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C H A P T E R  1

Jaime is a Loving Big 
Brother

“He has a large heart, our Robert,” Jaime said with a lazy smile. There was very 
little that Jaime took seriously. Tyrion knew that about his brother, and forgave it. 
During all the terrible long years of  his childhood, only Jaime had ever shown him 
the smallest measure of  affection or respect, and for that Tyrion was willing to for-
give him most anything.

Martin, George R.R. (2003-01-01). A Game of  Thrones (A Song of  Ice and 
Fire, Book 1) (p. 85). Random House Publishing Group. Kindle Edition. 

As he stood in the predawn chill watching Chiggen butcher his horse, Tyrion 
Lannister chalked up one more debt owed the Starks. Steam rose from inside the 
carcass when the squat sellsword opened the belly with his skinning knife. His 
hands moved deftly, with never a wasted cut; the work had to be done quickly, be-
fore the stink of  blood brought shadowcats down from the heights. 

“None of  us will go hungry tonight,” Bronn said. He was near a shadow him-
self; bone thin and bone hard, with black eyes and black hair and a stubble of  
beard. 

“Some of  us may,” Tyrion told him. “I am not fond of  eating horse. Particu-
larly my horse.” 

“Meat is meat,” Bronn said with a shrug. “The Dothraki like horse more than 
beef  or pork.” 

2



“Do you take me for a Dothraki?” Tyrion asked sourly. The Dothraki ate horse, 
in truth; they also left deformed children out for the feral dogs who ran behind 
their khalasars. Dothraki customs had scant appeal for him. 

Chiggen sliced a thin strip of  bloody meat off  the carcass and held it up for in-
spection. “Want a taste, dwarf ?” 

“My brother Jaime gave me that mare for my twenty-third name day,” Tyrion 
said in a flat voice.

Martin, George R.R. (2003-01-01). A Game of  Thrones (A Song of  Ice and 
Fire, Book 1) (p. 314). Random House Publishing Group. Kindle Edition. 

“Oh, it’s truth you want? Be careful, my lady. Tyrion says that people often 
claim to hunger for truth, but seldom like the taste when it’s served up.”

Martin, George R.R. (2003-01-01). A Clash of  Kings (A Song of  Ice and Fire, 
Book 2) (p. 595). Random House Publishing Group. Kindle Edition. 

“I made no such claim. The Starks were nothing to me. I will say, I think it pass-
ing odd that I am loved by one for a kindness I never did, and reviled by so many 
for my finest act. At Robert’s coronation , I was made to kneel at the royal feet be-
side Grand Maester Pycelle and Varys the eunuch , so that he might forgive us our 
crimes before he took us into his service.”

Martin, George R.R. (2003-01-01). A Clash of  Kings (A Song of  Ice and Fire, 
Book 2) (p. 600). Random House Publishing Group. Kindle Edition. 
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C H A P T E R  2

Tyrion’s Marriage 
With Tysha

Tyrion grinned. “That would have been amusing. I can just see him fending off  
Ser Vardis with his woodharp.” He resumed his whistling. “Do you know this 
song?” he asked. 

“You hear it here and there, in inns and whorehouses.” 

“Myrish.‘The Seasons of  My Love.’ Sweet and sad, if  you understand the words. 
The first girl I ever bedded used to sing it, and I’ve never been able to put it out of  
my head.” Tyrion gazed up at the sky. It was a clear cold night and the stars shone 
down upon the mountains as bright and merciless as truth. “I met her on a night 
like this,” he heard himself  saying. “Jaime and I were riding back from Lannisport 
when we heard a scream, and she came running out into the road with two men 
dogging her heels, shouting threats. My brother unsheathed his sword and went af-
ter them, while I dismounted to protect the girl. She was scarcely a year older than 
I was, dark-haired, slender, with a face that would break your heart. It certainly 
broke mine. Lowborn, half-starved, unwashed … yet lovely. They’d torn the rags 
she was wearing half  off  her back, so I wrapped her in my cloak while Jaime 
chased the men into the woods. By the time he came trotting back, I’d gotten a 
name out of  her, and a story. She was a crofter’s child, orphaned when her father 
died of  fever, on her way to … well, nowhere, really. 

“Jaime was all in a lather to hunt down the men. It was not often outlaws dared 
prey on travelers so near to Casterly Rock, and he took it as an insult. The girl was 
too frightened to send off  by herself, though, so I offered to take her to the closest 
inn and feed her while my brother rode back to the Rock for help. 
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“She was hungrier than I would have believed. We finished two whole chickens 
and part of  a third, and drank a flagon of  wine, talking. I was only thirteen, and 
the wine went to my head, I fear. The next thing I knew, I was sharing her bed. If  
she was shy, I was shyer. I’ll never know where I found the courage. When I broke 
her maidenhead, she wept, but afterward she kissed me and sang her little song, 
and by morning I was in love.” 

“You?” Bronn’s voice was amused. 

“Absurd, isn’t it?” Tyrion began to whistle the song again. “I married her,” he fi-
nally admitted. 

“A Lannister of  Casterly Rock wed to a crofter’s daughter,” Bronn said. “How did 
you manage that?” 

“Oh, you’d be astonished at what a boy can make of  a few lies, fifty pieces of  sil-
ver, and a drunken septon. I dared not bring my bride home to Casterly Rock, so I 
set her up in a cottage of  her own, and for a fortnight we played at being man and 
wife. And then the septon sobered and confessed all to my lord father.” Tyrion was 
surprised at how desolate it made him feel to say it, even after all these years. Per-
haps he was just tired. “That was the end of  my marriage.” He sat up and stared 
at the dying fire, blinking at the light. 

“He sent the girl away?” 

“He did better than that,” Tyrion said. “First he made my brother tell me the 
truth. The girl was a whore, you see. Jaime arranged the whole affair, the road, the 
outlaws, all of  it. He thought it was time I had a woman. He paid double for a 
maiden, knowing it would be my first time. 

“After Jaime had made his confession, to drive home the lesson, Lord Tywin 
brought my wife in and gave her to his guards. They paid her fair enough. A silver 
for each man, how many whores command that high a price? He sat me down in 
the corner of  the barracks and bade me watch, and at the end she had so many sil-
vers the coins were slipping through her fingers and rolling on the floor, she …” 
The smoke was stinging his eyes. Tyrion cleared his throat and turned away from 
the fire, to gaze out into darkness. “Lord Tywin had me go last,” he said in a quiet 
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voice. “And he gave me a gold coin to pay her, because I was a Lannister, and 
worth more.” 

After a time he heard the noise again, the rasp of  steel on stone as Bronn sharp-
ened his sword. “Thirteen or thirty or three, I would have killed the man who did 
that to me.” 

Tyrion swung around to face him. “You may get that chance one day. Remember 
what I told you. A Lannister always pays his debts.” He yawned. “I think I will try 
and sleep. Wake me if  we’re about to die.”

He rolled himself  up in the shadowskin and shut his eyes. The ground was 
stony and cold, but after a time Tyrion Lannister did sleep. He dreamt of  the sky 
cell. This time he was the gaoler, not the prisoner, big, with a strap in his hand, 
and he was hitting his father, driving him back, toward the abyss …

Martin, George R.R. (2003-01-01). A Game of  Thrones (A Song of  Ice and 
Fire, Book 1) (p. 444). Random House Publishing Group. Kindle Edition. 

And I never meant to strike you. Gods be good, am I turning into Cersei? “That was ill 
done,” he said. “On both our parts. Shae, you do not understand.” Words he had 
never meant to speak came tumbling out of  him like mummers from a hollow 
horse. “When I was thirteen, I wed a crofter’s daughter. Or so I thought her. I was 
blind with love for her, and thought she felt the same for me, but my father rubbed 
my face in the truth. My bride was a whore Jaime had hired to give me my first 
taste of  manhood.” And I believed all of  it, fool that I was. “To drive the lesson home, 
Lord Tywin gave my wife to a barracks of  his guardsmen to use as they pleased, 
and commanded me to watch.” And to take her one last time, after the rest were done. One 
last time, with no trace of  love or tenderness remaining. “So you will remember her as she 
truly is,” he said, and I should have defied him, but my cock betrayed me, and I did as I was 
bid. “After he was done with her, my father had the marriage undone. It was as if  
we had never been wed, the septons said.” He squeezed her hand. “Please, let’s 
have no more talk of  the Tower of  the Hand. You will be in the kitchens only a lit-
tle while. Once we’re done with Stannis, you’ll have another manse, and silks as 
soft as your hands.” 
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Shae’s eyes had grown large but he could not read what lay behind them. “My 
hands won’t be soft if  I clean ovens and scrape plates all day. Will you still want 
them touching you when they’re all red and raw and cracked from hot water and 
lye soap?” 

“More than ever,” he said. “When I look at them, they’ll remind me how brave 
you were.” 

He could not say if  she believed him. She lowered her eyes. “I am yours to com-
mand, m’lord.” It was as much acceptance as she could give tonight, he saw that 
plain enough. He kissed her cheek where he’d struck her, to take some sting from 
the blow. “I will send for you.” 

Varys was waiting in the stables, as promised. His horse looked spavined and 
half-dead. Tyrion mounted up; one of  the sellswords opened the gates. They rode 
out in silence. Why did I tell her about Tysha, gods help me? he asked himself, suddenly 
afraid. There were some secrets that should never be spoken, some shames a man 
should take to his grave. What did he want from her, forgiveness? The way she had 
looked at him, what did that mean? Did she hate the thought of  scouring pots that 
much, or was it his confession? How could I tell her that and still think she would love me? 
part of  him said, and another part mocked, saying, Fool of  a dwarf, it is only the gold 
and jewels the whore loves.

Martin, George R.R. (2003-01-01). A Clash of  Kings (A Song of  Ice and Fire, 
Book 2) (p. 484). Random House Publishing Group. Kindle Edition. 
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C H A P T E R  3

Jaime’s Confession

Torchlight fell across his face. He shielded his eyes with a hand. “Come on, are you 
frightened of  a dwarf ? Do it, you son of  a poxy whore.” His voice had grown 
hoarse from disuse. 

“Is that any way to speak about our lady mother?” The man moved forward, a 
torch in his left hand. “This is even more ghastly than my cell at Riverrun, though 
not quite so dank.” 

For a moment Tyrion could not breathe. “You?”

“Well, most of  me.” Jaime was gaunt, his hair hacked short. “I left a hand at Har-
renhal. Bringing the Brave Companions across the narrow sea was not one of  Fa-
ther’s better notions.” He lifted his arm, and Tyrion saw the stump. 

A bark of  hysterical laughter burst from his lips. “Oh, gods,” he said. “Jaime, I am 
so sorry, but … gods be good, look at the two of  us. Handless and Noseless, the 
Lannister boys.” 

“There were days when my hand smelled so bad I wished I was noseless.” Jaime 
lowered the torch, so the light bathed his brother’s face. “An impressive scar.” 

Tyrion turned away from the glare. “They made me fight a battle without my big 
brother to protect me.” 

“I heard tell you almost burned the city down.” 

“A filthy lie. I only burned the river.” Abruptly, Tyrion remembered where he was, 
and why. “Are you here to kill me?” 
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“Now that’s ungrateful. Perhaps I should leave you here to rot if  you’re going to be 
so discourteous.” 

“Rotting is not the fate Cersei has in mind for me.” 

“Well no, if  truth be told. You’re to be beheaded on the morrow, out on the old 
tourney grounds.” 

Tyrion laughed again. “Will there be food? You’ll have to help me with my last 
words, my wits have been running about like a rat in a root cellar.” 

“You won’t need last words. I’m rescuing you.” Jaime’s voice was strangely solemn. 

“Who said I required rescue?” 

“You know, I’d almost forgotten what an annoying little man you are. Now that 
you’ve reminded me, I do believe I’ll let Cersei cut your head off  after all.” 

“Oh no you won’t.” He waddled out of  the cell. “Is it day or night up above? I’ve 
lost all sense of  time.” 

“Three hours past midnight. The city sleeps.” Jaime slid the torch back into its 
sconce, on the wall between the cells. 

The corridor was so poorly lit that Tyrion almost stumbled on the turnkey, 
sprawled across the cold stone floor. He prodded him with a toe. “Is he dead?” 

“Asleep. The other three as well. The eunuch dosed their wine with sweetsleep, but 
not enough to kill them. Or so he swears. He is waiting back at the stair, dressed 
up in a septon’s robe . You’re going down into the sewers, and from there to the 
river. A galley is waiting in the bay. Varys has agents in the Free Cities who will see 
that you do not lack for funds … but try not to be conspicuous. Cersei will send 
men after you, I have no doubt. You might do well to take another name.” 

“Another name? Oh, certainly. And when the Faceless Men come to kill me, I’ll 
say, ‘No, you have the wrong man, I’m a different dwarf  with a hideous facial scar.’ 
” 
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Both Lannisters laughed at the absurdity of  it all. Then Jaime went to one knee 
and kissed him quickly once on each cheek, his lips brushing against the puckered 
ribbon of  scar tissue. 

“Thank you, Brother,” Tyrion said. “For my life.” 

“It was … a debt I owed you.” Jaime’s voice was strange. 

“A debt?” He cocked his head. “I do not understand.” 

“Good. Some doors are best left closed.” 

“Oh, dear,” said Tyrion. “Is there something grim and ugly behind it? Could it be 
that someone said something cruel about me once? I’ll try not to weep. Tell me.” 

“Tyrion …” Jaime is afraid. “Tell me,” Tyrion said again. His brother looked away.

 “Tysha,” he said softly. 

“Tysha?” His stomach tightened. “What of  her?” 

“She was no whore. I never bought her for you. That was a lie that Father com-
manded me to tell. Tysha was … she was what she seemed to be. A crofter’s daugh-
ter, chance met on the road.” 

Tyrion could hear the faint sound of  his own breath whistling hollowly through 
the scar of  his nose. Jaime could not meet his eyes. Tysha. He tried to remember 
what she had looked like. A girl, she was only a girl, no older than Sansa. “My wife,” he 
croaked. “She wed me.” 

“For your gold, Father said. She was lowborn, you were a Lannister of  Casterly 
Rock. All she wanted was the gold, which made her no different from a whore, so 
… so it would not be a lie, not truly, and … he said that you required a sharp les-
son. That you would learn from it, and thank me later …” 

“Thank you? ” Tyrion’s voice was choked. “He gave her to his guards. A barracks 
full of  guards. He made me … watch.” Aye, and more than watch. I took her too … my 
wife … 

“I never knew he would do that. You must believe me.” 
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“Oh, must I?” Tyrion snarled. “Why should I believe you about anything, ever? 
She was my wife!” 

“Tyrion—” He hit him. It was a slap, backhanded, but he put all his strength into 
it, all his fear, all his rage, all his pain. Jaime was squatting, unbalanced. The blow 
sent him tumbling backward to the floor. “I … I suppose I earned that.” 

“Oh, you’ve earned more than that, Jaime. You and my sweet sister and our loving 
father, yes, I can’t begin to tell you what you’ve earned. But you’ll have it, that I 
swear to you. A Lannister always pays his debts.” Tyrion waddled away, almost 
stumbling over the turnkey again in his haste. Before he had gone a dozen yards, 
he bumped up against an iron gate that closed the passage. Oh, gods. It was all he 
could do not to scream. 

Jaime came up behind him. “I have the gaoler’s keys.” 

“Then use them.” Tyrion stepped aside. 

Jaime unlocked the gate, pushed it open, and stepped through. He looked back 
over his shoulder. “Are you coming?” 

“Not with you.” Tyrion stepped through. “Give me the keys and go. I will find 
Varys on my own.” He cocked his head and stared up at his brother with his mis-
matched eyes. “Jaime, can you fight left-handed?” 

“Rather less well than you,” Jaime said bitterly. 

“Good. Then we will be well matched if  we should ever meet again. The cripple 
and the dwarf.” 

Jaime handed him the ring of  keys. “I gave you the truth. You owe me the same. 
Did you do it? Did you kill him?” 

The question was another knife, twisting in his guts. “Are you sure you want to 
know?” asked Tyrion. “Joffrey would have been a worse king than Aerys ever was. 
He stole his father’s dagger and gave it to a footpad to slit the throat of  Brandon 
Stark, did you know that?” 

“I … I thought he might have.” 
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“Well, a son takes after his father. Joff  would have killed me as well, once he came 
into his power. For the crime of  being short and ugly, of  which I am so conspicu-
ously guilty.” 

“You have not answered my question.” 

“You poor stupid blind crippled fool. Must I spell every little thing out for you? 
Very well. Cersei is a lying whore, she’s been fucking Lancel and Osmund Kettle-
black and probably Moon Boy for all I know. And I am the monster they all say I 
am. Yes, I killed your vile son.” He made himself  grin. It must have been a hide-
ous sight to see, there in the torchlit gloom. 

Jaime turned without a word and walked away. 

Tyrion watched him go, striding on his long strong legs, and part of  him wanted to 
call out , to tell him that it wasn’t true, to beg for his forgiveness. But then he 
thought of  Tysha, and he held his silence. He listened to the receding footsteps un-
til he could hear them no longer, then waddled off  to look for Varys.

Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of  Swords (A Song of  Ice and 
Fire, Book 3) (pp. 1065-1066). Random House Publishing Group. Kindle Edition. 
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C H A P T E R  4

Tyrion Confronts 
Tywin

He found his father where he knew he’d find him, seated in the dimness of  the 
privy tower, bedrobe hiked up around his hips. At the sound of  steps, Lord Tywin 
raised his eyes. 

Tyrion gave him a mocking half  bow. “My lord.” 

“Tyrion.” If  he was afraid, Tywin Lannister gave no hint of  it. “Who released you 
from your cell?” 

“I’d love to tell you, but I swore a holy oath.” 

“The eunuch,” his father decided. “I’ll have his head for this. Is that my crossbow? 
Put it down.” 

“Will you punish me if  I refuse, Father?” 

“This escape is folly. You are not to be killed, if  that is what you fear. It’s still my in-
tent to send you to the Wall, but I could not do it without Lord Tyrell’s consent. 
Put down the crossbow and we will go back to my chambers and talk of  it.” 

“We can talk here just as well. Perhaps I don’t choose to go to the Wall, Father. It’s 
bloody cold up there, and I believe I’ve had enough coldness from you. So just tell 
me something, and I’ll be on my way. One simple question, you owe me that 
much.” 

“I owe you nothing.” 

“You’ve given me less than that, all my life, but you’ll give me this. What did you 
do with Tysha?” 
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“Tysha?” 

He does not even remember her name. “The girl I married.” 

“Oh, yes. Your first whore.” 

Tyrion took aim at his father’s chest. “The next time you say that word, I’ll kill 
you.” 

“You do not have the courage.” 

“Shall we find out? It’s a short word, and it seems to come so easily to your lips.” 
Tyrion gestured impatiently with the bow. “Tysha. What did you do with her, after 
my little lesson?” 

“I don’t recall.” 

“Try harder. Did you have her killed?” 

His father pursed his lips. “There was no reason for that, she’d learned her place 
… and had been well paid for her day’s work, I seem to recall. I suppose the stew-
ard sent her on her way. I never thought to inquire.” 

“On her way where?” 

“Wherever whores go.” 

Tyrion’s finger clenched. The crossbow whanged just as Lord Tywin started to rise.

The bolt slammed into him above the groin and he sat back down with a grunt. 
The quarrel had sunk deep, right to the fletching. Blood seeped out around the 
shaft, dripping down into his pubic hair and over his bare thighs. “You shot me,” 
he said incredulously, his eyes glassy with shock. 

“You always were quick to grasp a situation, my lord,” Tyrion said. “That must 
be why you’re the Hand of  the King.” 

“You … you are no … no son of  mine.” 

“Now that’s where you’re wrong, Father. Why, I believe I’m you writ small. Do 
me a kindness now, and die quickly. I have a ship to catch.” 
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For once, his father did what Tyrion asked him. The proof  was the sudden 
stench, as his bowels loosened in the moment of  death. Well, he was in the right place 
for it, Tyrion thought. But the stink that filled the privy gave ample evidence that 
the oft-repeated jape about his father was just another lie. Lord Tywin Lannister 
did not, in the end, shit gold.

Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of  Swords (A Song of  Ice and 
Fire, Book 3) (p. 1073). Random House Publishing Group. Kindle Edition. 
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O N E  L A S T  T H I N G

My Blog

If  you’ve found this document independently of  my blog, it corresponds to this 
post: http://wp.me/pLcCM-Qw
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