PROLOGUE

THE COMET™S TARL SPREAD
ABOVE THE CRAGS OF
PRASONSTONE LikE A
WOLND I THE SkY!

THE COMET BLIRNED

FROM THE HOT VENTS AND YESTERMORN,
OF PRASONMONT A WHITE RAVEN HAD
BEHING THE CASTLE. g%h‘gf FROM THE

WHAT 2i0 1T
ALL MEAN?




COMES TO SEE
US SO EARLY,

. DO ME A KINGNESE AND
A ki AN
IT'S ME 4 BRING THE BIRD DOWN
AND PATCHES, FROM THE RODKERY FOR
MAESTER. B THE LAOY SHIREEN.

7 pyLOS ; - N T
8 [ sa0 WE MisHT & | woulo Be .wr
P | SEE THE wHITE .

RAVEM.

FOR FEATHERS. I
KNOW, T KNOW,
OK, OK, OH.

BREYSCALE HAD ALMOST
CLAMED THE BIRL IN THE
CRIB, LEAVING HER WITH
FLESH STIFF AN DEAD,
AN STONY TO THE TOLICH.

SHE Was THE
SADPEST CHILD
HE KNEW




THIS 15
EARLY TO COME
CALLING, SCARCE
PAST DAWN. YOU
SHOULD BE SNUG

IN YOUR BED.

IN CLDEN DAYS,

OUR ISLAND WAS THE
WESTERNMOST OUTPOST
OF THE GREAT FREEHOLD
OF VALYRIA, IT WAS THE

VALYRIANS WHO RAISED THIS
CITADEL, AND THEY HAD
WAYS OF SHAFING STOME
SIMCE LOST TO US.

1 HAD
BAC DREAMS,
ABOUT THE
DRAGONS. THEY
\ WERE COMING

THE VALYRIANS
FASHIONED THESE
TOWERS IN THE SHAFE OF
DRAGONS TO MAKE THEIR
FORTRESS SEEM MORE
FEARSOME, JUST AS THEY
CROWMED THEIR WALLS WITH
A THOUSAND GARGOYLES
INSTEAD OF SIMPLE
CREMELLATIONS.

'WE HAVE TALKED
OF THIS BEFORE. THE
DRASONS CANNOT
COME TO LIFE. THEY
ARE CARVED OF
STONE, CHILD.

S0 You
SEE, THERE
IS NOTHING

TO FEAR.

WHAT

ABOUT THE THING IN

THE SKYT 1 HEARD
THE RED' WOMAN TELL
MOTHER THAT IT WAS

DRAGONSBREATH.

IF THE DRAGONS
ARE BREATHING,

DOESH'T THAT MEAN

THEY ARE COMING
TO LIFE?

THE REC WOMAN,
ML ENOUGH SHE'
FILLED THE MOTHER

WITH HER MADNESS. |

MUST SHE POISON
THE DALIGHTER'S
DREAMS A5 WELL?




THE THING IN
THE SKY IS A COMET, §
SWEET CHILD. A STAR
WITH A TAIL, LOST IN
THE HEAVENS. IT WILL
BE GONE SOON
ENCUIGH.

MOTHER
SAID THE WHITE
RAVEN MEANS IT'S
NOT SUMMER
ANYMORE.

THAT 15 50, MY LADY.
THE WHITE RAVENS FLY
ONLY FROM THE CITADEL.
THEY ARE LARGER THAM
COTHER RAVENS, AND
MORE CLEVER.

THIS OKE

CAME TO TELL US ¥
THAT THE COMCLAVE |
HAS DECLARED THiS

GREAT SUMMER

DOME AT LAST.

: - IN TIME. IF THE
TEN YEARS, TWO GO0S ARE GOO0, THEY WILL
TURNS, AND SIXTEEN r | GRANT US A WARM AUTUMN
DAYS IT LASTED, THE V AND BOUNTIFLIL HARVESTS,
LONGEST SUMMER N = ) 4 S0 WE MIGHT PREFARE FOR
LIVING MEMORY. L Ol ) THE WINTER TO COME.

AH, HERE
IS PYLOS WITH
\  THE BIRD,




A FEW
WORDS, AS 1
SAID, THEY ARE
CLEVER, THESE
BIRDS.

CLEVER BIRD,
CLEVER A
CLEVER CLEVER

THE SHADOWS
COME TO DANCE, MY LORD,
PANCE MY LORD, DANCE MY
LORE. THE SHADOWS COME
TO STdY, MY LOED, STdY MY
LORD, STAY MY LORD.

HE SINGS THAT
ALL THE TIME. I
TOLR HIM TO STOF
BUT HE WON'T.
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