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Description : Description du produitFew books have captivated the imagination and won the devotion and
praise of readers and critics everywhere as has George R. R. Martins monumental epic cycle of high fantasy.
Now, in A Feast for Crows, Martin delivers the long-awaited fourth book of hislandmark series, asa
kingdom torn asunder findsitself at last on the brink of peace...only to be launched on an even more
terrifying course of destruction.A Feast for Crowslt seems too good to be true. After centuries of bitter strife
and fatal treachery, the seven powers dividing the land have decimated one another into an uneasy truce. Or
so it appears....With the death of the monstrous King Joffrey, Cersai isruling as regent in Kings Landing.
Robb Starks demise has broken the back of the Northern rebels, and his siblings are scattered throughout the
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kingdom like seeds on barren soil. Few legitimate claims to the once desperately sought Iron Throne till
exist--or they are held in hands too weak or too distant to wield them effectively. The war, which raged out
of control for so long, has burned itself out. But as in the aftermath of any climactic struggle, it is not long
before the survivors, outlaws, renegades, and carrion eaters start to gather, picking over the bones of the
dead and fighting for the spoils of the soon-to-be dead. Now in the Seven Kingdoms, as the human crows
assemble over a banquet of ashes, daring new plots and dangerous new alliances are formed, while
surprising faces--some familiar, others only just appearing--are seen emerging from an ominous twilight of
past struggles and chaos to take up the challenges ahead. It is atime when the wise and the ambitious, the
deceitful and the strong will acquire the skills, the power, and the magic to survive the stark and terrible
times that lie before them. It is atime for nobles and commoners, soldiers and sorcerers, assassins and sages
to come together and stake their fortunes...and their lives. For at afeast for crows, many are the guests--but
only afew are the survivors.From the Hardcover edition.

Prsentation de I'diteurHBOs hit series A GAME OF THRONES is based on George R. R. Martins
internationally bestselling series A SONG OF ICE AND FIRE, the greatest fantasy epic of the modern age.
A FEAST FOR CROWS isthe fourth volume in the series.The Lannisters are in power on the Iron
Throne.The war in the Seven Kingdoms has burned itself out, but in its bitter aftermath new conflicts spark
to life. The Martells of Dorne and the Starks of Winterfell seek vengeance for their dead. Euron Crows Eye,
as black a pirate as ever raised a sail, returns from the smoking ruins of Valyriato claim the Iron Isles.From
the icy north, where Others threaten the Wall, apprentice Maester Samwell Tarly brings a mysterious babe in
armsto the Citadel. As plots, intrigue and battle threaten to engulf Westeros, victory will go to the men and
women possessed of the coldest steel and the coldest hearts.ExtraitCersel She dreamt she sat the Iron Throne,
high above them all.The courtiers were brightly colored mice below. Great lords and proud ladies knelt
before her. Bold young knights laid their swords at her feet and pleaded for her favors, and the queen smiled
down at them. Until the dwarf appeared as if from nowhere, pointing at her and howling with laughter. The
lords and ladies began to chuckle too, hiding their smiles behind their hands. Only then did the queen realize
she was naked.Horrified, she tried to cover herself with her hands. The barbs and blades of the Iron Throne
bit into her flesh as she crouched to hide her shame. Blood ran red down her legs, as steel teeth gnawed at
her buttocks. When she tried to stand, her foot dlipped through a gap in the twisted metal. The more she
struggled the more the throne engulfed her, tearing chunks of flesh from her breasts and belly, dlicing at her
arms and legs until they were slick and red, glistening.And all the while her brother capered below, laughing.
His merriment still echoed in her ears when she felt alight touch on her shoulder, and woke suddenly. For
half a heartbeat the hand seemed part of the nightmare, and Cersei cried out, but it was only Senelle. The
maids face was white and frightened.We are not alone, the queen realized. Shadows loomed around her bed,
tall shapes with chainmail glimmering beneath their cloaks. Armed men had no business here. Where are my
guards? Her bedchamber was dark, but for the lantern one of the intruders held on high. | must show no fear.
Cersal pushed back sleep-tousled hair, and said, What do you want of me? A man stepped into the lantern
light, and she saw his cloak was white. Jaime? | dreamt of one brother, but the other has come to wake
me.Y our Grace. The voice was not her brothers. The Lord Commander said come get you. His hair curled,
as Jaimes did, but her brothers hair was beaten gold, like hers, where this mans was black and oily. She
stared at him, confused, as he muttered about a privy and a crossbow, and said her fathers name. | am
dreaming still, Cersei thought. | have not woken, nor has my nightmare ended. Tyrion will creep out from
under the bed soon and begin to laugh at me.But that was folly. Her dwarf brother was down in the black
cells, condemned to die this very day. She looked down at her hands, turning them over to make certain all
her fingers were still there. When she ran a hand down her arm the skin was covered with gooseprickles, but
unbroken. There were no cuts on her legs, no gashes on the soles of her feet. A dream, thats all it was, a
dream. | drank too much last night, these fears are only humors born of wine. | will be the one laughing,
come dusk. My children will be safe, Tommens throne will be secure, and my twisted little valongar will be
short a head and rotting.Jocelyn Swyft was at her elbow, pressing a cup on her. Cersei took a sip: water,
mixed with lemon sgqueezings, so tart she spit it out. She could hear the night wind rattling the shutters, and
she saw with a strange sharp clarity. Jocelyn was trembling like a leaf, as frightened as Senelle. Ser Osmund
Kettleblack loomed over her. Behind him stood Ser Boros Blount, with a lantern. At the door were Lannister
guardsmen with gilded lions shining on the crests of their helmets. They looked afraid as well. Can it be? the
gueen wondered. Can it be true?She rose, and let Senelle slip a bedrobe over her shoulders to hide her



nakedness. Cersal belted it herself, her fingers stiff and clumsy. My lord father keeps guards about him,
night and day, she said. Her tongue felt thick. She took another swallow of lemon water and sloshed it round
her mouth to freshen her breath. A moth had gotten into the lantern Ser Boros was holding; she could hear it
buzzing and see the shadow of itswings as it beat against the glass.The guards were at their posts, Y our
Grace, said Osmund Kettleblack. We found a hidden door behind the hearth. A secret passage. The Lord
Commanders gone down to see where it goes.Jaime? Terror seized her, sudden as a storm. Jaime should be
with theking . . .The lads not been harmed. Ser Jaime sent a dozen men to look in on him. His Grace is
sleeping peaceful. Let him have a sweeter dream than mine, and a kinder waking. Who is with the king?Ser
Loras has that honor, if it please you.lt did not please her. The Tyrells were only stewards that the dragon-
kings had upjumped far above their station. Thelir vanity was exceeded only by their ambition.Ser Loras
might be as pretty as a maidens dream, but underneathhis white cloak he was Tyrell to the bone. For all she
knew, this nights foul fruit had been planted and nurtured in Highgarden.But that was a suspicion she dare
not speak aloud.Allow me a moment to dress. Ser Osmund, you shall accompany me to the Tower of the
Hand. Ser Boros, roust the gaolers and make certain the dwarf is still in his cell. She would not say his name.
He would never have found the courage to lift a hand against Father, she told herself, but she had to be
certain.As Y our Grace commands. Blount surrendered the lantern to Ser Osmund. Cersel was not displeased
to see the back of him. Father should never have restored him to the white. The man had proved himself a
craven. By the time they left Maegors Holdfast, the sky had turned a deep cobalt blue, though the stars still
shone. All but one, Cersel thought. The bright star of the west has fallen, and the nights will be darker now.
She paused upon the drawbridge that spanned the dry moat, gazing down at the spikes below. They would
not dare lie to me about such a thing. Who found him?One of his guards, said Ser Osmund. Lum. Hefelt a
call of nature, and found hislordship in the privy.No, that cannot be. That is not the way alion dies. The
gueen felt strangely calm. She remembered the first time she had lost atooth, when she was just alittle girl.
It hadnt hurt, but the hole in her mouth felt so odd she could not stop touching it with her tongue. Now there
isaholein the world where Father stood, and holes want filling.If Tywin Lannister was truly dead, no one
was safe. . . least of al her son upon his throne. When the lion falls the lesser beasts movein: the jackals
and the vultures and the feral dogs. They would try to push her aside, as they always had. She would need to
move quickly, as she had when Robert died. This might be the work of Stannis Baratheon, through some
catspaw. It could well be the prelude to another attack upon the city. She hoped it was. Let him come. | will
smash him, just as Father did, and this time he will die. Stannis did not frighten her, no more than Mace
Tyrell did. No one frightened her. She was a daughter of the Rock, alion. There will be no more talk of
forcing me to wed again. Casterly Rock was hers now, and all the power of House Lannister. No one would
ever disregard her again. Even when Tommen had no further need of aregent, the Lady of Casterly Rock
would remain a power in the land.The rising sun had painted the tower tops a vivid red, but beneath the
wallsthe night still huddled. The outer castle was so hushed that she could have believed al its people dead.
They should be. It is not fitting for Tywin Lannister to die alone. Such a man deserves aretinue to attend his
needs in hell.Four spearmen in red cloaks and lion-crested helms were posted at the door of the Tower of the
Hand. No oneisto enter or leave without my permission, she told them. The command came easily to her.
My father had steel in his voice as well.Within the tower, the smoke from the torches irritated her eyes, but
Cersal did not weep, no more than her father would have. | am the only true son he ever had. Her heels
scraped against the stone as she climbed, and she could still hear the moth fluttering wildly inside Ser
Osmunds lantern. Die, the queen thought at it, in irritation, fly into the flame and be done with it. Two more
red-cloaked guardsmen stood atop the steps. Red Lester muttered a condolence as she passed. The queens
breath was coming fast and short, and she could feel her heart fluttering in her chest. The steps, she told
herself, this cursed tower has too many steps. She had half amind to tear it down.The hall was full of fools
speaking in whispers, asif Lord Tywin were asleep and they were afraid to wake him. Guards and servants
alike shrank back before her, mouths flapping. She saw their pink gums and waggling tongues, but their
words made no more sense than the buzzing of the moth. What are they doing here? How did they know? By
rights they should have called her first. She was the Queen Regent, had they forgotten that?Before the Hands
bedchamber stood Ser Meryn Trant in his white armor and cloak. The visor of his helm was open, and the
bags benesath his eyes made him look still half-asleep. Clear these people away, Cersal told him.ls my father
in the privy?They carried him back to his bed, mlady. Ser Meryn pushed the door open for her to
enter.Morning light slashed through the shutters to paint golden bars upon the rushes strewn across the floor
of the bedchamber. Her uncle Kevan was on his knees beside the bed, trying to pray, but he could scarcely



get the words out. Guardsmen clustered near the hearth. The secret door that Ser Osmund had spoken of
gaped open behind the ashes, no...From Publishers WeeklyL ong-awaited doesn't begin to describe this
fourth installment in bestseller Martin's staggeringly epic Song of Ice and Fire. Speculation has run rampant
since the previous entry, A Storm of Swords, appeared in 2000, and Feast teases at the important questions
but offers few solid answers. As the book begins, Brienne of Tarth islooking for Lady Catelyn's daughters,
Queen Cerseai islosing her mind and Arya Stark is training with the Faceless Men of Braavos; al three wind
up in cliffhangers that would do justice to any soap opera. Meanwhile, other familiar facesnotably Jon Snow,
Tyrion Lannister and Daenerys Targaryenare glaringly absent though promised to return in book five.
Martin's Web site explains that Feast and the forthcoming A Dance of Dragons were written as one book and
split after they grew too big for one volume, and it shows. Thisisnot Act | Scene 4 but Act Il Scene 1,
laying groundwork more than advancing the plot, and it sorely missesits other half. The slim pickings here
are tasty, but in no way satisfying. (Nov.) Copyright Reed Business Information, adivision of Reed Elsevier
Inc. All rights reserved.



