












A CLASH

OF KINGS




THE

GRAPHIC

NOVEL




VOLUME

3














GEORGE R. R.




MARTIN




A CLASH

OF KINGS




THE

GRAPHIC

NOVEL




VOLUME

3




ADAPTED BY LANDRY Q. WALKER

ART BY MEL RUBI

COLORS BY IVAN NUNES

LETTERING BY TOM NAPOLITANO

ORIGINAL SERIES COVER ART

BY MIKE S. MILLER AND MEL RUBI

COLORS BY NANJAN JAMBERI AND IVAN NUNES










HarperCollinsPublishers
1 London Bridge Street
London SE1 9GF

www.harpercollins.co.uk

HarperCollinsPublishers
1st Floor, Watermarque Building, Ringsend Road
Dublin 4, Ireland

First published in Great Britain by HarperCollinsPublishers 2021

Copyright © WO & Shade LLC 2021

Graphic novel interior design by Foltz Design

Cover design by David G. Stevenson © HarperCollinsPublishers Ltd 2020
Cover illustrations © Mel Rubi
Crown illustration © Arielle Pearl

George R.R. Martin asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work.

A catalogue copy of this book is available from the British Library.

This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it 
are the work of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, 
events or localities is entirely coincidental.

All rights reserved under International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. By payment of the 
required fees, you have been granted the non-exclusive, non-transferable right to access and read the 
text of this e-book on screen. No part of this text may be reproduced, transmitted, down-loaded, 
decompiled, reverse engineered, or stored in or introduced into any information storage and retrieval 
system, in any form or by any means, whether electronic or mechanical, now known or hereinafter 
invented, without the express written permission of HarperCollins.

Source ISBN: 9780008322175
Ebook Edition © September 2021 ISBN: 9780007569632
Version: [2021-11-20]





Visit us online at www.DYNAMITE.com

Follow us on Twitter @dynamitecomics

Like us on Facebook /Dynamitecomics

Watch us on YouTube /Dynamitecomics

On Tumblr dynamitecomics.tumblr.com




Nick Barrucci, CEO / Publisher

Juan Collado, President / COO

Brandon Dante Primavera, VP of IT and Operations




Joe Rybandt, Executive Editor

Matt Idelson, Senior Editor




Alexis Persson, Creative Director

Rachel Kilbury, Digital Multimedia Associate

Katie Hidalgo, Graphic Designer

Nick Pentz, Graphic Designer




Alan Payne, V.P. of Sales and Marketing

Francis Limcuando, Sales Manager

Vincent Faust, Marketing Coordinator




Jim Kuhoric, Vice President of Product

Development

Jay Spence, Director of Product Development

Mariano Nicieza, Director of Research &

Development




Amy Jackson, Administrative Coordinator









CONTENTS




ISSUE #17

PAGE 2




ISSUE #18

PAGE 24




ISSUE #19

PAGE 46




ISSUE #20

PAGE 68




ISSUE #21

PAGE 90




ISSUE #22

PAGE 112




ISSUE #23

PAGE 134




ISSUE #24

PAGE 156




COVER GALLERY

PAGE 179














A CLASH

OF KINGS




THE

GRAPHIC

NOVEL




VOLUME

3









ISSUE #17









STAND




UP. KNEELING




WON’T SAVE




YOU NOW.




YOU’RE




MERE TO ANSWER




FOR YOUR




BROTHER’S LATEST

TREASONS.




SANSA KNEW THE




WORDS BY ROTE.




YOUR




GRACE, WHATEVER




MY TRAITOR BROTHER




HAS DONE, I HAP NO




PART. YOU KNOW




THAT, I BEG YOU,

PLEASE-




GODS BE GOOD,




DON’T LET IT BE




THE KINGSLAYER.




IF ROBB




HAD HARMED JAIME




LANNISTER, IT WOULD




MEAN HER LIFE.




SHE THOUGHT




OF SER ILYN, AND




THOSE TERRIBLE




PALE EYES STARING




PITILESSLY OUT OF




THAT GAUNT




POCKMARKED FACE




GET




HER UP!




SER




LANCEL, TELL




HER OF THIS

OUTRAGE.




USING SOME




VILE SORCERY, YOUR




BROTHER FELL UPON




SER STAFFORD LANNISTER




WITH AN ARMY OF




WARGS, NOT THREE




DAYS’ RIPE FROM




LANNISPORT.




THOUSANDS




OF GOOD MEN WERE




BUTCHERED AS THEY SLEPT,




WITHOUT THE CHANCE TO




LIFT A SWORD. AFTER THE




SLAUGHTER, THE NORTHMEN




FEASTED ON THE FLESH




OF THE SLAIN.









YOU




STARKS ARE AS




UNNATURAL AS THOSE




WOLVES OF YOURS. I’VE




NOT FORGOTTEN HOW

THAT WAS




YOUR MONSTER

ARYA’S WOLF.




SAVAGED ME.




LADY NEVER HURT




YOU, BUT YOU




KILLED HER

ANYWAY.




NO, YOUR




FATHER PIP, BUT I




KILLED YOUR FATHER.




I WISH I’D DONE IT




MYSELF. I KILLED A MAN




LAST NIGHT WHO WAS




BIGGER THAN YOUR

FATHER.




OF




COURSE HE




DIED, HE HAP MY




QUARREL IN HIS

THROAT.




THERE




WAS A WOMAN




THROWING ROCKS.




I GOT HER AS

WELL, BUT ONLY




IN THE ARM.




THEY CAME TO




THE GATE SHOUTING




MY NAME AND CALLING




FOR BREAD LIKE I WAS




SOME BAKER,

BUT I TAUGHT




THEM BETTER. I SHOT THE




LOUDEST ONE RIGHT




THROUGH THE

THROAT.




AND HE

DIED?




I’D SHOOT




YOU TOO, BUT IF I DO




MOTHER SAYS THEY’D KILL




MY UNCLE JAIME. INSTEAD




YOU’LL JUST BE PUNISHED




AND WE’LL SEND WORD TO




YOUR BROTHER ABOUT




WHAT WILL HAPPEN TO




YOU IF HE DOESN’T

YIELD.




DOG,




HIT HER.




WITH THE UGLY IRON HEAP OF




THE QUARREL STARING HER IN




THE FACE, IT WAS HARP TO




THINK WHAT ELSE TO SAY.




LET




ME BEAT

HER!




TRAITOR!

TRAITOR!

HAHAHA!




SHE COULD HAVE KISSED




HIM, BLOTCHY SKIN AND




BROKEN VEINS AND ALL




MY FLORIAN.




LAUGH, JOFFREY, SHE PRAYED AS THE MELON




JUICE RAN DOWN HER FACE AND THE FRONT




OF HER GOWN. LAUGH AND BE SATISFIED.









BOROS.

MERYN.




LEAVE




HER FACE.




I LIKE HER

PRETTY.




SANSA

SCREAMED.




TEARS WELLED IN




HER EYES. IT WILL




BE OVER SOON.




ENOUGH.









NO, IT




ISN’T. BOROS,




MAKE HER

NAKED.




BEAT




HER BLOODY.




WE’LL SEE HOW




HER BROTHER

FANCIES-




WHAT IS




THE MEANING




OF THIS?




THIS GIRL’S




TO BE YOUR




QUEEN.

HAVE YOU




NO REGARD FOR




HER HONOR?




I’M

PUNISHING

HER.




FOR

WHAT




CRIME? SHE DID




NOT FIGHT HER

BROTHER’S

BATTLE.









SHE




HAS THE




BLOOD OF




A WOLF.




AND




YOU HAVE




THE WITS OF




A GOOSE.




YOU CAN’T TALK




TO ME THAT WAY!




THE KING CAN DO




AS HE LIKES.




AERYS




TARGARYEN PIP AS HE




LIKED. HAS YOUR MOTHER




EVER TOLD YOU WHAT




HAPPENED TO

HIM?




NO




MAN THREATENS




HIS GRACE IN THE




PRESENCE OF THE

KINGSGUARD!




I AM




NOT THREATENING




THE KING, SER, I AM




EDUCATING MY NEPHEW.




BRONN, TIMETT, THE




NEXT TIME SER BOROS




OPENS HIS MOUTH,




KILL HIM.




NOW

THAT




WAS A THREAT,




SER. SEE THE

THE




DIFFERENCE?

QUEEN WILL




HEAR OF

THIS!




NO




DOUBT SHE WILL.




AND WHY WAIT?




JOFFREY, SHALL WE




SEND FOR YOUR

MOTHER?




NOTHING TO




SAY, YOUR GRACE?




GOOD. LEARN TO USE




YOUR EARS MORE AND




YOUR MOUTH LESS, OR




YOUR REIGN WILL BE




SHORTER THAN




I AM.




WANTON




BRUTALITY IS




NO WAY TO WIN




YOUR PEOPLE’S




LOVE...OR YOUR

QUEEN’S.




FEAR IS




BETTER THAN




LOVE, MOTHER




SAYS. SHE




FEARS ME.




YES,




I SEE. A PITY




STANNIS AND RENLY




AREN’T YOUNG GIRLS




AS WELL. BRONN,




TIMETT, BRING

HER.




SANSA MOVED AS




IF IN A DREAM.









SHE THOUGHT THE IMP’S




MEH WOULD TAKE HER




BACK TO HER BEDCHAMBER




IN MAEGOR’S HOLDFAST,




BUT INSTEAD THEY




CONDUCTED HER TO THE




TOWER OF THE HAND.




SHE HAD NOT SET FOOT




INSIDE THAT PLACE SINCE




THE DAY HER FATHER FELL




FROM GRACE, AND IT MADE




HER FEEL FAINT TO CLIMB




THOSE STEPS AGAIN.




SOME SERVING GIRLS TOOK




CHARGE OF HER, MOUTHING




MEANINGLESS COMFORTS




TO STOP HER SHAKING. ONE




STRIPPED OFF THE RUINS OF




HER GOWN AND SMALLCLOTHES,

AND MOTHER BATHED HER AND




WASHED THE STICKY JUICE




FROM HER FACE AND HER HAIR




AS THEY SCRUBBED HER DOWN




WITH SOAP AND SLUICED WARM




WATER OVER HER HEAD, ALL SHE




COULD SEE WERE THE FACES




FROM THE BAILEY.




KNIGHTS ARE SWORN TO DEFEND




THE WEAK, PROTECT WOMEN, AND




FIGHT FOR THE RIGHT, BUT NONE




OF THEM DID A

THING.




ONLY SER DONTOS HAD




TRIED TO HELP, AND HE WAS




NO LONGER A KNIGHT, NO




MORE THAN THE IMP WAS,




NOR THE HOUND...




THE HOUND




HATED KNIGHTS...




I HATE THEM TOO, SANSA




THOUGHT.

THEY ARE NO TRUE




KNIGHTS, NOT ONE OF THEM.




AM I YOUR

PRISONER?




MY GUEST.




I THOUGHT




WE MIGHT

TALK.




SANSA FOUND IT HARD NOT




TO STARE HIS FACE WAS




SO UGLY IT HELD A QUEER




FASCINATION FOR HER.




YOU




HAVE A RIGHT




TO KNOW WHY




JOFFREY WAS




SO WROTH.




SIX NIGHTS




GONE, YOUR BROTHER




FELL UPON MY UNCLE




STAFFORD, ENCAMPED WITH




HIS HOST AT A VILLAGE




CALLED OXCROSS, NOT




THREE DAYS’ RIPE FROM




CASTERLY ROCK.




YOUR

NORTHERNERS




WON A CRUSHING




VICTORY. WE RECEIVED




WORD ONLY THIS

MORNING.




ROBB WILL KILL

YOU ALL,




SHE THOUGHT, EXULTING.









IT’S...




TERRIBLE,

MY LORD.




MY BROTHER IS A VILE




TRAITOR.

WELL,




HE’S NO FAWN,




HE’S MADE




THAT CLEAR

ENOUGH.




WELL, ROBB




STARK IS MY FATHER’S




BANE. JOFFREY IS MINE.




TELL ME, WHAT DO YOU




FEEL FOR MY KINGLY

NEPHEW?




I




LOVE HIM




WITH ALL MY

HEART.




SER STAFFORD




WAS SLAIN. SER




RUBERT BRAX IS ALSO




DEAD, ALONG WITH SER




LYMOND VIKARY, LORD




CRAKEHALL, AND




LORD JAST.




TRULY?

EVEN

NOW?




HALF A




HUNDRED MORE




HAVE BEEN TAKEN




CAPTIVE, INCLUDING




MY NEPHEW

MARTYN




LANNISTER.




SOMEONE

HAS




TAUGHT YOU TO LIE




WELL. YOU MAY BE




GRATEFUL FOR THAT




ONE DAY, CHILD.




IF IT GIVES




YOU ANY SOLACE, I DO




NOT INTEND THAT YOU

EVER




WED JOFFREY. NO MARRIAGE




WILL RECONCILE STARK AND




LANNISTER AFTER ALL




THAT HAS HAPPENED,




I FEAR.




MY LOVE




FOR HIS GRACE




IS GREATER THAN




IT HAS EVER

BEEN.




AND MORE’S THE




PITY.

THAT MATCH WAS




ONE OF KING ROBERT’S




BETTER NOTIONS, IF




JOFFREY HADN’T




MUCKED IT UP.




YOU




GROW VERY




QUIET. IS THIS WHAT




YOU WANT? AN




END TO YOUR

BETROTHAL?




I...I ONLY




WANT TO BE

LOYAL.




I CAN




SCARCE BLAME




YOU FOR THAT.

WHEN




I WAS YOUR AGE, I




WANTED THE SAME

THING.




THEY TELL




ME YOU VISIT THE




GODSWOOD EVERY DAY.




WHAT DO YOU PRAY




FOR, SANSA?




I PRAY FOR ROBB’S




VICTORY AND JOFFREY’S




DEATH...AND FOR HOME




FOR WINTERFELL




LOYAL...




AND FAR AWAY




FROM ANY

LANNISTERS.




I PRAY FOR




AN END TO THE

FIGHTING.




WE’LL HAVE




THAT SOON ENOUGH.




THERE WILL BE ANOTHER




BATTLE, BETWEEN YOUR




BROTHER ROBB AND MY




LORD FATHER, AND THAT




WILL SETTLE THE

ISSUE.




ROBB WILL BEAT HIM.




HE BEAT YOUR UNCLE




AND YOUR BROTHER




JAIME, HE’LL BEAT




YOUR FATHER TOO.




DO NOT TAKE




OXCROSS TOO MUCH




TO HEART, MY LADY. A




BATTLE IS NOT A WAR,




AND MY LORD FATHER




IS ASSUREDLY NOT MY




UNCLE STAFFORD.




THE NEXT




TIME YOU VISIT THE




GODSWOOD, PRAY THAT




YOUR BROTHER HAS THE




WISDOM TO BEND THE KNEE.




ONCE THE NORTH RETURNS




TO THE KING’S PEACE,




I MEAN TO SEND




YOU HOME.




FOR




NOW, PERMIT




ME TO ESCORT




YOU SAFELY BACK




TO YOUR OWN

CHAMBERS.









BRAN




SADLY,




NO VICTORY




IS WITHOUT

COST...




THOUGH HE KNEW




LORD EDDARD WAS




DEAD, SOMETIMES




RICKON FORGOT...




WILLFULLY, BRAN

SUSPECTED.




...MY LORDS,




YOUR UNCLE SER




STEVRON FREY WAS




AMONG THOSE WHO




LOST THEIR LIVES




AT OXCROSS.




MY LORDS,




WE HAVE HAP A




MESSAGE FROM HIS




GRACE, WITH BOTH




GOOD NEWS




AND ILL.




HE HAS WON




A GREAT VICTORY IN




THE WEST, SHATTERING A




LANNISTER ARMY AT A PLACE




NAMED OXCROSS, AND HAS




TAKEN SEVERAL CASTLES AS




WELL. HE WRITES US FROM




ASHEMARK, FORMERLY THE




STRONGHOLD OF HOUSE

MARBRAND.




TELL ROBB I




WANT HIM TO COME




HOME. HE CAN BRING




HIS WOLF HOME TOO,

AND MOTHER AND

FATHER.




HE

WAS GLAD FOR




ROBB’S VICTORY, BUT




DISQUIETED AS WELL




HE REMEMBERED WHAT




OSHA HAP SAID THE




DAY THAT HIS BROTHER




HAP LED HIS ARMY




OUT OF WINTERFELL




HE’S MARCHING




THE WRONG WAY,




THE WILDLING WOMAN




HAP INSISTED.




HE TOOK




A WOUND IN THE




BATTLE, ROBB WRITES.




IT WAS NOT THOUGHT




TO BE SERIOUS, BUT




THREE DAYS LATER HE




DIED IN HIS TENT,

ASLEEP.




HE WAS VERY




OLD. FIVE-AND-SIXTY,




I THINK. TOO OLD




FOR BATTLES. HE WAS




ALWAYS SAYING HE




WAS TIRED.




YOU OUGHT




TO BE ASHAMED OF




SUCH TALK, MY LORDS.




WHERE IS YOUR GRIEF?




YOUR UNCLE IS

DEAD.




TIRED OF




WAITING FOR OUR




GRANDFATHER TO




DIE, YOU MEAN. DOES




THIS MEAN SER




EMMON’S THE




HEIR NOW?




YES...




WE’RE VERY

SAP.




DON’T BE




STUPID. THE SONS




OF THE FIRST SON COME




BEFORE THE SECOND SON.




SER RYMAN IS NEXT IN




LINE, AND THEN EDWYN AND




BLACK WALDER AND PETYR




PIMPLE. AND THEN




AEGON AND ALL




HIS SONS.




RYMAN

IS




OLD TOO. PAST




FORTY, I BET.




AND HE HAS A




BAD BELLY.




THEY WEREN’T,

THOUGH. BRAN GOT A SICK




FEELING IN HIS BELLY.

THEY LIKE THE TASTE




OF THIS PISH BETTER THAN I DO.
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