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Excerpt 1: BRAN

The morning had dawned clear and cold, with a crispness that hinted at the end of
summer. They set forth at daybreak to see a man beheaded, twenty in all, and Bran rode
among them, nervous with excitement. This was the first time he had been deemed old
enough to go with his lord father and his brothers to see the king’s justice done. It was the
ninth year of summer, and the seventh of Bran’s life.

The man had been taken outside a small holdfast in the hills. Robb thought he was a
wildling, his sword sworn to Mance Rayder, the King beyond-the-Wall. It made Bran’s skin
prickle to think of it. He remembered the hearth tales Old Nan told them. The wildlings
were cruel men, she said, slavers and slayers and thieves. They consorted with giants
and ghouls, stole girl children in the dead of night, and drank blood from polished horns.
And their women lay with the Others in the Long Night to sire terrible half-human children.

But the man they found bound hand and foot to the holdfast wall awaiting the king’'s
justice was old and scrawny, not much taller than Robb. He had lost both ears and a finger
to frostbite, and he dressed all in black, the same as a brother of the Night's Watch, except
that his furs were ragged and greasy.

The breath of man and horse mingled, steaming, in the cold morning air as his lord
father had the man cut down from the wall and dragged before them. Robb and Jon sat
tall and still on their horses, with Bran between them on his pony, trying to seem older
than seven, trying to pretend that he’d seen all this before. A faint wind blew through the
holdfast gate. Over their heads flapped the banner of the Starks of Winterfell: a grey
direwolf racing across an ice-white field.
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Excerpt 2 : BRAN

“Lord Stark,” Jon said. It was strange to hear him call Father that, so formal. Bran looked
at him with desperate hope. “There are five pups,” he told Father. “Three male, two female.”

“What of it, Jon?”

“You have five trueborn children,” Jon said. “Three sons, two daughters. The direwolf
is the sigil of your House. Your children were meant to have these pups, my lord.”

Bran saw his father’s face change, saw the other men exchange glances. He loved Jon
with all his heart at that moment. Even at seven, Bran understood what his brother had
done. The count had come right only because Jon had omitted himself. He had included
the girls, included even Rickon, the baby, but not the bastard who bore the surname Snow,
the name that custom decreed be given to all those in the north unlucky enough to be
born with no name of their own.

Their father understood as well. “You want no pup for yourself, Jon?” he asked softly.

“The direwolf graces the banners of House Stark,” Jon pointed out. “I am no Stark,
Father.”

Their lord father regarded Jon thoughtfully. Robb rushed into the silence he left. “I will
nurse him myself, Father,” he promised. “I will soak a towel with warm milk, and give him
suck from that.”

“Me too!” Bran echoed.

The lord weighed his sons long and carefully with his eyes. “Easy to say, and harder to
do. I will not have you wasting the servants’ time with this. If you want these pups, you will
feed them yourselves. Is that understood?”

Bran nodded eagerly. The pup squirmed in his grasp, licked at his face with a warm
tongue.

“You must train them as well,” their father said. “You must train them. The kennelmaster
will have nothing to do with these monsters, | promise you that. And the gods help you if
you neglect them, or brutalize them, or train them badly. These are not dogs to beg for
treats and slink off at a kick. A direwolf will rip a man’s arm off his shoulder as easily as a
dog will kill a rat. Are you sure you want this?”
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Excerpt 3: BRAN

Finally he got tired of the stick game and decided to go climbing. He hadn’t been up to
the broken tower for weeks with everything that had happened, and this might be his last
chance.

He raced across the godswood, taking the long way around to avoid the pool where the
heart tree grew. The heart tree had always frightened him; trees ought not have eyes,
Bran thought, or leaves that looked like hands. His wolf came sprinting at his heels. “You
stay here,” he told him at the base of the sentinel tree near the armory wall. “Lie down.
That'’s right. Now stay-"

The wolf did as he was told. Bran scratched him behind the ears, then turned away,
jumped, grabbed a low branch, and pulled himself up. He was halfway up the tree, moving
easily from limb to limb, when the wolf got to his feet and began to howl.

Bran looked back down. His wolf fell silent, staring up at him through slitted yellow eyes.
A strange chill went through him. He began to climb again. Once more the wolf howled.
“Quiet,” he yelled. “Sit down. Stay. You're worse than Mother.” The howling chased him
all the way up the tree, until finally he jumped off onto the armory roof and out of sight.

The rooftops of Winterfell were Bran’s second home. His mother often said that Bran
could climb before he could walk. Bran could not remember when he first learned to walk,
but he could not remember when he started to climb either, so he supposed it must be
true.

To a boy, Winterfell was a grey stone labyrinth of walls and towers and courtyards and
tunnels spreading out in all directions. In the older parts of the castle, the halls slanted up
and down so that you couldn’t even be sure what floor you were on. The place had grown
over the centuries like some monstrous stone tree, Maester Luwin told him once, and its
branches were gnarled and thick and twisted, its roots sunk deep into the earth.

When he got out from under it and scrambled up near the sky, Bran could see all of
Winterfell in a glance. He liked the way it looked, spread out beneath him, only birds
wheeling over his
head while all the life of the castle went on below. Bran could perch for hours among the
shapeless, rain-worn gargoyles that brooded over the First Keep, watching it all: the men
drilling with wood and steel in the yard, the cooks tending their vegetables in the glass
garden, restless dogs running back and forth in the kennels, the silence of the godswood,
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the girls gossiping beside the washing well. It made him feel like he was lord of the castle,
in a way even Robb would never know.

Excerpt 4 : BRAN

Everything happened at once then. * The woman pushed the man away wildly, shouting
and pointing. Bran tried to pull himself up, bending double as he reached for the gargoyle.
He was in too much of a hurry. His hand scraped uselessly across smooth stone, and in
his panic his legs slipped, and suddenly he was failing. There was an instant of vertigo, a
sickening lurch as the window flashed past. He shot out a hand, grabbed for the ledge,
lost it, caught it again with his
other hand. He swung against the building, hard. The impact took the breath out of him.
Bran dangled, one-handed, panting. Faces appeared in the window above him. The
gueen. And now Bran recognized the man beside her. They looked as much alike as
reflections in a mirror.

“He saw us,” the woman said shrilly.

“So he did,” the man said.

Bran'’s fingers started to slip. He grabbed the ledge with his other hand. Fingernails dug
into unyielding stone. The man reached down. “Take my hand,” he said. “Before you fall.”

Bran seized his arm and held on tight with all his strength. The man yanked him up
to the ledge. “What are you doing?” the woman demanded.

The man ignored her. He was very strong. He stood Bran up on the sill. “How old are
you, boy?”

“Seven,” Bran said, shaking with relief. His fingers had dug deep gouges in the man’s
forearm. He let go sheepishly.

The man looked over at the woman. “The things | do for love,” he said with loathing. He
gave Bran a shove.

Screaming, Bran went backward out the window into empty air. There was nothing to
grab on to. The courtyard rushed up to meet him.
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Somewhere off in the distance, a wolf was howling. Crows circled the broken tower,
waiting for corn.

Excerpt 5: BRAN

Bran looked at the crow on his shoulder, and the crow looked back. It had three eyes,
and the third eye was full of a terrible knowledge. Bran looked down. There was nothing
below him now but snow and cold and death, a frozen wasteland where jagged blue-white
spires of ice waited to embrace him. They flew up at him like spears. He saw the bones
of a thousand other dreamers impaled upon their points. He was desperately afraid.

“Can a man still be brave if he’s afraid?” he heard his own voice saying, small and far
away.

And his father’s voice replied to him. “That is the only time a man can be brave.”

Now, Bran, the crow urged. Choose. Fly or die.

Death reached for him, screaming.

Bran spread his arms and flew.

Wings unseen drank the wind and filled and pulled him upward. The terrible needles of
ice receded below him. The sky opened up above. Bran soared. It was better than climbing.
It was better than anything. The world grew small beneath him.

“I'm flying!” he cried out in delight.

I've noticed, said the three-eyed crow. It took to the air, flapping its wings in his face,
slowing him, blinding him. He faltered in the air as its pinions beat against his cheeks. Its
beak stabbed at him fiercely, and Bran felt a sudden blinding pain in the middle of his
forehead, between his eyes.

“What are you doing?” he shrieked.

The crow opened its beak and cawed at him, a shrill scream of fear, and the grey mists
shuddered and swirled around him and ripped away like a veil, and he saw that the crow
was really a woman, a serving woman with long black hair, and he knew her from
somewhere, from Winterfell, yes, that was it, he remembered her now, and then he
realized that he was in Winterfell, in a bed- high in some chilly tower room, and the black-
haired woman dropped a basin of water to shatter on the floor and ran down the steps,
shouting, “He’s awake, he’s awake, he’s awake.”

Bran touched his forehead, between his eyes. The place where the crow had pecked
him was still burning, but there was nothing there, no blood, no wound. He felt weak and
dizzy. He tried to get out of bed, but nothing happened.

And then there was movement beside the bed, and something landed lightly on his legs.
He felt nothing. A pair of yellow eyes looked into his own, shining like the sun. The window
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was open and it was cold in the room, but the warmth that came off the wolf enfolded him
like a hot bath. His pup, Bran realized... or was it? He was so big now. He reached out to
pet him, his hand trembling like a leaf.

When his brother Robb burst into the room, breathless from his dash up the tower steps,
the direwolf was licking Bran's face. Bran looked up calmly. “His name is Summer,” he
said.

Excerpt 6 : BRAN

Robb stood and pointed at the little man with his sword. “I am the lord here while my
mother and father are away, Lannister. | am not your boy.”

“If you are a lord, you might learn a lord’s courtesy,” the little man replied, ignoring the
sword point in his face. “Your bastard brother has all your father’s graces, it would seem.”

“Jon,” Bran gasped out from Hodor’s arms.

The dwarf turned to look at him. “So it is true, the boy lives. | could scarce believe it.
You Starks are hard to kill.”

“You Lannisters had best remember that,” Robb said, lowering his sword. “Hodor, bring
my brother here.”

“Hodor,” Hodor said, and he trotted forward smiling and set Bran in the high seat of the
Starks, where the Lords of Winterfell had sat since the days when they called themselves
the Kings in the North. The seat was cold stone, polished smooth by countless bottoms;
the carved heads of direwolves snarled on the ends of its massive arms. Bran clasped
them as he sat, his useless legs dangling. The great seat made him feel half a baby.

Robb put a hand on his shoulder. “You said you had business with Bran. Well, here he
is, Lannister.”

Bran was uncomfortably aware of Tyrion Lannister’s eyes. One was black and one was
green, and both were looking at him, studying him, weighing him. “I am told you were quite
the climber, Bran,” the little man said at last. “Tell me, how is it you happened to fall that
day?”

“I never,” Bran insisted. He never fell, never never never.

“The child does not remember anything of the fall, or the climb that came before it,” said
Maester Luwin gently.

“Curious,” said Tyrion Lannister.

“My brother is not here to answer questions, Lannister,” Robb said curtly. “Do your
business and be on your way.”

“I have a gift for you,” the dwarf said to Bran. “Do you like to ride, boy?”
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Maester Luwin came forward. “My lord, the child has lost the use of his legs. He cannot
sit a horse.”

“Nonsense,” said Lannister. “With the right horse and the right saddle, even a cripple
can ride.”

The word was a knife through Bran’s heart. He felt tears come unbidden to his eyes.
“I'm not a cripple!”

“Then | am not a dwarf,” the dwarf said with a twist of his mouth. “My father will rejoice
to hear it.” Greyjoy laughed.

“What sort of horse and saddle are you suggesting?” Maester Luwin asked.

“A smart horse,” Lannister replied. “The boy cannot use his legs to command the animal,
S0 you must shape the horse to the rider, teach it to respond to the reins, to the voice. |
would begin with an unbroken yearling, with no old training to be unlearned.” He drew a
rolled paper from his belt. “Give this to your saddler. He will provide the rest.”
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The excerpts can be connected with the pictures as it is suggested in the teacher’s
notes. But the students can use their own imagination and there can be a variety of
combinations. The teachers should allow the students to explain their
combinations.

Excerpt 1: BRAN

The morning had dawned clear and cold, with a crispness that hinted at the end of
summer. They set forth at daybreak to see a man beheaded, twenty in all, and Bran rode
among them, nervous with excitement. This was the first time he had been deemed old
enough to go with his lord father and his brothers to see the king'’s justice done. It was the
ninth year of summer, and the seventh of Bran’s life.

The man had been taken outside a small holdfast in the hills. Robb thought he was a
wildling, his sword sworn to Mance Rayder, the King beyond-the-Wall. It made Bran’s skin
prickle to think of it. He remembered the hearth tales Old Nan told them. The wildlings
were cruel men, she said, slavers and slayers and thieves. They consorted with
giants and ghouls, stole girl children in the dead of night, and drank blood from
polished horns. And their women lay with the Others in the Long Night to sire
terrible half-human children.

But the man they found bound hand and foot to the holdfast wall awaiting the king’s
justice was old and scrawny, not much taller than Robb. He had lost both ears and a finger
to frostbite, and he dressed all in black, the same as a brother of the Night's Watch, except
that his furs were ragged and greasy.

The breath of man and horse mingled, steaming, in the cold morning air as his lord
father had the man cut down from the wall and dragged before them. Robb and Jon sat
tall and still on their horses, with Bran between them on his pony, trying to seem older
than seven, trying to pretend that he’d seen all this before. A faint wind blew through the
holdfast gate. Over their heads flapped the banner of the Starks of Winterfell: a grey
direwolf racing across an ice-white field.

Teacher’s notes:

Bran’s ideas about the wildlings, giants and ghouls. The symbol of a beheaded man is in
the picture as well.

September, 2017 Training materials for 8
“A game of thrones”




PROJECT No - 2016-1-HR01-KA201-022159 Funded by the
Handbook for reluctant, struggling and Erasmus+ Programme
of the European Union

poor readers

Excerpt 2 : BRAN

“Lord Stark,” Jon said. It was strange to hear him call Father that, so formal. Bran looked
at him with desperate hope. “There are five pups,” he told Father. “Three male, two female.”

“What of it, Jon?”

“You have five trueborn children,” Jon said. “Three sons, two daughters. The
direwolf is the sigil of your House. Your children were meant to have these pups,
my lord.”

Bran saw his father’s face change, saw the other men exchange glances. He loved Jon
with all his heart at that moment. Even at seven, Bran understood what his brother had
done. The count had come right only because Jon had omitted himself. He had included
the girls, included even Rickon, the baby, but not the bastard who bore the surname Snow,
the name that custom decreed be given to all those in the north unlucky enough to be
born with no name of their own.

Their father understood as well. “You want no pup for yourself, Jon?” he asked softly.

“The direwolf graces the banners of House Stark,” Jon pointed out. “I am no Stark,
Father.”

Their lord father regarded Jon thoughtfully. Robb rushed into the silence he left. “I will
nurse him myself, Father,” he promised. “I will soak a towel with warm milk, and give him
suck from that.”

“Me too!” Bran echoed.

The lord weighed his sons long and carefully with his eyes. “Easy to say, and harder to
do. 1 will not have you wasting the servants’ time with this. If you want these pups, you will
feed them yourselves. Is that understood?”

Bran nodded eagerly. The pup squirmed in his grasp, licked at his face with a warm
tongue.

“You must train them as well,” their father said. “You must train them. The kennelmaster
will have nothing to do with these monsters, | promise you that. And the gods help you if
you neglect them, or brutalize them, or train them badly. These are not dogs to beg for
treats and slink off at a kick. A direwolf will rip a man’s arm off his shoulder as easily as a
dog will kill a rat. Are you sure you want this?”

Teacher’s notes:
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Lord Stark’s children and their relationship with the direwolf.

Excerpt 3: BRAN

Finally he got tired of the stick game and decided to go climbing. He hadn’t been up to
the broken tower for weeks with everything that had happened, and this might be his last
chance.

He raced across the godswood, taking the long way around to avoid the pool where the
heart tree grew. The heart tree had always frightened him; trees ought not have eyes,
Bran thought, or leaves that looked like hands. His wolf came sprinting at his heels. “You
stay here,” he told him at the base of the sentinel tree near the armory wall. “Lie down.
That'’s right. Now stay-"

The wolf did as he was told. Bran scratched him behind the ears, then turned away,
jumped, grabbed a low branch, and pulled himself up. He was halfway up the tree, moving
easily from limb to limb, when the wolf got to his feet and began to howl.

Bran looked back down. His wolf fell silent, staring up at him through slitted yellow eyes.
A strange chill went through him. He began to climb again. Once more the wolf howled.
“Quiet,” he yelled. “Sit down. Stay. You're worse than Mother.” The howling chased him
all the way up the tree, until finally he jumped off onto the armory roof and out of sight.

The rooftops of Winterfell were Bran’s second home. His mother often said that Bran
could climb before he could walk. Bran could not remember when he first learned to walk,
but he could not remember when he started to climb either, so he supposed it must be
true.

To a boy, Winterfell was a grey stone labyrinth of walls and towers and courtyards and
tunnels spreading out in all directions. In the older parts of the castle, the halls slanted up
and down so that you couldn’t even be sure what floor you were on. The place had grown
over the centuries like some monstrous stone tree, Maester Luwin told him once, and its
branches were gnarled and thick and twisted, its roots sunk deep into the earth.

When he got out from under it and scrambled up near the sky, Bran could see all
of Winterfell in a glance. He liked the way it looked, spread out beneath him, only
birds wheeling over his head while all the life of the castle went on below. Bran could
perch for hours among the shapeless, rain-worn gargoyles that brooded over the First
Keep, watching it all: the men drilling with wood and steel in the yard, the cooks tending
their vegetables in the glass garden, restless dogs running back and forth in the kennels,
the silence of the godswood, the girls gossiping beside the washing well. It made him feel
like he was lord of the castle, in a way even Robb would never know.
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Teacher’s notes:
Bran could see everything. Everything looked like he had all Winterfell on his palm.

Excerpt 4 : BRAN

Everything happened at once then. * The woman pushed the man away wildly, shouting
and pointing. Bran tried to pull himself up, bending double as he reached for the gargoyle.
He was in too much of a hurry. His hand scraped uselessly across smooth stone, and in
his panic his legs slipped, and suddenly he was failing. There was an instant of vertigo, a
sickening lurch as the window flashed past. He shot out a hand, grabbed for the ledge,
lost it, caught it again with his
other hand. He swung against the building, hard. The impact took the breath out of him.
Bran dangled, one-handed, panting. Faces appeared in the window above him. The
gueen. And now Bran recognized the man beside her. They looked as much alike
as reflections in a mirror.

“He saw us,” the woman said shrilly.

“So he did,” the man said.

Bran'’s fingers started to slip. He grabbed the ledge with his other hand. Fingernails dug
into unyielding stone. The man reached down. “Take my hand,” he said. “Before you fall.”

Bran seized his arm and held on tight with all his strength. The man yanked him up
to the ledge. “What are you doing?” the woman demanded.

The man ignored her. He was very strong. He stood Bran up on the sill. “How old are
you, boy?”

“Seven,” Bran said, shaking with relief. His fingers had dug deep gouges in the man’s
forearm. He let go sheepishly.

The man looked over at the woman. “The things | do for love,” he said with loathing. He
gave Bran a shove.

Screaming, Bran went backward out the window into empty air. There was nothing to
grab on to. The courtyard rushed up to meet him.

Somewhere off in the distance, a wolf was howling. Crows circled the broken tower,
waiting for corn.

Teacher’s notes:
From the previous excerpts we know that the sigil of the House of Stark is a direwolf and
there is a conflict between the House of Stark and the queen. There are two different sigils.
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Excerpt 5: BRAN

Bran looked at the crow on his shoulder, and the crow looked back. It had three eyes,
and the third eye was full of a terrible knowledge. Bran looked down. There was nothing
below him now but snow and cold and death, a frozen wasteland where jagged blue-
white spires of ice waited to embrace him. They flew up at him like spears. He saw
the bones of a thousand other dreamers impaled upon their points. He was desperately
afraid.

“Can a man still be brave if he’s afraid?” he heard his own voice saying, small and far
away.

And his father’s voice replied to him. “That is the only time a man can be brave.”

Now, Bran, the crow urged. Choose. Fly or die.

Death reached for him, screaming.

Bran spread his arms and flew.

Wings unseen drank the wind and filled and pulled him upward. The terrible needles of
ice receded below him. The sky opened up above. Bran soared. It was better than climbing.
It was better than anything. The world grew small beneath him.

“I'm flying!” he cried out in delight.

I've noticed, said the three-eyed crow. It took to the air, flapping its wings in his face,
slowing him, blinding him. He faltered in the air as its pinions beat against his cheeks. Its
beak stabbed at him fiercely, and Bran felt a sudden blinding pain in the middle of his
forehead, between his eyes.

“What are you doing?” he shrieked.

The crow opened its beak and cawed at him, a shrill scream of fear, and the grey mists
shuddered and swirled around him and ripped away like a veil, and he saw that the crow
was really a woman, a serving woman with long black hair, and he knew her from
somewhere, from Winterfell, yes, that was it, he remembered her now, and then he
realized that he was in Winterfell, in a bed- high in some chilly tower room, and the black-
haired woman dropped a basin of water to shatter on the floor and ran down the steps,
shouting, “He’s awake, he’s awake, he’s awake.”

Bran touched his forehead, between his eyes. The place where the crow had pecked
him was still burning, but there was nothing there, no blood, no wound. He felt weak and
dizzy. He tried to get out of bed, but nothing happened.

And then there was movement beside the bed, and something landed lightly on his legs.
He felt nothing. A pair of yellow eyes looked into his own, shining like the sun. The window
was open and it was cold in the room, but the warmth that came off the wolf enfolded him
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like a hot bath. His pup, Bran realized... or was it? He was so big now. He reached out to
pet him, his hand trembling like a leaf.

When his brother Robb burst into the room, breathless from his dash up the tower steps,
the direwolf was licking Bran's face. Bran looked up calmly. “His name is Summer,” he
said.

Teacher’s notes:
Bran and his fall. He couldn’t grab on to anything.

Excerpt 6 : BRAN

Robb stood and pointed at the little man with his sword. “I am the lord here while my
mother and father are away, Lannister. | am not your boy.”

“If you are a lord, you might learn a lord’s courtesy,” the little man replied, ignoring the
sword point in his face. “Your bastard brother has all your father’s graces, it would seem.”

“Jon,” Bran gasped out from Hodor’s arms.

The dwarf turned to look at him. “So it is true, the boy lives. | could scarce believe it.
You Starks are hard to kill.”

“You Lannisters had best remember that,” Robb said, lowering his sword. “Hodor, bring
my brother here.”

“Hodor,” Hodor said, and he trotted forward smiling and set Bran in the high seat of the
Starks, where the Lords of Winterfell had sat since the days when they called themselves
the Kings in the North. The seat was cold stone, polished smooth by countless bottoms;
the carved heads of direwolves snarled on the ends of its massive arms. Bran clasped
them as he sat, his useless legs dangling. The great seat made him feel half a baby.

Robb put a hand on his shoulder. “You said you had business with Bran. Well, here he
is, Lannister.”

Bran was uncomfortably aware of Tyrion Lannister’s eyes. One was black and one was
green, and both were looking at him, studying him, weighing him. “I am told you were quite
the climber, Bran,” the little man said at last. “Tell me, how is it you happened to fall that
day?”

“I never,” Bran insisted. He never fell, never never never.

“The child does not remember anything of the fall, or the climb that came before it,” said
Maester Luwin gently.

“Curious,” said Tyrion Lannister.

“My brother is not here to answer questions, Lannister,” Robb said curtly. “Do your
business and be on your way.”

“I have a gift for you,” the dwarf said to Bran. “Do you like to ride, boy?”
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Maester Luwin came forward. “My lord, the child has lost the use of his legs. He cannot
sit a horse.”

“Nonsense,” said Lannister. “With the right horse and the right saddle, even a cripple
can ride.”

The word was a knife through Bran’s heart. He felt tears come unbidden to his eyes.
“I'm not a cripple!”

“Then | am not a dwarf,” the dwarf said with a twist of his mouth. “My father will rejoice
to hear it.” Greyjoy laughed.

“What sort of horse and saddle are you suggesting?” Maester Luwin asked.

“A smart horse,” Lannister replied. “The boy cannot use his legs to command
the animal, so you must shape the horse to therider, teach it to respond to the reins,
to the voice. | would begin with an unbroken yearling, with no old training to be
unlearned.” He drew arolled paper from his belt. “Give this to your saddler. He will
provide the rest.”

Teacher’s notes:
Tyrion Lannister offered to help Bran to be able to ride a horse again.
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