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INTRODUCTION



SECTION 1

Catelyn Stark 

When the newly crowned King in the North sent his mother, 
Lady Catelyn Stark, on a diplomatic mission to treat with fel-
low Five Kings contender Renly Baratheon, they had a highly 
valued prisoner in a cell at Riverrun in the form of Jaime Lan-
nister. When Lady Stark returned to Riverrun, her visit with 
King Renly had not yielded the results her son had desired, 
but she brought with her one of the late Renly's guards as her 
new sworn sword: a noblewoman from the Stormlands called 
Brienne of Tarth. No one objected to Catelyn bringing a 
sword-wielding young lady into service at King Robb's base, 
but Lady Stark experienced one, serious sticking point with 
her son, which was how to arrange her daughters' safe return 
to her custody. Rather than wait for Robb to collaborate with 
her on a viable set of terms to present to the Lannisters, Cate-
lyn took matters into her own hands and arranged a secret 
prisoner exchange: her loyal Brienne would escort their 
sought-after captive Jaime Lannister south to King's Landing, 
where she would give him back to his family in return for 
Sansa and Arya Stark, whom she would escort back to River-
run to reunite with their mother. It was a good plan except 
that it was completely untenable in every way that counted.

At the time that she placed Jaime under Brienne's protection 
and sent them south, Catelyn didn't know that her brother Ed-
mure would soon pull the rug out from under the prisoner ex-
change by sending ravens to Roose Bolton with the news of 
Ser Jaime's "escape" from his captivity. Catelyn didn't know 
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that her daughter Arya had long since fled the Red Keep and 
none of the Lannisters had the slightest clue where she was. 
Catelyn didn't know that her daughter Sansa would be forced 
into marriage with Tyrion Lannister. Catelyn didn't know that 
Jaime would be taken captive along with Brienne by a sells-
word company previously in service to Tywin Lannister, and 
that he would depart from their captivity with a bandaged 
stump in place of his sword hand. Catelyn certainly never an-
ticipated that she and Robb would be murdered by their erst-
while allies the Freys and Boltons before Jaime and Brienne 
got as far as King's Landing. She didn't live long enough to 
find out King Joffrey died of poisoning, that Tyrion was ar-
rested for his murder and that Sansa disappeared with Dontos 
Hollard to avoid similar accusation and arrest. In short, there 
was nothing about the prisoner exchange plan that worked 
out except that Brienne did, eventually, escort Jaime back to 
his family at the Red Keep.

Most of all, Catelyn Stark could never have imagined that her 
sworn sword and her prisoner would be the best of friends at 
the end of their journey. She never expected that they would 
be forced into each other's arms by their new captors, that 
they would come to trust and respect each other, understand 
each other, inspire each other, and even develop a mutual at-
traction that surprises each of them as much as it would sur-
prise anyone else. Lady Catelyn can be forgiven for assuming 
that there could be no two people within the Westerosi nobil-
ity with less in common, but war has a way of making partners 
of the oddest pairs. Their bond is the unintended consequence 

of Catelyn's determination to bring back her daughters in defi-
ance of her son. It is a consequence of Brienne swearing her 
sword to Catelyn, and of Jaime facing the Starks in battle, nei-
ther of them ever intending or expecting to forge such a con-
nection with anyone, yet there they are. 

This essay, then, will be an analysis of the romantic storyline 
between Jaime and Brienne. It is arranged in stages of 
roughly chronological order, further divided into categories of 
foreshadowing and development. While I have written the es-
say based on evidence from the books, it is not necessary to 
have read the books before reading this essay. I do recom-
mend having the books available for reference, especially A 
Storm of Swords and A Feast for Crows, preferably in Kindle 
format, but I intend the essay to be just as accessible to Unsul-
lied fans as it is to book readers. Each stage is followed by a 
compilation of citations with page numbers. I will start with a 
quick introductory section to see how Jaime and Brienne are 
characterized before they meet, and there will be seven stages 
of their romantic storyline and its surrounding context, from 
their first interactions in A Storm of Swords to their last ap-
pearances in A Dance with Dragons. Seven kingdoms, seven 
gods, and seven levels of Jaime and Brienne getting closer. 

Ready for this? Here we go.

3



Stage 0: Before They Meet

These are Catelyn Stark's dealings with her son's prize pris-
oner and the blue-armored girl she found in Renly's camp. Bri-
enne is adorably starry-eyed, almost comically naïve.

"Because it will not last," Catelyn answered, sadly. 
"Because they are the knights of summer, and winter is 
coming." 

"Lady Catelyn, you are wrong." Brienne regarded her 
with eyes as blue as her armor. "Winter will never come 
for the likes of us. Should we die in battle, they will 
surely sing of us, and it's always summer in the songs. 
In the songs all knights are gallant, all maids are 
beautiful, and the sun is always shining." (0.1)

Jaime does not appear in A Clash of Kings except for the scene 
in which Catelyn decides to cut him loose, and in that scene, 
he is just as defiantly cynical as ever.

"You think I fear death?" That seemed to amuse him. 
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"You should. Your crimes will have earned you a place 
of torment in the deepest of the seven hells, if the gods 
are just." 

"What gods are those, Lady Catelyn? The trees your 
husband prayed to? How well did they serve him when 
my sister took his head off?" Jaime gave a chuckle. "If 
there are gods, why is the world so full of pain and 
injustice?" 

"Because of men like you." 

"There are no men like me. There's only me." (0.3)

I'm sure Catelyn thinks there's not the slightest risk of any sur-
prises in putting Jaime under Brienne's protection for a pris-
oner exchange. There's no way these two could become 
friends, and Seven Gods forbid they should become involved 
beyond friendship. It's literally, physically impossible for 
them to bond, yes? 
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Citations for Stage 0

0.1 "Because it will not last," Catelyn answered, sadly. "Because they are the knights of summer, and winter is coming." 
"Lady Catelyn, you are wrong." Brienne regarded her with eyes as blue as her armor. "Winter will never come for the likes of us. 
Should we die in battle, they will surely sing of us, and it's always summer in the songs. In the songs all knights are gallant, all 
maids are beautiful, and the sun is always shining."
Martin, George R.R. (2003-01-01). A Clash of Kings (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 2) (p. 264). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

0.2 "I will tell you true, Brienne. I do not know. My son may be a king, but I am no queen … only a mother who would keep her chil-
dren safe, however she could."
"I am not made to be a mother. I need to fight." 
"Then fight … but for the living, not the dead. Renly's enemies are Robb's enemies as well."
Martin, George R.R. (2003-01-01). A Clash of Kings (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 2) (pp. 421-422). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

0.3 "Can you? You look terrible, I must say. Though perhaps it's just the light in here." He was fettered at wrist and ankle, each cuff 
chained to the others, so he could neither stand nor lie comfortably. The ankle chains were bolted to the wall. "Are my bracelets 
heavy enough for you, or did you come to add a few more? I'll rattle them prettily if you like." 
"You brought this on yourself," she reminded him. "We granted you the comfort of a tower cell befitting your birth and station. You 
repaid us by trying to escape." 
"A cell is a cell. Some under Casterly Rock make this one seem a sunlit garden. One day perhaps I'll show them to you." 
If he is cowed, he hides it well, Catelyn thought. "A man chained hand and foot should keep a more courteous tongue in his mouth, 
ser. I did not come here to be threatened." 
"No? Then surely it was to have your pleasure of me? It's said that widows grow weary of their empty beds. We of the Kingsguard 
vow never to wed, but I suppose I could still service you if that's what you need. Pour us some of that wine and slip out of that 
gown and we'll see if I'm up to it." 
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Catelyn stared down at him in revulsion. Was there ever a man as beautiful or as vile as this one? "If you said that in my son's 
hearing, he would kill you for it." 
"Only so long as I was wearing these." Jaime Lannister rattled his chains at her. "We both know the boy is afraid to face me in sin-
gle combat." 
"My son may be young, but if you take him for a fool, you are sadly mistaken … and it seems to me that you were not so quick to 
make challenges when you had an army at your back." 
"Did the old Kings of Winter hide behind their mothers' skirts as well?" 
"I grow weary of this, ser. There are things I must know." 
"Why should I tell you anything?" 
"To save your life." 
"You think I fear death?" That seemed to amuse him. 
"You should. Your crimes will have earned you a place of torment in the deepest of the seven hells, if the gods are just." 
"What gods are those, Lady Catelyn? The trees your husband prayed to? How well did they serve him when my sister took his head 
off?" Jaime gave a chuckle. "If there are gods, why is the world so full of pain and injustice?" 
"Because of men like you." 
"There are no men like me. There's only me."
Martin, George R.R. (2003-01-01). A Clash of Kings (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 2) (pp. 594-595). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 
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Stage 1: Escape from 
Riverrun

Jaime’s POV; first half of A Storm of 
Swords

STAGE 1



SECTION 1

Captor and Prisoner

A Storm of Swords is the first book in which Jaime is a POV 
character, and the first thing we see of him in his first POV 
chapter, he is in Brienne's custody as she manages his escape 
from Riverrun. At this point, their relationship is asymmetri-
cal and antagonistic; she is the captor and he is the prisoner, 
and while they both want to get him back to his family alive, 
she's not interesting in being his friend and he's not interested 
in earning her trust. Traveling with Jaime's ass-kissing cousin 
Cleos, they have plenty of time for interaction, which is mostly 
characterized by Jaime presuming a higher level of familiarity 
than the situation warrants. This is our first time seeing Jaime 
and Brienne together, and GRRMartin gets us straight to the 
process of building their relationship. 

In this early stage, Martin establishes eight different processes 
of building their rapport and foreshadowing a later romance, 
all of which he carries forward into later stages of their sto-
ryline. Those eight processes are, in order of appearance: 1. 
Jaime compares Brienne to Cersei. 2. They get to know each 
other through name-calling. 3. Brienne attracts Jaime's gaze. 
4. Jaime feels a sense of kinship with Brienne. 5. Jaime de-
mands a reaction from Brienne. 6. They share a reputation as 
Kingslayers. 7. The narrative uses overtly suggestive language 
to describe the way Jaime and Brienne get along. 8. Jaime de-
fends Brienne's honor.

1. Jaime compares Brienne to Cersei. At this early stage of 
their story, the comparison tends to come at Brienne's ex-
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pense, but it's still telling that Jaime can't help but think of Bri-
enne in the role of Cersei, whom he sees as the love of his life 
and the very Platonic ideal of what a woman should be. First, 
he enjoys picturing her in one of Cersei's silken gowns(1.1), 
while Brienne prefers leather and mail. Later, he creates this 
entirely absurd picture of floating dead bodies in a river as the 
six maids bathing in a pool, like in the song. He suggests Bri-
enne take a bath(1.8), and offers to scrub her back. Like he 
used to do for Cersei. So far, the comparison is silly, if con-
spicuously intimate, but it will become more significant later.

2. They get to know each other through name-calling. A major 
theme running through the series is about identity. Many char-
acters, especially Jaime, struggle with the way they're viewed, 
and the names they receive. In his case, he has many people 
calling him Kingslayer behind his back, while Brienne is un-
usual in that she calls him Kingslayer to his face. She sees 
nothing wrong with calling him Kingslayer, even while she 
bristles at him calling her "wench." It begins with this:

"You will call me Brienne. Not wench."

"My name is Ser Jaime. Not Kingslayer." (1.2)

Here, they act like a pair of bickering children, but this dy-
namic sets the stage for deepening interaction centered on 
what they call each other, later on in their storyline.

3. Brienne attracts Jaime's gaze. This one is difficult to ex-
plain, because Brienne is remarkably unattractive to most 
eyes. The first thing Catelyn thinks when she first sees Bri-
enne take off her helmet is, "Is there anything more unfortu-
nate than an ugly woman?" With our big Sapphire Islander, 
Martin gives us a long-legged, blue-eyed blonde of youthful 
age and noble birth, yet not what anyone would call pretty. 
Meanwhile, Jaime is widely considered the most handsome 
man in the Seven Kingdoms. If he were free to marry, he 
could have his choice of dozens of healthy young noblewomen 
who are much prettier to look at and easier to talk to than Bri-
enne, and he's spent most of his life fucking his equally pul-
chritudinous twin sister. However, we have already seen that 
no sooner does Jaime begin traveling under Brienne's protec-
tion, than he begins comparing her to his lovely twin. At the 
same time, he has a way of looking at her. He keeps telling 
himself how ugly she is, just in case he might forget. But occa-
sionally, he sees her beauty.

Jaime watched her eyes. Pretty eyes, he thought, and 
calm. He knew how to read a man's eyes. He knew what 
fear looked like. She is determined, not desperate. (1.3)

Both Jaime and Catelyn agree that Brienne has pretty eyes, 
while the rest of her face is a hot mess. Her body is powerful 
and capable, but not so nice in a silken gown. Even when 
Jaime isn't seeing her pretty blue eyes, he seems inordinately 
interested in looking at her:
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Instead he found himself stretching the oar out over the 
water. Brienne grabbed hold, and Jaime pulled her in. 
As he helped her into the skiff, water ran from her hair 
and dripped from her sodden clothing to pool on the 
deck. 

She's even uglier wet. Who would have thought it 
possible? (1.4)

It's almost like his eyes linger over her soaking wet body, fol-
lowing the trail of water through her clothing. She's so ugly he 
can't stop staring at her. This, too, will become more signifi-
cant as they spend more time together. 

4. Jaime feels a sense of kinship with Brienne. Despite her be-
ing his captor and behaving less than warmly to him, Jaime 
has this odd tendency of viewing Brienne as a sort of family 
member. For example:

What a wretched creature this one is. She reminded him 
of Tyrion in some queer way, though at first blush two 
people could scarcely be any more dissimilar. Perhaps it 
was that thought of his brother that made him say, "I 
did not intend to give offense, Brienne. Forgive 
me." (1.5)

It's quite interesting that he associates her with his brother. 
He's right that they have hardly any similarities at all. Some-
how, he gets that idea of his brother in his head, and the asso-
ciation makes him speak more gently to her.

After they're taken captive by the Bloody Mummers, he sees 
her as a partner in crime:

He swayed with the motion of his horse, wishing for a 
sword. Two swords would be even better. One for the 
wench and one for me. We'd die, but we'd take half of 
them down to hell with us. (1.14)

Just within the past hour, he'd been trying to kill her. Now he 
sees her as being united with him in killing themselves while 
fighting against the Mummers. 

5. Jaime demands a reaction from Brienne. Much of their in-
teraction in A Storm of Swords is characterized by Jaime try-
ing to goad Brienne into being more companionable with him, 
and then being annoyed when she fails to comply. His attitude 
to her may be described as, "I hate this girl so much. Why 
won't she be my friend?" Sometimes, he almost admits, in as 
many words, that he is doing exactly this. Such as:

"Has anyone ever told you that you're as tedious as you 
are ugly?" 
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"You will not provoke me to anger, Kingslayer." 

"Oh, I might, if I cared enough to try." (1.6)

He will successfully provoke her to anger later, as we've al-
ready seen, and his eagerness to build a rapport with her 
stands in stark contrast to his annoyance at his suck-up 
cousin Cleos Frey. He wants Cleos to shut up and go away, 
whereas he wants Brienne to interact with him more fre-
quently, more directly and more warmly. In fact, his attacking 
Brienne with Cleos's longsword can be understood as a desper-
ate attempt to change the terms of their interactions. 

Jaime was tired. Tired of her suspicions, tired of her 
insults, tired of her crooked teeth and her broad spotty 
face and that limp thin hair of hers. Ignoring her 
protests, he grasped the hilt of his cousin's longsword 
with both hands, held the corpse down with his foot, and 
pulled. As the blade slid from the scabbard, he was 
already pivoting, bringing the sword around and up in 
a swift deadly arc. Steel met steel with a ringing, bone-
jarring clang. Somehow Brienne had gotten her own 
blade out in time. Jaime laughed. "Very good, 
wench."  (1.9)

He's tired of her being unfriendly and untrusting (and he can't 
tear his eyes away from her big ugly face), so if he can't per-
suade her to be nice, then he'll force her to deal with him by 
going at her with a sword. It'll be the last time he ever tries to 
attack her with a sword, in fact it'll be the last viable duel he 
ever has with anyone, and in a way, he's getting his wish, be-
cause the nature of his dealings with Brienne is about to 
change drastically. More on that later.

6. They share a reputation as Kingslayers. In Jaime's case, he 
really did kill the king he'd sworn to protect, and we eventu-
ally find out that he did so with very good reason. In Brienne's 
case, she never did the slightest harm to Renly, never even 
paused in keeping her vows to him, but he died by an act of 
murder that no one saw coming. What they have in common, 
therefore, is the unfairness of being seen as breaking oaths 
and lacking honor, and of being defined by the circumstances 
of their respective kings' deaths. Nevertheless, the parallel 
does exist, and GRRMartin makes sure we see it. This is our 
introduction to their shared reputation as Kingslayers:

She would not hear it. "Aerys was mad and cruel, no 
one has ever denied that. He was still king, crowned and 
anointed. And you had sworn to protect him." 

"I know what I swore." 
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"And what you did." She loomed above him, six feet of 
freckled, frowning, horse-toothed disapproval. 

"Yes, and what you did as well. We're both kingslayers 
here, if what I've heard is true." 

"I never harmed Renly. I'll kill the man who says I did." 

"Best start with Cleos, then. And you'll have a deal of 
killing to do after that, the way he tells the tale." 

"Lies. Lady Catelyn was there when His Grace was 
murdered, she saw. There was a shadow. The candles 
guttered and the air grew cold, and there was blood—" 

"Oh, very good." Jaime laughed. "Your wits are quicker 
than mine, I confess it. When they found me standing 
over my dead king, I never thought to say, ‘No, no, it 
wasn't me, it was a shadow, a terrible cold shadow.'" He 
laughed again. "Tell me true, one kingslayer to another
— did the Starks pay you to slit his throat, or was it 
Stannis? Had Renly spurned you, was that the way of 

it? Or perhaps your moon's blood was on you. Never 
give a wench a sword when she's bleeding." (1.7)

The salient point of this conversation is not that Jaime be-
lieves that Brienne killed Renly; that hardly matters to him. 
The real substance of this exchange is pointing out to her: 
"We're both kingslayers here." It's a comparison that Martin 
builds between them over at least two books, starting here. 
Following this conversation, Jaime dreams of the day he killed 
Aerys. The dream brings us closer to learning about how he be-
came the Kingslayer, and Brienne's honesty helps him get to 
that point.

She looks as if they 
caught us fucking in-

stead of fighting.

7. Overtly suggestive language is a theme in characterizing 
their bond. It begins when they're having their fight: Jaime 
has already resorted to swordplay with edged blades to force 
her to react to him, and now he's further goading her by fram-
ing their duel in terms of lovers at a dance:
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He pinned her against an oak, cursed as she slipped 
away, followed her through a shallow brook half-
choked with fallen leaves. Steel rang, steel sang, steel 
screamed and sparked and scraped, and the woman 
started grunting like a sow at every crash, yet somehow 
he could not reach her. It was as if she had an iron cage 
around her that stopped every blow. "Not bad at all," he 
said when he paused for a second to catch his breath, 
circling to her right. 

"For a wench?"  (1.10)

"For a squire, say. A green one." He laughed a ragged, 
breathless laugh. "Come on, come on, my sweetling, the 
music's still playing. Might I have this dance, my lady?"

He calls her "sweetling" and "my lady." Of course he's being 
facetious, but we'll see soon enough, he's already noticing that 
she is someone who could be his partner in bed as easily as his 
opponent in battle. The Bloody Mummers find them at the 
end of their duel, and already Jaime has certain images in his 
head:

Brienne lurched to her feet. She was all mud and blood 
below the waist, her clothing askew, her face red. She 

looks as if they caught us fucking instead of fighting. 
(1.11)

And just in case we might think that's a one-off, throwaway re-
mark, he voices similar thoughts out loud:

"Well met, friends," he called to them amiably. "My 
pardons if I disturbed you. You caught me chastising my 
wife." (1.12)

In the space of a few chapters, he goes from mentally compar-
ing her to his sister and lover, to imagining her as his lover 
and naming her his wife. Jaime wastes no time at all in mak-
ing her his lady. 

8. Jaime defends Brienne's honor. This begins, most notori-
ously, with him convincing their captors that Brienne is worth 
a hefty ransom in sapphires as long as they don't rape her. 
The significance is not really that he must be in love with her 
to look out for her safety---that's a baseline level of respect, 
not romance---so much as that he doesn't seem to have any in-
centive to care about what happens to her. He never asked her 
to be his protector, and he doesn't owe her anything at this 
point. If their new captors violate her, that's no skin off 
Jaime's nose. Yet for some reason, he looks out for her, and 
it's possibly the first time in the series that we see him acting 
in the interests of someone outside his family, without any 

14



benefit to himself. His thoughts on the matter of Brienne's 
safety are simply, "the wench deserved better than to be gang 
raped by such refuse as these." (1.13) He's looking out for her 
because it's the right thing to do. Since we first saw Jaime on-
page, when has he ever done anything only because it was the 
right thing to do? There's something about Brienne that in-
spires Jaime to behave honorably, years after he's given up on 
honor.

All eight of these foreshadowing devices will be used later, and 
to more powerful effect, but Martin's processes of developing 
their relationship are not limited to these. In the next chapter 
that we see Jaime and Brienne, their interactions will already 
be different, and there will be additional pressures pushing 
them together. So in a way, Jaime's getting his wish where 
she's concerned, but he will pay dearly for his escape from Riv-
errun.

I HAVE ALSO WRITTEN:
ASoIaF vs. GoT, Third: Who cut off Jaime’s hand, and why?
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Citations for Stage 1

1.1  "Quiet," the wench grumbled, scowling. Scowls suited her broad homely face better than a smile. Not that Jaime had ever seen 
her smiling. He amused himself by picturing her in one of Cersei's silken gowns in place of her studded leather jerkin. As well 
dress a cow in silk as this one.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 18). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

1.2 "You figure to row all the way to King's Landing, wench?" 
"You will call me Brienne. Not wench."
"My name is Ser Jaime. Not Kingslayer."
"Do you deny that you slew a king?"
"No. Do you deny your sex? If so, unlace those breeches and show me." He gave her an innocent smile. "I'd ask you to open your 
bodice, but from the look of you that wouldn't prove much." 
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 19). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

1.3 Brienne moved the tiller and the skiff sheared left, sail rippling. Jaime watched her eyes. Pretty eyes, he thought, and calm. He 
knew how to read a man's eyes. He knew what fear looked like. She is determined, not desperate.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 30). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

1.4 She threw herself off the rock, and looked almost graceful as she folded into a dive. It would have been ungracious to hope that 
she would smash her head on a stone. Ser Cleos turned the skiff toward her. Thankfully, Jaime still had his oar. One good swing 
when she comes paddling up and I'll be free of her. 
Instead he found himself stretching the oar out over the water. Brienne grabbed hold, and Jaime pulled her in. As he helped her 
into the skiff, water ran from her hair and dripped from her sodden clothing to pool on the deck. 
She's even uglier wet. Who would have thought it possible?
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Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 32). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

1.5 Wordless, she turned away from him, her knuckles tight on her sword hilt. What a wretched creature this one is. She reminded 
him of Tyrion in some queer way, though at first blush two people could scarcely be any more dissimilar. Perhaps it was that 
thought of his brother that made him say, "I did not intend to give offense, Brienne. Forgive me."
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 155). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

1.6 "My name is—" 
"— Brienne, yes. Has anyone ever told you that you're as tedious as you are ugly?" 
"You will not provoke me to anger, Kingslayer." 
"Oh, I might, if I cared enough to try."
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 155). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

1.7 Brienne was still awaiting his answer. Jaime said, "You are not old enough to have known Aerys Targaryen …" 
She would not hear it. "Aerys was mad and cruel, no one has ever denied that. He was still king, crowned and anointed. And you 
had sworn to protect him." 
"I know what I swore." 
"And what you did." She loomed above him, six feet of freckled, frowning, horse-toothed disapproval. 
"Yes, and what you did as well. We're both kingslayers here, if what I've heard is true." 
"I never harmed Renly. I'll kill the man who says I did." 
"Best start with Cleos, then. And you'll have a deal of killing to do after that, the way he tells the tale." 
"Lies. Lady Catelyn was there when His Grace was murdered, she saw. There was a shadow. The candles guttered and the air grew 
cold, and there was blood—" 
"Oh, very good." Jaime laughed. "Your wits are quicker than mine, I confess it. When they found me standing over my dead king, I 
never thought to say, ‘No, no, it wasn't me, it was a shadow, a terrible cold shadow.' " He laughed again. "Tell me true, one 
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kingslayer to another— did the Starks pay you to slit his throat, or was it Stannis? Had Renly spurned you, was that the way of it? 
Or perhaps your moon's blood was on you. Never give a wench a sword when she's bleeding."
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (pp. 157-158). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

1.8 "Unchain my hands and I'll play mute all the way to King's Landing. What could be fairer than that, wench?" 
"Brienne! My name is Brienne!" Three crows went flapping into the air, startled at the sound. 
"Care for a bath, Brienne?" He laughed. "You're a maiden and there's the pool. I'll wash your back." He used to scrub Cersei's back, 
when they were children together at Casterly Rock.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 286). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

1.9 Jaime was tired. Tired of her suspicions, tired of her insults, tired of her crooked teeth and her broad spotty face and that limp 
thin hair of hers. Ignoring her protests, he grasped the hilt of his cousin's longsword with both hands, held the corpse down with 
his foot, and pulled. As the blade slid from the scabbard, he was already pivoting, bringing the sword around and up in a swift 
deadly arc. Steel met steel with a ringing, bone-jarring clang. Somehow Brienne had gotten her own blade out in time. Jaime 
laughed. "Very good, wench." 
"Give me the sword, Kingslayer." 
"Oh, I will."
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 289). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition.

1.10 The dance went on. He pinned her against an oak, cursed as she slipped away, followed her through a shallow brook half-
choked with fallen leaves. Steel rang, steel sang, steel screamed and sparked and scraped, and the woman started grunting like a 
sow at every crash, yet somehow he could not reach her. It was as if she had an iron cage around her that stopped every blow. "Not 
bad at all," he said when he paused for a second to catch his breath, circling to her right. 
"For a wench?" 
"For a squire, say. A green one." He laughed a ragged, breathless laugh. "Come on, come on, my sweetling, the music's still playing. 
Might I have this dance, my lady?"
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Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 290). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

1.11 Brienne lurched to her feet. She was all mud and blood below the waist, her clothing askew, her face red. She looks as if they 
caught us fucking instead of fighting.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 291). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

1.12 "Well met, friends," he called to them amiably. "My pardons if I disturbed you. You caught me chastising my wife."
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 292). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition.

1.13 Ugly and stubborn though she might be, the wench deserved better than to be gang raped by such refuse as these. "Who com-
mands here?" Jaime demanded loudly.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 292). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

1.14 Aerys, Jaime thought resentfully. It always turns on Aerys. He swayed with the motion of his horse, wishing for a sword. Two 
swords would be even better. One for the wench and one for me. We'd die, but we'd take half of them down to hell with us.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 295). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition.
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Stage 2: Bloody 
Mummers

Jaime’s POV; later in A Storm of Swords
Section 1: Post-Maiming

Section 2: Time for a Bath

STAGE 2



Jaime has been through some great changes since he made his 
promises to Catelyn Stark. He's lost his cousin Cleos, gotten 
acquainted with his protector by needling her at every turn, 
tried to kill her, they've both been taken captive by the Brave 
Companions aka the Bloody Mummers, and now Jaime's 
taken the wound that changes the shape of his life. He's lost 
his sword hand, medical care is still days away, and the Mum-
mers seem to enjoy his suffering. He's helpless without his 
sword hand, in constant pain, feverish, too weak to stay on his 
horse, and forced to wear his severed hand around his neck. 
By taking them captive, the Mummers changed Jaime and Bri-
enne's relationship from captor/prisoner to fellow captives. 
By cutting off his hand, they've made Brienne go from his pro-
tector to his caregiver. 

Jaime wanted Brienne to change the way she interacted with 
him, and sure enough, she does so.

This is a new development at this second stage of their shared 
story. In addition to the eight foreshadowing devices we saw 
in the first stage, we can add another device to Martin's tech-
niques in developing their relationship: Brienne is taking care 
of Jaime, which he desperately needs. I have split this stage in 
two steps. First, there is the post-maiming, dominated by the 
trip to Harrenhal. Second, there is the bath scene, which 
makes all the difference in the world for both of them. 
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SECTION 1

Post-Maiming

1. Near the end of the first leg of their journey, Jaime began us-
ing suggestive language to describe the way he and Brienne 
got along. Now that they're in the Bloody Mummers' custody, 
he's as sick and miserable as he's ever been, and she's in the 
position of his caregiver, the suggestive language spreads out 
to their new captors, as soon as Brienne begins caring for him.

After the second time he fell from the saddle, they bound 
him tight to Brienne of Tarth and made them share a 
horse again. One day, instead of back to front, they 
bound them face-to-face. "The lovers," Shagwell sighed 
loudly, "and what a lovely sight they are. 'Twould be 
cruel to separate the good knight and his lady." Then he 
laughed that high shrill laugh of his, and said, "Ah, but 
which one is the knight and which one is the lady?" 

If I had my hand, you'd learn that soon enough, Jaime 
thought. His arms ached and his legs were numb from 
the ropes, but after a while none of that mattered. His 
world shrunk to the throb of agony that was his 
phantom hand, and Brienne pressed against him. She's 
warm, at least, he consoled himself, though the wench's 
breath was as foul as his own. (2.1)
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The arrangement of sharing the saddle face-to-face is the 
Mummers' idea of humiliation; they think they're mocking 
Jaime by posing him in an intimate position with this big, ugly 
girl dressed in mail and leather, and then Shagwell feminizes 
him (a common sort of insult in a patriarchal setting) by ask-
ing: "Which one is the knight and which one is the lady?" 
While we wouldn't go to the Bloody Mummers for match-
making services, the image is drawn and the comparison is 
made for a reason. Martin is using the language of intimacy to 
draw attention to the potential of Jaime and Brienne to be to-
gether in a romantic context. I think my favorite example of 
this is when Vargo Hoat introduces Brienne to Bolton's associ-
ates as "Lannitherth wet nurth." (2.8) Quite an image, isn't it? 
The last time we see Jaime before he enters the bath house, 
Qyburn is tending his wounds, and they get to the cut over his 
eye from his duel with Brienne. Qyburn attributes the cut to, 
"Rough wooing, my lord?" (2.9) We don't know to what extent 
Qyburn is joking, but still, the pattern continues of Jaime and 
Brienne being surrounded by the language of romance.

2. In addition to Brienne holding Jaime on the horse and keep-
ing him warm, the journey to Harrenhal also forces her into 
the role of nursemaid. The Mummers make him drink horse 
piss, and she washes the vomit out of his beard, just as she 
was required to clean him up after he soiled himself in the sad-
dle. (2.2) You heard that right: we are told that Jaime had pre-
viously shat his pants while on the horse, and Brienne wiped 
his ass. They've come to a place where she is his only source of 
comfort. We also get a glimpse of Brienne as a mother, not-

withstanding her previously telling Catelyn that she's not 
made for such a thing (0.2). 

Later in the trip, when Jaime is still feverish, weak and help-
less, and now refusing food and ready to let himself die, Bri-
enne has other ideas. She finally starts calling him "Jaime" 
rather than Kingslayer. She goads him into staying alive by 
calling him craven (2.3). It's not that she thinks he's a coward; 
the significance is that she understands him well enough to 
know that she can manipulate him by questioning his cour-
age. She'll do whatever it takes to keep him alive, and sure 
enough, it works: "The wench had the right of it. He could not 
die." He eats the food their captors put in front of him, and he 
gets back his will to live. He does so because Brienne con-
vinced him his life is still worth living. She keeps him clean (to 
the extent that cleanliness is possible), she keeps him warm, 
and she becomes the space in which he feels safe and comfort-
able enough to sleep:

The days and the nights blurred together in a haze of 
pain. He would sleep in the saddle, pressed against 
Brienne, his nose full of the stink of his rotting hand, and 
then at night he would lie awake on the hard ground, 
caught in a waking nightmare. Weak as he was, they 
always bound him to a tree. It gave him some cold 
consolation to know that they feared him that much, 
even now. (2.4)
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He can sleep while he's pressed against her, but not otherwise. 
This makes an impression on him. 

3. Even while he's maimed, sick, helpless and in constant 
pain, Jaime still remembers that he cares about what happens 
to Brienne, and he still defends her honor when the need 
arises. When some of the Bloody Mummers are threatening to 
rape her, the threat to her safety grabs his attention even 
when his problems are arguably much worse.

Brienne was always bound beside him. She lay there in 
her bonds like a big dead cow, saying not a word. The 
wench has built a fortress inside herself. They will rape 
her soon enough, but behind her walls they cannot touch 
her. But Jaime's walls were gone. (2.5)

Jaime's walls are gone. His usual defenses have been de-
stroyed, and his vulnerabilities are laid bare for all to see. 
What form does this vulnerability take?

Jaime chuckled. "There's a funny fool. I have a riddle for 
you, Shagwell. Why do you care if she screams? Oh, 
wait, I know." He shouted, "SAPPHIRES," as loudly as 
he could. (2.6)

When his walls are gone, his vulnerability takes the form of 
making a scene to protect Brienne from rape. He's still con-
cerned about what happens to her. He's still making it his busi-

ness to see that she isn't violated. How does he explain his con-
tinuing interest in defending her honor?

Two nights passed in silence before the wench finally 
found the courage to whisper, "Jaime? Why did you 
shout out?" 

"Why did I shout ‘sapphires,' you mean? Use your wits, 
wench. Would this lot have cared if I shouted ‘rape'?" 

"You did not need to shout at all." 

"You're hard enough to look at with a nose. Besides, I 
wanted to make the goat say ‘thapphireth.' " He 
chuckled. "A good thing for you I'm such a liar. An 
honorable man would have told the truth about the 
Sapphire Isle." 

"All the same," she said. "I thank you, ser." 

His hand was throbbing again. He ground his teeth and 
said, "A Lannister pays his debts. That was for the river, 
and those rocks you dropped on Robin Ryger." (2.7)
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"A Lannister pays his debts" suggests that his protecting her 
from rape is a debt he owes her for how she performed in keep-
ing him from being re-captured by the Tullys' forces. Here's 
the thing: he doesn't really owe her anything for that. She had 
a job to do for Catelyn, not for Jaime. He never asked for her 
to be the one to smuggle him out of Riverrun. He didn't need 
to shout at all. What he really owes her is the emotional bond 
they're developing through their journey. That bond inspires 
him to act with honor.
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SECTION 2

Time for a Bath

How do I describe the bath scene, in terms of relationship de-
velopment? It would be absurd to write an essay about Jaime 
and Brienne's romantic storyline without going over their 
bath at Harrenhal, and yet it's difficult to describe in terms of 
the foreshadowing devices we've already seen. This is the part 
where several different processes bleed together and feed into 
each other.

His first time seeing her out of clothes is as good a time as any 
to see how Jaime's gaze on Brienne is changing. He goes into 
detail on her tiny, underdeveloped teats and her determina-
tion to keep them covered from his eyes (2.10). Is he annoyed, 
maybe just a little, that she won't let him check her out? He in-
sists he's not interested in what's between her thighs (2.12), 
but then when she climbs out of the tub, he makes another 
comparison to Cersei---she's much hairier than his sister---
and he gets a little erect under the bathwater (2.15). And he 
tells himself this is absurd, that it means he's been away from 
Cersei too long, but clearly he is at least a little bit interested 
in what Brienne has between her thighs.

(Now let us take a moment to marvel at the weirdness of a 
man who is ashamed of getting a hard-on for an unrelated 
young woman who's been taking care of him, but sees nothing 
shameful in fucking his sister.)

He follows the water running down her legs after she wraps 
herself in the towel (2.16). When Qyburn brings them clean 
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clothes, Jaime goes into detail about how the pink satin gown 
is so ill-fitting and unflattering on her (2.21), but his gaze isn't 
repulsed so much as sympathetic. He now understands why 
she prefers to dress like a man, and he has opinions about 
what colors she should wear. 

We get a reminder of their name-calling dynamic when she 
pulls him out of the tub and calls for the guards to come in 
and help:

"Guards!" he heard the wench shout. "The Kingslayer!" 
Jaime, he thought, my name is Jaime. (2.19)

Even after he's fainted and nearly cracked his head on the tub, 
he still cares about what she calls him.

The suggestive language reaches new depths of shamelessness 
at this stage. Jaime goes there:

"Now leave us," Jaime said when his clothes lay in a pile 
on the wet stone floor. "My lady of Tarth doesn't want 
the likes of you scum gaping at her teats." (2.11)

Once again, we know he's speaking facetiously, but Martin 
chose that particular brand of facetiousness for a reason. 
Jaime can't see Brienne in the tub without talking about her 
teats. Martin is using this silliness to draw attention to the pos-
sibility of sexual interaction. In addition to the suggestive lan-

guage, we might ask why Jaime insists on expelling the guards 
from the room. It's one thing to explain why he wants to make 
sure Brienne is in the room and close by when he takes his 
bath, but why does he insist on being alone with her?  

Why am I telling this 

absurd ugly 

child?

Most of what goes on in the bath scene can be understood in 
terms of Jaime demanding a reaction from Brienne. Despite 
the availability of other very large tubs full of hot water in the 
same room, Jaime insists on using the same one as Brienne, 
and it makes her uncomfortable (2.12). This much is not neces-
sarily a matter of Jaime needing her reaction as needing her 
care; he's still weak and feverish, and since he was only able to 
sleep while tied up to her, he associates her presence with 
safety and comfort. Even so, once he's in the tub with her, he 
wastes no time in getting under her skin. Such as:

"Why should I care how you die?" 
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"You swore a solemn vow." He smiled as a red flush 
crept up the thick white column of her neck. She turned 
her back to him. "Still the shy maiden? What is it that 
you think I haven't seen?" (2.13)

I'm sure he'd rather make her smile and laugh, but failing 
that, he enjoys making her cringe and blush. He's still an-
noyed at her for hiding her body from him. As long as her 
strategy in the bath is to withdraw rather than engage, he 
keeps pushing her buttons, trying to get them to a place where 
she'll interact on his terms:

The wench kept her back to him, the muscles in her 
great shoulders hunched and hard. "Does the sight of 
my stump distress you so?" Jaime asked. "You ought to 
be pleased. I've lost the hand I killed the king with. The 
hand that flung the Stark boy from that tower. The hand 
I'd slide between my sister's thighs to make her wet." He 
thrust his stump at her face. "No wonder Renly died, 
with you guarding him." (2.14)

He was determined to get under her skin, but now he's cut her 
too deep. Now not only will she not open up to him, she's 
jumped out of the tub, which is the opposite of the reaction he 
wanted.

"That was unworthy," he mumbled. "I'm a maimed 
man, and bitter. Forgive me, wench. You protected me 
as well as any man could have, and better than 
most." (2.15)

It's not often that we see Jaime apologize for anything. An 
apology is needed to keep Brienne from walking away from 
him. It's not that simple, as Brienne doesn't quite trust an 
apology. He still wants to keep communicating with her, 
though, and he wants her trust:

"Truces are built on trust. Would you have me trust—" 

"The Kingslayer, yes. The oathbreaker who murdered 
poor sad Aerys Targaryen."  (2.16)

This is the part where he begins to tell her the story that he's 
never told anyone else. He's sharing with her the great secret 
of his life because earning her trust is that important to him.

"Soiled my white cloak … I wore my gold armor that 
day, but …" 

"Gold armor?" Her voice sounded far off, faint. 
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He floated in heat, in memory. "After dancing griffins 
lost the Battle of the Bells, Aerys exiled him." Why am I 
telling this absurd ugly child? (2.17)

Why, indeed, is he telling that "absurd ugly child" about how 
he became the Kingslayer, when he's kept it a secret from even 
his most trusted family members for all those years? He's tell-
ing the absurd ugly child because he wants to build a connec-
tion with her, he wants to change the way they interact, and 
he trusts that absurd ugly child with more raw vulnerabilities 
than he's ever shared with anyone. This turn of events, which 
is possibly the biggest turning point of Jaime's arc, springs 
from his demanding a reaction from Brienne. When he's fin-
ished telling the tale, he still needs a reaction from her, which 
he admits almost in as many words:

The wench looked ridiculous, clutching her towel to her 
meager teats with her thick white legs sticking out 
beneath. "Has my tale turned you speechless? Come, 
curse me or kiss me or call me a liar. Something." (2.18)

Did he just ask her for a kiss? Really? Either way, he certainly 
needs to see that she's heard him, and that she recognizes how 
he's just bared his soul to her. He needs a response. 

The final dimension to the bath scene is how the caregiving re-
lationship evolves to demonstrate how well Jaime trusts Bri-

enne. Not only does she take care of him, but his narration 
makes it clear that he wouldn't want anyone else doing the 
same thing. It's not surprising that he wants her nearby while 
he takes his bath; he's vulnerable, about to become more vul-
nerable still, and since he was able to sleep on the road to Har-
renhal only when tied up to her on horseback, he knows he’s 
safe with her nearby. As she helps him out of the tub, he appre-
ciates how gentle she is.

When he wakes up to find Qyburn and the guards discussing 
his condition with Brienne, he notes that she appears to have 
dropped her towel (2.19). She's so focused on taking care of 
Jaime, she doesn't notice that she's naked in front of every-
one, whereas before she was the very picture of modesty.

 After Qyburn has come to check on him, Brienne finishes 
scrubbing the dirt off Jaime's skin, she trims his beard, she 
helps him put on clothes, and he sits there and lets her do all 
this without the slightest objection (2.20). He makes a bit of 
noise at the potion from Qyburn, but when Brienne orders 
him to drink it, he does so without further complaint (2.22). 
When it's time to walk up to the great hall for supper with 
Lord Bolton, he isn't quite ready for that much walking, but 
fortunately he has his big wench there to help:

"M'lord will be looking for him by now," a guard told 
Qyburn. "Her too. Do I need to carry him?" 
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"I can still walk. Brienne, give me your arm." (2.23)

He doesn't even need to ask, she's there to look after him, and 
he doesn't mind letting her see how helpless he feels, even as 
he's determined to appear brave and tough in front of Bolton.

There's just one last, tiny thing, before we move onto the third 
stage of their storyline. I mentioned earlier that Jaime appreci-
ates Brienne's gentleness in helping him out of the tub after 
he faints. What are his exact words?

Her arm was all gooseflesh, clammy and chilled, but she 
was strong, and gentler than he would have thought. 
Gentler than Cersei, he thought as she helped him from 
the tub, his legs wobbly as a limp cock. (2.19)

That's one last comparison to Cersei, and this time, Brienne is 
the one he prefers. "Gentler than Cersei," indeed.
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Citations for Stage 2

2.1 After the second time he fell from the saddle, they bound him tight to Brienne of Tarth and made them share a horse again. One 
day, instead of back to front, they bound them face-to-face. "The lovers," Shagwell sighed loudly, "and what a lovely sight they are. 
'Twould be cruel to separate the good knight and his lady." Then he laughed that high shrill laugh of his, and said, "Ah, but which 
one is the knight and which one is the lady?" 
If I had my hand, you'd learn that soon enough, Jaime thought. His arms ached and his legs were numb from the ropes, but after 
a while none of that mattered. His world shrunk to the throb of agony that was his phantom hand, and Brienne pressed against 
him. She's warm, at least, he consoled himself, though the wench's breath was as foul as his own.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (pp. 413-414). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

2.2 "That's horse piss you're drinking, Kingslayer," Rorge told him. Jaime was so thirsty he drank it anyway, but afterward he 
retched it all back up. They made Brienne wash the vomit out of his beard, just as they made her clean him up when he soiled him-
self in the saddle.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 414). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

2.3 How can such a night be beautiful? he asked himself. Why would the stars want to look down on such as me?
"Jaime," Brienne whispered, so faintly he thought he was dreaming it. "Jaime, what are you doing?" 
"Dying," he whispered back. 
"No," she said, "no, you must live." 
He wanted to laugh. "Stop telling me what do, wench. I'll die if it pleases me." 
"Are you so craven?" The word shocked him. He was Jaime Lannister, a knight of the Kingsguard, he was the Kingslayer. No man 
had ever called him craven. Other things they called him, yes; oathbreaker, liar, murderer. They said he was cruel, treacherous, 
reckless. But never craven. "What else can I do, but die?" 
"Live," she said, "live, and fight, and take revenge." But she spoke too loudly. Rorge heard her voice, if not her words, and came 
over to kick her, shouting at her to hold her bloody tongue if she wanted to keep it. 

31



Craven, Jaime thought, as Brienne fought to stifle her moans. Can it be? They took my sword hand. Was that all I was, a sword 
hand? Gods be good, is it true? 
The wench had the right of it. He could not die. Cersei was waiting for him. She would have need of him. And Tyrion, his little 
brother, who loved him for a lie. And his enemies were waiting too; the Young Wolf who had beaten him in the Whispering Wood 
and killed his men around him, Edmure Tully who had kept him in darkness and chains, these Brave Companions. 
When morning came, he made himself eat. They fed him a mush of oats, horse food, but he forced down every spoon. He ate again 
at evenfall, and the next day. Live, he told himself harshly, when the mush was like to gag him, live for Cersei, live for Tyrion. Live 
for vengeance.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (pp. 415-416). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

2.4 The days and the nights blurred together in a haze of pain. He would sleep in the saddle, pressed against Brienne, his nose full 
of the stink of his rotting hand, and then at night he would lie awake on the hard ground, caught in a waking nightmare. Weak as 
he was, they always bound him to a tree. It gave him some cold consolation to know that they feared him that much, even now.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 416). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition.

2.5 Brienne was always bound beside him. She lay there in her bonds like a big dead cow, saying not a word. The wench has built a 
fortress inside herself. They will rape her soon enough, but behind her walls they cannot touch her. But Jaime's walls were gone.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 416). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

2.6 Jaime chuckled. "There's a funny fool. I have a riddle for you, Shagwell. Why do you care if she screams? Oh, wait, I know." He 
shouted, "SAPPHIRES," as loudly as he could.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 417). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

2.7 Two nights passed in silence before the wench finally found the courage to whisper, "Jaime? Why did you shout out?" 
"Why did I shout ‘sapphires,' you mean? Use your wits, wench. Would this lot have cared if I shouted ‘rape'?" 
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"You did not need to shout at all." 
"You're hard enough to look at with a nose. Besides, I wanted to make the goat say ‘thapphireth.' " He chuckled. "A good thing for 
you I'm such a liar. An honorable man would have told the truth about the Sapphire Isle." 
"All the same," she said. "I thank you, ser." 
His hand was throbbing again. He ground his teeth and said, "A Lannister pays his debts. That was for the river, and those rocks 
you dropped on Robin Ryger."
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 418). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

2.8 "My lords!" Brienne wrenched herself free and pushed forward. "I saw your banners. Hear me for your oath!" 
"Who speaks?" demanded Ser Aenys Frey. 
"Lannither'th wet nurth." 
"I am Brienne of Tarth, daughter to Lord Selwyn the Evenstar, and sworn to House Stark even as you are."
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 420). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

2.9 The eyelid was swollen, but Jaime found he could force it open halfway. Qyburn's face loomed above. 
"How did you come by this one?" the maester asked. 
"A wench's gift." 
"Rough wooing, my lord?" 
"This wench is bigger than me and uglier than you. You'd best see to her as well. She's still limping on the leg I pricked when we 
fought."
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 424). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

2.10 "Not so hard, wench," he called. "You'll scrub the skin off." 
She dropped her brush and covered her teats with hands as big as Gregor Clegane's. The pointy little buds she was so intent on hid-
ing would have looked more natural on some ten-year-old than they did on her thick muscular chest. "What are you doing here?" 
she demanded.
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Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 503). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

2.11 One-handed, he could not so much as unlace his breeches. The man obeyed grudgingly, but he obeyed. "Now leave us," Jaime 
said when his clothes lay in a pile on the wet stone floor. "My lady of Tarth doesn't want the likes of you scum gaping at her teats." 
He pointed his stump at the hatchet-faced woman attending Brienne. "You too. Wait without. There's only the one door, and the 
wench is too big to try and shinny up a chimney."
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (pp. 503-504). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

2.12 Brienne shrunk away from him. "There are other tubs." 
"This one suits me well enough." Gingerly, he immersed himself up to the chin in the steaming water. "Have no fear, wench. Your 
thighs are purple and green, and I'm not interested in what you've got between them."
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 504). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

2.13 "Why should I care how you die?" 
"You swore a solemn vow." He smiled as a red flush crept up the thick white column of her neck. She turned her back to him. "Still 
the shy maiden? What is it that you think I haven't seen?"
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 504). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

2.14 The wench kept her back to him, the muscles in her great shoulders hunched and hard. "Does the sight of my stump distress 
you so?" Jaime asked. "You ought to be pleased. I've lost the hand I killed the king with. The hand that flung the Stark boy from 
that tower. The hand I'd slide between my sister's thighs to make her wet." He thrust his stump at her face. "No wonder Renly died, 
with you guarding him."
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 504). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 
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2.15 "No wonder Renly died, with you guarding him." She jerked to her feet as if he'd struck her, sending a wash of hot water 
across the tub. Jaime caught a glimpse of the thick blonde bush at the juncture of her thighs as she climbed out. She was much hair-
ier than his sister. Absurdly, he felt his cock stir beneath the bathwater. Now I know I have been too long away from Cersei. He 
averted his eyes, troubled by his body's response. "That was unworthy," he mumbled. "I'm a maimed man, and bitter. Forgive me, 
wench. You protected me as well as any man could have, and better than most."
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (pp. 504-505). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

2.16 She wrapped her nakedness in a towel. "Do you mock me?" 
That pricked him back to anger. "Are you as thick as a castle wall? That was an apology. I am tired of fighting with you. What say 
we make a truce?" 
"Truces are built on trust. Would you have me trust—" 
"The Kingslayer, yes. The oathbreaker who murdered poor sad Aerys Targaryen." Jaime snorted. "It's not Aerys I rue, it's Robert. ‘I 
hear they've named you Kingslayer,' he said to me at his coronation feast. ‘Just don't think to make it a habit.' And he laughed. 
Why is it that no one names Robert oathbreaker? He tore the realm apart, yet I am the one with shit for honor." 
"Robert did all he did for love." Water ran down Brienne's legs and pooled beneath her feet.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 505). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

2.17 To save the realm. "Did you know that my brother set the Blackwater Rush afire? Wildfire will burn on water. Aerys would 
have bathed in it if he'd dared. The Targaryens were all mad for fire." Jaime felt light-headed. It is the heat in here, the poison in 
my blood, the last of my fever. I am not myself. He eased himself down until the water reached his chin. "Soiled my white cloak … 
I wore my gold armor that day, but …" 
"Gold armor?" Her voice sounded far off, faint. 
He floated in heat, in memory. "After dancing griffins lost the Battle of the Bells, Aerys exiled him." Why am I telling this absurd 
ugly child?
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 505). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 
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2.18 The water had grown cool. When Jaime opened his eyes, he found himself staring at the stump of his sword hand. The hand 
that made me Kingslayer. The goat had robbed him of his glory and his shame, both at once. Leaving what? Who am I now? 
The wench looked ridiculous, clutching her towel to her meager teats with her thick white legs sticking out beneath. "Has my tale 
turned you speechless? Come, curse me or kiss me or call me a liar. Something." 
"If this is true, how is it no one knows?" 
"The knights of the Kingsguard are sworn to keep the king's secrets. Would you have me break my oath?" Jaime laughed. "Do you 
think the noble Lord of Winterfell wanted to hear my feeble explanations? Such an honorable man. He only had to look at me to 
judge me guilty." Jaime lurched to his feet, the water running cold down his chest. "By what right does the wolf judge the lion? By 
what right?" A violent shiver took him, and he smashed his stump against the rim of the tub as he tried to climb out.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (pp. 507-508). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

2.19 Pain shuddered through him … and suddenly the bathhouse was spinning. Brienne caught him before he could fall. Her arm 
was all gooseflesh, clammy and chilled, but she was strong, and gentler than he would have thought. Gentler than Cersei, he 
thought as she helped him from the tub, his legs wobbly as a limp cock. "Guards!" he heard the wench shout. "The Kingslayer!" 
Jaime, he thought, my name is Jaime. The next he knew, he was lying on the damp floor with the guards and the wench and Qy-
burn all standing over him looking concerned. Brienne was naked, but she seemed to have forgotten that for the moment.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 508). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

2.20 "Bring me clean garb for him," Brienne said, "I'll see that he's washed and dressed." 
The others were all too glad to give her the task. They lifted him to his feet and sat him on a stone bench by the wall. Brienne went 
away to retrieve her towel, and returned with a stiff brush to finish scrubbing him. One of the guards gave her a razor to trim his 
beard. Qyburn returned with roughspun smallclothes, clean black woolen breeches, a loose green tunic, and a leather jerkin that 
laced up the front. Jaime was feeling less dizzy by then, though no less clumsy. With the wench's help he managed to dress himself. 
"Now all I need is a silver looking glass."
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (pp. 508-509). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 
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2.21 The Bloody Maester had brought fresh clothing for Brienne as well; a stained pink satin gown and a linen undertunic. "I am 
sorry, my lady. These were the only women's garments in Harrenhal large enough to fit you." 
It was obvious at once that the gown had been cut for someone with slimmer arms, shorter legs, and much fuller breasts. The fine 
Myrish lace did little to conceal the bruising that mottled Brienne's skin. All in all, the garb made the wench look ludicrous. She 
has thicker shoulders than I do, and a bigger neck, Jaime thought. Small wonder she prefers to dress in mail. Pink was not a kind 
color for her either. A dozen cruel japes leaped into his head, but for once he kept them there.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 509). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

2.22 Qyburn had brought a flask as well. "What is it?" Jaime demanded when the chainless maester pressed him to drink. 
"Licorice steeped in vinegar, with honey and cloves. It will give you some strength and clear your head." 
"Bring me the potion that grows new hands," said Jaime. "That's the one I want." 
"Drink it," Brienne said, unsmiling, and he did.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 509). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

2.23 "M'lord will be looking for him by now," a guard told Qyburn. "Her too. Do I need to carry him?" 
"I can still walk. Brienne, give me your arm."
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 509). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 
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Stage 3: House Lannister 
Falls Apart

Jaime’s and Tyrion’s POVs, latter half of 
A Storm of Swords
Section 1: Bear Pit

Section 2: Back to King’s Landing
Section 3: Rescuing Tyrion
Section 4: Jaime’s Dream

STAGE 3



Having received much-needed medical care from Qyburn, 
taken a long overdue bath, and shared the story of how he be-
came the Kingslayer with Brienne, Jaime is finally recovering 
his dignity. With a hand-picked escort from Lord Bolton, now 
is the time for Jaime to return to King's Landing, as Catelyn 
Stark had in mind when she released him from his cell. Hav-
ing achieved that concession from Bolton, perhaps Jaime 
thinks he'll soon return to something close enough to the 
status quo of his life before his incarceration at Riverrun. He 
still thinks he can fight well enough with his left hand. He 
thinks his departure from Harrenhal marks his separation 
from Brienne. He's going back to his family, and his post with 
the Kingsguard. 

Of course it's not that simple. His journey home will merely 
introduce him to another course of changes in his life. He will 
soon find out that his maiming has utterly destroyed his 
swordsmanship, and that's one of the least complicated 
changes resulting from his time away from King's Landing. 

One of the most notorious of Jaime's lines in the series is: 
"The things I do for love." It's actually a very effective way to 
explain his actions. His love for his family has motivated some 
shocking behavior on Jaime's part for much of his life, start-
ing with his joining the Kingsguard and culminating in his 
shoving Bran Stark out of a high window. Now that he's leav-
ing Harrenhal, he thinks he'll go back to being Tywin Lannis-
ter's son, Tyrion's loving big brother, and Cersei's lover, and 
everything will more or less go back to the way it was except 
that he’ll do everything with his left hand. As profound a 

change to his identity as the loss of his sword hand is, it'll be a 
minor adjustment compared to what happens when he tries to 
return to his family.

The War of Five Kings has torn the realm apart, and while so-
lidifying the position of the Lannisters as a political entity, it 
has exposed some major fault lines in the way the Lannisters 
function as a family. Jaime was their emotional center, and in 
his absence, they haven't re-centered themselves. One by one, 
he will try to reconnect with his family members once he re-
turns to King's Landing, and one by one, they will push him 
away. 

This third stage is when the Lannister family falls apart, and 
when Jaime can no longer relate to his siblings and father, Bri-
enne will still be there for him. The less he connects with the 
Lannisters, the more of himself he invests in his new friend-
ship with his big wench.
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SECTION 1

Bear Pit

So begins the long slog back to King's Landing: Jaime departs 
Harrenhal with his escort led by Steelshanks Walton, while 
Brienne is still kept prisoner by the Brave Companions. Jaime 
tells himself that he doesn't care what happens to her, and it's 
true that, within the context of their protector/prisoner rela-
tionship as ordered by Catelyn Stark, he doesn't owe her any-
thing. 

Though his fever lingered stubbornly, the stump was 
healing clean, and Qyburn said his arm was no longer 
in danger. Jaime was anxious to be gone, to put 
Harrenhal, the Bloody Mummers, and Brienne of Tarth 
all behind him. A real woman waited for him in the Red 
Keep. (3.38)

He has a dream that night, but the content of that dream isn't 
our concern at this point. The important part is that he wakes 
up the next morning and orders Steelshanks Walton to turn 
everyone back to Harrenhal. He's not going back to King's 
Landing without his wench. Back to Harrenhal he goes with 
his escort of two-hundred sober armed men, and just as he 
thinks they may have come too late, they find her in the bear 
pit, with no weapon but a tourney sword and wearing nothing 
but that ridiculous pink gown, now torn halfway off.
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Within the bear pit scene, we see three of Martin's initial eight 
processes of foreshadowing, now reaching a new stage of de-
velopment: 1. Defending her honor, 2. Name-calling, and 3. 
Kinship. 

1. First, he defends her honor. The entire adventure of return-
ing to Harrenhal is a matter of Jaime going to considerable 
risk and inconvenience to save her life, when he no longer 
needs her protection. 

This is where we see Jaime defend Brienne from violence, and 
mostly he goes well out of his way to save her life, at a point 
where he technically no longer needs her protection.

Jaime's head jerked round at the sound of a distant 
roar, faint but ferocious. It echoed off the walls of 
Harrenhal, and the laughter swelled up like the sea. All 
of a sudden, he knew what was happening. Have we 
come too late? (3.1)

In the larger sense, Jaime protects Brienne by using his posi-
tion as the prisoner of value to force his escort to kill the bear. 
In the more immediate sense, he protects her by straddling 
her:

Brienne tried to dart around, but he kicked her legs out 
from under her. She fell in the sand, clutching the 

useless sword. Jaime straddled her, and the bear came 
charging. (3.6)

But no, that's not suggestive at all. 

2. Here we reach a new stage of name-calling between the 
two. While Steelshanks refers to her as "the wench," Jaime re-
minds him: "Her name's Brienne." (3.3) He also reminds Bri-
enne to call him by his real name:

"You want her? Go get her." 

So he did. 

He put his good hand on the marble rail and vaulted 
over, rolling as he hit the sand. The bear turned at the 
thump, sniffing, watching this new intruder warily. 
Jaime scrambled to one knee. Well, what in seven hells 
do I do now? He filled his fist with sand. 

"Kingslayer?" he heard Brienne say, astonished. 
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"Jaime." He uncoiled, flinging the sand at the bear's 
face. The bear mauled the air and roared like blazes. 
(3.5)

Then he corrects Steelshanks yet again:

"And I'll serve you the same if you give me trouble," 
Steelshanks threw back. "We're taking the wench." 

"Her name is Brienne," Jaime said. "Brienne, the maid 
of Tarth. You are still maiden, I hope?" 

Her broad homely face turned red. "Yes." (3.7)

3. Finally, we see more of Jaime acting with a sense of kinship 
to Brienne. While just the previous night he was thinking it 
was perfectly acceptable to leave her as a prisoner to the Brave 
Companions, now he's offering to pay her ransom:

The beast turned clumsily, too far and too fast. Quick as 
a cat, Brienne changed direction. There's the wench I 
remember. She leapt in to land a cut across the bear's 
back. Roaring, the beast went up on his hind legs again. 

Brienne scrambled back away. Where's the blood? Then 
suddenly he understood. 

Jaime rounded on Hoat. "You gave her a tourney 
sword." 

The goat brayed laughter, spraying him with wine and 
spittle. "Of courth." 

"I'll pay her bloody ransom. Gold, sapphires, whatever 
you want. Pull her out of there." (3.4)

Finally, they're out of the pit without further injury, and Bri-
enne asks the question that should be on everyone's minds:

"Ser Jaime?" Even in soiled pink satin and torn lace, 
Brienne looked more like a man in a gown than a 
proper woman. "I am grateful, but … you were well 
away. Why come back?" 

A dozen quips came to mind, each crueler than the one 
before, but Jaime only shrugged. "I dreamed of you," he 
said. (3.8)
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Brienne understands that, with him not having asked for her 
protection, he would have been within his rights to keep going 
without her. It's significant that he came back. 

The things he does for love.

“You want her? Go get 
her.” 

So he did.
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SECTION 2

Back to King's Landing 

Now we are finally, truly, on the road back to King's Landing, 
with Steelshanks and his men protecting Jaime, Qyburn there 
to look after his health, and Brienne still traveling at his side. 
They get the news of two game-changing, tragic events during 
this journey, and in response to these events, we get some new 
developments in Jaime's story arc, as well as continuing devel-
opment of established processes with Brienne. The develop-
ments are, in order of appearance: 1. Jaime is indifferent to 
Joffrey's death, which puts him at odds with Cersei. 2. He still 
demands reactions from Brienne. 3. He still defends Brienne's 
honor. 4. We still see suggestive language used to characterize 
their interactions. 5. Jaime faces rejecting behavior from the 
Lannisters, just as he thinks he's finally come home. 6. He still 
feels a sense of kinship with Brienne. 7. Jaime is interested in 
being present for his children in a way that Cersei doesn't like. 
8. Brienne still attracts Jaime's gaze. 9. They still use name-
calling to show how they get along. 10. We see the Kingslayer 
parallel.

1. When he hears about Joffrey's death, the first thing that oc-
curs to Jaime is not the tragedy of losing his son, but his rela-
tionship with his sister:

Jaime sat silent through it all, letting the words wash 
over him, a horn of ale forgotten in his one good hand. 
Joffrey. My blood. My firstborn. My son. He tried to 
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bring the boy's face to mind, but his features kept 
turning into Cersei's. 

She will be in mourning, her hair in disarray and her eyes 
red from crying, her mouth trembling as she tries to 
speak. She will cry again when she sees me, though she'll 
fight the tears. His sister seldom wept but when she was 
with him. She could not stand for others to think her 
weak. Only to her twin did she show her wounds. She 
will look to me for comfort and revenge. 

They rode hard the next day, at Jaime's insistence. His 
son was dead, and his sister needed him. (3.9)

Why is it that he's so much more focused on Cersei than on 
Joffrey? Why is it that the significance of Joffrey's death 
means he gets to be the one to comfort Cersei in her grief?

He was curiously calm. Men were supposed to go mad 
with grief when their children died, he knew. They were 
supposed to tear their hair out by the roots, to curse the 
gods and swear red vengeance. So why was it that he 
felt so little? The boy lived and died believing Robert 
Baratheon his sire. 

Jaime had seen him born, that was true, though more 
for Cersei than the child. But he had never held him. 

"How would it look?" his sister warned him when the 
women finally left them. "Bad enough Joff looks like you 
without you mooning over him." 

Jaime yielded with hardly a fight. The boy had been a 
squalling pink thing who demanded too much of Cersei's 
time, Cersei's love, and Cersei's breasts. Robert was 
welcome to him. 

And now he's dead. He pictured Joff lying still and cold 
with a face black from poison, and still felt nothing. 
Perhaps he was the monster they claimed. If the Father 
Above came down to offer him back his son or his hand, 
Jaime knew which he would choose. He had a second 
son, after all, and seed enough for many more. If Cersei 
wants another child I'll give her one … and this time I'll 
hold him, and the Others take those who do not like it. 
Robert was rotting in his grave, and Jaime was sick of 
lies. (3.10)
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Here we also get the first sign of another complication be-
tween Jaime and his family: he has never been allowed to act 
as a parent to his children, and he's unhappy about that. He 
wants to be present for his children, and that presents a con-
flict with Cersei, who needs to maintain the status quo. Let's 
also keep in mind that this is the same man who tried to kill 
Bran Stark in order to keep his affair with his sister, and his 
paternity to her children, a secret. As reprehensible as that ac-
tion was, the motivation was understandable: Cersei and her 
children could very well lose their heads if the truth came out. 
The news here is that Jaime is unhappy with the status quo of 
keeping his and Cersei's relationship a secret. He wants to be 
open about their affair, and he wants to be a loving, involved 
father to his children.

In other words, he wants a family life that he can't have with 
Cersei. At this point, he's not ready to accept that his affair 
with his twin is untenable.

2. Having saved her from the bear pit, Jaime still wants to in-
teract more frequently, more directly and more warmly with 
his big wench.

He turned abruptly and galloped back to find Brienne. 
Gods know why I bother. She is the least companionable 
creature I've ever had the misfortune to meet. 

The wench rode well behind and a few feet off to the 
side, as if to proclaim that she was no part of them. 
They had found men's garb for her along the way; a 
tunic here, a mantle there, a pair of breeches and a 
cowled cloak, even an old iron breastplate. She looked 
more comfortable dressed as a man, but nothing would 
ever make her look handsome. Nor happy. Once out of 
Harrenhal, her usual pighead stubbornness had soon 
reasserted itself. "I want my arms and armor back," she 
had insisted. "Oh, by all means, let us have you back in 
steel," Jaime replied. "A helm, especially. We'll all be 
happier if you keep your mouth shut and your visor 
down." 

That much Brienne could do, but her sullen silences soon 
began to fray his good humor almost as much as 
Qyburn's endless attempts to be ingratiating. I never 
thought I would find myself missing the company of 
Cleos Frey, gods help me. He was beginning to wish he 
had left her for the bear after all. (3.11)

While he found Cleos Frey nothing but annoying, and he simi-
larly wants Qyburn to leave him alone, he really wants Bri-
enne to do the opposite. He pretends to reject her company, 
but really, he wants her to be more companionable with him. 
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He experiences even more tension between wanting to mock 
her and wanting to bond with her after they get the news of 
the Red Wedding:

She looked so miserable that Jaime almost found 
himself wanting to comfort her. Since that day Brienne 
had been like one half-dead. Even calling her "wench" 
failed to provoke any response. The strength is gone 
from her. The woman had dropped a rock on Robin 
Ryger, battled a bear with a tourney sword, bitten off 
Vargo Hoat's ear, and fought Jaime to exhaustion … but 
she was broken now, done. (3.12)

Here he admits, almost in as many words, that he would call 
her "wench" in order to provoke a response. All this time, he's 
been pushing her buttons just to see her reaction, and now he 
wants to comfort her, though he's still not ready to say it out 
loud.

3. Jaime still defends Brienne's honor, this time against Loras 
Tyrell's accusations. At first, Loras tries to pick a fight with Bri-
enne, which would have inevitably led to someone getting 
killed, but Jaime puts a stop to that.

Ser Loras Tyrell slammed his sword back into its 
sheath. 

"That wasn't so difficult, was it?" 

"I want her arrested." Ser Loras pointed. "Lady Brienne, 
I charge you with the murder of Lord Renly Baratheon." 

"For what it's worth," said Jaime, "the wench does have 
honor. More than I have seen from you. And it may even 
be she's telling it true. I'll grant you, she's not what 
you'd call clever, but even my horse could come up with 
a better lie, if it was a lie she meant to tell. As you insist, 
however … Ser Balon, escort Lady Brienne to a tower 
cell and hold her there under guard. And find some 
suitable quarters for Steelshanks and his men, until such 
time as my father can see them." (3.14)

The wench does have more honor than he's seen from Loras. 
He continues to uphold Brienne's innocence to his father:

"Lord Renly was murdered by one of his own guards, 
some woman from Tarth." 

"That woman from Tarth is the reason I'm here. I tossed 
her into a cell to appease Ser Loras, but I'll believe in 
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Renly's ghost before I believe she did him any 
harm." (3.18)

Technically, it was Steelshanks Walton and his escort that got 
Jaime safely home from Harrenhal, yet for some reason he's 
giving Brienne the credit. She's the one who really saved him. 
We continue with Jaime comparing Loras Tyrell's honesty to 
Brienne's:

"I still have Brienne of Tarth in a tower cell." 

The boy's mouth hardened. "A black cell would be 
better." 

"You are certain that's what she deserves?" 

"She deserves death. I told Renly that a woman had no 
place in the Rainbow Guard. She won the mêlée with a 
trick." 

"I seem to recall another knight who was fond of tricks. 
He once rode a mare in heat against a foe mounted on a 

bad-tempered stallion. What sort of trickery did Brienne 
use?" 

Ser Loras flushed. "She leapt … it makes no matter. She 
won, I grant her that. His Grace put a rainbow cloak 
around her shoulders. And she killed him. Or let him 
die." 

"A large difference there." The difference between my 
crime and the shame of Boros Blount. (3.21)

The argument continues, and they get to the question of what 
a Kingsguard should do to keep his king alive. For example, 
how was it that several Kingsguard knights failed to save Jof-
frey from dying of poison? Sometimes, saving the king's life is 
impossible:

"The wench says the same. She grieves for Renly as you 
do. I promise you, I never grieve for Aerys. Brienne's 
ugly, and pighead stubborn. But she lacks the wits to be 
a liar, and she is loyal past the point of sense. She swore 
an oath to bring me to King's Landing, and here I sit. 
This hand I lost … well, that was my doing as much as 
hers. Considering all she did to protect me, I have no 
doubt that she would have fought for Renly, had there 
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been a foe to fight. But a shadow?" Jaime shook his 
head. "Draw your sword, Ser Loras. Show me how 
you'd fight a shadow. I should like to see that." (3.22)

She is "loyal past the point of sense," he still gives her the 
credit for getting him safely home, and he admits that his 
maiming was his fault as much as hers. He has nothing but fa-
vorable things to say about her determination as a protector.

4. Martin continues to use suggestive language to characterize 
Jaime and Brienne's interactions. 

Brienne's big blue eyes were full of hurt as Balon Swann 
and a dozen gold cloaks led her away. You ought to be 
blowing me kisses, wench, he wanted to tell her. Why 
must they misunderstand every bloody thing he did? 
Aerys. It all grows from Aerys. (3.15)

It's interesting that he pictures her blowing him kisses. He's 
also rather focused on her big blue eyes.

5. Jaime faces rejection from his family. He goes to Cersei and 
wants to drop the secrecy around their relationship, but she's 
having none of that, and for good reason.

"I am sick of being careful. The Targaryens wed brother 
to sister, why shouldn't we do the same? Marry me, 

Cersei. Stand up before the realm and say it's me you 
want. We'll have our own wedding feast, and make 
another son in place of Joffrey." 

She drew back. "That's not funny." 

"Do you hear me chuckling?" 

"Did you leave your wits at Riverrun?" Her voice had an 
edge to it. "Tommen's throne derives from Robert, you 
know that." 

"He'll have Casterly Rock, isn't that enough? Let Father 
sit the throne. All I want is you." He made to touch her 
cheek. Old habits die hard, and it was his right arm he 
lifted. 

Cersei recoiled from his stump. "Don't … don't talk like 
this. You're scaring me, Jaime. Don't be stupid. One 
wrong word and you'll cost us everything. What did 
they do to you?"  (3.16)
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He wants to marry her, and she treats that idea like a joke. 
Then again, Cersei may be less than receptive with him at the 
moment because he's just forced himself on her next to Jof-
frey's body. Still, it's not going well with Cersei, and it goes 
even worse with Tywin:

"You do." Lord Tywin rose as well. "A duty to House 
Lannister. You are the heir to Casterly Rock. That is 
where you should be. Tommen should accompany you, 
as your ward and squire. The Rock is where he'll learn 
to be a Lannister, and I want him away from his 
mother. I mean to find a new husband for Cersei. 
Oberyn Martell perhaps, once I convince Lord Tyrell 
that the match does not threaten Highgarden. And it is 
past time you were wed. The Tyrells are now insisting 
that Margaery be wed to Tommen, but if I were to offer 
you instead—" 

"NO!" Jaime had heard all that he could stand. No, more 
than he could stand. He was sick of it, sick of lords and 
lies, sick of his father, his sister, sick of the whole bloody 
business. "No. No. No. No. No. How many times must I 
say no before you'll hear it? Oberyn Martell? The man's 
infamous, and not just for poisoning his sword. He has 
more bastards than Robert, and beds with boys as well. 
And if you think for one misbegotten moment that I 
would wed Joffrey's widow …" 

"Lord Tyrell swears the girl's still maiden." 

"She can die a maiden as far as I'm concerned. I don't 
want her, and I don't want your Rock!" 

"You are my son—"

"I am a knight of the Kingsguard. The Lord Commander 
of the Kingsguard! And that's all I mean to be!" 

Firelight gleamed golden in the stiff whiskers that 
framed Lord Tywin's face. A vein pulsed in his neck, but 
he did not speak. And did not speak. And did not speak. 
The strained silence went on until it was more than 
Jaime could endure. 

"Father …" he began. 

"You are not my son." Lord Tywin turned his face away. 
"You say you are the Lord Commander of the 
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Kingsguard, and only that. Very well, ser. Go do your 
duty." (3.19)

This is all it takes for Tywin to switch from "you are my son" 
to "you are not my son": Jaime refuses to comply with Lord Ty-
win's grand plans. Once it is established that Jaime is not let-
ting his father control his life, Tywin disowns him.

Half the court no longer seemed to know him. I am a 
stranger in my own House. His son was dead, his father 
had disowned him, and his sister … she had not allowed 
him to be alone with her once, after that first day in the 
royal sept where Joffrey lay amongst the candles. Even 
when they bore him across the city to his tomb in the 
Great Sept of Baelor, Cersei kept a careful distance. 
(3.20)

In fairness to Cersei, Jaime should've thought about that be-
fore he forced his sister's legs apart in the sept. He's not 
wrong to observe that his family situation is going rapidly 
downhill, however. He still wants to stop hiding his affair with 
Cersei, and she's still making that impossible. He begins to 
talk with her about his relationship to her children: 

"To keep them safe! You as well. How would it have 
looked if my brother had played the father to the king's 
children? Even Robert might have grown suspicious." 

"Well, he's beyond suspicion now." Robert's death still 
left a bitter taste in Jaime's mouth. It should have been 
me who killed him, not Cersei. "I only wished he'd died 
at my hands." When I still had two of them. "If I'd let 
kingslaying become a habit, as he liked to say, I could 
have taken you as my wife for all the world to see. I'm 
not ashamed of loving you, only of the things I've done 
to hide it. That boy at Winterfell…" 

"Did I tell you to throw him out the window? If you'd 
gone hunting as I begged you, nothing would have 
happened. But no, you had to have me, you could not 
wait until we returned to the city." 

"I'd waited long enough. I hated watching Robert 
stumble to your bed every night, always wondering if 
maybe this night he'd decide to claim his rights as 
husband." (3.26)
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I think the primary difference here is that Jaime has always 
thought of Cersei as his wife, whereas she thought of him as 
her secret lover, which suited her well enough as long as she 
doesn't have competition for his loyalty. Cersei wants to keep 
Jaime available to her, but only on her terms, which are no 
longer acceptable to him. They argue about how to manage 
their family situation:

"Joff is dead and Myrcella's in Dorne. Tommen's all I 
have left. You mustn't let Father take him from me. 
Jaime, please." 

"Lord Tywin has not asked for my approval. I can talk 
to him, but he will not listen …" 

"He will if you agree to leave the Kingsguard." 

"I'm not leaving the Kingsguard." 

His sister fought back tears. "Jaime, you're my shining 
knight. You cannot abandon me when I need you most! 
He is stealing my son, sending me away … and unless 
you stop him, Father is going to force me to wed again!"

 Jaime should not have been surprised, but he was. The 
words were a blow to his gut harder than any that Ser 
Addam Marbrand had dealt him. "Who?" 

"Does it matter? Some lord or other. Someone Father 
thinks he needs. I don't care. I will not have another 
husband. You are the only man I want in my bed, ever 
again." 

"Then tell him that!" 

She pulled her hands away. "You are talking madness 
again. Would you have us ripped apart, as Mother did 
that time she caught us playing? Tommen would lose 
the throne, Myrcella her marriage … I want to be your 
wife, we belong to each other, but it can never be, Jaime. 
We are brother and sister." 

"The Targaryens …" 

"We are not Targaryens!" 
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"Quiet," he said, scornfully. "So loud, you'll wake my 
Sworn Brothers. We can't have that, now, can we? 
People might learn that you had come to see me." 

"Jaime," she sobbed, "don't you think I want it as much 
as you do? It makes no matter who they wed me to, I 
want you at my side, I want you in my bed, I want you 
inside me. Nothing has changed between us. Let me 
prove it to you." She pushed up his tunic and began to 
fumble with the laces of his breeches. 

Jaime felt himself responding. "No," he said, "not here." 
They had never done it in White Sword Tower, much 
less in the Lord Commander's chambers. "Cersei, this is 
not the place." 

"You took me in the sept. This is no different." She drew 
out his cock and bent her head over it. 

Jaime pushed her away with the stump of his right 
hand. "No. Not here, I said." He forced himself to stand. 

For an instant he could see confusion in her bright green 
eyes, and fear as well. Then rage replaced it. Cersei 
gathered herself together, got to her feet, straightened 
her skirts. "Was it your hand they hacked off in 
Harrenhal, or your manhood?" (3.27)

Cersei goes from seducing Jaime to rejecting him, as soon as 
he makes it clear that he won't do what she wants. Her idea is 
for Jaime to go to their father and agree to quit the Kings-
guard (the practical upshot being that Jaime would end up 
back at Casterly Rock while Cersei stayed at the Red Keep) so 
that Cersei won't be separated from Tommen. His idea is for 
Cersei to go to their father and tell him she wants to be with 
Jaime rather than marry anyone else. Cersei used sex to con-
vince Jaime to join the Kingsguard, and she thinks she can 
use sex to convince him to quit, but the moment he shows her 
he won't be convinced, she turns against him. Soon enough, 
Tyrion becomes the topic of their discussion. Jaime is still de-
fending Tyrion, which puts another layer of conflict between 
him and Cersei:

"Tyrion is not going to harm Tommen or Myrcella. I am 
still not certain he killed Joffrey." 

Her mouth twisted in anger. "How can you say that? 
After all his threats—" 
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"Threats mean nothing. He swears he did not do it." 

"Oh, he swears, is that it? And dwarfs don't lie, is that 
what you think?" 

"Not to me. No more than you would." 

"You great golden fool. He's lied to you a thousand 
times, and so have I." She bound up her hair again, and 
scooped up the hairnet from the bedpost where she'd 
hung it. "Think what you will. The little monster is in a 
black cell, and soon Ser Ilyn will have his head off. 
Perhaps you'd like it for a keepsake." She glanced at the 
pillow. "He can watch over you as you sleep alone in 
that cold white bed. Until his eyes rot out, that is." 

"You had best go, Cersei. You're making me angry." 

"Oh, an angry cripple. How terrifying." She laughed. "A 
pity Lord Tywin Lannister never had a son. I could have 
been the heir he wanted, but I lacked the cock. And 
speaking of such, best tuck yours away, brother. It looks 

rather sad and small, hanging from your breeches like 
that." 

When she was gone Jaime took her advice, fumbling 
one-handed at his laces. He felt a bone-deep ache in his 
phantom fingers. 

I've lost a hand, a father, a son, a sister, and a lover, and 
soon enough I will lose a brother. And yet they keep 
telling me House Lannister won this war. 

Jaime donned his cloak and went downstairs, where he 
found Ser Boros Blount having a cup of wine in the 
common room. "When you're done with your drink, tell 
Ser Loras I'm ready to see her." (3.28)

She taunts him with their brother's impending death, and 
with the promise of letting him sleep alone, she mocks him as 
a cripple, she confesses to having lied to him, and she implies 
that he was never the son their father wanted. After she's 
gone, Jaime sums up his losses: his sword hand, his father, a 
son, his sister and lover, and soon his brother. This is what 
House Lannister has to show for their part in the war. It isn't 
only a matter of what Jaime is losing, though: that father, the 
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sister and lover, and soon the brother, are all losing him, and 
without him, they can't be a family. 

6. Once Cersei is out of the room, he's ready to meet with Bri-
enne. Since his return to the Red Keep, he still shows that 
sense of kinship with the Maid of Tarth. Tywin tells him about 
what happened to Vargo Hoat after Jaime's departure from 
Harrenhal:

"Clegane found Hoat sitting alone in the Hall of a 
Hundred Hearths, half-mad with pain and fever from a 
wound that festered. His ear, I'm told." 

Jaime had to laugh. Too sweet! His ear! He could 
scarcely wait to tell Brienne, though the wench wouldn't 
find it half so funny as he did. "Is he dead yet?" (3.17)

The context is that Brienne bit Hoat's ear off when he tried to 
rape her, and so she was the one who dealt the wound that 
drove him half-mad with pain and fever. Jaime enjoys this 
and wants to share his amusement with her. In the ensuing 
weeks between his return to the Red Keep and his releasing 
Brienne from her tower cell, Jaime receives a gift from his fa-
ther, which feels like a mockery now that he no longer has the 
hand to use it. Rather than throw the sword back at his father, 
he decides Brienne should have it.

"Why would you tell me all this, if it's true? You are 
betraying your father's secrets."

The Hand's secrets, he thought. I no longer have a father. 
"I pay my debts like every good little lion. I did promise 
Lady Stark her daughters … and one of them is still 
alive. My brother may know where she is, but if so he 
isn't saying. Cersei is convinced that Sansa helped him 
murder Joffrey." 

The wench's mouth got stubborn. "I will not believe that 
gentle girl a poisoner. Lady Catelyn said that she had a 
loving heart. It was your brother. There was a trial, Ser 
Loras said." 

"Two trials, actually. Words and swords both failed 
him. A bloody mess. Did you watch from your window?" 

"My cell faces the sea. I heard the shouting, though." 

"Prince Oberyn of Dorne is dead, Ser Gregor Clegane 
lies dying, and Tyrion stands condemned before the eyes 
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of gods and men. They're keeping him in a black cell till 
they kill him." 

Brienne looked at him. "You do not believe he did it." 

Jaime gave her a hard smile. "See, wench? We know 
each other too well. Tyrion's wanted to be me since he 
took his first step, but he'd never follow me in 
kingslaying. Sansa Stark killed Joffrey. My brother's 
kept silent to protect her. He gets these fits of gallantry 
from time to time. The last one cost him a nose. This 
time it will mean his head." 

"No," Brienne said. "It was not my lady's daughter. It 
could not have been her." 

"There's the stubborn stupid wench that I remember." 

She reddened. "My name is …" 

"Brienne of Tarth." Jaime sighed. "I have a gift for you." 
He reached down under the Lord Commander's chair 
and brought it out, wrapped in folds of crimson velvet. 

Brienne approached as if the bundle was like to bite her, 
reached out a huge freckled hand, and flipped back a 
fold of cloth. Rubies glimmered in the light. She picked 
the treasure up gingerly, curled her fingers around the 
leather grip, and slowly slid the sword free of its 
scabbard. Blood and black the ripples shone. A finger of 
reflected light ran red along the edge. "Is this Valyrian 
steel? I have never seen such colors." (3.30)

While Jaime gives his very special, shiny new sword to Bri-
enne, he has not yet lost all interest in his family. 

7. He is, in fact, becoming more and more interested in acting 
like a loving parent to Cersei's remaining children. This will 
do nothing good for his affair with his twin.

Jaime turned to Tommen. Though he had Joffrey's 
golden curls and green eyes, the new king shared little 
else with his late brother. He inclined to plumpness, his 
face was pink and round, and he even liked to read. He 
is still shy of nine, this son of mine. The boy is not the 
man. (3.24)

56



Further, he disagrees with Cersei about is good for Tommen. 
It is never a good idea to argue with Cersei about her children:

"That need not be so terrible. He is sending me back to 
Casterly Rock as well. He wants me far away, so he'll 
have a free hand with Tommen. Tommen is my son, not 
his!" 

"Tommen is the king." 

"He is a boy! A frightened little boy who saw his brother 
murdered at his own wedding. And now they are telling 
him that he must marry. The girl is twice his age and 
twice a widow!" 

He eased himself into a chair, trying to ignore the ache 
of bruised muscles. "The Tyrells are insisting. I see no 
harm in it. Tommen's been lonely since Myrcella went to 
Dorne. He likes having Margaery and her ladies about. 
Let them wed." 

"He is your son …" 

"He is my seed. He's never called me Father. No more 
than Joffrey ever did. You warned me a thousand times 
never to show any undue interest in them." (3.25)

She warned him a thousand times with good reason, but no 
matter. The point is that he's no longer on board with their ar-
rangement.

She does have 

astonishing 
eyes.

8. Then we have the way Jaime keeps on telling us Brienne is 
ugly, except for when she isn't. For example, he defends her 
fashion sense, which most men seem to think is inappropri-
ate:

The younger man started for the door. But there he 
turned back. "Renly thought she was absurd. A woman 
dressed in man's mail, pretending to be a knight." 

"If he'd ever seen her in pink satin and Myrish lace, he 
would not have complained." (3.23)
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One would think he knows better than to put her in a dress, 
but he does have opinions on what colors she should wear. 
Pink, for example, is bad, but some colors are better:

The wench looked as ugly and awkward as ever, he 
decided when Tyrell left them. Someone had dressed her 
in woman's clothes again, but this dress fit much better 
than that hideous pink rag the goat had made her wear. 
"Blue is a good color on you, my lady," Jaime observed. 
"It goes well with your eyes." She does have astonishing 
eyes.

Brienne glanced down at herself, flustered. "Septa 
Donyse padded out the bodice, to give it that shape. She 
said you sent her to me." She lingered by the door, as if 
she meant to flee at any second. "You look …" 

"Different?" He managed a half-smile. "More meat on 
the ribs and fewer lice in my hair, that's all. The stump's 
the same. Close the door and come here."

She did as he bid her. "The white cloak …" 

"… is new, but I'm sure I'll soil it soon enough." 

"That wasn't … I was about to say that it becomes 
you." (3.29)

Look at that. He tells her she looks nice in her blue dress, and 
she tells him he looks nice in his white cloak. And she has as-
tonishing eyes.

9. Then there's the name-calling. As witty as Jaime is, he can't 
seem to think of any better nicknames than "wench." This is 
what happens, along those lines, when Jaime gives his Valy-
rian steel sword to his big stubborn wench:

"Nor I. There was a time that I would have given my 
right hand to wield a sword like that. Now it appears I 
have, so the blade is wasted on me. Take it." Before she 
could think to refuse, he went on. "A sword so fine must 
bear a name. It would please me if you would call this 
one Oathkeeper. One more thing. The blade comes with 
a price." 

Her face darkened. "I told you, I will never serve …" 

"… such foul creatures as us. Yes, I recall. Hear me out, 
Brienne. Both of us swore oaths concerning Sansa 
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Stark. Cersei means to see that the girl is found and 
killed, wherever she has gone to ground …" 

Brienne's homely face twisted in fury. "If you believe 
that I would harm my lady's daughter for a sword, you
—" 

"Just listen," he snapped, angered by her assumption. "I 
want you to find Sansa first, and get her somewhere 
safe. How else are the two of us going to make good our 
stupid vows to your precious dead Lady Catelyn?" 

The wench blinked. "I … I thought…"

"I know what you thought." Suddenly Jaime was sick of 
the sight of her. She bleats like a bloody sheep. "When 
Ned Stark died, his greatsword was given to the King's 
Justice," he told her. "But my father felt that such a fine 
blade was wasted on a mere headsman. He gave Ser 
Ilyn a new sword, and had Ice melted down and 
reforged. There was enough metal for two new blades. 
You're holding one. So you'll be defending Ned Stark's 

daughter with Ned Stark's own steel, if that makes any 
difference to you." 

"Ser, I … I owe you an apolo …" 

He cut her off. "Take the bloody sword and go, before I 
change my mind. There's a bay mare in the stables, as 
homely as you are but somewhat better trained. Chase 
after Steelshanks, search for Sansa, or ride home to 
your isle of sapphires, it's naught to me. I don't want to 
look at you anymore." 

"Jaime …" 

"Kingslayer," he reminded her. "Best use that sword to 
clean the wax out of your ears, wench. We're done." 

Stubbornly, she persisted. "Joffrey was your …" 

"My king. Leave it at that." (3.31)

59



She made an assumption about Jaime's intentions, it was the 
wrong assumption, and it hurt his feelings. When she tries to 
apologize, using his proper name, he insists on being the 
Kingslayer again, while she's the wench. 

10. They're not quite finished yet, though. There's still the 
Kingslayer Parallel.

"You say Sansa killed him. Why protect her?" 

Because Joff was no more to me than a squirt of seed in 
Cersei's cunt. And because he deserved to die. "I have 
made kings and unmade them. Sansa Stark is my last 
chance for honor." Jaime smiled thinly. "Besides, 
kingslayers should band together. Are you ever going to 
go?" 

Her big hand wrapped tight around Oathkeeper. "I will. 
And I will find the girl and keep her safe. For her lady 
mother's sake. And for yours." She bowed stiffly, 
whirled, and went. (3.32)

Kingslayers should band together. We'll see more of that later. 
For now, we still haven't seen Jaime interact with Tyrion since 
his return to the Red Keep. Having already been disowned by 
his father and rejected by his sister, Jaime has nothing to lose 

by arranging Tyrion's escape from his cell. He doesn't ever ex-
pect to see his little brother again after that night, but he gets 
the comfort of knowing Tyrion's still alive. Freeing his brother 
is a profound act of defiance against both his father and sister, 
but they've already pushed him away, so Jaime is taking Ty-
rion's side over theirs. From Jaime's position, Tyrion is the 
only family he has left, so helping him escape execution is one 
more way for Jaime to show up for his family. 

It turns out to be an act with tremendous unintended conse-
quences.

I HAVE ALSO WRITTEN:
ASoIaF vs. GoT, First: Lannister Twincest
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SECTION 3

Rescuing Tyrion

So far, everything I've analyzed in this essay has been text writ-
ten in Jaime's POV. This is the first time we're switching to Ty-
rion's POV. When Jaime first appears in his cell, we see the re-
turn of witty, bantering brothers:

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?" 

"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." 
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"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." (3.33)

This is the very first interaction the brothers have had since 
the family left Winterfell back in the first book. They haven't 
seen each other in well over a year, probably closer to a year 
and a half. So far, it's going nicely, but it's about to get compli-
cated.

"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.'" 
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 …" 
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Jaime is afraid. "Tell me," Tyrion said again. (3.34)

Back in his conversation with Catelyn Stark in A Clash of 
Kings, just before she set him free, Jaime mentioned being 
"loved by one for a kindness I never did." What was that kind-
ness he never did?

"Tysha?" His stomach tightened. "What of her?" 

"She was no whore. I never bought her for you. That 
was a lie that Father commanded me to tell. Tysha was 
… she was what she seemed to be. A crofter's daughter, 
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 lesson. 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." 

"Oh, must I?" Tyrion snarled. "Why should I believe you 
about anything, ever? She was my wife!" (3.35)

Jaime thought he was doing the right thing by telling the 
truth, but it seems there's a reason why "Lannisters lie." He 
had also remarked to Catelyn that "Tyrion says that people of-
ten claim to hunger for truth, but seldom like the taste when 
it's served up." It seems that Tyrion is no exception to his own 
rule: he doesn't like the taste of truth when it's served to him.

Jaime unlocked the gate, pushed it open, and stepped 
through. He looked back over his shoulder. "Are you 
coming?" 
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"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 
mismatched 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." (3.36)

Then there's the question. Jaime wants to hear, in Tyrion's 
words, that he didn't kill Joffrey. 

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." 

"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 conspicuously 
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 
Kettleblack 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 hideous 
sight to see, there in the torchlit gloom. 

Jaime turned without a word and walked away. (3.37)

There's a truth and a lie: it's true that Cersei has been fucking 
their brainless cousin Lancel and some greasy Kingsguard 
knight named Osmund Kettleblack, as well as his brothers Os-
ney and Osfryd, though probably not Moon Boy, but the point 
is that if Cersei is willing to spread her legs for Lancel and Os-
mund Kettleblack, she might as well do the same with Moon 

64



Boy. It's not true that Tyrion killed Joffrey, but he's willing to 
say he did, just to hurt Jaime. 

I wish I could say that revelation was the last unintended con-
sequence of Jaime deciding to free Tyrion, but as a response 
to the truth about Tysha, Tyrion decides to go after his father 
with a crossbow. Thus, having been innocent of murder be-
fore, Tyrion kills two people on the way out of the Red Keep. 
While Jaime's rapport with his father was at its lowest point 
ever, he certainly didn't want Tywin to die. 

“Cersei is a lying whore, 
she’s been fucking Lancel 
and Osmund Kettleblack 
and probably Moon Boy 

for all I know.”

I HAVE ALSO WRITTEN:
ASoIaF vs. GoT, Fifth: Tyrion’s First Wife
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SECTION 4

Jaime’s Dream

I mentioned earlier that Jaime has a dream, the night before 
he rescues Brienne from the bear pit. Now is a good time to 
talk about that dream. 

At this stage of his story, Jaime exhibits a sense of kinship 
with Brienne even as he tries to convince himself he doesn't 
care what happens to her. Qyburn tells Jaime that Vargo Hoat 
had him examine Brienne for venereal disease, the implica-
tion being that Hoat was planning to rape her. Jaime goes 
from forced indifference to appreciation of Brienne's fighting 
ability:

The news irritated him, though he supposed he should 
have seen it coming. The lie spared you awhile, wench. 
Be grateful for that much. "If her maidenhead's as hard 
as the rest of her, the goat will break his cock off trying 
to get in," he jested. Brienne was tough enough to 
survive a few rapes, Jaime judged, though if she resisted 
too vigorously Vargo Hoat might start lopping off her 
hands and feet. And if he does, why should I care? I 
might still have a hand if she had let me have my cousin's 
sword without getting stupid. He had almost taken off 
her leg himself with that first stroke of his, but after that 
she had given him more than he wanted. Hoat may not 
know how freakish strong she is. He had best be careful, 
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or she'll snap that skinny neck of his, and wouldn't that 
be sweet? (3.40)

Yes, it would be sweet if she snapped that skinny neck of his. 
We later find out that she merely bit his ear off, but that 
wound basically killed him in the end. 

Jaime recalls Brienne taking care of him:

The wench would have told him he had to eat before he 
slept, to keep his strength up, but he was more tired 
than hungry. (3.41)

Then there's the dream. So it begins:

Naked and alone he stood, surrounded by enemies, with 
stone walls all around him pressing close. The Rock, he 
knew. He could feel the immense weight of it above his 
head. He was home. He was home and whole. 

He held his right hand up and flexed his fingers to feel 
the strength in them. It felt as good as sex. As good as 
swordplay. Four fingers and a thumb. He had dreamed 
that he was maimed, but it wasn't so. Relief made him 
dizzy. (3.42)

Tall dark figures in cowled robes appear, they force him down 
a twisting passageway, which stops in echoing darkness. 
They're in a watery cavern, though not one that Jaime recalls 
from Casterly Rock. He demands answers from the people 
around him, and he finds all the Lannisters there, going back 
to Lann the Clever. At the front are Tywin, Cersei, Joffrey, and 
more Lannisters behind them.

Jaime pleads with Cersei not to leave him there alone. He asks 
for a sword. Tywin says he gave him a sword, which Jaime 
finds in the water at his feet. Jaime picks it up, and the blade 
flickers with a pale blue flame, which illuminates the gloom 
around him. 

She put a hand on his 
shoulder, and he 

trembled 

at the sudden touch.

There's a splash behind him, and it's Brienne, with her hands 
in chains. She says she swore an oath to keep him safe. She's 
naked, she raises her hands to Jaime, and asks him to cut off 
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her chains, which he does. She asks for a sword; a belt appears 
with a scabbard and sword, which she promptly buckles on.

The light was so dim that Jaime could scarcely see her, 
though they stood a scant few feet apart. In this light 
she could almost be a beauty, he thought. In this light she 
could almost be a knight. 

Her sword also takes on flame, which gives them a bit more 
light. 

He hears Cersei's voice telling him the flames will burn for as 
long as Jaime is alive, but no longer. He begs her to stay, but 
she retreats. Brienne waves her sword back and forth, moving 
the light's reflection around the water's surface. Jaime thinks 
she has more of a woman's shape now, though she's also as 
tall and strong as ever.

She asks if they keep a bear down here. Cave lion? Dire 
wolves? What lives in the darkness?

Doom, he answers. She says she mislikes the place. He agrees. 
She offers to let him climb on her shoulders so he can reach 
the tunnel mouth and escape.  

Then I could follow Cersei. He could feel himself 
growing hard at the thought, and turned away so 
Brienne would not see. 

"Listen." She put a hand on his shoulder, and he 
trembled at the sudden touch. She's warm. "Something 
comes." Brienne lifted her sword to point off to his left. 
"There." 

There's something moving in the darkness: two men on 
horses, side by side. Beneath the Rock, that makes no sense. 
There they are: the destriers make no sound. Jaime calls out 
to what he thinks is Ned Stark; Brienne touches his arm, says 
there are more. They're all armored in snow, it seems. He 
knows who they are even with their visors down. Five of his de-
ceased brothers of the Kingsguard, plus Rhaegar Targaryen. 
Jaime says they don't frighten them. He'll fight them, but 
someone also needs to duel with the wench, because she gets 
cross when she's left out.

The ghosts dismount from their horses, draw their longs-
words. Jaime tells them Aerys was going to burn the city.

Darry points out that Aerys was Jaime's king, Whent tells him 
he'd sworn to keep him safe. Lewis reminds him of the chil-
dren. Rhaegar says he'd left his wife and children in Jaime's 
hands. 

Jaime says he was with the king.

Killing the king, says Arthur Dayne. Cutting his throat, says 
Prince Lewyn. The king he'd sworn to die for, says the White 
Bull. 
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The fires along his sword blade gutter out, and Jaime remem-
bers Cersei's warning. The sword goes dark, and only Bri-
enne's sword still burns. The ghosts rush in, and Jaime cries 
out no, no, no.

He wakes up, and he finds Steelshanks Walton.

Jaime ran his fingers through his hair. "Walton," he 
said, "saddle the horses. I want to go back." 

"Back?" Steelshanks regarded him dubiously. 

He thinks I've gone mad. And perhaps I have. "I left 
something at Harrenhal." (3.43)

That is the dream that goads Jaime into steering his escort 
back to Harrenhal, that moves him to offer to pay Brienne's 
ransom, that drives him to jump into the bear pit and take his 
big wench with him back to the Red Keep. Jaime sees his fam-
ily turning away from him. When they are all gone, Brienne 
will still be there with him, they will both be naked, and she 
will be holding his sword. The last time we saw them together, 
Jaime was annoyed at her for making unfair assumptions 
about his intentions regarding her lady's daughter. What hap-
pened as soon as she left the room?

Quill and ink he found in a drawer. Beneath the last line 
Ser Barristan had entered, he wrote in an awkward 
hand that might have done credit to a six-year-old being 
taught his first letters by a maester: 

Defeated in the Whispering Wood by the Young Wolf 
Robb Stark during the War of the Five Kings. Held 
captive at Riverrun and ransomed for a promise 
unfulfilled. Captured again by the Brave Companions, 
and maimed at the word of Vargo Hoat their captain, 
losing his sword hand to the blade of Zollo the Fat. 
Returned safely to King's Landing by Brienne, the Maid 
of Tarth. (3.44)

69



Citations for Stage 3

3.1 "Tell your men to keep their hands on their sword hilts, and the Mummers will want no trouble with you. Two to one, remem-
ber?" Jaime's head jerked round at the sound of a distant roar, faint but ferocious. It echoed off the walls of Harrenhal, and the 
laughter swelled up like the sea. All of a sudden, he knew what was happening. Have we come too late?
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 615). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

3.2 They had her in the bear pit.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 615). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

3.3 "This is none of our concern," Steelshanks warned Jaime. "Lord Bolton said the wench was theirs, to do with as they liked." 
"Her name's Brienne." Jaime descended the steps, past a dozen startled sellswords. Vargo Hoat had taken the lord's box in the low-
est tier. "Lord Vargo," he called over the shouts.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 616). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

3.4 The beast turned clumsily, too far and too fast. Quick as a cat, Brienne changed direction. There's the wench I remember. She 
leapt in to land a cut across the bear's back. Roaring, the beast went up on his hind legs again. Brienne scrambled back away. 
Where's the blood? Then suddenly he understood. 
Jaime rounded on Hoat. "You gave her a tourney sword." 
The goat brayed laughter, spraying him with wine and spittle. "Of courth." 
"I'll pay her bloody ransom. Gold, sapphires, whatever you want. Pull her out of there."
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 617). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

3.5 "You want her? Go get her." 
So he did. 

70



He put his good hand on the marble rail and vaulted over, rolling as he hit the sand. The bear turned at the thump, sniffing, watch-
ing this new intruder warily. Jaime scrambled to one knee. Well, what in seven hells do I do now? He filled his fist with sand. 
"Kingslayer?" he heard Brienne say, astonished. 
"Jaime." He uncoiled, flinging the sand at the bear's face. The bear mauled the air and roared like blazes. 
"What are you doing here?" 
"Something stupid. Get behind me." He circled toward her, putting himself between Brienne and the bear. 
"You get behind. I have the sword."
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 617). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

3.6 Brienne tried to dart around, but he kicked her legs out from under her. She fell in the sand, clutching the useless sword. Jaime 
straddled her, and the bear came charging. 
There was a deep twang, and a feathered shaft sprouted suddenly beneath the beast's left eye. Blood and slaver ran from his open 
mouth, and another bolt took him in the leg. The bear roared, reared. He saw Jaime and Brienne again and lumbered toward 
them. More crossbows fired, the quarrels ripping through fur and flesh. At such short range, the bowmen could hardly miss. The 
shafts hit as hard as maces, but the bear took another step. The poor dumb brave brute. When the beast swiped at him, he danced 
aside, shouting, kicking sand. The bear turned to follow his tormentor, and took another two quarrels in the back. He gave one last 
rumbling growl, settled back onto his haunches, stretched out on the bloodstained sand, and died.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 618). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

3.7 "And I'll serve you the same if you give me trouble," Steelshanks threw back. "We're taking the wench." 
"Her name is Brienne," Jaime said. "Brienne, the maid of Tarth. You are still maiden, I hope?" 
Her broad homely face turned red. "Yes." 
"Oh, good," Jaime said. "I only rescue maidens." To Hoat he said, "You'll have your ransom. For both of us. A Lannister pays his 
debts. Now fetch some ropes and get us out of here."
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 618). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 
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3.8 "Ser Jaime?" Even in soiled pink satin and torn lace, Brienne looked more like a man in a gown than a proper woman. "I am 
grateful, but … you were well away. Why come back?" 
A dozen quips came to mind, each crueler than the one before, but Jaime only shrugged. "I dreamed of you," he said.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 619). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

3.9 Jaime sat silent through it all, letting the words wash over him, a horn of ale forgotten in his one good hand. Joffrey. My blood. 
My firstborn. My son. He tried to bring the boy's face to mind, but his features kept turning into Cersei's. 
She will be in mourning, her hair in disarray and her eyes red from crying, her mouth trembling as she tries to speak. She will 
cry again when she sees me, though she'll fight the tears. His sister seldom wept but when she was with him. She could not stand 
for others to think her weak. Only to her twin did she show her wounds. She will look to me for comfort and revenge. 
They rode hard the next day, at Jaime's insistence. His son was dead, and his sister needed him.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (pp. 842-843). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

3.10 He was curiously calm. Men were supposed to go mad with grief when their children died, he knew. They were supposed to 
tear their hair out by the roots, to curse the gods and swear red vengeance. So why was it that he felt so little? The boy lived and 
died believing Robert Baratheon his sire. 
Jaime had seen him born, that was true, though more for Cersei than the child. But he had never held him. 
"How would it look?" his sister warned him when the women finally left them. "Bad enough Joff looks like you without you moon-
ing over him." 
Jaime yielded with hardly a fight. The boy had been a squalling pink thing who demanded too much of Cersei's time, Cersei's love, 
and Cersei's breasts. Robert was welcome to him. 
And now he's dead. He pictured Joff lying still and cold with a face black from poison, and still felt nothing. Perhaps he was the 
monster they claimed. If the Father Above came down to offer him back his son or his hand, Jaime knew which he would choose. 
He had a second son, after all, and seed enough for many more. If Cersei wants another child I'll give her one … and this time I'll 
hold him, and the Others take those who do not like it. Robert was rotting in his grave, and Jaime was sick of lies.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (pp. 843-844). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 
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3.11 He turned abruptly and galloped back to find Brienne. Gods know why I bother. She is the least companionable creature I've 
ever had the misfortune to meet. 
The wench rode well behind and a few feet off to the side, as if to proclaim that she was no part of them. They had found men's 
garb for her along the way; a tunic here, a mantle there, a pair of breeches and a cowled cloak, even an old iron breastplate. She 
looked more comfortable dressed as a man, but nothing would ever make her look handsome. Nor happy. Once out of Harrenhal, 
her usual pighead stubbornness had soon reasserted itself. "I want my arms and armor back," she had insisted. "Oh, by all means, 
let us have you back in steel," Jaime replied. "A helm, especially. We'll all be happier if you keep your mouth shut and your visor 
down." 
That much Brienne could do, but her sullen silences soon began to fray his good humor almost as much as Qyburn's endless at-
tempts to be ingratiating. I never thought I would find myself missing the company of Cleos Frey, gods help me. He was begin-
ning to wish he had left her for the bear after all.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 844). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

3.12 She never met Robb Stark, yet her grief for him runs deeper than mine for Joff. Or perhaps it was Lady Catelyn she mourned. 
They had been at Brindlewood when they had that news, from a red-faced tub of a knight named Ser Bertram Beesbury, whose 
arms were three beehives on a field striped black and yellow. A troop of Lord Piper's men had passed through Brindlewood only 
yesterday, Beesbury told them, rushing to King's Landing beneath a peace banner of their own. "With the Young Wolf dead Piper 
saw no point to fighting on. His son is captive at the Twins." Brienne gaped like a cow about to choke on her cud, so it fell to Jaime 
to draw out the tale of the Red Wedding. 
"Every great lord has unruly bannermen who envy him his place," he told her afterward. "My father had the Reynes and Tarbecks, 
the Tyrells have the Florents, Hoster Tully had Walder Frey. Only strength keeps such men in their place. The moment they smell 
weakness … during the Age of Heroes, the Boltons used to flay the Starks and wear their skins as cloaks." 
She looked so miserable that Jaime almost found himself wanting to comfort her. Since that day Brienne had been like one half-
dead. Even calling her "wench" failed to provoke any response. The strength is gone from her. The woman had dropped a rock on 
Robin Ryger, battled a bear with a tourney sword, bitten off Vargo Hoat's ear, and fought Jaime to exhaustion … but she was bro-
ken now, done.
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Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (pp. 844-845). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

3.13 They found two more Kingsguard in the outer ward; two who had not worn white cloaks when Jaime last served here. How 
like Cersei to name me Lord Commander and then choose my colleagues without consulting me. "Someone has given me two new 
brothers, I see," he said as he dismounted.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 847). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

3.14 "You!" 
The last of the northmen had dismounted, Jaime saw, and now Loras Tyrell had seen Brienne. 
"Ser Loras." She stood stupidly, holding her bridle. 
Loras Tyrell strode toward her. "Why?" he said. "You will tell me why. He treated you kindly, gave you a rainbow cloak. Why would 
you kill him?" 
"I never did. I would have died for him." 
"You will." Ser Loras drew his longsword. 
"It was not me." 
"Emmon Cuy swore it was, with his dying breath." 
"He was outside the tent, he never saw—" 
"There was no one in the tent but you and Lady Stark. Do you claim that old woman could cut through hardened steel?" 
"There was a shadow. I know how mad it sounds, but … I was helping Renly into his armor, and the candles blew out and there was 
blood everywhere. It was Stannis, Lady Catelyn said. His … his shadow. I had no part in it, on my honor …" 
"You have no honor. Draw your sword. I won't have it said that I slew you while your hand was empty." 
Jaime stepped between them. "Put the sword away, ser." 
Ser Loras edged around him. "Are you a craven as well as a killer, Brienne? Is that why you ran, with his blood on your hands? 
Draw your sword, woman!" 
"Best hope she doesn't." Jaime blocked his path again. "Or it's like to be your corpse we carry out. The wench is as strong as Gregor 
Clegane, though not so pretty." 
"This is no concern of yours." Ser Loras shoved him aside. 
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Jaime grabbed the boy with his good hand and yanked him around. "I am the Lord Commander of the Kingsguard, you arrogant 
pup. Your commander, so long as you wear that white cloak. Now sheathe your bloody sword, or I'll take it from you and shove it 
up some place even Renly never found." 
The boy hesitated half a heartbeat, long enough for Ser Balon Swann to say, "Do as the Lord Commander says, Loras." 
Some of the gold cloaks drew their steel then, and that made some Dreadfort men do the same. Splendid, thought Jaime, no 
sooner do I climb down off my horse than we have a bloodbath in the yard. 
Ser Loras Tyrell slammed his sword back into its sheath. 
"That wasn't so difficult, was it?" 
"I want her arrested." Ser Loras pointed. "Lady Brienne, I charge you with the murder of Lord Renly Baratheon." 
"For what it's worth," said Jaime, "the wench does have honor. More than I have seen from you. And it may even be she's telling it 
true. I'll grant you, she's not what you'd call clever, but even my horse could come up with a better lie, if it was a lie she meant to 
tell. As you insist, however … Ser Balon, escort Lady Brienne to a tower cell and hold her there under guard. And find some suit-
able quarters for Steelshanks and his men, until such time as my father can see them." 
"Yes, my lord."
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (pp. 847-849). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

3.15 Brienne's big blue eyes were full of hurt as Balon Swann and a dozen gold cloaks led her away. You ought to be blowing me 
kisses, wench, he wanted to tell her. Why must they misunderstand every bloody thing he did? Aerys. It all grows from Aerys.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 849). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

3.16 "This was folly." Cersei pulled her gown straight. "With Father in the castle … Jaime, we must be careful." 
"I am sick of being careful. The Targaryens wed brother to sister, why shouldn't we do the same? Marry me, Cersei. Stand up be-
fore the realm and say it's me you want. We'll have our own wedding feast, and make another son in place of Joffrey." 
She drew back. "That's not funny." 
"Do you hear me chuckling?" 
"Did you leave your wits at Riverrun?" Her voice had an edge to it. "Tommen's throne derives from Robert, you know that." 

75



"He'll have Casterly Rock, isn't that enough? Let Father sit the throne. All I want is you." He made to touch her cheek. Old habits 
die hard, and it was his right arm he lifted. 
Cersei recoiled from his stump. "Don't … don't talk like this. You're scaring me, Jaime. Don't be stupid. One wrong word and you'll 
cost us everything. What did they do to you?" 
"They cut off my hand." 
"No, it's more, you're changed." She backed off a step. "We'll talk later. On the morrow. I have Sansa Stark's maids in a tower cell, I 
need to question them … you should go to Father."
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 852). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

3.17 "Lady Catelyn held a sword to my throat and made me swear to return her daughters. This was your goat's work. Vargo Hoat, 
the Lord of Harrenhal!" 
Lord Tywin looked away, disgusted. "No longer. Ser Gregor's taken the castle. The sellswords deserted their erstwhile captain al-
most to a man, and some of Lady Whent's old people opened a postern gate. Clegane found Hoat sitting alone in the Hall of a Hun-
dred Hearths, half-mad with pain and fever from a wound that festered. His ear, I'm told." 
Jaime had to laugh. Too sweet! His ear! He could scarcely wait to tell Brienne, though the wench wouldn't find it half so funny as 
he did. "Is he dead yet?"
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 853). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

3.18 The king's justice. "You would execute your own son?" 
"He stands accused of regicide and kinslaying. If he is innocent, he has nothing to fear. First we must needs consider the evidence 
for and against him." 
Evidence. In this city of liars, Jaime knew what sort of evidence would be found. "Renly died strangely as well, when Stannis 
needed him to." 
"Lord Renly was murdered by one of his own guards, some woman from Tarth." 
"That woman from Tarth is the reason I'm here. I tossed her into a cell to appease Ser Loras, but I'll believe in Renly's ghost before 
I believe she did him any harm. But Stannis—"
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Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 854). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

3.19 "You do." Lord Tywin rose as well. "A duty to House Lannister. You are the heir to Casterly Rock. That is where you should be. 
Tommen should accompany you, as your ward and squire. The Rock is where he'll learn to be a Lannister, and I want him away 
from his mother. I mean to find a new husband for Cersei. Oberyn Martell perhaps, once I convince Lord Tyrell that the match 
does not threaten Highgarden. And it is past time you were wed. The Tyrells are now insisting that Margaery be wed to Tommen, 
but if I were to offer you instead—" 
"NO!" Jaime had heard all that he could stand. No, more than he could stand. He was sick of it, sick of lords and lies, sick of his fa-
ther, his sister, sick of the whole bloody business. "No. No. No. No. No. How many times must I say no before you'll hear it? 
Oberyn Martell? The man's infamous, and not just for poisoning his sword. He has more bastards than Robert, and beds with boys 
as well. And if you think for one misbegotten moment that I would wed Joffrey's widow …" 
"Lord Tyrell swears the girl's still maiden." 
"She can die a maiden as far as I'm concerned. I don't want her, and I don't want your Rock!" 
"You are my son—"
"I am a knight of the Kingsguard. The Lord Commander of the Kingsguard! And that's all I mean to be!" 
Firelight gleamed golden in the stiff whiskers that framed Lord Tywin's face. A vein pulsed in his neck, but he did not speak. And 
did not speak. And did not speak. The strained silence went on until it was more than Jaime could endure. 
"Father …" he began. 
"You are not my son." Lord Tywin turned his face away. "You say you are the Lord Commander of the Kingsguard, and only that. 
Very well, ser. Go do your duty."
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (pp. 855-856). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

3.20 Half the court no longer seemed to know him. I am a stranger in my own House. His son was dead, his father had disowned 
him, and his sister … she had not allowed him to be alone with her once, after that first day in the royal sept where Joffrey lay 
amongst the candles. Even when they bore him across the city to his tomb in the Great Sept of Baelor, Cersei kept a careful dis-
tance.
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3.21 "Yes, my lord?" 
"I still have Brienne of Tarth in a tower cell." 
The boy's mouth hardened. "A black cell would be better." 
"You are certain that's what she deserves?" 
"She deserves death. I told Renly that a woman had no place in the Rainbow Guard. She won the mêlée with a trick." 
"I seem to recall another knight who was fond of tricks. He once rode a mare in heat against a foe mounted on a bad-tempered stal-
lion. What sort of trickery did Brienne use?" 
Ser Loras flushed. "She leapt … it makes no matter. She won, I grant her that. His Grace put a rainbow cloak around her shoulders. 
And she killed him. Or let him die." 
"A large difference there." The difference between my crime and the shame of Boros Blount.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (pp. 923-924). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

3.22 "The wench says the same. She grieves for Renly as you do. I promise you, I never grieve for Aerys. Brienne's ugly, and pig-
head stubborn. But she lacks the wits to be a liar, and she is loyal past the point of sense. She swore an oath to bring me to King's 
Landing, and here I sit. This hand I lost … well, that was my doing as much as hers. Considering all she did to protect me, I have no 
doubt that she would have fought for Renly, had there been a foe to fight. But a shadow?" Jaime shook his head. "Draw your 
sword, Ser Loras. Show me how you'd fight a shadow. I should like to see that."
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 924). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition.

3.23 The younger man started for the door. But there he turned back. "Renly thought she was absurd. A woman dressed in man's 
mail, pretending to be a knight." 
"If he'd ever seen her in pink satin and Myrish lace, he would not have complained." 
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"I asked him why he kept her close, if he thought her so grotesque. He said that all his other knights wanted things of him, castles 
or honors or riches, but all that Brienne wanted was to die for him. When I saw him all bloody, with her fled and the three of them 
unharmed … if she's innocent, then Robar and Emmon …" He could not seem to say the words. 
Jaime had not stopped to consider that aspect of it. "I would have done the same, ser." The lie came easy, but Ser Loras seemed 
grateful for it.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 925). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

3.24 Jaime turned to Tommen. Though he had Joffrey's golden curls and green eyes, the new king shared little else with his late 
brother. He inclined to plumpness, his face was pink and round, and he even liked to read. He is still shy of nine, this son of mine. 
The boy is not the man.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 998). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

3.25 But when he stepped into his bedchamber, he found his sister waiting for him. 
She stood beside the open window, looking over the curtain walls and out to sea. The bay wind swirled around her, flattening her 
gown against her body in a way that quickened Jaime's pulse. It was white, that gown, like the hangings on the wall and the draper-
ies on his bed. Swirls of tiny emeralds brightened the ends of her wide sleeves and spiraled down her bodice. Larger emeralds were 
set in the golden spiderweb that bound her golden hair. The gown was cut low, to bare her shoulders and the tops of her breasts. 
She is so beautiful. He wanted nothing more than to take her in his arms. "Cersei." He closed the door softly. "Why are you here?" 
"Where else could I go?" When she turned to him there were tears in her eyes. "Father's made it clear that I am no longer wanted 
on the council. Jaime, won't you talk to him?" 
Jaime took off his cloak and hung it from a peg on the wall. "I talk to Lord Tywin every day." 
"Must you be so stubborn? All he wants …" 
"… is to force me from the Kingsguard and send me back to Casterly Rock." 
"That need not be so terrible. He is sending me back to Casterly Rock as well. He wants me far away, so he'll have a free hand with 
Tommen. Tommen is my son, not his!" 
"Tommen is the king." 
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"He is a boy! A frightened little boy who saw his brother murdered at his own wedding. And now they are telling him that he must 
marry. The girl is twice his age and twice a widow!" 
He eased himself into a chair, trying to ignore the ache of bruised muscles. "The Tyrells are insisting. I see no harm in it. Tom-
men's been lonely since Myrcella went to Dorne. He likes having Margaery and her ladies about. Let them wed." 
"He is your son …" 
"He is my seed. He's never called me Father. No more than Joffrey ever did. You warned me a thousand times never to show any 
undue interest in them."
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (pp. 1001-1002). Random House Publish-
ing Group. Kindle Edition.

3.26 "To keep them safe! You as well. How would it have looked if my brother had played the father to the king's children? Even 
Robert might have grown suspicious." 
"Well, he's beyond suspicion now." Robert's death still left a bitter taste in Jaime's mouth. It should have been me who killed him, 
not Cersei. "I only wished he'd died at my hands." When I still had two of them. "If I'd let kingslaying become a habit, as he liked to 
say, I could have taken you as my wife for all the world to see. I'm not ashamed of loving you, only of the things I've done to hide it. 
That boy at Winterfell …" 
"Did I tell you to throw him out the window? If you'd gone hunting as I begged you, nothing would have happened. But no, you had 
to have me, you could not wait until we returned to the city." 
"I'd waited long enough. I hated watching Robert stumble to your bed every night, always wondering if maybe this night he'd de-
cide to claim his rights as husband." Jaime suddenly remembered something else that troubled him about Winterfell. "At Riverrun, 
Catelyn Stark seemed convinced I'd sent some footpad to slit her son's throat. That I'd given him a dagger."
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 1002). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

3.27 "Joff is dead and Myrcella's in Dorne. Tommen's all I have left. You mustn't let Father take him from me. Jaime, please." 
"Lord Tywin has not asked for my approval. I can talk to him, but he will not listen …" 
"He will if you agree to leave the Kingsguard." 
"I'm not leaving the Kingsguard." 
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His sister fought back tears. "Jaime, you're my shining knight. You cannot abandon me when I need you most! He is stealing my 
son, sending me away … and unless you stop him, Father is going to force me to wed again!"
 Jaime should not have been surprised, but he was. The words were a blow to his gut harder than any that Ser Addam Marbrand 
had dealt him. "Who?" 
"Does it matter? Some lord or other. Someone Father thinks he needs. I don't care. I will not have another husband. You are the 
only man I want in my bed, ever again." 
"Then tell him that!" 
She pulled her hands away. "You are talking madness again. Would you have us ripped apart, as Mother did that time she caught 
us playing? Tommen would lose the throne, Myrcella her marriage … I want to be your wife, we belong to each other, but it can 
never be, Jaime. We are brother and sister." 
"The Targaryens …" 
"We are not Targaryens!" 
"Quiet," he said, scornfully. "So loud, you'll wake my Sworn Brothers. We can't have that, now, can we? People might learn that 
you had come to see me." 
"Jaime," she sobbed, "don't you think I want it as much as you do? It makes no matter who they wed me to, I want you at my side, I 
want you in my bed, I want you inside me. Nothing has changed between us. Let me prove it to you." She pushed up his tunic and 
began to fumble with the laces of his breeches. 
Jaime felt himself responding. "No," he said, "not here." They had never done it in White Sword Tower, much less in the Lord Com-
mander's chambers. "Cersei, this is not the place." 
"You took me in the sept. This is no different." She drew out his cock and bent her head over it. 
Jaime pushed her away with the stump of his right hand. "No. Not here, I said." He forced himself to stand. 
For an instant he could see confusion in her bright green eyes, and fear as well. Then rage replaced it. Cersei gathered herself to-
gether, got to her feet, straightened her skirts. "Was it your hand they hacked off in Harrenhal, or your manhood?"
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (pp. 1003-1004). Random House Publish-
ing Group. Kindle Edition. 

3.28 "Tyrion is not going to harm Tommen or Myrcella. I am still not certain he killed Joffrey." 
Her mouth twisted in anger. "How can you say that? After all his threats—" 
"Threats mean nothing. He swears he did not do it." 
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"Oh, he swears, is that it? And dwarfs don't lie, is that what you think?" 
"Not to me. No more than you would." 
"You great golden fool. He's lied to you a thousand times, and so have I." She bound up her hair again, and scooped up the hairnet 
from the bedpost where she'd hung it. "Think what you will. The little monster is in a black cell, and soon Ser Ilyn will have his 
head off. Perhaps you'd like it for a keepsake." She glanced at the pillow. "He can watch over you as you sleep alone in that cold 
white bed. Until his eyes rot out, that is." 
"You had best go, Cersei. You're making me angry." 
"Oh, an angry cripple. How terrifying." She laughed. "A pity Lord Tywin Lannister never had a son. I could have been the heir he 
wanted, but I lacked the cock. And speaking of such, best tuck yours away, brother. It looks rather sad and small, hanging from 
your breeches like that." 
When she was gone Jaime took her advice, fumbling one-handed at his laces. He felt a bone-deep ache in his phantom fingers. 
I've lost a hand, a father, a son, a sister, and a lover, and soon enough I will lose a brother. And yet they keep telling me House 
Lannister won this war. 
Jaime donned his cloak and went downstairs, where he found Ser Boros Blount having a cup of wine in the common room. "When 
you're done with your drink, tell Ser Loras I'm ready to see her."
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 1005). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

3.29 The wench looked as ugly and awkward as ever, he decided when Tyrell left them. Someone had dressed her in woman's 
clothes again, but this dress fit much better than that hideous pink rag the goat had made her wear. "Blue is a good color on you, 
my lady," Jaime observed. "It goes well with your eyes." She does have astonishing eyes.
Brienne glanced down at herself, flustered. "Septa Donyse padded out the bodice, to give it that shape. She said you sent her to 
me." She lingered by the door, as if she meant to flee at any second. "You look …" 
"Different?" He managed a half-smile. "More meat on the ribs and fewer lice in my hair, that's all. The stump's the same. Close the 
door and come here."
She did as he bid her. "The white cloak …" 
"… is new, but I'm sure I'll soil it soon enough." 
"That wasn't … I was about to say that it becomes you."
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3.30 "Why would you tell me all this, if it's true? You are betraying your father's secrets."
The Hand's secrets, he thought. I no longer have a father. "I pay my debts like every good little lion. I did promise Lady Stark her 
daughters … and one of them is still alive. My brother may know where she is, but if so he isn't saying. Cersei is convinced that 
Sansa helped him murder Joffrey." 
The wench's mouth got stubborn. "I will not believe that gentle girl a poisoner. Lady Catelyn said that she had a loving heart. It was 
your brother. There was a trial, Ser Loras said." 
"Two trials, actually. Words and swords both failed him. A bloody mess. Did you watch from your window?" 
"My cell faces the sea. I heard the shouting, though." 
"Prince Oberyn of Dorne is dead, Ser Gregor Clegane lies dying, and Tyrion stands condemned before the eyes of gods and men. 
They're keeping him in a black cell till they kill him." 
Brienne looked at him. "You do not believe he did it." 
Jaime gave her a hard smile. "See, wench? We know each other too well. Tyrion's wanted to be me since he took his first step, but 
he'd never follow me in kingslaying. Sansa Stark killed Joffrey. My brother's kept silent to protect her. He gets these fits of gal-
lantry from time to time. The last one cost him a nose. This time it will mean his head." 
"No," Brienne said. "It was not my lady's daughter. It could not have been her." 
"There's the stubborn stupid wench that I remember." 
She reddened. "My name is …" 
"Brienne of Tarth." Jaime sighed. "I have a gift for you." He reached down under the Lord Commander's chair and brought it out, 
wrapped in folds of crimson velvet. 
Brienne approached as if the bundle was like to bite her, reached out a huge freckled hand, and flipped back a fold of cloth. Rubies 
glimmered in the light. She picked the treasure up gingerly, curled her fingers around the leather grip, and slowly slid the sword 
free of its scabbard. Blood and black the ripples shone. A finger of reflected light ran red along the edge. "Is this Valyrian steel? I 
have never seen such colors."
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (pp. 1007-1008). Random House Publish-
ing Group. Kindle Edition. 
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3.31 "Nor I. There was a time that I would have given my right hand to wield a sword like that. Now it appears I have, so the blade 
is wasted on me. Take it." Before she could think to refuse, he went on. "A sword so fine must bear a name. It would please me if 
you would call this one Oathkeeper. One more thing. The blade comes with a price." 
Her face darkened. "I told you, I will never serve …" 
"… such foul creatures as us. Yes, I recall. Hear me out, Brienne. Both of us swore oaths concerning Sansa Stark. Cersei means to 
see that the girl is found and killed, wherever she has gone to ground …" 
Brienne's homely face twisted in fury. "If you believe that I would harm my lady's daughter for a sword, you—" 
"Just listen," he snapped, angered by her assumption. "I want you to find Sansa first, and get her somewhere safe. How else are the 
two of us going to make good our stupid vows to your precious dead Lady Catelyn?" 
The wench blinked. "I … I thought…"
"I know what you thought." Suddenly Jaime was sick of the sight of her. She bleats like a bloody sheep. "When Ned Stark died, his 
greatsword was given to the King's Justice," he told her. "But my father felt that such a fine blade was wasted on a mere headsman. 
He gave Ser Ilyn a new sword, and had Ice melted down and reforged. There was enough metal for two new blades. You're holding 
one. So you'll be defending Ned Stark's daughter with Ned Stark's own steel, if that makes any difference to you." 
"Ser, I … I owe you an apolo …" 
He cut her off. "Take the bloody sword and go, before I change my mind. There's a bay mare in the stables, as homely as you are 
but somewhat better trained. Chase after Steelshanks, search for Sansa, or ride home to your isle of sapphires, it's naught to me. I 
don't want to look at you anymore." 
"Jaime …" 
"Kingslayer," he reminded her. "Best use that sword to clean the wax out of your ears, wench. We're done." 
Stubbornly, she persisted. "Joffrey was your …" 
"My king. Leave it at that."
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 1009). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

3.32 "You say Sansa killed him. Why protect her?" 
Because Joff was no more to me than a squirt of seed in Cersei's cunt. And because he deserved to die. "I have made kings and un-
made them. Sansa Stark is my last chance for honor." Jaime smiled thinly. "Besides, kingslayers should band together. Are you 
ever going to go?" 
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Her big hand wrapped tight around Oathkeeper. "I will. And I will find the girl and keep her safe. For her lady mother's sake. And 
for yours." She bowed stiffly, whirled, and went.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 1009). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

3.33 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?" 
"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."
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (pp. 1063-1064). Random House Publish-
ing Group. Kindle Edition. 

3.34 "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 differ-
ent dwarf with a hideous facial scar.' " 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." 
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"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.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 1064). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

3.35 "Tysha?" His stomach tightened. "What of her?" 
"She was no whore. I never bought her for you. That was a lie that Father commanded me to tell. Tysha was … she was what she 
seemed to be. A crofter's daughter, 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 lesson. 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." 
"Oh, must I?" Tyrion snarled. "Why should I believe you about anything, ever? She was my wife!"
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (pp. 1064-1065). Random House Publish-
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3.36 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 mismatched 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."
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3.37 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." 
"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 conspicuously 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 fuck-
ing Lancel and Osmund Kettleblack 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 hideous sight to see, there in the torchlit gloom. 
Jaime turned without a word and walked away.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 1066). Random House Publishing 
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3.38 Though his fever lingered stubbornly, the stump was healing clean, and Qyburn said his arm was no longer in danger. Jaime 
was anxious to be gone, to put Harrenhal, the Bloody Mummers, and Brienne of Tarth all behind him. A real woman waited for 
him in the Red Keep.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 603). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

3.39 "More often Lord Vargo sends them to me. He likes me to examine them, before … well, suffice it to say that once he loved un-
wisely, and he has no wish to do so again. But have no fear, Pia is quite healthy. As is your maid of Tarth." 
Jaime gave him a sharp look. "Brienne?" 
"Yes. A strong girl, that one. And her maidenhead is still intact. As of last night, at least." Qyburn gave a chuckle.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 606). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 
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3.40 The news irritated him, though he supposed he should have seen it coming. The lie spared you awhile, wench. Be grateful for 
that much. "If her maidenhead's as hard as the rest of her, the goat will break his cock off trying to get in," he jested. Brienne was 
tough enough to survive a few rapes, Jaime judged, though if she resisted too vigorously Vargo Hoat might start lopping off her 
hands and feet. And if he does, why should I care? I might still have a hand if she had let me have my cousin's sword without get-
ting stupid. He had almost taken off her leg himself with that first stroke of his, but after that she had given him more than he 
wanted. Hoat may not know how freakish strong she is. He had best be careful, or she'll snap that skinny neck of his, and 
wouldn't that be sweet?
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 607). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

3.41 The wench would have told him he had to eat before he slept, to keep his strength up, but he was more tired than hungry.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 609). Random House Publishing 
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3.42 Naked and alone he stood, surrounded by enemies, with stone walls all around him pressing close. The Rock, he knew. He 
could feel the immense weight of it above his head. He was home. He was home and whole. 
He held his right hand up and flexed his fingers to feel the strength in them. It felt as good as sex. As good as swordplay. Four fin-
gers and a thumb. He had dreamed that he was maimed, but it wasn't so. Relief made him dizzy.
My hand, my good hand. Nothing could hurt him so long as he was whole. 
Around him stood a dozen tall dark figures in cowled robes that hid their faces. In their hands were spears. "Who are you?" he de-
manded of them. "What business do you have in Casterly Rock?" 
They gave no answer, only prodded him with the points of their spears. He had no choice but to descend. Down a twisting passage-
way he went, narrow steps carved from the living rock, down and down. I must go up, he told himself. Up, not down. Why am I go-
ing down? Below the earth his doom awaited, he knew with the certainty of dream; something dark and terrible lurked there, some-
thing that wanted him. Jaime tried to halt, but their spears prodded him on. If only I had my sword, nothing could harm me.
The steps ended abruptly on echoing darkness. Jaime had the sense of vast space before him. He jerked to a halt, teetering on the 
edge of nothingness. A spearpoint jabbed at the small of the back, shoving him into the abyss. He shouted, but the fall was short. 
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He landed on his hands and knees, upon soft sand and shallow water. There were watery caverns deep below Casterly Rock, but 
this one was strange to him. 
"What place is this?" 
"Your place." The voice echoed; it was a hundred voices, a thousand, the voices of all the Lannisters since Lann the Clever, who'd 
lived at the dawn of days. But most of all it was his father's voice, and beside Lord Tywin stood his sister, pale and beautiful, a 
torch burning in her hand. Joffrey was there as well, the son they'd made together, and behind them a dozen more dark shapes 
with golden hair. 
"Sister, why has Father brought us here?" 
"Us? This is your place, Brother. This is your darkness." Her torch was the only light in the cavern. Her torch was the only light in 
the world. She turned to go. 
"Stay with me," Jaime pleaded. "Don't leave me here alone." But they were leaving. "Don't leave me in the dark!" Something terri-
ble lived down here. "Give me a sword, at least." 
"I gave you a sword," Lord Tywin said. 
It was at his feet. Jaime groped under the water until his hand closed upon the hilt. Nothing can hurt me so long as I have a sword. 
As he raised the sword a finger of pale flame flickered at the point and crept up along the edge, stopping a hand's breath from the 
hilt. The fire took on the color of the steel itself so it burned with a silvery-blue light, and the gloom pulled back. Crouching, listen-
ing, Jaime moved in a circle, ready for anything that might come out of the darkness. The water flowed into his boots, ankle deep 
and bitterly cold. Beware the water, he told himself. There may be creatures living in it, hidden deeps … 
From behind came a great splash. Jaime whirled toward the sound … but the faint light revealed only Brienne of Tarth, her hands 
bound in heavy chains. 
"I swore to keep you safe," the wench said stubbornly. "I swore an oath." Naked, she raised her hands to Jaime. "Ser. Please. If you 
would be so good." 
The steel links parted like silk. "A sword," Brienne begged, and there it was, scabbard, belt, and all. She buckled it around her thick 
waist. The light was so dim that Jaime could scarcely see her, though they stood a scant few feet apart. In this light she could al-
most be a beauty, he thought. In this light she could almost be a knight. Brienne's sword took flame as well, burning silvery blue. 
The darkness retreated a little more. 
"The flames will burn so long as you live," he heard Cersei call. "When they die, so must you." 
"Sister!" he shouted. "Stay with me. Stay!" There was no reply but the soft sound of retreating footsteps. Brienne moved her longs-
word back and forth, watching the silvery flames shift and shimmer. Beneath her feet, a reflection of the burning blade shone on 
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the surface of the flat black water. She was as tall and strong as he remembered, yet it seemed to Jaime that she had more of a 
woman's shape now. 
"Do they keep a bear down here?" Brienne was moving, slow and wary, sword to hand; step, turn, and listen. Each step made a lit-
tle splash. "A cave lion? Direwolves? Some bear? Tell me, Jaime. What lives here? What lives in the darkness?" 
"Doom." No bear, he knew. No lion. "Only doom." 
In the cool silvery-blue light of the swords, the big wench looked pale and fierce. "I mislike this place." 
"I'm not fond of it myself." Their blades made a little island of light, but all around them stretched a sea of darkness, unending. 
"My feet are wet." 
"We could go back the way they brought us. If you climbed on my shoulders you'd have no trouble reaching that tunnel mouth." 
Then I could follow Cersei. He could feel himself growing hard at the thought, and turned away so Brienne would not see. 
"Listen." She put a hand on his shoulder, and he trembled at the sudden touch. She's warm. "Something comes." Brienne lifted her 
sword to point off to his left. "There." 
He peered into the gloom until he saw it too. Something was moving through the darkness, he could not quite make it out … 
"A man on a horse. No, two. Two riders, side by side." 
"Down here, beneath the Rock?" It made no sense. Yet there came two riders on pale horses, men and mounts both armored. The 
destriers emerged from the blackness at a slow walk. They make no sound, Jaime realized. No splashing, no clink of mail nor clop 
of hoof. He remembered Eddard Stark, riding the length of Aerys's throne room wrapped in silence. Only his eyes had spoken; a 
lord's eyes, cold and grey and full of judgment. 
"Is it you, Stark?" Jaime called. "Come ahead. I never feared you living, I do not fear you dead." 
Brienne touched his arm. "There are more." 
He saw them too. They were armored all in snow, it seemed to him, and ribbons of mist swirled back from their shoulders. The vi-
sors of their helms were closed, but Jaime Lannister did not need to look upon their faces to know them. 
Five had been his brothers. Oswell Whent and Jon Darry. Lewyn Martell, a prince of Dorne. The White Bull, Gerold Hightower. Ser 
Arthur Dayne, Sword of the Morning. And beside them, crowned in mist and grief with his long hair streaming behind him, rode 
Rhaegar Targaryen, Prince of Dragonstone and rightful heir to the Iron Throne. 
"You don't frighten me," he called, turning as they split to either side of him. He did not know which way to face. "I will fight you 
one by one or all together. But who is there for the wench to duel? She gets cross when you leave her out." 
"I swore an oath to keep him safe," she said to Rhaegar's shade. "I swore a holy oath." 
"We all swore oaths," said Ser Arthur Dayne, so sadly. 
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The shades dismounted from their ghostly horses. When they drew their longswords, it made not a sound. "He was going to burn 
the city," Jaime said. "To leave Robert only ashes." 
"He was your king," said Darry. 
"You swore to keep him safe," said Whent. 
"And the children, them as well," said Prince Lewyn.
Prince Rhaegar burned with a cold light, now white, now red, now dark. "I left my wife and children in your hands." 
"I never thought he'd hurt them." Jaime's sword was burning less brightly now. "I was with the king …" 
"Killing the king," said Ser Arthur. 
"Cutting his throat," said Prince Lewyn. 
"The king you had sworn to die for," said the White Bull. 
The fires that ran along the blade were guttering out, and Jaime remembered what Cersei had said. No. Terror closed a hand about 
his throat. Then his sword went dark, and only Brienne's burned, as the ghosts came rushing in. 
"No," he said, "no, no, no. Nooooooooo!"
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 612). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

3.43 Jaime ran his fingers through his hair. "Walton," he said, "saddle the horses. I want to go back." 
"Back?" Steelshanks regarded him dubiously. 
He thinks I've gone mad. And perhaps I have. "I left something at Harrenhal." 
"Lord Vargo holds it now. Him and his Bloody Mummers." 
"You have twice the men he does." 
"If I don't serve you up to your father as commanded, Lord Bolton will have my hide. We press on to King's Landing." 
Once Jaime might have countered with a smile and a threat, but one-handed cripples do not inspire much fear. He wondered what 
his brother would do. Tyrion would find a way. "Lannisters lie, Steelshanks. Didn't Lord Bolton tell you that?" 
The man frowned suspiciously. "What if he did?" 
"Unless you take me back to Harrenhal, the song I sing my father may not be one the Lord of the Dreadfort would wish to hear. I 
might even say it was Bolton ordered my hand cut off, and Steelshanks Walton who swung the blade." 
Walton gaped at him. "That isn't so." 
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"No, but who will my father believe?" Jaime made himself smile, the way he used to smile when nothing in the world could 
frighten him. "It will be so much easier if we just go back. We'd be on our way again soon enough, and I'd sing such a sweet song in 
King's Landing you'll never believe your ears. You'd get the girl, and a nice fat purse of gold as thanks." 
"Gold?" Walton liked that well enough. "How much gold?" 
I have him. "Why, how much would you want?" 
And by the time the sun came up, they were halfway back to Harrenhal.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (p. 614). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

3.44 Quill and ink he found in a drawer. Beneath the last line Ser Barristan had entered, he wrote in an awkward hand that might 
have done credit to a six-year-old being taught his first letters by a maester: 
Defeated in the Whispering Wood by the Young Wolf Robb Stark during the War of the Five Kings. Held captive at Riverrun and 
ransomed for a promise unfulfilled. Captured again by the Brave Companions, and maimed at the word of Vargo Hoat their cap-
tain, losing his sword hand to the blade of Zollo the Fat. Returned safely to King's Landing by Brienne, the Maid of Tarth.
Martin, George R.R. (2003-03-04). A Storm of Swords (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 3) (pp. 1009-1010). Random House Publish-
ing Group. Kindle Edition. 
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Stage 4: Oathkeeper

Brienne’s POV, throughout A Feast for 
Crows

Section 1: Brienne’s Other Options
Section 2: On the Road

Section 3: Danger

STAGE 4



Up to now, nearly all of this essay has centered on Jaime's arc, 
using text written in Jaime's POV in A Storm of Swords. That 
book eventually comes to an end, and we move on to A Feast 
for Crows, where Brienne gets her own POV. This is when we 
get to see Brienne tell her own story, especially the parts that 
took place before she met Catelyn Stark, in her own words. 
She's now on the road, searching for Sansa Stark, while Jaime 
is back in King's Landing, coping with the death of his father. 

The quest to find Sansa involves a tangle of relationships be-
tween the Starks and Lannisters. While Brienne was already 
invested in finding her lady's daughters and taking them un-
der her protection, her quest to find Sansa is also a matter of 
her friendship with Jaime. She will soon meet Podrick Payne, 
who wants to find Sansa so she can lead him to Tyrion, 
Jaime's brother and Sansa's husband. Meanwhile, Jaime 
thinks of protecting Ned Stark's daughter as a matter of re-
claiming his lost honor, and Brienne is invested in Jaime's 
honor. 

Part of the revelation of Brienne's POV in A Feast for Crows is 
in learning of her earlier life, which shows us, among other 
things, that if Brienne really wants a husband, she has more 
realistic options than a Kingsguard knight with a history of 
regicide and incest. In the present, she still finds plenty of 
chances to think about Jaime, and she clearly longs for his 
presence. As she gets further into her journey, she faces dan-
ger, and while fighting for her life, she's still thinking of 
Jaime's honor and wanting to feel close to him. 
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SECTION 1

Brienne’s Other Options

As Lord Selwyn's only living child, Brienne is under pressure 
to find a spouse and produce children. That doesn't seem 
likely to happen at this point, but her father has certainly 
made attempts, and there are plenty of men who know they 
would benefit greatly from a marriage to Brienne. If she really 
wants a man just for the sake of being married, she has op-
tions, though none of these men inspire her like the late Renly 
Baratheon or the living Jaime Lannister. While the moniker of 
"Brienne the Beauty" is meant strictly as mockery, she can 
find men who notice that she is a woman and want to meet 
her in the bedchamber rather than the training yard.

Being the sole heir to Tarth, a very respectably sized island, 
Brienne has been betrothed three times. 

Brienne had been betrothed at seven, to a boy three 
years her senior, Lord Caron's younger son, a shy boy 
with a mole above his lip. They had only met the once, 
on the occasion of their betrothal. Two years later he 
was dead, carried off by the same chill that took Lord 
and Lady Caron and their daughters. Had he lived, they 
would have been wed within a year of her first 
flowering, and her whole life would have been different. 
She would not be here now, dressed in man's mail and 
carrying a sword, hunting for a dead woman's child. 
More like she'd be at Nightsong, swaddling a child of 
her own and nursing another. It was not a new thought 
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for Brienne. It always made her feel a little sad, but a 
little relieved as well. (4.3)

The odd thing about this memory and what-if is that Brienne 
doesn't seem entirely opposed to the idea of having a husband 
in her life, and two small children to look after. She's ambiva-
lent. It's worth noting that Brienne is still very young at this 
stage of the story; I'd put her age at maybe 18-20. With that in 
mind, it's understandable that she's relieved not to have a hus-
band and two small children already. She prefers to get out 
and see the world, rather than being tied down to a nice young 
lordling whom she didn't choose.

Her second betrothal was at age 12, when she was more aware 
of the situation and mature enough to feel the crush of rejec-
tion.

"Please?" said Brienne. "Are you saying please?" She 
laid the point of her sword on the apple of his throat. 

"Please tell me who you are, and why you're following 
me." 

"Not puh-puh-please." He stuck a finger in his mouth, 
and flicked away a clump of mud, spitting. "Puh-puh-
Pod. My name. Puh-puh-Podrick. Puh-Payne." 

Brienne lowered her sword. She felt a rush of sympathy 
for the boy. She remembered a day at Evenfall, and a 
young knight with a rose in his hand. He brought the 
rose to give to me. Or so her septa told her. All she had to 
do was welcome him to her father's castle. He was 
eighteen, with long red hair that tumbled to his 
shoulders. She was twelve, tightly laced into a stiff new 
gown, its bodice bright with garnets. The two of them 
were of a height, but she could not look him in the eye, 
nor say the simple words her septa had taught her. Ser 
Ronnet. I welcome you to my lord father's hall. It is good 
to look upon your face at last. (4.2)

It didn't end well. Ser Ronnet Connington, cousin to a former 
Hand of the King, took one look at Brienne, handed her a 
rose, and broke their betrothal. It was a scarring experience 
for our young Maid of Tarth. She's hated roses ever since. 
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The following year, she met Renly Baratheon and promptly 
fell in love with him. The confidence she gained from meeting 
Renly may have inoculated her against her third betrothed's 
bullshit:

Her hand went to her sword hilt, and she found herself 
wondering if Ser Shadrich would think her easy prey 
just because she was a woman. Lord Grandison's 
castellan had once made that error. Humfrey Wagstaff 
was his name; a proud old man of five-and-sixty, with a 
nose like a hawk and a spotted head. The day they were 
betrothed, he warned Brienne that he would expect her 
to be a proper woman once they'd wed. "I will not have 
my lady wife cavorting about in man's mail. On this you 
shall obey me, lest I be forced to chastise you." 

She was sixteen and no stranger to a sword, but still shy 
despite her prowess in the yard. Yet somehow she had 
found the courage to tell Ser Humfrey that she would 
accept chastisement only from a man who could 
outfight her. The old knight purpled, but agreed to don 
his own armor to teach her a woman's proper place. 
They fought with blunted tourney weapons, so Brienne's 
mace had no spikes. She broke Ser Humfrey's 
collarbone, two ribs, and their betrothal. He was her 
third prospective husband, and her last. Her father did 
not insist again. (4.1)

While Ser Humfrey was surprised to find out the Maid of 
Tarth was not someone he could control, he didn't reject her 
outright. He wanted her to be his wife. Probably because she 
was well-endowed with land and titles. 

So far she's been betrothed to a little boy who died young, a 
handsome young landed knight who rejected her at first sight, 
and a presumptuous old household knight who thought he 
could push her around. It's enough to make a girl think she's 
not the marrying type. After her third betrothal went up in a 
puff of dust, King Robert died, Renly Baratheon declared him-
self king, and Brienne headed out with the Tarth forces to join 
his host. In Renly's camp, she got the shock of her life: a 
bunch of apparently respectable young knights started compet-
ing for her affections.

Brienne refused him. She refused them all. When Ser 
Owen Inchfield seized her one night and pressed a kiss 
upon her, she knocked him arse-backwards into a 
cookfire. Afterward she looked at herself in a glass. Her 
face was as broad and bucktoothed and freckled as ever, 
big-lipped, thick of jaw, so ugly. All she wanted was to 
be a knight and serve King Renly, yet now … 

It was not as if she were the only woman there. Even the 
camp followers were prettier than she was, and up in 
the castle Lord Tyrell feasted King Renly every night, 
whilst highborn maids and lovely ladies danced to the 
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music of pipe and horn and harp. Why are you being 
kind to me? she wanted to scream, every time some 
strange knight paid her a compliment. What do you 
want? 

Randyll Tarly solved the mystery the day he sent two of 
his men-at-arms to summon her to his pavilion. His 
young son Dickon had overheard four knights laughing 
as they saddled up their horses, and had told his lord 
father what they said. 

They had a wager. Three of the younger knights had 
started it, he told her: Ambrose, Bushy, and Hyle Hunt, 
of his own household. As word spread through the 
camp, however, others had joined the game. Each man 
was required to buy into the contest with a golden 
dragon, the whole sum to go to whoever claimed her 
maidenhead. 

"I have put an end to their sport," Tarly told her. "Some 
of these … challengers … are less honorable than others, 
and the stakes were growing larger every day. It was 
only a matter of time before one of them decided to 
claim the prize by force." 

"They were knights," she said, stunned, "anointed 
knights." 

"And honorable men. The blame is yours." 

The accusation made her flinch. "I would never … my 
lord, I did nought to encourage them." 

"Your being here encouraged them. If a woman will 
behave like a camp follower, she cannot object to being 
treated like one. A war host is no place for a maiden. If 
you have any regard for your virtue or the honor of 
your House, you will take off that mail, return home, 
and beg your father to find a husband for you." (4.5)

Those sorry butt-nuggets were running a betting pool to see 
who could pop her cherry, and that towering shit-bucket Ran-
dyll Tarly told her it was her fault for not being safely at home 
in her father's castle, waiting for some other supposedly re-
spectable knight or lordling to put a ring on it. This is the 
same Randyll Tarly who forced his fat nerdy son Samwell into 
the Night's Watch. He goes on to say even more horrible shit 
to Brienne later in the book, but we won't go into that. The 
practical upshot of this experience is that Brienne may have 
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developed some trust issues where men are concerned. She 
still adores Renly, but she may have been thinking of that wa-
ger for her maidenhead when Jaime was trying to apologize to 
her in the bath at Harrenhal. On the journey through the up-
per Crownlands, she doesn't trust her informant, Dick Crabb, 
and that may be because Dick Crabb is trying to steal from 
her, but Brienne has her own reasons for not trusting a guy 
who isn't dependent on her.

Brienne curled up beneath her cloak, with Podrick 
yawning at her side. I was not always wary, she might 
have shouted down at Crabb. When I was a little girl I 
believed that all men were as noble as my father. Even 
the men who told her what a pretty girl she was, how 
tall and bright and clever, how graceful when she 
danced. It was Septa Roelle who had lifted the scales 
from her eyes. "They only say those things to win your 
lord father's favor," the woman had said. "You'll find 
truth in your looking glass, not on the tongues of men." 
It was a harsh lesson, one that left her weeping, but it 
had stood her in good stead at Harrenhal when Ser 
Hyle and his friends had played their game. 

A maid has to be mistrustful in this world, or she will not 
be a maid for long, she was thinking, as the rain began 
to fall. In the mělée at Bitterbridge she had sought out 
her suitors and battered them one by one, Farrow and 

Ambrose and Bushy, Mark Mullendore and Raymond 
Nayland and Will the Stork. She had ridden over Harry 
Sawyer and broken Robin Potter's helm, giving him a 
nasty scar. 

And when the last of them had fallen, the Mother had 
delivered Connington to her. This time Ser Ronnet held 
a sword and not a rose. Every blow she dealt him was 
sweeter than a kiss. Loras Tyrell had been the last to 
face her wroth that day. He'd never courted her, had 
hardly looked at her at all, but he bore three golden 
roses on his shield that day, and Brienne hated roses. 
The sight of them had given her a furious strength. (4.6)

While Septa Roelle sounds like an unpleasant piece of work, 
we also see that Brienne has been taught, through experience, 
to associate romance with abuse. She's convinced that no man 
will ever really love her, and yet she's still tender enough to be 
hurt by men who deceive or disappoint her, and happy to beat 
the stuffing out of those who've wronged her. The memory of 
Ronnet Connington rejecting her still burns enough to make 
her angry at the sight of roses. 

Given how she put the smackdown on all those knights at Bit-
terbridge, one might think any other participants in the wager 
for her maidenhead would know well enough to steer clear, 
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but there's one, Ser Hyle, who turns up in her journey and de-
cides to spend more time with her.

"I know what Lord Randyll does with outlaws," Brienne 
said. "I know what he does with rapers too." 

She had hoped the name might cow them, but the 
serjeant only flicked egg off his fingers and signaled to 
his men to spread out. Brienne found herself surrounded 
by steel points. "What was it you was saying, wench? 
What is it that Lord Tarly does to …" 

"… rapers," a deeper voice finished. "He gelds them or 
sends them to the Wall. Sometimes both. And he cuts 
fingers off thieves." A languid young man stepped from 
the gatehouse, a swordbelt buckled at his waist. The 
surcoat he wore above his steel had once been white, 
and here and there still was, beneath the grass stains 
and dried blood. His sigil was displayed across his 
chest: a brown deer, dead and bound and slung beneath 
a pole. 

Him. His voice was a punch in her stomach, his face a 
blade in her bowels. "Ser Hyle," she said stiffly. 

"Best let her by, lads," warned Ser Hyle Hunt. "This is 
Brienne the Beauty, the Maid of Tarth, who slew King 
Renly and half his Rainbow Guard. She's as mean as she 
is ugly, and there's no one uglier … except perhaps for 
you, Pisspot, but your father was the rear end of an 
aurochs, so you have a good excuse. Her father is the 
Evenstar of Tarth." (4.4)

Ser Hyle isn't nearly as romantic as he is witty, yet somehow 
he's helpful enough to convince Brienne to let him tag along 
for much of her remaining time in A Feast for Crows. He 
doesn't really believe she killed Renly, and he's very interested 
in her being the daughter of Lord Tarth. Eventually, he reveals 
his true intentions, in the most tactless way possible.

"I feel sorry for them. All of them have lost their mothers 
and fathers. Some have seen them slain." 

Hunt rolled his eyes. "I forgot that I was talking to a 
woman. Your heart is as mushy as our septon's 
porridge. Can it be? Somewhere inside our 
swordswench is a mother just squirming to give birth. 
What you really want is a sweet pink babe to suckle at 
your teat." Ser Hyle grinned. "You need a man for that, 
I hear. A husband, preferably. Why not me?" 
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"If you still hope to win your wager—" 

"What I want to win is you, Lord Selwyn's only living 
child. I've known men to wed lackwits and suckling 
babes for prizes a tenth the size of Tarth. I am not Renly 
Baratheon, I confess it, but I have the virtue of being still 
amongst the living. Some would say that is my only 
virtue. Marriage would serve the both of us. Lands for 
me, and a castle full of these for you." He waved his 
hand at the children. "I am capable, I assure you. I've 
sired at least one bastard that I know of. Have no fear, I 
shan't inflict her upon you. The last time I went to see 
her, her mother doused me with a kettle of soup." 

A flush crept up her neck. "My father's only four-and-
fifty. Not too old to wed again and get a son by his new 
wife."

"That's a risk … if your father weds again and if his 
bride proves fertile and if the babe's a boy. I've made 
worse wagers." 

"And lost them. Play your game with someone else, ser." 

"So speaks a maid who has never played the game with 
anyone. Once you do you'll take a different view. In the 
dark you'd be as beautiful as any other woman. Your 
lips were made for kissing." 

"They are lips," said Brienne. "All lips are the same." 

"And all lips are made for kissing," Hunt agreed 
pleasantly. "Leave your chamber door unbarred 
tonight, and I will steal into your bed and prove the 
truth of what I say." 

"If you do, you'll be a eunuch when you leave." Brienne 
got up and walked away from him. (4.8)

Ser Hyle is a pig, but we've already seen that Brienne could do 
worse. Unlike Ronnet Connington, he doesn't think he's too 
good for her. Unlike Humfrey Wagstaff, he appreciates her 
fighting skills and doesn't try to force her to act like a lady. 
Renly Baratheon was never going to return Brienne's affec-
tions no matter how long he lived. Ser Hyle is very up-front 
about the fact that he's mainly interested in her lands and ti-
tles and has little to offer her besides a pulse and a healthy 
sperm count. We might surmise that his aim to begin with, in 
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starting the wager, was to marry her: she'd lose her virginity, 
if not with him then with someone he knows, and then she 
could be convinced to marry someone and it might as well be 
him. He'd get a noble bride with a healthy-sized island to her 
name, and he'd have some hilarious stories to share with his 
friends.

For her part, she rejects his "I'd fuck you with the candles 
blown out" offer very firmly, but she's not so firm about the 
idea of having a castle full of children. She doesn't exactly 
deny that she'd like a sweet pink babe in her arms. She's long 
since dismissed the possibility of marriage because she thinks 
she'll never meet a man who loves her as she is, but some-
where inside that swordswench there is still a desire for family 
life.

Only problem is now, she's grown fond of another man, and 
this one's in the Kingsguard, which means he can be no one's 
husband.

I HAVE ALSO WRITTEN:
ASoIaF vs. GoT, Tenth: “Yes, Pod, he liked men.”

Addendum: “Don’t you mock me.”

102

http://alysonmiers.com/2015/05/14/asoiaf-got-tenth-yes-pod-he-liked-men/
http://alysonmiers.com/2015/05/14/asoiaf-got-tenth-yes-pod-he-liked-men/
http://alysonmiers.com/2015/05/16/addendum-dont-you-mock-me/
http://alysonmiers.com/2015/05/16/addendum-dont-you-mock-me/


SECTION 2

On the Road

Make no mistake, "fond" is a mild way to describe Brienne's 
feelings for Jaime when we see her POV chapters in A Feast 
for Crows. During her journey in the fourth book, she fre-
quently thinks about how important it is to find Sansa Stark 
and protect her, but she also thinks a great deal about Jaime. 
She's now separated from him, so we can't see them interact-
ing, but Jaime occupies a large space in her thoughts, and 
there are three major processes of foreshadowing their rela-
tionship at this stage. First, as a mirror to Jaime's defending 
Brienne's honor in the third book, Brienne is now motivated 
by a desire to uphold Jaime's honor. Second, she often sees 
things that remind her of Jaime; she likes to feel close to him. 
Third, whereas Jaime repeatedly compared Brienne to Cersei, 
and Brienne always came out on the losing side until that time 
when she didn't, now Jaime is filling the space that Renly Ba-
ratheon once occupied in Brienne's life.

1. Far from regarding him as a "kingslayer, oath-breaker, man 
without honor," Brienne has become especially invested in up-
holding Jaime's honor. Her quest to protect Sansa Stark is as 
much about her being a loyal friend to Jaime as it is about hon-
oring Catelyn's memory and getting Sansa out of harm's way. 

"I will find the girl and keep her safe," Brienne had 
promised Ser Jaime, back at King's Landing. "For her 
lady mother's sake. And for yours." Noble words, but 
words were easy. Deeds were hard. (4.9)
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All alone on the road north, she has some conflicted thoughts 
about the viability of her quest. 

She found herself wondering whether Jaime had given 
her this task as some cruel jape. Perhaps Sansa Stark 
was dead, beheaded for her part in King Joffrey's death, 
buried in some unmarked grave. How better to conceal 
her murder than by sending some big stupid wench 
from Tarth to find her?

Jaime would not do that. He was sincere. He gave me the 
sword, and called it Oathkeeper. (4.10)

Her thoughts on the quest are ambivalent, but ultimately she 
trusts his sincerity, which is quite a progression from the way 
she dealt with him prior to their bath at Harrenhal. Also, she 
has a strong emotional reaction to his maiming. We'll see 
more of this later.

Brienne remembered her fight with Jaime Lannister in 
the woods. It had been all that she could do to keep his 
blade at bay. He was weak from his imprisonment, and 
chained at the wrists. No knight in the Seven Kingdoms 
could have stood against him at his full strength, with 
no chains to hamper him. Jaime had done many wicked 
things, but the man could fight! His maiming had been 

monstrously cruel. It was one thing to slay a lion, 
another to hack his paw off and leave him broken and 
bewildered. (4.13)

Have no fear, his condition of "broken and bewildered" hasn't 
made him any less compelling to her. She's extremely fond of 
the sword he gave her, for example.

But she had another longsword hidden in her bedroll. 
She sat on the bed and took it out. Gold glimmered 
yellow in the candlelight and rubies smoldered red. 
When she slid Oathkeeper from the ornate scabbard, 
Brienne's breath caught in her throat. Black and red the 
ripples ran, deep within the steel. Valyrian steel, spell-
forged. It was a sword fit for a hero. When she was 
small, her nurse had filled her ears with tales of valor, 
regaling her with the noble exploits of Ser Galladon of 
Morne, Florian the Fool, Prince Aemon the 
Dragonknight, and other champions. Each man bore a 
famous sword, and surely Oathkeeper belonged in their 
company, even if she herself did not. "You'll be 
defending Ned Stark's daughter with Ned Stark's own 
steel," Jaime had promised. Kneeling between the bed 
and wall, she held the blade and said a silent prayer to 
the Crone, whose golden lamp showed men the way 
through life. Lead me, she prayed, light the way before 
me, show me the path that leads to Sansa. She had failed 
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Renly, had failed Lady Catelyn. She must not fail Jaime. 
He trusted me with his sword. He trusted me with his 
honor. (4.14)

It's not fair to say she failed Renly or Catelyn, but the point re-
mains that she thinks of this quest in terms of her bond with 
Jaime. He trusted her with his sword and honor, therefore she 
must show up for Sansa, no matter the danger to herself.

It was on that very road that Ser Cleos Frey had died, 
and she and Ser Jaime had been taken by the Bloody 
Mummers. Jaime tried to kill me, she remembered, 
though he was gaunt and weak, and his wrists were 
chained. It had been a close thing, even so, but that was 
before Zollo hacked his hand off. Zollo and Rorge and 
Shagwell would have raped her half a hundred times if 
Ser Jaime had not told them she was worth her weight 
in sapphires. (4.16)

In the blink of an eye, we go from Jaime trying to kill her to 
Jaime saving her from a gang-rape. Even when something re-
minds her of a time when Jaime did something violent, she 
wants to remind us what a decent man he's been to her. 

2. This is also a way that she likes to feel close to Jaime, and 
we see several examples of this tendency as she goes on with 
her journey.

The shield was the one Ser Jaime had taken from the 
armory at Harrenhal. Brienne had found it in the 
stables with her mare, along with much else; saddle and 
bridle, chainmail hauberk and visored greathelm, 
purses of gold and silver and a parchment more 
valuable than either. "I lost mine own shield," she 
explained. [...]

There were pine and linden shields to be had for 
pennies, but Brienne rode past them. She meant to keep 
the heavy oaken shield Jaime had given her, the one he'd 
borne himself from Harrenhal to King's Landing. (4.11)

The issue with the shield is that it bears the black bat of House 
Lothston. It’s an extinct house, but the sigil is still recogniz-
able, so she needs to have it repainted. She likes her heavy 
oaken shield because it's the one Jaime carried out of Harren-
hal.

When last she had seen Maidenpool, the town had been 
a desolation, its lord shut up inside his castle, its 
smallfolk dead or fled or hiding. She remembered 
burned houses and empty streets, smashed and broken 
gates. Feral dogs had skulked along behind their horses, 
whilst swollen corpses floated like huge pale water lilies 
atop the spring-fed pool that gave the town its name. 
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Jaime sang "Six Maids in a Pool," and laughed when I 
begged him to be quiet. (4.17)

She wasn't so happy with him at the time, but now she misses 
him. Once again, she thinks of a location in terms of how she 
interacted with Jaime when they were there together.

That was where the archers hid and slew poor Cleos Frey, 
she thought … but half a mile farther on she passed 
another wall that looked much like the first and found 
herself uncertain. The rutted road turned and twisted, 
and the bare brown trees looked different from the 
green ones she remembered. Had she ridden past the 
place where Ser Jaime had snatched his cousin's sword 
from its scabbard? Where were the woods they'd fought 
in? The stream where they'd splashed and slashed at 
one another until they drew the Brave Companions 
down upon them? [...]

"My lady? Ser?" Podrick never seemed certain what to 
call her. "What are you looking for?" 

Ghosts. "A wall I rode by once. It does not matter." It 
was when Ser Jaime still had both his hands. How I 
loathed him, with all his taunts and smiles. "Stay quiet, 

Podrick. There may still be outlaws in these 
woods." (4.19)

One might get the impression that she now thinks of her duel 
with Jaime as an intimate interaction. She loathed his taunts 
and smiles back then, and now she can't get him off her mind. 
His maiming is about to come back to her, again.

"It is customary to take a finger from a thief," Lord 
Tarly replied in a hard voice, "but a man who steals 
from a sept is stealing from the gods." He turned to his 
captain of guards. "Seven fingers. Leave his thumbs." 

"Seven?" The thief paled. When the guards seized hold of 
him he tried to fight, but feebly, as if he were already 
maimed. Watching him, Brienne could not help think of 
Ser Jaime, and the way he'd screamed when Zollo's 
arakh came flashing down. (4.21)

Make no mistake, she doesn't enjoy watching that thief strug-
gle. She doesn't want to hear another man scream the way 
Jaime did. 

3. It gets better than all that. When we first see Brienne, 
through Catelyn's POV in A Clash of Kings, she's clearly in 
love with Renly Baratheon and may not even be trying to con-
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ceal her infatuation. I don't think she ever truly expected 
Renly to reciprocate her affections, but she had eyes for no 
man but him and she was determined to devote her life to serv-
ing him. She couldn't protect him from Stannis and Melisan-
dre's magic, unfortunately, but Jaime noticed soon enough 
that she was deeply in love with the memory of her slain king. 

Now that she's had her adventures with Jaime, Brienne is still 
trying to keep Renly in the role of the love of her young life, 
but he has competition. The memory of the late king's young-
est brother now has to compete with the very-much-alive pres-
ence of the queen's twin brother, and it's a losing battle for 
Renly.

Only a cramped small tub like this one. At Harrenhal the 
tubs had been huge, and made of stone. The bathhouse 

had been thick with the steam rising off the water, and 
Jaime had come walking through that mist naked as his 
name day, looking half a corpse and half a god. He 
climbed into the tub with me, she remembered, blushing. 
She seized a chunk of hard lye soap and scrubbed under 
her arms, trying to call up Renly's face again. (4.15)

She's telling herself that she should be thinking of Renly 
rather than Jaime, but now it's difficult to remember Renly's 
face since Jaime shared the tub with her. 

Sometimes, her memories of Renly, now confused with Jaime, 
aren't pleasant. Sometimes, the association haunts her 
dreams in a way she doesn't like.

That night she dreamed herself in Renly's tent again. All 
the candles were guttering out, and the cold was thick 
around her. Something was moving through green 
darkness, something foul and horrible was hurtling 
toward her king. She wanted to protect him, but her 
limbs felt stiff and frozen, and it took more strength 
than she had just to lift her hand. And when the shadow 
sword sliced through the green steel gorget and the 
blood began to flow, she saw that the dying king was 
not Renly after all but Jaime Lannister, and she had 
failed him. (4.18)
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This is the most obvious example so far of Jaime taking 
Renly's place, but it's not the last.

Loras Tyrell had been the last to face her wroth that 
day. He'd never courted her, had hardly looked at her at 
all, but he bore three golden roses on his shield that day, 
and Brienne hated roses. The sight of them had given 
her a furious strength. She went to sleep dreaming of 
the fight they'd had, and of Ser Jaime fastening a 
rainbow cloak about her shoulders. (4.22)

If we recall Jaime's words in the third book, he thought the 
idea of a "Rainbow Guard" was the funniest thing ever, but no 
matter to Brienne's dreams. He's now the one who puts his 
trust in her, and he's the one whom she must not disappoint. 

Perhaps she had made a mistake in abandoning Ser 
Creighton and Ser Illifer. They had seemed like honest 
men. Would that Jaime had come with me, she thought 
… but he was a knight of the Kingsguard, his rightful 
place was with his king. Besides, it was Renly that she 
wanted. (4.23)

We all know Renly is a corpse now, yes? Renly was never avail-
able as the loving partner she wanted, and now he can't be a 
loving partner to anyone. Jaime is very much alive, though 
he's in the Kingsguard, which is an obstacle, but not an insur-

mountable one, and he's the one she wants to have with her. 
She tells herself she should be longing for Renly rather than 
desiring Jaime, but the corpse of a man who would never have 
loved her can't compete with a living man who has rescued 
her from a bear, put a priceless sword in her hands, and 
climbed into the tub with her. Oh, no, Renly's all done. Bri-
enne's trying to convince herself to focus on Renly rather than 
Jaime, but the heart wants what it wants, and she wants her 
maimed lion. Soon enough, she won't even remember to think 
about Renly anymore.
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SECTION 3

Danger

As surprises no one who's read the books or watched Game of 
Thrones, ugly things tend to happen to nice people who travel 
around Westeros. As Brienne gets farther away from King's 
Landing, she runs into danger, and when she's in danger, she 
still thinks of Jaime. 

1. Even as she fights for her life, she still cares about defend-
ing his honor.

Timeon was still trying to fight as she pulled her blade 
from him, its fullers running red with blood. He clawed 
at his belt and came up with a dagger, so Brienne cut his 
hand off. That one was for Jaime. "Mother have mercy," 
the Dornishman gasped, the blood bubbling from his 
mouth and spurting from his wrist. "Finish it. Send me 
back to Dorne, you bloody bitch." (4.24)

Timeon wasn't the one who decided Jaime had to lose a hand, 
nor did he swing the blade, but he was among their captors, so 
that one was for Jaime. Eventually, the fight is down to just 
her and Shagwell, who started the fight by killing Brienne's in-
formant, Nimble Dick Crabb. She wants a proper burial for 
Nimble Dick, but not the two Brave Companions she killed mo-
ments before.

109



Brienne lowered Oathkeeper. "Dig a grave. There, 
beneath the weirwood." She pointed with her blade. 

"I have no spade." 

"You have two hands." One more than you left Jaime. 
(4.25)

       

...and another part 
that wondered if Jaime 

would comfort her 
should she weep upon 

his shoulder.

She just can't stop thinking about how angry she is at these 
sorry sellswords for what they did to her handsome Lannister. 
Later, when she's far from her encounter with the Brave Com-
panions, and the Elder Brother of the Quiet Isle is trying to 
convince her to drop her quest before she gets herself good 
and killed, Jaime is still on her mind.

"I have to find her," she finished. "There are others 
looking, all wanting to capture her and sell her to the 
queen. I have to find her first. I promised Jaime. 
Oathkeeper, he named the sword. I have to try to save 
her … or die in the attempt." (4.26)

2. After she leaves the Quiet Isle, Brienne is running out of op-
tions for finding Sansa and trying to figure out what to do 
next. She has a short list of locations to investigate for Sansa 
Stark's presence, but at the same time, she knows where to 
find Jaime, and she still likes to think of having him close to 
her.

Or I could take the kingsroad south, Brienne thought. I 
could slink back to King's Landing, confess my failure to 
Ser Jaime, give him back his sword, and find a ship to 
carry me home to Tarth, as the Elder Brother urged. The 
thought was a bitter one, yet there was part of her that 
yearned for Evenfall and her father, and another part 
that wondered if Jaime would comfort her should she 
weep upon his shoulder. That was what men wanted, 
wasn't it? Soft helpless women that they needed to 
protect? (4.27)

This is as good as her saying, in as many words, that she's in 
love with Jaime and wants nothing more than to be in his 
arms for the rest of her days. She's thinking of him comforting 
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her as she weeps on his shoulder, and even better, wondering 
if that would make her more appealing to him. 

This is just before her last, and most dangerous, encounter 
with what remains of the Brave Companions. She's not giving 
up on her quest to protect Sansa, and she's not about to flee to 
Jaime to be a helpless woman he needs to protect. Besides, by 
this point he's in the Riverlands, closer to her than to King's 
Landing. 
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Citations for Stage 4

4.1 Her hand went to her sword hilt, and she found herself wondering if Ser Shadrich would think her easy prey just because she 
was a woman. Lord Grandison's castellan had once made that error. Humfrey Wagstaff was his name; a proud old man of five-and-
sixty, with a nose like a hawk and a spotted head. The day they were betrothed, he warned Brienne that he would expect her to be a 
proper woman once they'd wed. "I will not have my lady wife cavorting about in man's mail. On this you shall obey me, lest I be 
forced to chastise you." 
She was sixteen and no stranger to a sword, but still shy despite her prowess in the yard. Yet somehow she had found the courage 
to tell Ser Humfrey that she would accept chastisement only from a man who could outfight her. The old knight purpled, but 
agreed to don his own armor to teach her a woman's proper place. They fought with blunted tourney weapons, so Brienne's mace 
had no spikes. She broke Ser Humfrey's collarbone, two ribs, and their betrothal. He was her third prospective husband, and her 
last. Her father did not insist again.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 160). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

4.2 "Please?" said Brienne. "Are you saying please?" She laid the point of her sword on the apple of his throat. "Please tell me who 
you are, and why you're following me." 
"Not puh-puh-please." He stuck a finger in his mouth, and flicked away a clump of mud, spitting. "Puh-puh-Pod. My name. Puh-
puh-Podrick. Puh-Payne." 
Brienne lowered her sword. She felt a rush of sympathy for the boy. She remembered a day at Evenfall, and a young knight with a 
rose in his hand. He brought the rose to give to me. Or so her septa told her. All she had to do was welcome him to her father's cas-
tle. He was eighteen, with long red hair that tumbled to his shoulders. She was twelve, tightly laced into a stiff new gown, its bodice 
bright with garnets. The two of them were of a height, but she could not look him in the eye, nor say the simple words her septa 
had taught her. Ser Ronnet. I welcome you to my lord father's hall. It is good to look upon your face at last.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (pp. 161-162). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

4.3 Brienne had been betrothed at seven, to a boy three years her senior, Lord Caron's younger son, a shy boy with a mole above 
his lip. They had only met the once, on the occasion of their betrothal. Two years later he was dead, carried off by the same chill 
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that took Lord and Lady Caron and their daughters. Had he lived, they would have been wed within a year of her first flowering, 
and her whole life would have been different. She would not be here now, dressed in man's mail and carrying a sword, hunting for 
a dead woman's child. More like she'd be at Nightsong, swaddling a child of her own and nursing another. It was not a new thought 
for Brienne. It always made her feel a little sad, but a little relieved as well.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 228). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

4.4 "I know what Lord Randyll does with outlaws," Brienne said. "I know what he does with rapers too." 
She had hoped the name might cow them, but the serjeant only flicked egg off his fingers and signaled to his men to spread out. Bri-
enne found herself surrounded by steel points. "What was it you was saying, wench? What is it that Lord Tarly does to …" 
"… rapers," a deeper voice finished. "He gelds them or sends them to the Wall. Sometimes both. And he cuts fingers off thieves." A 
languid young man stepped from the gatehouse, a swordbelt buckled at his waist. The surcoat he wore above his steel had once 
been white, and here and there still was, beneath the grass stains and dried blood. His sigil was displayed across his chest: a brown 
deer, dead and bound and slung beneath a pole. 
Him. His voice was a punch in her stomach, his face a blade in her bowels. "Ser Hyle," she said stiffly. 
"Best let her by, lads," warned Ser Hyle Hunt. "This is Brienne the Beauty, the Maid of Tarth, who slew King Renly and half his 
Rainbow Guard. She's as mean as she is ugly, and there's no one uglier … except perhaps for you, Pisspot, but your father was the 
rear end of an aurochs, so you have a good excuse. Her father is the Evenstar of Tarth."
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (pp. 229-230). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

4.5 Brienne refused him. She refused them all. When Ser Owen Inchfield seized her one night and pressed a kiss upon her, she 
knocked him arse-backwards into a cookfire. Afterward she looked at herself in a glass. Her face was as broad and bucktoothed 
and freckled as ever, big-lipped, thick of jaw, so ugly. All she wanted was to be a knight and serve King Renly, yet now … 
It was not as if she were the only woman there. Even the camp followers were prettier than she was, and up in the castle Lord Ty-
rell feasted King Renly every night, whilst highborn maids and lovely ladies danced to the music of pipe and horn and harp. Why 
are you being kind to me? she wanted to scream, every time some strange knight paid her a compliment. What do you want? 
Randyll Tarly solved the mystery the day he sent two of his men-at-arms to summon her to his pavilion. His young son Dickon had 
overheard four knights laughing as they saddled up their horses, and had told his lord father what they said. 
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They had a wager. Three of the younger knights had started it, he told her: Ambrose, Bushy, and Hyle Hunt, of his own household. 
As word spread through the camp, however, others had joined the game. Each man was required to buy into the contest with a 
golden dragon, the whole sum to go to whoever claimed her maidenhead. 
"I have put an end to their sport," Tarly told her. "Some of these … challengers … are less honorable than others, and the stakes 
were growing larger every day. It was only a matter of time before one of them decided to claim the prize by force." 
"They were knights," she said, stunned, "anointed knights." 
"And honorable men. The blame is yours." 
The accusation made her flinch. "I would never … my lord, I did nought to encourage them." 
"Your being here encouraged them. If a woman will behave like a camp follower, she cannot object to being treated like one. A war 
host is no place for a maiden. If you have any regard for your virtue or the honor of your House, you will take off that mail, return 
home, and beg your father to find a husband for you." 
"I came to fight," she insisted. "To be a knight." 
"The gods made men to fight, and women to bear children," said Randyll Tarly. "A woman's war is in the birthing bed."
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (pp. 237-238). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

4.6 Brienne curled up beneath her cloak, with Podrick yawning at her side. I was not always wary, she might have shouted down 
at Crabb. When I was a little girl I believed that all men were as noble as my father. Even the men who told her what a pretty girl 
she was, how tall and bright and clever, how graceful when she danced. It was Septa Roelle who had lifted the scales from her eyes. 
"They only say those things to win your lord father's favor," the woman had said. "You'll find truth in your looking glass, not on the 
tongues of men." It was a harsh lesson, one that left her weeping, but it had stood her in good stead at Harrenhal when Ser Hyle 
and his friends had played their game. 
A maid has to be mistrustful in this world, or she will not be a maid for long, she was thinking, as the rain began to fall. In the 
mělée at Bitterbridge she had sought out her suitors and battered them one by one, Farrow and Ambrose and Bushy, Mark Mullen-
dore and Raymond Nayland and Will the Stork. She had ridden over Harry Sawyer and broken Robin Potter's helm, giving him a 
nasty scar. 
And when the last of them had fallen, the Mother had delivered Connington to her. This time Ser Ronnet held a sword and not a 
rose. Every blow she dealt him was sweeter than a kiss. Loras Tyrell had been the last to face her wroth that day. He'd never 
courted her, had hardly looked at her at all, but he bore three golden roses on his shield that day, and Brienne hated roses. The 
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sight of them had given her a furious strength. She went to sleep dreaming of the fight they'd had, and of Ser Jaime fastening a rain-
bow cloak about her shoulders.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 318). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

4.7 "I feel sorry for them. All of them have lost their mothers and fathers. Some have seen them slain." 
Hunt rolled his eyes. "I forgot that I was talking to a woman. Your heart is as mushy as our septon's porridge. Can it be? Some-
where inside our swordswench is a mother just squirming to give birth. What you really want is a sweet pink babe to suckle at your 
teat." Ser Hyle grinned. "You need a man for that, I hear. A husband, preferably. Why not me?" 
"If you still hope to win your wager—" 
"What I want to win is you, Lord Selwyn's only living child. I've known men to wed lackwits and suckling babes for prizes a tenth 
the size of Tarth. I am not Renly Baratheon, I confess it, but I have the virtue of being still amongst the living. Some would say that 
is my only virtue. Marriage would serve the both of us. Lands for me, and a castle full of these for you." He waved his hand at the 
children. "I am capable, I assure you. I've sired at least one bastard that I know of. Have no fear, I shan't inflict her upon you. The 
last time I went to see her, her mother doused me with a kettle of soup." 
A flush crept up her neck. "My father's only four-and-fifty. Not too old to wed again and get a son by his new wife."
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (pp. 626-627). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

4.8 "That's a risk … if your father weds again and if his bride proves fertile and if the babe's a boy. I've made worse wagers." 
"And lost them. Play your game with someone else, ser." 
"So speaks a maid who has never played the game with anyone. Once you do you'll take a different view. In the dark you'd be as 
beautiful as any other woman. Your lips were made for kissing." 
"They are lips," said Brienne. "All lips are the same." 
"And all lips are made for kissing," Hunt agreed pleasantly. "Leave your chamber door unbarred tonight, and I will steal into your 
bed and prove the truth of what I say." 
"If you do, you'll be a eunuch when you leave." Brienne got up and walked away from him.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 627). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 
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4.9 "I will find the girl and keep her safe," Brienne had promised Ser Jaime, back at King's Landing. "For her lady mother's sake. 
And for yours." Noble words, but words were easy. Deeds were hard.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 64). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

4.10 She found herself wondering whether Jaime had given her this task as some cruel jape. Perhaps Sansa Stark was dead, be-
headed for her part in King Joffrey's death, buried in some unmarked grave. How better to conceal her murder than by sending 
some big stupid wench from Tarth to find her?
Jaime would not do that. He was sincere. He gave me the sword, and called it Oathkeeper.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 65). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

4.11 The shield was the one Ser Jaime had taken from the armory at Harrenhal. Brienne had found it in the stables with her mare, 
along with much else; saddle and bridle, chainmail hauberk and visored greathelm, purses of gold and silver and a parchment 
more valuable than either. "I lost mine own shield," she explained.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 68). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

4.12 There were pine and linden shields to be had for pennies, but Brienne rode past them. She meant to keep the heavy oaken 
shield Jaime had given her, the one he'd borne himself from Harrenhal to King's Landing.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (pp. 147-148). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

4.13 Brienne remembered her fight with Jaime Lannister in the woods. It had been all that she could do to keep his blade at bay. 
He was weak from his imprisonment, and chained at the wrists. No knight in the Seven Kingdoms could have stood against him at 
his full strength, with no chains to hamper him. Jaime had done many wicked things, but the man could fight! His maiming had 
been monstrously cruel. It was one thing to slay a lion, another to hack his paw off and leave him broken and bewildered.
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Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (pp. 77-78). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

4.14 But she had another longsword hidden in her bedroll. She sat on the bed and took it out. Gold glimmered yellow in the candle-
light and rubies smoldered red. When she slid Oathkeeper from the ornate scabbard, Brienne's breath caught in her throat. Black 
and red the ripples ran, deep within the steel. Valyrian steel, spell-forged. It was a sword fit for a hero. When she was small, her 
nurse had filled her ears with tales of valor, regaling her with the noble exploits of Ser Galladon of Morne, Florian the Fool, Prince 
Aemon the Dragonknight, and other champions. Each man bore a famous sword, and surely Oathkeeper belonged in their com-
pany, even if she herself did not. "You'll be defending Ned Stark's daughter with Ned Stark's own steel," Jaime had promised. 
Kneeling between the bed and wall, she held the blade and said a silent prayer to the Crone, whose golden lamp showed men the 
way through life. Lead me, she prayed, light the way before me, show me the path that leads to Sansa. She had failed Renly, had 
failed Lady Catelyn. She must not fail Jaime. He trusted me with his sword. He trusted me with his honor.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 78). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

4.15 Only a cramped small tub like this one. At Harrenhal the tubs had been huge, and made of stone. The bathhouse had been 
thick with the steam rising off the water, and Jaime had come walking through that mist naked as his name day, looking half a 
corpse and half a god. He climbed into the tub with me, she remembered, blushing. She seized a chunk of hard lye soap and 
scrubbed under her arms, trying to call up Renly's face again.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (pp. 149-150). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

4.16 It was on that very road that Ser Cleos Frey had died, and she and Ser Jaime had been taken by the Bloody Mummers. Jaime 
tried to kill me, she remembered, though he was gaunt and weak, and his wrists were chained. It had been a close thing, even so, 
but that was before Zollo hacked his hand off. Zollo and Rorge and Shagwell would have raped her half a hundred times if Ser 
Jaime had not told them she was worth her weight in sapphires.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 156). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 
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4.17 When last she had seen Maidenpool, the town had been a desolation, its lord shut up inside his castle, its smallfolk dead or 
fled or hiding. She remembered burned houses and empty streets, smashed and broken gates. Feral dogs had skulked along behind 
their horses, whilst swollen corpses floated like huge pale water lilies atop the spring-fed pool that gave the town its name. Jaime 
sang "Six Maids in a Pool," and laughed when I begged him to be quiet. And Randyll Tarly was at Maidenpool as well, another rea-
son for her to avoid the town. She might do better to take ship for Gulltown or White Harbor. I could do both, though. Pay a call 
on the Stinking Goose and talk to this Nimble Dick, then find a ship at Maidenpool to take me farther north.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (pp. 156-157). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

4.18 "And the king is just a boy," said the oldest of the four septas. "Who is to rule us till he comes of age?" 
"Lord Tywin's brother," said a guardsman. "Or that Lord Tyrell, might be. Or the Kingslayer." 
"Not him," declared the innkeep. "Not that oathbreaker." He spat into the fire. 
Brienne let the bread fall from her hands and wiped the crumbs off on her breeches. She'd heard enough. 
That night she dreamed herself in Renly's tent again. All the candles were guttering out, and the cold was thick around her. Some-
thing was moving through green darkness, something foul and horrible was hurtling toward her king. She wanted to protect him, 
but her limbs felt stiff and frozen, and it took more strength than she had just to lift her hand. And when the shadow sword sliced 
through the green steel gorget and the blood began to flow, she saw that the dying king was not Renly after all but Jaime Lannister, 
and she had failed him.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 157). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

4.19 That was where the archers hid and slew poor Cleos Frey, she thought … but half a mile farther on she passed another wall 
that looked much like the first and found herself uncertain. The rutted road turned and twisted, and the bare brown trees looked 
different from the green ones she remembered. Had she ridden past the place where Ser Jaime had snatched his cousin's sword 
from its scabbard? Where were the woods they'd fought in? The stream where they'd splashed and slashed at one another until 
they drew the Brave Companions down upon them?
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 224). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 
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4.20 "My lady? Ser?" Podrick never seemed certain what to call her. "What are you looking for?" 
Ghosts. "A wall I rode by once. It does not matter." It was when Ser Jaime still had both his hands. How I loathed him, with all his 
taunts and smiles. "Stay quiet, Podrick. There may still be outlaws in these woods."
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 224). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

4.21 "It is customary to take a finger from a thief," Lord Tarly replied in a hard voice, "but a man who steals from a sept is stealing 
from the gods." He turned to his captain of guards. "Seven fingers. Leave his thumbs." 
"Seven?" The thief paled. When the guards seized hold of him he tried to fight, but feebly, as if he were already maimed. Watching 
him, Brienne could not help think of Ser Jaime, and the way he'd screamed when Zollo's arakh came flashing down.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 233). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

4.22 Loras Tyrell had been the last to face her wroth that day. He'd never courted her, had hardly looked at her at all, but he bore 
three golden roses on his shield that day, and Brienne hated roses. The sight of them had given her a furious strength. She went to 
sleep dreaming of the fight they'd had, and of Ser Jaime fastening a rainbow cloak about her shoulders.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 318). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

4.23 Perhaps she had made a mistake in abandoning Ser Creighton and Ser Illifer. They had seemed like honest men. Would that 
Jaime had come with me, she thought … but he was a knight of the Kingsguard, his rightful place was with his king. Besides, it was 
Renly that she wanted.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 320). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

4.24 Timeon was still trying to fight as she pulled her blade from him, its fullers running red with blood. He clawed at his belt and 
came up with a dagger, so Brienne cut his hand off. That one was for Jaime. "Mother have mercy," the Dornishman gasped, the 
blood bubbling from his mouth and spurting from his wrist. "Finish it. Send me back to Dorne, you bloody bitch."
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Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 332). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

4.25 Brienne lowered Oathkeeper. "Dig a grave. There, beneath the weirwood." She pointed with her blade. 
"I have no spade." 
"You have two hands." One more than you left Jaime.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 333). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

4.26 "I have to find her," she finished. "There are others looking, all wanting to capture her and sell her to the queen. I have to find 
her first. I promised Jaime. Oathkeeper, he named the sword. I have to try to save her … or die in the attempt."
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 533). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

4.27 Or I could take the kingsroad south, Brienne thought. I could slink back to King's Landing, confess my failure to Ser Jaime, 
give him back his sword, and find a ship to carry me home to Tarth, as the Elder Brother urged. The thought was a bitter one, yet 
there was part of her that yearned for Evenfall and her father, and another part that wondered if Jaime would comfort her should 
she weep upon his shoulder. That was what men wanted, wasn't it? Soft helpless women that they needed to protect?
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 625). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

120



“I love you too, sweet sister.”

Jaime’s and Cersei’s POVs, throughout 
A Feast for Crows

STAGE 5



SECTION 1

Estrangement

While he has provisioned Brienne for a quest through the 
Westerosi interior, Jaime probably wishes he could be any-
where except King's Landing. Last time we saw him, he had 
just helped Tyrion escape execution, an act of defiance for 
which he was rewarded with estrangement from his brother 
and the death of his father. Now he's left with his increasingly 
volatile sister, a little boy king who doesn't know Uncle Jaime 
is really his father, and command of a Kingsguard with 
knights he didn't choose, including one who appears to be 
fucking Cersei. With Tywin dead and Tyrion out of the way, 
the present stage of Jaime's relationship with his family fo-
cuses on the progressing estrangement of him and Cersei, 
which Martin uses the following processes to develop: 1. 
Jaime withdraws from the Lannisters, 2. Jaime uses increas-
ingly hostile language to describe Cersei, 3. Lancel and Os-
mund Kettleblack and Probably Moon Boy, 4. Jaime is inter-
ested in his children to a degree that Cersei doesn't like, 5. Cer-
sei thinks she doesn't need Jaime, until she does, 6. Jaime 
compares Cersei to Aerys.

1. First, we see many signs of Jaime withdrawing from the Lan-
nisters. Cersei looks at him and thinks he's growing a beard to 
spite her.

The hooded cloak he wore was as white as freshly fallen 
snow, and the scales of his long hauberk were mother-
of-pearl chased with gold. Lord Tywin would have 
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wanted him in Lannister gold and crimson, she thought. 
It always angered him to see Jaime all in white. Her 
brother was growing his beard again as well. The 
stubble covered his jaw and cheeks, and gave his face a 
rough, uncouth look. He might at least have waited till 
Father's bones were interred beneath the Rock. (5.1)

While Jaime probably is not thinking to himself, "How do I 
best annoy my sister?" in deciding to stop shaving, he does 
know that it makes him look less like his twin, and he doesn't 
care that his diverging appearance bothers her. He probably 
wouldn't care that his father wouldn't like him with a beard, 
either. He stands vigil over his father's body, and is curiously 
unemotional.

It was queer, but he felt no grief. Where are my tears? 
Where is my rage? Jaime Lannister had never lacked for 
rage. "Father," he told the corpse, "it was you who told 
me that tears were a mark of weakness in a man, so you 
cannot expect that I should cry for you." (5.3)

He won't regain his tears as time goes on. If anything, he'll be-
come more indifferent to Tywin's death and more appreciative 
of Tyrion.

Still during his vigil, Cersei comes to him and makes another 
go at manipulating him. It's still not working.

"Cersei." He spoke slowly, like a man waking from a 
dream, still wondering where he was. "What hour is it?" 

"The hour of the wolf." His sister lowered her hood, and 
made a face. "The drowned wolf, perhaps." She smiled 
for him, so sweetly. "Do you remember the first time I 
came to you like this? It was some dismal inn off Weasel 
Alley, and I put on servant's garb to get past Father's 
guards." 

"I remember. It was Eel Alley." She wants something of 
me. "Why are you here, at this hour? What would you 
have of me?" His last word echoed up and down the 
sept, mememememememememememe, fading to a 
whisper. For a moment he dared to hope that all she 
wanted was the comfort of his arms. 

"Speak softly." Her voice sounded strange … breathless, 
almost frightened. "Jaime, Kevan has refused me. He 
will not serve as Hand, he … he knows about us. He said 
as much." 
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"Refused?" That surprised him. "How could he know? 
He will have read what Stannis wrote, but there is no …" 

"Tyrion knew," she reminded him. "Who can say what 
tales that vile dwarf may have told, or to whom? Uncle 
Kevan is the least of it. The High Septon … Tyrion raised 
him to the crown, when the fat one died. He may know 
as well." She moved closer. "You must be Tommen's 
Hand. I do not trust Mace Tyrell. What if he had a hand 
in Father's death? He may have been conspiring with 
Tyrion. The Imp could be on his way to Highgarden …" 

"He's not." 

"Be my Hand," she pleaded, "and we'll rule the Seven 
Kingdoms together, like a king and his queen." 

"You were Robert's queen. And yet you won't be mine." 

"I would, if I dared. But our son—" 

"Tommen is no son of mine, no more than Joffrey was." 
His voice was hard. "You made them Robert's too." 

His sister flinched. "You swore that you would always 
love me. It is not loving to make me beg." Jaime could 
smell the fear on her, even through the rank stench of 
the corpse. He wanted to take her in his arms and kiss 
her, to bury his face in her golden curls and promise her 
that no one would ever hurt her … not here, he thought, 
not here in front of the gods, and Father. 

"No," he said. "I cannot. Will not." 

"I need you. I need my other half." He could hear the 
rain pattering against the windows high above. "You 
are me, I am you. I need you with me. In me. Please, 
Jaime. Please." 

Jaime looked to make certain Lord Tywin was not 
rising from his bier in wrath, but his father lay still and 
cold, rotting. "I was made for a battlefield, not a council 
chamber. And now it may be that I am unfit even for 
that." 
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Cersei wiped her tears away on a ragged brown sleeve. 
"Very well. If it is battlefields you want, battlefields I 
shall give you." She jerked her hood up angrily. "I was a 
fool to come. I was a fool ever to love you." Her footsteps 
echoed loudly in the quiet, and left damp splotches on 
the marble floor. (5.5)

This is still early in the book, and Jaime still has feelings for 
Cersei, but he's restraining himself. Cersei wants Jaime to 
take on a new role to serve her purposes, and he still wants 
something from her that she can't give him: an honest family 
life. He's still unhappy that they can't marry, and he can't 
claim Tommen as his son.

They argue about the Kingsguard knights, and now we see 
Jaime isn't letting Cersei's insults bother him.

"And Ser Loras. Or have you forgotten your Sworn 
Brother?" 

"Ser Loras is a knight of the Kingsguard." 

"Ser Loras is so Tyrell he pisses rosewater. He should 
never have been given a white cloak." 

"He would not have been my choice, I'll grant you. No 
one troubled to consult me. Loras will do well enough, I 
think. Once a man puts on that cloak, it changes him." 

"It certainly changed you, and not for the better." 

"I love you too, sweet sister." He held the door for her, 
and walked her to the high table and her seat beside the 
king. Margaery was on the other side of Tommen, in the 
place of honor. When she entered, arm in arm with the 
little king, she made a point of stopping to kiss Cersei on 
the cheeks and throw her arms around her. 

"Your Grace," the girl said, bold as polished brass, "I feel 
as though I have a second mother now. I pray that we 
shall be very close, united by our love for your sweet 
son." (5.8)

There's the first instance of "I love you too, sweet sister." It's 
really quite galling of Cersei to complain that she doesn't like 
the way Kingsguard service has changed Jaime, when it was 
her idea for him to take the white cloak in the first place. 
Jaime responds to her comment with all the respect it de-
serves.
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Cersei is annoyed that the Tyrell siblings are more peas-in-a-
pod than she and Jaime, and, behaving as reasonably as she 
ever has, she transfers her annoyance onto her maimed twin 
even as he makes an effort with her.

They could be twins, Cersei thought as she watched 
them. Ser Loras was a year older than his sister, but 
they had the same big brown eyes, the same thick brown 
hair falling in lazy ringlets to their shoulders, the same 
smooth unblemished skin. A ripe crop of pimples would 
teach them some humility. Loras was taller and had a 
few wisps of soft brown fuzz on his face, and Margaery 
had a woman's shape, but elsewise they were more alike 
than she and Jaime. That annoyed her too. 

Her own twin interrupted her musings. "Would Your 
Grace honor her white knight with a dance?" 

She gave him a withering look. "And have you fumbling 
at me with that stump? No. I will let you fill my wine 
cup for me, though. If you think you can manage it 
without spilling." 

"A cripple like me? Not likely." He moved away and 
made another circuit of the hall. She had to fill her own 
cup. (5.9)

He wants to dance with her, as Loras is dancing with Mar-
gaery, but he's unimpressed when she responds unkindly.

We return to Jaime's POV, and he feels no more connected to 
his Uncle Kevan than to the rest of the Lannisters.

Behind the lords came a hundred crossbowmen and 
three hundred men-at-arms, and crimson flowed from 
their shoulders as well. In his white cloak and white 
scale armor, Jaime felt out of place amongst that river 
of red. 

Nor did his uncle make him more at ease. "Lord 
Commander," Ser Kevan said, when Jaime trotted up 
beside him at the head of the column. "Does Her Grace 
have some last command for me?" 

"I am not here for Cersei." A drum began to beat behind 
them, slow, measured, funereal. Dead, it seemed to say, 
dead, dead. "I came to make my farewells. He was my 
father." 
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"And hers." 

"I am not Cersei. I have a beard, and she has breasts. If 
you are still confused, nuncle, count our hands. Cersei 
has two." 

"Both of you have a taste for mockery," his uncle said. 
"Spare me your japes, ser, I have no taste for them." 

"As you will." This is not going as well as I might have 
hoped. "Cersei would have wanted to see you off, but she 
has many pressing duties." 

Ser Kevan snorted. "So do we all. How fares your king?" 
His tone made the question a reproach. 

"Well enough," Jaime said defensively. "Balon Swann is 
with him during the mornings. A good and valiant 
knight." 

"Once that went without saying when men spoke of 
those who wore the white cloak." 

No man can choose his brothers, Jaime thought. Give 
me leave to pick my own men, and the Kingsguard will 
be great again. Put that baldly, though, it sounded 
feeble; an empty boast from a man the realm called 
Kingslayer. A man with shit for honor. Jaime let it go. 
He had not come to argue with his uncle. "Ser," he said, 
"you need to make your peace with Cersei." 

"Are we at war? No one told me." (5.11)

In every way, Jaime is growing more distant from his family. 
There's the symbolism of him feeling out of place among hun-
dreds of men dressed in Lannister red. He asserts his separate-
ness from Cersei at the first opportunity. He thinks he didn't 
come to argue with his uncle, but that is what he does. 

When his Aunt Genna appears outside Riverrun, he behaves 
better with her than he did with Kevan, but her presence also 
creates another opportunity for him to show how he's respond-
ing to his father's death.
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As Garrett was undoing the clasps on Jaime's greaves, 
the tent flapped open. "Here at last, are you?" boomed 
his aunt. She filled the door, with her Frey husband 
peering out from behind her. "Past time. Have you no 
hug for your old fat aunt?" She held out her arms and 
left him no choice but to embrace her. 

Genna Lannister had been a shapely woman in her 
youth, always threatening to overflow her bodice. Now 
the only shape she had was square. Her face was broad 
and smooth, her neck a thick pink pillar, her bosom 
enormous. She carried enough flesh to make two of her 
husband. Jaime hugged her dutifully and waited for her 
to pinch his ear. She had been pinching his ear for as 
long as he could remember, but today she forbore. 
Instead, she planted soft and sloppy kisses on his cheeks. 
"I am sorry for your loss." 

"I had a new hand made, of gold." He showed her. 

"Very nice. Will they make you a gold father too?" Lady 
Genna's voice was sharp. "Tywin was the loss I 
meant." (5.23)

When she offers condolences for a loss, his first assumption is 
that she's referring to his sword hand. He doesn't miss his fa-
ther as much as he misses his hand.

Jaime had to canter past the Westerlings as he rode 
down the column on his way back to Riverrun. Lord 
Gawen nodded gravely as he passed, but Lady Sybell 
looked through him with eyes like chips of ice. Jeyne 
never saw him at all. The widow rode with downcast 
eyes, huddled beneath a hooded cloak. Underneath its 
heavy folds, her clothes were finely made, but torn. She 
ripped them herself as a mark of mourning, Jaime 
realized. That could not have pleased her mother. He 
found himself wondering if Cersei would tear her gown 
if she should ever hear that he was dead. (5.27)

He's comparing Cersei's love for him to Jeyne Westerling's 
love for Robb Stark, and the comparison doesn't go in Cersei's 
favor.

2. Jaime characterizes Cersei with increasingly hostile lan-
guage. In chronological order, we start with him expressing 
mild annoyance with her behavior:

"Most of him." The queen was in her cups, Jaime 
realized. Of late, Cersei always seemed to have a flagon 
of wine to hand, she who had once scorned Robert 
Baratheon for his drinking. He misliked that, but these 
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days he seemed to mislike everything his sister did. 
(5.12)

It gets much worse, as he's talking with cousin Lancel.

"Even if this is true … you are a lion of the Rock, a lord. 
You have a wife, a castle, lands to defend, people to 
protect. If the gods are good, you will have sons of your 
blood to follow you. Why would you throw all that away 
for … for some vow?" 

"Why did you?" asked Lancel softly. 

For honor, Jaime might have said. For glory. That would 
have been a lie, though. Honor and glory had played 
their parts, but most of it had been for Cersei. A laugh 
escaped his lips. "Is it the High Septon you're running 
to, or my sweet sister? Pray on that one, coz. Pray 
hard." 

"Will you pray with me, Jaime?" 

He glanced about the sept, at the gods. The Mother, full 
of mercy. The Father, stern in judgment. The Warrior, 
one hand upon his sword. The Stranger in the shadows, 
his half-human face concealed beneath a hooded 
mantle. I thought that I was the Warrior and Cersei was 
the Maid, but all the time she was the Stranger, hiding 
her true face from my gaze. "Pray for me, if you like," he 
told his cousin. "I've forgotten all the words." (5.21)

He isn't simply thinking that Cersei has changed, and she isn't 
the same as the girl who seduced him into joining the Kings-
guard. He's thinking that she was never really that girl, and 
that she's been lying to him all their lives. With this change in 
attitude, his vows take on a different character for him. He 
didn't really swear off marriage and inheritance for honor and 
glory; he did it for Cersei, and that sacrifice now seems more 
like a waste.

"How is Cersei? As beautiful as ever?" 

"Radiant." Fickle. "Golden." False as fool's gold. Last 
night he dreamed he'd found her fucking Moon Boy. 
He'd killed the fool and smashed his sister's teeth to 
splinters with his golden hand, just as Gregor Clegane 
had done to poor Pia. In his dreams Jaime always had 
two hands; one was made of gold, but it worked just like 
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the other. "The sooner we are done with Riverrun, the 
sooner I'll be back at Cersei's side." What Jaime would 
do then he did not know. (5.22)

He's thinking of her as a pathological liar, which is fair 
enough, he's having fantasies of violence on her, and he's not 
sure what he'll do when he sees her again. That's not a good 
sign for the golden twins.

It can still get worse, though. It can always get worse.

When she saw Jaime, she laughed. "Who in seven hells is 
this one?" 

"The Lord Commander of the Kingsguard," Jaime 
returned with cold courtesy. "I might ask the same of 
you, my lady." 

"Lady? I'm no lady. I'm the queen." 

"My sister will be surprised to hear that." 

"Lord Ryman crowned me his very self." She gave a 
shake of her ample hips. "I'm the queen o' whores." 

No, Jaime thought, my sweet sister holds that title too. 
(5.25)

He just decided his sister is the queen of whores. That's quite 
impressive, given all the years they spent in King's Landing, 
and all the whores King Robert fucked while Jaime guarded 
him. 

3. This may be because Tyrion dropped a truth-bomb on him 
last time they saw each other, and it's become a sort of ear-
worm for Jaime that won't go away: "She's been fucking Lan-
cel and Osmund Kettleblack and probably Moon Boy for all I 
know."

He isn't so pleased with himself for having freed Tyrion, now 
that his beloved little brother used his liberation to kill their 
father.

"Ah." The eunuch sucked the blood off his fingers. "You 
ask a dreadful thing … to loose the Imp who slew our 
lovely king. Or is it that you believe him innocent?" 
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"Innocent or guilty," Jaime had said, like the fool he 
was, "a Lannister pays his debts." 

The words had come so easy. He had not slept since. He 
could see his brother now, the way the dwarf had 
grinned beneath the stub of his nose as the torchlight 
licked his face. "You poor stupid blind crippled fool," 
he'd snarled, in a voice thick with malice. "Cersei is a 
lying whore, she's been fucking Lancel and Osmund 
Kettleblack 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 never said he meant to kill our father. 

If he had, I would have stopped him. Then I would be the 
kinslayer, not him. (5.2)

Either way, Tyrion's words haunt him all through the book 
and will probably continue to do so into The Winds of Winter.

I should tell Cersei the truth, admit that it was me who 
freed our little brother from his cell. The truth had 
worked so splendidly with Tyrion, after all. I killed your 
vile son, and now I'm off to kill your father too. Jaime 
could hear the Imp laughing in the gloom. He turned his 
head to look, but the sound was only his own laughter 

coming back at him. He closed his eyes, and just as 
quickly snapped them open. I must not sleep. If he slept, 
he might dream. Oh, how Tyrion was sniggering.… a 
lying whore … fucking Lancel and Osmund Kettleblack … 
(5.4)

Jaime is interested in being honest with his family, but he also 
notices that his family tends not to reward honesty. Besides 
which, she hasn't been honest with him.

Jaime had seen Kettleblack naked in the bathhouse, had 
seen the black hair on his chest, and the coarser thatch 
between his legs. He pictured that chest pressed against 
his sister's, that hair scratching the soft skin of her 
breasts. She would not do that. The Imp lied. Spun gold 
and black wire tangled, sweaty. Kettleblack's narrow 
cheeks clenching each time he thrust. Jaime could hear 
his sister moan. No. A lie. (5.6)

It gets so much worse than that. She's been fucking that 
sweaty, scratchy Kettleblack AND both of his brothers.

"Half his life? He cannot be more than twenty." 
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"Two-and-twenty, and what of it? Father was not even 
one-and-twenty when Aerys Targaryen named him 
Hand. It is past time Tommen had some young men 
about him in place of all these wrinkled greybeards. 
Aurane is strong and vigorous." 

Strong and vigorous and handsome, Jaime thought.… 
she's been fucking Lancel and Osmund Kettleblack and 
Moon Boy for all I know … "Paxter Redwyne would be a 
better choice. He commands the largest fleet in 
Westeros. Aurane Waters could command a skiff, but 
only if you bought him one." (5.14)

He seems to see Aurane Waters as a threat in the same way 
that Lancel was his replacement and Osmund Kettleblack his 
competition. Jaime sees himself getting old, and crippled be-
sides, and his sister is surrounding herself with younger, ener-
getic men. Of course, if Jaime is getting on in years, his twin 
can't be any younger, but the insecurity is there. 

"I had hoped that by now you would have grown tired 
of that wretched beard. All that hair makes you look like 
Robert." His sister had put aside her mourning for a 
jade-green gown with sleeves of silver Myrish lace. An 
emerald the size of a pigeon's egg hung on a golden 
chain about her neck. 

"Robert's beard was black. Mine is gold." 

"Gold? Or silver?" Cersei plucked a hair from beneath 
his chin and held it up. It was grey. "All the color is 
draining out of you, brother. You've become a ghost of 
what you were, a pale crippled thing. And so bloodless, 
always in white." She flicked the hair away. "I prefer 
you garbed in crimson and gold." 

I prefer you dappled in sunlight, with water beading on 
your naked skin. He wanted to kiss her, carry her to her 
bedchamber, throw her on the bed … she's been fucking 
Lancel and Osmund Kettleblack and Moon Boy … "I will 
make a bargain with you. Relieve me of this duty, and 
my razor is yours to command." (5.18)

Again, it's quite rich of Cersei to tell her twin that he's getting 
old. (He's actually some minutes younger than she is.) There 
she is, complaining that she doesn't like to see him dressed in 
white, when it was her idea for him to give up Lannister red 
for Kingsguard white. Just as he's recalling his attraction to 
her, that mantra from Tyrion comes back.

"I need him there. These Dornishmen cannot be trusted. 
That red snake championed Tyrion, have you forgotten 
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that? I will not leave my daughter to their mercy. And I 
will not have Loras Tyrell commanding the 
Kingsguard." 

"Ser Loras is thrice the man Ser Osmund is." 

"Your notions of manhood have changed somewhat, 
brother." 

Jaime felt his anger rising. "True, Loras does not leer at 
your teats the way Ser Osmund does, but I hardly think
—" 

"Think about this." Cersei slapped his face. 

Jaime made no attempt to block the blow. "I see I need a 
thicker beard, to cushion me against my queen's 
caresses." He wanted to rip her gown off and turn her 
blows to kisses. He'd done it before, back when he had 
two good hands. 

The queen's eyes were green ice. "You had best go, ser." 

… Lancel, Osmund Kettleblack, and Moon Boy … 

"Are you deaf as well as maimed? You'll find the door 
behind you, ser." 

"As you command." Jaime turned on his heel and left 
her. 

Somewhere the gods were laughing. Cersei had never 
taken kindly to being balked, he knew that. Softer words 
might have swayed her, yet of late the very sight of her 
made him angry. (5.19)

If I wanted to write yet another essay within this one, I'd go 
into the parallels between the Lannisters and Tyrells, but for 
now I will note that Jaime sees Loras as sort of a younger ver-
sion of himself. Perhaps Cersei notices the same thing, and 
she doesn't like it. Once again, he longs for a chance to make 
love to her like in the past, then he recalls Tyrion's list of 
names, Cersei mocks his cripple status, and the interaction 
comes to an awkward halt.
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After he's safely out of the Red Keep and in the Riverlands, he 
gets Lancel's side of the affair.

"What else did you do, to require so much atonement? 
Tell me." 

His cousin bowed his head, tears running down his 
cheeks. Those tears were all the answer Jaime needed. 
"You killed the king," he said, "then you fucked the 
queen." 

"I never …" 

"… lay with my sweet sister?" Say it. Say it! 

"Never spilled my seed in … in her …" 

"… cunt?" suggested Jaime. 

"… womb," Lancel finished. "It is not treason unless you 
finish inside. I gave her comfort, after the king died. You 
were a captive, your father was in the field, and your 

brother … she was afraid of him, and with good reason. 
He made me betray her." 

"Did he?" Lancel and Ser Osmund and how many more? 
Was the part about Moon Boy just a gibe? "Did you force 
her?" 

"No! I loved her. I wanted to protect her." 

You wanted to be me. His phantom fingers itched. The 
day his sister had come to White Sword Tower to beg 
him to renounce his vows, she had laughed after he 
refused her and boasted of having lied to him a 
thousand times. Jaime had taken that for a clumsy 
attempt to hurt him as he'd hurt her. It may have been 
the only true thing that she ever said to me. (5.20)

First off, we might find it rather curious that Jaime is so apa-
thetic to King Robert's death and so focused on who else has 
been fucking his sister, but he always viewed King Robert in 
terms of competition for Cersei. Most of all, he concludes that 
Lancel fucked Cersei as part of an effort to be more like Jaime. 

After Castle Darry comes Riverrun, where he has to deal with 
Aunt Genna's ridiculous husband Emmon Frey.
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Oh, gods be good. "You are not his overlord, ser. Read 
your parchment. You were granted Riverrun with its 
lands and incomes, no more. Petyr Baelish is the Lord 
Paramount of the Trident. Riverrun will be subject to 
the rule of Harrenhal."

 That did not please Lord Emmon. "Harrenhal is a ruin, 
haunted and accursed," he objected, "and Baelish … the 
man is a coin counter, no proper lord, his birth …" 

"If you are unhappy with the arrangements, go to 
King's Landing and take it up with my sweet sister." 
Cersei would devour Emmon Frey and pick her teeth 
with his bones, he did not doubt. That is, if she is not too 
busy fucking Osmund Kettleblack. (5.24)

This seems to have become a bit of a preoccupation for Jaime. 
One may get the impression that he was really invested in this 
idea of himself and Cersei having true love and being faithful 
to each other.

There's one person he can talk to about his affair with his 
twin, and that's Ilyn Payne. He's an acceptable sounding 
board for the same reason that he's a good training partner: 
he's mute and illiterate.

"I should have the tongues removed from all my 
friends," said Jaime as he filled their cups, "and from 
my kin as well. A silent Cersei would be sweet. Though 
I'd miss her tongue when we kissed." He drank. The 
wine was a deep red, sweet and heavy. It warmed him 
going down. "I can't remember when we first began to 
kiss. It was innocent at first. Until it wasn't." He finished 
the wine and set his cup aside. "Tyrion once told me that 
most whores will not kiss you. They'll fuck you blind, he 
said, but you'll never feel their lips on yours. Do you 
think my sister kisses Kettleblack?" 

Ser Ilyn did not answer. 

"I don't think it would be proper for me to slay mine 
own Sworn Brother. What I need to do is geld him and 
send him to the Wall. That's what they did with 
Lucamore the Lusty. Ser Osmund may not take kindly to 
the gelding, to be sure. And there are his brothers to 
consider. Brothers can be dangerous. After Aegon the 
Unworthy put Ser Terrence Toyne to death for sleeping 
with his mistress, Toyne's brothers did their best to kill 
him. Their best was not quite good enough, thanks to the 
Dragonknight, but it was not for want of trying. It's 
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written down in the White Book. All of it, save what to 
do with Cersei." 

Ser Ilyn drew a finger across his throat. 

"No," said Jaime. "Tommen has lost a brother, and the 
man he thought of as his father. If I were to kill his 
mother, he would hate me for it … and that sweet little 
wife of his would find a way to turn that hatred to the 
benefit of Highgarden." (5.28)

4. It's mainly for Tommen's benefit that he isn't interested in 
killing Cersei. This is admirable, but it can also be understood 
as part of the fourth process in Jaime's estrangement from 
Cersei, which is that he's interested in being involved in his 
children's lives in a way that Cersei doesn't like.

Still, he felt curiously content. The war was all but won. 
Dragonstone had fallen and Storm's End would soon 
enough, he could not doubt, and Stannis was welcome to 
the Wall. The northmen would love him no more than 
the storm lords had. If Roose Bolton did not destroy 
him, winter would. 

And he had done his own part here at Riverrun without 
actually ever taking up arms against the Starks or 
Tullys. Once he found the Blackfish, he would be free to 
return to King's Landing, where he belonged. My place 
is with my king. With my son. Would Tommen want to 
know that? The truth could cost the boy his throne. 
Would you sooner have a father or a chair, lad? Jaime 
wished he knew the answer. He does like stamping 
papers with his seal. The boy might not even believe him, 
to be sure. Cersei would say it was a lie. My sweet sister, 
the deceiver. He would need to find some way to winkle 
Tommen from her clutches before the boy became 
another Joffrey. And whilst at that, he should find the 
lad a new small council too. If Cersei can be put aside, 
Ser Kevan may agree to serve as Tommen's Hand. (5.29)

This is quite a radical view to take, given that Cersei has such 
scant redeeming qualities outside of her devotion to her chil-
dren, but this is how far Jaime has drifted from the arrange-
ment he and Cersei maintained for so long: he wants Tommen 
to be his son, even if it costs him the throne, he wants Cersei 
out of power and away from Tommen.

I don't think he's given a lot of thought to the logistics of the 
family life he's trying to arrange. The question for Tommen is 
not really whether he'd keep the throne, so much as whether 
he'd keep his head. 
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We'll see more of Jaime's interest in his children later.

5. In stage 3, one of the processes was of Jaime being rejected 
by his family. Now we see another, more specific pattern of re-
jection, which is that Cersei acts like she doesn't need Jaime, 
except for when she does need him.

She was tired of Jaime balking her. No one had ever 
balked her lord father. When Tywin Lannister spoke, 
men obeyed. When Cersei spoke, they felt free to counsel 
her, to contradict her, even refuse her. It is all because I 
am a woman. Because I cannot fight them with a sword. 
They gave Robert more respect than they give me, and 
Robert was a witless sot. She would not suffer it, 
especially not from Jaime. I need to rid myself of him, 
and soon. Once upon a time she had dreamt that the two 
of them might rule the Seven Kingdoms side by side, but 
Jaime had become more of a hindrance than a help. 
(5.15)

The feeling is mutual; Jaime is thinking about what he can do 
once he gets Cersei out of the way.

Many a night she had watched Prince Rhaegar in the 
hall, playing his silver-stringed harp with those long, 
elegant fingers of his. Had any man ever been so 
beautiful? He was more than a man, though. His blood 
was the blood of old Valyria, the blood of dragons and 

gods. When she was just a little girl, her father had 
promised her that she would marry Rhaegar. She could 
not have been more than six or seven. "Never speak of it, 
child," he had told her, smiling his secret smile that only 
Cersei ever saw. "Not until His Grace agrees to the 
betrothal. It must remain our secret for now." 

And so it had, though once she had drawn a picture of 
herself flying behind Rhaegar on a dragon, her arms 
wrapped tight about his chest. When Jaime had 
discovered it she told him it was Queen Alysanne and 
King Jaehaerys. 

She was ten when she finally saw her prince in the flesh, 
at the tourney her lord father had thrown to welcome 
King Aerys to the west. Viewing stands had been raised 
beneath the walls of Lannisport, and the cheers of the 
smallfolk had echoed off Casterly Rock like rolling 
thunder. They cheered Father twice as loudly as they 
cheered the king, the queen recalled, but only half as 
loudly as they cheered Prince Rhaegar. Seventeen and 
new to knighthood, Rhaegar Targaryen had worn black 
plate over golden ringmail when he cantered onto the 
lists. Long streamers of red and gold and orange silk 
had floated behind his helm, like flames. Two of her 
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uncles fell before his lance, along with a dozen of her 
father's finest jousters, the flower of the west. By night 
the prince played his silver harp and made her weep. 
When she had been presented to him, Cersei had almost 
drowned in the depths of his sad purple eyes. He has 
been wounded, she recalled thinking, but I will mend his 
hurt when we are wed. Next to Rhaegar, even her 
beautiful Jaime had seemed no more than a callow boy. 
The prince is going to be my husband, she had thought, 
giddy with excitement, and when the old king dies I'll be 
the queen. Her aunt had confided that truth to her 
before the tourney. "You must be especially beautiful," 
Lady Genna told her, fussing with her dress, "for at the 
final feast it shall be announced that you and Prince 
Rhaegar are betrothed." (5.16)

It seems that Jaime was actually her second choice. She 
turned to him after it was established that Rhaegar Targaryen 
was out of reach. When she was little, her father told her to 
keep her marriage plans a secret, and that included from 
Jaime. She hasn't been truthful with him since then.

Her aunt had lied, though, and her father had failed her, 
just as Jaime was failing her now. Father found no 
better man. Instead he gave me Robert, and Maggy's 
curse bloomed like some poisonous flower. If she had 
only married Rhaegar as the gods intended, he would 

never have looked twice at the wolf girl. Rhaegar would 
be our king today and I would be his queen, the mother 
of his sons. 

She had never forgiven Robert for killing him. (5.17)

One may wonder whether she would have welcomed Jaime 
back to her bed had Prince Rhaegar survived the rebellion.

In her scheming to destroy the Tyrells at the expense of gov-
erning the realm, Cersei ends up putting herself in the Faith 
Militant's crosshairs, and there she is, on trial for her life.

This time she did laugh. It was funny, terribly funny, 
hideously funny. "The gods make japes of all our hopes 
and plans. I have a champion no man can defeat, but I 
am forbidden to make use of him. I am the queen, 
Qyburn. My honor can only be defended by a Sworn 
Brother of the Kingsguard." 

"I see." The smile died on Qyburn's face. "Your Grace, I 
am at a loss. I do not know how to counsel you …" 
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Even in her exhausted, frightened state, the queen knew 
she dare not trust her fate to a court of sparrows. Nor 
could she count on Ser Kevan to intervene, after the 
words that had passed between them at their last 
meeting. It will have to be a trial by battle. There is no 
other way. "Qyburn, for the love you bear me, I beg you, 
send a message for me. A raven if you can. A rider, if 
not. You must send to Riverrun, to my brother. Tell him 
what has happened, and write … write …" 

"Yes, Your Grace?" 

She licked her lips, shivering. "Come at once. Help me. 
Save me. I need you now as I have never needed you 
before. I love you. I love you. I love you. Come at once." 

"As you command. 'I love you' thrice?" 

"Thrice." She had to reach him. "He will come. I know he 
will. He must. Jaime is my only hope." 

"My queen," said Qyburn, "have you … forgotten? Ser 
Jaime has no sword hand. If he should champion you 
and lose …" 

We will leave this world together, as we once came into 
it. "He will not lose. Not Jaime. Not with my life at 
stake." (5.26)

Now she decides she needs Jaime after all. She may not have 
seen how helpless he is in a fight, now that he can only use his 
left hand, but either way, all the other Kingsguard knights are 
apparently either unavailable or even more unacceptable than 
her maimed twin. What I find most remarkable about this de-
cision, though, is this: "We will leave this world together, as 
we once came into it." She wants Jaime to be her champion be-
cause the alternative is that he might outlive her. She thinks 
he shouldn't get on with his life if she dies. This relationship 
isn't just incestuous, it's toxic. Jaime keeps thinking the big-
gest problem with Cersei is that she's a pathological liar who 
fucks other men, but it's bigger than that. When she acts like 
they are the same soul in two bodies, what she really means is 
that she sees Jaime as an accessory to herself, and any needs 
he has outside of her are irrelevant. He disagrees.

6. In possibly the most disturbing, and the most potentially 
plot-relevant foreshadowing process between Cersei and 
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Jaime post-crippling, he (along with GRRM) compares Cersei 
to Aerys.

Jaime ignored that. "If these flames spread beyond the 
tower, you may end up burning down the castle 
whether you mean to or not. Wildfire is treacherous." 

"Lord Hallyne has assured me that his pyromancers can 
control the fire." The Guild of Alchemists had been 
brewing fresh wildfire for a fortnight. "Let all of King's 
Landing see the flames. It will be a lesson to our 
enemies." 

"Now you sound like Aerys." 

Her nostrils flared. "Guard your tongue, ser." 

"I love you too, sweet sister." How could I ever have 
loved that wretched creature? she wondered after he had 
gone. He was your twin, your shadow, your other half, 
another voice whispered. Once, perhaps, she thought. 
No longer. He has become a stranger to me. (5.7)

Whereas he thinks she represents the Stranger, that face of 
the Seven that personifies death. Perhaps because she demon-
strates a progressively callous disregard for innocent lives.

"It makes a pretty candle, I grant you," said Lady 
Olenna Tyrell, leaning on her cane between Left and 
Right. "Bright enough to see us safe to sleep, I think. Old 
bones grow weary, and these young ones have had 
enough excitement for one night. It is time the king and 
queen were put to bed." 

"Yes." Cersei beckoned to Jaime. "Lord Commander, 
escort His Grace and his little queen to their pillows, if 
you would." 

"As you command. And you as well?" 

"No need." Cersei felt too alive for sleep. The wildfire 
was cleansing her, burning away all her rage and fear, 
filling her with resolve. "The flames are so pretty. I want 
to watch them for a while." 

Jaime hesitated. "You should not stay alone." 
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"I will not be alone. Ser Osmund can remain with me 
and keep me safe. Your Sworn Brother." 

"If it please Your Grace," said Kettleblack. 

"It does." Cersei slid her arm through his, and side by 
side they watched the fire rage. (5.10)

This chapter is told from Cersei's POV, so we don't see what 
Jaime is thinking, but GRRM continues the theme of likening 
her to the Mad King, who was entirely too invested in the use 
of wildfire. Cleansing her. Burning away all her rage and fear. 
Filling her with resolve. She still sounds like Aerys.

Let him be king over charred bones and cooked meat, 
Jaime remembered, studying his sister's smile. Let him 
be the king of ashes. "Your Grace," he said, "might we 
have a private word?" (5.13)

He's recalling what the Mad King said just before Jaime slit 
his throat. He now associates Cersei's smile with an enthusi-
asm for burning thousands of people, for destroying a city 
rather than surrendering peacefully. Of course, Cersei doesn't 
know about the wildfire plot. She doesn't know what Jaime's 
reasons were for killing the king. She assumes, like everyone 

else, that he did it to support his father's side in the rebellion. 
She doesn't know he saved half a million lives by turning his 
oaths on their head. Only Brienne knows about that.

Just after he settles the transfer of Riverrun from Tully to Frey 
control, Jaime has a dream. At first, he thinks it's Cersei ap-
proaching him in the Sept of Baelor, but he soon realizes the 
dream is showing him his late mother.

"Who are you?" He had to hear her say it. 

"The question is, who are you?" 

"This is a dream." 

"Is it?" She smiled sadly. "Count your hands, child." 

One. One hand, clasped tight around the sword hilt. 
Only one. "In my dreams I always have two hands." He 
raised his right arm and stared uncomprehending at the 
ugliness of his stump. 
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"We all dream of things we cannot have. Tywin 
dreamed that his son would be a great knight, that his 
daughter would be a queen. He dreamed they would be 
so strong and brave and beautiful that no one would 
ever laugh at them." 

"I am a knight," he told her, "and Cersei is a queen." 

A tear rolled down her cheek. The woman raised her 
hood again and turned her back on him. Jaime called 
after her, but already she was moving away, her skirt 
whispering lullabies as it brushed across the floor. Don't 
leave me, he wanted to call, but of course she'd left them 
long ago. (5.30)

In the dream, Joanna likens Jaime's missing hand to Tywin's 
disappointment at his children being less than perfect. "We all 
dream of things we cannot have." Tywin's idea of "family" 
didn't have room for his children to be real human beings 
with their own quirks and flaws. Jaime isn't the son he 
wanted, and now Jaime needs to let go of a vision of family 
life that can't be real. He could never have that loving, honest 
relationship with Cersei as he imagined, any more than he can 
make his right hand grow back.

Next morning after the dream, Cersei's raven arrives at River-
run. How does Jaime respond to Cersei asking him to die for 
her?

It was Riverrun's old maester, with a message clutched 
in his lined and wrinkled hand. Vyman's face was as 
pale as the new-fallen snow. 

"I know," Jaime said, "there has been a white raven 
from the Citadel. Winter has come." 

"No, my lord. The bird was from King's Landing. I took 
the liberty … I did not know …" He held the letter out. 

Jaime read it in the window seat, bathed in the light of 
that cold white morning. Qyburn's words were terse 
and to the point, Cersei's fevered and fervent. Come at 
once, she said. Help me. Save me. I need you now as I 
have never needed you before. I love you. I love you. I 
love you. Come at once. Vyman was hovering by the 
door, waiting, and Jaime sensed that Peck was 
watching too. 
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"Does my lord wish to answer?" the maester asked, 
after a long silence. A snowflake landed on the letter. As 
it melted, the ink began to blur. 

Jaime rolled the parchment up again, as tight as one 
hand would allow, and handed it to Peck. "No," he said. 
"Put this in the fire." (5.31)

He doesn't even write a reply. The twins' love affair is dead 
and buried. Cersei is on her own.

“No. Put this in the 

fire.”
I HAVE ALSO WRITTEN:
ASoIaF vs. GoT, Ninth: How Jaime would choose to die.

ASoIaF vs. GoT, Twelfth: In Which Cersei Screws Herself
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Citations for Stage 5

5.1 The hooded cloak he wore was as white as freshly fallen snow, and the scales of his long hauberk were mother-of-pearl chased 
with gold. Lord Tywin would have wanted him in Lannister gold and crimson, she thought. It always angered him to see Jaime 
all in white. Her brother was growing his beard again as well. The stubble covered his jaw and cheeks, and gave his face a rough, un-
couth look. He might at least have waited till Father's bones were interred beneath the Rock.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 114). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

5.2 "Ah." The eunuch sucked the blood off his fingers. "You ask a dreadful thing … to loose the Imp who slew our lovely king. Or is 
it that you believe him innocent?" 
"Innocent or guilty," Jaime had said, like the fool he was, "a Lannister pays his debts." 
The words had come so easy. He had not slept since. He could see his brother now, the way the dwarf had grinned beneath the stub 
of his nose as the torchlight licked his face. "You poor stupid blind crippled fool," he'd snarled, in a voice thick with malice. "Cersei 
is a lying whore, she's been fucking Lancel and Osmund Kettleblack 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 never said he meant to kill our father. 
If he had, I would have stopped him. Then I would be the kinslayer, not him.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (pp. 131-132). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

5.3 It was queer, but he felt no grief. Where are my tears? Where is my rage? Jaime Lannister had never lacked for rage. "Father," 
he told the corpse, "it was you who told me that tears were a mark of weakness in a man, so you cannot expect that I should cry for 
you."
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 133). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

5.4 I should tell Cersei the truth, admit that it was me who freed our little brother from his cell. The truth had worked so splen-
didly with Tyrion, after all. I killed your vile son, and now I'm off to kill your father too. Jaime could hear the Imp laughing in the 
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gloom. He turned his head to look, but the sound was only his own laughter coming back at him. He closed his eyes, and just as 
quickly snapped them open. I must not sleep. If he slept, he might dream. Oh, how Tyrion was sniggering.… a lying whore … fuck-
ing Lancel and Osmund Kettleblack …
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 139). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

5.5 "Cersei." He spoke slowly, like a man waking from a dream, still wondering where he was. "What hour is it?" 
"The hour of the wolf." His sister lowered her hood, and made a face. "The drowned wolf, perhaps." She smiled for him, so sweetly. 
"Do you remember the first time I came to you like this? It was some dismal inn off Weasel Alley, and I put on servant's garb to get 
past Father's guards." 
"I remember. It was Eel Alley." She wants something of me. "Why are you here, at this hour? What would you have of me?" His last 
word echoed up and down the sept, mememememememememememe, fading to a whisper. For a moment he dared to hope that all 
she wanted was the comfort of his arms. 
"Speak softly." Her voice sounded strange … breathless, almost frightened. "Jaime, Kevan has refused me. He will not serve as 
Hand, he … he knows about us. He said as much." 
"Refused?" That surprised him. "How could he know? He will have read what Stannis wrote, but there is no …" 
"Tyrion knew," she reminded him. "Who can say what tales that vile dwarf may have told, or to whom? Uncle Kevan is the least of 
it. The High Septon … Tyrion raised him to the crown, when the fat one died. He may know as well." She moved closer. "You must 
be Tommen's Hand. I do not trust Mace Tyrell. What if he had a hand in Father's death? He may have been conspiring with Tyrion. 
The Imp could be on his way to Highgarden …" 
"He's not." 
"Be my Hand," she pleaded, "and we'll rule the Seven Kingdoms together, like a king and his queen." 
"You were Robert's queen. And yet you won't be mine." 
"I would, if I dared. But our son—" 
"Tommen is no son of mine, no more than Joffrey was." His voice was hard. "You made them Robert's too." 
His sister flinched. "You swore that you would always love me. It is not loving to make me beg." Jaime could smell the fear on her, 
even through the rank stench of the corpse. He wanted to take her in his arms and kiss her, to bury his face in her golden curls and 
promise her that no one would ever hurt her … not here, he thought, not here in front of the gods, and Father. 
"No," he said. "I cannot. Will not." 
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"I need you. I need my other half." He could hear the rain pattering against the windows high above. "You are me, I am you. I need 
you with me. In me. Please, Jaime. Please." 
Jaime looked to make certain Lord Tywin was not rising from his bier in wrath, but his father lay still and cold, rotting. "I was 
made for a battlefield, not a council chamber. And now it may be that I am unfit even for that." 
Cersei wiped her tears away on a ragged brown sleeve. "Very well. If it is battlefields you want, battlefields I shall give you." She 
jerked her hood up angrily. "I was a fool to come. I was a fool ever to love you." Her footsteps echoed loudly in the quiet, and left 
damp splotches on the marble floor.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (pp. 140-141). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

5.6 Jaime had seen Kettleblack naked in the bathhouse, had seen the black hair on his chest, and the coarser thatch between his 
legs. He pictured that chest pressed against his sister's, that hair scratching the soft skin of her breasts. She would not do that. The 
Imp lied. Spun gold and black wire tangled, sweaty. Kettleblack's narrow cheeks clenching each time he thrust. Jaime could hear 
his sister moan. No. A lie.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 142). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

5.7 Jaime ignored that. "If these flames spread beyond the tower, you may end up burning down the castle whether you mean to or 
not. Wildfire is treacherous." 
"Lord Hallyne has assured me that his pyromancers can control the fire." The Guild of Alchemists had been brewing fresh wildfire 
for a fortnight. "Let all of King's Landing see the flames. It will be a lesson to our enemies." 
"Now you sound like Aerys." 
Her nostrils flared. "Guard your tongue, ser." 
"I love you too, sweet sister." How could I ever have loved that wretched creature? she wondered after he had gone. He was your 
twin, your shadow, your other half, another voice whispered. Once, perhaps, she thought. No longer. He has become a stranger 
to me.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (pp. 196-197). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

146



5.8 "And Ser Loras. Or have you forgotten your Sworn Brother?" 
"Ser Loras is a knight of the Kingsguard." 
"Ser Loras is so Tyrell he pisses rosewater. He should never have been given a white cloak." 
"He would not have been my choice, I'll grant you. No one troubled to consult me. Loras will do well enough, I think. Once a man 
puts on that cloak, it changes him." 
"It certainly changed you, and not for the better." 
"I love you too, sweet sister." He held the door for her, and walked her to the high table and her seat beside the king. Margaery was 
on the other side of Tommen, in the place of honor. When she entered, arm in arm with the little king, she made a point of stop-
ping to kiss Cersei on the cheeks and throw her arms around her. 
"Your Grace," the girl said, bold as polished brass, "I feel as though I have a second mother now. I pray that we shall be very close, 
united by our love for your sweet son."
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (pp. 199-200). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

5.9 They could be twins, Cersei thought as she watched them. Ser Loras was a year older than his sister, but they had the same big 
brown eyes, the same thick brown hair falling in lazy ringlets to their shoulders, the same smooth unblemished skin. A ripe crop of 
pimples would teach them some humility. Loras was taller and had a few wisps of soft brown fuzz on his face, and Margaery had a 
woman's shape, but elsewise they were more alike than she and Jaime. That annoyed her too. 
Her own twin interrupted her musings. "Would Your Grace honor her white knight with a dance?" 
She gave him a withering look. "And have you fumbling at me with that stump? No. I will let you fill my wine cup for me, though. If 
you think you can manage it without spilling." 
"A cripple like me? Not likely." He moved away and made another circuit of the hall. She had to fill her own cup.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 204). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

5.10 "It makes a pretty candle, I grant you," said Lady Olenna Tyrell, leaning on her cane between Left and Right. "Bright enough 
to see us safe to sleep, I think. Old bones grow weary, and these young ones have had enough excitement for one night. It is time 
the king and queen were put to bed." 
"Yes." Cersei beckoned to Jaime. "Lord Commander, escort His Grace and his little queen to their pillows, if you would." 
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"As you command. And you as well?" 
"No need." Cersei felt too alive for sleep. The wildfire was cleansing her, burning away all her rage and fear, filling her with resolve. 
"The flames are so pretty. I want to watch them for a while." 
Jaime hesitated. "You should not stay alone." 
"I will not be alone. Ser Osmund can remain with me and keep me safe. Your Sworn Brother." 
"If it please Your Grace," said Kettleblack. 
"It does." Cersei slid her arm through his, and side by side they watched the fire rage.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 207). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

5.11 Behind the lords came a hundred crossbowmen and three hundred men-at-arms, and crimson flowed from their shoulders as 
well. In his white cloak and white scale armor, Jaime felt out of place amongst that river of red. 
Nor did his uncle make him more at ease. "Lord Commander," Ser Kevan said, when Jaime trotted up beside him at the head of the 
column. "Does Her Grace have some last command for me?" 
"I am not here for Cersei." A drum began to beat behind them, slow, measured, funereal. Dead, it seemed to say, dead, dead. "I 
came to make my farewells. He was my father." 
"And hers." 
"I am not Cersei. I have a beard, and she has breasts. If you are still confused, nuncle, count our hands. Cersei has two." 
"Both of you have a taste for mockery," his uncle said. "Spare me your japes, ser, I have no taste for them." 
"As you will." This is not going as well as I might have hoped. "Cersei would have wanted to see you off, but she has many pressing 
duties." 
Ser Kevan snorted. "So do we all. How fares your king?" His tone made the question a reproach. 
"Well enough," Jaime said defensively. "Balon Swann is with him during the mornings. A good and valiant knight." 
"Once that went without saying when men spoke of those who wore the white cloak." 
No man can choose his brothers, Jaime thought. Give me leave to pick my own men, and the Kingsguard will be great again. Put 
that baldly, though, it sounded feeble; an empty boast from a man the realm called Kingslayer. A man with shit for honor. Jaime 
let it go. He had not come to argue with his uncle. "Ser," he said, "you need to make your peace with Cersei." 
"Are we at war? No one told me."
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Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 255). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

5.12 "Most of him." The queen was in her cups, Jaime realized. Of late, Cersei always seemed to have a flagon of wine to hand, she 
who had once scorned Robert Baratheon for his drinking. He misliked that, but these days he seemed to mislike everything his sis-
ter did.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 259). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition.

5.13 Let him be king over charred bones and cooked meat, Jaime remembered, studying his sister's smile. Let him be the king of 
ashes. "Your Grace," he said, "might we have a private word?"
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 261). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition.

5.14 Half his life? He cannot be more than twenty." 
"Two-and-twenty, and what of it? Father was not even one-and-twenty when Aerys Targaryen named him Hand. It is past time 
Tommen had some young men about him in place of all these wrinkled greybeards. Aurane is strong and vigorous." 
Strong and vigorous and handsome, Jaime thought.… she's been fucking Lancel and Osmund Kettleblack and Moon Boy for all I 
know … "Paxter Redwyne would be a better choice. He commands the largest fleet in Westeros. Aurane Waters could command a 
skiff, but only if you bought him one."
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 264). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

5.15 She was tired of Jaime balking her. No one had ever balked her lord father. When Tywin Lannister spoke, men obeyed. When 
Cersei spoke, they felt free to counsel her, to contradict her, even refuse her. It is all because I am a woman. Because I cannot 
fight them with a sword. They gave Robert more respect than they give me, and Robert was a witless sot. She would not suffer it, 
especially not from Jaime. I need to rid myself of him, and soon. Once upon a time she had dreamt that the two of them might rule 
the Seven Kingdoms side by side, but Jaime had become more of a hindrance than a help.
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Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 399). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

5.16 Many a night she had watched Prince Rhaegar in the hall, playing his silver-stringed harp with those long, elegant fingers of 
his. Had any man ever been so beautiful? He was more than a man, though. His blood was the blood of old Valyria, the blood of 
dragons and gods. When she was just a little girl, her father had promised her that she would marry Rhaegar. She could not have 
been more than six or seven. "Never speak of it, child," he had told her, smiling his secret smile that only Cersei ever saw. "Not un-
til His Grace agrees to the betrothal. It must remain our secret for now." 
And so it had, though once she had drawn a picture of herself flying behind Rhaegar on a dragon, her arms wrapped tight about his 
chest. When Jaime had discovered it she told him it was Queen Alysanne and King Jaehaerys. 
She was ten when she finally saw her prince in the flesh, at the tourney her lord father had thrown to welcome King Aerys to the 
west. Viewing stands had been raised beneath the walls of Lannisport, and the cheers of the smallfolk had echoed off Casterly Rock 
like rolling thunder. They cheered Father twice as loudly as they cheered the king, the queen recalled, but only half as loudly as 
they cheered Prince Rhaegar. Seventeen and new to knighthood, Rhaegar Targaryen had worn black plate over golden ringmail 
when he cantered onto the lists. Long streamers of red and gold and orange silk had floated behind his helm, like flames. Two of 
her uncles fell before his lance, along with a dozen of her father's finest jousters, the flower of the west. By night the prince played 
his silver harp and made her weep. When she had been presented to him, Cersei had almost drowned in the depths of his sad pur-
ple eyes. He has been wounded, she recalled thinking, but I will mend his hurt when we are wed. Next to Rhaegar, even her beauti-
ful Jaime had seemed no more than a callow boy. The prince is going to be my husband, she had thought, giddy with excitement, 
and when the old king dies I'll be the queen. Her aunt had confided that truth to her before the tourney. "You must be especially 
beautiful," Lady Genna told her, fussing with her dress, "for at the final feast it shall be announced that you and Prince Rhaegar are 
betrothed."
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (pp. 404-405). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

5.17 Her aunt had lied, though, and her father had failed her, just as Jaime was failing her now. Father found no better man. In-
stead he gave me Robert, and Maggy's curse bloomed like some poisonous flower. If she had only married Rhaegar as the gods in-
tended, he would never have looked twice at the wolf girl. Rhaegar would be our king today and I would be his queen, the mother 
of his sons. 
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She had never forgiven Robert for killing him.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 406). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

5.18 "I had hoped that by now you would have grown tired of that wretched beard. All that hair makes you look like Robert." His 
sister had put aside her mourning for a jade-green gown with sleeves of silver Myrish lace. An emerald the size of a pigeon's egg 
hung on a golden chain about her neck. 
"Robert's beard was black. Mine is gold." 
"Gold? Or silver?" Cersei plucked a hair from beneath his chin and held it up. It was grey. "All the color is draining out of you, 
brother. You've become a ghost of what you were, a pale crippled thing. And so bloodless, always in white." She flicked the hair 
away. "I prefer you garbed in crimson and gold." 
I prefer you dappled in sunlight, with water beading on your naked skin. He wanted to kiss her, carry her to her bedchamber, 
throw her on the bed … she's been fucking Lancel and Osmund Kettleblack and Moon Boy … "I will make a bargain with you. Re-
lieve me of this duty, and my razor is yours to command."
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 439). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

5.19 "I need him there. These Dornishmen cannot be trusted. That red snake championed Tyrion, have you forgotten that? I will 
not leave my daughter to their mercy. And I will not have Loras Tyrell commanding the Kingsguard." 
"Ser Loras is thrice the man Ser Osmund is." 
"Your notions of manhood have changed somewhat, brother." 
Jaime felt his anger rising. "True, Loras does not leer at your teats the way Ser Osmund does, but I hardly think—" 
"Think about this." Cersei slapped his face. 
Jaime made no attempt to block the blow. "I see I need a thicker beard, to cushion me against my queen's caresses." He wanted to 
rip her gown off and turn her blows to kisses. He'd done it before, back when he had two good hands. 
The queen's eyes were green ice. "You had best go, ser." 
… Lancel, Osmund Kettleblack, and Moon Boy … 
"Are you deaf as well as maimed? You'll find the door behind you, ser." 
"As you command." Jaime turned on his heel and left her. 
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Somewhere the gods were laughing. Cersei had never taken kindly to being balked, he knew that. Softer words might have swayed 
her, yet of late the very sight of her made him angry.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (pp. 440-441). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

5.20 "What else did you do, to require so much atonement? Tell me." 
His cousin bowed his head, tears running down his cheeks. Those tears were all the answer Jaime needed. "You killed the king," he 
said, "then you fucked the queen." 
"I never …" 
"… lay with my sweet sister?" Say it. Say it! 
"Never spilled my seed in … in her …" 
"… cunt?" suggested Jaime. 
"… womb," Lancel finished. "It is not treason unless you finish inside. I gave her comfort, after the king died. You were a captive, 
your father was in the field, and your brother … she was afraid of him, and with good reason. He made me betray her." 
"Did he?" Lancel and Ser Osmund and how many more? Was the part about Moon Boy just a gibe? "Did you force her?" 
"No! I loved her. I wanted to protect her." 
You wanted to be me. His phantom fingers itched. The day his sister had come to White Sword Tower to beg him to renounce his 
vows, she had laughed after he refused her and boasted of having lied to him a thousand times. Jaime had taken that for a clumsy 
attempt to hurt him as he'd hurt her. It may have been the only true thing that she ever said to me.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 515). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition.

5.21 "Even if this is true … you are a lion of the Rock, a lord. You have a wife, a castle, lands to defend, people to protect. If the gods 
are good, you will have sons of your blood to follow you. Why would you throw all that away for … for some vow?" 
"Why did you?" asked Lancel softly. 
For honor, Jaime might have said. For glory. That would have been a lie, though. Honor and glory had played their parts, but 
most of it had been for Cersei. A laugh escaped his lips. "Is it the High Septon you're running to, or my sweet sister? Pray on that 
one, coz. Pray hard." 
"Will you pray with me, Jaime?" 
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He glanced about the sept, at the gods. The Mother, full of mercy. The Father, stern in judgment. The Warrior, one hand upon his 
sword. The Stranger in the shadows, his half-human face concealed beneath a hooded mantle. I thought that I was the Warrior 
and Cersei was the Maid, but all the time she was the Stranger, hiding her true face from my gaze. “Pray for me, if you like," he 
told his cousin. "I've forgotten all the words."
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (pp. 516-517). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

5.22 "How is Cersei? As beautiful as ever?" 
"Radiant." Fickle. "Golden." False as fool's gold. Last night he dreamed he'd found her fucking Moon Boy. He'd killed the fool and 
smashed his sister's teeth to splinters with his golden hand, just as Gregor Clegane had done to poor Pia. In his dreams Jaime al-
ways had two hands; one was made of gold, but it worked just like the other. "The sooner we are done with Riverrun, the sooner I'll 
be back at Cersei's side." What Jaime would do then he did not know.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (pp. 556-557). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

5.23 As Garrett was undoing the clasps on Jaime's greaves, the tent flapped open. "Here at last, are you?" boomed his aunt. She 
filled the door, with her Frey husband peering out from behind her. "Past time. Have you no hug for your old fat aunt?" She held 
out her arms and left him no choice but to embrace her. 
Genna Lannister had been a shapely woman in her youth, always threatening to overflow her bodice. Now the only shape she had 
was square. Her face was broad and smooth, her neck a thick pink pillar, her bosom enormous. She carried enough flesh to make 
two of her husband. Jaime hugged her dutifully and waited for her to pinch his ear. She had been pinching his ear for as long as he 
could remember, but today she forbore. Instead, she planted soft and sloppy kisses on his cheeks. "I am sorry for your loss." 
"I had a new hand made, of gold." He showed her. 
"Very nice. Will they make you a gold father too?" Lady Genna's voice was sharp. "Tywin was the loss I meant."
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 561). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

5.24 Oh, gods be good. "You are not his overlord, ser. Read your parchment. You were granted Riverrun with its lands and in-
comes, no more. Petyr Baelish is the Lord Paramount of the Trident. Riverrun will be subject to the rule of Harrenhal."
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 That did not please Lord Emmon. "Harrenhal is a ruin, haunted and accursed," he objected, "and Baelish … the man is a coin 
counter, no proper lord, his birth …" 
"If you are unhappy with the arrangements, go to King's Landing and take it up with my sweet sister." Cersei would devour Em-
mon Frey and pick her teeth with his bones, he did not doubt. That is, if she not too busy fucking Osmund Kettleblack.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (pp. 562-563). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

5.25 When she saw Jaime, she laughed. "Who in seven hells is this one?" 
"The Lord Commander of the Kingsguard," Jaime returned with cold courtesy. "I might ask the same of you, my lady." 
"Lady? I'm no lady. I'm the queen." 
"My sister will be surprised to hear that." 
"Lord Ryman crowned me his very self." She gave a shake of her ample hips. "I'm the queen o' whores." 
No, Jaime thought, my sweet sister holds that title too.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 645). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

5.26 This time she did laugh. It was funny, terribly funny, hideously funny. "The gods make japes of all our hopes and plans. I have 
a champion no man can defeat, but I am forbidden to make use of him. I am the queen , Qyburn. My honor can only be defended 
by a Sworn Brother of the Kingsguard." 
"I see." The smile died on Qyburn's face. "Your Grace, I am at a loss. I do not know how to counsel you …" 
Even in her exhausted, frightened state, the queen knew she dare not trust her fate to a court of sparrows. Nor could she count on 
Ser Kevan to intervene, after the words that had passed between them at their last meeting. It will have to be a trial by battle. 
There is no other way. "Qyburn, for the love you bear me, I beg you, send a message for me. A raven if you can. A rider, if not. You 
must send to Riverrun, to my brother. Tell him what has happened, and write … write …" 
"Yes, Your Grace?" 
She licked her lips, shivering. "Come at once. Help me. Save me. I need you now as I have never needed you before. I love you. I 
love you. I love you. Come at once." 
"As you command. ‘ I love you ' thrice?" 
"Thrice." She had to reach him. "He will come. I know he will. He must. Jaime is my only hope." 
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"My queen," said Qyburn, "have you … forgotten? Ser Jaime has no sword hand. If he should champion you and lose …" 
We will leave this world together, as we once came into it. "He will not lose. Not Jaime. Not with my life at stake."
(A Feast for Crows, pg. 745)

5.27 Jaime had to canter past the Westerlings as he rode down the column on his way back to Riverrun. Lord Gawen nodded 
gravely as he passed, but Lady Sybell looked through him with eyes like chips of ice. Jeyne never saw him at all. The widow rode 
with downcast eyes, huddled beneath a hooded cloak. Underneath its heavy folds, her clothes were finely made, but torn. She 
ripped them herself as a mark of mourning, Jaime realized. That could not have pleased her mother. He found himself wondering 
if Cersei would tear her gown if she should ever hear that he was dead.
(A Feast for Crows, pg. 751)

5.28 "I should have the tongues removed from all my friends," said Jaime as he filled their cups, "and from my kin as well. A silent 
Cersei would be sweet. Though I'd miss her tongue when we kissed." He drank. The wine was a deep red, sweet and heavy. It 
warmed him going down. "I can't remember when we first began to kiss. It was innocent at first. Until it wasn't." He finished the 
wine and set his cup aside. "Tyrion once told me that most whores will not kiss you. They'll fuck you blind, he said, but you'll never 
feel their lips on yours. Do you think my sister kisses Kettleblack?" 
Ser Ilyn did not answer. 
"I don't think it would be proper for me to slay mine own Sworn Brother. What I need to do is geld him and send him to the Wall. 
That's what they did with Lucamore the Lusty. Ser Osmund may not take kindly to the gelding, to be sure. And there are his broth-
ers to consider. Brothers can be dangerous. After Aegon the Unworthy put Ser Terrence Toyne to death for sleeping with his mis-
tress, Toyne's brothers did their best to kill him. Their best was not quite good enough, thanks to the Dragonknight, but it was not 
for want of trying. It's written down in the White Book. All of it, save what to do with Cersei." 
Ser Ilyn drew a finger across his throat. 
"No," said Jaime. "Tommen has lost a brother, and the man he thought of as his father. If I were to kill his mother, he would hate 
me for it … and that sweet little wife of his would find a way to turn that hatred to the benefit of Highgarden."
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (pp. 754-755). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 
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5.29 Still, he felt curiously content. The war was all but won. Dragonstone had fallen and Storm's End would soon enough, he 
could not doubt, and Stannis was welcome to the Wall. The northmen would love him no more than the storm lords had. If Roose 
Bolton did not destroy him, winter would. 
And he had done his own part here at Riverrun without actually ever taking up arms against the Starks or Tullys. Once he found 
the Blackfish, he would be free to return to King's Landing, where he belonged. My place is with my king. With my son. Would 
Tommen want to know that? The truth could cost the boy his throne. Would you sooner have a father or a chair, lad? Jaime 
wished he knew the answer. He does like stamping papers with his seal. The boy might not even believe him, to be sure. Cersei 
would say it was a lie. My sweet sister, the deceiver. He would need to find some way to winkle Tommen from her clutches before 
the boy became another Joffrey. And whilst at that, he should find the lad a new small council too. If Cersei can be put aside, Ser 
Kevan may agree to serve as Tommen's Hand. And if not, well, the Seven Kingdoms did not lack for able men. Forley Prester 
would make a good choice, or Roland Crakehall. If someone other than a westerman was needed to appease the Tyrells, there was 
always Mathis Rowan … or even Petyr Baelish. Littlefinger was as amiable as he was clever, but too lowborn to threaten any of the 
great lords, with no swords of his own. The perfect Hand.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (pp. 756-757). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

5.30 That night he dreamt that he was back in the Great Sept of Baelor, still standing vigil over his father's corpse. The sept was 
still and dark, until a woman emerged from the shadows and walked slowly to the bier. "Sister?" he said. But it was not Cersei. She 
was all in grey, a silent sister. A hood and veil concealed her features, but he could see the candles burning in the green pools of her 
eyes. "Sister," he said, "what would you have of me?" His last word echoed up and down the sept, 
mememememememememememe. 
"I am not your sister, Jaime." She raised a pale soft hand and pushed her hood back. "Have you forgotten me?" 
Can I forget someone I never knew? The words caught in his throat. He did know her, but it had been so long … 
"Will you forget your own lord father too? I wonder if you ever knew him, truly." Her eyes were green, her hair spun gold. He could 
not tell how old she was. Fifteen, he thought, or fifty. She climbed the steps to stand above the bier. "He could never abide being 
laughed at. That was the thing he hated most." 
"Who are you?" He had to hear her say it. 
"The question is, who are you?" 
"This is a dream." 
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"Is it?" She smiled sadly. "Count your hands, child." 
One. One hand, clasped tight around the sword hilt. Only one. "In my dreams I always have two hands." He raised his right arm 
and stared uncomprehending at the ugliness of his stump. 
"We all dream of things we cannot have. Tywin dreamed that his son would be a great knight, that his daughter would be a queen. 
He dreamed they would be so strong and brave and beautiful that no one would ever laugh at them." 
"I am a knight," he told her, "and Cersei is a queen." 
A tear rolled down her cheek. The woman raised her hood again and turned her back on him. Jaime called after her, but already 
she was moving away, her skirt whispering lullabies as it brushed across the floor. Don't leave me, he wanted to call, but of course 
she'd left them long ago.
(A Feast for Crows, pg. 758)

5.31 It was Riverrun's old maester, with a message clutched in his lined and wrinkled hand. Vyman's face was as pale as the new- 
fallen snow. 
"I know," Jaime said, "there has been a white raven from the Citadel. Winter has come." 
"No, my lord. The bird was from King's Landing. I took the liberty … I did not know …" He held the letter out. 
Jaime read it in the window seat, bathed in the light of that cold white morning. Qyburn's words were terse and to the point, Cer-
sei's fevered and fervent. Come at once, she said. Help me. Save me. I need you now as I have never needed you before. I love you. 
I love you. I love you. Come at once. Vyman was hovering by the door, waiting, and Jaime sensed that Peck was watching too. 
"Does my lord wish to answer?" the maester asked, after a long silence. A snowflake landed on the letter. As it melted, the ink be-
gan to blur. 
Jaime rolled the parchment up again, as tight as one hand would allow, and handed it to Peck. "No," he said. "Put this in the fire."
(A Feast for Crows, pg. 760)
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Stage 6: Harrenhal 
Revisited

Jaime’s and Brienne’s POVs, late in A 
Feast for Crows

Section 1: Red Ronnet
Section 2: Lady Stoneheart

STAGE 6



If Riverrun represents the emotional end of Jaime's love affair 
with his sister and the logistical beginning of his relationship 
with Brienne, Harrenhal represents their turning point. It was 
in the bath house at Harrenhal that Brienne became the first 
person whom Jaime told the story of how he became the 
Kingslayer. It was in the bear pit of Harrenhal that Jaime did 
something stupid to keep himself and his big wench together.

They may have thought they were finished with Harrenhal, 
but it seems Harrenhal wasn't finished with them. During his 
trip through the Riverlands with the Lannister host, Jaime lit-
erally revisits the great ruined castle, and while he's there, his 
adventures with Brienne come back to him. Brienne's adven-
tures take her nowhere near Harrenhal in the geographical 
sense, but in the psychological sense, some things she learned 
with Jaime at Harrenhal are taking over her life. 
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SECTION 1

Red Ronnet

In an earlier section of this essay, I went over Brienne's his-
tory of three betrothals by age sixteen. The first of these three 
potential husbands died young, but the other two are presuma-
bly still alive and could possibly show up in the present story. 
The second prospective spouse, Ronnet Connington, happens 
to be present in the army that Jaime takes through the River-
lands, and he makes an appearance during their stay at Har-
renhal. Even better, he turns up when Jaime stops by the bear 
pit. During Jaime's encounter with Ronnet, we see two of the 
foreshadowing processes used from the beginning to develop 
Jaime and Brienne's relationship. First, we see Jaime defend-
ing Brienne's honor. Second, we see a new twist on name-
calling.

Jaime is already acquainted with Ser Ronnet Connington, but 
doesn't yet know that he has a history with Brienne, and it's a 
history that doesn't reflect well on Ser Ronnet. Jaime finds 
him standing all alone over the bear pit during their time at 
Harrenhal.

But the knight standing over the pit was bigger; a 
husky, bearded man in a red-and-white surcoat 
adorned with griffins. Connington. What's he doing 
here? Below, the carcass of the bear still sprawled upon 
the sands, though only bones and ragged fur remained, 
half-buried. Jaime felt a pang of pity for the beast. At 
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least he died in battle. "Ser Ronnet," he called, "have you 
lost your way? It is a large castle, I know." 

Red Ronnet raised his lantern. "I wished to see where 
the bear danced with the maiden not-so-fair." His beard 
shone in the light as if it were afire. Jaime could smell 
wine on his breath. "Is it true the wench fought naked?" 

"Naked? No." He wondered how that wrinkle had been 
added to the story. "The Mummers put her in a pink silk 
gown and shoved a tourney sword into her hand. The 
Goat wanted her death to be amuthing. Elsewise …" 

"… the sight of Brienne naked might have made the bear 
flee in terror." Connington laughed. 

Jaime did not. "You speak as if you know the lady." 

"I was betrothed to her." 

That took him by surprise. Brienne had never 
mentioned a betrothal. "Her father made a match for 
her …" 

"Thrice," said Connington. "I was the second. My 
father's notion. I had heard the wench was ugly, and I 
told him so, but he said all women were the same once 
you blew the candle out." (6.1)

There's no particular plot-relevant reason why Red Ronnet 
needs to be taking a moment to gaze out at the bear pit. Mar-
tin put him there just so that Jaime could have a conversation 
with someone about Brienne. It's a conversation in which he 
defends her honor. First, we see Jaime, who has never lacked 
for a juvenile sense of humor, declining to laugh at the idea of 
naked Brienne being so hideous. If we wanted to focus on Ser 
Ronnet's motives, we might think he feels like he needs to con-
vince himself that his refusal to marry the Maid of Tarth was 
the right decision. Ultimately, however, Ser Ronnet is a very 
minor character, and what matters to us is how Jaime re-
sponds to him.

Ser Ronnet was a landed knight, no more. For any such, 
the Maid of Tarth would have been a sweet plum indeed. 
"How is it that you did not wed?" Jaime asked him.
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"Why, I went to Tarth and saw her. I had six years on 
her, yet the wench could look me in the eye. She was a 
sow in silk, though most sows have bigger teats. When 
she tried to talk she almost choked on her own tongue. I 
gave her a rose and told her it was all that she would 
ever have from me." Connington glanced into the pit. 
"The bear was less hairy than that freak, I'll—" 

Jaime's golden hand cracked him across the mouth so 
hard the other knight went stumbling down the steps. 
His lantern fell and smashed, and the oil spread out, 
burning. "You are speaking of a highborn lady, ser. Call 
her by her name. Call her Brienne." 

Connington edged away from the spreading flames on 
his hands and knees. "Brienne. If it please my lord." He 
spat a glob of blood at Jaime's foot. "Brienne the 
Beauty." (6.2)

Now we see why Brienne hates roses. She received a rose from 
a landed knight who, years later, still thinks it's okay to talk 
about a then-12-year-old girl in terms of her tits being too 
small. The association is enough to make roses seem repul-
sive. He was one of her competitors in the mêlée at Bitter-

bridge, and she took especial pleasure in battering him with 
her morningstar.

There he is, a number of years later, with nothing better to do 
than get drunk and wander off to stare at a bear carcass and 
brood over that one time he gave up his chance to be the Lord 
of Evenfall because his prospective bride had the gall to be a 
tongue-tied, ugly girl. His mistake is calling her a "freak," 
which Jaime does not tolerate.

“You are speaking of a 
highborn lady, ser. Call 

her by her name.”
There's no danger of Brienne walking in on this conversation. 
She can't hear what Ser Ronnet is saying about her. Jaime 
could just as easily walk away from Ser Ronnet, and no one 
would be the worse off. 

For some reason, Ser Ronnet's calling Brienne "that freak" 
makes Jaime angry enough to bitch-slap Connington down 
the steps. Nobody gets to talk about his big wench in those 
terms, no matter how remote the risk of her overhearing. No-
body gets to call her anything but her name, lest Jaime get vio-
lent. 

162



Even after Ser Ronnet sobers up, Jaime is not the least bit 
amused with him.

Jaime had charged Red Ronnet with the task of 
delivering Wylis Manderly to Maidenpool, so he would 
not need to look on him henceforth. (6.3)

It's almost like, if someone insults Brienne of Tarth, he can ex-
pect to lose favor with Ser Jaime Lannister. Except there's no 
"almost"; that's exactly what happened to Ser Ronnet. He will 
not be invited to their wedding.
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SECTION 2

Lady Stoneheart

Between the last time we saw Brienne, and now, she went 
through the most vicious fight of her life. She defended the or-
phanage by standing up to a group of the Brave Companions. 
She killed Rorge, one of the three men who intended to rape 
her when she was a captive along with Jaime, and then there 
was Biter, who nearly killed her. He jumped on top of her, 
chewed off part of her face, and eventually Gendry killed him. 
By stepping up for that fight, she kept those deranged sells-
words occupied long enough for the Brotherhood Without 
Banners to show up and vanquish them without any harm 
done to the children, but in the meantime, the Brotherhood 
also decided Brienne and her friends were enemy combatants 
who needed to go on "trial" for their "crimes." 

Did I mention that Biter chewed off part of Brienne's face? 
There was another event, in the previous book, where Brienne 
bit off part of Vargo Hoat, and the resulting infection made 
him too helpless and delirious to look after himself. Now she's 
the one with a human bite wound, and the infection is nearly 
killing her. She's fighting for her life, and when she wakes up, 
the situation will only get worse. At this stage of her journey, 
we see the following processes of foreshadowing and develop-
ing her and Jaime's relationship. 1. We see a new twist on the 
care-giving relationship she established just after Jaime lost 
his hand, 2. she thinks in terms of staying close to Jaime, 3. 
there's another level of suggestive language used to character-
ize her bond with Jaime, 4. she is invested in defending his 
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honor, and finally, 5. we see the climax of the Kingslayer paral-
lel.

1. First, there's the care-giving relationship. When Jaime was 
newly maimed, feverish and weak, Brienne took care of him, 
and now she's the one who's wounded and sick.

She dreamt she was at Harrenhal, down in the bear pit 
once again. This time it was Biter facing her, huge and 
bald and maggot-white, with weeping sores upon his 
cheeks. Naked he came, fondling his member, gnashing 
his filed teeth together. Brienne fled from him. "My 
sword," she called. "Oathkeeper. Please." The watchers 
did not answer. Renly was there, with Nimble Dick and 
Catelyn Stark. Shagwell, Pyg, and Timeon had come, 
and the corpses from the trees with their sunken cheeks, 
swollen tongues, and empty eye sockets. Brienne wailed 
in horror at the sight of them, and Biter grabbed her 
arm and yanked her close and tore a chunk from her 
face. "Jaime," she heard herself scream, "Jaime." (6.4)

In this state of delirium, she doesn't have any control of how 
she thinks or what she says, and Jaime is the one whose pres-
ence would be a comfort to her.

2. She wants to stay close to Jaime. The sword Jaime gave her 
takes on a magical, mythical importance to her in this state of 
feverish helplessness. 

Then she was back at the Whispers, standing amongst 
the ruins and facing Clarence Crabb. He was huge and 
fierce, mounted on an aurochs shaggier than he was. 
The beast pawed the ground in fury, tearing deep 
furrows in the earth. Crabb's teeth had been filed into 
points. When Brienne went to draw her sword, she 
found her scabbard empty. "No," she cried, as Ser 
Clarence charged. It wasn't fair. She could not fight 
without her magic sword. Ser Jaime had given it to her. 
The thought of failing him as she had failed Lord Renly 
made her want to weep. "My sword. Please, I have to 
find my sword." 

"The wench wants her sword back," a voice declared. 

"And I want Cersei Lannister to suck my cock. So 
what?" 

"Jaime called it Oathkeeper. Please." But the voices did 
not listen, and Clarence Crabb thundered down on her 
and swept off her head. Brienne spiraled down into a 
deeper darkness. (6.5)
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She has no idea who hears her begging for her special magical 
sword from Jaime, and she's in no state to care. The sword rep-
resents Jaime's trust in her, and that trust means everything. 
She needs to have Jaime's gift near her, just as she longs for 
Jaime to be there and comfort her while she's sick and defense-
less.

This time she dreamed that she was home again, at 
Evenfall. Through the tall arched windows of her lord 
father's hall she could see the sun just going down. I was 
safe here. I was safe. 

She was dressed in silk brocade, a quartered gown of 
blue and red decorated with golden suns and silver 
crescent moons. On another girl it might have been a 
pretty gown, but not on her. She was twelve, ungainly 
and uncomfortable, waiting to meet the young knight 
her father had arranged for her to marry, a boy six 
years her senior, sure to be a famous champion one day. 
She dreaded his arrival. Her bosom was too small, her 
hands and feet too big. Her hair kept sticking up, and 
there was a pimple nestled in the fold beside her nose. 
"He will bring a rose for you," her father promised her, 
but a rose was no good, a rose could not keep her safe. It 
was a sword she wanted. Oathkeeper. I have to find the 
girl. I have to find his honor. 

Finally the doors opened, and her betrothed strode into 
her father's hall. She tried to greet him as she had been 
instructed, only to have blood come pouring from her 
mouth. She had bitten her tongue off as she waited. She 
spat it at the young knight's feet, and saw the disgust on 
his face. "Brienne the Beauty," he said in a mocking 
tone. "I have seen sows more beautiful than you." He 
tossed the rose in her face. As he walked away, the 
griffins on his cloak rippled and blurred and changed to 
lions. Jaime! she wanted to cry. Jaime, come back for 
me! But her tongue lay on the floor by the rose, drowned 
in blood. (6.6)

In this case, Jaime replaces Ronnet, who was no competition 
at all. She overwhelmingly prefers Jaime's sword to Ronnet's 
rose. Even when she's delirious and terrified, she's still in-
vested in Jaime's honor, and still longs for a sense of closeness 
with him. 

3. At some point, Brienne recovers from her fever enough to 
wake up, and the Brotherhood Without Banners bring her in 
front of their new leader, who seems to think she's done some-
thing wrong and needs to be held accountable. In this encoun-
ter, we see a new instance of suggestive language associated 
with her feelings for Jaime.
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Grey was the color of the silent sisters, the handmaidens 
of the Stranger. Brienne felt a shiver climb her spine. 
Stoneheart. "M'lady," said the big man. "Here she is." 

"Aye," added the one-eyed man. "The Kingslayer's 
whore." 

She flinched. "Why would you call me that?" 

"If I had a silver stag for every time you said his name, 
I'd be as rich as your friends the Lannisters."

"That was only … you do not understand …" 

"Don't we, though?" The big man laughed. "I think we 
might. There's a stink of lion about you, lady." (6.7)

She's developed an unfortunate habit of crying out Jaime's 
name in her semi-conscious delirium, and that tendency has 
earned her a new nickname: the Kingslayer's whore.

4. Stubborn as ever, Brienne won't let these noose-happy out-
laws stop her from defending her one-handed knight's honor. 

They seem to think her sword is a sign of her loyalty to the en-
emy. She disagrees.

"The sword was given me for a good purpose," said 
Brienne. "Ser Jaime swore an oath to Catelyn Stark …" 

"… before his friends cut her throat for her, that must 
have been," said the big man in the yellow cloak. "We all 
know about the Kingslayer and his oaths." 

It is no good, Brienne realized. No words of mine will 
sway them. She plunged ahead despite that. "He 
promised Lady Catelyn her daughters, but by the time 
we reached King's Landing they were gone. Jaime sent 
me out to seek the Lady Sansa …" 

"… and if you had found the girl," asked the young 
northman, "what were you to do with her?" 

"Protect her. Take her somewhere safe." 

The big man laughed. "Where's that? Cersei's dungeon?" 
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"No." 

"Deny it all you want. That sword says you're a liar. Are 
we supposed to believe the Lannisters are handing out 
gold and ruby swords to foes? That the Kingslayer 
meant for you to hide the girl from his own twin? I 
suppose the paper with the boy king's seal was just in 
case you needed to wipe your arse? And then there's the 
company you keep …" (6.8)

The company she keeps includes Ser Hyle, being one of Ran-
dyll Tarly's household knights, and Podrick Payne, being Ty-
rion's squire. The outlaws have already decided that Septon 
Meribald posed no threat, but the rest of them are guilty until 
proven innocent. One way or another, they will have to answer 
for their crimes. If they refuse to answer, that's simply more 
proof of their guilt.

5. Finally, here is the Kingslayer Parallel. This isn't about Bri-
enne's supposedly having killed Renly; that's no longer a con-
cern. This is about the story Jaime told her during their bath 
at Harrenhal. 

The thing that had been Catelyn Stark took hold of her 
throat again, fingers pinching at the ghastly long slash 
in her neck, and choked out more sounds. "Words are 

wind, she says," the northman told Brienne. "She says 
that you must prove your faith." 

"How?" asked Brienne. 

"With your sword. Oathkeeper, you call it? Then keep 
your oath to her, milady says." 

"What does she want of me?" 

"She wants her son alive, or the men who killed him 
dead," said the big man. "She wants to feed the crows, 
like they did at the Red Wedding. Freys and Boltons, 
aye. We'll give her those, as many as she likes. All she 
asks from you is Jaime Lannister." 

Jaime. The name was a knife, twisting in her belly. 
"Lady Catelyn, I … you do not understand, Jaime … he 
saved me from being raped when the Bloody Mummers 
took us, and later he came back for me, he leapt into the 
bear pit empty-handed … I swear to you, he is not the 
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man he was. He sent me after Sansa to keep her safe, he 
could not have had a part in the Red Wedding." 

Lady Catelyn's fingers dug deep into her throat, and the 
words came rattling out, choked and broken, a stream 
as cold as ice. The northman said, "She says that you 
must choose. Take the sword and slay the Kingslayer, or 
be hanged for a betrayer. The sword or the noose, she 
says. Choose, she says. Choose." 

Brienne remembered her dream, waiting in her father's 
hall for the boy she was to marry. In the dream she had 
bitten off her tongue. My mouth was full of blood. She 
took a ragged breath and said, "I will not make that 
choice." There was a long silence. 

Then Lady Stoneheart spoke again. This time Brienne 
understood her words. There were only two. "Hang 
them," she croaked. (6.9)

Bring me your father's head, if you are no traitor, said King 
Aerys to Jaime.

Take the sword and slay the Kingslayer, or be hanged for a 
betrayer, says Lady Stoneheart to Brienne.

This is the essence of the Kingslayer Parallel: in return for all 
her efforts to keep her vows, Brienne is now asked to kill some-
one she loves, not because killing him will accomplish any-
thing good, but because whatever is left of her lady demands a 
pound of flesh. The Mad King was ready to burn down the city 
and kill half a million people rather than surrender to the re-
bels. What remains of Catelyn Stark has nothing to offer ex-
cept to kill as many people as possible who seem even slightly 
affiliated with the Freys, Boltons and Lannisters. She can't 
bring back her son, so she'll pile up lots of bodies to feed the 
crows. She once accepted vows of service from Brienne, and 
now she expects that innocent wide-eyed girl from Renly's 
camp to believe that keeping her vows means killing the man 
whose name she keeps calling out in her sleep. 

No matter what you do, you're forsaking one vow or the 
other, Jaime once said. It's too much. Now Brienne is facing 
that situation of having to choose between her integrity and 
her vows. This is Lady Stoneheart's role in dealing with Bri-
enne and Jaime: she's doing to Brienne as the Mad King did 
to Jaime, right up to the moment when Jaime took his fancy 
Lannister sword and opened the king's throat.

Brienne's predicament with Lady Stoneheart and the Brother-
hood Without Banners isn't so straightforward, however. Bri-
enne is still recovering from her wounds, she's not up to fight-
ing shape just yet, and she's not alone. They also have a noose 
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around Podrick's skinny neck, and whatever they do to her, 
they'll also do to her loyal little squire. 

Stubborn to the end, Brienne refuses to choose, which means 
her outlaw captors tie nooses on her and Podrick and prepare 
to kill them by hanging. That's the last we see of them in A 
Feast for Crows: getting hanged from trees side-by-side for 
their supposed loyalty to the horrible things associated with 
the Lannisters. Brienne screams a word, just as the air is cut 
off from her throat. We see her, very briefly, in A Dance With 
Dragons, and she's drawing Jaime away from his army with 
some malarkey about the Hound. 

We're both Kingslayers here, said Jaime to Brienne in the 
first stage of their relationship, when he was a prisoner and 
she his captor.

Kingslayers should band together, he said to her in the third 
stage, when he asked her to protect Sansa Stark with her fa-
ther's steel. 

By forcing Brienne and Podrick into those nooses, Lady Stone-
heart has set the stage for Brienne and Jaime to show us how 
Kingslayers band together. 

I HAVE ALSO WRITTEN:
ASoIaF vs. GoT, Thirteenth: Lady Stoneheart and the 
Kingslayer Parallel
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Citations for Stage 6

6.1 But the knight standing over the pit was bigger; a husky, bearded man in a red-and-white surcoat adorned with griffins. Con-
nington. What's he doing here? Below, the carcass of the bear still sprawled upon the sands, though only bones and ragged fur re-
mained, half-buried. Jaime felt a pang of pity for the beast. At least he died in battle. "Ser Ronnet," he called, "have you lost your 
way? It is a large castle, I know." 
Red Ronnet raised his lantern. "I wished to see where the bear danced with the maiden not-so-fair." His beard shone in the light as 
if it were afire. Jaime could smell wine on his breath. "Is it true the wench fought naked?" 
"Naked? No." He wondered how that wrinkle had been added to the story. "The Mummers put her in a pink silk gown and shoved 
a tourney sword into her hand. The Goat wanted her death to be amuthing. Elsewise …" 
"… the sight of Brienne naked might have made the bear flee in terror." Connington laughed. 
Jaime did not. "You speak as if you know the lady." 
"I was betrothed to her." 
That took him by surprise. Brienne had never mentioned a betrothal. "Her father made a match for her …" 
"Thrice," said Connington. "I was the second. My father's notion. I had heard the wench was ugly, and I told him so, but he said all 
women were the same once you blew the candle out."
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (pp. 458-459). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition.

6.2 Ser Ronnet was a landed knight, no more. For any such, the Maid of Tarth would have been a sweet plum indeed. "How is it 
that you did not wed?" Jaime asked him.
"Why, I went to Tarth and saw her. I had six years on her, yet the wench could look me in the eye. She was a sow in silk, though 
most sows have bigger teats. When she tried to talk she almost choked on her own tongue. I gave her a rose and told her it was all 
that she would ever have from me." Connington glanced into the pit. "The bear was less hairy than that freak, I'll—" 
Jaime's golden hand cracked him across the mouth so hard the other knight went stumbling down the steps. His lantern fell and 
smashed, and the oil spread out, burning. "You are speaking of a highborn lady, ser. Call her by her name. Call her Brienne." 
Connington edged away from the spreading flames on his hands and knees. "Brienne. If it please my lord." He spat a glob of blood 
at Jaime's foot. "Brienne the Beauty."
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6.3 Jaime had charged Red Ronnet with the task of delivering Wylis Manderly to Maidenpool, so he would not need to look on him 
henceforth.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 502). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

6.4 She dreamt she was at Harrenhal, down in the bear pit once again. This time it was Biter facing her, huge and bald and 
maggot-white, with weeping sores upon his cheeks. Naked he came, fondling his member, gnashing his filed teeth together. Bri-
enne fled from him. "My sword," she called. "Oathkeeper. Please." The watchers did not answer. Renly was there, with Nimble 
Dick and Catelyn Stark. Shagwell, Pyg, and Timeon had come, and the corpses from the trees with their sunken cheeks, swollen 
tongues, and empty eye sockets. Brienne wailed in horror at the sight of them, and Biter grabbed her arm and yanked her close and 
tore a chunk from her face. "Jaime," she heard herself scream, "Jaime."
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (pp. 712-713). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

6.5 Then she was back at the Whispers, standing amongst the ruins and facing Clarence Crabb. He was huge and fierce, mounted 
on an aurochs shaggier than he was. The beast pawed the ground in fury, tearing deep furrows in the earth. Crabb's teeth had been 
filed into points. When Brienne went to draw her sword, she found her scabbard empty. "No," she cried, as Ser Clarence charged. It 
wasn't fair. She could not fight without her magic sword. Ser Jaime had given it to her. The thought of failing him as she had failed 
Lord Renly made her want to weep. "My sword. Please, I have to find my sword." 
"The wench wants her sword back," a voice declared. 
"And I want Cersei Lannister to suck my cock. So what?" 
"Jaime called it Oathkeeper. Please." But the voices did not listen, and Clarence Crabb thundered down on her and swept off her 
head. Brienne spiraled down into a deeper darkness.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 716). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 
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6.6 This time she dreamed that she was home again, at Evenfall. Through the tall arched windows of her lord father's hall she 
could see the sun just going down. I was safe here. I was safe. 
She was dressed in silk brocade, a quartered gown of blue and red decorated with golden suns and silver crescent moons. On an-
other girl it might have been a pretty gown, but not on her. She was twelve, ungainly and uncomfortable, waiting to meet the young 
knight her father had arranged for her to marry, a boy six years her senior, sure to be a famous champion one day. She dreaded his 
arrival. Her bosom was too small, her hands and feet too big. Her hair kept sticking up, and there was a pimple nestled in the fold 
beside her nose. "He will bring a rose for you," her father promised her, but a rose was no good, a rose could not keep her safe. It 
was a sword she wanted. Oathkeeper. I have to find the girl. I have to find his honor. 
Finally the doors opened, and her betrothed strode into her father's hall. She tried to greet him as she had been instructed, only to 
have blood come pouring from her mouth. She had bitten her tongue off as she waited. She spat it at the young knight's feet, and 
saw the disgust on his face. "Brienne the Beauty," he said in a mocking tone. "I have seen sows more beautiful than you." He tossed 
the rose in her face. As he walked away, the griffins on his cloak rippled and blurred and changed to lions. Jaime! she wanted to 
cry. Jaime, come back for me! But her tongue lay on the floor by the rose, drowned in blood.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (pp. 717-718). Random House Publishing 
Group. Kindle Edition. 

6.7 Grey was the color of the silent sisters, the handmaidens of the Stranger. Brienne felt a shiver climb her spine. Stoneheart. 
"M'lady," said the big man. "Here she is." 
"Aye," added the one-eyed man. "The Kingslayer's whore." 
She flinched. "Why would you call me that?" 
"If I had a silver stag for every time you said his name, I'd be as rich as your friends the Lannisters."
"That was only … you do not understand …" 
"Don't we, though?" The big man laughed. "I think we might. There's a stink of lion about you, lady."
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 723). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

6.8 "The sword was given me for a good purpose," said Brienne. "Ser Jaime swore an oath to Catelyn Stark …" 
"… before his friends cut her throat for her, that must have been," said the big man in the yellow cloak. "We all know about the 
Kingslayer and his oaths." 
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It is no good, Brienne realized. No words of mine will sway them. She plunged ahead despite that. "He promised Lady Catelyn her 
daughters, but by the time we reached King's Landing they were gone. Jaime sent me out to seek the Lady Sansa …" 
"… and if you had found the girl," asked the young northman, "what were you to do with her?" 
"Protect her. Take her somewhere safe." 
The big man laughed. "Where's that? Cersei's dungeon?" 
"No." 
"Deny it all you want. That sword says you're a liar. Are we supposed to believe the Lannisters are handing out gold and ruby 
swords to foes? That the Kingslayer meant for you to hide the girl from his own twin? I suppose the paper with the boy king's seal 
was just in case you needed to wipe your arse? And then there's the company you keep …" The big man turned and beckoned, the 
ranks of outlaws parted, and two more captives were brought forth. "The boy was the Imp's own squire, m'lady," he said to Lady 
Stoneheart. "T'other is one of Randyll Bloody Tarly's bloody household knights."
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 724). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 

6.9 The thing that had been Catelyn Stark took hold of her throat again, fingers pinching at the ghastly long slash in her neck, and 
choked out more sounds. "Words are wind, she says," the northman told Brienne. "She says that you must prove your faith." 
"How?" asked Brienne. 
"With your sword. Oathkeeper, you call it? Then keep your oath to her, milady says." 
"What does she want of me?" 
"She wants her son alive, or the men who killed him dead," said the big man. "She wants to feed the crows, like they did at the Red 
Wedding. Freys and Boltons, aye. We'll give her those, as many as she likes. All she asks from you is Jaime Lannister." 
Jaime. The name was a knife, twisting in her belly. "Lady Catelyn, I … you do not understand, Jaime … he saved me from being 
raped when the Bloody Mummers took us, and later he came back for me, he leapt into the bear pit empty-handed … I swear to 
you, he is not the man he was. He sent me after Sansa to keep her safe, he could not have had a part in the Red Wedding." 
Lady Catelyn's fingers dug deep into her throat, and the words came rattling out, choked and broken, a stream as cold as ice. The 
northman said, "She says that you must choose. Take the sword and slay the Kingslayer, or be hanged for a betrayer. The sword or 
the noose, she says. Choose, she says. Choose." 
Brienne remembered her dream, waiting in her father's hall for the boy she was to marry. In the dream she had bitten off her 
tongue. My mouth was full of blood. She took a ragged breath and said, "I will not make that choice." There was a long silence. 
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Then Lady Stoneheart spoke again. This time Brienne understood her words. There were only two. "Hang them," she croaked.
Martin, George R.R. (2005-11-08). A Feast for Crows (A Song of Ice and Fire, Book 4) (p. 726). Random House Publishing Group. 
Kindle Edition. 
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Stage 7: Cersei’s On 
Her Own

Cersei’s and Jaime’s POVs, late in 
A Dance With Dragons
Section 1: Left Behind
Section 2: Conclusion

STAGE 7



SECTION 1

Left Behind

The last we saw of the Lannisters, Cersei was under arrest by 
the Faith and as guilty of all charges as she was outraged by 
her incarceration. She was facing a trial by combat and 
wanted Jaime, who is no longer in any shape for single com-
bat, to be her champion. For his part, Jaime was so fed up 
with Cersei's lying to him, fucking other men, lying to him 
about fucking other men, and generally not being the lover he 
wanted, that he didn't even do her the courtesy of refusing to 
be her champion. He knows that he will be finished with busi-
ness in the Riverlands at some point, and when that time 
comes, he'll need to return to the Red Keep and be present for 
Tommen. He's hoping to be a good parent to Tommen, not 
just a Kingsguard knight. He's not interested in going back to 
Cersei. She's in serious trouble, running low on options, and 
can't turn to Jaime for help.

1. The first of Martin's foreshadowing processes that's at play 
at this stage of Jaime's romantic storylines---one falling apart 
and the other building up---is the mantra of Lancel and Os-
mund Kettleblack and Moon Boy.

Past time this was ended, thought Jaime Lannister. With 
Riverrun now safely in Lannister hands, Raventree was 
the remnant of the Young Wolf's short-lived kingdom. 
Once it yielded, his work along the Trident would be 
done, and he would be free to return to King's Landing. 
To the king, he told himself, but another part of him 
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whispered, to Cersei. He would have to face her, he 
supposed. Assuming the High Septon had not put her to 
death by the time he got back to the city. 

"Come at once," she had written, in the letter he'd had 
Peck burn at Riverrun. "Help me. Save me. I need you 
now as I have never needed you before. I love you. I love 
you. I love you. Come at once." Her need was real 
enough, Jaime did not doubt. As for the rest … she's 
been fucking Lancel and Osmund Kettleblack and Moon 
Boy for all I know … Even if he had gone back, he could 
not hope to save her. She was guilty of every treason 
laid against her, and he was short a sword hand. (7.1)

Perhaps it's a bit unfair of him to remark that Cersei is guilty 
of every treason laid against her; he was involved in some of 
those treasons himself. The key point here is that he had as-
sumed in the past that Cersei was no more deceitful and sub-
versive than he was, and recently he's learned that she is 
much more so, and her dishonesty and infidelities have cast a 
very different light on their incestuous relationship. 

2. Martin continues the trend of having Jaime use increas-
ingly derogatory language to describe Cersei.

Jaime gave a shrug. "My apologies if I mistook you for 
something you're not. My little brother has known a 
hundred whores, I'm sure, but I've only ever bedded 
one."  (7.2)

There isn't another woman in Jaime's sexual history that we 
haven't heard about; he's referring to his sister as a whore.

3. Jaime continues to be interested in parenting his children, 
in contradiction of the status quo that Cersei maintained since 
Joffrey was born.

"Does that mean m'lord won't be taking me home with 
him, to pray with his little wife?" Laughing, Hildy gave 
Jaime a brazen look. "Do you have a little wife, ser?" 

No, I have a sister. "What color is my cloak?" 

"White," she said, "but your hand is solid gold. I like that 
in a man. And what is it you like in a woman, m'lord?" 

"Innocence." 
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"In a woman, I said. Not a daughter." 

He thought of Myrcella. I will need to tell her too. The 
Dornishmen might not like that. (7.3)

I don't think Jaime is aware of Maggy the Frog's prophecy; 
Cersei has been preoccupied all these years about how to keep 
her children alive, whereas Jaime is only now thinking of tak-
ing responsibility for them. It doesn't seem to occur to him 
that if he confirms that he really is the father of the queen's 
children, they'll be dealing with worse than some unhappy 
Dornishmen. I don't think he realizes that his children's lives 
are untenable due to the circumstances of their conceptions. 
He probably has figured out by now, however, that if not for 
his decades-long affair with his twin, he could have a real fam-
ily life already. He wouldn't have joined the Kingsguard, he'd 
have a wife he could love openly, and they'd have children 
who would call him Father. 

4. The Kingslayer Parallel reaches critical importance.

It was near midnight when two came riding back with a 
woman they had taken captive. "She rode up bold as 
you please, m'lord, demanding words with you." 

Jaime scrambled to his feet. "My lady. I had not thought 
to see you again so soon." Gods be good, she looks ten 
years older than when I saw her last. And what's 
happened to her face? "That bandage … you've been 
wounded …" 

"A bite." She touched the hilt of her sword, the sword 
that he had given her. Oathkeeper. "My lord, you gave 
me a quest." 

"The girl. Have you found her?" 

"I have," said Brienne, Maid of Tarth. 

"Where is she?" 

"A day's ride. I can take you to her, ser … but you will 
need to come alone. Elsewise, the Hound will kill 
her." (7.4)

I'll get the obvious out of the way first: the story she's telling 
him is clearly false. She has no idea where Sansa is, and the 
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Hound is not involved. Some progress has been made: she's 
still alive, traveling independently, armed with Oathkeeper, 
and healthy enough to stay on her horse. Podrick is not with 
her, and that is worrisome. There is a man wearing the 
Hound's helmet among the Brotherhood Without Banners, 
who are probably still holding Podrick hostage, but until The 
Winds of Winter is available for reading, I can only speculate 
about the conditions in which Brienne is allowed to ride away 
from her captors. They're not all alone in this scene; Jaime 
has his scouts and officers around him, and no matter what's 
really happening with Podrick and Ser Hyle Hunt in the cus-
tody of Lady Stoneheart, Brienne isn't about to tell Jaime the 
truth until she can speak with him alone. 

The first we see of Jaime and Brienne in The Winds of Winter, 
we'll see what happens when Kingslayers band together.

Jaime would never 
abandon me for such a 

creature.

5. Jaime becomes increasingly indifferent to the Lannisters, 
which at this point is mostly Cersei. He's not showing up 
when she needs him the most.

And Jaime … 

No, that she could not believe, would not believe. Jaime 
would be here once he knew of her plight. "Come at 
once," she had written to him. "Help me. Save me. I need 
you now as I have never needed you before. I love you. I 
love you. I love you. Come at once." Qyburn had sworn 
that he would see that her letter reached her twin, off in 
the Riverlands with his army. Qyburn had never 
returned, however. (7.5)

She'll find out the truth soon enough.

Her only hope was trial by battle, and for that she must 
needs have a champion. 

If Jaime had not lost his hand … 

That road led nowhere, though. Jaime's sword hand 
was gone, and so was he, vanished with the woman 
Brienne somewhere in the Riverlands. The queen had to 
find another defender or today's ordeal would be the 
least of her travails. (7.7)

Now she realizes Jaime isn't going to fight for her.
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6. The suggestive language used to characterize Jaime and Bri-
enne's interactions has now spread to Cersei's POV.

"His Grace is well. He asks about you often." Ser Kevan 
laid his hands on her shoulders, held her at arm's 
length. 

"Jaime, then? Is it Jaime?" 

"No. Jaime is still in the Riverlands, somewhere." 

"Somewhere?" She did not like the sound of that. 

"He took Raventree and accepted Lord Blackwood's 
surrender," said her uncle, "but on his way back to 
Riverrun he left his tail and went off with a woman." 

"A woman?" Cersei stared at him, uncomprehending. 
"What woman? Why? Where did they go?" 

"No one knows. We've had no further word of him. The 
woman may have been the Evenstar's daughter, Lady 
Brienne." 

Her. The queen remembered the Maid of Tarth, a huge, 
ugly, shambling thing who dressed in man's mail. Jaime 
would never abandon me for such a creature. My raven 
never reached him, elsewise he would have come. (7.6)

This recollection tells us that Cersei has been in the same 
room as Brienne at least once, and at the time, she didn't 
seem to think Brienne was a threat to her monopoly on 
Jaime's attention. Now that her twin isn't responding to her 
raven, she could, based on available information, view his ac-
tions as separate issues: 1. Jaime is refusing to be her cham-
pion for one set of reasons, probably having something to do 
with the stump at the end of his right arm, and 2. Jaime has 
ridden off with someone's daughter dressed in man's mail for 
a set of reasons having nothing to do with Cersei's trial. 

Instead, Cersei views Jaime's silent treatment as inextricably 
linked with his riding off with Brienne. He hasn't simply aban-
doned Cersei, he's abandoned her for "such a creature" as the 
Evenstar's daughter. Now the "huge, ugly, shambling thing" is 
competition for her brother's affections. Cersei, being a fic-
tional character, didn't get these ideas in her head all by her-
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self. This association is a deliberate choice on GRRMartin's 
part. No, she should not like the sound of "somewhere."

The language associated with Jaime's leaving with Brienne im-
plies that his betrayal of Cersei is bigger than his failure to be 
her champion. The word choice suggests that, no matter who 
fights for Cersei and no matter what the outcome of her trial, 
Jaime no longer needs her. He's already getting on with his 
life and leaving her behind.
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Citations for Stage 7

7.1 Past time this was ended, thought Jaime Lannister. With Riverrun now safely in Lannister hands, Raventree was the remnant 
of the Young Wolf's short- lived kingdom. Once it yielded, his work along the Trident would be done, and he would be free to re-
turn to King's Landing. To the king, he told himself, but another part of him whispered, to Cersei. He would have to face her, he 
supposed. Assuming the High Septon had not put her to death by the time he got back to the city. 
"Come at once," she had written, in the letter he'd had Peck burn at Riverrun. "Help me. Save me. I need you now as I have never 
needed you before. I love you. I love you. I love you. Come at once." Her need was real enough, Jaime did not doubt. As for the rest 
… she's been fucking Lancel and Osmund Kettleblack and Moon Boy for all I know … Even if he had gone back, he could not hope 
to save her. She was guilty of every treason laid against her, and he was short a sword hand.
(A Dance With Dragons, pg. 692)

7.2 Jaime gave a shrug. "My apologies if I mistook you for something you're not. My little brother has known a hundred whores, 
I'm sure, but I've only ever bedded one." 
(A Dance With Dragons, pg. 694)

7.3 "Does that mean m'lord won't be taking me home with him, to pray with his little wife?" Laughing, Hildy gave Jaime a brazen 
look. "Do you have a little wife, ser?" 
No, I have a sister. "What color is my cloak?" 
"White," she said, "but your hand is solid gold. I like that in a man. And what is it you like in a woman, m'lord?" 
"Innocence." 
"In a woman, I said. Not a daughter." 
He thought of Myrcella. I will need to tell her too. The Dornishmen might not like that.
(A Dance With Dragons, pg. 695)

7.4 It was near midnight when two came riding back with a woman they had taken captive. "She rode up bold as you please, 
m'lord, demanding words with you." 
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Jaime scrambled to his feet. "My lady. I had not thought to see you again so soon." Gods be good, she looks ten years older than 
when I saw her last. And what's happened to her face? "That bandage … you've been wounded …" 
"A bite." She touched the hilt of her sword, the sword that he had given her. Oathkeeper. "My lord, you gave me a quest." 
"The girl. Have you found her?" 
"I have," said Brienne, Maid of Tarth. 
"Where is she?" 
"A day's ride. I can take you to her, ser … but you will need to come alone. Elsewise, the Hound will kill her." 
(A Dance With Dragons, pg. 707)

7.5 And Jaime … 
No, that she could not believe, would not believe. Jaime would be here once he knew of her plight. "Come at once," she had written 
to him. "Help me. Save me. I need you now as I have never needed you before. I love you. I love you. I love you. Come at once." Qy-
burn had sworn that he would see that her letter reached her twin, off in the riverlands with his army. Qyburn had never returned, 
however. 
(A Dance With Dragons, pg. 786)

7.6 "His Grace is well. He asks about you often." Ser Kevan laid his hands on her shoulders, held her at arm's length. 
"Jaime, then? Is it Jaime?" 
"No. Jaime is still in the riverlands, somewhere." 
"Somewhere?" She did not like the sound of that. 
"He took Raventree and accepted Lord Blackwood's surrender," said her uncle, "but on his way back to Riverrun he left his tail and 
went off with a woman." 
"A woman?" Cersei stared at him, uncomprehending. "What woman? Why? Where did they go?" 
"No one knows. We've had no further word of him. The woman may have been the Evenstar's daughter, Lady Brienne." 
Her. The queen remembered the Maid of Tarth, a huge, ugly, shambling thing who dressed in man's mail. Jaime would never 
abandon me for such a creature. My raven never reached him, elsewise he would have come.
(A Dance With Dragons, pg. 794)

7.7 Her only hope was trial by battle, and for that she must needs have a champion. 
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If Jaime had not lost his hand … 
That road led nowhere, though. Jaime's sword hand was gone, and so was he, vanished with the woman Brienne somewhere in the 
riverlands. The queen had to find another defender or today's ordeal would be the least of her travails. 
(A Dance With Dragons, pg. 963)
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SECTION 2

Conclusion

When we first saw Jaime and Brienne, they were in love with 
other people. Jaime had Cersei, in an unorthodox but seem-
ingly viable relationship that had gone on for most of their 
lives and put three children in line for King Robert's throne. 
Brienne was very obviously in love with Renly Baratheon, a 
completely one-sided, untenable, non-starter of a connection 
doomed to tragedy. Since their escape from Riverrun, Jaime's 
incestuous affair with his twin has been deteriorating to en-
mity, and Brienne's longing for her dear dead Renly has gradu-
ally dissolved, leaving her and Jaime with each other. 

Without a doubt, they are each other's future. They represent 
to each other the best hope for a happy ending, or as close to a 
happy ending as anyone in Westeros ever gets. Their affection 
for each other is honest, passionate and durable, likely to raise 
eyebrows among Westerosi society but still compliant with the 
rules of that culture. 

In the short term, they have some harrowing times ahead. 
Whatever happens with Lady Stoneheart and her associates is 
likely to leave them further traumatized and exhausted when 
they had already been through quite enough of that. They will 
get out alive, though, with their bodies and minds intact. 
They'll survive that encounter, and when they do, their bond 
will be stronger than ever. 

I'll go a step further and say that the way their relationship is 
foreshadowed also suggests that they'll grow old together. 
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They are among the most likely characters to survive the se-
ries and live long, fulfilling lives. GRRMartin has told us he's 
planning a "bittersweet" ending for the series, comparable to 
the conclusion of Lord of the Rings, and that sounds like quite 
a different turn of events from the doom-and-gloom resolu-
tion one may have anticipated. Jaime and Brienne's life to-
gether will be among the sweeter endings to this frequently 
dark and bloody series; one of a handful of loving, lasting rela-
tionships. Their bond is one of the best things to come from 
the War of the Five Kings.
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SECTION 3

About the Essayist

I wish I could say this were my first shipping essay, but really, 
it’s merely the first one I’ve written for a relationship in A 
Song of Ice and Fire. By now I should be old enough to know 
better, but here we are.

There are some links distributed throughout this essay for 
other pieces I’ve written about Jaime, Brienne, their relation-
ship, and other Lannister topics. You may find many more 
Game of Thrones-related writing at my blog, 
www.alysonmiers.com, along with my pretty fractal designs 
and blogging about real-life issues. 

Find me on Twitter: @alysonmiers

See me on Facebook: Alyson Miers, Maker of Stories

In addition to being obsessed with Game of Thrones, I am also 
a novelist who specializes in humanist, literary women’s fic-
tion. I have written a literary novel, Charlinder’s Walk, and an 
urban fantasy novel, Suicide is for Mortals. You may find 
more information about my original fiction at my blog, linked 
above, or at my Goodreads author page. While I am not 
GRRMartin, my books tend to be shorter and I do not take so 
long to finish them. If you have enjoyed this essay, you may 
also like my books. Also, I’d be ever so pleased if you told your 
friends. 
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