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THERE'S AN
\
OLD INN BY THE TOPPED

15
SMELL 7K \ LAKESHORE.  11eRE ONCE WHEN
THE WATER? 4 1 SQUIRED FOR
THE LAKE CAN'T f SER ARLAN.
BE FAR NOW. —=

ALL I CAN
SMELL 15
MAESTER, SER.
THAT DONKEY
STINKS!

THEY BREWED
A FINE BROWN ALE.
| WAL oRo SRLE
TAST
WE WAIT FOR THE ypggﬁﬁ) ‘%{é
FERRY. NIGHT AS
WELL.

DOES M'LORD
WANT A FEATHER

STRAW WILL
SERVE ME WELL
ENOUGH, SER.

WE HAVE \
TWENTY-TWO PENNIES,
THREE STARS, ONE STAG,
AND THAT OLD CHIPPED
GARNET, SER.

ENE M EWE T we

4

START SLEEPNG , SLEEP BENEATH Pyl

AT INNS! H ALE AND A HOT SUPPER, g
¥ | BUT I'M NOT WASTING WE NEED
GOOD CON ON TO SAVE OUR
A BED. PENNIES FOR THE
FERRYMAN.

THE STARS
ARE GOOD, BUT THE
GROUND I5 HARD, SER,
AND SOMETIMES IT'S g
NICE TO HAVE A PILLOW J_/[ 5

FOR YOUR HEAD. o WE COULD
:g—ELC;VC\;g NN / N\ USE MY BOOT TO
ARz FOR | I | GET ACROS5.
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Yes, Egg's boot. Shoved
within the toe was a ring,
K proving his identity as prince.

Using the boot was T ANOTHER
dangerous. These were WORD ABOUT YOUR
perilous times in Westeros. BOOT AND T'LL CLOUT
YOU N THE EAR 50
HARD YOULL—

SOMEONE'S
COMING UP THE ROAD
BEHIND US. HEAR THE
HORSES?

IMNOT
DEAF. A LARGE PARTY.
AND IN HASTE.

ONLY LORDS STILL, WE'LL —AND
MAKE 50 MUCH GET OFF THE 2 THERE ARE
NOISE. ROAD AND LET LORDS.
THEM PASS.

THERE ARE
LORDS—

The roads were rot as safe
— as when Good King Daeron
sat the Iron Throne.

And it never hurt
to be wat
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THE
SEFTON WE HEARD { 1
WE HEARI WHERE HAS GOOD KING
PREACHING DAERON GONE, AND [

AGAINST LORD | FEARLESS BAELOR
BLOODRAVEN. BREAKSPEAR?

0 / THE GRAVE
HAS CLAIMED
b THEM, AND YET HE

- ENDURES!
Even if he did 4
preach creafon. VR b THIS PALE

STy BIRD WITH BLOODY

“Bloodraven's hands are scarlet with / Beﬁégzgggﬁgﬁ%ég@

a brother's blood,” he declared to. Y \
the crowd in the market square. \ AND CP\E’Z IJNTO HS
b

HE HAS
BROUGHT Us | RIZE L
REALAg, N
REMEMBER
MURDER! OUR TRUE KING
ACROSS THE
WATER!

RISE UP AND
CAST DOWN THAT FOUL
SORCERER!

e 'aii g
gim—
RISE UR
YOU BRAVE KNIGHTS
AND CAST DOW!
‘ OODRAVEN!
3

Speaking that way
against Bloodraven, the
King's Hand, every word
Was treason—






OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Mart_9780345549402_epub3_011_r1.jpg
—yet even so; 2
it was a shock to @O/?)NDOE?;ON T\g{e, some claimed
) 3 draven used
" * e TO PUT THIS TOWN thodaﬁ(eal'ts 50

BEHIND US. 7 change his face.

A

BAD BUSINESS, \
CUT}:INAé gFF THE
4 IEADS OF
While the tales were most like SEPTONS.
only tales, none could doubt / 3
the truth of the riddle.
ALL HE
DID WAS TALK.
WORDS ARE
WIND.

SOME
WORDS
ARE WIND,
SER.

SOME ARE
TREASON.

Skin and hair white as bone;
the winestain birthmark that
gave him his name on cheek
“How many and neck.
eyes does N
Lord Bloodraven
Orte eye lost to his
brother Bittersteel on
the Redgrass Field.

His remaining eye,
red as blood.

NOW you
SOUND LIKE
A PROPER
PRINCELING. HE MIGHT
HAVE BEEN A
SEPTON, BUT HE
WAS PREACHING
LIES, SER!

MIGHT BE
THAT'S SO, BUT IF

FOOLS AND LIARS— LF THE

TOWNS IN THE SEVEN
KINGDOMS WILL BE
EMPTY.
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ALYN
FEARED YOUD
FALLEN FROM YOUR
HORSE!

YOU HAVE
A PALPABLE NO CALL TO NAME
EXCUSE, IT SEEMS US BRIGANDS,
TO_ME; I WAS ABOUT MY LORD!

TO LEAVE HIM IN
MY DUST. WHO ARE WE THOUGHT
THESE TWO YoU MIGHT BE
BRIGANDS? OUTLAWS! THAT'S
WHY WE HID.

THIS 15 SER
DUNCAN THE TALL,
AND I'M HIS
SQUIRE.

ALYN, YOU

1 BELIEVE X 15 THAT YOUR WILL ASK 5ER
THAT |5 THE WARHORSE, SER h%“’é?)ﬁfﬁ DUNCAN FOR HiS
LARGEST LOUT GIANT? BUTCHER 1T PARDON. Wil i

1 HAVE EVER

FOR THE FORGIVE ME,
SEEN. SER? 7

MEAT.

LORD ALYN
OFT FORGETS HIS
COURTESIES.

WHAT A PLEASE
MIGHTY CRASH FORGIVE HIS
HE'LL MAKE WHEN HE CHURLISH

WORDS,
SER.

COMES TUMBLING
DOWN.
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to replace the
shield Longinch

had hacked to |

splinters.

I had not had time to
have it painted with my

It was not a sigil I would
have chosen for myself, but
the shield had come cheap.
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1 KNOW
THOSE ARMS.
BUT FROM
WHERE?

Or maybe we served at
his castle when I was
saquiring for Ser Arlan.

The old hedge knight had done
service at so many different
keeps and castles that I
could not recall half of them.

/~  WE WANT
NO QUARREL,
ORD.

THERE'S
ONLY THE TWO
OF U5, ME AND
MY SQUIRE.

SQUIRE?

DO You
CLAM TO BE A
KNIGHT?

1AM A HEDGE
KNIGHT, SEEKING
SERVICE.

EVERY ROBBER N
KNIGHT I'VE EVER

YOUR
DEVICE MAY BE
PROPHETIC, SER...
IF 5ER YOU
ARE.

NO, M'LORD. I NEED
TO HAVE THE SHIELD
REPAINTED.

HOW DID

YOU COME BY THAT
SCAR UPON YOUR
CHEEK?

WHY? DID
YOU ROB IT OFF

A CORPSE?

A DAGGER—
THOUGH MY FACE
15 NONE OF YOUR
CONCERN.

THERE
YOU ARE,
GORMY!

1 BOUGHT
IT, FOR GOOD
CONN.
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T had seen such
ight's befor BACK IN
I WAS A BOY, I 5TOLE
A HEAD RIGHT OFF
ITS SPIKE ONCE.

THEN THE
CHEEKS CAVE IN,
THE FLESH
TURNS—

KING'S LANDING, WHEN '\

SOME REBEL
LORD OR ROBBER
KNIGHT, IT WAS.

OR MAYBE
JUST A COMMON
MURDERER.

THEY ALL
LOOK THE SAME
AFTER A FEW DAYS
ON A SPIKE.
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A light summer rain was
gg and I took
f Stoney Sept.

Egg was as good
a squire as a
kmght could wan. | But he was rot
bald b/ chance.

He had the purple eyes
of old Valyria and hair

S| that shore like beaten
gold and strands of
silver woven together.

He might as well wear the
three-headed dragon of House
Targaryen as a brooch as let
that hair grow out.

Aye, him from the top
of Aegon's Hill, and me
from the bottom.
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