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Vous​ ​aimeriez​ ​lire​ ​en​ ​langue​ ​originale,​ ​mais​ ​le​ ​vocabulaire,​ ​
les​ ​expressions​ ​ﬁgurées​ ​ou​ ​la​ ​syntaxe​ ​vous​ ​arrêtent​ ​parfois?​ ​
Cette​ ​collection​ ​est​ ​faite​ ​pour​ ​vous!
Vous​ ​trouverez​ ​en​ ​effet,​ ​en​ ​note​ ​dans​ ​la​ ​marge,​ ​une​ ​
traduction​ ​de​ ​certains​ ​mots​ ​et​ ​expressions​ ​qui​ ​vous​ ​
permettra​ ​d’avancer​ ​facilement​ ​dans​ ​votre​ ​lecture.​ ​
Nous​ ​n’avons​ ​pas​ ​cherché​ ​à​ ​vous​ ​donner​ ​une​ ​traduction​ ​
littéraire​ ​de​ ​l’ouvrage​ ​et​ ​nous​ ​nous​ ​sommes​ ​parfois​ ​écartés​ ​
du​ ​sens​ ​littéral​ ​pour​ ​vous​ ​fournir​ ​le​ ​sens​ ​qui​ ​convient​ ​le​ ​
mieux​ ​à​ ​l’histoire.​ ​Aussi​ ​les​ ​mots​ ​sont-ils​ ​traduits​ ​dans​ ​le​ ​
contexte​ ​du​ ​texte​ ​original.
Les​ ​expressions​ ​ﬁgées​ ​anglaises​ ​sont,​ ​bien​ ​entendu,​ ​
rendues​ ​par​ ​une​ ​expression​ ​équivalente​ ​en​ ​français.
Les​ ​allusions​ ​à​ ​des​ ​réalités​ ​culturelles​ ​du​ ​monde​ ​anglo-
saxon​ ​sont​ ​expliquées​ ​également​ ​dans​ ​la​ ​marge,​ ​pour​ ​vous​ ​
aider​ ​à​ ​mieux​ ​comprendre​ ​la​ ​trame​ ​de​ ​l’histoire.
Vous​ ​aurez​ ​ainsi,​ ​en​ ​regard​ ​du​ ​texte​ ​original,​ ​tout​ ​le​ ​savoir-
faire​ ​d’un​ ​dictionnaire​ ​rien​ ​que​ ​pour​ ​vous​ ​et​ ​adapté​ ​à​ ​ce​ ​
livre!​ ​
Notre​ ​objectif​ ​est​ ​de​ ​vous​ ​mener​ ​jusqu’au​ ​mot​ ​FINen​ ​vous​ ​
donnant​ ​les​ ​clés​ ​nécessaires​ ​à​ ​la​ ​compréhension​ ​du​ ​récit.​ ​
Laissez-vous​ ​gagner​ ​par​ ​l’angoisse,​ ​l’humour​ ​et​ ​le​ ​suspense​ ​
qui​ ​règnent​ ​chez​ ​les​ ​maîtres​ ​de​ ​la​ ​littérature​ ​anglo-saxonne.
Lire​ ​en​ ​VO?​ ​You​ ​can​ ​indeed!
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à​ ​bien​ ​comprendre​ ​le​ ​début​ ​de​ ​l’histoire...
Nous​ ​sommes​ ​après​ ​la​ ​grande​ ​épidémie​ ​du​ ​printemps.​ ​
Dunk​ ​et​ ​son​ ​très​ ​jeune​ ​écuyer​ ​avancent​ ​sous​ ​un​ ​soleil​ ​
torride.​ ​Ils​ ​rapportent​ ​deux​ ​tonneaux​ ​de​ ​vin​ ​à​ ​Ser​ ​Eustace,​ ​
qui​ ​les​ ​a​ ​pris​ ​à​ ​son​ ​service.
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1.[sir]
2.brouter
3.chiendent
4.au​ ​bord​ ​du​ ​
chemin
5.sans​ ​se​ ​
soucier
6.tonneaux
7.bien​ ​plus​ ​
proche
8.Des​ ​violeurs
9.brûlant
10.des​ ​litres​ ​
d’eau
11.qu’ils​ ​
avaient​ ​levé​ ​le
12.chapeau​ ​de​ ​
paille​ ​souple​ ​à​ ​
large​ ​bord
13.chauve
14.voletant​ ​
paresseusement
15.à​ ​corbeaux
16.[master]
17.entremêlés
18.en​ ​lui​ ​
mâchonnant​ ​le
19.les​ ​avaient​ ​
attaqués​ ​tous​ ​
les​ ​deux
20.avait​ ​eu​ ​
peur
I
n​ ​an​ ​iron​ ​cage​ ​at​ ​the​ ​crossroads,​ ​two​ ​dead​ ​men​ ​
were​ ​rotting​ ​in​ ​the​ ​summer​ ​sun.​ ​Egg​ ​stopped​ ​
below​ ​to​ ​have​ ​a​ ​look​ ​at​ ​them.​ ​“Who​ ​do​ ​you​ ​think​ ​
they​ ​were,​ ​ser
1
?”​ ​His​ ​mule,​ ​Maester,​ ​grateful​ ​for​ ​the​ ​
respite,​ ​began​ ​to​ ​crop
2
​ ​the​ ​dry​ ​brown​ ​devil​ ​grass
3
​ ​
along​ ​the​ ​verges
4
,​ ​heedless
5
​ ​of​ ​the​ ​two​ ​huge​ ​wine​ ​
casks
6
​ ​on​ ​his​ ​back.
“Robbers,”​ ​Dunk​ ​said.​ ​Mounted​ ​atop​ ​Thunder,​ ​
he​ ​was​ ​much​ ​closer
7
​ ​to​ ​the​ ​dead​ ​men.​ ​“Rapers
8
.​ ​
Murderers.”​ ​Dark​ ​circles​ ​stained​ ​his​ ​old​ ​green​ ​tunic​ ​
under​ ​both​ ​arms.​ ​The​ ​sky​ ​was​ ​blue​ ​and​ ​the​ ​sun​ ​
was​ ​blazing​ ​hot
9
,​ ​and​ ​he​ ​had​ ​sweated​ ​gallons
10
​ ​
since​ ​breaking
11
​ ​camp​ ​this​ ​morning.
Egg​ ​took​ ​off​ ​his​ ​wide-brimmed,​ ​ﬂoppy​ ​straw​ ​
hat
12
.​ ​Beneath,​ ​his​ ​head​ ​was​ ​bald
13
​ ​and​ ​shiny.​ ​He​ ​
used​ ​the​ ​hat​ ​to​ ​fan​ ​away​ ​the​ ​ﬂies.​ ​There​ ​were​ ​hun-
dreds​ ​crawling​ ​on​ ​the​ ​dead​ ​men,​ ​and​ ​more​ ​drift
-
ing​ ​lazily
14
​ ​through​ ​the​ ​still,​ ​hot​ ​air.​ ​“It​ ​must​ ​have​ ​
been​ ​something​ ​bad,​ ​for​ ​them​ ​to​ ​be​ ​left​ ​to​ ​die​ ​in-
side​ ​a​ ​crow
15
​ ​cage.”
Sometimes​ ​Egg​ ​could​ ​be​ ​as​ ​wise​ ​as​ ​any​ ​maester
16
,​ ​
but​ ​other​ ​times​ ​he​ ​was​ ​still​ ​a​ ​boy​ ​of​ ​ten.​ ​“There​ ​
are​ ​lords​ ​and​ ​lords,”​ ​Dunk​ ​said.​ ​“Some​ ​don’t​ ​need​ ​
much​ ​reason​ ​to​ ​put​ ​a​ ​man​ ​to​ ​death.”
The​ ​iron​ ​cage​ ​was​ ​barely​ ​big​ ​enough​ ​to​ ​hold​ ​
one​ ​man,​ ​yet​ ​two​ ​had​ ​been​ ​forced​ ​inside​ ​it.​ ​They​ ​
stood​ ​face-to-face,​ ​with​ ​their​ ​arms​ ​and​ ​legs​ ​in​ ​a​ ​
tangle
17
​ ​and​ ​their​ ​backs​ ​against​ ​the​ ​hot​ ​black​ ​iron​ ​
of​ ​the​ ​bars.​ ​One​ ​had​ ​tried​ ​to​ ​eat​ ​the​ ​other,​ ​gnaw-
ing​ ​at​ ​his
18
​ ​neck​ ​and​ ​shoulder.​ ​The​ ​crows​ ​had​ ​been​ ​
at​ ​both​ ​of​ ​them
19
.​ ​When​ ​Dunk​ ​and​ ​Egg​ ​had​ ​come​ ​
around​ ​the​ ​hill,​ ​the​ ​birds​ ​had​ ​risen​ ​like​ ​a​ ​black​ ​
cloud,​ ​so​ ​thick​ ​that​ ​Maester​ ​spooked
20
.
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THE​ ​SWORN​ ​SWORD
1.à​ ​demi​ ​morts​ ​
de​ ​faim
2.braconné
3.sécheresse​ ​
4.qui​ ​entamait
5.une​ ​bande​ ​de​ ​
hors-la-loi
6.joueur​ ​de​ ​
harpe
7.voyait​ ​de​ ​
vaillants​ ​
bandits
8.quand​ ​il​ ​était​ ​
l’écuyer​ ​du
9.À​ ​la​ ​
connaissance​ ​
de​ ​Dunk,​ ​
aucune​ ​chanson​ ​
ne​ ​le​ ​célébrait​ ​
[ce​ ​malandrin]
10.peu​ ​importe
11.une​ ​piètre
12.grande​ ​
ouverte
13.picoraient
14.la​ ​lui​ ​avait​ ​
fait​ ​arracher
15.dans​ ​sa​ ​
tignasse​ ​
blondie​ ​par​ ​le​ ​
soleil
16.Il​ ​ne​ ​pouvait​ ​
rien​ ​faire​ ​pour​ ​
des​ ​morts
17.désorienté
18.avant​ ​la​ ​nuit
“Whoever​ ​they​ ​were,​ ​they​ ​look​ ​half-starved
1
,”​ ​
Dunk​ ​said.​ ​Skeletons​ ​in​ ​skin,​ ​and​ ​the​ ​skin​ ​is​ ​green​ ​
and​ ​rotting.​ ​“Might​ ​be​ ​they​ ​stole​ ​some​ ​bread,​ ​or​ ​
poached
2
​ ​a​ ​deer​ ​in​ ​some​ ​lord’s​ ​wood.”​ ​With​ ​the​ ​
drought
3
​ ​entering
4
​ ​its​ ​second​ ​year,​ ​most​ ​lords​ ​had​ ​
become​ ​less​ ​tolerant​ ​of​ ​poaching,​ ​and​ ​they​ ​hadn’t​ ​
been​ ​very​ ​tolerant​ ​to​ ​begin​ ​with.
“It​ ​could​ ​be​ ​they​ ​were​ ​in​ ​some​ ​outlaw​ ​band
5
.”​ ​At​ ​
Dosk,​ ​they’d​ ​heard​ ​a​ ​harper
6
​ ​sing​ ​“The​ ​Day​ ​They​ ​
Hanged​ ​Black​ ​Robin.”​ ​Ever​ ​since,​ ​Egg​ ​had​ ​been​ ​
seeing​ ​gallant​ ​outlaws
7
​ ​behind​ ​every​ ​bush.
Dunk​ ​had​ ​met​ ​a​ ​few​ ​outlaws​ ​while​ ​squiring​ ​for​ ​
the
8
​ ​old​ ​man.​ ​He​ ​was​ ​in​ ​no​ ​hurry​ ​to​ ​meet​ ​any​ ​more.​ ​
None​ ​of​ ​the​ ​ones​ ​he’d​ ​known​ ​had​ ​been​ ​especially​ ​
gallant.​ ​He​ ​remembered​ ​one​ ​outlaw​ ​Ser​ ​Arlan​ ​had​ ​
helped​ ​hang,​ ​who’d​ ​been​ ​fond​ ​of​ ​stealing​ ​rings.​ ​He​ ​
would​ ​cut​ ​off​ ​a​ ​man’s​ ​ﬁngers​ ​to​ ​get​ ​at​ ​them,​ ​but​ ​with​ ​
women​ ​he​ ​preferred​ ​to​ ​bite.​ ​There​ ​were​ ​no​ ​songs​ ​
about​ ​him​ ​that​ ​Dunk​ ​knew
9
.​ ​Outlaws​ ​or​ ​poachers,​ ​
makes​ ​no​ ​matter​ ​
10
.​ ​Dead​ ​men​ ​make​ ​poor
11
​ ​com-
pany.​ ​He​ ​walked​ ​Thunder​ ​slowly​ ​around​ ​the​ ​cage.​ ​
The​ ​empty​ ​eyes​ ​seemed​ ​to​ ​follow​ ​him.​ ​One​ ​of​ ​the​ ​
dead​ ​men​ ​had​ ​his​ ​head​ ​down​ ​and​ ​his​ ​mouth​ ​gaping
open
12
.​ ​He​ ​has​ ​no​ ​tongue,​ ​Dunk​ ​observed.​ ​He​ ​sup-
posed​ ​the​ ​crows​ ​might​ ​have​ ​eaten​ ​it.​ ​Crows​ ​always​ ​
pecked
13
​ ​a​ ​corpse’s​ ​eyes​ ​out​ ​ﬁrst,​ ​he​ ​had​ ​heard,​ ​but​ ​
maybe​ ​the​ ​tongue​ ​went​ ​second.​ ​Or​ ​maybe​ ​a​ ​lord​ ​
had​ ​it​ ​torn​ ​out​ ​
14
,​ ​for​ ​something​ ​that​ ​he​ ​said.
Dunk​ ​pushed​ ​his​ ​ﬁngers​ ​through​ ​his​ ​mop​ ​of​ ​
sun-streaked​ ​hair
15
.​ ​The​ ​dead​ ​were​ ​beyond​ ​his​ ​
help
16
,​ ​and​ ​they​ ​had​ ​casks​ ​of​ ​wine​ ​to​ ​get​ ​to​ ​Stand-
fast.​ ​“Which​ ​way​ ​did​ ​we​ ​come?”​ ​he​ ​asked,​ ​looking​ ​
from​ ​one​ ​road​ ​to​ ​the​ ​other.​ ​“I’m​ ​turned​ ​around
17
.”
“Standfast​ ​is​ ​that​ ​way,​ ​ser.”​ ​Egg​ ​pointed.
“That’s​ ​for​ ​us,​ ​then.​ ​We​ ​could​ ​be​ ​back​ ​by​ ​even
-
fall
18
,​ ​but​ ​not​ ​if​ ​we​ ​sit​ ​here​ ​all​ ​day​ ​counting​ ​ﬂies.”​ ​
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1.embranche-
ment
2.tira​ ​
fermement​ ​sur​ ​
les​ ​rênes​ ​de​ ​
Maester
3.renonça​ ​à
4.avança​ ​sans​ ​
broncher
5.cuit
6.ornières
7.s’était​ ​lui-
même​ ​tordu​ ​la​ ​
cheville
8.en​ ​pleine
9.des​ ​maux
10.Oui,​ ​mon​ ​
garçon
11.des​ ​
cicatrices
12.la​ ​chevalerie
13.nu
14.dague
15.rangée​ ​dans​ ​
son​ ​fourreau
16.se​ ​balan-
çaient
17.en​ ​loques
18.tout​ ​sale
19.et​ ​faisait​ ​à​ ​
peine​ ​5​ ​pieds​ ​de​ ​
haut​ ​[1,50​ ​m]
20.Récemment
21.avait​ ​poussé​ ​
d’un​ ​coup
22.même​ ​s’il​ ​
était​ ​encore​ ​
très​ ​loin​ ​de​ ​
rattraper
23.garçon​ ​
d’écurie
24.d’hommes​ ​
sans​ ​foi​ ​ni​ ​loi
He​ ​touched​ ​Thunder​ ​with​ ​his​ ​heels​ ​and​ ​turned​ ​the​ ​
big​ ​destrier​ ​toward​ ​the​ ​left-hand​ ​fork
1
.
Egg​ ​put​ ​his​ ​ﬂoppy​ ​hat​ ​back​ ​on​ ​and​ ​tugged​ ​sharp-
ly​ ​at​ ​Maester’s​ ​lead
2
.​ ​The​ ​mule​ ​left​ ​off
3
​ ​cropping​ ​at​ ​
the​ ​devil​ ​grass​ ​and​ ​came​ ​along​ ​without​ ​an​ ​argu-
ment
4
​ ​for​ ​once.​ ​He’s​ ​hot​ ​as​ ​well,​ ​Dunk​ ​thought,​ ​and​ ​
those​ ​wine​ ​casks​ ​must​ ​be​ ​heavy.
The​ ​summer​ ​sun​ ​had​ ​baked
5
​ ​the​ ​road​ ​as​ ​hard​ ​as​ ​
brick.​ ​Its​ ​ruts
6
​ ​were​ ​deep​ ​enough​ ​to​ ​break​ ​a​ ​horse’s​ ​
leg,​ ​so​ ​Dunk​ ​was​ ​careful​ ​to​ ​keep​ ​Thunder​ ​to​ ​the​ ​
higher​ ​ground​ ​between​ ​them.​ ​He​ ​had​ ​twisted​ ​his​ ​
own​ ​ankle
7
​ ​the​ ​day​ ​they​ ​left​ ​Dosk,​ ​walking​ ​in​ ​the​ ​
black​ ​of​ ​
8
​ ​night​ ​when​ ​it​ ​was​ ​cooler.​ ​A​ ​knight​ ​had​ ​
to​ ​learn​ ​to​ ​live​ ​with​ ​aches
9
​ ​and​ ​pains,​ ​the​ ​old​ ​man​ ​
used​ ​to​ ​say.​ ​Aye,​ ​lad​ ​
10
,​ ​and​ ​with​ ​broken​ ​bones​ ​and​ ​
scars
11
.​ ​They’re​ ​as​ ​much​ ​a​ ​part​ ​of​ ​knighthood​ ​
12
​ ​as​ ​
your​ ​swords​ ​and​ ​shields.​ ​If​ ​Thunder​ ​were​ ​to​ ​break​ ​
a​ ​leg,​ ​though...​ ​well,​ ​a​ ​knight​ ​without​ ​a​ ​horse​ ​was​ ​
no​ ​knight​ ​at​ ​all.
Egg​ ​followed​ ​ﬁve​ ​yards​ ​behind​ ​him,​ ​with​ ​Mae
-
ster​ ​and​ ​the​ ​wine​ ​casks.​ ​The​ ​boy​ ​was​ ​walking​ ​with​ ​
one​ ​bare
13
​ ​foot​ ​in​ ​a​ ​rut​ ​and​ ​one​ ​out,​ ​so​ ​he​ ​rose​ ​and​ ​
fell​ ​with​ ​every​ ​step.​ ​His​ ​dagger
14
​ ​was​ ​sheathed
15
​ ​on​ ​
one​ ​hip,​ ​his​ ​boots​ ​slung
16
​ ​over​ ​his​ ​backpack,​ ​his​ ​
ragged
17
​ ​brown​ ​tunic​ ​rolled​ ​up​ ​and​ ​knotted​ ​round​ ​
his​ ​waist.​ ​Beneath​ ​his​ ​wide-brimmed​ ​straw​ ​hat,​ ​
his​ ​face​ ​was​ ​smudged​ ​and​ ​dirty
18
,​ ​his​ ​eyes​ ​large​ ​
and​ ​dark.​ ​He​ ​was​ ​ten,​ ​not​ ​quite​ ​ﬁve​ ​feet​ ​tall
19
.​ ​Of​ ​
late
20
​ ​he​ ​had​ ​been​ ​sprouting​ ​fast
21
​ ​though​ ​he​ ​had​ ​a​ ​
long​ ​long​ ​way​ ​to​ ​grow​ ​before​ ​he’d​ ​be​ ​catching​ ​up​ ​
to
22
​ ​Dunk.​ ​He​ ​looked​ ​just​ ​like​ ​the​ ​stableboy
23
​ ​he​ ​
wasn’t,​ ​and​ ​not​ ​at​ ​all​ ​like​ ​who​ ​he​ ​really​ ​was.
The​ ​dead​ ​men​ ​soon​ ​disappeared​ ​behind​ ​them,​ ​
but​ ​Dunk​ ​found​ ​himself​ ​thinking​ ​about​ ​them​ ​all​ ​
the​ ​same.​ ​The​ ​realm​ ​was​ ​full​ ​of​ ​lawless​ ​men
24
​ ​these​ ​
days.​ ​The​ ​drought​ ​showed​ ​no​ ​signs​ ​of​ ​ending,​ ​and​ ​
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THE​ ​SWORN​ ​SWORD
1.des​ ​milliers​ ​
de​ ​petites​ ​gens
2.pris
3.car​ ​
4.celui​ ​qui​ ​tue​ ​
les​ ​siens
5.maudit
6.disait​ ​la​ ​
devinette​ ​que
7.soit​ ​monté​ ​
sur
8.il​ ​n’en​ ​attirait​ ​
pas​ ​moins​ ​
l’attention
9.vêtu​ ​de
10.bleu​ ​et​ ​
d’écarlate
11.pâle
12.lui​ ​
donnaient​ ​un​ ​
air​ ​de​ ​cadavre​ ​
ambulant
13.tache​ ​de​ ​vin
14.corbeau
15.tache​ ​
informe
16.sorcier
17.orbite
18.jusqu’à​ ​son​ ​
âme
19.souvenir
20.frissonner
21.se​ ​
ratatinaient
22.des​ ​croix-
de-Malte​ ​
[plante​ ​vivace]
23.des​ ​toues
24.se​ ​
cramponnaient​ ​
encore​ ​à​ ​la​ ​vie
25.cultures
smallfolk​ ​by​ ​the​ ​thousands
1
​ ​had​ ​taken​ ​to
2
​ ​the​ ​roads,​ ​
looking​ ​for​ ​some​ ​place​ ​where​ ​the​ ​rains​ ​still​ ​fell.​ ​
Lord​ ​Bloodraven​ ​had​ ​commanded​ ​them​ ​to​ ​return​ ​
to​ ​their​ ​own​ ​lands​ ​and​ ​lords,​ ​but​ ​few​ ​obeyed.​ ​Many​ ​
blamed​ ​Bloodraven​ ​and​ ​King​ ​Aerys​ ​for​ ​the​ ​drought.​ ​
It​ ​was​ ​a​ ​judgment​ ​from​ ​the​ ​gods,​ ​they​ ​said,​ ​for
3
​ ​the​ ​
kinslayer
4
​ ​is​ ​accursed
5
.​ ​If​ ​they​ ​were​ ​wise,​ ​though,​ ​
they​ ​did​ ​not​ ​say​ ​it​ ​loudly.​ ​How​ ​many​ ​eyes​ ​does​ ​Lord​ ​
Bloodraven​ ​have?​ ​ran​ ​the​ ​riddle
6
​ ​Egg​ ​had​ ​heard​ ​in​ ​
Oldtown.​ ​A​ ​thousand​ ​eyes,​ ​and​ ​one.
Six​ ​years​ ​ago​ ​in​ ​King’s​ ​Landing,​ ​Dunk​ ​had​ ​seen​ ​
him​ ​with​ ​his​ ​own​ ​two​ ​eyes,​ ​as​ ​he​ ​rode​ ​a​ ​pale​ ​horse​ ​
up​ ​the​ ​Street​ ​of​ ​Steel​ ​with​ ​ﬁfty​ ​Raven’s​ ​Teeth​ ​be-
hind​ ​him.​ ​That​ ​was​ ​before​ ​King​ ​Aerys​ ​had​ ​ascend
-
ed​ ​to
7
​ ​the​ ​Iron​ ​Throne​ ​and​ ​made​ ​him​ ​the​ ​Hand,​ ​
but​ ​even​ ​so​ ​he​ ​cut​ ​a​ ​striking​ ​ﬁgure
8
,​ ​garbed​ ​in
9
​ ​
smoke​ ​and​ ​scarlet
10
​ ​with​ ​Dark​ ​Sister​ ​on​ ​his​ ​hip.​ ​His​ ​
pallid
11
​ ​skin​ ​and​ ​bone-white​ ​hair​ ​made​ ​him​ ​look​ ​a​ ​
living​ ​corpse
12
.​ ​Across​ ​his​ ​cheek​ ​and​ ​chin​ ​spread​ ​
a​ ​winestain​ ​birthmark
13
​ ​that​ ​was​ ​supposed​ ​to​ ​re-
semble​ ​a​ ​red​ ​raven
14
,​ ​though​ ​Dunk​ ​only​ ​saw​ ​an​ ​
odd-shaped​ ​blotch
15
​ ​of​ ​discolored​ ​skin.​ ​He​ ​stared​ ​
so​ ​hard​ ​that​ ​Bloodraven​ ​felt​ ​it.​ ​The​ ​king’s​ ​sorcer-
er
16
​ ​had​ ​turned​ ​to​ ​study​ ​him​ ​as​ ​he​ ​went​ ​by.​ ​He​ ​had​ ​
one​ ​eye,​ ​and​ ​that​ ​one​ ​red.​ ​The​ ​other​ ​was​ ​an​ ​empty​ ​
socket
17
,​ ​the​ ​gift​ ​Bittersteel​ ​had​ ​given​ ​him​ ​upon​ ​
the​ ​Redgrass​ ​Field.​ ​Yet​ ​it​ ​seemed​ ​to​ ​Dunk​ ​that​ ​both​ ​
eyes​ ​had​ ​looked​ ​right​ ​through​ ​his​ ​skin,​ ​down​ ​to​ ​
his​ ​very​ ​soul
18
.
Despite​ ​the​ ​heat,​ ​the​ ​memory
19
​ ​made​ ​him​ ​
shiver
20
.​ ​“Ser?”​ ​Egg​ ​called.​ ​“Are​ ​you​ ​unwell?”
“No,”​ ​said​ ​Dunk.​ ​“I’m​ ​as​ ​hot​ ​and​ ​thirsty​ ​as​ ​them.”​ ​
He​ ​pointed​ ​toward​ ​the​ ​ﬁeld​ ​beyond​ ​the​ ​road,​ ​
where​ ​rows​ ​of​ ​melons​ ​were​ ​shriveling
21
​ ​on​ ​the​ ​
vines.​ ​Along​ ​the​ ​verges​ ​goat’s​ ​heads
22
​ ​and​ ​tufts
23
​ ​
of​ ​devil​ ​grass​ ​still​ ​clung​ ​to​ ​life
24
,​ ​but​ ​the​ ​crops
25
​ ​
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1.ne​ ​s’en​ ​
tiraient​ ​pas​ ​
aussi​ ​bien
2.chevalier​ ​
errant​ ​[terme​ ​
ctif]
3.heaume
4.bien​ ​peu​ ​de
5.haies
6.desséchées
7.ferait​ ​
trempette
8.tout​ ​
dégoulinant
9.souriant
10.complète-
ment​ ​collée
11.torse​ ​nu
12.A-t-on​ ​
jamais​ ​entendu​ ​
parler
13.convenable
14.tout​ ​nu
15.vouée​ ​à​ ​un​ ​
seigneur
16.le​ ​pain​ ​et​ ​le​ ​
vin​ ​[hydromel]
d’un​ ​seigneur
17.rechigne
18.à​ ​l’épreuve
19.ne​ ​fais​ ​
jamais​ ​honte​ ​au
20.de​ ​la​ ​bière
21.lui-même​ ​la​ ​
même​ ​pitance
22.continua​ ​
d’étouer
were​ ​not​ ​faring​ ​near​ ​as​ ​well
1
.​ ​Dunk​ ​knew​ ​just​ ​how​ ​
the​ ​melons​ ​felt.​ ​Ser​ ​Arlan​ ​used​ ​to​ ​say​ ​that​ ​no​ ​hedge​ ​
knight
2
​ ​need​ ​ever​ ​go​ ​thirsty.​ ​“Not​ ​so​ ​long​ ​as​ ​he​ ​has​ ​
a​ ​helm
3
​ ​to​ ​catch​ ​the​ ​rain​ ​in.​ ​Rainwater​ ​is​ ​the​ ​best​ ​
drink​ ​there​ ​is,​ ​lad.”​ ​The​ ​old​ ​man​ ​never​ ​saw​ ​a​ ​sum-
mer​ ​like​ ​this​ ​one,​ ​though.​ ​Dunk​ ​had​ ​left​ ​his​ ​helm​ ​
at​ ​Standfast.​ ​It​ ​was​ ​too​ ​hot​ ​and​ ​heavy​ ​to​ ​wear,​ ​and​ ​
there​ ​had​ ​been​ ​precious​ ​little
4
​ ​rain​ ​to​ ​catch​ ​in​ ​it.​ ​
What’s​ ​a​ ​hedge​ ​knight​ ​to​ ​do​ ​when​ ​even​ ​the​ ​hedges
5
​ ​
are​ ​brown​ ​and​ ​parched​ ​
6
​ ​and​ ​dying?
Maybe​ ​when​ ​they​ ​reached​ ​the​ ​stream​ ​he’d​ ​have​ ​
a​ ​soak
7
.​ ​He​ ​smiled,​ ​thinking​ ​how​ ​good​ ​that​ ​would​ ​
feel,​ ​to​ ​jump​ ​right​ ​in​ ​and​ ​come​ ​up​ ​sopping​ ​wet
8
​ ​
and​ ​grinning
9
,​ ​with​ ​water​ ​cascading​ ​down​ ​his​ ​
cheeks​ ​and​ ​through​ ​his​ ​tangled​ ​hair​ ​and​ ​his​ ​tunic​ ​
clinging​ ​sodden
10
​ ​to​ ​his​ ​skin.​ ​Egg​ ​might​ ​want​ ​a​ ​
soak​ ​as​ ​well,​ ​though​ ​the​ ​boy​ ​looked​ ​cool​ ​and​ ​dry,​ ​
more​ ​dusty​ ​than​ ​sweaty.​ ​He​ ​never​ ​sweated​ ​much.​ ​
​ ​
He​ ​liked​ ​the​ ​heat.​ ​In​ ​Dorne​ ​he​ ​went​ ​about​ ​bare-
chested
11
,​ ​and​ ​turned​ ​brown​ ​as​ ​a​ ​Dornishmen.​ ​It​ ​
is​ ​his​ ​dragon​ ​blood,​ ​Dunk​ ​told​ ​himself.​ ​Whoever​ ​
​ ​
heard​ ​
12
​ ​of​ ​a​ ​sweaty​ ​dragon?​ ​He​ ​would​ ​gladly​ ​
have​ ​pulled​ ​his​ ​own​ ​tunic​ ​off,​ ​but​ ​it​ ​would​ ​not​ ​be​ ​
​ ​
ﬁtting
13
.​ ​A​ ​hedge​ ​knight​ ​could​ ​ride​ ​bare​ ​naked
14
​ ​if​ ​
he​ ​chose;​ ​he​ ​had​ ​no​ ​one​ ​to​ ​shame​ ​but​ ​himself.​ ​It​ ​
was​ ​different​ ​when​ ​your​ ​sword​ ​was​ ​sworn
15
.​ ​When​ ​
you​ ​accept​ ​a​ ​lord’s​ ​meat​ ​and​ ​mead​ ​
16
,​ ​all​ ​you​ ​do​ ​re-
ﬂects​ ​on​ ​him,​ ​Ser​ ​Arlan​ ​used​ ​to​ ​say.​ ​Always​ ​do​ ​more​ ​
than​ ​he​ ​expects​ ​of​ ​you,​ ​never​ ​less.​ ​Never​ ​ﬂinch
17
​ ​at​ ​
any​ ​task​ ​or​ ​hardship
18
.​ ​And​ ​above​ ​all,​ ​never​ ​shame​ ​
the
19
​ ​lord​ ​you​ ​serve.​ ​At​ ​Standfast,​ ​“meat​ ​and​ ​mead”​ ​
meant​ ​chicken​ ​and​ ​ale
20
,​ ​but​ ​Ser​ ​Eustace​ ​ate​ ​the​ ​
same​ ​plain​ ​fare​ ​himself
21
.
Dunk​ ​kept​ ​his​ ​tunic​ ​on​ ​and​ ​sweltered​ ​
22
.
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THE​ ​SWORN​ ​SWORD
1.monture​ ​
hirsute
2.chique​ ​de​ ​
feuille​ ​aigre​ ​
[plante​ ​à​ ​
mâcher​ ​ctive​ ​
qui,​ ​telle​ ​
le​ ​bétel,​ ​rougit​ ​
la​ ​salive]
3.[monstres​ ​
marins]
4.ont​ ​pillé
5.nos​ ​richesses
6.mériterait​ ​la​ ​
corde
7.Par​ ​les​ ​sept​ ​
enfers!
8.[saw]
9.si​ ​vous​ ​voulez​ ​
mon​ ​avis
10.tenue
11.des​ ​chausses
12.de​ ​grosse​ ​
toile
13.en​ ​cuir​ ​de​ ​
cheval
14.passait
15.surcot​ ​
[porté​ ​sur​ ​
la​ ​cotte​ ​de​ ​
mailles]
16.cotte​ ​de​ ​
mailles​ ​rouillée
17.ridé
18.petits​ ​et​ ​
plissés
S
er​ ​Bennis​ ​of​ ​the​ ​Brown​ ​Shield​ ​was​ ​waiting​ ​at​ ​
the​ ​old​ ​plank​ ​bridge.​ ​“So​ ​you​ ​come​ ​back,”​ ​he​ ​
called​ ​out.​ ​“You​ ​were​ ​gone​ ​so​ ​long​ ​I​ ​thought​ ​you​ ​
run​ ​off​ ​with​ ​the​ ​old​ ​man’s​ ​silver.”​ ​Bennis​ ​was​ ​sit-
ting​ ​on​ ​his​ ​shaggy​ ​garron
1
,​ ​chewing​ ​a​ ​wad​ ​of​ ​sour-
leaf
2
​ ​that​ ​made​ ​it​ ​look​ ​as​ ​if​ ​his​ ​mouth​ ​was​ ​full​ ​of​ ​
blood.
“We​ ​had​ ​to​ ​go​ ​all​ ​the​ ​way​ ​to​ ​Dosk​ ​to​ ​ﬁnd​ ​some​ ​
wine,”​ ​Dunk​ ​told​ ​him.​ ​“The​ ​krakens
3
​ ​raided
4
​ ​Little​ ​
Dosk.​ ​They​ ​carried​ ​off​ ​the​ ​wealth
5
​ ​and​ ​women​ ​and​ ​
burned​ ​half​ ​of​ ​what​ ​they​ ​did​ ​not​ ​take.”​ ​
“That​ ​Dagon​ ​Greyjoy​ ​wants​ ​for​ ​hanging
6
,”​ ​Ben-
nis​ ​said.​ ​“Aye,​ ​but​ ​who’s​ ​to​ ​hang​ ​him?​ ​You​ ​see​ ​old​ ​
Pinchbottom​ ​Pate?”
“They​ ​told​ ​us​ ​he​ ​was​ ​dead.​ ​The​ ​ironmen​ ​killed​ ​
him​ ​when​ ​he​ ​tried​ ​to​ ​stop​ ​them​ ​taking​ ​off​ ​his​ ​
daughter.”
“Seven​ ​bloody​ ​hells.
7
”​ ​Bennis​ ​turned​ ​his​ ​head​ ​
and​ ​spat.​ ​“I​ ​seen
8
​ ​that​ ​daughter​ ​once.​ ​Not​ ​worth​ ​
dying​ ​for,​ ​you​ ​ask​ ​me
9
.​ ​That​ ​fool​ ​Pate​ ​owed​ ​me​ ​
half​ ​a​ ​silver.”​ ​The​ ​brown​ ​knight​ ​looked​ ​just​ ​as​ ​he​ ​
had​ ​when​ ​they​ ​left;​ ​worse,​ ​he​ ​smelled​ ​the​ ​same​ ​as​ ​
well.​ ​He​ ​wore​ ​the​ ​same​ ​garb
10
​ ​every​ ​day:​ ​brown​ ​
breeches
11
,​ ​a​ ​shapeless​ ​roughspun
12
​ ​tunic,​ ​horse-
hide
13
​ ​boots.​ ​When​ ​armored​ ​he​ ​donned
14
​ ​a​ ​loose​ ​
brown​ ​surcoat
15
​ ​over​ ​a​ ​shirt​ ​of​ ​rusted​ ​mail
16
.
His​ ​sword​ ​belt​ ​was​ ​a​ ​cord​ ​of​ ​boiled​ ​leather,​ ​and​ ​
his​ ​seamed
17
​ ​face​ ​might​ ​have​ ​been​ ​made​ ​of​ ​the​ ​
same​ ​thing.​ ​His​ ​head​ ​looks​ ​like​ ​one​ ​of​ ​those​ ​shriv-
eled​ ​melons​ ​that​ ​we​ ​passed.​ ​Even​ ​his​ ​teeth​ ​were​ ​
brown,​ ​under​ ​the​ ​red​ ​stains​ ​left​ ​by​ ​the​ ​sourleaf​ ​he​ ​
liked​ ​to​ ​chew.​ ​Amidst​ ​all​ ​that​ ​brownness,​ ​his​ ​eyes​ ​
stood​ ​out;​ ​they​ ​were​ ​a​ ​pale​ ​green,​ ​squinty​ ​small
18
,​ ​
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1.très​ ​
rapprochés
2.raisins
3.raisins​ ​secs
4.concentré
5.gauchies
6.caquetait​ ​
7.brayait
8.consterné
9.c’est​ ​raté​ ​
pour​ ​mon​ ​bain
10.puits
11.Une​ ​vraie​ ​
cochonnerie
12.l’avoine
13.l’orge
14.déjà
15.Dans​ ​le​ ​
temps
16.une​ ​langue​ ​
de​ ​vipère
close​ ​set
1
,​ ​and​ ​shiny​ ​bright​ ​with​ ​malice.​ ​“Only​ ​two​ ​
casks,”​ ​he​ ​observed.​ ​“Ser​ ​Useless​ ​wanted​ ​four.”
“We​ ​were​ ​lucky​ ​to​ ​ﬁnd​ ​two,”​ ​said​ ​Dunk.​ ​“The​ ​
drought​ ​reached​ ​the​ ​Arbor​ ​too.​ ​We​ ​heard​ ​the​ ​
grapes
2
​ ​are​ ​turning​ ​into​ ​raisins
3
​ ​on​ ​the​ ​vines,​ ​and​ ​
the​ ​ironmen​ ​have​ ​been​ ​pirating—”
“Ser?”​ ​Egg​ ​broke​ ​in.​ ​“The​ ​water’s​ ​gone.”
Dunk​ ​had​ ​been​ ​so​ ​intent
4
​ ​on​ ​Bennis​ ​that​ ​
he​ ​hadn’t​ ​noticed.​ ​Beneath​ ​the​ ​warped
5
​ ​wood-
en​ ​planks​ ​of​ ​the​ ​bridge​ ​only​ ​sand​ ​and​ ​stones​ ​re
-
mained.​ ​That’s​ ​queer.​ ​The​ ​stream​ ​was​ ​running​ ​low​ ​
when​ ​we​ ​left,​ ​but​ ​it​ ​was​ ​running.
Bennis​ ​laughed.​ ​He​ ​had​ ​two​ ​sorts​ ​of​ ​laughs.​ ​
Sometimes​ ​he​ ​cackled
6
​ ​like​ ​a​ ​chicken,​ ​and​ ​some-
times​ ​he​ ​brayed
7
​ ​louder​ ​than​ ​Egg’s​ ​mule.​ ​This​ ​was​ ​
his​ ​chicken​ ​laugh.​ ​“Dried​ ​up​ ​while​ ​you​ ​was​ ​gone,​ ​I​ ​
guess.​ ​A​ ​drought’ll​ ​do​ ​that.”
Dunk​ ​was​ ​dismayed
8
.​ ​Well,​ ​I​ ​won’t​ ​be​ ​soaking​ ​
now
9
.​ ​He​ ​swung​ ​down​ ​to​ ​the​ ​ground.​ ​What’s​ ​going​ ​
to​ ​happen​ ​to​ ​the​ ​crops?​ ​Half​ ​the​ ​wells
10
​ ​in​ ​the​ ​Reach​ ​
had​ ​gone​ ​dry,​ ​and​ ​all​ ​the​ ​rivers​ ​were​ ​running​ ​low,​ ​
even​ ​the​ ​Blackwater​ ​Rush​ ​and​ ​the​ ​mighty​ ​Mander.
“Nasty​ ​stuff​ ​
11
,​ ​water,”​ ​Bennis​ ​said.​ ​“Drank​ ​some​ ​
once,​ ​and​ ​it​ ​made​ ​me​ ​sick​ ​as​ ​a​ ​dog.​ ​Wine’s​ ​better.”
“Not​ ​for​ ​oats
12
.​ ​Not​ ​for​ ​barleycorn
13
.​ ​Not​ ​for​ ​car-
rots,​ ​onions,​ ​cabbages.​ ​Even​ ​grapes​ ​need​ ​water.”​ ​
Dunk​ ​shook​ ​his​ ​head.​ ​“How​ ​could​ ​it​ ​go​ ​dry​ ​so​ ​
quick?​ ​We’ve​ ​only​ ​been​ ​gone​ ​six​ ​days.”
“Wasn’t​ ​much​ ​water​ ​in​ ​there​ ​to​ ​start​ ​with
14
,​ ​
Dunk.​ ​Time​ ​was
15
,​ ​I​ ​could​ ​piss​ ​me​ ​bigger​ ​streams​ ​
than​ ​this​ ​one.”
“Not​ ​Dunk,”​ ​said​ ​Dunk.​ ​“I​ ​told​ ​you​ ​that.”​ ​He​ ​
wondered​ ​why​ ​he​ ​bothered.​ ​Bennis​ ​was​ ​a​ ​mean-
mouthed​ ​man
16
,​ ​and​ ​it​ ​pleased​ ​him​ ​to​ ​make​ ​mock.​ ​
“I’m​ ​called​ ​Ser​ ​Duncan​ ​the​ ​Tall.”
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THE​ ​SWORN​ ​SWORD
1.bébé​ ​chauve
2.fonctionne​ ​
toujours
3.aimait​ ​bien
4.comme​ ​je​ ​
voudrai
5.observer​ ​d’un​ ​
air​ ​soucieux
6.s’accroupit
7.lança​ ​la​ ​
pierre
8.sur​ ​la​ ​berge
9.surplomb
10.nuage
11.balourd
12.me​ ​rappelle
13.Rouge​ ​et​ ​
visqueuse,​ ​elle​ ​
reluisait
14.de
“By​ ​who?​ ​Your​ ​bald​ ​pup
1
?”​ ​He​ ​looked​ ​at​ ​Egg​ ​
and​ ​laughed​ ​his​ ​chicken​ ​laugh.​ ​“You’re​ ​taller​ ​than​ ​
when​ ​you​ ​did​ ​for​ ​Pennytree,​ ​but​ ​you​ ​still​ ​look​ ​a​ ​
proper​ ​Dunk​ ​to​ ​me.”
Dunk​ ​rubbed​ ​the​ ​back​ ​of​ ​his​ ​neck​ ​and​ ​stared​ ​
down​ ​at​ ​the​ ​rocks.​ ​“What​ ​should​ ​we​ ​do?”
“Fetch​ ​home​ ​the​ ​wines,​ ​and​ ​tell​ ​Ser​ ​Useless​ ​his​ ​
stream’s​ ​gone​ ​dry.​ ​The​ ​Standfast​ ​well​ ​still​ ​draws
2
,​ ​
he​ ​won’t​ ​go​ ​thirsty.”
“Don’t​ ​call​ ​him​ ​Useless.”​ ​Dunk​ ​was​ ​fond​ ​of
3
​ ​the​ ​
old​ ​knight.​ ​“You​ ​sleep​ ​beneath​ ​his​ ​roof,​ ​give​ ​him​ ​
some​ ​respect.”
“You​ ​respect​ ​him​ ​for​ ​the​ ​both​ ​o’​ ​us,​ ​Dunk,”​ ​said​ ​
Bennis.​ ​“I’ll​ ​call​ ​him​ ​what​ ​I​ ​will
4
.”
The​ ​silvery​ ​grey​ ​planks​ ​creaked​ ​heavily​ ​as​ ​Dunk​ ​
walked​ ​out​ ​onto​ ​the​ ​bridge,​ ​to​ ​frown​ ​down​ ​at
5
​ ​the​ ​
sand​ ​and​ ​stones​ ​below.​ ​A​ ​few​ ​small​ ​brown​ ​pools​ ​
glistened​ ​amongst​ ​the​ ​rocks,​ ​he​ ​saw,​ ​none​ ​larger​ ​
than​ ​his​ ​hand.​ ​“Dead​ ​ﬁsh,​ ​there​ ​and​ ​there,​ ​see?”​ ​
The​ ​smell​ ​of​ ​them​ ​reminded​ ​him​ ​of​ ​the​ ​dead​ ​men​ ​
at​ ​the​ ​crossroads.
“I​ ​see​ ​them,​ ​ser,”​ ​said​ ​Egg.
Dunk​ ​hopped​ ​down​ ​to​ ​the​ ​streambed,​ ​squat-
ted
6
​ ​on​ ​his​ ​heels,​ ​and​ ​turned​ ​over​ ​a​ ​stone.​ ​Dry​ ​
and​ ​warm​ ​on​ ​top,​ ​moist​ ​and​ ​muddy​ ​underneath.​ ​
“The​ ​water​ ​can’t​ ​have​ ​been​ ​gone​ ​long.”​ ​Standing,​ ​
he​ ​ﬂicked​ ​the​ ​stone​ ​sidearm
7
​ ​at​ ​the​ ​bank
8
,​ ​where​ ​it​ ​
crashed​ ​through​ ​a​ ​crumbling​ ​overhang
9
​ ​in​ ​a​ ​puff
10
​ ​
of​ ​dry,​ ​brown​ ​earth.​ ​“The​ ​soil’s​ ​cracked​ ​along​ ​the​ ​
banks,​ ​but​ ​soft​ ​and​ ​muddy​ ​in​ ​the​ ​middle.​ ​Those​ ​
ﬁsh​ ​were​ ​alive​ ​yesterday.”
“Dunk​ ​the​ ​lunk
11
,​ ​Pennytree​ ​used​ ​to​ ​call​ ​you,​ ​I​ ​
recall
12
.”​ ​Ser​ ​Bennis​ ​spat​ ​a​ ​wad​ ​of​ ​sourleaf​ ​onto​ ​the​ ​
rocks.​ ​It​ ​glistened​ ​red​ ​and​ ​slimy
13
​ ​in​ ​the​ ​sunlight.​ ​
“Lunks​ ​shouldn’t​ ​try​ ​and
14
​ ​think,​ ​their​ ​heads​ ​is​ ​too​ ​
bloody​ ​thick​ ​for​ ​such.”















[image: ]GEORGE​ ​R.​ ​R.​ ​MARTIN
17
1.quand​ ​il​ ​le​ ​
réprimandait
2.mort​ ​depuis​ ​
deux​ ​ans
3.avait​ ​grande​ ​
envie
4.de​ ​réduire​ ​
en​ ​miettes​ ​ses​ ​
dents​ ​rouges​ ​et​ ​
gâtées​ ​
5.crapule
6.le​ ​dépassait​ ​
d’un​ ​bon​ ​pied​ ​
[env.​ ​40​ ​cm]
7.et​ ​de​ ​
quelques​ ​livres​ ​
[env.​ ​25​ ​kg]
8.s’était​ ​cogné​ ​
la​ ​tête
9.poutre
10.auberge
11.lui​ ​manquait​ ​
un​ ​pouce​ ​pour​ ​
atteindre​ ​
les​ ​7​ ​pieds​ ​
[env.​ ​2,10​ ​m]
12.seule
13.sortir​ ​de​ ​
là-dessous
14.On​ ​a​ ​
de​ ​bonnes​ ​
paillasses
15.Laissez​ ​
tomber
16.s’est​ ​asséché
17.du​ ​genre​ ​
têtu
18.[for]
Dunk​ ​the​ ​lunk,​ ​thick​ ​as​ ​a​ ​castle​ ​wall.​ ​From​ ​Ser​ ​
Arlan​ ​the​ ​words​ ​had​ ​been​ ​affectionate.​ ​He​ ​had​ ​been​ ​
a​ ​kindly​ ​man,​ ​even​ ​in​ ​his​ ​scolding
1
.​ ​In​ ​the​ ​mouth​ ​
of​ ​Ser​ ​Bennis​ ​of​ ​the​ ​Brown​ ​Shield,​ ​they​ ​sounded​ ​
different.​ ​“Ser​ ​Arlan’s​ ​two​ ​years​ ​dead
2
,”​ ​Dunk​ ​said,​ ​
“and​ ​I’m​ ​called​ ​Ser​ ​Duncan​ ​the​ ​Tall.”​ ​He​ ​was​ ​sorely
tempted
3
​ ​to​ ​put​ ​his​ ​ﬁst​ ​through​ ​the​ ​brown​ ​knight’s​ ​
face,​ ​and​ ​smash​ ​those​ ​red​ ​and​ ​rotten​ ​teeth​ ​to​ ​splin
-
ters
4
.​ ​Bennis​ ​of​ ​the​ ​Brown​ ​Shield​ ​might​ ​be​ ​a​ ​nasty​ ​
piece​ ​of​ ​work
5
,​ ​but​ ​Dunk​ ​had​ ​a​ ​good​ ​foot​ ​and​ ​a​ ​
half​ ​on​ ​him
6
,​ ​and​ ​four​ ​stone
7
​ ​as​ ​well.​ ​He​ ​might​ ​
be​ ​a​ ​lunk,​ ​but​ ​he​ ​was​ ​big.​ ​Sometimes​ ​it​ ​seemed​ ​as​ ​
though​ ​he’d​ ​thumped​ ​his​ ​head
8
​ ​on​ ​half​ ​the​ ​doors​ ​
in​ ​Westeros,​ ​not​ ​to​ ​mention​ ​every​ ​beam
9
​ ​in​ ​every​ ​
inn
10
​ ​from​ ​Dorne​ ​up​ ​to​ ​the​ ​Neck.​ ​Egg’s​ ​brother​ ​Ae-
mon​ ​had​ ​measured​ ​him​ ​in​ ​Oldtown,​ ​and​ ​found​ ​he​ ​
lacked​ ​an​ ​inch​ ​of​ ​seven​ ​feet
11
,​ ​but​ ​that​ ​was​ ​half​ ​a​ ​
year​ ​ago.​ ​He​ ​might​ ​have​ ​grown​ ​since.​ ​Growing​ ​was​ ​
the​ ​one
12
​ ​thing​ ​that​ ​Dunk​ ​did​ ​really​ ​well,​ ​the​ ​old​ ​
man​ ​used​ ​to​ ​say.
He​ ​went​ ​back​ ​to​ ​Thunder​ ​and​ ​mounted​ ​up​ ​again.​ ​
“Egg,​ ​get​ ​on​ ​back​ ​to​ ​Standfast​ ​with​ ​the​ ​wine.​ ​I’m​ ​
going​ ​to​ ​see​ ​what’s​ ​happened​ ​to​ ​the​ ​water.”
“Streams​ ​dry​ ​up​ ​all​ ​the​ ​time,”​ ​said​ ​Bennis.
“I​ ​just​ ​want​ ​to​ ​have​ ​a​ ​look—”
“Like​ ​how​ ​you​ ​looked​ ​under​ ​that​ ​rock?​ ​Shouldn’t​ ​
go​ ​turning​ ​over​ ​rocks,​ ​lunk.​ ​Never​ ​know​ ​what​ ​
might​ ​crawl​ ​out
13
.​ ​We​ ​got​ ​us​ ​nice​ ​straw​ ​pallets​ ​
back
14
​ ​at​ ​Standfast.​ ​There’s​ ​eggs​ ​more​ ​days​ ​than​ ​
not,​ ​and​ ​not​ ​much​ ​to​ ​do​ ​but​ ​listen​ ​to​ ​Ser​ ​Useless​ ​go​ ​
on​ ​about​ ​how​ ​great​ ​he​ ​used​ ​to​ ​be.​ ​Leave​ ​it​ ​be
15
,​ ​I​ ​
say.​ ​The​ ​stream​ ​went​ ​dry
16
,​ ​that’s​ ​all.”
Dunk​ ​was​ ​nothing​ ​if​ ​not​ ​stubborn
17
.​ ​“Ser​ ​Eus-
tace​ ​is​ ​waiting​ ​on
18
​ ​his​ ​wine,”​ ​he​ ​told​ ​Egg.​ ​“Tell​ ​
him​ ​where​ ​I​ ​went.”
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