ON SAM'S OLD MAPS,

ABOVE IT LOOMED THE
BISEEST WEIRWOOD JoN
SNOW HAD EVER SEEN.

| THE S/ZE OIC NOT DYSTLIRE HiM £0
MUCH A5 THE FACE... THE MOUTH
ESPECIALLY, NO SIMPLE CARVED | ‘
SLaASK, BUT 4 TASGED HOLLOW LARSE | LRE B
ENOUSH TO SWALLOW A SHEEP. lﬁ
THOSE WERE NOT
SHEERP BONES,
{ | THOLIGH. MOR was
THAT A SHEEP'S SkLLL
N THE ASHES.

AND POWERFLL,
JON THOUGHT.

LOOw

AT THAT FACE. SMALL

WOMDER MEM FEARED
THEM, WHEM THEY FIRST
CAME TO WESTERDS. I'D
LIKE TO TAKE AM AXE TO

THE BLOOOCY THING
MYSELF.

MY LORD FATHER
BELIEVED MO MAN COULD TELL
A LIE IN FRONT OF A HEART
TREE. THE OLD GODS KNOW
WHEN MEN ARE LYING.

MY FATHER
BELIEVED THE
SAME. LET ME

HAVE A LOCK AT

THAT SKULL.




THE WILDLINGS
BURN THEIR DEAD. WE'VE

ALWAYS KNOWN THAT.

NOW I WISHED 1D ASKED

THEM WHY, WHEN THERE
WERE STILL A FEW

ARDQUND TO ASK.

JON REMEMBERED THE
WISHT RISING, ITS EYES
SHIMING BLUE IN THE RALE
DEAD FACE. HE KNEW
WY, HE WS CERTAN.




WOULD THAT
BOWES COULD TALK.
THIS FELLOW COULD

TELL US MUCH.

HOW HE DIED.
WHO BURNED HIM,
AND WHY. WHERE

THE WILDLINGS

HAVE SOME.

JoN was pareeo [l | BED BNOUSH
WITH DOLIR A ALKIN

Wik DOUR err [l COME WALKNG.
weiom Tve [l NN THE OLD
OTHERS CALLED THEM TALKING

POLOROUS EDD. A5 WELL?

NO G000 WILL
COME OF THAT, I
WARRAMT. THE DEAD ARE

GO THROUSH
ALL THESE HOUSES.
GIANT, 50 TO THE TOF
OF THIS TREE AND

HANE A LOOK.
FPERCHANCE

THIS TIME THE
TRAIL WILL BE
FRESHER.

1 WAS BOREN
IN A HOUSE MLUCH
LIKE THIS, THOSE
WERE MY ENCHANTED
YEARS. LATER I FELL
ON HARD TIMES.

LIKELY DULL FELLOWS, FLLL , e
OF TEDIOUS COMPLAINTS— NOTHING Wi
THE GROUND'S TOO COLD, : WHAT HE HAD
MY GRAVESTONE SHOULD 4 EXPECTED.
BE LARGER, WHY DOES ME
GET MORE WORMS
THAN I DO...
WHAT
DO YOU THINK
HAPPEMED TO
THEM ALLT

SOMETHING
WORSE THAN WE
CAN IMAGIME.

WHITETREE WAS THE FOLRTH VILLAGE THEY
HAD PASSED, AND (T HAD BEEN THE SAME W
ALL OF THEM. THE PECPLE WERE GONE,

VAMISHED WITH THEIR SCANT POSSESSIONS
AND WHATEVER ANMMALS THEY MaAY HAVE HAD.

Y NONE OF THE VILLAGES
| SHOWED ANY SIGNS OF

| HAVING BEEN ATTACKED.,

VHEEE SIMPLY... EMPTY.

WELL, I MIGHT
BE ABLE TO IMAGINE IT,
BUT I'D SOOMER NOT. BAD
ENOUGH TO KNOW YOU'RE
GSOING TO COME TO SOME
AWFLL END WITHOUT
THINKING ABOUT IT
AFORETIME.

N




THERE
WERE WILDLINGS
AT WHITETREE
ONLY A YEAR

AGO. A YEAR
A0 ROBEET WAS
KING, AND THE REALM
WAS AT FEACE. MLCH
CAM CHANGE N A
YEAR'S TIME.

JON HEARD A RUSTLING
FROM THE RED LEAVES
ABOVE. BEDWYCK

)| STOO0 NO MORE THAN
FIVE FEET TALL, 50 THE
OTHER RANGERS
CALLED HiM SIANT.

THERE"S WATER
TO THE NORTH. A LAKE,
MIGHT BE. A FEW FLINT
HILLS RISING TO THE
WEST, NOT VERY HIGH.
NOTHING ELSE TO SEE,

MY LORDS.
WE MIGHT

CAMP HERE
mman'r...

ONE THING
HASKH'T CHANGED,
FEWER WILDLINGS MEANS
FEWER WORRIES. I WON'T
MOURN, WHATEVER'S BECOME
OF THEM. RAIDERS AND
MURDERERS, THE LOT
OF THEM.

WE'LL PRESS \

O KORTH. IF WE REACH JOM, FIND
THIS LAKE, WE CAN MAKE TARLY AND SEE
CAMP BY THE SHORE, THAT HE SETS
PERCHAMCE CATCH A THIS OM TS WAY
FEW FISH. TO MAESTER
AEMOMN.




JON FOLNE SAMMELL TARLY BT EEES
WITH THE OTHER STEWARDS. [T]
THE BIRDS FLAPPED THER M
WINGS AT JON'S APPROACH
| AND SCREAMED AT HiM. A
| FEW SHRIEKS SOLINDED
SUSPICIOUSLY LIKE WORDS.

CAW oo

caw caws 2

& Wave
yoU BEEN {
TEACHING
THEM TO

0 1 [ worps. THreE
TALKS OF THEM CAN

SAY SNOW.

- WAS THERE

ANYTHING IN

WHITETREE?

OLE BEAR WANTS
WORD SENT BACK
TO AEMON.

HOME NOW, 18
BRAVE ONE.
HOME.
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