
Appendix: Fire vs Flame 

Warm fire 
AGOT, Tyrion II: Tyrion pulled out the stopper, tilted his head, and squeezed a long stream into 
his mouth. The wine was cool fire as it trickled down his throat and warmed his belly. He held 
out the skin to Jon Snow. "Want some?" 
AGOT, Tyrion III: Mormont scarcely seemed to hear him. The old man warmed his hands before 
the fire.  
AGOT, Tyrion III: He shoved his hands into his armpits and walked faster, praying that Morrec 
had remembered to warm his bed with hot bricks from the fire. 
AGOT, Dany III: "A trader from Qarth once told me that dragons came from the moon," blond 
Doreah said as she warmed a towel over the fire.  
AGOT, Tyrion IV:  I was about to settle down to a warm fire and a roast fowl, and that wretched 
singer had to open his mouth, he thought mournfully.  
AGOT, Cat VI: he commander, an anxious young knight with a pockmarked face, offered bread 
and cheese and the chance to warm themselves before his fire, but Mya declined.  
AGOT, Tyrion VI: "If so, I prefer to die comfortable," Tyrion replied. "We need a fire. The nights 
are cold up here, and hot food will warm our bellies and lift our spirits.” 
ACOK, Davos I: The Myrmen swapped jokes as they enjoyed the warmth of the fire, but young 
Lord Bar Emmon had turned a splotchy grey, and Lord Velaryon was watching the king rather 
than the conflagration. 
ACOK, Jon III: "Oh." Sam did not look anxious to meet Craster, even if it meant a warm fire. 
ACOK, Jon III: Grenn and Dywen were among the brothers who had gathered round the fire. 
Hake handed Jon a hollow heel of bread filled with burnt bacon and chunks of salt 
fish warmed in bacon grease.  
ACOK, Arya VI: “The kitchens are snug and clean, and there's always a warm fire to sleep by 
and plenty to eat." 
ACOK, Tyrion VII: The fire in the bedchamber had burned down to embers, but the room was 
still warm. 
ACOK, Cat V: It would feel good to sleep on a featherbed again, with a warm fire in the hearth; 
when she was rested the world would seem less bleak. 
ACOK, Jon VI: Stonesnake warmed his hands over the fire. 
ACOK, Jon VIII: Instead he fanned the fire. When the blaze was all acrackle, he peeled off his 
stiff gloves to warm his hands, and sighed, wondering if ever a kiss had felt as good. The warmth 
spread through his fingers like melting butter. 
ASOS, Prologue: "They're still well up the foothills, but they're coming," Kedge said, warming his 
hands over the fire.  
ASOS, Arya I: She wondered how long it would be before she slept in a bed again, with hot food 
and a fire to warm her.  
ASOS, Sam I: It took him longer than it should have to light his little fire, to warm the frozen ink. 
ASOS, Bran II: Or maybe they were warming themselves at the Last Hearth before the 
Greatjon's fires. 
ASOS, Bran II: Bran saw the orange glow of fire farther back and realized they were not alone. 
"Come in and warm yourselves," a man's voice called out.  
ASOS, Sam II:  At least they are dry here, with a fire to warm them.  
ASOS, Arya VII: Arya curled up near the fire, warm and snug, yet sleep would not come. 
ASOS, Bran III: "I wish we could have a fire," Bran said. "I'm cold. There's broken furniture down 
the stairs, I saw it. We could have Hodor chop it up and get warm." 
ASOS, Sam III: "Could I stand by the fire? Me and the boy? Not for a long time, just till we're 
good and warm?" 
ASOS, Cat VI: After she'd undressed and hung her wet clothing by the fire, she donned 
a warm wool dress of Tully red and blue, washed and brushed her hair and let it dry, and went in 
search of Freys. 
ASOS, Davos VI:  "R'hllor," she sang in a voice loud and clear, "you are the light in our eyes, 
the fire in our hearts, the heat in our loins. Yours is the sun that warms our days, yours the stars 
that guard us in the dark of night." 



ASOS, Jon VIII: "Must be cold down there," said Noye. "What say we warm them up, lads?" … 
Tongues of pale yellow fire swirled around the jars as they plunged downward.  
ASOS, Jon VIII:  I want a fire, a hot meal, a warm bed, and something to make my leg stop 
hurting, he told himself.  
ASOS, Jon X: It was warm within. A small fire burned beneath the smoke holes, and a brazier 
smouldered near the pile of furs where Dalla lay, pale and sweating. 
ASOS, Jon XI: "The Lord's fire lives within me, Jon Snow. Feel." She put her hand on his cheek, 
and held it there while he felt how warm she was. "That is how life should feel," she told him. 
"Only death is cold." 
AFFC, Sansa I: The solar was warm, the fire crackling merrily, but Sansa shivered all the same. 
AFFC, The Drowned Man: But that was in the dawn of days, when mighty men still dwelt on 
earth and sea. The hall had been warmed by Nagga's living fire, which the Grey King had made 
his thrall.  
AFFC, Brienne IV: Brienne knelt beside the fire. She picked up a blackened stick, sniffed at it, 
stirred the ashes. Someone was trying to keep warm last night. 
AFFC, Alayne I: Alayne met them in the Crescent Chamber beside a warming fire, where she 
welcomed them in Lord Robert's name and served them bread and cheese and cups of hot 
mulled wine in silver cups. 
AFFC, Brienne V: It was cold and wet on Crackclaw Point as they retraced their steps. Some 
days it rained and some days it threatened rain. They were never warm. Even when they made 
camp, it was hard to find enough dry wood for a fire. 
AFFC, Brienne VII: "Lady Brienne is a warrior maid upon a quest. Just now, though, she is in 
need of a dry bed and a warm fire. As are we all.” 
AFFC, Brienne VII: Ser Hyle pulled off his boots to warm his feet by the fire.  
ADWD, Jon I: Within the solar the air was warm. Lady Melisandre was seated near the fire, her 
ruby glimmering against the pale skin of her throat. 
ADWD, Davos IV: [Brandon Ice-Eyes Stark, taking back the Wolf’s Den] “The winds came 
howling from the north and drove them slavers inside to huddle round their fires, and whilst 
they warmed themselves the new king come down on them.” 
ADWD, Reek III: Inside the hall, a woman stood beside the hearth, warming thin hands above 
the embers of a dying fire.  
ADWD, Tyrion VIII: Light our fire and protect us from the dark, blah blah, light our way and keep 
us toasty warm, the night is dark and full of terrors, save us from the scary things, and blah blah 
blah some more. 
ADWD, Bran III: After the bone-grinding cold of the lands beyond the Wall, the caves were 
blessedly warm, and when the chill crept out of the rock the singers would light fires to drive it 
off again. 
ADWD, Jon VII: “See that he is fed and find him a warm place by the fire.” 
ADWD, The Turncloak: Winterfell might be ruined, but its granite walls would still keep the worst 
of the wind and weather at bay. They were well stocked with food and drink; they 
had fires to warm them when off duty, a place to dry their clothes, snug corners to lie down and 
sleep. Lord Bolton had laid by enough wood to keep the fires fed for half a year, so the Great 
Hall was always warm and cozy. Stannis had none of that. 
ADWD, Jon IX: Jon's rooms behind the armory were quiet enough, if not especially warm. 
His fire had gone out some time ago; Satin was not as diligent in feeding it as Dolorous Edd had 
been. 
ADWD, Jon IX: Maester Aemon's old chambers were so warm that the sudden cloud of steam 
when Mully pulled the door open was enough to blind the both of them. Within, a fresh fire was 
burning in the hearth, the logs crackling and spitting.  
ADWD, A Ghost in Winterfell: His tormentors would not follow him outside. Not so long as there 
was food and drink within, willing women and warm fires.  
ADWD, Jon X: "Sigorn," asked Melisandre, "will you share your fire with Alys, and warm her 
when the night is dark and full of terrors?" 
ADWD, Epilogue: "That was a jape. A bad one. Go and find a warm fire. I mean to do the 
same."  
ADWD, Epilogue: The fire soon thawed him, and the wine warmed his insides nicely.  



The Mystery Knight: Ser Kyle would not be the first hedge knight to trade his honor for 
a warm place by the fire. 
TWOIAF, Ancient History: The Dawn Age: Now the giants are gone even in the lands beyond the 
Wall, and the last reports of them are more than a hundred years old. And even those are 
dubious—tales that rangers of the Watch might tell over a warm fire.  
 

Warm Flame 
AFFC, Brienne VIII: A fire pit had been dug into the center of the floor, and the air was blue with 
smoke. Men clustered near the flames, warming themselves against the chill of the cave.  
ADWD, Tyrion VIII: Tyrion squatted across from him and warmed his hands against the night's 
chill. Moqorro took no notice of him for several moments. He was staring into the 
flickering flames, lost in some vision. 
ADWD, Jon X:  "By the red god's flames, I warm her all her days." 
 

Flickering 
AGOT, Ned I: He swept the lantern in a wide semicircle. Shadows moved and 
lurched. Flickering light touched the stones underfoot and brushed against a long procession of 
granite pillars that marched ahead, two by two, into the dark. 
AGOT, Tyrion I: When the direwolf howled again, Tyrion shut the heavy leather-bound cover on 
the book he was reading, a hundred-year-old discourse on the changing of the seasons by a 
long-dead maester. He covered a yawn with the back of his hand. His reading lamp 
was flickering, its oil all but gone, as dawn light leaked through the high windows. He had been 
at it all night, but that was nothing new. Tyrion Lannister was not much a one for sleeping. 
AGOT, Cat III: Catelyn could see the flickering reddish light through the open window now. She 
sagged with relief. Bran was safe. The library was across the bailey, there was no way the fire 
would reach them here.  
AGOT, Cat IV: The lamps were being lit along the streets as they set out, and Catelyn felt the 
eyes of the city on her as she rode, surrounded by the guard in their golden cloaks. When they 
reached the Red Keep, the portcullis was down and the great gates sealed for the night, but the 
castle windows were alive with flickering lights. The guardsmen left their mounts outside the 
walls and escorted her through a narrow postern door, then up endless steps to a tower. 
AGOT, Sansa II: The Hound snatched up a torch to light their way. Sansa followed close beside 
him. The ground was rocky and uneven; the flickering light made it seem to shift and move 
beneath her.  
AGOT, Ned VII: Ned went to the window and unfastened the heavy shutters to let in the cool 
night air. Across the Great Yard, he noticed the flickering glow of candlelight from Littlefinger's 
windows. The hour was well past midnight.  
AGOT, Arya III: From somewhere far below her, she heard noises. The scrape of boots, the 
distant sound of voices. A flickering light brushed the wall ever so faintly, and she saw that she 
stood at the top of a great black well, a shaft twenty feet across plunging deep into the earth. 
Huge stones had been set into the curving walls as steps, circling down and down, dark as the 
steps to hell that Old Nan used to tell them of. And something was coming up out of the 
darkness, out of the bowels of the earth … 
AGOT, Cat VI: Even so, it was full dark before they reached the stout castle that stood at the foot 
of the Giant's Lance. Torches flickered atop its ramparts, and the horned moon danced upon the 
dark waters of its moat. [The Gates of the Moon] 
AGOT, Cat VI: Catelyn raised her eyes, up and up and up. At first all she saw was stone and 
trees, the looming mass of the great mountain shrouded in night, as black as a starless sky. 
Then she noticed the glow of distant fires well above them; a tower keep, built upon the steep 
side of the mountain, its lights like orange eyes staring down from above. Above that was 
another, higher and more distant, and still higher a third, no more than a flickering spark in the 
sky. And finally, up where the falcons soared, a flash of white in the moonlight. Vertigo washed 
over her as she stared upward at the pale towers, so far above. 
AGOT, Sansa III: The next morning she woke before first light and crept sleepily to her window to 
watch Lord Beric form up his men. They rode out as dawn was breaking over the city, with three 
banners going before them; the crowned stag of the king flew from the high staff, the direwolf of 



Stark and Lord Beric's own forked lightning standard from shorter poles. It was all so exciting, a 
song come to life; the clatter of swords, the flicker of torchlight, banners dancing in the wind, 
horses snorting and whinnying, the golden glow of sunrise slanting through the bars of the 
portcullis as it jerked upward. The Winterfell men looked especially fine in their silvery mail and 
long grey cloaks. 
AGOT Dany V: The stallion's blood looked black in the flickering orange glare of the torches that 
ringed the high chalk walls of the pit. 
AGOT, Dany V: Alongside the procession, slaves ran lightly through the grass with torches in 
their hands, and the flickering flames made the great monuments seem almost alive. 
AGOT, Arya IV: She tossed her bundle through and doubled back to light her candle. That was 
chancy; the fire she'd remembered seeing had burnt down to embers, and she heard voices as 
she was blowing on the coals. Cupping her fingers around the flickering candle, she went out 
the window as they were coming in the door, without ever getting a glimpse of who it was. 
AGOT, Jon VII: "My father is no traitor," he told the direwolf when the rest had gone. Ghost 
looked at him in silence. Jon slumped against the wall, hands around his knees, and stared at 
the candle on the table beside his narrow bed. The flame flickered and swayed, the shadows 
moved around him, the room seemed to grow darker and colder. I will not sleep tonight, Jon 
thought. 
AGOT, Jon VII: Jon tried to shout, but his voice was gone. Staggering to his feet, he kicked the 
arm away and snatched the lamp from the Old Bear's fingers. The flame flickered and almost 
died. "Burn!" the raven cawed. "Burn, burn, burn!" 
AGOT, Dany VIII: Qotho danced backward, arakh whirling around his head in a shining 
blur, flickering out like lightning as the knight came on in a rush. Ser Jorah parried as best he 
could, but the slashes came so fast that it seemed to Dany that Qotho had four arakhs and as 
many arms. 
AGOT, Jon IX: Scattered lights flickered through the trees ahead of him, on both sides of the 
road: Mole's Town.  
ACOK, Prologue:  A night wind whispered through the great windows, sharp with the smell of the 
sea. Torches flickered along the walls of Dragonstone, and in the camp beyond, he could see 
hundreds of cookfires burning, as if a field of stars had fallen to the earth. Above, the comet 
blazed red and malevolent.  
ACOK, Arya II: Come dark, they would make camp and eat by the light of the Red Sword. The 
men took turns standing watch. Arya would glimpse firelight flickering through the trees from the 
camps of other travelers. There seemed to be more camps every night, and more traffic on the 
kingsroad by day. 
ACOK, Sansa II: The serpentine steps twisted ahead, striped by bars of flickering light from the 
narrow windows above. Sansa was panting by the time she reached the top. She ran down a 
shadowy colonnade and pressed herself against a wall to catch her breath. When something 
brushed against her leg, she almost jumped out of her skin, but it was only a cat, a ragged black 
tom with a chewed-off ear. The creature spit at her and leapt away. / … The air was rich with the 
smells of earth and leaf. Lady would have liked this place, she thought. There was something 
wild about a godswood; even here, in the heart of the castle at the heart of the city, you could 
feel the old gods watching with a thousand unseen eyes. 
ACOK, Bran IV: Bran said as much to Meera Reed when she came to him at dusk as he sat in 
his window seat watching the lights flicker to life. "I'm sorry for what happened with the wolves. 
Summer shouldn't have tried to hurt Jojen, but Jojen shouldn't have said all that about my 
dreams. The crow lied when he said I could fly, and your brother lied too." 
ACOK, Tyrion VII: Even abed, he worked well into the morning—reading by the flickering light of 
a candle, scrutinizing the reports of Varys's whisperers, and poring over Littlefinger's books of 
accounts until the columns blurred and his eyes ached. 
ACOK, Cat IV: Flickering torchlight danced across the walls, making the faces seem half-alive, 
twisting them, changing them. The statues in the great septs of the cities wore the faces the 
stonemasons had given them, but these charcoal scratchings were so crude they might be 
anyone. The Father's face made her think of her own father, dying in his bed at Riverrun. The 
Warrior was Renly and Stannis, Robb and Robert, Jaime Lannister and Jon Snow. She even 
glimpsed Arya in those lines, just for an instant. Then a gust of wind through the door made the 
torch sputter, and the semblance was gone, washed away in orange glare. 



ACOK, Jon IV: A few fingers of spiced wine sloshed in the bottom of the kettle. Jon fed fresh 
wood to the fire and put the kettle over the flames to reheat. He flexed his fingers as he waited, 
squeezing and spreading until the hand tingled. The first watch had taken up their stations 
around the perimeter of the camp. Torches flickered all along the ringwall. The night was 
moonless, but a thousand stars shone overhead. 
ACOK, Davos II: A thousand flickering campfires burned around the castle, as the fires of the 
Tyrells and Redwynes had sixteen years before. But all the rest was different. 
ACOK, Davos II: Davos gestured at the distant lights flickering along the walls of Storm's End. 
"Feel how cold the wind is? The guards will huddle close to those torches. A little warmth, a little 
light, they're a comfort on a night like this. Yet that will blind them, so they will not see us pass." I 
hope. "The god of darkness protects us now, my lady. Even you." 
ACOK, Jon V: Qhorin was seated cross-legged on the floor, his spine as straight as a spear. 
Candlelight flickered against the hard flat planes of his cheeks as he spoke.  
ACOK, Tyrion X: “The queen intends to send Prince Tommen away." They knelt alone in the 
hushed dimness of the sept, surrounded by shadows and flickering candles, but even so Lancel 
kept his voice low. 
ACOK, Cat VI: In her father's solar she found a heavy leatherbound book of maps and opened it 
to the riverlands. Her eyes found the path of the Red Fork and traced it by flickering candlelight.  
ACOK, Dany IV: "When you come to the chamber of the Undying, be patient. Our little lives are 
no more than a flicker of a moth's wing to them. Listen well, and write each word upon your 
heart." 
ACOK, Dany IV: Outside a long dim passageway stretched serpentine before her, lit by 
the flickering orange glare from behind. Dany ran, searching for a door, a door to her right, a 
door to her left, any door, but there was nothing, only twisty stone walls, and a floor that seemed 
to move slowly under her feet, writhing as if to trip her. She kept her feet and ran faster, and 
suddenly the door was there ahead of her, a door like an open mouth. 
ACOK, Sansa IV: But it was the pale yellow banners that worried the city. Long ragged tails 
streamed behind them like flickering flames, and in place of a lord's sigil they bore the device of 
a god: the burning heart of the Lord of Light. 
ACOK, Davos III: A flight of flickering orange birds took wing from the castle, twenty or thirty of 
them; pots of burning pitch, arcing out over the river trailing threads of flame. The waters ate 
most, but a few found the decks of galleys in the first line of battle, spreading flame when they 
shattered. Men-at-arms were scrambling on Queen Alysanne's deck, and he could see smoke 
rising from three different spots on Dragonsbane, nearest the bank. 
ACOK, Sansa VII: The torches had begun to burn low, and one or two had flickered out. No one 
troubled to replace them. 
ACOK, Arya X: She placed the food at his elbow and did as he bid her, filling the room 
with flickering light and the scent of cloves. Bolton turned a few more pages with his finger, then 
closed the book and placed it carefully in the fire. He watched the flames consume it, pale eyes 
shining with reflected light. 
ACOK, Jon VIII: The moon was rising behind one mountain and the sun sinking behind another 
as Jon struck sparks from flint and dagger, until finally a wisp of smoke appeared. Qhorin came 
and stood over him as the first flame rose up flickering from the shavings of bark and dead dry 
pine needles. "As shy as a maid on her wedding night," the big ranger said in a soft voice, "and 
near as fair. Sometimes a man forgets how pretty a fire can be." 
ACOK, Jon VIII: The Halfhand eased himself to the ground and sat cross-legged by the fire, 
the flickering light playing across the hard planes of his face. 
ACOK, Jon VIII: "Is your sword sharp, Jon Snow?" asked Qhorin Halfhand across 
the flickering fire. 
ASOS, Davos III: It was dark, yes. Flickering orange light fell through the ancient iron bars from 
the torch in the sconce on the wall outside, but the back half of the cell remained drenched in 
gloom. 
ASOS, Tyrion IV: She handed him a cup of sour wine and said, "In the back." 

The back room was even darker. A flickering candle burned on a low table, beside a flagon of 

wine. The man behind it scarce looked a danger; a short man—though all men were tall to 

Tyrion—with thinning brown hair, pink cheeks, and a little pot pushing at the bone buttons of his 



doeskin jerkin. In his soft hands he held a twelve-stringed woodharp more deadly than a 

longsword. 

Tyrion sat across from him. "Symon Silver Tongue." 
ASOS, Jaime VI: 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. 
ASOS, Jon VIII: The burning pitch went tumbling through the darkness, casting an 
eerie flickering light upon the ground below. Jon caught a glimpse of mammoths moving 
ponderously through the half-light, and just as quickly lost them again. A dozen, maybe more. 
The barrels struck the earth and burst. They heard a deep bass trumpeting, and a giant roared 
something in the Old Tongue, his voice an ancient thunder that sent shivers up Jon's spine. 
ASOS, Tyrion X: The Red Viper landed a quick thrust on the Mountain's belly, to no effect. 
Gregor cut at him, and missed. The long spear lanced in above his sword. Like a serpent's 
tongue it flickered in and out, feinting low and landing high, jabbing at groin, shield, eyes. 
ASOS, Tyrion X: The spear flickered sideways and down, scraping against the Mountain's 
breastplate.  
ASOS, Jon X: He could carry the message back to Castle Black and tell them of the horn, but if 
he left Mance still alive Lord Janos and Ser Alliser would seize on that as proof that he was a 
turncloak. A thousand thoughts flickered through Jon's head. If I can destroy the horn, smash it 
here and now . . . but before he could begin to think that through, he heard the low moan of some 
other horn, made faint by the tent's hide walls. Mance heard it too. Frowning, he went to the 
door. Jon followed. 
AFFC, Arya I: The septs of Westeros were seven-sided, with seven altars for the seven gods, but 
here there were more gods than seven. Statues of them stood along the walls, massive and 
threatening. Around their feet red candles flickered, as dim as distant stars.  
AFFC, Jaime I: Around their altars, scented candles flickered whilst deep shadows gathered in 
the transepts and crept silently across the marble floors. The echoes of the evensongs died away 
as the last mourners were departing. 
AFFC, The Soiled Knight: He pushed the door open instead, and found himself in a large, dim 

room with a low ceiling, lit by a pair of scented candles that flickered in niches cut from the thick 

earthen walls. He saw patterned Myrish carpets underneath his sandals, a tapestry upon one 

wall, a bed. "My lady?" he called. "Where are you?" 

"Here." She stepped out from the shadow behind the door. 
AFFC, Arya II: Soldiers lit candles to Bakkalon, the Pale Child, sailors to the Moon-Pale Maiden 
and the Merling King. The Stranger had his shrine as well, though hardly anyone ever came to 
him. Most of the time only a single candle stood flickering at his feet. The kindly man said it did 
not matter. "He has many faces, and many ears to hear." 
AFFC, Cat of the Canals: Fog rose all around as she walked through the streets of Braavos. She 
was shivering a little by the time she pushed through the weirwood door into the House of Black 
and White. Only a few candles burned this evening, flickering like fallen stars. In the darkness 
all the gods were strangers. 
AFFC, Brienne VIII: "I want my clothes. My sword." She felt naked without her mail, and she 
wanted Oathkeeper at her side. "The way out. Show me the way out." The floor of the cave was 
dirt and stone, rough beneath the soles of her feet. Even now she felt light-headed, as if she 
were floating. The flickering light cast queer shadows. Spirits of the slain, she thought, dancing 
all about me, hiding when I turn to look at them. 
AFFC, Brienne VIII: [Return of and summoning by Lady Stoenheart] Brienne heard their 
footsteps and saw torchlight flickering in the passage.   
AFFC, Cersei X: Four shriveled septas escorted the queen down the tower steps. Each of the 
crones seemed more feeble than the last. When they reached the ground they continued down, 
into the heart of Visenya's Hill. The steps ended well below the earth, where a line 
of flickering torches lit a long hallway. 
AFFC, Sam V: A deep blue dusk was falling as they entered Whispering Sound. Gilly stood 
beside the prow with the babe, gazing up at a castle on the cliffs. "Three Towers," Sam told her, 
"the seat of House Costayne." Etched against the evening stars with torchlight flickering from its 



windows, the castle made a splendid sight, but he was sad to see it. Their voyage was almost at 
its end. 
ADWD, Prologue: he last to look was the thing that had been Thistle. She wore wool and fur and 
leather, and over that she wore a coat of hoarfrost that crackled when she moved and glistened 
in the moonlight. Pale pink icicles hung from her fingertips, ten long knives of frozen blood. And 
in the pits where her eyes had been, a pale blue light was flickering, lending her coarse features 
an eerie beauty they had never known in life. 
ADWD, Jon I: [Mel speaking] “When I gaze into the flames, I can see through stone and earth, 
and find the truth within men's souls. I can speak to kings long dead and children not yet born, 
and watch the years and seasons flicker past, until the end of days." 
ADWD, Jon II: Trembling, the girl reached out her hand, held it well above the flickering candle 
flame. / “Down. Let it Kiss you.” 
ADWD, Davos I: They found the lord alone in the gloom of his hall, making a supper of beer and 
bread and sister's stew. Twenty iron sconces were mounted along his thick stone walls, but only 
four held torches, and none of them was lit. Two fat tallow candles gave a 
meagre, flickering light. Davos could hear the rain lashing at the walls, and a steady dripping 
where the roof had sprung a leak. 
ADWD, Bran II: Bran craned himself sideways to better see the cave. Then he saw something 
else. "A fire!" In the little cleft between the weirwood trees was a flickering glow, a ruddy light 
calling through the gathering gloom.  
ADWD, Tyrion V: The broken bridge was a bare five yards ahead. Around its piers, the water 
rippled white as the foam from a madman's mouth. Forty feet above, the stone men moaned and 
muttered beneath a flickering lamp. Most took no more notice of the Shy Maid than of a drifting 
log. 
ADWD, Mel: Three tallow candles burned upon her windowsill to keep the terrors of the night at 
bay. Four more flickered beside her bed, two to either side. 
ADWD, Mel: Visions danced before her, gold and scarlet, flickering, forming and melting and 
dissolving into one another, shapes strange and terrifying and seductive.  
ADWD, Tyrion VIII: Tyrion squatted across from him and warmed his hands against the night's 
chill. Moqorro took no notice of him for several moments. He was staring into 
the flickering flames, lost in some vision. 
ADWD, Tyrion VIII: The winds drove the cog before them, far off her chosen course. Behind 
them black clouds piled one atop another against a blood-red sky. By midmorning they could see 
lightning flickering to the west, followed by the distant crash of thunder. The sea grew rougher, 
and dark waves rose up to smash against the hull of the Stinky Steward. 
ADWD, The Prince of Winterfell: The mists were so thick that only the nearest trees were visible; 
beyond them stood tall shadows and faint lights. Candles flickered beside the wandering path 
and back amongst the trees, pale fireflies floating in a warm grey soup. It felt like some strange 
underworld, some timeless place between the worlds, where the damned wandered mournfully 
for a time before finding their way down to whatever hell their sins had earned them. Are we all 
dead, then? Did Stannis come and kill us in our sleep? Is the battle yet to come, or has it been 
fought and lost? 
ADWD, the King’s Prize: A candle had been flickering in her mother's chamber, but her great 
carved bed was empty beneath its dusty canopy. Lady Alannys sat beside a window, staring out 
across the sea.  
ADWD, Dany VII: The candle flickered one last time and died, drowned in its own wax. 
Darkness swallowed the feather bed and its two occupants, and filled every corner of the 
chamber. Dany wrapped her arms around her captain and pressed herself against his back. She 
drank in the scent of him, savoring the warmth of his flesh, the feel of his skin against her own. 
Remember, she told herself. Remember how he felt. She kissed him on his shoulder. 
ADWD, Jon IX: A golden dawn was breaking in the east, but behind Lady Melisandre's window in 
the King's Tower a reddish light still flickered. Does she never sleep?  
ADWD, The Blind Girl: One man had died at the feet of the Stranger, a single 
candle flickering above him. She could feel its heat, and the scent that it gave off tickled her 
nose. The candle burned with a dark red flame, she knew; for those with eyes, the corpse would 
have seemed awash in a ruddy glow. 



ADWD, Theon I: No day had dawned inside this room. Shadows covered all. One last log 
crackled feebly amongst the dying embers in the hearth, and a candle flickered on the table 
beside a rumpled, empty bed. 
ADWD, The Spurned Suitor:  A red lantern hung on a hook just inside the door, and a greasy 
black candle flickered on an overturned barrel serving as a table. That was the only light. 

 Greasy black candle to invoke oily black stone? Or glass candles? 
ADWD, The Kingbreaker: The pyramids were waking, one by one, lanterns and 
torches flickering to life as shadows gathered in the streets below. 
ADWD, The Dragontamer: Rhaegal took it in the air. His head snapped round, and from between 
his jaws a lance of flame erupted, a swirling storm of orange-and-yellow fire shot through with 
veins of green. The sheep was burning before it began to fall. Before the smoking carcass could 
strike the bricks, the dragon's teeth closed round it. A nimbus of flames still flickered about the 
body. The air stank of burning wool and brimstone. Dragonstink. 
ADWD, Epilogue:  Once past the chamber door, the chill was palpable. Black ash and dying 
embers were all that remained of the hearthfire. A few flickering candles cast pools of dim light 
here and there. / The rest was shrouded in shadow … except beneath the open window, where a 
spray of ice crystals glittered in the moonlight, swirling in the wind. On the window seat a raven 
loitered, pale, huge, its feathers ruffled. It was the largest raven that Kevan Lannister had ever 
seen. Larger than any hunting hawk at Casterly Rock, larger than the largest owl. Blowing snow 
danced around it, and the moon painted it silver. 
 
AFFC, Prologue: "I know what I saw. The light was queer and bright, much brighter than any 
beeswax or tallow candle. It cast strange shadows and the flame never flickered, not even when 
a draft blew through the open door behind me." 
AFFC, Sam V: The candle was unpleasantly bright. There was something queer about it. 
The flame did not flicker, even when Archmaester Marwyn closed the door so hard that papers 
blew off a nearby table.  
 

Flame Lick 
AGOT, Arya III: Flames licked at the cold air. The tall shadows were almost on top of her.  
AGOT, Dany VI: Cradling the egg with both hands, she carried it to the fire and pushed it down 
amongst the burning coals. The black scales seemed to glow as they drank the 
heat. Flames licked against the stone with small red tongues. 
AGOT, Bran VII: Bran saw eyes like green fire, a flash of teeth, fur as black as the pit around 
them. Maester Luwin yelled and threw up his hands. The torch went flying from his fingers, 
caromed off the stone face of Brandon Stark, and tumbled to the statue's feet, 
the flames licking up his legs. In the drunken shifting torchlight, they saw Luwin struggling with 
the direwolf, beating at his muzzle with one hand while the jaws closed on the other. 
AGOT, Dany X:  The pyre roared in the deepening dusk like some great beast, drowning out the 
fainter sound of Mirri Maz Duur's screaming and sending up long tongues of flame to lick at the 
belly of the night.  
ACOK, Davos I: The Maiden lay athwart the Warrior, her arms widespread as if to embrace him. 
The Mother seemed almost to shudder as the flames came licking up her face. A longsword 
had been thrust through her heart, and its leather grip was alive with flame. The Father was on 
the bottom, the first to fall. 
ACOK, Davos I: Pale flames licked at the grey sky. Dark smoke rose, twisting and curling. 
When the wind pushed it toward them, men blinked and wept and rubbed their eyes.  
ACOK, Arya IV: For a moment she thought the town was full of lantern bugs. Then she realized 
they were men with torches, galloping between the houses. She saw a roof go 
up, flames licking at the belly of the night with hot orange tongues as the thatch caught.  
ACOK, Arya IV:  Flames were licking up its sides from where a torch had fallen on straw, and 
she could hear the screaming of the animals trapped within. 
ACOK, Tyrion XIII: He pointed with his new sword, out to where the 
green flames were licking at Seaflower's golden hull and creeping up her oars. 
ASOS, Cat IV: Edmure cursed softly. "The wind," he said, pulling a second arrow. "Again." The 
brand kissed the oil-soaked rag behind the arrowhead, the flames went licking up, Edmure 
lifted, pulled, and released. High and far the arrow flew. Too far.  



ASOS, Arya VII: One man went down with an arrow through his throat, the other through his 
belly. The second man dropped the torch, and the flames licked up at him. He screamed as his 
clothes took fire, and that was the end of stealth.  
ASOS, Arya XI: When Arya looked around, she saw that there were only two of the huge feast 
tents where once there had been three. The one in the middle had collapsed. For a moment she 
did not understand what she was seeing. Then the flames went licking up from the fallen tent, 
and now the other two were collapsing, heavy oiled cloth settling down on the men beneath. A 
flight of fire arrows streaked through the air. The second tent took fire, and then the third. The 
screams grew so loud she could hear words through the music. 
AFFC, Cersei III: The queen could feel the heat of those green flames. The pyromancers said 
that only three things burned hotter than their substance: dragonflame, the fires beneath the 
earth, and the summer sun. Some of the ladies gasped when the first flames appeared in the 
windows, licking up the outer walls like long green tongues.  
AFFC, Jaime IV: The steps to the keep had been replaced, and the shutters on many of the 
windows. Blackened stones showed where the flames had licked, but time and rain would fade 
those. 
ADWD, Davos I: Lord Florent had been strong and silent as the queen's men bound him to the 
post, as dignified as any half-naked man could hope to be, but as the flames licked up his legs 
he had begun to scream, and his screams had blown them all the way to Eastwatch-by-the-Sea, 
if the red woman could be believed.  
ADWD, Jon III: Smoke and drifting ash still lingered in the air about the pit as Jon trotted back to 
the gate. There he dismounted, to walk his garron through the ice to the south side. Dolorous 
Edd went before him with a torch. Its flames licked the ceiling, so cold tears trickled down upon 
them with every step. 
ADWD, The Wayward Bride: Asha had believed her little brother dead. Better dead than this. The 
scrap of skin had fallen into her lap. She held it to the candle and watched the smoke curl up, 
until the last of it had been consumed and the flame was licking at her fingers. 
ADWD, Mel: When the flames had licked at Rattleshirt, the ruby at her throat had grown so hot 
that she had feared her own flesh might start to smoke and blacken. Thankfully Lord Snow had 
delivered her from that agony with his arrows. Whilst Stannis had seethed at the defiance, she 
had shuddered with relief. 
ADWD, Jon X: "Then come to me and be as one." As she beckoned, a wall of flames roared 
upward, licking at the snowflakes with hot orange tongues.  
ADWD, The Sacrifice: "He was dead," the weeping boy screamed, as the flames licked up his 
legs. "We found him dead … please … we was hungry …" The fires reached his balls. As the 
hair around his cock began to burn, his pleading dissolved into one long wordless shriek. 
ADWD, The Sacrifice: "Why not Ser Clayton? Perhaps R'hllor would like one of his own. A 
faithful man who will sing his praises as the flames lick at his cock." 
 

Fire lick 
ASOS, Arya VI: "Bloody bastard!" the Hound screamed as he felt the fire licking against the 
back of his thighs. He charged, swinging the heavy sword harder and harder, trying to smash the 
smaller man down with brute force, to break blade or shield or arm.  
ADWD, Jon III: Up on the platform, Stannis was scowling. Jon refused to meet his eyes. The 
bottom had fallen out of the wooden cage, and its bars were crumbling. Every time 
the fire licked upward, more branches tumbled free, cherry red and black.  
ADWD, Dany II: When Rhaegal roared, a gout of yellow flame turned darkness into day for half a 
heartbeat. The fire licked along the walls, and Dany felt the heat upon her face, like the blast 
from an oven. 


