
Appendix 3: Orange coloured fire and flame 
 

Moon meteors 

Torches/Braziers 
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. 
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. Another followed, and then 
another, and soon there were fires blazing everywhere. 
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. 
 
The smoke was making her eyes burn. She rubbed at them with the heels of her scarred hands. 
ACOK, Jon IV: Jon slipped sideways between two sharpened stakes while Ghost slid beneath 
them. A torch had been thrust down into a crevice, its flames flying pale orange banners when 
the gusts came. He snatched it up as he squeezed through the gap between the stones. Ghost 
went racing down the hill. Jon followed more slowly, the torch thrust out before him as he made 
his descent. 
ACOK, Dany IV: Dany chose the rightmost, and entered a long, dim, high-ceilinged hall. Along 
the right hand was a row of torches burning with a smoky orange light, but the only doors were 
to her left. Drogon unfolded wide black wings and beat the stale air. He flew twenty feet before 
thudding to an undignified crash. Dany strode after him. 
ACOK, Theon IV: A dozen ironmen hemmed them in, torches in one hand and weapons in the 
other. The wind was gusting, and the flickering orange light reflected dully off steel helms, thick 
beards, and unsmiling eyes. (Last Hero Math/Rock-born Mithras) 
ASOS, Sam I: Sobbing, he took another step. The crust was broken where he set his feet, 
otherwise he did not think he could have moved at all. Off to the left and right, half-seen through 
the silent trees, torches turned to vague orange haloes in the falling snow. When he turned his 
head he could see them, slipping silent through the wood, bobbing up and down and back and 
forth. The Old Bear's ring of fire, he reminded himself, and woe to him who leaves it.  
ASOS, Sam I: The wind sighed through the trees, driving a fine spray of snow into their faces. 
The cold was so bitter that Sam felt naked. He looked for the other torches, but they were gone, 
every one of them. There was only the one Grenn carried, the flames rising from it like 
pale orange silks. He could see through them, to the black beyond.  
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, Jon VIII: A line of fires burned along the top of the Wall, contained in iron baskets on 
poles taller than a man. The cold knife of the wind stirred and swirled the flames, so the 
lurid orange light was always shifting.  
ASOS, Tyrion XI: An ornate brazier stood to one side, fashioned in the shape of a dragon's head. 
The coals in the beast's yawning mouth had burnt down to embers, but they still glowed with a 
sullen orange light. Dim as it was, the light was welcome after the blackness of the tunnel. 
AFFC, Jaime I: Seldom had he felt so utterly a cripple. A man takes much for granted when he 

has two hands. Ladders, for an instance. Even crawling did not come easy; not for nought do 

they speak of hands and knees. Nor could he hold a torch and climb, as others could. 



And all for naught. They found only darkness, dust, and rats. And dragons, lurking down below. 
He remembered the sullen orange glow of the coals in the iron dragon's mouth. 
The brazier warmed a chamber at the bottom of a shaft where half a dozen tunnels met. On the 
floor he'd found a scuffed mosaic of the three-headed dragon of House Targaryen done in tiles of 
black and red. I know you, Kingslayer, the beast seemed to be saying. I have been here all the 
time, waiting for you to come to me. And it seemed to Jaime that he knew that voice, the iron 
tones that had once belonged to Rhaegar, Prince of Dragonstone. 

AFFC, The Reaver: Outside the sun went down. Darkness gathered beyond the walls, but inside 

the torches burned with a ruddy orange glow, and their smoke gathered under the rafters like a 
grey cloud. Drunken men began to dance the finger dance. At some point Left-Hand Lucas Codd 
decided he wanted one of Lord Hewett's daughters, so he took her on a table whilst her sisters 
screamed and sobbed. 

TWOW, Barristan I: Torches smoked and crackled, filling the darkness with shifting orange light. 

 

Fire that flies 
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, Jon IV: Jon slipped sideways between two sharpened stakes while Ghost slid beneath 
them. A torch had been thrust down into a crevice, its flames flying pale orange banners when 
the gusts came. 
ACOK, Dany IV: Then indigo turned to orange, and whispers turned to screams. Her heart was 
pounding, racing, the hands and mouths were gone, heat washed over her skin, and Dany 
blinked at a sudden glare. Perched above her, the dragon spread his wings and tore at the 
terrible dark heart, ripping the rotten flesh to ribbons, and when his head snapped 
forward, fire flew from his open jaws, bright and hot. 
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, Tyrion XIII: In the distance Tyrion heard another great crash. Above the walls, the 
darkening sky was awash with sheets of green and orange light. How long could the gate hold? 
 
This is madness, he thought, but sooner madness than defeat. 
ACOK, Tyrion XIV: Finally he rolled over the side and lay breathless and exhausted, flat on his 
back. Balls of green and orange flame crackled overhead, leaving streaks between the stars. He 
had a moment to think how pretty it was before Ser Mandon blocked out the view. The knight 
was a white steel shadow, his eyes shining darkly behind his helm. Tyrion had no more strength 
than a rag doll. Ser Mandon put the point of his sword to the hollow of his throat and curled both 
hands around the hilt. 
ACOK, Bran VII: Bran heard fingers fumbling at leather, followed by the sound of steel on flint. 
Then again. A spark flew, caught. Osha blew softly. A long pale flame awoke, stretching upward 
like a girl on her toes. Osha's face floated above it. She touched the flame with the head of a 
torch. Bran had to squint as the pitch began to burn, filling the world with orange glare. 
ASOS, Davos III: It was dark, yes. Flickering (like the falling pots of pitch, ACOK, Davos 
III) 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, Cat IV: "Swiftly," Ser Brynden said. He nocked an arrow, held it steady for the brand, 
drew and released before Catelyn was quite sure that the fire had caught . . . but as the shot 
rose, she saw the flames trailing through the air, a pale orange pennon. The boat had vanished 
in the mists. Falling, the flaming arrow was swallowed up as well . . . but only for a heartbeat. 
Then, sudden as hope, they saw the red bloom flower. The sails took fire, and the fog glowed 
pink and orange. For a moment Catelyn saw the outline of the boat clearly, wreathed in leaping 
flames. 



ASOS, Arya XI: 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. Dark shapes moved in front of the flames, the steel of their armor shining orange from 
afar. 
ASOS, Tyrion XI: Small wonder Varys did not want me to climb the bloody ladder, Tyrion 
thought, smiling in the dark. Little birds indeed. (Orange fire at the start and end of climbing the 
ladder) 
AFFC, Prologue:  Downriver, the distant beacon of the Hightower floated in the damp of night like 
a hazy orange moon, but the light did little to lift his spirits. 
ADWD, The Sacrifice: She was lost before she had gone ten yards. Asha could see the 
beacon fire burning atop the watchtower, a faint orange glow floating in the air. Elsewise the 
village was gone. 

(Rising) smoke/ash 
AGOT, Tyrion VIII: Ser Addam Marbrand had the command. Tyrion saw his banner unfurl as his 
standard-bearer shook it out; a burning tree, orange and smoke.  
AGOT, Dany X: And now the flames reached her Drogo, and now they were all around him. His 
clothing took fire, and for an instant the khal was clad in wisps of floating orange silk and tendrils 
of curling smoke, grey and greasy. 
ACOK, Arya IV: smoke 
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. 
 
The smoke was making her eyes burn. She rubbed at them with the heels of her scarred hands. 
ACOK, Dany IV: Dany chose the rightmost, and entered a long, dim, high-ceilinged hall. Along 
the right hand was a row of torches burning with a smoky orange light, but the only doors were 
to her left. Drogon unfolded wide black wings and beat the stale air. He flew twenty feet before 
thudding to an undignified crash. Dany strode after him. 
 
The mold-eaten carpet under her feet had once been gorgeously carpeted, and whorls of gold 
could still be seen in the fabric, glinting broken amidst the faded grey and mottled green.  
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.  
AFFC, The Reaver: Outside the sun went down. Darkness gathered beyond the walls, but inside 
the torches burned with a ruddy orange glow, and their smoke gathered under the rafters like a 
grey cloud. Drunken men began to dance the finger dance. At some point Left-Hand Lucas Codd 
decided he wanted one of Lord Hewett's daughters, so he took her on a table whilst her sisters 
screamed and sobbed. 
ADWD, The Queen’s Hand: The Dornish prince was three days dying. 

He took his last shuddering breath in the bleak black dawn, as cold rain hissed from a dark sky to 
turn the brick streets of the old city into rivers. The rain had drowned the worst of the fires, but 
wisps of smoke still rose from the smoldering ruin that had been the pyramid of Hazkar, and the 
great black pyramid of Yherizan where Rhaegal had made his lair hulked in the gloom like a fat 
woman bedecked with glowing orange jewels. 

 
 



Warriors of fire 

Fiery swords 
ASOS, Jon V: Jon drew Longclaw from its sheath. Rain washed the steel, and the firelight traced 
a sullen orange line along the edge. Such a small fire, to cost a man his life. He remembered 
what Qhorin Halfhand had said when they spied the fire in the Skirling Pass. Fire is life up here, 
he told them, but it can be death as well.  
ADWD, The Kingbreaker: Ser Barristan pulled his sword from the scabbard. Its sharp edge 
caught the light from the brazier, became a line of orange fire. 

Other associated weaponry 
ASOS Sam III: Small Paul was big and powerful, but Sam still outweighed him, and the wights 
were clumsy, he had seen that on the Fist. The sudden shift sent Paul staggering back a step, 
and the living man and the dead one went crashing down together. The impact knocked one 
hand from Sam's throat, and he was able to suck in a quick breath of air before the icy black 
fingers returned. The taste of blood filled his mouth. He twisted his neck around, looking for his 
knife, and saw a dull orange glow. The fire! Only ember and ashes remained, but still . . .  
ASOS, Jon VIII: A line of fires burned along the top of the Wall, contained in iron baskets on 
poles taller than a man. The cold knife of the wind stirred and swirled the flames, so the 
lurid orange light was always shifting. 
ADWD, Tyrion VII: "The red temple buys them as children and makes them priests or temple 
prostitutes or warriors. Look there." He pointed at the steps, where a line of men in ornate armor 
and orange cloaks stood before the temple's doors, clasping spears with points like 
writhing flames. "The Fiery Hand. The Lord of Light's sacred soldiers, defenders of the temple." 

 
 

Fiery armour 
ACOK, Arya IV: Stubbornly, Arya dragged all the harder, pulling the crying girl along. Hot Pie 
scuttled back inside, abandoning them . . . but Gendry came back, the fire shining so bright on 
his polished helm that the horns seemed to glow orange. 
ACOK, Theon IV: A dozen ironmen hemmed them in, torches in one hand and weapons in the 
other. The wind was gusting, and the flickering orange light reflected dully off steel helms, thick 
beards, and unsmiling eyes. 
ASOS, Arya XI: Dark shapes moved in front of the flames, the steel of their armor 
shining orange from afar. 
 

Fiery clothes 
AGOT. Dany X: And now the flames reached her Drogo, and now they were all around him. His 

clothing took fire, and for an instant the khal was clad in wisps of floating orange silk and tendrils 
of curling smoke, grey and greasy. Dany's lips parted and she found herself holding her breath. 
ACOK, Arya IV: The fire leapt from one house to another. Arya saw a tree consumed, the 
flames creeping across its branches until it stood against the night in robes of living orange. 

ASOS, Cat IV: Falling, the flaming arrow was swallowed up as well . . . but only for a heartbeat. 

Then, sudden as hope, they saw the red bloom flower. The sails took fire, and the fog glowed 
pink and orange. For a moment Catelyn saw the outline of the boat clearly, wreathed in leaping 
flames. 
ADWD, Tyrion VII: He pointed at the steps, where a line of men in ornate armor 
and orange cloaks stood before the temple's doors, clasping spears with points like 
writhing flames. "The Fiery Hand. The Lord of Light's sacred soldiers, defenders of the temple." 
ADWD, The Queen’s Hand: The Dornish prince was three days dying. 

He took his last shuddering breath in the bleak black dawn, as cold rain hissed from a dark sky to 
turn the brick streets of the old city into rivers. The rain had drowned the worst of the fires, but 
wisps of smoke still rose from the smoldering ruin that had been the pyramid of Hazkar, and the 
great black pyramid of Yherizan where Rhaegal had made his lair hulked in the gloom like a fat 
woman bedecked with glowing orange jewels. 

 



Fiery banners 
NB: Queen Selyse equates the Red Comet to a banner in the following quote, hence fiery banners 
can be classed as a meteor metaphor: 
"Look out your windows, my lord. There is the sign you have waited for, blazoned on the sky. Red, 
it is, the red of flame, red for the fiery heart of the true god. It is his banner—and yours! See how it 
unfurls across the heavens like a dragon's hot breath, and you the Lord of Dragonstone. It means 
your time has come, Your Grace.” (Prologue, ACOK) 
AGOT, Dany X:  Huge orange gouts of fire unfurled their banners in that hellish wind, the logs 

hissing and cracking, glowing cinders rising on the smoke to float away into the dark like so many 
newborn fireflies.  
ACOK, Jon IV: Jon slipped sideways between two sharpened stakes while Ghost slid beneath 
them. A torch had been thrust down into a crevice, its flames flying pale orange banners when 
the gusts came. He snatched it up as he squeezed through the gap between the stones. Ghost 
went racing down the hill. Jon followed more slowly, the torch thrust out before him as he made 
his descent. 
ASOS, Sam I: The wind sighed through the trees, driving a fine spray of snow into their faces. 
The cold was so bitter that Sam felt naked. He looked for the other torches, but they were gone, 
every one of them. There was only the one Grenn carried, the flames rising from it like 
pale orange silks. He could see through them, to the black beyond.  

 Banners made from silk – could also reference clothing 
ASOS, Cat IV: "Swiftly," Ser Brynden said. He nocked an arrow, held it steady for the brand, 
drew and released before Catelyn was quite sure that the fire had caught . . . but as the shot 
rose, she saw the flames trailing through the air, a pale orange pennon. The boat had vanished 
in the mists. 
 

Embers/Cinders/Coals 
AGOT, Dany VIII: When at last Daenerys found the strength to raise her head, she saw the crowd 

dispersing, the Dothraki stealing silently back to their tents and sleeping mats. Some were 
saddling horses and riding off. The sun had set. Fires burned throughout the khalasar, 
great orange blazes that crackled with fury and spit embers at the sky. She tried to rise, and 
agony seized her and squeezed her like a giant's fist. The breath went out of her; it was all she 
could do to gasp. The sound of Mirri Maz Duur's voice was like a funeral dirge. Inside the tent, 
the shadows whirled. 

AGOT, Dany X:  Huge orange gouts of fire unfurled their banners in that hellish wind, the logs 

hissing and cracking, glowing cinders rising on the smoke to float away into the dark like so many 
newborn fireflies.  
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. Another followed, and then 
another, and soon there were fires blazing everywhere. 

 Lantern bugs = fireflies: cinders = fireflies in Drogo’s pyre 
ACOK, Bran VII: Bran heard fingers fumbling at leather, followed by the sound of steel on flint. 
Then again. A spark flew, caught. Osha blew softly. A long pale flame awoke, stretching upward 
like a girl on her toes. Osha's face floated above it. She touched the flame with the head of a 
torch. Bran had to squint as the pitch began to burn, filling the world with orange glare. The light 
woke Rickon, who sat up yawning. 
ASOS Sam III: Small Paul was big and powerful, but Sam still outweighed him, and the wights 
were clumsy, he had seen that on the Fist. The sudden shift sent Paul staggering back a step, 
and the living man and the dead one went crashing down together. The impact knocked one 
hand from Sam's throat, and he was able to suck in a quick breath of air before the icy black 
fingers returned. The taste of blood filled his mouth. He twisted his neck around, looking for his 
knife, and saw a dull orange glow. The fire! Only ember and ashes remained, but still . . .  

ASOS, Tyrion XI: An ornate brazier stood to one side, fashioned in the shape of a dragon's head. 
The coals in the beast's yawning mouth had burnt down to embers, but they still glowed with a 
sullen orange light. Dim as it was, the light was welcome after the blackness of the tunnel. 



ASOS, Tyrion XI: He came to the third door and fumbled about for a long time before his fingers 
brushed a small iron hook set between two stones. When he pulled down on it, there was a soft 
rumble that sounded loud as an avalanche in the stillness, and a square of 
dull orange light opened a foot to his left. 
 
The hearth! He almost laughed. The fireplace was full of hot ash, and a black log with a hot 
orange heart burning within. He edged past gingerly, taking quick steps so as not to burn his 
boots, the warm cinders crunching softly under his heels. 

AFFC, Jaime I: And all for naught. They found only darkness, dust, and rats. And dragons, lurking 

down below. He remembered the sullen orange glow of the coals in the iron dragon's mouth. 
 

Climbing/Ascendence/Challenging the gods 
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 (TWOW, Barristan I) 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, Dany VIII: Fires burned throughout the khalasar, great orange blazes that crackled with 
fury and spit embers at the sky. 

 Stannis' banner has blazing heart – equate the blazing heart to this fire and challenging 
the gods 

ACOK, Arya IV: She saw a roof go up, flames licking at the belly of the night with 
hot orange tongues as the thatch caught. 
ACOK, Dany III:  The firemage had conjured a ladder in the air, a crackling orange ladder of 
swirling flame that rose unsupported from the floor of the bazaar, reaching toward the high 
latticed roof. 
ASOS, Sam I: The wind sighed through the trees, driving a fine spray of snow into their faces. 
The cold was so bitter that Sam felt naked. He looked for the other torches, but they were gone, 
every one of them. There was only the one Grenn carried, the flames rising from it like 
pale orange silks. He could see through them, to the black beyond.  
ASOS, Cat IV: "Swiftly," Ser Brynden said. He nocked an arrow, held it steady for the brand, 
drew and released before Catelyn was quite sure that the fire had caught . . . but as the shot 
rose, she saw the flames trailing through the air, a pale orange pennon. The boat had vanished 
in the mists. Falling, the flaming arrow was swallowed up as well . . . but only for a heartbeat. 
Then, sudden as hope, they saw the red bloom flower. The sails took fire, and the fog glowed 
pink and orange. For a moment Catelyn saw the outline of the boat clearly, wreathed in leaping 
flames. 
ASOS, Arya XI: 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. Dark shapes moved in front of the flames, the steel of their armor shining orange from 
afar. 
ASOS, Jon VIII: A line of fires burned along the top of the Wall (celestial realm), contained in iron 
baskets on poles taller than a man. The cold knife of the wind stirred and swirled the flames, so 
the lurid orange light was always shifting. 
ASOS, Tyrion XI: An ornate brazier stood to one side, fashioned in the shape of a dragon's head. 

The coals in the beast's yawning mouth had burnt down to embers, but they still glowed with a 

sullen orange light. Dim as it was, the light was welcome after the blackness of the tunnel. 

...  

Small wonder Varys did not want me to climb the bloody ladder (blood and fire therefore bloody 

ladder = fiery ladder), Tyrion thought, smiling in the dark. Little birds indeed. 



He came to the third door and fumbled about for a long time before his fingers brushed a small 
iron hook set between two stones. When he pulled down on it, there was a soft rumble that 
sounded loud as an avalanche in the stillness, and a square of dull orange light opened a foot to 
his left. 
 

The hearth! He almost laughed. The fireplace was full of hot ash, and a black log with a hot orange 
heart burning within. He edged past gingerly, taking quick steps so as not to burn his boots, the 
warm cinders crunching softly under his heels. 
AFFC, Prologue:  Downriver, the distant beacon of the Hightower floated in the damp of night like 
a hazy orange moon, but the light did little to lift his spirits. 

 Moon is goddess woman wife of sun 

 In celestial realm 

AFFC, The Reaver: Outside the sun went down. Darkness gathered beyond the walls, but inside 
the torches burned with a ruddy orange glow, and their smoke gathered under the rafters like a 
grey cloud. Drunken men began to dance the finger dance. 
ADWD, The King’s Prize: Her irons clanked as she climbed to her feet and took a breath of the 
icy morning air. The snow was still falling, even more heavily than when she'd crawled inside the 
tent. The lakes had vanished, and the woods as well. She could see the shapes of other tents 
and lean-tos and the fuzzy orange glow of the beacon fire burning atop the watchtower, but not 
the tower itself. The storm had swallowed the rest. 
ADWD, Jon X: Melisandre's eyes shone as bright as the ruby at her throat. "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. Alys Karstark took her Magnar by the hand. 
ADWD, The Sacrifice: She was lost before she had gone ten yards. Asha could see the 
beacon fire burning atop the watchtower, a faint orange glow floating in the air. Elsewise the 
village was gone. She was alone in a white world of snow and silence, plowing through 
snowdrifts as high as her thighs.  
ADWD, The Sacrifice: "Run, you stupid cunt," Ser Clayton shouted. "Run warn the king. Lord 
Bolton is upon us." A brute he might have been, but Suggs did not want for courage. Sword in 
hand, he strode through the snow, putting himself between the riders and the king's tower, its 
beacon glimmering behind him like the orange eye of some strange god. 
 

Falling/Descending/the fire of the gods come to man 
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.  
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, Cat IV: "Swiftly," Ser Brynden said. He nocked an arrow, held it steady for the brand, 
drew and released before Catelyn was quite sure that the fire had caught . . . but as the shot 
rose, she saw the flames trailing through the air, a pale orange pennon. The boat had vanished 
in the mists. Falling, the flaming arrow was swallowed up as well . . . but only for a heartbeat. 
Then, sudden as hope, they saw the red bloom flower. The sails took fire, and the fog glowed 
pink and orange. For a moment Catelyn saw the outline of the boat clearly, wreathed in leaping 
flames. 
ASOS, Dany IV: Full dark had fallen by the time the Yunkai'i departed from her camp. It promised 
to be a gloomy night; moonless, starless, with a chill wet wind blowing from the west. A fine black 
night, thought Dany. The fires burned all around her, small orange stars strewn across hill and 
field. 

Casting shadows 
AGOT, Dany VIII: Fires burned throughout the khalasar, great orange blazes that crackled with 

fury and spit embers at the sky. She tried to rise, and agony seized her and squeezed her like a 



giant's fist. The breath went out of her; it was all she could do to gasp. The sound of Mirri Maz 
Duur's voice was like a funeral dirge. Inside the tent, the shadows whirled. 
AGOT, Tyrion IX: "And your outriders?" Ser Gregor Clegane's face might have been hewn from 
rock. The fire in the hearth gave a somber orange cast to his skin and put deep shadows in the 
hollows of his eyes. "They saw nothing? They gave you no warning?" 

Ser Gregor = Mountain = Moon; turns orange before trying to blind people 
ACOK, Arya IV: shadows quote  
ACOK, Tyrion XIV: Finally he rolled over the side and lay breathless and exhausted, flat on his 
back. Balls of green and orange flame crackled overhead, leaving streaks between the stars. He 
had a moment to think how pretty it was before Ser Mandon blocked out the view. The knight 
was a white steel shadow, his eyes shining darkly behind his helm. Tyrion had no more strength 
than a rag doll. Ser Mandon put the point of his sword to the hollow of his throat and curled both 
hands around the hilt. 

 Descriptions of Tyrion/Pod in the battle/gargoyles’ shadows? 
ASOS, Sam I: The wind sighed through the trees, driving a fine spray of snow into their faces. 
The cold was so bitter that Sam felt naked. He looked for the other torches, but they were gone, 
every one of them. There was only the one Grenn carried, the flames rising from it like 
pale orange silks. He could see through them, to the black beyond.  

 NW as black shadows 
ASOS, Arya IV: The shifting flames painted Sandor Clegane's burned face 
with orange shadows, so he looked even more terrible than he did in daylight. When he pulled at 
the rope that bound his wrists, flakes of dry blood fell off. 
ASOS Sam III: Small Paul was big and powerful, but Sam still outweighed him, and the wights 
were clumsy, he had seen that on the Fist. The sudden shift sent Paul staggering back a step, 
and the living man and the dead one went crashing down together. The impact knocked one 
hand from Sam's throat, and he was able to suck in a quick breath of air before the icy black 
fingers returned. The taste of blood filled his mouth. He twisted his neck around, looking for his 
knife, and saw a dull orange glow. The fire! Only ember and ashes remained, but still . . .  

 White shadow vs black shadow 
ASOS, Arya XI: 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. Dark shapes moved in front of the flames, the steel of their armor shining orange from 
afar. 
ASOS, Davos VI: The nightfire burned against the gathering dark, a great bright beast whose 
shifting orange light threw shadows twenty feet tall across the yard. All along the walls of 
Dragonstone the army of gargoyles and grotesques seemed to stir and shift. 
ADWD, Jon III: The Wall loomed on his right as he crossed the yard. Its high ice glimmered 
palely, but down below all was shadow. At the gate a dim orange glow shone through the bars 
where the guards had taken refuge from the wind. 
 

Imbuing things with life 

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. 
 
The smoke was making her eyes burn. She rubbed at them with the heels of her scarred hands. 
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, Bran VII: Bran heard fingers fumbling at leather, followed by the sound of steel on flint. 
Then again. A spark flew, caught. Osha blew softly. A long pale flame awoke, stretching upward 
like a girl on her toes. Osha's face floated above it. She touched the flame with the head of a 
torch. Bran had to squint as the pitch began to burn, filling the world with orange glare. The light 
woke Rickon, who sat up yawning. 

 Seems as though the dead are rising as well 
ASOS, Davos VI: The nightfire burned against the gathering dark, a great bright beast whose 
shifting orange light threw shadows twenty feet tall across the yard. All along the walls of 
Dragonstone the army of gargoyles and grotesques seemed to stir and shift. 

 

Darkness 
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, Tyrion IX: "And your outriders?" Ser Gregor Clegane's face might have been hewn from 
rock. The fire in the hearth gave a somber orange cast to his skin and put deep shadows in the 
hollows of his eyes. "They saw nothing? They gave you no warning?" 
ACOK, Dany IV: Dany chose the rightmost, and entered a long, dim, high-ceilinged hall. Along 
the right hand was a row of torches burning with a smoky orange light, but the only doors were 
to her left. Drogon unfolded wide black wings and beat the stale air. He flew twenty feet before 
thudding to an undignified crash. Dany strode after him. 
ACOK, Bran VII: Bran heard fingers fumbling at leather, followed by the sound of steel on flint. 
Then again. A spark flew, caught. Osha blew softly. A long pale flame awoke, stretching upward 
like a girl on her toes. Osha's face floated above it. She touched the flame with the head of a 
torch. Bran had to squint as the pitch began to burn, filling the world with orange glare. The light 
woke Rickon, who sat up yawning. 
ASOS, Bran II: Only once did they encounter any of the mountain people, when a sudden burst 
of freezing rain sent them looking for shelter. Summer found it for them, sniffing out a shallow 
cave behind the grey-green branches of a towering sentinel tree, but when Hodor ducked 
beneath the stony overhang, Bran saw the orange glow of fire farther back and realized they 
were not alone.  
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 XI: An ornate brazier stood to one side, fashioned in the shape of a dragon's head. 
The coals in the beast's yawning mouth had burnt down to embers, but they still glowed with a 
sullen orange light. Dim as it was, the light was welcome after the blackness of the tunnel. 
ADWD, The King’s Prize: Her irons clanked as she climbed to her feet and took a breath of the 
icy morning air. The snow was still falling, even more heavily than when she'd crawled inside the 
tent. The lakes had vanished, and the woods as well. She could see the shapes of other tents 
and lean-tos and the fuzzy orange glow of the beacon fire burning atop the watchtower, but not 
the tower itself. The storm had swallowed the rest. 

Night-time 
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 (TWOW, Barristan I) 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, Dany VIII: When at last Daenerys found the strength to raise her head, she saw the crowd 

dispersing, the Dothraki stealing silently back to their tents and sleeping mats. Some were 
saddling horses and riding off. The sun had set. Fires burned throughout the khalasar, 
great orange blazes that crackled with fury and spit embers at the sky. She tried to rise, and 
agony seized her and squeezed her like a giant's fist. The breath went out of her; it was all she 



could do to gasp. The sound of Mirri Maz Duur's voice was like a funeral dirge. Inside the tent, 
the shadows whirled. 

AGOT, Dany X 
ACOK, Arya IV 
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. 
 
The smoke was making her eyes burn. She rubbed at them with the heels of her scarred hands. 
ACOK, Jon IV: Jon slipped sideways between two sharpened stakes while Ghost slid beneath 
them. A torch had been thrust down into a crevice, its flames flying pale orange banners when 
the gusts came. He snatched it up as he squeezed through the gap between the stones. Ghost 
went racing down the hill. Jon followed more slowly, the torch thrust out before him as he made 
his descent. 
ACOK, Arya IX: As she passed the armory, Arya heard the ring of a hammer. A 
deep orange glow shone through the high windows. She climbed to the roof and peeked down. 
Gendry was beating out a breastplate. When he worked, nothing existed for him but metal, 
bellows, fire. The hammer was like part of his arm. She watched the play of muscles in his chest 
and listened to the steel music he made. 
ACOK, Theon IV: A dozen ironmen hemmed them in, torches in one hand and weapons in the 
other. The wind was gusting, and the flickering orange light reflected dully off steel helms, thick 
beards, and unsmiling eyes. (Last Hero Math/Mithraism) 

Battle of the Blackwater 
ACOK, Jon VI: The wall was broken two-thirds of the way up by a crooked fissure of icy stone. 
Stonesnake reached down a hand to help him up. He had donned his gloves again, so Jon did 
the same. The ranger moved his head to the left, and the two of them crawled along the shelf 
three hundred yards or more, until they could see the dull orange glow beyond the lip of the cliff. 
ASOS, Sam I: Sobbing, he took another step. The crust was broken where he set his feet, 
otherwise he did not think he could have moved at all. Off to the left and right, half-seen through 
the silent trees, torches turned to vague orange haloes in the falling snow. When he turned his 
head he could see them, slipping silent through the wood, bobbing up and down and back and 
forth. The Old Bear's ring of fire, he reminded himself, and woe to him who leaves it.  
ASOS, Sam I: The wind sighed through the trees, driving a fine spray of snow into their faces. 
The cold was so bitter that Sam felt naked. He looked for the other torches, but they were gone, 
every one of them. There was only the one Grenn carried, the flames rising from it like 
pale orange silks. He could see through them, to the black beyond.  
ASOS, Arya IV: The shifting flames painted Sandor Clegane's burned face 
with orange shadows, so he looked even more terrible than he did in daylight. When he pulled at 
the rope that bound his wrists, flakes of dry blood fell off. 
ASOS, Jon V:  Toward sunset, however, clouds began to threaten in the west. They soon 
engulfed the orange sun, and Lenn foretold a bad storm coming. His mother was a woods witch, 
so all the raiders agreed he had a gift for foretelling the weather.  
ASOS, Jon V: Jon drew Longclaw from its sheath. Rain washed the steel, and the firelight traced 
a sullen orange line along the edge. Such a small fire, to cost a man his life. He remembered 
what Qhorin Halfhand had said when they spied the fire in the Skirling Pass. Fire is life up here, 
he told them, but it can be death as well.  
ASOS, Dany IV: Full dark had fallen by the time the Yunkai'i departed from her camp. It promised 
to be a gloomy night; moonless, starless, with a chill wet wind blowing from the west. A fine black 
night, thought Dany. The fires burned all around her, small orange stars strewn across hill and 
field. 
ASOS, Davos IV: At the very top of Stone Drum, within the great round room called the Chamber 
of the Painted Table, they found Stannis Baratheon standing behind the artifact that gave the hall 
its name, a massive slab of wood carved and painted in the shape of Westeros as it had been in 



the time of Aegon the Conqueror. An iron brazier stood beside the king, its coals glowing a 
ruddy orange. Four tall pointed windows looked out to north, south, east, and west. Beyond was 
the night and the starry sky. Davos could hear the wind moving, and fainter, the sounds of the 
sea. 
ASOS Sam III: Small Paul was big and powerful, but Sam still outweighed him, and the wights 
were clumsy, he had seen that on the Fist. The sudden shift sent Paul staggering back a step, 
and the living man and the dead one went crashing down together. The impact knocked one 
hand from Sam's throat, and he was able to suck in a quick breath of air before the icy black 
fingers returned. The taste of blood filled his mouth. He twisted his neck around, looking for his 
knife, and saw a dull orange glow. The fire! Only ember and ashes remained, but still . . .  
ASOS, Arya XI: 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. Dark shapes moved in front of the flames, the steel of their armor shining orange from 
afar. 
ASOS, Davos VI: The nightfire burned against the gathering dark, a great bright beast whose 
shifting orange light threw shadows twenty feet tall across the yard. All along the walls of 
Dragonstone the army of gargoyles and grotesques seemed to stir and shift. 
ASOS, Jon VIII: A line of fires burned along the top of the Wall, contained in iron baskets on 
poles taller than a man. The cold knife of the wind stirred and swirled the flames, so the 
lurid orange light was always shifting.  
AFFC, Prologue:  Downriver, the distant beacon of the Hightower floated in the damp of night like 
a hazy orange moon, but the light did little to lift his spirits. 
AFFC, The Reaver: Outside the sun went down. Darkness gathered beyond the walls, but inside 
the torches burned with a ruddy orange glow, and their smoke gathered under the rafters like a 
grey cloud. Drunken men began to dance the finger dance. At some point Left-Hand Lucas Codd 
decided he wanted one of Lord Hewett's daughters, so he took her on a table whilst her sisters 
screamed and sobbed. 
ADWD, Jon III: The Wall loomed on his right as he crossed the yard. Its high ice glimmered 
palely, but down below all was shadow. At the gate a dim orange glow shone through the bars 
where the guards had taken refuge from the wind. 
ADWD, The King’s Prize: Her irons clanked as she climbed to her feet and took a breath of the 
icy morning air. The snow was still falling, even more heavily than when she'd crawled inside the 
tent. The lakes had vanished, and the woods as well. She could see the shapes of other tents 
and lean-tos and the fuzzy orange glow of the beacon fire burning atop the watchtower, but not 
the tower itself. The storm had swallowed the rest. 
ADWD, The King’s Prize: "The gods did not make you a man. How can I?" Stannis turned back 
to the nightfire and whatever he saw dancing there amongst the orange flames. 
ADWD, The Sacrifice: "Run, you stupid cunt," Ser Clayton shouted. "Run warn the king. Lord 
Bolton is upon us." A brute he might have been, but Suggs did not want for courage. Sword in 
hand, he strode through the snow, putting himself between the riders and the king's tower, its 
beacon glimmering behind him like the orange eye of some strange god. 

 

Miscellaneous 

 
AGOT, Tyrion VIII: Ser Addam Marbrand had the command. Tyrion saw his banner unfurl as his 
standard-bearer shook it out; a burning tree, orange and smoke.  

 Weirwood therefore associate with meteors 
 
ACOK, Cat III: The device on his sun-yellow banner showed a red heart surrounded by a blaze 
of orange fire. The crowned stag was there, yes . . . shrunken and enclosed within the heart.  

 Whilst, technically, only orange fire is displayed, I believe this banner is a metaphor for all 
3 types of fire, and thus I will discuss it in more detail when we discuss colour 
combinations 

 



ASOS, Davos VI: "We thank you for the sun that warms us," Queen Selyse and the other 
worshipers replied. "We thank you for the stars that watch us. We thank you for our hearths and 
for our torches, that keep the savage dark at bay." There were fewer voices saying the 
responses than there had been the night before, it seemed to Davos; fewer faces flushed 
with orange light about the fire. But would there be fewer still on the morrow . . . or more? 

 Still a nightfire, same one as other ASOS, Davos IV quote 

 Kept here to a) avoid needless replication and b) to see if there is any correlation with 
“flushed faces” to anything? 

 

Kissed by fire greybeards 
AGOT, Jon VIII: Mormont frowned. "A dead man tried to kill me. How well could I be?" He 

scratched under his chin. His shaggy grey beard had been singed in the fire, and he'd hacked it 

off. The pale stubble of his new whiskers made him look old, disreputable, and grumpy.  

ASOS, Arya III: Greenbeard laughed, and cuffed the archer's ear. "Do I look a priest to you, 

Archer? When Pello of Tyrosh peers into the fire, the cinders singe his beard." 

ASOS, Dany III: A lance of swirling dark flame took Kraznys full in the face. His eyes melted and 

ran down his cheeks, and the oil in his hair and beard burst so fiercely into fire that for an instant 

the slaver wore a burning crown twice as tall as his head. 

ASOS, Sam II: "Be glad I didn't grudge you fire too." Craster was a thick man made thicker by the 

ragged smelly sheepskins he wore day and night. He had a broad flat nose, a mouth that 

drooped to one side, and a missing ear. And though his matted hair and tangled beard might be 

grey going white, his hard knuckly hands still looked strong enough to hurt. 

ASOS, Cat IV: 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. It vanished in 

the river a dozen yards beyond the boat, its firewinking out in an instant. A flush was creeping up 

Edmure's neck, red as his beard.  

ADWD, The Griffin Reborn: Griff had let his beard grow out during the voyage, for the first time in 

many years, and to his surprise it had come in mostly red, though here and there ash showed 

amidst the fire. 

Wreathed fire/flame  
AGOT, Cat X: Yet when she looked across the valley to the far ridge, she saw the Greatjon's riders 

emerge from the darkness beneath the trees. They were in a long line, an endless line, and as 

they burst from the wood there was an instant, the smallest part of a heartbeat, when all Catelyn 

saw was the moonlight on the points of their lances, as if a thousand willowisps were coming 

down the ridge, wreathed in silver flame. 

AGOT, Dany VIII: Inside the tent the shapes were dancing, circling the brazier and the bloody 

bath, dark against the sandsilk, and some did not look human. She glimpsed the shadow of a 

great wolf, and another like a man wreathedin flames. 

ACOK, Davos I: The burning gods cast a pretty light, wreathed in their robes of shifting flame, 

red and orange and yellow. 

ACOK, Davos III: Men wreathed in green flame leapt into the water, shrieking like nothing human. 

ASOS, Cat IV: Then, sudden as hope, they saw the red bloom flower. The sails took fire, and the 

fog glowed pink and orange. For a moment Catelyn saw the outline of the boat 

clearly, wreathed in leaping flames. 

ASOS, Jon X: The sound was shocking, ear-piercing, thick with agony. Varamyr fell, writhing, 

and the 'cat was screaming too . . . and high, high in the eastern sky, against the wall of cloud, 



Jon saw the eagle burning. For a heartbeat it flamed brighter than a star, wreathed in red and 

gold and orange, its wings beating wildly at the air as if it could fly from the pain. Higher it flew, 

and higher, and higher still. 

ADWD, Jon III: One arrow took Mance Rayder in the chest, one in the gut, one in the throat. The 

fourth struck one of the cage's wooden bars, and quivered for an instant before catching fire. A 

woman's sobs echoed off the Wall as the wildling king slid bonelessly to the floor of his 

cage, wreathed in fire. 

ADWD, Bran II: Summer was snarling and snapping as he danced around the closest, a great 

ruin of a man wreathed in swirling flame. 

ADWD, Dany X: She remembered the dragon twisting beneath her, shuddering at the impacts, as 

she tried desperately to cling to his scaled back. The wounds were smoking. Dany saw one of 

the bolts burst into sudden flame. Another fell away, shaken loose by the beating of his wings. 

Below, she saw men whirling, wreathed in flame, hands up in the air as if caught in the throes of 

some mad dance. A woman in a green tokar reached for a weeping child, pulling him down into 

her arms to shield him from the flames. Dany saw the color vividly, but not the woman's face.  

 


