aŀƴŘŜǊƭȅ ŀǘ ƻƴŎŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άaȅ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ƛǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΣ ŀƴŘ ƘƛƳ ŀƭƻƴŜΦέ 

  DAENERYS 
 



     The dancers shimmered, their sleek shaved bodies covered with a fine sheen of oil. Blazing 

torches whirled from hand to hand to the beat of drums and the trilling of a flute. Whenever two 

torches crossed in the air, a naked girl leapt between them, spinning. The torchlight shone off oiled 

limbs and breasts and buttocks. 

  The three men were erect. The sight of their arousal was arousing, though Daenerys Targaryen 

found it comical as well. The men were all of a height, with long legs and flat bellies, every muscle as 

sharply etched as if it had been chiseled ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǎǘƻƴŜΦ 9ǾŜƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦŀŎŜǎ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜΣ ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ Χ 

which was passing strange, since one had skin as dark as ebony, while the second was as pale as milk, 

and the third gleamed like burnished copper. 

  Are they meant to inflame me? Dany stirred amongst her silken cushions. Against the pillars her 

Unsullied stood like statues in their spiked caps, their smooth faces expressionless. Not so the whole 

ƳŜƴΦ wŜȊƴŀƪ Ƴƻ wŜȊƴŀƪΩǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ǿŀǎ ƻǇŜƴΣ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇǎ ƎƭƛǎǘŜƴŜŘ ǿŜǘƭȅ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘΦ IƛȊŘŀƘǊ Ȋƻ [ƻǊŀǉ 

was saying something to the man beside him, yet all the time his eyes were on the dancing girls. The 

{ƘŀǾŜǇŀǘŜΩǎ ǳƎƭȅΣ ƻƛƭȅ ŦŀŎŜ ǿŀǎ ŀǎ ǎǘŜǊƴ ŀǎ ŜǾŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ƳƛǎǎŜŘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ 

  It was harder to know what her honored guest was dreaming. The pale, lean, hawk-faced man 

who shared her high table was resplendent in robes of maroon silk and cloth-of-gold, his bald head 

shining in the torchlight as he devoured a fig with small, precise, elegant bites. Opals winked along the 

nose of Xaro Xhoan Daxos as his head turned to follow the dancers. 

  In his honor Daenerys had donned a Qartheen gown, a sheer confection of violet samite cut so 

as to leave her left breast bare. Her silver-gold hair brushed lightly over her shoulder, falling almost to 

her nipple. Half the men in the hall had stolen glances at her, but not Xaro. It was the same in Qarth. She 

could not sway the merchant prince that way. Sway him I must, however. He had come from Qarth upon 

the galleas Silken Cloud with thirteen galleys sailing attendance, his fleet an ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ǇǊŀȅŜǊΦ aŜŜǊŜŜƴΩǎ 

trade had dwindled away to nothing since she had ended slavery, but Xaro had the power to restore it. 

  As the drums reached a crescendo, three of the girls leapt above the flames, spinning in the air. 

The male dancers caught them about the waists and slid them down onto their members. Dany watched 

as the women arched their backs and coiled their legs around their partners while the flutes wept and 

the men thrust in time to the music. She had seen the act of love before; the Dothraki mated as openly 

as their mares and stallions. This was the first time she had seen lust put to music, though. 

  Her face was warm. The wine, she told herself. Yet somehow she found herself thinking of 

Daario Naharis. His messenger had come that morning. The Stormcrows were returning from Lhazar. 

Her captain was riding back to her, bringing her the friendship of the Lamb Men. Food and trade, she 

reminded herself. He did not fail me, nor will he. Daario will help me save my city. The queen longed to 

see his face, to stroke his three-ǇǊƻƴƎŜŘ ōŜŀǊŘΣ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƘƛƳ ƘŜǊ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜǎ Χ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ {ǘƻǊƳŎǊƻǿǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ 

many days away, beyond the Khyzai Pass, and she had a realm to rule. 

  {ƳƻƪŜ ƘǳƴƎ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǇǳǊǇƭŜ ǇƛƭƭŀǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ŘŀƴŎŜǊǎ ƪƴŜƭǘΣ ƘŜŀŘǎ ōƻǿŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǇƭŜƴŘƛŘΣέ 

5ŀƴȅ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ ά{ŜƭŘƻƳ ƘŀǾŜ L ǎŜŜƴ ǎǳŎƘ ƎǊŀŎŜΣ ǎǳŎƘ ōŜŀǳǘȅΦέ {ƘŜ ōŜŎƪƻƴŜŘ ǘƻ wŜȊƴŀƪ Ƴƻ wŜȊƴŀƪΣ ŀƴŘ 



ǘƘŜ ǎŜƴŜǎŎƘŀƭ ǎŎǳǊǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜΦ .ŜŀŘǎ ƻŦ ǎǿŜŀǘ ŘƻǘǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ōŀƭŘΣ ǿǊƛƴƪƭŜŘ ƘŜŀŘΦ ά9ǎŎƻǊǘ ƻǳǊ ƎǳŜǎǘǎ ǘƻ 

the baths, that they may refresh themselvesΣ ŀƴŘ ōǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ŦƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ ŘǊƛƴƪΦέ 

  άLǘ ǎƘŀƭƭ ōŜ Ƴȅ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƘƻƴƻǊΣ aŀƎƴƛŦƛŎŜƴŎŜΦέ 

  Daenerys held out her cup for Irri to refill. The wine was sweet and strong, redolent with the 

smell of eastern spices, much superior to the thin Ghiscari wines that had filled her cup of late. Xaro 

perused the fruits on the platter Jhiqui offered him and chose a persimmon. Its orange skin matched the 

ŎƻƭƻǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊŀƭ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƴƻǎŜΦ IŜ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ōƛǘŜ ŀƴŘ ǇǳǊǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇǎΦ ά¢ŀǊǘΦέ 

  ά²ƻǳƭŘ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘ ǇǊŜŦŜǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǎǿŜŜǘŜǊΚέ 

  ά{ǿŜŜǘƴŜǎǎ ŎƭƻȅǎΦ ¢ŀǊǘ ŦǊǳƛǘ ŀƴŘ ǘŀǊǘ ǿƻƳŜƴ ƎƛǾŜ ƭƛŦŜ ƛǘǎ ǎŀǾƻǊΦέ ·ŀǊƻ ǘƻƻƪ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ōƛǘŜΣ ŎƘŜǿŜŘΣ 

ǎǿŀƭƭƻǿŜŘΦ ά5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎΣ ǎǿŜŜǘ ǉǳŜŜƴΣ L Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǿƘŀǘ ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜ ƛǘ ƎƛǾŜǎ ƳŜ ǘƻ ōŀǎƪ ƻƴŎŜ ƳƻǊŜ ƛƴ 

your presence. A child departed Qarth, as lost as she was lovely. I feared she was sailing to her doom, 

yet now I find her here enthroned, mistress of an ancient city, surrounded by a mighty host that she 

ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ǳǇ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ŘǊŜŀƳǎΦέ 

  No, she thought, out of blood and fire. άL ŀƳ ƎƭŀŘ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ Lǘ ƛǎ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ȅour face 

ŀƎŀƛƴΣ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦέ I will not trust you, but I need you. I need your Thirteen, I need your ships, I need your 

trade. 

  For centuries Meereen and her sister cities Yunkai and Astapor had been the linchpins of the 

slave trade, the place where Dothraki khals and the corsairs of the Basilisk Isles sold their captives and 

the rest of the world came to buy. Without slaves, Meereen had little to offer traders. Copper was 

plentiful in the Ghiscari hills, but the metal was not as valuable as it had been when bronze ruled the 

world. The cedars that had once grown tall along the coast grew no more, felled by the axes of the Old 

Empire or consumed by dragonfire when Ghis made war against Valyria. Once the trees had gone, the 

soil baked beneath the hot sun and bƭŜǿ ŀǿŀȅ ƛƴ ǘƘƛŎƪ ǊŜŘ ŎƭƻǳŘǎΦ άLǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŎŀƭŀƳƛǘƛŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ 

ǘǊŀƴǎŦƻǊƳŜŘ Ƴȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǎƭŀǾŜǊǎΣέ DŀƭŀȊȊŀ DŀƭŀǊŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊΣ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ¢ŜƳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ DǊŀŎŜǎΦ And I am 

the calamity that will change these slavers back into people, Dany had sworn to herself. 

  άL ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ·ŀǊƻ ƛƴ ŀ ƭŀƴƎǳƛŘ ǘƻƴŜΦ ά9ǾŜƴ ŦŀǊ ŀǿŀȅ ƛƴ vŀǊǘƘΣ ŦŜŀǊŦǳƭ ǘŀƭŜǎ ƘŀŘ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ 

my ears. I wept to hear them. It is said that your enemies have promised wealth and glory and a 

ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ǾƛǊƎƛƴ ǎƭŀǾŜ ƎƛǊƭǎ ǘƻ ŀƴȅ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ǎƭŀȅǎ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ {ƻƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ IŀǊǇȅΦέ How does he know that? ά¢ƘŜȅ ǎŎǊŀǿƭ ƻƴ ǿŀƭƭǎ ōȅ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ Ŏǳǘ ǘƘŜ 

throats of honest freedmen as they sleep. When the sun comes up they hide like roaches. They fear my 

.ǊŀȊŜƴ .ŜŀǎǘǎΦέ {ƪŀƘŀȊ Ƴƻ YŀƴŘŀǉ ƘŀŘ ƎƛǾŜƴ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿ ǿŀǘŎƘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀǎƪed for, made up in equal 

numbers of freedmen and shavepate Meereenese. They walked the streets both day and night, in dark 

hoods and brazen masks. The Sons of the Harpy had promised grisly death to any traitor who dared 

serve the dragon queen, and to their ƪƛǘƘ ŀƴŘ ƪƛƴ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΣ ǎƻ ǘƘŜ {ƘŀǾŜǇŀǘŜΩǎ ƳŜƴ ǿŜƴǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀǎ ƧŀŎƪŀƭǎΣ 

ƻǿƭǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ōŜŀǎǘǎΣ ƪŜŜǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǘǊǳŜ ŦŀŎŜǎ ƘƛŘŘŜƴΦ άL ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƻ ŦŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ {ƻƴǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀǿ 



me wandering alone through the streets, but only if it was night and I was naked and unarmed. They are 

ŎǊŀǾŜƴ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜǎΦέ 

  ά! ŎǊŀǾŜƴΩǎ ƪƴƛŦŜ Ŏŀƴ ǎƭŀȅ ŀ ǉǳŜŜƴ ŀǎ Ŝŀǎƛƭȅ ŀǎ ŀ ƘŜǊƻΩǎΦ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎƭŜŜǇ ƳƻǊŜ ǎƻǳƴŘƭȅ ƛŦ L ƪƴŜǿ Ƴȅ 

ƘŜŀǊǘΩǎ ŘŜƭƛƎƘǘ ƘŀŘ ƪŜǇǘ ƘŜǊ ŦƛŜǊŎŜ ƘƻǊǎŜƭƻǊŘǎ ŎƭƻǎŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊΦ Lƴ vŀǊǘƘΣ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ōƭƻƻŘǊƛŘŜǊǎ ǿƘƻ 

never left ȅƻǳǊ ǎƛŘŜΦ ²ƘŜǊŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƎƻƴŜΚέ 

  ά!ƎƎƻΣ WƘƻǉƻΣ ŀƴŘ wŀƪƘŀǊƻ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎŜǊǾŜ ƳŜΦέ He is playing games with me. Dany could play as well. 

άL ŀƳ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƎƛǊƭ ŀƴŘ ƪƴƻǿ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƻŦ ǎǳŎƘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΣ ōǳǘ ƻƭŘŜǊΣ ǿƛǎŜǊ ƳŜƴ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻ ƘƻƭŘ aŜŜǊŜŜƴ 

I must controƭ ƛǘǎ ƘƛƴǘŜǊƭŀƴŘǎΣ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴŘ ǿŜǎǘ ƻŦ [ƘŀȊŀǊ ŀǎ ŦŀǊ ǎƻǳǘƘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ¸ǳƴƪƛǎƘ ƘƛƭƭǎΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳǊ ƘƛƴǘŜǊƭŀƴŘǎ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǇǊŜŎƛƻǳǎ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ ¸ƻǳǊ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ƛǎΦ {ƘƻǳƭŘ ŀƴȅ ƛƭƭ ōŜŦŀƭƭ ȅƻǳΣ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǊƭŘ 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƻǎŜ ƛǘǎ ǎŀǾƻǊΦέ 

  άaȅ ƭƻǊŘ ƛǎ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƻ ŎŀǊŜ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘΣ ōǳǘ L ŀƳ ǿŜƭƭ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘŜŘΦέ 5ŀƴȅ ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜŘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ǿƘŜǊŜ 

.ŀǊǊƛǎǘŀƴ {ŜƭƳȅ ǎǘƻƻŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƻƴŜ ƘŀƴŘ ǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎǿƻǊŘ ƘƛƭǘΦ ά.ŀǊǊƛǎǘŀƴ ǘƘŜ .ƻƭŘΣ ǘƘŜȅ Ŏŀƭƭ ƘƛƳΦ ¢ǿƛŎŜ 

ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ǎŀǾŜŘ ƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŀǎǎŀǎǎƛƴǎΦέ 

  ·ŀǊƻ ƎŀǾŜ {ŜƭƳȅ ŀ ŎǳǊǎƻǊȅ ƛƴǎǇŜŎǘƛƻƴΦ ά.ŀǊǊƛǎǘŀƴ ǘƘŜ hƭŘΣ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅΚ ¸ƻǳǊ ōŜŀr knight was 

ȅƻǳƴƎŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ŘŜǾƻǘŜŘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  άL Řƻ ƴƻǘ ǿƛǎƘ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪ ƻŦ WƻǊŀƘ aƻǊƳƻƴǘΦέ 

  ά¢ƻ ōŜ ǎǳǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǿŀǎ ŎƻŀǊǎŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŀƛǊȅΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƳŜǊŎƘŀƴǘ ǇǊƛƴŎŜ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜΦ άLet 

us speak instead of love, of dreams and desire and Daenerys, the fairest woman in this world. I am drunk 

ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻǾŜǊōƭƻǿƴ ŎƻǳǊǘŜǎƛŜǎ ƻŦ vŀǊǘƘΦ άLŦ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŘǊǳƴƪΣ ōƭŀƳŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŜΦέ 

  άbƻ ǿƛƴŜ ƛǎ ƘŀƭŦ ǎƻ ƛƴǘƻȄicating as your beauty. My manse has seemed as empty as a tomb since 

Daenerys departed, and all the pleasures of the Queen of Cities have been as ashes in my mouth. Why 

ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŀōŀƴŘƻƴ ƳŜΚέ 

  I was hounded from your city in fear for my life. άLǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƛƳŜΦ vŀǊǘƘ ǿƛǎƘŜŘ ƳŜ ƎƻƴŜΦέ 

  ά²ƘƻΚ ¢ƘŜ tǳǊŜōƻǊƴΚ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǾŜƛƴǎΦ ¢ƘŜ {ǇƛŎŜǊǎΚ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ŎǳǊŘǎ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ 

their ears. And the Undying are all dead. You should have taken me to husband. I am almost certain that 

I asked you for your hand. Begged you, ŜǾŜƴΦέ 

  άhƴƭȅ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ǘƛƳŜǎΣέ 5ŀƴȅ ǘŜŀǎŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƎŀǾŜ ǳǇ ǘƻƻ ŜŀǎƛƭȅΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦ CƻǊ L must marry, all 

ŀƎǊŜŜΦέ 

  ά! khaleesi Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƪƘŀƭΣέ ǎŀƛŘ LǊǊƛΣ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ ŎǳǇ ƻƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ƪƴƻǿƴΦέ 

  ά{Ƙŀƭƭ L ŀǎƪ ŀƎŀƛƴΚέ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ·ŀǊƻΦ άbƻΣ L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ Lǘ ƛǎ ŀ ŎǊǳŜƭ ǉǳŜŜƴ ǿƘƻ ŘƛŎŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ 

ƳŜƴΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǘǎΦ IǳƳōƭŜ ƳŜǊŎƘŀƴǘǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŀǊŜ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǎǘƻƴŜǎ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ƧŜǿŜƭŜŘ ǎŀƴŘŀƭǎΦέ ! 

single tear ran slowly down his pale white cheek. 



  Dany knew him too well to be moved. Qartheen ƳŜƴ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǿŜŜǇ ŀǘ ǿƛƭƭΦ άhƘΣ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƘŀǘΦέ {ƘŜ 

ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ŎƘŜǊǊȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōƻǿƭ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘǊŜǿ ƛǘ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƴƻǎŜΦ άL Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ŀ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƎƛǊƭΣ ōǳǘ L ŀƳ ƴƻǘ ǎƻ 

foolish as to wed a man who finds a fruit platter more enticing than my breast. I saw which dancers you 

ǿŜǊŜ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎΦέ 

  ·ŀǊƻ ǿƛǇŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜŀǊΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ƻƴŜǎ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜ ǿŀǎ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎΣ L ōŜƭƛŜǾŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎŜŜΣ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ 

ŀƭƛƪŜΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ǘŀƪŜ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΣ L ŀƳ ŎƻƴǘŜƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƭŀǾŜΦέ 

  άL ǿŀƴǘ ƴƻ ǎƭŀǾŜΦ L ŦǊŜŜ ȅƻǳΦέ Iƛǎ ƧŜǿŜƭŜŘ ƴƻǎŜ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ǘŜƳǇǘing target. This time Dany threw an 

apricot at him. 

  ·ŀǊƻ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ōƛǘŜΦ ά²ƘŜƴŎŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƳŀŘƴŜǎǎΚ {ƘƻǳƭŘ L Ŏƻǳƴǘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ 

ŦƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ŦǊŜŜ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ǎƭŀǾŜǎ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ Ƴȅ ƎǳŜǎǘ ƛƴ vŀǊǘƘΚέ 

  I was a beggar queen and you were Xaro of the Thirteen, Dany thought, and all you wanted were 

my dragons. ά¸ƻǳǊ ǎƭŀǾŜǎ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǿŜƭƭ ǘǊŜŀǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴǘŜƴǘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƛƭƭ !ǎǘŀǇƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ 

ƻǇŜƴŜŘΦ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ¦ƴǎǳƭƭƛŜŘ ŀǊŜ ƳŀŘŜ ŀƴŘ ǘǊŀƛƴŜŘΚέ 

  ά/ǊǳŜƭƭȅΣ L ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ŘƻǳōǘΦ ²ƘŜƴ a smith makes a sword, he thrusts the blade into the fire, beats 

on it with a hammer, then plunges it into iced water to temper the steel. If you would savor the sweet 

ǘŀǎǘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦǊǳƛǘΣ ȅƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ǿŀǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŜΦέ 

  ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǘǊŜŜ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ǿŀǘŜǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ōƭƻƻŘΦέ 

  άIƻǿ ŜƭǎŜΣ ǘƻ ƎǊƻǿ ŀ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊΚ ¸ƻǳǊ wŀŘƛŀƴŎŜ ŜƴƧƻȅŜŘ Ƴȅ ŘŀƴŎŜǊǎΦ ²ƻǳƭŘ ƛǘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ 

that they are slaves, bred and trained in Yunkai? They have been dancing since they were old enough to 

walk. How else to achieve such perfectionΚέ IŜ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ǎǿŀƭƭƻǿ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛƴŜΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ŜȄǇŜǊǘ ƛƴ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ 

ŜǊƻǘƛŎ ŀǊǘǎ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ L ƘŀŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜ ŀ ƎƛŦǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

  ά.ȅ ŀƭƭ ƳŜŀƴǎΦέ 5ŀƴȅ ǿŀǎ ǳƴǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘΦ άL ǎƘŀƭƭ ŦǊŜŜ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

  ¢Ƙŀǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƘƛƳ ǿƛƴŎŜΦ ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘƘŜȅ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ŦǊŜŜŘƻƳΚ !ǎ ǿŜƭƭ ƎƛǾŜ ŀ fish a suit of mail. 

¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƻ ŘŀƴŎŜΦέ 

  άaŀŘŜ ōȅ ǿƘƻΚ ¢ƘŜƛǊ ƳŀǎǘŜǊǎΚ tŜǊƘŀǇǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŘŀƴŎŜǊǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎƻƻƴŜǊ ōǳƛƭŘ ƻǊ ōŀƪŜ ƻǊ ŦŀǊƳΦ IŀǾŜ 

ȅƻǳ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΚέ 

  άtŜǊƘŀǇǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŜƭŜǇƘŀƴǘǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎƻƻƴŜǊ ōŜ ƴƛƎƘǘƛƴƎŀƭŜǎΦ LƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ǎǿŜŜǘ ǎƻƴƎΣ aŜŜǊŜŜƴΩǎ ƴƛƎƘǘǎ 

would be filled with thunderous trumpetings, and your trees would shatter beneath the weight of great 

ƎǊŜȅ ōƛǊŘǎΦέ ·ŀǊƻ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ ά5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎΣ Ƴȅ ŘŜƭƛƎƘǘΣ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǿŜŜǘ ȅƻǳƴƎ ōǊŜŀǎǘ ōŜŀǘǎ ŀ ǘŜƴŘŜǊ ƘŜŀǊǘ Χ 

but take counsel from an older, wiser head. Things are not always as they seem. Much that may seem 

ŜǾƛƭ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ƎƻƻŘΦ /ƻƴǎƛŘŜǊ ǊŀƛƴΦέ 

  άwŀƛƴΚέ Does he take me for a fool, or just a child? ά²Ŝ ŎǳǊǎŜ ǘƘŜ Ǌŀƛƴ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ Ŧŀƭƭǎ ǳǇƻƴ ƻǳǊ 

heads, yet without it we should starve. The world needs Ǌŀƛƴ Χ ŀƴŘ ǎƭŀǾŜǎΦ ¸ƻǳ make a face, but it is 

true. Consider Qarth. In art, music, magic, trade, all that makes us more than beasts, Qarth sits above 



ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ƳŀƴƪƛƴŘ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ǎƛǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƳƳƛǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǇȅǊŀƳƛŘ Χ ōǳǘ ōŜƭƻǿΣ ƛƴ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƻŦ ōǊƛŎƪǎΣ ǘƘŜ 

magnificence that is the Queen of Cities rests upon the backs of slaves. Ask yourself, if all men must grub 

in the dirt for food, how shall any man lift his eyes to contemplate the stars? If each of us must break his 

back to build a hovel, who shall raise the temples to glorify the gods? For some men to be great, others 

Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ŜƴǎƭŀǾŜŘΦέ 

  He was too eloquent for her. Dany had no answer for him, only the raw feeling in her belly. 

ά{ƭŀǾŜǊȅ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ŀǎ ǊŀƛƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǊŀƛƴŜŘ ƻƴ ŀƴŘ L ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǎƻƭŘΦ Lǘ ƛǎ not the 

same. No man wants to be owned.έ 

  ·ŀǊƻ ƎŀǾŜ ŀ ƭŀƴƎǳƛŘ ǎƘǊǳƎΦ ά!ǎ ƛǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎΣ ǿƘŜƴ L ŎŀƳŜ ŀǎƘƻǊŜ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǿŜŜǘ ŎƛǘȅΣ L ŎƘŀƴŎŜŘ ǘƻ 

see upon the riverbank a man who had once been a guest in my manse, a merchant who dealt in rare 

spices and choice wines. He was naked from the waist up, red and peeling, and seemed to be digging a 

ƘƻƭŜΦέ 

  άbƻǘ ŀ ƘƻƭŜΦ ! ŘƛǘŎƘΣ ǘƻ ōǊƛƴƎ ǿŀǘŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƛŜƭŘǎΦ ²Ŝ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ Ǉƭŀƴǘ ōŜŀƴǎΦ ¢ƘŜ 

ōŜŀƴŦƛŜƭŘǎ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǿŀǘŜǊΦέ 

  άIƻǿ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƻƭŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŘƛƎƎƛng. And how very unlike him. Is it possible he 

ǿŀǎ ƎƛǾŜƴ ƴƻ ŎƘƻƛŎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΚ bƻΣ ǎǳǊŜƭȅ ƴƻǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ǎƭŀǾŜǎ ƛƴ aŜŜǊŜŜƴΦέ 

  5ŀƴȅ ŦƭǳǎƘŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ƛǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ǇŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŦƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜƭǘŜǊΦ L Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ƎƛǾŜ ƘƛƳ ōŀŎƪ Ƙƛǎ ǿŜŀƭǘƘΦ 

Meereen needs beans more ǘƘŀƴ ƛǘ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǊŀǊŜ ǎǇƛŎŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ōŜŀƴǎ ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜ ǿŀǘŜǊΦέ 

  ά²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜǘ Ƴȅ ŘŀƴŎŜǊǎ ǘƻ ŘƛƎƎƛƴƎ ŘƛǘŎƘŜǎ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΚ {ǿŜŜǘ ǉǳŜŜƴΣ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎŀǿ ƳŜΣ Ƴȅ ƻƭŘ 

ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ŦŜƭƭ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƪƴŜŜǎ ŀƴŘ ōŜƎƎŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ōǳȅ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ ŀ ǎƭŀǾŜ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪŜ ƘƛƳ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ vŀǊǘƘΦέ 

  {ƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƘŜΩŘ ǎƭŀǇǇŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ ά.ǳȅ ƘƛƳΣ ǘƘŜƴΦέ 

  άLŦ ƛǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ȅƻǳΦ L ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ him.έ IŜ Ǉǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǳǇƻƴ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘǊǳǘƘǎ ƻƴƭȅ 

a friend may tell you. I helped you when you came to Qarth a beggar, and I have crossed long leagues 

and stormy seas to helǇ ȅƻǳ ƻƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ Lǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǎǇŜŀƪ ŦǊŀƴƪƭȅΚέ 

  Dany could feel the warmth of his fingers. He was warm in Qarth as well, she recalled, until the 

day he had no more use for me. {ƘŜ ǊƻǎŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŦŜŜǘΦ ά/ƻƳŜΣέ she said, and Xaro followed her through 

the pillars, to the wide marble steps that led up to her private chambers at the apex of the pyramid. 

  άhƘ Ƴƻǎǘ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ƻŦ ǿƻƳŜƴΣέ ·ŀǊƻ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ŎƭƛƳōΣ άǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ŦƻƻǘǎǘŜǇǎ ōŜƘƛƴŘ 

us. We are followeŘΦέ 

  άaȅ ƻƭŘ ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴ ȅƻǳΣ ǎǳǊŜƭȅΚ {ŜǊ .ŀǊǊƛǎǘŀƴ ƛǎ ǎǿƻǊƴ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ Ƴȅ ǎŜŎǊŜǘǎΦέ 

  She took him out onto the terrace that overlooked the city. A full moon swam in the black sky 

ŀōƻǾŜ aŜŜǊŜŜƴΦ ά{Ƙŀƭƭ ǿŜ ǿŀƭƪΚέ 5ŀƴȅ ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƙƛǎ. The air was heavy with the scent of 

night-ōƭƻƻƳƛƴƎ ŦƭƻǿŜǊǎΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎǇƻƪŜ ƻŦ ƘŜƭǇΦ ¢ǊŀŘŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΣ ǘƘŜƴΦ aŜŜǊŜŜƴ Ƙŀǎ ǎŀƭǘ ǘƻ ǎŜƭƭΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƛƴŜ Χέ 



  άDƘƛǎŎŀǊƛ ǿƛƴŜΚέ ·ŀǊƻ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ǎƻǳǊ ŦŀŎŜΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǎŜŀ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƭǘ ǘƘŀǘ vŀǊǘƘ ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜǎΣ ōǳǘ L 

would gladly taƪŜ ŀǎ Ƴŀƴȅ ƻƭƛǾŜǎ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ŎŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜƭƭ ƳŜΦ hƭƛǾŜ ƻƛƭ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦέ 

  άL ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻƴŜ ǘƻ ƻŦŦŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎƭŀǾŜǊǎ ōǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŜǎΦέ hƭƛǾŜǎ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƎǊƻǿƴ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǊŜǎ ƻŦ 

{ƭŀǾŜǊΩǎ .ŀȅ ŦƻǊ ŎŜƴǘǳǊƛŜǎΤ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ aŜŜǊŜŜƴŜǎŜ ƘŀŘ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ ƎǊƻǾŜǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǊŎƘ ŀǎ 5ŀƴȅΩǎ Ƙƻǎǘ 

ŀŘǾŀƴŎŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƳΣ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ŎǊƻǎǎ ŀ ōƭŀŎƪŜƴŜŘ ǿŀǎǘŜƭŀƴŘΦ ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ǊŜǇƭŀƴǘƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǘŀƪŜǎ ǎŜǾŜƴ 

years before an olive tree begins to bear, and thirty years before it can truly be called productive. What 

ƻŦ ŎƻǇǇŜǊΚέ 

  ά! ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƳŜǘŀƭΣ ōǳǘ ŦƛŎƪƭŜ ŀǎ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΦ DƻƭŘΣ ƴƻǿ Χ ƎƻƭŘ ƛǎ sincere. Qarth will gladly give you 

ƎƻƭŘ Χ ŦƻǊ ǎƭŀǾŜǎΦέ 

  άaŜŜǊŜŜƴ ƛǎ ŀ ŦǊŜŜ Ŏƛǘȅ ƻŦ ŦǊŜŜ ƳŜƴΦέ 

  ά! ǇƻƻǊ Ŏƛǘȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǊƛŎƘΦ ! ƘǳƴƎǊȅ Ŏƛǘȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŎŜ ǿŀǎ ŦŀǘΦ ! ōƭƻƻŘȅ Ŏƛǘȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŎŜ ǿŀǎ 

ǇŜŀŎŜŦǳƭΦέ 

  His accusations ǎǘǳƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǘǊǳǘƘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƳΦ άaŜŜǊŜŜƴ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǊƛŎƘ ŀƴŘ Ŧŀǘ ŀƴŘ 

ǇŜŀŎŜŦǳƭ ƻƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ŀƴŘ ŦǊŜŜ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ Dƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 5ƻǘƘǊŀƪƛ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƭŀǾŜǎΦέ 

  ά5ƻǘƘǊŀƪƛ ƳŀƪŜ ǎƭŀǾŜǎΣ DƘƛǎŎŀǊƛ ǘǊŀƛƴ ǘƘŜƳΦ !ƴŘ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŎƘ vŀǊǘƘΣ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜƭƻǊŘǎ Ƴǳǎǘ ƴŜŜŘǎ ŘǊƛǾŜ 

ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎŀǇǘƛǾŜǎ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŘ ǿŀǎǘŜΦ IǳƴŘǊŜŘǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŘƛŜΣ ƛŦ ƴƻǘ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘǎ Χ ŀƴŘ Ƴŀƴȅ ƘƻǊǎŜǎ ǘƻƻΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ 

is why no khal will risk it. And there is this: Qarth wants no khalasars seething round our walls. The 

ǎǘŜƴŎƘ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƘƻǊǎŜǎ Χ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎ ƴƻ ƻŦŦŜƴǎŜΣ Khaleesi.έ 

  ά! ƘƻǊǎŜ Ƙŀǎ ŀƴ ƘƻƴŜǎǘ ǎƳŜƭƭΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƻŦ ǎƻƳŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƭƻǊŘǎ ŀƴŘ ƳŜǊŎƘŀƴǘ 

ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎΦέ 

  ·ŀǊƻ ǘƻƻƪ ƴƻ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƭƭȅΦ ά5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎΣ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ōŜ ƘƻƴŜǎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΣ ŀǎ ōŜŦƛǘǎ ŀ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦ ¸ƻǳ 

will not make Meereen rich and fat and peaceful. You will only bring it to destruction, as you did 

Astapor. You are aware that there was battle joined at the Horns of Hazzat? The Butcher King has fled 

ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǇŀƭŀŎŜΣ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜǿ ¦ƴǎǳƭƭƛŜŘ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŜƭǎΦέ 

  ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ƪƴƻǿƴΦέ .Ǌƻǿƴ .Ŝƴ tƭǳƳƳ ƘŀŘ ǎŜƴǘ ōŀŎƪ ǿƻǊŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘǘƭŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŦƛŜƭŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ 

¸ǳƴƪŀƛΩƛ ƘŀǾŜ ōƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ƴŜǿ ǎŜƭƭǎǿƻǊŘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘǿƻ ƭŜƎƛƻƴǎ ŦǊƻƳ bŜǿ DƘƛǎ ŦƻǳƎƘǘ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

  ά¢ǿƻ ǿƛƭƭ ǎƻƻƴ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ŦƻǳǊΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǘŜƴΦ !ƴŘ ¸ǳƴƪƛǎƘ ŜƴǾƻȅǎ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǎŜƴǘ ǘƻ aȅǊ ŀƴŘ ±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎ 

to hire more blades. The Company of the Cat, the Long Lances, the Windblown. Some say that the Wise 

aŀǎǘŜǊǎ ƘŀǾŜ ōƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ DƻƭŘŜƴ /ƻƳǇŀƴȅ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦέ 

  Her brother Viserys had once feasted the captains of the Golden Company, in hopes they might 

take up his cause. They ate his food and heard his pleas and laughed at him. Dany had only been a little 

ƎƛǊƭΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ǎŜƭƭǎǿƻǊŘǎ ǘƻƻΦέ 

  ά¢ǿƻ ŎƻƳǇŀƴƛŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΩƛ ǿƛƭƭ ǎŜƴŘ ǘǿŜƴǘȅ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ȅƻǳ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ƳǳǎǘΦ !ƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ƳŀǊŎƘΣ 

they will not march alone. ¢ƻƭƻǎ ŀƴŘ aŀƴǘŀǊȅǎ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƎǊŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŀƴ ŀƭƭƛŀƴŎŜΦέ 



  That was ill news, if true. Daenerys had sent missions to Tolos and Mantarys, hoping to find new 

friends to the west to balance the enmity of Yunkai to the south. Her envoys had not returned. 

άaŜŜǊŜŜƴ Ƙŀǎ ƳŀŘŜ ŀƭƭƛŀƴŎŜ ǿƛǘƘ [ƘŀȊŀǊΦέ 

  ¢Ƙŀǘ ƻƴƭȅ ƳŀŘŜ ƘƛƳ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜΦ ά¢ƘŜ 5ƻǘƘǊŀƪƛ ƘƻǊǎŜƭƻǊŘǎ Ŏŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ [ƘŀȊŀǊŜƴŜ ǘƘŜ Lamb Men. When 

ȅƻǳ ǎƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜȅ Řƻ ƛǎ ōƭŜŀǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŀ ƳŀǊǘƛŀƭ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦέ 

  Even a sheepish friend is better than none. ά¢ƘŜ ²ƛǎŜ aŀǎǘŜǊǎ ǎƘould follow their example. I 

spared Yunkai before, but I will not make that mistake again. If they should dare attack me, this time I 

ǎƘŀƭƭ ǊŀȊŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ¸Ŝƭƭƻǿ /ƛǘȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦέ 

  ά!ƴŘ ǿƘƛƭǎǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǊŀȊƛƴƎ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΣ Ƴȅ ǎǿŜŜǘΣ aŜŜǊŜŜƴ ǎƘŀƭƭ ǊƛǎŜ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ȅƻǳΦ Do not close your 

eyes to your peril, Daenerys. Your eunuchs are fine soldiers, but they are too few to match the hosts 

ǘƘŀǘ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛ ǿƛƭƭ ǎŜƴŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ȅƻǳΣ ƻƴŎŜ !ǎǘŀǇƻǊ Ƙŀǎ ŦŀƭƭŜƴΦέ 

  άaȅ ŦǊŜŜŘƳŀƴτέ 5ŀƴȅ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΦ ά.ŜŘǎƭŀǾŜǎΣ ōŀǊōŜǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ ōǊƛŎƪƳŀƪŜǊǎ ǿƛƴ ƴƻ ōŀǘǘƭŜǎΦέ 

  He was wrong in that, she hoped. The freedmen had been a rabble once, but she had organized 

the men of fighting age into companies and commanded Grey Worm to make them into soldiers. Let 

him think what he will. άIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊƎƻǘǘŜƴΚ L ƘŀǾŜ dragons.έ 

  ά5ƻ ȅƻǳΚ Lƴ vŀǊǘƘΣ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ǎŜƭŘƻƳ ǎŜŜƴ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀ ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ Χ ȅŜǘ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ 

ǎƘŀǇŜƭȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ƛǎ ŀǎ ŦŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ ōŀǊŜ ŀǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǿŜŜǘ ōǊŜŀǎǘΣ L ƻōǎŜǊǾŜΦέ 

  άaȅ ŘǊŀƎƻƴǎ ƘŀǾŜ ƎǊƻǿƴΣ Ƴȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǊŀƴƎŜ ŦŀǊ ŀŦƛŜƭŘΣ ƘǳƴǘƛƴƎΦέ Hazzea, 

forgive me. {ƘŜ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ·ŀǊƻ ƪƴŜǿΣ ǿƘŀǘ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊǎ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƘŜŀǊŘΦ ά!ǎƪ ǘƘŜ DƻƻŘ aŀǎǘŜǊǎ 

ƻŦ !ǎǘŀǇƻǊ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ŘǊŀƎƻƴǎ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ Řƻǳōǘ ǘƘŜƳΦέ L ǎŀǿ ŀ ǎƭŀǾŜǊΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƳŜƭǘ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ Ƙƛǎ 

cheeks. ά¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜ ǘǊǳŜΣ ƻƭŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ ǿƘȅ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜƪ ƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƛŦ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǘǊŀŘŜΚέ 

  ά¢ƻ ōǊƛƴƎ ŀ ƎƛŦǘΣ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀǊǘΦέ 

  ά{ŀȅ ƻƴΦέ What trap is this, now? ά¢ƘŜ ƎƛŦǘ ȅƻǳ ōŜƎƎŜŘ ƻŦ ƳŜ ƛƴ vŀǊǘƘΦ {ƘƛǇǎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘƛǊǘŜŜƴ 

galleys in the bay. Yours, if you will have them. I have brought you a fleet, to carry you home to 

²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎΦέ 

  A fleet. It was more than she could hope for, so of course it made her wary. In Qarth, Xaro had 

ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƘƛǊǘȅ ǎƘƛǇǎ Χ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŘǊŀƎƻƴΦ ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǇǊƛŎŜ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ŀǎƪ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǎƘƛǇǎΚέ 

  άbƻƴŜΦ L ƴƻ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ƭǳǎǘ ŦƻǊ ŘǊŀƎƻƴǎΦ L ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿƻǊk at Astapor on my way here, when my Silken 

Cloud Ǉǳǘ ƛƴ ŦƻǊ ǿŀǘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎƘƛǇǎ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳǊǎΣ ǎǿŜŜǘ ǉǳŜŜƴΦ ¢ƘƛǊǘŜŜƴ ƎŀƭƭŜȅǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƳŜƴ ǘƻ Ǉǳƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƻŀǊǎΦέ 

  Thirteen. To be sure. Xaro was one of the Thirteen. No doubt he had convinced each of his fellow 

members to give up one ship. She knew the merchant prince too well to think that he would sacrifice 

thirteen of his own ǎƘƛǇǎΦ άL Ƴǳǎǘ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊ ǘƘƛǎΦ aŀȅ L ƛƴǎǇŜŎǘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǎƘƛǇǎΚέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƎǊƻǿƴ ǎǳǎǇƛŎƛƻǳǎΣ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎΦέ 



  Always. άL ƘŀǾŜ ƎǊƻǿƴ ǿƛǎŜΣ ·ŀǊƻΦέ 

  άLƴǎǇŜŎǘ ŀƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǎƘΦ ²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǎŀǘƛǎŦƛŜŘΣ ǎǿŜŀǊ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǎƘŀƭƭ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎ 

forthwith, and the ships are yours. Swear by your dragons and your seven-faced god and the ashes of 

your fathers, and go.έ 

  ά!ƴŘ ƛŦ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŘŜŎƛŘŜ ǘƻ ǿŀƛǘ ŀ ȅŜŀǊΣ ƻǊ ǘƘǊŜŜΚέ 

  ! ƳƻǳǊƴŦǳƭ ƭƻƻƪ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ ·ŀǊƻΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜ ƳŜ ǾŜǊȅ ǎŀŘΣ Ƴȅ ǎǿŜŜǘ ŘŜƭƛƎƘǘ Χ ŦƻǊ 

ȅƻǳƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǿ ǎŜŜƳΣ ȅƻǳ ǎƘŀƭƭ ƴƻǘ ƭƛǾŜ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎΦ bƻǘ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 

  He offers the honeycomb with one hand and shows the whip with the other. ά¢ƘŜ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΩƛ ŀǊŜ 

ƴƻǘ ǎƻ ŦŜŀǊǎƻƳŜ ŀǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

  άbƻǘ ŀƭƭ ȅƻǳǊ ŜƴŜƳƛŜǎ ŀǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ¸Ŝƭƭƻǿ /ƛǘȅΦ .ŜǿŀǊŜ ƳŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŎƻƭŘ ƘŜŀǊǘǎ ŀƴŘ ōƭǳŜ ƭƛǇǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀŘ 

not been gone from Qarth a fortnight when Pyat Pree set out with three of his fellow warlocks, to seek 

ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ tŜƴǘƻǎΦέ 

  5ŀƴȅ ǿŀǎ ƳƻǊŜ ŀƳǳǎŜŘ ǘƘŀƴ ŀŦǊŀƛŘΦ άLǘ ƛǎ ƎƻƻŘ L ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀǎƛŘŜΣ ǘƘŜƴΦ tŜƴǘƻǎ ƛǎ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ ǿƻǊƭŘ ŦǊƻƳ 

aŜŜǊŜŜƴΦέ 

  ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǎƻΣέ ƘŜ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘΣ άȅŜǘ ǎƻƻƴ ƻǊ ƭŀǘŜ ǿƻǊŘ Ƴǳǎǘ ǊŜŀŎƘ ǘƘŜƳ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ǉǳŜŜƴ ƻŦ {ƭŀǾŜǊΩǎ 

.ŀȅΦέ 

  άLǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴ ƳŜΚ L ƭƛǾŜŘ ƛƴ ŦŜŀǊ ŦƻǊ ŦƻǳǊǘŜŜƴ ȅŜŀǊǎΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦ L ǿƻƪŜ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ŜŀŎƘ 

ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ŜŀŎƘ ƴƛƎƘǘ Χ ōǳǘ Ƴȅ ŦŜŀǊǎ ǿŜǊŜ ōǳǊƴŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ L ŎŀƳŜ ŦƻǊǘƘ 

from the fire. Oƴƭȅ ƻƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴǎ ƳŜ ƴƻǿΦέ 

  ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŦŜŀǊΣ ǎǿŜŜǘ ǉǳŜŜƴΚέ 

  άL ŀƳ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ŦƻƻƭƛǎƘ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƎƛǊƭΦέ 5ŀƴȅ ǊƻǎŜ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ǘƻŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƪƛǎǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŜŜƪΦ ά.ǳǘ ƴƻǘ ǎƻ ŦƻƻƭƛǎƘ 

as to tell you that. My men shall look at these ships. Then you shall have mȅ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦέ 

  ά!ǎ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅΦέ IŜ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ōŀǊŜ ōǊŜŀǎǘ ƭƛƎƘǘƭȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ ά[Ŝǘ ƳŜ ǎǘŀȅ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭǇ ǇŜǊǎǳŀŘŜ 

ȅƻǳΦέ 

  For a moment she was tempted. Perhaps the dancers had stirred her after all. I could close my 

eyes and pretend that he was Daario. A dream Daario would be safer than the real one. But she pushed 

ǘƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀǎƛŘŜΦ άbƻΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦ L ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻΦέ 5ŀƴȅ ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳǎΦ ά{ƻƳŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ 

ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎΦέ 

  ά{ƻƳŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƴƛƎƘǘΦέ Iƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ǿŀǎ ǎŀŘΣ ōǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ƳƻǊŜ ǊŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ ǘƘŀƴ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛnted. 

  If I were a dragon, I could fly to Westeros, she thought when he was gone. I would have no need 

of Xaro or his ships. Dany wondered how many men thirteen galleys could hold. It had taken three to 

carry her and her khalasar from Qarth to Astapor, but that was before she had acquired eight thousand 

Unsullied, a thousand sellswords, and a vast horde of freedmen. And the dragons, what am I to do with 



them? ά5ǊƻƎƻƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΣ άǿƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ CƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǎŜŜ ƘƛƳ 

sweeping across the sky, his black wings swallowing the stars. 

  {ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƘŜǊ ōŀŎƪ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ǘƻ ǿƘŜǊŜ .ŀǊǊƛǎǘŀƴ {ŜƭƳȅ ǎǘƻƻŘ ǎƛƭŜƴǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀŘƻǿǎΦ άaȅ 

ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ƻƴŎŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ŀ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎƛ ǊƛŘŘƭŜΦ ²Ƙƻ ƭƛǎǘŜƴǎ ǘƻ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ȅŜǘ ƘŜŀǊǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΚέ 

  ά! ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ YƛƴƎǎƎǳŀǊŘΦέ {ŜƭƳȅΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƭŜƳƴΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƘŜŀǊŘ ·ŀǊƻ ƳŀƪŜ Ƙƛǎ ƻŦŦŜǊΚέ 

  άL ŘƛŘΣ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƻƭŘ ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ǘƻƻƪ Ǉŀƛƴǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ōŀǊŜ ōǊŜŀǎǘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ 

  Ser Jorah would not turn his eyes away. He loved me as a woman, where Ser Barristan loves me 

only as his queen. Mormont had been an informer, reporting to her enemies in Westeros, yet he had 

ƎƛǾŜƴ ƘŜǊ ƎƻƻŘ ŎƻǳƴǎŜƭ ǘƻƻΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ƛǘΚ hŦ ƘƛƳΚέ 

  άhŦ ƘƛƳΣ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǎǎΦ ¢ƘŜǎŜ ǎƘƛǇǎΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ Χ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΣ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǎƘƛǇǎ ǿŜ ƳƛƎƘt be home 

ōŜŦƻǊŜ ȅŜŀǊΩǎ ŜƴŘΦέ 

  Dany had never known a home. In Braavos, there had been a house with a red door, but that 

ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭΦ ά.ŜǿŀǊŜ ƻŦ vŀǊǘƘŜŜƴ ōŜŀǊƛƴƎ ƎƛŦǘǎΣ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ƳŜǊŎƘŀƴǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¢ƘƛǊǘŜŜƴΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǎƻƳŜ ǘǊŀǇ 

here. Perhaps these ships are rotten, or Χέ 

  άLŦ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƻ ǳƴǎŜŀǿƻǊǘƘȅΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀ ŦǊƻƳ vŀǊǘƘΣέ {ŜǊ .ŀǊǊƛǎǘŀƴ 

ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘΣ άōǳǘ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǿƛǎŜ ǘƻ ƛƴǎƛǎǘ ǳǇƻƴ ƛƴǎǇŜŎǘƛƻƴΦ L ǿƛƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ !ŘƳƛǊŀƭ DǊƻƭŜƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎŀƭƭŜȅǎ 

at first light with his captains and two scƻǊŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǎŀƛƭƻǊǎΦ ²Ŝ Ŏŀƴ ŎǊŀǿƭ ƻǾŜǊ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƛƴŎƘ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǎƘƛǇǎΦέ 

  Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƻŘ ŎƻǳƴǎŜƭΦ ά¸ŜǎΣ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǎƻΦέ Westeros. Home. But if she left, what would happen to 

her city? Meereen was never your city, ƘŜǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊΦ Your cities are across the 

sea. Your Seven Kingdoms, where your enemies await you. You were born to serve them blood and fire. 

  {ŜǊ .ŀǊǊƛǎǘŀƴ ŎƭŜŀǊŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘǊƻŀǘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǊƭƻŎƪ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǊŎƘŀƴǘ ǎǇƻƪŜ ƻŦ Χέ 

  άtȅŀǘ tǊŜŜΦέ {ƘŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜŎŀƭƭ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΣ ōǳǘ ŀƭƭ ǎƘŜ could see were his lips. The wine of the 

warlocks had turned them blue. Shade-of-the-evening, ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΦ άLŦ ŀ ǿŀǊƭƻŎƪΩǎ ǎǇŜƭƭ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƪƛƭƭ ƳŜΣ L 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŘŜŀŘ ōȅ ƴƻǿΦ L ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǇŀƭŀŎŜ ŀƭƭ ƛƴ ŀǎƘŜǎΦέ Drogon saved me when they would have drained 

my life from me. Drogon burned them all. 

  ά!ǎ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅΣ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΦ {ǘƛƭƭΦ L ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǿŀǘŎƘŦǳƭΦέ 

  {ƘŜ ƪƛǎǎŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŜŜƪΦ άL ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭΦ /ƻƳŜΣ ǿŀƭƪ ƳŜ ōŀŎƪ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦŜŀǎǘΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ 5ŀƴȅ ǿƻƪŜ ŀǎ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ƘƻǇŜ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎƛƴŎŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǎƘŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ {ƭŀǾŜǊΩǎ .ŀȅΦ 

Daario would soon be at her side once more, and together they would sail for Westeros. For home. One 

of her young hostages brought her morning meal, a plump shy girl named Mezzara, whose father ruled 

the pyramid of Merreq, and Dany gave her a happy hug and thanked her with a kiss. 

  ά·ŀǊƻ ·Ƙƻŀƴ 5ŀȄƻǎ Ƙŀǎ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƘƛǊǘŜŜƴ ƎŀƭƭŜȅǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ LǊǊƛ ŀƴŘ WƘƛǉǳƛ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ 

dressing her for court. 



  ά¢ƘƛǊǘŜŜƴ ƛǎ ŀ bad number, Khaleesi,έ ƳǳǊƳǳǊŜŘ WƘƛǉǳƛΣ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 5ƻǘƘǊŀƪƛ ǘƻƴƎǳŜΦ άLǘ ƛǎ ƪƴƻǿƴΦέ 

  άLǘ ƛǎ ƪƴƻǿƴΣέ LǊǊƛ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΦ ά¢ƘƛǊǘȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊΣέ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΦ ά¢ƘǊŜŜ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ 

ǎǘƛƭƭΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘƛǊǘŜŜƴ Ƴŀȅ ǎǳŦŦƛŎŜ ǘƻ ŎŀǊǊȅ ǳǎ ǘƻ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎΦέ 

  The tǿƻ 5ƻǘƘǊŀƪƛ ƎƛǊƭǎ ŜȄŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ŀ ƭƻƻƪΦ ά¢ƘŜ Ǉƻƛǎƻƴ ǿŀǘŜǊ ƛǎ ŀŎŎǳǊǎŜŘΣ Khaleesi,έ ǎŀƛŘ LǊǊƛΦ 

άIƻǊǎŜǎ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ŘǊƛƴƪ ƛǘΦέ 

  άL Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƛƴǘŜƴŘ ǘƻ ŘǊƛƴƪ ƛǘΣέ 5ŀƴȅ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ 

  Only four petitioners awaited her that morning. As ever, Lord Ghael was the first to present 

ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻǊŜ ǿǊŜǘŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŀƴ ǳǎǳŀƭΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ wŀŘƛŀƴŎŜΣέ ƘŜ ƳƻŀƴŜŘΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŦŜƭƭ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǊōƭŜ 

ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ŦŜŜǘΣ άǘƘŜ ŀǊƳƛŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΩƛ ŘŜǎŎŜƴŘ ƻƴ !ǎǘŀǇƻǊΦ L ōŜƎ ȅƻǳΣ ŎƻƳŜ ǎƻǳǘƘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ ȅƻǳǊ 

ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘΗέ 

  άL ǿŀǊƴŜŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǊ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ŦƻƭƭȅΣέ 5ŀƴȅ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ άIŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴΦέ 

  άDǊŜŀǘ /ƭŜƻƴ ǎƻǳƎƘǘ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƻ ǎǘǊƛƪŜ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǾƛƭŜ ǎƭŀǾŜǊǎ ƻŦ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΦέ 

  άDǊŜŀǘ /ƭŜƻƴ ƛǎ ŀ ǎƭŀǾŜǊ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦέ 

  άL ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ aƻǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ 5ǊŀƎƻƴǎ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ŀōŀƴŘƻƴ ǳǎ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ƘƻǳǊ ƻŦ ǇŜǊƛƭΦ [ŜƴŘ ǳǎ ȅƻǳǊ 

¦ƴǎǳƭƭƛŜŘ ǘƻ ŘŜŦŜƴŘ ƻǳǊ ǿŀƭƭǎΦέ 

  And if I do, who will defend my walls? άaŀƴȅ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŦǊŜŜŘƳŜƴ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƭŀǾŜǎ ƛƴ !ǎǘŀǇƻǊΦ tŜǊƘŀǇǎ 

some will wish to help defend your king. That is their choice, as free men. I gave Astapor its freedom. It 

is up to you to defend ƛǘΦέ 

  ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ ŘŜŀŘΣ ǘƘŜƴΦ ¸ƻǳ ƎŀǾŜ ǳǎ ŘŜŀǘƘΣ ƴƻǘ ŦǊŜŜŘƻƳΦέ DƘŀŜƭ ƭŜŀǇǘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜǘ ŀƴŘ ǎǇŀǘ ƛƴǘƻ 

her face. 

  Strong Belwas seized him by the shoulder and slammed him down onto the marble so hard that 

5ŀƴȅ ƘŜŀǊŘ DƘŀŜƭΩǎ ǘŜŜǘƘ ŎǊŀŎƪΦ ¢ƘŜ {ƘŀǾŜǇŀǘŜ ǿƻǳƭd have done worse, but she stopped him. 

  ά9ƴƻǳƎƘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŘŀōōƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ŎƘŜŜƪ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ tokar. άbƻ ƻƴŜ Ƙŀǎ ŜǾŜǊ ŘƛŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ 

ǎǇƛǘǘƭŜΦ ¢ŀƪŜ ƘƛƳ ŀǿŀȅΦέ 

  They dragged him out feet first, leaving several broken teeth and a trail of blood behind. Dany 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ƎƭŀŘƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǘƛǘƛƻƴŜǊǎ ŀǿŀȅ Χ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǉǳŜŜƴΣ ǎƻ ǎƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ 

them out and did her best to give them justice. 

  Late that afternoon Admiral Groleo and Ser Barristan returned from their inspection of the 

galleys. Dany assembled her council to hear them. Grey Worm was there for the Unsullied, Skahaz mo 

Kandaq for the Brazen Beasts. In the absence of her bloodriders, a wizened jaqqa rhan called Rommo, 

squint-eyed and bowlegged, came to speak for her Dothraki. Her freedmen were represented by the 

captains of the three companies she had formedτMollono Yos Dob of the Stalwart Shields, Symon 

Stripe-ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ CǊŜŜ .ǊƻǘƘŜǊǎΣ aŀǊǎŜƭŜƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ aŜƴΦ wŜȊƴŀƪ Ƴƻ wŜȊƴŀƪ ƘƻǾŜǊŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 



ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ ŜƭōƻǿΣ ŀƴŘ {ǘǊƻƴƎ .Ŝƭǿŀǎ ǎǘƻod behind her with his huge arms crossed. Dany would not lack for 

counsel. 

  Groleo had been a most unhappy man since they had broken up his ship to build the siege 

engines that won Meereen for her. Dany had tried to console him by naming him her lord admiral, but it 

ǿŀǎ ŀ Ƙƻƭƭƻǿ ƘƻƴƻǊΤ ǘƘŜ aŜŜǊŜŜƴŜǎŜ ŦƭŜŜǘ ƘŀŘ ǎŀƛƭŜŘ ŦƻǊ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛ ǿƘŜƴ 5ŀƴȅΩǎ Ƙƻǎǘ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΣ 

so the old Pentoshi was an admiral without ships. Yet now he was smiling through his ragged 

salt-streaked beard in a way that the queen could scarce remember. 

  ά¢ƘŜ ǎƘƛǇǎ ŀǊŜ ǎƻǳƴŘΣ ǘƘŜƴΚέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƘƻǇƛƴƎΦ ά{ƻǳƴŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ƻƭŘ ǎƘƛǇǎΣ 

aye, but most are well maintained. The hull of the Pureborn Princess is worm-ŜŀǘŜƴΦ LΩŘ ƴƻǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ 

her beyond the sight of land. The Narraqqa could stand a new rudder and lines, and the Banded Lizard 

has some cracked oars, but they will serve. The rowers are slaves, but if we offer them an honest 

ƻŀǊǎƳŀƴΩǎ ǿŀƎŜΣ Ƴƻǎǘ ǿƛƭƭ ǎǘŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΦ wƻǿƛƴƎΩǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜȅ ƪƴƻǿΦ ¢ƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ǊŜǇƭŀŎŜŘ from 

my own crews. It is a long hard voyage to Westeros, but these ships are sound enough to get us there, 

LΩŘ ƧǳŘƎŜΦέ 

  wŜȊƴŀƪ Ƴƻ wŜȊƴŀƪ ƎŀǾŜ ŀ ǇƛǘŜƻǳǎ ƳƻŀƴΦ ά¢ƘŜƴ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǘǊǳŜΦ ¸ƻǳǊ ²ƻǊǎƘƛǇ ƳŜŀƴǎ ǘƻ ŀōŀƴŘƻƴ ǳǎΦέ 

IŜ ǿǊǳƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ ά¢ƘŜ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΩƛ ǿƛƭƭ ǊŜǎǘƻre the Great Masters the instant you are gone, and we who 

have so faithfully served your cause will be put to the sword, our sweet wives and maiden daughters 

ǊŀǇŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŜƴǎƭŀǾŜŘΦέ 

  άbƻǘ ƳƛƴŜΣέ ƎǊǳƳōƭŜŘ {ƪŀƘŀȊ {ƘŀǾŜǇŀǘŜΦ άL ǿƛƭƭ ƪƛƭƭ ǘƘŜƳ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ƳƛƴŜ ƻǿƴ ƘŀƴŘΦέ IŜ ǎƭŀǇǇŜŘ 

his sword hilt. 

  5ŀƴȅ ŦŜƭǘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎƭŀǇǇŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘΦ άLŦ ȅƻǳ ŦŜŀǊ ǿƘŀǘ Ƴŀȅ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ǿƘŜƴ L ƭŜŀǾŜΣ ŎƻƳŜ 

ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎΦέ 

  ά²ƘŜǊŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ aƻǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ 5ǊŀƎƻƴǎ ƎƻŜǎΣ ǘƘŜ aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ aŜƴ ǿƛƭƭ Ǝƻ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΣέ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘ 

Marselen, MisǎŀƴŘŜƛΩǎ ǊŜƳŀƛƴƛƴƎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΦ 

  άIƻǿΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ {ȅƳƻƴ {ǘǊƛǇŜōŀŎƪΣ ƴŀƳŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǘŀƴƎƭŜ ƻŦ ǎŎŀǊǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǊƛŘƎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ 

ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΣ ŀ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƛǇǇƛƴƎǎ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎǳŦŦŜǊŜŘ ŀǎ ŀ ǎƭŀǾŜ ƛƴ !ǎǘŀǇƻǊΦ ά¢ƘƛǊǘŜŜƴ ǎƘƛǇǎ Χ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ 

not enough. A hundred ships might not ōŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦέ 

  ά²ƻƻŘŜƴ ƘƻǊǎŜǎ ŀǊŜ ƴƻ ƎƻƻŘΣέ ƻōƧŜŎǘŜŘ wƻƳƳƻΣ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ jaqqa rhan. ά5ƻǘƘǊŀƪƛ ǿƛƭƭ ǊƛŘŜΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜǎŜ ƻƴŜǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƳŀǊŎƘ ƻǾŜǊƭŀƴŘ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǊŜΣέ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘ DǊŜȅ ²ƻǊƳΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǎƘƛǇǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ 

ƪŜŜǇ ǇŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǊŜǎǳǇǇƭȅ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭǳƳƴΦέ 

  ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǎŜǊǾŜ ǳƴǘƛƭ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ǌǳƛƴǎ ƻŦ .ƘƻǊŀǎƘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ {ƘŀǾŜǇŀǘŜΦ ά.ŜȅƻƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΣ 

your ships would need to turn south past Tolos and the Isle of Cedars and sail around Valyria, whilst the 

Ŧƻƻǘ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƻ aŀƴǘŀǊȅǎ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ǊƻŀŘΦέ 



  ά¢ƘŜ demon road, they calƭ ƛǘ ƴƻǿΣέ ǎŀƛŘ aƻƭƭƻƴƻ ¸ƻǎ 5ƻōΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇƭǳƳǇ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

Stalwart Shields looked more like a scribe than a soldier, with his inky hands and heavy paunch, but he 

ǿŀǎ ŀǎ ŎƭŜǾŜǊ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀƳŜΦ άaŀƴȅ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦ ǳǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŘƛŜΦέ 

  ά¢ƘƻǎŜ ƭŜŦǘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƛƴ aŜŜǊŜŜƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŜƴǾȅ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘŜƛǊ Ŝŀǎȅ ŘŜŀǘƘǎΣέ ƳƻŀƴŜŘ wŜȊƴŀƪΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ 

make slaves ƻŦ ǳǎΣ ƻǊ ǘƘǊƻǿ ǳǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƛǘǎΦ !ƭƭ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŀǎ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΣ ƻǊ ǿƻǊǎŜΦέ 

  ά²ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƻǳǊŀƎŜΚέ {ŜǊ .ŀǊǊƛǎǘŀƴ ƭŀǎƘŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ άHer Grace freed you from your chains. It is 

ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǎƘŀǊǇŜƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǿƻǊŘǎ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŦŜƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ŦǊŜŜŘƻƳ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ƭŜŀǾŜǎΦέ 

  ά.ǊŀǾŜ ǿƻǊŘǎΣ ŦǊƻƳ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ƳŜŀƴǎ ǘƻ ǎŀƛƭ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴǎŜǘΣέ {ȅƳƻƴ {ǘǊƛǇŜōŀŎƪ ǎƴŀǊƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪΦ 

ά²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƭƻƻƪ ōŀŎƪ ŀǘ ƻǳǊ ŘȅƛƴƎΚέ 

  ά¸ƻǳǊ Graceτέ 

  άaŀƎƴƛŦƛŎŜƴŎŜτέ 

  ά¸ƻǳǊ ²ƻǊǎƘƛǇτέ 

  άEnough.έ 5ŀƴȅ ǎƭŀǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜΦ άbƻ ƻƴŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƻ ŘƛŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ Ƴȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦέ IŜǊ 

ŘǊŜŀƳǎ ƻŦ ƘƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƭƻǾŜ ƘŀŘ ōƭƛƴŘŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ άL ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ŀōŀƴŘƻƴ aŜŜǊŜŜƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǘŜ ƻŦ !ǎǘŀǇƻǊΦ Lǘ ƎǊƛŜǾŜǎ 

me to say so, bǳǘ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎ Ƴǳǎǘ ǿŀƛǘΦέ 

  DǊƻƭŜƻ ǿŀǎ ŀƎƘŀǎǘΦ ά²Ŝ must accept these ships. If we refuse this gift Χέ 

  {ŜǊ .ŀǊǊƛǎǘŀƴ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ƻƴŜ ƪƴŜŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜǊΦ άaȅ ǉǳŜŜƴΣ ȅƻǳǊ ǊŜŀƭƳ Ƙŀǎ ƴŜŜŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΦ ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ 

wanted here, but in Westeros men will flock to your banners by the thousands, great lords and noble 

ƪƴƛƎƘǘǎΦ Ψ{ƘŜ ƛǎ ŎƻƳŜΣΩ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ ǎƘƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƻƴŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΣ ƛƴ ƎƭŀŘ ǾƻƛŎŜǎΦ ΨtǊƛƴŎŜ wƘŀŜƎŀǊΩǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ Ƙŀǎ ŎƻƳŜ 

home at last.Ω έ 

  άLŦ ǘƘŜȅ ƭƻǾŜ ƳŜ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ ǿŀƛǘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦέ 5ŀƴȅ ǎǘƻƻŘΦ άwŜȊƴŀƪΣ ǎǳƳƳƻƴ ·ŀǊƻ ·Ƙƻŀƴ 

DaȄƻǎΦέ 

  She received the merchant prince alone, seated on her bench of polished ebony, on the 

cushions Ser Barristan had brought her. Four Qartheen sailors accompanied him, bearing a rolled 

ǘŀǇŜǎǘǊȅ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƎƛŦǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀǊǘΣέ ·ŀǊƻ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘΦ 

άLǘ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ Ǿŀǳƭǘǎ ǎƛƴŎŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ 5ƻƻƳ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻƻƪ ±ŀƭȅǊƛŀΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ǎŀƛƭƻǊǎ ǳƴǊƻƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǘŀǇŜǎǘǊȅ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƭŘΣ ŘǳǎǘȅΣ ŦŀŘŜŘ Χ ŀƴŘ ƘǳƎŜΦ 5ŀƴȅ ƘŀŘ 

ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜ ǘƻ ·ŀǊƻΩǎ ǎƛŘŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǘǘŜǊƴǎ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ǇƭŀƛƴΦ ά! ƳŀǇΚ Lǘ ƛǎ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭΦέ Lǘ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ƘŀƭŦ ǘƘŜ 

floor. The seas were blue, the lands were green, the mountains black and brown. Cities were shown as 

stars in gold or silver thread. There is no Smoking Sea, she realized. Valyria is not yet an island. 

  ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ !ǎǘŀǇƻǊΣ ŀƴŘ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΣ ŀƴŘ aŜŜǊŜŜƴΦέ ·ŀǊƻ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ǎǘŀǊǎ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ 

ōƭǳŜ ƻŦ {ƭŀǾŜǊΩǎ .ŀȅΦ ά²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎ ƛǎ Χ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ Iƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǿŀǾŜŘ ǾŀƎǳŜƭȅ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǊ 

ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƭƭΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƴƻǊǘƘ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾe continued south and west, across the Summer 



Sea, but with my gift you shall soon be back where you belong. Accept my galleys with a joyful heart, 

ŀƴŘ ōŜƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƻŀǊǎ ǿŜǎǘǿŀǊŘΦέ 

  Would that I could. άaȅ ƭƻǊŘΣ L ǿƛƭƭ ƎƭŀŘƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǎƘƛǇǎΣ ōǳǘ L Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ Ǝive you the promise 

ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǎƪΦέ {ƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ άDƛǾŜ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ ƎŀƭƭŜȅǎΣ ŀƴŘ L ǎǿŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ vŀǊǘƘ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎƘƛǇ ƻŦ 

aŜŜǊŜŜƴ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǎ Ǝƻ ƻǳǘΦ [Ŝǘ ƳŜ ǘǊŀŘŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻŦƛǘǎΦέ 

  ·ŀǊƻΩǎ ƎƭŀŘ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŘƛŜŘ ǳǇƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇǎΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΚ !ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƳŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ƎƻΚέ 

  άL cannot ƎƻΦέ 

  Tears welled from his eyes, creeping down his nose, past emeralds, amethysts, and black 

ŘƛŀƳƻƴŘǎΦ άL ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ ¢ƘƛǊǘŜŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŜŜŘ Ƴȅ ǿƛǎŘƻƳΦ Lǘ ƎǊƛŜǾŜǎ ƳŜ to learn that I was wrong. 

Take these ships and sail away, or you will surely die screaming. You cannot know how many enemies 

ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƳŀŘŜΦέ 

  L ƪƴƻǿ ƻƴŜ ǎǘŀƴŘǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƳŜ ƴƻǿΣ ǿŜŜǇƛƴƎ ƳǳƳƳŜǊΩǎ ǘŜŀǊǎΦ The realization made her sad. 

  ά²ƘŜƴ L ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Iŀƭl of a Thousand Thrones to beg the Pureborn for your life, I said that you 

ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΣέ ·ŀǊƻ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴΣ άōǳǘ 9Ǝƻƴ 9ƳŜǊƻǎ ǘƘŜ 9ȄǉǳƛǎƛǘŜ ǊƻǎŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ψ{ƘŜ ƛǎ ŀ 

foolish ŎƘƛƭŘΣ ƳŀŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜŜŘƭŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜΦΩ ²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŘǊŀƎƻƴǎ ǿŜǊŜ small they were a 

ǿƻƴŘŜǊΦ DǊƻǿƴΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ŘŜŀǘƘ ŀƴŘ ŘŜǾŀǎǘŀǘƛƻƴΣ ŀ ŦƭŀƳƛƴƎ ǎǿƻǊŘ ŀōƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΦέ IŜ ǿƛǇŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ǘƘŜ 

ǘŜŀǊǎΦ άL ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƭŀƛƴ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ vŀǊǘƘΦέ 

  άL ǿŀǎ ŀ ƎǳŜǎǘ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ǊƻƻŦ ŀƴŘ ŀǘŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ƳŜŀǘ ŀƴŘ ƳŜŀŘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLƴ ƳŜƳƻǊȅ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ 

yƻǳ ŘƛŘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΣ L ǿƛƭƭ ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ Χ once Χ ōǳǘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǇǊŜǎǳƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘǊŜŀǘŜƴ ƳŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ 

  ά·ŀǊƻ ·Ƙƻŀƴ 5ŀȄƻǎ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘǊŜŀǘŜƴΦ IŜ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜǎΦέ 

  IŜǊ ǎŀŘƴŜǎǎ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ŦǳǊȅΦ ά!ƴŘ L ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƴŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴ ŎƻƳŜǎ 

up, we will learƴ Ƙƻǿ ǿŜƭƭ ŀ ƭƛŀǊΩǎ ǘŜŀǊǎ Ŏŀƴ ǉǳŜƴŎƘ ŘǊŀƎƻƴŦƛǊŜΦ [ŜŀǾŜ ƳŜΣ ·ŀǊƻΦ Quickly.έ 

  He went but left his world behind. Dany seated herself upon her bench again to gaze across the 

blue silk sea, toward distant Westeros. One day, she promised herself. 

  The next moǊƴƛƴƎ ·ŀǊƻΩǎ ƎŀƭƭŜŀǎ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƴŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ άƎƛŦǘέ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜǊ ǊŜƳŀƛƴŜŘ 

ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƛƴ {ƭŀǾŜǊΩǎ .ŀȅΦ [ƻƴƎ ǊŜŘ ǎǘǊŜŀƳŜǊǎ ŦƭŜǿ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀǎǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛǊǘŜŜƴ vŀǊǘƘŜŜƴ ƎŀƭƭŜȅǎΣ 

writhing in the wind. And when Daenerys descended to hold court, a messenger from the ships awaited 

her. He spoke no word but laid at her feet a black satin pillow, upon which rested a single bloodstained 

glove. 

  ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎΚέ {ƪŀƘŀȊ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΦ ά! ōƭƻƻŘȅ ƎƭƻǾŜ Χέ 

  άΧ ƳŜŀƴǎ ǿŀǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴΦ 



  JON 
 

     Careful of the rats, my lƻǊŘΦέ 5ƻƭƻǊƻǳǎ 9ŘŘ ƭŜŘ Wƻƴ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜǇǎΣ ŀ ƭŀƴǘŜǊƴ ƛƴ ƻƴŜ ƘŀƴŘΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ 

make an awful squeal if you step on them. My mother used to make a similar sound when I was a boy. 

She must have had some rat in her, now that I think of it. Brown hair, beady little eyes, liked cheese. 

aƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǘŀƛƭ ǘƻƻΣ L ƴŜǾŜǊ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜΦέ 

  All of Castle Black was connected underground by a maze of tunnels that the brothers called the 

wormways. It was dark and gloomy underneath the earth, so the wormways were little used in summer, 

but when the winter winds began to blow and the snows began to fall, the tunnels became the quickest 

way to move about the castle. The stewards were making use of them already. Jon saw candles burning 

in several wall niches as they made their way along the tunnel, their footsteps echoing ahead of them. 

  Bowen Marsh was waiting at a junction where four wormways met. With him he had Wick 

Whittlestick, tall and skinny as ŀ ǎǇŜŀǊΦ ά¢ƘŜǎŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻǳƴǘǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǘǳǊƴǎ ŀƎƻΣέ aŀǊǎƘ ǘƻƭŘ WƻƴΣ 

ƻŦŦŜǊƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ŀ ǘƘƛŎƪ ǎƘŜŀŦ ƻŦ ǇŀǇŜǊǎΣ άŦƻǊ ŎƻƳǇŀǊƛǎƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǳǊ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ ǎǘƻǊŜǎΦ {Ƙŀƭƭ ǿŜ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ 

ƎǊŀƴŀǊƛŜǎΚέ 

  They moved through the grey gloom beneath the earth. Each storeroom had a solid oaken door 

ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ ƛǊƻƴ ǇŀŘƭƻŎƪ ŀǎ ōƛƎ ŀǎ ŀ ǎǳǇǇŜǊ ǇƭŀǘŜΦ άLǎ ǇƛƭŦŜǊŀƎŜ ŀ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΚέ Wƻƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

  άbƻǘ ŀǎ ȅŜǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ .ƻǿŜƴ aŀǊǎƘΦ άhƴŎŜ ǿƛƴǘŜǊ ŎƻƳŜǎΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƻǊŘǎƘƛǇ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ǿƛǎŜ ǘƻ 

Ǉƻǎǘ ƎǳŀǊŘǎ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 

  Wick Whittlestick wore the keys on a ring about his neck. They all looked alike to Jon, yet 

somehow Wick found the right one for every door. Once inside, he would take a fist-sized chunk of chalk 

from his pouch and mark each cask and sack and barrel as he counted them while Marsh compared the 

new count to the old. 

  In the granaries were oats and wheat and barley, and barrels of coarse ground flour. In the root 

cellars strings of onions and garlic dangled from the rafters, and bags of carrots, parsnips, radishes, and 

white and yellow turnips filled the shelves. One storeroom held wheels of cheese so large it took two 

men to move them. In the next, casks of salt beef, salt pork, salt mutton, and salt cod were stacked ten 

feet high. Three hundred hams and three thousand long black sausages hung from ceiling beams below 

the smokehouse. In the spice locker they found peppercorns, cloves, and cinnamon, mustard seeds, 

coriander, sage and clary sage and parsley, blocks of salt. Elsewhere were casks of apples and pears, 

dried peas, dried figs, bags of walnuts, bags of chestnuts, bags of almonds, planks of dry smoked salmon, 

clay jars packed with olives in oil and sealed with wax. One storeroom offered potted hare, haunch of 

deer in honey, pickled cabbage, pickled beets, pickled onions, pickled eggs, and pickled herring. 

  As they moved from one vault to another, the wormways seemed to grow colder. Before long 

Wƻƴ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ŦǊƻǎǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴǘŜǊƴ ƭƛƎƘǘΦ ά²ŜΩǊŜ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭΦέ 



  ά!ƴŘ ǎƻƻƴ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ƛǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ aŀǊǎƘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƳŜŀǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǎǇƻƛƭ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭŘΦ CƻǊ ƭƻƴƎ ǎǘƻǊŀƎŜΣ ƛǘΩǎ ōŜǘǘŜǊ 

ǘƘŀƴ ǎŀƭǘƛƴƎΦέ 

  The next door was made of rusty iron. Behind it was a flight of wooden steps. Dolorous Edd led 

ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƭŀƴǘŜǊƴΦ ¦Ǉ ǘƻǇ ǘƘŜȅ ŦƻǳƴŘ ŀ ǘǳƴƴŜƭ ŀǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ²ƛƴǘŜǊŦŜƭƭΩǎ ƎǊŜŀǘ Ƙŀƭƭ ǘƘƻǳƎh no wider 

than the worm-ways. The walls were ice, bristling with iron hooks. From each hook hung a carcass: 

skinned deer and elk, sides of beef, huge sows swinging from the ceiling, headless sheep and goats, even 

horse and bear. Hoarfrost covered everything. 

  As they did their count, Jon peeled the glove off his left hand and touched the nearest haunch of 

venison. He could feel his fingers sticking, and when he pulled them back he lost a bit of skin. His 

fingertips were numb. ²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŜȄǇŜŎǘΚ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ a mountain of ice above your head, more tons than 

even Bowen Marsh could count. Even so, the room felt colder than it should. 

  άLǘ ƛǎ ǿƻǊǎŜ ǘƘŀƴ L ŦŜŀǊŜŘΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΣέ aŀǊǎƘ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŘƻƴŜΦ IŜ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƎƭƻƻƳƛŜǊ 

than Dolorous Edd. 

  Jon had just been thinking that all the meat in the world surrounded them. You know nothing, 

Jon Snow. άIƻǿ ǎƻΚ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǎŜŜƳǎ ŀ ŘŜŀƭ ƻŦ ŦƻƻŘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦέ 

  άLǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǎǳƳƳŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ƘŀǊǾŜǎǘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ōƻǳƴǘƛŦǳƭΣ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǊŘǎ ƎŜƴŜǊƻǳǎΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ƭŀƛŘ ōȅ 

to see us through three years of winter. Four, with a bit of scrimping. Now, though, if we must go on 

ŦŜŜŘƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ƳŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ ƳŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǿƛƭŘƭƛƴƎǎ Χ aƻƭŜΩǎ ¢ƻǿƴ ŀƭƻƴŜ Ƙŀǎ ŀ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ǳǎŜƭŜǎǎ 

mouths, and still they come. Three more turned up yesterday at the gates, a dozen the day before. It 

Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ Ǝƻ ƻƴΦ {ŜǘǘƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ DƛŦǘΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀƴŘ ƎƻƻŘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǘƻƻ ƭŀǘŜ ǘƻ Ǉƭŀƴǘ ŎǊƻǇǎΦ ²ŜΩƭƭ ōŜ 

Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǘǳǊƴƛǇǎ ŀƴŘ ǇŜŀǎŜ ǇƻǊǊƛŘƎŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊ ƛǎ ƻǳǘΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ŘǊƛƴƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōƭƻƻŘ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ 

ƻǿƴ ƘƻǊǎŜǎΦέ 

  ά¸ǳƳΣέ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜŘ 5ƻƭƻǊƻǳǎ 9ŘŘΦ άbƻǘƘƛƴƎ ōŜŀǘǎ ŀ Ƙƻǘ ŎǳǇ ƻŦ ƘƻǊǎŜ ōƭƻƻŘ ƻƴ ŀ ŎƻƭŘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ L ƭƛƪŜ 

ƳƛƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǇƛƴŎƘ ƻŦ ŎƛƴƴŀƳƻƴ ǎǇǊƛƴƪƭŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƻǇΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ [ƻǊŘ {ǘŜǿŀǊŘ ǇŀƛŘ ƘƛƳ ƴƻ ƳƛƴŘΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǎƛŎƪƴŜǎǎ ǘƻƻΣέ ƘŜ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴΣ άōƭŜŜŘƛƴƎ ƎǳƳǎ 

and loose teeth. Maester Aemon used to say that lime juice and fresh meat would remedy that, but our 

limes were gone a year ago and we do not have enough fodder to keep herds afoot for fresh meat. We 

ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōǳǘŎƘŜǊ ŀƭƭ ōǳǘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ōǊŜŜŘƛƴƎ ǇŀƛǊǎΦ LǘΩǎ Ǉŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜΦ Lƴ ǿƛƴǘŜǊǎ ǇŀǎǘΣ ŦƻƻŘ Ŏould be brought up the 

ƪƛƴƎǎǊƻŀŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳǘƘΣ ōǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊ Χ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀǳǘǳƳƴΣ L ƪƴƻǿΣ ōǳǘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ŀŘǾƛǎŜ ǿŜ Ǝƻ ƻƴ 

ǿƛƴǘŜǊ Ǌŀǘƛƻƴǎ ƴƻƴŜǘƘŜƭŜǎǎΣ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦέ 

  The men will love that. άLŦ ǿŜ ƳǳǎǘΦ ²ŜΩƭƭ Ŏǳǘ ŜŀŎƘ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǇƻǊǘƛƻƴ ōȅ ŀ ǉǳŀǊǘŜǊΦέ If my brothers 

ŀǊŜ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴƛƴƎ ƻŦ ƳŜ ƴƻǿΣ ǿƘŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀȅ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ǎƴƻǿ ŀƴŘ ŀŎƻǊƴ ǇŀǎǘŜΚ 

  ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŜƭǇΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦέ ¢ƘŜ [ƻǊŘ {ǘŜǿŀǊŘΩǎ ǘƻƴŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ Ǉƭŀƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ 

would help enough. 



  5ƻƭƻǊƻǳǎ 9ŘŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άbƻǿ L ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘand why King Stannis let the wild-lings through the Wall. He 

ƳŜŀƴǎ ŦƻǊ ǳǎ ǘƻ Ŝŀǘ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

  Wƻƴ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ άLǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

  άhƘΣ ƎƻƻŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 9ŘŘΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ƭƻƻƪ ŀ ǎǘǊƛƴƎȅ ƭƻǘΣ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ǘŜŜǘƘ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŀǎ ǎƘŀǊǇ ŀǎ ǿƘŜƴ L ǿŀǎ 

ȅƻǳƴƎŜǊΦέ 

  άLŦ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ǎǳŦŦƛŎƛŜƴǘ ŎƻƛƴΣ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōǳȅ ŦƻƻŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳǘƘ ŀƴŘ ōǊƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƛƴ ōȅ ǎƘƛǇΣέ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘ 

Steward said. 

  We could, thought Jon, if we had the gold, and someone willing to sell us food. Both of those 

were lacking. Our best hope may be the Eyrie. The Vale of Arryn was famously fertile and had gone 

ǳƴǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎΦ Wƻƴ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ Ƙƻǿ [ŀŘȅ /ŀǘŜƭȅƴΩǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŦŜŜƭ ŀōƻǳǘ ŦŜŜŘƛƴƎ bŜŘ 

{ǘŀǊƪΩǎ ōŀǎǘŀǊŘΦ !ǎ ŀ ōƻȅΣ ƘŜ ƻŦǘŜƴ ŦŜƭǘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ƭŀŘȅ ƎǊǳŘƎŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŜǾŜǊȅ ōƛǘŜΦ 

  ά²Ŝ Ŏŀƴ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ Ƙǳƴǘ ƛŦ ƴŜŜŘ ōŜΣέ ²ƛŎƪ ²ƘƛǘǘƭŜǎǘƛŎƪ Ǉǳǘ ƛƴΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƎŀƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻŘǎΦέ 

  ά!ƴŘ ǿƛƭŘƭƛƴƎǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŘŀǊƪŜǊ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ aŀǊǎƘΦ άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ǎŜƴŘ ƻǳǘ ƘǳƴǘŜǊǎΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦ L ǿƻǳƭŘ 

ƴƻǘΦέ 

  No. You would close our gates forever and seal them up with stone and ice. Half of Castle Black 

aƎǊŜŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘ {ǘŜǿŀǊŘΩǎ ǾƛŜǿǎΣ ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀƭŦ ƘŜŀǇŜŘ ǎŎƻǊƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƳΦ ά{Ŝŀƭ ƻǳǊ ƎŀǘŜǎ 

ŀƴŘ Ǉƭŀƴǘ ȅƻǳǊ Ŧŀǘ ōƭŀŎƪ ŀǊǎŜǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭΣ ŀȅŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŦǊŜŜ ŦƻƭƪΩƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ ǎǿŀǊƳƛƴƎ ƻΩŜǊ ǘƘŜ .ǊƛŘƎŜ ƻΩ 

{ƪǳƭƭǎ ƻǊ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǎƻƳŜ ƎŀǘŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳΩŘ ǎŜŀƭŜŘ ŦƛǾŜ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻΣέ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ŦƻǊŜǎǘŜǊ 5ȅǿŜƴ 

ƘŀŘ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜŘ ƭƻǳŘƭȅ ƻǾŜǊ ǎǳǇǇŜǊΣ ǘǿƻ ƴƛƎƘǘǎ ǇŀǎǘΦ ά²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ǘƻ ǿŀǘŎƘ ŀ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ƭŜŀƎǳŜǎ 

ƻΩ ²ŀƭƭΦ ¢ƻǊƳǳƴŘ Dƛŀƴǘǎōǳǘǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ²ŜŜǇŜǊ ƪƴƻǿǎ ƛǘ ǘƻƻΦ 9ǾŜǊ ǎŜŜ ŀ ŘǳŎƪ ŦǊƻȊŜƴ ƛƴ ŀ ǇƻƴŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ 

his feŜǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƛŎŜΚ Lǘ ǿƻǊƪǎ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ŦƻǊ ŎǊƻǿǎΦέ aƻǎǘ ǊŀƴƎŜǊǎ ŜŎƘƻŜŘ 5ȅǿŜƴΣ ǿƘƛƭǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜǿŀǊŘǎ ŀƴŘ 

builders inclined toward Bowen Marsh. 

  .ǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǉǳŀƴŘŀǊȅ ŦƻǊ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŘŀȅΦ IŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǿΣ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳ ǿŀǎ ŦƻƻŘΦ ά²Ŝ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ 

leave King Stannis and his men tƻ ǎǘŀǊǾŜΣ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ǿŜ ǿƛǎƘŜŘ ǘƻΣέ Wƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLŦ ƴŜŜŘ ōŜΣ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ 

take all this at sword-ǇƻƛƴǘΦ ²Ŝ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƘŜƳΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƛƭŘƭƛƴƎǎ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ŦŜŘ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦέ 

  άIƻǿΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ .ƻǿŜƴ aŀǊǎƘΦ 

  Would that I knew. ά²Ŝ ǿƛƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ǿŀȅΦέ 

  By the time they returned to the surface, the shadows of the afternoon were growing long. 

Clouds streaked the sky like tattered banners, grey and white and torn. The yard outside the armory was 

ŜƳǇǘȅΣ ōǳǘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ Wƻƴ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ǎǉǳƛǊŜ ŀǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳΦ 5evan was a skinny lad of some twelve 

years, brown of hair and eye. They found him frozen by the forge, hardly daring to move as Ghost 

ǎƴƛŦŦŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ŘƻǿƴΦ άIŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƘǳǊǘ ȅƻǳΣέ Wƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ ŦƭƛƴŎƘŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΣ 

and that sudden moǘƛƻƴ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǊŜǿƻƭŦ ōŀǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜŜǘƘΦ άNo!έ Wƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ άDƘƻǎǘΣ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ōŜΦ Away.έ 

The wolf slunk back to his ox bone, silence on four feet. 



  5ŜǾŀƴ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǎ ǇŀƭŜ ŀǎ DƘƻǎǘΣ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŘŀƳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǇŜǊǎǇƛǊŀǘƛƻƴΦ άa-my lord. His Grace 

c-ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǇǊŜǎŜƴŎŜΦέ The boy was clad in Baratheon gold and black, with the flaming heart of a 

ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ Ƴŀƴ ǎŜǿƴ ŀōƻǾŜ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴΦ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ requests,έ ǎŀƛŘ 5ƻƭƻǊƻǳǎ 9ŘŘΦ άIƛǎ DǊŀŎŜ requests the presence of the lord 

ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ Ƙƻǿ LΩŘ ǎŀȅ ƛǘΦέ 

  ά[ŜŀǾŜ ƛǘ ōŜΣ 9ŘŘΦέ Wƻƴ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ƴƻ ƳƻƻŘ ŦƻǊ ǎǳŎƘ ǎǉǳŀōōƭŜǎΦ ά{ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ {ŜǊ Wǳǎǘƛƴ ƘŀǾŜ 

ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 5ŜǾŀƴΦ ά²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΚέ 

  The wrong-way rangers. Massey and Horpe had ridden south, not north. Whatever they had 

ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘΣ ōǳǘ Wƻƴ ǿŀǎ ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜΦ άLŦ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ Iƛǎ 

DǊŀŎŜΦέ IŜ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ ǎǉǳƛǊŜ ōŀŎƪ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ȅŀǊŘΦ DƘƻǎǘ ǇŀŘŘŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜƳ ǳƴǘƛƭ Wƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ άbƻΦ 

Stay!έ LƴǎǘŜŀŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǊŜǿƻƭŦ Ǌŀƴ ƻŦŦΦ 

  Lƴ ǘƘŜ YƛƴƎΩǎ ¢ƻǿŜǊΣ Wƻƴ ǿŀǎ ǎǘǊƛǇǇŜŘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǿŜŀǇƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ŀŘƳƛǘǘed to the royal presence. The 

solar was hot and crowded. Stannis and his captains were gathered over the map of the north. The 

wrong-way rangers were amongst them. Sigorn was there as well, the young Magnar of Thenn, clad in a 

leather hauberk sewn with bronze scales. Rattleshirt sat scratching at the manacle on his wrist with a 

cracked yellow fingernail. Brown stubble covered his sunken cheeks and receding chin, and strands of 

ŘƛǊǘȅ ƘŀƛǊ ƘǳƴƎ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ άIŜǊŜ ƘŜ ŎƻƳŜǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎŀǿ WƻƴΣ άǘƘŜ ōrave boy who slew 

aŀƴŎŜ wŀȅŘŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŎŀƎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ōƻǳƴŘΦέ ¢ƘŜ ōƛƎ ǎǉǳŀǊŜ-cut gem that adorned his iron cuff 

ƎƭƛƳƳŜǊŜŘ ǊŜŘƭȅΦ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ Ƴȅ ǊǳōȅΣ {ƴƻǿΚ ! ǘƻƪŜƴ ƻΩ ƭƻǾŜ ŦǊƻƳ [ŀŘȅ wŜŘΦέ 

  Wƻƴ ƛƎƴƻǊŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ƪƴŜŜΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΣέ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǉǳƛǊŜ 5ŜǾŀƴΣ άLΩǾŜ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ [ƻǊŘ 

{ƴƻǿΦέ 

  άL Ŏŀƴ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ [ƻǊŘ /ƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊΦ ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ Ƴȅ ƪƴƛƎƘǘǎ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴǎΣ L ōŜƭƛŜǾŜΦέ 

  άL ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘƻƴƻǊΦέ IŜ ƘŀŘ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ ŀ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴ ŀƭƭ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎΦ 

vǳŜŜƴΩǎ ƳŜƴΣ ŀƭƭΦ It struck Jon as odd that ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ƳŜƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ 

ōŜ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ƳŜƴ ƘŀŘ ƛƴŎǳǊǊŜŘ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎΩǎ ƛǊŜ ƻƴ 5ǊŀƎƻƴǎǘƻƴŜ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ǘŀƭƪ Wƻƴ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǿŀǎ ǘǊǳŜΦ 

  ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǿƛƴŜΦ hǊ ǿŀǘŜǊ ōƻƛƭŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƭŜƳƻƴǎΦέ 

  ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻΦέ 

  ά!ǎ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǎƘΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƎƛŦǘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΣ [ƻǊŘ {ƴƻǿΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƪƛƴƎ ǿŀǾŜŘ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ŀǘ wŀǘǘƭŜǎƘƛǊǘΦ άIƛƳΦέ 

  [ŀŘȅ aŜƭƛǎŀƴŘǊŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŘƛŘ ǎŀȅ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ƳŜƴΣ [ƻǊŘ {ƴƻǿΦ L ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƻǳǊ [ƻǊŘ ƻŦ .ƻƴŜǎ 

ǎǘƛƭƭ ǉǳŀƭƛŦƛŜǎΦέ 

  Wƻƴ ǿŀǎ ŀƎƘŀǎǘΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΣ ǘƘƛǎ Ƴŀƴ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ōŜ ǘǊǳǎǘŜŘΦ LŦ L ƪŜep him here, someone will slit his 

ǘƘǊƻŀǘ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΦ LŦ L ǎŜƴŘ ƘƛƳ ǊŀƴƎƛƴƎΣ ƘŜΩƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƭŘƭƛƴƎǎΦέ 



  άbƻǘ ƳŜΦ LΩƳ ŘƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ŦƻƻƭǎΦέ wŀǘǘƭŜǎƘƛǊǘ ǘŀǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ǌǳōȅ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ǿǊƛǎǘΦ ά!ǎƪ ȅƻǳǊ 

ǊŜŘ ǿƛǘŎƘΣ ōŀǎǘŀǊŘΦέ 

  Melisandre spoke softly in a strange tongue. The ruby at her throat throbbed slowly, and Jon 

ǎŀǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŀƭƭŜǊ ǎǘƻƴŜ ƻƴ wŀǘǘƭŜǎƘƛǊǘΩǎ ǿǊƛǎǘ ǿŀǎ ōǊƛƎƘǘŜƴƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŘŀǊƪŜƴƛƴƎ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ ά{ƻ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ƘŜ 

ǿŜŀǊǎ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƳ ƘŜ ƛǎ ōƻǳƴŘ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ ōƭƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƻǳƭΣέ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŘ ǇǊƛŜǎǘŜǎǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢Ƙis man will serve you 

ŦŀƛǘƘŦǳƭƭȅΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦƭŀƳŜǎ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƭƛŜΣ [ƻǊŘ {ƴƻǿΦέ 

  Perhaps not, Jon thought, but you do. 

  άLΩƭƭ ǊŀƴƎŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΣ ōŀǎǘŀǊŘΣέ wŀǘǘƭŜǎƘƛǊǘ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜŘΦ άLΩƭƭ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǎŀƎŜ ŎƻǳƴǎŜƭ ƻǊ ǎƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ 

ǎƻƴƎǎΣ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ǇǊŜŦŜǊΦ LΩƭƭ ŜǾŜƴ ŦƛƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦ Wǳǎǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŀǎƪ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǿŜŀǊ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƭƻŀƪΦέ 

  You are not worthy of one, Jon thought, but he held his tongue. No good would come of 

squabbling before the king. 

  YƛƴƎ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά[ƻǊŘ {ƴƻǿΣ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ƻŦ aƻǊǎ ¦ƳōŜǊΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘ ǘŀƪŜǎ ƴƻ ǇŀǊǘΣ Jon thought, but another voice within him said, Words are not 

swords. ά¢ƘŜ ŜƭŘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ DǊŜŀǘƧƻƴΩs uncles. Crow-food, they call him. A crow once took him for dead 

and pecked out his eye. He caught the bird in his fist and bit its head off. When Mors was young he was 

a fearsome fighter. His sons died on the Trident, his wife in childbed. His only daughter was carried off 

ōȅ ǿƛƭŘƭƛƴƎǎ ǘƘƛǊǘȅ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘǎ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ IŀǊǿƻƻŘ CŜƭƭΦ ά/ŀƴ ǘƘƛǎ Ƴŀƴ aƻǊǎ ōŜ ǘǊǳǎǘŜŘΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ 

Stannis. 

  Has Mors Umber bent the knee? ά¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ǎǿŜŀǊ ŀƴ ƻŀǘƘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀǊǘ 

ǘǊŜŜΦέ 

  Godrȅ ǘƘŜ DƛŀƴǘǎƭŀȅŜǊ ƎǳŦŦŀǿŜŘΦ άL ƘŀŘ ŦƻǊƎƻǘǘŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǊǘƘƳŜƴ ǿƻǊǎƘƛǇ ǘǊŜŜǎΦέ 

  ά²Ƙŀǘ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ƎƻŘ ƭŜǘǎ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ōŜ ǇƛǎǎŜŘ ǳǇƻƴ ōȅ ŘƻƎǎΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ CŀǊǊƛƴƎΩǎ ŎǊƻƴȅ /ƭŀȅǘƻƴ {ǳƎƎǎΦ 

  Wƻƴ ŎƘƻǎŜ ǘƻ ƛƎƴƻǊŜ ǘƘŜƳΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΣ ƳƛƎƘǘ L ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ¦ƳōŜǊǎ ƘŀǾŜ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜŘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΚέ 

  άIŀƭŦ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŀƴŘ ƻƴƭȅ ƛŦ L ƳŜŜǘ ǘƘƛǎ /ǊƻǿŦƻƻŘΩǎ ǇǊƛŎŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎΣ ƛƴ ŀƴ ƛǊǊƛǘŀǘŜŘ ǘƻƴŜΦ άIŜ 

ǿŀƴǘǎ aŀƴŎŜ wŀȅŘŜǊΩǎ ǎƪǳƭƭ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŘǊƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŎǳǇΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘǎ ŀ ǇŀǊŘƻƴ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΣ ǿƘƻ Ƙŀǎ ǊƛŘŘŜƴ 

ǎƻǳǘƘ ǘƻ Ƨƻƛƴ .ƻƭǘƻƴΦ ²ƘƻǊŜǎōŀƴŜΣ ƘŜΩǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΦέ 

  {ŜǊ DƻŘǊȅ ǿŀǎ ŀƳǳǎŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƴŀƳŜǎ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƴƻǊǘƘƳŜƴ ƘŀǾŜΗ 5ƛŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƴŜ ōƛǘŜ ǘƘŜ 

ƘŜŀŘ ƻŦŦ ǎƻƳŜ ǿƘƻǊŜΚέ 

  Wƻƴ ǊŜƎŀǊŘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŎƻƻƭƭȅΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǎŀȅ ǎƻΦ ! ǿƘƻǊŜ ǿƘƻ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ Ǌƻō ƘƛƳΣ ŦƛŦǘȅ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻ ƛƴ 

hƭŘǘƻǿƴΦέ hŘŘ ŀǎ ƛǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǎŜŜƳΣ ƻƭŘ IƻŀǊŦrost Umber had once believed his youngest son had the 

ƳŀƪƛƴƎǎ ƻŦ ŀ ƳŀŜǎǘŜǊΦ aƻǊǎ ƭƻǾŜŘ ǘƻ ōƻŀǎǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǿ ǿƘƻ ǘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜΣ ōǳǘ IƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǘŀƭŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ 



ǘƻƭŘ ƛƴ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊǎ Χ Ƴƻǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻǊŜ ƘŜΩŘ ŘƛǎŜƳōƻǿŜƭŜŘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ƳŀƴΦ άIŀǾŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƭƻǊŘǎ 

dŜŎƭŀǊŜŘ ŦƻǊ .ƻƭǘƻƴ ǘƻƻΚέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ǊŜŘ ǇǊƛŜǎǘŜǎǎ ǎƭƛŘ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎΦ άL ǎŀǿ ŀ ǘƻǿƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƻƻŘŜƴ ǿŀƭƭǎ ŀƴŘ ǿƻƻŘŜƴ ǎǘǊŜŜǘǎΣ 

filled with men. Banners flew above its walls: a moose, a battle-axe, three pine trees, longaxes crossed 

ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ŀ ŎǊƻǿƴΣ ŀ ƘƻǊǎŜΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŦƛŜǊȅ ŜȅŜǎΦέ 

  άIƻǊƴǿƻƻŘΣ /ŜǊǿȅƴΣ ¢ŀƭƭƘŀǊǘΣ wȅǎǿŜƭƭΣ ŀƴŘ 5ǳǎǘƛƴΣέ ǎǳǇǇƭƛŜŘ {ŜǊ /ƭŀȅǘƻƴ {ǳƎƎǎΦ ά¢ǊŀƛǘƻǊǎΣ ŀƭƭΦ 

[ŀǇŘƻƎǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊǎΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ wȅǎǿŜƭƭǎ ŀƴŘ 5ǳǎǘƛƴǎ ŀǊŜ ǘƛŜŘ ǘƻ IƻǳǎŜ .ƻƭǘƻƴ ōȅ ƳŀǊǊƛŀƎŜΣέ Wƻƴ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ άThese 

others have lost their lords in the fighting. I do not know who leads them now. Crowfood is no lapdog, 

ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ǿŜƭƭ ǘƻ ŀŎŎŜǇǘ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜǊƳǎΦέ 

  {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ƎǊƻǳƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜŜǘƘΦ άIŜ ƛƴŦƻǊƳǎ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ¦ƳōŜǊ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ŦƛƎƘǘ ¦ƳōŜǊΣ ŦƻǊ ŀƴȅ ŎŀǳǎŜΦέ 

  Wƻƴ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘΦ άLŦ ƛǘ ŎƻƳŜǎ ǘƻ ǎǿƻǊŘǎΣ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ IƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ōŀƴƴŜǊ ŦƭƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ Ǉǳǘ aƻǊǎ ƻƴ 

ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƴŜΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ DƛŀƴǘǎƭŀȅŜǊ ŘƛǎŀƎǊŜŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜ Iƛǎ DǊŀŎŜ ƭƻƻƪ ǿŜŀƪΦ L ǎŀȅΣ ǎƘƻǿ ƻǳǊ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘΦ .ǳǊƴ 

Last Hearth to the ground and ride ǘƻ ǿŀǊ ǿƛǘƘ /ǊƻǿŦƻƻŘΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ƳƻǳƴǘŜŘ ƻƴ ŀ ǎǇŜŀǊΣ ŀǎ ŀ ƭŜǎǎƻƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

ƴŜȄǘ ƭƻǊŘ ǿƘƻ ǇǊŜǎǳƳŜǎ ǘƻ ƻŦŦŜǊ ƘŀƭŦ Ƙƛǎ ƘƻƳŀƎŜΦέ 

  ά! ŦƛƴŜ Ǉƭŀƴ ƛŦ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ƛǎ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƘŀƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǊǘƘ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ȅƻǳΦ IŀƭŦ ƛǎ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ 

none. The Umbers have no love for the Boltons. If Whoresbane has joined the Bastard, it can only be 

ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊǎ ƘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ DǊŜŀǘƧƻƴ ŎŀǇǘƛǾŜΦέ 

  ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ Ƙƛǎ ǇǊŜǘŜȄǘΣ ƴƻǘ Ƙƛǎ ǊŜŀǎƻƴΣέ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜŘ {ŜǊ DƻŘǊȅΦ άLŦ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǇƘŜǿ ŘƛŜǎ ƛƴ ŎƘŀƛƴǎΣ ǘƘŜǎŜ 

uncles can claim his lands and lordship for themǎŜƭǾŜǎΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ DǊŜŀǘƧƻƴ Ƙŀǎ ǎƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊǎ ōƻǘƘΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǊǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƻŦ ŀ ƳŀƴΩǎ ōƻŘȅ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ 

ōŜŦƻǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ǳƴŎƭŜǎΣ ǎŜǊΦέ 

  ά¦ƴƭŜǎǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŜΦ 5ŜŀŘ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŎƻƳŜ ƭŀǎǘ ŜǾŜǊȅǿƘŜǊŜΦέ 

  ά{ǳƎƎŜǎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎ ƻŦ aƻǊǎ ¦ƳōŜǊΣ {ŜǊ DƻŘǊȅΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǿƛll learn more of death than 

ȅƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǿƛǎƘΦέ 

  άL ƘŀǾŜ ǎƭŀƛƴ ŀ ƎƛŀƴǘΣ ōƻȅΦ ²Ƙȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ L ŦŜŀǊ ǎƻƳŜ ŦƭŜŀ-ridden north-man who paints one on his 

ǎƘƛŜƭŘΚέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ Ǝƛŀƴǘ ǿŀǎ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅΦ aƻǊǎ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ōƛƎ ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ŦƭǳǎƘŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ōƻƭŘ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ǎƻƭŀǊΣ ōƻȅΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ ȅŀǊŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀƴƎ ŀ 

ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǎƻƴƎΦέ 



  άhƘΣ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƻŦŦΣ DƻŘǊȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ {ŜǊ Wǳǎǘƛƴ aŀǎǎŜȅΣ ŀ ƭƻƻǎŜ-limbed, fleshy knight with a ready smile 

and a mop of flaxen hair. Massey had been one of the wrong-ǿŀȅ ǊŀƴƎŜǊǎΦ ά²Ŝ ŀƭƭ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ŀ ōƛƎ Ǝƛŀnt 

ǎǿƻǊŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜΣ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜΦ bƻ ƴŜŜŘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǿŀǾŜ ƛǘ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ŦŀŎŜǎ ȅŜǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǾƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƻƴƎǳŜΣ aŀǎǎŜȅΦέ 

  άBe quiet,έ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΦ ά[ƻǊŘ {ƴƻǿΣ ŀǘǘŜƴŘ ƳŜΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ƭƛƴƎŜǊŜŘ ƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǇŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ 

wildlings would be fool enough to mount another attack upon the Wall. As they will not oblige me, it is 

ǘƛƳŜ L ŘŜŀƭǘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŦƻŜǎΦέ 

  άL ǎŜŜΦέ WƻƴΩǎ ǘƻƴŜ ǿŀǎ ǿŀǊȅΦ What does he want of me? άL ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƭƻǾŜ ŦƻǊ [ƻǊŘ .ƻƭǘƻƴ ƻǊ Ƙƛǎ 

ǎƻƴΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ǘŀƪŜ ǳǇ ŀǊƳs against them. Our vows prohibitτέ 

  άL ƪƴƻǿ ŀƭƭ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǾƻǿǎΦ {ǇŀǊŜ ƳŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǊŜŎǘƛǘǳŘŜΣ [ƻǊŘ {ƴƻǿΣ L ƘŀǾŜ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ 

ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƳƛƴŘ ǘƻ ƳŀǊŎƘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ 5ǊŜŀŘŦƻǊǘΦέ ²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻŎƪ ƻƴ WƻƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΣ ƘŜ 

ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ ά5ƻŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜ ȅƻu? Good. What surprises one Snow may yet surprise another. The Bastard 

of Bolton has gone south, taking Hother Umber with him. On that Mors Umber and Arnolf Karstark are 

agreed. That can only mean a strike at Moat Cailin, to open the way for his lord father to return to the 

north. The bastard must think I am too busy with the wildlings to trouble him. Well and good. The boy 

has shown me his throat. I mean to rip it out. Roose Bolton may regain the north, but when he does he 

will find that his castle, herds, and harvest all belong to me. If I take the Dreadfort unawaresτέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘΣέ Wƻƴ ōƭǳǊǘŜŘΦ 

  Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǿƘŀŎƪŜŘ ŀ ǿŀǎǇǎΩ ƴŜǎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎǘƛŎƪΦ hƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ ƳŜƴ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΣ ƻƴŜ ǎǇŀǘΣ 

ƻƴŜ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ŀ ŎǳǊǎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ŀƭƭ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ŀǘ ƻƴŎŜΦ ά¢ƘŜ ōƻȅ Ƙŀǎ ƳƛƭƪǿŀǘŜǊ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǾŜƛƴǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ {ŜǊ 

Godry the Giant-ǎƭŀȅŜǊΦ !ƴŘ [ƻǊŘ {ǿŜŜǘ ƘǳŦŦŜŘΣ ά¢ƘŜ ŎǊŀǾŜƴ ǎŜŜǎ ŀƴ ƻǳǘƭŀǿ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ōƭŀŘŜ ƻŦ 

ƎǊŀǎǎΦέ 

  {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΦ ά9ȄǇƭŀƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎΦέ 

  Where to begin? Jon moved to the map. Candles had been placed at its corners to keep the hide 

ŦǊƻƳ ǊƻƭƭƛƴƎ ǳǇΦ ! ŦƛƴƎŜǊ ƻŦ ǿŀǊƳ ǿŀȄ ǿŀǎ ǇǳŘŘƭƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ .ŀȅ ƻŦ {ŜŀƭǎΣ ǎƭƻǿ ŀǎ ŀ ƎƭŀŎƛŜǊΦ ά¢ƻ 

reach the Dreadfort, Your Grace must travel down the kingsroad past the Last River, turn south by east 

anŘ ŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ [ƻƴŜƭȅ IƛƭƭǎΦέ IŜ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘΦ ά¢ƘƻǎŜ ŀǊŜ ¦ƳōŜǊ ƭŀƴŘǎΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƪƴƻǿ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǘǊŜŜ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ 

rock. The kingsroad runs along their western marches for a hundred leagues. Mors will cut your host to 

pieces unless you meet his terms and win him to your ŎŀǳǎŜΦέ 

  ά±ŜǊȅ ǿŜƭƭΦ [Ŝǘ ǳǎ ǎŀȅ L Řƻ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

  ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōǊƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 5ǊŜŀŘŦƻǊǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ WƻƴΣ άōǳǘ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ ȅƻǳǊ Ƙƻǎǘ Ŏŀƴ ƻǳǘƳŀǊŎƘ ŀ ǊŀǾŜƴ ƻǊ ŀ 

line of beacon fires, the castle will know of your approach. It will be an easy thing for Ramsay Bolton to 

cut ƻŦŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǊŜǘǊŜŀǘ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŦŀǊ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭΣ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŦƻƻŘ ƻǊ ǊŜŦǳƎŜΣ ǎǳǊǊƻǳƴŘŜŘ ōȅ ȅƻǳǊ ŦƻŜǎΦέ 

  άhƴƭȅ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŀōŀƴŘƻƴǎ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛŜƎŜ ƻŦ aƻŀǘ /ŀƛƭƛƴΦέ 



  άaƻŀǘ /ŀƛƭƛƴ ǿƛƭƭ Ŧŀƭƭ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜǊ ǊŜŀŎƘ ǘƘŜ 5ǊŜŀŘŦƻǊǘΦ hƴŎŜ [ƻǊŘ wƻƻǎŜ Ƙŀǎ ƧƻƛƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ 

strength to RŀƳǎŀȅΩǎΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƻǳǘƴǳƳōŜǊŜŘ ŦƛǾŜ ǘƻ ƻƴŜΦέ 

  άaȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƻƴ ōŀǘǘƭŜǎ ŀǘ ǿƻǊǎŜ ƻŘŘǎΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ŀǎǎǳƳŜ aƻŀǘ /ŀƛƭƛƴ ǿƛƭƭ Ŧŀƭƭ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΣ {ƴƻǿΣέ ƻōƧŜŎǘŜŘ Wǳǎǘƛƴ aŀǎǎŜȅΣ άōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƛǊƻƴƳŜƴ ŀǊŜ 

ŘƻǳƎƘǘȅ ŦƛƎƘǘŜǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ LΩǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƛǘ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ aƻŀǘ Ƙŀǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ǘŀƪŜƴΦέ 

  άFrom the south. A small garrison in Moat Cailin can play havoc with any army coming up the 

ŎŀǳǎŜǿŀȅΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ Ǌǳƛƴǎ ŀǊŜ ǾǳƭƴŜǊŀōƭŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǊǘƘ ŀƴŘ ŜŀǎǘΦέ Wƻƴ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎΦ ά{ƛǊŜΣ ǘƘƛǎ 

is a bold stroke, but the riskτέ The NightΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘ ǘŀƪŜǎ ƴƻ ǇŀǊǘΦ .ŀǊŀǘƘŜƻƴ ƻǊ .ƻƭǘƻƴ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ 

same to me. άLŦ wƻƻǎŜ .ƻƭǘƻƴ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŎŀǘŎƘ ȅƻǳ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ǿŀƭƭǎ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ Ƴŀƛƴ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘΣ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜ 

ŜƴŘ ŦƻǊ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  άwƛǎƪ ƛǎ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǿŀǊΣέ declared Ser Richard Horpe, a lean knight with a ravaged face whose 

ǉǳƛƭǘŜŘ ŘƻǳōƭŜǘ ǎƘƻǿŜŘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ŘŜŀǘƘΩǎ-ƘŜŀŘ ƳƻǘƘǎ ƻƴ ŀ ŦƛŜƭŘ ƻŦ ŀǎƘ ŀƴŘ ōƻƴŜΦ ά9ǾŜǊȅ ōŀǘǘƭŜ ƛǎ ŀ ƎŀƳōƭŜΣ 

{ƴƻǿΦ ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŀƭǎƻ ǘŀƪŜǎ ŀ ǊƛǎƪΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ Ǌƛǎƪǎ ŀƴŘ ǊƛǎƪǎΣ {ŜǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƻƴŜ Χ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘΣ ǘƻƻ ǎƻƻƴΣ ǘƻƻ ŦŀǊ ŀǿŀȅΦ L ƪƴƻǿ 

the Dreadfort. It is a strong castle, all of stone, with thick walls and massive towers. With winter coming 

you will find it well provisioned. Centuries ago, House Bolton rose up against the King in the North, and 

Harlon Stark laid siege to the Dreadfort. It took him two years to starve them out. To have any hope of 

taking the castle, Your Grace would need siege engines, towers, battering rams Χέ 

  ά{ƛŜƎŜ ǘƻǿŜǊǎ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ƛŦ ƴŜŜŘ ōŜΣέ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ǊŜŜǎ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ŦŜƭƭŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǊŀƳǎ ƛŦ ǊŀƳǎ ŀǊŜ 

required. Arnolf Karstark writes that fewer than fifty men remain at the Dreadfort, half of them 

ǎŜǊǾŀƴǘǎΦ ! ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ŎŀǎǘƭŜ ǿŜŀƪƭȅ ƘŜƭŘ ƛǎ ǿŜŀƪΦέ 

  άCƛŦǘȅ ƳŜƴ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ŀ ŎŀǎǘƭŜ ŀǊŜ ǿƻǊǘƘ ŦƛǾŜ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜΦέ 

  ά¢Ƙŀǘ ŘŜǇŜƴŘǎ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴΣέ ǎŀƛŘ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ IƻǊǇŜΦ ά¢ƘŜǎŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƎǊŜȅōŜŀǊŘǎ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŜŜƴ ōƻȅǎΣ 

the men this bastard did not deem fit for battle. Our own men were blooded and tested on the 

.ƭŀŎƪǿŀǘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ƭŜŘ ōȅ ƪƴƛƎƘǘǎΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ǎŀǿ Ƙƻǿ ǿŜ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƭŘƭƛƴƎǎΦέ {ŜǊ Wǳǎǘƛƴ ǇǳǎƘŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀ ƭƻŎƪ ƻŦ ŦƭŀȄŜƴ ƘŀƛǊΦ ά¢ƘŜ 

Karstarks have sworn to join us at the Dreadfort, and we will have our wildlings as well. Three hundred 

men of fighting age. Lord Harwood made a count as they were passing through the gate. Their women 

ŦƛƎƘǘ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦέ 

  {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ƎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŀ ǎƻǳǊ ƭƻƻƪΦ άbƻǘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΣ ǎŜǊΦ L ǿŀƴǘ ƴƻ ǿƛŘƻǿǎ ǿŀƛƭƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǿŀƪŜΦ ¢ƘŜ 

women will remain here, with the old, the wounded, and the children. They will serve as hostages for 

the loyalty of their husbands and fathers. The wildling men will form my van. The Magnar will command 

ǘƘŜƳΣ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴ ŎƘƛŜŦǎ ŀǎ ǎŜǊƧŜŀƴǘǎΦ CƛǊǎǘΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ ǿŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ƴŜŜŘǎ ŀǊƳ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 



  He means to plunder our armory, Jon realized. Food and clothing, land and castles, now 

weapons. He draws me in deeper every day. Words might not be swords, but swords ǿŜǊŜ ǎǿƻǊŘǎΦ άL 

ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ǎǇŜŀǊǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǊŜƭǳŎǘŀƴǘƭȅΦ άIŜƭƳǎ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜƳ ƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ŘƛƴǘŜŘ 

ŀƴŘ ǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǊǳǎǘΦέ 

  ά!ǊƳƻǊΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ aŀƎƴŀǊΦ άtƭŀǘŜΚ aŀƛƭΚέ 

  ά²ƘŜƴ 5ƻƴŀƭ bƻȅŜ ŘƛŜŘ ǿŜ ƭƻǎǘ ƻǳǊ ŀǊƳƻǊŜǊΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ Wƻƴ ƭŜŦǘ ǳƴǎǇƻƪŜƴΦ Give the wildlings 

Ƴŀƛƭ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ōŜ ǘǿƛŎŜ ŀǎ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŀ ŘŀƴƎŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƳΦ 

  ά.ƻƛƭŜŘ ƭŜŀǘƘŜǊ ǿƛƭƭ ǎǳŦŦƛŎŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ {ŜǊ DƻŘǊȅΦ άhƴŎŜ ǿŜΩǾŜ ǘŀǎǘŜŘ ōŀǘǘƭŜΣ ǘƘŜ ǎǳǊǾƛǾƻǊǎ Ŏŀƴ ƭƻƻǘ ǘƘŜ 

ŘŜŀŘΦέ 

  The few who live that long. If Stannis placed the free folk in the van, most would perish quickly. 

ά5ǊƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ aŀƴŎŜ wŀȅŘŜǊΩǎ ǎƪǳƭƭ Ƴŀȅ ƎƛǾŜ aƻǊǎ ¦ƳōŜǊ ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ǿƛƭŘƭƛƴƎǎ ŎǊƻǎǎ Ƙƛǎ ƭŀƴŘǎ 

will not. The free folk have been raiding the Umbers since the Dawn of Days, crossing the Bay of Seals 

ŦƻǊ ƎƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜŜǇ ŀƴŘ ǿƻƳŜƴΦ hƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŎŀǊǊƛŜŘ ƻŦŦ ǿŀǎ /ǊƻǿŦƻƻŘΩǎ daughter. Your Grace, leave 

ǘƘŜ ǿƛƭŘƭƛƴƎǎ ƘŜǊŜΦ ¢ŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƛƭƭ ƻƴƭȅ ǎŜǊǾŜ ǘƻ ǘǳǊƴ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ōŀƴƴŜǊƳŜƴ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  ά̧ ƻǳǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ōŀƴƴŜǊƳŜƴ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƭƛƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ŎŀǳǎŜ ƛƴ ŀƴȅ ŎŀǎŜΦ L Ƴǳǎǘ ŀǎǎǳƳŜ ǘƘŜȅ 

ǎŜŜ ƳŜ ŀǎ Χ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƳŜΣ [ƻǊŘ {ƴƻǿΚ Another doomed pretender?έ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ 

the map. For a long moment the only sound was the king grinding Ƙƛǎ ǘŜŜǘƘΦ ά[ŜŀǾŜ ƳŜΦ !ƭƭ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΦ [ƻǊŘ 

{ƴƻǿΣ ǊŜƳŀƛƴΦέ 

  The brusque dismissal did not sit well with Justin Massey, but he had no choice but to smile and 

withdraw. Horpe followed him out, after giving Jon a measured look. Clayton Suggs drained his cup dry 

and muttered something to Harwood Fell that made the younger man laugh. Boy was part of it. Suggs 

was an upjumped hedge knight, as crude as he was strong. The last man to take his leave was 

Rattleshirt. At the door, he gave Jon a mocking bow, grinning through a mouthful of brown and broken 

teeth. 

  All of you did not seem to include Lady Melisandre. ¢ƘŜ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ǊŜŘ ǎƘŀŘƻǿΦ Stannis called to 

5ŜǾŀƴ ŦƻǊ ƳƻǊŜ ƭŜƳƻƴ ǿŀǘŜǊΦ ²ƘŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ŎǳǇ ǿŀǎ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎ ŘǊŀƴƪΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άIƻǊǇŜ ŀƴŘ aŀǎǎŜȅ 

ŀǎǇƛǊŜ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ seat. Massey wants the wildling princess too. He once served my brother Robert 

as squire and acquired his appetite for female flesh. Horpe will take Val to wife if I command it, but it is 

battle he lusts for. As a squire he dreamed of a white cloak, but Cersei Lannister spoke against him and 

Robert passed him over. Perhaps rightly. Ser Richard is too fond of killing. Which would you have as Lord 

ƻŦ ²ƛƴǘŜǊŦŜƭƭΣ {ƴƻǿΚ ¢ƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜǊ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎƭŀȅŜǊΚέ 

  Wƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²ƛƴǘŜǊŦŜƭƭ ōŜƭƻƴƎǎ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ {ŀƴǎŀΦέ 

  άL ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀƭƭ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ƻŦ [ŀŘȅ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ŎƭŀƛƳΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƪƛƴƎ ǎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǇ ŀǎƛŘŜΦ άYou 

ŎƻǳƭŘ ōǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǊǘƘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ ¸ƻǳǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ōŀƴƴŜǊƳŜƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ǌŀƭƭȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƴ ƻŦ 9ŘŘŀǊŘ {ǘŀǊƪΦ 9ǾŜƴ [ƻǊŘ 

Too-Fat-to-Sit-a-Horse. White Harbor would give me a ready source of supply and a secure base to 



which I could retreat at need. It is not too late to amend your folly, Snow. Take a knee and swear that 

ōŀǎǘŀǊŘ ǎǿƻǊŘ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǊƛǎŜ ŀǎ Wƻƴ {ǘŀǊƪΣ [ƻǊŘ ƻŦ ²ƛƴǘŜǊŦŜƭƭ ŀƴŘ ²ŀǊŘŜƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ bƻǊǘƘΦέ 

  How many times will he make me say it? άaȅ ǎǿƻǊŘ ƛǎ ǎǿƻǊƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘΦέ 

  {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŘƛǎƎǳǎǘŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎǘǳōōƻǊƴ Ƴŀƴ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ Honor, he called it. Well, 

honor has its costs, as Lord Eddard learned to his sorrow. If it gives you any solace, Horpe and Massey 

are doomed to disappointment. I am more inclined to bestow Winterfell upon Arnolf Karstark. A good 

ƴƻǊǘƘƳŀƴΦέ 

  ά! ƴƻǊǘƘƳŀƴΦέ Better a Karstark than a Bolton or a Greyjoy, Jon told himself, but the thought 

ƎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎƻƭŀŎŜΦ ά¢ƘŜ YŀǊǎǘŀǊƪǎ ŀōŀƴŘƻƴŜŘ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƳƻƴƎǎǘ Ƙƛǎ ŜƴŜƳƛŜǎΦέ 

  ά!ŦǘŜǊ ȅƻǳǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƻƻƪ ƻŦŦ [ƻǊŘ wƛŎƪŀǊŘΩǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ !ǊƴƻƭŦ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ƭŜŀƎǳŜǎ ŀǿŀȅΦ IŜ Ƙŀǎ 

{ǘŀǊƪ ōƭƻƻŘ ƛƴ ƘƛƳΦ ¢ƘŜ ōƭƻƻŘ ƻŦ ²ƛƴǘŜǊŦŜƭƭΦέ 

  άbƻ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƘŀƭŦ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ IƻǳǎŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǊǘƘΦέ 

  ά¢ƘƻǎŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ IƻǳǎŜǎ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦέ 

  ά!ǊƴƻƭŦ YŀǊǎǘŀǊƪ ƛǎ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ Ƴŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŎǊƻƻƪŜŘ ōŀŎƪΣ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ȅƻǳǘƘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ 

ŦƛƎƘǘŜǊ [ƻǊŘ wƛŎƪŀǊŘ ǿŀǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊƛƎƻǊǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƳǇŀƛƎƴ Ƴŀȅ ǿŜƭƭ ƪƛƭƭ ƘƛƳΦέ 

  άIŜ Ƙŀǎ ƘŜƛǊǎΣέ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΦ ά¢ǿƻ ǎƻƴǎΣ ǎƛȄ ƎǊŀƴŘǎƻƴǎΣ ǎƻƳŜ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜrs. If Robert had 

ŦŀǘƘŜǊŜŘ ǘǊǳŜōƻǊƴ ǎƻƴǎΣ Ƴŀƴȅ ǿƘƻ ŀǊŜ ŘŜŀŘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōŜ ƭƛǾƛƴƎΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ aƻǊǎ /ǊƻǿŦƻƻŘΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ 5ǊŜŀŘŦƻǊǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻƻŦ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ŀƘŜŀŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘƛǎ ŀǘǘŀŎƪΚέ 

  ά5ŜǎǇƛǘŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǎŜƭ ƻŦ ǘƘe great Lord Snow? Aye. Horpe and Massey may be ambitious, but 

ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǿǊƻƴƎΦ L ŘŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǎƛǘ ƛŘƭŜ ǿƘƛƭǎǘ wƻƻǎŜ .ƻƭǘƻƴΩǎ ǎǘŀǊ ǿŀȄŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƳƛƴŜ ǿŀƴŜǎΦ L Ƴǳǎǘ ǎǘǊƛƪŜ 

ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻǿ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǊǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ L ŀƳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǘƻ ŦŜŀǊΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ƳŜǊƳŀƴ ƻŦ aŀƴŘŜǊƭȅ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ŀƳƻƴƎǎǘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ōŀƴƴŜǊǎ [ŀŘȅ aŜƭƛǎŀƴŘǊŜ ǎŀǿ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŦƛǊŜǎΣέ 

Wƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ ²ƘƛǘŜ IŀǊōƻǊ ŀƴŘ [ƻǊŘ ²ȅƳŀƴΩǎ ƪƴƛƎƘǘǎ Χέ 

  άIf is a word for fools. We have had no word from Davos. It may be he never reached White 

Harbor. Arnolf Karstark writes that the storms have been fierce upon the narrow sea. Be that as it may. I 

have no time to grieve, nor wait upon the whims of Lord Too-Fat. I must consider White Harbor lost to 

me. Without a son of Winterfell to stand beside me, I can only hope to win the north by battle. That 

ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜǎ ǎǘŜŀƭƛƴƎ ŀ ƭŜŀŦ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ōƻƻƪΦ bƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ wƻōŜǊǘ ŜǾŜǊ ǊŜŀŘ ƻƴŜΦ L Ƴǳǎǘ ŘŜŀƭ Ƴȅ ŦƻŜǎ ŀ 

ƳƻǊǘŀƭ ōƭƻǿ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ L ŀƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 



  Jon realized that his words were wasted. Stannis would take the Dreadfort or die in the attempt. 

¢ƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘ ǘŀƪŜǎ ƴƻ ǇŀǊǘΣ a voice said, but another replied, Stannis fights for the realm, the 

ironmen for thralls and plunder. ά¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΣ L ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ŦƛƴŘ ƳƻǊŜ ƳŜƴΦ DƛǾŜ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ 

wildlings, and I will glŀŘƭȅ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ƘƻǿΦέ 

  άL ƎŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ wŀǘǘƭŜǎƘƛǊǘΦ .Ŝ ŎƻƴǘŜƴǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΦέ 

  άL ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƭƭΦέ 

  ά{ƻƳŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ {ǿƻǊƴ .ǊƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƳŜ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ ǿƛƭŘƭƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΦ 

Lǎ ƛǘ ǘǊǳŜΚέ 

  ά¢ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ƻƴƭȅ ŀǊǊƻǿ ŦƻŘŘŜǊΦ L Ŏŀƴ Ƴŀƪe better use of them upon the Wall. Give them to 

ƳŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ŀǎ L ǿƛƭƭΣ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ǎƘƻǿ ȅƻǳ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǾƛŎǘƻǊȅ Χ ŀƴŘ ƳŜƴ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦέ 

  {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ǊǳōōŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜŎƪΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀƎƎƭŜ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŎǊƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŎƻŘŦƛǎƘΣ [ƻǊŘ {ƴƻǿΦ 5ƛŘ bŜŘ 

Stark father you oƴ ǎƻƳŜ ŦƛǎƘǿƛŦŜΚ Iƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ƳŜƴΚέ 

  ά¢ǿƻ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘΦ tŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǘƘǊŜŜΦέ 

  ά¢ƘǊŜŜ thousandΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ƳŀƴƴŜǊ ƻŦ ƳŜƴ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜǎŜΚέ 

  άtǊƻǳŘΦ tƻƻǊΦ tǊƛŎƪƭȅ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘƻƴƻǊ ƛǎ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘ ōǳǘ ŦƛŜǊŎŜ ŦƛƎƘǘŜǊǎΦέ 

  ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƘŀŘ ōŜǎǘ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ǎƻƳŜ ōŀǎǘŀǊŘΩǎ ǘǊƛŎƪΦ ²ƛƭƭ L ǘǊŀŘŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ hundred fighters for three 

thousand? Aye, I will. I am not an utter fool. If I leave the girl with you as well, do I have your word that 

ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƪŜŜǇ ƻǳǊ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ŎƭƻǎŜƭȅΚέ 

  She is not a princess. ά!ǎ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǎƘΣ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΦέ 

  ά5ƻ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǎǿŜŀǊ ŀƴ ƻŀǘƘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŀ ǘǊŜŜΚέ 

  άbƻΦέ Was that a jape? ²ƛǘƘ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭΦ ά5ƻƴŜΣ ǘƘŜƴΦ bƻǿΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜǎŜ 

ƳŜƴΚέ 

  ά¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜƳ ƘŜǊŜΦέ Wƻƴ ǎǇǊŜŀŘ Ƙƛǎ ōǳǊƴŜŘ ƘŀƴŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǇΣ ǿŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎǎǊƻŀŘ ŀƴŘ 

south of the Gift. 

  ά¢ƘƻǎŜ ƳƻǳƴǘŀƛƴǎΚέ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ƎǊŜǿ ǎǳǎǇƛŎƛƻǳǎΦ άL ǎŜŜ ƴƻ ŎŀǎǘƭŜǎ ƳŀǊƪŜŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ bƻ ǊƻŀŘǎΣ ƴƻ 

ǘƻǿƴǎΣ ƴƻ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜǎΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ƳŀǇ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴŘΣ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƻŦǘŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ aŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ƭƛǾŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƎƘ ǾŀƭƭŜȅǎ ŀƴŘ Ƴƻǳƴǘŀƛƴ 

meadows for thousands of years, ruled by their clan chiefs. Petty lords, you would call them, though 

they do not use such titles amongst themselves. Clan champions fight with huge two-handed 

greatswords, while the common men sling stones and batter one another with staffs of mountain ash. A 

quarrelsome folk, it must be said. When they are not fighting one another, they tend their herds, fish 

ǘƘŜ .ŀȅ ƻŦ LŎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ōǊŜŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƘŀǊŘƛŜǎǘ Ƴƻǳƴǘǎ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ŜǾŜǊ ǊƛŘŜΦέ 



  ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ ŦƛƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΣ ȅƻǳ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜΚέ 

  άLŦ ȅƻǳ ŀǎƪ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

  ά²Ƙȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ L ōŜƎ ŦƻǊ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ƻǿŜŘ ƳŜΚέ 

  άAsk, I said, not beg.έ Wƻƴ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ άLǘ ƛǎ ƴƻ ƎƻƻŘ ǎŜƴŘƛƴƎ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜǎΦ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜ ǿƛƭƭ 

need to go to them yourself. Eat their bread and salt, drink their ale, listen to their pipers, praise the 

beauty of their daughters and the courage of their soƴǎΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎǿƻǊŘǎΦ ¢ƘŜ Ŏƭŀƴǎ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘ 

seen a king since Torrhen Stark bent his knee. Your coming does them honor. Command them to fight 

ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƻƴŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅΣ Ψ²Ƙƻ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ ƳŀƴΚ IŜ ƛǎ ƴƻ ƪƛƴƎ ƻŦ ƳƛƴŜΦΩ έ 

  άIƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ Ŏƭŀƴǎ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ ƻŦΚέ 

  ά¢ǿƻ ǎŎƻǊŜΣ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ ƭŀǊƎŜΦ CƭƛƴǘΣ ²ǳƭƭΣ bƻǊǊŜȅΣ [ƛŘŘƭŜ Χ ǿƛƴ hƭŘ Cƭƛƴǘ ŀƴŘ .ƛƎ .ǳŎƪŜǘΣ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ 

ǿƛƭƭ ŦƻƭƭƻǿΦέ 

  ά.ƛƎ BucketΚέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ²ǳƭƭΦ IŜ Ƙŀǎ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎƎŜǎǘ ōŜƭƭȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǳƴǘŀƛƴǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ƳŜƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ²ǳƭƭǎ ŦƛǎƘ ǘƘŜ .ŀy 

ƻŦ LŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǊƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƻƴŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǊƻƴƳŜƴ ǿƛƭƭ ŎŀǊǊȅ ǘƘŜƳ ƻŦŦ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ōŜƘŀǾŜΦ ¢ƻ ǊŜŀŎƘ ǘƘŜƳ 

¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜ Ƴǳǎǘ Ǉŀǎǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ bƻǊǊŜȅΩǎ ƭŀƴŘǎΣ ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƭƛǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƴŜŀǊŜǎǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ DƛŦǘ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǾŜ 

always been good friends to the Watch. I could givŜ ȅƻǳ ƎǳƛŘŜǎΦέ 

  ά/ƻǳƭŘΚέ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ƳƛǎǎŜŘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜΦ άhǊ ǿƛƭƭΚέ 

  ά²ƛƭƭΦ ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ !ƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎǳǊŜ-footed garrons too. The paths up there are little more 

ǘƘŀƴ Ǝƻŀǘ ǘǊŀŎƪǎΦέ 

  άDƻŀǘ ǘǊŀŎƪǎΚέ ¢ƘŜ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƴŀǊǊƻǿŜŘΦ άL ǎǇŜŀƪ ƻŦ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ǎǿƛŦǘƭȅΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀste my time 

with goat tracksΚέ 

  ά²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ¸ƻǳƴƎ 5ǊŀƎƻƴ ŎƻƴǉǳŜǊŜŘ 5ƻǊƴŜΣ ƘŜ ǳǎŜŘ ŀ Ǝƻŀǘ ǘǊŀŎƪ ǘƻ ōȅǇŀǎǎ ǘƘŜ 5ƻǊƴƛǎƘ 

ǿŀǘŎƘǘƻǿŜǊǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ .ƻƴŜǿŀȅΦέ 

  άI know that tale as well, but Daeron made too much of it in that vain-glorious book of his. Ships 

won that war, not goat tracks. Oakenfist broke the Planky Town and swept halfway up the Greenblood 

ǿƘƛƭǎǘ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƛƴ 5ƻǊƴƛǎƘ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ ǿŀǎ ŜƴƎŀƎŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ tǊƛƴŎŜΩǎ tŀǎǎΦέ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ŘǊǳƳƳŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 

ƳŀǇΦ ά¢ƘŜǎŜ Ƴƻǳƴǘŀƛƴ ƭƻǊŘǎ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ƘƛƴŘŜǊ Ƴȅ ǇŀǎǎŀƎŜΚέ 

  άhƴƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŦŜŀǎǘǎΦ 9ŀŎƘ ǿƛƭƭ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ƻǳǘŘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭƛǘȅΦ aȅ ƭƻǊŘ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜ 

ƴŜǾŜǊ ŀǘŜ ƘŀƭŦ ǎƻ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ ǿƘŜƴ ǾƛǎƛǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎƭŀƴǎΦέ 

  άCƻǊ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ƳŜƴΣ L ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ L Ŏŀƴ ŜƴŘǳǊŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǇƛǇŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǇƻǊǊƛŘƎŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎ ǎŀƛŘΣ 

though his tone begrudged even that. 



  Wƻƴ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ aŜƭƛǎŀƴŘǊŜΦ άaȅ ƭŀŘȅΣ ŦŀƛǊ ǿŀǊƴƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻƭŘ ƎƻŘǎ ŀǊŜ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƳƻǳƴǘŀƛƴǎΦ 

The clansmen will not suffer insults ǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǘǊŜŜǎΦέ 

  ¢Ƙŀǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ŀƳǳǎŜ ƘŜǊΦ άIŀǾŜ ƴƻ ŦŜŀǊΣ Wƻƴ {ƴƻǿΣ L ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ȅƻǳǊ Ƴƻǳƴǘŀƛƴ ǎŀǾŀƎŜǎ 

ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŘŀǊƪ ƎƻŘǎΦ aȅ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛǎ ƘŜǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ōǊŀǾŜ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊǎΦέ 

  That was the last thing Jon Snow would have wanted, but before he could object, the king said, 

ά²ƘŜǊŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƳŜ ƭŜŀŘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǎǘŀƭǿŀǊǘǎ ƛŦ ƴƻǘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ 5ǊŜŀŘŦƻǊǘΚέ 

  Wƻƴ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǇΦ ά5ŜŜǇǿƻƻŘ aƻǘǘŜΦέ IŜ ǘŀǇǇŜŘ ƛǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŦƛƴƎŜǊΦ άLŦ .ƻƭǘƻƴ ƳŜŀƴǎ 

to fight the ironmen, so must you. Deepwood is a motte-and-bailey castle in the midst of thick forest, 

easy to creep up on unawares. A wooden castle, defended by an earthen dike and a palisade of logs. The 

going will be slower through the mountains, admittedly, but up there your host can move unseen, to 

emerƎŜ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǘŜǎ ƻŦ 5ŜŜǇǿƻƻŘΦέ 

  {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ǊǳōōŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƧŀǿΦ ά²ƘŜƴ .ŀƭƻƴ DǊŜȅƧƻȅ ǊƻǎŜ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜΣ L ōŜŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƛǊƻƴƳŜƴ ŀǘ ǎŜŀΣ 

ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ŦƛŜǊŎŜǎǘΦ hƴ ƭŀƴŘΣ ǘŀƪŜƴ ǳƴŀǿŀǊŜǎ Χ ŀȅŜΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ǿƻƴ ŀ ǾƛŎǘƻǊȅ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƭŘƭƛƴƎǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

King-Beyond-the-WalƭΦ LŦ L Ŏŀƴ ǎƳŀǎƘ ǘƘŜ ƛǊƻƴƳŜƴ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǊǘƘ ǿƛƭƭ ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘ Ƙŀǎ ŀ ƪƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ 

  And I will have a thousand wildlings, thought Jon, and no way to feed even half that number. 

  TYRION 
 

     The Shy Maid moved through the fog like a blind man groping his way down an unfamiliar hall. 

  Septa Lemore was praying. The mists muffled the sound of her voice, making it seem small and 

hushed. Griff paced the deck, mail clinking softly beneath his wolfskin cloak. From time to time he 

touched his sword, as if to make certain that it still hung at his side. Rolly Duckfield was pushing at the 

starboard pole, Yandry at the larboard. Ysilla had the tiller. 

  άL Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀŎŜΣέ IŀƭŘƻƴ IŀƭŦƳŀŜǎǘŜǊ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΦ άCǊƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ ƻŦ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦƻƎΚέ ƳƻŎƪŜŘ 

Tyrion, though in truth there was quite a lot of fog. At the prow of the Shy Maid, Young Griff stood with 

the third pole, to push them away from hazards as they loomed up through the mists. The lanterns had 

been lit fore and aft, but the fog was so thick that all the dwarf could see from amidships was a light 

floating out ahead of him and another following behind. His own task was to tend the brazier and make 

certain that the fire did not go out. 

  ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ƴƻ ŎƻƳƳƻƴ ŦƻƎΣ IǳƎƻǊ IƛƭƭΣέ ¸ǎƛƭƭŀ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘΦ άLǘ ǎǘƛƴƪǎ ƻŦ ǎƻǊŎŜǊȅΣ ŀǎ ȅou would know if 

you had a nose to smell it. Many a voyager has been lost here, poleboats and pirates and great river 

galleys too. They wander forlorn through the mists, searching for a sun they cannot find until madness 

or hunger claim their lives. There are restless spirits in the air here and tormented souls below the 

ǿŀǘŜǊΦέ 



  ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƻƴŜ ƴƻǿΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΦ hŦŦ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊōƻŀǊŘ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ƭŀǊƎŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ŎǊǳǎƘ ǘƘŜ ōƻŀǘ ǿŀǎ 

ǊŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƳǳǊƪȅ ŘŜǇǘƘǎΦ hƴƭȅ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇǎ ƻŦ ǘǿƻ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ōǊƻƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊΩǎ ǎǳǊŦŀŎe, but as the Shy 

Maid eased on past he could see the rest of the hand rippling below the water and a pale face looking 

up. Though his tone was light, he was uneasy. This was a bad place, rank with despair and death. Ysilla is 

not wrong. This fog is not natural. Something foul grew in the waters here, and festered in the air. Small 

wonder the stone men go mad. 

  ά¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƳƻŎƪΣέ ǿŀǊƴŜŘ ¸ǎƛƭƭŀΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊƛƴƎ ŘŜŀŘ ƘŀǘŜ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊƳ ŀƴŘ ǉǳƛŎƪ ŀƴŘ 

ŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƪ ŦƻǊ ƳƻǊŜ ŘŀƳƴŜŘ ǎƻǳƭǎ ǘƻ Ƨƻƛƴ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

  άL Řƻǳōǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǎƘǊƻǳŘ Ƴȅ ǎƛȊŜΦέ ¢ƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦ ǎǘƛǊǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻŀƭǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǇƻƪŜǊΦ 

  άIŀǘǊŜŘ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ ǎǘƛǊ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻƴŜ ƳŜƴ ƘŀƭŦ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǎ ƘǳƴƎŜǊΦέ IŀƭŘƻƴ IŀƭŦƳŀŜǎǘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ǿǊŀǇǇŜŘ 

ŀ ȅŜƭƭƻǿ ǎŎŀǊŦ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǎŜΣ ƳǳŦŦƭƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ άbƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŀƴȅ ǎŀƴŜ Ƴŀƴ ǿƻǳƭd want to eat 

grows in these fogs. Thrice each year the triarchs of Volantis send a galley upriver with provisions, but 

ǘƘŜ ƳŜǊŎȅ ǎƘƛǇǎ ŀǊŜ ƻŦǘ ƭŀǘŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ōǊƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜ ƳƻǳǘƘǎ ǘƘŀƴ ŦƻƻŘΦέ 

  ¸ƻǳƴƎ DǊƛŦŦ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ŦƛǎƘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊΦέ 

  άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ Ŝŀǘ ŀƴȅ ŦƛǎƘ ǘŀƪŜƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǿŀǘŜǊǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¸ǎƛƭƭŀΦ άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘΦέ 

  ά²ŜΩŘ Řƻ ǿŜƭƭ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƎ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ IŀƭŘƻƴΦ άDŀǊƛƴΩǎ /ǳǊǎŜ ƛǎ ŀƭƭ ŀōƻǳǘ ǳǎΦέ 

  The only way not to breathe the fog is not to breathe. άDŀǊƛƴΩǎ /ǳǊǎŜ ƛǎ ƻƴƭȅ ƎǊŜȅǎŎŀƭŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 

Tyrion. The curse was oft seen in children, especially in damp, cold climes. The afflicted flesh stiffened, 

ŎŀƭŎƛŦƛŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŎǊŀŎƪŜŘΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦ ƘŀŘ ǊŜŀŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƎǊŜȅǎŎŀƭŜΩǎ ǇǊƻƎǊŜǎǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǎǘŀȅŜŘ ōȅ ƭƛƳŜǎΣ 

mustard poultices, and scalding-hot baths (the maesters said) or by prayer, sacrifice, and fasting (the 

septons insisted). Then the disease passed, leaving its young victims disfigured but alive. Maesters and 

sep-tons alike agreed that children marked by greyscale could never be touched by the rarer mortal 

ŦƻǊƳ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŀŦŦƭƛŎǘƛƻƴΣ ƴƻǊ ōȅ ƛǘǎ ǘŜǊǊƛōƭŜ ǎǿƛŦǘ ŎƻǳǎƛƴΣ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜȅ ǇƭŀƎǳŜΦ ά5ŀƳǇ ƛǎ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ŎǳƭǇǊƛǘΣέ ƘŜ 

ǎŀƛŘΦ άCƻǳƭ ƘǳƳƻǊǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊΦ bƻǘ ŎǳǊǎŜǎΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ŎƻƴǉǳŜǊƻǊǎ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΣ IǳƎƻǊ IƛƭƭΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¸ǎƛƭƭŀΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƳŜƴ ƻŦ ±ƻƭŀƴtis and Valyria 

hung Garin in a golden cage and made mock as he called upon his Mother to destroy them. But in the 

night the waters rose and drowned them, and from that day to this they have not rested. They are down 

there still beneath the water, they who were once the lords of fire. Their cold breath rises from the 

ƳǳǊƪ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŦƻƎǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦƭŜǎƘ Ƙŀǎ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀǎ ǎǘƻƴȅ ŀǎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘŜŀǊǘǎΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ǎǘǳƳǇ ƻŦ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΩǎ ƴƻǎŜ ǿŀǎ ƛǘŎƘƛƴƎ ŦƛŜǊŎŜƭȅΦ IŜ ƎŀǾŜ ƛǘ ŀ ǎŎǊŀǘŎƘΦ The old woman may be 

right. This place is no good. I feel as if I am back in the privy again, watching my father die. He would go 

mad as well if he had to spend his days in this grey soup whilst his flesh and bones turned to stone. 

  ¸ƻǳƴƎ DǊƛŦŦ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ǎƘŀǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ƳƛǎƎƛǾƛƴƎǎΦ ά[Ŝǘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ǳǎΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ ǎƘƻǿ ǘƘŜƳ 

ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƻŦΦέ 



  ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƻŦ ōƭƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ ōƻƴŜΣ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƛƳŀƎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ CŀǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ aƻǘƘŜǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ {ŜǇǘŀ 

[ŜƳƻǊŜΦ άaŀƪŜ ƴƻ ǾŀƛƴƎƭƻǊƛƻǳǎ ōƻŀǎǘǎΣ L ōŜƎ ȅƻǳΦ tǊƛŘŜ ƛǎ ŀ ƎǊƛŜǾƻǳǎ ǎƛƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎǘƻƴŜ ƳŜƴ ǿŜǊŜ ǇǊƻǳŘ ŀǎ 

well, and tƘŜ {ƘǊƻǳŘŜŘ [ƻǊŘ ǿŀǎ ǇǊƻǳŘŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƭƭΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ƘŜŀǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƎƭƻǿƛƴƎ Ŏƻŀƭǎ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ŀ ŦƭǳǎƘ ǘƻ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ άLǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀ {ƘǊƻǳŘŜŘ [ƻǊŘΚ hǊ 

ƛǎ ƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǘŀƭŜΚέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ {ƘǊƻǳŘŜŘ [ƻǊŘ Ƙŀǎ ǊǳƭŜŘ ǘƘŜǎŜ Ƴƛǎǘǎ ǎƛƴŎŜ DŀǊƛƴΩǎ ŘŀȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¸ŀƴŘǊȅΦ άSome say that he 

ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ƛǎ DŀǊƛƴΣ ǊƛǎŜƴ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǘŜǊȅ ƎǊŀǾŜΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ŘŜŀŘ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ǊƛǎŜΣέ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘ IŀƭŘƻƴ IŀƭŦƳŀŜǎǘŜǊΣ άŀƴŘ ƴƻ Ƴŀƴ ƭƛǾŜǎ ŀ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ ¸ŜǎΣ 

there is a Shrouded Lord. There have been a score of them. When one dies another takes his place. This 

one is a corsair from the Basilisk Islands who believed the Rhoyne would offer richer pickings than the 

{ǳƳƳŜǊ {ŜŀΦέ 

  ά!ȅŜΣ LΩǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻƻΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 5ǳŎƪΣ άōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǘŀƭŜ L ƭƛƪŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŀȅǎ 

ƘŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘΩƻǘƘŜǊ ǎǘƻƴŜ ƳŜƴ, that he started as a statue till a grey woman came out of the fog and 

ƪƛǎǎŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǿƛǘƘ ƭƛǇǎ ŀǎ ŎƻƭŘ ŀǎ ƛŎŜΦέ 

  άEnough,έ ǎŀƛŘ DǊƛŦŦΦ ά.Ŝ ǉǳƛŜǘΣ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  {ŜǇǘŀ [ŜƳƻǊŜ ǎǳŎƪŜŘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ōǊŜŀǘƘΦ άWhat was that?έ 

  ά²ƘŜǊŜΚέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǎŀǿ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƎΦ ά{ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƳƻǾŜŘΦ L ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ǊƛǇǇƭƛƴƎΦέ 

  ά! ǘǳǊǘƭŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘ ŎƘŜŜǊŦǳƭƭȅΦ ά! ōƛƎ ΩǎƴŀǇǇŜǊΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΦέ IŜ ǘƘǊǳǎǘ Ƙƛǎ ǇƻƭŜ 

out ahead of them and pushed them away from a towering green obelisk. 

  The fog clung to them, damp and chilly. A sunken temple loomed up out of the greyness as 

Yandry and Duck leaned upon their poles and paced slowly from prow to stern, pushing. They passed a 

marble stair that spiraled up from the mud and ended jaggedly in air. Beyond, half-seen, were other 

shapes: shattered spires, headless statues, trees with roots bigger than their boat. 

  ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ Ŏƛǘȅ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƛŎƘŜǎǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¸ŀƴŘǊȅΦ ά/ƘǊƻȅŀƴŜΣ ǘƘŜ 

ŦŜǎǘƛǾŀƭ ŎƛǘȅΦέ 

  Too rich, thought Tyrion, too beautiful. It is never wise to tempt the dragons. The drowned city 

was all around them. A half-seen shape flapped by overhead, pale leathery wings beating at the fog. The 

dwarf craned his head around to get a better look, but the thing was gone as suddenly as it had 

appeared. 

  bƻǘ ƭƻƴƎ ŀŦǘŜǊΣ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƭƛƎƘǘ ŦƭƻŀǘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǾƛŜǿΦ ά.ƻŀǘΣέ ŀ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊΣ ŦŀƛƴǘƭȅΦ 

ά²Ƙƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ 

  άShy Maid,έ ¸ŀƴŘǊȅ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ōŀŎƪΦ άKingfisher. ¦Ǉ ƻǊ ŘƻǿƴΚέ 

  ά5ƻǿƴΦ IƛŘŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƘƻƴŜȅΣ ŀƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƭƭƻǿΦέ 



  ά¦ǇΦ YƴƛǾŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƴŜŜŘƭŜǎΣ ƭŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ƭƛƴŜƴΣ ǎǇƛŎŜ ǿƛƴŜΦέ 

  ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǊŘ ŦǊƻƳ ƻƭŘ ±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎΚέ ¸ŀƴŘǊȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΦ ά²ŀǊΣέ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ ŎŀƳŜ ōŀŎƪΦ ά²ƘŜǊŜΚέ DǊƛŦŦ 

ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ ά²ƘŜƴΚέ 

  ά²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊ ǘǳǊƴǎΣέ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΣ άbȅŜǎǎƻǎ ŀƴŘ aŀƭŀǉǳƻ Ǝƻ ƘŀƴŘ ƛƴ ƘŀƴŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ 

ŜƭŜǇƘŀƴǘǎ ǎƘƻǿ ǎǘǊƛǇŜǎΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŦŀŘŜŘ ŀǎ the other boat moved away from them. They watched its 

light dwindle and disappear. 

  άLǎ ƛǘ ǿƛǎŜ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǳǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƎ ŀǘ ōƻŀǘǎ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ǎŜŜΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ 

ǇƛǊŀǘŜǎΚέ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŦƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǇƛǊŀǘŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘΣ ǎƭƛǇǇƛƴg down Dagger Lake by 

night, unseen and unmolested. Once Duck had caught a glimpse of a hull that he insisted belonged to 

Urho the Unwashed. The Shy Maid had been upwind, however, and Urhoτif Urho it had beenτhad 

shown no interest in them. 

  ά¢ƘŜ ǇƛǊŀǘŜǎ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ǎŀƛƭ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ {ƻǊǊƻǿǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¸ŀƴŘǊȅΦ ά9ƭŜǇƘŀƴǘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǘǊƛǇŜǎΚέ DǊƛŦŦ 

ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘΚ bȅŜǎǎƻǎ ŀƴŘ aŀƭŀǉǳƻΚ LƭƭȅǊƛƻ Ƙŀǎ ǇŀƛŘ ¢ǊƛŀǊŎƘ bȅŜǎǎƻǎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ƻǿƴ 

ƘƛƳ ŜƛƎƘǘ ǘƛƳŜǎ ƻǾŜǊΦέ 

  άLƴ ƎƻƭŘ ƻǊ ŎƘŜŜǎŜΚέ ǉǳƛǇǇŜŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΦ 

  Griff rounded on ƘƛƳΦ ά¦ƴƭŜǎǎ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ Ŏǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŦƻƎ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŜȄǘ ǿƛǘǘƛŎƛǎƳΣ ƪŜŜǇ ƛǘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΦέ 

  Yes, Father, the dwarf almost said. LΩƭƭ ōŜ ǉǳƛŜǘΦ ¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΦ He did not know these Volantenes, 

yet it seemed to him that elephants and tigers might have good reason to make common cause when 

faced with dragons. Might be the cheesemonger has misjudged the situation. You can buy a man with 

gold, but only blood and steel will keep him true. 

  The little man stirred the coals again and blew on them to make them burn brighter. I hate this. I 

hate this fog, I hate this place, and I am less than fond of Griff. Tyrion still had the poison mushrooms he 

ƘŀŘ ǇƭǳŎƪŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘǎ ƻŦ LƭƭȅǊƛƻΩǎ ƳŀƴǎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ Řŀȅǎ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƻǊŜ ǘŜƳǇǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƭƛǇ 

ǘƘŜƳ ƛƴǘƻ DǊƛŦŦΩǎ ǎǳǇǇŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ trouble was, Griff scarce seemed to eat. 

  Duck and Yandry pushed against the poles. Ysilla turned the tiller. Young Griff pushed the Shy 

Maid away from a broken tower whose windows stared down like blind black eyes. Overhead her sail 

hung limp and heavy. The water deepened under her hull, until their poles could not touch bottom, but 

still the current pushed them downstream, until Χ 

  All Tyrion could see was something massive rising from the river, humped and ominous. He took 

it for a hill looming above a wooded island, or some colossal rock overgrown with moss and ferns and 

hidden by the fog. As the Shy Maid drew nearer, though, the shape of it came clearer. A wooden keep 

could be seen beside the water, rotted and overgrown. Slender spires took form above it, some of them 

snapped off like broken spears. Roofless towers appeared and disappeared, thrusting blindly upward. 

Halls and galleries drifted past: graceful buttresses, delicate arches, fluted columns, terraces and 

bowers. 



  All ruined, all desolate, all fallen. 

  The grey moss grew thickly here, covering the fallen stones in great mounds and bearding all the 

towers. Black vines crept in and out of windows, through doors and over archways, up the sides of high 

stone walls. The fog concealed three-quarters of the palace, but what they glimpsed was more than 

enough for Tyrion to know that this island fastness had been ten times the size of the Red Keep once 

ŀƴŘ ŀ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ǘƛƳŜǎ ƳƻǊŜ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭΦ IŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎΦ ά¢ƘŜ tŀƭŀŎŜ ƻŦ [ƻǾŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΦ 

  ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ wƘƻȅƴŀǊ ƴŀƳŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ IŀƭŘƻƴ IŀƭŦƳŀŜǎǘŜǊΣ άōǳǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ȅŜŀǊǎ ǘƘƛǎ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ 

ǘƘŜ tŀƭŀŎŜ ƻŦ {ƻǊǊƻǿΦέ 

  The ruin was sad enough, but knowing what it had been made it even sadder. There was 

laughter here once, Tyrion thought. There were gardens bright with flowers and fountains sparkling 

ƎƻƭŘŜƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴΦ ¢ƘŜǎŜ ǎǘŜǇǎ ƻƴŎŜ ǊŀƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻŦ ƭƻǾŜǊǎΩ ŦƻƻǘǎǘŜǇǎΣ ŀƴŘ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ōǊƻƪŜƴ 

dome marriages beyond count were sealed with a kiss. His thoughts turned to Tysha, who had so briefly 

been his lady wife. It was Jaime, he thought, despairing. He was my own blood, my big strong brother. 

When I was small he brought me toys, barrel hoops and blocks and a carved wooden lion. He gave me 

my first pony and taught me how to ride him. When he said that he had bought you for me, I never 

ŘƻǳōǘŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ ²Ƙȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ LΚ IŜ ǿŀǎ WŀƛƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƻƳŜ ƎƛǊƭ ǿƘƻΩŘ ǇƭŀȅŜŘ ŀ ǇŀǊǘΦ L ƘŀŘ ŦŜŀǊŜŘ 

it from the start, from the moment you first smiled at me and let me touch your hand. My own father 

could not love me. Why would you if not for gold? 

  Through the long grey fingers of the fog, he heard again the deep shuddering thrum of a 

bowstring snapping taut, the grunt Lord Tywin made as the quarrel took him beneath the belly, the slap 

ƻŦ ŎƘŜŜƪǎ ƻƴ ǎǘƻƴŜ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎŀǘ ōŀŎƪ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ŘƛŜΦ ά²ƘŜǊŜǾŜǊ ǿƘƻǊŜǎ ƎƻΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ And where is that? 

Tyrion wanted to ask him. Where did Tysha go, Father? άIƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ŦƻƎ Ƴǳǎǘ ǿŜ ŜƴŘǳǊŜΚέ 

  ά!ƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƘƻǳǊ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ ǳǎ ŎƭŜŀǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ {ƻǊǊƻǿǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ IŀƭŘƻƴ IŀƭŦ-ƳŀŜǎǘŜǊΦ άCǊƻƳ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƻƴΣ 

ǘƘƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀ ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜ ŎǊǳƛǎŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ōŜƴŘ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǿŜǊ wƘƻȅƴŜΦ hǊŎƘŀǊŘǎ 

and vineyards and fields of grain ripening in the sun, fisherfolk on the water, hot baths and sweet wines. 

Selhorys, Valysar, and Volon Therys are walled towns so large they would be cities in the Seven 

YƛƴƎŘƻƳǎΦ L ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ LΩƭƭτέ 

  ά[ƛƎƘǘ ŀƘŜŀŘΣέ ǿŀǊƴŜŘ ¸ƻǳƴƎ DǊƛŦŦΦ 

  Tyrion saw it too. Kingfisher, or another poleboat, he told himself, but somehow he knew that 

was not right. His nose itched. He scratched at it savagely. The light grew brighter as the Shy Maid 

approached it. A soft star in the distance, it glimmered faintly through the fog, beckoning them on. 

Shortly it became two lights, then three: a ragged row of beacons rising from the water. 

  ά¢ƘŜ .ǊƛŘƎŜ ƻŦ 5ǊŜŀƳΣέ DǊƛŦŦ ƴŀƳŜŘ ƛǘΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǎǘƻƴŜ ƳŜƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǇŀƴΦ {ƻƳŜ Ƴŀȅ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǘƻ 

wail at our approach, but they are not like to molest us. Most stone men are feeble creatures, clumsy, 

lumbering, witless. Near the end they all go mad, but that is when they are most dangerous. If need be, 

ŦŜƴŘ ǘƘŜƳ ƻŦŦ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǊŎƘŜǎΦ hƴ ƴƻ ŀŎŎƻǳƴǘ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻǳŎƘ ȅƻǳΦέ 



  ά¢ƘŜȅ Ƴŀȅ ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǎŜŜ ǳǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ IŀƭŘƻƴ IŀƭŦƳŀŜǎǘŜǊΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŦƻƎ ǿƛƭƭ ƘƛŘŜ ǳǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜƳ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǿŜ 

ŀǊŜ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōǊƛŘƎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǿŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ Ǉŀǎǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 

  Stone eyes are blind eyes, thought Tyrion. The mortal form of greyscale began in the extremities, 

he knew: a tingling in a fingertip, a toenail turning black, a loss of feeling. As the numbness crept into the 

ƘŀƴŘΣ ƻǊ ǎǘƻƭŜ Ǉŀǎǘ ǘƘŜ Ŧƻƻǘ ŀƴŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ƭŜƎΣ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŜǎƘ ǎǘƛŦŦŜƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŜǿ ŎƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǾƛŎǘƛƳΩǎ ǎƪƛƴ ǘƻƻƪ 

on a greyish hue, resembling stone. He had heard it said that there were three good cures for greyscale: 

axe and sword and cleaver. Hacking off afflicted parts did sometimes stop the spread of the disease, 

Tyrion knew, but not always. Many a man had sacrificed one arm or foot, only to find the other going 

grey. Once that happened, hope was gone. Blindness was common when the stone reached the face. In 

the final stages the curse turned inward, to muscles, bones, and inner organs. 

  Ahead of them, the bridge grew larger. The Bridge of Dream, Griff called it, but this dream was 

smashed and broken. Pale stone arches marched off into the fog, reaching from the Palace of Sorrow to 

ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊΩǎ ǿŜǎǘŜǊƴ ōŀƴƪΦ IŀƭŦ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ƘŀŘ ŎƻƭƭŀǇǎŜŘΣ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǿŜƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜȅ Ƴƻǎǎ ǘƘŀǘ 

draped them and the thick black vines that snaked upward from the water. The broad wooden span of 

the bridge had rotted through, but some of the lamps that lined the way were still aglow. As the Shy 

Maid drew closer, Tyrion could see the shapes of stone men moving in the light, shuffling aimlessly 

around the lamps like slow grey moths. Some were naked, others clad in shrouds. 

  DǊƛŦŦ ŘǊŜǿ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻƴƎǎǿƻǊŘΦ ά¸ƻƭƭƻΣ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǊŎƘŜǎΦ [ŀŘΣ ǘŀƪŜ [ŜƳƻǊŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ Ŏŀōƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀȅ 

ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊΦέ 

  Young Griff gave his fatƘŜǊ ŀ ǎǘǳōōƻǊƴ ƭƻƻƪΦ ά[ŜƳƻǊŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜǊ Ŏŀōƛƴ ƛǎΦ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅΦέ 

  ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ǎǿƻǊƴ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘ ȅƻǳΣέ [ŜƳƻǊŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΦ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘŜŘΦ L Ŏŀƴ ǳǎŜ ŀ 

ǎǿƻǊŘ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ 5ǳŎƪΦ LΩƳ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ ƪƴƛƎƘǘΦέ 

  ά!ƴŘ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ ōƻȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ DǊƛŦŦΦ ά5ƻ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǘƻƭŘΦ bƻǿΦέ 

  The youth cursed under his breath and flung his pole down onto the deck. The sound echoed 

ǉǳŜŜǊƭȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƎΣ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǇƻƭŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŦŀƭƭƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ ά²Ƙȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ L Ǌǳƴ ŀƴŘ 

hide? Haldon is staying, and Ysilla. Even HugoǊΦέ 

  ά!ȅŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΣ άōǳǘ LΩƳ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ƘƛŘŜ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ŀ ŘǳŎƪΦέ IŜ ǘƘǊǳǎǘ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ ŘƻȊŜƴ ǘƻǊŎƘŜǎ 

ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōǊŀȊƛŜǊΩǎ ƎƭƻǿƛƴƎ Ŏƻŀƭǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƛƭŜŘ ǊŀƎǎ ŦƭŀǊŜ ǳǇΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ǎǘŀǊŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊŜΣ he told 

himself. The flames would leave him night blind. 

  ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ dwarf,έ ¸ƻǳƴƎ DǊƛŦŦ ǎŀƛŘ ǎŎƻǊƴŦǳƭƭȅΦ άaȅ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ƛǎ ǊŜǾŜŀƭŜŘΣέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΦ ά!ȅŜΣ LΩƳ 

ƭŜǎǎ ǘƘŀƴ ƘŀƭŦ ƻŦ IŀƭŘƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ƎƛǾŜǎ ŀ ƳǳƳƳŜǊΩǎ ŦŀǊǘ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ L ƭƛǾŜ ƻǊ ŘƛŜΦέ Least of all me. ά¸ƻǳΣ 

ǘƘƻǳƎƘ Χ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΦέ 

  ά5ǿŀǊŦΣέ ǎŀƛŘ DǊƛŦŦΣ άL ǿŀǊƴŜŘ ȅƻǳτέ 

  A wail came shivering through the fog, faint and high. 



  [ŜƳƻǊŜ ǿƘƛǊƭŜŘΣ ǘǊŜƳōƭƛƴƎΦ ά{ŜǾŜƴ ǎŀǾŜ ǳǎ ŀƭƭΦέ 

  The broken bridge was a bare five yards ahead. Around its piers, the water rippled white as the 

ŦƻŀƳ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ƳŀŘƳŀƴΩǎ ƳƻǳǘƘΦ CƻǊǘȅ feet above, the stone men moaned and muttered beneath a 

flickering lamp. Most took no more notice of the Shy Maid than of a drifting log. Tyrion clutched his 

torch tighter and found that he was holding his breath. And then they were beneath the bridge, white 

walls heavy with curtains of grey fungus looming to either side, water foaming angrily around them. For 

a moment it looked as though they might crash into the right-hand pier, but Duck raised his pole and 

shoved off, back into the center of the channel, and a few heartbeats later they were clear. 

  ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ǎƻƻƴŜǊ ŜȄƘŀƭŜŘ ǘƘŀƴ ¸ƻǳƴƎ DǊƛŦŦ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ƘƻƭŘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴΚ L 

am everythingΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ōȅ ǘƘŀǘΚ ²Ƙȅ ŀƳ L ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΚέ 

  ά²ƘȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΣ άƛŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻƴŜ ƳŜƴ ƘŀŘ ǘŀƪŜƴ ¸ŀƴdry or Griff or our lovely Lemore, we would 

have grieved for them and gone on. Lose you, and this whole enterprise is undone, and all those years of 

ŦŜǾŜǊƛǎƘ ǇƭƻǘǘƛƴƎ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŜŜǎŜƳƻƴƎŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŜǳƴǳŎƘ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŦƻǊ ƴŀǳƎƘǘ Χ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻΚέ 

  The boy ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǘƻ DǊƛŦŦΦ άIŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǿƘƻ L ŀƳΦέ 

  If I did not know before, I would now. By then the Shy Maid was well downstream of the Bridge 

of Dream. All that remained was a dwindling light astern, and soon enough that would be gone as well. 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ¸ƻǳƴƎ DǊƛŦŦΣ ǎƻƴ ƻŦ DǊƛŦŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŜƭƭǎǿƻǊŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΦ άhǊ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ²ŀǊǊƛƻǊ ƛƴ ƳƻǊǘŀƭ 

ƎǳƛǎŜΦ [Ŝǘ ƳŜ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ƭƻƻƪΦέ IŜ ƘŜƭŘ ǳǇ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻǊŎƘΣ ǎƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǿŀǎƘŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ¸ƻǳƴƎ DǊƛŦŦΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ 

  ά[ŜŀǾŜ ƻŦŦΣέ DǊƛŦŦ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜŘΣ άƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ǿƛǎƘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘΦέ 

  ThŜ ŘǿŀǊŦ ƛƎƴƻǊŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ ά¢ƘŜ ōƭǳŜ ƘŀƛǊ ƳŀƪŜǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŜȅŜǎ ǎŜŜƳ ōƭǳŜΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƻŘΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘŀƭŜ ƻŦ 

how you color it in honor of your dead Tyroshi mother was so touching it almost made me cry. Still, a 

ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎ Ƴŀƴ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ǿƘȅ ǎƻƳŜ ǎŜƭƭǎǿƻǊŘΩǎ ǿƘŜƭǇ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜŜŘ a soiled septa to instruct him in the 

Faith, or a chainless maester to tutor him in history and tongues. And a clever man might question why 

your father would engage a hedge knight to train you in arms instead of simply sending you off to 

apprentice with one of the free companies. It is almost as if someone wanted to keep you hidden whilst 

ǎǘƛƭƭ ǇǊŜǇŀǊƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ Χ ǿƘŀǘΚ bƻǿΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǇǳȊȊƭŜƳŜƴǘΣ ōǳǘ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴ ǘƛƳŜ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ L 

Ƴǳǎǘ ŀŘƳƛǘΣ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻōƭŜ ŦŜŀǘǳǊŜǎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŘŜŀŘ ōƻȅΦέ 

  The boy ŦƭǳǎƘŜŘΦ άI am not dead.έ 

  άIƻǿ ƴƻǘΚ aȅ ƭƻǊŘ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǿǊŀǇǇŜŘ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƻǊǇǎŜ ƛƴ ŀ ŎǊƛƳǎƻƴ Ŏƭƻŀƪ ŀƴŘ ƭŀƛŘ ȅƻǳ Řƻǿƴ ōŜǎƛŘŜ 

your sister at the foot of the Iron Throne, his gift to the new king. Those who had the stomach to lift the 

cloak said that half your head ǿŀǎ ƎƻƴŜΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ƭŀŘ ōŀŎƪŜŘ ƻŦŦ ŀ ǎǘŜǇΣ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳǊτΚέ 

  άτfather, ŀȅŜΦ ¢ȅǿƛƴ ƻŦ IƻǳǎŜ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊΦ tŜǊƘŀǇǎ ȅƻǳ Ƴŀȅ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƻŦ ƘƛƳΦέ 

  ¸ƻǳƴƎ DǊƛŦŦ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘΦ άLannister? Your fatherτέ 



  άτis dead. At my hand. If it please Your Grace to call me Yollo or Hugor, so be it, but know that I 

was born Tyrion of House Lannister, true-born son of Tywin and Joanna, both of whom I slew. Men will 

ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘ L ŀƳ ŀ ƪƛƴƎǎƭŀȅŜǊΣ ŀ ƪƛƴǎƭŀȅŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƭƛŀǊΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǘǊǳŜ Χ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜƴΣ we are a company 

of liars, are we not? Take your feigned father. Griff, ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ ¢ƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦ ǎƴƛƎƎŜǊŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǘƘŀƴƪ ǘƘŜ 

gods that Varys the Spider is a part of this plot of yours. Griff would not have fooled the cockless wonder 

for an instant, no more than it did me. No lord, my lordship says, no knight. !ƴŘ LΩƳ ƴƻ ŘǿŀǊŦΦ Wǳǎǘ 

ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ŀ ǘƘƛƴƎ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǘǊǳŜΦ ²Ƙƻ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƻ ǊŀƛǎŜ tǊƛƴŎŜ wƘŀŜƎŀǊΩǎ ƛƴŦŀƴǘ ǎƻƴ ǘƘŀƴ tǊƛƴŎŜ 

wƘŀŜƎŀǊΩǎ ŘŜŀǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ Wƻƴ /ƻƴƴƛƴƎǘƻƴΣ ƻƴŎŜ [ƻǊŘ ƻŦ DǊƛŦŦƛƴΩǎ wƻƻǎǘ ŀƴŘ IŀƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ YƛƴƎΚέ 

  ά.Ŝ ǉǳƛŜǘΦέ DǊƛŦŦΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǳƴŜŀǎȅΦ 

  On the larboard side of the boat, a huge stone hand was visible just below the water. Two 

fingers broke the surface. How many of those are there? Tyrion wondered. A trickle of moisture ran 

down his spine and made him shudder. The Sorrows drifted by them. Peering through the mists, he 

glimpsed a broken spire, a headless hero, an ancient tree torn from the ground and upended, its huge 

roots twisting through the roof and windows of a broken dome. Why does all of this seem so familiar? 

  Straight on, a tilted stairway of pale marble rose up out of the dark water in a graceful spiral, 

ending abruptly ten feet above their heads. No, thought Tyrion, that is not possible. 

  ά!ƘŜŀŘΦέ [ŜƳƻǊŜΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƘƛǾŜǊȅΦ ά! ƭƛƎƘǘΦέ 

  !ƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ƭƻƻƪŜŘΦ !ƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǎŀǿ ƛǘΦ άKingfisher,έ ǎŀƛŘ DǊƛŦŦΦ άIŜǊΣ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜǊΦέ .ǳǘ 

he drew his sword again. 

  No one said a word. The Shy Maid moved with the current. Her sail had not been raised since 

she first entered the Sorrows. She had no way to move but with the river. Duck stood squinting, 

clutching his pole with both hands. After a time even Yandry stopped pushing. Every eye was on the 

distant light. As they grew closer, it turned into two lights. Then three. 

  ά¢ƘŜ .ǊƛŘƎŜ ƻŦ 5ǊŜŀƳΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΦ άLƴŎƻƴŎŜƛǾŀōƭŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ IŀƭŘƻƴ IŀƭŦƳŀŜǎǘŜǊΦ ά²ŜΩǾŜ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ 

ōǊƛŘƎŜ ōŜƘƛƴŘΦ wƛǾŜǊǎ ƻƴƭȅ Ǌǳƴ ƻƴŜ ǿŀȅΦέ 

  άaƻǘƘŜǊ wƘƻȅƴŜ Ǌǳƴǎ Ƙƻǿ ǎƘŜ ǿƛƭƭΣέ ƳǳǊƳǳǊŜŘ ¸ŀƴŘǊȅΦ ά{ŜǾŜƴ ǎŀǾŜ ǳǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ [ŜƳƻǊŜΦ 

  Up ahead, the stone men on the span began to wail. A few were pointing down at them. 

άIŀƭŘƻƴΣ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜ ōŜƭƻǿΣέ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜŘ DǊƛŦŦΦ 

  It was too late. The current had them in its teeth. They drifted inexorably toward the bridge. 

Yandry stabbed out with his pole to keep them from smashing into a pier. The thrust shoved them 

sideways, through a curtain of pale grey moss. Tyrion felt tendrils brush against his face, soft as a 

ǿƘƻǊŜΩǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŎǊŀǎƘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘƛƳΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŎƪ ǘƛƭǘŜŘ ǎƻ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƭƻǎǘ 

his feet and went pitching over the side. 

  A stone man crashed down into the boat. 



  He landed on the cabin roof, so heavily that the Shy Maid seemed to rock, and roared a word 

down at them in a tongue that Tyrion did not know. A second stone man followed, landing back beside 

the tiller. The weathered planks splintered beneath the impact, and Ysilla let out a shriek. 

  Duck was closest to her. The big man did not waste time reaching for his sword. Instead he 

ǎǿǳƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǇƻƭŜΣ ǎƭŀƳƳƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻƴŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŎƘŜǎǘ ŀƴŘ ƪƴƻŎƪƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ƻŦf the boat into the river, 

where he sank at once without a sound. 

  Griff was on the second man the instant he shambled down off the cabin roof. With a sword in 

his right hand and a torch in his left, he drove the creature backwards. As the current swept the Shy 

Maid beneath the bridge, their shifting shadows danced upon the mossy walls. When the stone man 

moved aft, Duck blocked his way, pole in hand. When he went forward, Haldon Halfmaester waved a 

second torch at him and drove him back. He had no choice but to come straight at Griff. The captain slid 

ŀǎƛŘŜΣ Ƙƛǎ ōƭŀŘŜ ŦƭŀǎƘƛƴƎΦ ! ǎǇŀǊƪ ŦƭŜǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜŜƭ ōƛǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻƴŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŎŀƭŎƛŦƛŜŘ ƎǊŜȅ ŦƭŜǎƘΣ ōǳǘ Ƙƛǎ 

arm tumbled to the deck all the same. Griff kicked the limb aside. Yandry and Duck had come up with 

their poles. Together they forced the creature over the side and into the black waters of the Rhoyne. 

  By then the Shy Maid ƘŀŘ ŘǊƛŦǘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ōǊƛŘƎŜΦ ά5ƛŘ ǿŜ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƭƭΚέ 

ŀǎƪŜŘ 5ǳŎƪΦ άIƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ƧǳƳǇŜŘΚέ 

  ά¢ǿƻΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΣ ǎƘƛǾŜǊƛƴƎΦ ά¢ƘǊŜŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ IŀƭŘƻƴΦ ά.ŜƘƛƴŘ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  The dwarf turned, and there he stood. 

  The leap had shattered one of his legs, and a jagged piece of pale bone jutted out through the 

rotted cloth of his breeches and the grey meat beneath. The broken bone was speckled with brown 

blood, but still he lurched forward, reaching for Young Griff. His hand was grey and stiff, but blood oozed 

between his knuckles as he tried to close his fingers to grasp. The boy stood staring, as still as if he too 

were made of stone. His hand was on his sword hilt, but he seemed to have forgotten why. 

  ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ƪƛŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀŘΩǎ ƭŜƎ ƻǳǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǳƴŘŜǊ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀǇǘ ƻǾŜǊ ƘƛƳ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŦŜƭƭΣ ǘƘǊǳǎǘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ 

ǘƻǊŎƘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻƴŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǘƻ ǎŜƴŘ ƘƛƳ ǎǘǳƳōƭƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪǿŀǊŘǎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ ƭŜƎΣ Ŧƭŀƛƭƛng at the 

flames with stiff grey hands. The dwarf waddled after him, slashing with the torch, jabbing it at the 

ǎǘƻƴŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ A little farther. Back, one more step, another. They were at the edge of the deck when 

the creature rushed him, grabbed the torch, and ripped it from his hands. Bugger me, thought Tyrion. 

  The stone man flung the torch away. There was a soft hiss as the black waters quenched the 

flames. The stone man howled. He had been a Summer Islander, before; his jaw and half his cheek had 

turned to stone, but his skin was black as midnight where it was not grey. Where he had grasped the 

torch, his skin had cracked and split. Blood was seeping from his knuckles though he did not seem to feel 

it. That was some small mercy, Tyrion supposed. Though mortal, greyscale was supposedly not painful. 

  άStand aside!έ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ ŦŀǊ ŀǿŀȅΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¢Ƙe prince! Protect the 

ōƻȅΗέ ¢ƘŜ ǎǘƻƴŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎǘŀƎƎŜǊŜŘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƻǳǘǎǘǊŜǘŎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŀǎǇƛƴƎΦ 



  Tyrion drove a shoulder into him. 

  It felt like slamming into a castle wall, but this castle stood upon a shattered leg. The stone man 

went over backwards, grabbing hold of Tyrion as he fell. They hit the river with a towering splash, and 

Mother Rhoyne swallowed up the two of them. 

  The sudden cold hit Tyrion like a hammer. As he sank he felt a stone hand fumbling at his face. 

Another closed around his arm, dragging him down into darkness. Blind, his nose full of river, choking, 

sinking, he kicked and twisted and fought to pry the clutching fingers off his arm, but the stone fingers 

were unyielding. Air bubbled from his lips. The world was black and growing blacker. He could not 

breathe. 

  There are worse ways to die than drowning. And if truth be told, he had perished long ago, back 

ƛƴ YƛƴƎΩǎ [ŀƴŘƛƴƎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ Ƙƛǎ ǊŜǾŜƴŀƴǘ ǿƘƻ ǊŜƳŀƛƴŜŘΣ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǾŜƴƎŜŦǳƭ ƎƘƻǎǘ ǿƘƻ ǘƘǊƻǘǘƭŜŘ {ƘŀŜ 

and put a cross-bow bolt ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ [ƻǊŘ ¢ȅǿƛƴΩǎ ōƻǿŜƭǎΦ bƻ Ƴŀƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƳƻǳǊƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ 

ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŎƻƳŜΦ LΩƭƭ Ƙŀǳƴǘ ǘƘŜ {ŜǾŜƴ YƛƴƎŘƻƳǎΣ he thought, sinking deeper. They would not love me living, 

so let them dread me dead. 

  When he opened his mouth to curse them all, black water filled his lungs, and the dark closed in 

around him. 

  DAVOS 
 

     Iƛǎ ƭƻǊŘǎƘƛǇ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŜŀǊ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǿΣ ǎƳǳƎƎƭŜǊΦέ 

  The knight wore silver armor, his greaves and gauntlet inlaid with niello to suggest flowing 

fronds of seaweed. The helm beneath his arm was the head of the merling king, with a crown of 

mother-of-pearl and a jutting beard of jet and jade. His own beard was as grey as the winter sea. 

  5ŀǾƻǎ ǊƻǎŜΦ άaŀȅ L ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŀƳŜΣ ǎŜǊΚέ 

  ά{ŜǊ aŀǊƭƻƴ aŀƴŘŜǊƭȅΦέ IŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƘŜŀŘ ǘŀƭƭŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ 5ŀǾƻǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǎǘƻƴŜǎ ƘŜŀǾƛŜǊΣ ǿƛǘƘ 

slate-ƎǊŜȅ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƘŀǳƎƘǘȅ ǿŀȅ ƻŦ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƴƻǊ ǘƻ ōŜ [ƻǊŘ ²ȅƳŀƴΩǎ Ŏƻǳǎƛƴ ŀƴŘ 

ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƎŀǊǊƛǎƻƴΦ Cƻƭƭƻǿ ƳŜΦέ 

  Davos had come to White Harbor as an envoy, but they had made him a captive. His chambers 

were large, airy, and handsomely furnished, but there were guards outside his doors. From his window 

he could see the streets of White Harbor beyond the castle walls, but he was not allowed to walk them. 

He could see the harbor too, and had watched Merry Midwife make her way down the firth. Casso 

Mogat had waited four days instead of three before departing. Another fortnight had passed since then. 

  [ƻǊŘ aŀƴŘŜǊƭȅΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜƘƻƭŘ ƎǳŀǊŘ ǿƻǊŜ Ŏƭƻŀƪǎ ƻŦ ōƭǳŜ-green wool and carried silver tridents in 

place of common spears. One went before him, one behind, and one to either side. They walked past 



the faded banners, broken shields, and rusted swords of a hundred ancient victories, and a score of 

wooden figures, cracked and worm-riddled, that could only have adorned the prows of ships. 

  ¢ǿƻ ƳŀǊōƭŜ ƳŜǊƳŜƴ ŦƭŀƴƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻǊŘǎƘƛǇΩǎ ŎƻǳǊǘΣ CƛǎƘŦƻƻǘΩǎ ǎƳŀƭƭŜǊ ŎƻǳǎƛƴǎΦ !ǎ ǘƘŜ ƎǳŀǊŘǎ ǘƘǊŜǿ 

ƻǇŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊǎΣ ŀ ƘŜǊŀƭŘ ǎƭŀƳƳŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōǳǘǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǎǘŀŦŦ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ Ǉƭŀƴƪ ŦƭƻƻǊΦ άSer Davos of House 

Seaworth,έ ƘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ 

  As many times as he had visited White Harbor, Davos had never set foot inside the New Castle, 

ƳǳŎƘ ƭŜǎǎ ǘƘŜ aŜǊƳŀƴΩǎ /ƻǳǊǘΦ Lǘǎ ǿŀƭƭǎ ŀƴŘ ŦƭƻƻǊ ŀƴŘ ŎŜƛƭƛƴƎ ǿŜǊŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƻŦ ǿƻƻŘŜƴ Ǉƭŀƴƪǎ ƴƻǘŎƘŜŘ 

cunningly together and decorated with all the creatures of the sea. As they approached the dais, Davos 

trod on painted crabs and clams and starfish, half-hidden amongst twisting black fronds of seaweed and 

the bones of drowned sailors. On the walls to either side, pale sharks prowled painted blue-green 

depths, whilst eels and octopods slithered amongst rocks and sunken ships. Shoals of herring and great 

codfish swam between the tall arched windows. Higher up, near where the old fishing nets drooped 

down from the rafters, the surface of the sea had been depicted. To his right a war galley stroked serene 

against the rising sun; to his left, a battered old cog raced before a storm, her sails in rags. Behind the 

dais a kraken and grey leviathan were locked in battle beneath the painted waves. 

  Davos had hoped to speak with Wyman Manderly alone, but he found a crowded court. Along 

the walls, the women outnumbered the men by five to one; what few males he did see had long grey 

beards or looked too young to shave. There were septons as well, and holy sisters in white robes and 

grey. Near the top of the hall stood a dozen men in the blue and silver-grey of House Frey. Their faces 

had a likeness a blind man could have seen; several wore the badge of the Twins, two towers connected 

by a bridge. 

  5ŀǾƻǎ ƘŀŘ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘ ƳŜƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜǎ ƭƻƴƎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ aŀŜǎǘŜǊ tȅƭƻǎ ƘŀŘ ǘŀǳƎƘǘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘ ǿƻǊŘǎ 

on paper. These Freys would gladly see me dead, he realized at a glance. 

  Nor did he find any welcome in the pale blue eyes of Wyman Manderly. His lordǎƘƛǇΩǎ ŎǳǎƘƛƻƴŜŘ 

throne was wide enough to accommodate three men of common girth, yet Manderly threatened to 

overflow it. His lordship sagged into his seat, his shoulders slumped, his legs splayed, his hands resting 

on the arms of his throne as if the weight of them were too much to bear. Gods be good, thought Davos, 

ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎŀǿ [ƻǊŘ ²ȅƳŀƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΣ this man looks half a corpse. His skin was pallid, with an undertone of 

grey. 

  Kings and corpses always draw attendants, the old saying went. So it was with Manderly. Left of 

the high seat stood a maester nigh as fat as the lord he served, a rosy-cheeked man with thick lips and a 

ƘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ƎƻƭŘŜƴ ŎǳǊƭǎΦ {ŜǊ aŀǊƭƻƴ ŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƻŦ ƘƻƴƻǊ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻǊŘǎƘƛǇΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƘŀƴŘΦ hƴ ŀ ŎǳǎƘƛƻƴŜŘ 

stool at his feet perched a plump pink lady. Behind Lord Wyman stood two younger women, sisters by 

the look of them. The elder wore her brown hair bound in a long braid. The younger, no more than 

fifteen, had an even longer braid, dyed a garish green. 

  None chose to honor Davos with a ƴŀƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƳŀŜǎǘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎǘŀƴŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ 

Wyman Manderly, Lord of White Harbor and Warden of the White Knife, Shield of the Faith, Defender of 



ǘƘŜ 5ƛǎǇƻǎǎŜǎǎŜŘΣ [ƻǊŘ aŀǊǎƘŀƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ aŀƴŘŜǊΣ ŀ YƴƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ hǊŘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ DǊŜŜƴ IŀƴŘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLƴ 

ǘƘŜ aŜǊƳŀƴΩǎ /ƻǳǊǘΣ ƛǘ ƛǎ ŎǳǎǘƻƳŀǊȅ ŦƻǊ Ǿŀǎǎŀƭǎ ŀƴŘ ǇŜǘƛǘƛƻƴŜǊǎ ǘƻ ƪƴŜŜƭΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ƻƴƛƻƴ ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜƴǘ Ƙƛǎ ƪƴŜŜΣ ōǳǘ ŀ YƛƴƎΩǎ IŀƴŘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘΤ ǘƻ Řƻ ǎƻ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘ 

ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎ ƘŜ ǎŜǊǾŜŘ ǿŀǎ ƭŜǎǎ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘƛǎ Ŧŀǘ ƭƻǊŘΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘ ŎƻƳŜ ŀǎ ŀ ǇŜǘƛǘƛƻƴŜǊΣέ 5ŀǾƻǎ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άL 

ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǎǘǊƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƛǘƭŜǎ ǘƻƻΦ [ƻǊŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ wŀƛƴǿƻƻŘΣ !ŘƳƛǊŀƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ bŀǊǊƻǿ {ŜŀΣ IŀƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ YƛƴƎΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ǇƭǳƳǇ ǿƻƳŀƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻƻƭ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ ά!ƴ ŀŘƳƛǊŀƭ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǎƘƛǇǎΣ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ 

fingers, in service to a king without a throne. Is this a knight who comes before us, or the answer to a 

ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ ǊƛŘŘƭŜΚέ 

  άIŜ ƛǎ ŀ ƳŜǎǎŜƴƎŜǊΣ ƎƻƻŘ-ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΣέ [ƻǊŘ ²ȅƳŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ άŀƴ ƻƴƛƻƴ ƻŦ ƛƭƭ ƻƳŜƴΦ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ 

ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ǊŀǾŜƴǎ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƘƛƳΣ ǎƻ ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ǎŜƴǘ ǘƘƛǎ Χ ǘƘƛǎ smuggler.έ IŜ squinted at Davos 

through eyes half-ōǳǊƛŜŘ ƛƴ Ǌƻƭƭǎ ƻŦ ŦŀǘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǾƛǎƛǘŜŘ ƻǳǊ Ŏƛǘȅ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪΣ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ Ŏƻƛƴ ŦǊƻƳ ƻǳǊ 

ǇƻŎƪŜǘǎ ŀƴŘ ŦƻƻŘ ƻŦŦ ƻǳǊ ǘŀōƭŜΦ Iƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǎǘŜŀƭ ŦǊƻƳ ƳŜΣ L ǿƻƴŘŜǊΚέ 

  Not enough that you ever missed a meal. άL ǇŀƛŘ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ǎƳǳƎƎƭƛƴƎ ŀǘ {ǘƻǊƳΩǎ 9ƴŘΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦέ 

Davos pulled off his glove and held up his left hand, with its four shortened fingers. 

  άCƻǳǊ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǘƛǇǎΣ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƭƛŦŜǘƛƳŜΩǎ ǿƻǊǘƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜŦǘΚέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻƻƭΦ IŜǊ ƘŀƛǊ ǿŀǎ 

yellow, her face round and pink and ŦƭŜǎƘȅΦ ά¸ƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ƻŦŦ ŎƘŜŀǇƭȅΣ hƴƛƻƴ YƴƛƎƘǘΦέ 

  5ŀǾƻǎ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ŘŜƴȅ ƛǘΦ άLŦ ƛǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǊŜǉǳŜǎǘ ŀ ǇǊƛǾȅ ŀǳŘƛŜƴŎŜΦέ 

  Lǘ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǊŘΦ άL ƪŜŜǇ ƴƻ ǎŜŎǊŜǘǎ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ƪƛƴΣ ƴƻǊ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ƭŜŀƭ ƭƻǊŘǎ ŀƴŘ ƪƴƛƎƘǘǎΣ 

ƎƻƻŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ŀƭƭΦέ 

  άaȅ ƭƻǊŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 5ŀǾƻǎΣ άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ǿŀƴǘ Ƴȅ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ōȅ Iƛǎ DǊŀŎŜΩǎ ŜƴŜƳƛŜǎ Χ ƻǊ ōȅ 

ȅƻǳǊ ƭƻǊŘǎƘƛǇΩǎΦέ 

  ά{ǘŀƴƴƛǎ Ƴŀȅ ƘŀǾŜ ŜƴŜƳƛŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƘŀƭƭΦ L Řƻ ƴƻǘΦέ 

  άbƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ǿƘƻ ǎƭŜǿ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƻƴΚέ 5ŀǾƻǎ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜǎŜ CǊŜȅǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƳƻƴƎǎǘ Ƙƛǎ Ƙƻǎǘǎ ŀǘ 

the Red ²ŜŘŘƛƴƎΦέ 

  One of the Freys stepped forward, a knight long and lean of limb, clean-shaved but for a grey 

ƳǳǎǘŀŎƘŜ ŀǎ ǘƘƛƴ ŀǎ ŀ aȅǊƛǎƘ ǎǘƛƭŜǘǘƻΦ ά¢ƘŜ wŜŘ ²ŜŘŘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ¸ƻǳƴƎ ²ƻƭŦΩǎ ǿƻǊƪΦ IŜ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ 

beast before our eyes and tore out the throat of my cousin Jinglebell, a harmless simpleton. He would 

ƘŀǾŜ ǎƭŀƛƴ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƻƻΣ ƛŦ {ŜǊ ²ŜƴŘŜƭ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ Ǉǳǘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΦέ 

  [ƻǊŘ ²ȅƳŀƴ ōƭƛƴƪŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘŜŀǊǎΦ ά²ŜƴŘŜƭ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŀ ōǊŀǾŜ ōƻȅΦ L ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴ 

ƘŜ ŘƛŜŘ ŀ ƘŜǊƻΦέ 

  The enormitȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭƛŜ ƳŀŘŜ 5ŀǾƻǎ ƎŀǎǇΦ άLǎ ƛǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƭŀƛƳ ǘƘŀǘ Robb Stark killed Wendel 

aŀƴŘŜǊƭȅΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ CǊŜȅΦ 



  ά!ƴŘ Ƴŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜΦ aƛƴŜ ƻǿƴ ǎƻƴ ¢ȅǘƻǎ ǿŀǎ ŀƳƻƴƎǎǘ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΩǎ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΦ ²ƘŜƴ 

Stark changed into a wolf, his northmen did the same. The mark of the beast was on them all. Wargs 

birth other wargs with a bite, it is well-known. It was all my brothers and I could do to put them down 

ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǎƭŜǿ ǳǎ ŀƭƭΦέ 

  The man was smirking ŀǎ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ ǘŀƭŜΦ 5ŀǾƻǎ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǇŜŜƭ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇǎ ƻŦŦ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƪƴƛŦŜΦ ά{ŜǊΣ 

Ƴŀȅ L ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŀƳŜΚέ 

  ά{ŜǊ WŀǊŜŘΣ ƻŦ IƻǳǎŜ CǊŜȅΦέ 

  άWŀǊŜŘ ƻŦ IƻǳǎŜ CǊŜȅΣ L ƴŀƳŜ ȅƻǳ ƭƛŀǊΦέ 

  {ŜǊ WŀǊŜŘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ŀƳǳǎŜŘΦ ά{ƻƳŜ ƳŜƴ ŎǊȅ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƭƛŎƛƴƎ ƻƴƛƻƴǎΣ ōǳǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀŘ ǘƘat 

ǿŜŀƪƴŜǎǎΦέ {ǘŜŜƭ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƭŜŀǘƘŜǊ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŘǊŜǿ Ƙƛǎ ǎǿƻǊŘΦ άLŦ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƛƴŘŜŜŘ ŀ ƪƴƛƎƘǘΣ ǎŜǊΣ 

ŘŜŦŜƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƭŀƴŘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ōƻŘȅΦέ 

  [ƻǊŘ ²ȅƳŀƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŦƭǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ƻǇŜƴΦ άLΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ōƭƻƻŘǎƘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ aŜǊƳŀƴΩǎ /ƻǳǊǘΦ tǳǘ ǳǇ ȅƻǳǊ 

steel, Ser Jared, else L Ƴǳǎǘ ŀǎƪ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ Ƴȅ ǇǊŜǎŜƴŎŜΦέ 

  {ŜǊ WŀǊŜŘ ǎƘŜŀǘƘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎǿƻǊŘΦ ά.ŜƴŜŀǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƻǊŘǎƘƛǇΩǎ ǊƻƻŦΣ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƻǊŘ-ǎƘƛǇΩǎ ǿƻǊŘ ƛǎ ƭŀǿ Χ ōǳǘ L 

ǎƘŀƭƭ ǿŀƴǘ ŀ ǊŜŎƪƻƴƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƴƛƻƴ ƭƻǊŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ƭŜŀǾŜǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƛǘȅΦέ 

  άBlood!έ ƘƻǿƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻƻƭΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛƭƭ ƻƴƛƻƴ ǿŀƴǘǎ ƻŦ ǳǎΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦ {ŜŜ 

how he stirs up trouble? Send him away, I beg you. He wants the blood of your people, the blood of 

your brave sons. Send him away. Should the queen hear that you gave audience to this traitor, she may 

queǎǘƛƻƴ ƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ƭƻȅŀƭǘȅΦ {ƘŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ Χ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ Χ ǎƘŜ Χέ 

  άLǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘΣ ƎƻƻŘ-ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΣέ [ƻǊŘ ²ȅƳŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ LǊƻƴ ¢ƘǊƻƴŜ ǎƘŀƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ 

ŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƻ Řƻǳōǘ ǳǎΦέ 

  Davos misliked the sound of that, but he had not come all this way to hold his tongue. ά¢ƘŜ ōƻȅ 

ƻƴ ǘƘŜ LǊƻƴ ¢ƘǊƻƴŜ ƛǎ ŀ ǳǎǳǊǇŜǊΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άŀƴŘ L ŀƳ ƴƻ ǘǊŀƛǘƻǊΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ IŀƴŘ ƻŦ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ .ŀǊŀǘƘŜƻƴΣ ǘƘŜ 

CƛǊǎǘ ƻŦ Iƛǎ bŀƳŜΣ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳŜōƻǊƴ YƛƴƎ ƻŦ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ Ŧŀǘ ƳŀŜǎǘŜǊ ŎƭŜŀǊŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘǊƻŀǘΦ ά{ǘŀƴƴƛǎ .ŀǊŀǘƘŜƻƴ ǿŀǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƻ ƻǳǊ ƭŀǘŜ YƛƴƎ wƻōŜǊǘ, may 

ǘƘŜ CŀǘƘŜǊ ƧǳŘƎŜ ƘƛƳ ƧǳǎǘƭȅΦ ¢ƻƳƳŜƴ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƛǎǎǳŜ ƻŦ wƻōŜǊǘΩǎ ōƻŘȅΦ ¢ƘŜ ƭŀǿǎ ƻŦ ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎƛƻƴ ŀǊŜ ŎƭŜŀǊ ƛƴ 

ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ŎŀǎŜΦ ! ǎƻƴ Ƴǳǎǘ ŎƻƳŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŀ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΦέ 

  άaŀŜǎǘŜǊ ¢ƘŜƻƳƻǊŜ ǎǇŜŀƪǎ ǘǊǳƭȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ [ƻǊŘ ²ȅƳŀƴΦ άIŜ ƛǎ ǿƛǎŜ ƛƴ ŀƭƭ ǎǳŎƘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ Ƙŀǎ 

always ƎƛǾŜƴ ƳŜ ƎƻƻŘ ŎƻǳƴǎŜƭΦέ 

  ά! trueborn ǎƻƴ ŎƻƳŜǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŀ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΣέ 5ŀǾƻǎ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΣ άōǳǘ ¢ƻƳƳŜƴ-called-Baratheon is 

bastard-born, as his brother Joffrey was before him. They were sired by the Kingslayer, in defiance of all 

ǘƘŜ ƭŀǿǎ ƻŦ ƎƻŘǎ ŀƴŘ ƳŜƴΦέ 



  AnotheǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ CǊŜȅǎ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǳǇΦ άIŜ ǎǇŜŀƪǎ ǘǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ƭƛǇǎΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ǘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ 

ǘƘƛŜǾƛƴƎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƪŜ Ƙƛǎ ƭȅƛƴƎ ǘƻƴƎǳŜΦέ 

  ά¢ŀƪŜ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΣ ǊŀǘƘŜǊΣέ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘ {ŜǊ WŀǊŜŘΦ άhǊ ƭŜǘ ƘƛƳ ƳŜŜǘ ƳŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛŜƭŘ ƻŦ ƘƻƴƻǊΦέ 

  ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŀ CǊŜȅ ƪƴƻǿ ƻŦ ƘƻƴƻǊΚέ 5ŀǾƻǎ ǘƘǊŜǿ ōŀŎƪΦ 

  CƻǳǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ CǊŜȅǎ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ǳƴǘƛƭ [ƻǊŘ ²ȅƳŀƴ ƘŀƭǘŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ ǳǇǊŀƛǎŜŘ ƘŀƴŘΦ ά{ǘŜǇ 

ōŀŎƪΣ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΦ L ǿƛƭƭ ƘŜŀǊ ƘƛƳ ƻǳǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L Χ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L ŘŜŀƭ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΦέ 

  ά/ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ƻŦŦŜǊ ŀƴȅ ǇǊƻƻŦ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƛƴŎŜǎǘΣ ǎŜǊΚέ aŀŜǎǘŜr Theomore asked, folding his soft hands 

atop his belly. 

  Edric Storm, thought Davos, but I sent him far away across the narrow sea, to keep him safe 

ŦǊƻƳ aŜƭƛǎŀƴŘǊŜΩǎ ŦƛǊŜǎΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ ƻŦ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ .ŀǊŀǘƘŜƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƭƭ LΩǾŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛǎ ǘǊǳŜΦέ 

  ά²ƻǊŘǎ ŀǊŜ ǿƛƴŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ ǿƻƳŀƴ ōŜƘƛƴŘ [ƻǊŘ ²ȅƳŀƴΩǎ ƘƛƎƘ ǎŜŀǘΣ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƴŘǎƻƳŜ ƻƴŜ 

ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƴƎ ōǊƻǿƴ ōǊŀƛŘΦ ά!ƴŘ ƳŜƴ ǿƛƭƭ ƭƛŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿŀȅΣ ŀǎ ŀƴȅ ƳŀƛŘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  άtǊƻƻŦ ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜǎ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǎƻƳŜ ƭƻǊŘΩǎ ǳƴǎǳǇǇƻǊǘŜŘ ǿƻǊŘΣέ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜŘ aŀŜǎǘŜǊ ¢ƘŜƻƳƻǊŜΦ 

ά{ǘŀƴƴƛǎ .ŀǊŀǘƘŜƻƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ŜǾŜǊ ƭƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǿƛƴ ŀ ǘƘǊƻƴŜΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ Ǉƛƴƪ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ŀ ǇƭǳƳǇ ŦƛƴƎŜǊ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ 5ŀǾƻǎΦ ά²Ŝ ǿŀƴǘ ƴƻ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ŀƴȅ ǘǊŜŀǎƻƴΣ ȅƻǳΦ 

We are good people in White Harbor, lawful, loyal people. Pour no more poison in our ears, or my 

good-ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǿƛƭƭ ǎŜƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ²ƻƭŦΩǎ 5ŜƴΦέ 

  How have I offended this one? άaƛƎƘǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƴƻǊ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƭŀŘȅΩǎ ƴŀƳŜΚέ 

  ¢ƘŜ Ǉƛƴƪ ǿƻƳŀƴ ƎŀǾŜ ŀƴ ŀƴƎǊȅ ǎƴƛŦŦ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀŜǎǘŜǊ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ ά¢ƘŜ [ŀŘȅ [Ŝƻƴŀ ƛǎ ǿƛŦŜ ǘƻ [ƻǊŘ 

²ȅƳŀƴΩǎ ǎƻƴ {ŜǊ ²ȅƭƛǎΣ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘƭȅ ŀ ŎŀǇǘƛǾŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊǎΦέ 

  She speaks from fear. If White Harbor should declare for Stannis, her husband would answer 

with his life. How can I ask Lord Wyman to condemn his son to death? What would I do in his place if 

Devan were a hostage? άaȅ ƭƻǊŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 5ŀǾƻǎΣ άL ǇǊŀȅ ƴƻ ƘŀǊƳ ǿƛƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƻƴΣ ƻǊ ǘƻ ŀƴȅ Ƴŀƴ ƻŦ 

²ƘƛǘŜ IŀǊōƻǊΦέ 

  ά!ƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƭƛŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ [ŀŘȅ [Ŝƻƴŀ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ǎǘƻƻƭΦ 

  5ŀǾƻǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ ōŜǎǘ ǘƻ ƛƎƴƻǊŜ ƘŜǊΦ ά²ƘŜƴ wƻōō {ǘŀǊƪ ǘƻƻƪ ǳǇ ŀǊƳǎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎǘŀǊŘ 

Joffrey-called-Baratheon, ²ƘƛǘŜ IŀǊōƻǊ ƳŀǊŎƘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΦ [ƻǊŘ {ǘŀǊƪ Ƙŀǎ ŦŀƭƭŜƴΣ ōǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǊ ƎƻŜǎ ƻƴΦέ 

  άwƻōō {ǘŀǊƪ ǿŀǎ Ƴȅ ƭƛŜƎŜ ƭƻǊŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ [ƻǊŘ ²ȅƳŀƴΦ ά²Ƙƻ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ Ƴŀƴ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎΚ ²Ƙȅ ŘƻŜǎ ƘŜ 

trouble us? He never felt the need to journey north before, as best I can recall. Yet he turns up now, a 

ōŜŀǘŜƴ ŎǳǊ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜƭƳ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘΣ ōŜƎƎƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀƭƳǎΦέ 

  άIŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ǎŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƳΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΣέ 5ŀǾƻǎ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘΦ ά¢ƻ ŘŜŦŜƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƭŀƴŘǎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ 

ƛǊƻƴōƻǊƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƭŘƭƛƴƎǎΦέ 



  Next to the high seat, Ser Marlon Manderly gave a snort of disdaƛƴΦ άLǘ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ŎŜƴǘǳǊƛŜǎ ǎƛƴŎŜ 

White Harbor has seen any wildlings, and the ironmen have never troubled this coast. Does Lord Stannis 

ǇǊƻǇƻǎŜ ǘƻ ŘŜŦŜƴŘ ǳǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǎƴŀǊƪǎ ŀƴŘ ŘǊŀƎƻƴǎ ǘƻƻΚέ 

  [ŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ǎǿŜǇǘ ǘƘŜ aŜǊƳŀƴΩǎ /ƻǳǊǘΣ ōǳǘ ŀǘ [ƻǊŘ ²ȅƳŀƴΩs feet, Lady Leona began to sob. 

άLǊƻƴƳŜƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƛǎƭŜǎΣ ǿƛƭŘƭƛƴƎǎ ŦǊƻƳ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭ Χ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǿ ǘƘƛǎ ǘǊŀƛǘƻǊ ƭƻǊŘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƻǳǘƭŀǿǎΣ 

ǊŜōŜƭǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƻǊŎŜǊŜǊǎΦέ {ƘŜ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ŀ ŦƛƴƎŜǊ ŀǘ 5ŀǾƻǎΦ ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǊŜŘ ǿƛǘŎƘΣ ƻƘ ȅŜǎΦ {ƘŜ 

would turn us againsǘ ǘƘŜ {ŜǾŜƴ ǘƻ ōƻǿ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŀ ŦƛǊŜ ŘŜƳƻƴΗέ 

  5ŀǾƻǎ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ƭƻǾŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŘ ǇǊƛŜǎǘŜǎǎΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŘŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƭŜǘ [ŀŘȅ [Ŝƻƴŀ Ǝƻ ǳƴŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ ά[ŀŘȅ 

Melisandre is a priestess of the red god. Queen Selyse has adopted her faith, along with many others, 

but more of His GrŀŎŜΩǎ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜǊǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿƻǊǎƘƛǇ ǘƘŜ {ŜǾŜƴΦ aȅǎŜƭŦ ŀƳƻƴƎ ǘƘŜƳΦέ IŜ ǇǊŀȅŜŘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ 

ŀǎƪ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜǇǘ ŀǘ 5ǊŀƎƻƴǎǘƻƴŜ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŘǎǿƻƻŘ ŀǘ {ǘƻǊƳΩǎ 9ƴŘΦ If they ask, I must 

needs tell them. Stannis would not have me lie. 

  ά¢ƘŜ {ŜǾŜƴ ŘŜŦŜƴŘ ²ƘƛǘŜ IŀǊōƻǊΣέ [ŀŘȅ [Ŝƻƴŀ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜŘΦ ά²Ŝ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ŦŜŀǊ ȅƻǳǊ ǊŜŘ ǉǳŜŜƴ ƻǊ ƘŜǊ 

ƎƻŘΦ [Ŝǘ ƘŜǊ ǎŜƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǎǇŜƭƭǎ ǎƘŜ ǿƛƭƭΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇǊŀȅŜǊǎ ƻŦ ƎƻŘƭȅ ƳŜƴ ǿƛƭƭ ǎƘƛŜƭŘ ǳǎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ŜǾƛƭΦέ 

  άLƴŘŜŜŘΦέ [ƻǊŘ ²ȅƳŀƴ ƎŀǾŜ [ŀŘȅ [Ŝƻƴŀ ŀ Ǉŀǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ ά[ƻǊŘ 5ŀǾƻǎΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ are a lord, I 

know what your so-ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƪƛƴƎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƻŦ ƳŜΦ {ǘŜŜƭ ŀƴŘ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŀ ōŜƴŘŜŘ ƪƴŜŜΦέ IŜ ǎƘƛŦǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ 

ǿŜƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀƴ ǳǇƻƴ ŀƴ ŜƭōƻǿΦ ά.ŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƭŀƛƴΣ [ƻǊŘ ¢ȅǿƛƴ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘ ²ƘƛǘŜ IŀǊōƻǊ Ŧǳƭƭ ǇŀǊŘƻƴ ŦƻǊ ƻǳǊ 

support of the Young Wolf. He promised that my son would be returned to me once I paid a ransom of 

three thousand dragons and proved my loyalty beyond a doubt. Roose Bolton, who is named our 

Warden of the North, requires that I give up my claim to Lord Horn-ǿƻƻŘΩǎ ƭŀƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǎǘƭŜǎ ōǳǘ ǎǿŜŀǊǎ 

my other holdings shall remain untouched. Walder Frey, his good-father, offers one of his daughters to 

ōŜ Ƴȅ ǿƛŦŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘǎ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ǎƻƴΩǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊǎ ƘŜǊŜ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜǎŜ ǘŜǊƳǎ ǎŜŜƳ ƎŜƴŜǊƻǳǎ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ ŀ 

good basis for a fair and lasting peace. You would have me spurn them. So I ask you, Onion 

KnightτǿƘŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ [ƻǊŘ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ƻŦŦŜǊ ƳŜ ƛƴ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ŀƭƭŜƎƛŀƴŎŜΚέ 

  War and woe and the screams of burning men, 5ŀǾƻǎ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ȅƻǳǊ 

ŘǳǘȅΣέ ƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ given Wyman Manderly. The Hand 

ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǎǇŜŀƪ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ 

  [ƻǊŘ ²ȅƳŀƴ ǎŀƎƎŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŀƛǊΦ ά5ǳǘȅΦ L ǎŜŜΦέ 

  ά²ƘƛǘŜ IŀǊōƻǊ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀƴŘ ŀƭƻƴŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ Iƛǎ DǊŀŎŜ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƴŜŜŘǎ 

you. Together you can defeat your common enŜƳƛŜǎΦέ 

  άaȅ ƭƻǊŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ {ŜǊ aŀǊƭƻƴΣ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƻǊƴŀǘŜ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ŀǊƳƻǊΣ άǿƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǇŜǊƳƛǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ 

ƻŦ [ƻǊŘ 5ŀǾƻǎΚέ 

  ά!ǎ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǎƘΣ ŎƻǳǎƛƴΦέ [ƻǊŘ ²ȅƳŀƴ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ 

  {ŜǊ aŀǊƭƻƴ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ 5ŀǾƻǎΦ άIƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ƴƻǊǘƘŜǊƴ ƭƻǊŘǎ ƘŀǾŜ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜŘ ŦƻǊ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎΚ ¢Ŝƭƭ ǳǎ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 



  ά!ǊƴƻƭŦ YŀǊǎǘŀǊƪ Ƙŀǎ ǾƻǿŜŘ ǘƻ Ƨƻƛƴ Iƛǎ DǊŀŎŜΦέ 

  ά!ǊƴƻƭŦ ƛǎ ƴƻ ǘǊǳŜ ƭƻǊŘΣ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ŎŀǎǘŜƭƭŀƴΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ŎŀǎǘƭŜǎ ŘƻŜǎ [ƻǊŘ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ƘƻƭŘ ŀǘ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘΣ ǇǊŀȅΚέ 

  άIƛǎ DǊŀŎŜ Ƙŀǎ ǘŀƪŜƴ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘŦƻǊǘ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ǎŜŀǘΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳǘƘΣ ƘŜ ƘƻƭŘǎ {ǘƻǊƳΩǎ 9ƴŘ ŀƴd 

5ǊŀƎƻƴǎǘƻƴŜΦέ 

  aŀŜǎǘŜǊ ¢ƘŜƻƳƻǊŜ ŎƭŜŀǊŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘǊƻŀǘΦ άhƴƭȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƴƻƴŎŜΦ {ǘƻǊƳΩǎ 9ƴŘ ŀƴŘ 5ǊŀƎƻƴǎǘƻƴŜ ŀǊŜ 

ƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ƘŜƭŘ ŀƴŘ Ƴǳǎǘ ǎƻƻƴ ŦŀƭƭΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘŦƻǊǘ ƛǎ ŀ ƘŀǳƴǘŜŘ ǊǳƛƴΣ ŀ ŘǊŜŀǊ ŀƴŘ ŘǊŜŀŘŦǳƭ ǇƭŀŎŜΦέ 

  {ŜǊ aŀǊƭƻƴ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴΦ άIƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ƳŜƴ Ŏŀƴ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ Ǉut into the field, can you tell us that? How 

many knights ride with him? How many bowmen, how many freeriders, how many men-at-ŀǊƳǎΚέ 

  Too few, 5ŀǾƻǎ ƪƴŜǿΦ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ƘŀŘ ŎƻƳŜ ƴƻǊǘƘ ǿƛǘƘ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŦƛŦǘŜŜƴ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ƳŜƴ Χ ōǳǘ ƛŦ 

he told them that, his mission here was doomed. He fumbled for words and found none. 

  ά¸ƻǳǊ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜ ƛǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ L ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜΣ ǎŜǊΦ ¸ƻǳǊ ƪƛƴƎ ōǊƛƴƎǎ ǳǎ ƻƴƭȅ ŜƴŜƳƛŜǎΦέ {ŜǊ aŀǊƭƻƴ 

ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻǊŘ ŎƻǳǎƛƴΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ ƭƻǊŘǎƘƛǇ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƛƻƴ ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ǿƘŀǘ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ƻŦŦŜǊǎ ǳǎΦ [Ŝǘ ƳŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ 

He offers us defeat and death. He would have you mount a horse of air and give battle with a sword of 

ǿƛƴŘΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ Ŧŀǘ ƭƻǊŘ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ŜŦŦƻǊǘ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΦ άaȅ Ŏƻǳǎƛƴ 

cuts to the bone, as ever. Do you have any more to say to me, Onion Knight, or can we put an end to this 

ƳǳƳƳŜǊΩǎ ŦŀǊŎŜΚ L ƎǊƻǿ ǿŜŀǊȅ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀŎŜΦέ 

  Davos felt a stab of despair. His Grace should have sent another man, a lord or knight or 

maester, someone who could speak for him without tripping on his own tongue. ά5ŜŀǘƘΣέ ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ 

ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǎŀȅΣ άǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŘŜŀǘƘΣ ŀȅŜΦ ¸ƻǳǊ ƭƻǊŘǎƘƛǇ ƭƻǎǘ ŀ ǎƻƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ wŜŘ ²ŜŘŘƛƴƎΦ L ƭƻǎǘ ŦƻǳǊ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ 

.ƭŀŎƪǿŀǘŜǊΦ !ƴŘ ǿƘȅΚ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊǎ ǎǘƻƭŜ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊƻƴŜΦ Dƻ ǘƻ YƛƴƎΩǎ [ŀƴŘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪ ƻƴ 

Tommen with your own eyes, if you doubt me. A blind man could see it. What does Stannis offer you? 

Vengeance. Vengeance for my sons and yours, for your husbands and your fathers and your brothers. 

Vengeance for your murdered lord, your murdered king, your butchered princes. Vengeance!έ 

  ά¸ŜǎΣέ ǇƛǇŜŘ ŀ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΣ ǘƘƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƘƛƎƘΦ 

  It belonged to the half-ƎǊƻǿƴ ŎƘƛƭŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ōƭƻƴŘ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƴƎ ƎǊŜŜƴ ōǊŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ 

ƪƛƭƭŜŘ [ƻǊŘ 9ŘŘŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ [ŀŘȅ /ŀǘŜƭȅƴ ŀƴŘ YƛƴƎ wƻōōΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άIŜ ǿŀǎ ƻǳǊ king! He was brave and good, 

and the Freys murdered ƘƛƳΦ LŦ [ƻǊŘ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ǿƛƭƭ ŀǾŜƴƎŜ ƘƛƳΣ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Ƨƻƛƴ [ƻǊŘ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎΦέ 

  aŀƴŘŜǊƭȅ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŎƭƻǎŜΦ ά²ȅƭƭŀΣ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǘƛƳŜ ȅƻǳ ƻǇŜƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻǳǘƘ ȅƻǳ ƳŀƪŜ ƳŜ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎŜƴŘ 

ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭŜƴǘ ǎƛǎǘŜǊǎΦέ 

  άL ƻƴƭȅ ǎŀƛŘτέ 

  ά²Ŝ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀƛŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘŜǊ ƎƛǊƭΣ ƘŜǊ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΦ ά! ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ ŦƻƻƭƛǎƘƴŜǎǎΦ {ǇŜŀƪ ƴƻ ƛƭƭ ƻŦ 

ƻǳǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ƻŦ CǊŜȅΦ hƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƻǊŘ ŀƴŘ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘ ǎƻƻƴΦέ 



  άbƻΣέ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜŘΣ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΦ άL ǿƻƴΩǘΦ L ǿƻƴΩǘ ever. They killed the king.έ 

  [ƻǊŘ ²ȅƳŀƴ ŦƭǳǎƘŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ will. When the appointed day arrives, you will speak your wedding 

ǾƻǿǎΣ ŜƭǎŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ Ƨƻƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭŜƴǘ ǎƛǎǘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎǇŜŀƪ ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ǇƻƻǊ ƎƛǊƭ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǎǘǊƛŎƪŜƴΦ άDǊŀƴŘŦŀǘƘŜǊΣ please Χέ άIǳǎƘΣ ŎƘƛƭŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ [ŀŘȅ [ŜƻƴŀΦ ά¸ƻǳ 

heard your lord grandfather. Hush! ̧ ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΦέ 

  άL ƪƴƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜΣέ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭΦ άaŀŜǎǘŜǊ ¢ƘŜƻƳƻǊŜΣ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŜƳΗ ! ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ȅŜŀǊǎ 

ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ /ƻƴǉǳŜǎǘΣ ŀ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜ ǿŀǎ ƳŀŘŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƻŀǘƘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǿƻǊƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ²ƻƭŦΩǎ 5Ŝƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ƎƻŘǎ 

and the new. When we were sore beset and friendless, hounded from our homes and in peril of our 

lives, the wolves took us in and nourished us and protected us against our enemies. The city is built 

upon the land they gave us. In return we swore that we should always be their men. Stark menΗέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ƳŀŜǎǘŜǊ ŦƛƴƎŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƛƴ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜŎƪΦ ά{ƻƭŜƳƴ ƻŀǘƘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǿƻǊƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ {ǘŀǊƪǎ ƻŦ 

²ƛƴǘŜǊŦŜƭƭΣ ŀȅŜΦ .ǳǘ ²ƛƴǘŜǊŦŜƭƭ Ƙŀǎ ŦŀƭƭŜƴ ŀƴŘ IƻǳǎŜ {ǘŀǊƪ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ŜȄǘƛƴƎǳƛǎƘŜŘΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ killed them allΗέ 

  !ƴƻǘƘŜǊ CǊŜȅ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǳǇΦ ά[ƻǊŘ ²ȅƳŀƴΣ ƛŦ L ƳŀȅΚέ 

  ²ȅƳŀƴ aŀƴŘŜǊƭȅ ƎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŀ ƴƻŘΦ άwƘŀŜƎŀǊΦ ²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǇƭŜŀǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ȅƻǳǊ ƴƻōƭŜ 

ŎƻǳƴǎŜƭΦέ 

  Rhaegar Frey acknowledged the compliment with a bow. He was thirty, or nigh unto, 

round-shouldered and kettle-bellied, but richly dressed in a doublet of soft grey lambswool trimmed in 

cloth-of-silver. His cloak was cloth-of-silver too, lined with vair and clasped at the collar with a brooch in 

ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀǇŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƛƴ ǘƻǿŜǊǎΦ ά[ŀŘȅ ²ȅƭƭŀΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŜƴ ōǊŀƛŘΣ άƭƻȅŀƭǘȅ ƛǎ a virtue. I 

hope you will be as loyal to Little Walder when you are joined in wedlock. As to the Starks, that House is 

ŜȄǘƛƴƎǳƛǎƘŜŘ ƻƴƭȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƭŜ ƭƛƴŜΦ [ƻǊŘ 9ŘŘŀǊŘΩǎ ǎƻƴǎ ŀǊŜ ŘŜŀŘΣ ōǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊǎ ƭƛǾŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎŜǊ 

girl is coming north to wed braǾŜ wŀƳǎŀȅ .ƻƭǘƻƴΦέ 

  άwŀƳǎŀȅ Snow,έ ²ȅƭƭŀ aŀƴŘŜǊƭȅ ǘƘǊŜǿ ōŀŎƪΦ άIŀǾŜ ƛǘ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭΦ .ȅ ŀƴȅ ƴŀƳŜΣ ƘŜ ǎƘŀƭƭ ǎƻƻƴ ōŜ 

wed to Arya Stark. If you would keep faith with your promise, give him your allegiance, for he shall be 

ȅƻǳǊ [ƻǊŘ ƻŦ ²ƛƴǘŜǊŦŜƭƭΦέ 

  άIŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ever be my lord! He made Lady Hornwood marry him, then shut her in a dungeon and 

made her eat her fingers.έ 

  ! ƳǳǊƳǳǊ ƻŦ ŀǎǎŜƴǘ ǎǿŜǇǘ ǘƘŜ aŜǊƳŀƴΩǎ /ƻǳǊǘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƳŀƛŘ ǘŜƭƭǎ ƛǘ ǘǊǳŜΣέ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜŘ ŀ ǎǘƻŎƪȅ Ƴŀƴ 

in white and purple, whose cloak was fastened with a ǇŀƛǊ ƻŦ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ ōǊƻƴȊŜ ƪŜȅǎΦ άwƻƻǎŜ .ƻƭǘƻƴΩǎ ŎƻƭŘ 

ŀƴŘ ŎǳƴƴƛƴƎΣ ŀȅŜΣ ōǳǘ ŀ Ƴŀƴ Ŏŀƴ ŘŜŀƭ ǿƛǘƘ wƻƻǎŜΦ ²ŜΩǾŜ ŀƭƭ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǿƻǊǎŜΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ōŀǎǘŀǊŘ ǎƻƴ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ Χ 

ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀȅ ƘŜΩǎ ƳŀŘ ŀƴŘ ŎǊǳŜƭΣ ŀ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊΦέ 

  άThey ǎŀȅΚέ wƘŀŜƎŀǊ CǊŜȅ ǎǇƻǊǘŜŘ ŀ ǎƛƭƪȅ ōŜŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǎŀǊŘƻƴƛŎ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ άIƛǎ enemies ǎŀȅΣ ŀȅŜ Χ ōǳǘ 

it was the Young Wolf who was the monster. More beast than boy, that one, puffed up with pride and 



ōƭƻƻŘƭǳǎǘΦ !ƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŦŀƛǘƘƭŜǎǎΣ ŀǎ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘ ƎǊŀƴŘŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻǊǊƻǿΦέ IŜ ǎǇǊŜŀŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ άL 

do not fault White Harbor for supporting him. My grandsire made the same grievous mistake. In all the 

¸ƻǳƴƎ ²ƻƭŦΩǎ ōŀǘǘƭŜǎΣ ²ƘƛǘŜ IŀǊōƻǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ¢ǿƛƴǎ ŦƻǳƎƘǘ ǎƛŘŜ ōȅ ǎƛŘŜ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ōŀƴƴŜǊǎΦ wƻōō {ǘŀǊƪ 

betrayed us all. He abandoned the north to the cruel mercies of the ironmen to carve out a fairer 

kingdom for himself along the Trident. Then he abandoned the riverlords who had risked much and 

more for him, breaking his marriage pact with my grandfather to wed the first western wench who 

caught his eye. The Young Wolf? He ǿŀǎ ŀ ǾƛƭŜ ŘƻƎ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ƻƴŜΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ aŜǊƳŀƴΩǎ /ƻǳǊǘ ƘŀŘ ƎǊƻǿƴ ǎǘƛƭƭΦ 5ŀǾƻǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦŜŜƭ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭƭ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊΦ [ƻǊŘ ²ȅƳŀƴ ǿŀǎ 

ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ wƘŀŜƎŀǊ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŀ ǊƻŀŎƘ ƛƴ ƴŜŜŘ ƻŦ ŀ ƘŀǊŘ ƘŜŜƭ Χ ȅŜǘ ǘƘŜƴΣ ŀōǊǳǇǘƭȅΣ ƘŜ ƎŀǾŜ ŀ 

ponderous nod that set his cƘƛƴǎ ǘƻ ǿƻōōƭƛƴƎΦ ά! ŘƻƎΣ ŀȅŜΦ IŜ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ǳǎ ƻƴƭȅ ƎǊƛŜŦ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŀǘƘΦ ! ǾƛƭŜ ŘƻƎ 

ƛƴŘŜŜŘΦ {ŀȅ ƻƴΦέ 

  wƘŀŜƎŀǊ CǊŜȅ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴΦ άDǊƛŜŦ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŀǘƘΣ ŀȅŜ Χ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƴƛƻƴ ƭƻǊŘ ǿƛƭƭ ōǊƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ƳƻǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ 

talk of vengeance. Open your eyes, as my lord grandsire did. The War of the Five Kings is all but done. 

Tommen is our king, our only ƪƛƴƎΦ ²Ŝ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŜƭǇ ƘƛƳ ōƛƴŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǳƴŘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǎŀŘ ǿŀǊΦ !ǎ wƻōŜǊǘΩǎ 

ǘǊǳŜōƻǊƴ ǎƻƴΣ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƛǊ ƻŦ ǎǘŀƎ ŀƴŘ ƭƛƻƴΣ ǘƘŜ LǊƻƴ ¢ƘǊƻƴŜ ƛǎ Ƙƛǎ ōȅ ǊƛƎƘǘǎΦέ 

  ά²ƛǎŜ ǿƻǊŘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘǊǳŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ [ƻǊŘ ²ȅƳŀƴ aŀƴŘŜǊƭȅΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘΦέ ²ȅƭƭŀ aŀƴŘŜǊƭȅ ǎǘŀƳǇŜŘ 

ƘŜǊ ŦƻƻǘΦ ά.Ŝ ǉǳƛŜǘΣ ǿǊŜǘŎƘŜŘ ŎƘƛƭŘΣέ ǎŎƻƭŘŜŘ [ŀŘȅ [ŜƻƴŀΦ ά¸ƻǳƴƎ ƎƛǊƭǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀƴ ƻǊƴŀƳŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŜȅŜΣ 

ƴƻǘ ŀƴ ŀŎƘŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǊΦέ {ƘŜ ǎŜƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ōȅ ƘŜǊ ōǊŀƛŘ ŀƴŘ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǎǉǳŜŀƭƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƭƭΦ There 

went my only friend in this hall, thought Davos. 

  ά²ȅƭƭŀ Ƙŀǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ǿƛƭƭŦǳƭ ŎƘƛƭŘΣέ ƘŜǊ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ōȅ ǿŀȅ ƻŦ ŀǇƻƭƻƎȅΦ άL ŦŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿƛƭƭ 

ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ǿƛƭƭŦǳƭ ǿƛŦŜΦέ 

  wƘŀŜƎŀǊ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ άaŀǊǊƛŀƎŜ ǿƛƭƭ ǎƻŦǘŜƴ ƘŜǊΣ L ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ŘƻǳōǘΦ ! ŦƛǊƳ ƘŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǉǳƛŜǘ ǿƻǊŘΦέ 

  άLŦ ƴƻǘΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭŜƴǘ ǎƛǎǘŜǊǎΦέ [ƻǊŘ ²ȅƳŀƴ ǎƘƛŦǘŜŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎŜŀǘΦ ά!ǎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΣ hƴƛƻƴ YƴƛƎƘǘΣ L 

have heard sufficient treason for one day. You would have me risk my city for a false king and a false 

god. You would have me sacrifice my only living son so Stannis Baratheon can plant his puckered arse 

ǳǇƻƴ ŀ ǘƘǊƻƴŜ ǘƻ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ƴƻ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ L ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ Řƻ ƛǘΦ bƻǘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦ bƻǘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƻǊŘΦ bƻǘ ŦƻǊ ŀƴȅ ƳŀƴΦέ 

The Lord of White HarboǊ ǇǳǎƘŜŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŜŦŦƻǊǘ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ŀ ǊŜŘ ŦƭǳǎƘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜŎƪΦ ά¸ƻǳ are 

ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀ ǎƳǳƎƎƭŜǊΣ ǎŜǊΣ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŜŀƭ Ƴȅ ƎƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ōƭƻƻŘΦ ¸ƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƪŜ Ƴȅ ǎƻƴΩǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ L ǎƘŀƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ 

yours instead. Guards! {ŜƛȊŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƳŀƴΗέ 

  Before Davos could even ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǳǊǊƻǳƴŘŜŘ ōȅ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ǘǊƛŘŜƴǘǎΦ άaȅ ƭƻǊŘΣέ ƘŜ 

ǎŀƛŘΣ άL ŀƳ ŀƴ ŜƴǾƻȅΦέ 

  ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳΚ ¸ƻǳ ŎŀƳŜ ǎƴŜŀƪƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ Ŏƛǘȅ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǎƳǳƎƎƭŜǊΦ L ǎŀȅ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƴƻ ƭƻǊŘΣ ƴƻ ƪƴƛƎƘǘΣ ƴƻ 

envoy, only a thief and a spy, a peddler of lies and treasons. I should tear your tongue out with hot 

ǇƛƴŎŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ŘŜƭƛǾŜǊ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 5ǊŜŀŘŦƻǊǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŦƭŀȅŜŘΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜ aƻǘƘŜǊ ƛǎ ƳŜǊŎƛŦǳƭΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƻ ŀƳ LΦέ IŜ 

ōŜŎƪƻƴŜŘ ǘƻ {ŜǊ aŀǊƭƻƴΦ ά/ƻǳǎƛƴΣ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ²ƻƭŦΩǎ 5Ŝƴ ŀƴŘ Ŏǳǘ ƻŦŦ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ L 



want them brought tƻ ƳŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L ǎǳǇΦ L ǎƘŀƭƭ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ Ŝŀǘ ŀ ōƛǘŜ ǳƴǘƛƭ L ǎŜŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƳǳƎƎƭŜǊΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ 

ǳǇƻƴ ŀ ǎǇƛƪŜΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ ƻƴƛƻƴ ǎƘƻǾŜŘ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ƭȅƛƴƎ ǘŜŜǘƘΦέ 

  REEK 
 

     They gave him a horse and a banner, a soft woolen doublet and a warm fur cloak, and set him 

loosŜΦ CƻǊ ƻƴŎŜΣ ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǎǘƛƴƪΦ ά/ƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ŎŀǎǘƭŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 5ŀƳƻƴ 5ŀƴŎŜ-for-Me as he helped 

wŜŜƪ ŎƭƛƳō ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŀŘŘƭŜΣ άƻǊ ƪŜŜǇ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜ Ƙƻǿ ŦŀǊ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǿŜ ŎŀǘŎƘ ȅƻǳΦ IŜΩŘ 

ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΣ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘΦέ DǊƛƴƴƛƴƎΣ 5ŀƳƻƴ ƎŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜ ŀ ƭƛck across the rump with his whip, and the old 

stot whinnied and lurched into motion. 

  Reek did not dare to look back, for fear that Damon and Yellow Dick and Grunt and the rest 

ǿŜǊŜ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘƛƳΣ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ [ƻǊŘ wŀƳǎŀȅΩǎ ƧŀǇŜs, some cruel test to see 

what he would do if they gave him a horse and set him free. Do they think that I will run? The stot they 

had given him was a wretched thing, knock-kneed and half-starved; he could never hope to outdistance 

the fine horses Lord Ramsay and his hunters would be riding. And Ramsay loved nothing more than to 

set his girls baying on the trail of some fresh prey. 

  Besides, where would he run to? Behind him were the camps, crowded with Dreadfort men and 

those the Ryswells had brought from the Rills, with the Barrowton host between them. South of Moat 

Cailin, another army was coming up the causeway, an army of Boltons and Freys marching beneath the 

banners of the Dreadfort. East of the road lay a bleak and barren shore and a cold salt sea, to the west 

the swamps and bogs of the Neck, infested with serpents, lizard lions, and bog devils with their poisoned 

arrows. 

  He would not run. He could not run. 

  I will deliver him the castle. I will. I must. 

  It was a grey day, damp and misty. The wind was from the south, moist as a kiss. The ruins of 

Moat Cailin were visible in the distance, threaded through with wisps of morning mist. His horse moved 

toward them at a walk, her hooves making faint wet squelching sounds as they pulled free of the 

grey-green muck. 

  I have come this way before. Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǊŜƎǊŜǘǘŜŘ ƛǘ ŀǘ ƻƴŎŜΦ άbƻΣέ ƘŜ 

ǎŀƛŘΣ άƴƻΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŀƴΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƪƴŜǿ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŀƳŜΦέ Iƛǎ ƴŀƳŜ ǿŀǎ wŜŜƪΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ 

to remember that. Reek, Reek, it rhymes with leek. 

  When that other man had come this way, an army had followed close behind him, the great 

host of the north riding to war beneath the grey-and-white banners of House Stark. Reek rode alone, 

clutching a peace banner on a pinewood staff. When that other man had come this way, he had been 

mounted on a courser, swift and spirited. Reek rode a broken-down stot, all skin and bone and ribs, and 



he rode her slowly for fear he might fall off. The other man had been a good rider, but Reek was uneasy 

on horseback. Lǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ǊƛŘŜǊΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŀ ƳŀƴΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ [ƻǊŘ wŀƳǎŀȅΩǎ 

ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜΣ ƭƻǿŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ŘƻƎΣ ŀ ǿƻǊƳ ƛƴ ƘǳƳŀƴ ǎƪƛƴΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ǇǊŜǘŜƴŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ǇǊƛƴŎŜΣέ [ƻǊŘ wŀƳǎŀȅ ǘƻƭŘ 

ƘƛƳ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ŀǎ wŜŜƪ ǿŀǎ ǎƻŀƪƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀ ǘǳō ƻŦ ǎŎŀƭŘƛƴƎ ǿŀǘŜǊΣ άōǳǘ ǿŜ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ wŜŜƪΦ 

¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ōŜ wŜŜƪΣ ƴƻ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ Ƙƻǿ ǎǿŜŜǘ ȅƻǳ ǎƳŜƭƭΦ ¸ƻǳǊ ƴƻǎŜ Ƴŀȅ ƭƛŜ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦ wŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŀƳŜΦ 

wŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿƘƻ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΦέ 

  άwŜŜƪΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ wŜŜƪΦέ 

  ά5ƻ ǘƘƛǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ Ƴȅ ŘƻƎ ŀƴŘ Ŝŀǘ ƳŜŀǘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŘŀȅΣέ [ƻǊŘ wŀƳǎŀȅ 

ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǘŜƳǇǘŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜǘǊŀȅ ƳŜΦ ¢ƻ Ǌǳƴ ƻǊ ŦƛƎƘǘ ƻǊ Ƨƻƛƴ ƻǳǊ ŦƻŜǎΦ bƻΣ ǉǳƛŜǘΣ LΩƭƭ ƴƻǘ ƘŜŀǊ ȅƻǳ 

ŘŜƴȅ ƛǘΦ [ƛŜ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƻƴƎǳŜΦ ! Ƴŀƴ would turn against me in your place, but we know 

ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŜΚ .ŜǘǊŀȅ ƳŜ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘΣ ƛǘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ƴƻ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ Χ ōǳǘ Ŏƻǳƴǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŀƴŘ 

ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǎǘΦέ 

  Reek knew the cost. Seven, he thought, seven fingers. A man can make do with seven fingers. 

Seven is a sacred number. He remembered how much it had hurt when Lord Ramsay had commanded 

Skinner to lay his ring finger bare. 

  The air was wet and heavy, and shallow pools of water dotted the ground. Reek picked his way 

between them carefully, following the remnants of the log-and-Ǉƭŀƴƪ ǊƻŀŘ ǘƘŀǘ wƻōō {ǘŀǊƪΩǎ ǾŀƴƎǳŀǊŘ 

had laid down across the soft ground to speed the passage of his host. Where once a mighty curtain wall 

had stood, only scattered stones remained, blocks of black basalt so large it must once have taken a 

hundred men to hoist them into place. Some had sunk so deep into the bog that only a corner showed; 

ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ƭŀȅ ǎǘǊŜǿƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƎƻŘΩǎ ŀōŀƴŘƻƴŜŘ ǘƻȅǎΣ ŎǊŀŎƪŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŎǊǳƳōƭƛƴƎΣ ǎǇƻǘǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƭƛŎƘŜƴΦ 

[ŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ Ǌŀƛƴ ƘŀŘ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ ƘǳƎŜ ǎǘƻƴŜǎ ǿŜǘ ŀƴŘ ƎƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎΣ ŀnd the morning sunlight made them look 

as if they were coated in some fine black oil. 

  Beyond stood the towers. 

  ¢ƘŜ 5ǊǳƴƪŀǊŘΩǎ ¢ƻǿŜǊ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŜǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ŎƻƭƭŀǇǎŜΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ŦƻǊ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ 

ȅŜŀǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜ /ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ¢ƻǿŜǊ ǘƘǊǳǎǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎky as straight as a spear, but its shattered top was open to 

the wind and rain. The Gatehouse Tower, squat and wide, was the largest of the three, slimy with moss, 

a gnarled tree growing sideways from the stones of its north side, fragments of broken wall still standing 

to the east and west. ¢ƘŜ YŀǊǎǘŀǊƪǎ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ 5ǊǳƴƪŀǊŘΩǎ ¢ƻǿŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ¦ƳōŜǊǎ ǘƘŜ /ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ¢ƻǿŜǊΣ he 

recalled. Robb claimed the Gatehouse Tower for his own. 

  LŦ ƘŜ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΣ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ōŀƴƴŜǊǎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƳƛƴŘΩǎ ŜȅŜΣ ǎƴŀǇǇƛƴƎ ōǊŀǾŜly in a brisk 

north wind. All gone now, all fallen. The wind on his cheeks was blowing from the south, and the only 

banners flying above the remains of Moat Cailin displayed a golden kraken on a field of black. 

  He was being watched. He could feel the eyes. When he looked up, he caught a glimpse of pale 

faces peering from behind the battlements of the Gatehouse Tower and through the broken masonry 



ǘƘŀǘ ŎǊƻǿƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ /ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ¢ƻǿŜǊΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƭŜƎŜƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŜǎǘ ƘŀŘ ƻƴŎŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ Řƻǿƴ 

the hammer of the waters to break the lands of Westeros in two. 

  The only dry road through the Neck was the causeway, and the towers of Moat Cailin plugged its 

northern end like a cork in a bottle. The road was narrow, the ruins so positioned that any enemy 

coming up from the south must pass beneath and between them. To assault any of the three towers, an 

attacker must expose his back to arrows from the other two, whilst climbing damp stone walls 

festooned with streamers of slimy white ghostskin. The swampy ground beyond the causeway was 

impassable, an endless morass of suckholes, quicksands, and glistening green swards that looked solid 

to the unwary eye but turned to water the instant you trod upon them, the whole of it infested with 

venomous serpents and poisonous flowers and monstrous lizard lions with teeth like daggers. Just as 

dangerous were its people, seldom seen but always lurking, the swamp-dwellers, the frog-eaters, the 

mud-men. Fenn and Reed, Peat and Boggs, Cray and Quagg, Greengood and Blackmyre, those were the 

sorts of names they gave themselves. The ironborn called them all bog devils. 

  Reek passed the rotted carcass of a horse, an arrow jutting from its neck. A long white snake 

slithered into its empty eye socket at his approach. Behind the horse he spied the rider, or what 

ǊŜƳŀƛƴŜŘ ƻŦ ƘƛƳΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎǊƻǿǎ ƘŀŘ ǎǘǊƛǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŜǎƘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ ŦŜǊŀƭ ŘƻƎ ƘŀŘ ōǳǊǊƻǿŜŘ 

beneath his mail to get at his entrails. Farther on, another corpse had sunk so deep into the muck that 

only his face and fingers showed. 

  Closer to the towers, corpses littered the ground on every side. Blood-blooms had sprouted 

ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƎŀǇƛƴƎ ǿƻǳƴŘǎΣ ǇŀƭŜ ŦƭƻǿŜǊǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǇŜǘŀƭǎ ǇƭǳƳǇ ŀƴŘ Ƴƻƛǎǘ ŀǎ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ƭƛǇǎΦ 

  The garrison will never know me. {ƻƳŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǊŜŎŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜn before he learned his 

name, but Reek would be a stranger to them. It had been a long while since he last looked into a glass, 

but he knew how old he must appear. His hair had turned white; much of it had fallen out, and what was 

left was stiff and dry as straw. The dungeons had left him weak as an old woman and so thin a strong 

wind could knock him down. 

  !ƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ Χ wŀƳǎŀȅ ƘŀŘ ƎƛǾŜƴ ƘƛƳ ƎƭƻǾŜǎΣ ŦƛƴŜ ƎƭƻǾŜǎ ƻŦ ōƭŀŎƪ ƭŜŀǘƘŜǊΣ ǎƻŦǘ ŀƴŘ ǎǳǇǇƭŜΣ 

stuffed with wool to conceal his missing fingers, but if anyone looked closely, he would see that three of 

his fingers did not bend. 

  άNo closer!έ ŀ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǊŀƴƎ ƻǳǘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘΚέ 

  ά²ƻǊŘǎΦέ IŜ ǎǇǳǊǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǘ ƻƴǿŀǊŘΣ ǿŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇŜŀŎŜ ōŀƴƴŜǊ ǎƻ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ Ŧŀƛƭ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƛǘΦ 

άL ŎƻƳŜ ǳƴŀǊƳŜŘΦέ 

  There was no reply. Inside the walls, he knew, the ironmen were discussing whether to admit 

him or fill his chest with arrows. It makes no matter. A quick death here would be a hundred times 

better than returning to Lord Ramsay as a failure. 

  Then the gatehouse doors ŦƭǳƴƎ ƻǇŜƴΦ άQuickly.έ wŜŜƪ ǿŀǎ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ 

arrow struck. It came from somewhere to his right, where broken chunks of the curtain wall lay 



half-submerged beneath the bog. The shaft tore through the folds of his banner and hung spent, the 

point a bare foot from his face. It startled him so badly that he dropped the peace banner and tumbled 

from his saddle. 

  άLƴǎƛŘŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ άƘǳǊǊȅΣ ŦƻƻƭΣ hurryΗέ 

  Reek scrambled up the steps on hands and knees as another arrow fluttered over his head. 

Someone seized him and dragged him inside, and he heard the door crash shut behind him. He was 

pulled to his feet and shoved against a wall. Then a knife was at his throat, a bearded face so close to his 

ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ŏƻǳƴǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƴƻǎŜ ƘŀƛǊǎΦ ά²Ƙƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜ ƘŜǊŜΚ vǳƛŎƪ ƴƻǿΣ ƻǊ LΩƭƭ 

Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ŀǎ ƘƛƳΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƎǳŀǊŘ ƧŜǊƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ŀ ōƻŘȅ ǊƻǘǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΣ 

its flesh green and crawling with maggots. 

  άL ŀƳ ƛǊƻƴōƻǊƴΣέ wŜŜƪ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ ƭȅƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜ ōƻȅ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƛǊƻƴōƻǊƴΣ ǘǊǳŜ 

ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ ōǳǘ wŜŜƪ ƘŀŘ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘǳƴƎŜƻƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 5ǊŜŀŘŦƻǊǘΦ ά[ƻƻƪ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜΦ L ŀƳ 

[ƻǊŘ .ŀƭƻƴΩǎ ǎƻƴΦ ¸ƻǳǊ ǇǊƛƴŎŜΦέ IŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜΣ ōǳǘ ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ 

throat. wŜŜƪΣ LΩƳ Reek, it rhymes with squeak. He had to forget that for a little while, though. No man 

would ever yield to a creature such as Reek, no matter how desperate his situation. He must pretend to 

be a prince again. 

  His captor stared at his face, squinting, his mouth twisted in suspicion. His teeth were brown, 

ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ǎǘŀƴƪ ƻŦ ŀƭŜ ŀƴŘ ƻƴƛƻƴΦ ά[ƻǊŘ .ŀƭƻƴΩǎ ǎƻƴǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƪƛƭƭŜŘΦέ 

  άaȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊǎΦ bƻǘ ƳŜΦ [ƻǊŘ wŀƳǎŀȅ ǘƻƻƪ ƳŜ ŎŀǇǘƛǾŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ²ƛƴǘŜǊŦŜƭƭΦ IŜΩǎ ǎŜƴǘ ƳŜ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ǘǊŜŀǘ 

ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΦ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘ ƘŜǊŜΚέ 

  άaŜΚέ ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƭƻǿŜǊŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƪƴƛŦŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ǎǘŜǇ ōŀŎƪǿŀǊŘǎΣ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǎǘǳƳōƭƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊǇǎŜΦ 

άbƻǘ ƳŜΣ ƳΩƭƻǊŘΦέ Iƛǎ Ƴŀƛƭ ǿŀǎ ǊǳǎǘŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜŀǘƘŜǊǎ ǊƻǘǘƛƴƎΦ hƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ ƻƴŜ ƘŀƴŘ ŀƴ ƻǇŜƴ ǎƻǊŜ ǿŜǇǘ 

ōƭƻƻŘΦ άwŀƭŦ YŜƴƴƛƴƎ Ƙŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ LΩƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΣ ƛǎ ŀƭƭΦέ 

  ά!ƴŘ ǿƘƻ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎΚέ wŜŜƪ ƎŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊǇǎŜ ŀ ƪƛŎƪΦ 

  ¢ƘŜ ƎǳŀǊŘ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘ Ƴŀƴ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜΦ άIƛƳ Χ ƘŜ ŘǊŀƴƪ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊΦ 

L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ Ŏǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘǊƻŀǘ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΣ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ Ƙƛǎ ǎŎǊŜŀƳƛƴƎΦ .ŀŘ ōŜƭƭȅΦ ¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŘǊƛƴƪ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ ǿŜ 

Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜ ŀƭŜΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƎǳŀǊŘ ǊǳōōŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΣ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƛƴŦƭŀƳŜŘΦ ά²Ŝ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ŘǊŀƎ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘ Řƻǿƴ ƛƴǘƻ 

the cellars. All the vaults are flooded down there. No one wants to take the trouble now, so we just 

ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŦŀƭƭΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ŎŜƭƭŀǊ ƛǎ ŀ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƳΦ DƛǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊΦ ¢ƻ ǘƘŜ 5ǊƻǿƴŜŘ DƻŘΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ άbƻ ƎƻŘǎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ƳΩƭƻǊŘΦ hƴƭȅ Ǌŀǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŜǊ ǎƴŀƪŜǎΦ ²ƘƛǘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΣ ǘƘƛŎƪ 

as your leg. Sometimes they slither up the steps and bite you in your sleepΦέ 



  Reek remembered the dungeons underneath the Dreadfort, the rat squirming between his 

teeth, the taste of warm blood on his lips. LŦ L ŦŀƛƭΣ wŀƳǎŀȅ ǿƛƭƭ ǎŜƴŘ ƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘΣ ōǳǘ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƘŜΩƭƭ Ŧƭŀȅ 

the skin from another finger. άIƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǊǊƛǎƻƴ ŀǊŜ ƭŜŦǘΚέ 

  ά{ƻƳŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƛǊƻƴƳŀƴΦ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ CŜǿŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǿŜ ǿŀǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ {ƻƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 5ǊǳƴƪŀǊŘΩǎ 

¢ƻǿŜǊ ǘƻƻΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪΦ bƻǘ ǘƘŜ /ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ¢ƻǿŜǊΦ 5ŀƎƻƴ /ƻŘŘ ǿŜƴǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀ ŦŜǿ Řŀȅǎ ōŀŎƪΦ hƴƭȅ ǘǿƻ 

men left alive, he said, and they was eating on the dead ones. He killed them both, if you can believe 

ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

  Moat Cailin has fallen, Reek realized then, only no one has seen fit to tell them. He rubbed his 

ƳƻǳǘƘ ǘƻ ƘƛŘŜ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ǘŜŜǘƘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άL ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊΦέ 

  άYŜƴƴƛƴƎΚέ ¢ƘŜ ƎǳŀǊŘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘΦ άIŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŘŀȅǎΦ IŜΩǎ ŘȅƛƴƎΦ 

aƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ƘŜΩǎ ŘŜŀŘΦ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ ƘƛƳ ǎƛƴŎŜ Χ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ Χέ 

  ά²ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƘŜΚ ¢ŀƪŜ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦέ 

  ά²Ƙƻ ǿƛƭƭ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΣ ǘƘŜƴΚέ 

  άIƛƳΦέ wŜŜƪ ƎŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊǇǎŜ ŀ ƪƛŎƪΦ 

  ¢Ƙŀǘ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƭŀǳƎƘΦ ά!ȅŜΦ ²Ƙȅ ƴƻǘΚ /ƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΣ ǘƘŜƴΦέ IŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ŀ ǘƻǊŎƘ Řƻǿƴ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ 

ǿŀƭƭ ǎŎƻƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǾŜŘ ƛǘ ǘƛƭƭ ƛǘ ōƭŀȊŜŘ ǳǇ ōǊƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ƘƻǘΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀȅΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƎǳŀǊŘ ƭŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ ŘƻƻǊ 

and up a spiral stair, the torchlight glimmering off black stone walls as they climbed. 

  The chamber at the top of the steps was dark, smoky, and oppressively hot. A ragged skin had 

been hung across the narrow window to keep the damp out, and a slab of peat smoldered in a brazier. 

The smell in the room was foul, a miasma of mold and piss and nightsoil, of smoke and sickness. Soiled 

rushes covered the floor, whilst a heap of straw in the corner passed for a bed. 

  Ralf Kenning lay shivering beneath a mountain of furs. His arms were stacked beside 

himτsword and axe, mŀƛƭ ƘŀǳōŜǊƪΣ ƛǊƻƴ ǿŀǊƘŜƭƳΦ Iƛǎ ǎƘƛŜƭŘ ōƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊƳ ƎƻŘΩǎ ŎƭƻǳŘȅ ƘŀƴŘΣ ƭƛƎƘǘƴƛƴƎ 

crackling from his fingers down to a raging sea, but the paint was discolored and peeling, the wood 

beneath starting to rot. 

  Ralf was rotting too. Beneath the furs he was naked and feverish, his pale puffy flesh covered 

with weeping sores and scabs. His head was misshapen, one cheek grotesquely swollen, his neck so 

engorged with blood that it threatened to swallow his face. The arm on that same side was big as a log 

and crawling with white worms. No one had bathed him or shaved him for many days, from the look of 

ƘƛƳΦ hƴŜ ŜȅŜ ǿŜǇǘ ǇǳǎΣ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ōŜŀǊŘ ǿŀǎ ŎǊǳǎǘȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŘǊƛŜŘ ǾƻƳƛǘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ 

Reek. 

  άIŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊŀǇŜǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ōƻƎ ŘŜǾƛƭ ƭƻƻǎŜŘ ŀƴ ŀǊǊƻǿ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ƎǊŀȊŜΣ ōǳǘ Χ 

they poison their shafts, smear the points with shit and worse things. We poured boiling wine into the 

ǿƻǳƴŘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƴƻ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴŎŜΦέ 



  I cannot treat with this thing. άYƛƭƭ ƘƛƳΣέ wŜŜƪ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ ƎǳŀǊŘΦ άIƛǎ ǿƛǘǎ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƴŜΦ IŜΩǎ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ 

ōƭƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǊƳǎΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƎŀǇŜŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴ Ǉǳǘ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳΩŘ Ǉǳǘ ŀ ŘȅƛƴƎ ƘƻǊǎŜ ŘƻǿƴΦέ 

  ά²Ƙŀǘ ƘƻǊǎŜΚ L ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ƘƻǊǎŜΦέ 

  I did. ¢ƘŜ ƳŜƳƻǊȅ ŎŀƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ŀ ǊǳǎƘΦ {ƳƛƭŜǊΩǎ ǎŎǊŜŀƳǎ ƘŀŘ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƘǳƳŀƴΦ Iƛǎ ƳŀƴŜ 

afire, he had reared up on his hind legs, blind with pain, lashing out with his hooves. No, no. Not mine, 

he was not mine, Reek never had a horse. άL ǿƛƭƭ ƪƛƭƭ ƘƛƳ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦέ wŜŜƪ ǎƴŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǳǇ wŀƭŦ YŜƴƴƛƴƎΩǎ ǎǿƻǊŘ 

where it leaned against his shield. He still had fingers enough to clasp the hilt. When he laid the edge of 

the blade against the swollen throat of the creature on the straw, the skin split open in a gout of black 

blood and yellow pus. Kenning jerked violently, then lay still. An awful stench filled the room. Reek 

bolted for the steps. The air was damp and cold there, but much cleaner by comparison. The ironman 

stumbled out after him, white-ŦŀŎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭƛƴƎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǊŜǘŎƘΦ wŜŜƪ ƎǊŀǎǇŜŘ ƘƛƳ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŀǊƳΦ ά²Ƙƻ 

was second-in-command? Where are the rest ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴΚέ 

  ά¦Ǉ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘǘƭŜƳŜƴǘǎΣ ƻǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƭƭΦ {ƭŜŜǇƛƴƎΣ ŘǊƛƴƪƛƴƎΦ LΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜΦέ 

  ά5ƻ ƛǘ ƴƻǿΦέ wŀƳǎŀȅ ƘŀŘ ƻƴƭȅ ƎƛǾŜƴ ƘƛƳ ŀ ŘŀȅΦ 

  The hall was dark stone, high ceilinged and drafty, full of drifting smoke, its stone walls spotted 

by huge patches of pale lichen. A peat fire burned low in a hearth blackened by the hotter blazes of 

years past. A massive table of carved stone filled the chamber, as it had for centuries. There was where I 

sat, the last time I was here, he remembered. Robb was at the head of the table, with the Greatjon to his 

right and Roose Bolton on his left. The Glovers sat next to Helman Tallhart. Karstark and his sons were 

across from them. 

  Two dozen ironborn sat drinking at the table. A few looked at him with dull, flat eyes when he 

entered. The rest ignored him. All the men were strangers to him. Several wore cloaks fastened by 

brooches in the shape of silver codfish. The Codds were not well regarded in the Iron Islands; the men 

were said to be thieves and cowards, the women wantons who bedded with their own fathers and 

brothers. It did not surprise him that his uncle had chosen to leave these men behind when the Iron 

Fleet went home. This will make my task that much easier. άwŀƭŦ YŜƴƴƛƴƎ ƛǎ ŘŜŀŘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²Ƙƻ 

commŀƴŘǎ ƘŜǊŜΚέ 

  The drinkers stared at him blankly. One laughed. Another spat. Finally one of the Codds said, 

ά²Ƙƻ ŀǎƪǎΚέ 

  ά[ƻǊŘ .ŀƭƻƴΩǎ ǎƻƴΦέ Reek, my name is Reek, it rhymes with cheek. άL ŀƳ ƘŜǊŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘ ƻŦ 

Ramsay Bolton, Lord of the Hornwood and heir to the Dreadfort, who captured me at Winterfell. His 

Ƙƻǎǘ ƛǎ ƴƻǊǘƘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΣ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳǘƘΣ ōǳǘ [ƻǊŘ wŀƳǎŀȅ ƛǎ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƳŜǊŎƛŦǳƭ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ȅƛŜƭŘ 



aƻŀǘ /ŀƛƭƛƴ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴ ƎƻŜǎ ŘƻǿƴΦέ IŜ ŘǊŜǿ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƭŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƎƛǾŜƴ ƘƛƳ ŀƴd tossed 

it on the table before the drinkers. 

  One of them picked it up and turned it over in his hands, picking at the pink wax that sealed it. 

!ŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άtŀǊŎƘƳŜƴǘΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ƎƻƻŘ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘΚ LǘΩǎ ŎƘŜŜǎŜ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƳŜŀǘΦέ 

  ά{ǘŜŜƭΣ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴΣέ ǎŀid the man beside him, a greybeard whose left arm ended in a stump. 

ά{ǿƻǊŘǎΦ !ȄŜǎΦ !ȅŜΣ ŀƴŘ ōƻǿǎΣ ŀ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ƳƻǊŜ ōƻǿǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƳŜƴ ǘƻ ƭƻƻǎŜ ǘƘŜ ŀǊǊƻǿǎΦέ 

  άLǊƻƴōƻǊƴ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊǊŜƴŘŜǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ŀ ǘƘƛǊŘ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ ά¢Ŝƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΦ [ƻǊŘ .ŀƭƻƴ ōŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ ƪƴŜŜ 

when RƻōŜǊǘ ōǊƻƪŜ Ƙƛǎ ǿŀƭƭΦ 9ƭǎŜǿƛǎŜ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŘƛŜŘΦ !ǎ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ȅƛŜƭŘΦέ IŜ ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜŘ ŀǘ 

ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊŎƘƳŜƴǘΦ ά.ǊŜŀƪ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀƭΦ wŜŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ŀ ǎŀŦŜ ŎƻƴŘǳŎǘΣ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴ ƛƴ [ƻǊŘ wŀƳǎŀȅΩǎ ƻǿƴ 

hand. Give up your swords and come with me, and his lordship will feed you and give you leave to 

ƳŀǊŎƘ ǳƴƳƻƭŜǎǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ {ǘƻƴȅ {ƘƻǊŜ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ǎƘƛǇ ŦƻǊ ƘƻƳŜΦ 9ƭǎŜǿƛǎŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŜΦέ 

  άLǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ǘƘǊŜŀǘΚέ hƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ƻŘŘǎ ǇǳǎƘŜŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜǘΦ ! ōƛƎ ƳŀƴΣ ōǳǘ ǇƻǇ-eyed and wide of 

mouth, with dead white flesh. He looked as if his father had sired him on a fish, but he still wore a 

ƭƻƴƎǎǿƻǊŘΦ ά5ŀƎƻƴ /ƻŘŘ ȅƛŜƭŘǎ ǘƻ ƴƻ ƳŀƴΦέ 

  No, please, you have to listen. The thought of what Ramsay would do to him if he crept back to 

ŎŀƳǇ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǊǊƛǎƻƴΩǎ ǎǳǊǊŜƴŘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ Ŝƴƻǳgh to make him piss his breeches. Reek, Reek, it 

rhymes with leak. άLǎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΚέ ¢ƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǊŀƴƎ ŦŜŜōƭȅ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŜŀǊǎΦ ά5ƻŜǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƻŘŦƛǎƘ ǎǇŜŀƪ ŦƻǊ 

ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΚέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ƎǳŀǊŘ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ƳŜǘ ƘƛƳ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ƭŜǎǎ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴΦ ά±ƛŎǘŀǊƛƻƴ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜŘ ǳǎ ǘƻ Ƙold, 

he did. I heard him with my own ears. Hold here till I return, ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ YŜƴƴƛƴƎΦέ 

  ά!ȅŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ-ŀǊƳŜŘ ƳŀƴΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƪƛƴƎǎƳƻƻǘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǎǿƻǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ 

ƘŜΩŘ ōŜ ōŀŎƪΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŘǊƛŦǘǿƻƻŘ ŎǊƻǿƴ ǳǇƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ƳŜƴ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘƛƳΦέ 

  άaȅ ǳƴŎƭŜ ƛǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪΣέ wŜŜƪ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƪƛƴƎǎǿƻƻŘ ŎǊƻǿƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ 9ǳǊƻƴΣ 

ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ /ǊƻǿΩǎ 9ȅŜ Ƙŀǎ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǊǎ ǘƻ ŦƛƎƘǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ Ƴȅ ǳƴŎƭŜ ǾŀƭǳŜǎ ȅƻǳΚ IŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜǎ 

he left behind to die. He scraped you off the same way he scrapes mud off his boots when he wades 

ŀǎƘƻǊŜΦέ 

  Those words struck home. He could see it in their eyes, in the way they looked at one another or 

frowned above their cups. ¢ƘŜȅ ŀƭƭ ŦŜŀǊŜŘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀōŀƴŘƻƴŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǘƻƻƪ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǘǳǊƴ ŦŜŀǊ ƛƴǘƻ 

certainty. These were not the kin of famous captains nor the blood of the great Houses of the Iron 

Islands. These were the sons of thralls and salt wives. 

  άLŦ ǿŜ ȅƛŜƭŘΣ ǿŜ ǿŀƭƪ ŀǿŀȅΚέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ-ŀǊƳŜŘ ƳŀƴΦ άLǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǎŀȅǎ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƘŜǊŜ 

ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎΚέ IŜ ƴudged the roll of parchment, its wax seal still unbroken. 

  άwŜŀŘ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΣέ ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǊŜŀŘΦ 

ά[ƻǊŘ wŀƳǎŀȅ ǘǊŜŀǘǎ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀǇǘƛǾŜǎ ƘƻƴƻǊŀōƭȅ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ƪŜŜǇ ŦŀƛǘƘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΦέ He has only taken toes 



and fingers and that other thing, when he might have had my tongue, or peeled the skin off my legs from 

heel to thigh. ά¸ƛŜƭŘ ǳǇ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǿƻǊŘǎ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƭƛǾŜΦέ 

  ά[ƛŀǊΦέ 5ŀƎƻƴ /ƻŘŘ ŘǊŜǿ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻƴƎǎǿƻǊŘΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǘƘŜȅ Ŏŀll Turncloak. Why should we 

ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜǎΚέ 

  He is drunk, Reek realized. The ale is speaking. ά.ŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ [ƻǊŘ 

wŀƳǎŀȅΩǎ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜΦ bƻǿ L Ƴǳǎǘ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ ²ŜΩƭƭ ǎǳǇ ƻƴ ǿƛƭŘ ōƻŀǊ ŀƴŘ ƴŜŜǇǎΣ ǿŀǎƘŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǿƛǘƘ 

strong red wine. Those who come with me will be welcome at the feast. The rest of you will die within a 

day. The Lord of the Dreadfort will bring his knights up the causeway, whilst his son leads his own men 

down on you from the north. No quarter will be granted. The ones that die fighting will be the lucky 

ƻƴŜǎΦ ¢ƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōƻƎ ŘŜǾƛƭǎΦέ 

  άEnough,έ ǎƴŀǊƭŜŘ 5ŀƎƻƴ /ƻŘŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴ ƛǊƻƴōƻǊƴ ǿƛǘƘ words? Begone. Run 

back to your master before I open your belly, pull your entrails out, ŀƴŘ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ Ŝŀǘ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

  He might have said more, but suddenly his eyes gaped wide. A throwing axe sprouted from the 

center of his forehead with a solid thunk. /ƻŘŘΩǎ ǎǿƻǊŘ ŦŜƭƭ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎΦ IŜ ƧŜǊƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŦƛǎƘ ƻƴ ŀ 

hook, then crashed face-first onto the table. 

  It was the one-ŀǊƳŜŘ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻΩŘ ŦƭǳƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŀȄŜΦ !ǎ ƘŜ ǊƻǎŜ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ 

ƘŀƴŘΦ ά²Ƙƻ ŜƭǎŜ ǿŀƴǘǎ ǘƻ ŘƛŜΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŘǊƛƴƪŜǊǎΦ ά{ǇŜŀƪ ǳǇΣ LΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻΦέ ¢Ƙƛƴ ǊŜŘ 

streams were spreading out across the stone from tƘŜ Ǉƻƻƭ ƻŦ ōƭƻƻŘ ǿƘŜǊŜ 5ŀƎƻƴ /ƻŘŘΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ƘŀŘ 

ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǊŜǎǘΦ άaŜΣ L ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ǊƻǘΦέ 

  One man took a swallow of ale. Another turned his cup over to wash away a finger of blood 

before it reached the place where he was seated. No one spoke. When the one-armed man slid the 

throwing axe back through his belt, Reek knew he had won. He almost felt a man again. Lord Ramsay 

will be pleased with me. 

  He pulled down the kraken banner with his own two hands, fumbling some because of his 

missing fingers but thankful for the fingers that Lord Ramsay had allowed him to keep. It took the better 

part of the afternoon before the ironborn were ready to depart. There were more of them than he 

would have guessedτ forty-seven in the GatehouǎŜ ¢ƻǿŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŜƛƎƘǘŜŜƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 5ǊǳƴƪŀǊŘΩǎ 

Tower. Two of those were so close to dead there was no hope for them, another five too weak to walk. 

That still left fifty-eight who were fit enough to fight. Weak as they were, they would have taken three 

times their own number with them if Lord Ramsay had stormed the ruins. He did well to send me, Reek 

told himself as he climbed back onto his stot to lead his ragged column back across the boggy ground to 

ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǊǘƘƳŜƴ ǿŜǊŜ ŜƴŎŀƳǇŜŘΦ ά[ŜŀǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǿŜŀǇƻƴǎ ƘŜǊŜΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛǎƻƴŜǊǎΦ ά{ǿƻǊŘǎΣ 

ōƻǿǎΣ ŘŀƎƎŜǊǎΦ !ǊƳŜŘ ƳŜƴ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǎƭŀƛƴ ƻƴ ǎƛƎƘǘΦέ 

  It took them thrice as long to cover the distance as it had taken Reek alone. Crude litters had 

been patched together for four of the men who could not walk; the fifth was carried by his son, upon his 

back. It made for slow going, and all the ironborn were well aware of how exposed they were, well 



within bowshot of the bog devils and their poisoned arrows. If I die, I die. Reek only prayed the archer 

knew his business, so death would be quick and clean. ! ƳŀƴΩǎ ŘŜŀǘƘΣ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ wŀƭŦ YŜƴƴƛƴƎ ǎǳŦŦŜǊŜŘΦ 

  The one-armed man walked at the head of the procession, limping heavily. His name, he said, 

was Adrack Humble, and he had a rock wife and three salt wives back on Greaǘ ²ȅƪΦ ά¢ƘǊŜŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǳǊ 

ƘŀŘ ōƛƎ ōŜƭƭƛŜǎ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ǎŀƛƭŜŘΣέ ƘŜ ōƻŀǎǘŜŘΣ άŀƴŘ IǳƳōƭŜǎ Ǌǳƴ ǘƻ ǘǿƛƴǎΦ CƛǊǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ LΩƭƭ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƘŜƴ L 

ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ƛǎ Ŏƻǳƴǘ ǳǇ Ƴȅ ƴŜǿ ǎƻƴǎΦ aƛƎƘǘ ōŜ LΩƭƭ ŜǾŜƴ ƴŀƳŜ ƻƴŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ȅƻǳΣ ƳΩƭƻǊŘΦέ 

  Aye, name him Reek, he thought, and wheƴ ƘŜΩǎ ōŀŘ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ Ŏǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻŜǎ ƻŦŦ ŀƴŘ ƎƛǾŜ ƘƛƳ Ǌŀǘǎ ǘƻ 

eat. IŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǇŀǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ƛŦ wŀƭŦ YŜƴƴƛƴƎ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƭǳŎƪȅ ƻƴŜΦ 

  A light rain had begun to piss down out of the slate-ƎǊŜȅ ǎƪȅ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ [ƻǊŘ wŀƳǎŀȅΩǎ ŎŀƳǇ 

appeared in front of them. A sentry watched them pass in silence. The air was full of drifting smoke from 

the cookfires drowning in the rain. A column of riders came wheeling up behind them, led by a lordling 

with a horsehead on his shield. hƴŜ ƻŦ [ƻǊŘ wȅǎǿŜƭƭΩǎ ǎƻƴǎΣ Reek knew. Roger, or maybe Rickard. He 

ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǇŀǊǘΦ άLǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΚέ ǘƘŜ ǊƛŘŜǊ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ŀǘƻǇ ŀ ŎƘŜǎǘƴǳǘ ǎǘŀƭƭƛƻƴΦ 

  ά!ƭƭ ǿƘƻ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŘŜŀŘΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦέ 

  άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƳƻǊŜΦ ²Ŝ ŎŀƳŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǘƛƳŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘǊŜŜ times they threw us 

ōŀŎƪΦέ 

  We are ironborn, he thought, with a sudden flash of pride, and for half a heartbeat he was a 

ǇǊƛƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ [ƻǊŘ .ŀƭƻƴΩǎ ǎƻƴΣ ǘƘŜ ōƭƻƻŘ ƻŦ tȅƪŜΦ 9ǾŜƴ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ 

remember his name. Reek, my name is Reek, it rhymes with weak. 

  ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƳǇ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀȅƛƴƎ ƻŦ ŀ ǇŀŎƪ ƻŦ ƘƻǳƴŘǎ ǘƻƭŘ ƻŦ [ƻǊŘ wŀƳǎŀȅΩǎ 

approach. Whoresbane was with him, along with half a dozen of his favorites, Skinner and Sour Alyn and 

Damon Dance-for-Me, and the Walders Big and Little too. The dogs swarmed around them, snapping 

and snarling at the strangers. ¢ƘŜ .ŀǎǘŀǊŘΩǎ ƎƛǊƭǎΣ Reek thought, before he remembered that one must 

never, never, never ǳǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǊŘ ƛƴ wŀƳǎŀȅΩǎ ǇǊŜǎŜƴŎŜΦ 

  Reek swung down from his saddle and ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ƪƴŜŜΦ άaȅ ƭƻǊŘΣ aƻŀǘ /ŀƛƭƛƴ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊǎΦ IŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ƛǘǎ 

ƭŀǎǘ ŘŜŦŜƴŘŜǊǎΦέ 

  ά{ƻ ŦŜǿΦ L ƘŀŘ ƘƻǇŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƳƻǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǳŎƘ ǎǘǳōōƻǊƴ ŦƻŜǎΦέ [ƻǊŘ wŀƳǎŀȅΩǎ ǇŀƭŜ ŜȅŜǎ ǎƘƻƴŜΦ 

ά¸ƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ǎǘŀǊǾŜŘΦ 5ŀƳƻƴΣ !ƭȅƴΣ ǎŜŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΦ ²ƛƴŜ ŀƴŘ ŀƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƻŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘey can eat. 

{ƪƛƴƴŜǊΣ ǎƘƻǿ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿƻǳƴŘŜŘ ǘƻ ƻǳǊ ƳŀŜǎǘŜǊǎΦέ 

  ά!ȅŜΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦέ 

  A few of the ironborn muttered thanks before they shambled off toward the cookfires in the 

ŎŜƴǘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƳǇΦ hƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ƻŘŘǎ ŜǾŜƴ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƛǎǎ [ƻǊŘ wŀƳǎŀȅΩǎ ǊƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ Ƙƻǳnds drove him 

back before he could get close, and Alison took a chunk of his ear. Even as the blood streamed down his 

ƴŜŎƪΣ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ōƻōōŜŘ ŀƴŘ ōƻǿŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǇǊŀƛǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻǊŘǎƘƛǇΩǎ ƳŜǊŎȅΦ 



  When the last of them were gone, Ramsay Bolton turned his smile on Reek. He clasped him by 

ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀŘΣ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŎƭƻǎŜΣ ƪƛǎǎŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŜŜƪΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ άaȅ ƻƭŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ wŜŜƪΦ 

5ƛŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǇǊƛƴŎŜΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ŦƻƻƭǎΣ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƛǊƻƴƳŜƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ƎƻŘǎ ŀǊŜ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎΦέ 

  ά!ƭƭ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƴǘ ƛǎ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƘƻƳŜΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦέ 

  ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ Řƻ you ǿŀƴǘΣ Ƴȅ ǎǿŜŜǘ wŜŜƪΚέ wŀƳǎŀȅ ƳǳǊƳǳǊŜŘΣ ŀǎ ǎƻŦǘƭȅ ŀǎ ŀ ƭƻǾŜǊΦ Iƛǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘ 

ǎƳŜƭƭŜŘ ƻŦ ƳǳƭƭŜŘ ǿƛƴŜ ŀƴŘ ŎƭƻǾŜǎΣ ǎƻ ǎǿŜŜǘΦ ά{ǳŎƘ Ǿŀƭƛŀƴǘ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜ ŘŜǎŜǊǾŜǎ ŀ ǊŜǿŀǊŘΦ L Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ 

back your fingers or your toes, but surely there is something you would have of me. Shall I free you 

instead? Release you from my service? Do you want to go with them, return to your bleak isles in the 

ŎƻƭŘ ƎǊŜȅ ǎŜŀΣ ōŜ ŀ ǇǊƛƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΚ hǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǎƻƻƴŜǊ ǎǘŀȅ Ƴȅ ƭŜŀƭ ǎŜǊǾƛƴƎ ƳŀƴΚέ 

  A cold knife scraped along his spine. Be careful, he told himself, be very, very careful. He did not 

ƭƛƪŜ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻǊŘǎƘƛǇΩǎ ǎƳƛƭŜΣ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƘƛƴƛƴƎΣ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƛǘǘƭŜ ƎƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊƴŜǊ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘΦ 

He had seen such signs before. ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƴƻ ǇǊƛƴŎŜΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ wŜŜƪΣ Ƨǳst Reek, it rhymes with freak. Give him 

the answer that he wants. 

  άaȅ ƭƻǊŘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άƳȅ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛǎ ƘŜǊŜΣ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΦ LΩƳ ȅƻǳǊ wŜŜƪΦ L ƻƴƭȅ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎŜǊǾŜ ȅƻǳΦ !ƭƭ L ŀǎƪ 

Χ ŀ ǎƪƛƴ ƻŦ ǿƛƴŜΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǊŜǿŀǊŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ Χ ǊŜŘ ǿƛƴŜΣ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊƻƴƎŜǎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ have, all the 

wine a man can drink Χέ 

  [ƻǊŘ wŀƳǎŀȅ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŀ ƳŀƴΣ wŜŜƪΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ Ƴȅ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜΦ ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƛƴŜΣ 

ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦ ²ŀƭŘŜǊΣ ǎŜŜ ǘƻ ƛǘΦ !ƴŘ ŦŜŀǊ ƴƻǘΣ L ǿƻƴΩǘ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘǳƴƎŜƻƴǎΣ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ Ƴȅ ǿƻǊŘ ŀǎ ŀ 

.ƻƭǘƻƴΦ ²ŜΩƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ŘƻƎ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘΦ aŜŀǘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŘŀȅΣ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ŜǾŜƴ ƭŜŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǘŜŜǘƘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ Ŝŀǘ ƛǘΦ 

¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǎƭŜŜǇ ōŜǎƛŘŜ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭǎΦ .ŜƴΣ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŎƻƭƭŀǊ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΚέ 

  άLΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ƻƴŜ ƳŀŘŜΣ ƳΩƭƻǊŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ƻƭŘ .Ŝƴ .ƻƴŜǎΦ 

  The old man did better than that. That night, besides the collar, there was a ragged blanket too, 

ŀƴŘ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ ŎƘƛŎƪŜƴΦ wŜŜƪ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƎǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŀǘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ƳŜŀƭ ƘŜΩŘ ƘŀŘ ǎƛƴŎŜ 

Winterfell. 

  !ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŜ Χ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŜ ǿŀǎ ŘŀǊƪ ŀƴŘ ǎƻǳǊΣ ōǳǘ strong. Squatting amongst the hounds, Reek 

drank until his head swam, retched, wiped his mouth, and drank some more. Afterward he lay back and 

closed his eyes. When he woke a dog was licking vomit from his beard, and dark clouds were scuttling 

across the face of a sickle moon. Somewhere in the night, men were screaming. He shoved the dog 

aside, rolled over, and went back to sleep. 

  The next morning Lord Ramsay dispatched three riders down the causeway to take word to his 

lord father that the way was clear. The flayed man of House Bolton was hoisted above the Gatehouse 

Tower, where Reek had hauled down the golden kraken of Pyke. Along the rotting-plank road, wooden 

stakes were driven deep into the boggy ground; there the corpses festered, red and dripping. 

Sixty-three, he knew, there are sixty-three of them. One was short half an arm. Another had a parchment 

shoved between its teeth, its wax seal still unbroken. 



  ¢ƘǊŜŜ Řŀȅǎ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ ǾŀƴƎǳŀǊŘ ƻŦ wƻƻǎŜ .ƻƭǘƻƴΩǎ Ƙƻǎǘ ǘƘǊŜŀŘŜŘ ƛǘǎ ǿŀȅ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ Ǌǳƛƴǎ ŀƴŘ 

past the row of grisly sentinelsτfour hundred mounted Freys clad in blue and grey, their spearpoints 

ƎƭƛǘǘŜǊƛƴƎ ǿƘŜƴŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴ ōǊƻƪŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƻǳŘǎΦ ¢ǿƻ ƻŦ ƻƭŘ [ƻǊŘ ²ŀƭŘŜǊΩǎ ǎƻƴǎ ƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǾŀƴΦ hƴŜ 

was brawny, with a massive jut of jaw and arms thick with muscle. The other had hungry eyes close-set 

above a pointed nose, a thin brown beard that did not quite conceal the weak chin beneath it, a bald 

head. Hosteen and Aenys. He remembered them from before he knew his name. Hosteen was a bull, 

slow to anger but ƛƳǇƭŀŎŀōƭŜ ƻƴŎŜ ǊƻǳǎŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ōȅ ǊŜǇǳǘŜ ǘƘŜ ŦƛŜǊŎŜǎǘ ŦƛƎƘǘŜǊ ƻŦ [ƻǊŘ ²ŀƭŘŜǊΩǎ ƎŜǘΦ !Ŝƴȅǎ 

was older, crueler, and more cleverτa commander, not a swordsman. Both were seasoned soldiers. 

  The northmen followed hard behind the van, their tattered banners streaming in the wind. Reek 

watched them pass. Most were afoot, and there were so few of them. He remembered the great host 

that marched south with Young Wolf, beneath the direwolf of Winterfell. Twenty thousand swords and 

spears had gone off to war with Robb, or near enough to make no matter, but only two in ten were 

coming back, and most of those were Dreadfort men. 

  Back where the press was thickest at the center of the column rode a man armored in dark grey 

plate over a quilted tunic of blood-red leather. His rondels were wrought in the shape of human heads, 

with open mouths that shrieked in agony. From his shoulders streamed a pink woolen cloak 

embroidered with droplets of blood. Long streamers of red silk fluttered from the top of his closed helm. 

No crannogman will slay Roose Bolton with a poisoned arrow, Reek thought when he first saw him. An 

enclosed wagon groaned along behind him, drawn by six heavy draft horses and defended by 

crossbowmen, front and rear. Curtains of dark blue velvet concealed the wagoƴΩǎ ƻŎŎǳǇŀƴǘǎ ŦǊƻƳ 

watching eyes. 

  Farther back came the baggage trainτlumbering wayns laden with provisions and loot taken in 

the war, and carts crowded with wounded men and cripples. And at the rear, more Freys. At least a 

thousand, maybe more: bowmen, spearmen, peasants armed with scythes and sharpened sticks, 

freeriders and mounted archers, and another hundred knights to stiffen them. 

  Collared and chained and back in rags again, Reek followed with the other dogs at Lord 

wŀƳǎŀȅΩǎ ƘŜŜƭǎ ǿƘŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻǊŘǎƘip strode forth to greet his father. When the rider in the dark armor 

ǊŜƳƻǾŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜƭƳΣ ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎŜ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ wŜŜƪ ƪƴŜǿΦ wŀƳǎŀȅΩǎ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŎǳǊŘƭŜŘ ŀǘ 

ǘƘŜ ǎƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƴƎŜǊ ŦƭŀǎƘŜŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎΣ ǎƻƳŜ ƳƻŎƪŜǊȅΚέ 

  άWǳǎǘ ŎŀǳǘƛƻƴΣέ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ wƻƻǎŜ .ƻƭǘƻƴΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŜƳŜǊƎŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǊǘŀƛƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

enclosed wagon. 

  The Lord of the Dreadfort did not have a strong likeness to his bastard son. His face was 

clean-shaved, smooth-skinned, ordinary, not handsome but not quite plain. Though Roose had been in 

battles, he bore no scars. Though well past forty, he was as yet unwrinkled, with scarce a line to tell of 

the passage of time. His lips were so thin that when he pressed them together they seemed to vanish 

altogether. There was ŀƴ ŀƎŜƭŜǎǎƴŜǎǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘƛƳΣ ŀ ǎǘƛƭƭƴŜǎǎΤ ƻƴ wƻƻǎŜ .ƻƭǘƻƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΣ ǊŀƎŜ ŀƴŘ Ƨƻȅ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ 

much the same. All he and Ramsay had in common were their eyes. His eyes are ice. Reek wondered if 

Roose Bolton ever cried. If so, do the tears feel cold upon his cheeks? 



  Once, a boy called Theon Greyjoy had enjoyed tweaking Bolton as they sat at council with Robb 

Stark, mocking his soft voice and making japes about leeches. He must have been mad. This is no man to 

jape with. You had only to look at Bolton to know that he had more cruelty in his pinky toe than all the 

Freys combined. 

  άCŀǘƘŜǊΦέ [ƻǊŘ wŀƳǎŀȅ ƪƴŜƭǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛǊŜΦ 

  [ƻǊŘ wƻƻǎŜ ǎǘǳŘƛŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ ά¸ƻǳ Ƴŀȅ ǊƛǎŜΦέ IŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ǘǿƻ ȅƻǳƴƎ ǿƻƳŜƴ 

down from inside the wagon. 

  The first was short and very fat, with a round red face and three chins wobbling beneath a sable 

ƘƻƻŘΦ άaȅ ƴŜǿ ǿƛŦŜΣέ wƻƻǎŜ .ƻƭǘƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά[ŀŘȅ ²ŀƭŘŀΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ƴŀǘǳǊŀƭ ǎƻƴΦ Yƛǎǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǘŜǇƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ 

ƘŀƴŘΣ wŀƳǎŀȅΦέ IŜ ŘƛŘΦ ά!ƴŘ L ŀƳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ǊŜŎŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ [ŀŘȅ !ǊȅŀΦ ¸ƻǳǊ ōŜǘǊƻǘƘŜŘΦέ 

  The girl was slim, and taller than he remembered, but that was only to be expected. Girls grow 

fast at that age. Her dress was grey wool bordered with white satin; over it she wore an ermine cloak 

ŎƭŀǎǇŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ǿƻƭŦΩǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ 5ŀǊƪ ōǊƻǿƴ ƘŀƛǊ ŦŜƭƭ Ƙŀlfway down her back. And her eyes Χ 

  ¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ [ƻǊŘ 9ŘŘŀǊŘΩǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΦ 

  !Ǌȅŀ ƘŀŘ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŜȅŜǎΣ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜȅ ŜȅŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ {ǘŀǊƪǎΦ ! ƎƛǊƭ ƘŜǊ ŀƎŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƭŜǘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƛǊ ƎǊƻǿ 

long, add inches to her height, see her chest fill out, but she could not change the color of her eyes. 

¢ƘŀǘΩǎ {ŀƴǎŀΩǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜǿŀǊŘΩǎ ƎƛǊƭΦ WŜȅƴŜΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŜǊ ƴŀƳŜΦ WŜȅƴŜ tƻƻƭŜΦ 

  ά[ƻǊŘ wŀƳǎŀȅΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ŘƛǇǇŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘƛƳΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǿǊƻƴƎ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ The real Arya Stark 

would have spat into his face. άL ǇǊŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿƛƭƭ Ƴŀke you a good wife and give you strong sons to follow 

ŀŦǘŜǊ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  ά¢Ƙŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭΣέ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘ wŀƳǎŀȅΣ άŀƴŘ ǎƻƻƴΦέ 

  JON 
 

     His candle had guttered out in a pool of wax, but morning light was shining through the shutters 

of his window. Jon had fallen asleep over his work again. Books covered his table, tall stacks of them. 

IŜΩŘ ŦŜǘŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǳǇ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǎǇŜƴŘƛƴƎ ƘŀƭŦ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǎŜŀǊŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Řǳǎǘȅ Ǿŀǳƭǘǎ ōȅ ƭŀƴǘŜǊƴ 

light. Sam was right, the books desperately needed to be sorted, listed, and put in order, but that was no 

ǘŀǎƪ ŦƻǊ ǎǘŜǿŀǊŘǎ ǿƘƻ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊ ǊŜŀŘ ƴƻǊ ǿǊƛǘŜΦ Lǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǿŀƛǘ ŦƻǊ {ŀƳΩǎ ǊŜǘǳǊƴΦ 

  If he does return. Jon feared for Sam and Maester Aemon. Cotter Pyke had written from 

Eastwatch to report that the Storm Crow had sighted the wreckage of a galley along the coast of Skagos. 

Whether the broken ship was Blackbird, ƻƴŜ ƻŦ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ .ŀǊŀǘƘŜƻƴΩǎ ǎŜƭƭǎŀƛƭǎΣ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǇŀǎǎƛƴƎ ǘǊŀŘŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ 

crew of the Storm Crow had not been able to discern. I meant to send Gilly and the babe to safety. Did I 

send them to their graves instead? 



  [ŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ ǎǳǇǇŜǊ ƘŀŘ ŎƻƴƎŜŀƭŜŘ ōŜǎƛŘŜ Ƙƛǎ ŜƭōƻǿΣ ǎŎŀǊŎŜ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘΦ 5ƻƭƻǊƻǳǎ 9ŘŘ ƘŀŘ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ 

trencher almost to overflowing to allow Three-CƛƴƎŜǊ IƻōōΩǎ ƛƴŦŀƳƻǳǎ ǘƘǊŜŜ-meat stew to soften the 

stale bread. The jest among the brothers was that the three meats were mutton, mutton, and mutton, 

but carrot, onion, and turnip would have been closer to the mark. A film of cold grease glistened atop 

the remains of the stew. 

  Bowen Marsh had urged him to move into the OlŘ .ŜŀǊΩǎ ŦƻǊƳŜǊ ŎƘŀƳōŜǊǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ YƛƴƎΩǎ ¢ƻǿŜǊ 

ŀŦǘŜǊ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ǾŀŎŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΣ ōǳǘ Wƻƴ ƘŀŘ ŘŜŎƭƛƴŜŘΦ aƻǾƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ŎƘŀƳōŜǊǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘƻƻ Ŝŀǎƛƭȅ ōŜ 

taken to mean he did not expect the king to return. 

  A strange listlessness had settled over Castle Black since Stannis had marched south, as if the 

free folk and the black brothers alike were holding their breath, waiting to see what would come. The 

ȅŀǊŘǎ ŀƴŘ ŘƛƴƛƴƎ Ƙŀƭƭ ǿŜǊŜ ŜƳǇǘȅ ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦǘ ǘƘŀƴ ƴƻǘΣ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘ /ƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊΩǎ ¢ƻǿŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎƘŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ 

common hall a ǇƛƭŜ ƻŦ ōƭŀŎƪŜƴŜŘ ǘƛƳōŜǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ IŀǊŘƛƴΩǎ ¢ƻǿŜǊ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ Ǝǳǎǘ ƻŦ ǿƛƴŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ 

knock it over. The only sound of life that Jon could hear was the faint clash of swords coming from the 

yard outside the armory. Iron Emmett was shouting at Hop-Robin to keep his shield up. We had all best 

keep our shields up. 

  Jon washed and dressed and left the armory, stopping in the yard outside just long enough to 

say a few words of encouragement to Hop-wƻōƛƴ ŀƴŘ 9ƳƳŜǘǘΩǎ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƘŀǊƎŜǎΦ IŜ ŘŜŎƭƛƴŜŘ ¢ȅΩǎ ƻŦŦŜǊ ƻŦ 

a tail, as usual. He would have men enough about him; if it came to blood, two more would hardly 

matter. He did take Longclaw, though, and Ghost followed at his heels. 

  .ȅ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƘŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀōƭŜΣ 5ƻƭƻǊƻǳǎ 9ŘŘ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǊŘ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊΩǎ ǇŀƭŦǊŜȅ ǎŀŘŘƭŜŘ and 

ōǊƛŘƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿŀȅƴǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŦƻǊƳƛƴƎ ǳǇ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ .ƻǿŜƴ aŀǊǎƘΩǎ ǿŀǘŎƘŦǳƭ ŜȅŜΦ ¢ƘŜ [ƻǊŘ 

Steward was trotting down the column, pointing and fussing, his cheeks red from the cold. When he 

ǎǇƛŜŘ WƻƴΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǊŜŘŘŜƴŜŘ ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻǊŜΦ ά[ƻǊŘ /ƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊΦ Are you still intent on this Χέ 

  άΧ ŦƻƭƭȅΚέ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ WƻƴΦ άtƭŜŀǎŜ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ folly, my lord. Yes, I am. We 

have been over this. Eastwatch wants more men. The Shadow Tower wants more men. Greyguard and 

Icemark as well, I have no doubt, and we have fourteen other castles still sitting empty, long leagues of 

²ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǊŜƳŀƛƴ ǳƴǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǳƴŘŜŦŜƴŘŜŘΦέ 

  aŀǊǎƘ ǇǳǊǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇǎΦ ά[ƻǊŘ /ƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊ aƻǊƳƻƴǘτέ 

  άτis dead. And not at wildling hands, but at the hands of his own Sworn Brothers, men he 

ǘǊǳǎǘŜŘΦ bŜƛǘƘŜǊ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǊ L Ŏŀƴ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƻǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŘƻƴŜ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǇƭŀŎŜΦέ Wƻƴ ǿƘŜŜƭŜŘ 

Ƙƛǎ ƘƻǊǎŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΦ ά9ƴƻǳƎƘ ǘŀƭƪΦ !ǿŀȅΦέ 

  Dolorous Edd had heard the entire exchange. As Bowen Marsh trotted off, he nodded toward 

Ƙƛǎ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άtƻƳŜƎǊŀƴŀǘŜǎΦ !ƭƭ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǎŜŜŘǎΦ ! Ƴŀƴ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŎƘƻƪŜ ǘƻ ŘŜŀǘƘΦ LΩŘ ǎƻƻƴŜǊ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǘǳǊƴƛǇΦ 

bŜǾŜǊ ƪƴŜǿ ŀ ǘǳǊƴƛǇ ǘƻ Řƻ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ŀƴȅ ƘŀǊƳΦέ 

  It was at times like this that Jon missed Maester Aemon the most. Clydas tended to the ravens 

ǿŜƭƭ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ ŀ ǘŜƴǘƘ ƻŦ !ŜƳƻƴ ¢ŀǊƎŀǊȅŜƴΩǎ ƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜ ƻǊ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ƭŜǎǎ ƻŦ 



his wisdom. Bowen was a good man in his way, but the wound he had taken at the Bridge of Skulls had 

hardened his attitudes, and the only song he ever sang now was his familiar refrain about sealing the 

gates. Othell Yarwyck was as stolid and unimaginative as he was taciturn, and the First Rangers seemed 

to die as quick as they were named. ¢ƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘ Ƙŀǎ ƭƻst too many of its best men, Jon reflected, 

as the wagons began to move. ¢ƘŜ hƭŘ .ŜŀǊΣ vƘƻǊƛƴ IŀƭŦƘŀƴŘΣ 5ƻƴŀƭ bƻȅŜΣ WŀǊƳŜƴ .ǳŎƪǿŜƭƭΣ Ƴȅ ǳƴŎƭŜ Χ 

  A light snow began to fall as the column made its way south along the kingsroad, the long line of 

wagons wending past fields and streams and wooded hillsides, with a dozen spearmen and a dozen 

ŀǊŎƘŜǊǎ ǊƛŘƛƴƎ ŜǎŎƻǊǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ŦŜǿ ǘǊƛǇǎ ƘŀŘ ǎŜŜƴ ǎƻƳŜ ǳƎƭƛƴŜǎǎ ŀǘ aƻƭŜΩǎ ¢ƻǿƴΣ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǇǳǎƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ 

shoving, some muttered curses, a lot of sullen looks. Bowen Marsh felt it best not to take chances, and 

for once he and Jon were agreed. 

  The Lord Steward led the way. Jon rode a few yards back, Dolorous Edd Tollett at his side. Half a 

ƳƛƭŜ ǎƻǳǘƘ ƻŦ /ŀǎǘƭŜ .ƭŀŎƪΣ 9ŘŘ ǳǊƎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƎŀǊǊƻƴ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ WƻƴΩǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άaΩƭƻǊŘΚ [ƻƻƪ ǳǇ there. The big 

ŘǊǳƴƪŀǊŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƭƭΦέ 

  The drunkard was an ash tree, twisted sideways by centuries of wind. And now it had a face. A 

solemn mouth, a broken branch for a nose, two eyes carved deep into the trunk, gazing north up the 

kingsroad, toward the castle and the Wall. 

  The wildlings brought their gods with them after all. Jon was not surprised. Men do not give up 

their gods so easily. The whole pageant that Lady Melisandre had orchestrated beyond the Wall 

ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ŀǎ ŜƳǇǘȅ ŀǎ ŀ ƳǳƳƳŜǊΩǎ ŦŀǊŎŜΦ ά[ƻƻƪǎ ŀ ōƛǘ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳΣ 9ŘŘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ 

of it. 

  ά!ȅŜΣ ƳΩƭƻǊŘΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƭŜŀǾŜǎ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ƴƻǎŜΣ ōǳǘ ŜƭǎŜ-ǿƛǎŜ Χ [ŀŘȅ aŜƭƛǎŀƴŘǊŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ 

ōŜ ƘŀǇǇȅΦέ 

  ά{ƘŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƛǘΦ {ŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ǘŜƭƭǎ ƘŜǊΦέ 

  ά{ƘŜ ǎŜŜǎ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƛƴ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŦƛǊŜǎΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦέ 

  ά{ƳƻƪŜ ŀƴŘ ŎƛƴŘŜǊǎΦέ 

  ά!ƴŘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ōǳǊƴƛƴƎΦ aŜΣ Ƴƻǎǘ ƭƛƪŜΦ ²ƛǘƘ ƭŜŀǾŜǎ ǳǇ Ƴȅ ƴƻǎŜΦ L ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŦŜŀǊŜŘ LΩŘ ōǳǊƴΣ ōǳǘ L ǿŀǎ 

ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƛŜ ŦƛǊǎǘΦέ 

  Jon glanced back at the face, wondering who had carved it. He had posted guards around MoleΩǎ 

Town, both to keep his crows away from the wildling women and to keep the free folk from slipping off 

southward to raid. Whoever had carved up the ash had eluded his sentries, plainly. And if one man 

could slip through the cordon, others could as well. I could double the guard again, he thought sourly. 

Waste twice as many men, men who might otherwise be walking the Wall. 

  The wagons continued on their slow way south through frozen mud and blowing snow. A mile 

farther on, they came upon a second face, carved into a chestnut tree that grew beside an icy stream, 



ǿƘŜǊŜ ƛǘǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǿŀǘŎƘ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ Ǉƭŀƴƪ ōǊƛŘƎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǇŀƴƴŜŘ ƛǘǎ ŦƭƻǿΦ ά¢ǿƛŎŜ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜΣέ 

announced Dolorous Edd. 

  The chestnut was leafless and skeletal, but its bare brown limbs were not empty. On a low 

branch overhanging the stream a raven sat hunched, its feathers ruffled up against the cold. When it 

spied Jon it spread its wings and gave a scream. When he raised his fist and whistled, the big black bird 

ŎŀƳŜ ŦƭŀǇǇƛƴƎ ŘƻǿƴΣ ŎǊȅƛƴƎΣ άCorn, corn, corn.έ 

  ά/ƻǊƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦǊŜŜ ŦƻƭƪΣέ Wƻƴ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ άbƻƴŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦέ IŜ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŀƭƭ ōŜ ǊŜŘǳŎŜŘ 

to eating ravens before the coming winter had run its course. 

  The brothers on the wagons had seen this face as well, Jon did not doubt. No one spoke of it, 

but the message was plain to read for any man with eyes. Jon had once heard Mance Rayder say that 

Ƴƻǎǘ ƪƴŜŜƭŜǊǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƘŜŜǇΦ άbƻǿΣ ŀ ŘƻƎ Ŏŀƴ ƘŜǊŘ ŀ ŦƭƻŎƪ ƻŦ ǎƘŜŜǇΣέ ǘƘŜ YƛƴƎ-Beyond-the-Wall had said, 

άōǳǘ ŦǊŜŜ ŦƻƭƪΣ ǿŜƭƭΣ ǎƻƳŜ ŀǊŜ ǎƘŀŘƻǿŎŀǘǎ ŀnd some are stones. One kind prowls where they please and 

ǿƛƭƭ ǘŜŀǊ ȅƻǳǊ ŘƻƎǎ ǘƻ ǇƛŜŎŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ƳƻǾŜ ŀǘ ŀƭƭ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ ȅƻǳ ƪƛŎƪ ǘƘŜƳΦέ bŜƛǘƘŜǊ ǎƘŀŘƻǿŎŀǘǎ 

nor stones were like to give up the gods they had worshiped all their lives to bow down before one they 

hardly knew. 

  Wǳǎǘ ƴƻǊǘƘ ƻŦ aƻƭŜΩǎ ¢ƻǿƴ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀƳŜ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛǊŘ ǿŀǘŎƘŜǊΣ ŎŀǊǾŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘǳƎŜ ƻŀƪ ǘƘŀǘ 

marked the village perimeter, its deep eyes fixed upon the kingsroad. That is not a friendly face, Jon 

Snow reflected. The faces that the First Men and the children of the forest had carved into the 

weirwoods in eons past had stern or savage visages more oft than not, but the great oak looked 

especially angry, as if it were about to tear its roots from the earth and come roaring after them. Its 

wounds are as fresh as the wounds of the men who carved it. 

  aƻƭŜΩǎ ¢ƻǿƴ ƘŀŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ōŜŜƴ ƭŀǊƎŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ƛǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘΤ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǳƴŘŜǊƎǊƻǳƴŘΣ ǎƘŜƭǘŜǊŜŘ 

from the cold and snow. That was more true than ever now. The Magnar of Thenn had put the empty 

village to the torch when he passed through on his way to attack Castle Black, and only heaps of 

ōƭŀŎƪŜƴŜŘ ōŜŀƳǎ ŀƴŘ ƻƭŘ ǎŎƻǊŎƘŜŘ ǎǘƻƴŜǎ ǊŜƳŀƛƴŜŘ ŀōƻǾŜƎǊƻǳƴŘ Χ ōǳǘ Řƻǿƴ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻȊŜƴ 

earth, the vaults and tunnels and deep cellars still endured, and that was where the free folk had taken 

refuge, huddled together in the dark like the moles from which the village took its name. 

  The wagons drew up in a crescent in front of what had once been the village smithy. Nearby a 

swarm of red-faced children were building a snow fort, but they scattered at the sight of the 

black-cloaked brothers, vanishing down one hole or another. A few moments later the adults began to 

emerge from the earth. A stench came with them, the smell of unwashed bodies and soiled clothing, of 

nightsoil and urine. Jon saw one of his men wrinkle his nose and say something to the man beside him. 

Some jape about the smell of freedom, he guessed. Too many of his brothers were making japes about 

ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜƴŎƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŀǾŀƎŜǎ ƛƴ aƻƭŜΩǎ ¢ƻǿƴΦ 

  Pig ignorance, Wƻƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦǊŜŜ Ŧƻƭƪ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘΤ 

some were clean, some dirty, but most were clean at times and dirty at other times. This stink was just 



the smell of a thousand people jammed into cellars and tunnels that had been dug to shelter no more 

than a hundred. 

  The wildlings had done this dance before. Wordless, they formed up in lines behind the wagons. 

There were three women for every man, many with childrenτpale skinny things clutching at their skirts. 

Jon saw very few babes in arms. The babes in arms died during the march, he realized, and those who 

ǎǳǊǾƛǾŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘǘƭŜ ŘƛŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ǎǘƻŎƪŀŘŜΦ 

  The fighters had fared better. Three hundred men of fighting age, Justin Massey had claimed in 

council. Lord Harwood Fell had counted them. There will be spearwives too. Fifty, sixty, maybe as many 

as a hundred. CŜƭƭΩǎ Ŏƻǳƴǘ ƘŀŘ ƛƴŎƭǳŘŜŘ ƳŜƴ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ǎǳŦŦŜǊŜŘ ǿƻǳƴŘǎΣ Wƻƴ ƪƴŜǿΦ IŜ ǎŀǿ ŀ ǎŎƻǊŜ ƻŦ 

thoseτmen on crude crutches, men with empty sleeves and missing hands, men with one eye or half a 

face, a legless man carried between two friends. And every one grey-faced and gaunt. Broken men, he 

thought. The wights are not the only sort of living dead. 

  Not all the fighting men were broken, though. Half a dozen Thenns in bronze scale armor stood 

clustered round one cellar stair, watching sullenly and making no attempt to join the others. In the ruins 

of the old village smithy Jon spied a big bald slab of a man he recognized as Halleck, the brother of 

IŀǊƳŀ 5ƻƎǎƘŜŀŘΦ IŀǊƳŀΩǎ ǇƛƎǎ were gone, though. Eaten, no doubt. Those two in furs were Hornfoot 

men, as savage as they were scrawny, barefoot even in the snow. There are wolves amongst these 

sheep, still. 

  ±ŀƭ ƘŀŘ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘΣ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƭŀǎǘ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊΦ άCǊŜŜ Ŧƻƭƪ ŀƴŘ ƪƴŜelers are more alike 

than not, Jon Snow. Men are men and women women, no matter which side of the Wall we were born 

ƻƴΦ DƻƻŘ ƳŜƴ ŀƴŘ ōŀŘΣ ƘŜǊƻŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǾƛƭƭŀƛƴǎΣ ƳŜƴ ƻŦ ƘƻƴƻǊΣ ƭƛŀǊǎΣ ŎǊŀǾŜƴǎΣ ōǊǳǘŜǎ Χ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǇƭŜƴǘȅΣ ŀǎ Řƻ 

ȅƻǳΦέ 

  She was not wrong. The trick was telling one from the other, parting the sheep from the goats. 

  ¢ƘŜ ōƭŀŎƪ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊǎ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ Ǉŀǎǎ ƻǳǘ ŦƻƻŘΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩŘ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ǎƭŀōǎ ƻŦ ƘŀǊŘ ǎŀƭǘ ōŜŜŦΣ ŘǊƛŜŘ ŎƻŘΣ 

dried beans, turnips, carrots, sacks of barley meal and wheaten flour, pickled eggs, barrels of onions and 

ŀǇǇƭŜǎΦ ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴ ƻƴƛƻƴ ƻǊ ŀƴ ŀǇǇƭŜΣέ Wƻƴ ƘŜŀǊŘ IŀƛǊȅ Iŀƭ ǘŜƭƭ ƻƴŜ ǿƻƳŀƴΣ άōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ōƻǘƘΦ ¸ƻǳ Ǝƻǘ 

ǘƻ ǇƛŎƪΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦ άL ƴŜŜŘ ǘǿƻ ƻŦ ŜŀŎƘΦ hƴŜ ƻΩ ŜŀŎƘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΣ ǘΩƻǘƘŜǊǎ ŦƻǊ 

Ƴȅ ōƻȅΦ IŜΩǎ ǎƛŎƪΣ ōǳǘ ŀƴ ŀǇǇƭŜ ǿƛƭƭ ǎŜǘ ƘƛƳ ǊƛƎƘǘΦέ 

  Iŀƭ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ άIŜ Ƙŀǎ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ƎŜǘ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ŀǇǇƭŜΦ hǊ Ƙƛǎ ƻƴƛƻƴΦ bƻǘ ōƻǘƘΦ {ŀƳŜ ŀǎ ȅƻǳΦ 

bƻǿΣ ƛǎ ƛǘ ŀƴ ŀǇǇƭŜ ƻǊ ŀƴ ƻƴƛƻƴΚ .Ŝ ǉǳƛŎƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΣ ƴƻǿΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƳƻǊŜ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  ά!ƴ ŀǇǇƭŜΣέ she said, and he gave her one, an old dried thing, small and withered. 

  άaƻǾŜ ŀƭƻƴƎΣ ǿƻƳŀƴΣέ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǇƭŀŎŜǎ ōŀŎƪΦ άLǘΩǎ ŎƻƭŘ ƻǳǘ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 



  ¢ƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǇŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǳǘ ƴƻ ƳƛƴŘΦ ά!ƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŀǇǇƭŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ IŀƛǊȅ IŀƭΦ άCƻǊ Ƴȅ ǎƻƴΦ tƭŜŀǎŜΦ 

This one ƛǎ ǎƻ ƭƛǘǘƭŜΦέ 

  Hal looked to Jon. Jon shook his head. They would be out of apples soon enough. If they started 

giving two to everyone who wanted two, the latecomers would get none. 

  άhǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΣέ ŀ ƎƛǊƭ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǎƘƻǾŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƛƴ the back. The woman 

staggered, lost her apple, and fell. The other foodstuffs in her arms went flying. Beans scattered, a 

turnip rolled into a mud puddle, a sack of flour split and spilled its precious contents in the snow. 

  Angry voices rose, in the Old Tongue and the Common. More shoving broke out at another 

ǿŀƎƻƴΦ άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ enough,έ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ Ƴŀƴ ǎƴŀǊƭŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ŎǊƻǿǎ ŀǊŜ ǎǘŀǊǾƛƴƎ ǳǎ ǘƻ ŘŜŀǘƘΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ 

ǿƘƻΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƪƴƻŎƪŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǿŀǎ ǎŎǊŀōōƭƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ƪƴŜŜǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘŜǊ ŦƻƻŘΦ Wƻƴ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŀǎƘ ƻŦ ƴŀƪŜŘ ǎǘŜel 

a few yards away. His own bowmen nocked arrows to their strings. 

  IŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎŀŘŘƭŜΦ άwƻǊȅΦ vǳƛŜǘ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

  Rory lifted his great horn to his lips and blew. 

AAAAhooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo. 

  The tumult and the shoving died. Heads ǘǳǊƴŜŘΦ ! ŎƘƛƭŘ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ŎǊȅΦ aƻǊƳƻƴǘΩǎ ǊŀǾŜƴ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ 

ŦǊƻƳ WƻƴΩǎ ƭŜŦǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ōƻōōƛƴƎ ƛǘǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ƳǳǘǘŜǊƛƴƎΣ άSnow, snow, snow.έ 

  Jon waited until the last echoes had faded, then spurred his palfrey forward where everyone 

ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ ƘƛƳΦ ά²ŜΩǊŜ ŦŜŜŘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ŀǎ ōŜǎǘ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΣ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǎ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ǎǇŀǊŜΦ !ǇǇƭŜǎΣ ƻƴƛƻƴǎΣ ƴŜŜǇǎΣ 

ŎŀǊǊƻǘǎ Χ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǿƛƴǘŜǊ ŀƘŜŀŘ ŦƻǊ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǳǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƻǳǊ ǎǘƻǊŜǎ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƛƴŜȄƘŀǳǎǘƛōƭŜΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ŎǊƻǿǎ Ŝŀǘ ƎƻƻŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦέ IŀƭƭŜŎƪ ǎƘƻǾŜŘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΦ 

  For now. ά²Ŝ ƘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭΦ ¢ƘŜ ²ŀƭƭ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘǎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƳ Χ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǿΦ ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ŦƻŜ ǿŜ 

ŦŀŎŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴ ǳǎΦ {ƻƳŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŦŀŎŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ ²ƛƎƘǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǿƘƛǘŜ 

ǿŀƭƪŜǊǎΣ ŘŜŀŘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǿƛǘƘ ōƭǳŜ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ōƭŀŎƪ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ LΩǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻƻΣ ŦƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜƳΣ ǎŜƴǘ ƻƴŜ ǘƻ hell. 

They kill, then they send your dead against you. The giants were not able to stand against them, nor you 

Thenns, the ice-ǊƛǾŜǊ ŎƭŀƴǎΣ ǘƘŜ IƻǊƴŦƻƻǘǎΣ ǘƘŜ ŦǊŜŜ Ŧƻƭƪ Χ ŀƴŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅǎ ƎǊƻǿ ǎƘƻǊǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘǎ 

colder, they are growing stronger. You left your homes and came south in your hundreds and your 

ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘǎ Χ ǿƘȅΣ ōǳǘ ǘƻ ŜǎŎŀǇŜ ǘƘŜƳΚ ¢ƻ ōŜ ǎŀŦŜΦ ²ŜƭƭΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ƪŜŜǇǎ ȅƻǳ ǎŀŦŜΦ LǘΩǎ us that 

ƪŜŜǇǎ ȅƻǳ ǎŀŦŜΣ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀŎƪ ŎǊƻǿǎ ȅƻǳ ŘŜǎǇƛǎŜΦέ 

  ά{ŀŦŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǾŜŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ŀ ǎǉǳŀǘ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǿƛƴdburned face, a spearwife by the look of her. 

  ά¸ƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ƳƻǊŜ ŦƻƻŘΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ WƻƴΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŦƻƻŘΩǎ ŦƻǊ ŦƛƎƘǘŜǊǎΦ IŜƭǇ ǳǎ ƘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ Ŝŀǘ 

ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ ŀƴȅ ŎǊƻǿΦέ Or as poorly, when the food runs short. 

  A silence fell. The wildlings exchanged wary loƻƪǎΦ άEat,έ ǘƘŜ ǊŀǾŜƴ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΦ άCorn, corn.έ 



  άCƛƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΚέ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘƛŎƪƭȅ ŀŎŎŜƴǘŜŘΦ {ƛƎƻǊƴΣ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ aŀƎƴŀǊ ƻŦ ¢ƘŜƴƴΣ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǘƘŜ 

/ƻƳƳƻƴ ¢ƻƴƎǳŜ ƘŀƭǘƛƴƎƭȅ ŀǘ ōŜǎǘΦ άbƻǘ ŦƛƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦ Yƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦ Yƛƭƭ ŀƭƭ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  The raven flapped its wingǎΦ άKill, kill.έ 

  {ƛƎƻǊƴΩǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ aŀƎƴŀǊΣ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŎǊǳǎƘŜŘ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƭƭƛƴƎ ǎǘŀƛǊ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŀǘǘŀŎƪ ƻƴ 

Castle Black. I would feel the same if someone asked me to make common cause with the Lannisters, Jon 

ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƛƭƭ ǳǎ ŀƭƭΣέ ƘŜ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜŘ {ƛƎƻǊƴΦ ά¢ƘŜ aŀƎƴŀǊ ǿŀǎ ŀ ōǊŀǾŜ ƳŀƴΣ ȅŜǘ ƘŜ 

ŦŀƛƭŜŘΦ !ƴŘ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎǳŎŎŜŜŘŜŘ Χ ǿƘƻ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭΚέ IŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ¢ƘŜƴƴǎΦ 

ά²ƛƴǘŜǊŦŜƭƭΩǎ ǿŀƭƭǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΣ ōǳǘ ²ƛƴǘŜǊŦŜƭƭ ǎǘŀƴŘǎ ƛƴ Ǌǳƛƴǎ ǘƻŘŀȅΣ ōǳǊƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ōǊƻƪŜƴ. A wall is 

ƻƴƭȅ ŀǎ ƎƻƻŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ŘŜŦŜƴŘƛƴƎ ƛǘΦέ 

  !ƴ ƻƭŘ Ƴŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǘǳǊƴƛǇ ŎǊŀŘƭŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŜǎǘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¸ƻǳ ƪƛƭƭ ǳǎΣ ȅƻǳ ǎǘŀǊǾŜ ǳǎΣ ƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ 

ǘΩ ƳŀƪŜ ǳǎ ǎƭŀǾŜǎΦέ 

  A chunky red-ŦŀŎŜŘ Ƴŀƴ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ŀǎǎŜƴǘΦ άLΩŘ ǎƻƻƴŜǊ Ǝƻ ƴŀƪŜŘ ǘƘŀƴ ǿŜŀǊ ƻƴŜ ƻΩ ǘƘŜƳ black rags 

ƻƴ Ƴȅ ōŀŎƪΦέ 

  hƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǇŜŀǊǿƛǾŜǎ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ ά9ǾŜƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƛŦŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ you ƴŀƪŜŘΣ .ǳǘǘǎΦέ 

  A dozen voices all began to speak at once. The Thenns were shouting in the Old Tongue. A little 

boy began to cry. Jon Snow waited until all of iǘ ƘŀŘ ŘƛŜŘ ŘƻǿƴΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ IŀƛǊȅ Iŀƭ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άIŀƭΣ 

ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻƳŀƴΚέ 

  Iŀƭ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘΦ ά!ōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƻŘΣ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴΚ !ƴ ŀǇǇƭŜ ƻǊ ŀƴ ƻƴƛƻƴΚ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ L ǎŀƛŘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ 

Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ǇƛŎƪΦέ 

  άYou have to pick,έ Wƻƴ {ƴƻǿ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘΦ ά!ƭƭ ƻŦ you. No one is asking you to take our vows, and I 

do not care what gods you worship. My own gods are the old gods, the gods of the North, but you can 

ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŘ ƎƻŘΣ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ {ŜǾŜƴΣ ƻǊ ŀƴȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƎƻŘ ǿƘƻ ƘŜŀǊǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǇǊŀȅŜǊǎΦ LǘΩǎ ǎǇŜŀǊǎ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘΦ .ƻǿǎΦ 

Eyes along the Wall. 

  άL ǿƛƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ŀƴȅ ōƻȅ ŀōƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŀƎŜ ƻŦ ǘǿŜƭǾŜ ǿƘƻ ƪƴƻǿǎ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ƘƻƭŘ ŀ ǎǇŜŀǊ ƻǊ ǎǘǊƛƴƎ ŀ ōƻǿΦ L 

will take your old men, your wounded, and your cripples, even those who can no longer fight. There are 

other tasks they may be able to perform. Fletching arrows, milking goats, gathering fire-wood, mucking 

ƻǳǘ ƻǳǊ ǎǘŀōƭŜǎ Χ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƪ ƛǎ ŜƴŘƭŜǎǎΦ !ƴŘ ȅŜǎΣ L ǿƛƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƻƳŜƴ ǘƻƻΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƴŜŜŘ ƻŦ ōƭǳǎƘƛƴƎ 

ƳŀƛŘŜƴǎ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘŜŘΣ ōǳǘ L ǿƛƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ŀǎ Ƴŀƴȅ ǎǇŜŀǊǿƛǾŜǎ ŀǎ ǿƛƭƭ ŎƻƳŜΦέ 

  ά!ƴŘ ƎƛǊƭǎΚέ ŀ ƎƛǊƭ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǎ ȅƻǳƴƎ ŀǎ !Ǌȅŀ ƘŀŘΣ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ Wƻƴ ƘŀŘ ǎŜŜƴ ƘŜǊΦ 

  ά{ƛȄǘŜŜƴ ŀƴŘ ƻƭŘŜǊΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ōƻȅǎ ŀǎ ȅƻǳƴƎ ŀǎ ǘǿŜƭǾŜΦέ 

  Down in the Seven Kingdoms boys of twelve were often pages or squires; many had been 

training at arms for years. Girls of twelve were children. These are wildlings, though. ά!ǎ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭΦ .ƻȅǎ 



and girls as young as twelve. But only those who know how to obey an order. That goes for all of you. I 

will never ask you to kneel to me, but I will set captains over you, and serjeants who will tell you when 

to rise and when to sleep, where to eat, when to drink, what to wear, when to draw your swords and 

ƭƻƻǎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŀǊǊƻǿǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƳŜƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ ²ŀǘŎƘ ǎŜǊǾŜ ŦƻǊ ƭƛŦŜΦ L ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ŀǎƪ ǘƘŀǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΣ ōǳǘ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ 

you are ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ²ŀƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǳƴŘŜǊ Ƴȅ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘΦ 5ƛǎƻōŜȅ ŀƴ ƻǊŘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŜŀŘ ƻŦŦΦ !ǎƪ 

Ƴȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊǎ ƛŦ L ǿƻƴΩǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ƳŜ Řƻ ƛǘΦέ 

  άOff,έ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘ ǘƘŜ hƭŘ .ŜŀǊΩǎ ǊŀǾŜƴΦ άOff, off, off.έ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ŎƘƻƛŎŜ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊǎΣέ Wƻƴ {ƴƻǿ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ άThose who want to help us hold the Wall, return to 

/ŀǎǘƭŜ .ƭŀŎƪ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǊƳŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŦŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΣ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǘǳǊƴƛǇǎ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƻƴƛƻƴǎ 

ŀƴŘ ŎǊŀǿƭ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƘƻƭŜǎΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΦ άL Ŏŀƴ ŦƛƎƘǘΦ aȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎǇŜŀǊǿƛŦŜΦέ Wƻƴ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ 

She may not even be twelve, he thought, as she squirmed between a pair of old men, but he was not 

about to turn away his only recruit. 

  A pair of striplings followed her, boys no older than fourteen. Next a scarred man with a missing 

ŜȅŜΦ άL ǎŜŜƴ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻƻΣ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘ ƻƴŜǎΦ 9ǾŜƴ ŎǊƻǿǎ ŀǊŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊΩƴ ǘƘŀǘΦέ ! ǘŀƭƭ ǎǇŜŀǊǿƛŦŜΣ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ Ƴŀƴ ƻƴ 

crutches, a moon-faced boy with a withered arm, a young man whose red hair reminded Jon of Ygritte. 

  !ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ IŀƭƭŜŎƪΦ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳΣ ŎǊƻǿΣέ ƘŜ ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘΣ άōǳǘ L ƴŜǾŜǊ ƭƛƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ aŀƴŎŜ ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊΣ ƴƻ 

ƳƻǊŜΩƴ Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ŘƛŘΦ {ǘƛƭƭΣ ǿŜ ŦƻǳƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΦ ²Ƙȅ ƴƻǘ ŦƛƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΚέ 

  The dam broke then. Halleck was a man of note. Mance was not wrong. άCǊŜŜ Ŧƻƭƪ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ 

names, or little cloth animals sewn on ŀ ǘǳƴƛŎΣέ ǘƘŜ YƛƴƎ-Beyond-the-²ŀƭƭ ƘŀŘ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ǿƻƴΩǘ 

ŘŀƴŎŜ ŦƻǊ ŎƻƛƴǎΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ Ƙƻǿ ȅƻǳ ǎǘȅƭŜ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ƻǊ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƘŀƛƴ ƻŦ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ ƳŜŀƴǎ ƻǊ ǿƘƻ ȅƻǳǊ 

ƎǊŀƴŘǎƛǊŜ ǿŀǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΦέ 

  IŀƭƭŜŎƪΩǎ Ŏƻǳǎƛƴǎ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ IŀƭƭŜŎƪΣ ǘƘŜƴ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ IŀǊƳŀΩǎ ōŀƴƴŜǊ-ōŜŀǊŜǊǎΣ ǘƘŜƴ ƳŜƴ ǿƘƻΩŘ ŦƻǳƎƘǘ 

with her, then others who had heard tales of their prowess. Greybeards and green boys, fighting men in 

their prime, wounded men and cripples, a good score of spearwives, even three Horn-foot men. 

  But no Thenns. The Magnar turned and vanished back into the tunnels, and his bronze-clad 

minions followed hard at his heels. 

  By the time the last withered apple had been handed out, the wagons were crowded with 

wildlings, and they were sixty-three stronger than when the column had set out from Castle Black that 

ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳΚέ .ƻǿŜƴ aŀǊǎƘ ŀǎƪŜŘ Wƻƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƛŘŜ ōŀŎƪ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎǎǊƻŀŘΦ 

  ά¢Ǌŀƛƴ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŀǊƳ ǘƘŜƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǎǇƭƛǘ ǘƘŜƳ ǳǇΦ {ŜƴŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƴŜŜŘŜŘΦ 9ŀǎǘǿŀǘŎƘΣ ǘƘŜ 

Shadƻǿ ¢ƻǿŜǊΣ LŎŜƳŀǊƪΣ DǊŜȅƎǳŀǊŘΦ L ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ƻǇŜƴ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƳƻǊŜ ŦƻǊǘǎ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ [ƻǊŘ {ǘŜǿŀǊŘ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ōŀŎƪΦ ά²ƻƳŜƴ ǘƻƻΚ hǳǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊǎ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŀŎŎǳǎǘƻƳŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ 

ǿƻƳŜƴ ŀƳƻƴƎǎǘ ǘƘŜƳΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦ ¢ƘŜƛǊ Ǿƻǿǎ Χ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŦƛƎƘǘǎΣ ǊŀǇŜǎ Χέ 



  ά¢ƘŜǎŜ ǿƻƳŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ƪƴƛǾŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

  ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǎǇŜŀǊǿƛǾŜǎ ǎƭƛǘǎ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊƻŀǘ ƻŦ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊǎΣ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜƴΚέ 

  ά²Ŝ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ƭƻǎǘ ŀ ƳŀƴΣέ ǎŀƛŘ WƻƴΣ άōǳǘ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎŀƛƴŜŘ ǎƛȄǘȅ-ǘƘǊŜŜΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƻŘ ŀǘ 

ŎƻǳƴǘƛƴƎΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦ /ƻǊǊŜŎǘ ƳŜ ƛŦ LΩm wrong, but my reckoning leaves us sixty-ǘǿƻ ŀƘŜŀŘΦέ 

  aŀǊǎƘ ǿŀǎ ǳƴŎƻƴǾƛƴŎŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ŀŘŘŜŘ ǎƛȄǘȅ-ǘƘǊŜŜ ƳƻǊŜ ƳƻǳǘƘǎΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘ Χ ōǳǘ Ƙƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ŀǊŜ 

ŦƛƎƘǘŜǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƘƻǎŜ ǎƛŘŜ ǿƛƭƭ ǘƘŜȅ ŦƛƎƘǘ ƻƴΚ LŦ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ hǘƘŜǊǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǘŜǎΣ Ƴƻǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΣ I 

ƎǊŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ Χ ōǳǘ ƛŦ ƛǘΩǎ ¢ƻǊƳǳƴŘ DƛŀƴǘǎōŀƴŜ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ ²ŜŜǇƛƴƎ aŀƴ ŎƻƳŜ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘŜƴ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ƘƻǿƭƛƴƎ 

ƪƛƭƭŜǊǎΣ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜƴΚέ 

  ά¢ƘŜƴ ǿŜΩƭƭ ƪƴƻǿΦ {ƻ ƭŜǘ ǳǎ ƘƻǇŜ ƛǘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŎƻƳŜǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

  TYRION 
 

     He dreamt of his lord father and the Shrouded Lord. He dreamt that they were one and the 

same, and when his father wrapped stone arms around him and bent to give him his grey kiss, he woke 

with his mouth dry and rusty with the taste of blood and his heart hammering in his chest. 

  άhǳǊ ŘŜŀŘ ŘǿŀǊŦ Ƙŀǎ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǳǎΣέ IŀƭŘƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

  Tyrion shook his head to clear away the webs of dream. The Sorrows. I was lost in the Sorrows. άL 

ŀƳ ƴƻǘ ŘŜŀŘΦέ 

  ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǊŜƳŀƛƴǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎŜŜƴΦέ ¢ƘŜ IŀƭŦƳŀŜǎǘŜǊ ǎǘƻƻŘ ƻǾŜǊ ƘƛƳΦ ά5ǳŎƪΣ ōŜ ŀ ŦƛƴŜ Ŧƻǿƭ ŀƴŘ ōƻƛƭ ǎƻƳŜ 

broth for our little frienŘ ƘŜǊŜΦ IŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ŦŀƳƛǎƘŜŘΦέ 

  He was on the Shy Maid, Tyrion saw, under a scratchy blanket that smelled of vinegar. The 

Sorrows are behind us. It was just a dream I dreamed as I was drowning. ά²Ƙȅ Řƻ L ǎǘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ǾƛƴŜƎŀǊΚέ 

  ά[ŜƳƻǊŜ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ǿŀǎƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǿƛth it. Some say it helps prevent the greyscale. I am inclined to 

doubt that, but there was no harm in trying. It was Lemore who forced the water from your lungs after 

Griff had pulled you up. You were as cold as ice, and your lips were blue. Yandry said we ought to throw 

ȅƻǳ ōŀŎƪΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀŘ ŦƻǊōŀŘŜ ƛǘΦέ 

  The prince. Memory came rushing back: the stone man reaching out with cracked grey hands, 

the blood seeping from his knuckles. He was heavy as a boulder, pulling me under. άDǊƛŦŦ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƳŜ 

ǳǇΚέ He must hate me, or he would have let me die. άIƻǿ ƭƻƴƎ ƘŀǾŜ L ōŜŜƴ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛǎ 

ǘƘƛǎΚέ 

  ά{ŜƭƘƻǊȅǎΦέ IŀƭŘƻƴ ǇǊƻŘǳŎŜŘ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ƪƴƛŦŜ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ǎƭŜŜǾŜΦ άIŜǊŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘƻǎǎƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǳƴŘŜǊƘŀƴŘ 

at Tyrion. 



  The dwarf flinched. The knife landed between his feet and stood quivering in the deck. He 

ǇƭǳŎƪŜŘ ƛǘ ƻǳǘΦ ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘƛǎΚέ 

  ά¢ŀƪŜ ƻŦŦ ȅƻǳǊ ōƻƻǘǎΦ tǊƛŎƪ ŜŀŎƘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƻŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎΦέ 

  ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ Χ ǇŀƛƴŦǳƭΦέ 

  άL ƘƻǇŜ ǎƻΦ 5ƻ ƛǘΦέ 

  Tyrion yanked off one boot and then the other, peeled down his hose, squinted at his toes. It 

seemed to him they looked no better or worse than usual. He poked gingerly at one big toe. 

  άIŀǊŘŜǊΣέ ǳǊƎŜŘ IŀƭŘƻƴ IŀƭŦƳŀŜǎǘŜǊΦ 

  ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ŘǊŀǿ ōƭƻƻŘΚέ 

  άLŦ ƴŜŜŘ ōŜΦέ 

  άLΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǎŎŀō ƻƴ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǘƻŜΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŜȄŜǊŎƛǎŜ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ Ŏƻǳƴǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƻŜǎΦ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƴŎŜΦ {ƻ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ 

ǇǊƛŎƪǎ ƘǳǊǘΣ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǎŀŦŜΦ Lǘ ƛǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ŦŜŜƭ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀŘŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƻ ŦŜŀǊΦέ 

  Greyscale. Tyrion grimaced. He stabbed another toe, cursed as a bead of blood welled up 

ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƪƴƛŦŜΩǎ ǇƻƛƴǘΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƘǳǊǘΦ !ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǇǇȅΚέ 

  ά5ŀƴŎƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƧƻȅΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳǊ ŦŜŜǘ ǎƳŜƭƭ ǿƻǊǎŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƳƛƴŜΣ ¸ƻƭƭƻΦέ 5ǳŎƪ ƘŀŘ ŀ ŎǳǇ ƻŦ ōǊƻǘƘΦ άDǊƛŦŦ ǿŀǊƴŜŘ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǘ ǘo lay 

ƘŀƴŘǎ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻƴŜ ƳŜƴΦέ 

  ά!ȅŜΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŦƻǊƎƻǘ ǘƻ ǿŀǊƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻƴŜ ƳŜƴ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ƭŀȅ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǳǇƻƴ ƳŜΦέ 

  ά!ǎ ȅƻǳ ǇǊƛŎƪΣ ƭƻƻƪ ŦƻǊ ǇŀǘŎƘŜǎ ƻŦ ŘŜŀŘ ƎǊŜȅ ǎƪƛƴΣ ŦƻǊ ƴŀƛƭǎ ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘǳǊƴ ōƭŀŎƪΣέ ǎŀƛŘ IŀƭŘƻƴΦ 

άLŦ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ ǎǳŎƘ ǎƛƎƴǎΣ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜΦ .Ŝǘter to lose a toe than a foot. Better to lose an arm than spend 

ȅƻǳǊ Řŀȅǎ ǿŀƛƭƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ .ǊƛŘƎŜ ƻŦ 5ǊŜŀƳΦ bƻǿ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŦƻƻǘΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦ ǊŜŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎǘǳƴǘŜŘ ƭŜƎǎ ŀƴŘ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǇǊƛŎƪ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎŜǘ ƻŦ ǘƻŜǎΦ ά{Ƙŀƭƭ L ǇǊƛŎƪ my 

ǇǊƛŎƪ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΚέ 

  άLǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƘǳǊǘΦέ 

  άLǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƘǳǊǘ you is what you mean. Though I had as well slice it off for all the use I make of 

ƛǘΦέ 

  άCŜŜƭ ŦǊŜŜΦ ²Ŝ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ƛǘ ǘŀƴƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǳŦŦŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎŜƭƭ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦƻǊǘǳƴŜΦ ! ŘǿŀǊŦΩǎ ŎƻŎƪ Ƙŀǎ ƳŀƎƛŎŀƭ 

poǿŜǊǎΦέ 



  άL ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŦƻǊ ȅŜŀǊǎΦέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ŘǊƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŘŀƎƎŜǊΩǎ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀƭƭ 

ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘǳƳōΣ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōƭƻƻŘ ōŜŀŘ ǳǇΣ ǎǳŎƪŜŘ ƛǘ ŀǿŀȅΦ άIƻǿ ƭƻƴƎ Ƴǳǎǘ L ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜ ǘƻ ǘƻǊǘǳǊŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΚ 

²ƘŜƴ ǿƛƭƭ ǿŜ ōŜ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ ŎƭŜŀƴΚέ 

  ά¢ǊǳƭȅΚέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ IŀƭŦƳŀŜǎǘŜǊΦ άbŜǾŜǊΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎǿŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ƘŀƭŦ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊΦ ¸ƻǳ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƎǊŜȅ ŜǾŜƴ 

now, turning to stone from inside out, starting with your heart and lungs. If so, pricking your toes and 

ōŀǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǾƛƴŜƎŀǊ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ǎŀǾŜ ȅƻǳΦ ²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŘƻƴŜΣ ŎƻƳŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ōǊƻǘƘΦέ 

  The broth was good, though Tyrion noted that the Halfmaester kept the table between them as 

he ate. The Shy Maid was moored to a weathered pier on the east bank of the Rhoyne. Two piers down, 

a Volantene river galley was discharging soldiers. Shops and stalls and storehouses huddled beneath a 

sandstone wall. The towers and domes of the city were visible beyond it, reddened by the light of the 

setting sun. 

  No, not a city. Selhorys was still accounted a mere town, and was ruled from Old Volantis. This 

was not Westeros. 

  Lemore emerged on deck with the prince in tow. When she saw Tyrion, she rushed across the 

ŘŜŎƪ ǘƻ ƘǳƎ ƘƛƳΦ ά¢ƘŜ aƻǘƘŜǊ ƛǎ ƳŜǊŎƛŦǳƭΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ǇǊŀȅŜŘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΣ IǳƎƻǊΦέ 

  You did, at least. άL ǿƻƴΩǘ ƘƻƭŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  ¸ƻǳƴƎ DǊƛŦŦΩǎ ƎǊŜŜǘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ƭŜǎǎ ŜŦŦǳǎƛǾŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜƭƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ŀ ǎǳƭƭŜƴ ƳƻƻŘΣ ŀƴƎǊȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ 

been forced to remain on the Shy Maid ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŀǎƘƻǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ ¸ŀƴŘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ¸ǎƛƭƭŀΦ ά²Ŝ ƻƴƭȅ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ 

ƪŜŜǇ ȅƻǳ ǎŀŦŜΣέ [ŜƳƻǊŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ ά¢ƘŜǎŜ ŀǊŜ ǳƴǎŜǘǘƭŜŘ ǘƛƳŜǎΦέ 

  IŀƭŘƻƴ IŀƭŦƳŀŜǎǘŜǊ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ άhƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ Řƻǿƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ {ƻǊǊƻǿǎ ǘƻ {ŜƭƘƻǊȅǎΣ ǿŜ ǘƘǊƛŎŜ 

ƎƭƛƳǇǎŜŘ ǊƛŘŜǊǎ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ǎƻǳǘƘ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊΩǎ ŜŀǎǘŜǊƴ ǎƘƻǊŜΦ 5ƻǘƘǊŀƪƛΦ hƴŎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƻ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǿŜ 

could hear the bells tinkling in their braids, and sometimes at night their fires could be seen beyond the 

eastern hills. We passed warships as well, Volantene river galleys crammed with slave soldiers. The 

ǘǊƛŀǊŎƘǎ ŦŜŀǊ ŀƴ ŀǘǘŀŎƪ ǳǇƻƴ {ŜƭƘƻǊȅǎΣ ǇƭŀƛƴƭȅΦέ 

  Tyrion understood that quick enough. Alone amongst the major river towns, Selhorys stood 

upon the eastern bank of the Rhoyne, making it much more vulnerable to the horselords than its sister 

towns across the river. Even so, it is a small prize. If I were khal, I would feint at Selhorys, let the 

Volantenes rush to defend it, then swing south and ride hard for Volantis itself. 

  άL ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ǳǎŜ ŀ ǎǿƻǊŘΣέ ¸ƻǳƴƎ DǊƛŦŦ ǿŀǎ ƛƴǎƛǎǘƛƴƎΦ 

  ά9ǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ ōǊŀǾŜǎǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ŦƻǊŜōŜŀǊǎ ƪŜǇǘ Ƙƛǎ YƛƴƎǎƎǳŀǊŘ ŎƭƻǎŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ǘƛƳŜǎ ƻŦ ǇŜǊƛƭΦέ 

[ŜƳƻǊŜ ƘŀŘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǎŜǇǘŀΩǎ Ǌƻōes into garb more befitting the wife or daughter of a 

prosperous merchant. Tyrion watched her closely. He had sniffed out the truth beneath the dyed blue 

hair of Griff and Young Griff easily enough, and Yandry and Ysilla seemed to be no more than they 

claiƳŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜΣ ǿƘƛƭǎǘ 5ǳŎƪ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŀǘ ƭŜǎǎΦ [ŜƳƻǊŜΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ Χ Who is she, really? Why is she here? 

bƻǘ ŦƻǊ ƎƻƭŘΣ LΩŘ ƧǳŘƎŜΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǇǊƛƴŎŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΚ ²ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŜǾŜǊ ŀ ǘǊǳŜ ǎŜǇǘŀΚ 



  IŀƭŘƻƴ ǘƻƻƪ ƴƻǘŜ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ƻŦ ƎŀǊō ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǎudden loss of 

ŦŀƛǘƘΚ L ǇǊŜŦŜǊǊŜŘ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǎŜǇǘŀΩǎ ǊƻōŜǎΣ [ŜƳƻǊŜΦέ 

  άL ǇǊŜŦŜǊǊŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƴŀƪŜŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΦ 

  [ŜƳƻǊŜ ƎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŀ ǊŜǇǊƻŀŎƘŦǳƭ ƭƻƻƪΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǿƛŎƪŜŘ ǎƻǳƭΦ {ŜǇǘŀΩs robes 

ǎŎǊŜŀƳ ƻŦ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎ ŀƴŘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ŘǊŀǿ ǳƴǿŜƭŎƻƳŜ ŜȅŜǎ ƻƴǘƻ ǳǎΦέ {ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ tǊƛƴŎŜ !ŜƎƻƴΦ ά¸ƻǳ 

ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ Ƴǳǎǘ ƴŜŜŘǎ ƘƛŘŜΦέ 

  The lad did not seem appeased. The perfect prince but still half a boy for all that, with little and 

less experience of the world and all its woes. άtǊƛƴŎŜ !ŜƎƻƴΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΣ άǎƛƴŎŜ ǿŜΩǊŜ ōƻǘƘ ǎǘǳŎƪ ŀōƻŀǊŘ 

this boat, perhaps you will honor me with a game of cyvasse ǘƻ ǿƘƛƭŜ ŀǿŀȅ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǊǎΚέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜ ƎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŀ ǿŀǊȅ ƭƻƻƪΦ άL ŀƳ ǎƛŎƪ ƻŦ cyvasse.έ 

  ά{ƛŎƪ ƻŦ ƭƻǎƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀ ŘǿŀǊŦΣ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴΚέ 

  ¢Ƙŀǘ ǇǊƛŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀŘΩǎ ǇǊƛŘŜΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ƘŀŘ ƪƴƻǿƴ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘΦ άDƻ ŦŜǘŎƘ ǘƘŜ ōƻŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ ǇƛŜŎŜǎΦ 

¢Ƙƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ L ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ǎƳŀǎƘ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  They played on deck, sitting cross-legged behind the cabin. Young Griff arrayed his army for 

attack, with dragon, elephants, and heavy horse up front. ! ȅƻǳƴƎ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴΣ ŀǎ ōƻƭŘ ŀǎ ƛǘ ƛǎ 

foolish. He risks all for the quick kill. He let the prince have first move. Haldon stood behind them, 

watching the play. 

  When the prince reached for hiǎ ŘǊŀƎƻƴΣ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ŎƭŜŀǊŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘǊƻŀǘΦ άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘ ƛŦ L ǿŜǊŜ 

ȅƻǳΦ Lǘ ƛǎ ŀ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜ ǘƻ ōǊƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊ ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ƻǳǘ ǘƻƻ ǎƻƻƴΦέ IŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ƛƴƴƻŎŜƴǘƭȅΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŜ 

dangers of being over-ōƻƭŘΦέ 

  ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ Ƴȅ ǘǊǳŜ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΚέ 

  ά²ŜƭƭΣ L ǎŀǿ ƘƛƳ ǘǿƛŎŜ or thrice, but I was only ten when Robert killed him, and mine own sire 

had me hidden underneath a rock. No, I cannot claim I knew Prince Rhaegar. Not as your false father 

ŘƛŘΦ [ƻǊŘ /ƻƴƴƛƴƎǘƻƴ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜΩǎ ŘŜŀǊŜǎǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ ǿŀǎ ƘŜ ƴƻǘΚέ 

  Young Griff pusƘŜŘ ŀ ƭƻŎƪ ƻŦ ōƭǳŜ ƘŀƛǊ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǉǳƛǊŜǎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŀǘ YƛƴƎΩǎ 

[ŀƴŘƛƴƎΦέ 

  ά! ǘǊǳŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ ƻǳǊ [ƻǊŘ /ƻƴƴƛƴƎǘƻƴΦ IŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜΣ ǘƻ ǊŜƳŀƛƴ ǎƻ ŦƛŜǊŎŜƭȅ ƭƻȅŀƭ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀƴŘǎƻƴ ƻŦ 

the king who took his lands and titles and sent him into exile. A pity about that. Elsewise Prince 

wƘŀŜƎŀǊΩǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƻƴ ƘŀƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǎŀŎƪŜŘ YƛƴƎΩǎ [ŀƴŘƛƴƎΣ ǘƻ ǎŀǾŜ tǊƛƴŎŜ 

wƘŀŜƎŀǊΩǎ ǇǊŜŎƛƻǳǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎƻƴ ŦǊƻƳ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ Ǌƻȅŀƭ ōǊŀƛƴǎ ŘŀǎƘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ŀ ǿŀƭƭΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ƭŀŘ ŦƭǳǎƘŜŘΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ƳŜΦ L ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜ ǘŀƴƴŜǊΩǎ ǎƻƴ ŦǊƻƳ tƛǎǎǿŀǘŜǊ .ŜƴŘ 

whose mother died birthing him. His father sold him to Lord Varys for a jug of Arbor gold. He had other 



sons but had never tasted Arbor gold. Varys gave the Pisswater boy to my lady mother and carried me 

ŀǿŀȅΦέ 

  ά!ȅŜΦέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ƳƻǾŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜƭŜǇƘŀƴǘǎΦ ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƛǎǎǿŀǘŜǊ ǇǊƛƴŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǎŀŦŜƭȅ ŘŜŀŘΣ ǘƘŜ 

eunuch smuggled you across the narrow sea to his fat friend the cheesemonger, who hid you on a 

poleboat and found an exile lord willing to call himself your father. It does make for a splendid story, and 

ǘƘŜ ǎƛƴƎŜǊǎ ǿƛƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ŜǎŎŀǇŜ ƻƴŎŜ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ LǊƻƴ ¢ƘǊƻƴŜ Χ ŀǎǎǳƳƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƻǳǊ ŦŀƛǊ 

5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ ǘŀƪŜǎ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ŎƻƴǎƻǊǘΦέ 

  ά{ƘŜ ǿƛƭƭΦ {ƘŜ ƳǳǎǘΦέ 

  άMust?έ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ tskƛƴƎ ǎƻǳƴŘΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ǿord queens like to hear. You are her 

perfect prince, agreed, bright and bold and comely as any maid could wish. Daenerys Targaryen is no 

maid, however. She is the widow of a Dothraki khal, a mother of dragons and sacker of cities, Aegon the 

Conqueror with ǘŜŀǘǎΦ {ƘŜ Ƴŀȅ ƴƻǘ ǇǊƻǾŜ ŀǎ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǎƘΦέ 

  ά{ƘŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎΦέ tǊƛƴŎŜ !ŜƎƻƴ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ǎƘƻŎƪŜŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ Ǉƭŀƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ 

considered the possibility that his bride-to-ōŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǊŜŦǳǎŜ ƘƛƳΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƘŜǊΦέ IŜ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ Ƙƛǎ 

heavy horse and put it down with a thump. 

  ¢ƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ άL ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǎǇŜƴǘ ƘŜǊ ŎƘƛƭŘƘƻƻŘ ƛƴ ŜȄƛƭŜΣ ƛƳǇƻǾŜǊƛǎƘŜŘΣ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ƻƴ 

dreams and schemes, running from one city to the next, always fearful, never safe, friendless but for a 

brother who was by all accounts half-ƳŀŘ Χ ŀ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƘƻ ǎƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ƳŀƛŘŜƴƘƻƻŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 5ƻǘƘǊŀƪƛ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ 

promise of an army. I know that somewhere out upon the grass her dragons hatched, and so did she. I 

know she is proud. How not? What else was left her but pride? I know she is strong. How not? The 

Dothraki despise weakness. If Daenerys had been weak, she would have perished with Viserys. I know 

she is fierce. Astapor, Yunkai, and Meereen are proof enough of that. She has crossed the grasslands 

and the red waste, survived assassins and conspiracies and fell sorceries, grieved for a brother and a 

husband and a son, trod the cities of the slavers to dust beneath her dainty sandaled feet. Now, how do 

you suppose this queen will react when you turn up with your begging bowl in hand and say, ΨDƻƻŘ 

ƳƻǊǊƻǿ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΣ !ǳƴǘƛŜΦ L ŀƳ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŜǇƘŜǿΣ !ŜƎƻƴΣ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘΦ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƘƛŘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŀ 

ǇƻƭŜōƻŀǘ ŀƭƭ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻǿ LΩǾŜ ǿŀǎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōƭǳŜ ŘȅŜ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ƘŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ LΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŘǊŀƎƻƴΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ Χ ŀƴŘ 

oh, did I mention, my claim to the Iron Throne is sǘǊƻƴƎŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴΚΩ έ 

  !ŜƎƻƴΩǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ǘǿƛǎǘŜŘ ƛƴ ŦǳǊȅΦ άL ǿƛƭƭ not come to my aunt a beggar. I will come to her a 

ƪƛƴǎƳŀƴΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ ŀǊƳȅΦέ 

  ά! ǎƳŀƭƭ ŀǊƳȅΦέ ¢ƘŜǊŜΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƳŀŘŜ ƘƛƳ ƎƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ ŀƴƎǊȅΦ The dwarf could not help but think of 

Joffrey. I have a gift for angering princes. άvǳŜŜƴ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ Ƙŀǎ ŀ ƭŀǊƎŜ ƻƴŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƻ ǘƘŀƴƪǎ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦέ 

Tyrion moved his crossbows. 

  ά{ŀȅ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘΦ {ƘŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ Ƴȅ ōǊƛŘŜΣ [ƻǊŘ /ƻƴƴƛƴƎǘƻƴ ǿƛƭƭ ǎŜŜ ǘƻ ƛǘΦ L ǘǊǳǎǘ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǎ ƛŦ 

ƘŜ ǿŜǊŜ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ōƭƻƻŘΦέ 



  άtŜǊƘŀǇǎ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ be the fool instead of me. Trust no one, my prince. Not your chainless 

maester, not your false father, not the gallant Duck nor the lovely Lemore nor these other fine friends 

who grew you from a bean. Above all, trust not the cheesemonger, nor the Spider, nor this little dragon 

ǉǳŜŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ƳŀǊǊȅΦ !ƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ƳƛǎǘǊǳǎǘ ǿƛƭƭ ǎƻǳǊ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǘƻƳŀŎƘ ŀƴŘ ƪŜŜǇ ȅƻǳ ŀǿŀƪŜ ōȅ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ Ωǘƛǎ 

ǘǊǳŜΣ ōǳǘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƴƎ ǎƭŜŜǇ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ ŜƴŘΦέ ¢ƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦ ǇǳǎƘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ōƭŀŎƪ ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ŀ 

ǊŀƴƎŜ ƻŦ ƳƻǳƴǘŀƛƴǎΦ ά.ǳǘ ǿƘat do I know? Your false father is a great lord, and I am just some twisted 

ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƳƻƴƪŜȅ ƳŀƴΦ {ǘƛƭƭΣ LΩŘ Řƻ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘƭȅΦέ 

  ¢Ƙŀǘ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅΩǎ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴΦ άIƻǿ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘƭȅΚέ 

  άLŦ L ǿŜǊŜ ȅƻǳΚ L ǿƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ ǿŜǎǘ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ŜŀǎǘΦ [ŀƴŘ ƛƴ 5ƻǊƴŜ ŀƴŘ ǊŀƛǎŜ my banners. The Seven 

Kingdoms will never be more ripe for conquest than they are right now. A boy king sits the Iron Throne. 

¢ƘŜ ƴƻǊǘƘ ƛǎ ƛƴ ŎƘŀƻǎΣ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊƭŀƴŘǎ ŀ ŘŜǾŀǎǘŀǘƛƻƴΣ ŀ ǊŜōŜƭ ƘƻƭŘǎ {ǘƻǊƳΩǎ 9ƴŘ ŀƴŘ 5ǊŀƎƻƴǎǘƻƴŜΦ ²ƘŜƴ 

winter comes, the realm will starve. And who remains to deal with all of this, who rules the little king 

who rules the Seven Kingdoms? Why, my own sweet sister. There is no one else. My brother, Jaime, 

ǘƘƛǊǎǘǎ ŦƻǊ ōŀǘǘƭŜΣ ƴƻǘ ŦƻǊ ǇƻǿŜǊΦ IŜΩǎ Ǌǳƴ ŦǊƻƳ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ƘŜΩǎ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǊǳƭŜΦ aȅ uncle Kevan would 

make a passably good regent if someone pressed the duty on him, but he will never reach for it. The 

ƎƻŘǎ ǎƘŀǇŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜǊΣ ƴƻǘ ŀ ƭŜŀŘŜǊΦέ Well, the gods and my lord father. άaŀŎŜ ¢ȅǊŜƭƭ ǿƻǳƭŘ 

grasp the sceptre gladly, but mine own kin are not like to step aside and give it to him. And everyone 

hates Stannis. Who does that leave? Why, only Cersei. 

  ά²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎ ƛǎ ǘƻǊƴ ŀƴŘ ōƭŜŜŘƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ L Řƻ ƴƻǘ Řƻǳōǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƴƻǿ Ƴȅ ǎǿŜŜǘ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ƛǎ ōƛƴŘƛƴƎ ǳǇ 

ǘƘŜ ǿƻǳƴŘǎ Χ ǿƛǘƘ ǎŀƭǘΦ /ŜǊǎŜƛ ƛǎ ŀǎ gentle as King Maegor, as selfless as Aegon the Unworthy, as wise as 

Mad Aerys. She never forgets a slight, real or imagined. She takes caution for cowardice and dissent for 

ŘŜŦƛŀƴŎŜΦ !ƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƛǎ ƎǊŜŜŘȅΦ DǊŜŜŘȅ ŦƻǊ ǇƻǿŜǊΣ ŦƻǊ ƘƻƴƻǊΣ ŦƻǊ ƭƻǾŜΦ ¢ƻƳƳŜƴΩǎ ǊǳƭŜ is bolstered by all of 

the alliances that my lord father built so carefully, but soon enough she will destroy them, every one. 

Land and raise your banners, and men will flock to your cause. Lords great and small, and smallfolk too. 

But do not wait too long, my prince. The moment will not last. The tide that lifts you now will soon 

recede. Be certain you reach Westeros before my sister falls and someone more competent takes her 

ǇƭŀŎŜΦέ 

  ά.ǳǘΣέ tǊƛƴŎŜ !ŜƎƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ άǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ŘǊŀƎƻƴǎΣ Ƙƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǿŜ ƘƻǇŜ ǘƻ ǿƛƴΚέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ Řƻ ƴƻǘ need ǘƻ ǿƛƴΣέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ ά!ƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ƛǎ ǊŀƛǎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ōŀƴƴŜǊǎΣ Ǌŀƭƭȅ ȅƻǳǊ 

ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘŜǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƘƻƭŘΣ ǳƴǘƛƭ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ ŀǊǊƛǾŜǎ ǘƻ Ƨƻƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊǎΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƘŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƳŜΦέ 

  άtŜǊƘŀǇǎ L ƻǾŜǊǎǘŀǘŜŘΦ {ƘŜ Ƴŀȅ ǘŀƪŜ Ǉƛǘȅ ƻƴ ȅƻǳ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ōŜƎƎƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘΦέ ¢ƘŜ 

ŘǿŀǊŦ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǿŀƎŜǊ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƘǊƻƴŜ ǳǇƻƴ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ǿƘƛƳΚ Dƻ ǘƻ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ Χ 

ah, then you are a rebel, not a beggar. Bold, reckless, a true scion of House Targaryen, walking in the 

footsteps of Aegon the Conqueror. A dragon. 



  άL ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳΣ L ƪƴƻǿ ƻǳǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǉǳŜŜƴΦ [Ŝǘ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ wƘŀŜƎŀǊΩs murdered son is still 

alive, that this brave boy has raised the dragon standard of her forebears in Westeros once more, that 

he is fighting a desperate war to avenge his father and reclaim the Iron Throne for House Targaryen, 

hard-ǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ƻƴ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǎƛŘŜ Χ and she will fly to your side as fast as wind and water can carry her. You 

are the last of her line, and this Mother of Dragons, this Breaker of Chains, is above all a rescuer. The girl 

who drowned the slaver cities in blood rather than leave strangers to their chains can scarcely abandon 

ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎƻƴ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘƻǳǊ ƻŦ ǇŜǊƛƭΦ !ƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜǎ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƳŜŜǘǎ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ 

time, you will meet as equals, man and woman, not queen and supplicant. How can she help but love 

you then, I ask you?έ {ƳƛƭƛƴƎΣ ƘŜ ǎŜƛȊŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŘǊŀƎƻƴΣ ŦƭŜǿ ƛǘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ōƻŀǊŘΦ άL ƘƻǇŜ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜ ǿƛƭƭ 

ǇŀǊŘƻƴ ƳŜΦ ¸ƻǳǊ ƪƛƴƎ ƛǎ ǘǊŀǇǇŜŘΦ 5ŜŀǘƘ ƛƴ ŦƻǳǊΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ōƻŀǊŘΦ άaȅ ŘǊŀƎƻƴτέ 

  άτis too far away to save you. You should have moved her to the cenǘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘǘƭŜΦέ 

  ά.ǳǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀƛŘτέ 

  άL ƭƛŜŘΦ Trust no one. !ƴŘ ƪŜŜǇ ȅƻǳǊ ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ŎƭƻǎŜΦέ 

  Young Griff jerked to his feet and kicked over the board. Cyvasse pieces flew in all directions, 

bouncing and rolling across the deck of the Shy Maid. άtƛŎƪ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǳǇΣέ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜŘΦ 

  He may well be a Targaryen after all. άLŦ ƛǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΦέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ Ǝƻǘ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ 

knees and began to crawl about the deck, gathering up pieces. 

  It was close to dusk when Yandry and Ysilla returned to the Shy Maid. A porter trotted at their 

heels, pushing a wheelbarrow heaped high with provisions: salt and flour, fresh-churned butter, slabs of 

bacon wrapped in linen, sacks of oranges, apples, and pears. Yandry had a wine cask on one shoulder, 

while Ysilla had slung a pike over hers. The fish was as large as Tyrion. 

  When she saw the dwarf standing at the end of the gangplank, Ysilla stopped so suddenly that 

Yandry blundered into her, and the pike almost slid off her back into the river. Duck helped her rescue it. 

Ysilla glared at Tyrion and made a peculiar stabbing gesture with three of her fingers. A sign to ward off 

evil. ά[Ŝǘ ƳŜ ƘŜƭǇ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ŦƛǎƘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ 5ǳŎƪΦ 

  άbƻΣέ ¸ǎƛƭƭŀ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΦ ά{ǘŀȅ ŀǿŀȅΦ ¢ƻǳŎƘ ƴƻ ŦƻƻŘ ōŜǎƛŘŜǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƻŘ ȅƻǳ Ŝŀǘ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΦέ 

  The ŘǿŀǊŦ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ōƻǘƘ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ ά!ǎ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘΦέ 

  ¸ŀƴŘǊȅ ǘƘǳƳǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŜ Ŏŀǎƪ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǎƪΦ ά²ƘŜǊŜΩǎ DǊƛŦŦΚέ ƘŜ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘ ƻŦ IŀƭŘƻƴΦ 

  ά!ǎƭŜŜǇΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜƴ ǊƻǳǎŜ ƘƛƳΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƛŘƛƴƎǎ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜǎǘ ƘŜŀǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǎ ƻƴ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ƛƴ 

Selhorys. They say she still sits in Meereen, sore beset. If the talk in the markets can be believed, Old 

±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎ ǿƛƭƭ ǎƻƻƴ Ƨƻƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƘŜǊΦέ 



  IŀƭŘƻƴ ǇǳǊǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇǎΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƎƻǎǎƛǇ ƻŦ ŦƛǎƘƳƻƴƎŜǊǎ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǊŜƭƛŜŘ ƻƴΦ {ǘƛƭƭΣ L ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ DǊƛŦŦ ǿƛƭƭ 

want to hear. You kƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ƘŜ ƛǎΦέ ¢ƘŜ IŀƭŦƳŀŜǎǘŜǊ ǿŜƴǘ ōŜƭƻǿΦ 

  The girl never started for the west. No doubt she had good reasons. Between Meereen and 

Volantis lay five hundred leagues of deserts, mountains, swamps, and ruins, plus Mantarys with its 

sinister repute. A city of monsters, they say, but if she marches overland, where else is she to turn for 

ŦƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŜǊΚ ¢ƘŜ ǎŜŀ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǎǿƛŦǘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǇǎ Χ 

  By the time Griff appeared on deck, the pike was spitting and sizzling over the brazier whilst 

Ysilla hovered over it with a lemon, squeezing. The sellsword wore his mail and wolfskin cloak, soft 

leather gloves, dark woolen breeches. If he was surprised to see Tyrion awake, he gave no sign beyond 

his customary scowl. He took Yandry back to the tiller, where they spoke in low voices, too quietly for 

the dwarf to hear. 

  Cƛƴŀƭƭȅ DǊƛŦŦ ōŜŎƪƻƴŜŘ ǘƻ IŀƭŘƻƴΦ ά²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǊǳƳƻǊǎΦ Dƻ ŀǎƘƻǊŜ ŀƴŘ 

learn what you can. Qavo will know, if you can find him. Try the Riverman and the Painted Turtle. You 

ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƛǎ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇƭŀŎŜǎΦέ 

  ά!ȅŜΦ LΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ CƻǳǊ ŜŀǊǎ ƘŜŀǊ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǘǿƻΦ !ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ vŀǾƻ ƛǎ 

about his cyvasse.έ 

  ά!ǎ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǎƘΦ .Ŝ ōŀŎƪ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴ ŎƻƳŜǎ ǳǇΦ LŦ ŦƻǊ ŀƴȅ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŘŜƭŀȅŜŘΣ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǿŀȅ 

to the GolŘŜƴ /ƻƳǇŀƴȅΦέ 

  Spoken like a lord. Tyrion kept the thought to himself. 

  Haldon donned a hooded cloak, and Tyrion shed his homemade motley for something drab and 

ƎǊŜȅΦ DǊƛŦŦ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ŜŀŎƘ ŀ ǇǳǊǎŜ ƻŦ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ LƭƭȅǊƛƻΩǎ ŎƘŜǎǘǎΦ ά¢ƻ ƭƻƻǎŜƴ ǘƻƴƎǳŜǎΦέ 

  Dusk was giving way to darkness as they made their way along the riverfront. Some of the ships 

they passed appeared deserted, their gangplanks drawn up. Others crawled with armed men who eyed 

them with suspicion. Under the town walls, parchment lanterns had been lit above the stalls, throwing 

Ǉƻƻƭǎ ƻŦ ŎƻƭƻǊŜŘ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻōōƭŜŘ ǇŀǘƘΦ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ŀǎ IŀƭŘƻƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƎǊŜŜƴΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǊŜŘΣ 

then purple. Under the cacophony of foreign tongues, he heard queer music playing from somewhere 

up ahead, a thin high fluting accompanied by drums. A dog was barking too, behind them. 

  !ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻǊŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƻǳǘΦ wƛǾŜǊ ƻǊ ǎŜŀΣ ŀ ǇƻǊǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǇƻǊǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŜǊŜǾŜǊ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǎŀƛƭƻǊǎΣ ȅƻǳΩŘ 

find whores. Is that what my father meant? Is that where whores go, to the sea? 

  The whƻǊŜǎ ƻŦ [ŀƴƴƛǎǇƻǊǘ ŀƴŘ YƛƴƎΩǎ [ŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǿŜǊŜ ŦǊŜŜ ǿƻƳŜƴΦ ¢ƘŜƛǊ ǎƛǎǘŜǊǎ ƻŦ {ŜƭƘƻǊȅǎ ǿŜǊŜ 

slaves, their bondage indicated by the tears tattooed beneath their right eyes. Old as sin and twice as 

ugly, the lot of them. It was almost enough to put a man off whoring. Tyrion felt their eyes upon them as 

he waddled by, and heard them whispering to one another and giggling behind their hands. You would 

think they had never seen a dwarf before. 



  A squad of Volantene spearmen stood guard at the river gate. Torch-light gleamed off the steel 

Ŏƭŀǿǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƧǳǘǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƎŀǳƴǘƭŜǘǎΦ ¢ƘŜƛǊ ƘŜƭƳǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƛƎŜǊΩǎ ƳŀǎƪǎΣ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎŜǎ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ƳŀǊƪŜŘ ōȅ 

green stripes tattooed across both cheeks. The slave soldiers of Volantis were fiercely proud of their 

tiger stripes, Tyrion knew. Do they yearn for freedom? he wondered. What would they do if this child 

queen bestowed it on them? What are they, if not tigers? What am I, if not a lion? 

  One of the tigers spied the dwarf and said something that made the others laugh. As they 

reached the gate, he pulled off his clawed gauntlet and the sweaty glove beneath, locked one arm 

ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦΩǎ ƴŜŎƪΣ ŀƴŘ ǊƻǳƎƘƭȅ ǊǳōōŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ǘƻƻ ǎǘŀǊǘƭŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜǎƛǎǘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ƛƴ 

ŀ ƘŜŀǊǘōŜŀǘΦ ά²ŀǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘΚέ ƘŜ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘ ƻŦ ǘhe Halfmaester. 

  άIŜ ǎŀȅǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ƎƻƻŘ ƭǳŎƪ ǘƻ Ǌǳō ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ŀ ŘǿŀǊŦΣέ IŀƭŘƻƴ ǎŀƛŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƴ ŜȄŎƘŀƴƎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ 

guard in his own tongue. 

  ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ŦƻǊŎŜŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΦ ά¢Ŝƭƭ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ŜǾŜƴ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƭǳŎƪ ǘƻ ǎǳŎƪ ƻƴ ŀ 

ŘǿŀǊŦΩǎ ŎƻŎƪΦέ 

  ά.Ŝǎǘ ƴƻǘΦ ¢ƛƎŜǊǎ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƘŀǊǇ ǘŜŜǘƘΦέ 

  A different guard motioned them through the gate, waving a torch at them impatiently. Haldon 

Halfmaester led the way into Selhorys proper, with Tyrion waddling warily at his heels. 

  A great square opened up before them. Even at this hour, it was crowded and noisy and ablaze 

with light. Lanterns swung from iron chains above the doors of inns and pleasure houses, but within the 

gates, they were made of colored glass, not parchment. To their right a nightfire burned outside a 

temple of red stone. A priest in scarlet robes stood on the temple balcony, haranguing the small crowd 

that had gathered around the flames. Elsewhere, travelers sat playing cyvasse in front of an inn, drunken 

soldiers wandered in and out of what was obviously a brothel, a woman beat a mule outside a stable. A 

two-wheeled cart went rumbling past them, pulled by a white dwarf elephant. This is another world, 

thought Tyrion, but not so different from the world I know. 

  The square was dominated by a white marble statue of a headless man in impossibly ornate 

ŀǊƳƻǊΣ ŀǎǘǊƛŘŜ ŀ ǿŀǊƘƻǊǎŜ ǎƛƳƛƭŀǊƭȅ ŀǊǊŀȅŜŘΦ ά²Ƙƻ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŀǘ ōŜΚέ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΦ 

  ά¢ǊƛŀǊŎƘ IƻǊƻƴƴƻΦ ! ±ƻƭŀƴǘŜƴŜ ƘŜǊƻ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ /ŜƴǘǳǊȅ ƻŦ .ƭƻƻŘΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀǎ ǘǊƛŀǊŎƘ 

every year for forty years, until he wearied of elections and declared himself triarch for life. The 

Volantenes were not amused. He was put to death soon after. Tied between two elephants and torn in 

ƘŀƭŦΦέ 

  άIƛǎ ǎǘŀǘǳŜ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƻ ƭŀŎƪ ŀ ƘŜŀŘΦέ 

  άIŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǘƛƎŜǊΦ ²Ƙen the elephants came to power, their followers went on a rampage, 

ƪƴƻŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀŘǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǘǳŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ōƭŀƳŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊǎ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŀǘƘǎΦέ IŜ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƎŜΦ /ƻƳŜΣ ǿŜΩŘ ōŜǎǘ ƘŜŀǊ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǇǊƛŜǎǘ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŀōƻǳǘΦ L ǎǿŜŀǊ L heard the 

ƴŀƳŜ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎΦέ 



  Across the square they joined the growing throng outside the red temple. With the locals 

towering above him on every hand, the little man found it hard to see much beyond their arses. He 

could hear most every word the priest waǎ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ƘŜ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘƻƻŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ 

ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƛǎ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ IŀƭŘƻƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ /ƻƳƳƻƴ ¢ƻƴƎǳŜΦ 

  άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ƛŦ L ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŘǿŀǊŦ ǇƛǇƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ŜŀǊΦέ 

  άL Řƻ ƴƻǘ pipe.έ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳǎ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘƛƳΣ ǎǘǳdying the faces of the men 

and women who had stopped to listen. Everywhere he turned, he saw tattoos. Slaves. Four of every five 

of them are slaves. 

  ά¢ƘŜ ǇǊƛŜǎǘ ƛǎ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ±ƻƭŀƴǘŜƴŜǎ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǿŀǊΣέ ǘƘŜ IŀƭŦƳŀŜǎǘŜǊ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΣ άōǳǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜ 

of rigƘǘΣ ŀǎ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘ ƻŦ [ƛƎƘǘΣ wΩƘƭƭƻǊ ǿƘƻ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǎ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƎƘǘǎ ŜǘŜǊƴŀƭƭȅ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ 

the darkness. Nyessos and Malaquo have turned away from the light, he says, their hearts darkened by 

the yellow harpies from the east. He says Χέ 

  άDragons. I understood that word. He said dragons.έ 

  ά!ȅŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ŘǊŀƎƻƴǎ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ŎŀǊǊȅ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ƎƭƻǊȅΦέ 

  άIŜǊΦ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎΚέ 

  IŀƭŘƻƴ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ ά.ŜƴŜǊǊƻ Ƙŀǎ ǎŜƴǘ ŦƻǊǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ ŦǊƻƳ ±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎΦ IŜǊ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŦǳƭŦƛƭƭƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ 

an ancient prophecy. From smoke and salt was she born to make the world anew. She is Azor Ahai 

ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ Χ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ǘǊƛǳƳǇƘ ƻǾŜǊ ŘŀǊƪƴŜǎǎ ǿƛƭƭ ōǊƛƴƎ ŀ ǎǳƳƳŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŜƴŘ Χ ŘŜŀǘƘ ƛǘǎŜƭŦ ǿƛƭƭ 

bend its knee, and all those who die fighting in her cause shall be reborn Χέ 

  ά5ƻ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ǊŜōƻǊƴ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǎŀƳŜ ōƻŘȅΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎǊƻǿŘ ǿŀǎ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘƛŎƪŜǊΦ IŜ 

ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦŜŜƭ ǘƘŜƳ ǇǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ ά²Ƙƻ ƛǎ .ŜƴŜǊǊƻΚέ 

  IŀƭŘƻƴ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ŀƴ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿΦ άIƛƎƘ tǊƛŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŘ ǘŜƳǇƭŜ ƛƴ ±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎΦ CƭŀƳŜ ƻŦ ¢ǊǳǘƘΣ [ƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ 

Wisdom, First Servant of thŜ [ƻǊŘ ƻŦ [ƛƎƘǘΣ {ƭŀǾŜ ƻŦ wΩƘƭƭƻǊΦέ 

  The only red priest Tyrion had ever known was Thoros of Myr, the portly, genial, wine-stained 

ǊƻƛǎǘŜǊŜǊ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ƭƻƛǘŜǊŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ wƻōŜǊǘΩǎ ŎƻǳǊǘ ǎǿƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ŦƛƴŜǎǘ ǾƛƴǘŀƎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŜǘǘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǎǿƻǊŘ 

on fire for mêléesΦ άDƛǾŜ ƳŜ ǇǊƛŜǎǘǎ ǿƘƻ ŀǊŜ Ŧŀǘ ŀƴŘ ŎƻǊǊǳǇǘ ŀƴŘ ŎȅƴƛŎŀƭΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ IŀƭŘƻƴΣ άǘƘŜ ǎƻǊǘ ǿƘƻ 

ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ǎƛǘ ƻƴ ǎƻŦǘ ǎŀǘƛƴ ŎǳǎƘƛƻƴǎΣ ƴƛōōƭŜ ǎǿŜŜǘƳŜŀǘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘŘƭŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƻȅǎΦ LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜǎ ǿƘƻ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛƴ 

ƎƻŘǎ ǿƘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜΦέ 

  άLǘ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ǳǎŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ǘƻ ƻǳǊ ŀŘǾŀƴǘŀƎŜΦ L ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ Ƴŀȅ ŦƛƴŘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊǎΦέ 

Haldon led them past the headless hero to where a big stone inn fronted on the square. The ridged shell 

of some immense turtle hung above its door, painted in garish colors. Inside a hundred dim red candles 

burned like distant stars. The air was fragrant with the smell of roasted meat and spices, and a slave girl 

with a turtle on one cheek was pouring pale green wine. 

  IŀƭŘƻƴ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊǿŀȅΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜΦ ¢ƘƻǎŜ ǘǿƻΦέ 



  In the alcove two men sat over a carved stone cyvasse table, squinting at their pieces by the 

light of a red candle. One was gaunt and sallow, with thinning black hair and a blade of a nose. The other 

was wide of shoulder and round of belly, with corkscrew ringlets tumbling past his collar. Neither 

ŘŜƛƎƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƎŀƳŜ ǳƴǘƛƭ IŀƭŘƻƴ ŘǊŜǿ ǳǇ ŀ ŎƘŀƛǊ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άaȅ ŘǿŀǊŦ 

plays better cyvasse ǘƘŀƴ ōƻǘƘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳōƛƴŜŘΦέ 

  The bigger man raised his eyes to gaze at the intruders in distaste and said something in the 

ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ƻŦ hƭŘ ±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎΣ ǘƻƻ Ŧŀǎǘ ŦƻǊ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǘƻ ƘƻǇŜ ǘƻ ŦƻƭƭƻǿΦ ¢ƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƴŜǊ ƻƴŜ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŀƛǊΦ άLǎ 

ƘŜ ŦƻǊ ǎŀƭŜΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ /ƻƳƳƻƴ ¢ƻƴƎǳŜ ƻŦ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǘǊƛŀǊŎƘΩǎ ƎǊƻǘŜǎǉǳŜǊƛŜ ƛǎ ƛƴ ƴŜŜŘ ƻŦ ŀ 

cyvasse-ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ŘǿŀǊŦΦέ 

  ά¸ƻƭƭƻ ƛǎ ƴƻ ǎƭŀǾŜΦέ 

  ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀ ǇƛǘȅΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǘƘƛƴ Ƴŀƴ ǎƘƛŦǘŜŘ ŀƴ ƻƴȅȄ ŜƭŜǇƘŀƴǘΦ 

  Across the cyvasse table, the man behind the alabaster army pursed his lips in disapproval. He 

moved his heavy horse. 

  ά! ōƭǳƴŘŜǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ Ǉƭŀȅ Ƙƛǎ ǇŀǊǘΦ άWǳǎǘ ǎƻΣέ ǘƘŜ ǘhin man said. He answered 

with his own heavy horse. A flurry of quick moves followed, until finally the thin man smiled and said, 

ά5ŜŀǘƘΣ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦέ 

  The big man glowered at the board, then rose and growled something in his own tongue. His 

opponent laughŜŘΦ ά/ƻƳŜ ƴƻǿΦ ¢ƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ ǎǘƛƴƪ ŀǎ ōŀŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŀǘΦέ IŜ ōŜŎƪƻƴŜŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ 

ǘƘŜ ŜƳǇǘȅ ŎƘŀƛǊΦ ά¦Ǉ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΣ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƳŀƴΦ tǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǿƛƭƭ ǎŜŜ Ƙƻǿ ǿŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ Ǉƭŀȅ 

ǘƘŜ ƎŀƳŜΦέ 

  Which game? Tyrion might have asked. He climbed onto ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƛǊΦ άL Ǉƭŀȅ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ Ŧǳƭƭ ōŜƭƭȅ 

ŀƴŘ ŀ ŎǳǇ ƻŦ ǿƛƴŜ ǘƻ ƘŀƴŘΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǘƘƛƴ Ƴŀƴ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƻōƭƛƎƛƴƎƭȅ ŀƴŘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎƭŀǾŜ ƎƛǊƭ ǘƻ ŦŜǘŎƘ ǘƘŜƳ 

food and drink. 

  IŀƭŘƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¢ƘŜ ƴƻōƭŜ vŀǾƻ bƻƎŀǊȅǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǎǘƻƳǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊ ƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ {ŜƭƘƻǊȅǎΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ once 

defeated him at cyvasse.έ 

  ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘƻƻŘΦ άtŜǊƘŀǇǎ L ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƳƻǊŜ ŦƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜΦέ IŜ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǇǳǊǎŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀŎƪŜŘ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ 

coins beside the board, one atop another until finally Qavo smiled. 

  As each of them was setting up his pieces behind the cyvasse ǎŎǊŜŜƴΣ IŀƭŘƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƴŜǿǎ 

ŦǊƻƳ ŘƻǿƴǊƛǾŜǊΚ ²ƛƭƭ ƛǘ ōŜ ǿŀǊΚέ 

  vŀǾƻ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΩƛ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƛǘ ǎƻΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǎǘȅƭŜ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ǘƘŜ ²ƛǎŜ aŀǎǘŜǊǎΦ hŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

wisdom I cannot speak, but they do not lack for cunning. Their envoy came to us with chests of gold and 

gems and two hundred slaves, nubile girls and smooth-skinned boys trained in the way of the seven 

ǎƛƎƘǎΦ L ŀƳ ǘƻƭŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŀǎǘǎ ŀǊŜ ƳŜƳƻǊŀōƭŜ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƛōŜǎ ƭŀǾƛǎƘΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ¸ǳƴƪƛǎƘƳŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ōƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǘǊƛŀǊŎƘǎΚέ 



  άhƴƭȅ bȅŜǎǎƻǎΦέ vŀǾƻ ǊŜƳƻǾŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǳŘƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΩǎ ŀǊƳȅΦ 

άaŀƭŀǉǳƻ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻǘƘƭŜǎǎΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ƛǎ ŀ ǘƛƎŜǊ ǎǘƛƭƭΣ ŀƴŘ 5ƻƴƛǇƘƻǎ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀǎ ǘǊƛŀǊŎƘΦ 

¢ƘŜ Ŏƛǘȅ ǘƘƛǊǎǘǎ ŦƻǊ ǿŀǊΦέ 

  ά²ƘȅΚέ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΦ άaŜŜǊŜŜƴ ƛǎ ƭƻƴƎ ƭŜŀƎǳŜǎ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǎŜa. How has this sweet child 

ǉǳŜŜƴ ƻŦŦŜƴŘŜŘ hƭŘ ±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎΚέ 

  ά{ǿŜŜǘΚέ vŀǾƻ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ άLŦ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŀƭŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ŦǊƻƳ {ƭŀǾŜǊΩǎ .ŀȅ ŀǊŜ ǘǊǳŜΣ ǘƘƛǎ 

child is a monster. They say that she is blood-thirsty, that those who speak against her are impaled on 

spikes to die lingering deaths. They say she is a sorceress who feeds her dragons on the flesh of newborn 

babes, an oathbreaker who mocks the gods, breaks truces, threatens envoys, and turns on those who 

have served her loyally. They say her lust cannot be sated, that she mates with men, women, eunuchs, 

even dogs and children, and woe betide the lover who fails to satisfy her. She gives her body to men to 

ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎƻǳƭǎ ƛƴ ǘƘǊŀƭƭΦέ 

  Oh, good, thought Tyrion. If she gives her body to me, she is welcome to my soul, small and 

stunted though it is. 

  ά¢ƘŜȅ ǎŀȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ IŀƭŘƻƴΦ ά.ȅ they, you mean the slavers, the exiles she drove from Astapor and 

aŜŜǊŜŜƴΦ aŜǊŜ ŎŀƭǳƳƴƛŜǎΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ŎŀƭǳƳƴƛŜǎ ŀǊŜ ǎǇƛŎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘǊǳǘƘΣέ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘ vŀǾƻΣ άōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ǘǊǳŜ ǎƛƴ Ŏŀnnot be 

denied. This arrogant child has taken it upon herself to smash the slave trade, but that traffic was never 

ŎƻƴŦƛƴŜŘ ǘƻ {ƭŀǾŜǊΩǎ .ŀȅΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀ ƻŦ ǘǊŀŘŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǇŀƴƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ǉǳŜŜƴ 

has clouded the water. Behind the Black Wall, lords of ancient blood sleep poorly, listening as their 

kitchen slaves sharpen their long knives. Slaves grow our food, clean our streets, teach our young. They 

guard our walls, row our galleys, fight our battles. And now when they look east, they see this young 

queen shining from afar, this breaker of chains. The Old Blood cannot suffer that. Poor men hate her 

too. Even the vilest beggar stands higher than a slave. This dragon queen would rob him of that 

ŎƻƴǎƻƭŀǘƛƻƴΦέ 

  Tyrion advanced his spearmen. Qavo replied with his light horse. Tyrion moved his 

ŎǊƻǎǎōƻǿƳŜƴ ǳǇ ŀ ǎǉǳŀǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¢ƘŜ ǊŜŘ ǇǊƛŜǎǘ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŦƛƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ 

ǘƘƛǎ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ǉǳŜŜƴΣ ƴƻǘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƘŜǊΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ǊŜŘ ǇǊƛŜǎǘǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǿƛǎŜ ǘƻ ƘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǘƻƴƎǳŜǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ vŀǾƻ bƻƎŀǊȅǎΦ ά!ƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƘŜǊŜ Ƙŀǎ 

ōŜŜƴ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ ǿƻǊǎƘƛǇ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƎƻŘǎΦ .ŜƴŜǊǊƻΩǎ ǊŀƴǘƛƴƎǎ ǿƛƭƭ ƻƴƭȅ 

ǎŜǊǾŜ ǘƻ ōǊƛƴƎ ŀ ǎŀǾŀƎŜ ǿǊŀǘƘ Řƻǿƴ ǳǇƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦέ 

  ά²Ƙŀǘ ǊŀƴǘƛƴƎǎΚέ ǘƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǘƻȅƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ǊŀōōƭŜΦ 

  The VolantenŜ ǿŀǾŜŘ ŀ ƘŀƴŘΦ άLƴ ±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎΣ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘǎ ƻŦ ǎƭŀǾŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŦǊŜŜŘƳŜƴ ŎǊƻǿŘ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƳǇƭŜ 

plaza every night to hear Benerro shriek of bleeding stars and a sword of fire that will cleanse the world. 

He has been preaching that Volantis will surely burn if the triarchs take up arms against the silver 

ǉǳŜŜƴΦέ 



  ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ǇǊƻǇƘŜŎȅ ŜǾŜƴ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜΦ !ƘΣ ǎǳǇǇŜǊΦέ 

  Supper was a plate of roasted goat served on a bed of sliced onions. The meat was spiced and 

fragrant, charred outside and red and juicy within. Tyrion plucked at a piece. It was so hot it burned his 

fingers, but so good he could not help but reach for another chunk. He washed it down with the pale 

ƎǊŜŜƴ ±ƻƭŀƴǘŜƴŜ ƭƛǉǳƻǊΣ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƻǎŜǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜΩŘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǿƛƴŜ ŦƻǊ ŀƎŜǎΦ ά±ŜǊȅ ƎƻƻŘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǇƭǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ Ƙƛǎ 

ŘǊŀƎƻƴΦ ά¢ƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ǇƻǿŜǊŦǳƭ ǇƛŜŎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƎŀƳŜΣέ ƘŜ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǊŜƳƻǾŜŘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ vŀǾƻΩǎ ŜƭŜǇƘŀƴǘǎΦ 

ά!ƴŘ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ ¢ŀǊƎŀǊȅŜƴ Ƙŀǎ ǘƘǊŜŜΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǎŀƛŘΦέ 

  ά¢ƘǊŜŜΣέ vŀǾƻ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘΣ άŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘǊƛŎŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ŜƴŜƳƛŜǎΦ DǊŀȊŘŀƴ Ƴƻ 9ǊŀȊ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ 

only envoy sent out from the Yellow City. When the Wise Masters move against Meereen, the legions of 

bŜǿ DƘƛǎ ǿƛƭƭ ŦƛƎƘǘ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜƳΦ ¢ƻƭƻǎƛΦ 9ƭȅǊƛŀƴǎΦ 9ǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ 5ƻǘƘǊŀƪƛΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ 5ƻǘƘǊŀƪƛ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ƎŀǘŜǎΣέ IŀƭŘƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ άYƘŀƭ tƻƴƻΦέ vŀǾƻ ǿŀǾŜŘ ŀ ǇŀƭŜ ƘŀƴŘ 

in dismissal. ά¢ƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜƭƻǊŘǎ ŎƻƳŜΣ ǿŜ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ƎƛŦǘǎΣ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜƭƻǊŘǎ ƎƻΦέ IŜ ƳƻǾŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀǘŀǇǳƭǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ 

ŎƭƻǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΩǎ ŀƭŀōŀǎǘŜǊ ŘǊŀƎƻƴΣ ǊŜƳƻǾŜŘ ƛǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōƻŀǊŘΦ 

  ¢ƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƭŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦ ƘŜƭŘ ƻƴ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŘƻȊŜƴ ƳƻǾŜǎΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ Ƙŀǎ Ŏƻme for 

ōƛǘǘŜǊ ǘŜŀǊǎΣέ vŀǾƻ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǘ ƭŀǎǘΣ ǎŎƻƻǇƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǇƛƭŜ ƻŦ ǎƛƭǾŜǊΦ ά!ƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƎŀƳŜΚέ 

  άbƻ ƴŜŜŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ IŀƭŘƻƴΦ άaȅ ŘǿŀǊŦ Ƙŀǎ ƘŀŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜǎǎƻƴ ƛƴ ƘǳƳƛƭƛǘȅΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ ƛǎ ōŜǎǘ ǿŜ ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ 

ƻǳǊ ōƻŀǘΦέ 

  Outside in the square, the nightfire was still burning, but the priest was gone and the crowd was 

long dispersed. The glow of candles glimmered from the windows of the brothel. From inside came the 

ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻŦ ǿƻƳŜƴΩǎ ƭŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƛǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ȅƻǳƴƎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΦ άvŀǾƻ Ƴŀȅ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻƭŘ ǳǎ 

everything. And ǿƘƻǊŜǎ ƘŜŀǊ ƳǳŎƘ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǊŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜΦέ 

  ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǎƻ ōŀŘƭȅΣ ¸ƻƭƭƻΚέ 

  ά! Ƴŀƴ ƎǊƻǿǎ ǿŜŀǊȅ ƻŦ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ƴƻ ƭƻǾŜǊǎ ōǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎΦέ Selhorys may be where whores go. 

Tysha might be in there even now, with tears tattooed upon her cheek. άL ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŘǊƻǿƴŜŘΦ ! Ƴŀƴ ƴŜŜŘǎ 

ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘΦ .ŜǎƛŘŜǎΣ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ Ƴȅ ǇǊƛŎƪ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘƻƴŜΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ IŀƭŦƳŀŜǎǘŜǊ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ άL ǿƛƭƭ ǿŀƛǘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŀǾŜǊƴ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǘŜΦ 5ƻ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ǘƻƻ ƭƻƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ 

ȅƻǳǊ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΦέ 

  άhƘΣ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ŦŜŀǊ ƻƴ ǘhat count. Most women prefer to be done with me as quickly as they 

ŎŀƴΦέ 

  The brothel was a modest one compared to those the dwarf had been wont to frequent in 

[ŀƴƴƛǎǇƻǊǘ ŀƴŘ YƛƴƎΩǎ [ŀƴŘƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇǊƻǇǊƛŜǘƻǊ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪ ŀƴȅ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƻŦ ±ƻƭŀntis, but 

he understood the clank of silver well enough and led Tyrion through an archway into a long room that 

smelled of incense, where four bored slave girls were lounging about in various states of undress. Two 

had seen at least forty namedays come and go, he guessed; the youngest was perhaps fifteen or sixteen. 



bƻƴŜ ǿŀǎ ŀǎ ƘƛŘŜƻǳǎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻǊŜǎ ƘŜΩŘ ǎŜŜƴ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘƻŎƪǎΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜȅ ŦŜƭƭ ǿŜƭƭ ǎƘƻǊǘ ƻŦ ōŜŀǳǘȅΦ 

One was plainly pregnant. Another was just fat, and sported iron rings in both her nipples. All four had 

tears tattooed beneath one eye. 

  ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƎƛǊƭ ǿƘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪǎ ǘƘŜ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ƻŦ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇǊƻǇǊƛŜǘƻǊ ǎǉǳƛƴǘŜŘΣ 

uncomprehending, so he repeated the question in High Valyrian. This time the man seemed to grasp a 

word or three aƴŘ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ƛƴ ±ƻƭŀƴǘŜƴŜΦ ά{ǳƴǎŜǘ ƎƛǊƭέ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ IŜ 

took that to mean a girl from the Sunset Kingdoms. 

  There was only one such in the house, and she was not Tysha. She had freckled cheeks and tight 

red curls upon her ƘŜŀŘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƎŀǾŜ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜ ƻŦ ŦǊŜŎƪƭŜŘ ōǊŜŀǎǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŘ ƘŀƛǊ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ƘŜǊ ƭŜƎǎΦ ά{ƘŜΩƭƭ 

ŘƻΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΣ άŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŦƭŀƎƻƴ ǘƻƻΦ wŜŘ ǿƛƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǊŜŘ ŦƭŜǎƘΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǿƘƻǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ 

ƴƻǎŜƭŜǎǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǊŜǾǳƭǎƛƻƴ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ ά5ƻ L ƻŦŦŜƴŘ ȅƻǳΣ ǎǿŜŜǘ-ling? I am an offensive creature, as my 

ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƎƭŀŘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǊƻǘǘƛƴƎΦέ 

  Though she did look Westerosi, the girl spoke not a word of the Common Tongue. Perhaps she 

was captured by some slaver as a child. Her bedchamber was small, but there was a Myrish carpet on 

the floor and a mattress stuffed with feathers in place of straw. I have seen worse. ά²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ 

ȅƻǳǊ ƴŀƳŜΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ŎǳǇ ƻŦ ǿƛƴŜ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊΦ άbƻΚέ ¢ƘŜ ǿƛƴŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎƻǳǊ ŀƴŘ 

required no translŀǘƛƻƴΦ άL ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ L ǎƘŀƭƭ ǎŜǘǘƭŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ŎǳƴǘΦέ IŜ ǿƛǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ 

ƘŀƴŘΦ άIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜǊ ōŜŘŘŜŘ ŀ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜΚ bƻǿΩǎ ŀǎ ƎƻƻŘ ŀ ǘƛƳŜ ŀǎ ŀƴȅΦ hǳǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ŀƴŘ 

ƻƴǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ōŀŎƪΣ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ȅƻǳΦ hǊ ƴƻǘΦέ 

  She looked at him uncomprehending, until he took the flagon from her hands and lifted her 

skirts up over her head. After that she understood what was required of her, though she did not prove 

the liveliest of partners. Tyrion had been so long without a woman that he spent himself inside her on 

the third thrust. 

  He rolled off feeling more ashamed than sated. This was a mistake. What a wretched creature 

LΩǾŜ ōŜŎƻƳŜΦ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ƻŦ ¢ȅǎƘŀΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎŜŜŘ ŘǊƛōōƭŜ 

out of ƘŜǊ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƘƻǊŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘΦ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿƘƻǊŜǎ ƎƻΚέ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ 

answer that one either. Her back was crisscrossed by ridges of scar tissue. This girl is as good as dead. I 

have just fucked a corpse. Even her eyes looked dead. She does not even have the strength to loathe me. 

  He needed wine. A lot of wine. He seized the flagon with both hands and raised it to his lips. The 

wine ran red. Down his throat, down his chin. It dripped from his beard and soaked the feather bed. In 

the candlelight it looked as dark as the wine that had poisoned Joffrey. When he was done he tossed the 

empty flagon aside and half-rolled and half-staggered to the floor, groping for a chamber pot. There was 

none to be found. His stomach heaved, and he found himself on his knees, retching on the carpet, that 

wonderful thick Myrish carpet, as comforting as lies. 

  The whore cried out in distress. They will blame her for this, ƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘΣ ŀǎƘŀƳŜŘΦ ά/ǳǘ ƻŦŦ Ƴȅ 

ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǘƻ YƛƴƎΩǎ [ŀƴŘƛƴƎΣέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǳǊƎŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ άMy sister will make a lady of you, and no one will 



ŜǾŜǊ ǿƘƛǇ ȅƻǳ ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΣ ǎƻ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǾŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƭŜƎǎ ŀǇŀǊǘΣ ŎǊŀǿƭŜŘ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ 

them, and took her once more. That much she could comprehend, at least. 

  Afterward the wine was done ŀƴŘ ǎƻ ǿŀǎ ƘŜΣ ǎƻ ƘŜ ǿŀŘŘŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ŎƭƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǘƻǎǎŜŘ ƛǘ ŀǘ 

the door. She took the hint and fled, leaving him alone in the darkness, sinking deeper into his feather 

bed. I am stinking drunk. He dare not close his eyes, for fear of sleep. Beyond the veil of dream, the 

Sorrows were waiting for him. Stone steps ascending endlessly, steep and slick and treacherous, and 

somewhere at the top, the Shrouded Lord. I do not want to meet the Shrouded Lord. Tyrion fumbled 

back into his clothes again and groped his way to the stair. Griff will flay me. Well, why not? If ever a 

ŘǿŀǊŦ ŘŜǎŜǊǾŜŘ ŀ ǎƪƛƴƴƛƴƎΣ LΩƳ ƘƛƳΦ 

  Halfway down the steps, he lost his footing. Somehow he managed to break his tumble with his 

hands and turn it into a clumsy thumping cartwheel. The whores in the room below looked up in 

astonishment when he landed at the foot of the steps. Tyrion rolled onto his feet and gave them a bow. 

άL ŀƳ ƳƻǊŜ ŀƎƛƭŜ ǿƘŜƴ LΩƳ ŘǊǳƴƪΦέ IŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻǇǊƛŜǘƻǊΦ άL ŦŜŀǊ L ǊǳƛƴŜŘ ȅƻǳǊ ŎŀǊǇŜǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ƴƻǘ 

to blame. [Ŝǘ ƳŜ ǇŀȅΦέ IŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ŦƛǎǘŦǳƭ ƻŦ Ŏƻƛƴǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƻǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΦ 

  άImp,έ ŀ ŘŜŜǇ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘƛƳΦ 

  In the corner of the room, a man sat in a pool of shadow, with a whore squirming on his lap. I 

never saw that girl. If I had, I would have taken her upstairs instead of freckles. She was younger than 

ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΣ ǎƭƛƳ ŀƴŘ ǇǊŜǘǘȅΣ ǿƛǘƘ ƭƻƴƎ ǎƛƭǾŜǊȅ ƘŀƛǊΦ [ȅǎŜƴƛΣ ŀǘ ŀ ƎǳŜǎǎ Χ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻǎŜ ƭŀǇ ǎƘŜ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ 

was from the Seven Kingdoms. Burly and broad-shouldered, forty if he was a day, and maybe older. Half 

his head was bald, but coarse stubble covered his cheeks and chin, and hair grew thickly down his arms, 

sprouting even from his knuckles. 

  Tyrion did not like the look of him. He liked the big black bear on his surcoat even less. Wool. 

IŜΩǎ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǿƻƻƭΣ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƘŜŀǘΦ ²Ƙƻ ŜƭǎŜ ōǳǘ ŀ ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǎƻ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƳŀŘΚ άIƻǿ ǇƭŜŀǎŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ 

ǘƘŜ /ƻƳƳƻƴ ¢ƻƴƎǳŜ ǎƻ ŦŀǊ ŦǊƻƳ ƘƻƳŜΣέ ƘŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǎŀȅΣ άōǳǘ L ŦŜŀǊ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜƴ ƳŜΦ aȅ 

name is Hugor HillΦ aŀȅ L ōǳȅ ȅƻǳ ŀ ŎǳǇ ƻŦ ǿƛƴŜΣ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΚέ 

  άLΩǾŜ ŘǊǳƴƪ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ǎƘƻǾŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǿƘƻǊŜ ŀǎƛŘŜ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜǘΦ Iƛǎ ǎǿƻǊŘ ōŜƭǘ ƘǳƴƎ 

on a peg beside him. He took it down and drew his blade. Steel whispered against leather. The whores 

were watching ŀǾƛŘƭȅΣ ŎŀƴŘƭŜƭƛƎƘǘ ǎƘƛƴƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇǊƻǇǊƛŜǘƻǊ ƘŀŘ ǾŀƴƛǎƘŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƳƛƴŜΣ 

Hugor.έ 

  Tyrion could no more outrun him than outfight him. Drunk as he was, he could not even hope to 

ƻǳǘǿƛǘ ƘƛƳΦ IŜ ǎǇǊŜŀŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΚέ 

  ά5ŜƭƛǾŜǊ ȅƻǳΣέ ǘƘŜ ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴΦέ 

  DAENERYS 
 



     Galazza Galare arrived at the Great Pyramid attended by a dozen White Graces, girls of noble 

ōƛǊǘƘ ǿƘƻ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǘƻƻ ȅƻǳƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŜǊǾŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ȅŜŀǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƳǇƭŜΩǎ ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜ ƎŀǊŘŜƴǎΦ They made for 

a pretty portrait, the proud old woman all in green surrounded by the little girls robed and veiled in 

white, armored in their innocence. 

  The queen welcomed them warmly, then summoned Missandei to see that the girls were fed 

and entertained whilst she shared a private supper with the Green Grace. 

  Her cooks had prepared them a magnificent meal of honeyed lamb, fragrant with crushed mint 

ŀƴŘ ǎŜǊǾŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŀƭƭ ƎǊŜŜƴ ŦƛƎǎ ǎƘŜ ƭƛƪŜŘ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘΦ ¢ǿƻ ƻŦ 5ŀƴȅΩǎ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜ ƘƻǎǘŀƎŜǎ ǎŜǊǾŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƻŘ 

and kept the cups filledτa doe-eyed little girl called Qezza and a skinny boy named Grazhar. They were 

brother and sister, and cousins of the Green Grace, who greeted them with kisses when she swept in, 

and asked them if they had been good. 

  ά¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǾŜǊȅ ǎǿŜŜǘΣ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΣέ 5ŀƴȅ ŀǎǎǳǊŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ άvŜȊȊŀ ǎƛƴƎǎ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎΦ {ƘŜ 

has a lovely voice. And Ser Barristan has been instructing Grazhar and the other boys in the ways of 

ǿŜǎǘŜǊƴ ŎƘƛǾŀƭǊȅΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ōƭƻƻŘΣέ ǘƘŜ DǊŜŜƴ DǊŀŎŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǎ vŜȊȊŀ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŎǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŘŀǊƪ ǊŜŘ ǿƛƴŜΦ άLǘ ƛǎ 

ƎƻƻŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǇƭŜŀǎŜŘ ¸ƻǳǊ wŀŘƛŀƴŎŜΦ L ƘƻǇŜ L Ƴŀȅ Řƻ ƭƛƪŜǿƛǎŜΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƻƭŘ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ƘŀƛǊ ǿŀǎ 

white and her skin was parchment thin, but the years had not dimmed her eyes. They were as green as 

her robes; saŘ ŜȅŜǎΣ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ǿƛǎŘƻƳΦ άLŦ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜ Ƴȅ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ǎƻΣ ¸ƻǳǊ wŀŘƛŀƴŎŜ ƭƻƻƪǎ Χ ǿŜŀǊȅΦ !ǊŜ 

ȅƻǳ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎΚέ 

  Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ 5ŀƴȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ƭŀǳƎƘΦ άbƻǘ ǿŜƭƭΦ [ŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǘƘǊŜŜ vŀǊǘƘŜŜƴ ƎŀƭƭŜȅǎ ǎŀƛƭŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ 

Skahazadhan under the cover of darkness. The MothŜǊΩǎ aŜƴ ƭƻƻǎŜŘ ŦƭƛƎƘǘǎ ƻŦ ŦƛǊŜ ŀǊǊƻǿǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎŀƛƭǎ 

and flung pots of burning pitch onto their decks, but the galleys slipped by quickly and suffered no 

lasting harm. The Qartheen mean to close the river to us, as they have closed the bay. And they are no 

ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ŀƭƻƴŜΦ ¢ƘǊŜŜ ƎŀƭƭŜȅǎ ŦǊƻƳ bŜǿ DƘƛǎ ƘŀǾŜ ƧƻƛƴŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ ŎŀǊǊŀŎƪ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ¢ƻƭƻǎΦέ ¢ƘŜ ¢ƻƭƻǎƛ ƘŀŘ 

replied to her request for an alliance by proclaiming her a whore and demanding that she return 

Meereen to its Great Masters. Even that was preferable to the answer of Mantarys, which came by way 

ƻŦ ŎŀǊŀǾŀƴ ƛƴ ŀ ŎŜŘŀǊ ŎƘŜǎǘΦ LƴǎƛŘŜ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀŘǎ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǘƘǊŜŜ ŜƴǾƻȅǎΣ ǇƛŎƪƭŜŘΦ άtŜǊƘŀǇǎ ȅƻǳǊ 

ƎƻŘǎ Ŏŀƴ ƘŜƭǇ ǳǎΦ !ǎƪ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ǎŜƴŘ ŀ ƎŀƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǿŜŜǇ ǘƘŜ ƎŀƭƭŜȅǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōŀȅΦέ 

  άL ǎƘŀƭƭ ǇǊŀȅ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƪŜ ǎŀŎǊƛŦƛŎŜΦ aŀȅƘŀǇǎ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŘǎ ƻŦ DƘƛǎ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŜŀǊ ƳŜΦέ DŀƭŀȊȊŀ DŀƭŀǊŜ ǎƛǇǇŜŘ 

ƘŜǊ ǿƛƴŜΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ 5ŀƴȅΦ ά{ǘƻǊƳǎ ǊŀƎŜ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭǎ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘΦ aƻǊŜ 

ŦǊŜŜŘƳŜƴ ŘƛŜŘ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ƻǊ ǎƻ L ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻƭŘΦέ 

  ά¢ƘǊŜŜΦέ {ŀȅƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƭŜŦǘ ŀ ōƛǘǘŜǊ ǘŀǎǘŜ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǳǘƘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŎƻǿŀǊŘǎ ōǊƻƪŜ ƛƴ ƻƴ ǎƻƳŜ ǿŜŀǾŜǊǎΣ 

freedwomen who had done no harm to anyone. All they did was make beautiful things. I have a tapestry 

they gave me hanging over my bed. The Sons of the Harpy broke their loom and raped them before 

slƛǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǘƘǊƻŀǘǎΦέ 



  ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘΦ !ƴŘ ȅŜǘ ¸ƻǳǊ wŀŘƛŀƴŎŜ Ƙŀǎ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳǊŀƎŜ ǘƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ōǳǘŎƘŜǊȅ ǿƛǘƘ 

ƳŜǊŎȅΦ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǊƳŜŘ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƴƻōƭŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƘƻƭŘ ŀǎ ƘƻǎǘŀƎŜΦέ 

  άbƻǘ ŀǎ ȅŜǘΣ ƴƻΦέ 5ŀƴȅ ƘŀŘ ƎǊƻǿƴ ŦƻƴŘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ȅƻǳƴƎ ŎƘŀǊƎŜǎΦ {ƻƳŜ were shy and some were 

ōƻƭŘΣ ǎƻƳŜ ǎǿŜŜǘ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎǳƭƭŜƴΣ ōǳǘ ŀƭƭ ǿŜǊŜ ƛƴƴƻŎŜƴǘΦ άLŦ L ƪƛƭƭ Ƴȅ ŎǳǇōŜŀǊŜǊǎΣ ǿƘƻ ǿƛƭƭ ǇƻǳǊ Ƴȅ ǿƛƴŜ 

ŀƴŘ ǎŜǊǾŜ Ƴȅ ǎǳǇǇŜǊΚέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ 

  ¢ƘŜ ǇǊƛŜǎǘŜǎǎ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ ά¢ƘŜ {ƘŀǾŜǇŀǘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŦŜŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ȅƻǳr dragons, it is said. A life for 

ŀ ƭƛŦŜΦ CƻǊ ŜǾŜǊȅ .ǊŀȊŜƴ .Ŝŀǎǘ Ŏǳǘ ŘƻǿƴΣ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘ ŘƛŜΦέ 

  Dany pushed her food about her plate. She dare not glance over to where Grazhar and Qezza 

stood, for fear that she might cry. The Shavepate has a harder heart than mine. They had fought about 

ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǘŀƎŜǎ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ ŘƻȊŜƴ ǘƛƳŜǎΦ ά¢ƘŜ {ƻƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ IŀǊǇȅ ŀǊŜ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǇȅǊŀƳƛŘǎΣέ {ƪŀƘŀȊ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ƨǳǎǘ 

ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƎƻƻŘ ŀǊŜ ƘƻǎǘŀƎŜǎ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘŜŀŘǎΚέ Lƴ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ǿŜŀƪ 

woman. Hazzea was enough. What good is peace if it must be purchased with the blood of little 

children? ά¢ƘŜǎŜ ƳǳǊŘŜǊǎ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŘƻƛƴƎΣέ 5ŀƴȅ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ DǊŜŜƴ DǊŀŎŜΣ ŦŜŜōƭȅΦ άL ŀƳ ƴƻ ōǳǘŎƘŜǊ 

ǉǳŜŜƴΦέ 

  ά!ƴŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ aŜŜǊŜŜƴ ƎƛǾŜǎ ǘƘŀƴƪǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ DŀƭŀȊȊŀ DŀƭŀǊŜΦ ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ .ǳǘŎƘŜǊ YƛƴƎ 

ƻŦ !ǎǘŀǇƻǊ ƛǎ ŘŜŀŘΦέ 

  ά{ƭŀƛƴ ōȅ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊǎ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ƳŀǊŎƘ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ŀǘǘŀŎƪ ǘƘŜ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΩƛΦέ ¢ƘŜ 

ǿƻǊŘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ōƛǘǘŜǊ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǳǘƘΦ άIŜ ǿŀǎ ƘŀǊŘƭȅ ŎƻƭŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ /leon 

the Second. That one lasted eight days before his throat was opened. Then his killer claimed the crown. 

{ƻ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ /ƭŜƻƴΩǎ ŎƻƴŎǳōƛƴŜΦ YƛƴƎ /ǳǘǘƘǊƻŀǘ ŀƴŘ vǳŜŜƴ ²ƘƻǊŜΣ ǘƘŜ !ǎǘŀǇƻǊƛ Ŏŀƭƭ ǘƘŜƳΦ ¢ƘŜƛǊ 

followers are fighting battles in the streets, whƛƭŜ ǘƘŜ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΩƛ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎŜƭƭǎǿƻǊŘǎ ǿŀƛǘ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ 

ǿŀƭƭǎΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜǎŜ ŀǊŜ ƎǊƛŜǾƻǳǎ ǘƛƳŜǎΦ ¸ƻǳǊ wŀŘƛŀƴŎŜΣ ƳƛƎƘǘ L ǇǊŜǎǳƳŜ ǘƻ ƻŦŦŜǊ ȅƻǳ Ƴȅ ŎƻǳƴǎŜƭΚέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ L ǾŀƭǳŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƛǎŘƻƳΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜŜŘ ƳŜ ƴƻǿ ŀƴŘ ƳŀǊǊȅΦέ 

  ά!ƘΦέ 5ŀƴȅ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŜȄǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎΦ άhŦǘƛƳŜǎ L ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ȅƻǳƴƎ 

girl. To look at you, you still seem half a child, too young and frail to face such trials by yourself. You 

ƴŜŜŘ ŀ ƪƛƴƎ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ȅƻǳ ōŜŀǊ ǘƘŜǎŜ ōǳǊŘŜƴǎΦέ 

  Danȅ ǎǇŜŀǊŜŘ ŀ ŎƘǳƴƪ ƻŦ ƭŀƳōΣ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ōƛǘŜ ŦǊƻƳ ƛǘΣ ŎƘŜǿŜŘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΦ ά¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜΣ Ŏŀƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƪƛƴƎ ǇǳŦŦ Ƙƛǎ 

ŎƘŜŜƪǎ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ōƭƻǿ ·ŀǊƻΩǎ ƎŀƭƭŜȅǎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ vŀǊǘƘΚ /ŀƴ ƘŜ ŎƭŀǇ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ōǊŜŀƪ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŜƎŜ ƻŦ !ǎǘŀǇƻǊΚ 

Can he put food in the bellies of my children and bring pŜŀŎŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ǎǘǊŜŜǘǎΚέ 

  ά/ŀƴ ȅƻǳΚέ ǘƘŜ DǊŜŜƴ DǊŀŎŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά! ƪƛƴƎ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ƎƻŘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ Ƴŀƴ 

might do. When my people look at you, they see a conqueror from across the seas, come to murder us 



and make slaves of our children. A king could change that. A highborn king of pure Ghiscari blood could 

ǊŜŎƻƴŎƛƭŜ ǘƘŜ Ŏƛǘȅ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ǊǳƭŜΦ 9ƭǎŜǿƛǎŜΣ L ŦŜŀǊΣ ȅƻǳǊ ǊŜƛƎƴ Ƴǳǎǘ ŜƴŘ ŀǎ ƛǘ ōŜƎŀƴΣ ƛƴ ōƭƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ ŦƛǊŜΦέ 

  5ŀƴȅ ǇǳǎƘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŦƻƻŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ ǇƭŀǘŜΦ ά!ƴŘ ǿƘƻ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŘǎ ƻŦ DƘƛǎ ƘŀǾŜ ƳŜ take as my 

ƪƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴǎƻǊǘΚέ 

  άIƛȊŘŀƘǊ Ȋƻ [ƻǊŀǉΣέ DŀƭŀȊȊŀ DŀƭŀǊŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŦƛǊƳƭȅΦ 

  5ŀƴȅ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ǘƻ ŦŜƛƎƴ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜΦ ά²Ƙȅ IƛȊŘŀƘǊΚ {ƪŀƘŀȊ ƛǎ ƴƻōƭŜ ōƻǊƴ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦέ 

  ά{ƪŀƘŀȊ ƛǎ YŀƴŘŀǉΣ IƛȊŘŀƘǊ [ƻǊŀǉΦ ¸ƻǳǊ wŀŘƛŀƴŎŜ ǿƛƭƭ ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜ ƳŜΣ ōǳǘ ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ƛǎ ƴot herself 

Ghiscari would not understand the difference. Oft have I heard that yours is the blood of Aegon the 

Conqueror, Jaehaerys the Wise, and Daeron the Dragon. The noble Hizdahr is of the blood of Mazdhan 

the Magnificent, Hazrak the Handsome, and Zharŀǉ ǘƘŜ [ƛōŜǊŀǘƻǊΦέ 

  άIƛǎ ŦƻǊŜōŜŀǊǎ ŀǊŜ ŀǎ ŘŜŀŘ ŀǎ ƳƛƴŜΦ ²ƛƭƭ IƛȊŘŀƘǊ ǊŀƛǎŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎƘŀŘŜǎ ǘƻ ŘŜŦŜƴŘ aŜŜǊŜŜƴ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ 

ƛǘǎ ŜƴŜƳƛŜǎΚ L ƴŜŜŘ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƘƛǇǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǿƻǊŘǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ƻŦŦŜǊ ƳŜ ŀƴŎŜǎǘƻǊǎΦέ 

  ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦ !ƴŎŜǎǘƻǊǎ ŀǊŜ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǳǎΦ ²ŜŘ IƛȊŘŀƘǊ zo Loraq and make a son 

with him, a son whose father is the harpy, whose mother is the dragon. In him the prophecies shall be 

ŦǳƭŦƛƭƭŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ŜƴŜƳƛŜǎ ǿƛƭƭ ƳŜƭǘ ŀǿŀȅ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƴƻǿΦέ 

  He shall be the stallion that mounts the world. Dany knew how it went with prophecies. They 

were made of words, and words were wind. There would be no son for Loraq, no heir to unite dragon 

and harpy. When the sun rises in the west and sets in the east, when the seas go dry and mountains blow 

in the wind like leaves. Only then would her womb quicken once again Χ 

  Χ ōǳǘ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ ¢ŀǊƎŀǊȅŜƴ ƘŀŘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣ ǘŜƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘǎ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ƘŀƛƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀǎ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ōǊƻƪŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƘŀƛƴǎΦ {ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƻŦ {ǘŀƭǿŀǊǘ {ƘƛŜƭŘΣ ƻŦ aƛǎǎŀƴŘŜƛΩǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΣ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

woman Rylona Rhee, who had played the harp so beautifully. No marriage would ever bring them back 

to life, but if a husband could help end the slaughter, then she owed it to her dead to marry. 

  If I wed Hizdahr, will that turn Skahaz against me? She trusted Skahaz more than she trusted 

Hizdahr, but the Shavepate would be a disaster as a king. He was too quick to anger, too slow to forgive. 

She saw no gain in wedding a man as hated as herself. Hizdahr was well respected, so far as she could 

ǎŜŜΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ Ƴȅ ǇǊƻǎǇŜŎǘƛǾŜ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ DǊŜŜƴ DǊŀŎŜΦ What does he think 

of me? 

  ά¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜ ƴŜŜŘ ƻƴƭȅ ŀǎƪ ƘƛƳΦ ¢ƘŜ ƴƻōƭŜ IƛȊŘŀƘǊ ŀǿŀƛǘǎ ōŜƭƻǿΦ {ŜƴŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ƛŦ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ 

ȅƻǳǊ ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜΦέ 

  You presume too much, priestess, the queen thought, but she swallowed her anger and made 

ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ ά²Ƙȅ ƴƻǘΚέ {ƘŜ ǎŜƴǘ ŦƻǊ {ŜǊ .ŀǊǊƛǎǘŀƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ōǊƛƴƎ IƛȊŘŀƘǊ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ άLǘ ƛǎ 

ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ŎƭƛƳōΦ IŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴǎǳƭƭƛŜŘ ƘŜƭǇ ƘƛƳ ǳǇΦέ 



  .ȅ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƘŜ ƴƻōƭŜƳŀƴ ƘŀŘ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜ ŀǎŎŜƴǘΣ ǘƘŜ DǊŜŜƴ DǊŀŎŜ ƘŀŘ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ŜŀǘƛƴƎΦ άLŦ ƛǘ 

please Your Magnificence, I will take my leave. You and the noble Hizdahr will have many things to 

ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎΣ L Řƻ ƴƻǘ ŘƻǳōǘΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƻƭŘ ǿƻƳŀƴ ŘŀōōŜŘ ŀ ǎƳŜŀǊ ƻŦ ƘƻƴŜȅ ƻŦŦ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǇǎΣ ƎŀǾŜ vŜȊȊŀ ŀƴŘ DǊŀȊƘŀǊ 

each a parting kiss upon the brow, and fastened her silƪŜƴ ǾŜƛƭ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜΦ άL ǎƘŀƭƭ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

¢ŜƳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ DǊŀŎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǇǊŀȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŘǎ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǿ Ƴȅ ǉǳŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƻŦ ǿƛǎŘƻƳΦέ 

  When she was gone, Dany let Qezza fill her cup again, dismissed the children, and commanded 

that Hizdahr zo Loraq be admitted to her presence. And if he dares say one word about his precious 

fighting pits, I may have him thrown off the terrace. 

  Hizdahr wore a plain green robe beneath a quilted vest. He bowed low when he entered, his 

ŦŀŎŜ ǎƻƭŜƳƴΦ άIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƴƻ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΚέ 5ŀƴȅ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ ά!Ƴ L ŀǎ ŦŜŀǊŦǳƭ ŀǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘΚέ 

  άL ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƎǊƻǿ ǎƻƭŜƳƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜǎŜƴŎŜ ƻŦ ǎǳŎƘ ōŜŀǳǘȅΦέ 

  Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǎǘŀǊǘΦ ά5Ǌƛƴƪ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦέ 5ŀƴȅ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎǳǇ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘȅ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƘŜǊŜΦ 

The Green Grace seems to feel that if I take you for my ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΣ ŀƭƭ Ƴȅ ǿƻŜǎ ǿƛƭƭ ǾŀƴƛǎƘΦέ 

  άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƳŀƪŜ ǎƻ ōƻƭŘ ŀ ŎƭŀƛƳΦ aŜƴ ŀǊŜ ōƻǊƴ ǘƻ ǎǘǊƛǾŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǳŦŦŜǊΦ hǳǊ ǿƻŜǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǾŀƴƛǎƘ 

when we die. I can be of help to you, however. I have gold and friends and influence, and the blood of 

Old Ghis flows in my veins. Though I have never wed, I have two natural children, a boy and a girl, so I 

can give you heirs. I can reconcile the city to your rule and put an end to this nightly slaughter in the 

ǎǘǊŜŜǘǎΦέ 

  ά/ŀƴ ȅƻǳΚέ 5ŀƴȅ ǎǘǳŘƛŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ ά²Ƙȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǘƘŜ {ƻƴǎ of the Harpy lay down their knives for 

ȅƻǳΚ !ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΚέ 

  άbƻΦέ 

  ά²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜΚέ 

  IŜ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ άbƻΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ {ƘŀǾŜǇŀǘŜ Ƙŀǎ ǿŀȅǎ ƻŦ ŦƛƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘΦέ 

  άL Řƻ ƴƻǘ Řƻǳōǘ ǘƘŀǘ {ƪŀƘŀȊ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎƻƻƴ ƘŀǾŜ ƳŜ ŎƻƴŦŜǎǎƛƴƎΦ ! Řŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΣ ŀnd I will be one of 

ǘƘŜ IŀǊǇȅΩǎ {ƻƴǎΦ ¢ǿƻ ŘŀȅǎΣ ŀƴŘ L ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜ IŀǊǇȅΦ ¢ƘǊŜŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ǘǳǊƴ ƻǳǘ L ǎƭŜǿ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƻƻΣ 

back in the Sunset Kingdoms when I was yet a boy. Then he will impale me on a stake and you can watch 

ƳŜ ŘƛŜ Χ ōǳǘ ŀŦǘŜǊǿŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƭƭƛƴƎǎ ǿƛƭƭ Ǝƻ ƻƴΦέ IƛȊŘŀƘǊ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ŎƭƻǎŜǊΦ άhǊ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƳŀǊǊȅ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ 

ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

  ά²Ƙȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ want ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜΚ CƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǿƴΚέ 

  άA crown would suit me well, I will not deny that. It is more than that, however. Is it so strange 

that I would want to protect my own people, as you protect your freedmen? Meereen cannot endure 

ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǊΣ ¸ƻǳǊ wŀŘƛŀƴŎŜΦέ 



  That was a good answer, and an ƘƻƴŜǎǘ ƻƴŜΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǿŀǊΦ L ŘŜŦŜŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΩƛ 

once and spared their city when I might have sacked it. I refused to join King Cleon when he marched 

ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜƳΦ 9ǾŜƴ ƴƻǿΣ ǿƛǘƘ !ǎǘŀǇƻǊ ōŜǎƛŜƎŜŘΣ L ǎǘŀȅ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘΦ !ƴŘ vŀǊǘƘ Χ L ƘŀǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŘƻƴŜ the 

Qartheen any harm Χέ 

  άbƻǘ ōȅ ƛƴǘŜƴǘΣ ƴƻΣ ōǳǘ vŀǊǘƘ ƛǎ ŀ Ŏƛǘȅ ƻŦ ƳŜǊŎƘŀƴǘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ƭƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ Ŏƭƛƴƪ ƻŦ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ŎƻƛƴǎΣ ǘƘŜ 

gleam of yellow gold. When you smashed the slave trade, the blow was felt from Westeros to Asshai. 

Qarth depends upon its slaves. {ƻ ǘƻƻ ¢ƻƭƻǎΣ bŜǿ DƘƛǎΣ [ȅǎΣ ¢ȅǊƻǎƘΣ ±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎ Χ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǎǘ ƛǎ ƭƻƴƎΣ Ƴȅ 

ǉǳŜŜƴΦέ 

  ά[Ŝǘ ǘƘŜƳ ŎƻƳŜΦ Lƴ ƳŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǎƘŀƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ǎǘŜǊƴŜǊ ŦƻŜ ǘƘŀƴ /ƭŜƻƴΦ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎƻƻƴŜǊ ǇŜǊƛǎƘ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ 

ǘƘŀƴ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ Ƴȅ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ǘƻ ōƻƴŘŀƎŜΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜǊŜ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƘƻƛŎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΩƛ can be persuaded to allow all your freedmen to 

remain free, I believe, if Your Worship will agree that the Yellow City may trade and train slaves 

ǳƴƳƻƭŜǎǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘƛǎ Řŀȅ ŦƻǊǘƘΦ bƻ ƳƻǊŜ ōƭƻƻŘ ƴŜŜŘ ŦƭƻǿΦέ 

  ά{ŀǾŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ōƭƻƻŘ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǎƭŀǾŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΩƛ ǿƛƭƭ trade and train,έ 5ŀƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ 

recognized the truth in his words even so. It may be that is the best end we can hope for. ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘ 

ǎŀƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƭƻǾŜ ƳŜΦέ 

  άL ǿƛƭƭΣ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ¸ƻǳǊ wŀŘƛŀƴŎŜΦέ 

  ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ƻŦ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ƛƴ ƭƻǾŜΦέ 

  ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƭƻǾŜΚ 5ŜǎƛǊŜΚ bƻ Ƴŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ Ƙƛǎ ǇŀǊǘǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŜǾŜǊ ƭƻƻƪ ƻƴ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ ŘŜǎƛǊŜ ȅƻǳΣ 

Daenerys. That is not why I would marry you, however. Before you came Meereen was dying. Our rulers 

were old men with withered cocks and crones whose puckered cunts were dry as dust. They sat atop 

their pyramids sipping apricot wine and talking of the glories of the Old Empire whilst the centuries 

slipped by and the very bricks of the city crumbled all around them. Custom and caution had an iron grip 

upon us till you awakened us with fire and blood. A new time has come, and new things are possible. 

aŀǊǊȅ ƳŜΦέ 

  He is not hard to look at, Dany told herself, ŀƴŘ ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ŀ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ǘƻƴƎǳŜΦ άYƛǎǎ ƳŜΣέ ǎƘŜ 

commanded. 

  IŜ ǘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ŀƴŘ ƪƛǎǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎΦ άbƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀȅΦ Yƛǎǎ ƳŜ ŀǎ ƛŦ L ǿŜǊŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƛŦŜΦέ 

  Hizdahr took her by the shoulders as tenderly as if she were a baby bird. Leaning forward, he 

pressed his lips to hers. His kiss was light and dry and quick. Dany felt no stirrings. 

  ά{Ƙŀƭƭ L Χ ƪƛǎǎ ȅƻǳ ŀƎŀƛƴΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƻǾŜǊΦ άbƻΦέ hƴ ƘŜǊ ǘŜǊǊŀŎŜΣ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ōŀǘƘƛƴƎ ǇƻƻƭΣ 

the little fish would nibble at her legs as she soaked. Even they kissed with more fervor than Hizdahr zo 

[ƻǊŀǉΦ άL Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  IƛȊŘŀƘǊ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ Ƴŀȅ ŎƻƳŜΣ ƛƴ ǘƛƳŜΦ Lǘ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƻ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀȅΦέ 



  Not with us, she thought. bƻǘ ǿƘƛƭǎǘ 5ŀŀǊƛƻ ƛǎ ǎƻ ŎƭƻǎŜΦ LǘΩǎ ƘƛƳ L ǿŀƴǘΣ ƴƻǘ ȅƻǳΦ άhƴŜ Řŀȅ L ǿƛƭƭ 

ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎΣ ǘƻ ŎƭŀƛƳ ǘƘŜ {ŜǾŜƴ YƛƴƎŘƻƳǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜǊŜ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎΦέ 

  άhƴŜ Řŀȅ ŀƭƭ ƳŜƴ Ƴǳǎǘ ŘƛŜΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǎŜǊves no good to dwell on death. I prefer to take each day as 

ƛǘ ŎƻƳŜǎΦέ 

  5ŀƴȅ ŦƻƭŘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ ά²ƻǊŘǎ ŀǊŜ ǿƛƴŘΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǿƻǊŘǎ ƭƛƪŜ love and peace. I put more 

trust in deeds. In my Seven Kingdoms, knights go on quests to prove themselves worthy of the maiden 

ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƭƻǾŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǎŜŜƪ ŦƻǊ ƳŀƎƛŎ ǎǿƻǊŘǎΣ ŦƻǊ ŎƘŜǎǘǎ ƻŦ ƎƻƭŘΣ ŦƻǊ ŎǊƻǿƴǎ ǎǘƻƭŜƴ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ŘǊŀƎƻƴΩǎ ƘƻŀǊŘΦέ 

  IƛȊŘŀƘǊ ŀǊŎƘŜŘ ŀƴ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ŘǊŀƎƻƴǎ ǘƘŀǘ L ƪƴƻǿ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƎƛŎ ǎǿƻǊŘǎ ŀǊŜ 

even scarcer. I will gladly bring you rings and crƻǿƴǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƘŜǎǘǎ ƻŦ ƎƻƭŘ ƛŦ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŘŜǎƛǊŜΦέ 

  άtŜŀŎŜ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ŘŜǎƛǊŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜ ŜƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘƭȅ ǎƭŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǎǘǊŜŜǘǎΦ L ǎŀȅ 

do it. Put an end to this shadow war, my lord. That is your quest. Give me ninety days and ninety nights 

witƘƻǳǘ ŀ ƳǳǊŘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ L ǿƛƭƭ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǿƻǊǘƘȅ ƻŦ ŀ ǘƘǊƻƴŜΦ /ŀƴ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘΚέ 

  IƛȊŘŀƘǊ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘŦǳƭΦ άbƛƴŜǘȅ Řŀȅǎ ŀƴŘ ƴƛƴŜǘȅ ƴƛƎƘǘǎ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀ ŎƻǊǇǎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 

ninety-ŦƛǊǎǘ ǿŜ ǿŜŘΚέ 

  άtŜǊƘŀǇǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 5ŀƴȅΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ Ŏƻȅ ƭƻƻƪΦ ά¢ƘƻǳƎƘ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƎƛǊƭǎ Ƙŀve been known to be fickle. I may 

ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿŀƴǘ ŀ ƳŀƎƛŎ ǎǿƻǊŘΦέ 

  IƛȊŘŀƘǊ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǎƘŀƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻƻΣ wŀŘƛŀƴŎŜΦ ¸ƻǳǊ ǿƛǎƘ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘΦ .Ŝǎǘ ǘŜƭƭ 

ȅƻǳǊ ǎŜƴŜǎŎƘŀƭ ǘƻ ōŜƎƛƴ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŀǘƛƻƴǎ ŦƻǊ ƻǳǊ ǿŜŘŘƛƴƎΦέ 

  άbƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƴƻōƭŜ wŜȊƴŀƪ ƳƻǊŜΦέ LŦ aŜŜǊŜŜƴ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ǿŜŘŘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

ƻŦŦƛƴƎΣ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƭƻƴŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōǳȅ ƘŜǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƴƛƎƘǘǎΩ ǊŜǎǇƛǘŜΣ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ IƛȊŘŀƘǊΩǎ ŜŦŦƻǊǘǎ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ƴŀǳƎƘǘΦ The 

Shavepate will not be happy with me, but Reznak mo Reznak will dance for joy. Dany did not know which 

of those concerned her more. She needed Skahaz and the Brazen Beasts, and she had come to mistrust 

ŀƭƭ ƻŦ wŜȊƴŀƪΩǎ ŎƻǳƴǎŜƭΦ Beware the perfumed seneschal. Has Reznak made common cause with Hizdahr 

and the Green Grace and set some trap to snare me? 

  No sooner had Hizdahr zo Loraq taken his leave of her than Ser Barristan appeared behind her in 

his long white cloak. Years of service in the Kingsguard had taught the white knight how to remain 

unobtrusive when she was entertaining, but he was never far. He knows, she saw at once, and he 

disapproves. ¢ƘŜ ƭƛƴŜǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ƘŀŘ ŘŜŜǇŜƴŜŘΦ ά{ƻΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΣ άƛǘ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƘŀǘ L Ƴŀȅ ǿŜŘ 

ŀƎŀƛƴΦ !ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǇǇȅ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΣ ǎŜǊΚέ 

  άLŦ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘΣ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΦέ 

  άIƛȊŘŀƘǊ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƘƻǎŜƴ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦέ 

  άLǘ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ Ƴȅ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǘƻ ŎƘƻƻǎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΦέ 



  άLǘ ƛǎ ƴƻǘΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΣ άōǳǘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦ aȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀǊŜ 

bleeding. Dying. A queen belongs not to herself, but to the realm. Marriage or carnage, those are my 

cƘƻƛŎŜǎΦ ! ǿŜŘŘƛƴƎ ƻǊ ŀ ǿŀǊΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΣ Ƴŀȅ L ǎǇŜŀƪ ŦǊŀƴƪƭȅΚέ 

  ά!ƭǿŀȅǎΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀ ǘƘƛǊŘ ŎƘƻƛŎŜΦέ 

  ά²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎΚέ 

  IŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ άI am sworn to serve Your Grace, and to keep you safe from harm wherever you 

Ƴŀȅ ƎƻΦ aȅ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛǎ ōȅ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƛŘŜΣ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ƘŜǊŜ ƻǊ ƛƴ YƛƴƎΩǎ [ŀƴŘƛƴƎ Χ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛǎ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎΣ 

ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ LǊƻƴ ¢ƘǊƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎΦ ¢ƘŜ {ŜǾŜƴ YƛƴƎŘƻƳǎ ǿƛƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ accept Hizdahr zo Loraq as 

ƪƛƴƎΦέ 

  άbƻ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ aŜŜǊŜŜƴ ǿƛƭƭ ŀŎŎŜǇǘ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ ¢ŀǊƎŀǊȅŜƴ ŀǎ ǉǳŜŜƴΦ ¢ƘŜ DǊŜŜƴ DǊŀŎŜ Ƙŀǎ ǘƘŜ 

right of that. I need a king beside me, a king of old Ghiscari blood. Elsewise they will always see me as 

the uncouth barbarian who smashed through their gates, impaled their kin on spikes, and stole their 

ǿŜŀƭǘƘΦέ 

  άLƴ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǎǘ ŎƘƛƭŘ ǿƘƻ ǊŜǘǳǊƴǎ ǘƻ ƎƭŀŘŘŜƴ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǘΦ ¸ƻǳǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ 

ǿƛƭƭ ŎƘŜŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǊƛŘŜ ōȅΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ƎƻƻŘ ƳŜƴ ǿƛƭƭ ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  ά²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎ ƛǎ ŦŀǊ ŀǿŀȅΦέ 

  ά[ƛƴƎŜǊƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōǊƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŀƴȅ ŎƭƻǎŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎƻƻƴŜǊ ǿŜ ǘŀƪŜ ƻǳǊ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀŎŜτέ 

  άL ƪƴƻǿΦ L do.έ 5ŀƴȅ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƘƛƳ ǎŜŜΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǎ ƘŜ 

ŘƛŘΣ ōǳǘ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǎƘŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŜŀƭ aŜŜǊŜŜƴΦ άbƛƴŜǘȅ Řŀȅǎ ƛǎ ŀ ƭƻng time. Hizdahr may fail. And if he does, the 

trying buys me time. Time to make alliances, to strengthen my defenses, toτέ 

  ά!ƴŘ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ ŦŀƛƭΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜ Řƻ ǘƘŜƴΚέ 

  άIŜǊ ŘǳǘȅΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ ŦŜƭǘ ŎƻƭŘ ǳǇƻƴ ƘŜǊ ǘƻƴƎǳŜΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎŀǿ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ wƘŀegar wed. Tell me, did 

ƘŜ ǿŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƭƻǾŜ ƻǊ ŘǳǘȅΚέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ƻƭŘ ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘΦ άtǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ 9ƭƛŀ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǿƻƳŀƴΣ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƪƛƴŘ ŀƴŘ ŎƭŜǾŜǊΣ 

ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƎŜƴǘƭŜ ƘŜŀǊǘ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǎǿŜŜǘ ǿƛǘΦ L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ŦƻƴŘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊΦέ 

  Fond, thought Dany. The word spoke volumes. I could become fond of Hizdahr zo Loraq, in time. 

Perhaps. 

  {ŜǊ .ŀǊǊƛǎǘŀƴ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴΦ άL ǎŀǿ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŜŘ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ CƻǊƎƛǾŜ ƳŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ 

ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ŦƻƴŘƴŜǎǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƳ ǇŀƛŘ ŘŜŀǊƭȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘΣ Ƴȅ ǉǳŜŜƴΦέ 



  ά²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜŘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƭƻǾŜ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΚέ 

  ά¸ƻǳǊ ƎǊŀƴŘǎƛǊŜ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜŘ ƛǘΦ ! ǿƻƻŘǎ ǿƛǘŎƘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ 

ōŜ ōƻǊƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭƛƴŜΦέ 

  ά! ǿƻƻŘǎ ǿƛǘŎƘΚέ 5ŀƴȅ ǿŀǎ ŀǎǘƻƴƛǎƘŜŘΦ ά{ƘŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ŎƻǳǊǘ ǿƛǘƘ WŜƴƴȅ ƻŦ hƭŘǎǘƻƴŜǎΦ ! ǎǘǳƴǘŜŘ 

thing, grotesque to look upon. A dwarf, most people said, though dear to Lady Jenny, who always 

ŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŜǎǘΦέ 

  ά²Ƙŀǘ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ƻŦ ƘŜǊΚέ 

  ά{ǳƳƳŜǊƘŀƭƭΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ ǿŀǎ ŦǊŀǳƎƘǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŘƻƻƳΦ 

  5ŀƴȅ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ ά[ŜŀǾŜ ƳŜ ƴƻǿΦ L ŀƳ ǾŜǊȅ ǿŜŀǊȅΦέ 

  ά!ǎ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘΦέ {ŜǊ .ŀǊǊƛǎǘŀƴ ōƻǿŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƎƻΦ .ǳǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΣ ƘŜ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘΦ άCƻǊƎƛǾŜ 

ƳŜΦ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜ Ƙŀǎ ŀ ǾƛǎƛǘƻǊΦ {Ƙŀƭƭ L ǘŜƭƭ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊǊƻǿΚέ 

  ά²Ƙƻ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ 

  άbŀƘŀǊƛǎΦ ¢ƘŜ {ǘƻǊƳŎǊƻǿǎ ƘŀǾŜ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΦέ 

  Daario. IŜǊ ƘŜŀǊǘ ƎŀǾŜ ŀ ŦƭǳǘǘŜǊ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŎƘŜǎǘΦ άIƻǿ ƭƻƴƎ Ƙŀǎ Χ ǿƘŜƴ ŘƛŘ ƘŜ Χ Κέ {ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ 

seem to get the words out. 

  {ŜǊ .ŀǊǊƛǎǘŀƴ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛŜǎǘŜǎǎ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘΦ L 

knew you would not want to be disturbed. The cŀǇǘŀƛƴΩǎ ƴŜǿǎ Ŏŀƴ ǿŀƛǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊǊƻǿΦέ 

  άbƻΦέ How could I ever hope to sleep, knowing that my captain so close? ά{ŜƴŘ ƘƛƳ ǳǇ ŀǘ ƻƴŎŜΦ 

!ƴŘ Χ L ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜ ƴŜŜŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛǎ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎΦ L ǎƘŀƭƭ ōŜ ǎŀŦŜ ǿƛǘƘ 5ŀŀǊƛƻΦ hƘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŜƴŘ LǊǊƛ ŀƴŘ 

Jhiqui, if you ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǎƻ ƎƻƻŘΦ !ƴŘ aƛǎǎŀƴŘŜƛΦέ I need to change, to make myself beautiful. 

  {ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘƳŀƛŘǎ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀƳŜΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜ ǿƛǎƘ ǘƻ ǿŜŀǊΚέ 

asked Missandei. 

  Starlight and seafoam, Dany thought, a wisp of silk that leaves my lefǘ ōǊŜŀǎǘ ōŀǊŜ ŦƻǊ 5ŀŀǊƛƻΩǎ 

delight. Oh, and flowers for my hair. When first they met, the captain brought her flowers every day, all 

ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛ ǘƻ aŜŜǊŜŜƴΦ ά.ǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜȅ ƭƛƴŜƴ Ǝƻǿƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǇŜŀǊƭǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōƻŘƛŎŜΦ hƘΣ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ 

ǿƘƛǘŜ ƭƛƻƴΩǎ ǇŜƭǘΦέ {ƘŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŦŜƭǘ ǎŀŦŜǊ ǿǊŀǇǇŜŘ ƛƴ 5ǊƻƎƻΩǎ ƭƛƻƴǎƪƛƴΦ 

  Daenerys received the captain on her terrace, seated on a carved stone bench beneath a pear 

tree. A half-moon floated in the sky above the city, attended by a thousand stars. Daario Naharis 

entered swaggering. He swaggers even when he is standing still. The captain wore striped pantaloons 

tucked into high boots of purple leather, a white silk shirt, a vest of golden rings. His trident beard was 

purple, his flamboyant mustachios gold, his long curls equal parts of both. On one hip he wore a stiletto, 

on the other a Dothraki arakh. ά.ǊƛƎƘǘ ǉǳŜŜƴΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƎǊƻǿƴ ƳƻǊŜ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ŀōǎŜƴŎŜΦ 

Iƻǿ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΚέ 



  The queen was accustomed to such praise, yet somehow the compliment meant more coming 

from Daario than from the likes of Reznak, XŀǊƻΣ ƻǊ IƛȊŘŀƘǊΦ ά/ŀǇǘŀƛƴΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǘŜƭƭ ǳǎ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘ ǳǎ ƎƻƻŘ 

ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜ ƛƴ [ƘŀȊŀǊΦέ I have missed you so much. 

  ά¸ƻǳǊ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴ ƭƛǾŜǎ ǘƻ ǎŜǊǾŜ Ƙƛǎ ŎǊǳŜƭ ǉǳŜŜƴΦέ 

  ά/ǊǳŜƭΚέ 

  aƻƻƴƭƛƎƘǘ ƎƭƛƳƳŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ άIŜ ǊŀŎŜŘ ŀƘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ Ƙƛǎ ƳŜƴ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƻƴŜǊΣ only 

to be left languishing whilst she ate lamb and figs with some dried-ǳǇ ƻƭŘ ǿƻƳŀƴΦέ 

  They never told me you were here, Dany thought, or I might have played the fool and sent for 

you at once. άL ǿŀǎ ǎǳǇǇƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ DǊŜŜƴ DǊŀŎŜΦέ Lǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ōŜǎǘ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ IƛȊŘŀƘǊΦ άL ƘŀŘ ǳǊƎŜƴǘ 

ƴŜŜŘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǿƛǎŜ ŎƻǳƴǎŜƭΦέ 

  άL ƘŀǾŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴŜ ǳǊƎŜƴǘ ƴŜŜŘΥ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎΦέ 

  ά{Ƙŀƭƭ L ǎŜƴŘ ŦƻǊ ŦƻƻŘΚ ¸ƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ƘǳƴƎǊȅΦέ 

  άL ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘ ŜŀǘŜƴ ƛƴ ǘǿƻ ŘŀȅǎΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ L ŀƳ ƘŜǊŜΣ ƛǘ ƛǎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ǘƻ ŦŜŀǎǘ ǳǇƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ 

ōŜŀǳǘȅΦέ 

  άaȅ ōŜŀǳǘȅ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ Ŧƛƭƭ ǳǇ ȅƻǳǊ ōŜƭƭȅΦέ {ƘŜ ǇƭǳŎƪŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀ ǇŜŀǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƻǎǎŜŘ ƛǘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ ά9ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎΦέ 

  άLŦ Ƴȅ ǉǳŜŜƴ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘǎ ƛǘΦέ IŜ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ōƛǘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇŜŀǊΣ Ƙƛǎ ƎƻƭŘ ǘƻƻǘƘ ƎƭŜŀƳƛƴƎΦ WǳƛŎŜ Ǌŀƴ Řƻǿƴ 

into his purple beard. 

  The girl in her wanted to kiss him so much it hurt. His kisses would be hard and cruel, she told 

herself, and he would not care if I cried out or commanded him to stop. But the queen in her knew that 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŦƻƭƭȅΦ ά¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ƧƻǳǊƴŜȅΦέ 

  IŜ ƎŀǾŜ ŀ ŎŀǊŜƭŜǎǎ ǎƘǊǳƎΦ ά¢ƘŜ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΩƛ ǎŜƴǘ ǎome hired swords to close the Khyzai Pass. The 

Long Lances, they name themselves. We descended on them in the night and sent a few to hell. In 

Lhazar I slew two of my own serjeants for plotting to steal the gems and gold plate my queen had 

entrusted to me ŀǎ ƎƛŦǘǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ [ŀƳō aŜƴΦ 9ƭǎŜǿƛǎŜΣ ŀƭƭ ǿŜƴǘ ŀǎ L ƘŀŘ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘΦέ 

  άIƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ƳŜƴ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƭƻǎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎΚέ 

  άbƛƴŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 5ŀŀǊƛƻΣ άōǳǘ ŀ ŘƻȊŜƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ [ƻƴƎ [ŀƴŎŜǎ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎƻƻƴŜǊ ōŜ {ǘƻǊƳŎǊƻǿǎ 

than corpses, so we came out three ahead. I told them they would live longer fighting with your dragons 

ǘƘŀƴ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜ ǿƛǎŘƻƳ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǿƻǊŘǎΦέ 

  ¢Ƙŀǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƘŜǊ ǿŀǊȅΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ǎǇȅƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǘƻƻ ǎǘǳǇƛŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎǇƛŜǎΦ ¸ƻǳ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

  άbŜƛǘƘŜǊ Řƻ ȅƻǳΦ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘǊǳǎǘ ǘƘŜƳΚέ 



  άL ǘǊǳǎǘ ŀƭƭ Ƴȅ ƳŜƴΦ Wǳǎǘ ŀǎ ŦŀǊ ŀǎ L Ŏŀƴ ǎǇƛǘΦέ IŜ ǎǇŀǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ǎŜŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ǎǳǎǇƛŎƛƻƴǎΦ 

ά{Ƙŀƭƭ L ōǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘŜŀŘǎ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΚ L ǿƛƭƭΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘ ƛǘΦ hƴŜ ƛǎ ōŀƭŘ ŀƴŘ ǘǿƻ ƘŀǾŜ ōǊŀƛŘǎ ŀƴŘ ƻƴŜ ŘȅŜǎ 

his beard four different colors. What spy would wear such a beard, I ask you? The slinger can put a stone 

ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ ƎƴŀǘΩǎ ŜȅŜ ŀǘ ŦƻǊǘȅ ǇŀŎŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǳƎƭȅ ƻƴŜ Ƙŀǎ ŀ ǿŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƻǊǎŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ƛŦ Ƴȅ ǉǳŜŜƴ ǎŀȅǎ ǘƘŀǘ 

they must die Χέ 

  άL ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘΦ L ƻƴƭȅ Χ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƪŜŜǇ ȅƻǳǊ ŜȅŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƳΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭΦέ {ƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ ŦƻƻƭƛǎƘ 

saying it. She always felt a little foolish when she was with Daario. Gawky and girlish and slow-witted. 

What must he think of me? {ƘŜ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǳōƧŜŎǘΦ ά²ƛƭƭ ǘƘŜ [ŀƳō aŜƴ ǎŜƴŘ ǳǎ ŦƻƻŘΚέ 

  άDǊŀƛƴ ǿƛƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ {ƪŀƘŀȊŀdhan by barge, my queen, and other goods by caravan over 

ǘƘŜ YƘȅȊŀƛΦέ 

  άbƻǘ ǘƘŜ {ƪŀƘŀȊŀŘƘŀƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǳǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎŜŀǎ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ ¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ 

ships out in the bay. The Qartheen have driven off a third of our fishing fleet and seized another third. 

¢ƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ŀǊŜ ǘƻƻ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǇƻǊǘΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘǊŀŘŜ ǿŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀŘ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ Ŏǳǘ ƻŦŦΦέ 

  5ŀŀǊƛƻ ǘƻǎǎŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ǘƘŜ ǇŜŀǊ ǎǘŜƳΦ άvŀǊǘƘŜŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ Ƴƛƭƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǾŜƛƴǎΦ [Ŝǘ ǘƘŜƳ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳǊ 

ŘǊŀƎƻƴǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ǊǳƴΦέ 

  Dany did not want to talk about the dragons. Farmers still came to her court with burned bones, 

complaining of missing sheep, though Drogon had not returned to the city. Some reported seeing him 

north of the river, above the grass of the Dothraki sea. Down in the pit, Viserion had snapped one of his 

chains; he and Rhaegal grew more savage every day. Once the iron doors had glowed red-hot, her 

¦ƴǎǳƭƭƛŜŘ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ŘŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƻǳŎƘ ǘƘŜƳ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŘŀȅΦ ά!ǎǘŀǇƻǊ ƛǎ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǎƛŜƎŜ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦέ 

  ά¢Ƙƛǎ L ƪƴŜǿΦ hƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ [ƻƴƎ [ŀƴŎŜǎ ƭƛǾŜŘ long enough to tell us that men were eating one 

ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ wŜŘ /ƛǘȅΦ IŜ ǎŀƛŘ aŜŜǊŜŜƴΩǎ ǘǳǊƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǎƻƻƴΣ ǎƻ L Ŏǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ŦŜŘ ƛǘ ǘƻ ŀ 

ȅŜƭƭƻǿ ŘƻƎΦ bƻ ŘƻƎ ǿƛƭƭ Ŝŀǘ ŀ ƭƛŀǊΩǎ ǘƻƴƎǳŜΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ȅŜƭƭƻǿ ŘƻƎ ŀǘŜ ƘƛǎΣ L ƪƴŜǿ ƘŜ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘΦέ 

  άL ƘŀǾŜ ǿŀǊ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ Ŏƛǘȅ ǘƻƻΦέ {ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ IŀǊǇȅΩǎ {ƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ .ǊŀȊŜƴ .ŜŀǎǘǎΣ ƻŦ ōƭƻƻŘ 

ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōǊƛŎƪǎΦ άaȅ ŜƴŜƳƛŜǎ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƳŜΣ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ŏƛǘȅ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘΦέ 

  ά!ǘǘŀŎƪΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǘ ƻƴŎŜΦ ά! Ƴŀƴ ǎǳǊǊƻǳƴŘŜŘ ōȅ ŦƻŜǎ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ŘŜŦŜƴŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ Try, and the axe 

will take you in the back whilst you are parrying the sword. No. When faced with many enemies, choose 

ǘƘŜ ǿŜŀƪŜǎǘΣ ƪƛƭƭ ƘƛƳΣ ǊƛŘŜ ƻǾŜǊ ƘƛƳΣ ŀƴŘ ŜǎŎŀǇŜΦέ 

  ά²ƘŜǊŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ L ŜǎŎŀǇŜ ǘƻΚέ 

  άLƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ōŜŘΦ Lƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ŀǊƳǎΦ Lƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀǊǘΦέ ¢ƘŜ Ƙƛƭǘǎ ƻŦ 5ŀŀǊƛƻΩǎ arakh and stiletto were 

wrought in the shape of golden women, naked and wanton. He brushed his thumbs across them in a 

way that was remarkably obscene and smiled a wicked smile. 

  Dany felt blood rushing to her face. It was almost as if he were caressing her. Would he think me 

wanton too if I pulled him into bed? He made her want to be his wanton. I should never see him alone. 



He is too dangerous to have near me. ά¢ƘŜ DǊŜŜƴ DǊŀŎŜ ǎŀȅǎ ǘƘŀǘ L Ƴǳǎǘ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ DƘƛǎŎŀǊƛ ƪƛƴƎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ 

ŦƭǳǎǘŜǊŜŘΦ ά{ƘŜ ǳǊƎŜǎ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǿŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƴƻōƭŜ IƛȊŘŀƘǊ Ȋƻ [ƻǊŀǉΦέ 

  ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƻƴŜΚέ 5ŀŀǊƛƻ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘΦ ά²Ƙȅ ƴƻǘ DǊŜȅ ²ƻǊƳΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ŀ ŜǳƴǳŎƘ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ōŜŘΚ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ 

want ŀ ƪƛƴƎΚέ 

  I want you. άI want peace. I gave Hizdahr ninety days to end the killings. If he does, I will take 

ƘƛƳ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΦέ 

  ά¢ŀƪŜ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΦ L ǿƛƭƭ Řƻ ƛǘ ƛƴ ƴƛƴŜΦέ 

  You know I cannot do that, ǎƘŜ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ǎƘŀŘƻǿǎ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ 

fightinƎ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ǿƘƻ Ŏŀǎǘ ǘƘŜƳΣέ 5ŀŀǊƛƻ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴΦ άYƛƭƭ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǘǊŜŀǎǳǊŜǎΣ L ǎŀȅΦ ²ƘƛǎǇŜǊ 

ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ 5ŀŀǊƛƻ ǿƛƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ŀ ǇƛƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘŜŀŘǎ ǘŀƭƭŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǇȅǊŀƳƛŘΦέ 

  άLŦ L ƪƴŜǿ ǿƘƻ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜτέ 

  ά½Ƙŀƪ ŀƴŘ tŀƘƭ ŀƴŘ aŜǊǊŜǉΦ ¢ƘŜƳΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘΦ ¢ƘŜ DǊŜŀǘ aŀǎǘŜǊǎΦ ²Ƙƻ ŜƭǎŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƛǘ ōŜΚέ 

  He is as bold as he is bloody. ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ǇǊƻƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿƻǊƪΦ ²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƳŜ ǎƭŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ 

Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ǎǳōƧŜŎǘǎΚέ 

  ά¸ƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ǎǳōƧŜŎǘǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƎƭŀŘƭȅ ǎƭŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  He had been so long away, Dany had almost forgotten what he was. Sellswords were 

treacherous by nature, she reminded herself. Fickle, faithless, brutal. He will never be more than he is. 

He will never be the stuff of kings. ά¢ƘŜ ǇȅǊŀƳƛŘǎ ŀǊŜ ǎǘǊƻƴƎΣέ ǎƘŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ ά²Ŝ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘŀke 

ǘƘŜƳ ƻƴƭȅ ŀǘ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŎƻǎǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ǿŜ ŀǘǘŀŎƪ ƻƴŜ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǿƛƭƭ ǊƛǎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǳǎΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜƴ ǿƛƴƪƭŜ ǘƘŜƳ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǇȅǊŀƳƛŘǎ ƻƴ ǎƻƳŜ ǇǊŜǘŜȄǘΦ ! ǿŜŘŘƛƴƎ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǎŜǊǾŜΦ ²Ƙȅ ƴƻǘΚ 

Promise your hand to Hizdahr and all the Great Masters will come to see you married. When they gather 

ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ¢ŜƳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ DǊŀŎŜǎΣ ǘǳǊƴ ǳǎ ƭƻƻǎŜ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

  Dany was appalled. He is a monster. A gallant monster, but a monster still. ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƪŜ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ 

ǘƘŜ .ǳǘŎƘŜǊ YƛƴƎΚέ 

  ά.ŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ōǳǘŎƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŀǘΦ !ƭƭ ƪƛƴƎǎ ŀǊŜ ōǳǘŎƘŜǊǎΦ !ǊŜ ǉǳŜŜƴǎ ǎƻ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΚέ 

  ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǉǳŜŜƴ ƛǎΦέ 

  5ŀŀǊƛƻ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ άaƻǎǘ ǉǳŜŜƴǎ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜ ōǳǘ ǘƻ ǿŀǊƳ ǎƻƳŜ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ōŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǇƻǇ ƻǳǘ ǎƻƴǎ 

ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΦ LŦ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ǉǳŜŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ōŜΣ ōŜǎǘ ƳŀǊǊȅ IƛȊŘŀƘǊΦέ 

  IŜǊ ŀƴƎŜǊ ŦƭŀǎƘŜŘΦ άIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊƎƻǘǘŜƴ ǿƘƻ L ŀƳΚέ 

  άbƻΦ IŀǾŜ ȅƻǳΚέ 



  Viserys would have his head off for that insolence. άL ŀƳ ǘƘŜ ōƭƻƻŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀƎƻƴΦ 5ƻ ƴƻǘ 

ǇǊŜǎǳƳŜ ǘƻ ǘŜŀŎƘ ƳŜ ƭŜǎǎƻƴǎΦέ ²ƘŜƴ 5ŀƴȅ ǎǘƻƻŘΣ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƻƴ ǇŜƭǘ ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǘǳƳōƭŜŘ 

ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ ά[ŜŀǾŜ ƳŜΦέ 

  Daario gŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ ŀ ǎǿŜŜǇƛƴƎ ōƻǿΦ άL ƭƛǾŜ ǘƻ ƻōŜȅΦέ 

  ²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƴŜΣ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ {ŜǊ .ŀǊǊƛǎǘŀƴ ōŀŎƪΦ άL ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘŜ {ǘƻǊƳŎǊƻǿǎ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

ŦƛŜƭŘΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΚ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƴƻǿ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ Χέ 

  άL ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘŜƳ gone. Let them scout the Yunkish hinterlands and give protection to any caravans 

coming over the Khyzai Pass. Henceforth Daario shall make his reports to you. Give him every honor that 

ƛǎ ŘǳŜ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƳŜƴ ŀǊŜ ǿŜƭƭ ǇŀƛŘΣ ōǳǘ ƻƴ ƴƻ ŀŎŎƻǳƴǘ ŀŘƳƛǘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ǇǊŜǎŜƴŎŜΦέ 

  ά!ǎ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅΣ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜΦέ 

  That night she could not sleep but turned and twisted restlessly in her bed. She even went so far 

as to summon Irri, hoping her caresses might help ease her way to rest, but after a short while she 

pushed the Dothraki girl away. Irri was sweet and soft and willing, but she was not Daario. 

  What have I done? she thought, huddled in her empty bed. I have waited so long for him to 

come back, and I send him away. άIŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊ ƻŦ ƳŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ άŀ ōǳǘŎƘŜǊ ǉǳŜŜƴΦέ 

But then she thought of Drogon far away, and the dragons in the pit. There is blood on my hands too, 

and on my heart. We are not so different, Daario and I. We are both monsters. 

  THE LOST LORD 
 

     It should not have taken this long, Griff told himself as he paced the deck of the Shy Maid. Had 

they lost Haldon as they had Tyrion Lannister? Could the Volantenes have taken him? I should have sent 

Duck-field with him. Haldon alone could not be trusted; he had proved that in Selhorys when he let the 

dwarf escape. 

  The Shy Maid was tied up in one of the meaner sections of the long, chaotic riverfront, between 

ŀ ƭƛǎǘƛƴƎ ǇƻƭŜōƻŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ ǇƛŜǊ ƛƴ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ Ǝŀƛƭȅ ǇŀƛƴǘŜŘ ƳǳƳƳŜǊǎΩ ōŀǊƎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ 

mummers were a loud and lively lot, always quoting speeches at each other and drunk more oft than 

not. 

  The day was hot and sticky, as all the days had been since they left the Sorrows. A ferocious 

southern sun beat down upon the crowded riverfront of Volon Therys, but heat was the last and least of 

DǊƛŦŦΩǎ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴǎΦ ¢ƘŜ DƻƭŘŜƴ Company was encamped three miles south of town, well north of where he 

had expected them, and Triarch Malaquo had come north with five thousand foot and a thousand horse 

to cut them off from the delta road. Daenerys Targaryen remained a world away, and Tyrƛƻƴ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊ Χ 



ǿŜƭƭΣ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜΦ LŦ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻƻŘΣ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊΩǎ ǎŜǾŜǊŜŘ ƘŜŀŘ ǿŀǎ ƘŀƭŦǿŀȅ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ 

YƛƴƎΩǎ [ŀƴŘƛƴƎ ōȅ ƴƻǿΣ ōǳǘ ƳƻǊŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦ ǿŀǎ ƘŀƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǿƘƻƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ ŎƭƻǎŜΣ ǎǘƛƴƪƛƴƎ 

drunk and plotting some new infamy. 

  ά²ƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŜǾŜƴ ƘŜƭƭǎ ƛǎ IŀƭŘƻƴΚέ DǊƛŦŦ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ǘƻ [ŀŘȅ [ŜƳƻǊŜΦ άIƻǿ ƭƻƴƎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƛǘ 

ǘŀƪŜ ǘƻ ōǳȅ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƘƻǊǎŜǎΚέ 

  {ƘŜ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ άaȅ ƭƻǊŘΣ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƛǘ ōŜ ǎŀŦŜǊ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ ƘŜǊŜ ŀōƻŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ōƻŀǘΚέ 

  ά{ŀŦŜǊΣ ȅŜǎΦ ²ƛǎŜǊΣ ƴƻΦ IŜ ƛǎ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ƎǊƻǿƴ ƴƻǿΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ōƻǊƴ ǘƻ ǿŀƭƪΦέ 

Griff had no patience for this quibbling. He was sick of hiding, sick of waiting, sick of caution. I do not 

have time enough for caution. 

  ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ƎƻƴŜ ǘƻ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƭŜƴƎǘƘǎ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ tǊƛƴŎŜ !ŜƎƻƴ ƘƛŘŘŜƴ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜǎŜ ȅŜŀǊǎΣέ [ŜƳƻǊŜ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜŘ 

ƘƛƳΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǿƛƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǿŀǎƘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣ L ƪƴƻǿΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƛƳŜ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ƴƻǿΦ 

bƻǘ ǘƻ ŀ ŎŀƳǇ ƻŦ ǎŜƭƭǎǿƻǊŘǎΦέ 

  άLŦ IŀǊǊȅ {ǘǊƛŎƪƭŀƴŘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ƘƛƳ ƛƭƭΣ ƘƛŘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ Shy Maid will not protect him. Strickland has 

ten thousand swords at his command. We have Duck. Aegon is all that could be wanted in a prince. They 

ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘΣ {ǘǊƛŎƪƭŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘΦ ¢ƘŜǎŜ ŀǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ƳŜƴΦέ 

  άIƛǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ōƻǳƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ǇŀƛŘ ŦƻǊΦ ¢Ŝƴ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ŀǊƳŜŘ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊǎΣ Ǉƭǳǎ ƘŀƴƎŜǊǎ-on and 

ŎŀƳǇ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜǊǎΦ !ƭƭ ƛǘ ǘŀƪŜǎ ƛǎ ƻƴŜ ǘƻ ōǊƛƴƎ ǳǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƻ ǊǳƛƴΦ LŦ IǳƎƻǊΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǿŀǎ ǿƻǊǘƘ ŀ ƭƻǊŘΩǎ ƘƻƴƻǊǎΣ Ƙƻǿ 

much will Cersei Lannister pay for the rightful heir to the Iron Throne? You do not know these men, my 

lord. It has been a dozen years since you last rode with the Golden Company, and your old friend is 

ŘŜŀŘΦέ 

  Blackheart. Myles Toyne had been so full of life the last time Griff had left him, it was hard to 

accept that he was gone. A golden skull atop a pole, and Homeless Harry Strickland in his place. Lemore 

was not wrong, he knew. Whatever their sires or their grandsires might have been back in Westeros 

before their exile, the men of the Golden Company were sell-swords now, and no sellsword could be 

trusted. Even so Χ 

  [ŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƘŜΩŘ ŘǊŜŀƳǘ of Stoney Sept again. Alone, with sword in hand, he ran from house to 

house, smashing down doors, racing up stairs, leaping from roof to roof, as his ears rang to the sound of 

distant bells. Deep bronze booms and silver chiming pounded through his skull, a maddening cacophony 

of noise that grew ever louder until it seemed as if his head would explode. 

  Seventeen years had come and gone since the Battle of the Bells, yet the sound of bells ringing 

still tied a knot in his guts. Others might claim that the realm was lost when Prince Rhaegar fell to 

wƻōŜǊǘΩǎ ǿŀǊƘŀƳƳŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ¢ǊƛŘŜƴǘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ .ŀǘǘƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¢ǊƛŘŜƴǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŦƻǳƎƘǘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ 

griffin had only slain the stag there in Stoney Sept. The bells tolled for all of us that day. For Aerys and his 

queen, for Elia of Dorne and her little daughter, for every true man and honest woman in the Seven 

Kingdoms. And for my silver prince. 



  ά¢ƘŜ Ǉƭŀƴ ǿŀǎ ǘƻ ǊŜǾŜŀƭ tǊƛƴŎŜ !ŜƎƻƴ ƻƴƭȅ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ vǳŜŜƴ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎΣέ [ŜƳƻǊŜ ǿŀǎ 

saying. 

  ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ōŜƭƛŜved the girl was coming west. Our dragon queen has burned that plan 

to ash, and thanks to that fat fool in Pentos, we have grasped the she-dragon by the tail and burned our 

ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōƻƴŜΦέ 

  άLƭƭȅǊƛƻ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŎƘƻƻǎŜ ǘƻ ǊŜƳŀƛƴ ŀǘ {ƭŀǾŜǊΩǎ 

.ŀȅΦέ 

  άbƻ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ .ŜƎƎŀǊ YƛƴƎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŘƛŜ ȅƻǳƴƎΣ ƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ YƘŀƭ 5ǊƻƎƻ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ 

ƘƛƳ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀǾŜΦ ±ŜǊȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ Ŧŀǘ Ƴŀƴ Ƙŀǎ ŀƴǘƛŎƛǇŀǘŜŘ Ƙŀǎ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǇŀǎǎΦέ DǊƛŦŦ ǎƭŀǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ 

hilt of his long-ǎǿƻǊŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƎƭƻǾŜŘ ƘŀƴŘΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ŘŀƴŎŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ŧŀǘ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǇƛǇŜǎ ŦƻǊ ȅŜŀǊǎΣ [ŜƳƻǊŜΦ ²Ƙŀǘ 

has it availed us? The prince is a man grown. His time isτέ 

  άGriff,έ ¸ŀƴŘǊȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƭƻǳŘƭȅΣ ŀōƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƭŀƴƎƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳǳƳƳŜǊǎΩ ōŜƭƭΦ άLǘΩǎ IŀƭŘƻƴΦέ 

  So it was. The Halfmaester looked hot and bedraggled as he made his way along the waterfront 

to the foot of the pier. Sweat had left dark rings beneath the arms of his light linen robes, and he had 

the same sour look on his long face as at Selhorys, when he returned to the Shy Maid to confess that the 

dwarf was gone. He was leading three horses, however, and that was all that mattered. 

  ά.ǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅΣέ DǊƛŦŦ ǘƻƭŘ [ŜƳƻǊŜΦ ά{ŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜΩǎ ǊŜŀŘȅΦέ 

  ά!ǎ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ ǳƴƘŀǇǇƛƭȅΦ 

  So be it. He had grown fond of Lemore, but that did not mean he required her approval. Her task 

had been to instruct the prince in the doctrines of the Faith, and she had done that. No amount of 

ǇǊŀȅŜǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ǉǳǘ ƘƛƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ LǊƻƴ ¢ƘǊƻƴŜΣ ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ DǊƛŦŦΩǎ ǘŀǎƪΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ŦŀƛƭŜŘ tǊƛƴŎŜ whaegar 

once. He would not fail his son, not whilst life remained in his body. 

  IŀƭŘƻƴΩǎ ƘƻǊǎŜǎ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ƘƛƳΦ ά²ŜǊŜ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦƛƴŘΚέ ƘŜ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ 

to the Halfmaester. 

  ά¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ IŀƭŘƻƴΣ ƛƴ ŀƴ ƛǊǊƛǘŀǘŜŘ ǘƻƴŜΣ άŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ best not ask what they cost us. 

With Dothraki across the river, half the populace of Volon Therys has decided they would sooner be 

ŜƭǎŜǿƘŜǊŜΣ ǎƻ ƘƻǊǎŜŦƭŜǎƘ ƎǊƻǿǎ ƳƻǊŜ ŜȄǇŜƴǎƛǾŜ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŘŀȅΦέ 

  I should have gone myself. After Selhorys, he had found it difficult to put the same trust in 

Haldon as previously. He let the dwarf beguile him with that glib tongue of his. Let him wander off into a 

whorehouse alone while he lingered like a mooncalf in the square. The brothel keeper had insisted that 

the little man had been carried off at swordpoint, but Griff was still not sure he believed that. The Imp 

was clever enough to have conspired in his own escape. This drunken captor that the whores spoke of 

could have been some henchman in his hire. I share the blame. After the dwarf put himself between 



Aegon and the stone man, I let down my guard. I should have slit his throat the first time I laid eyes on 

him. 

  ά¢ƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ Řƻ ǿŜƭƭ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ L ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ IŀƭŘƻƴΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŎŀƳǇ ƛǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƳƛƭŜǎ ǎƻǳǘƘΦέ ¢ƘŜ 

Shy Maid would have gotten them there more quickly, but he preferred to keep Harry Strickland 

ignorant of where he and the prince had been. Nor did he relish the prospect of splashing through the 

shallows to climb some muddy riverbank. That sort of entrance might serve for a sellsword and his son, 

but not for a great lord and his prince. 

  When the lad emerged from the cabin with Lemore by his side, Griff looked him over carefully 

from head to heel. The prince wore sword and dagger, black boots polished to a high sheen, a black 

cloak lined with blood-red silk. With his hair washed and cut and freshly dyed a deep, dark blue, his eyes 

looked blue as well. At his throat he wore three huge square-cut rubies on a chain of black iron, a gift 

from Magister Illyrio. Red and black. Dragon colors. ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƻŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƭƻƻƪ ŀ ǇǊƻǇŜǊ ǇǊƛƴŎŜΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ 

ǘƘŜ ōƻȅΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǇǊƻǳŘ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  ¸ƻǳƴƎ DǊƛŦŦ Ǌŀƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƛǊΦ άL ŀƳ ǎƛŎƪ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ōƭǳŜ ŘȅŜΦ ²Ŝ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǿŀǎƘŜŘ ƛǘ 

ƻǳǘΦέ 

  ά{ƻƻƴ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦέ DǊƛŦŦ would be glad to go back to his own true colors too, though his once red 

ƘŀƛǊ ƘŀŘ ƎƻƴŜ ǘƻ ƎǊŜȅΦ IŜ ŎƭŀǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ ά{Ƙŀƭƭ ǿŜ ƎƻΚ ¸ƻǳǊ ŀǊƳȅ ŀǿŀƛǘǎ ȅƻǳǊ 

ŎƻƳƛƴƎΦέ 

  άL ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘΦ aȅ ŀǊƳȅΦέ ! ǎƳƛƭŜ ŦƭŀǎƘŜŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǾŀƴƛǎƘŜŘΦ ά!ǊŜ ǘƘŜȅΣ 

ǘƘƻǳƎƘΚ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǎŜƭƭǎǿƻǊŘǎΦ ¸ƻƭƭƻ ǿŀǊƴŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǘǊǳǎǘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǿƛǎŘƻƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘΣέ DǊƛŦŦ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘΦ Lǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ƛŦ .ƭŀŎƪƘŜŀǊǘ ǎǘƛƭƭ 

commanded, but Myles Toyne was four years dead, and Homeless Harry Strickland was a different sort 

of man. He would not say that to the boy, however. That dwarf had already planted enough doubts in 

Ƙƛǎ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƘŜŀŘΦ άbƻǘ ŜǾŜǊȅ Ƴŀƴ ƛǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǎŜŜƳǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǇǊƛƴŎŜ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ Ƙŀǎ ƎƻƻŘ ŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ǿŀǊȅ Χ 

but go too far down that road, and thŜ ƳƛǎǘǊǳǎǘ Ŏŀƴ Ǉƻƛǎƻƴ ȅƻǳΣ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǎƻǳǊ ŀƴŘ ŦŜŀǊŦǳƭΦέ King Aerys 

was one such. By the end, even Rhaegar saw that plain enough. ά¸ƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ōŜǎǘ ǘƻ ǿŀƭƪ ŀ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ 

ŎƻǳǊǎŜΦ [Ŝǘ ƳŜƴ ŜŀǊƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǘǊǳǎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƭŜŀƭ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜ Χ ōǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻΣ ōŜ ƎŜƴŜǊƻǳǎ ŀƴŘ ƻǇŜƴƘŜŀǊǘŜŘΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ōƻȅ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ άL ǿƛƭƭ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊΦέ 

  They gave the prince the best of the three horses, a big grey gelding so pale that he was almost 

white. Griff and Haldon rode beside him on lesser mounts. The road ran south beneath the high white 

walls of Volon Therys for a good half mile. Then they left the town behind, following the winding course 

of the Rhoyne through willow groves and poppy fields and past a tall wooden windmill whose blades 

creaked like old bones as they turned. 

  They found the Golden Company beside the river as the sun was lowering in the west. It was a 

camp that even Arthur Dayne might have approved ofτcompact, orderly, defensible. A deep ditch had 

been dug around it, with sharpened stakes inside. The tents stood in rows, with broad avenues between 



them. The latrines had been placed beside the river, so the current would wash away the wastes. The 

horse lines were to the north, and beyond them, two dozen elephants grazed beside the water, pulling 

up reeds with their trunks. Griff glanced at the great grey beasts with approval. There is not a warhorse 

in all of Westeros that will stand against them. 

  Tall battle standards of cloth-of-gold flapped atop lofty poles along the perimeters of the camp. 

Beneath them, armed and armored sentries walked their rounds with spears and crossbows, watching 

every approach. Griff had feared that the company might have grown lax under Harry Strickland, who 

had always seemed more concerned with making friends than enforcing discipline; but it would seem his 

worries had been misplaced. 

  At the gate, Haldon said something to the serjeant of guards, and a runner was sent off to find a 

captain. When he turned up, he was just as ugly as the last time Griff laid eyes on him. A big-bellied, 

shambling hulk of a man, the sellsword had a seamed face crisscrossed with old scars. His right ear 

looked as if a dog had chewed on it and his left ǿŀǎ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎΦ άIŀǾŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƳŀŘŜ you ŀ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴΣ CƭƻǿŜǊǎΚέ 

DǊƛŦŦ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ DƻƭŘŜƴ /ƻƳǇŀƴȅ ƘŀŘ ǎǘŀƴŘŀǊŘǎΦέ 

  άLǘΩǎ ǿƻǊǎŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŀǘΣ ȅƻǳ ōǳƎƎŜǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ CǊŀƴƪƭȅƴ CƭƻǿŜǊǎΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ƪƴƛƎƘǘŜŘ ƳŜ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦέ IŜ 

clasped Griff by the forearm, pulled him into a bone-ŎǊǳǎƘƛƴƎ ƘǳƎΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǿŦǳƭΣ ŜǾŜƴ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳŀƴΩǎ 

ōŜŜƴ ŘŜŀŘ ŀ ŘƻȊŜƴ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ .ƭǳŜ ƘŀƛǊΣ ƛǎ ƛǘΚ ²ƘŜƴ IŀǊǊȅ ǎŀƛŘ ȅƻǳΩŘ ōŜ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǳǇΣ L ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǎƘƛǘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦ !ƴŘ 

IŀƭŘƻƴΣ ȅƻǳ ƛŎȅ ŎǳƴǘΣ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƻΦ {ǘƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘƛŎƪ ǳǇ ȅƻǳǊ ŀǊǎŜΚέ IŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ¸ƻǳƴƎ Driff. 

ά!ƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ Χέ 

  άaȅ ǎǉǳƛǊŜΦ [ŀŘΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ CǊŀƴƪƭȅƴ CƭƻǿŜǊǎΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜ ŀŎƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƴƻŘΦ άCƭƻǿŜǊǎ ƛǎ ŀ ōŀǎǘŀǊŘ ƴŀƳŜΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ wŜŀŎƘΦέ 

  ά!ȅŜΦ aȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǿŀǎƘŜǊǿƻƳŀƴ ŀǘ /ƛŘŜǊ Iŀƭƭ ǘƛƭƭ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ƳƛƭƻǊŘΩǎ ǎƻƴǎ ǊŀǇŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ aakes 

ƳŜ ŀ ǎƻǊǘ ƻΩ ōǊƻǿƴ ŀǇǇƭŜ CƻǎǎƻǿŀȅΣ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ L ǎŜŜ ƛǘΦέ CƭƻǿŜǊǎ ǿŀǾŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǘŜΦ ά/ƻƳŜ 

ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦ {ǘǊƛŎƪƭŀƴŘΩǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊǎ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜƴǘΦ ²ŀǊ ŎƻǳƴŎƛƭΦ ¢ƘŜ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ±ƻƭŀƴǘŜƴŜǎ ŀǊŜ ǊŀǘǘƭƛƴƎ 

their spears and demanding to know our intentioƴǎΦέ 

  The men of the Golden Company were outside their tents, dicing, drinking, and swatting away 

flies. Griff wondered how many of them knew who he was. Few enough. Twelve years is a long time. 

9ǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ǿƘƻΩŘ ǊƛŘŘŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜ ǘƘŜ Ŝxile lord Jon Connington of the fiery red 

beard in the lined, clean-shaved face and dyed blue hair of the sellsword Griff. So far as most of them 

were concerned, Connington had drunk himself to death in Lys after being driven from the company in 

disgrace for stealing from the war chest. The shame of the lie still stuck in his craw, but Varys had 

ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƴŜŎŜǎǎŀǊȅΦ ά²Ŝ ǿŀƴǘ ƴƻ ǎƻƴƎǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ Ǝŀƭƭŀƴǘ ŜȄƛƭŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ŜǳƴǳŎƘ ƘŀŘ ǘƛǘǘŜǊŜŘΣ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ 

ƳƛƴŎƛƴƎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƻŦ ƘƛǎΦ ά¢ƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ ŘƛŜ ƘŜǊƻƛŎ ŘŜŀǘƘǎ ŀǊŜ ƭƻƴƎ remembered, thieves and drunks and 

ŎǊŀǾŜƴǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŦƻǊƎƻǘǘŜƴΦέ 

  ²Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ŀ ŜǳƴǳŎƘ ƪƴƻǿ ƻŦ ŀ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƘƻƴƻǊΚ DǊƛŦŦ ƘŀŘ ƎƻƴŜ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ {ǇƛŘŜǊΩǎ ǎŎƘŜƳŜ ŦƻǊ 

ǘƘŜ ōƻȅΩǎ ǎŀƪŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƳŜŀƴ ƘŜ ƭƛƪŜŘ ƛǘ ŀƴȅ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦ Let me live long enough to see the boy sit 



ǘƘŜ LǊƻƴ ¢ƘǊƻƴŜΣ ŀƴŘ ±ŀǊȅǎ ǿƛƭƭ Ǉŀȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƭƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ǿŜΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ ǿƘƻΩǎ ǎƻƻƴ 

forgotten. 

  The captain-ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭΩǎ ǘŜƴǘ ǿŀǎ ƳŀŘŜ ƻŦ ŎƭƻǘƘ-of-gold and surrounded by a ring of pikes topped 

with gilded skulls. One skull was larger than the rest, grotesquely malformed. Below it was a second, no 

ƭŀǊƎŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ ŦƛǎǘΦ Maelys the Monstrous and his nameless brother. The other skulls had a 

sameness to them, though several had been cracked and splintered by the blows that had slain them, 

and ƻƴŜ ƘŀŘ ŦƛƭŜŘΣ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ǘŜŜǘƘΦ ά²ƘƛŎƘ ƻƴŜ ƛǎ aȅƭŜǎΚέ DǊƛŦŦ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ŀǎƪƛƴƎΦ 

  ά¢ƘŜǊŜΦ hƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘΦέ CƭƻǿŜǊǎ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘΦ ά²ŀƛǘΦ LΩƭƭ Ǝƻ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜ ȅƻǳΦέ IŜ ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƴǘΣ 

leaving Griff to contemplate the gilded skull of his old friend. In life, Ser Myles Toyne had been ugly as 

sin. His famous forebear, the dark and dashing Terrence Toyne of whom the singers sang, had been so 

ŦŀƛǊ ƻŦ ŦŀŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ƳƛǎǘǊŜǎǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ǊŜǎƛǎǘ ƘƛƳΤ ōǳǘ aȅƭŜǎ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǇƻǎǎŜǎǎŜŘ ƻŦ ƧǳƎ ŜŀǊǎΣ 

a crooked jaw, and the biggest nose that Jon Connington had ever seen. When he smiled at you, though, 

none of that mattered. Blackheart, his men had named him, for the sigil on his shield. Myles had loved 

ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ƛǘ ƘƛƴǘŜŘ ŀǘΦ ά! ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴ-general should be feared, by ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ŀƴŘ ŦƻŜ ŀƭƛƪŜΣέ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƻƴŎŜ 

ŎƻƴŦŜǎǎŜŘΦ άLŦ ƳŜƴ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƳŜ ŎǊǳŜƭΣ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƘŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘ ǿŀǎ ƻǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜΦ {ƻƭŘƛŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōƻƴŜΣ 

Toyne was fierce but always fair, a father to his men and always generous to the exile lord Jon 

Connington. 

  Death had robbed him of his ears, his nose, and all his warmth. The smile remained, 

ǘǊŀƴǎŦƻǊƳŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ƎƭƛǘǘŜǊƛƴƎ ƎƻƭŘŜƴ ƎǊƛƴΦ !ƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǎƪǳƭƭǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƎǊƛƴƴƛƴƎΣ ŜǾŜƴ .ƛǘǘŜǊǎǘŜŜƭΩǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŀƭƭ ǇƛƪŜ ƛƴ 

the center. What does he have to grin about? He died defeated and alone, a broken man in an alien 

land. On his deathbed, Ser Aegor Rivers had famously commanded his men to boil the flesh from his 

skull, dip it in gold, and carry it before them when they crossed the sea to retake Westeros. His 

successors had followed his example. 

  Jon Connington might have been one of those successors if his exile had gone otherwise. He had 

ǎǇŜƴǘ ŦƛǾŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΣ ǊƛǎƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ Ǌŀƴƪǎ ǘƻ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƻŦ ƘƻƴƻǊ ŀǘ ¢ƻȅƴŜΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƘŀƴŘΦ IŀŘ 

he stayed, it might well have been him the men turned to after Myles died, instead of Harry Strickland. 

.ǳǘ DǊƛŦŦ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǊŜƎǊŜǘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǘƘ ƘŜΩŘ ŎƘƻǎŜƴΦ When I return to Westeros, it will not be as a skull atop a 

pole. 

  CƭƻǿŜǊǎ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƴǘΦ άDƻ ƻƴ ƛƴΦέ 

  The high officers of the Golden Company rose from stools and camp chairs as they entered. Old 

friends greeted Griff with smiles and embraces, the new men more formally. Not all of them are as glad 

to see us as they would have me believe. He sensed knives behind some of the smiles. Until quite 

recently, most of them had believed that Lord Jon Connington was safely in his grave, and no doubt 

many felt that was a fine place for him, a man who would steal from his brothers-in-arms. Griff might 

have felt the same way in their place. 

  Ser Franklyn did the introductions. Some of the sellsword captains bore bastard names, as 

Flowers did: Rivers, Hill, Stone. Others claimed names that had once loomed large in the histories of the 



Seven Kingdoms; Griff counted two Strongs, three Peakes, a Mudd, a Mandrake, a Lothston, a pair of 

Coles. Not all were genuine, he knew. In the free companies, a man could call himself whatever he 

chose. By any name, the sellswords displayed a rude splendor. Like many in their trade, they kept their 

worldly wealth upon their persons: jeweled swords, inlaid armor, heavy torcs, and fine silks were much 

ƛƴ ŜǾƛŘŜƴŎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ Ƴŀƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƻǊŜ ŀ ƭƻǊŘΩǎ ǊŀƴǎƻƳ ƛƴ ƎƻƭŘŜƴ ŀǊƳ ǊƛƴƎǎΦ 9ŀŎƘ ǊƛƴƎ ǎƛƎƴƛŦƛŜŘ ƻƴŜ 

ȅŜŀǊΩǎ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ DƻƭŘŜƴ /ƻƳǇŀƴȅΦ aŀǊǉ aŀƴŘǊŀƪŜΣ ǿƘƻǎŜ ǇƻȄ-scarred face had a hole in one 

ŎƘŜŜƪ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŀ ǎƭŀǾŜΩǎ ƳŀǊƪ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ōǳǊƴŜŘ ŀǿŀȅΣ ǿƻǊŜ ŀ ŎƘŀƛƴ ƻŦ ƎƻƭŘŜƴ ǎƪǳƭƭǎ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ 

  Not every captain was of Westerosi blood. Black Balaq, a white-haired Summer Islander with 

ǎƪƛƴ ŘŀǊƪ ŀǎ ǎƻƻǘΣ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΩǎ ŀǊŎƘŜǊǎΣ ŀǎ ƛƴ .ƭŀŎƪƘŜŀǊǘΩǎ ŘŀȅΦ IŜ ǿƻǊŜ ŀ ŦŜŀǘƘŜǊŜŘ Ŏƭƻŀƪ 

of green and orange, magnificent to behold. The cadaverous Volantene, Gorys Edoryen, had replaced 

Strickland as paymaster. A leopard skin was draped across one shoulder, and hair as red as blood 

tumbled to his shoulders in oiled ringlets though his pointed beard was black. The spymaster was new to 

Griff, a Lyseni named Lysono Maar, with lilac eyes and white-gold hair and lips that would have been the 

envy of a whore. At first glance, Griff had almost taken him for a woman. His fingernails were painted 

purple, and his earlobes dripped with pearls and amethysts. 

  Ghosts and liars, Griff thought, as he surveyed their faces. Revenants from forgotten wars, lost 

causes, failed rebellions, a brotherhood of the failed and the fallen, the disgraced and the disinherited. 

This is my army. This is our best hope. 

  He turned to Harry Strickland. 

  Homeless Harry looked little like a warrior. Portly, with a big round head, mild grey eyes, and 

thinning hair that he brushed sideways to conceal a bald spot, Strickland sat in a camp chair soaking his 

ŦŜŜǘ ƛƴ ŀ ǘǳō ƻŦ ǎŀƭǘ ǿŀǘŜǊΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ǇŀǊŘƻƴ ƳŜ ƛŦ L Řƻ ƴƻǘ ǊƛǎŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ōȅ ǿŀȅ ƻŦ ƎǊŜŜǘƛƴƎΦ άhǳǊ ƳŀǊŎƘ 

ǿŀǎ ǿŜŀǊƛǎƻƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ǘƻŜǎ ŀǊŜ ǇǊƻƴŜ ǘƻ ōƭƛǎǘŜǊǎΦ Lǘ ƛǎ ŀ ŎǳǊǎŜΦέ 

  It is a mark of weakness. You sound like an old woman. The Stricklands had been part of the 

DƻƭŘŜƴ /ƻƳǇŀƴȅ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƛǘǎ ŦƻǳƴŘƛƴƎΣ IŀǊǊȅΩǎ ƎǊŜŀǘ-grandsire having lost his lands when he rose with the 

.ƭŀŎƪ 5ǊŀƎƻƴ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ .ƭŀŎƪŦȅǊŜ wŜōŜƭƭƛƻƴΦ άDƻƭŘ ŦƻǊ ŦƻǳǊ ƎŜƴŜǊŀǘƛƻƴǎΣέ IŀǊǊȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōƻŀǎǘΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ 

four generations of exile and defeat were something to take pride in. 

  άL Ŏŀƴ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƴ ƻƛƴǘƳŜƴǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ IŀƭŘƻƴΣ άŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ƳƛƴŜǊŀƭ ǎŀƭǘǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ 

ǘƻǳƎƘŜƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƪƛƴΦέ 

  ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΦέ {ǘǊƛŎƪƭŀƴŘ ōŜŎƪƻƴŜŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǎǉǳƛǊŜΦ ά²ŀǘƪȅƴΣ ǿƛƴŜ ŦƻǊ ƻǳǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΦέ 

  ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻΣέ ǎŀƛŘ DǊƛŦŦΦ ά²Ŝ ǿƛƭƭ ŘǊƛƴƪ ǿŀǘŜǊΦέ 

  ά!ǎ ȅƻǳ ǇǊŜŦŜǊΦέ ¢ƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴ-ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜΦ ά!ƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƻƴΦέ 

  Does he know? Griff wondered. How much did Myles tell him? Varys had been adamant about 

the need for secrecy. The plans that he and Illyrio had made with Blackheart had been known to them 

alone. The rest of the company had been left ignorant. What they did not know they could not let slip. 



  That time wŀǎ ŘƻƴŜΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦ άbƻ Ƴŀƴ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿƻǊǘƘƛŜǊ ǎƻƴΣέ DǊƛŦŦ ǎŀƛŘΣ άōǳǘ ǘƘŜ 

lad is not of my blood, and his name is not Griff. My lords, I give you Aegon Targaryen, firstborn son of 

wƘŀŜƎŀǊΣ tǊƛƴŎŜ ƻŦ 5ǊŀƎƻƴǎǘƻƴŜΣ ōȅ tǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ 9ƭƛŀ ƻŦ 5ƻǊƴŜ Χ ǎƻƻƴΣ with your help, to be Aegon, the Sixth 

ƻŦ Iƛǎ bŀƳŜΣ YƛƴƎ ƻŦ !ƴŘŀƭǎΣ ǘƘŜ wƘƻȅƴŀǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ CƛǊǎǘ aŜƴΣ ŀƴŘ [ƻǊŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ {ŜǾŜƴ YƛƴƎŘƻƳǎΦέ 

  Silence greeted his announcement. Someone cleared his throat. One of the Coles refilled his 

wine cup from the flagon. Gorys Edoryen played with one of his corkscrew ringlets and murmured 

something in a tongue Griff did not know. Laswell Peake coughed, Mandrake and Lothston exchanged a 

glance. They know, Griff realized then. They have known all along. He turned to look at Harry Strickland. 

ά²ƘŜƴ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŜƳΚέ 

  The captain-ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ǿǊƛƎƎƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ōƭƛǎǘŜǊŜŘ ǘƻŜǎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦƻƻǘōŀǘƘΦ ά²ƘŜƴ ǿŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊΦ The 

company was restless, with good reason. We walked away from an easy campaign in the Disputed 

Lands, and for what? So we could swelter in this god-awful heat watching our coins melt away and our 

ōƭŀŘŜǎ Ǝƻ ǘƻ Ǌǳǎǘ ǿƘƛƭǎǘ L ǘǳǊƴ ŀǿŀȅ ǊƛŎƘ ŎƻƴǘǊŀŎǘǎΚέ 

  TƘŀǘ ƴŜǿǎ ƳŀŘŜ DǊƛŦŦΩǎ ǎƪƛƴ ŎǊŀǿƭΦ ά²ƘƻΚέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ¸ǳƴƪƛǎƘƳŜƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ŜƴǾƻȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǿƻƻ ±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎ Ƙŀǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŘƛǎǇŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ŦǊŜŜ 

ŎƻƳǇŀƴƛŜǎ ǘƻ {ƭŀǾŜǊΩǎ .ŀȅΦ IŜ ǿƛǎƘŜǎ ǳǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǳǊǘƘ ŀƴŘ ƻŦŦŜǊǎ ǘǿƛŎŜ ǿƘŀǘ aȅǊ ǿŀǎ ǇŀȅƛƴƎ ǳǎΣ Ǉƭǳǎ 

a slave for every Ƴŀƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΣ ǘŜƴ ŦƻǊ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ŎƘƻƛŎŜ ƳŀƛŘŜƴǎ ŀƭƭ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦέ 

  Bloody hell. ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘǎ ƻŦ ǎƭŀǾŜǎΦ ²ƘŜǊŜ Řƻ ǘƘŜ ¸ǳƴƪƛǎƘƳŜƴ ŜȄǇŜŎǘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ 

ǎƻ ƳŀƴȅΚέ 

  άLƴ aŜŜǊŜŜƴΦέ {ǘǊƛŎƪƭŀƴŘ ōŜŎƪƻƴŜŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǎǉǳƛǊŜΦ ά²ŀǘƪȅƴΣ ŀ ǘƻǿŜƭΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǘŜǊΩǎ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ŎƻƻƭΣ 

ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ǘƻŜǎ ƘŀǾŜ ǿǊƛƴƪƭŜŘ ǳǇ ƭƛƪŜ ǊŀƛǎƛƴǎΦ bƻΣ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻǿŜƭΣ ǘƘŜ ǎƻŦǘ ƻƴŜΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ǊŜŦǳǎŜŘ ƘƛƳΣέ ǎŀƛŘ DǊƛŦŦΦ άL ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ǇǊƻǇƻǎŀƭΦέ IŀǊǊȅ ǿƛƴŎŜŘ ŀǎ Ƙƛǎ 

ǎǉǳƛǊŜ ǘƻǿŜƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜǘΦ άDŜƴǘƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǘƻŜǎΦ ¢Ƙƛnk of them as thin-skinned grapes, lad. You want to 

dry them without crushing them. Pat, Řƻ ƴƻǘ ǎŎǊǳōΦ ¸ŜǎΣ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦέ IŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ DǊƛŦŦΦ ά! ōƭǳƴǘ 

ǊŜŦǳǎŀƭ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǳƴǿƛǎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƳŜƴ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǊƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŀǎƪ ƛŦ L ƘŀŘ ǘŀƪŜƴ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǿƛǘǎΦέ 

  ά̧ ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǿƻǊƪ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ōƭŀŘŜǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦέ 

  ά²ƛƭƭ ǿŜΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ [ȅǎƻƴƻ aŀŀǊΦ άL ŀǎǎǳƳŜ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ¢ŀǊƎŀǊȅŜƴ ƎƛǊƭ Ƙŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ 

ǘƘŜ ǿŜǎǘΚέ 

  ά²Ŝ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘŀƭŜ ƛƴ {ŜƭƘƻǊȅǎΦέ 

  άbƻ ǘŀƭŜΦ {ƛƳǇƭŜ ǘǊǳǘƘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƘȅ ƻŦ ƛǘ ƛǎ ƘŀǊŘŜǊ ǘƻ ƎǊŀǎǇΦ {ŀŎƪ Meereen, aye, why not? I would 

have done the same in her place. The slaver cities reek of gold, and conquest requires coin. But why 

ƭƛƴƎŜǊΚ CŜŀǊΚ aŀŘƴŜǎǎΚ {ƭƻǘƘΚέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ǿƘȅ ƻŦ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΦέ IŀǊǊȅ {ǘǊƛŎƪƭŀƴŘ ǳƴǊƻƭƭŜŘ ŀ ǇŀƛǊ ƻŦ ǎǘǊƛǇŜŘ ǿƻƻƭŜƴ ǎǘƻŎƪƛƴgs. 

ά{ƘŜ ƛǎ ƛƴ aŜŜǊŜŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ƘŜǊŜΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ±ƻƭŀƴǘŜƴŜǎ ƎǊƻǿ Řŀƛƭȅ ƳƻǊŜ ǳƴƘŀǇǇȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǳǊ ǇǊŜǎŜƴŎŜΦ 



We came to raise up a king and queen who would lead us home to Westeros, but this Targaryen girl 

seems more intent on planting olive trees than in reclaƛƳƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǘƘǊƻƴŜΦ aŜŀƴǿƘƛƭŜΣ ƘŜǊ ŦƻŜǎ 

gather. Yunkai, New Ghis, Tolos. Bloodbeard and the Tattered Prince will both be in the field against her 

Χ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƻƴ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŜŜǘǎ ƻŦ hƭŘ ±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎ ǿƛƭƭ ŘŜǎŎŜƴŘ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ǎƘŜ ƘŀǾŜΚ 

Bedslaves ǿƛǘƘ ǎǘƛŎƪǎΚέ 

  ά¦ƴǎǳƭƭƛŜŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ DǊƛŦŦΦ ά!ƴŘ ŘǊŀƎƻƴǎΦέ 

  ά5ǊŀƎƻƴǎΣ ŀȅŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴ-ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ǎŀƛŘΣ άōǳǘ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƻƴŜǎΣ ƘŀǊŘƭȅ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƘŀǘŎƘƭƛƴƎǎΦέ 

{ǘǊƛŎƪƭŀƴŘ ŜŀǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻŎƪ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ōƭƛǎǘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǳǇ Ƙƛǎ ŀƴƪƭŜΦ άIƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ǿƛƭƭ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǾŀƛƭ ƘŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜǎŜ 

aǊƳƛŜǎ ŎƭƻǎŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ Ŏƛǘȅ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŦƛǎǘΚέ 

  ¢Ǌƛǎǘŀƴ wƛǾŜǊǎ ŘǊǳƳƳŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƪƴŜŜΦ ά!ƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ǊŜŀŎƘ ƘŜǊ 

ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΣ L ǎŀȅΦ LŦ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǳǎΣ ǿŜ Ƴǳǎǘ Ǝƻ ǘƻ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎΦέ 

  ά/ŀƴ ǿŜ ǿŀƭƪ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǾŜǎΣ ǎŜǊΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ [ȅǎƻƴƻ aŀŀǊΦ άL ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ǊŜŀŎƘ ǘƘŜ 

silver queen by sea. I slipped into Volantis myself, posing as a trader, to learn how many ships might be 

available to us. The harbor teems with galleys, cogs, and carracks of every sort and size, yet even so I 

soon found myself consorting with smugglers and pirates. We have ten thousand men in the company, 

as I am sure Lord Connington remembers from his years of service with us. Five hundred knights, each 

with three horses. Five hundred squires, with one mount apiece. And elephants, we must not forget the 

elephants. A pirate ship will not suffice. We would need a pirate fleet Χ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ǿŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƻƴŜΣ ǘƘŜ 

ǿƻǊŘ Ƙŀǎ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ŦǊƻƳ {ƭŀǾŜǊΩǎ .ŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ aŜŜǊŜŜƴ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ƻŦŦ ōȅ ōƭƻŎƪŀŘŜΦέ 

  ά²Ŝ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦŜƛƎƴ ŀŎŎŜǇǘŀƴŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¸ǳƴƪƛǎƘ ƻŦŦŜǊΣέ ǳǊƎŜŘ DƻǊȅǎ 9ŘƻǊȅŜƴΦ ά!ƭƭƻǿ ǘƘŜ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΩƛ ǘƻ 

ǘǊŀƴǎǇƻǊǘ ǳǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǎǘΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƎƻƭŘ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭǎ ƻŦ aŜŜǊŜŜƴΦέ 

  άhƴŜ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ŎƻƴǘǊŀŎǘ ƛǎ ǎǘŀƛƴ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƴƻǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΦέ IƻƳŜƭŜǎǎ IŀǊǊȅ 

Strickland pŀǳǎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ōƭƛǎǘŜǊŜŘ Ŧƻƻǘ ƛƴ ƘŀƴŘΦ ά[Ŝǘ ƳŜ ǊŜƳƛƴŘ ȅƻǳΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ aȅƭŜǎ ¢ƻȅƴŜ ǿƘƻ Ǉǳǘ Ƙƛǎ 

seal to this secret pact, not me. I would honor his agreement if I could, but how? It seems plain to me 

that the Targaryen girl is never coming west. Westeros was her ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƪƛƴƎŘƻƳΦ aŜŜǊŜŜƴ ƛǎ ƘŜǊǎΦ LŦ ǎƘŜ 

Ŏŀƴ ōǊŜŀƪ ǘƘŜ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΩƛΣ ǎƘŜΩƭƭ ōŜ vǳŜŜƴ ƻŦ {ƭŀǾŜǊΩǎ .ŀȅΦ LŦ ƴƻǘΣ ǎƘŜΩƭƭ ŘƛŜ ƭƻƴƎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘƻǇŜ ǘƻ 

ǊŜŀŎƘ ƘŜǊΦέ 

  His words came as no surprise to Griff. Harry Strickland had always been a genial man, better at 

hammering out contracts than at hammering on foes. He had a nose for gold, but whether he had the 

belly for battle was another question. 

  ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴŘ ǊƻǳǘŜΣέ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘ CǊŀƴƪƭȅƴ CƭƻǿŜǊǎΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŘŜƳƻƴ ǊƻŀŘ ƛǎ ŘŜŀǘƘΦ ²Ŝ ǿƛƭƭ ƭƻǎŜ 

half the company to desertion if we attempt that march, and bury half of those who remain beside the 

road. It grieves me to say it, but Magister Illyrio and his friends may have been unwise to put so much 

ƘƻǇŜ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƘƛƭŘ ǉǳŜŜƴΦέ 



  No, thought Griff, but they were most unwise to put their hopes on you. And then Prince Aegon 

ǎǇƻƪŜΦ ά¢ƘŜƴ Ǉǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƘƻǇŜǎ ƻƴ ƳŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ ƛǎ tǊƛƴŎŜ wƘŀŜƎŀǊΩǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ L ŀƳ wƘŀŜƎŀǊΩǎ 

ǎƻƴΦ L ŀƳ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘΦέ 

  Griff put a black-ƎƭƻǾŜŘ ƘŀƴŘ ǳǇƻƴ tǊƛƴŎŜ !ŜƎƻƴΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ ά{ǇƻƪŜƴ ōƻƭŘƭȅΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άōǳǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ 

ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΦέ 

  άL ƘŀǾŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ƭŀŘ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘΦ ά²Ƙȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ L Ǝƻ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ŀǳƴǘ ŀǎ ƛŦ L ǿŜǊŜ ŀ ōŜƎƎŀǊΚ aȅ ŎƭŀƛƳ ƛǎ 

ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴΦ [Ŝǘ ƘŜǊ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ƳŜ Χ ƛƴ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎΦέ 

  CǊŀƴƪƭȅƴ CƭƻǿŜǊǎ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ άL ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘ. Sail west, not east. Leave the little queen to her olives and 

ǎŜŀǘ tǊƛƴŎŜ !ŜƎƻƴ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ LǊƻƴ ¢ƘǊƻƴŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ōƻȅ Ƙŀǎ ǎǘƻƴŜǎΣ ƎƛǾŜ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

  The captain-ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƘŀŘ ǎƭŀǇǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ άIŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴ ŎǳǊŘƭŜŘ ȅƻǳǊ 

brains, Flowers? We need the girl. We need the marriage. If Daenerys accepts our princeling and takes 

him for her consort, the Seven Kingdoms will do the same. Without her, the lords will only mock his 

claim and brand him a fraud and a pretender. And how do you propose to get to Westeros? You heard 

[ȅǎƻƴƻΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ƴƻ ǎƘƛǇǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƘŀŘΦέ 

  This man is afraid to fight, Griff realized. How could they have chosen him to take the 

.ƭŀŎƪƘŜŀǊǘΩǎ ǇƭŀŎŜΚ άbƻ ǎƘƛǇǎ ŦƻǊ {ƭŀǾŜǊΩǎ .ŀȅΦ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎ ƛǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ Ŝŀǎǘ ƛǎ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǳǎΣ ƴƻǘ 

the sea. The triarchs would be glad to see the back of us, I do not doubt. They might even help us 

ŀǊǊŀƴƎŜ ǇŀǎǎŀƎŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ {ŜǾŜƴ YƛƴƎŘƻƳǎΦ bƻ Ŏƛǘȅ ǿŀƴǘǎ ŀƴ ŀǊƳȅ ƻƴ ƛǘǎ ŘƻƻǊǎǘŜǇΦέ 

  άIŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǿǊƻƴƎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ [ȅǎƻƴƻ aŀŀǊΦ ά.ȅ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƻƴ ǎǳǊŜƭȅ Ƙŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀƎƻƴΩǎ ǎŎŜƴǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ 

ǘƘŜ /ƻƭŜǎΣ άōǳǘ /ŜǊǎŜƛΩǎ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴǎ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŦƛȄŜŘ ǳǇƻƴ aŜŜǊŜŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǉǳŜŜƴΦ {ƘŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ 

ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ǇǊƛƴŎŜΦ hƴŎŜ ǿŜ ƭŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǊŀƛǎŜ ƻǳǊ ōŀƴƴŜǊǎΣ Ƴŀƴȅ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ŦƭƻŎƪ ǘƻ Ƨƻƛƴ ǳǎΦέ 

  ά{ƻƳŜΣέ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ IƻƳŜƭŜǎǎ IŀǊǊȅΣ άƴƻǘ many. wƘŀŜƎŀǊΩǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ Ƙŀǎ dragons. wƘŀŜƎŀǊΩǎ ǎƻƴ ŘƻŜǎ 

ƴƻǘΦ ²Ŝ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƳ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳȅΦ IŜǊ ¦ƴǎǳƭƭƛŜŘΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ !ŜƎƻƴ ǘƻƻƪ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŜǳƴǳŎƘǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ [ȅǎƻƴƻ aŀŀǊΦ ά²Ƙȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛȄǘƘ 

Aegon do tƘŜ ǎŀƳŜΚέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ Ǉƭŀƴτέ 

  ά²ƘƛŎƘ ǇƭŀƴΚέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢Ǌƛǎǘŀƴ wƛǾŜǊǎΦ ά¢ƘŜ Ŧŀǘ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǇƭŀƴΚ ¢ƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜǎ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƘŜ 

moon turns? First Viserys Targaryen was to join us with fifty thousand Dothraki screamers at his back. 

Then the Beggar King was dead, and it was to be the sister, a pliable young child queen who was on her 

way to Pentos with three new-hatched dragons. Instead the girl turns up on {ƭŀǾŜǊΩǎ .ŀȅ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀǾŜǎ ŀ 

string of burning cities in her wake, and the fat man decides we should meet her by Volantis. Now that 

plan is in ruins as well. 



  άL ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ƻŦ LƭƭȅǊƛƻΩǎ ǇƭŀƴǎΦ wƻōŜǊǘ .ŀǊŀǘƘŜƻƴ ǿƻƴ ǘƘŜ LǊƻƴ ¢ƘǊƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ōŜƴŜŦƛǘ 

of dragons. We can do the same. And if I am wrong and the realm does not rise for us, we can always 

ǊŜǘǊŜŀǘ ōŀŎƪ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǊǊƻǿ ǎŜŀΣ ŀǎ .ƛǘǘŜǊǎǘŜŜƭ ƻƴŎŜ ŘƛŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘƛƳΦέ 

  {ǘǊƛŎƪƭŀƴŘ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǎǘǳōōƻǊƴƭȅΦ ά¢ƘŜ Ǌƛǎƪτέ 

  άτis not what it was, now that Tywin Lannister is dead. The Seven Kingdoms will never be more 

ripe for conquest. Another boy king sits the Iron Throne, this one even younger than the last, and rebels 

ŀǊŜ ǘƘƛŎƪ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘ ŀǎ ŀǳǘǳƳƴ ƭŜŀǾŜǎΦέ 

  ά9ǾŜƴ ǎƻΣέ ǎŀƛŘ {ǘǊƛŎƪƭŀƴŘΣ άŀlone, we cannot hope toτέ 

  Griff had heard enough of the captain-ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭΩǎ ŎƻǿŀǊŘƛŎŜΦ ά²Ŝ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ŀƭƻƴŜΦ 5ƻǊƴŜ ǿƛƭƭ 

join us, must Ƨƻƛƴ ǳǎΦ tǊƛƴŎŜ !ŜƎƻƴ ƛǎ 9ƭƛŀΩǎ ǎƻƴ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ wƘŀŜƎŀǊΩǎΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǎƻΣέ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ άŀƴŘ ǿƘƻ ƛǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƭŜŦǘ ƛƴ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎ ǘƻ ƻǇǇƻǎŜ ǳǎΚ ! ǿƻƳŀƴΦέ 

  ά! Lannister ǿƻƳŀƴΣέ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴ-ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭΦ ά¢ƘŜ ōƛǘŎƘ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ YƛƴƎǎƭŀȅŜǊ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ 

side, count on that, and they will have all the wealth of Casterly Rock behind them. And Illyrio says this 

boy king is betrothed to the Tyrell girl, which means we must face the power of High-ƎŀǊŘŜƴ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦέ 

  [ŀǎǿŜƭƭ tŜŀƪŜ ǊŀǇǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƪƴǳŎƪƭŜǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜΦ ά9ǾŜƴ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ŎŜƴǘǳǊȅΣ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǳǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ 

ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ wŜŀŎƘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇƻǿŜǊ ƻŦ IƛƎƘƎŀǊŘŜƴ Ƴŀȅ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ǿƘŀǘ aŀŎŜ ¢ȅǊŜƭƭ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜǎΦέ 

  άtǊƛƴŎŜ !ŜƎƻƴΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢Ǌƛǎǘŀƴ wƛǾŜǊǎΣ άǿŜ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƳŜƴΦ Lǎ ǘƘƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƛǎƘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ǎŀƛƭ ǿŜǎǘ 

ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ŜŀǎǘΚέ 

  άLǘ ƛǎΣέ !ŜƎƻƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ŜŀƎŜǊƭȅΦ άLŦ Ƴȅ ŀǳƴǘ ǿŀƴǘǎ aŜŜǊŜŜƴΣ ǎƘŜΩǎ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ƛǘΦ L ǿƛƭƭ ŎƭŀƛƳ ǘƘŜ 

Iron Throne by myself, with your swords and your allegiance. Move fast and strike hard, and we can win 

some easy victories before the Lannisters even know that we have landed. That will bring others to our 

ŎŀǳǎŜΦέ 

  wƛǾŜǊǎ ǿŀǎ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀǇǇǊƻǾŀƭΦ hǘƘŜǊǎ ǘǊŀŘŜŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘŦǳƭ ƭƻƻƪǎΦ ¢ƘŜƴ tŜŀƪŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άL ǿƻuld sooner 

ŘƛŜ ƛƴ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎ ǘƘŀƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŜƳƻƴ ǊƻŀŘΣέ ŀƴŘ aŀǊǉ aŀƴŘǊŀƪŜ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘŜŘΣ άaŜΣ LΩŘ 

ǎƻƻƴŜǊ ƭƛǾŜΣ ǿƛƴ ƭŀƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŎŀǎǘƭŜΣέ ŀƴŘ CǊŀƴƪƭȅƴ CƭƻǿŜǊǎ ǎƭŀǇǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎǿƻǊŘ Ƙƛƭǘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά{ƻ 

ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ L Ŏŀƴ ƪƛƭƭ ǎƻƳŜ CƻǎǎƻǿŀȅǎΣ LΩƳ ŦƻǊ ƛǘΦέ 

  When all of them began to speak at once, Griff knew the tide had turned. This is a side of Aegon 

I never saw before. It was not the prudent course, but he was tired of prudence, sick of secrets, weary of 

ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎΦ ²ƛƴ ƻǊ ƭƻǎŜΣ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ DǊƛŦŦƛƴΩǎ wƻƻǎǘ again before he died, and be buried in the tomb beside 

Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎΦ 

  One by one, the men of the Golden Company rose, knelt, and laid their swords at the feet of his 

young prince. The last to do so was Homeless Harry Strickland, blistered feet and all. 



  The sun was reddening the western sky and painting scarlet shadows on the golden skulls atop 

their spears when they took their leave of the captain-ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭΩǎ ǘŜƴǘΦ CǊŀƴƪƭȅƴ CƭƻǿŜǊǎ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ 

the prince around the camp and introduce him to some of what he called the lads. Griff gave his 

ŎƻƴǎŜƴǘΦ ά.ǳǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊΣ ǎƻ ŦŀǊ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅ ƛǎ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘΣ ƘŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ǊŜƳŀƛƴ ¸ƻǳƴƎ DǊƛŦŦ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǿŜ ŎǊƻǎǎ 

ǘƘŜ ƴŀǊǊƻǿ ǎŜŀΦ Lƴ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎ ǿŜΩƭƭ ǿŀǎƘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘ ƘƛƳ Řƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳƻǊΦέ 

  ά!ȅŜΣ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘƻƻŘΦέ CƭƻǿŜǊǎ ŎƭŀǇǇŜŘ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ƻƴ ¸ƻǳƴƎ DǊƛŦŦΩǎ ōŀŎƪΦ ά²ƛǘƘ ƳŜΦ ²ŜΩƭƭ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ 

ŎƻƻƪǎΦ DƻƻŘ ƳŜƴ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿΦέ 

  ²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻƴŜΣ DǊƛŦŦ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ IŀƭŦƳŀŜǎǘŜǊΦ άwƛŘŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Shy Maid and return 

ǿƛǘƘ [ŀŘȅ [ŜƳƻǊŜ ŀƴŘ {ŜǊ wƻƭƭȅΦ ²ŜΩƭƭ ƴŜŜŘ LƭƭȅǊƛƻΩǎ ŎƘŜǎǘǎ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ !ƭƭ ǘƘŜ Ŏoin, and the armor. Give 

Yandry and Ysilla our thanks. Their part in this is done. They will not be forgotten when His Grace comes 

ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƪƛƴƎŘƻƳΦέ 

  ά!ǎ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦέ 

  Griff left him there, and slipped inside the tent that Homeless Harry had assigned him. 

  The road ahead was full of perils, he knew, but what of it? All men must die. All he asked was 

time. He had waited so long, surely the gods would grant him a few more years, enough time to see the 

ōƻȅ ƘŜΩŘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀ ǎƻƴ ǎŜŀǘŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ LǊƻƴ ¢ƘǊone. To reclaim his lands, his name, his honor. To still the 

bells that rang so loudly in his dreams whenever he closed his eyes to sleep. 

  Alone in the tent, as the gold and scarlet rays of the setting sun shone through the open flap, 

Jon Connington shrugged off his wolfskin cloak, slipped his mail shirt off over his head, settled on a camp 

stool, and peeled the glove from his right hand. The nail on his middle finger had turned as black as jet, 

he saw, and the grey had crept up almost to the first knuckle. The tip of his ring finger had begun to 

darken too, and when he touched it with the point of his dagger, he felt nothing. 

  Death, he knew, but slow. I still have time. A year. Two years. Five. Some stone men live for ten. 

Time enough to cross the sea, ǘƻ ǎŜŜ DǊƛŦŦƛƴΩǎ wƻƻǎǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ¢ƻ ŜƴŘ ǘƘŜ ¦ǎǳǊǇŜǊΩǎ ƭƛƴŜ ŦƻǊ ƎƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭΣ ŀƴŘ 

Ǉǳǘ wƘŀŜƎŀǊΩǎ ǎƻƴ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ LǊƻƴ ¢ƘǊƻƴŜΦ 

  Then Lord Jon Connington could die content. 

  THE WINDBLOWN 
 

     The word passed through the camp like a hot wind. She is coming. Her host is on the march. She 

is racing south to Yunkai, to put the city to the torch and its people to the sword, and we are going north 

to meet her. 

  Frog had it from Dick Straw who had it from Old Bill Bone who had it from a Pentoshi named 

Myrio Myrakis, whƻ ƘŀŘ ŀ Ŏƻǳǎƛƴ ǿƘƻ ǎŜǊǾŜŘ ŀǎ ŎǳǇōŜŀǊŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ¢ŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ tǊƛƴŎŜΦ ά/ƻȊ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 



ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘ ǘŜƴǘΣ ŦǊƻƳ /ŀƎƎƻΩǎ ƻǿƴ ƭƛǇǎΣέ 5ƛŎƪ {ǘǊŀǿ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘΦ ά²ŜΩƭƭ ƳŀǊŎƘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ƛǎ ƻǳǘΣ ǎŜŜ ƛŦ ǿŜ 

ŘƻƴΩǘΦέ 

  That much proved true. The command came down from the Tattered Prince through his 

captains and his serjeants: strike the tents, load the mules, saddle the horses, we march for Yunkai at 

ǘƘŜ ōǊŜŀƪ ƻŦ ŘŀȅΦ άbƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜƳ ¸ǳƴƪƛǎƘ ōŀǎǘŀǊŘǎ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǿŀƴǘƛƴƎ ǳǎ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ¸Ŝƭƭƻǿ /ƛǘȅΣ ǎƴƛŦŦƛƴƎ 

round their daughtersΣέ ǇǊŜŘƛŎǘŜŘ .ŀǉǉΣ ǘƘŜ ǎǉǳƛƴǘ-eyed Myrish crossbowman whose name meant 

Beans. ά²ŜΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ǇǊƻǾƛǎƛƻƴǎ ƛƴ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΣ ƳŀȅōŜ ŦǊŜǎƘ ƘƻǊǎŜǎΣ ǘƘŜƴ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƻƴ ǘƻ aŜŜǊŜŜƴ ǘƻ ŘŀƴŎŜ ǿƛǘƘ 

ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ǉǳŜŜƴΦ {ƻ ƘƻǇ ǉǳƛŎƪΣ CǊƻƎΣ ŀƴŘ Ǉǳǘ ŀ ƴƛŎŜ ŜŘƎŜ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƳŀǎǘŜǊΩǎ ǎǿƻǊŘΦ aƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ƘŜΩƭƭ ƴŜŜŘ 

ƛǘ ǎƻƻƴΦέ 

  Lƴ 5ƻǊƴŜ vǳŜƴǘȅƴ aŀǊǘŜƭƭ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ǇǊƛƴŎŜΣ ƛƴ ±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎ ŀ ƳŜǊŎƘŀƴǘΩǎ ƳŀƴΣ ōǳǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǊŜǎ ƻŦ 

{ƭŀǾŜǊΩǎ .ŀȅ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ CǊƻƎΣ ǎǉǳƛǊŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ ōŀƭŘ 5ƻǊƴƛǎƘ ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜƭƭǎǿƻǊŘǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ DǊŜŜƴƎǳǘǎΦ ¢ƘŜ 

men of the Windblown uǎŜŘ ǿƘŀǘ ƴŀƳŜǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǘ ŀ ǿƘƛƳΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩŘ ŦŀǎǘŜƴŜŘ 

Frog on him because he hopped so fast when the big man shouted a command. 

  Even the commander of the Windblown kept his true name to himself. Some free companies 

had been born during the century of blood and chaos that had followed the Doom of Valyria. Others had 

been formed yesterday and would be gone upon the morrow. The Windblown went back thirty years, 

and had known but one commander, the soft-spoken, sad-eyed Pentoshi nobleman called the Tattered 

Prince. His hair and mail were silver-grey, but his ragged cloak was made of twists of cloth of many 

colors, blue and grey and purple, red and gold and green, magenta and vermilion and cerulean, all faded 

by the sun. When the Tattered Prince was three-and-twenty, as Dick Straw told the story, the magisters 

ƻŦ tŜƴǘƻǎ ƘŀŘ ŎƘƻǎŜƴ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƴŜǿ ǇǊƛƴŎŜΣ ƘƻǳǊǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ōŜƘŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻƭŘ ǇǊƛƴŎŜΦ LƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƘŜΩŘ 

buckled on a sword, mounted his favorite horse, and fled to the Disputed Lands, never to return. He had 

ǊƛŘŘŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ {ŜŎƻƴŘ {ƻƴǎΣ ǘƘŜ LǊƻƴ {ƘƛŜƭŘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ aŀƛŘŜƴΩǎ aŜƴΣ ǘƘŜƴ ƧƻƛƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŦƛǾŜ 

brothers-in-arms to form the Windblown. Of those six founders, only he survived. 

  Frog had no notion whether any of that was true. Since signing into the Windblown in Volantis, 

he had seen the Tattered Prince only at a distance. The Dornishmen were new hands, raw recruits, 

ŀǊǊƻǿ ŦƻŘŘŜǊΣ ǘƘǊŜŜ ŀƳƻƴƎǎǘ ǘǿƻ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘΦ ¢ƘŜƛǊ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊ ƪŜǇǘ ƳƻǊŜ ŜƭŜǾŀǘŜŘ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΦ άL ŀƳ ƴƻǘ ŀ 

ǎǉǳƛǊŜΣέ vǳŜƴǘȅƴ ƘŀŘ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘŜŘ when Gerris Drinkwaterτknown here as Dornish Gerrold, to distinguish 

him from Gerrold Redback and Black Gerrold, and sometimes as Drink, since the big man had slipped 

and called him thatτǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊǳǎŜΦ άL ŜŀǊƴŜŘ Ƴȅ ǎǇǳǊǎ ƛƴ 5ƻǊƴŜΦ L ŀƳ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ŀ ƪƴƛƎht as you 

ŀǊŜΦέ 

  But Gerris had the right of it; he and Arch were here to protect Quentyn, and that meant 

ƪŜŜǇƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǎƛŘŜΦ ά!ǊŎƘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ŦƛƎƘǘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƻŦ ǳǎΣέ 5ǊƛƴƪǿŀǘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ 

ƻǳǘΣ άōǳǘ ƻƴƭȅ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƘƻǇŜ ǘƻ ǿŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ǉǳŜŜƴΦέ 

  Wed her or fight her; either way, I will face her soon. The more Quentyn heard of Daenerys 

¢ŀǊƎŀǊȅŜƴΣ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊŜ ƘŜ ŦŜŀǊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΩƛ ŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ŦŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŘǊŀƎƻƴǎ ƻƴ ƘǳƳŀƴ 

flesh and bathed in the blood of virgins to keep her skin smooth and supple. Beans laughed at that but 

ǊŜƭƛǎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǘŀƭŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŎǳƛǘȅΦ άhƴŜ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴǎ ŎƻƳŜǎ ƻŦ ŀ ƭƛƴŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ 



have foot-ƭƻƴƎ ƳŜƳōŜǊǎΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜƳΣ άōǳǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ōƛƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ǊƻŘŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ 

Dothraƪƛ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŜǿ ŀŎŎǳǎǘƻƳŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜƛƴƎ ŦǳŎƪŜŘ ōȅ ǎǘŀƭƭƛƻƴǎΣ ǎƻ ƴƻǿ ƴƻ Ƴŀƴ Ŏŀƴ Ŧƛƭƭ ƘŜǊΦέ !ƴŘ .ƻƻƪǎΣ ǘƘŜ 

clever Volantene swordsman who always seemed to have his nose poked in some crumbly scroll, 

ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ǉǳŜŜƴ ōƻǘƘ ƳǳǊŘŜǊƻǳǎ ŀƴŘ ƳŀŘΦ άIŜǊ ƪƘŀƭ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ Ƙer brother to make her queen. 

Then she killed her khal to make herself khaleesi. She practices blood sacrifice, lies as easily as she 

ōǊŜŀǘƘŜǎΣ ǘǳǊƴǎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ƻƴ ŀ ǿƘƛƳΦ {ƘŜΩǎ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ǘǊǳŎŜǎΣ ǘƻǊǘǳǊŜŘ ŜƴǾƻȅǎ Χ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ƳŀŘ 

too. It runs in the bƭƻƻŘΦέ 

  It runs in the blood. King Aerys II had been mad, all of Westeros knew that. He had exiled two of 

his Hands and burned a third. If Daenerys is as murdeous as her father, must I still marry her? Prince 

Doran had never spoken of that possibility. 

  Frog would be glad to put Astapor behind him. The Red City was the closest thing to hell he ever 

ƘƻǇŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿΦ ¢ƘŜ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΩƛ ƘŀŘ ǎŜŀƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ƎŀǘŜǎ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ŘȅƛƴƎ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΣ ōǳǘ 

the sights that he had seen riding down those red brick streets would haunt Quentyn Martell forever. A 

river choked with corpses. The priestess in her torn robes, impaled upon a stake and attended by a cloud 

of glistening green flies. Dying men staggering through the streets, bloody and befouled. Children 

fighting over half-cooked puppies. The last free king of Astapor, screaming naked in the pit as he was set 

on by a score of starving dogs. And fires, fires everywhere. He could close his eyes and see them still: 

flames whirling from brick pyramids larger than any castle he had ever seen, plumes of greasy smoke 

coiling upward like great black snakes. 

  When the wind blew from the south, the air smelled of smoke even here, three miles from the 

city. Behind its crumbling red brick walls, Astapor was still asmolder, though by now most of the great 

fires had burned out. Ashes floated lazy on the breeze like fat grey snowflakes. It would be good to go. 

  ¢ƘŜ ōƛƎ Ƴŀƴ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΦ άtŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƘŜƴ CǊƻƎ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƘƛƳ ŘƛŎƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ .Ŝŀƴǎ ŀƴŘ .ƻƻƪǎ ŀƴŘ 

Old Bill Bone, and losing yet again. The sellswords loved Greenguts, who bet as fearlessly as he fought, 

ōǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŦŀǊ ƭŜǎǎ ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎΦ άLΩƭƭ ǿŀƴǘ Ƴȅ ŀǊƳƻǊΣ CǊƻƎΦ 5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŎǊǳō ǘƘŀǘ ōƭƻƻŘ ƻŦŦ Ƴȅ ƳŀƛƭΚέ 

  ά!ȅŜΣ ǎŜǊΦέ DǊŜŜƴƎǳǘǎΩǎ Ƴŀƛƭ ǿŀǎ ƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀǾȅΣ ǇŀǘŎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǇŀǘŎƘŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ Ƴǳch worn. The 

same was true of his helm, his gorget, greaves, and gauntlets, and the rest of his mismatched plate. 

CǊƻƎΩǎ ƪƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ōŜǘǘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ {ŜǊ DŜǊǊƛǎΩǎ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘŀōƭȅ ǿƻǊǎŜΦ Company steel, the armorer had 

called it. Quentyn had not asked how many other men had worn it before him, how many men had died 

in it. They had abandoned their own fine armor in Volantis, along with their gold and their true names. 

Wealthy knights from Houses old in honor did not cross the narrow sea to sell their swords, unless exiled 

ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ƛƴŦŀƳȅΦ άLΩŘ ǎƻƻƴŜǊ ǇƻǎŜ ŀǎ ǇƻƻǊ ǘƘŀƴ ŜǾƛƭΣέ vǳŜƴǘȅƴ ƘŀŘ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜŘΣ ǿƘŜƴ DŜǊǊƛǎ ƘŀŘ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ 

his ruse to them. 

  Lǘ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ ²ƛƴŘōƭƻǿƴ ƭŜǎǎ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊ ǘƻ ǎǘǊƛƪŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎŀƳǇΦ ά!ƴŘ ƴƻǿ ǿŜ ǊƛŘŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ¢ŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ 

Prince proclaimed from his huge grey war-horse, in a classic High Valyrian that was the closest thing they 

ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŀ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅ ǘƻƴƎǳŜΦ Iƛǎ ǎǘŀƭƭƛƻƴΩǎ ǎǇƻǘǘŜŘ ƘƛƴŘǉǳŀǊǘŜǊǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǊŀƎƎŜŘ ǎǘǊƛǇǎ ƻŦ ŎƭƻǘƘ 

ǘƻǊƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎǳǊŎƻŀǘǎ ƻŦ ƳŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ƳŀǎǘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ǎƭŀƛƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜΩǎ Ŏƭƻŀƪ ǿŀs sewn together from more of 

the same. An old man he was, past sixty, yet he still sat straight and tall in the high saddle, and his voice 



ǿŀǎ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ŎŀǊǊȅ ǘƻ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŎƻǊƴŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦƛŜƭŘΦ ά!ǎǘŀǇƻǊ ǿŀǎ ōǳǘ ŀ ǘŀǎǘŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άaŜŜǊŜŜƴ 

will be the feaǎǘΣέ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜƭƭǎǿƻǊŘǎ ǎŜƴǘ ǳǇ ŀ ǿƛƭŘ ŎƘŜŜǊΦ {ǘǊŜŀƳŜǊǎ ƻŦ ǇŀƭŜ ōƭǳŜ ǎƛƭƪ ŦƭǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ 

their lances, whilst fork-tailed blue-and-white banners flew overhead, the standards of the Windblown. 

  The three Dornishmen cheered with all the rest. Silence would have drawn notice. But as the 

Windblown rode north along the coast road, close behind Bloodbeard and the Company of the Cat, Frog 

ŦŜƭƭ ƛƴ ōŜǎƛŘŜ 5ƻǊƴƛǎƘ DŜǊǊƻƭŘΦ ά{ƻƻƴΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ /ƻƳƳƻƴ ¢ƻƴƎǳŜ ƻŦ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ 

Westerosi in the company, ōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ƳŀƴȅΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ ƴŜŀǊΦ ά²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ƛǘ ǎƻƻƴΦέ 

  άbƻǘ ƘŜǊŜΣέ ǿŀǊƴŜŘ DŜǊǊƛǎΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƳǳƳƳŜǊΩǎ ŜƳǇǘȅ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ ά²ŜΩƭƭ ǎǇŜŀƪ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΣ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ 

ƳŀƪŜ ŎŀƳǇΦέ 

  It was a hundred leagues from Astapor to Yunkai by the old Ghiscari coast road, and another 

fifty from Yunkai to Meereen. The free companies, well mounted, could reach Yunkai in six days of hard 

riding, or eight at a more leisurely pace. The legions from Old Ghis would take half again as long, 

ƳŀǊŎƘƛƴƎ ŀŦƻƻǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΩƛ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎƭŀǾŜ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊǎ Χ ά²ƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭǎΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ 

ƳŀǊŎƘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀΣέ .Ŝŀƴǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

  ¢ƘŜ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΩƛ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƭŀŎƪ ŦƻǊ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊǎΦ !ƴ ƻƭŘ ƘŜǊƻ ƴŀƳŜŘ ¸ǳǊƪƘŀȊ Ȋƻ ¸ǳƴȊŀƪ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ 

supreme command, though the men of the Windblown glimpsed him only at a distance, coming and 

going in a palanquin so huge it required forty slaves to carry it. 

  They could not help but see his underlings, however. The Yunkish lordlings scuttled everywhere, 

like roaches. Half of them seemed to be named Ghazdan, Grazdan, Mazdhan, or Ghaznak; telling one 

Ghiscari name from another was an art few of the Windblown had mastered, so they gave them 

mocking styles of their own devising. 

  Foremost amongst them was the Yellow Whale, an obscenely fat man who always wore yellow 

silk tokars with golden fringes. Too heavy even to stand unassisted, he could not hold his water, so he 

always smelled of piss, a stench so sharp that even heavy perfumes could not conceal it. But he was said 

to be the richest man in Yunkai, and he had a passion for grotesques; his slaves included a boy with the 

legs and hooves of a goat, a bearded woman, a two-headed monster from Mantarys, and a 

ƘŜǊƳŀǇƘǊƻŘƛǘŜ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǊƳŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ōŜŘ ŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ ά/ƻŎƪ ŀƴŘ Ŏǳƴƴȅ ōƻǘƘΣέ 5ƛŎƪ {ǘǊŀǿ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ ά¢ƘŜ ²ƘŀƭŜ 

used to own a giant too, liked to ǿŀǘŎƘ ƘƛƳ ŦǳŎƪ Ƙƛǎ ǎƭŀǾŜ ƎƛǊƭǎΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŘƛŜŘΦ L ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ²ƘŀƭŜΩŘ ƎƛǾŜ ŀ 

ǎŀŎƪ ƻΩ ƎƻƭŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƴŜǿ ƻƴŜΦέ 

  Then there was the Girl General, who rode about on a white horse with a red mane and 

commanded a hundred strapping slave soldiers that she had bred and trained herself, all of them young, 

lean, rippling with muscle, and naked but for breechclouts, yellow cloaks, and long bronze shields with 

ŜǊƻǘƛŎ ƛƴƭŀȅǎΦ ¢ƘŜƛǊ ƳƛǎǘǊŜǎǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǎƛȄǘŜŜƴ ŀƴŘ ŦŀƴŎƛŜŘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΩǎ ƻǿƴ 

Daenerys Targaryen. 

  The Little Pigeon was not quite a dwarf, but he might have passed for one in a bad light. Yet he 

strutted about as if he were a giant, with his plump little legs spread wide and his plump little chest 



puffed out. His soldiers were the tallest that any of the Windblown had ever seen; the shortest stood 

seven feet tall, the tallest close to eight. All were long-faced and long-legged, and the stilts built into the 

legs of their ornate armor made them longer still. Pink-enameled scales covered their torsos; on their 

heads were perched elongated helms complete with pointed steel beaks and crests of bobbing pink 

feathers. Each man wore a long curved sword upon his hip, and each clasped a spear as tall as he was, 

with a leaf-shaped blade at either end. 

  ά¢ƘŜ [ƛǘǘƭŜ tƛƎŜƻƴ ōǊŜŜŘǎ ǘƘŜƳΣέ 5ƛŎƪ {ǘǊŀǿ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ άIŜ ōǳȅǎ ǘŀƭƭ ǎƭŀǾŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ 

the world, mates the men to the women, and keeps their tallest offspring for the Herons. One day he 

ƘƻǇŜǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŘƛǎǇŜƴǎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƛƭǘǎΦέ 

  ά! ŦŜǿ ǎŜǎǎƛƻƴǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǊŀŎƪ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǎǇŜŜŘ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎΣέ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ ƳŀƴΦ 

  DŜǊǊƛǎ 5ǊƛƴƪǿŀǘŜǊ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ ά! ŦŜŀǊǎƻƳŜ ƭƻǘΦ bƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǎŎŀǊŜǎ ƳŜ ǿƻǊǎŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǎǘƛƭǘ-walkers in pink 

ǎŎŀƭŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŦŜŀǘƘŜǊǎΦ LŦ ƻƴŜ ǿŀǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƳŜΣ LΩŘ ƭŀǳƎƘ ǎƻ ƘŀǊŘ Ƴȅ ōƭŀŘŘŜǊ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƭŜǘ ƎƻΦέ 

  ά{ƻƳŜ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜǊƻƴǎ ŀǊŜ ƳŀƧŜǎǘƛŎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ hƭŘ .ƛƭƭ .ƻƴŜΦ άLŦ ȅƻǳǊ ƪƛƴƎ Ŝŀǘǎ ŦǊƻƎǎ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ 

ƻƴ ƻƴŜ ƭŜƎΦέ 

  άIŜǊƻƴǎ ŀǊŜ ŎǊŀǾŜƴΣέ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ Ƴŀƴ Ǉǳǘ ƛƴΦ άhƴŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ 5Ǌƛƴƪ ŀƴŘ /ƭŜǘǳǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƘǳƴǘƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ 

we came on these herons wading in the shallows, feasting on tadpoles and small fish. They made a 

ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǎƛƎƘǘΣ ŀȅŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ ŀ Ƙŀǿƪ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ƻǾŜǊƘŜŀŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŀƭƭ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ǎŜŜƴ ŀ 

dragon. Kicked up so much wind it blew me off my horse, but Cletus nocked an arrow to his string and 

brought one ŘƻǿƴΦ ¢ŀǎǘŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŘǳŎƪΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ǎƻ ƎǊŜŀǎȅΦέ 

  Even the Little Pigeon and his Herons paled beside the folly of the brothers the sellswords called 

ǘƘŜ /ƭŀƴƪŜǊ [ƻǊŘǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƭŀǾŜ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊǎ ƻŦ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΩƛ ƘŀŘ ŦŀŎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ ¦ƴǎǳƭƭƛŜŘΣ 

they broke and ran. The Clanker Lords had devised a stratagem to prevent that; they chained their 

ǘǊƻƻǇǎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ƛƴ ƎǊƻǳǇǎ ƻŦ ǘŜƴΣ ǿǊƛǎǘ ǘƻ ǿǊƛǎǘ ŀƴŘ ŀƴƪƭŜ ǘƻ ŀƴƪƭŜΦ άbƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƻǊ ōŀǎǘŀǊŘǎ Ŏŀƴ Ǌǳƴ 

ǳƴƭŜǎǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŀƭƭ ǊǳƴΣέ 5ƛŎƪ {ǘǊŀǿ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΣ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎΦ ά!ƴŘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ Řƻ ŀƭƭ ǊǳƴΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻƴΩǘ Ǌǳƴ ǾŜǊȅ ŦŀǎǘΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƳŀǊŎƘ ǾŜǊȅ Ŧŀǎǘ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΣέ ƻōǎŜǊǾŜŘ .ŜŀƴǎΦ ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŜƳ ŎƭŀƴƪƛƴƎ ǘŜƴ 

ƭŜŀƎǳŜǎ ƻŦŦΦέ 

  There were more, near as mad or worse: Lord Wobblecheeks, the Drunken Conqueror, the 

Beastmaster, Pudding Face, the Rabbit, the Charioteer, the Perfumed Hero. Some had twenty soldiers, 

some two hundred or two thousand, all slaves they had trained and equipped themselves. Every one 

was wealthy, every one was arrogant, and every one was a captain and commander, answerable to no 

one but Yurkhaz zo Yunzak, disdainful of mere sellswords, and prone to squabbles over precedence that 

were as endless as they were incomprehensible. 

  Lƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƛǘ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ ²ƛƴŘōƭƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǊƛŘŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƳƛƭŜǎΣ ǘƘŜ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΩƛ ƘŀŘ ŦŀƭƭŜƴ ǘǿƻ-and-a-half 

ƳƛƭŜǎ ōŜƘƛƴŘΦ ά! ǇŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǎǘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ȅŜƭƭƻǿ ŦƻƻƭǎΣέ .Ŝŀƴǎ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀƛƴΩǘ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ ǇǳȊȊƭŜ 

ƻǳǘ ǿƘȅ ǘƘŜ {ǘƻǊƳŎǊƻǿǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ {ŜŎƻƴŘ {ƻƴǎ ǿŜƴǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ǉǳŜŜƴΦέ 



  άCƻǊ ƎƻƭŘΣ ǘƘŜȅ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ .ƻƻƪǎΦ ά²Ƙȅ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǇŀȅƛƴƎ ǳǎ ǎƻ ǿŜƭƭΚέ 

  άDƻƭŘ ƛǎ ǎǿŜŜǘΣ ōǳǘ ƭƛŦŜ ƛǎ ǎǿŜŜǘŜǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ .ŜŀƴǎΦ ά²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ŘŀƴŎƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŎǊƛǇǇƭŜǎ ŀǘ !ǎǘŀǇƻǊΦ 5ƻ 

ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŦŀŎŜ ǊŜŀƭ ¦ƴǎǳƭƭƛŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƻǘ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƛŘŜΚέ 

  ά²Ŝ ŦƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴǎǳƭƭƛŜŘ ŀǘ !ǎǘŀǇƻǊΣέ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ǎŀƛŘ real Unsullied. Hacking off some 

ōƻȅΩǎ ǎǘƻƴŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ōǳǘŎƘŜǊΩǎ ŎƭŜŀǾŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ŀ Ǉƻƛƴǘȅ Ƙŀǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƘƛƳ ¦ƴǎǳƭƭƛŜŘΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ 

ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭ ƛǘŜƳΣ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ōǊŜŀƪ ŀƴŘ Ǌǳƴ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ŦŀǊǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ 

ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜƳΣ ŀƴŘ ŘǊŀƎƻƴǎ ǘƻƻΦέ 5ƛŎƪ {ǘǊŀǿ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƪȅ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǊŜ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ 

ŘǊŀƎƻƴǎ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ōǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ Řƻǿƴ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΦ άYŜŜǇ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǿƻǊŘǎ ǎƘŀǊǇΣ ōƻȅǎΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ 

ƘŀǾŜ ǳǎ ŀ ǊŜŀƭ ŦƛƎƘǘ ǎƻƻƴΦέ 

  A real fight, thought Frog. The words stuck in his craw. The fight beneath the walls of Astapor 

ƘŀŘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǊŜŀƭ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŜ ǎŜƭƭǎǿƻǊŘǎ ŦŜƭǘ ƻǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ōǳǘŎƘŜǊȅΣ ƴƻǘ 

ōŀǘǘƭŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊǊƛƻǊ ōŀǊŘ 5ŜƴȊƻ 5ΩƘŀƴ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƻ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜ ŀŦǘŜǊǿŀǊŘΦ 5ŜƴȊƻ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴΣ ŀƴŘ 

veteran of a ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ōŀǘǘƭŜǎΦ CǊƻƎΩǎ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ǿŀǎ ƭƛƳƛǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŜ ȅŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƻǳǊƴŜȅ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΣ ǎƻ ƘŜ 

did not think it was his place to dispute the verdict of such a seasoned warrior. 

  It seemed like a battle when it first began, though. He remembered how his gut had clenched 

ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƪƛŎƪŜŘ ŀǿŀƪŜ ŀǘ Řŀǿƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ Ƴŀƴ ƭƻƻƳƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ƘƛƳΦ άLƴǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ŀǊƳƻǊΣ ǎƭǳƎŀōŜŘΣέ 

ƘŜΩŘ ōƻƻƳŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ .ǳǘŎƘŜǊΩǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǎ ōŀǘǘƭŜΦ ¦ǇΣ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ōŜ Ƙƛǎ ƳŜŀǘΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ .ǳǘŎƘŜǊ YƛƴƎ ƛǎ ŘŜŀŘΣέ CǊƻƎ ƘŀŘ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘŜŘ ǎƭŜŜpily. That was the story all of them had 

heard as they scrambled from the ships that had brought them from Old Volantis. A second King Cleon 

had taken the crown and died in turn, supposedly, and now the Astapori were ruled by a whore and a 

mad barber whose followers were fighting with each other to control the city. 

  άaŀȅōŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƭƛŜŘΣέ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ Ƴŀƴ ƘŀŘ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άhǊ ŜƭǎŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ǎƻƳŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ōǳǘŎƘŜǊΦ aƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ 

first one come back screaming from his tomb to kill some Yunkishmen. Makes no bloody matter, Frog. 

Get your armor on.έ ¢ƘŜ ǘŜƴǘ ǎƭŜǇǘ ǘŜƴΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦŜŜǘ ōȅ ǘƘŜƴΣ ǿǊƛƎƎƭƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ 

breeches and boots, sliding long coats of ringmail down onto their shoulders, buckling breastplates, 

tightening the straps on greaves or vambraces, grabbing for helms and shields and sword belts. Gerris, 

quick as ever, was the first one fully clad, Arch close behind him. Together they helped Quentyn don his 

own harness. 

  ¢ƘǊŜŜ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ȅŀǊŘǎ ŀǿŀȅΣ !ǎǘŀǇƻǊΩǎ ƴŜǿ ¦ƴǎǳƭƭƛŜŘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǇƻǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ Ǝŀǘes and 

ŦƻǊƳƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƛƴ Ǌŀƴƪǎ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƛǘȅΩǎ ŎǊǳƳōƭƛƴƎ ǊŜŘ ōǊƛŎƪ ǿŀƭƭǎΣ Řŀǿƴ ƭƛƎƘǘ ƎƭƛƴǘƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎǇƛƪŜŘ 

bronze helmets and the points of their long spears. 

  The three Dornishmen spilled from the tent together to join the fighters sprinting for the horse 

lines. Battle. Quentyn had trained with spear and sword and shield since he was old enough to walk, but 

that meant nothing now. Warrior, make me brave, Frog had prayed, as drums beat in the distance, 

BOOM boom BOOM boom BOOM boom. The big man pointed out the Butcher King to him, sitting stiff 



and tall upon an armored horse in a suit of copper scale that flashed brilliantly in the morning sun. He 

ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ DŜǊǊƛǎ ǎƛŘƭƛƴƎ ǳǇ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƎƘǘ ōŜƎŀƴΦ ά{ǘŀȅ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ !ǊŎƘΣ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎΦ 

Remember, ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǳǎ ǿƘƻ Ŏŀƴ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭΦέ .ȅ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ !ǎǘŀǇƻǊƛ ǿŜǊŜ ŀŘǾŀƴŎƛƴƎΦ 

  Dead or alive, the Butcher King still took the Wise Masters unawares. The Yunkishmen were still 

running about in fluttering tokars trying to get their half-trained slave soldiers into some semblance of 

order as Unsullied spears came crashing through their siege lines. If not for their allies and their 

despised hirelings they might well have been overwhelmed, but the Windblown and the Company of the 

Cat were ahorse in minutes and came thundering down on the Astapori flanks even as a legion from 

New Ghis pushed through the Yunkish camp from the other side and met the Unsullied spear to spear 

and shield to shield. 

  The rest was butchery, but this time it was the Butcher King on the wrong end of the cleaver. 

/ŀƎƎƻ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ Ŏǳǘ ƘƛƳ ŘƻǿƴΣ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘƻǊǎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻƴǎǘǊƻǳǎ 

warhorse and opening Cleon the Great from shoulder to hip with one blow of his curved Valyrian arakh. 

Frog did not see iǘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ ŘƛŘ ŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ /ƭŜƻƴΩǎ ŎƻǇǇŜǊ ŀǊƳƻǊ ǊŜƴǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƛƭƪΣ ŀƴŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ ŎŀƳŜ 

an awful stench and a hundred wriggling grave worms. Cleon had been dead after all. The desperate 

Astapori had pulled him from his tomb, clapped him into armor, and tied him onto a horse in hopes of 

giving heart to their Unsullied. 

  5ŜŀŘ /ƭŜƻƴΩǎ Ŧŀƭƭ ǿǊƻǘŜ ŀƴ ŜƴŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƴŜǿ ¦ƴǎǳƭƭƛŜŘ ǘƘǊŜǿ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎǇŜŀǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƛŜƭŘǎ 

and ran, only to find the gates of Astapor shut behind them. Frog had done his part in the slaughter that 

ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘΣ ǊƛŘƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ ŜǳƴǳŎƘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ²ƛƴŘōƭƻǿƴΦ IŀǊŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƘƛǇ ƘŜ 

rode, slashing right and left as their wedge went through the Unsullied like a spearpoint. When they 

burst through on the other side, the Tattered Prince had wheeled them round and led them through 

again. It was only coming back that Frog got a good look at the faces beneath the spiked bronze caps 

and realized that most were no older than he. Green boys screaming for their mothers, ƘŜΩŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ ōǳǘ 

ƘŜ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜΦ .ȅ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƘŜΩŘ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛŜƭŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ǎǿƻǊŘ ǿŀǎ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ōƭƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ 

arm was so tired he could hardly lift it. 

  Yet that was no real fight, he thought. The real fight will be on us soon, and we must be away 

before it ŎƻƳŜǎΣ ƻǊ ǿŜΩƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǎƛŘŜΦ 

  ¢Ƙŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ²ƛƴŘōƭƻǿƴ ƳŀŘŜ ŎŀƳǇ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǊŜ ƻŦ {ƭŀǾŜǊΩǎ .ŀȅΦ CǊƻƎ ŘǊŜǿ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ 

watch and was sent to guard the horse lines. Gerris met him there just after sundown, as a half-moon 

shone upon the waters. 

  ά¢ƘŜ ōƛƎ Ƴŀƴ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƘŜǊŜ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΣέ ǎŀƛŘ vǳŜƴǘȅƴΦ άIŜΩǎ ƎƻƴŜ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ǳǇ hƭŘ .ƛƭƭ .ƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ ƭƻǎŜ 

ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛƭǾŜǊΣέ DŜǊǊƛǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά[ŜŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎΦ IŜΩƭƭ Řƻ ŀǎ ǿŜ ǎŀȅΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘ 

ƳǳŎƘΦέ 

  άbƻΦέ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ŀƴŘ more about this Quentyn did not like himself. Sailing on an 

overcrowded ship tossed by wind and sea, eating hard-bread crawling with weevils and drinking black 

tar rum to sweet oblivion, sleeping on piles of moldy straw with the stench of strangers in his ƴƻǎǘǊƛƭǎ Χ 



all that he had expected when he made his mark on that scrap of parchment in Volantis, pledging the 

Tattered Prince his sword and service for a year. Those were hardships to be endured, the stuff of all 

adventures. 

  But what must come next was Ǉƭŀƛƴ ōŜǘǊŀȅŀƭΦ ¢ƘŜ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΩƛ ƘŀŘ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜƳ ŦǊƻƳ hƭŘ ±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎ 

to fight for the Yellow City, but now the Dornishmen meant to turn their cloaks and go over to the other 

side. That meant abandoning their new brothers-in-arms as well. The Windblown were not the sort of 

companions Quentyn would have chosen, but he had crossed the sea with them, shared their meat and 

mead, fought beside them, traded tales with those few whose talk he understood. And if all his tales 

were lies, well, that was the cost of passage to Meereen. 

  Lǘ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩŘ Ŏŀƭƭ ƘƻƴƻǊŀōƭŜΣ DŜǊǊƛǎ ƘŀŘ ǿŀǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΣ ōŀŎƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ aŜǊŎƘŀƴǘΩǎ IƻǳǎŜΦ 

  ά5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ƘŀƭŦǿŀȅ ǘƻ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛ ōȅ ƴƻǿΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ ŀǊƳȅ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ōŀŎƪΣέ vǳŜƴǘȅƴ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ 

walked amongst the horses. 

  ά{ƘŜ Ƴŀȅ ōŜΣέ DŜǊǊƛǎ ǎŀƛŘΣ άōǳǘ ǎƘŜΩǎ ƴƻǘΦ ²ŜΩǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǎǳŎƘ ǘŀƭƪ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜ !ǎǘŀǇƻǊƛ ǿŜǊŜ 

ŎƻƴǾƛƴŎŜŘ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǎƻǳǘƘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ŘǊŀƎƻƴǎ ǘƻ ōǊŜŀƪ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŜƎŜΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƘŜƴΣ ŀƴŘ 

ǎƘŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƴƻǿΦέ 

  ά²Ŝ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΣ ƴƻǘ ŦƻǊ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴΦ ²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘŜŀƭ ŀǿŀȅ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǿe end up fighting the 

ǿƻƳŀƴ L ǿŀǎ ǎŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǿƻƻΦέ 

  ά²ŀƛǘ ǘƛƭƭ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΦέ DŜǊǊƛǎ ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƭƭǎΦ ά¢ƘŜǎŜ ƭŀƴŘǎ ōŜƭƻƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΩƛΦ bƻ ƻƴŜ ƛǎ ƭƛƪŜ 

ǘƻ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŦŜŜŘ ƻǊ ǎƘŜƭǘŜǊ ǘƘǊŜŜ ŘŜǎŜǊǘŜǊǎΦ bƻǊǘƘ ƻŦ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻ-ƳŀƴΩǎ-ƭŀƴŘΦέ 

  He was not wrong. 9ǾŜƴ ǎƻΣ vǳŜƴǘȅƴ ŦŜƭǘ ǳƴŜŀǎȅΦ ά¢ƘŜ ōƛƎ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƻƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΦ IŜ 

ƪƴƻǿǎ ǘƘŜ Ǉƭŀƴ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǘƻ ǎǘŜŀƭ ƻŦŦ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƪŜ ƻǳǊ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ ƎƻƻŘ 

ŀōƻǳǘ ŀōŀƴŘƻƴƛƴƎ ƳŜƴ ƘŜΩǎ ŦƻǳƎƘǘ ǿƛǘƘΦ LŦ ǿŜ ǿŀƛǘ ǘƻƻ ƭƻƴƎΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŘŜǎŜǊǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ 

ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŜǾŜ ƻŦ ōŀǘǘƭŜΦ IŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ L ŘƻΦέ 

  άLǘΩǎ ŘŜǎŜǊǘƛƻƴ ǿƘŜƴŜǾŜǊ ǿŜ Řƻ ƛǘΣέ ŀǊƎǳŜŘ DŜǊǊƛǎΣ άŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ¢ŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ tǊƛƴŎŜ ǘŀƪŜǎ ŀ ŘƛƳ ǾƛŜǿ ƻŦ 

ŘŜǎŜǊǘŜǊǎΦ IŜΩƭƭ ǎŜƴŘ ƘǳƴǘŜǊǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǳǎΣ ŀƴŘ {ŜǾŜƴ ǎŀǾŜ ǳǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀǘŎƘ ǳǎΦ LŦ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƭǳŎƪȅΣ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƘƻǇ 

ƻŦŦ ŀ Ŧƻƻǘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ ǿŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ Ǌǳƴ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ LŦ ǿŜΩǊŜ ǳƴƭǳŎƪȅΣ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǎ ǘƻ tǊŜǘǘȅ aŜǊƛǎΦέ 

  That last gave Quentyn pause. Pretty Meris frightened him. A Westerosi woman, but taller than 

he was, just a thumb under six feet. After twenty years amongst the free companies, there was nothing 

pretty about her, inside or out. 

  DŜǊǊƛǎ ǘƻƻƪ ƘƛƳ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŀǊƳΦ ά²ŀƛǘΦ ! ŦŜǿ ƳƻǊŜ ŘŀȅǎΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ ƘŀƭŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΣ 

be patient for a few more leagues. SoƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ ƴƻǊǘƘ ƻŦ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛ ƻǳǊ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǿƛƭƭ ŎƻƳŜΦέ 

  άLŦ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ CǊƻƎ ŘƻǳōǘŦǳƭƭȅ Χ Χ ōǳǘ ŦƻǊ ƻƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ 

came much sooner than that. 



  Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘǿƻ Řŀȅǎ ƭŀǘŜǊΦ IǳƎƘ IǳƴƎŜǊŦƻǊŘ ǊŜƛƴŜŘ ǳǇ ōȅ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƻƻƪŦƛǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά5ƻǊƴƛǎƘΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ 

ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘ ǘŜƴǘΦέ 

  ά²ƘƛŎƘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǳǎΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ DŜǊǊƛǎΦ ά²ŜΩǊŜ ŀƭƭ 5ƻǊƴƛǎƘΦέ 

  ά!ƭƭ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΣ ǘƘŜƴΦέ Sour and saturnine, with a maimed hand, Hungerford had been company 

paymaster for a time, until the Tattered Prince had caught him stealing from the coffers and removed 

three of his fingers. Now he was just a serjeant. 

  What could this be? Up to now, Frog had no notion that their commander knew he was alive. 

Hungerford had already ridden off, however, so there was no time for questions. All they could do was 

ƎŀǘƘŜǊ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ Ƴŀƴ ŀƴŘ ǊŜǇƻǊǘ ŀǎ ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘΦ ά!ŘƳƛǘ ǘƻ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ōŜ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƎƘǘΣέ vǳŜƴǘȅƴ told 

his friends. 

  άL ŀƳ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƎƘǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ ƳŀƴΦ 

  The great grey sailcloth pavilion that the Tattered Prince liked to call his canvas castle was 

crowded when the Dornishmen arrived. It took Quentyn only a moment to realize that most of those 

assembled were from the Seven Kingdoms, or boasted Westerosi blood. Exiles or the sons of exiles. Dick 

Straw claimed there were three score Westerosi in the company; a good third of those were here, 

including Dick himself, Hugh Hungerford, Pretty Meris, and golden-ƘŀƛǊŜŘ [Ŝǿƛǎ [ŀƴǎǘŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΩǎ 

best archer. 

  5ŜƴȊƻ 5ΩƘŀƴ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΣ ǿƛǘƘ /ŀƎƎƻ ƘǳƎŜ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ƘƛƳΦ Caggo Corpsekiller the men were 

calling him now, though not to his face; he was quick to anger, and that curved black sword of his was as 

nasty as its owner. There were hundreds of Valyrian longswords in the world, but only a handful of 

Valyrian arakhǎΦ bŜƛǘƘŜǊ /ŀƎƎƻ ƴƻǊ 5ΩƘŀƴ ǿŀǎ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎƛΣ ōǳǘ ōƻǘƘ ǿŜǊŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƻƻŘ ƘƛƎƘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

¢ŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ tǊƛƴŎŜΩǎ ǊŜƎŀǊŘΦ His right arm and his left. Something major is afoot. 

  Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ¢ŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ tǊƛƴŎŜ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǿƘƻ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎΦ άhǊŘŜǊǎ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƻƳŜ Řƻǿƴ ŦǊƻƳ 

¸ǳǊƪƘŀȊΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ !ǎǘŀǇƻǊƛ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŜ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƻƳŜ ŎǊŜŜǇƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘƛŘŜȅ-holes, it seems. 

¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƭŜŦǘ ƛƴ !ǎǘŀǇƻǊ ōǳǘ ŎƻǊǇǎŜǎΣ ǎƻ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǇƻǳǊƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅǎƛŘŜΣ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘǎ ƻŦ 

ǘƘŜƳΣ ƳŀȅōŜ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘǎΣ ŀƭƭ ǎǘŀǊǾŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƛŎƪΦ ¢ƘŜ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΩƛ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƴŜŀǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ¸Ŝƭƭƻǿ /ƛǘȅΦ ²ŜΩǾŜ 

been commanded to hunt them down and turn them, drive them back to Astapor or north to Meereen. 

LŦ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ǉǳŜŜƴ ǿŀƴǘǎ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜƳ ƛƴΣ ǎƘŜΩǎ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΦ IŀƭŦ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ŦƭǳȄΣ 

ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀƭǘƘȅ ƻƴŜǎ ŀǊŜ ƳƻǳǘƘǎ ǘƻ ŦŜŜŘΦέ 

  ά¸ǳƴƪŀƛ ƛǎ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ aŜŜǊŜŜƴΣέ IǳƎƘ IǳƴƎŜǊŦƻǊŘ ƻōƧŜŎǘŜŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǘǳǊƴΣ Ƴȅ 

ƭƻǊŘΚέ 

  ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǎǿƻǊŘǎ ŀƴŘ ƭŀƴŎŜǎΣ IǳƎƘΦ ¢ƘƻǳƎƘ ōƻǿǎ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǎŜǊǾŜ ȅƻǳ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦ {ǘŀȅ ǿŜƭƭ 

ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ ǎƘƻǿ ǎƛƎƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦƭǳȄΦ LΩƳ ǎŜƴŘƛƴƎ ƘŀƭŦ ƻǳǊ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƭƭǎΦ CƛŦǘȅ ǇŀǘǊƻƭǎΣ 

ǘǿŜƴǘȅ ǊƛŘŜǊǎ ŜŀŎƘΦ .ƭƻƻŘōŜŀǊŘΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ƻǊŘŜǊǎΣ ǎƻ ǘƘŜ /ŀǘǎ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛŜƭŘ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦέ 



  A look passed between the men, and a few muttered under their breath. Though the 

Windblown and the Company of the Cat were both under contract to Yunkai, a year ago in the Disputed 

Lands they had been on opposite sides of the battle lines, and bad blood still lingered. Bloodbeard, the 

savage commander of the Cats, was a roaring giant with a ferocious appetite for slaughter who made no 

ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŘƛǎŘŀƛƴ ŦƻǊ άƻƭŘ ƎǊŜȅ-ōŜŀǊŘǎ ƛƴ ǊŀƎǎΦέ 

  Dick Straw cleared his thrƻŀǘΦ ά.ŜƎƎƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŀǊŘƻƴΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŀƭƭ {ŜǾŜƴ YƛƴƎŘƻƳǎ ōƻǊƴ ƘŜǊŜΦ 

aΩƭƻǊŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōǊƻƪŜ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅ ōȅ ōƭƻƻŘ ƻǊ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ ²Ƙȅ ǎŜƴŘ ǳǎ ƭƻǘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΚέ 

  ά! ŦŀƛǊ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƻ ǊƛŘŜ ŜŀǎǘΣ ŘŜŜǇ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƭƭǎΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǎǿƛƴƎ ǿƛŘŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΣ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ 

foǊ aŜŜǊŜŜƴΦ {ƘƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ƻƴ ŀƴȅ !ǎǘŀǇƻǊƛΣ ŘǊƛǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ƴƻǊǘƘ ƻǊ ƪƛƭƭ ǘƘŜƳ Χ ōǳǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ 

ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƛǎǎƛƻƴΦ .ŜȅƻƴŘ ǘƘŜ ¸Ŝƭƭƻǿ /ƛǘȅΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ǳǇ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ǉǳŜŜƴΩǎ 

patrols. Second Sons or Stormcrows. Either will serve. Gƻ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

  άDƻ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΚέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎǘŀǊŘ ƪƴƛƎƘǘΣ {ŜǊ hǊǎƻƴ {ǘƻƴŜΦ ά¸ƻǳΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǳǎ ǘǳǊƴ ƻǳǊ ŎƭƻŀƪǎΚέ 

  άL ǿƻǳƭŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ¢ŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ tǊƛƴŎŜΦ 

  Quentyn Martell almost laughed aloud. The gods are mad. 

  The Westerosi shifted uneasily. Some stared into their wine cups, as if they hoped to find some 

ǿƛǎŘƻƳ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ IǳƎƘ IǳƴƎŜǊŦƻǊŘ ŦǊƻǿƴŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ vǳŜŜƴ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ ǿƛƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ǳǎ ƛƴ Χέ 

  άL ŘƻΦέ 

  άΧ ōǳǘ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ŘƻŜǎΣ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜƴΚ !ǊŜ ǿŜ ǎǇƛŜǎΚ !ǎǎŀǎǎƛƴǎΚ Envoys? Are you thinking to change 

ǎƛŘŜǎΚέ 

  Caggo sŎƻǿƭŜŘΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜ ǘƻ ŘŜŎƛŘŜΣ IǳƴƎŜǊŦƻǊŘΦ ¸ƻǳǊ ǇŀǊǘ ƛǎ ǘƻ Řƻ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǘƻƭŘΦέ 

  ά!ƭǿŀȅǎΦέ IǳƴƎŜǊŦƻǊŘ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǘǿƻ-ŦƛƴƎŜǊŜŘ ƘŀƴŘΦ ά[Ŝǘ ǳǎ ōŜ ŦǊŀƴƪΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 5ŜƴȊƻ 5ΩƘŀƴΣ ǘƘŜ 

ǿŀǊǊƛƻǊ ōŀǊŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΩƛ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƛƴǎǇƛǊŜ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴŎŜΦ ²ƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƻǳtcome of this war, the 

Wind-ōƭƻǿƴ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǎƘŀǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƻƛƭǎ ƻŦ ǾƛŎǘƻǊȅΦ hǳǊ ǇǊƛƴŎŜ ƛǎ ǿƛǎŜ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ŀƭƭ ǊƻŀŘǎ ƻǇŜƴΦέ 

  άaŜǊƛǎ ǿƛƭƭ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘ ȅƻǳΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ¢ŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ tǊƛƴŎŜΦ ά{ƘŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ Χ ŀƴŘ 

Daenerys Targaryen may be more accepting of another ǿƻƳŀƴΦέ 

  Quentyn glanced back to Pretty Meris. When her cold dead eyes met his, he felt a shiver. I do 

not like this. 

  5ƛŎƪ {ǘǊŀǿ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀŘ Řƻǳōǘǎ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀ Ŧƻƻƭ ǘƻ ǘǊǳǎǘ ǳǎΦ 9ǾŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ aŜǊƛǎΦ 

Especially with Meris. Hell, I ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘǊǳǎǘ aŜǊƛǎΣ ŀƴŘ LΩǾŜ ŦǳŎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǘƛƳŜǎΦέ IŜ ƎǊƛƴƴŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ 

laughed. Least of all Pretty Meris. 

  άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜƴΣ 5ƛŎƪΣέ ǘƘŜ ¢ŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ tǊƛƴŎŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎƛΦ CǊƛŜƴŘǎ ŦǊƻƳ 

home. You speak her same tongue, worship her same gods. As for motive, all of you have suffered 

ǿǊƻƴƎǎ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ 5ƛŎƪΣ LΩǾŜ ǿƘƛǇǇŜŘ ȅƻǳ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƴȅ Ƴŀƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ 



to prove it. Hugh lost three fingers to my discipline. Meris was raped half round the company. Not this 

companȅΣ ǘǊǳŜΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ƴƻǘ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘΦ ²ƛƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ²ƻƻŘǎΣ ǿŜƭƭΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦƛƭǘƘΦ {ŜǊ hǊǎƻƴ 

blames me for dispatching his brother to the Sorrows and Ser Lucifer is still seething about that slave girl 

/ŀƎƎƻ ǘƻƻƪ ŦǊƻƳ ƘƛƳΦέ 

  άIŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƎƛǾŜƴ ƘŜǊ ōŀŎƪ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜΩŘ ƘŀŘ ƘŜǊΣέ [ǳŎƛŦŜǊ [ƻƴƎ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ άIŜ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ŎŀǳǎŜ 

ǘƻ ƪƛƭƭ ƘŜǊΦέ 

  ά{ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǳƎƭȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ /ŀƎƎƻΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŎŀǳǎŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ¢ŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ tǊƛƴŎŜ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ƘŀŘ ǎǇƻƪŜƴΦ ά²ŜōōŜǊΣ ȅƻǳ ƴǳǊǎŜ ŎƭŀƛƳǎ ǘƻ ƭŀƴŘǎ ƭƻǎǘ ƛƴ 

Westeros. Lanster, I killed that boy you were so fond of. You Dornish three, you think we lied to you. The 

ǇƭǳƴŘŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ !ǎǘŀǇƻǊ ǿŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ƭŜǎǎ ǘƘŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘ ƛƴ ±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎΣ ŀƴŘ L ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƻƴΩǎ ǎƘŀǊŜ ƻŦ 

ƛǘΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǇŀǊǘΩǎ ǘǊǳŜΣέ {ŜǊ hǊǎƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ǊǳǎŜǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǎŜŜŘ ƻŦ ǘǊǳǘƘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ 

¢ŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ tǊƛƴŎŜΦ ά9ǾŜǊȅ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ Ƙŀǎ ŀƳǇƭŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǿŀƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀōŀƴŘƻƴ ƳŜΦ !ƴŘ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ 

Targaryen knows that sellswords are a fickle lot. Her own Second Sons and Stormcrows took Yunkish 

gold but did not hesitate to join her ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƛŘŜ ƻŦ ōŀǘǘƭŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ Ŧƭƻǿ ƘŜǊ ǿŀȅΦέ 

  ά²ƘŜƴ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǿŜ ƭŜŀǾŜΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ [Ŝǿƛǎ [ŀƴǎǘŜǊΦ ά!ǘ ƻƴŎŜΦ .Ŝ ǿŀǊȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ŀǘǎ ŀƴŘ ŀƴȅ [ƻƴƎ 

Lances you may encounter. No one will know your defection is a ruse but those of us in this tent. Turn 

your tiles too ǎƻƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƳŀƛƳŜŘ ŀǎ ŘŜǎŜǊǘŜǊǎ ƻǊ ŘƛǎŜƳōƻǿŜƭŜŘ ŀǎ ǘǳǊƴŎƭƻŀƪǎΦέ 

  The three Dornishmen were silent as they left the command tent. Twenty riders, all speaking the 

Common Tongue, thought Quentyn. Whispering has just gotten a deal more dangerous. 

  ¢ƘŜ ōƛƎ Ƴŀƴ ǎƭŀǇǇŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƘŀǊŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪΦ ά{ƻΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǎǿŜŜǘΣ CǊƻƎΦ ! ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ƘǳƴǘΦέ 

  THE WAYWARD BRIDE 
 

     !ǎƘŀ DǊŜȅƧƻȅ ǿŀǎ ǎŜŀǘŜŘ ƛƴ DŀƭōŀǊǘ DƭƻǾŜǊΩǎ ƭƻƴƎƘŀƭƭ ŘǊƛƴƪƛƴƎ DŀƭōŀǊǘ DƭƻǾŜǊΩǎ ǿƛƴŜ ǿƘŜƴ 

DŀƭōŀǊǘ DƭƻǾŜǊΩǎ ƳŀŜǎǘŜǊ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ƭŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ 

  άaȅ ƭŀŘȅΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƳŀŜǎǘŜǊΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƴȄƛƻǳǎΣ ŀǎ ƛǘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǿŀǎ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ ά! ōƛǊŘ ŦǊƻƳ 

.ŀǊǊƻǿǘƻƴΦέ IŜ ǘƘǊǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊŎƘƳŜƴǘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ǿŀƛǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǊƛŘ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƛƎƘǘƭȅ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ 

and sealed with a button of hard pink wax. 

  Barrowton. Asha tried to recall who ruled in Barrowton. Some northern lord, no friend of mine. 

!ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŜŀƭ Χ ǘƘŜ .ƻƭǘƻƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 5ǊŜŀŘŦƻǊǘ ǿŜƴǘ ƛƴǘƻ ōŀǘǘƭŜ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ Ǉƛƴƪ ōŀƴƴŜǊǎ ǎǇŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ 

drops of blood. It only stood to reason that they would use pink sealing wax as well. 



  This is poison that I hold, she thought. I ought to burn it. Instead she cracked the seal. A scrap of 

leather fluttered down into her lap. When she read the dry brown words, her black mood grew blacker 

still. Dark wings, dark words. The ravens never brought glad tidings. The last message sent to Deepwood 

ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŦǊƻƳ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ .ŀǊŀǘƘŜƻƴΣ ŘŜƳŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƘƻƳŀƎŜΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǿƻǊǎŜΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƴƻǊǘƘƳŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ǘŀƪŜƴ 

aƻŀǘ /ŀƛƭƛƴΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ .ŀǎǘŀǊŘ ƻŦ .ƻƭǘƻƴΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ vŀǊƭΣ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ƘŜǊΦ άRamsay Bolton, Lord of Winterfell, he signs 

ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƴŀƳŜǎ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦέ [ŀŘȅ 5ǳǎǘƛƴΣ [ŀŘȅ /ŜǊǿȅƴΣ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǳǊ wȅǎǿŜƭƭǎ ƘŀŘ ŀǇǇŜƴŘŜŘ 

their own signatures beneath his. Beside them was drawn a crude giant, the mark of some Umber. 

  ¢ƘƻǎŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŘƻƴŜ ƛƴ ƳŀŜǎǘŜǊΩǎ ƛƴƪΣ Ƴŀde of soot and coal tar, but the message above was 

scrawled in brown in a huge, spiky hand. It spoke of the fall of Moat Cailin, of the triumphant return of 

ǘƘŜ ²ŀǊŘŜƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ bƻǊǘƘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŘƻƳŀƛƴǎΣ ƻŦ ŀ ƳŀǊǊƛŀƎŜ ǎƻƻƴ ǘƻ ōŜ ƳŀŘŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǿŜǊŜΣ άI write 

this letter in the blood of ironmen,έ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘΣ άI send you each a piece of prince. Linger in my lands, and 

share his fate.έ 

  Asha had believed her little brother dead. Better dead than this. The scrap of skin had fallen into 

her lap. She held it to the candle and watched the smoke curl up, until the last of it had been consumed 

and the flame was licking at her fingers. 

  DŀƭōŀǊǘ DƭƻǾŜǊΩǎ ƳŀŜǎǘŜǊ ƘƻǾŜǊŜŘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŀƴǘƭȅ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ŜƭōƻǿΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƴƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΣέ ǎƘŜ 

informed him. 

  άaŀȅ L ǎƘŀǊŜ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǘƛŘƛƴƎǎ ǿƛǘƘ [ŀŘȅ {ȅōŜƭƭŜΚέ 

  άLŦ ƛǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ȅƻǳΦέ ²ƘŜǘƘŜǊ {ȅōŜƭƭŜ DƭƻǾŜǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŦƛƴŘ ŀƴȅ Ƨƻȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ŧŀƭƭ ƻŦ aƻŀǘ /ŀƛƭƛƴΣ !ǎƘŀ 

could not say. Lady Sybelle all but lived in her gods-ǿƻƻŘΣ ǇǊŀȅƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΩǎ 

safe return. Another prayer like to go unanswered. Her heart tree is as deaf and blind as our Drowned 

God. Robett Glover and his brother Galbart had ridden south with the Young Wolf. If the tales they had 

heard of the Red Wedding were even half-true, they were not like to ride north again. Her children are 

alive, at least, and that is thanks to me. Asha had left them at Ten Towers in the care of her aunts. Lady 

{ȅōŜƭƭŜΩǎ ƛƴŦŀƴǘ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōǊŜŀǎǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƧǳŘƎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ǘƻƻ ŘŜƭƛŎŀǘŜ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƻǎŜ ǘƻ 

the rigors of another stormy ŎǊƻǎǎƛƴƎΦ !ǎƘŀ ǎƘƻǾŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŜǘǘŜǊ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳŀŜǎǘŜǊΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ άIŜǊŜΦ [Ŝǘ ƘŜǊ 

ŦƛƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƻƭŀŎŜ ƘŜǊŜ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ŎŀƴΦ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ Ƴȅ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƎƻΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ƳŀŜǎǘŜǊ ƛƴŎƭƛƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ŘŜǇŀǊǘŜŘΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƴŜΣ ¢Ǌƛǎ .ƻǘƭŜȅ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ !ǎƘŀΦ άLŦ 

Moat Cailin has fallen, ¢ƻǊǊƘŜƴΩǎ {ǉǳŀǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ǎƻƻƴ ŦƻƭƭƻǿΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƻǳǊ ǘǳǊƴΦέ 

  άbƻǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜ ȅŜǘΦ ¢ƘŜ /ƭŜŦǘƧŀǿ ǿƛƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜƳ ōƭŜŜŘΦέ ¢ƻǊǊƘŜƴΩǎ {ǉǳŀǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ Ǌǳƛƴ ƭƛƪŜ 

aƻŀǘ /ŀƛƭƛƴΣ ŀƴŘ 5ŀƎƳŜǊ ǿŀǎ ƛǊƻƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōƻƴŜΦ IŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŘƛŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜΩŘ ȅƛŜƭŘΦ 

  If my father still lived, Moat Cailin would never have fallen. Balon Greyjoy had known that the 

Moat was the key to holding the north. Euron knew that as well; he simply did not care. No more than 

ƘŜ ŎŀǊŜŘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ 5ŜŜǇǿƻƻŘ aƻǘǘŜ ƻǊ ¢ƻǊǊƘŜƴΩǎ {ǉǳŀǊŜΦ ά9ǳǊƻƴ Ƙŀǎ ƴƻ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘ ƛƴ .ŀƭƻƴΩǎ 

ŎƻƴǉǳŜǎǘǎΦ aȅ ƴǳƴŎƭŜΩǎ ƻŦŦ ŎƘŀǎƛƴƎ ŘǊŀƎƻƴǎΦέ ¢ƘŜ /ǊƻǿΩǎ 9ȅŜ ƘŀŘ ǎǳƳƳƻƴŜŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ LǊƻƴ 



Isles to Old Wyk and sailed out into the deepness of the Sunset Sea, with his brother Victarion following 

behind like a whipped cur. There was no one left on Pyke to appeal to, save for her own lord husband. 

ά²Ŝ ǎǘŀƴŘ ŀƭƻƴŜΦέ 

  ά5ŀƎƳŜǊ ǿƛƭƭ ǎƳŀǎƘ ǘƘŜƳΣέ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘ /ǊƻƳƳΣ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƳŜǘ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴ ƘŜ ƭƻǾŜŘ ƘŀƭŦ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ 

ŀǎ ōŀǘǘƭŜΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǿƻƭǾŜǎΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ǿƻƭǾŜǎ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ ǎƭŀƛƴΦέ !ǎƘŀ Ǉƛcked at the pink wax with her thumb-ƴŀƛƭΦ ά¢ƘŜǎŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ 

ǎƪƛƴƴŜǊǎ ǿƘƻ ǎƭŜǿ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

  ά²Ŝ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ¢ƻǊǊƘŜƴΩǎ {ǉǳŀǊŜ ŀƴŘ Ƨƻƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƎƘǘΣέ ǳǊƎŜŘ vǳŜƴǘƻƴ DǊŜȅƧƻȅΣ ŀ Řƛǎǘŀƴǘ Ŏƻǳǎƛƴ 

and captain of the Salty Wench. 

  ά!ȅŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 5ŀƎƻƴ DǊŜȅƧƻȅΣ ŀ Ŏƻǳǎƛƴ ǎǘƛƭƭ Ƴore distant. Dagon the Drunkard, men called him, but 

ŘǊǳƴƪ ƻǊ ǎƻōŜǊ ƘŜ ƭƻǾŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƎƘǘΦ ά²Ƙȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǘƘŜ /ƭŜŦǘƧŀǿ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƎƭƻǊȅ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΚέ 

  ¢ǿƻ ƻŦ DŀƭōŀǊǘ DƭƻǾŜǊΩǎ ǎŜǊǾƛƴƎ ƳŜƴ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ŦƻǊǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀǎǘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘǊƛǇ ƻŦ ǎƪƛƴ ƘŀŘ ǘŀƪŜƴ 

!ǎƘŀΩǎ ŀǇǇŜǘƛǘŜ. My men have given up all hope of victory, she realized glumly. All they look for now is a 

good death. The wolves would give them that, she had no doubt. Soon or late, they will come to take 

this castle back. 

  The sun was sinking behind the tall pines of the wolfswood as Asha climbed the wooden steps to 

ǘƘŜ ōŜŘŎƘŀƳōŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ƻƴŎŜ ōŜŜƴ DŀƭōŀǊǘ DƭƻǾŜǊΩǎΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŘǊǳƴƪ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǿƛƴŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ǿŀǎ 

pounding. Asha Greyjoy loved her men, captains and crew alike, but half of them were fools. Brave fools, 

but Ŧƻƻƭǎ ƴƻƴŜǘƘŜƭŜǎǎΦ Dƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ /ƭŜŦǘƧŀǿΣ ȅŜǎΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ Χ 

  Between Deepwood and Dagmer lay long leagues, rugged hills, thick woods, wild rivers, and 

more northmen than she cared to contemplate. Asha had four longships and not quite two hundred 

ƳŜƴ Χ ƛncluding Tristifer Botley, who could not be relied on. For all his talk of love, she could not 

ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ ¢Ǌƛǎ ǊǳǎƘƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ǘƻ ¢ƻǊǊƘŜƴΩǎ {ǉǳŀǊŜ ǘƻ ŘƛŜ ǿƛǘƘ 5ŀƎƳŜǊ /ƭŜŦǘƧŀǿΦ 

  vŀǊƭ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǳǇ ǘƻ DŀƭōŀǊǘ DƭƻǾŜǊΩǎ ōŜŘŎƘŀƳōŜǊΦ άDŜǘ ƻǳǘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ άL ǿŀƴǘ to be 

ŀƭƻƴŜΦέ 

  ά²Ƙŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ƛǎ ƳŜΦέ IŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƛǎǎ ƘŜǊΦ 

  !ǎƘŀ ǇǳǎƘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŀǿŀȅΦ ά¢ƻǳŎƘ ƳŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭτέ 

  ά²ƘŀǘΚέ IŜ ŘǊŜǿ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀƎƎŜǊΦ ά¦ƴŘǊŜǎǎ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΣ ƎƛǊƭΦέ 

  άCǳŎƪ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΣ ȅƻǳ ōŜŀǊŘƭŜǎǎ ōƻȅΦέ 

  άLΩŘ ǎƻƻƴŜǊ ŦǳŎƪ ȅƻǳΦέ One quick slash unlaced her jerkin. Asha reached for her axe, but Qarl 

dropped his knife and caught her wrist, twisting back her arm until the weapon fell from her fingers. He 

ǇǳǎƘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴǘƻ DƭƻǾŜǊΩǎ ōŜŘΣ ƪƛǎǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀǊŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƻǊŜ ƻŦŦ ƘŜǊ ǘǳƴƛŎ ǘƻ ƭet her breasts spill out. 



²ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƴŜŜ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻƛƴΣ ƘŜ ǘǿƛǎǘŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊŎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƭŜƎǎ ŀǇŀǊǘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƪƴŜŜǎΦ άLΩƭƭ 

ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǿΦέ 

  ά5ƻ ƛǘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎǇŀǘΣ άŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ƪƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƭŜŜǇΦέ 

  {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƻǇǇƛƴƎ ǿŜǘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŜƴǘŜǊŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ ά5ŀƳƴ ȅƻǳΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά5ŀƳƴ ȅƻǳ ŘŀƳƴ ȅƻǳ ŘŀƳƴ 

ȅƻǳΦέ IŜ ǎǳŎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƴƛǇǇƭŜǎ ǘƛƭƭ ǎƘŜ ŎǊƛŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƘŀƭŦ ƛƴ Ǉŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƘŀƭŦ ƛƴ ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜΦ IŜǊ Ŏǳƴǘ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ǘƘŜ 

world. She forgot Moat Cailin and Ramsay Bolton and his little piece of skin, forgot the kingsmoot, forgot 

her failure, forgot her exile and her enemies and her husband. Only his hands mattered, only his mouth, 

only his arms around her, his cock inside her. He fucked her till she screamed, and then again until she 

wept, before he finally spent his seed inside her womb. 

  άL ŀƳ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǿŜŘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜŘ ƘƛƳΣ ŀŦǘŜǊǿŀǊŘΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ŘŜǎǇƻƛƭŜŘ ƳŜΣ ȅƻǳ ōŜŀǊŘƭŜǎǎ ōƻȅΦ 

aȅ ƭƻǊŘ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘ ǿƛƭƭ Ŏǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ōŀƭƭǎ ƻŦŦ ŀƴŘ Ǉǳǘ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ŀ ŘǊŜǎǎΦέ 

  vŀǊƭ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ ƻŦŦ ƘŜǊΦ άLŦ ƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŀƛǊΦέ 

  The room was cold. Asha rose from Galbart GƭƻǾŜǊΩǎ ōŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ ƻŦŦ ƘŜǊ ǘƻǊƴ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ 

jerkin would need fresh laces, but her tunic was ruined. I never liked it anyway. She tossed it on the 

ŦƭŀƳŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ǎƘŜ ƭŜŦǘ ƛƴ ŀ ǇǳŘŘƭŜ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘΦ IŜǊ ōǊŜŀǎǘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƻǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ vŀǊƭΩǎ ǎŜŜŘ ǿŀǎ ǘǊƛŎƪƭƛƴƎ 

down her thigh. She would need to brew some moon tea or risk bringing another kraken into the world. 

²Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ƛǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΚ aȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŘŜŀŘΣ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŘȅƛƴƎΣ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ŦƭŀȅŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ 

ƴŀǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŀǘ L Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ !ƴŘ LΩƳ ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘΦ ²ŜŘŘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ōŜŘŘŜŘ Χ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƴƻǘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ 

man. 

  ²ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳǊǎΣ vŀǊƭ ǿŀǎ ŀǎƭŜŜǇΦ άbƻǿ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƛŦŜ ƛǎ ƳƛƴŜΦ ²ƘŜǊŜ ŘƛŘ L 

Ǉǳǘ Ƴȅ ŘŀƎƎŜǊΚέ !ǎƘŀ ǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ Ƙƛǎ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǎƭƛŘ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘƛƳΦ hƴ ǘƘŜ ƛǎƭŜǎ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ 

known as Qarl the Maid, in part to distinguish him from Qarl Shepherd, Queer Qarl Kenning, Qarl 

Quickaxe, and Qarl the Thrall, but more for his smooth cheeks. When Asha had first met him, Qarl had 

ōŜŜƴ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǊŀƛǎŜ ŀ ōŜŀǊŘΦ άtŜŀŎƘ ŦǳȊȊΣέ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƛǘΣ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎΦ vŀrl confessed that he had never 

seen a peach, so she told him he must join her on her next voyage south. 

  It had still been summer then; Robert sat the Iron Throne, Balon brooded on the Seastone Chair, 

and the Seven Kingdoms were at peace. Asha sailed the Black Wind down the coast, trading. They called 

at Fair Isle and Lannisport and a score of smaller ports before reaching the Arbor, where the peaches 

ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƘǳƎŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǿŜŜǘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎŜŜΣέ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƘŜƭŘ ƻƴŜ ǳǇ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ vŀǊƭΩǎ ŎƘŜŜƪΦ 

When she made him try a bite, the juice ran down his chin, and she had to kiss it clean. 

  ¢Ƙŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ǎǇŜƴǘ ŘŜǾƻǳǊƛƴƎ ǇŜŀŎƘŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ŘŀȅƭƛƎƘǘ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ 

!ǎƘŀ ǿŀǎ ǎŀǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƛŎƪȅ ŀƴŘ ŀǎ ƘŀǇǇȅ ŀǎ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴΦ Was that six years ago, or seven? Summer 

was a fading memory, and it had been three years since Asha last enjoyed a peach. She still enjoyed 

Qarl, though. The captains and the kings might not have wanted her, but he did. 

  Asha had known other lovers; some shared her bed for half a year, some for half a night. Qarl 

pleased her more than all the rest together. He might shave but once a fortnight, but a shaggy beard 



does not make a man. She liked the feel of his smooth, soft skin beneath her fingers. She liked the way 

his long, straight hair brushed against his shoulders. She liked the way he kissed. She liked how he 

grinned when she brushed her thumbs across his nipples. The hair between his legs was a darker shade 

of sand than the hair on his head, but fine as down compared to the coarse black bush around her own 

ǎŜȄΦ {ƘŜ ƭƛƪŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻƻΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǎǿƛƳƳŜǊΩǎ ōƻŘȅΣ ƭƻƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀƴΣ ǿƛǘƘ ƴƻǘ ŀ ǎŎŀǊ ǳǇƻƴ ƘƛƳΦ 

  A shy smile, strong arms, clever fingers, and two sure swords. What more could any woman 

want? She would have married QaǊƭΣ ŀƴŘ ƎƭŀŘƭȅΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ [ƻǊŘ .ŀƭƻƴΩǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ 

common-born, the grandson of a thrall. Too lowborn for me to wed, but not too low for me to suck his 

cock. Drunk, smiling, she crawled beneath the furs and took him in her mouth. Qarl stirred in his sleep, 

and after a moment he began to stiffen. By the time she had him hard again, he was awake and she was 

wet. Asha draped the furs across her bare shoulders and mounted him, drawing him so deep inside her 

that she could not tell who had the cock and who the cunt. This time the two of them reached their 

peak together. 

  άaȅ ǎǿŜŜǘ ƭŀŘȅΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳǊƳǳǊŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊΣ ƛƴ ŀ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǘƘƛŎƪ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƭŜŜǇΦ άaȅ ǎǿŜŜǘ ǉǳŜŜƴΦέ 

  No, Asha thought, I am no queen, nor shall I ever be. άDƻ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇΦέ {ƘŜ ƪƛǎǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŜŜk, 

ǇŀŘŘŜŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ DŀƭōŀǊǘ DƭƻǾŜǊΩǎ ōŜŘŎƘŀƳōŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘǊŜǿ ǘƘŜ ǎƘǳǘǘŜǊǎ ƻǇŜƴΦ ¢ƘŜ Ƴƻƻƴ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŦǳƭƭΣ 

the night so clear that she could see the mountains, their peaks crowned with snow. Cold and bleak and 

inhospitable, but beautiful in the moonlight. Their summits glimmered pale and jagged as a row of 

sharpened teeth. The foothills and the smaller peaks were lost in shadow. 

  The sea was closer, only five leagues north, but Asha could not see it. Too many hills stood in the 

way. And trees, so many trees. The wolfswood, the northmen named the forest. Most nights you could 

hear the wolves, calling to each other through the dark. An ocean of leaves. Would it were an ocean of 

water. 

  Deepwood might be closer to the sea than Winterfell, but it was still too far for her taste. The air 

smelled of pines instead of salt. Northeast of those grim grey mountains stood the Wall, where Stannis 

Baratheon had raised his standards. The enemy of my enemy is my friend, men said, but the other side 

of that coin was, the enemy of my friend is my enemy. The ironborn were the enemies of the northern 

lords this Baratheon pretender needed desperately. I could offer him my fair young body, she thought, 

pushing a strand of hair from her eyes, but Stannis was wed and so was she, and he and the ironborn 

ǿŜǊŜ ƻƭŘ ŦƻŜǎΦ 5ǳǊƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǊŜōŜƭƭƛƻƴΣ {ǘŀƴƴƛǎ ƘŀŘ ǎƳŀǎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ LǊƻƴ CƭŜŜǘ ƻŦŦ CŀƛǊ LǎƭŜ ŀƴŘ 

ǎǳōŘǳŜŘ DǊŜŀǘ ²ȅƪ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƴŀƳŜΦ 

  5ŜŜǇǿƻƻŘΩǎ Ƴƻǎǎȅ ǿŀƭƭǎ ŜƴŎƭƻǎŜŘ ŀ ǿƛŘŜΣ ǊƻǳƴŘŜŘ Ƙƛƭƭ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŦƭŀǘǘŜƴŜŘ ǘƻǇΣ ŎǊƻǿƴŜŘ ōȅ ŀ 

cavernous longhall with a watchtower at one end, rising fifty feet above the hill. Beneath the hill was the 

bailey, with its stables, paddock, smithy, well, and sheepfold, defended by a deep ditch, a sloping 

earthen dike, and a palisade of logs. The outer defenses made an oval, following the contours of the 

land. There were two gates, each protected by a pair of square wooden towers, and wallwalks around 

the perimeter. On the south side of the castle, moss grew thick upon the palisade and crept halfway up 

the towers. To east and west were empty fields. Oats and barley had been growing there when Asha 



took the castle, only to be crushed underfoot during her attack. A series of hard frosts had killed the 

ŎǊƻǇǎ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ǇƭŀƴǘŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊǿŀǊŘΣ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ƻƴƭȅ ƳǳŘ ŀƴŘ ŀǎƘ ŀƴŘ wilted, rotting stalks. 

  It was an old castle, but not a strong one. She had taken it from the Glovers, and the Bastard of 

Bolton would take it from her. He would not flay her, though. Asha Greyjoy did not intend to be taken 

alive. She would die as she had lived, with an axe in her hand and a laugh upon her lips. 

  Her lord father had given her thirty longships to capture Deepwood. Four remained, counting 

her own Black Wind, and one of those belonged to Tris Botley, who had joined her when all her other 

men were fleeing. No. That is not just. They sailed home to do homage to their king. If anyone fled, it 

was me. The memory still shamed her. 

  άDƻΣέ ǘƘŜ wŜŀŘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ǳǊƎŜŘΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴǎ ǿŜǊŜ ōŜŀǊƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǳƴŎƭŜ 9ǳǊƻƴ Řƻǿƴ bŀƎƎŀΩǎ Ƙƛƭƭ ǘƻ 

don his driftwood crown. 

  ά{ŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŀǾŜƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǿΦ /ƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦ L ƴŜŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǊŀƛǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ƻŦ IŀǊƭŀǿΦέ .ŀŎƪ ǘƘŜƴΣ 

ǎƘŜΩŘ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŦƛƎƘǘΦ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ƳŜƴ ƻŦ IŀǊƭŀǿ ŀǊŜ ƘŜǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻƴŜǎ ǿƘƻ ŎƻǳƴǘΦ {ƻƳŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƘƻǳǘƛƴƎ 9ǳǊƻƴΩǎ ƴŀƳŜΦ L ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ 

ǎŜǘ IŀǊƭŀǿ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ IŀǊƭŀǿΦέ 

  ά9ǳǊƻƴΩǎ mad. And dangerous. That hellhorn Χέ 

  άL ƘŜŀǊŘ ƛǘΦ Go, !ǎƘŀΦ hƴŎŜ 9ǳǊƻƴ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ŎǊƻǿƴŜŘΣ ƘŜΩƭƭ ƭƻƻƪ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦ ¸ƻǳ ŘŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƭŜǘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜ 

Ŧŀƭƭ ǳǇƻƴ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  άLŦ L ǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǳƴŎƭŜǎ Χέ 

  άΧ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ŘƛŜ ƻǳǘŎŀǎǘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƘŀƴŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ȅƻǳΦ ²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ put your name before the 

captains you submitted yourself to their judgment. You cannot go against that judgment now. Only once 

Ƙŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƻƛŎŜ ƻŦ ŀ ƪƛƴƎǎƳƻƻǘ ōŜŜƴ ƻǾŜǊǘƘǊƻǿƴΦ wŜŀŘ IŀŜǊŜƎΦέ 

  Only Rodrik the Reader would talk of some old book whilst their lives were balanced on a 

ǎǿƻǊŘΩǎ ŜŘƎŜΦ άLŦ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎΣ ǎƻ ŀƳ LΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ǎǘǳōōƻǊƴƭȅΦ 

  ά5ƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀ ŦƻƻƭΦ 9ǳǊƻƴ ǎƘƻǿǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ ŜȅŜ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΣ ōǳǘ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊǊƻǿ Χ !ǎƘŀΣ 

ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ .ŀƭƻƴΩǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƭŀƛƳ ƛǎ ǎǘǊƻƴƎŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴΦ {o long as you draw breath you 

ǊŜƳŀƛƴ ŀ ŘŀƴƎŜǊ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ǎǘŀȅΣ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ƻǊ ǿŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ wŜŘ hŀǊǎƳŀƴΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘƛŎƘ 

would be worse. Go. ̧ ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƘŀƴŎŜΦέ 

  Asha had landed Black Wind on the far side of the island for just such an eventuality. Old Wyk 

was not large. She could be back aboard her ship before the sun came up, on her way to Harlaw before 

9ǳǊƻƴ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎΦ ¸Ŝǘ ǎƘŜ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƘŜǊ ǳƴŎƭŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά5ƻ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳ ōŜŀǊ ƳŜΣ 

child. Do not make me ǿŀǘŎƘ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŜΦέ 



  {ƻ ǎƘŜ ǿŜƴǘΦ ¢ƻ ¢Ŝƴ ¢ƻǿŜǊǎ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ ǘƻ ōƛŘ ŦŀǊŜǿŜƭƭ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΦ άLǘ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǿƘƛƭŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L 

ŎƻƳŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΣέ !ǎƘŀ ǿŀǊƴŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ [ŀŘȅ !ƭŀƴƴȅǎ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘƻƻŘΦ ά²ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ¢ƘŜƻƴΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ά²ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ōŀōȅ ōƻȅΚέ [ŀŘȅ DǿȅƴŜǎǎŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜƴ [ƻǊŘ wƻŘǊƛƪ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǊŜǘǳǊƴΦ άL ŀƳ 

ǎŜǾŜƴ ȅŜŀǊǎ Ƙƛǎ ŜƭŘŜǊΦ ¢Ŝƴ ¢ƻǿŜǊǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƳƛƴŜΦέ 

  Asha was still at Ten Towers taking on provisions when the tidings of her marriage reached her. 

άaȅ ǿŀȅǿŀǊŘ ƴƛŜŎŜ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǘŀƳƛƴƎΣέ ǘƘŜ /ǊƻǿΩǎ 9ȅŜ ǿŀǎ ǊŜǇƻǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άŀƴŘ L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǘƻ 

ǘŀƳŜ ƘŜǊΦέ IŜ ƘŀŘ ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ 9Ǌƛƪ LǊƻƴƳŀƪŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƴŀƳŜŘ ǘƘŜ !ƴǾƛƭ-Breaker to rule the Iron Islands 

whilst he was chasing dragons. Erik had been a great man in his day, a fearless reaver who could boast 

of having sailed with her grand-ǎƛǊŜΩǎ ƎǊŀƴŘǎƛǊŜΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŀƳŜ 5ŀƎƻƴ DǊŜȅƧƻȅ ǿƘƻƳ 5ŀƎƻƴ ǘƘŜ 5ǊǳƴƪŀǊŘ 

had been named for. Old women on Fair Isle still frightened their grandchildren with tales of Lord Dagon 

and his men. L ǿƻǳƴŘŜŘ 9ǊƛŎΩǎ ǇǊƛŘŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎǎƳƻƻt, Asha reflected. He is not like to forget that. 

  She had to pay her nuncle his just due. With one stroke, Euron had turned a rival into a 

supporter, secured the isles in his absence, and removed Asha as a threat. And enjoyed a good belly 

laugh too. Tris .ƻǘƭŜȅ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ /ǊƻǿΩǎ 9ȅŜ ƘŀŘ ǳǎŜŘ ŀ ǎŜŀƭ ǘƻ ǎǘŀƴŘ ƛƴ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ǿŜŘŘƛƴƎΦ άL ƘƻǇŜ 

9Ǌƛƪ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƛƴǎƛǎǘ ƻƴ ŀ ŎƻƴǎǳƳƳŀǘƛƻƴΣέ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

  I cannot go home, she thought, but I dare not stay here much longer. The quiet of the woods 

unnerved her. Asha had spent her life on islands and on ships. The sea was never silent. The sound of 

the waves washing against a rocky shore was in her blood, but there were no waves at Deepwood Motte 

Χ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŜǎΣ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘƭŜǎǎ trees, soldier pines and sentinels, beech and ash and ancient oaks, 

chestnut trees and ironwoods and firs. The sound they made was softer than the sea, and she heard it 

only when the wind was blowing; then the sighing seemed to come from all around her, as if the trees 

were whispering to one another in some language that she could not understand. 

  Tonight the whispering seemed louder than before. A rush of dead brown leaves, Asha told 

herself, bare branches creaking in the wind. She turned away from the window, away from the woods. I 

need a deck beneath my feet again. Or failing that, some food in my belly. {ƘŜΩŘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǿƛƴŜ 

tonight, but too little bread and none of that great bloody roast. 

  The moonlight was bright enough to find her clothes. She donned thick black breeches, a quilted 

tunic, and a green leather jerkin covered with overlapping plates of steel. Leaving Qarl to his dreams, 

ǎƘŜ ǇŀŘŘŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ƪŜŜǇΩǎ ŜȄǘŜǊƛƻǊ ǎǘŀƛǊΣ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜǇǎ ŎǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ǳƴŘŜǊ ƘŜǊ ōŀǊŜ ŦŜŜǘΦ hƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ 

walking sentry on the walls spied her making her descent and lifted his spear to her. Asha whistled back 

ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ !ǎ ǎƘŜ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƛƴƴŜǊ ȅŀǊŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴǎΣ DŀƭōŀǊǘ DƭƻǾŜǊΩǎ ŘƻƎǎ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ōŀǊƪΦ Good, she 

thought. That will drown out the sound of the trees. 

  She was cutting a wedge of yellow cheese from a round as big as a cart wheel when Tris Botley 

ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴΣ ōǳƴŘƭŜŘ ǳǇ ƛƴ ŀ ǘƘƛŎƪ ŦǳǊ ŎƭƻŀƪΦ άaȅ ǉǳŜŜƴΦέ 

  ά5ƻƴΩǘ ƳƻŎƪ ƳŜΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǊǳƭŜ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀǊǘΦ bƻ ŀƳƻǳƴǘ ƻŦ Ŧƻƻƭǎ ǎƘƻǳǘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ŀ ƪƛƴƎǎƳƻƻǘ Ŏŀƴ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 



  What am I to do with this boy? Asha could not doubt his devotion. Not only had he stood her 

ŎƘŀƳǇƛƻƴ ƻƴ bŀƎƎŀΩǎ Ƙƛƭƭ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ ƴŀƳŜΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŜǾŜƴ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀ ǘƻ Ƨƻƛƴ ƘŜǊ 

afterward, abandoning his king and kin and home. Not that he dared defy Euron to his face. When the 

/ǊƻǿΩǎ 9ȅŜ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŜŜǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŀ ¢Ǌƛǎ ƘŀŘ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ƭŀƎƎŜŘ ōŜƘƛƴŘΣ ŎƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ 

ships were lost to sight. Even that took a certain courage, though; he could never return to the isles. 

ά/ƘŜŜǎŜΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƘŀƳ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΣ ŀƴŘ ƳǳǎǘŀǊŘΦέ 

  άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŦƻƻŘ L ǿŀƴǘΣ Ƴȅ ƭŀŘȅΦ ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΦέ ¢Ǌƛǎ ƘŀŘ ƎǊƻǿƴ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ŀ ǘƘƛŎƪ ōǊƻǿƴ ōŜŀǊŘ ŀǘ 

5ŜŜǇǿƻƻŘΦ IŜ ŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ ƛǘ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǿŀǊƳΦ άL ǎŀǿ ȅƻǳ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŎƘǘƻǿŜǊΦέ 

  άLŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŎƘΣ ǿƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜΚέ 

  ά/ǊƻƳƳΩǎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ IŀƎŜƴ ǘƘŜ IƻǊƴΦ Iƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ Řƻ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǿŀǘŎƘ ƭŜŀǾŜǎ ǊǳǎǘƭŜ ƛƴ 

ǘƘŜ ƳƻƻƴƭƛƎƘǘΚ ²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪΦέ 

  ά!ƎŀƛƴΚέ {ƘŜ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ IŀƎŜƴΩǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŘ ƘŀƛǊΦ {ƘŜ ǎǘŜŜǊǎ ŀ ǎƘƛǇ 

as ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ ŀƴȅ Ƴŀƴ ŀƴŘ Ƙŀǎ ŀ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ŦŀŎŜΦ {ŜǾŜƴǘŜŜƴΣ ŀƴŘ LΩǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ƘŜǊ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ IŀƎŜƴΩǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΦέ IŜ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ ά!ǎƘŀΣ ƛǘ ƛǎ 

time to go. Moat Cailin was the only thing holding back the tide. If we remain here, the northmen will 

ƪƛƭƭ ǳǎ ŀƭƭΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

  ά²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƳŜ ǊǳƴΚέ 

  άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƭƛǾŜΦ L ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  No, she thought, you love some innocent maiden who lives only in your head, a frightened child 

in need of your protection. άL Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ōƭǳƴǘƭȅΣ άŀƴŘ L Řƻ ƴƻǘ ǊǳƴΦέ 

  ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘƻƭŘ ǎƻ ǘƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ƛǘ ōǳǘ ǇƛƴŜ ŀƴŘ ƳǳŘ ŀƴŘ ŦƻŜǎΚ ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ƻǳǊ ǎƘƛǇǎΦ 

{ŀƛƭ ŀǿŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ ƴŜǿ ƭƛǾŜǎ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀΦέ 

  ά!ǎ ǇƛǊŀǘŜǎΚέ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǘŜƳǇǘƛƴƎΦ Let the wolves have back their gloomy woods and retake 

the open sea. 

  ά!ǎ ǘǊŀŘŜǊǎΣέ ƘŜ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘΦ ά²ŜΩƭƭ ǾƻȅŀƎŜ Ŝŀǎǘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ /ǊƻǿΩǎ 9ȅŜ ŘƛŘΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜΩƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƛƭƪǎ 

ŀƴŘ ǎǇƛŎŜǎ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ŀ ŘǊŀƎƻƴΩǎ ƘƻǊƴΦ hƴŜ ǾƻȅŀƎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ WŀŘŜ {Ŝŀ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ŀǎ ǊƛŎƘ ŀǎ gods. We can 

ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƳŀƴǎŜ ƛƴ hƭŘǘƻǿƴ ƻǊ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ CǊŜŜ /ƛǘƛŜǎΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ŀƴŘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ vŀǊƭΚέ {ƘŜ ǎŀǿ ƘƛƳ ŦƭƛƴŎƘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ vŀǊƭΩǎ ƴŀƳŜΦ άIŀƎŜƴΩǎ ƎƛǊƭ ƳƛƎƘǘ 

ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ǎŀƛƭ ǘƘŜ WŀŘŜ {Ŝŀ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΦ L ŀƳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƪǊŀƪŜƴΩǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΦ aȅ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛǎτέ 

  άτwhere? ̧ ƻǳ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƛǎƭŜǎΦ bƻǘ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ǎǳōƳƛǘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƻǊŘ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΦέ 

  Asha tried to picture herself abed with Erik Ironmaker, crushed beneath his bulk, suffering his 

embraces. Better him than the Red Oarsman or Left-Hand Lucas Codd. The Anvil-Breaker had once been 

a roaring giant, fearsomely strong, fiercely loyal, utterly without fear. Lǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ǎƻ ōŀŘΦ IŜΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ 



die the first time he tries to do his duty as a husband. ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜ ƘŜǊ 9ǊƛƪΩǎ ǿƛŘƻǿ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ 9ǊƛƪΩǎ 

wife, which could be better or a good deal worse, depending on his grandsons. And my nuncle. In the 

end, all the winds blow me back toward Euron. άL ƘŀǾŜ ƘƻǎǘŀƎŜǎΣ ƻƴ IŀǊƭŀǿΣέ ǎƘŜ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ ά!ƴŘ 

ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ {Ŝŀ 5ǊŀƎƻƴ tƻƛƴǘ Χ ƛŦ L Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƪƛƴƎŘƻƳΣ ǿƘȅ ƴƻǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴΚέ 

Sea Dragon Point had not always been as thinly peopled as it was now. Old ruins could still be found 

amongst its hills and bogs, the remains of ancient strongholds of the First Men. In the high places, there 

were weir-wood circles left by the children of the forest. 

  ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŎƭƛƴƎƛƴƎ ǘƻ {Ŝŀ 5ǊŀƎƻƴ tƻƛƴǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ŀ ŘǊƻǿƴƛƴƎ Ƴŀƴ ŎƭƛƴƎǎ ǘƻ ŀ ōƛǘ ƻŦ ǿǊŜŎƪŀƎŜΦ ²Ƙŀǘ 

does Sea Dragon have that anyone could ever want? There are no mines, no gold, no silver, not even tin 

or iron. The ƭŀƴŘ ƛǎ ǘƻƻ ǿŜǘ ŦƻǊ ǿƘŜŀǘ ƻǊ ŎƻǊƴΦέ 

  I do not plan on planting wheat or corn. ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΚ LΩƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΦ ¢ǿƻ ƭƻƴƎ ŎƻŀǎǘƭƛƴŜǎΣ ŀ 

hundred hidden coves, otters in the lakes, salmon in the rivers, clams along the shore, colonies of seals 

offshore, tall piƴŜǎ ŦƻǊ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ ǎƘƛǇǎΦέ 

  ά²Ƙƻ ǿƛƭƭ ōǳƛƭŘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǎƘƛǇǎΣ Ƴȅ ǉǳŜŜƴΚ ²ƘŜǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ¸ƻǳǊ DǊŀŎŜ ŦƛƴŘ ǎǳōƧŜŎǘǎ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ƪƛƴƎŘƻƳ ƛŦ 

ǘƘŜ ƴƻǊǘƘƳŜƴ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƛǘΚ hǊ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ǊǳƭŜ ƻǾŜǊ ŀ ǊŜŀƭƳ ƻŦ ǎŜŀƭǎ ŀƴŘ ƻǘǘŜǊǎΚέ 

  {ƘŜ ƎŀǾŜ ŀ ǊǳŜŦǳƭ ƭŀǳƎƘΦ άhǘǘŜǊǎ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ Ŝŀǎier to rule than men, I grant you. And seals are 

smarter. No, you may be right. My best course may still be to return to Pyke. There are those on Harlaw 

who would welcome my return. On Pyke as well. And Euron won no friends on Black-tyde when he slew 

Lord .ŀŜƭƻǊΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦƛƴŘ Ƴȅ ƴǳƴŎƭŜ !ŜǊƻƴΣ ǊŀƛǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƛǎƭŜǎΦέ bƻ ƻƴŜ ƘŀŘ ǎŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ 5ŀƳǇƘŀƛǊ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ 

kingsmoot, but his Drowned Men claimed he was hiding on Great Wyk and would soon come forth to 

Ŏŀƭƭ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻǘƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 5ǊƻǿƴŜŘ DƻŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ /ǊƻǿΩǎ 9ȅŜ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ Ƴinions. 

  ά¢ƘŜ !ƴǾƛƭ-Breaker is searching for the Damphair too. He is hunting down the Drowned Men. 

Blind Beron Blacktyde was taken and put to the question. Even the Old Grey Gull was given shackles. 

Iƻǿ ǿƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛŜǎǘ ǿƘŜƴ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ 9ǳǊƻƴΩǎ ƳŜƴ ŎŀƴƴƻǘΚέ 

  άIŜ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ōƭƻƻŘΦ aȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΦέ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŦŜŜōƭŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ !ǎƘŀ ƪƴŜǿ ƛǘΦ 

  ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ L ǘƘƛƴƪΚέ 

  άL ŀƳ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻΣ L ǎǳǎǇŜŎǘΦέ 

  άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜ 5ŀƳǇƘŀƛǊΩǎ ŘŜŀŘΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜ /ǊƻǿΩǎ 9ȅŜ ǎƭƛǘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘǊƻŀǘ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΦ LǊƻƴƳŀƪŜǊΩs search is 

Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǳǎ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛŜǎǘ ŜǎŎŀǇŜŘΦ 9ǳǊƻƴ ƛǎ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎŜŜƴ ŀǎ ŀ ƪƛƴǎƭŀȅŜǊΦέ 

  άbŜǾŜǊ ƭŜǘ Ƴȅ ƴǳƴŎƭŜ ƘŜŀǊ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘΦ ¢Ŝƭƭ ǘƘŜ /ǊƻǿΩǎ 9ȅŜ ƘŜΩǎ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ƻŦ ƪƛƴǎƭŀȅƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩƭƭ 

ƳǳǊŘŜǊ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ǎƻƴǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǿǊƻƴƎΦέ !ǎƘŀ was feeling almost sober by then. Tristifer 

Botley had that effect on her. 



  ά9ǾŜƴ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘ ŦƛƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǳƴŎƭŜ 5ŀƳǇƘŀƛǊΣ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŦŀƛƭΦ ¸ƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ōƻǘƘ part of the 

kingsmoot, so you cannot say it was unlawful called, as Torgon did. You are bound to its decision by all 

the laws of gods and men. Youτέ 

  !ǎƘŀ ŦǊƻǿƴŜŘΦ ά²ŀƛǘΦ ¢ƻǊƎƻƴΚ ²ƘƛŎƘ ¢ƻǊƎƻƴΚέ 

  ά¢ƻǊƎƻƴ ǘƘŜ [ŀǘŜŎƻƳŜǊΦέ 

  άIŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƪƛƴƎ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ !ƎŜ ƻŦ IŜǊƻŜǎΦέ {ƘŜ ǊŜŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳǳŎƘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘƛƳΣ ōǳǘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŜƭǎŜΦ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƻŦ ƘƛƳΚέ 

  ά¢ƻǊƎƻƴ DǊŜȅƛǊƻƴ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ŜƭŘŜǎǘ ǎƻƴΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ¢ƻǊƎƻƴ ǊŜǎǘƭŜǎǎΣ ǎƻ ƛǘ 

happened that when his father died he was raiding along the Mander from his stronghold on Greyshield. 

His brothers sent no word to him but instead quickly called a kingsmoot, thinking that one of them 

would be chosen to wear the driftwood crown. But the captains and the kings chose Urragon 

Goodbrother to rule instead. The first thing the new king did was command that all the sons of the old 

king be put to death, and so they were. After that men called him Badbrother, ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƛƴ ǘǊǳǘƘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ 

ōŜŜƴ ƴƻ ƪƛƴ ƻŦ ƘƛǎΦ IŜ ǊǳƭŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǘǿƻ ȅŜŀǊǎΦέ 

  !ǎƘŀ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ ƴƻǿΦ ά¢ƻǊƎƻƴ ŎŀƳŜ ƘƻƳŜ Χέ 

  άΧ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎǎƳƻƻǘ ǿŀǎ ǳƴƭŀǿŦǳƭ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ Ƙƛǎ ŎƭŀƛƳΦ 

Badbrother had proved to be as mean as he was cruel and had few friends left upon the isles. The 

priests denounced him, the lords rose against him, and his own captains hacked him into pieces. Torgon 

ǘƘŜ [ŀǘŜŎƻƳŜǊ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǊǳƭŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŦƻǊǘȅ ȅŜŀǊǎΦέ 

  Asha took Tris Botley by the ears and kissed him full upon the lips. He was red and breathless by 

ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǎƘŜ ƭŜǘ ƘƛƳ ƎƻΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘΚέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

  ά! ƪƛǎǎΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΦ 5Ǌƻǿƴ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦƻƻƭΣ ¢ǊƛǎΣ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘτέ {ƘŜ ōǊƻƪŜ ƻŦŦ 

suddenly. When Tris tried ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪΣ ǎƘŜ ǎƘǳǎƘŜŘ ƘƛƳΣ ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ǿŀǊƘƻǊƴΦ IŀƎŜƴΦέ IŜǊ ŦƛǊǎǘ 

thought was of her husband. Could Erik Ironmaker have come all this way to claim his wayward wife? 

ά¢ƘŜ 5ǊƻǿƴŜŘ DƻŘ ƭƻǾŜǎ ƳŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΦ IŜǊŜ L ǿŀǎ ǿƻƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ŘƻΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ sent me foes to 

ŦƛƎƘǘΦέ !ǎƘŀ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŦŜŜǘ ŀƴŘ ǎƭŀƳƳŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƪƴƛŦŜ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ ƛǘǎ ǎƘŜŀǘƘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ōŀǘǘƭŜΩǎ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǳǎΦέ 

  She was trotting by the time she reached the castle bailey, with Tris dogging her heels, but even 

so she came too late. The fight was done. Asha found two northmen bleeding by the eastern wall not far 

from the postern gate, with Lorren Longaxe, Six-Toed Harl, and Grimtongue standing over them. 

ά/ǊƻƳƳ ŀƴŘ IŀƎŜƴ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜƳ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭΣέ DǊƛƳǘƻƴƎǳŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ 

  άWǳǎǘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǘǿƻΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ !ǎƘŀΦ άCƛǾŜΦ ²Ŝ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ǘǿƻ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ƻǾŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ IŀǊƭ ǎƭŜǿ 

ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭǿŀƭƪΦ ¢ƘŜǎŜ ǘǿƻ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ȅŀǊŘΦέ 

  hƴŜ Ƴŀƴ ǿŀǎ ŘŜŀŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ōƭƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ ōǊŀƛƴǎ ŎǊǳǎǘƛƴƎ [ƻǊǊŜƴΩǎ ƭƻƴƎŀȄŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ 

ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎ ǊŀƎƎŜŘƭȅΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ DǊƛƳǘƻƴƎǳŜΩǎ spear had pinned him to the ground in a spreading pool of 



blood. Both were clad in boiled leather and mottled cloaks of brown and green and black, with 

branches, leaves, and brush sewn about their heads and shoulders. 

  ά²Ƙƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ !ǎƘŀ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƳŀƴΦ ά! CƭƛƴǘΦ ²Ƙƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ 

  ά!ǎƘŀ ƻŦ IƻǳǎŜ DǊŜȅƧƻȅΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ŎŀǎǘƭŜΦέ 

  ά5ŜŜǇǿƻƻŘ ōŜ DŀƭōŀǊǘ DƭƻǾŜǊΩǎ ǎŜŀǘΦ bƻ ƘƻƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǎǉǳƛŘǎΦέ 

  ά!ǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΚέ !ǎƘŀ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘ ƻŦ ƘƛƳΦ ²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΣ ǎƘŜ ǎŜƛȊŜŘ 

DǊƛƳǘƻƴƎǳŜΩǎ ǎǇŜŀǊ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƛt, and the northman cried out in anguish as more blood gushed from his 

ǿƻǳƴŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜ ƘŜǊŜΚέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ƭŀŘȅΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƘǳŘŘŜǊƛƴƎΦ άDƻŘǎΣ ǎǘƻǇΦ ²Ŝ ŎƻƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƭŀŘȅΦ ¢Ω ǊŜǎŎǳŜ ƘŜǊΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǳǎ 

ŦƛǾŜΦέ 

  Asha looked into his eyes. When she saw the falsehood there, she leaned upon the spear, 

ǘǿƛǎǘƛƴƎ ƛǘΦ άHow many more?έ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜΣ ƻǊ LΩƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŘȅƛƴƎ ƭŀǎǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǿƴΦέ 

  άaŀƴȅΣέ ƘŜ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǎƻōōŜŘΣ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǎŎǊŜŀƳǎΦ άThousands. ¢ƘǊŜŜ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘΣ ŦƻǳǊ Χ aieeee Χ 

please Χέ 

  She ripped the spear out of him and drove it down two-handed through his lying throat. Galbart 

DƭƻǾŜǊΩǎ ƳŀŜǎǘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǳƴǘŀƛƴ Ŏƭŀƴǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƻƻ ǉǳŀǊǊŜƭǎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ŜǾŜǊ ōŀƴŘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ 

a Stark to lead them. He might not have been lying. He might just have been wrong. She had learned 

what that ǘŀǎǘŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ƴǳƴŎƭŜΩǎ ƪƛƴƎǎƳƻƻǘΦ ά¢ƘŜǎŜ ŦƛǾŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎŜƴǘ ǘƻ ƻǇŜƴ ƻǳǊ ƎŀǘŜǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ 

Ƴŀƛƴ ŀǘǘŀŎƪΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά[ƻǊǊŜƴΣ IŀǊƭΣ ŦŜǘŎƘ ƳŜ [ŀŘȅ DƭƻǾŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ƳŀŜǎǘŜǊΦέ 

  ά²ƘƻƭŜ ƻǊ ōƭƻƻŘȅΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ [ƻǊǊŜƴ [ƻƴƎŀȄŜΦ ά²ƘƻƭŜ and unharmed. Grimtongue, get up that 

thrice-damned tower and tell Cromm and Hagen to keep a sharp eye out. If they see so much as a hare, I 

ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ƻŦ ƛǘΦέ 

  5ŜŜǇǿƻƻŘΩǎ ōŀƛƭŜȅ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦ IŜǊ ƻǿƴ ƳŜƴ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ŀǊƳƻǊ 

ƻǊ ŎƭƛƳōƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭǿŀƭƪǎΦ DŀƭōŀǊǘ DƭƻǾŜǊΩǎ Ŧƻƭƪ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŦŜŀǊŦǳƭ ŦŀŎŜǎΣ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƻƴŜ 

ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΦ DƭƻǾŜǊΩǎ ǎǘŜǿŀǊŘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŎŀǊǊƛŜŘ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƭƭŀǊΣ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ƭƻǎǘ ŀ ƭŜƎ ǿƘŜƴ !ǎƘŀ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ 

castle. The maester protested noisily until Lorren cracked him hard across the face with a mailed fist. 

[ŀŘȅ DƭƻǾŜǊ ŜƳŜǊƎŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŘǎǿƻƻŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǊƳ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ōŜŘƳŀƛŘΦ άL ǿŀǊƴŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ Řŀȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ 

ŎƻƳŜΣ Ƴȅ ƭŀŘȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊǇǎŜǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ 

  The maester pushed forward, with bƭƻƻŘ ŘǊƛǇǇƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ƴƻǎŜΦ ά[ŀŘȅ !ǎƘŀΣ L ōŜƎ ȅƻǳΣ 

strike your banners and let me bargain for your life. You have used us fairly, and with honor. I will tell 

ǘƘŜƳ ǎƻΦέ 

  ά²Ŝ ǿƛƭƭ ŜȄŎƘŀƴƎŜ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΦέ {ȅōŜƭƭŜ DƭƻǾŜǊΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǊŜŘΣ ŦǊƻƳ ǘŜars and 

ǎƭŜŜǇƭŜǎǎ ƴƛƎƘǘǎΦ άDŀǿŜƴ ƛǎ ŦƻǳǊ ƴƻǿΦ L ƳƛǎǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƴŀƳŜŘŀȅΦ !ƴŘ Ƴȅ ǎǿŜŜǘ ƎƛǊƭ Χ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ōŀŎƪ Ƴȅ 

ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƻ ƘŀǊƳ ƴŜŜŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦ bƻǊ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ƳŜƴΦέ 



  The last part was a lie, Asha knew. She might be exchanged, perhaps, shipped back to the Iron 

LǎƭŀƴŘǎ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΩǎ ƭƻǾƛƴƎ ŀǊƳǎΦ IŜǊ Ŏƻǳǎƛƴǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǊŀƴǎƻƳŜŘ ǘƻƻΣ ŀǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ¢Ǌƛǎ .ƻǘƭŜȅ ŀƴŘ ŀ 

few more of her company, those whose kin had coin enough to buy them back. For the rest it would be 

the axe, the noose, or the Wall. Still, they have the right to choose. 

  !ǎƘŀ ŎƭƛƳōŜŘ ƻƴ ŀ ōŀǊǊŜƭ ǎƻ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ ƘŜǊΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǿƻƭǾŜǎ ŀǊŜ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴ ǳǎ ǿƛǘƘ 

their teeth bared. They will be at our gates before the sun comes up. Shall we throw down our spears 

ŀƴŘ ŀȄŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǇƭŜŀŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ǎǇŀǊŜ ǳǎΚέ 

  άbƻΦέ vŀǊƭ ǘƘŜ aŀƛŘ ŘǊŜǿ Ƙƛǎ ǎǿƻǊŘΦ άbƻΣέ ŜŎƘƻŜŘ [ƻǊǊŜƴ [ƻƴƎŀȄŜΦ άNo,έ ōƻƻƳŜŘ wƻƭŦŜ ǘƘŜ 

5ǿŀǊŦΣ ŀ ōŜŀǊ ƻŦ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ǎǘƻƻŘ ŀ ƘŜŀŘ ǘŀƭƭŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŎǊŜǿΦ άNever.έ !ƴŘ IŀƎŜƴΩǎ ƘƻǊƴ 

sounded again from on high, ringing out across the bailey. 

  AHooooooooooooooooooooooo, the warhorn cried, long and low, a sound to curdle blood. Asha 

ƘŀŘ ōŜƎǳƴ ǘƻ ƘŀǘŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻŦ ƘƻǊƴǎΦ hƴ hƭŘ ²ȅƪ ƘŜǊ ǳƴŎƭŜΩǎ ƘŜƭƭƘƻǊƴ ƘŀŘ ōƭƻǿƴ ŀ ŘŜŀǘƘ ƪƴŜƭƭ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ 

dreams, and now Hagen was sounding what might well be her last hour on earth. If I must die, I will die 

with an axe in my hand and a curse upon my lips. 

  ά¢ƻ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭǎΣέ !ǎƘŀ DǊŜȅƧƻȅ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ƳŜƴΦ {ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ǎǘŜǇǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŎƘǘƻǿŜǊΣ ǿƛǘƘ 

Tris Botley right behind her. 

  The wooden watchtower was the tallest thing this side of the mountains, rising twenty feet 

ŀōƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎƎŜǎǘ ǎŜƴǘƛƴŜƭǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊ ǇƛƴŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǳǊǊƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ǿƻƻŘǎΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜΣ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴΣέ ǎŀƛŘ /ǊƻƳƳΣ 

when she made the platform. Asha saw only trees and shadows, the moonlit hills and the snowy peaks 

ōŜȅƻƴŘΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘǊŜŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŎǊŜŜǇƛƴƎ ŎƭƻǎŜǊΦ άhƘƻΣέ ǎƘŜ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΣ άǘƘŜǎŜ Ƴƻǳƴǘŀƛƴ Ǝƻŀǘǎ 

ƘŀǾŜ ŎƭƻŀƪŜŘ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ƛƴ ǇƛƴŜ ōƻǳƎƘǎΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǿƻƻŘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǾŜΣ ŎǊŜŜǇƛƴƎ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǎǘƭŜ ƭƛƪŜ 

a slow green tide. She thought back to a tale she had heard as a child, about the children of the forest 

and their battles with the First Men, when the greenseers turned the trees to warriors. 

  ά²Ŝ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ŦƛƎƘǘ ǎƻ ƳŀƴȅΣέ ¢Ǌƛǎ .ƻǘƭŜȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²Ŝ Ŏŀƴ ŦƛƎƘǘ ŀǎ Ƴŀƴȅ ŀǎ ŎƻƳŜΣ ǇǳǇΣέ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘ 

/ǊƻƳƳΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜΣ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƎƭƻǊȅΦ aŜƴ ǿƛƭƭ ǎƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǳǎΦέ 

  Aye, but will they sing of your courage or my folly? The sea was five long leagues away. Would 

ǘƘŜȅ Řƻ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƻ ǎǘŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƎƘǘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ 5ŜŜǇǿƻƻŘΩǎ ŘŜŜǇ ŘƛǘŎƘŜǎ and wooden walls? 5ŜŜǇǿƻƻŘΩǎ 

wooden walls did the Glovers small good when I took their castle, she reminded herself. Why should they 

serve me any better? 

  ά/ƻƳŜ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊǊƻǿ ǿŜ ǿƛƭƭ ŦŜŀǎǘ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀΦέ /ǊƻƳƳ ǎǘǊƻƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŀȄŜ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ 

wait. 

  HaƎŜƴ ƭƻǿŜǊŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘƻǊƴΦ άLŦ ǿŜ ŘƛŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŘǊȅ ŦŜŜǘΣ Ƙƻǿ ǿƛƭƭ ǿŜ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǊ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 5ǊƻǿƴŜŘ 

DƻŘΩǎ ǿŀǘŜǊȅ ƘŀƭƭǎΚέ 

  ά¢ƘŜǎŜ ǿƻƻŘǎ ŀǊŜ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎǘǊŜŀƳǎΣέ /ǊƻƳƳ ŀǎǎǳǊŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ ά!ƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ƭŜŀŘ ǘƻ ǊƛǾŜǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ 

ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀΦέ 



  Asha was not ready to ŘƛŜΣ ƴƻǘ ƘŜǊŜΣ ƴƻǘ ȅŜǘΦ ά! ƭƛǾƛƴƎ Ƴŀƴ Ŏŀƴ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀ ƳƻǊŜ Ŝŀǎƛƭȅ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ 

ŘŜŀŘ ƻƴŜΦ [Ŝǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƭǾŜǎ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƎƭƻƻƳȅ ǿƻƻŘǎΦ ²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǇǎΦέ 

  She wondered who was in command of her foes. If it were me, I would take the strand and put 

our longships to the torch before attacking Deepwood. The wolves would not find that easy, though, not 

without longships of their own. Asha never beached more than half her ships. The other half stood 

safely off to sea, with orders to raise sail and make for Sea Dragon Point if the northmen took the 

ǎǘǊŀƴŘΦ άIŀƎŜƴΣ ōƭƻǿ ȅƻǳǊ ƘƻǊƴ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŜǎǘ ǎƘŀƪŜΦ ¢ǊƛǎΣ Řƻƴ ǎƻƳŜ ƳŀƛƭΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ ȅƻǳ ǘǊƛŜŘ ƻǳǘ 

ǘƘŀǘ ǎǿŜŜǘ ǎǿƻǊŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊǎΦέ ²ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǎŀǿ Ƙƻǿ ǇŀƭŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎΣ ǎƘŜ ǇƛƴŎƘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŜŜƪΦ ά{ǇƭŀǎƘ ǎƻƳŜ ōƭƻƻŘ 

upon the moon wƛǘƘ ƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ L ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜ ȅƻǳ ŀ ƪƛǎǎ ŦƻǊ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƪƛƭƭΦέ 

  άaȅ ǉǳŜŜƴΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ǊƛǎǘƛŦŜǊΣ άƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭǎΣ ōǳǘ ƛŦ ǿŜ ǊŜŀŎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ 

wolves have taken our ships or driven them away Χέ 

  άΧ ǿŜ ŘƛŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ŎƘŜŜǊŦǳƭƭȅΣ άōǳǘ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǿŜΩƭƭ die with our feet wet. Ironborn fight 

ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǎŀƭǘ ǎǇǊŀȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƴƻǎǘǊƛƭǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǾŜǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ōŀŎƪǎΦέ 

  Hagen blew three short blasts in quick succession, the signal that would send the ironborn back 

to their ships. From below came shouting, the clatter of spear and sword, the whinnying of horses. Too 

few horses and too few riders. Asha headed for the stair. In the bailey, she found Qarl the Maid waiting 

with her chestnut mare, her warhelm, and her throwing axes. Ironmen were leading horses from Galbart 

DƭƻǾŜǊΩǎ ǎǘŀōƭŜǎΦ 

  ά! ramΗέ ŀ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭǎΦ άThey have a battering ram!έ 

  ά²ƘƛŎƘ ƎŀǘŜΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ !ǎƘŀΣ ƳƻǳƴǘƛƴƎ ǳǇΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƴƻǊǘƘΗέ CǊƻƳ ōŜȅƻƴŘ 5ŜŜǇǿƻƻŘΩǎ Ƴƻǎǎȅ 

wooden walls came the sudden sound of trumpets. 

  Trumpets? Wolves with trumpets? ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǿǊƻƴƎΣ ōǳǘ !ǎƘŀ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǇƻƴŘŜǊ ƛǘΦ άhǇŜƴ 

ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳǘƘ ƎŀǘŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜŘΣ ŜǾŜƴ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǊǘƘ ƎŀǘŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƛƳǇŀŎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊŀƳΦ {ƘŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ŀ 

short-ƘŀŦǘŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǿƛƴƎ ŀȄŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōŜƭǘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ƘŜǊ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƘƻǳǊ ƻŦ ǘƘe owl has fled, my brothers. 

bƻǿ ŎƻƳŜǎ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǇŜŀǊΣ ǘƘŜ ǎǿƻǊŘΣ ǘƘŜ ŀȄŜΦ CƻǊƳ ǳǇΦ ²ŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƘƻƳŜΦέ 

  CǊƻƳ ŀ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ǘƘǊƻŀǘǎ ŎŀƳŜ ǊƻŀǊǎ ƻŦ άHome!έ ŀƴŘ άAsha!έ ¢Ǌƛǎ .ƻǘƭŜȅ ƎŀƭƭƻǇŜŘ ǳǇ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ƘŜǊ 

on a tall roan stallion. In the bailey, her men closed about each other, hefting shields and spears. Qarl 

the Maid, no horse rider, took his place between Grimtongue and Lorren Longaxe. As Hagen came 

ǎŎǊŀƳōƭƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŎƘǘƻǿŜǊ ǎǘŜǇǎΣ ŀ ǿƻƭŦƭƛƴƎΩǎ ŀǊǊƻǿ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜƭƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǎŜƴǘ ƘƛƳ ǇƭǳƴƎƛƴƎ 

headfƛǊǎǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ Iƛǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ Ǌŀƴ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΣ ǿŀƛƭƛƴƎΦ ά.ǊƛƴƎ ƘŜǊΣέ !ǎƘŀ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜŘΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ 

time for mourning. Rolfe the Dwarf pulled the girl onto his horse, her red hair flying. Asha could hear the 

north gate groaning as the ram slammed into it again. We may need to cut our way through them, she 

thought, as the south gate swung wide before them. The way was clear. For how long? 

  άaƻǾŜ ƻǳǘΗέ !ǎƘŀ ŘǊƻǾŜ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŜƭǎ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƘƻǊǎŜΩǎ ŦƭŀƴƪǎΦ 



  Men and mounts alike were trotting by the time they reached the trees on the far side of the 

sodden field, where dead shoots of winter wheat rotted beneath the moon. Asha held her horsemen 

back as a rear guard, to keep the stragglers moving and see that no one was left behind. Tall soldier 

pines and gnarled old oaks closed in around them. Deepwood was aptly named. The trees were huge 

and dark, somehow threatening. Their limbs wove through one another and creaked with every breath 

of wind, and their higher branches scratched at the face of the moon. The sooner we are shut of here, 

the better I will like it, Asha thought. The trees hate us all, deep in their wooden hearts. 

  They pressed on south and southwest, until the wooden towers of Deepwood Motte were lost 

to sight and the sounds of trumpets had been swallowed by the woods. The wolves have their castle 

back, she thought, perhaps they will be content to let us go. 

  ¢Ǌƛǎ .ƻǘƭŜȅ ǘǊƻǘǘŜŘ ǳǇ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ƘŜǊΦ ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǿŀȅΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƎŜǎǘǳǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻƻƴ 

ŀǎ ƛǘ ǇŜŜǊŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƴƻǇȅ ƻŦ ōǊŀƴŎƘŜǎΦ ά²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǘǳǊƴ ƴƻǊǘƘΣ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǇǎΦέ 

  ά²Ŝǎǘ ŦƛǊǎǘΣέ !ǎƘŀ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘΦ ά²Ŝǎǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴ ŎƻƳŜǎ ǳǇΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ƴƻǊǘƘΦέ {ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ wƻƭŦŜ ǘƘŜ 

5ǿŀǊŦ ŀƴŘ wƻƎƎƻƴ wǳǎǘōŜŀǊŘΣ ƘŜǊ ōŜǎǘ ǊƛŘŜǊǎΦ ά{Ŏƻǳǘ ŀƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ ƻǳǊ ǿŀȅ ƛǎ ŎƭŜŀǊΦ L ǿŀƴǘ ƴƻ 

surprises when we reach the ǎƘƻǊŜΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ƻƴ ǿƻƭǾŜǎΣ ǊƛŘŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƻǊŘΦέ 

  άLŦ ǿŜ ƳǳǎǘΣέ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘ wƻƎƎƻƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƙƛǎ ƘǳƎŜ ǊŜŘ ōŜŀǊŘΦ 

  After the scouts had vanished into the trees, the rest of the ironborn resumed their march, but 

the going was slow. The trees hid the moon and stars from them, and the forest floor beneath their feet 

ǿŀǎ ōƭŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǘǊŜŀŎƘŜǊƻǳǎΦ .ŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ƎƻƴŜ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ ƳƛƭŜΣ ƘŜǊ Ŏƻǳǎƛƴ vǳŜƴǘƻƴΩǎ ƳŀǊŜ ǎǘǳƳōƭŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ 

ŀ Ǉƛǘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŦƻǊŜƭŜƎΦ vǳŜƴǘƻƴ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǎƭƛǘ ƘŜǊ ǘƘǊƻŀǘ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ƘŜǊ ǎŎǊŜŀƳƛƴƎΦ ά²Ŝ should make 

ǘƻǊŎƘŜǎΣέ ǳǊƎŜŘ ¢ǊƛǎΦ 

  άCƛǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǊǘƘƳŜƴ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴ ǳǎΦέ !ǎƘŀ ŎǳǊǎŜŘ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ƘŜǊ ōǊŜŀǘƘΣ ǿƻƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ ƛŦ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ 

been a mistake to leave the castle. No. If we had stayed and fought, we might all be dead by now. But it 

was no good blundering on through the dark either. These trees will kill us if they can. She took off her 

helm and pushed back her sweat-ǎƻŀƪŜŘ ƘŀƛǊΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǎǳƴ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǳǇ ƛƴ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƘƻǳǊǎΦ ²ŜΩƭƭ ǎǘƻǇ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ 

ǊŜǎǘ ǘƛƭƭ ōǊŜŀƪ ƻŦ ŘŀȅΦέ 

  Stopping proved simple; rest came hard. No one slept, not even Droop-eye Dale, an oarsman 

ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƻ ƴŀǇ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǎǘǊƻƪŜǎΦ {ƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ǎƘŀǊŜŘ ŀ ǎƪƛƴ ƻŦ DŀƭōŀǊǘ DƭƻǾŜǊΩǎ ŀǇǇƭŜ 

wine, passing it from hand to hand. Those who had brought food shared it with those who had not. The 

riders fed and watered their horses. Her cousin Quenton Greyjoy sent three men up trees, to watch for 

any sign of torches in the woods. Cromm honed his axe, and Qarl the Maid his sword. The horses 

ŎǊƻǇǇŜŘ ŘŜŀŘ ōǊƻǿƴ ƎǊŀǎǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜŜŘǎΦ IŀƎŜƴΩǎ ǊŜŘ-haired daughter seized Tris Botley by the hand to 

draw him off into the trees. When he refused her, she went off with Six-Toed Harl instead. 

  Would that I could do the same. Lǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǎǿŜŜǘ ǘƻ ƭƻǎŜ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ƛƴ vŀǊƭΩs arms one last time. 

Asha had a bad feeling in her belly. Would she ever feel Black WindΩǎ ŘŜŎƪ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ƘŜǊ ŦŜŜǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΚ !ƴŘ 

if she did, where would she sail her? The isles are closed to me, unless I mean to bend my knees and 



ǎǇǊŜŀŘ Ƴȅ ƭŜƎǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǳŦŦŜǊ 9ǊƛŎ LǊƻƴƳŀƪŜǊΩǎ ŜƳōǊŀŎŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƻ ǇƻǊǘ ƛƴ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎ ƛǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜ ǘƘŜ 

ƪǊŀƪŜƴΩǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΦ She could turn merchanter, as Tris seemed to want, or else make for the Stepstones 

and join the pirates there. hǊ Χ 

  άL ǎŜƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŜŀŎƘ ŀ ǇƛŜŎŜ ƻŦ ǇǊƛƴŎŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΦ 

  vŀǊƭ ƎǊƛƴƴŜŘΦ άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎƻƻƴŜǊ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǇƛŜŎŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΣέ ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ άǘƘŜ ǎǿŜŜǘ ǇƛŜŎŜ ǘƘŀǘΩǎτέ 

  Something flew from the brush to land with a soft thump in their midst, bumping and bouncing. 

It was round and dark and wet, with long hair that whipped about it as it rolled. When it came to rest 

ŀƳƻƴƎǎǘ ǘƘŜ Ǌƻƻǘǎ ƻŦ ŀƴ ƻŀƪΣ DǊƛƳǘƻƴƎǳŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άwƻƭŦŜ ǘƘŜ 5ǿŀǊŦΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǎƻ ǘŀƭƭ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƻƴŎŜ ǿŀǎΦέ IŀƭŦ ƘŜǊ 

men were on their feet by then, reaching for shields and spears and axes. They lit no torches either, Asha 

had time enough to think, and they know these woods better than we ever could. Then the trees erupted 

all around them, and the northmen poured in howling. Wolves, she thought, they howl like bloody 

wolves. The war cry of the north. Her ironborn screamed back at them, and the fight began. 

  No singer would ever make a song about that battle. No maester would ever write down an 

ŀŎŎƻǳƴǘ ŦƻǊ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ wŜŀŘŜǊΩǎ ōŜƭƻǾŜŘ ōƻƻƪǎΦ No banners flew, no warhorns moaned, no great lord 

called his men about him to hear his final ringing words. They fought in the predawn gloom, shadow 

against shadow, stumbling over roots and rocks, with mud and rotting leaves beneath their feet. The 

ironborn were clad in mail and salt-stained leather, the northmen in furs and hides and piney branches. 

The moon and stars looked down upon their struggle, their pale light filtered through the tangle of bare 

limbs that twisted overhead. 

  The first man to come at Asha Greyjoy died at her feet with her throwing axe between his eyes. 

¢Ƙŀǘ ƎŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ ǊŜǎǇƛǘŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ǎƭƛǇ ƘŜǊ ǎƘƛŜƭŘ ƻƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳΦ άTo me!έ ǎƘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ 

calling to her own men or the foes even Asha could not have said for certain. A northman with an axe 

loomed up before her, swinging with both hands as he howled in wordless fury. Asha raised her shield to 

block his blow, then shoved in close to gut him with her dirk. His howling took on a different tone as he 

fell. She spun and found another wolf behind her, and slashed him across the brow beneath his helm. 

His own cut caught her below the breast, but her mail turned it, so she drove the point of her dirk into 

his throat and left him to drown in his own blood. A hand seized her hair, but short as it was he could 

not get a good enough grip to wrench her head back. Asha slammed her boot heel down onto his instep 

and wrenched loose when he cried out in pain. By the time she turned the man was down and dying, 

still clutching a handful of her hair. Qarl stood over him, with his long-sword dripping and moonlight 

shining in his eyes. 

  DǊƛƳǘƻƴƎǳŜ ǿŀǎ ŎƻǳƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǊǘƘƳŜƴ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƻǳǘΣ άCƻǳǊΣέ ŀǎ ƻƴŜ ǿŜƴǘ 

Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘΣ άCƛǾŜΣέ ŀ ƘŜŀǊǘōŜŀǘ ƭŀǘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜǎ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƪƛŎƪŜŘ ŀƴŘ rolled their eyes in terror, 

ƳŀŘŘŜƴŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ōǳǘŎƘŜǊȅ ŀƴŘ ōƭƻƻŘ Χ ŀƭƭ ōǳǘ ¢Ǌƛǎ .ƻǘƭŜȅΩǎ ōƛƎ Ǌƻŀƴ ǎǘŀƭƭƛƻƴΦ ¢Ǌƛǎ ƘŀŘ ƎŀƛƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀŘŘƭŜΣ 

and his mount was rearing and wheeling as he laid about with his sword. I may owe him a kiss or three 

before the night is done, thought Asha. 



  ά{ŜǾŜƴΣέ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ DǊƛƳǘƻƴƎǳŜΣ ōǳǘ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ƘƛƳ [ƻǊǊŜƴ [ƻƴƎŀȄŜ ǎǇǊŀǿƭŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƻƴŜ ƭŜƎ ǘǿƛǎǘŜŘ 

under him, and the shadows kept on coming, shouting and rustling. We are fighting shrubbery, Asha 

thought as she slew a man who had more leaves on him than most of the surrounding trees. That made 

her laugh. Her laughter drew more wolves to her, and she killed them too, wondering if she should start 

a count of her own. L ŀƳ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǿŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊŜΩǎ Ƴȅ ǎǳŎƪƭƛƴƎ ōŀōŜΦ She pushed her dirk into a 

northƳŀƴΩǎ ŎƘŜǎǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŦǳǊ ŀƴŘ ǿƻƻƭ ŀƴŘ ōƻƛƭŜŘ ƭŜŀǘƘŜǊΦ Iƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ 

smell the sour stench of his breath, and his hand was at her throat. Asha felt iron scraping against bone 

as her point slid over a rib. Then the man shuddered and died. When she let go of him, she was so weak 

she almost fell on top of him. 

  Later, she stood back-to-back with Qarl, listening to the grunts and curses all around them, to 

brave men crawling through the shadows weeping for their mothers. A bush drove at her with a spear 

ƭƻƴƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ǇǳƴŎƘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƘŜǊ ōŜƭƭȅ ŀƴŘ vŀǊƭΩǎ ōŀŎƪ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΣ ǇƛƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŜŘΦ 

Better that than die alone, she thought, but her cousin Quenton killed the spearman before he reached 

her. A heartbeat later another bush killed Quenton, driving an axe into the base of his skull. 

  .ŜƘƛƴŘ ƘŜǊ DǊƛƳǘƻƴƎǳŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ άNine, ŀƴŘ ŘŀƳƴ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƭΦέ IŀƎŜƴΩǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ōǳǊǎǘ ƴŀƪŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ 

beneath the trees with two wolves at her heels. Asha wrenched loose a throwing axe and sent it flying 

ŜƴŘ ƻǾŜǊ ŜƴŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪΦ ²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŦŜƭƭΣ IŀƎŜƴΩǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ǎǘǳƳōƭŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƪƴŜŜǎΣ 

snatched up his sword, stabbed the second man, then rose again, smeared with blood and mud, her 

long red hair unbound, and plunged into the fight. 

  Somewhere in the ebb and flow of battle, Asha lost Qarl, lost Tris, lost all of them. Her dirk was 

gone as well, and all her throwing axes; instead she had a sword in hand, a short sword with a broad 

ǘƘƛŎƪ ōƭŀŘŜΣ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ōǳǘŎƘŜǊΩǎ ŎƭŜŀǾŜǊΦ CƻǊ ƘŜǊ ƭƛŦŜ ǎhe could not have said where she had gotten it. 

Her arm ached, her mouth tasted of blood, her legs were trembling, and shafts of pale dawn light were 

slanting through the trees. Has it been so long? How long have we been fighting? 

  Her last foe was a northman with an axe, a big man bald and bearded, clad in a byrnie of 

patched and rusted mail that could only mean he was a chief or champion. He was not pleased to find 

ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΦ άCunt!έ ƘŜ ǊƻŀǊŜŘ ŜŀŎƘ ǘƛƳŜ ƘŜ ǎǘǊǳŎƪ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΣ Ƙƛǎ ǎǇƛǘǘƭŜ ŘŀƳǇŜƴing her 

ŎƘŜŜƪǎΦ άCunt! Cunt!έ 

  Asha wanted to shout back at him, but her throat was so dry she could do no more than grunt. 

His axe was shivering her shield, cracking the wood on the downswing, tearing off long pale splinters 

when he wrenched it back. Soon she would have only a tangle of kindling on her arm. She backed away 

and shook free of the ruined shield, then backed away some more and danced left and right and left 

again to avoid the downrushing axe. 

  And then her back came up hard against a tree, and she could dance no more. The wolf raised 

the axe above his head to split her head in two. Asha tried to slip to her right, but her feet were tangled 

in some roots, trapping her. She twisted, lost her footing, and the axehead crunched against her temple 

with a scream of steel on steel. The world went red and black and red again. Pain crackled up her leg like 



ƭƛƎƘǘƴƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ ŦŀǊ ŀǿŀȅ ǎƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƘŜǊ ƴƻǊǘƘƳŀƴ ǎŀȅΣ ά¸ƻǳ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ŎǳƴǘΣέ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƭƛŦǘŜŘ ǳǇ Ƙƛǎ ŀȄŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ 

blow that would finish her. 

  A trumpet blew. 

  ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿǊƻƴƎΣ she thought. ¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ƴƻ ǘǊǳƳǇŜǘǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 5ǊƻǿƴŜŘ DƻŘΩǎ ǿŀǘŜǊȅ ƘŀƭƭǎΦ .Ŝƭƻǿ ǘƘŜ 

waves the merlings hail their lord by blowing into seashells. 

  She dreamt of red hearts burning, and a black stag in a golden wood with flame streaming from 

his antlers. 

  TYRION 
 

     By the time they reached Volantis, the sky was purple to the west and black to the east, and the 

stars were coming out. The same stars as in Westeros, Tyrion Lannister reflected. 

  He might have taken some comfort in that if he had not been trussed up like a goose and lashed 

ǘƻ ŀ ǎŀŘŘƭŜΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǳǇ ǎǉǳƛǊƳƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƪƴƻǘǎ ǘƘŀǘ ōƻǳƴŘ ƘƛƳ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƻƻ ǘƛƎƘǘΦ LƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƘŜΩŘ ƎƻƴŜ ŀǎ 

limp as a sack of meal. Saving my strength, he told himself, though for what he could not have said. 

  Volantis closed its gates at dark, and the guardsmen on its northern gate were grumbling 

impatiently at the stragglers. They joined the queue behind a wagon laden with limes and oranges. The 

guards motioned the wagon through with their torches but took a harder look at the big Andal on his 

warhorse, with his longsword and his mail. A captain was summoned. Whilst he and the knight 

exchanged some words in Volantene, one of the guardsmen pulled off his clawed gauntlet and gave 

¢ȅǊƛƻƴΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀ ǊǳōΦ άLΩƳ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ƎƻƻŘ ŦƻǊǘǳƴŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ ά/ǳǘ ƳŜ ƭƻƻǎŜΣ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ 

ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǿŜƭƭ ǊŜǿŀǊŘŜŘΦέ 

  Iƛǎ ŎŀǇǘƻǊ ƻǾŜǊƘŜŀǊŘΦ ά{ŀǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƛŜǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƻƴƎǳŜΣ LƳǇΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ 

Volantenes waved them on. 

  They were moving again, through the gate ŀƴŘ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΩǎ ƳŀǎǎƛǾŜ ǿŀƭƭǎΦ άYou speak my 

ǘƻƴƎǳŜΦ /ŀƴ L ǎǿŀȅ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǘƘ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜǎΣ ƻǊ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŜŘ ǘƻ ōǳȅ ŀ ƭƻǊŘǎƘƛǇ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΚέ 

  άL was ŀ ƭƻǊŘΣ ōȅ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ ōƛǊǘƘΦ L ǿŀƴǘ ƴƻ Ƙƻƭƭƻǿ ǘƛǘƭŜǎΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ǎǿŜŜǘ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΦέ 

  ά!ƴŘ ƘŜǊŜ LΩŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ Ǉŀȅǎ Ƙƛǎ ŘŜōǘǎΦέ 

  άhƘΣ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǇŜƴƴȅ Χ ōǳǘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŀ ƎǊƻŀǘ ƳƻǊŜΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΦ ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŀƭ ȅƻǳ ōŀǊƎŀƛƴŜŘ ŦƻǊΣ ōǳǘ 

ƛǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎŀǳŎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƎǊŀǘƛǘǳŘŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ƴƻǳǊƛǎƘ ȅƻǳΦέ 



  άMight be all I want is to see you pay for crimes. The kinslayer is accursed in the eyes of gods 

ŀƴŘ ƳŜƴΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ƎƻŘǎ ŀǊŜ ōƭƛƴŘΦ !ƴŘ ƳŜƴ ǎŜŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƛǎƘΦέ 

  άL ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ Ǉƭŀƛƴ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ LƳǇΦέ {ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŘŀǊƪ ƘŀŘ ŎǊŜǇǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƪƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ ǘƻƴŜΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ Řƻƴe 

ǘƘƛƴƎǎ L ŀƳ ƴƻǘ ǇǊƻǳŘ ƻŦΣ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ǎƘŀƳŜ ƻƴǘƻ Ƴȅ IƻǳǎŜ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƴŀƳŜ Χ ōǳǘ ǘƻ ƪƛƭƭ 

ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ǎƛǊŜΚ Iƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀƴȅ Ƴŀƴ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘΚέ 

  άDƛǾŜ ƳŜ ŀ ŎǊƻǎǎōƻǿ ŀƴŘ Ǉǳƭƭ Řƻǿƴ ȅƻǳǊ ōǊŜŜŎƘŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ǎƘƻǿ ȅƻǳΦέ Gladly. 

  ά¸ƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ŀ ƧŀǇŜΚέ 

  άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ƭƛŦŜ ƛǎ ŀ ƧŀǇŜΦ ¸ƻǳǊǎΣ ƳƛƴŜΣ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎΦέ 

  Inside the city walls, they rode past guildhalls, markets, and bathhouses. Fountains splashed and 

sang in the centers of wide squares, where men sat at stone tables, moving cyvasse pieces and sipping 

wine from glass flutes as slaves lit ornate lanterns to hold the dark at bay. Palms and cedars grew along 

the cobbled road, and monuments stood at every junction. Many of the statues lacked heads, the dwarf 

noted, yet even headless they still managed to look imposing in the purple dusk. 

  As the warhorse plodded south along the river, the shops grew smaller and meaner, the trees 

ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ŀ Ǌƻǿ ƻŦ ǎǘǳƳǇǎΦ /ƻōōƭŜǎǘƻƴŜǎ ƎŀǾŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ŘŜǾƛƭƎǊŀǎǎ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘƻǊǎŜΩǎ 

hooves, then to soft wet mud the ŎƻƭƻǊ ƻŦ ŀ ōŀōȅΩǎ ƴƛƎƘǘǎƻƛƭΦ ¢ƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōǊƛŘƎŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǇŀƴƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŀƭƭ 

streams that fed the Rhoyne creaked alarmingly beneath their weight. Where a fort had once 

ƻǾŜǊƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊ ƴƻǿ ǎǘƻƻŘ ŀ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ƎŀǘŜΣ ƎŀǇƛƴƎ ƻǇŜƴ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǘƻƻǘƘƭŜǎǎ ƳƻǳǘƘΦ Doats 

could be glimpsed peering over the parapets. 

  Old Volantis, first daughter of Valyria, the dwarf mused. Proud Volantis, queen of the Rhoyne 

and mistress of the Summer Sea, home to noble lords and lovely ladies of the most ancient blood. Never 

mind the packs of naked children that roamed the alleys screaming in shrill voices, or the bravos 

standing in the doors of wineshops fingering their sword hilts, or the slaves with their bent backs and 

tattooed faces who scurried everywhere like cockroaches. Mighty Volantis, grandest and most populous 

of the Nine Free Cities. Ancient wars had depopulated much of the city, however, and large areas of 

Volantis had begun to sink back into the mud on which it stood. Beautiful Volantis, city of fountains and 

flowers. But half the fountains were dry, half the pools cracked and stagnant. Flowering vines sent up 

creepers from every crack in the wall or pavement, and young trees had taken root in the walls of 

abandoned shops and roofless temples. 

  And then there was the smell. It hung in the hot, humid air, rich, rank, pervasive. ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŦƛǎƘ ƛƴ 

it, and flowers, and some elephant dung as well. Something sweet and something earthy and something 

dead and rotten. ά¢Ƙƛǎ Ŏƛǘȅ ǎƳŜƭƭǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ ǿƘƻǊŜΣέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘΦ ά[ƛƪŜ ǎƻme sagging slattern who 

has drenched her privy parts in perfume to drown the stench between her legs. Not that I am 

ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴƛƴƎΦ ²ƛǘƘ ǿƘƻǊŜǎΣ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƻƴŜǎ ǎƳŜƭƭ ƳǳŎƘ ōŜǘǘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ƻƴŜǎ ƪƴƻǿ ƳƻǊŜ ǘǊƛŎƪǎΦέ 



  ά¸ƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƪƴƻǿ ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŀƴ L ŘƻΦέ 

  ά!ƘΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ōǊƻǘƘŜƭ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ƳŜǘΣ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎŜǇǘΚ ²ŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǾƛǊƎƛƴ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ 

ǎǉǳƛǊƳƛƴƎ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƭŀǇΚέ 

  ¢Ƙŀǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƘƛƳ ǎŎƻǿƭΦ άDƛǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊǎ ŀ ǊŜǎǘ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ ȅƻǳΩŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ L ǘƛŜŘ ƛǘ ƛƴ ŀ ƪƴƻǘΦέ 

  Tyrion swallowed his retort. His lip was still fat and swollen from the last time he had pushed the 

big knight too far. Hard hands and no sense of humor makes for a bad marriage. ¢Ƙŀǘ ƳǳŎƘ ƘŜΩŘ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ 

on the road from Selhorys. His thoughts went to his boot, to the mushrooms in the toe. His captor had 

not searched him quite as thoroughly as he might have. There is always that escape. Cersei will not have 

me alive, at least. 

  Farther south, signs of prosperity began to reappear. Abandoned buildings were seen less often, 

the naked children vanished, the bravos in the doorways seemed more sumptuously dressed. A few of 

the inns they passed actually looked like places where a man might sleep without fear of having his 

throat slit. Lanterns swung from iron stanchions along the river road, swaying when the wind blew. The 

streets grew broader, the buildings more imposing. Some were topped with great domes of colored 

glass. In the gathering dusk, with fires lit beneath them, the domes glowed blue and red and green and 

purple. 

  Even so, there was something in the air that made Tyrion uneasy. West of the Rhoyne, he knew, 

the wharves of Volantis teemed with sailors, slaves, and traders, and the wineshops, inns, and brothels 

all catered to them. East of the river, strangers from across the seas were seen less seldom. We are not 

wanted here, the dwarf realized. 

  The first time they passed an elephant, Tyrion could not help but stare. There had been an 

elephant in the menagerie at Lannisport when he had been a boy, but she had died when he was seven 

Χ and this great grey behemoth looked to be twice her size. 

  Farther on, they fell in behind a smaller elephant, white as old bone and pulling an ornate cart. 

άLǎ ŀƴ ƻȄŎŀǊǘ ŀƴ ƻȄŎŀǊǘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀƴ ƻȄΚέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀǇǘƻǊΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŀƭƭȅ Ǝƻǘ ƴƻ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎŜΣ he 

lapsed back into silence, contemplating the rolling rump of the white dwarf elephant ahead of them. 

  Volantis was overrun with white dwarf elephants. As they drew closer to the Black Wall and the 

crowded districts near the Long Bridge, they saw a dozen of them. Big grey elephants were not 

uncommon eitherτhuge beasts with castles on their backs. And in the half-light of evening the dung 

carts had come out, attended by half-naked slaves whose task it was to shovel up the steaming piles left 

by elephants both great and small. Swarms of flies followed the carts, so the dung slaves had flies 

tattooed upon their cheeks, to mark them for what they were. ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǘǊŀŘŜ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ǎǿŜŜǘ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΣ 

Tyrion mused. {ƘŜΩŘ ƭƻƻƪ ǎƻ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎƘƻǾŜƭ ŀƴŘ ŦƭƛŜǎ ǘŀǘǘƻƻed on those sweet pink cheeks. 

  By then they had slowed to a crawl. The river road was thick with traffic, almost all of it flowing 

south. The knight went with it, a log caught in a current. Tyrion eyed the passing throngs. Nine men of 

every ten bore slavŜ ƳŀǊƪǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƘŜŜƪǎΦ ά{ƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǎƭŀǾŜǎ Χ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŀƭƭ ƎƻƛƴƎΚέ 



  ά¢ƘŜ ǊŜŘ ǇǊƛŜǎǘǎ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƴƛƎƘǘŦƛǊŜǎ ŀǘ ǎǳƴǎŜǘΦ ¢ƘŜ IƛƎƘ tǊƛŜǎǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎΦ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ŀǾƻƛŘ ƛǘ 

ƛŦ L ŎƻǳƭŘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŎƘ ǘƘŜ [ƻƴƎ .ǊƛŘƎŜ ǿŜ Ƴǳǎǘ Ǉŀǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŘ ǘŜƳǇƭŜΦέ 

  Three blocks later the street opened up before them onto a huge torchlit plaza, and there it 

stood. {ŜǾŜƴ ǎŀǾŜ ƳŜΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǘƛƳŜǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƛȊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ DǊŜŀǘ {ŜǇǘ ƻŦ .ŀŜƭƻǊΦ An enormity of 

pillars, steps, buttresses, bridges, domes, and towers flowing into one another as if they had all been 

ŎƘƛǎŜƭŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ƻƴŜ Ŏƻƭƭƻǎǎŀƭ ǊƻŎƪΣ ǘƘŜ ¢ŜƳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘ ƻŦ [ƛƎƘǘ ƭƻƻƳŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ !ŜƎƻƴΩǎ IƛƎƘ IƛƭƭΦ ! 

hundred hues of red, yellow, gold, and orange met and melded in the temple walls, dissolving one into 

the other like clouds at sunset. Its slender towers twisted ever upward, frozen flames dancing as they 

reached for the sky. Fire turned to stone. Huge nightfires burned beside the temple steps, and between 

them the High Priest had begun to speak. 

  Benerro. The priest stood atop a red stone pillar, joined by a slender stone bridge to a lofty 

terrace where the lesser priests and acolytes stood. The acolytes were clad in robes of pale yellow and 

bright orange, priests and priestesses in red. 

  The great plaza before them was packed almost solid. Many and more of the worshipers were 

wearing some scrap of red cloth pinned to their sleeves or tied around their brows. Every eye was on the 

ƘƛƎƘ ǇǊƛŜǎǘΣ ǎŀǾŜ ǘƘŜƛǊǎΦ άaŀƪŜ ǿŀȅΣέ ǘƘŜ ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘ ŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ƘƻǊǎŜ ǇǳǎƘŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊƻƴƎΦ ά/ƭŜŀǊ 

ŀ ǇŀǘƘΦέ ¢ƘŜ ±ƻƭŀƴǘŜƴŜǎ ƎŀǾŜ ǿŀȅ ǊŜǎŜƴǘŦǳƭƭȅΣ ǿƛǘƘ ƳǳǘǘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ŀƴƎǊȅ ƭƻƻƪǎΦ 

  .ŜƴŜǊǊƻΩǎ ƘƛƎƘ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŎŀǊǊƛŜŘ ǿŜƭƭΦ ¢ŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛƴΣ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ŘǊŀǿƴ ŦŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƪƛƴ ǿƘƛǘŜ ŀǎ ƳƛƭƪΦ 

Flames had been tattooed across his cheeks and chin and shaven head to make a bright red mask that 

ŎǊŀŎƪƭŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƛƭŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇƭŜǎǎ ƳƻǳǘƘΦ άLǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ǎƭŀǾŜ ǘŀǘǘƻƻΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ 

Tyrion. 

  ¢ƘŜ ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǊŜŘ ǘŜƳǇƭŜ ōǳȅǎ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǎ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ǘƘŜƳ ǇǊƛŜǎǘǎ ƻǊ ǘŜƳǇƭŜ 

prostitutes or warriors. Look ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ IŜ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜǇǎΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŀ ƭƛƴŜ ƻŦ ƳŜƴ ƛƴ ƻǊƴŀǘŜ ŀǊƳƻǊ ŀƴŘ 

ƻǊŀƴƎŜ Ŏƭƻŀƪǎ ǎǘƻƻŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƳǇƭŜΩǎ ŘƻƻǊǎΣ ŎƭŀǎǇƛƴƎ ǎǇŜŀǊǎ ǿƛǘƘ Ǉƻƛƴǘǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǿǊƛǘƘƛƴƎ ŦƭŀƳŜǎΦ ά¢ƘŜ 

CƛŜǊȅ IŀƴŘΦ ¢ƘŜ [ƻǊŘ ƻŦ [ƛƎƘǘΩǎ ǎŀŎǊŜŘ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊǎΣ ŘŜŦŜƴŘŜǊǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƳǇƭŜΦέ 

  Fire knights. ά!ƴŘ Ƙƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ƘŀǾŜΣ ǇǊŀȅΚέ 

  άhƴŜ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘΦ bŜǾŜǊ ƳƻǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƭŜǎǎΦ ! ƴŜǿ ŦƭŀƳŜ ƛǎ ƪƛƴŘƭŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƎǳǘǘŜǊǎ 

ƻǳǘΦέ 

  Benerro jabbed a finger at the moon, made a fist, spread his hands wide. When his voice rose in 

a crescendo, flames leapt from his fingers with a sudden whoosh and made the crowd gasp. The priest 

could trace fiery letters in the air as well. Valyrian glyphs. Tyrion recognized perhaps two in ten; one was 

Doom, the other Darkness. 

  Shouts erupted from the crowd. Women were weeping and men were shaking their fists. I have 

a bad feeling about this. The dwarf was reminded of the day Myrcella sailed for Dorne and the riot that 

boiled up as they made their way back to the Red Keep. 



  Haldƻƴ IŀƭŦƳŀŜǎǘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ǎǇƻƪŜƴ ƻŦ ǳǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŘ ǇǊƛŜǎǘ ǘƻ ¸ƻǳƴƎ DǊƛŦŦΩǎ ŀŘǾŀƴǘŀƎŜΣ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ 

recalled. Now that he had seen and heard the man himself, that struck him as a very bad idea. He hoped 

that Griff had better sense. Some allies are more dangerous than enemies. But Lord Connington will need 

to puzzle that one out for himself. I am like to be a head on a spike. 

  The priest was pointing at the Black Wall behind the temple, gesturing up at its parapets, where 

a handful of armored guardsmen stood gazing down. ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƘŜ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΚέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƪƴƛƎƘǘΦ 

  ά¢Ƙŀǘ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ ǎǘŀƴŘǎ ƛƴ ǇŜǊƛƭΦ ¢ƘŜ ŘŀǊƪ ŜȅŜ Ƙŀǎ ŦŀƭƭŜƴ ǳǇƻƴ ƘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ Ƴƛƴƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŀǊŜ 

ǇƭƻǘǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŘŜǎǘǊǳŎǘƛƻƴΣ ǇǊŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦŀƭǎŜ ƎƻŘǎ ƛƴ ǘŜƳǇƭŜǎ ƻŦ ŘŜŎŜƛǘ Χ ŎƻƴǎǇƛǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ ōŜǘǊŀȅŀƭ ǿƛǘƘ 

godless outlanders Χέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ƘŀƛǊǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΩǎ ƴŜŎƪ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǇǊƛŎƪƭŜΦ Prince Aegon will find no friend here. The 

red priest spoke of ancient prophecy, a prophecy that foretold the coming of a hero to deliver the world 

from darkness. One hero. Not two. Daenerys has dragons, Aegon does not. The dwarf did not need to be 

a prophet himself to foresee how Benerro and his followers might react to a second Targaryen. Griff will 

see that too, surely, he thought, surprised to find how much he cared. 

  The knight had forced their way through most of the press at the back of the plaza, ignoring the 

curses that were flung at them as they passed. One man stepped in front of them, but his captor gripped 

the hilt of his longsword and drew it just far enough to show a foot of naked steel. The man melted 

away, and all at once an alley opened up before them. The knight urged his mount to a trot, and they 

ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǿŘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ CƻǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŜŀǊ .ŜƴŜǊǊƻΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ŦŀƛƴǘŜǊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

back and the roars his words provoked, sudden as thunder. 

  They came upon a stable. The knight dismounted, then hammered on the door until a haggard 

slave with a horsehead on his cheek came running. The dwarf was pulled down roughly from the saddle 

and lashed ǘƻ ŀ Ǉƻǎǘ ǿƘƛƭǎǘ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀǇǘƻǊ ǿƻƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀōƭŜΩǎ ƻǿƴŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƘŀƎƎƭŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛŎŜ ƻŦ 

his horse and saddle. Cheaper to sell a horse than to ship one half across the world. Tyrion sensed a ship 

in his immediate future. Perhaps he was a prophet after all. 

  When the dickering was done, the knight slung his weapons, shield, and saddlebag over his 

shoulder and asked for directions to the nearest smithy. That proved shuttered too, but opened quick 

ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƪƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ ǎƘƻǳǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎƳƛǘƘ ƎŀǾŜ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ŀ ǎǉǳƛƴǘ, then nodded and accepted a fistful of 

ŎƻƛƴǎΦ ά/ƻƳŜ ƘŜǊŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ǘƻƭŘ Ƙƛǎ ǇǊƛǎƻƴŜǊΦ IŜ ŘǊŜǿ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀƎƎŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎƭƛǘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΩǎ ōƻƴŘǎ ŀǇŀǊǘΦ άaȅ 

ǘƘŀƴƪǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǊǳōōŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǿǊƛǎǘǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ƻƴƭȅ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά{ŀǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ 

gratitude for ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ŘŜǎŜǊǾŜǎ ƛǘΣ LƳǇΦ ¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƴŜȄǘ ōƛǘΦέ 

  He was not wrong. 

  The manacles were black iron, thick and heavy, each weighing a good two pounds, if the dwarf 

ǿŀǎ ŀƴȅ ƧǳŘƎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎƘŀƛƴǎ ŀŘŘŜŘ ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻǊŜ ǿŜƛƎƘǘΦ άL Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ƳƻǊŜ ŦŜŀǊǎƻƳŜ ǘƘŀƴ L ƪƴŜǿΣέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ 

confessed as the last links were hammered closed. Each blow sent a shock up his arm almost to the 

ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ άhǊ ǿŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ŘŀǎƘ ŀǿŀȅ ƻƴ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǎǘǳƴǘŜŘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƭŜƎǎ ƻŦ ƳƛƴŜΚέ 



  The ironsmith did not so much as look up from Ƙƛǎ ǿƻǊƪΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘ ŘŀǊƪƭȅΦ άLǘΩǎ 

ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻǳǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴǎ ƳŜΣ ƴƻǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƭŜƎǎΦ Lƴ ŦŜǘǘŜǊǎΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ǎƭŀǾŜΦ bƻ ƻƴŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƭƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƻ ŀ ǿƻǊŘ ȅƻǳ 

ǎŀȅΣ ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪ ǘƘŜ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ƻŦ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ƴŜŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎΣέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘŜŘΦ άL ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǇǊƛǎƻƴŜǊΣ L ǿƛƭƭΣ L ǿƛƭƭΦέ 

  άtǊƻǾŜ ƛǘΣ ǘƘŜƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻǳǘƘΦέ 

  So he bowed his head and bit his tongue as the chains were fixed, wrist to wrist, wrist to ankle, 

ankle to ankle. These bloody things weigh more than I do. Still, at least he drew breath. His captor could 

just as easily have cut his head off. That was all Cersei required, after all. Not striking it off straightaway 

ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀǇǘƻǊΩǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ ǿƻǊƭŘ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎ ŀƴŘ YƛƴƎΩǎ [ŀƴŘƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ much 

and more can happen along the way, ser. 

  The rest of the way they went by foot, Tyrion clanking and clattering as he struggled to keep up 

ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀǇǘƻǊΩǎ ƭƻƴƎΣ ƛƳǇŀǘƛŜƴǘ ǎǘǊƛŘŜǎΦ ²ƘŜƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŜ ǘƘǊŜŀǘŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ Ŧŀƭƭ ōŜƘƛƴŘΣ ǘƘŜ ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎŜƛȊŜ 

his fetters and yank them roughly, sending the dwarf stumbling and hopping along beside him. It could 

be worse. He could be urging me along with a whip. 

  Volantis straddled one mouth of the Rhoyne where the river kissed the sea, its two halves joined 

by the Long Bridge. The oldest, richest part of the city was east of the river, but sellswords, barbarians, 

and other uncouth outlanders were not welcome there, so they must needs cross over to the west. 

  The gateway to the Long Bridge was a black stone arch carved with sphinxes, manticores, 

dragons, and creatures stranger still. Beyond the arch stretched the great span that the Valyrians had 

built at the height of their glory, its fused stone roadway supported by massive piers. The road was just 

wide enough for two carts to pass abreast, so whenever a wagon headed west passed one going east, 

both had to slow to a crawl. 

  It was well they were afoot. A third of the way out, a wagon laden with melons had gotten its 

wheels tangled with one piled high with silken carpets and brought all wheeled traffic to a halt. Much of 

the foot traffic had stopped as well, to watch the drivers curse and scream at one another, but the 

ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ƘƻƭŘ ƻŦ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΩǎ ŎƘŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ōǳƭƭŜŘ ŀ ǇŀǘƘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊƻƴƎ ŦƻǊ ōƻǘƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ 

middle of the press, a boy tried to reach into his purse, but a hard elbow put an end to that and spread 

ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛŜŦΩǎ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ƴƻǎŜ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ƘŀƭŦ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ 

  Buildings rose to either side of them: shops and temples, taverns and inns, cyvasse parlors and 

brothels. Most were three or four stories tall, each floor overhanging the one beneath it. Their top floors 

almost kissed. Crossing the bridge felt like passing through a torchlit tunnel. Along the span were shops 

and stalls of every sort; weavers and lacemakers displayed their wares cheek by jowl with glassblowers, 

candlemakers, and fishwives selling eels and oysters. Each goldsmith had a guard at his door, and every 

spicer had two, for their goods were twice as valuable. Here and there, between the shops, a traveler 

might catch a glimpse of the river he was crossing. To the north the Rhoyne was a broad black ribbon 



ōǊƛƎƘǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǘŀǊǎΣ ŦƛǾŜ ǘƛƳŜǎ ŀǎ ǿƛŘŜ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ .ƭŀŎƪǿŀǘŜǊ wǳǎƘ ŀǘ YƛƴƎΩǎ [ŀƴŘƛƴƎΦ {ƻǳǘƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōǊƛŘƎŜ ǘƘŜ 

river opened up to embrace the briny sea. 

  At tƘŜ ōǊƛŘƎŜΩǎ ŎŜƴǘŜǊ ǎǇŀƴΣ ǘƘŜ ǎŜǾŜǊŜŘ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘƛŜǾŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŎǳǘǇǳǊǎŜǎ ƘǳƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǎǘǊƛƴƎǎ ƻŦ 

onions from iron stanchions along the roadway. Three heads were on display as wellτtwo men and a 

woman, their crimes scrawled on tablets underneath them. A pair of spearmen attended them, clad in 

polished helms and shirts of silver mail. Across their cheeks were tiger stripes as green as jade. From 

time to time the guards waved their spears to chase away the kestrels, gulls, and carrion crows paying 

court to the deceased. The birds returned to the heads within moments. 

  ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻΚέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ƛƴǉǳƛǊŜŘ ƛƴƴƻŎŜƴǘƭȅΦ 

  ¢ƘŜ ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǎŎǊƛǇǘƛƻƴǎΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎƭŀǾŜ ǿƘƻ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ 

mistress. The older man was accused of fomenting rebellion and ǎǇȅƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ǉǳŜŜƴΦέ 

  ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƻƴŜΚέ 

  άYƛƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΦέ 

  Tyrion gave the rotting head a second look. Why, it almost looks as if those lips are smiling. 

  Farther on, the knight paused briefly to consider a jeweled tiara displayed upon a bed of purple 

velvet. He passed that by, but a few steps on he stopped again to haggle over a pair of gloves at a 

ƭŜŀǘƘŜǊǿƻǊƪŜǊΩǎ ǎǘŀƭƭΦ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ƎǊŀǘŜŦǳƭ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǇƛǘŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƘŜŀŘƭƻƴƎ ǇŀŎŜ ƘŀŘ ƭŜŦǘ ƘƛƳ ǇǳŦŦƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ 

his wrists were chafed raw from the manacles. 

  From the far end of the Long Bridge, it was only a short walk through the teeming waterfront 

districts of the west bank, down torchlit streets crowded with sailors, slaves, and drunken merrymakers. 

Once an elephant lumbered past with a dozen half-naked slave girls waving from the castle on its back, 

ǘŜŀǎƛƴƎ ǇŀǎǎŜǊǎōȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƎƭƛƳǇǎŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ōǊŜŀǎǘǎ ŀƴŘ ŎǊȅƛƴƎΣ άaŀƭŀǉǳƻΣ aŀƭŀǉǳƻΦέ ¢ƘŜȅ ƳŀŘŜ ǎǳŎƘ ŀƴ 

entrancing sight that Tyrion almost waddled right into the steaming pile of dung the elephant had left to 

mark its passage. He was saved at the last instant when the knight snatched him aside, yanking on his 

chain so hard it made him reel and stumble. 

  άIƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ŦŀǊǘƘŜǊΚέ ǘƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ άWǳǎǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ CƛǎƘƳƻƴƎŜǊΩǎ {ǉǳŀǊŜΦέ 

  Their destination proved to ōŜ ǘƘŜ aŜǊŎƘŀƴǘΩǎ IƻǳǎŜΣ ŀ ŦƻǳǊ-story monstrosity that squatted 

amongst the warehouses, brothels, and taverns of the waterside like some enormous fat man 

surrounded by children. Its common room was larger than the great halls of half the castles in Westeros, 

a dim-lit maze of a place with a hundred private alcoves and hidden nooks whose blackened beams and 

cracked ceilings echoed to the din of sailors, traders, captains, money changers, shippers, and slavers, 

lying, cursing, and cheating each other in half a hundred different tongues. 

  Tyrion approved the choice of hostelry. Soon or late the Shy Maid must reach Volantis. This was 

ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΩs biggest inn, first choice for shippers, captains, and merchantmen. A lot of business was done in 



that cavernous warren of a common room. He knew enough of Volantis to know that. Let Griff turn up 

here with Duck and Haldon, and he would be free again soon enough. 

  Meanwhile, he would be patient. His chance would come. 

  The rooms upstairs proved rather less than grand, however, particularly the cheap ones up on 

the fourth floor. Wedged into a corner of the building beneath a sloping roof, the bedchamber his 

captor had engaged featured a low ceiling, a sagging feather bed with an unpleasant odor, and a slanting 

wood-plank floor that reminded Tyrion of his sojourn at the Eyrie. At least this room has walls. It had 

windows too; those were its chief amenity, along with the iron ring set in the wall, so useful for chaining 

ǳǇ ƻƴŜΩǎ ǎƭŀǾŜǎΦ Iƛǎ ŎŀǇǘƻǊ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ƻƴƭȅ ƭƻƴƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ƭƛƎƘǘ ŀ ǘŀƭƭƻǿ ŎŀƴŘƭŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎŜŎǳǊƛƴƎ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΩǎ 

chains to the ring. 

  άaǳǎǘ ȅƻǳΚέ ǘƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘŜŘΣ ǊŀǘǘƭƛƴƎ ŦŜŜōƭȅΦ ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŀƳ L ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎƻΣ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿΚέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘΦέ 

  ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ŦƻǳǊ ŦƭƻƻǊǎ ǳǇΣ ŀƴŘ L Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ŦƭȅΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ŦŀƭƭΦ L ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƛǾŜΦέ 

  Aye, but why? Cersei is not like to care. ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǊŀǘǘƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŀƛƴǎΦ άL ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘƻ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΣ ǎŜǊΦέ Lǘ 

had not been hard to puzzle out. The bear on his surcoat, the arms on his shield, the lost lordship he had 

ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴŜŘΦ άL ƪƴƻǿ what ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΦ !ƴŘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘƻ L ŀƳΣ ȅƻǳ ŀƭǎƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ YƛƴƎΩǎ IŀƴŘ 

and sat in council with the Spider. Would it interest you to know that it was the eunuch who dispatched 

ƳŜ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƧƻǳǊƴŜȅΚέ IƛƳ ŀƴŘ WŀƛƳŜΣ ōǳǘ LΩƭƭ ƭŜŀǾŜ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ άL ŀƳ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ Ƙƛǎ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ 

ŀǊŜΦ ²Ŝ ƻǳƎƘǘ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ŀǘ ƻŘŘǎΦέ 

  ¢Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƪƴƛƎƘǘΦ άL ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ {ǇƛŘŜǊΩǎ ŎƻƛƴΣ LΩƭƭ ƴƻǘ ŘŜƴȅ ƛǘΣ ōǳǘ L ǿŀǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ 

ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜΦ !ƴŘ Ƴȅ ƭƻȅŀƭǘƛŜǎ ƭƛŜ ŜƭǎŜǿƘŜǊŜ ƴƻǿΦέ 

  ά²ƛǘƘ /ŜǊǎŜƛΚ aƻǊŜ Ŧƻƻƭ ȅƻǳΦ !ƭƭ Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜǎ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŦƛƴŜ ǎƘŀǊǇ ǎǿƻǊŘΦ 

²Ƙȅ ƴƻǘ ŜƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ŦŀǊŎŜ ƴƻǿ ŀƴŘ ǎǇŀǊŜ ǳǎ ōƻǘƘΚέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ άLǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƻƳŜ ŘǿŀǊŦΩǎ ǘǊƛŎƪΚ .ŜƎ ŦƻǊ ŘŜŀǘƘ ƛƴ ƘƻǇŜǎ LΩƭƭ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛǾŜΚέ IŜ ǿŜƴǘ 

ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΦ άLΩƭƭ ōǊƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴǎΦέ 

  άIƻǿ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΦ LΩƭƭ ǿŀƛǘ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 

  άL ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭΦέ ¸Ŝǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ƭŜŦǘΣ ƘŜ ƭƻŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘƛƳ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƘŜŀǾȅ ƛǊƻƴ ƪŜȅΦ 

¢ƘŜ aŜǊŎƘŀƴǘΩǎ IƻǳǎŜ was famous for its locks. As secure as a gaol, the dwarf thought bitterly, but at 

least there are those windows. 

  Tyrion knew that the chances of his escaping his chains were little and less, but even so, he felt 

obliged to try. His efforts to slip a hand through the manacle served only to scrap off more skin and 

leave his wrist slick with blood, and all his tugging or twisting could not pull the iron ring from the wall. 



Bugger this, he thought, slumping back as far as his chains would allow. His legs had begun to cramp. 

This was going to be a hellishly uncomfortable night. The first of many, I do not doubt. 

  The room was stifling, so the knight had opened the shutters to let in a cross breeze. Cramped 

into a corner of the building under the eaves, the chamber was fortunate in having two windows. One 

looked toward the Long Bridge and the black-walled heart of Old Volantis across the river. The other 

ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǉǳŀǊŜ ōŜƭƻǿΦ CƛǎƘŜǊƳƻƴƎŜǊΩǎ {ǉǳŀǊŜΣ aƻǊƳƻƴǘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƛǘΦ !ǎ ǘƛƎƘǘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƛƴǎ ǿŜǊŜΣ 

Tyrion found he could see out the latter by leaning sideways and letting the iron ring support his weight. 

bƻǘ ŀǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀ Ŧŀƭƭ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ŦǊƻƳ [ȅǎŀ !ǊǊȅƴΩǎ ǎƪȅ ŎŜƭƭǎΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƳŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ŘŜŀŘΦ tŜǊƘŀǇǎ ƛŦ L 

ǿŜǊŜ ŘǊǳƴƪ Χ 

  Even at this hour the square was crowded, with sailors roistering, whores prowling for custom, 

and merchants going about their business. A red priestess scurried past, attended by a dozen acolytes 

with torches, their robes whisking about their ankles. Elsewhere a pair of cyvasse players waged war 

outside a tavern. A slave stood beside their table, holding a lantern over the board. Tyrion could hear a 

woman singing. The words were strange, the tune was soft and sad. If I knew what she was singing, I 

might cry. Closer to hand, a crowd was gathering around a pair of jugglers throwing flaming torches at 

each other. 

  His captor returned shortly, carrying two tankards and a roasted duck. He kicked the door shut, 

ripped the duck in two, and tossed half of it to Tyrion. He would have snatched it from the air, but his 

chains brought him up short when he tried to lift his arms. Instead the bird struck his temple and slid hot 

and greasy down his face, and he had to hunker down and stretch for it with fetters clanking. He got it 

on the third try and tore ƛƴǘƻ ƛǘ ƘŀǇǇƛƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜŜǘƘΦ ά{ƻƳŜ ŀƭŜ ǘƻ ǿŀǎƘ ǘƘƛǎ ŘƻǿƴΚέ 

  aƻǊƳƻƴǘ ƘŀƴŘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŀ ǘŀƴƪŀǊŘΦ άaƻǎǘ ƻŦ ±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎ ƛǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŘǊǳƴƪΣ ǿƘȅ ƴƻǘ ȅƻǳΚέ 

  The ale was sweet as well. It tasted of fruit. Tyrion drank a healthy swallow and belched happily. 

The tankard was pewter, very heavy. Empty it and fling it at his head, he thought. If I am lucky, it might 

ŎǊŀŎƪ Ƙƛǎ ǎƪǳƭƭΦ LŦ LΩƳ ǾŜǊȅ ƭǳŎƪȅΣ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƳƛǎǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩƭƭ ōŜŀǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ŘŜŀǘƘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛǎǘǎΦ He took another 

ƎǳƭǇΦ άLǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƻƳŜ Ƙƻƭȅ ŘŀȅΚέ 

  ά¢ƘƛǊŘ Řŀȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜir elections. They last for ten. Ten days of madness. Torchlight marches, 

speeches, mummers and minstrels and dancers, bravos fighting death duels for the honor of their 

candidates, elephants with the names of would-be triarchs painted on their sides. Those jugglers are 

ǇŜǊŦƻǊƳƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ aŜǘƘȅǎƻΦέ 

  άwŜƳƛƴŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǾƻǘŜ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜΦέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ƭƛŎƪŜŘ ƎǊŜŀǎŜ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎΦ .ŜƭƻǿΣ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǿŘ 

ǿŀǎ ŦƭƛƴƎƛƴƎ Ŏƻƛƴǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƧǳƎƎƭŜǊǎΦ ά5ƻ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ-ōŜ ǘǊƛŀǊŎƘǎ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜ ƳǳƳƳŜǊ ǎƘƻǿǎΚέ 

  ά¢ƘŜȅ Řƻ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŜȅ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿƛƭƭ ǿƛƴ ǘƘŜƳ ǾƻǘŜǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ aƻǊƳƻƴǘΦ άCƻƻŘΣ ŘǊƛƴƪΣ ǎǇŜŎǘŀŎƭŜ Χ 

!ƭƛƻǎ Ƙŀǎ ǎŜƴǘ ŀ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǎƭŀǾŜ ƎƛǊƭǎ ƻǳǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘǎ ǘƻ ƭƛŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǾƻǘŜǊǎΦέ 

  άLΩƳ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΣέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘΦ ά.ǊƛƴƎ ƳŜ ŀ ǎƭŀǾŜ ƎƛǊƭΦέ 



  ά¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŦƻǊ ŦǊŜŜōƻǊƴ ±ƻƭŀƴǘŜƴŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ Ǉroperty to vote. Precious few voters west of the 

ǊƛǾŜǊΦέ 

  ά!ƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƎƻŜǎ ƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǘŜƴ ŘŀȅǎΚέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ άL ƳƛƎƘǘ ŜƴƧƻȅ ǘƘŀǘΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƪƛƴƎǎ ƛǎ ǘǿƻ 

too many. I am trying to imagine ruling the Seven Kingdoms with my sweet sister and brave brother 

besƛŘŜ ƳŜΦ hƴŜ ƻŦ ǳǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƪƛƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘǿƻ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ŀ ȅŜŀǊΦ L ŀƳ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǘǊƛŀǊŎƘǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ Řƻ ǘƘŜ 

ǎŀƳŜΦέ 

  ά! ŦŜǿ ƘŀǾŜ ǘǊƛŜŘΦ aƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ±ƻƭŀƴǘŜƴŜǎ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƭŜǾŜǊ ƻƴŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǳǎ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎƛ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƻƭǎΦ 

±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎ Ƙŀǎ ƪƴƻǿƴ ƘŜǊ ǎƘŀǊŜ ƻŦ ŦƻƭƭƛŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜΩǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎǳŦŦŜǊŜŘ ŀ ōƻȅ ǘǊƛŀǊŎƘΦ ²ƘŜƴŜǾŜǊ ŀ ƳŀŘƳŀƴΩǎ 

been elected, his colleagues restrain him until his year has run its course. Think of the dead who might 

ǎǘƛƭƭ ƭƛǾŜ ƛŦ aŀŘ !ŜǊȅǎ ƻƴƭȅ ƘŀŘ ǘǿƻ ŦŜƭƭƻǿ ƪƛƴƎǎ ǘƻ ǎƘŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǊǳƭŜΦέ 

  Instead he had my father, Tyrion ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ ά{ƻƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ CǊŜŜ /ƛǘƛŜǎ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŀƭƭ ǎŀǾŀƎŜǎ 

ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǊǊƻǿ ǎŜŀΣέ ǘƘŜ ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƻƴŜǎ ǿƘƻ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣ 

ŎǊȅƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ƘŀƴŘΦέ 

  άhǊ ŀ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎΚέ Cersei will love that. Especially when he presents her with my head. ά¸ƻǳ ǎŜŜƳ 

ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘƛǎ Ŏƛǘȅ ǿŜƭƭΦέ 

  άL ǎǇŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ŀ ȅŜŀǊ ƘŜǊŜΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ǎƭƻǎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŜƎǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƻƳ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǘŀƴƪŀǊŘΦ 

ά²ƘŜƴ {ǘŀǊƪ ŘǊƻǾŜ ƳŜ ƛƴǘƻ ŜȄƛƭŜΣ L ŦƭŜŘ ǘƻ [ȅǎ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǿƛŦŜΦ .ǊŀŀǾƻǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ suited me 

better, but Lynesse wanted someplace warm. Instead of serving the Braavosi I fought them on the 

Rhoyne, but for every silver I earned my wife spent ten. By the time I got back to Lys, she had taken a 

lover, who told me cheerfully that I would be enslaved for debt unless I gave her up and left the city. 

¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ Ƙƻǿ L ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎ Χ ƻƴŜ ǎǘŜǇ ŀƘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ǎƭŀǾŜǊȅΣ ƻǿƴƛƴƎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ōǳǘ Ƴȅ ǎǿƻǊŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ 

ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ǳǇƻƴ Ƴȅ ōŀŎƪΦέ 

  ά!ƴŘ ƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ǌǳƴ ƘƻƳŜΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ŘǊŀƛƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŀƭŜΦ άhƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊǊƻǿ LΩƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ǳǎ ŀ ǎƘƛǇΦ ¢ƘŜ ōŜŘ ƛǎ ƳƛƴŜΦ ¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ 

have whatever piece of floor your chains will let you reach. Sleep if you can. If not, count your crimes. 

¢Ƙŀǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƛƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦέ 

  You have your crimes to answer for, Jorah Mormont, the dwarf thought, but it seemed wiser to 

keep that thought to himself. 

  Ser Jorah hung his sword belt on a bedpost, kicked off his boots, pulled his chain mail over his 

head, and stripped out of his wool and leather and sweat-stained undertunic to reveal a scarred, brawny 

torso covered with dark hair. If I could skin him, I could sell that pelt for a fur cloak, Tyrion thought as 

Mormont tumbled into the slightly smelly comfort of his sagging feather bed. 

  In no time at all the knight was snoring, leaving his prize alone with his chains. With both 

windows open wide, the light of the waning moon spilled across the bedchamber. Sounds drifted up 



from the square below: snatches of drunken song, the yowling of a cat in heat, the far-off ring of steel 

on steel. {ƻƳŜƻƴŜΩǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ŘƛŜΣ thought Tyrion. 

  Iƛǎ ǿǊƛǎǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘǊƻōōƛƴƎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜΩŘ ǘƻǊƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƪƛƴΣ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜǘǘŜǊǎ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ ƛƳǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ 

sit, let alone stretch out. The best he could do was twist sideways to lean against the wall, and before 

long he began to lose all feeling in his hands. When he moved to relieve the strain, sensation came 

flooding back as pain. He had to grind his teeth to keep from screaming. He wondered how much his 

father had hurt when the quarrel punched through his groin, what Shae had felt as he twisted the chain 

around her lying throat, what Tysha had been feeling as they raped her. His sufferings were nothing 

compared to their own, but that did not make him hurt any less. Just make it stop. 

  Ser Jorah had rolled onto one side, so all that Tyrion could see of him was a broad, hairy, 

muscular back. 9ǾŜƴ ƛŦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎƭƛǇ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŎƘŀƛƴǎΣ LΩŘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƭƛƳō ƻǾŜǊ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŎƘ Ƙƛǎ ǎǿƻǊŘ ōŜƭǘΦ 

tŜǊƘŀǇǎ ƛŦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ŜŀǎŜ ǘƘŜ ŘŀƎƎŜǊ ƭƻƻǎŜ Χ Or else he could try for the key, unlock the door, creep down 

ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳƳƻƴ ǊƻƻƳ Χ and go where? I have no friends, no coin, I do not even 

speak the local tongue. 

  Exhaustion finally overwhelmed his pains, and Tyrion drifted off into a fitful sleep. But every 

time another cramp took root inside his calf and twisted, the dwarf would cry out in his sleep, trembling 

in his chains. He woke with every muscle aching, to find morning streaming through the windows bright 

and golden as the lion of Lannister. Below he could hear the cries of fishmongers and the rumble of 

iron-rimmed wheels on cobblestones. 

  WƻǊŀƘ aƻǊƳƻƴǘ ǿŀǎ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ƘƛƳΦ άLŦ L ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƴƎΣ ǿƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ŀǎ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƻƭŘΚέ 

  ά²ƛƭƭ ƛǘ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜ ŘŀƴŎƛƴƎΚ L ƳƛƎƘǘ ŦƛƴŘ ŘŀƴŎƛƴƎ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘΦ L Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ŦŜŜƭ Ƴȅ ƭŜƎǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ Ƴŀȅ Ƙŀve 

ŦŀƭƭŜƴ ƻŦŦΦ 9ƭǎŜǿƛǎŜΣ L ŀƳ ȅƻǳǊ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜΦ hƴ Ƴȅ ƘƻƴƻǊ ŀǎ ŀ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊΦέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊǎ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƘƻƴƻǊΦέ {ŜǊ WƻǊŀƘ ƭƻƻǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŀƛƴǎ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǘƻƻƪ ǘǿƻ ǿƻōōƭȅ 

steps and fell. The blood rushing back into his hands brought tears to his eyes. He bit his lip and said, 

ά²ƘŜǊŜǾŜǊ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎΣ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ Ǌƻƭƭ ƳŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ 

  Instead the big knight carried him, hoisting him by the chain between his wrists. 

  ¢ƘŜ ŎƻƳƳƻƴ ǊƻƻƳ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ aŜǊŎƘŀƴǘΩǎ IƻǳǎŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŘƛƳ ƭŀōȅǊƛƴǘƘ ƻŦ ŀƭŎƻǾŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƎǊƻǘǘƻŜǎ ōǳƛƭǘ 

around a central courtyard where a trellis of flowering vines threw intricate patterns across the 

flagstone floor and green and purple moss grew between the stones. Slave girls scurried through light 

and shadow, bearing flagons of ale and wine and some iced green drink that smelled of mint. One table 

in twenty was occupied at this hour of the morning. 

  One of those was occupied by a dwarf. Clean-shaved and pink-cheeked, with a mop of chestnut 

hair, a heavy brow, and a squashed nose, he perched on a high stool with a wooden spoon in hand, 

contemplating a bowl of purplish gruel with red-rimmed eyes. Ugly little bastard, Tyrion thought. 



  The other dwarf felt his stare. When he raised his head and saw Tyrion, the spoon slipped from 

his hand. 

  άIŜ ǎŀǿ ƳŜΣέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǿŀǊƴŜŘ aƻǊƳƻƴǘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƻŦ ƛǘΚέ 

  άIŜ knows ƳŜΦ ²Ƙƻ L ŀƳΦέ 

  ά{ƘƻǳƭŘ L ǎǘǳŦŦ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ŀ ǎŀŎƪΣ ǎƻ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ǿƛƭƭ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳΚέ ¢ƘŜ ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ƙƛƭǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ 

ƭƻƴƎǎǿƻǊŘΦ άLŦ ƘŜ ƳŜŀƴǎ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳΣ ƘŜ ƛǎ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǘǊȅΦέ 

  Welcome to die, you mean, thought Tyrion. What threat could he pose to a big man like you? He 

is only a dwarf. 

  Ser Jorah claimed a table in a quiet corner and ordered food and drink. They broke their fast 

with warm soft flatbread, pink fish roe, honey sausage, and fried locusts, washed down with a 

bittersweet black ale. Tyrion ate like a man half-ǎǘŀǊǾŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƘŜŀƭǘƘȅ ŀǇǇŜǘƛǘŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣέ ǘƘŜ 

knight observed. 

  άLΩǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƻŘ ƛƴ ƘŜƭƭ ƛǎ ǿǊŜǘŎƘŜŘΦέ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ƘŀŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƻƳŜ 

in: tall and stooped, his pointed beard dyed a splotchy purple. Some Tyroshi trader. A gust of sound 

ŎŀƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳ ŦǊƻƳ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜΤ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƛŜǎ ƻŦ ƎǳƭƭǎΣ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ƭŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǎƘƳƻƴƎŜǊǎΦ CƻǊ 

half a heartbeat he thought he glimpsed Illyrio Mopatis, but it was only one of those white dwarf 

elephants passing the front door. 

  aƻǊƳƻƴǘ ǎǇǊŜŀŘ ǎƻƳŜ ŦƛǎƘ ǊƻŜ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ŀ ǎƭƛŎŜ ƻŦ ŦƭŀǘōǊŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ōƛǘŜΦ ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŜȄǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ 

ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΚέ 

  ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōƭƻǿ ƛƴΦ aȅ ƻƴŜ ǘǊǳŜ ƭƻǾŜΣ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ 

ghostΣ ŀ ŘǳŎƪΦέ IŜ ǇƻǇǇŜŘ ŀ ƭƻŎǳǎǘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ŀƴŘ ŎǊǳƴŎƘŜŘ ƛǘΦ άbƻǘ ōŀŘΦ CƻǊ ŀ ōǳƎΦέ 

  ά[ŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ǘŀƭƪ ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƻǎΦ {ƻƳŜ ŜȄƛƭŜŘ ƭƻǊŘ Ƙŀǎ ƘƛǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ DƻƭŘŜƴ /ƻƳǇŀƴȅ ǘƻ 

win back his lands for him. Half the captains in Volantis are racing upriver to Volon Therys to offer him 

ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎƘƛǇǎΦέ 

  Tyrion had just swallowed another locust. He almost choked on it. Is he mocking me? How much 

could he know of Griff and Aegon? ά.ǳƎƎŜǊΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ƳŜŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƘƛǊŜ ǘƘŜ DƻƭŘŜƴ /ƻƳǇŀƴȅ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣ ǘƻ 

win me Casterly wƻŎƪΦέ /ƻǳƭŘ ǘƘƛǎ ōŜ ǎƻƳŜ Ǉƭƻȅ ƻŦ DǊƛŦŦΩǎΣ ŦŀƭǎŜ ǊŜǇƻǊǘǎ ŘŜƭƛōŜǊŀǘŜƭȅ ǎǇǊŜŀŘΚ ¦ƴƭŜǎǎ Χ 

Could the pretty princeling have swallowed the bait? Turned them west instead of east, abandoning his 

hopes of wedding Queen Daenerys? !ōŀƴŘƻƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀƎƻƴǎ Χ ǿƻǳƭŘ DǊiff allow that? άLΩƭƭ ƎƭŀŘƭȅ ƘƛǊŜ 

ȅƻǳ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΣ ǎŜǊΦ aȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎŜŀǘ ƛǎ ƳƛƴŜ ōȅ ǊƛƎƘǘǎΦ {ǿŜŀǊ ƳŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǿƻǊŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƻƴŎŜ L ǿƛƴ ƛǘ ōŀŎƪ LΩƭƭ 

ŘǊƻǿƴ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ƎƻƭŘΦέ 

  άL ǎŀǿ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ŘǊƻǿƴŜŘ ƛƴ ƎƻƭŘ ƻƴŎŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǎƛƎƘǘΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜǊ ƎŜǘ Ƴȅ ǎǿƻǊŘΣ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōe 

ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ȅƻǳǊ ōƻǿŜƭǎΦέ 



  ά! ǎǳǊŜ ŎǳǊŜ ŦƻǊ ŎƻƴǎǘƛǇŀǘƛƻƴΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΦ άWǳǎǘ ŀǎƪ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΦέ IŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ǘŀƴƪŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ 

took a slow swallow, to help conceal whatever might be showing on his face. It had to be a stratagem, 

designed to lull Volantene suspicions. Get the men aboard with this false pretext and seize the ships 

ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŜŜǘ ƛǎ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŀΦ Lǎ ǘƘŀǘ DǊƛŦŦΩǎ ǇƭŀƴΚ It might work. The Golden Company was ten thousand 

strong, seasoned and disciplined. None of them seamen, though. Griff will need to keep a sword at every 

ǘƘǊƻŀǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻƳŜ ƻƴ {ƭŀǾŜǊΩǎ .ŀȅ ŀƴŘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƎƘǘ Χ 

  ¢ƘŜ ǎŜǊǾƛƴƎ ƎƛǊƭ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǿƛŘƻǿ ǿƛƭƭ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ƴŜȄǘΣ ƴƻōƭŜ ǎŜǊΦ IŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ŀ ƎƛŦǘ ŦƻǊ 

ƘŜǊΚέ 

  ά¸ŜǎΦ ¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΦέ {ŜǊ WƻǊŀƘ ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ ŀ Ŏƻƛƴ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ Ǉŀƭm and sent her on her way. 

  ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ ŦǊƻǿƴŜŘΦ ά²ƘƻǎŜ ǿƛŘƻǿ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎΚέ 

  ά¢ƘŜ ǿƛŘƻǿ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊŦǊƻƴǘΦ 9ŀǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ wƘƻȅƴŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǎǘƛƭƭ Ŏŀƭƭ ƘŜǊ ±ƻƎŀǊǊƻΩǎ ǿƘƻǊŜΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ 

ƴŜǾŜǊ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜΦέ 

  ¢ƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ŜƴƭƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘΦ ά!ƴŘ ±ƻƎŀǊǊƻ ǿŀǎ Χ Κέ 

  άAn elephant, seven times a triarch, very rich, a power on the docks. Whilst other men built the 

ships and sailed them, he built piers and storehouses, brokered cargoes, changed money, insured 

shipowners against the hazards of the sea. He dealt in slaves as well. When he grew besotted with one 

ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŀ ōŜŘǎƭŀǾŜ ǘǊŀƛƴŜŘ ŀǘ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ƻŦ ǎŜǾŜƴ ǎƛƎƘǎΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǎŎŀƴŘŀƭ Χ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘŜǊ 

scandal when he freed her and took her for his wife. After he died, she carried on his ventures. No 

freedman may dǿŜƭƭ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ ǘƘŜ .ƭŀŎƪ ²ŀƭƭΣ ǎƻ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƳǇŜƭƭŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜƭƭ ±ƻƎŀǊǊƻΩǎ ƳŀƴǎŜΦ {ƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ ǳǇ 

ǊŜǎƛŘŜƴŎŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ aŜǊŎƘŀƴǘΩǎ IƻǳǎŜΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘƛǊǘȅ-two years ago, and she remains here to this day. 

¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƘŜǊ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ȅƻǳΣ ōŀŎƪ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳǊǘȅŀǊŘΣ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ŎƻǳǊǘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ŎǳǎǘƻƳŀǊȅ ǘŀōƭŜΦ bƻΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪΦ 

¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ƴƻǿΦ ²ƘŜƴ ƘŜΩǎ ŘƻƴŜΣ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƻǳǊ ǘǳǊƴΦέ 

  ά!ƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƭŘ ƘŀǊǊƛŘŀƴ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŜƭǇ ȅƻǳ ƘƻǿΚέ 

  {ŜǊ WƻǊŀƘ ǎǘƻƻŘΦ ά²ŀǘŎƘ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜΦ IŜΩǎ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎΦέ 

  Tyrion hopped down off his chair with a rattle of iron. This should be enlightening. 

  There was something vulpine about the way the woman sat in her corner by the courtyard, 

something reptilian about her eyes. Her white hair was so thin that the pink of her scalp showed 

through. Under one eye she still bore faint scars where a knife had cut away her tears. The remnants of 

her morning meal littered the tableτsardine heads, olive pits, chunks of flatbread. Tyrion did not fail to 

ƴƻǘŜ Ƙƻǿ ǿŜƭƭ ŎƘƻǎŜƴ ƘŜǊ άŎǳǎǘƻƳŀǊȅ ǘŀōƭŜέ ǿŀǎΤ ǎƻƭƛŘ ǎǘƻƴŜ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ōŀŎƪΣ ŀ ƭŜŀŦȅ ŀƭŎƻǾŜ ǘƻ one side for 

ŜƴǘǊŀƴŎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŜȄƛǘǎΣ ŀ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ ǾƛŜǿ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƛƴƴΩǎ ŦǊƻƴǘ ŘƻƻǊΣ ȅŜǘ ǎƻ ǎǘŜŜǇŜŘ ƛƴ ǎƘŀŘƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ǿŀǎ 

nigh invisible. 



  ¢ƘŜ ǎƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ ƘƛƳ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ ά! ŘǿŀǊŦΣέ ǎƘŜ ǇǳǊǊŜŘΣ ƛƴ ŀ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀǎ ǎƛƴƛǎǘŜǊ ŀǎ ƛǘ 

was soft. She spoke thŜ /ƻƳƳƻƴ ¢ƻƴƎǳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ǘǊŀŎŜ ƻŦ ŀŎŎŜƴǘΦ ά±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ƻǾŜǊǊǳƴ ǿƛǘƘ 

ŘǿŀǊŦǎ ƻŦ ƭŀǘŜΣ ƛǘ ǎŜŜƳǎΦ 5ƻŜǎ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƴŜ Řƻ ǘǊƛŎƪǎΚέ 

  Yes, Tyrion wanted to say. DƛǾŜ ƳŜ ŀ ŎǊƻǎǎōƻǿΣ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ǎƘƻǿ ȅƻǳ Ƴȅ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜΦ άbƻΣέ {ŜǊ WƻǊŀƘ 

answered. 

  ά! ǇƛǘȅΦ L ƻƴŎŜ ƘŀŘ a monkey who could perform all sorts of clever tricks. Your dwarf reminds me 

ƻŦ ƘƛƳΦ Lǎ ƘŜ ŀ ƎƛŦǘΚέ 

  άbƻΦ L ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜǎŜΦέ {ŜǊ WƻǊŀƘ ǇǊƻŘǳŎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǇŀƛǊ ƻŦ ƎƭƻǾŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƭŀǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 

table beside the other gifts the widow had received this morning: a silver goblet, an ornate fan carved of 

jade leaves so thin they were translucent, and an ancient bronze dagger marked with runes. Beside such 

treasures the gloves looked cheap and tawdry. 

  άDƭƻǾŜǎ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ǇƻƻǊ ƻƭŘ ǿǊƛƴƪƭŜŘ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ Iƻǿ ƴƛŎŜΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǿidow made no move to touch them. 

  άL ōƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ [ƻƴƎ .ǊƛŘƎŜΦέ 

  ά! Ƴŀƴ Ŏŀƴ ōǳȅ Ƴƻǎǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ [ƻƴƎ .ǊƛŘƎŜΦ DƭƻǾŜǎΣ ǎƭŀǾŜǎΣ ƳƻƴƪŜȅǎΦέ ¢ƘŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƘŀŘ ōŜƴǘ 

ƘŜǊ ǎǇƛƴŜ ŀƴŘ Ǉǳǘ ŀ ŎǊƻƴŜΩǎ ƘǳƳǇ ǳǇƻƴ ƘŜǊ ōŀŎƪΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛŘƻǿΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ōǊƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ōƭŀŎƪΦ άbƻǿ ǘŜƭƭ 

ǘƘƛǎ ƻƭŘ ǿƛŘƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǎƘŜ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ƻŦ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦέ 

  ά²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ǎǿƛŦǘ ǇŀǎǎŀƎŜ ǘƻ aŜŜǊŜŜƴΦέ 

  hƴŜ ǿƻǊŘΦ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴ [ŀƴƴƛǎǘŜǊΩǎ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǳǇǎƛŘŜ ŘƻǿƴΦ 

  One word. Meereen. Or had he misheard? 

  One word. aŜŜǊŜŜƴΣ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ aŜŜǊŜŜƴΣ ƘŜΩǎ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǘƻ aeereen. Meereen meant life. Or hope 

for life, at least. 

  ά²Ƙȅ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ƳŜΚέ ǘƘŜ ǿƛŘƻǿ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ƻǿƴ ƴƻ ǎƘƛǇǎΦέ 

  ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ Ƴŀƴȅ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴǎ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŘŜōǘΦέ 

  5ŜƭƛǾŜǊ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴΣ ƘŜ ǎŀȅǎΦ !ȅŜΣ ōǳǘ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǉǳŜŜƴΚ IŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǎŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǘƻ /ŜǊǎŜƛΦ IŜΩǎ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ 

me tƻ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ ¢ŀǊƎŀǊȅŜƴΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ ƘŜ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ƘŀŎƪŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ƻŦŦΦ ²ŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŜŀǎǘΣ ŀƴŘ DǊƛŦŦ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ 

prince are going west, the bloody fools. 

  Oh, it was all too much. tƭƻǘǎ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ ǇƭƻǘǎΣ ōǳǘ ŀƭƭ ǊƻŀŘǎ ƭŜŀŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀƎƻƴΩǎ ƎǳƭƭŜǘΦ A guffaw 

burst from his lips, and suddenly Tyrion could not stop laughing. 

  ά¸ƻǳǊ ŘǿŀǊŦ ƛǎ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀ ŦƛǘΣέ ǘƘŜ ǿƛŘƻǿ ƻōǎŜǊǾŜŘΦ άaȅ ŘǿŀǊŦ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǉǳƛŜǘΣ ƻǊ LΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ ƘƛƳ 

ƎŀƎƎŜŘΦέ 

  Tyrion covered his mouth with his hands. Meereen! 



  The widow of the waterfront decided to ignore himΦ ά{Ƙŀƭƭ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŘǊƛƴƪΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 5ǳǎǘ 

ƳƻǘŜǎ ŦƭƻŀǘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊ ŀǎ ŀ ǎŜǊǾƛƴƎ ƎƛǊƭ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ǘǿƻ ƎǊŜŜƴ Ǝƭŀǎǎ ŎǳǇǎ ŦƻǊ {ŜǊ WƻǊŀƘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛŘƻǿΦ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΩǎ 

throat was dry, but no cup was poured for him. The widow took a sip, rolled the wine round her mouth, 

swŀƭƭƻǿŜŘΦ ά!ƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŜȄƛƭŜǎ ŀǊŜ ǎŀƛƭƛƴƎ ǿŜǎǘΣ ƻǊ ǎƻ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƻƭŘ ŜŀǊǎ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘΦ !ƴŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴǎ 

in my debt are falling over one another to take them there and leach a little gold from the coffers of the 

Golden Company. Our noble triarchs have pledged a dozen warships to the cause, to see the fleet safely 

as far as the Stepstones. Even old Doniphos has given his assent. Such a glorious adventure. And yet you 

ǿƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀȅΣ ǎŜǊΦέ 

  άaȅ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ƛǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǎǘΦέ 

  ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘΣ I wonder? Not slaves, the silver queen has put an end to that. She 

has closed the fighting pits as well, so it cannot be a taste for blood. What else could Meereen offer to a 

Westerosi knight? Bricks? Olives? Dragons? !ƘΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǘ ƛǎΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƻƭŘ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ǎƳƛƭŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŦŜǊŀƭΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ 

heard it said that the silver queen feeds them with the flesh of infants while she herself bathes in the 

ōƭƻƻŘ ƻŦ ǾƛǊƎƛƴ ƎƛǊƭǎ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪŜǎ ŀ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ƭƻǾŜǊ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƴƛƎƘǘΦέ 

  {ŜǊ WƻǊŀƘΩǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ƘŀŘ ƘŀǊŘŜƴŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΩƛ ŀǊŜ ǇƻǳǊƛng poison in your ears. My lady should 

ƴƻǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǎǳŎƘ ŦƛƭǘƘΦέ 

  άL ŀƳ ƴƻ ƭŀŘȅΣ ōǳǘ ŜǾŜƴ ±ƻƎŀǊǊƻΩǎ ǿƘƻǊŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǘƘŜ ǘŀǎǘŜ ƻŦ ŦŀƭǎŜƘƻƻŘΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƳǳŎƘ ƛǎ ǘǊǳŜΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ 

Χ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ǉǳŜŜƴ Ƙŀǎ ŜƴŜƳƛŜǎ Χ ¸ǳƴƪŀƛΣ bŜǿ DƘƛǎΣ ¢ƻƭƻǎΣ vŀǊǘƘ Χ aye, and Volantis, soon enough. 

You would travel to Meereen? Just wait a while, ser. Swords will be wanted soon enough, when the 

warships bend their oars eastward to bring down the silver queen. Tigers love to bare their claws, and 

even elephants will kill if threatened. Malaquo hungers for a taste of glory, and Nyessos owes much of 

Ƙƛǎ ǿŜŀƭǘƘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƭŀǾŜ ǘǊŀŘŜΦ [Ŝǘ !ƭƛƻǎ ƻǊ tŀǊǉǳŜƭƭƻ ƻǊ .ŜƭƛŎƘƻ Ǝŀƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƛŀǊŎƘȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŜŜǘǎ ǿƛƭƭ ǎŀƛƭΦέ 

  {ŜǊ WƻǊŀƘ ǎŎƻǿƭŜŘΦ άLŦ 5ƻƴƛǇƘƻǎ ƛǎ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ Χέ 

  ά±ƻƎŀǊǊƻ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ǎǿŜŜǘ ƭƻǊŘ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ŘŜŀŘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǘƘƛǊǘȅ ȅŜŀǊǎΦέ 

  .ŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘŜƳΣ ǎƻƳŜ ǎŀƛƭƻǊ ǿŀǎ ōŜƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ƭƻǳŘƭȅΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ Ŏŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƭŜΚ Fuck. A monkey could piss 

ōŜǘǘŜǊ ŀƭŜΦέ 

  ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŘǊƛƴƪ ƛǘΣέ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 

  Tyrion twisted around for a look, hoping against hope that it was Duck and Haldon he was 

ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎΦ LƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƘŜ ǎŀǿ ǘǿƻ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊǎ Χ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦΣ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ŀ ŦŜǿ ŦŜŜǘ ŀǿŀȅ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ 

intently. He seemed somehow familiar. 

  ¢ƘŜ ǿƛŘƻǿ ǎƛǇǇŜŘ Řŀƛƴǘƛƭȅ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ǿƛƴŜΦ ά{ƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŜƭŜǇƘŀƴǘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǿƻƳŜƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ 

άǘƘŜ ƻƴŜǎ ǿƘƻ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƎŜǊǎ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ŜƴŘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ǿŀǊǎΦ ¢Ǌƛŀƴƴŀ ǿŀǎ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŦƻǳǊ ǘƛƳŜǎΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ 

was three hundred years ago, alas. Volantis has had no female triarch since, though some women have 

the vote. Women of good birth who dwell in ancient palaces behind the Black Walls, not creatures such 



as me. The Old Blood will have their dogs and children voting before any freedman. No, it will be 

Belicho, or perhaps Alios, but either way it will be war. Or so theȅ ǘƘƛƴƪΦέ 

  ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪΚέ {ŜǊ WƻǊŀƘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

  Good, thought Tyrion. The right question. άhƘΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǿŀǊ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊ ǘƘŜȅ 

ǿŀƴǘΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƻƭŘ ǿƻƳŀƴ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΣ ƘŜǊ ōƭŀŎƪ ŜȅŜǎ ƎƭŜŀƳƛƴƎΦ άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ǊŜŘ wΩƘƭƭƻǊ Ƙŀǎ ƳƻǊŜ 

worǎƘƛǇŜǊǎ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ Ŏƛǘȅ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƎƻŘǎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ IŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŜŀǊŘ .ŜƴŜǊǊƻ ǇǊŜŀŎƘΚέ 

  ά[ŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦέ 

  ά.ŜƴŜǊǊƻ Ŏŀƴ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊǊƻǿ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦƭŀƳŜǎΣέ ǘƘŜ ǿƛŘƻǿ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ǊƛŀǊŎƘ aŀƭŀǉǳƻ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛǊŜ ǘƘŜ 

Golden Company, did you know? He meant to clean out the red temple and put Benerro to the sword. 

He dare not use tiger cloaks. Half of them worship the Lord of Light as well. Oh, these are dire days in 

hƭŘ ±ƻƭŀƴǘƛǎΣ ŜǾŜƴ ŦƻǊ ǿǊƛƴƪƭŜŘ ƻƭŘ ǿƛŘƻǿǎΦ .ǳǘ ƴƻǘ ƘŀƭŦ ǎƻ ŘƛǊŜ ŀǎ ƛƴ aŜŜǊŜŜƴΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪΦ {ƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜΣ ǎŜǊ Χ 

why Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜƪ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ǉǳŜŜƴΚέ 

  ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴΦ L Ŏŀƴ Ǉŀȅ ŦƻǊ ƻǳǊ ǇŀǎǎŀƎŜ ŀƴŘ Ǉŀȅ ǿŜƭƭΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭǾŜǊΦέ 

  Fool, thought Tyrion. LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ Ŏƻƛƴ ǎƘŜ ǿŀƴǘǎΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘΦ IŀǾŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀ ǿƻǊŘ ǎƘŜΩǎ ǎŀƛŘΚ 

He glanced back over his shoulder again. The dwarf had moved closer to their table. And he seemed to 

ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƪƴƛŦŜ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƘŀƛǊǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ ¢ȅǊƛƻƴΩǎ ƴŜŎƪ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǇǊƛŎƪƭŜΦ 

  άYŜŜǇ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƛƭǾŜǊΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ƎƻƭŘΦ !ƴŘ ǎǇŀǊŜ ƳŜ ȅƻǳǊ ōƭŀŎƪ ƭƻƻƪǎΣ ǎŜǊΦ L ŀƳ ǘƻƻ ƻƭŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ 

of a scowl. You are a hard man, I see, and no doubt skilled with that long sword at your side, but this is 

my realm. Let me crook a finger and you may find yourself traveling to Meereen chained to an oar in the 

ōŜƭƭȅ ƻŦ ŀ ƎŀƭƭŜȅΦέ {ƘŜ ƭƛŦǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƧŀŘŜ Ŧŀƴ ŀƴŘ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ƛǘΦ There was a rustle of leaves, and a man slid from 

the overgrown archway to her left. His face was a mass of scars, and in one hand he held a sword, short 

ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀǾȅ ŀǎ ŀ ŎƭŜŀǾŜǊΦ άSeek the widow of the waterfront, someone told you, but they should have also 

warned you, ōŜǿŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƛŘƻǿΩǎ ǎƻƴǎΦ It is such a sweet morning, though, I shall ask again. Why would 

ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜƪ 5ŀŜƴŜǊȅǎ ¢ŀǊƎŀǊȅŜƴΣ ǿƘƻƳ ƘŀƭŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǿŀƴǘǎ ŘŜŀŘΚέ 

  WƻǊŀƘ aƻǊƳƻƴǘΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǿŀǎ ŘŀǊƪ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴƎŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ ά¢ƻ ǎŜǊǾŜ ƘŜǊΦ 5ŜŦŜƴŘ ƘŜǊΦ 5ƛe for 

ƘŜǊΣ ƛŦ ƴŜŜŘ ōŜΦέ 

  ¢Ƙŀǘ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƛŘƻǿ ƭŀǳƎƘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ rescue her, is that the way of it? From more enemies 

ǘƘŀƴ L Ŏŀƴ ƴŀƳŜΣ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǿƻǊŘǎ ōŜȅƻƴŘ Ŏƻǳƴǘ Χ this ƛǎ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƻǊ ǿƛŘƻǿ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜΚ ¢Ƙŀǘ ȅƻǳ 

are a true and chivalrous Westerosi ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ŎǊƻǎǎƛƴƎ ƘŀƭŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŀƛŘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ Χ ǿŜƭƭΣ ǎƘŜ 

ƛǎ ƴƻ ƳŀƛŘŜƴΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǎƘŜ Ƴŀȅ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōŜ ŦŀƛǊΦέ {ƘŜ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳǊ ŘǿŀǊŦ ǿƛƭƭ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ƘŜǊΚ 

Will she bathe in his blood, do you think, or content herself with striking off Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΚέ 

  {ŜǊ WƻǊŀƘ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦ ƛǎτέ 










































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































