TREASON IS
VILE ENOUSH, BUT
THIS IS BAREFACED

NAKED VILLAINY!

MAESTER FEEWKEN
RECEINED THE FIRST MISSIVE
AT CASTLE STOKEWORTH,
YOUR GRACE. THE SECOND

COPY CAME THROUGH
LORD GYLES...

IF STANNIS
BOTHERED WITH THEM,
IT"S PAST CERTAIN EVERY
OTHER LORD IN THE SEVEM

KINGDOMS SAW A
COPY AS WELL.

L/ 1 WANT THESE
LETTERS BURNED,

f EVERY ONE! NO HINT

OF THIS MUST REACH

MY SON oR I IMASINE
Frph e FATHER'S HEARD

EATHER MORE
THAN A HINT BY
HOW,
AS FOR

BURNING THE LETTERS,
TO WHAT POINT? THE

SONG IS SUNG, THE WINE
15 SPILLED, THE WENCH

15 PREGMNANT.

I WILL
NOT SUFFER
TO BE CALLED
A WHORE!

IT WAS ASTONISHING TO SEE
HOW ANGRY CERSE/ COLLD WaX
CVER ACCUSATIONS SHE KNEW
PERFECTLY WELL TO BE TRLE. SHE
OLUSHT TO TAKE LiP MUMMERY!
SHE HAZ A GIFT FOR (T

THE COUNCIL 4
MUST ISSUE AN EDICT. ANY
MAN HEARD SPEAKING OF
INCEST OR CALLING JOFF A
BASTARD SHOULD LOSE
HIS TOKGUE!

51 'ﬁ. PRUDENT
MEASURE.

A FOLLY.
WHEN YOU TEAR OUT

A MAN'S TONGLUE, YOU
ARE OMLY TELLING THE

WORLD THAT YOU FEAR
WHAT HE MIGHT SAY.




BROTHER HAS THE RIGHT BEEM MLUCH LOVED, WE MAME AS LADY
OF THIS. IF WE ATTEMPT THAT'S TRUE. 50 WE  SELYSE'S LOVER?
TS SILENCE THIS TALK, WE { | PAY HIM BACK IN HIS  OME OF HER UMCLES
OHLY LEND |T CREDEMCE. 4 OWN COIN. YES, T HAS BEEN WITH HER
BETTER TO TREAT IT WITH £ LIKE THIS. A4 ON DRAGONSTONE
CONTEMPT, LIKE THE L L] L - e, ALL THIS TIME...

PATHETIC LIE IT I5.
0 ; o GER AXELL MISHT
AND . . SERVE FOR SHIREEN'S FATHER,
MEANTIME, FIGHT | . BUT IN MY EXPERIEMCE, THE
FIRE WITH FIRE. {gﬁ f i\ : | MORE BIZARRE AND SHOCKING A
i \ . TALE THE MORE APT IT IS TO
BE REPEATED.

STANMIS KEEPS
AN ESPECIALLY GROTESGUE
FOOL, A LACKWIT WITH A
TATTOOED FACE...OME WHO
15 UTTERLY DEVOTED TO THE
GIRL AND FOLLOWS HER
EVERYWHERE.

YOUR GRACE, YOUR r HE HAS NEVER %  BUT WHO CAN

A TALE OF
SOMEWHAT THE SAME
WATURE, PERHAFS. BUT
MORE EASILY BELIEVED.

LORD STAMMIS HAS SFENT
MOST OF HIS MARRIAGE
APART FROM HIS WIFE.
NOT THAT I FALLT HIM,
I'D DO THE SAME WERE
I MARRIED TO LADY
SELYSE.

MNOMETHELESS,

IF WE PUT IT ABOUT
THAT HER DAUGHTER IS
BASEBORN AND STAMNIS
A CUCKOLD, WELL...THE
SMALLFOLE ARE ALWAYS
EASER TO BELIEVE THE

WORST OF THEIR LORDS,
PARTICULARLY THOSE AS
STERM, SOUR, AND PRICKLY
PROUD AS STANNIS
BARATHEON.

LORD PETYR,
YOU ARE A WICKED
CREATURE.

WE ALL
HAVE OUR
BIFTS, MY

LORD.

CUCKOLDED BY A
HALFWIT FOOL! STANNIS WILL BE
LAUGHED AT IN EVERY WINESIMK THIS
SIDE OF THE NARROW SEA.




WHORES LOVE A==
TO GOS55IP, AND AS IT e T,
HAPPENS T OWN A BROTHEL o
OR THREE. AND NO DOLBT :
VARYS CAN PLANT SEEDS
\ "IN THE ALEHOUSES AND
FOT-SHOPS.

I HAVE BEEN
WONDPERING

THAT MYSELF,

\ yous GRACE.

THE SPIDER
SPINS HiS SECRET
| ~weBS DY AND
NIGHT. T MISTRUST
THAT ONE, MY

R\
‘] ru‘;:‘ e '.TN
PRAY EXCUSE .

AND HE ME, MY LORDS.

SPEAKS 50 OTHER BUSINESS -
CALLS. SURELY T HAVE

L - THE KING'S LOVE, AS
A 3 HE HAS MINE. AND
5 THIS CHAIN I BELIEVE
AS IT HAPPENED : HE MAY ONE DAY
’
HE KNEW WHAT . TREAEVEE ABCNE
THE EUNUCH WS .
ABOUT, 8UT IT | WOULD You
WS NOTHING SPOIL MY SURPRISE?
THE OTHER I'M HAVING A GIFT
COUNCILLORS MADE FOR JOFFREY.

MEEDED TO HEAR. : A LITTLE CHAIN.

WHAT DOES HE MEED
WITH ANOTHER CHAINT HE
HAS GOLD CHAINS AND SILVER,
MORE THAN HE CAN WEAR.
IF YOU THINK FOR A MOMENT
YOU CAN BLY JOFF'S LOVE
WITH &IFTS--




IN KIS BEDCHAMBER,

o HE FOLND HIS SEUIRE

LAYING OUT CLOTHING
ON THE BED. PODRICK
FPAYNE WS 50 SHY HE
WS FLURTIVE.

LANMISTER,
HAND OF
THE KING.

TYRION HAD NEVER
GLITE BOTTEN OVER
THE SLSPICION THAT
Hi'S FATHER HAD
INFLICTED THE BOY
OW HiM A5 A4 TOKE,

GOO0DMEN,

I KNOW YOU ARE
ALL BUSY, 50 1
WILL BE SUCCINCT.
POD, IF YOU
PLEASE.

THESE MADE AT THE
CASTLE FORGE. 1
WANT A THOUSANGD
MORE JUST LIKE

MIGHTY, BUT

SHORT. SOMEWHAT
LIKE ME. I FANCY
ONE A G000 DEAL
LONGER. DO YOU £
HAVE A NAMEY &

THEY CALL
ME IRONBELLY,

WHEM I RIPE UF THE
STREET OF STEEL:, I WANT

I WANT EVERY
FORGE IN KING'S LANDING

TURNED TO MAKING THESE
LINKS AND JOINING THEM.
ALL OTHER WORK IS TO
BE PUT ASIDE.

TO HEAR HAMMERS RINGING,

MIGHT OR DAY, AND I WANT A

MAN, A STRONG MAN, TO SEE

THAT ALL THIS 15 DOME. ARE
YOU THAT MAN, GOODMAN

- [RONBELLYY

MIGHT BE I AM,
MLORD, BUT WHAT
OF THE MAIL AND

| SWoRDS THE QUEEN
L " WAS WANTING?

THAT WORK Y
CAN WAIT. THE
CHAIM FIRST.




MY LORD,
THIS 15 CRUDE
WORK AT BEST.

THERE IS NO

ART TOIT.

MASTER ARMORER,

AS IT PLEASE MY LORD.
THIS 15 NO WORK FOR ME,
NOR MY FELLOW MASTERS.

WE MAKE SWORDS AS
SHARP AS SONG, ARMOR

SUCH AS A GOD
MIGHT WEAR.

M'ORD, BEGGING YOUR
PARDON, HER GRACE SAID THOSE
AS DIDN'T MEET THEIR NUMBERS
WOULD HAVE THEIR HANDS CEUSHED,

SMASHED ON THEIR OWN
ANVILS, SHE SAID.

NO OME
WILL HAVE THEIR
HAKNDS SMASHED.

YOU HAVE My
WORD ON IT.

WHAT |5
YOUR MAME,
MASTER
ARMORER?

SALLOREOM.
AND IF THE
KING'S HAND WILL
FERMIT, I SHOULD BE
MOST HONORED TO
FORSGE HIM A SUIT OF
ARMOR SUITABLE TO
HIS HOUSE AND
HIGH OFFICE.

MASTER SALLOREON,
I PLAN TO FIGHT THE
REST OF MY BATTLES
FROM THIS CHAIR, IT'S
LINKS T NEED, NOT
ARMOR.

; SO LET

ME PUT IT TO YOU

THIS WaY. YOU WILL
MAKE CHAINS, OR
YOU WILL WEAR
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