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Can’t wait until March for your
next Amber convention fix?

Come join us at

U-CON
1993

In past years, the UsCON Gaming Convention has hosted Amber events gamemastered
by Erick Wujcik, Randy McCall, Don Woodward, Cathy Klessig, John Schippers, and
others. We held playtest Amber events before the rules were published, and we’ve had
more and more Amber Diceless Roleplaying every year. We don’t just do Amber — but
we do Amber right.

OCTOBER 29-31 - ANN ARBOR, MI

Low registration fees — free for gamemasters — make UsCON inexpensive to attend,
and a food court in the Union basement lets you keep playing without having to leave
the building to forage for food (or having to subsist on convention hot dogs). And our
private or semi-private gaming rooms let you role-play for hours without losing your
voice.

UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN UNION

Interested? For a Gamemaster Event Registration form, or to get on our mailing list
and receive a pre-registration booklet, send to the address below — or phone Rob
Henderson at (313) 487-4931 or (313) 487-2613, or Lisa Leutheuser at (313) 420-8427.

U-CON 1993
P.O. Box 4491
 Ann Arbor, MI 48106 - 4491

UeCON is a production of the Wolverine
Gaming Club at the University of Michigan
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For the first time the titles of
Game Master Laureate were
conferred, at this year’s packed
Ambercon banquet. A capacity
crowd was on hand to see Randy
McCall and Don Woodward
receive their gold-embossed
plaques (see page 1), and
engraved goblets.

With the exception of the
very first play-test, Randy
McCall (known as co-author of
Beyond the Supernatural) was
the very first GM to conduct an
Amber Diceless campaign.
Credit him with the first
“Character Quiz,” as well as
coming up with the utterly
innovative idea of basing his

campaign centuries after
Patternfall, with player
characters coming from

combative “houses” founded by
the mythical and long-vanished
elders.

Don Woodward ran the very
first Amber tournament
scenario, “Crystal Amber,” and
he’s been running his beloved
d’Ambre Campaign since 1987.
In addition, his speculations on
the cosmology of the Amber
universe, as well as on the
metaphysical basis of role-
playing (well represented in his
“It’s Not a Game!” Amberzine
column) have sparked
innumerable debates in our
little community.
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Amber Diceless
Nominated for 1991
Origins™ Award

Though a year late (ballots
for 1991 and 1992 were released
simultaneously), Amber was
finally nominated for “Best Role-
Playing Rules of 1991” by the
Academy of Adventure Gaming
Arts & Design, chaired by Mark
Matthews-Simmons.

While the final awards
election was open to the public,
offictial ballots were due June
25th. As Phage Press didn’t
receive notice until May 26th,
many fans were left out.

Other nominees included
GDW’s Dark Conspiracies,
White Wolf’'s Vampire: The
Masquerade, TSR’s D&D Basic

Rules and TSR’s D&D
Cyclopedia.
ConFrancisco

September 2-6 1993

San Francisco, California
Bay area folks, even if you
don’t register for the convention,
you might want to drop a line to
Phage Press.Current plans are
to run at least a dozen cross-
overs and mini-campaigns,
some at nearby hotels. GMs will
include Erick Wujcik, Eric
Snider, John Speck and others.
You can reach the ConFran-
cisco hotline at 510-945-1993.
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Amber Q & A

Suppose a character who wishes
to have great prowess/skill in all
forms of unarmed combat, but does
not want the actual physical
power/strength which is linked to
it... Or suppose someone who wishes
to be supreme in armed combat, but
has no desire whatsoever to lead
troops, nor any interest in the study
of tactics & strategy that relate to
this... Finally, a character who has
no knowledge of any weapons
utilizing gunpowder and beyond,
but 1s still the best blade of the
realm... Is there a way within the
Attribute system to allow for this?
Granted, one could simply declare a

preference, but what about two or

more scores for different parts of an

Attribute? This could give more

points to play with in the creation
process...

Jonathan Riseling

Brooklyn, New York

Let me hit this in reverse order.

First off, during the first couple
of years of play-testing I fooled
around with various systems of
Warfare “specialization.” All of
which were absolute disasters.
Mostly because players let the stupid
points get in the way of role-
playing.

However, I think the reason why
such systems don’t work, the reason
why they are all fundamentally
flawed, lies in the definition of the



Amber universe.

My college fencing instructor,
Maestro Istvan Danosi, arguably
America’s finest fencing coach
ever (he won something like a
dozen NCAA coaching awards),
told me that fencing was simply
chess tn motion. He saw all combat,
whether it be fencing, fisticuffs, or
flying squadrons, as a particular
way of using the brain. As a
martial arts instructor in the pre-
Communist Hungarian Military
Academy, he saw all conflict in the
same way.

Assume that is true.

Certainly it seems to reflect
Zelazny’s beliefs. He presents
Benedict in exactly that light.

Now let’s draw that conclusion
together with some of the
underlying assumptions about
Amber. If a player character were
expert in any specialization,
regardless of what it might be,
what’s to stop that character from
hopping over to a fast-time Shadow,
and figuring out how to apply their
specialty to another aspect of
Warfare?

Nothing.

So I decided that Warfare is
really a measure of the character’s
potential. A way of puzzling out how
well they think, and how well they
coordinate mind and body (for a
complete discussion, check out The
Mind’s Sky by Timothy Ferris, and
the chapter called “Joe Montana’'s
Premotor Cortex”).

None of which should stop
anyone from role-playing the
things you describe. If a character
has never seen a gunpowder
weapon, then they should role-play
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the process of learning how to use
one (I've done that myself, in
character, and it’s a lot of fun!)...

My players are a high Psyche
lot. They like to use their mental
powers to read people’s thoughts,
force them to obey commands, etc.
For example, one character,
floating in the ocean alone after a
naval engagement, grabbed held of
a shark that tried to eat him, and
forced it to bear him landward. Is
there any way to prevent this, apart
from just having them meet
opponents with higher Psyche than
they have?

Graeme M. Smith
Newark, New Jersey

Oh, I'd just love to Game Master
your group for a few hours...

As Amberites and generally
god-like beings, I have no problem
whatever with them lording it over
mere Shadow dwellers. After all,
what difference does it make if they
Psychically dominate hundreds, or
even millions?

...though I might have made it a
wee bit difficult to deal with a
shark. Not because it has any kind
of significant Psyche, but because a
shark really doesn’t have the
mechanisms for communication.
Which means the character would
be constantly battling the shark’s
instincts, and controlling it only by
feeding it “visions.”

Anyway, the main question is
really how to teach the player
characters to “Just Say No” to casual
mind play.

As a Game Master you need to
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look at what some of the drawbacks
might be to their habit. It’s best to let
them continue, just to figure out
some interesting consequences.

For example, what if anyone
they mind-touch  becomes
“lmprinted” in some way. After all,
exposure to such a powerful Psyche
will be an overwhelming, very
memorable experience. So the poor
“victim” might assume the player
character’s identity. Or might start
to preach about the “truth” that spoke
into their mind.

Certainly the “leakage” from
such an experience would provide
an interesting source of
information... I can just see it:

GM: “Yup, you’re walking up to the
Guardhouse, and you hear voices
from within.”

Player: “Voices? After my Psychic
command those two guards
shouldn’t wake up for hours!”

GM: “That’s true... So what are you
doing?”

Player: “I'll sneak up and take a look
inside.”

GM: “Wow! You see Caine! He’s looking
right into the eyes of one of the
guards. The other guard still seems
unconscious, and there’s a big guy
with his back towards you. What are
you doing?”

Player: “Caine? What is he doing?”

GM: “This is really weird, Caine is staring
at the guard and the guard seems to
be speaking strangely... in fact, the
guard seems to be imitating your
voice, your way of speaking. The
guard says something about
Wyverns... Say, aren’t Wyverns the
Guardians on your personal
Shadow?”

Player: “What? What else is he saying?”

GM: “Well, I'm not sure you want to keep
listening. The big guy is turning

toward you, and... hmmm... it seems
to be Gérard! What are you doing?”

One last tip. Just consider what
might happen if a player character
comes across a command left by an
earlier manipulation...

One of the players in my group
has taken low Warfare and a lot of
Bad Stuff. I've selected Dalt as the
character’s father, but I'm having
trouble determining Dalt’s
Attributes and Powers. I've put him
at a fairly high Warfare (some-
where between Julian and Corwin).
He has Pattern Imprint, which
means at least Amber level
Endurance. I don’t know what his
Psyche or Strength should be. Can
you help me out?

Chris Jarvis
Hixson, Tennessee

Doesn’t it really depend on the
role you have in mind for Dalt?

If Dalt is to be the player
character’s father, and (I assume)
part of the character’s Bad Stuff, his
Attributes would depend on what
role Dalt will play.

When Dalt is in a loving and
close relationship, one where the
character really cares about Dalt,
then you likely should have Dalt
hounded and persecuted by elder
Amberites. Then it would be to the
player character’s ill-interest to
have Dalt weak and in need of help.

Conversely, if the player
character is to have a bad
relationship with Dalt (since
everybody seems to hate Dalt,
wouldn’t that be more of a Good Stuff



thing?), then it would be necessary
to beef Dalt up with enough potential
to continuously threaten the player
character.

Do you consider natives of
Amber (outside the royal family) to
have Amberite level attributes or
human level?

Mark Bennett

Brandenburg, Kentucky

Ah, a question that I can answer
in a straightforward way!

The way I see things, the Game
Master must determine what basic
stock makes up the population of
Amber. Yes, you could assume that
all the natives have Amber
Attributes, but that’s not how I see it.

Instead, I think that City Amber
was populated by Oberon, as he
brought people back from Shadow.
They were probably, as a group,
above the average, in both Strength
and Endurance. That basic
breeding group has subsequently
been subjected to the pressure of
outside visitors, some that were
more ordinary, but most would have
the same kind of above-average
qualities (because getting to Amber
isn’t ordinary).

Now comes the big Game Master
decision. Just how lusty was Oberon
(i.e., did it extend to serving maids
and the like), and how fertile are
his offspring? Given your answer,
you can then draw the conclusion
that Amber blood, in various
measure, is scattered throughout the
population. A significant number
(maybe a third) would be dead
Human, perhaps a majority might
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have a Chaos stat or two, and a
small proportion would show up
with the full Amber compliment...

If a character with Pattern can
find anyone that they look for in
Shadow, why were Corwin’s
brothers unable to find him when he
was exiled?

Roger Frederick
Reno, Nevada

If you read between the lines, I
think you’ll find that Corwin was
found out in Shadow, perhaps by
everyone who went looking for him.

First off, Eric, and then Flora,
knew exactly where he was. Part of
the reason for Flora’s extended stay
on Shadow Earth might have been
stimply to put off anyone who came
looking for Corwin. It’s even
possible that she showed him off,
describing him as an “uncanny
Shadow of our brother.”

Aside from interference from
Eric and Flora, we know that
Random was a frequent visitor, that
Bleys, Brand and Fiona all knew of
Corwin’s location, and that it was
pretty likely that Caine and Julian
would have known as well.

In fact, I could make the case
that every Amberite knew Corwin’s
whereabouts...
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Series Pattern

by Chuck Knakal

Back to our basic assumptions.
Keep the Amber three dimensional
Pattern as still roughly spherical,
but now there are two stems or
corridors attached to the sphere
instead of one. Picture them on
opposite ends of the sphere. Each
corridor could connect to another
Pattern reality. The bigger reality
can now be viewed as a series of
beads on a string or atoms in a
molecule. We now have a mental
image to use on exiting the larger
Amber Pattern and traveling to the
next Pattern.

The GM should decide on the
arrangement of the larger shape of
Patterns and whether it has any
significance. For example, 1s the
bigger reality an infinitely long
chain of spheres? Or does it have
some shape? Some spheres can
serve as junctions with more than
two attaching corridors. Maybe the
Pattern spheres are linked together
like molecules in a large polymer

(or bobbles on a string)? Whatever
you decide, at least you now have a
mental map of a big universe.

As you decide to work elements
from an adjacent sphere into your
campaign, the beginnings of how it
differs from the original can come
about. Wouldn’t it be in truly Amber
fashion to have someone from
Amber3 interfere with the opera-
tions of Amber2, while making it
look like as if he/she came from
Amberl? The players will have to
figure out who these guys are, where
they come from and what they are
doing.

Here’s a sample dialogue where
Jane, who has Advanced Pattern,
winds up going to another sphere:

GM: So, now you are at the start of
the Pattern, what do you want to
do?

Jane: I want to go to another Pattern,
where life will be better.

GM: Think about some details of the
place, but for now tell me how
you are going to get there.

Jane: I want Pattern to take me as
far away from my ungrateful
relatives as possible. I want to
journey to another place where
my father is king and my new
family will appreciate me. [
want to be a princess and heir to
the throne. I definitely don’t
want to go to an Amber shadow
and live a falsehood.

GM: Okay. Are you going to walk
the Pattern now?

Jane: Yes, I step on to it and I want to
keep all of this in mind as I
walk the Pattern.

GM: You feel the familiar energies



swell up around you as always,
in fact the Pattern seems
sympathetic to your cause.
(Maybe it wants to get rid of you
too?)

Jane: When I get to the center I want
to just go, no goodbyes.

GM: You finally make it to the
center and it sends you a long
distance. Pattern is very weak
here.

Jane: What is around me.

GM: Behind you 1s a featureless
plain with a pale yellow sky,
ahead is a mountain with a
dark spot on it. To either side is
the rolling turbulence of Chaos.

Jane: Is Pattern stronger behind
me.

GM: Yes.

Jane: I want to walk towards the
mountain.

GM: After an unknown length of
time you arrive at a huge cave
opening.

Jane: I am going to bring Pattern
up.

GM: There isn’t any Pattern energy
around you. That was left
behind hours ago.

Jane: Damn! Well maybe it’s for
the best. Does this place have
anything?

GM: It has something, but it’s not
like any Pattern you've ever
seen.

Jane: I'm not going to experiment
now, I just want to enter the
cave.

GM: Are you sure?

Jane: I am, I step though.

GM: As you pierce the shimmering
barrier, you feel pulled into the
cave and compelled to move
along.
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Jane: What barrier? Is it like a
psychic compulsion?

GM: No, like a force or something
pushing you along.

Jane: I hate to, but I look back.

GM: You see a yellow circle that is
shrinking.

Jane: What is ahead?

GM: You don’t see anything.

Jane: I relax and go with the flow.

GM: Okay. It’s dark.

Jane: What is this flow?

GM: How are you checking it?

Jane: Does it have Pattern?

GM: As before, it has something.

Jane: Is it the same thing?

GM: You're not sure,
similar.

Jane: Does this feel like anything
else I have ever experienced?
(Good question)

GM: You don’t think this is the first
time you have experienced this.
Additionally it seems to remind
you of the flow of Pattern energy
that swirls around you as you
walk the Pattern. At least it
feels similar to that.

Jane: Can I direct it?

GM: Towards what?

Jane: I don’t know, so I'll just relax,
trust Pattern, and let it take me
to my new home.

GM: Some unknown time later you
can dimly make out a red dot.

Jane: I'll watch it.

GM: It seems to stay the same size
for a long time, then you notice
it rapidly gets bigger.

Jane: I want to stop before I step
through the barrier, assuming
there is one like where I got into
this.

GM: Oddly enough there is and you
do stop. You are at a shim-

It seems
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mering barrier.

Jane: What do I see.

GM: It’s hard to make out, but you
see a attractive red sky, another
open plain, and what looks to be
someone standing by a pair of
horses.

Jane: Who is it?

GM: You can’t tell. Are you going to
step through and look?

Jane: I might as well.

GM: Okay. You see this imposing
figure of a man. He looks at you
with piercing eyes, then he
smiles and holds out his hand.
His deep voice says “Welcome
home daughter.”

Jane just experienced a trip
through the conduit that connects to
the next three dimensional Pattern
and was whisked along to that
place. The Game Master has given
her some hints about a flow of
energles that may be related to
Pattern. Jane now has lots of room
for future exploration.

What would this experience have

been like if Jane’s friend Janet had
gone instead? Janet is an advanced
trump mistress with a high psyche:

Janet: I can’t stand the bickering,
politicking and general bad
karma around here. No one
likes me. I just don’t feel
fulfilled here. (It sounds like
Janet has a little bad stuff)

GM: We have talked about your
discomfort before.

Janet: Well it’s worse now. I still
don’t know who my parents are
and everyone here is trying to
use me.

GM: So what do you want to do?

Janet: You know how I have
meditated and drawn trumps of
places I have never been to
before? Well, I want to draw a
trump of the entryway that leads
to my family. A home where I
am loved and appreciated.

GM: Is that it?

Janet: Basically, but lets do it right.
I believe my father would be
king of that realm. I would be
the missing princess and heir to
the throne. All of this must be a
real place, not some artificial
shadow where I'll be manipu-
lated by my “relatives” again.

GM: Okay, give me some details
about the realm later, but for
now lets move on.

Janet: I'll relax at my work table
with my supplies at hand. I am
focusing on my desires as we
just discussed them.

GM: Okay, you wake up. The sun is
setting on the horizon and you
feel rested.

Janet: Did I do a trump card?

GM: There is one here and it seems
to be in your trance style. It
looks like a cave opening at a
mountain. Chaos swirls on the
right side and a yellow sky is on
the left.

Janet: Does
familiar?

GM: You don’t remember being
there before.

Janet: I want to activate the card.

GM: Okay. It’s not easy.

Janet:Does it seem like it’s far
away?

GM: Exactly.

Janet: I am pushing it, HARD.

GM: Okay, you manage to contact

this place look



this place. Are you going to step
through?

Janet: Does it feel bad?

GM: No.

Janet: I step through.

GM: You rainbow shift your way
(and it is a long way) to the cave
opening. It feels like you have
gone much farther than ever
before. It was kind of tiring.

Janet: Do I feel anything from the
cave?

GM: It seems to have some type of
psychic power about it.

Janet: What does it look like in the
cave?

GM: You really can’t see into it. It is
inky black.

Janet: I'll toss a stone in.

GM: Okay.

Janet: Well?

GM: You don’t see it, nor did you
hear it land.

Janet: I am going to carefully put
one foot in and feel for the cave
floor.

GM: There is a solid floor there.
You also felt a faint response
when you crossed over into the
cave.

Janet: A response?

GM: Psychically.

Janet: Was it bad?

GM: No.

Janet: Well, I am going to trust my
trumps and my skill. My cards
have always taken me where I
wanted to go. I step into the cave.

GM: Are you sure? This seems like
a irreversible commitment.

Janet: No, I'm not sure, but I'm
going anyway.

GM: Okay, when you fully step into
the cave you feel cut off from
where you were. You seem to be
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in the presence of some type of
extremely powerful psyche, that
is slowly becoming more aware
of you.

Janet: Does this psyche feel like it’s
attacking me?

GM: No, just looking.

Janet: Do I see anything?

GM: Looking around you see a
shrinking yellow circle behind
YOu.

Janet: Do I get any impressions?

GM: You feel like you are being put
away.

Janet: Can I fight this thing?

GM: For a few seconds... Do you
want to challenge it to a mental
battle?

Janet: No, I am just going to focus
on going to the home we have
discussed.

GM: Anything else? Are you going
to look around?

Janet: No!

GM: After a while you feel as if you
have stopped.

Janet: If it feels safe, I will open my
eyes and look around.

GM: It feels great. You feel a
comforting arm circle your
shoulders, and a deep voice says
“Welcome home daughter”.

In this scenario Janet got hints
of a psychic force with some
purpose. She knew the cave was a
portal to where she wanted to go.
Since Janet is Pattern insensitive,
she completely missed out on the
lack of Pattern, or flow of Pattern
type of forces. The Game Master has
the opportunity to tailor the game
experience to each type of player,
taking into account different
Powers, Attributes and personality.
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Burn the Innocent

by Jane M. Lindskold

In his early essay “Tomorrow

Stuff,” Roger Zelazny mentions
certain recurring themes in his
writing: “sometimes the
1mpossible love which sustains,
impossibly, the tortured soul,
sometimes the hate so big that it
would burn the innocent to
reach the guilty.” While Zelazny
is clearly fascinated with both
extremes, in the end, hate beats
out love as a motivating force for
the characters in his fiction.

In story after story, Zelazny
portrays people striving to
achieve some goal or to make
some change and no matter how
bright their beginning
motivations may be, what finally
powers them is their hatred.
Nor is this a surprising focus
for him to take, since even his
academic iInterests, as reflected
in his Master’s Thesis Two
Traditions and Cyril Tourneur:
An Examination of Morality and
Humor Comedy Conventions in
“The Revenger’s Tragedy,” show
his abiding interest in the
theme. (Zelazny’s thesis is too
long to discuss here, but,
essentially, revenge tragedy
deals with the schemes and
plots of people who want to get
even for something done to
them—a very Amber interest).
While this issue is important to
the Amber novels, it is hardly
the only place in his fiction that

Zelazny explores his fascination
with hatred and its opposite.

In “The Doors of His Face,
the Lamps of His Mouth,” (1965)
Carlton Davits’ obsession with
his failure to capture a gigantic
Venusian sea beast nicknamed
“Ikky” destroys his fortune and
nearly himself. The novelette
has frequently been compared to
Moby Dick, but those who make
that comparison miss a crucial
element of the story—Davits’
relationship with Jean
Luharich, his ex-wife. In fact,
most commentators focus on
either the Moby Dick story or the
romance plot, missing
completely that what unites the
two is the driving power of hate.
When Davits had everything
—love, money, power—he still
could not capture Ikky. Only
when he has lost all of his
earthly treasure and sunk into a
drunken hatred of himself for
his cowardice after he had
hooked Ikky can he achieve the
impossible. Hatred allows him
to overcome his paralysing fear
of Ikky and, ironically, memory
of that hatred and the fear that it
fed upon 1s what allows him to
help Jean avoid the same trap
that nearly destroyed him.

Twenty years later with the
novelette “Permafrost,” Zelazny
returns to a plot set around
fiercely competitive lovers. Here,



however, there 1is no
reconciliation; hatred proves
more powerful than love. In an
inversion of the Christian 1deal
that God is love, hatred enables
the former lovers to become
ersatz gods of a frozen world.

“The Keys to December”
(1966) 1s another story wherein
Zelazny shows the weakness of
love as a motivating force. The
love that the Catforms Jarry and
Sanza feel for each other is
certainly a powerful thing. It
enables them to raise the money
to buy and terraform a world
where they may live together, a
daunting task, especially consi-
dering the isolated habitats in
which they are forced to live
because of the genetic engineer-
ing that has changed them from
humans into Coldworld Cat-
forms. Although love conquers
numerous obstacles, it cannot
conquer death. Jarry’s desire to
create a new world for the
Catforms weakens after Sanza’s
death, since he will no longer to
share the new world with his
beloved. Instead of nobly
working to further the lives of
the 28,5664 other Catforms (who
presumably desire their world
just as he and Sanza did) Jarry
chooses to slow the process to
allow the native Redforms a
chance to evolve. His motivation
1s not noble altruism, but rather
the selfish desire to continue in
the Redform’s memory as their
beneficent g od. L ove,
apparently, 1s only so powerful.
In its absence, self-interest wins
out.
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In the novel Lord of Light,
Zelazny again investigates the
narrow border between love and
hatred as a motivating force.
Sam is certainly a noble fellow.
He is willing to give up
immortality, luxury, and even
deification to promote the cause
of those who are either not of the
First or their chosen. However,
his passion does not grow from
love of his fellow humans;
rather he is motivated by hatred.
In a rather ironic exchange
with Yama, Sam discovers that

he has more in common with

the Deicrats he defies than he
imagines:

“When I have died the real
death,” said Sam, “then will I be
changed. But until that moment I

will hate Heaven with every breath
that I draw. If Brahma has me burnt,

I will spit into the flames. If he has

me strangled, [ will attempt to bite
the executioner’s hand. If my throat

is cut, may my blood rust the blade
that does it. Is that a ruling passion?”

“You are good god material,”
said Yama.

In the 1992 novella “Come
Back to the Killing Ground,
Alice, My Love,” Zelazny
returns to familiar ground with
a new sophistication. Unlike his
earlier works where the lines
between love and hatred are
more clearly drawn, in “Alice”
Zelazny deals with characters
who all believe that they are
acting from the nobility of love
rather than the distorting force
of hate. Scarred Alice believes
that she loves Nelsor and
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because of that love she has
sacrificed her sister clones in an
attempt to free him. Yet, as the
story progresses, she is forced by
Kallifriki and Nelsor to face that
her hatred of being a clone is
what truly drives her. Nelsor is
simply a symbol of every-
thing—most particularly of love
—that she cannot have.

Yet, if Nelsor provides the
means for Scarred Alice to
recognize her own hatred, in the
process he says enough to make
the reader doubt his own love of
the original Alice. First, he
confirms the Alice clone’s story
that he could not tell his wife
from her clone. Then, he admits
that he tortured other of the
clones in an effort to find out
which was responsible for the
original Alice’s death. Although
they are “only” clones, one does
wonder about the depth of a love
that allows the lover to mutilate
and torture a perfect image of
the beloved. Nelsor claims that
his nervous breakdown was due
to the trauma this torture
entailed, but one wonders about
the validity of the statement,
especially in light of Aidon’s
creation of a killing ground for
the clones as a “healing ritual”
for his master.

Oddly, the only character in
the story who may display love
in the classic sense of desiring
another’s well-being more than
one’s own 1s the computer,
Aidon. Aidon’s perverse killing
ground 1s not created out of
hatred, as might superficially
seem to be the case, but from

love for Nelsor and a sincere
desire that he recover. Perhaps
his inhumanity allows Aidon to
love without being aware of the
pain and suffering that his love
creates.

When applied to the Amber

novels, Zelazny’s fascination
with love and hate becomes a
sub-text for the novels and may
explain the great difference in
tone between the stories that
Corwin narrates and those that
Merlin narrates.

The early Amber novels
begin, like many of the Zelazny
stories already discussed, with a
character acting from what he
wishes to believe are, if not the
noblest of motives, at least better
motives than those of his rivals.
Corwin of Amber is not even
completely recovered from his
amnesia before he decides that
he is going to “try” for the throne
which his father’s disap-
pearance has left vacant. Two
wars, several murders, a
blinding, and assorted other
maimings |ater, Corwin
realizes that he didn’t want the
throne after all:

Hatred drove me at
first—hatred for my brother
Eric—and my desire for the throne.
Had you asked me on my return
which was the stronger, I would
have said that it was the summons of
the throne. Now, though... now I
would have to admit that it was
actually the other way around.
(Chronicles I1 194)



Corwin’s growth within the
novel centers around his realiza-
tion that what had driven him
was not the love he believed he
felt for his home or the desire to
rule it wisely, but hatred and
envy of his brother and perhaps
of his father as well.

Corwin is not the only of the
characters from the
first five novels to
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I like him” (Chronicles 11 46).
Later in the same novel,
Corwin calls a meeting of his
siblings in the Castle Amber
library. Most of the Princes and
Princesses choose to Trump in
rather than simply using the
door. Thus, their entrances
become an elaborate expression
of who they like and who they
dislike. While this
may seem a rather

act from a desire for 66 i tepid wa of
hatred and revenge Sometlmes exg:ressing hyatred,
rather than from the impossible recall that none of
nobler emotions. love which these ancient
While self-interest . conspirators would
certainly is the sustains, be so obvious as to
s_trn?gest fmc:tiva:f impossibly, make themselves
ting factor for any o vulnerable b
the Princes and the tortured admitting a hatreg
Princesses, they soul, unless they were in
often choose what sometimes a position to act
side they will act the hate so big upon it. Even so,
with based on who : when Corwin
they dislike least. that it would requests that they
" Ran\ic}um al]ieﬁ burn the swear a pact to
imse wit : enforce exile on
Corwin because of innocent Brand’s attacker if
his dislike for Eric to reach the he or she will
rather than from a guﬂty.” confess, Julian with-

belief that Corwin’s
cause is right. As
he tells Corwin: “Of
all my relations, I
like sex the best and
Eric the least” (Chronicles 1 36).
In Sign of the Unicorn when
Corwin interrogates Flora about
her role as his guardian in
Shadow, not even her desire to
stay on his good side can make
her hide her dislike for
Random. Her comment is blunt:
“It is too late to start pretending

-Roger Zelazny fiti

holds his consent
rather than give up
plans for
revenge against
whomever has slain
Caine. Only when he is certain
that he can have his revenge
does he agree to take oath with
the others.

Hatred is not reserved as a
motivating force for those of
Amber. Two of the most power-
ful of the lesser players, Moire
and Dara, make their most
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significant actions motivated by
hatred. Moire cannot forgive
Random for his role in the death
of her daughter, Morganthé.
Although she is far too wise a
ruler to risk war with Amber by
executing one of the Princes,
she does exact a strict penalty
for his actions by making him
stay in her realm for a year and
marry Vialle, a member of her
court. Ironically, from Moire’s
penalty comes one of the few
examples of the other side of
Zelazny’s fascination, “the
impossible love which sustains,
impossibly, the tortured soul.”
Vialle grows to love Random
during her year with him and
she requests to join him when
he i1s imprisoned in Amber for
attempting to murder Eric. In
The Courts of Chaos the
Unicorn selects Random,
despite his rascally disposition
and comparatively minimal
military prowess, over his more
obviously gifted brothers as the
new ruler of Amber. Certainly,
the unicorn who looks upon her
children with “pity and a strong

love... and perhaps a touch of
humor” (Chronicles II 423)
would appreciate that in

accepting Vialle’s love and
learning to love in return
Random has trained most
fittingly of all the Princes for the
role of King.

Things do not go as well with
the other arranged romance
that plays a large role in the
first five Amber novels. Dara
was bred by Chaos from Bene-
dict, one of the most promising

claimants to the throne, to bear
a child by Corwin, the other
most promising claimant. Both
her kinfolk in Chaos and Oberon
wish for her and Corwin to
marry, but, although he is
smitten with her, she never
seems able to love him in
return. At the Patternfall battle
she uses the comparatively
flimsy excuse that Corwin has
ignobly slain her countryman
Borel to break-off whatever
relationship that they might
have had. That Corwin still has
feelings for her is clear, but he
1s also able to accept that her
hatred has transformed her into
something he does not recognize
as the girl he had loved: “I could
think only of what I had seen
when she had gestured. The
cowling had slipped away and 1
had gotten a glimpse of what
she had become. It had not been
a human face, there within the
shadows. But I turned my head
and watched until she was
gone” (Chronicles 11 417). Later,
in Merlin’s stories, Dara’s
hatred for Corwin becomes quite
clear and alienates her from her
son as well as from Corwin.
While Corwin is motivated,
at least initially, by hatred and a
desire for revenge, Merlin is
definitely not. Yet, this is not
because he lacks either the
capacity or the training for these
traditional activities of the
Courts of Amber and Chaos. In
The Courts of Chaos Merlin tells
Corwin that his education inclu-
ded “the usual things a gentle-
man should know—magic, wea



pons, poisons, riding, dancing”
and that “I was taught to dislike
many of the things about
Amber” (Chronicles 11 420).

However, if he is not a
master of hatred, Merlin does
not share Vialle’s deep capacity
for love either. Instead, when
the Trumps of Doom
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Amber and most particularly of
those members of Amber who
were responsible for Brand’s
death. His friendship with Dalt,
who has also been taught to hate
Amber from his birth, rein-
forces his tendency towards
hatred and revenge. Thus, Luke

1s able to stage

begins his story, annual assassina-
Merlin is primarily tion attempts on
motivated by Clearly: Merlin, who other-
curiosity and an Zelazny’s wise 1s one of his
innocent desire to fascination closest friends.
please both his new- Lt Bfatnd Later, he imprisons
found relatives in wi El Ire Merlin, attempts to
Amber and those and its steal the Ghost-
who raised him in opposite” has wheel, stages the

Chaos. This tenden-
cy makes him easily
manipulated, not
just by Dara and
Mandor (who have
apparently been
manipulating him
since his birth), but
by strong-willed

lead him into
some strange
and convoluted
stories. If the
road he has
chosen is often

assassination of
Caine, and other-
wise seems well on
the way to behaving
in the fashion a

young scion of
Oberon should.
What turns him

from this path is his

friends like Luke dark, the end growing dislike of
(Rinaldo, Son of results are so being manipulated
Brand) Reynard. captivatino that by Jasra and his

Luke fits the e P Fhivt 5 affection for Merlin,
“classic” mold of a Or thiurty years oddly similar forces

Prince of Amber

much more
accurately than
Merlin does. In

large part, this is

due to his ability to

use revenge and hatred as the
motivating factors behind his
actions. Although Luke is much
happier as a traveling
salesman, artist, and track
runner, his mother, Jasra, has
fostered in him a hatred of

readers have
been following
him...

to those that forced
Corwin to
reevaluate his own
life and goals.

Lesser players in
Merlin’s stories,
like Julia and Jurt, also enter
the game because of their
hatred, in this case focused on
Merlin personally, not on him
merely as a representative of
Amber. In both cases, although
they give Merlin some difficulty,
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they find that they are not up to
the competition—at least not on
the cosmic scale that those of
Amber and Chaos play. Yet this
awareness 1s not what makes
them lessen their antagonism
towards Merlin. What does
change them is their growing
respect, affection, and even love
for each other—and perhaps an
understanding that Merlin was
not what they wanted to destroy
after all.

As in the first five Amber
books, Merlin’s stories also
include a character who is
motivated by love rather than by
hatred. In this case, the
character i1s not even human,
but is the artificial intelligence,
Ghostwheel. In Ghostwheel’s
first appearances, he 1s a rather
frightening figure, a disem-
bodied voice with the power to
command the elements. How-
ever, as he develops in self-
awareness, he acquires
affection and even love for
Merlin. Merlin, for all his
failing in other areas, is wiser
than Dr. Frankenstein and does
not reject his “offspring” when it
comes to him for advice.
Gradually, a relationship grows
between them, with Ghostwheel
referring to Merlin as “Dad” and
trying to fit himself into the
Amber family tree. When
Merlin goes to his final confron-
tation with Dara and Mandor,
Ghostwheel is the ally who
stands with him and makes
certain that he can win.

Clearly, Zelazny’s fascina-
tion with “hatred and its

»n

opposite” has lead him into
some strange and convoluted
stories. If the road he has
chosen is often dark, the end
results are so captivating that
for thirty years readers have
been following him into stories
that become more compelling as
the reader questions just how
far apart are love and hate. For
the Amber novels, the paradox
i1s more complex because of the
length at which the scenarios
are played out. Corwin must
learn to love and forgive; Merlin
must learn to be strong without
falling into the blinding trap of
hatred and revenge. Both
journeys hold their fascinations
but, perhaps in honest
assessment, one can see that
Merlin’s journey may be the
more difficult because hatred
and revenge, especially with the
compelling power that Zelazny
portrays them, are so very
attractive.

Next time around, Dr. Jane
M. Lindskold, PhD., will join
Roger Zelazny and Carl Yoke in
evaluating Kuttner’s The Dark
World. Her new book, Roger
Zelazny, a critical/literary bio-
graphy, will be out from Twayne
this November.

Jane is also coordinating a
bunch of Amber stuff for Kaleido-
scope, September 24-26 1993, in
her hometown of Lynchburg,
Virginia. It’s the only 1993 con
to feature both Roger Zelazny
and Erick Wujcik.
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Zelazny’s Prolog to Trumps of Doom - 33

H e started out walking, into the dim
labyrinth. There seemed to be a faint tune
in the air...
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It was almost too easy. A turning, a twisting, a doubling back...

And then he faced a rough, slanted wall, looked up and saw the
shaft. He commenced climbing.

It was no longer easy. A swaying sensation began—faint, then
distinct—as if he were mounting into the uppermost branches of a
tall tree. His way brightened and then dimmed, repeatedly, in no
perceptible pattern. After a time, his eyes ached. Images doubled,
wavered...

When the way grew suddenly level he doubted his vision, till his
extended hand assured him that there was indeed a choice of
passages.

He leaned and moved his head into each of these. The faint
musical sound seemed slightly louder in the one to the left, and he
followed it. Of that, at least, he was certain.

Now his way rose and fell. He climbed up, he climbed down. The
brightening and dimming continued, only now the brightness was
brighter and the dimness dimmer.

And the sensations of external movement had not abated. The
floor of the tunnel seemed to ripple beneath his feet, the walls and
roof to contract and expand. He stumbled, caught himself. Stumbled
again...

At the next turning the sounds grew slightly louder, and he
realized that they were not a tune, but rather a totally random
concatenation of noises.

He climbed. He descended. The passageway shrank, and finally
he crawled.

The sensations of movement increased. At times he seemed to be
spinning; other times, it felt as if he were falling into an enormous
abyss.

The flashes of light now drove nails of pain into his skull. He
began to hallucinate. Faces and figures. Flames. Or were they
hallucinations?

He felt the first faint pulsation upon his left wrist...

How long had he been moving? His clothes were already in
tatters and he bled, painlessly, from a dozen scrapes and
lacerations.

He descended a well and emerged somehow upward onto a floor.
Mad laughter rang about him, ceasing only when he realized it to be
his own.

The sounds grew even louder, until it felt as if he negotiated a
gallery of demonic bells—wild, out of phage, their vibrations beating
against him.

Thinking became painful. He knew that he must not stop, that he
must not turn back, that he must not take any of the lesser turnings
where the sounds came softer. Any of these courses would prove
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fatal. He reduced this to one imperative: Continue.

Again, a pulsing at his wrist, and a faint, slow movement...

He gritted his teeth when he saw that he must climb once more,
for her limbs had grown heavy. Each movement seemed as if it were
performed underwater—slowly, requiring more than normal effort.

A screen of smoke offered frightening resistance. He drove
himself against it for an age before he passed through and felt his
movements become easy once again. Six times this occurred, and
each time the pressure against him was greater.

When he crawled out, drooling and dripping blood, on the other
side of the chamber from which he had entered, his eyes darted
wildly and could not fix upon the small, dark figure which stood
before him.

“You are a fool,” it told him.

It took some time for the words to register, and when they did he
lacked the strength with which to reply.

“A lucky fool,” it went on, darkness flowing about it like wings.
(Or were they really wings?) “I had not judged you ready to essay the
Logrus for a long while yet.”

He closed his eyes against this speaker, and an image of the
route he had followed danced within his mind’s seeing, like a bright,
torn web folding in a breeze.

“...And a fool not to have borne a blade and so enchanted it... or a
mirror, a chalice, or a wand to brace your magic. No, all I see is a
plece of rope. You should have waited, for more instruction, for
greater strength. What say you?”

He raised himself from the floor, and a mad light danced within
his eyes.

“It was time,” he said. “I was ready.”

“And a cord! What a half-ass—Uck!”

The cord, glowing now, tightened about his throat.

When the other released it, the dark one coughed and nodded.

“Perhaps—you knew—what you were doing—on that count...” it

muttered. “Is it really time? You will be leaving?”

HYES-!!

A dark cloak fell upon his shoulders. He heard the splash of
water within a flask.

“Here.”

As he drank, the cord wrapped itself about his wrist and
vanished.

“Thanks, Uncle.” he said, after several swallows.

The dark figure shook its head.

“Impulsive,” it said. “Just like your father.”

©1986 by the Amber Corporation
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that I was... well, scared...We shared a weak grin...

I looked at Eleanor sideways, hoping she wouldn’t notice
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By Carol Dodd

(An Amber Log, Based on a Scenario by Erick Wujcik)

Copyright 1993 — C. Dodd

I woke up feeling much better than I had any right to feel. Eyes slitted

against the insistent sunlight, I cautiously tested each muscle for the aches
and pains that just had to be the result of my recent exertions. No aches, no
pains. Then I took a big chance and opened my eyes fully, ready to shut
them again as soon as the headache took hold. No headache. Hmmm...
Maybe I was going to survive this, after all...

Throwing all caution to the wind, I swung my legs over the side of the
bed and sat up. No wave of dizziness assaulted me. Better and better!

I did notice one disconcerting fact. Under the pile of quilts and
blankets, I was naked. What nerve! Who could have put me to bed?
Certainly not my maid. She is as familiar with my collection of cotton
granny nightgowns as I am. My robe was nowhere in sight. I dove back
beneath the covers and reached for the bell-pull.

Annalise answered so quickly I was sure she had been lurking in the
antechamber waiting for the call. She had the customary tray with a pot of
the herb tea that I use as a stimulant in the morning in her hands. I didn’t
feel like herb tea, this morning. Actually, I was in the mood for chocolate,
but conflicting orders tend to confuse servants so I accepted the tea,
watching her face, which was watching me back with a look that I couldn’t
define...

“Miss Bronwyn,” she murmured, “it’s so good to see you up and about.
How are you feeling?”

“Fine.” I shrugged. She looked as if she doubted this, which didn’t
surprise me. Strenuous exertion usually does me in, big time.

“I guess I must have slept all afternoon and through the night as well.”

“All night and...” She looked astounded. “Ma’am, you’ve been asleep for
two days! We were beginning to wonder...” She trailed off, looking
uncomfortable.

I decided to ignore her reaction, sipping my tea and enjoying my
feeling of well-being. Most likely, my father had been pressuring her to
wake me and she had resisted, as usual. I appreciated Annalise. She does a
lot for me, but then, that’s what I pay her to do.

Under other circumstances, I would have stayed there all morning,
enjoying the sunlight and the fact that I was feeling so well. I'm lazy as a
rule, and breakfast in bed is right up my alley. Today, though, I was eager
to get up and around and see what had transpired while I was sleeping.
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Things were still pretty topsy-turvy when I had passed out in the Grove.
there were a lot of loose ends I wanted to tie up and a lot of people I wanted to
catch up with, provided they had all survived. I hoped so. Most of them had
begun to grow on me, in a weird sort of way.

Annalise was moving about the room, tidying up and chattering rather
nervously. Poor thing, I thought, she’s been concerned about me. I felt a
little guilty for giving her such a scare. Honestly, I don’t know what I do to
evoke such loyalty.

“I'm getting up,” I told her. “Could you find my robe and start the
shower, please?”

She handed me the robe without comment and went into the bathroom. I
belted the worn chenille sash around my waist and pulled it tight, astounded
as the fabric parted and snapped in my hands. I stared at it stupidly for a
few moments. Then I giggled. I was really going to have to break down and
spring for some new clothes. Everything I owned had a real bad case of
shabby. But the old, worn things are so comfortable, I hate to give them up.
Oh well...

I strode past Annalise, who was mumbling disjointedly about trying to
find me something to wear. I guessed she had noticed my robe and made the
obvious conclusions. I hung the robe on the back of the door and stepped into
the shower. It wasn’t hot enough.

Usually, I like my showers lukewarm and soothing. Today I turned the
faucet handle all the way to the right and reveled in the sudden course of
heat and steam. The water coursed over me, violent and invigorating. I let
it pound over my back and shoulders, stretching and turning and breathing
in the steamy mist.

I stepped out at last, groping for a towel, wrapped up my hair and threw
the robe back on, unbelted, heading for my dressing table. I sat down, still
dripping slightly, and fished in my jewelry box for earrings and my
bracelets. The bracelets felt tight somehow. Maybe I had sprained my wrists
slightly, battling Brand and his cohort. Must be some residual swelling...

I yanked the towel from my head and picked up my comb, glancing for
the first time in the mirror above the dressing table. The comb froze in
midair as I stared in disbelief at my own reflection.

My own face looked back at me, but that’s where the similarity ended. It
was perched above broad shoulders and a strongly corded neck. I glanced
again at my wrists and realized that what I had mistaken for swelling was
actually a thickening and broadening of the muscles in my forearms. I
ripped open the robe, staring in horror at the flat, striated belly and thighs
that rippled with muscle as I tensed. Every hair on my head tried to stand
straight on end!

And that wasn’t the worst of it. As I jumped from the chair, I realized
that I couldn’t see the top of my head in the mirror anymore. I was at least
three inches taller than I was supposed to be.

My strangled cry of shock brought Annalise running, staring and
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wringing her hands in her apron in helpless furor. I realized then why she
had been acting so strangely.

“Miss Bronwyn,” she began, but I cut her off with a gesture and she
flinched out of the way. Her eyes told me she was afraid. So was I.

Frantically, I searched for the one thing that should have occurred to me
the moment I woke up. It hadn’t, and as I groped for any vestige of the
Pattern 1n my mind, I realized with a pang that I hadn’t even noticed its
absence until I actually stopped to look. Something was drastically wrong!

With an inarticulate cry of rage and horror, I wheeled and darted for
the door. She scuttled out of my way, calling something I didn’t pause to
understand. I ran down the hall, banked at the stairs, taking them two at a
time, not bothering to steady my flight with the rail. My foot slipped once,
still dripping from the shower, but I caught myself in a weird shift of
balance, out of instinct or desperation or I don’t know what. I didn’t want to
KNnow.

The only thing I cared about was getting to the Pattern room as fast as I
could. It was the only thing I could think of that might possibly make things
all right with me again. Make me myself again.

I lowered my head and ran.

I rounded the bend by the Grand Staircase, someone’s shouts ringing in
my ears. I ignored it. No one got in my way. I raced along the passage past
the library and the throne room, heading for the back staircase that leads to
the nether regions of the castle. A few white faces peered from doorways
along the way, but no one ventured into the corridor.

I reached the back staircase, catching the banister briefly to slow my
momentum and change my angle of trajectory. Square in my path stood
Random, a sword dangling from his hand, mouth agape in surprise. He
started to say something, raising his free hand in a placating gesture.

[ never gave it a second thought. With a fluid motion I didn’t need to
calculate, I swept his feet out from under him with a side kick and slammed
him up against the wall with an elbow to the ribs. He gasped and went down,
dropping the sword. Before it could clatter to the floor I snatched it up and
ran on.

I didn’t bother to look back as he shouted for me to halt. I reached the
second landing, dimly conscious of the pounding of booted feet on the stairs
behind me and the muffled clank of some mechanism ahead.

I glanced up quickly, guided by an instinct I didn’t know I possessed. A
portcullis was dropping before me, cutting off my path.

I dropped to the ground and rolled beneath it, escaping the bottom spikes
by scant inches as it clanged to the floor. I jumped to my feet and ran into the
darkness below.

Good! They’d have to winch the thing back up again before they could
follow.

As I descended, the torches became fewer and farther between. I didn’t
hesitate. I had made this journey a hundred or so times before.
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Suddenly a man stepped out into a pool of torchlight just ahead. A guard,
human. I knew him.

“Evan!” 1 hesitated.

It’s one thing to knock another Amberite, even a king, out of your path,
but I could really Aurt this man. I didn’t want to.

“Miss Bronwyn?” The shock was plain on his face.

We stared at each other for a couple of heartbeats. I leveled the sword at
his midsection and enunciated clearly, so there would be no mistake.

“Get... out... of... my... way. Now!”

He got.

As I darted by him, I heard him murmur helpfully, “I don’t think there’s
anyone else between you and the Pattern room...”

He was right. No one else stood in my way. The sounds of pursuit had
faded into the distance upstairs. The silence was eerie.

By the time I reached the Pattern room I was bristling with goosebumps
that had little to do with the fact that I wore nothing but a faded chenille
bathrobe. No one was on duty by the door, which would have seemed strange
if I had stopped to think about it. I didn’t.

The door is heavy, and usually I need help with it. This morning I
pushed it aside with one hand.

Inside the Pattern room I dropped the sword I had filched from Random.
I approached the Pattern slowly, almost reluctantly, although I couldn’t
have explained my feelings to anyone at this point. It was my salvation,
this I knew, and yet, unexplainably, I was afraid of it...

The first time I'd walked the Pattern I hadn’t been afraid. Oh, I had
heard the hundred or more horror stories about those of my relatives who
had made the attempt and died, but it had never occurred to me for one
moment that I would fail. Armed with all the good advice and the various
strategies for negotiating the curves from Uncle Caine and Dad, I had
stepped onto the Pattern willingly, eagerly, and was not too surprised when
the walk became a dance...

Now, suddenly, I was terrified.

I had willingly embraced and used the vast, mysterious powers of the
Abyss. Without a second thought, I had grasped the power that was available
and twisted it to suit my needs. Up until that point Pattern had been the very
source of my existence. What if it was jealous? What if it repudiated me
now?

I hesitated, vacillating between eagerness and terror.

Some part of me argued that the Pattern was me, part of my genes and
my heritage. Some other part urged caution.

Finally, the knowledge that sooner or later my pursuers would winch up
the portcullis and follow spurred me to action. In moments, a dozen or so of
my busybody relatives would no doubt be on hand to complicate matters.
Life or death, it was my thing to do, and I wanted to do it alone. I stepped
forward.
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My first footfall should have signaled my triumph or sealed my fate.
Instead, to my horror, nothing happened... to me.

I glanced down. The spark-shower should have been at least ankle
high, if this was going to work. I should have felt some initial rush or
bonding. There was nothing. There was no flare of power teasing and
beckoning me toward the center. Something was terribly wrong!

I hesitated, only a moment, but that in itself should have been a fatal
mistake. I caught myself, fighting panic, and took another determined step
forward. Why? Don’t ask! I just couldn’t believe what was happening, but
then I took a chance and glanced behind to where my foot had been a
moment before, and the horror of it froze me to the spot. Oh, Lords, what have
[ done?

Where I had walked, the Pattern was dead and blackened, entirely
lifeless. I stood rigid with shock, not daring to move. Reason screamed that
[ should be able to hear the Pattern writhing and wailing in its death-throes.
(azing wildly about me, it seemed that I could almost see this happening.
The glowing path ahead seemed to undulate, as if in pain. But I felt nothing.

Lords!

I have to back off, I told myself, trying to stay as calm as possible lest, in
my panic, I should inadvertently compound the damage I had caused.
Carefully, not daring to consider what this was going to mean to me, I
turned around and stepped off again.

If stopping the walk hadn’t killed me, this certainly should have done
the trick. But I was none the worse for wear... physically. I stood for a
moment, not daring to look behind, hoping that by the time I got the courage
to do so, things would have righted themselves and the Pattern would be
whole again. Finally, I turned to look...

Where I had walked, my footsteps had killed the Pattern. It was as
simple as that, I told myself. The Pattern is dying and you did it, Bronwyn.
You did it. You really did it this time!

Reeling, I backed away in horror at what I had done and what it would
mean to everything that was me and everything I had ever known or cared
about. I threw my hands up in front of my face to cover my eyes, but it
seemed that the devastation had burned its way into my brain and I couldn’t
shut out the sight! Then I tripped over Random’s sword and went down in a
heap on the floor of the Pattern room.

Here’s where it gets really confusing. I sat there staring at the Pattern.
Everything seemed crystal clear. Everything seemed irrevocable. I suppose
I snapped. It occurred to me that anyone who kills a Pattern should die with
1t. Apparently, it wasn’t able to kill me. I would have to do it myself. If I
couldn’t have Pattern, I couldn’t have life. Didn’t want it. Get it over with.
End this. At least, I wouldn’t have to live with the consequences...

I picked up the sword. The edges were very sharp. It felt big and
awkward in my hands. I thought about running myself through, but I
couldn’t seem to get the leverage. I had some thought of slashing my wrists.
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If I could steady the thing with my left hand and run my right wrist across
it, that should do it. Then repeat with the left. Yes.

No. I guess I pressed too hard. As I have said, it was very sharp. Blood
spurted.

I stared, stupefied, at the hand on the floor before me. It didn’t seem to
belong to me. Stupid, my mind told me, that’s not what you meant to do. Now
you don’t have a hand!

But, I won’t need one, another part of me reasoned. I'm going to be dead,
after all...

I concluded it didn’t really matter. I would be just as dead bleeding out
from a severed hand as from slashed wrists. It all seemed very trivial and
academic as I sat there watching the blood. I knew that there was something
else I was supposed to be upset about, but I couldn’t remember it. There was

no pain. I do remember being surprised at that, just before everything
faded...

“Okay, Hang on. I think she’s coming out of it now.”

Gee, that’s Gérard’s voice. I didn’t know he was dead too...

A sudden pressure at my ankles; another at my left shoulder, at my
right... I can’t feel anything else. Maybe I'm being buried...

Huh! I felt a sudden shock. Hands on either side of my temples and the
creepy feeling of someone slipping into my mind.

Now here’s where instinct comes into play. Even dead, there are some
things that are just, well, private. I went a little wild.

The mind that overlaid my own clamped down on my panic and
confusion in a no-nonsense manner that was comforting and
commanding, all at once. I felt a thread of sympathy, along with the
sensation that resistance of any sort was about to meet with short shrift, but
definitely. Harlan.

“It’s okay.” He shot a mental reassurance that was anything but. “Take
it easy, Bronwyn. You'’re going to be all right.”

“Nothing,” I answered in kind, “is ever going to be all right again.”

“Why not?”

How could he possibly understand? After all, he was Pattern blind,
always had been. Lords, so was I! And all the horror came rushing back.

The grip on my shoulders and ankles got painful as I tried to twist
away. The grip on my mind never wavered, just calmly set about shutting
off all of my will to move as I struggled, and when I was still, it went on,
matter of factly.

“The Pattern’s not dying. Somebody fixed it. One of those guys from
Corwin’s Pattern that Kayen brought along. Fraid I didn’t catch his name.
He used one of those little black boxes, like Brand had in the Grove...”

“l don’t believe you...”

“Well, uh, I guess you really don’t have much choice, do you?”

Of course he was right.
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I took a chance and opened my eyes. Gérard, Kayen and Godfrey were
ranged around me, hanging on for dear life and watching me with tight,
worried expressions. I wondered if they’d caught any of my mental
conversation with Harlan. Apparently not.

“Who did this to her?” Kayen growled.

Harlan sighed. “Uh, no one. I mean, she did it to herself. Thought she
killed the Pattern, so she tried to commit suicide.”

His brief, psychic flash of contempt told me what he thought of that.

I was angry. After all, how was I supposed to react?

The others stirred, uncomfortable with this information. Godfrey
murmured something about suicide being a really big sin. Gérard frowned
and busied himself with some medical stuff, I don’t know what. Looked like
he had bandaged up my arm. It didn’t hurt and I didn’t much care, but I
resented Harlan in my head and slammed my mental shields in place,
forcing him psychically ‘off balance’... for the space of a second or two.

His eyes widened in surprise, but it didn’t take him much time to re-
establish his controls. I still couldn’t move, but at least he couldn’t pick
through my thoughts any more.

I looked down to where Kayen retained a death grip on my feet. they
were beginning to get numb, and I wished he would let go. He caught my eye
and smiled slightly, trying to be reassuring, I guess. He is almost too nice.

“Never was much good with a sword,” I muttered, and he relaxed his
grip a bit. My toes felt like pins and needles. Harlan was glaring at me,
suspicion laced across his face.

“Don’t try anything,” he muttered darkly.

[ wasn’t about to, not just yet...

“Well, you've made a real mess of things, Bronwyn.” Gérard can be
merciless when he thinks he’s got the upper hand. “There’s probably not too
much I can do about your hand. Oh, it will probably regenerate in a couple of
vears, but you're going to have to do without it for awhile. You’re really
lucky the blood vessels went into spasm like they did. You could have bled to
death, you little fool.”

All of this, of course, meant to comfort the suffering invalid. Where did
he get his bedside manner?

I decided not to answer. I closed my eyes and let them thrash it out.
Trying to figure out what to do about me.

Harlan still held me in his psychic grip, and I knew that as long as he
did, nothing I could try to do would work. He couldn’t read my thoughts, but
then, I guess it didn’t take a mind-reader to guess what I would do if I was
free. He wasn’t taking any chances. Somehow, I had to get them to relax.

If I could get away from them, it would be simple enough to finish what I
had started. It didn’t really matter that someone had saved the Pattern. As
far as I was concerned, it was dead... to me...

And in the end, that was all that mattered to me now...

They started talking at me again, Harlan sending waves of calm and
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reassurance battering against my shields, which were holding, just barely.
I was feeling kind of weak: probably whatever pain-killer Gérard had
pumped into my veins was having some sort of sedative effect as well.
Kayen was nattering on about how we would try to get this thing
straightened out and get my Pattern back, all of us together, and Gérard had
taken another tack and was being sweet and sympathetic, all in a soothing
voice that was beginning to get through to me, in spite of my resolve to resist
them.

Finally, I heard myself promising them I wouldn’t do anything foolish,
and one by one they let me go. All except Harlan. Son of a...

I glared at him and he grinned!

Then Kelcey came in with the hand.

She was holding it behind her back, but it was pretty obvious, really, and
tasteless, I thought in a weird, detached kind of way. Apparently she had
some idea that Gérard would be able to suture it back on again. He and
Kayen pulled her over into the corner and they discussed it for awhile. I
couldn’t hear what they were saying, but I could see the disappointment on
her face. Godfrey tried to put himself between me and them, I guess to keep
me from seeing it.

I really didn’t care, but I pretended not to notice them because, well, they
were all trying so hard to be sensitive, and in our family that takes quite a
bit of effort. You don’t want to waste something like that.

They did something with the hand. I'm not sure what, but I didn’t have to
look at it. With the pressure bandage on the end of my arm, I could almost
believe it was still there, even though I knew better. I pushed the thought
away. Kelcey was sidling over to the couch where I was laying.

“Can I talk to her?” She seemed to be asking Harlan for permission.

He gave her a funny look. He can’t quite accept the fact that most of us
are a little in awe of his mental powers, Kelcey most of all. He nodded and
sat back, releasing his touch on my head. Careful now. Don’t move too fast!

I shifted my shoulders slightly, half turning in her direction. Harlan
looked about ready to spring back, in case I did anything funny, so I was
very careful to be slow and deliberate. No use rousing their suspicions
again.

“What do you want?” I asked her, none too graciously.

She flushed slightly. I wasn’t making this easy, after all.

“Look, I want you to know, I'm really sorry about what happened, about,
um, your hand and everything...” She raced on before I could comment. “I
really wish you’d Trumped one of us. Maybe we could have helped...”

I didn’t answer. None of them could have helped. I knew that, even if
they didn’t.

“Anyhow... I just wanted to say... 'm really sorry...” She seemed to want
some kind of reaction. The others were watching me closely. I relented,
sourly.

“It doesn’t matter. I don’t care about the hand. This isn’t even really
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me... that’s the whole point.”

Suddenly, it seemed very important that I make this clear to them.
Harlan made a sort of restive gesture just out of my line of vision. I knew he
was ready to clamp down again, so I hurried on before they could get the
wrong idea.

“Don’t you see? It wasn’t just the Pattern, although that was probably the
worst. I don’t even know who I am anymore!”

My voice had risen to a wail. Even I could hear the note of hysteria that
was beginning to creep back in. The drugs must have been wearing off.

Gérard elbowed his way to the couch and put a warning hand on my
shoulder.

“Easy!” he commanded. “Am [ going to have to put you out? Harlan...”

“Wait!” Kelcey insisted, waving Harlan away with an imperious
gesture. She insinuated herself between them and me like a pint-sized
lioness protecting a cub.

“You can’t make anything right for her by yelling at her. Why don’t you
let her try to work this out in her own way? She’ll never get it straight if you
keep knocking her out. Leave her alone.”

“Can’t let her try to kill herself again,” Godfrey muttered. I wondered if
he was worried about my soul.

Gérard set his jaw and began rummaging through his medical bag. But
Kelcey wasn’t finished.

“Gérard, no,” she insisted. “Leave her alone. We have to talk.”

He glared at her for a moment, then shrugged.

“Have it your way, then,” he snarled. “I'm not responsible for what
happens, understand?”

She nodded briefly, and they stared at each other for a moment, eyes
locked in some sort of contest of will. Then he whirled and stomped out of
the room, slamming the door behind him.

“Gee, I think you really made him mad,” Harlan commented mildly.

His understatement sort of broke the tension in the room. Kayen risked
a rueful chuckle and even Godfrey smiled. Kelcey shook herself and
turned back to me.

I was careful to keep my face as expressionless as possible. My chief
adversary was gone, and the rest of them had begun to relax their guard. In
spite of their reassurances, I knew in my heart that nothing had really
changed. If the Pattern was mended, well and good... for them. I was still a
stranger to myself and a one-handed stranger at that. I knew I couldn’t live
this way, and I didn’t want to try. But I couldn’t let them know that.

“You’re right about one thing, Bronwyn,” Kelcey interrupted my train of
thought. “That isn’t you.”

What am [, then?

She didn’t know.

“I did some tests on the hand you chopped off.” Kind of blunt. She wasn’t
trying to be pretty about this any more. Oddly enough, this steadied me. Call
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1t as you see it, Kelcey.
I nodded. “Yes, so...”
“It’s not shape shift. No sign of that on the genetic level. I would know.”
Kayen made a small noise of protest, but she ignored him and went on.
“So this isn’t something that you've done to yourself, and I'm damned if
I can see how Brand could have done it to you. I don’t know what it all
means, but it’s all tied up with the Abyss somehow, unless I miss my guess.
Before you take any more drastic action, I think you ought to try to see what

you can do with it and how it works. Anyway, it’s better than nothing at
all.,..”

“But, I don’t want it. I want to be like I was before.”

She threw up her hands in anger or despair or some emotion that I
couldn’t fathom. I thought she looked tired and worn, but I was too busy
feeling sorry for myself to give it much thought.

“What’s it to you, anyway? Why should you care if I live or die?”

“Maybe I don’t!” she hissed, exasperated. “But I should think you might.
Aren’t you even curious?”

She sat, cross-legged beside the couch, shoulders slumped, hands
covering her eyes. I hadn’t even noticed that Kayen had Trumped out until
Godfrey brought him back. He had a big glass of something brown and
nasty-looking in his hands. He sank down beside his sister and set it
carefully on the floor. Then he pried her hands away from her face and
made her drink it. She shuddered slightly, downed the mess, and he smiled
reassuringly and patted her on the shoulder.

After a while, she began to look a bit restored.

“Anyway,” she continued, “you seem to be handling this O.K.”

Oh, right!

I opened my mouth to protest, but she went on without waiting for my
reaction.

“Well, you don’t feel weak, do you?”

I thought about this. Except for some residual effects of the pain-killers
and blood loss, actually, I was feeling pretty well. Not good, but well. If I
didn’t look at the bandage on my arm, or in a mirror, I would almost be able
to convince myself that... I had never felt better in my life? What kind of
craziness was this?

“What are you getting at?”

“Oh, for heaven’s sake. Don’t you understand anything?” Something
happened to you down there. Maybe that’s your body and maybe it isn’t. I
don’t know. But whatever it is, you've got a handle on something the rest of
us don’'t, and maybe we're going to need whatever it is you've got. Maybe
not. Believe me, there’s still a lot going on that I don’t understand. But I
don’t like it, not one bit! Don’t ask me how I know. Trust me. Listen to me,
for once in your life, because, this isn’t over yet! We... are... still... in... big...
trouble!”

Her urgency communicated itself to the others, maybe a little too well.
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Kayen and Godfrey were on their feet. I don’t even think that she knew that
she was shouting.

They ranged around her, trying to calm her down enough to explain.

I took a chance and sat up, caught Harlan’s eye. He was smiling.

“I think she’s talking about power, Bronwyn,” he remarked
conversationally. Damn, the man’s been inside my head once or twice too
often. Thinks he knows what makes me tick, does he? Never again, I vowed
silently, smiling back at him as I searched for the thread of power that
linked me to the Abyss.

Then I found it.

Cautiously, I explored the little tendril of energy that connected me to...
the whatever... It was hardly more than a thread, but it was definitely there
and apparently supplying me with the wherewithal that was sustaining my
current form. Just something little and innocuous that I hadn’t even been
conscious of before I looked. Maybe, if I could shut it off...

Still being very careful, I experimented. I couldn’t shut it down no
matter how I tried to sever the connection. I was beginning to get angry.

The others were gathered about Kelcey, who was feeling faint or
something, and Kayen was making a bit of a fuss about her supposed
weakness. Personally, I thought it was a sham, but I was grateful because it
diverted the attention from me.

Given a few moments of peace, I made an attempt to void all the power
that I had already gathered from the connection, back along the route it had
come. The resistance was startling, and I had the disconcerting feeling of
heat building up around me. It looked as if the connection only ran one
way. O.K,, let’s try another approach...

Considering the link was as fragile as it seemed, I decided to draw on it
as heavily as I could. Maybe I could overload the thing with its own power
and it would snap of its own accord. I tried it.

Big, monumental mistake!

The power built slowly at first, then faster and faster, which was as I had
hoped. But instead of burning up, the link just got stronger, feeding me
more and more of the stuff at a rate that was heady and terrifying all at
once! The couch began to smolder in an alarming fashion, and I jumped to
my feet as my bathrobe burst into flames.

Kelcey shrieked and burst into flames of her own, which drove the
others back, at first, then towards me when they realized the cause for her
alarm. They reached me just as I dragged the burning bathrobe off and
flung it away. Then I doused the power, with very little effort, back to the
barely noticeable level it had been before. Too late! They were onto me!

Now Kelcey was burning, but nobody seemed to mind that. I guess people
expect that kind of thing from shifters... they're a strange breed. I was
another story. Having already established that I was mentally unbalanced,
further demonstrations of inexplicable behavior were obviously not to be
tolerated.
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Harlan and Godfrey dove in my direction, then caught up short,
staring. I opened my mouth to say something witty, and suddenly realized I
was standing there in front of everybody wearing nothing but a pair of
earrings and a pressure bandage! I was mortified!

Kayen, gentleman that he is, pretended not to notice and busied himself
trying to beat out the flames that engulfed Gérard’s couch. The others
weren’t so nice. I mean, they stared!

I wished that the ground would open up and swallow me. That’s not what
happened... exactly...

A growing pool of blackness spread outward from my feet, flames
flickering about the edges. This was the way that Brand used to come and
go, therefore suspect, but I didn’t worry about what it would do to my
reputation as I used it. That was already shot!

Get me out of here... it did. I had one last glimpse of their faces, laced
with suspicion and possibly some appreciation (yeah, really!) and then I
was gone.

I woke up, lying face down on black sand with the sound of the surf in my

ears. At first, I thought I must have fallen asleep on the beach at Cabra, but I
knew that was wrong. Home was never like this!

Then I remembered. I even recognized the place... after all, I had
created it. I was in the Abyss.

My arm hurt terribly. I supposed that Gérard’s pain-killers had worn
off, or burned out of my body during the transition. I struggled to wall off the
pain receptors, and was marginally successful. I couldn’t help but think
how much easier this would be if I still had the Pattern at my command. I
was feeling pretty sorry for myself.

In the space of the last few hours, I had assaulted the King, nearly
destroyed the Pattern, cut off my hand in a bungled suicide attempt, scared
my cousins half to death... let’s see, anything else? Oh, yes... I had set
(Gérard’s sitting room on fire. Quite a morning.

Now I was alone in the Abyss and cut off from everything I knew and
cared about. Hysteria seemed to be as good as any of the other options I had,
so I cried, then laughed, then cried again, until the gamut of emotions wore
itself out and left me empty and exhausted.

And I still didn’t have any clothes...

Then I got this creepy feeling that maybe I wasn't alone, after all.

Way out on the edge of my senses I caught a brief flicker of...
something. Not a call or a challenge. Whoever or whatever it was, was
being much too cagey to approach me directly. But there was a presence, I
was sure, and that made me curious.

Cautiously, I extended a light psychic net. Not strong enough to arouse
any suspicions, I hoped, but just enough to tell me what was there. I got
enough to confirm the fact that someone was watching, but decided to
withdraw the net before it could give me away. Whatever was out there, I
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was going to have to be very careful. I mean, suppose it was Brand?

I didn’t think so, but there was no way to be sure without luring the
watcher into the open. This would have to be done with extreme delicacy...

Again, with the lightest touch I could manage, I erected some psychic
shields and considered the problem. I didn’t think I would be able to hide.
The watcher was probably aware of me, which was what had drawn him
here in the first place. What to do?

I decided to encourage the idea that I was weak and helpless, but first I
opened up the link to the power around me, still shielding, and drew in as
much as I could without bursting into flame. Thus armed, I dropped the
shields and concentrated on the pain in my arm and a general feeling of
despondency, which wasn’t too hard to do in my present state.

It almost worked too well, and by the time he swooped down for the kill I
was close to losing it again.

It was Lance!

I was as surprised to see him as he was to see me. Fortunately, this drove
most of my weakness away. Unfortunately, he was pretty strong, himself...

We grappled for a moment on a mental level, but even with one arm I
can take Lance. He realized this rather quickly, and struck me with a flash
of light and heat that surprised me with the depth of his control over it. He
broke free and swooped away in a gout of fire like the devil was after him.

Twas...

I flamed up and followed as though I had been doing this sort of thing all
my life. He tried to put some distance between us, but I kept up with no
trouble. Apparently, there are some limits to this form. I wasn’t closing on
him, either.

All in all, he had it down pretty well. After all, he’d had days, maybe
longer, to perfect his techniques...

I relaxed then, content to follow until he ran out of steam. I'm a pretty
quick study, myself, and no one can run forever. We sped on over the Fire
Zone at a steady clip.

Finally, it became pretty obvious that Lance was headed somewhere in
particular. Then I saw the spires of Brand’s castle through the smoke and
realized his objective. In spite of the heat, that sent a chill down my spine! I
pushed my fears aside and kept going, close on his tail as he darted through
an arch and disappeared into the depths of the castle. I followed, half
expecting Brand to spring out from behind some buttressed wall and kill
me.

If Brand was there, he never bothered to let us know about it...

I found Lance in the parody of a throne room which apes the one in
Amber in hideous detail. He was sitting on... you guessed it... trying to
make a brave face of things, with little tongues of flame flickering about his
features the way our late (I hoped) uncle used to do when he was trying to
make an impression. I had to steel myself to remember that this was
Lance’s darker side I was dealing with. His good side must still be trapped
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in the Trump I had stuck him in a few days ago. Apparently, no one had
bothered to go looking for him.

Wonderful! I was dealing with a psychotic, for sure.

“I am the Lord of the Abyss!” he thundered. “Kneel down and
acknowledge me, and I will be merciful!”

Now you just have to laugh at something like this!

I guess I wasn’t being properly respectful. I guess he took umbrage.

He sent a huge gout of flame shooting in my direction. I absorbed it with
a shrug and strolled over to lean up against the throne.

“Uh, Lance...” I posed in my best conversational manner. “Don’t you
think you’re overdoing this & bit?”

He answered with a sudden blast of heat that was staggering in its
intensity, but otherwise harmless. I was beginning to lose patience.

“Cut it out!” I ordered. “Just cut out all this nonsense and we’ll have a
nice talk, you and me... oh, and while you're at it... Get... out... of... my...
chair!”

Then he attacked for real, but I flamed up again and gave him some fire
of my own. In a few seconds we had reached sort of a Mexican standoff, so I
threw in a little psychic hotfoot just for laughs. He got mad and tried a little
shape-shift trick to scare me. I turned up the power until he began howling
for everything short of his mama.

It was fun. I had him squirming now. I threw in a few of the psychic
dirty-tricks I'd been saving for a rainy day... you know, the ones you don’t
dare try on someone like Harlan or Dad... and held him there till he was
begging me for mercy. Take that! And that!

Oh well, what can I say. I'm a bully...

Finally, I reached out with my good hand and gave him a shove that sent
him sprawling on the floor. He stayed there, groveling, which appealed to
my sense of esthetics. I stepped over his flailing limbs and sat down on the
throne.

“Now, Lance... tell me... Who’s the Queen of the Abyss?”

He glared at me, furious, and started to rise. I thought he was going to do
something foolish, so I kicked him squarely in the chest and sent him to the
floor again. This time, he stayed where he belonged.

He mumbled something in a voice too low for me to hear.

“Louder!”

“You are,” he whispered.

“l can’t hear you. I am... what? Say it, Lance.”

“You'’re the Goddam Queen of the Abyss, Bronwyn!” he shouted, and I
sat back with a satisfied sigh. Boy, did that sound good...

“Nice of you to say so, Lance,” I told him. “And now that we’ve got that
out of the way, you and I are going to have a little chat...”
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So we talked. He was belligerent and hostile, and while I didn’t really
blame him I was very firm about what I wanted to know, so he told me. He
had roamed around the Abyss since we had left it, searching for signs of
occupancy. There was no one else around. He said he believed that Caine
had come and done something with Brand, or at least with Brand’s corpse,
and I believed him. That sounded like the sort of thing that Uncle Caine
would do. He has never forgiven himself for not making sure, the first
time...

Of Deirdre, there was no trace. No one at all except for himself... and
now, me.

He told me about the little black creatures, slug-like in appearance, that
were indigenous to the Abyss. Brand had used them to fashion his minions.
Lance thought they could be made into anything, and had been considering
what to do with them when I returned. They weren’t intelligent, he assured
me, and they really didn’t care what you made of them. This presented
some possibilities, but I didn’t discuss them with him.

He had searched Brand’s castle for Trumps and come up empty-
handed. This was a blow, but I didn’t let on. I was hoping for some way to
communicate with the others. At least, I could call Random and apologize
for decking him. But my Trumps were probably still in my room in Amber.
I hadn’t bothered to grab them on my way to the Pattern room this morning.
Oh well, I was going to have to come up with an alternate plan.

First thing on my agenda was finding something to wear. Lance was
ogling me in an unpleasant way and I didn’t want to lose my hard-won
advantage. I have found it is almost impossible to win an argument when
your opponent is wearing clothes and you’re not. I made him show me where
Brand and Deirdre’s personal quarters had been located, and rummaged
around in her closet for awhile until I came up with something that looked
as if it might fit.

I had to hack it apart, the skirt and the blouse, because we seem to be built
differently, Deirdre and me. I didn’t do a very good job of it one-handed,
and the blouse barely covered what was necessary by the time I was through
with i1t. The skirt I cut off about mid-thigh on myself because Deirdre
apparently wears her skirts very narrow. I knew I'd have trouble walking.

The result was not quite what I had hoped and the colors were all wrong,
but at least I was decent, or almost...

When that was settled, I sent Lance to find me some of the slug things.
He returned with a bunch of them, and I set about making my own psychic
probes of the critters. I had a plan, but I knew I couldn’t bring myself to use
them if they were sentient.

The slugs were about as intelligent as bread dough and almost as
malleable. I'm not a sculptress, but I found if I put my will to it, I could
command the things to take just about any shape that I desired. This was
good. I played with them a bit, making all manner of jewelry, and finally I
got my courage up to try something really tough, like an owl. It darn well
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looked like an owl! It made noises like an owl... well...

It was really a pretty creditable owl...

Lance had hung around all this time, asking me questions like what I
planned to do now and were we going to attack Amber soon...

Attack Amber! Good heavens, the thought had never crossed my mind!

Then I got to thinking... If Lance could make this conclusion, what
about the others? They had no way of knowing what I was thinking, and
were already convinced that I wasn’t playing with a full deck. After all, I
had actually attacked Random this morning. I knew I was going to have to
reassure them... But how?

Worse still, the pain in my arm was beginning to become a bit less easy
to control. If I showed any sign of weakness at all, Lance would come down
on me like a ton of bricks. I knew I was going to have to rearrange my
priorities to cover these problems.

I sent Lance on an errand to get him out of the way. I wanted privacy for
my next little project because I wasn’t sure how it would come out. Then I set
my mind to shaping some of the slugs into a hand.

Actually, it sounds a lot harder than it was, but I was very careful,
taking things slow and easy because I didn’t want to make a mistake.
When I was finally satisfied I took the pressure bandage off of my right
arm, and nearly passed out from the pain and the shock of seeing the stump
where my right hand shout be. I sat there for a moment, sweating and sick,
and was heartily glad I had sent Lance away... I knew I had to get cracking
before he returned and saw me so weak and vulnerable.

As soon as my stomach settled down, I took the hand and gingerly
placed the end of it in line with the stump, being as careful as I could to line
it up properly. This is not a job for the squeamish, and only desperation got
me through it.

When it was in place, I concentrated on willing the ends to join and
knit the nerves and blood vessels back together. It was scary and painful,
and I really had no idea if it was going to work at all. By the time I was
finished I was in tears and gagging. But I had done this to myself, and it
was up to me to fix it if I could.

When it was done I settled back to wait until the pain lessened, propping
myself against a wall in case Lance came back unexpectedly. I was
determined to give myself a fighting chance, at least. It took a long time, I
think, and I drifted in and out of consciousness for a time, but fortunately I
got myself together... literally...

As soon as I was able to move it without passing out, I began trying to
exercise my wrist and fingers. Surprisingly, this wasn’t too difficult to do.
The thing was acting pretty much like a real hand was supposed to act. Even
the area where I had joined it to the stump of my arm had faded to an angry
red line that seemed to be healing up quickly.

I held it up in front of my face and flexed the fingers and the wrist,
waiting for it to do something weird like grab me around the throat in a
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strangle-hold. Instead, I found that it obeyed my mental commands just
like my original hand would have done. It even hurt a little when I bit the tip
of my finger in a little experiment I was glad 1 didn’t have to explain to
anyone. Not bad...

When Lance returned, I was waiting for him, sitting calmly on the
throne, with my new hand and my clothes and a new-found general sense
of well-being. I had fashioned some of the slugs into bracelets and placed
them around my arms. I would draw on their energy to bolster my own if I
got caught away from my supply line, and I had the feeling I might. After
all, my next step was going to be trying to re-establish contact with my
family. For what it was worth, I owed them a few explanations and a few
apologies.

I set to work trying to pick Lance’s brain for everything he knew about
Brand’s method of using Abyss power to travel. The news wasn’t too
encouraging, and confirmed my suspicion that Abyss was nowhere near as
handy to use as Pattern as a means of getting from one place to another.

[ was going to have to take it with me, by enlarging my little link with
the Abyss and opening an actual conduit that would connect me with the
Abyss itself. This was why Brand always appeared out of a black hole with
fire all around. Oh well, it would have to do...

Lance was still pressing me for details about the invasion he was so
sure I was planning, so I told him we would have to take things slowly and
that I would have to do some reconnaissance first. I think he was hoping for
a more decisive approach, but he pretended to be content and started telling
me all about the wonderful conquests we would make once I had established
myself as Queen with him as my consort. I could see where all of this was
heading, and it certainly didn’t figure into any plans of mine. I wasn’t
about to tell him this, of course, because I still figured he could be of use to
me, if I didn’t put his nose too far out of joint.

As soon as possible, I was going to have to figure out some way to rejoin
this part of him with the other half. Both of his portions were pretty
annoying, taken separately. I wondered why Lance had always seemed so
endearing when he was whole.

He was getting on my nerves... big time!

Finally, I left him on guard in the Abyss and opened my conduit to
Amber. I was aiming for Gérard’s rooms, where I had left my cousins,
deciding to test the waters with them before I got on to something really
sticky... like apologizing to Random. If I could convince the others that I
was on the up and up, it might be easier going with the King. I figured he
was going to be pretty mad about the kick and the shove and the sword and
the Pattern and things...

I was right on target. I could see this from the scene in the room when the
smoke and the initial fires cleared away. When I opened the link I thought I
heard voices, but when the hole was finally large enough to step through to
the room... no one was there... I guess they must have been called away
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suddenly.

I looked around, even in the bedroom next door, but the rooms were
empty. I felt bad about missing them, but I wasn’t comfortable enough to
leave the conduit and go looking around. I decided to go back to the Abyss
and make some more of the slugs into bracelets... sort of a portable power
source. Then, when I had more protection, I could come back.

I pulled a sheet of paper from a note pad on Gérard’s desk that read:

HRH GERARD, M.D.
FACR.
ST. FRANCIS HOSPITAT
PEORIA, ILLINGIS

On it I wrote:

Sorry to bave missed you. T'm O.K. Got a few problems
to work out, but when 7 do, 7' be back...
Loace,

Bronwye

There. That ought to do it...

Then I stepped back through the conduit and closed it around me. I set to
work making slugs into bracelets and necklaces, and tested them to see just
how much power I could draw. It wasn’t too satisfactory, but I knew that if
push came to shove I could always open the conduit back up again. This
would give me enough power to keep me going in a pinch, and at least keep
the others from bullying me too badly.

I was getting pretty hungry, and more curious about what was going on
in Amber as the time wore on. Most of all, I just wanted to be around home
again, instead of this strange place with only the nasty side of Lance for
company. His suggestion that we make the slugs into steaks or something
just didn’t appeal to me. I knew I wouldn’t be able to bring myself to eat
them...

So I told him I was going to try to go back again, and brushed aside his
demands to go with me. I left him ‘on guard’ once more, but this time I
opened the conduit into a disused portion of the castle, down in the
dungeons. I picked the room where they had imprisoned Corwin years ago,
partly for sentimental reasons and partly because I knew no one would be
on guard down there.

It had occurred to me that opening the conduit, while necessary, was not
a very creditable way to appear, for purely political reasons. It seemed wise
for me to disassociate myself, as much as was possible, from anything that
would remind them of Brand.

I'm not a coward, but I knew they had very little reason to trust me. No
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use inviting trouble.

I reached the dungeon without incident, and spent a few minutes
looking at the faded drawing of the lighthouse at Cabra that Dworkin had
etched on the wall so many years ago. I knew from the histories that it
functioned like a Trump, and was half tempted to use it to take me home.
But that would solve nothing, and I had a lot to do...

I made my way to the stairway, and after a few false turns found the
proper set that led to the castle above. I resisted the impulse to go down and
look at the Pattern. Since my return to the Abyss, I had found myself less
and less worried about my lack of Pattern contact.

As I made the long climb I thought about what this might possibly mean,
and concluded that the use of Abyss power was beginning to undermine my
self-image. I knew I mustn’t lose sight of the fact that basically, I am a
creature of the Pattern, no matter what it seemed like now, and keep my
priorities in order.

Usually Amber castle is bustling with servants, so the lack of people in
the halls was disconcerting, reminding me of Brand’s fake castle in the
Abyss. I was tempted to call out, “Hello... anybody there?” But I decided this
lacked a certain dignity...

The Grand Hall was deserted, but the Staircase was well lit and nothing
seemed to be out of order, so I went on, headed for the second floor where the
second generation had their rooms. I was headed for Gérard’s, hoping the
others had returned. If not, I'd try our rooms on the third...

As I was going up the stair, something was coming down. That’s right...
something... a little point of light, kind of like Tinkerbelle in the children’s
tale, darting and pulsing along in a merry fashion, until it saw me and
stopped short.

What in the world?

It looked pretty harmless, but it seemed to be studying me, so I kept my
guard up. Psychic shields... the whole nine yards... We regarded each other
for a moment or two, neither me nor Tinkerbelle making a move. Then I
felt the light touch of a tiny psychic probe.

I took a big chance and dropped my shields. It didn’t look strong enough
to undermine my psyche.

The little thing stayed in there some time picking through my
memories, not staying fixed on any one train of thought for very long.
Seemed like it was looking for a sort of general overview. Apparently it
found what it wanted to know, because it withdrew finally without doing
any particular damage that I could tell. I hoped I had passed whatever test
I'd been given.

Then I heard the sound of slow, heavy footsteps on the stair above me,
and glanced up to see a monster rounding the bend at the landing, headed in
my direction. I turned to run, then stopped, teased by a memory of
something I'd seen, not long ago.

When they had thrown us in the dungeon... heavens... only five days
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ago... some nasty looking creatures had broken in, ripped apart what we
thought was Uncle Caine, and beaten us silly. Later we had realized that
these creatures were created and controlled by the real Uncle Caine, when
he appeared, explained what was happening, and generally finished the job
the creatures had started... but I already told you this, remember?

This looked like one of them. Sort of a cross between a dinosaur and a
demon. Caine doesn’t make them pretty, but he does make them big! It
shifted its head from side to side as if it was looking for something. I
sincerely hoped it wasn’t me, but was too intrigued to cut and run at this
point. I had to see what it was going to do...

Finally it sighted the Tinkerbelle thing and seemed satisfied, much to
my relief. The fairy darted over and whirled around it furiously. Uh-oh, I
thought, I hope it’s not telling the other one to kill me.

[ figured it was too late to run, so I just stood there trying to project an
aura of harmlessness and generally basic ‘nice’. Shoot, this will never
work!

Somehow, it did. The big creature cocked its massive head to one side
and studied me intently. I smiled and thought my face was going to crack.

After a moment, I reached out with a gentle psychic touch.

‘Uncle Caine, if that’s you, please answer...”

Nothing... tangible. This thing was only slightly brighter than Abyss
slugs... but, maybe... just maybe it could imprint and record. I tried it.

‘Uncle, it’s me, Bronwyn, and I'm in big trouble. I'm stuck in this Abyss
form and I can’t get out, but I'm loyal to Amber and I didn’'t mean to hurt the
Pattern, really! Tell Random I'm sorry...

There was no response. I had no way of telling if anything was getting
through. The creature and the fairy seemed to be communicating, but not on
any level I could fathom. It shook its massive head once or twice, and then
continued towards me down the stairs. Cautiously, I moved out of the way,
resisting the temptation to open the conduit and get the heck out of there. It
took everything I had to stay still and keep projecting trust and harmony.
The thing passed me and went on.

I leaned against the wall, shaking with relief, and watched the two
creatures until they were out of sight, heading towards the rear of the castle,
towards the stairs that led to the Pattern.

I turned up the stairs and headed for Gérard’s rooms.

I was brought up short by a burst of rapid explosions coming from the
second floor. Without another thought I took off running in the direction of
the noise. All my instincts screamed I should be doing just the opposite.

When I reached Gérard’s rooms the door was open, and voices raised in
excitement bubbled out at me. There was a strange smell in the air, like
something burning...

I burst into the room and saw my cousins, minus Kelcey, gathered
around the corpse of one of the big creatures on the floor. Godfrey was
standing there with some sort of weapon in his hand, looking proud and
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satisfied.

They noticed me all at once and began shouting. The door to Gérard’s
bedroom opened a crack and Eleanor peeped out, timorously. I thought there
was someone behind her, but I couldn’t be sure...

“What have you done?” I shouted, just to get their attention. I had it.
Harlan gave me a hard look, his eyes moving to my right arm. No time to
explain. I crossed the room and knelt by Caine’s creature. Sure enough, it
was dead.

“The creature was attacking us, so I shot it,” Godfrey explained.

“Why?” 1 asked him. “This is one of Caine’s tame monsters. They've
never harmed us before...” I broke off and gave Kayen a guilty glance. We
had never told Godfrey and Harlan what really happened in the dungeon.
After all, they'd been working for the enemy at the time.

He shrugged, helping me to my feet.

“It burst in here a few moments ago, and headed straight at us. I guess
we just reacted...”

The warrior types always seem to ‘just react’, I thought sourly, but
refrained from comment on that score. No use causing more hard feelings.

“I just passed one on the stairway,” I told them. “First there was the little
fairy thing, then the big one. They just studied me for a moment and went

i

on...

I broke off, then. Harlan was staring at me in horror.

“Fairy thing? Like a little point of light...?”

“Yes, have you seen it?”

Godfrey took a step forward, stopped short with a sick expression on his
face as something crunched under his feet.

“This is all your fault, Harlan!” he accused. He picked up the edge of the
rug and peered under it. The expression on his face would have been
comical under any other circumstances.

I looked under the rug. The crushed and broken body of one of the
Tinkerbelles lay just beyond the reach of the outstretched arms of the dino-
demon.

“I'm sorry...” Harlan began. “I just tried to contact it psychically...”

Now, I know what psychic contact with Harlan can do to my mind. I
considered the size of the fairy and shuddered.

“Sheesh... you fried it,” I muttered.

“What’s it doing under the rug?” I asked them.

They exchanged glances.

“That was Godfrey’s idea...” Harlan said defensively.

“I think they call it ‘getting rid of the evidence’,” said a voice I hadn’t
heard before. I glanced up at the man who had emerged from the bedroom,
noting Eleanor peering at me from behind him. Must be an ally. She’s
careful about stuff like that...

Two things struck me immediately. One was a set of psychic shields
clamped firmly in place, and the second was Pattern to burn. Literally.
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This guy had at least as much as I could handle, if things were normal...
plus hints of contained Pattern emanating from several points on his
person, as though he could keep extra bits of it in his pockets and things.

Weird.

“I'm Herdan,” he said, as if that explained it. he didn’t offer to shake
hands...

“I don’t think the thing was attacking us,” he went on, before I could ask
where he fit into the scheme of things. He moved out into the room, studying
the creature. Then he moved around facing Godfrey, stretched an arm in
the direction the creature had been taking as it ‘attacked’, and pointed
straight at the place where Godfrey was still holding up the rug to peer at the
fairy.

“Yes, I believe it was trying to reach its... uh, ally,” he remarked off-
handedly. Godfrey glowered at him.

“Well, how was I supposed to know that?” he demanded.

“Nice going, Godfrey,” Kayen told him, jumping on the bandwagon.
“How are you going to sweep that under the rug?”

“This is all Harlan’s fault!” Godfrey insisted.

I looked at Harlan.

“Why do you let him talk to you that way?” I asked him.

He only shook his head and shrugged.

Godfrey was looking at the fireplace with the dawn of an idea on his
face...

“Maybe we could burn it...”

“Oh, yeah... right!” Kayen said, disgusted. “It'd take us hours and
probably stink like hell...”

I turned to Herdan, making a conclusion in a flash that concerned
unknown relatives and black boxes.

“I take it I have you to thank for fixing the Pattern,” I told him.

“Yeah,” he grinned, “I take it you're the one who messed it up.”

I'll say this for him, he was quick on the uptake. Corwin’s boys have
always been a witty bunch. Then I moved away. All that Pattern was
making me itch...

Harlan was trying to resist Godfrey’s attempts to make him help move
the creature into Gérard’s fireplace. I didn’t think it was going to fit, and
doubted whether we could hide what had been done for very long anyway.
Sooner or later, Uncle would come looking for his beasties and the waste
material would surely hit the rotary oscillator... but Godfrey was being a
bully and I felt sorry for Harlan, who looked as if he’d like to join the fairy
under the rug.

“I'll take care of it,” I offered, and he shot me a grateful look which
turned into shocked surprise as I opened a conduit right there in the room
and shoved the thing into the Abyss. Kayen and Eleanor were staring at me,
horrified. Herdan looked interested in a technical sort of way. Godfrey
picked up the fairy on the end of his sword and flicked it into the hole.
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“There!” he exclaimed, satisfied. I closed up the conduit with a sigh and
waited for the inevitable questions.

“Um... that was the Abyss... right?” Harlan seemed to be having trouble
wording things...

“Yeah, s0?” I decided to be casual about the whole thing. “Well, Kelcey
said I should go back and see what I could do with it... so I did. Where is she,
anyway?”

Smart, Bronwyn, divert the attention...

“She left,” Kayen told me unhelpfully. That much was obvious. He was
staring at my arm. I held up my new hand and wiggled the fingers.

“It seems I can do rather a lot with it,” I began, hoping to allay their
suspicions by showing them something positive. They didn’t look
convinced.

“Yeah,” Harlan muttered. “Seems like you can...”

That from the guy for whom I had just concealed a murder. That's
gratitude for you...

“How are you feeling?” from Kayen. “No weakness or fatigue?” He was
watching me narrowly, face tight and frowning. I wondered what I had
done to offend him.

“No,” I said honestly, “I feel fine.”

He shook his head.

“You're not shaky? Or hungry?”

“Well, I could eat... but, no, I don’t feel weak or anything. Why?”

“I think Kelcey’s having some problems. She’s blocking my calls or
something so I can’t be sure, but this Abyss stuff seems to be having a funny
effect on her...”

“What do you mean, blocking your calls?” I asked him, only partly to
divert the attention again. Kayen is the only one she usually answers. The
only one.

“The power isn’t bothering you at all?” he went on as if I hadn’t spoken.
“You just use it, huh, no problem...”

It was like an accusation, and I was hurt. It was all I had, for Pete’s
sake!

“Was that you before?” Eleanor asked suddenly. “Opening up that
hole?”

I nodded, and she moved a little closer to Kayen.

“What’s the problem?” I demanded. “What’s wrong with you...”

“We thought it was Brand...” she murmured, and suddenly I
understood.

Of course they did...

“Didn’t you get my note?”

“Oh yeah, we got it all right.”

Somehow I had scared them. Great. Not what I had intended to do at all.

I looked at Herdan, who was watching us all with an amused expression
on his face. Of course, he hadn’t been around when Brand was up to his
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shenanigans, so he had less reason than the others to feel threatened by
conduits and flames. A potential ally? I considered it. No. Too much of an
unknown factor. Too much... well... Pattern, if you must know!

Kelcey! Much as I hated to admit it, I realized that she, of all of them,
would be the most able to understand what I was up against. I knew she had
used the power herself, although from what Kayen was saying I gathered
she was not fully in control or something.

I had to get Kelcey back here, if only to explain to the others that I was on
the up and up. I needed help. She had helped me once before. It was certainly
worth a try.

I moved over to Kayen, trying to ignore the way Eleanor and the others
moved out of my path like I was contaminated or something. He frowned
down at me, deviled by his own problems.

I said gingerly, “Do you know where she 1s?”

“Not precisely. I'm not getting the impression that anything is wrong,
but the contact is blocked somehow...”

“Try calling her...” I suggested.

“I’ve been trying for the last hour!” he flared, “Every five damned
minutes...”

Ooh, this is going to be touchy!

“Try again,” I urged. “Maybe this time...”

He glared at me and yanked a Trump from his pocket. Not a whole
deck, just one. Apparently he’d been using it off and on for awhile and had
it separate from the others.

He concentrated, frowning, concentrated again, and broke off with an
abrupt start.

“See,” he snarled, “I told you it was blocked! Try it yourself, if you don’t
believe me.”

“Oh, I believe you,” I insisted. “Let’s see. Does it feel as if she’s
blocking, or is it something else... something external?”

“I don’t know!” The anger was raw on his face, mixed with worry and a
look of helplessness I could relate to some of my own feelings. It’s very
unpleasant to be cut off from your allies. Maybe I could help him and
Kelcey, and myself along with them. I knew I had to try.

“'m no expert with these things,” he muttered lamely. “I just know I
can’t get through...”

“Harlan.” I didn’t know if he would help, but he was the expert. I
indicated that he should take the Trump that Kayen was holding out to me.

“Right!” He straightened up and dragged the biggest Trump deck that I
had ever seen from a case at his belt, thumbed through them and dealt out a
card I assumed to be Kelcey’s. He concentrated, his frown matching
Kayen’s, then he whistled.

“What is it?”

“She’s not doing it. She’s shielding... I guess for her own protection, but
she’s not the one that’s messing up the Trump.”
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Kayen’s hand went to his axe in an involuntary move, guided by
instinct, I guessed. He stopped abruptly, snarling in impotent rage.

“She’s in trouble! I knew it! Can you get to her, Harlan? Can you break
it?”

Harlan shook his head.

“No. Damn! And this is my Trump! Whatever’s doing this...” He broke
off. “Help me.” It wasn’t a request. We moved in to comply.

If they were squeamish about touching me they didn’t show it, as we
made contact with each other to unite our mental powers for Kelcey’s sake.
We made a respectable attempt. It wasn’t enough.

I felt a thread of tenuous contact, laced with a feeling of appeal that
bordered on desperation. There was a crazy shift of power. Something was
locking this thing down tight, pulling her out of our reach. I could feel
Harlan struggling to control the Trump and Kelcey trying to hang on from
the other end. She was weak, though, barely conscious, and I heard Kayen’s
mental cry of anguish as she started to slip from our grasp.

But I had gotten kind of a fix on her location, and while the others
strained to maintain the link I reached out with all the strength of the Abyss
and punched a conduit through to the place where she was lying, back to a
wall, dagger in her hand.

She screamed, just once, horribly as I drew her through. Then she was
slumped in my arms, unconscious but safe in Amber.

All hell broke loose. Godfrey and Kayen grabbed her away from me,
Kayen screaming her name over and over. There was no response.
Eleanor made a dash for the door, shouting for Gérard, but Harlan already
had his Trump in hand. Herdan was peering at her through one of his little
black boxes, which he seemed to be using as a lens. Somebody pushed me
away and I crouched on the floor, shaking with a reactive chill.

“Is she alive?” I managed to croak.

“Yes, no thanks to you...” Gérard shot over his shoulder. “What the hell
did you do?” He pulled the syringe out of her arm and she sat up, flailing,
then slumped back against Kayen and opened her eyes.

I sat up, wrapping my arms around my knees, and waited for the tirade.

“‘Bronwyn,” she said weakly, “thank you...” She was very pale. She
stretched a hand in my direction and I took it, in spite of the glares I was
getting from Gérard and the others.

“But, please...” the mental voice was faint, “...don’t ever touch me with
that stuff again...”

“‘Kayen, stop fussing please,” she said aloud, still hanging onto my
hand. “Could you please get me something to eat? I'm starving...”

She was so thin... I believed it.

Gérard looked from one to the other of us, bristling with anger. Then he
turned and stomped out of the room again, like he had done before under
very similar circumstances. As he left, I realized to my relief that he never
even noticed the mess we’d made of his sitting room...
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Kelcey looked like death warmed over, or maybe a little worse than that.
I did some rapid calculations. She had only been gone for a couple of hours
or so, but she looked like she’d spent about three months in a concentration
camp. I sincerely hoped that it was nothing I had done to her.

She was croaking something about being hungry in a weak little voice,
and the menfolk were tripping over each other in a dead heat to the bell-pull.
Eleanor was looking hopeful about the prospect of a meal as well, so
Godfrey, who had won the race, ordered up dinner for everyone... in
Gérard’s sitting room, for pity’s sake!

I wasn’t particularly hungry, and wasn’t anxious to be caught snacking
if Uncle Gérard decided to come back. Someone was going to answer for all
the damage to his rooms, when he finally got around to noticing it, and I
always manage to get the blame for things like that. I decided to be
elsewhere when the waste material hit the rotary oscillator. Discretion is
the better part of valor.

I wanted my Trumps. I'd dashed out of my room in such a panic that I'd
forgotten them... not that there are any pockets in my bathrobe anyway. And
with any luck at all, I might be able to find a pair of sandals or something
that would fit these... Feet!

I slipped away without attracting any attention while the others were
preoccupied with the food that had been brought. Fine.

Outside the door to my room I hesitated, suddenly struck by a ‘feeling’ I
couldn’t define. Not exactly a psychic emanation... I felt as though someone
or something waited within. Probably for me.

No good. Anyone with any real business there would have waited
outside, or sent my maid to look for me. I got suspicious.

Deciding against a psychic probe, I removed one of my slug-bracelets
from my arm and began shaping it into a window. With this attached to my
door and powered by the energy of the Abyss, I should be able to spy on the
welcoming committee without giving myself away. So far from its source of
power, the process took a lot longer than I expected. The slug just wasn’t
shaping up as easily as it had in the Abyss, and I concentrated on thinning
it out, manipulating the stuff until it was transparent.

When I looked up again I had company. My Aunt Fiona stood about a
yard to my left, watching me intently. I tried to ignore her, hoping she’'d get
bored and go away. No luck.

“What do you want?” I asked brusquely.

Might as well get straight to the point. Fiona and I never waste much
time on pleasantries.

She frowned.

“Why are you using Abyss energy in Amber?” she asked.

I refrained from pointing out that it was the only thing I had. She knew
that.

“Because I think there’s somebody in my room, and I want to have a look
before I go in,” I answered, honest if not cordial.
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I figured that if my using the power was really bothering her, she would
tell me to stop or offer to help with something of her own that would be more
acceptable. She did neither, just stood there watching me work. Next time I
looked up, I saw that Llewella had joined us.

“Getting to look like an ‘Aunt’ hill here,” I remarked. “So... where’s
Flora?”

They weren’t particularly amused.

“What are you doing?” Llewella demanded.

I have nothing against Aunt Llewella. I simply don’t know her very
well. As patiently as I was able, I explained again about the ‘something’ in
my room.

Now I had two bug-eyed observers. This was annoying me, and I was
sorely tempted to tell them both to go away and mind their own business. But
my ‘window’ was just about ready, so I decided to ignore them and give it a
go.

It should have worked. It didn’t, though.

Whatever! I was new at this. Apparently I'd done something wrong, or
else the intruder I was dealing with defied observation.

Fiona was smirking. Exasperated, I threw all caution to the wind,
grabbed the knob and flung the door inward, sidestepping quickly. If
something jumped out, it could darn well have Fiona!

There was a huge pit in the middle of my room, descending to the Abyss
in a familiar manner. Some kind of critter was just beginning to sink
back into the gloom below.

“Stop!” I ordered, recognizing the thing as one of the type Brand had
used as his minions.

It stopped, peering stupidly out of the hole where my Aubusson carpet
used to be.

“Master?” it inquired.

“Yes,” I answered.

“Your voice sounds funny,” it complained.

I considered this.

“This 1s the only voice you have to answer from now on,” I informed it.

“O.K.” Agreeable critter, anyhow. “Master, I have failed to complete my
appointed task.”

This surprised me. I couldn’t remember assigning any tasks in the
Abyss, except to Lance, and that had been of the ‘watch and wait’ variety.

Either this was one of Brand’s left-overs, or Lance was taking on just a
little too much authority. Looked like I was going to have to straighten him
out again.

“Refresh my memory,” I told it. “What task did I give you?”

Eves like red hot coals swiveled in its scaly head as it seemed to
consider my question. I was just thinking I'd overplayed the ‘master’ bit,
when in answered, “To find the Lady Bronwyn and take her back.”

“Oh, yes, of course. Yes, well...” I managed to agree, before it had a
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chance to doubt me further. “Well, carry on. Keep looking.”

“O.K.,” it replied inanely. Then it sank into the conduit hole, which
closed abruptly, returning my room and my rug to their natural
appearance. Only a touch of brimstone lingered.

Puzzled, I looked around for Fiona and Llewella, to see if anything on
their faces could provide a clue to the experience. They were gone, and so
was my ‘slug-window’.

Snarling in frustration, I snatched my Trumps from the dresser and
left, completely forgetting that I had meant to find some shoes.

“Bronwyn! Bronwyn, is that you?” The little tinny, tiny voice reminded
me of another piece of unfinished business that I was going to have to
address as soon as possible.

“Yes, it’s me,” I snapped. “Don’t bother me now, Lance. I’'m busy.”

His ‘good’ side, trapped inside my Trump, was every bit as bothersome
as the ‘bad’ side I'd left in the Abyss. I was in no mood...

He persisted. “What are you doing, Bronwyn? How are you going to get
me out of here? When? I'm hungry.” The last delivered in a plaintive tone
that was particularly irritating.

“I'm working on it,” I lied.

He wasn’t buying it. “No, you're not. I don’t believe you. You're just
fooling around while I'm going to pot in here. Starving to death! Why you
hav...”

“Good night, Lance,” I told him coolly, blocking his card face up to
Corwin’s. That ought to shut him up. I cut them back into the deck, face to
face, and considered another Trump. Harlan. Might as well get back into
the thick of things...

“What? Who is it?” He jumped as the contact touched him. (Geez, you
should know. It’s your Trump.) I was beginning to understand these things
a little better, and I realized there was absolutely no reason why a Trump
contact should startle the First Assistant Trump Master of the Realm. It was
just Harlan’s way...

“It’s me,” I told him, quite unnecessarily now that visual contact had
been made. He peered at me suspiciously. “Can you bring me through?
Where are you?” I added, just in case he was in the bathroom or something.
Come to think of it, his surroundings, or what I could see of them, looked
kind of white and sanitary...

“Well, O.K. We're in the infirmary. Kelcey’s really bad.” He reached
out a hand and drew me forward. I had saved myself about a five minute
walk.

“Anyone call Gérard?” I asked, and he nodded, staring at something or
someone over my shoulder.

Beside him, Godfrey murmured, “I think we can take him.”

Oh, great. Harlan looked doubtful. Actually he can ‘take’ just about
anyone he pleases, but you'll never convince him of that.

I turned, and wondered why Godfrey was worried about dealing with
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what looked like one of Julian’s archers, rather nattily dressed and
weaponless, standing in a casual pose with one foot on the sideboard of the
bed where they had put Kelcey. He looked affable and anything but
threatening...

Kayen stood at the other side of the bed, not looking like he was worried
about anything besides his sister. In addition to Godfrey and Harlan, that
left Eleanor peering at us from the corner and Herdan in the doorway,
examining the scene through the inevitable gadget.

The stranger frowned. He seemed worried about something. Kelcey, I
figured, because he was watching her intently as she moaned and twisted in
the bed. She seemed to be in a great deal of pain. It didn’t look like the meal
had done her much good.

“Has she been doing a lot of shape-shifting?”

Kayen nodded, and Kelcey wailed, “I had to!”

The man’s frown deepened. He shook his head ruefully. “Well, that
explains 1t...”

I supposed he must be some medical expert Gérard had called in to deal
with Kelcey’s mysterious illness, and relaxed.

“What do you mean?” Kayen asked him.

“I’'m not really sure why it happens, but it’s common in the Courts,” the
stranger explained. “Sometimes when a shape shifter overuses the power,
well, some kind of reaction sets in. Ordinary shape shift cells get eaten up,
replaced by Primal Chaos.”

“What?” Kayen and Kelcey yelled in duet.

“Are you a doctor?” Godfrey demanded suspiciously.

“No,” he laughed. “But I've heard of this...”

“But you can’t be sure,” Godfrey insisted.

The guy gave him a take-it-or-leave-it shrug. “That’s what it looks like
to me,” he answered.

Kelcey started to snivel, and Kayen bent over her solicitously. Right or
wrong, it was a chilling prospect. Primal Chaos, for heaven’s sake. I
thought it over for a minute, and decided I was lucky just to be dealing with
Abyss!

“You haven’t explained what you're doing here,” Godfrey persisted.
“What gives you the right to come in here like you own the place, and start
suggesting things like that! I think you owe us a little more of an
explanation than your name is Jayson (or so you say) and you come from
the Courts of Chaos.”

He looked to Harlan for support, and Harlan nodded hastily.

“You guys have a job around here, or do you just harass people?” the
stranger shot back at them.

“What am I going to do?” Kelcey wailed. “Help me!”

“I’'m really not sure,” Jayson-from-the-Courts-of-Chaos turned back to
her and said, kindly enough. “At home, we have people who deal with 1t.
Here?” He let it trail off, but I knew what he meant. I had never heard of
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anything like this before. From the looks on their faces, neither had anyone
else.

(Godfrey still wasn’t happy with the prospect of the Kaos Kid in our midst,
and kept demanding that Jayson explain what he was doing in Amber.
Jayson ignored him for awhile, talking with Kayen and Kelcey about the
weird disease. Nothing of what he was saying seemed very reassuring.
Apparently, the condition usually progressed until all of the body cells were
replaced with Primal Chaos. From what Jayson was saying, I got the idea
that it killed Chaos Lords so afflicted. What it would do to an Amberite was
anybody’s guess, but the prospects didn’t look too good.

Since he couldn’t bait Jayson, Godfrey turned his tactics to me. He
sidled up, leered, and said, “Hey, looking good, Bronwyn... You been
working out or something?”

I seriously considered hitting him. The new body wanted to, and it took
every ounce of my own psychic control to overcome this reaction.
Deliberately, I pried my fingernails from my clenched palms and told him
to be quiet as nicely as I could manage. He subsided with a snicker.
Maddening!

Then Gérard came in.

He didn’t seem any happier to see us in the infirmary than he had been
to see us in his rooms. At least this time I wasn’t the focus of his attentions.

He took one look at Kelcey's worsened condition, and immediately
reached for the collection of torture instruments that pass for medical
diagnostics, and set about taking blood samples and the like. Kayen and
Jayson were trying desperately to explain what might be going on, and
Godfrey jumped in to point out that the whole idea was suspect because we
couldn’t be sure that Jayson, self-proclaimed Chaos Lord, was telling the
truth.

Gérard paused, remembering to shake the vial of blood he was holding,
staring at Jayson in a way that must have convinced him that, this time at
least, he’d better come up with a good reason for being here.

“I'm supposed to assay the Logrus in a couple of days,” Jayson told us.
“My mentor suggested that, since I have a mixed heritage...” he paused,
looking at the rest of us as though we should know something about this, “...I
should take a trip to Amber to see how the other half lives, and then make an
informed decision about what I wanted to do.”

He seemed to be staring at Gérard’s feet, which are awfully big, it’s true,
but not that extraordinary. Maybe Chaos Lords all have small feet...

Gérard grunted, apparently satisfied. I wondered at that. It’s not like
Chaos Lords show up every day to study us.

The ‘there,-take-that’ look was fading from Godfrey’s face, replaced by
anger.

“Well, you could have explained!”

Jayson gave him a look as if to say, who the dickens are you, and turned
back to Kelcey, who had begun to cry again.
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Miffed, Godfrey drew Harlan aside and began mumbling.

Geérard didn’t seem to put too much stock in the Primal Chaos theory, but
I could tell that Kayen and Kelcey were hot on it. When Herdan confirmed
that he could detect its presence through his little gadget I wished, not for the
first time, that I had my old command of the Pattern back. Maybe there was
some way we could force the stuff out of Kelcey’s cells. But I couldn’t even
sense it was there, and that bothered me.

Gérard seemed at a loss for a plan of action that would deal with this
situation, and took his blood samples into the other room, doing with them...
whatever it is you do with blood samples. When he came back, he asked
Jayson if he knew anyone in the Courts who might be willing to come here
and discuss the problem. Jayson looked skeptical. Apparently the spirit of
detente does not include house calls.

Then Jayson suggested taking Kelcey to the Courts of Chaos for a
consultation. He didn’t invite Gérard to come along, and I could see my
uncle was not too keen on the idea.

Gérard did what he could to reassure the hysterical Kelcey, and left to
discuss the problem with Random or someone, presumably, who might be
able to shed some light on the subject.

We were left with a dangerous problem and no answers.

It occurred to me that maybe something could be done with the Jewel of
Judgment to force the Chaos out of Kelcey’s cells. Herdan’s Pattern engine
was able to detect it, and from what I understood, probably erroneous, the
engine was sort of a mini-Jewel that harnessed Pattern energy and focused
1t on... whatever Herdan wanted to effect.

We had kicked around a few ideas, but no one had come up with
anything better... Godfrey had suggested calling Dworkin, for heaven’s
sake! Even Harlan didn’t seem too enthusiastic about that one.

Kelcey wanted to go to Chaos, and asked Kayen and Jayson to take her
there. We were all a little iffy on that one. It seemed like a dangerous place
for a couple of Amberites, especially when one was sick and unable to
defend herself. Finally we got around to the Pattern engine idea.

“What’s in it for me?” Herdan wanted to know. “What’s it worth to
you?”

My respect for him dropped a few points, but I can’t say I was surprised.
It seemed like a typical attitude. If I'd ever had any doubts that these people
from Corwin’s universe were related to us, that cured it.

Kayen’s reaction was predictably belligerent. Jayson looked disgusted.
Eleanor and Harlan looked shocked. Godfrey, of course, hit the roof!

“That does it!” he yelled. “She’s dying, and all you can think of is
yourself. Harlan! You’re just going to have to call Dworkin now!”

“I am?” Harlan asked, looking surprised. “Why me?”

“‘Because you know him!” Godfrey insisted, as if that was proof of
anything. “He’s your father.”

What a fate!
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Of course, this made me look at Harlan in a whole new light. I
remembered how he had been defending Dworkin to me, was it just a day or
so ago? Assuring me that he was really a good guy, completely cooperative.
Now I knew why. I had the feeling, though, that he wasn’t too keen on
having the exact nature of their relationship a matter of public record.

Hmm, I thought, not a little awed by the prospect, that makes him
Oberon’s brother, probably ‘half, and my great uncle or something like...

I wondered if that meant he outranked people like Benedict or Dad, but I
figured if it did, he wouldn’t be hanging around with us. He’d be off
somewhere hobnobbing with Random.

Still, it explained a lot. His skill with Trumps for one thing, and that
powerful mind for another. What it didn’t explain was why he hung around
taking orders from people like Godfrey, who always pushes him around.
Like now.

“Well?” Godfrey glared.

Harlan studied him, narrow-eyed and speculative. I thought for a
moment that he was going to refuse outright. Couldn’t say I blamed him.

Godfrey stood firm, arms folded across his chest. I hoped Harlan would
stick to his guns this time. Dworkin was the last person I could imagine
helping us at a time like this.

Then Kelcey wailed, “You hate me. You want me to die!”

“Yeah,” he muttered, fanning the deck. “That’s me. I'm Satan...”

He drew two Trumps from his collection, palming one in his off hand
and holding the other, presumably Dworkin, in front of his eyes. Frowning,
he concentrated...

Oh boy, I thought, now we're in for it! I quickly interposed a bed and a
few bodies between me and Harlan. I shouldn’t have bothered. That’s not
where 1t popped through.

No contact and request for assistance here! A thing just popped into our
midst, claws scrambling for purchase on the linoleum floor as it twisted
this way and that, surveying us all while its tail twitched in anger or
delight or something... I don’t know what. Scared the daylights out of ME!

Whaaat do yoou want?” it hissed, raking us all with steely eyes. An
ugly purplish tongue flicked out as though it was tasting the air.

“Dad...” Harlan was tentative.

Yessssss, What do you want?”

Boy, was I glad I didn’t have to answer that one!

Before Harlan could explain, Eleanor panicked and did something
stupid. Not that I blamed her. If I'd had a weapon, I'd probably have done the
same...

She whipped a dart out of her sleeve and pinked the thing!

Bad move! It was on her in a flash. Before any of us could react, it had
sprung and pinned her against the wall, claws locked lightly over the back
of her neck. I tried to think of something useful to do. Ha!

“Now, Dad...” Harlan began in placating tones.
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It snaked its head around to regard him, red eyed and hideous. I think it
was drooling. Some greenish ichor, maybe its blood, dripped from the dart
wound on its tail. Eleanor was whimpering.

“Don’t hurt me. I'm sorry. I'll clean it up. I promise...”

I was dimly conscious of Jayson muttering something about ‘forbidden
forms’...I could understand why.

Harlan had begun to move, and I gave him a lot of credit for that,
because he was moving towards this monster that was apparently Dworkin.
I don’t know, maybe the old guy looks like that every time he has a few too
many. My own Dad was beginning to look pretty good to me...

“Now, Dad,” Harlan was saying softly, persuasively, “why don’t you let
her go... she didn’t mean to hurt you... you frightened her.”

His voice never quavered. Maybe he’s used to this. I would have been
mewling in fear.

The creature lifted her by the neck and regarded her in a manner which
I personally would not care to have directed at myself.

Yessssss...” it hissed. “I want her...”

Noooo,” Eleanor whimpered. It ignored her. I swear it was salivating,
but somehow, I didn’t think it had lunch on its mind.

“No, Dad,” Harlan said firmly. How could he keep calling it that? “We
need your help,” he continued calmly. “Now, put her down, please...”

“Please! I'm sorry! I didn’t mean it! I'll fix your tail!” Eleanor was
babbling.

It responded with something like a cross between a chuckle and a snarl.

Harlan wasn’t daunted. He took another measured step towards it. I
noticed that Godfrey made no move to follow him.

He had apparently moved too close for the monster’s comfort, because it
half twisted in his direction, hauling Eleanor with it, squealing in horror.
It snarled at Harlan, wisps of smoke streaming from its nostrils.

Harlan stopped short, deciding not to bank on the filial relationship, I
supposed. I gave him a mental round of applause. As far as I was
concerned, he had already extended himself way beyond the call of duty.

He wasn’t finished yet.

“Dad,” he repeated urgently, “you’ve got to put her down and help us.”

“Please!” Eleanor begged. “Let me fix it...”

Surprisingly, it did. It put her down.

Now that there was no chance of losing them both, I took a gamble and
opened a conduit to the Abyss, hoping to ditch the thing in the only way I
could manage.

I guess I must have been a little off my game that day. For the second
time in a row, the power failed me. The darned thing just didn’t fall! It
hovered there as though the floor was still solid beneath it. Frustrated, I let
the conduit collapse.

Nobody seemed to notice...

Eleanor skittered to the monster’s rear and pulled out the dart,
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apologizing profusely for the inconvenience and other inanities. Then,
amazingly, she whipped a handkerchief out of her reticule and began
dabbing at the wound with little ineffective motions, managing to sop up a
little of the stuff that was still leaking from the gash. Her handkerchief
began to smoke a bit, and disintegrated in mid-swipe. She stared at the
shredded bit of linen for a moment, and then cast it into a wastebasket,
where it continued to smolder for awhile.

The monster watched her, eyes a-glitter.

“Now...” it hissed. “You will come with me...”

“Me!” Eleanor squeaked. “I said I was sorry!” Her voice rose again to a
hysterical pitch, and I knew we weren’t out of the soup yet.

“I want you!”

She began sidling away against the wall, toward the door. In a flash it
was on her again, and she screamed.

“Dad!”

It whirled in Harlan’s direction, snarling in rage. He flinched,
understandably, but stood his ground, almost toe to toe with the beast.

“Dad, please, wait! We need your help for something else. Listen to me,
please!”

Give it up, Harlan!

He didn’t.

“Uh, could you... uh...”

Oh boy, I thought, don’t lose it now, buddy, or we’re in big trouble. He
seemed less sure of himself, now that he had the beast’s undivided attention.

“Uh... could you, um... take a look at Kelcey over here? Uh, she’s got a
little problem...”

Little problem!

Kelcey made a little restless move on the bed, and the monster’s eyes
flicked in her direction. I swear it drooled again.

“Please...” she murmured, and Kayen started suddenly, shifting his
axe in his hand. Jayson slowly removed his foot from the bed, not quite
tensing, but obviously alert for something. He straightened, hand moving
toward a dagger at his belt I hadn’t noticed before.

“What...?” The beast moved slowly, deliberately toward the bed.
Eleanor hid behind Herdan, who was studying the whole scene through his
Pattern gizmo. I wondered what in the world he was seeing that we weren’t.

“Dad, Kelcey’s sick...” Harlan explained quickly. “They say she has
Primal Chaos eating up her cells... uh... because she shape shifts, you
know...” He was beginning to sound apologetic, and I was concerned. This
was no time to lose control of the situation.

“I seeeee,” it hissed. It sounded delighted, staring at Kelcey as if
contemplating today’s blue-plate special.

“Yeah, well, we thought maybe you could make her well. You know,
figure out what we can do for her. If you don’t help us, she could die,” he
rushed on, and Kelcey cooperated with a well-placed snivel.
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The monster sniffed the bed and licked its massive chops. This, I
reasoned, does not bode well.

“Please...” she whispered plaintively. “Help me. I'm dying.”

Touching, no?

The beast was moved. I could tell by the way it salivated.

“What do you want?” Great drops of drool fell from its jaws and sizzled
on the floor.

“Make me well. Can you?”

It roared with delighted mirth.

“What will you give me?”

“What?” A startled gasp from Kayen.
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“I'll do anything! Harlan, tell him!” Kelcey wailed, and her brother
made a restraining motion that she shrugged away as the beast growled its
displeasure.

“What is it that you want, Dad?” Harlan asked carefully.

“Her.”

“Uh, what do you want with her?” he rephrased.

The monster threw back its head and howled. “I will take... her!”

Oh shoot, take her where?

“Dad, I don’t think we can agree to...”

Kelcey cut him off.

“Tell him,” she said deliberately, “tell him I'll do anything he asks...”
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Kayen was shaking his head, but there was a strength in her voice that
hadn’t been there a while ago. She can be really stubborn when she gets an
idea into her head.

“Uh, Kelcey,” Harlan tried to warn her, “I'd be real careful if I were
you...”

“I mean it, Harlan!”

The thing that was Dworkin just snarled.

“What do you want her for?” Kayen demanded.

I swear I saw it smirk.

“No, Dad!”

Kelcey wailed in frustration as the thing turned to Harlan again, fire
in 1ts eyes.

“She will be mine,” it insisted. “She has agreed. I want her...”

Harlan shook his head. I saw he still gripped the second Trump in his
other hand.

“Please,” Kelcey begged, oblivious to the danger she was in.

Harlan ignored her. “Forget it, Dad. You don’t really want HER. She’s
puny and sick. She wouldn’t be any use to you...”

“No!” Kelcey screamed, writhing on the bed. “I told you I'd do
anything!”

Now I thought I had an inkling of what Dworkin really wanted her for,
and I knew she had to be off her rocker at this point to agree to that. I held my
breath as Harlan wheedled.

“Believe me, Dad. You don’t want her. Hey, I have an idea. Let’s go
somewhere... just you and me...”

Kelcey was struggling to rise.

“Come on, Dad.”

The monster regarded him suspiciously. “Go. You want to go?” it asked
slyly.

“Yeah,” Harlan gasped in relief, beginning to raise the arm that held
the spare Trump.

“So be it,” the monster pronounced, and suddenly the two of them
disappeared. Not even a puff of smoke to mark their passing.

Kelcey scrambled to the edge of the bed, crying and cursing Harlan for
being every kind of creep and traitor she could think of. She didn’t even
seem to notice that he had probably just saved what was left of her life...

Now I was worried. Good and worried! Seems like whenever we get into
a power play with something tough and terrible, the first thing they do is
neutralize Harlan! Doesn’t anybody see this but me?”

Now maybe he leaned into this one, but seriously, it doesn’t take genius
to tell who our assorted enemies perceive as the real threat in our group. But
then, (except for him and me) we’re a little short on genius in the first place.

I looked up and noticed Random peering into the room over Eleanor’s
shoulder, as she in turn peered around Herdan. Now I can’t blame Eleanor
for her reaction, all things considered, but it occurred to me that Random
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(being the King and all) just might have asserted himself a little bit during
our confrontation... sent us some reinforcements... something!

He just nodded in a ‘carry-on’ manner and ducked back into the hall
again, where other unidentified observers had apparently gathered. I
thought I heard Fiona’s dulcet tones in the background, and seethed. She
certainly had the power to have done something. I know for a fact that she
and Dworkin are as thick as thieves. But no, they just stood in the hall and
let the thing take Harlan. All that power!

“Damn,” I muttered under my breath. You have to understand how
angry I was.

I caught a glimpse of other faces in the hall... faces I didn’t recognize...
and I wondered about all the strangers who were suddenly running around
the palace without so much as a by-your-leave. Or maybe they had one from
Random, but lately... well... we were tripping over people from Corwin’s
pattern, stray Chaos Lords, heaven only knew what else would be
wandering in. It’s tough enough to tell friend from foe when it’s only the
family...

Herdan seemed to recognize the new face at the door. They conferred for
a time, Herdan gesticulating with his gizmo and the new guy waving a
thick deck of Trumps. I wasn’t close enough to get the gist of it, and wasn't
inclined to give them the satisfaction of thinking I cared. By comparison,
the Kaos Kid was beginning to look, well... wholesome.

Perspective! I couldn’t figure it out. Without my Pattern to define how 1
see my fellow beings, I couldn’t find anything to recommend the creatures
of an alien pattern over a Chaos Lord. He, at least, had shown some human
concern for Kelcey’s plight. He hadn’t asked ‘what’s in it for me’ even if the
idea of taking Kelcey to the Courts did seem a bit crackbrained. Herdan, on
the other hand, looked as if he was studying our species for some kind of
scientific report.

Pattern to pattern his aspect might have seemed more familiar, akin to
my own. It wasn’t, but of course, I had little to compare except my memories,
which seemed to be slipping farther from my grasp as the moments wore on.
[ decided that it was the Abyss whispering this nonsense to my
subconscious.

Then Kelcey called me, so I pushed the problem from my mind and went
over to the bed to see what she wanted.

I hadn’t heard much from this corner since the two men had gotten her
calmed down after Harlan and Dworkin disappeared. They had been
talking rather quietly. The circles around her eyes made her look owlish,
familiar and pathetic... you know... like a chick that isn’t going to make it.

Didn’t look like she would...

I steeled myself not to feel sorry for her.

She reached out and grabbed my hand in an iron grip, and I tried not to
wince. Her voice was a rasping croak, eyes bright and feverish.

“Listen to me,” she began. I had a quick impulse to pull my hand away
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and run from the room. I knew there was some task she wanted me to
perform, and I hate that!

“What?” No, really, I was trying to be cordial...

She drew me closer. She had more strength than was readily apparent.

“Bronwyn, I have to go to the Courts of Chaos. It’s my only chance.”

I considered the options.

“Uh-huh,” I said helpfully.

That concluded, she nodded as if I'd agreed to something.

“But you've got to promise me something, two things actually.”

“T do? I mean, of course...” I'm big on the last requests of the dying. I
really hoped she just wanted me to compose her epitaph, or a certain kind of
flowers or something...

“First, there’s something weird going on, I’'m not sure what, but...” She
dropped her voice, and I had to lean closer to hear. “After the fiasco at the
Grove, I went back to the Abyss and rescued Deirdre... Caine helped... or
maybe I helped him... I'm not sure...”

Now, this was news to me.

“Caine stayed behind to make sure that Brand was really dead. I knew I
had to get Deirdre out of there, she was acting very strangely.”

There was a strange gleam in Kelcey’s eyes. At first, I put it off to fever,
but as she went on I realized I recognized that gleam... from my own
mirror! What did we share, this dark little woman and I? Death. The
thought was chilling...

Her fingers bit into my wrist.

“I Trumped back to the Grove, but all of you had left by then. Deirdre was
acting very weird. I wasn’t quite sure what to do. Then I got a Trump call. I
thought it was Caine, so I answered. Dumb! It wasn’t. It was your father.”

“Bleys?” I said stupidly, although he’s the only father I've got...

She nodded and continued, “Never again will I answer one of those
things! He got a great big grin on his face, stuck his sword into the ground,
and picked up Deirdre. I tried to protest, but he just brushed me off... said
he’d tell my father what a good job I'd done, and I could just go home now
and forget about it.”

She paused. I could tell by the look on her face that she was still fuming
about Dad’s high-handed treatment. I knew just what she meant.

“He Trumped away, but I followed.”

I wondered how she’d managed that, but she didn’t explain.

“He took her to a room somewhere. I didn’t recognize it. There was
someone else there, a red-headed woman I've never seen before. She took
one look at me and blipped me somewhere.”

“Blipped?”

“Yeah. Like a Trump...”

“Not Fiona?”

“I told you. No one I know!”

“When I got back to Amber, everything was topsy-turvy. You had just
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tried to kill yourself, and everyone was all upset about it. I tried to tell them
what was going on, but as usual, no one would listen...

“Later I went down to the kitchens to get something to eat. I was feeling
weak again, and Kayen’s body-building stuff was too gross...”

Some Amberites do their best thinking with fork in hand...

“Then Julian came in. I started filling him in about what had
happened... he'd been in the Arden, I guess, and was a little out of touch.
When I got to the part about your father taking Deirdre, he got a weird look
on his face and rushed out. I didn’t like the look of it, one bit.”

I digested this particular item, wondering what it could mean. Dad and
Julian aren’t really thick, you see. Some old business that dates back to the
interregnum...

“T felt that someone else ought to know about it, so I went to Random and
told the whole story to him. He freaked out on me... I mean, completely...
and went rushing off, himself...”

I had no idea what that could mean. Random hasn’t struck me as being
real effective lately...

“After that, I tried to get in touch with father. I tried his Trump several
times, but he wouldn’t or couldn’t answer. I got scared and figured that

maybe he was missing or a prisoner somehow, so I went off to look for
him...”

Dumb, I thought. You should have called Kayen.

“Finally, you found me with Abyss and dragged me through to Amber.”

I had a feeling there was more to the tale, but this was all she was
willing to tell. She didn’t explain where she was when I found her, or why
she couldn’t get back by herself. I decided to try another line of questioning.

“This woman who blipped you, what did she use? Was it a Trump?” 1
questioned carefully.

“It was like a Trump,” she said.

“Like a Trump. Was there... uh... one of those crazy rainbow effects?”

Nooooo. I don’t think so... I don’t know...”

The germ of an idea was beginning to creep into the back of my skull.
Now, most of the others aren’t too clear on what I can and can’t do (when I
am myself, I mean) and they don’t look too closely when I produce effects
similar to things they can accomplish on their own. I had a feeling I knew
what she meant by ‘like a Trump’, but I wasn’t about to explain...

“Did you feel anything peculiar... like a rush of... um... energy?”

“I felt like I was dyyyying!” she wailed, and we were off and running
again. This time it took all three of us to calm her down. I had to promise to
look into the matter if ‘something happened to her’ before she would settle
down and drink the water Kayen was spilling all over us...

“That’s my other problem,” she told me in a stage whisper as Kayen
returned the cup to the bedside stand. “I'm going to the Courts with Jayson.
He thinks he knows a doctor there who can help me.”

“You told me that already,” I replied, mind still locked on the
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mysterious red-head.

My particular talents don’t breed rampant in Amber, which some people
think is good. If there was another Pattern Initiate in our midst, she’d done
a good job of keeping herself out of sight. Dad’s or Fiona’s or... good
heavens!

“Huh,” I gasped, only partly in tune to the jerk she gave to my wrist.

“Then you’ll do it?”

“Sure!” She’d been speaking again, and I hated to admit that I hadn’t
been listening.

With that, she gave the Kaos Kid some kind of sign, and he scooped her
up from the bed and contacted some Trump I hadn’t noticed he was holding.
Kayen leaped towards them, one hand reaching for his sister, who
screamed, “Stop him, Bronwyn! You promised!”

Lords! Was that what I promised?

Dutifully, I grabbed him by the leg and tried to move him away from
them. I figured my Abyss strength should count for something...

Ha! I might just as well have been trying to move Kolvir!

Well, at least now I knew my limitations. Random, I could take.
Kayen... uh-uh.

We scuffled back and forth for a ludicrous moment, me holding onto
Kayen’s leg and he trying to swat me away. I was flip-flopping around like
a fish on a stringer.

Finally, Jayson abandoned his efforts. Kayen stepped back, and I fell to
the floor with a bone-jarring thud.

Godfrey, Herdan, and Eleanor were staring at us as if we’d gone
insane. Maybe we had.

I quickly regained my feet, trying not to let anyone see me rubbing my
derriere...

Herdan seemed to reach some sort of decision then. He stepped forward
with a sigh.

“Let me give it a try,” he offered in grudging tones.

Jayson seemed reluctant to relinquish his burden. Kayen nodded to
him, and he set her back down.

“If it doesn’t work...” he murmured.

“Then we go to Chaos,” Kayen asserted.

I decided that was fine with me.

“Give me some room, please,” Herdan ordered.

We stepped away from the bed. Herdan focussed the engine and
concentrated. I realized then that he was an Initiate himself, although the
almost palpable bolt of energy he sent in Kelcey’s direction seemed, well...
wrong... somehow.

But how could that be?

The Abyss again, no doubt, was... No!

Kelcey screamed! One horrible, wailing scream that outclassed all of
her earlier invective. Suddenly a part of her midsection exploded, spewing
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blood and a blue-white light all over the place.

Eleanor’s scream echoed Kelcey’s, and Godfrey was yelling for Herdan
to stop at the top of his lungs.

Kayen made a convulsive move towards his axe, and I was pretty sure
he meant to use it. Still, Herdan focussed the engine and concentrated as
another sickening pop sent blood and guts all over us. I dodged away,
bringing me closer to Herdan, who moved slightly to clear his line of
vision.

“You're killing her!” Kayen roared, and still the stream of energy went
on.

Herdan is nowhere near as big as Kayen. I dove across the floor,
tackling him right above the knees. They buckled, and he went down.

“Get her out of here! Jayson! Move it!”

He already had the Trump in his hand.

As Herdan and I rolled on the floor grappling for the engine, the three of
them disappeared in a rainbow shimmer. i hoped she'd find her death with
dignity, there in the Courts, at least.

My tussle with Herdan had left me, once again, in a very undignified
position. While it hadn’t been necessary to employ any of the tactics which
(my father assures me) are perfectly appropriate for a lady defending her
virtue, I was sort of sprawled on top of him, holding his wrist against the
floor so he couldn’t reach the pattern engine I had knocked out of his grasp.

The gizmo seemed pretty innocuous now that he wasn’t able to focus it
any more, and besides, Kelcey and Kayen and the Kaos Kid were safely (?)
on their way to the Courts by now. I figured I should probably let him up.

He was pretty mad. I didn’t think he’d have the nerve to hit me, not with
Godfrey and Eleanor for witnesses, so I rolled off of him to the left and let go
of his arm. He sat up looking thick as mud, flexed his wrist and reached for
the engine.

If he turns it on me, I thought, I'm out of here! He didn’t. He tapped it
once or twice, I guess to make sure it wasn’t damaged, then turned a baleful
stare in my direction.

“You fool!” he accused. “It was working!”

Yeah, right!

“Now wait just a minute,” Godfrey began as I got to my feet. I thought he
sounded a little less belligerent than usual, now that his only backup
consisted of a couple of girls. He lacked Harlan’s quiet threat and Kayen’s
axe for support now, and seemed to inclined to try reasoning this out with the
Pattern Master.

“You were killing her,” I broke in in flat tones before we could lose our
offensive momentum.

That did the trick.

“She’s right!” Godfrey stated, more forcefully now. “Why the devil
didn’t you stop when you saw the effect it was having? I mean, what were we
supposed to do?”
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I had refrained from reminding him that we hadn’t done anything, I
had. We had a nice united front going, which is a rarity when any more
than two of us are gathered in one place. No sense spoiling that.

Eleanor murmured, “Yeah!” and shifted the reticule at her wrist as if
testing the weight of it, oh, say... against somebody’s head.

Herdan looked from one to the other of us in turn with something like a
sneer.

“It was working!” he insisted. “It was forcing the Primal Chaos from
her cells.”

“And a lot of other stuff besides,” Godfrey informed him in case he
hadn’t noticed. “Blood, bone, and tissue.”

Herdan just shrugged, as if he wasn’t convinced that would matter too
much in the long run. I didn’t think Kelcey was going to make it either, but I
wasn’t anxious to see the process hastened in so bloody a manner. But it was
pretty useless, trying to argue with Herdan. He just looked at us as though
we were some interesting laboratory specimens that had suddenly run
amok, and reminded us that, after all, we had asked him to do it. He hadn’t
volunteered.

Well, that was true enough.

I wound up telling him I hoped he hadn’t been hurt when I decked him,
and he assured me in a tight voice that of course he was fine. What he didn’t
assure me of was that there’d be no hard feelings over the matter. That was
no surprise. I've always found that wounded dignity hurts a lot worse than
the stuff that only bleeds. I figured he’d plot revenge. I probably would, in
his shoes.

But there were no threats or maledictions. He put the engine back into
his pocket, and took himself off to look for someone he called Jeremi. This, I
presumed, was the brother with the hefty Trump deck.

Godfrey was getting antsy about Harlan, but after several unsuccessful
tries with his Trump he went off to pursue some other search options he
though might be helpful. He didn’t elaborate, and I thought... rather
uncharitably, I suppose... that he planned to enlist somebody a little more
powerful than Eleanor and me to help him.

When he left us, I sat down on Kelcey’s bed to think. It was still warm.
Everything had happened so quickly. I was reminded of the promises I'd
made to her, only half believing I was going to have to make good on them.
“If anything happens to me...”

Well, something had. If the Chaos didn’t kill her, I was pretty sure that
having a couple of holes blown in her torso was probably going to finish her
off. I couldn’t see what any doctor... not even one from the Courts... was
going to be able to do about that. Problem is, we're supposed to be, well, darn
near immortal. Fact: I had tried very hard to kill myself this morning.
Fact: I was still walking around, under my own steam and not too much the
worse for wear. I even had my arm back... of sorts. But Kelcey’s illness had
forced me to face the shadow of my own mortality, and I was badly shaken.
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If could happen. It really could.

I looked at Eleanor sideways, hoping she wouldn’t notice that I was...
well, scared. She was looking at me sideways, probably thinking much of
the same. We shared a weak grin. I realized my palms were sweating. I
took a deep breath to steady myself. I found myself wondering if a drink
would help. Probably not...

I stood.

“Where are you going?” The question too casually put.

“Something I've got to do,” I replied, noncommittal.

She wouldn’t leave it alone. “What?” she wanted to know.

“I... kind of promised Kelcey I'd look into a few matters for her... ah, you
know... take care of a few things till she’s back on her feet.”

She managed a smile at the lie.

“What?” she repeated.

Briefly, I explained about Deirdre and Dad and Julian and the red-
headed woman, and how I'd promised to try to find out what was going on
and make sure that nothing evil was afoot. As I talked, I got the feeling I
might have bitten off a little more than I was prepared to chew.

When I had finished she stood looking at me for a few moments, then
nodded absently, as though she had come to some private conclusion.

“Mind if I tag along?”

She never stops surprising me. Just when I think I have her figured... I
wonder if all of that shrinking and hiding behind other people (usually big,
strong male types) is just an act?

“Why would you want to do that?” I asked her. After all, this wasn’t a
walk in the gardens...

She shrugged. “Why not? I haven’t anything better, right now, do I? It
might be interesting or helpful or something, and besides,” she grinned,
“you promised me dinner at your place when this is over. I want to make
sure you're around to deliver. As I remember, you were bragging about your
cook...”

I had to grin back. If there was an ulterior motive anywhere, it was
beyond me...

“You any good with Pattern?” I asked her.

I lost my own power so soon after I met her that I hadn’t really had time
to assess her strengths. I knew she had extricated herself from a sticky
situation in the Abyss, but I had no idea how she’d managed it. It could be
important.

She grimaced.

“I’m a lot better with this.” She indicated the sword at her hip, where it
hung incongruously against the lace of her tea dress.

My turn to make a face.

“Let’s hope it doesn’t come to that,” I told her.

She shrugged. “So, where do we start?”

“With my father, I think,” I told her. “There are a couple of other
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options, but that might be the key. Kelcey said he offered to take Deirdre
back to Amber for her. Maybe I can get him to tell me what he did with her. I
don’t think he’s here. He would have put in some kind of appearance by
now, especially with all this craziness going on...”

“You think maybe Fiona would know?” she suggested.

I crinkled my nose.

“Maybe. You want to go ask her?”

She didn’t.

“So... how are you going to go about it? Do you think he’ll tell you
anything?”

“Maybe. Maybe not. We... well, we don’t get along very well. There’s a
chance I can goad him into a slip, though. Particularly if I can make him
think I don’t think he contributed much help for the problems we’ve been
having. he’s got a lot of... pride. He really thinks Amber can’t get 