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The Story Thus Far

In "The Hedge Knight,” we met Dunk. the young squire of a roaming Westeros hedge
knight. Following the death of his master, Dunk picked up the knight’s sword and shicld
and, naming himself “Ser Duncan the Tall,"entered into a tourney at Ashford Meadow, fea-
turing the finest knights in the Seven Kingdoms. Unfortunately, while chivalrously pro-
tecting dn innocent and beautiful puppeteer, Dunk drew the blood—and ire—of the cruel
and vain Prince Aerion. Dunk was saved from the Prince’s immediate wrath through the
intervention of Dunk’s own squire, "Egg” (unbcknownst to Dunk, Acrion’s youngest A
brother, Aegon). However, spilling royal blood is no mean thing, and Dunk was forced to

answer for his crime in the Trial of Seven...

DUNK -+ EGG SER SER
- BENNIS EUSTACE

Two years later...

Ser Duncan the Tall and his squ:}a. Egg. haw: continued to roam Westeros as hedge kn:ghts
offering their services for meat, mead. and occasional lodgings. As our tale begins, they
find themselves in the service of Ser Eustace, an aged knight whose g];‘hz

the memory of deeds long past. Ser Eustace’s ficfdom is ravaged by drought. and matters
turn serious as Dunk discovers that the unbearable heat may bring him more trouble than he
bargained for.. — /
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Egg had served me for
year and a half;

e had slept In stables, inne,

and ditches, broken bread

p ./

g

&t arty man could
wish for.

He

had been a8
good a companion




WHO PO YOu
THINE THEY WEEE,
SERT

IT MUFST
HAVE BEEN

SOMETHING BAD, FOR ||

THEM TO BE LEFT TO

Sometimes Egg could
be as wise 52 any
maester, bl ofher
Eimes he was stil a

boy of ten.

WERE, THEY LOOK
\‘I:Lﬁl.r—-{wmmfep. y
<
MIGHT BE THEY
Y STOLE SOME BREAD,
{ OF POACHED A DEER
IH SOME LORDYS
WOOoPR.

WHOEVER THEY )

| With the drought entering
ite second year, most
lords had become less

tolerant of Fm-:hfng.- anl
they hadr't bean very
bolerant to begin with.

THERE ARE
| LORDPS AND LORDS.
SOME DON'T NEED
MUCH REASON TO
FUT A MAN TO

COULD BE
THEY WERE IN
SOME OUTLAW
. BAND.

T !

AL Cosk, we'd heard a
harper sing “The D&y They
Hargeo Black Robir®.
Every day since: Egg had

Y been seeing gallant cutlaws

behind every bush.

I'd kriown had been
ecpecially gallant.

L Ty




I'M TURKEDR
ARCUND,

THEN. WE
L BE -

WE SIT HERE ALL
COUNTING FLIES.




| was careful to keep Thunder to the -
higher ground bebween the ruts. | had o= =S
twisted my own ankle the day we left
Dosi, walking In the black of night
when it was o :

Ydve, ol Snol with brok

bones and scars They're 55
HIHCH & Part of Enigithood &5

Your sworals and shfelds”

vy 3 L

If Trunder were bo break
a leg, though... well a knight

witholt a8 horee was no

kright; at all.

Bl The cead men scon disappeared
behind us, but | found myself
| Fhinking about

The realm was Al
[awless men those days.

The drought showed no sign of [
ending. Smallfole by the ]
Ehousands were looking for
- some place the rains obil fel.
il =45
The drougint was judgemen y
from the gods on Bloodraven B
and King Asrys, they eald: for
the Kinslayer is accursed.
. 5 NAY! A ; ANE ONE
THOUSAND EYES, OF EM'S ON
S AND ORE! - \ Yo !

IF they were wice,
though, they did |
ot say It loudly.
As the riddle ran
that Egg had
heard in Oldbown:
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Maybe when we reached
stream I'd have a soak.

‘sugh my tangled hair
and my turiic clinging

WHEN YOU
g ¢ AND ABCV
OX Htk ALWIYS DO NEVER S THE

EALL,
MORE THAN HE LORD You
EXPECTS OF YOU,
NEVER LESS. o

AL Standfast: “meat and
mead® meant chicken and
ale, but Ser Eustace ate
the same plain fare himself.

| kept my tunic
on and m"'.-elr.-.emd_




YU WERE
GONE SO LONS 1
THOUSHT YOU RUN
OFF WITH THE OLD
MAN"S SILVER!

Ser Bennis of the Brown
Shisld was waiking at the
mﬁmmmswﬁgm

ﬁl'g?gygm'm

a wad of sourleaf that made
It look &8 IF his mouth
were full of blood.

SE BLOCTY 1 SEEM THAT

VEN
HELLS! PARGHTER ONCE. NOT
” ASK f
A e THAT FOOL
] FETE CMWED ME HALF
' A SILVER...

TURNING INTO RAISING
ON THE VINES AN THE
IROMMEN HAWE BEEN
FIRATING ==

HE WAS PEAR, THE

IRONMEN EILLEDR HIM

WHEN HE TRIER TO STOF

FROM TAKING HiZ
ALGHT
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