N ne Princes |In Amber
Chapter 1

It was starting to end, after what seened nost of eternity to ne.

| attenpted to wiggle my toes, succeeded. | was spraw ed there in a
hospital bed and ny |l egs were done up in plaster casts, but they were stil
m ne.

| squeezed ny eyes shut, and opened them three times.

The room grew st eady.

Wiere the hell was I?

Then the fogs were slowy broken, and sone of that which is called nmenory
returned to me. | recalled nights and nurses and needl es. Every tinme things
woul d begin to clear a bit, soneone would come in and jab nme with sonething.
That's how it had been. Yes. Now, though, | was feeling hal fway decent. They'd
have to stop

Woul dn't they?

The t hought came to assail me: Maybe not.

Sone natural skepticismas to the purity of all human notives came and sat
upon ny chest. |'d been over narcotized, | suddenly knew. No real reason for
it, fromthe way | felt, and no reason for themto stop now, if they' d been
paid to keep it up. So play it cool and stay dopey, said a voice which was ny
worst, if wser, self.

So | did.

A nurse poked her head in the door about ten mnutes later, and | was, of
course, still sacking Z's. She went away.

By then, 1'd reconstructed a bit of what had occurred

| had been in sone sort of accident, | renenbered vaguely. \Wat had
happened after that was still a blur; and as to what had happened before, |
had no inkling whatsoever. But | had first been in a hospital and then brought
to this place, | remenbered. Wiy? | didn't know.

However, ny legs felt pretty good. Good enough to hold me up, though I
didn't know how nmuch tine had | apsed since their breaking - and | knew they'd
been broken.

So | sat up. It took nme a real effort, as ny nuscles were very tired. It
was dark outside and a handful of stars were standi ng naked beyond the w ndow.
| winked back at them and threw ny | egs over the edge of the bed.

| was dizzy, but after a while it subsided and | got up, gripping the rai
at the head of the bed, and I took my first step

Ckay. My legs held ne.

So, theoretically, I was in good enough shape to wal k out.

| made it back to the bed, stretched out and thought. |I was sweating and
shaki ng. Visions of sugar plums, etc.

In the State of Dennmark there was the odor of decay...

It had been an accident involving an auto, | recalled. One helluva one..

Then the door opened, letting in light, and through slits beneath ny
eyel ashes | saw a nurse with a hypo in her hand.

She approached ny bedside, a hippy broad with dark hair and big arns.

Just as she neared, | sat up

"Good evening," | said.

"Why - good evening," she replied.

"When do | check out?" | asked.

"I'l'l have to ask Doctor."

"Do so," | said.

"Pl ease roll up your sleeve."

"No t hanks."

"I have to give you an injection”

"No you don't. | don't need it"

"I"'mafraid that's for Doctor to say."

"Then send himaround and et himsay it. But in the neantime, | wll not
permt it."



“"I"'mafraid | have nmy orders."
"So did Ei chmann, and | ook what happened to him" and | shook ny head

slow y.
"Very well," she said. "I'll have to report this..
"Please do," | said, "and while you're at it, tell himl've decided to

check out in the norning."
"That's inpossible. You can't even walk - and there were interna

injuries..."

"W'll see," said I. "Good night"

She swi shed out of sight wthout answering.

So |l lay there and mulled. It seemed | was in sone sort of private place -
so sonmebody was footing the bill. Womdid | know? No visions of relatives

appeared behind my eyes. Friends either. What did that | eave? Enem es?

| thought a while.

Not hi ng.

Nobody to benefact ne thus.

I'd gone over a cliff in ny car, and into a | ake, | suddenly renenbered.
And that was all | renenbered.

| was. ..

| strained and began to sweat again.

| didn't know who | was.

But to occupy nyself, | sat up and stripped away all ny bandages. | seened
all right underneath them and it seened the right thing to do. | broke the
cast on my right leg, using a metal strut |I'd remobved fromthe head of the
bed. | had a sudden feeling that | had to get out in a hurry, that there was
something | had to do.

| tested ny right leg. It was okay.

| shattered the cast on ny left leg, got up, went to the cl oset.

No cl ot hes there.

Then | heard the footsteps. | returned to nmy bed and covered over the
br oken casts and the discarded bandages.

The door swung inward once again.

Then there was light all around me, and there was a beefy guy in a white
jacket standing with his hand on the wall sw tch.

"What's this | hear about you giving the nurse a hard time?" he asked, and
there was no nore feigning sleep

"I don't know," | said. "What is it?"
That troubled himfor a second or two, said the frown then, "It's tinme for
your shot."

"Are you an M D.?" | asked.

"No, but I'mauthorized to give you a shot"

"And | refuse it'" | said, "as I've a legal right to do. Wat's it to
you?"

"You'll have your shot," he said, and be noved around to the left side of
the bed. He had a hypo in one hand which bad been out of sight till then.

It was a very foul blow, about four inches below the belt buckle, |1'd say,
and it left himon his knees.

" I'" he said, after a tine.

"Come within spitting distance again," | said, "and see what happens."

"W've got ways to deal with patients |ike you," he gasped.
So | knew the tine had cone to act.

"Where are my clothes?" | said

" I'" he repeat ed.

"Then | guess |I'll have to take yours. Gve themto ne."

It becanme boring with the third repetition, so | threw the bedcl ot hes over
hi s head and cl obbered himw th the netal strut.

Wthin two minutes, 1'd say, | was garbed all in the color of Mby Dick
and vanilla ice cream Ugly.
I shoved himinto the closet and | ooked out the lattice wi ndow | sawthe

A d Moon with the New Moon in her arns, hovering above a row of poplars. The



grass was silvery and sparkled. The ni ght was bargai ning weakly with the sun
Not hi ng to show, for nme, where this place was located. | seenmed to be on the
third floor of the building though, and there was a cast square of |ight off
tony left and low, seemng to indicate a first floor wi ndow with soneone
awake behind it.

So | left the roomand considered the hallway. Of to the left, it ended
against a wall with a latticed wi ndow, and there were four nore doors, two on
either side. Probably they let upon nore doors like ny owmn. | went and | ooked
out the wi ndow and saw nore grounds, nore trees, nore night, nothing new
Turning, | headed in the other direction

Doors, doors, doors, no lights fromunder any of them the only sounds ny
footsteps fromthe too big borrowed shoes.

Laughing Boy's wistwatch told me it was five forty-four. The metal strut
was inside ny belt, under the white orderly jacket, and it rubbed agai nst ny
hi pbone as | wal ked. There was a ceiling fixture about every twenty feet,
casting about forty watts of |ight.

| came to a stairway, off to the right, leading down. | took it. It was
carpeted and quiet.

The second floor |ooked like my own, rows of rooms, so | continued on

VWen | reached the first floor | turned right, |ooking for the door with
[ight |eaking out frombeneath it.

| found it, way up near the end of the corridor, and | didn't bother to
knock.

The guy was sitting there in a garish bathrobe, at a big shiny desk, going
over sone sort of ledger. This was no wardroom He |ooked up at me with
burning eyes all wide and lips swelling toward a yell they didn't reach
per haps because of ny deterni ned expression. He stood, quickly.

| shut the door behind me, advanced, and sai d:

"Good norning. You're in trouble.™

Peopl e nmust al ways be curious as to trouble, because after the three
seconds it took me to cross the room his words were:

"What do you nean?"

"I mean," | said, "that you're about to suffer a lawsuit for holding ne
i ncommuni cado, and anot her one for mal practice, for your indiscrimnate use of
narcotics. |I'malready suffering wthdrawal synptons and m ght do something
violent..."

He stood up

"Get out of here," he said.

| saw a pack of cigarettes on his desk. | hel ped nyself and said, "Sit

down and shut up. We've got things to tal k about."

He sat down, but he didn't shut up

"You're breaking several regulations,"” he said.

"So we'll let a court decide who's liable," | replied. "I want ny clothes
and ny personal effects. |I'm checking out.."

"You're in no condition - "

"Nobody asked you. Pony up this mnute, or answer to the law "

He reached toward a button on his desk, but | slapped his hand away.

"Now " | repeated. "You should have pressed that when | cane in. It's too
| ate now. "

"M. Corey, you're being nost difficult

Corey?

"I didn't check me in here," | said, "but I damm well have a right to

check me out. And now s the tinme. So let's get about it."

"Cbviously, you're in no condition to leave this institution," he replied.
"I cannot permt it | amgoing to call for someone to escort you back to your
room and put you to bed."

"Don't try it," | said, "or you'll find out what condition I'min. Now,
I've several questions. The first one's Wo checked nme in, and who's footing
my bill at this place?"

"Very well," he sighed, and his tiny, sandy nustaches sagged as | ow as



t hey coul d.
He opened a drawer, put his hand inside, and | was wary.
I knocked it down before he had the safety catch off: a .32 automati c,

very neat; Colt. | snapped the catch nyself when | retrieved it fromthe desk
top; and | pointed it and said: "You will answer ny questions. Qoviously you
consi der me dangerous. You may be right."

He smiled weakly, lit a cigarette hinself, which was a m stake, if he

i ntended to indicate apl onmb. H s hands shook
"Al'l right, Corey - if it will nake you happy," he said, "your sister
checked you in"

"?" thought I

"Which sister?" | asked.

"Evel yn," he said.

No bells. So, "That's ridiculous. |I haven't seen Evelyn in years," | said.
"She didn't even know | was in this part of the country."

He shrugged.

"Nevertheless ...

"Where's she staying now? | want to call her,"” | said.

"I don't have her address handy."

"Cet it."

He rose, crossed to a filing cabinet, opened it, riffled, wi thdrew a card.

| studied it. Ms. Evelyn Flaunel...The New York address was not famliar

either, but | committed it to menory. As the card said, my first nanme was
Carl. Cood. Mdre data.

| stuck the gun in ny belt beside the strut then, safety back on, of
cour se.

"Ckay," | told him "Were are ny clothes, and what're you going to pay
ne?"

"Your clothes were destroyed in the accident,"” he said, "and | nust tel
you that your legs were definitely broken - the left one in two pl aces.
Frankly, | can't see how you're managing to stay on your feet. It's only been
two weeks - "

"I always heal fast," | said. "Now, about the noney...

"\What noney?"

"The out-of-court settlement for nmy mal practice conplaint, and the other

one.

"Don't be ridicul ous!"

"Who's being ridiculous? I'lIl settle for a thousand, cash, right now "

"I won't even discuss such a thing."

"Well, you' d better consider it - and win or |ose, think about the name it
will give this place if | manage enough pretrial publicity. 1'll certainly get
in touch with the AMA, the newspapers. The - "

"Bl ackrmail ," he said, "and I'Il have nothing to do with it."

"Pay now, or pay later, after a court order," | said. "I don't care. But
it'll be cheaper this way."

If he cane across, |'d know my guesses were right and there was sonething
crooked i nvol ved.

He glared at ne, | don't know how | ong.

Finally, "I haven't got a thousand here," he said.

"Name a conprom se figure," | said.

After another pause, "It's larceny."

"Not if it's cash-and-carry, Charlie. So, call it."

"I mght have five hundred in my safe.”

"Cet it."

He told ne, after inspecting the contents of a small wall safe, there was
four-thirty, and | didn't want to | eave fingerprints on the safe just to check
himout. So | accepted and stuffed the bills into nmy side pocket.

"Now what's the nearest cab conpany that serves this place?"

He naned it, and | checked in the phone book, which told nme | was upstate.

I made himdial it and call nme a cab, because I didn't know t he nane of



the place and didn't want himto know the condition of ny nmenory. One of the
bandages | had renoved had been around ny head.

VWil e he was making the arrangenent | heard himname the place: it was
call ed G eenwood Private Hospital

| snubbed out ny cigarette, picked up another, and renoved perhaps two
hundred pounds fromny feet by resting in a brown uphol stered chair beside his
bookcase.

"W wait here and you'll see ne to the door," | said.

I never heard another word out of him

N ne Princes |In Amber
Chapter 2

It was about eight o'clock when the cab deposited me on a random corner in
the nearest town. | paid off the driver and wal ked for around twenty mi nutes.
Then | stopped in a diner, found a booth and had juice, a couple of eggs,
toast, bacon, and three cups of coffee. The bacon was too greasy.

After giving breakfast a good hour, | started wal ki ng, found a cl othing
store, and waited till its nine-thirty opening.

| bought a pair of slacks, three sport shirts, a belt, some underwear, and
a pair of shoes that fit. | also picked up a handkerchief, a wallet, and
pocket conb.

Then | found a Geyhound station and boarded a bus for New York. No one
tried to stop ne. No one seened to be | ooking for ne.

Sitting there, watching the countryside all autum-colored and tickled by
bri sk wi nds beneath a bright, cold sky, | reviewed everything | knew about
nmysel f and ny circunstances.

| had been registered at G eenwod as Carl Corey by my sister Evelyn
Fl aurrel . This had been subsequent to an auto accident sone fifteen or so days
past, in which | had suffered broken bones which no | onger troubled nme. |
didn't renenber Sister Evelyn. The G eenwood people had been instructed to
keep ne passive, were afraid of the |aw when |I got | oose and threatened them

with it. Okay. Someone was afraid of me, for some reason. |1'd play it for al
it was worth.

| forced my mind back to the accident, dwelled upon it till my head hurt.
It was no accident. | had that inpression, though I didn't know why. | would

find out, and someone woul d pay. Very, very nuch would they pay. An anger, a
terrible one, flared within the mddle of nmy body. Anyone who tried to hurt
me, to use me, did so at his own peril and now he woul d receive his due,
whoever he was, this one. | felt a strong desire to kill, to destroy whoever
had been responsible, and | knew that it was not the first time inny life
that | had felt this thing, and | knew, too, that | had followed through on it
in the past. Mre than once.

| stared out the wi ndow, watching the dead | eaves fall.

VWen | hit the Big City, the first thing | did was to get a shave and
haircut in the nearest clip joint, and the second was to change ny shirt and
undershirt in the nen's room because | can't stand hair down my back. The .32
automatic, belonging to the nanel ess individual at G eenwood, was in ny

ri ght-hand jacket pocket. | suppose that if G eenwood or ny sister wanted ne
picked up in a hurry, a Sullivan violation would cone in handy. But | decided
to hang onto it. They'd have to find nme first, and | wanted a reason. | ate a

qui ck lunch, rode subways and buses for an hour, then got a cab to take ne out
to the Westchester address of Evelyn, ny nominal sister and hopeful jogger of
nmenori es.

Before | arrived, |'d already decided on the tack |I'd take.
So, when the door to the huge ol d place opened in response to ny knock
after about a thirty-second wait, | knew what | was going to say. | had

t hought about it as |I'd wal ked up the long, wi nding, white gravel driveway,



bet ween t he dark oaks and the bright nmaples, |eaves crunching beneath ny feet,
and the wind cold on nmy fresh-scraped neck within the raised collar of ny
jacket. The snell of ny hair tonic mngled with a nusty odor fromthe ropes of
ivy that crowded all over the walls of that old, brick place. There was no
sense of famliarity. |I didn't think | had ever been here before.

I had knocked, and there had cone an echo.

Then 1'd jamed ny hands into ny pockets and waited.

VWen the door opened, | had smiled and nodded toward the nol e-fl ecked naid
with a swarthy conpl exion and a Puerto Ri can accent.

"Yes?" she said,

"I"'d like to see Ms. Evelyn Flaunel, please."

"Who shall | say is calling?"

"Her brother Carl."

"Ch conme in please," she told ne.

| entered a hallway, the floor a nobsaic of tiny salnon and turquoise
tiles, the wall mahogany, a trough of big-leafed green things occupying a room
divider to ny left. From overhead, a cube of glass and enanel threw down a
yel l ow I'ight.

The gal departed, and |I sought around me for sonething famliar

Not hi ng.

So | waited.

Presently, the maid returned, smiled, nodded, and said, "Please follow ne.

She will see you in the library."

| followed, up three stairs and down a corridor past two closed doors, The
third one to ny left was open, and the maid indicated I should enter it. | did
so, then paused on the threshold.

Like all libraries, it was full of books. It also held three paintings,

two indicating quiet |andscapes and one a peaceful seascape. The floor was
heavily carpeted in green. There was a big gl obe beside the big desk with
Africa facing nme and a wall-to-wall w ndow behind it, eight stepladders of
gl ass. But none of these was the reason |'d paused.

The woman behind the desk wore a w de-collared, V-necked dress of
bl ue-green, had long hair and | ow bangs, all of a cross between sunset clouds
and the outer edge of a candle flanme in an otherw se dark room and natural,
somehow knew, and her eyes behind glasses | didn't think she needed were as
bl ue as Lake Erie at three o'clock on a cloudl ess sumer afternoon; and the
color of her conpressed smile matched her hair. But none of these was the
reason |'d paused.

| knew her, from sonewhere, though I couldn't say where.

| advanced, holding ny own snile

"Hello," | said.

"Sit down," said she, "please," indicating a high-backed, big-arnmed chair
t hat bul ged and was orange, of the kind just tilted at the angle in which
| oved to | oaf.

| did so, and she studied ne.

"dad to see you're up and around again."

"Me, too. How ve you been?"

"Fine, thank you. | nust say | didn't expect to see you here."
"I know," 1 fibbed, "but here | am to thank you for your sisterly
ki ndness and care.” | let a slight note of irony sound within the sentence

just to observe her response.

At that point an enornmous dog entered the room- an Irish wolfhound - and
it curled up in front of the desk. Another followed and circled the gl obe
twi ce before |ying down.

"Well," said she, returning the irony, "it was the least | could do for
you. You should drive nore carefully."”

"In the future," | said, "I'll take greater precautions, | promse."
didn't now what sort of gane | was playing, but since she didn't know that I
didn't know, |I'd decided to take her for all the information | could. "I

figured you woul d be curious as to the shape | was in, so | came to let you



see.
"I was, am" she replied. "Have you eaten?"

"A light lunch, several hours ago." | said.

So she rang up the maid and ordered food. Then "I thought you mi ght take
it upon yourself to | eave G eenwood," she said, "when you were able, | didn't
think it would be so soon, though, and I didn't think you' d cone here."

"I know," | said, "that's why | did."

She offered ne a cigarette and | took it, lit hers, lit nine.

"You al ways were unpredictable,” she finally told ne. "Wile this has
hel ped you often in the past, however, | wouldn't count on it now"

"What do you nean?" | said.

"The stakes are far too high for a bluff, and | think that's what you're
trying, walking in here like this. |I've always adm red your courage, Corw n,

but don't be a fool. You know the score.”

Corwin? File it away, under "Corey."

"Maybe | don't," | said. "lI've been asleep for a while, renenber?"

"You nmean you haven't been in touch?"

"Haven't had a chance, since | woke up."

She | eaned her head to one side and narrowed her wonderful eyes.

"Rash," she said, "but possible. Just possible. You mght nean it. You
mght. "Il pretend that you do, for now In that case, you may have done a
smart safe thing. Let me think about it."

| drew on ny cigarette, hoping she'd say sonething nore. But she didn't,
so | decided to seize what seened the advantage |'d obtained in this gane |
didn't understand with players | didn't know for stakes | had no inkling of.

"The fact that |I'mhere indicates something," | said.
"Yes," she replied, "I know But you're smart, so it could indicate nore
than one thing. W'll wait and see.”

Wait for what? See what? Thi ng?

Steaks then arrived and a pitcher of beer, so | was tenporarily freed from
the necessity of nmaking cryptic and general statenents for her to ponder as
subtle or cagey. M ne was a good steak, pink inside and full of juice, and
tore at the fresh tough-crusted bread with nmy teeth and gul ped the beer with a
great hunger and a thirst. She | aughed as she watched me, while cutting off
tiny pieces of her own.

"I love the gusto with which you assail life, Corwin. It's one of the
reasons |1'd hate to see you part conpany with it."

"Me, too," | rmuttered.

And while | ate, | pondered her. | saw her in a | owcut gown, green as the
green of the sea, with full skirts. There was nusic, dancing, voices behind
us. | wore black and silver and... The vision faded. But it was a true piece
of my menmory, | knew, and inwardly | cursed that | lacked it inits entirety.

What had she been saying, in her green, to me in ny black and silver, that
ni ght, behind the nusic, the dancing and the voices?

| poured us nore beer fromthe pitcher and decided to test the vision

"I remenber one night," | said, "when you were all in green and | in ny
colors. How |l ovely things seened - and the music..."

Her face grew slightly wistful, the cheeks snoot hi ng.

"Yes," she said. "Were not those the days? ...You really have not been in
t ouch?"
"Wird of honor," | said, for whatever that was worth.

"Thi ngs have grown far worse," she said, "and the Shadows contain nore
horrors than any had thought..."

"And ...?" | inquired.

"He still has his troubles," she finished,

" O,]. n

"Yes," she went on, "and he'll want to know where you stand."
"Right here," | said,

"You nean. ..

"For now," | told her, perhaps too quickly, for her eyes had w dened too



much, "since | still don't know the full state of affairs," whatever that
nmeant .

" oh. "

And we finished our steaks and the beer, giving the two bones to the dogs.

We sipped some coffee afterward, and | canme to feel a bit brotherly but
suppressed it. | asked, "Wat of the others?" which could mean anything, but
sounded safe.

| was afraid for a noment that she was going to ask me what | neant.

I nst ead, though, she | eaned back in her chair, stared at the ceiling, and
said, "As always, no one new has been heard from Perhaps yours was the w sest
way. |I"'menjoying it nyself. But how can one forget - the glory?" | |owered ny
eyes, because | wasn't sure what they should contain. "One can't," | said.
"One never can."”

There foll owed a | ong, unconfortable silence, after which she said: "Do
you hate ne?"

"Of course not," | replied. "How could I - all things considered?"

This seenmed to please her, and she showed her teeth, which were very
white

"Good, and thank you," she said. "\Watever else, you re a gentlenman."

| bowed and smirked.

"You'll turn ny head."

"Hardly," she said, "all things considered."

And | felt unconfortable.

My anger was there, and | wondered whether she knew who it was that |
needed to stay it. | felt that she did. | fought with the desire to ask it
outright, suppressed it.

"Well, what do you propose doi ng?" she finally asked, and being on the
spot | replied, "Of course, you don't trust nme..."

"How coul d we?"

| determined to renenber that we.

"Well, then. For the tine being. "'mwlling to place nyself under your
surveillance. I'lIl be glad to stay right here, where you can keep an eye on
ne."

"And afterward?"

"Afterward? W'll see.”

"Clever," she said, "very clever. And you place nme in an awkward
position." (I had said it because | didn't have any place else to go. and ny
bl ackmai | noney wouldn't last me too long.) "Yes, of course you nmay stay. But
et me warn you" - and here she fingered what | had thought to be sonme sort of
pendant on a chain about her neck - "This is an ultrasonic dog whistle. Donner
and Blitzen here have four brothers, and they're all trained to take care of
nasty people and they all respond to ny whistle. So don't start to wal k toward
any place where you won't be desired. A toot or two and even you will go down
before them Their kind is the reason there are no wolves left in Ireland. you
know. "

"I know," | said, realizing that | did

"Yes." she continued, "Eric will like it that you are nmy guest. It should
cause himto | eave you al one, which is what you want, n'est-ce-pas?"

"Qui." | said.

Eric! It meant something! | had known an Eric, and it had been very
i mportant, sonehow. that | did. Not recently. But the Eric | had known was
still around, and that was inportant.

Wy ?

| hated him that was one reason. Hated hi m enough to have contenpl at ed
killing him Perhaps I'd even tried.

Al so, there was sone bond between us, | knew

Ki nshi p?

Yes, that was it. Neither of us liked it being brothers...| renenbered,

remenber ed. .
Big, powerful Eric, with his wet curly beard, and his eyes - just like



Evel yn' s!

I was racked with a new surge of nmenory, as my tenples began to throb and
t he back of ny neck was suddenly warm

| didn't et any of it show on nmy face, but forced nyself to take another
drag on mmy cigarette, another sip of beer, as | realized that Evel yn was
i ndeed ny sister! Only Evelyn wasn't her name. | couldn't think of what it

was, but it wasn't Evelyn. 1'd be careful, | resolved. |1'd not use any nane at
all when addressing her, until | remenbered.

And what of me? And what was it that was going on around ne?

Eric, | suddenly felt, had had some connection with my accident. It should

have been a fatal one, only I'd pulled through. He was the one, wasn't he?
Yes, my feelings replied. It had to be Eric. And Evel yn was working with him
payi ng G eenwood to keep nme in a coma. Better than being dead, but..

| realized that |I had just sonmehow delivered nyself into Eric's hands by
coming to Evelyn, and | would be his prisoner, would be open to new attack, if
| stayed.

But she had suggested that ny being her guest woul d cause himto | eave ne

al one. | wondered. | couldn't take anything at face value. 1'd have to be
constantly on nmy guard. Perhaps it would be better if | just went away, let ny
menories return gradually.

But there was this terrible sense of urgency. | had to find out the ful

story as soon as possible and act as soon as | knewit. It lay like a
conpul sion upon nme. |If danger was the price of nenory and risk the cost of
opportunity, then so be it. |I'd stay.

"And | renenber," Evelyn said, and | realized that she had been tal ki ng
for a while and | hadn't even been listening. Perhaps it was because of the
reflective quality of her words, not really requiring any sort of response -
and because of the urgency of mny thoughts.

"And | renenber the day you beat Julian at his favorite gane and he threw
a glass of wine at you and cursed you. But you took the prize. And he was
suddenly afraid he had gone too far. But you | aughed then, though, and drank a
glass with him | think he felt badly over that show of tenper, normally being
so cool, and | think he was envious of you that day. Do you recall? | think he
has, to a certain extent, imtated many of your ways since then. But | stil
hate hi m and hope that he goes down shortly. |I feel he will..."

Julian, Julian, Julian. Yes and no. Sonething about a game and ny baiting
a man and shattering an al nost | egendary self-control. Yes, there was a
feeling of famliarity; and no, | couldn't really say for certain what all had
been invol ved.

"And Caine, how you gulled him He hates you yet, you know..."

| gathered | wasn't very well |iked. Sonmehow, the feeling pleased ne.

And Cai ne, too, sounded famliar. Very.

Eric, Julian, Caine, Corwin. The names swam around in my head, and in a
way, it was too nmuch to hold wthin ne.

"It's been so long..." | said, alnmost involuntarily, and it seened to be
true.

"Corwi n," she said, "let's not fence. You want nore than security, | know
that. And you're still strong enough to get sonething out of this, if you play
your hand just right. | can't guess what you have in mnd, but maybe we can

make a deal with Eric." The "we" had obviously shifted. She had cone to sone
sort of conclusion as to ny worth in whatever was going on. She saw a chance
to gain something for herself, | could tell. | smiled, just alittle. "Is that
why you came here?" she continued. "Do you have a proposal for Eric, sonething
whi ch night require a go-between?"

"I may," | replied, "after |'ve thought about it some nore. |I've still so
recently recovered that | have much pondering to do. | wanted to be in the
best place, though, where I could act quickly, if | decided my best interests
lay with Eric."

"Take care," she said. "You know I'Ill report every word."

"OfF course,"” | said, not knowing that at all and groping for a quick



hedge, "unl ess your best interests were conjoined with my own."

Her eyebrows noved cl oser together, and tiny winkles appeared between
t hem

"I"'mnot sure what you're proposing."

"I"'mnot proposing anything, yet," | said. "I'mjust being conpletely open
and honest with you and telling you I don't know. |'mnot positive | want to
make a deal with Eric. After all..." | let the words trail off on purpose, for

| had nothing to follow themw th, though | felt I should.

"You' ve been offered an alternative?" She stood up suddenly, seizing her
whistle. "Bleys! O course!"

"Sit down," | said, "and don't he ridiculous. Wwuld | place nyself in your
hands this calmy, this readily, just to be dog neat because you happen to
t hi nk of Bl eys?"

She rel axed, maybe even sagged a little, then reseated herself.

"Possibly not," she finally said, "but I know you're a ganbler, and | know
you're treacherous. |If you cane here to dispose of a partisan, don't even

bother trying. I'mnot that inportant. You should know that by now. Besides, |
al ways thought you rather liked ne."
"I did, and I do," | said, "and you have nothing to worry about, so don't.

It's interesting, though, that you should mention Bl eys."
Bait, bait, bait! There was so much | wanted to know
"Why? Has he approached you?"

"I'"d rather not say," | replied, hoping it would give me an edge of sone
ki nd, and now that | knew Bl eys' gender: "If he had, |I'd have answered himthe
sane as | would Eric - "I'll think about it.""

"Bl eys," she repeated, and Bleys, | said to nyself inside ny head, Bl eys.

I like you. | forget why, and | know there are reasons why | shouldn't - but I
like you. | knowit.

We sat awhile, and | felt fatigue but didn't want to showit. | should be
strong. | knew | had to be strong.

| sat there and sniled and said, "Nice library you' ve got here," and she
sai d, "Thank you."

"Bl eys," she repeated after a time. "Do you really think he has a chance?"
| shrugged.
"Who knows? Not |, for certain. Maybe he does. Maybe not, too."

Then she stared at me, her eyes slightly wi de, and her nouth opening.

"Not you?" she said, "You re not proposing to try yourself, are you?"

| laughed then, solely for purposes of countering her enption

"Don't he silly," |I said when |I'd finished. "Me?"

But as she said it, | knew she'd struck some chord, sone deep-buried thing
which replied with a powerful "Wy not?"

I was suddenly afraid.

She seened relieved, though, at my disavowal of whatever it was | was
di savowi ng. She smiled then, and indicated a built-in bar off to ny left.

"I'd like a little Irish Mst," she said.

"So would I, for that matter," | replied, and | rose and fetched two.

"You know," | said, after 1'd reseated nyself, "it's pleasant to be
together with you this way, even if it is only for a short time. It brings
back nenories."

And she sniled and was | ovely.

"You're right," she said, sipping her drink. "I alnost feel in Arber with
you around," and | al nost dropped my drink

Amber! The word had sent a bolt of |ightning down ny spine!

Then she began to cry, and | rose and put my arm around her shoulders to
confort her.

"Don't cry, little girl. Please don't. It nakes me unhappy, too." Amber!
There was sonething there, something electrical and potent! "There will be
good days once again." | said, softly.

"Do you really believe that?" she asked.

"Yes," | said loudly. "Yes, | do!"



"You're crazy," she said. "Maybe that's why you were always ny favorite

brother too. | can al nbst believe anything you say, even though | know you're
crazy."

Then she cried a little nore and stopped.

"Corwin," she said, "if you do nake it - if by some wild and freakish
chance out of Shadow you should make it - will you remenber your little sister
Fl ori mel ?"

"Yes," | said, knowing it to be her nanme. "Yes, | will renmenber you."

"Thank you. | will tell Eric only the essentials, and nmention Bl eys not at
all, nor ny |atest suspicions."

"Thank you, Flora."

"But | don't trust you worth a dam," she added. "Renenber that, too.

"That goes wi thout saying."

Then she summoned her maid to show me to a room and | nmanaged to undress,
col l apsed into the bed, and slept for eleven hours.

N ne Princes |In Amber
Chapter 3

In the norning she was gone, and there was no nessage. Her naid served ne
breakfast in the kitchen and went away to do naid-things. |'d disregarded the
notion of trying to punp information out of the woman, as she either woul dn't
know or wouldn't tell me the things | wanted to know and woul d no doubt al so
report ny attenpt to Flora. So, since it seenmed | had the nun of the house, |
decided 1'd return to the Iibrary and see what | could |earn there. Besides, |
like libraries. It makes ne feel confortable and secure to have walls of
words, beautiful and wise, all around ne. | always feel better when | can see
that there is sonmething to hold back the shadows.

Donner or Blitzen, or one of their relatives, appeared from sonmewhere and
followed ne up the hallway, wal king stiff-legged and sniffing after ny spoor
| tried to nake friends with him but it was |like exchanging pleasantries with
the state trooper who signaled you to pull off the road. | |ooked into sone of
the other roons as | went along, and they were just places. |Innocuous-I|ooking
ones.

So | entered the library, and Africa still faced me. | closed the door
behind nme to keep the dogs out, and | strolled around the room reading the
titles on the shel ves.

There were lots of history books. In fact, they seemed to dom nate her
collection. There were al so nmany art books, of the big and expensive variety,
and | leafed through a few of these. | usually do ny best real thinking when
"' mthinking about sonething el se.

| wondered at the sources of Flora's obvious wealth. If we were related,
did that nean that perhaps | enjoyed sonewhat of opul ence, also? | thought
about mnmy economic and social status, ny profession, ny origins. | had the
feeling that 1'd never worried nmuch about noney, and that there'd always been
enough or ways of getting it, to keep nme satisfied. Did | own a big house I|ike
this? | couldn't renenber.

What did | do?

| sat behind her desk and examined ny nind for any special caches of
know edge | m ght possess. It is difficult to exam ne yourself this way, as a
stranger. Maybe that's why | couldn't come up with anything. What's yours is
yours and a part of you and it just seens to belong there, inside. That's all.

A doctor? That canme to mind as | was view ng some of Da Vinci's anatomi cal
drawi ngs. Alnost by reflex, in ny nmind, | had begun going through the steps of
various surgical operations. | realized then that | had operated on people in
t he past.

But that wasn't it. Wiile |I realized that | had a medical background, |
knew that it was a part of sonething else. | knew, sonehow, that | was not a



practici ng surgeon. Wat then? Wiat el se was invol ved?

Sonet hi ng caught my eve.

Seated there at the desk, | commanded a view of the far wall. on which
anong ot her things, hung an antique cavalry saber, which | had overl ooked the
first time around the room | rose and crossed over to it, took it down from
its pegs.

In ny mind, | tsked at the shape it was in. | wanted an oily rag and a
whet stone, to make it the way it should he once again. | knew sonethi ng about
antique arns, edged weapons in particular

The saber felt light and useful in nmy hand, and | felt capable with it. |

struck an en garde. | parried and cut a fewtines. Yes. | could use the thing.
So what sort of background was that? | | ooked around for new nenory
j oggers.

Not hi ng el se occurred to me, so | replaced the blade and returned to the
desk. Sitting there, | decided to go through the thing.

| started with the niddle one and worked nmy way up the left side and down
the right, drawer by drawer.

Stati onery, envel opes, postage stanps, paper clips, pencil stubs, rubber
bands - all the usual itens.

| had pulled each drawer all the way out though, and held it in ny lap as
I'd inspected its contents. It wasn't just an idea. It was part of sone sort
of training I'd once received, which told ne | should inspect the sides and
bottons as wel .

One thing alnost slipped by ne, but caught nmy attention at the | ast
instant: the back of the lower right-hand drawer did not rise as high as the
backs of the other drawers.

Thi s indicated sonething. And when | knelt and | ooked inside the drawer
space | saw a little box-like affair fixed to the upper side.

It was a srmall drawer itself, way in the back, and it was | ocked.

It took ne about a minute of fooling around with paper clips, safety pins,
and finally a metal shoehorn |I'd seen in another drawer. The shoehorn did the
trick.

The drawer contai ned a packet of playing cards.

And the packet bore a device which caused nme to stiffen where I knelt,
perspiration suddenly wetting nmy brow and ny breath coning rapidly.

It bore a white unicorn on a grass field, rampant, facing to the dexter

And | knew that device and it hurt ne that | could not name it.

| opened the packet and extracted the cards. They were on the order of
tarots, with their wands, pentacles, cups, and swords, but the G eater Trunps
were quite different.

| replaced both drawers, being careful not to lock the smaller one, before
| continued ny inspection

They were alnost lifelike in appearance, the Greater Trunps ready to step
right out through those glistening surfaces. The cards seened quite cold to ny
touch, and it gave ne a distinct pleasure to handle them | had once had a
packet like this myself, | suddenly knew

| began spreading themon the blotter before me. The one bore a
wily-looking little man, with a sharp nose and a | aughing nmouth and a shock of
straw col ored hair. He was dressed in sonmething |like a Renai ssance costune of
orange, red and brown. He wore |ong hose and a tight-fitting enbroidered
doublet. And I knew him Hi s name was Random

Next, there was the passive countenance of Julian, dark hair hanging | ong,
bl ue eyes containing neither passion nor conpassion. He was dressed conpletely
in scaled white arnor, not silver or netallic-colored, but looking as if it
had been enanel ed. | knew, though, that it was terribly tough and
shock-resistant, despite its decorative and festive appearance. He was the man
| had beaten at his favorite ganme, for which he had thrown a glass of w ne at
me. | knew himand | hated him

Then came the swarthy, dark-eyed countenance of Caine, dressed all in
satin that was black and green, wearing a dark three-cornered hat set at a



raki sh angle, a green plume of feathers trailing down the back. He was
standing in profile, one arm akinmbo, and the toes of his boots curled upwards,
and he wore an emeral d-studded dagger at his belt. There was anbi val ence in ny
heart.

Then there was Eric. Handsome by anyone's standards, his hair was so dark
as to be alnost blue. His beard curled around the nouth that always sniled,
and he was dressed sinply in a | eather jacket and | eggings, a plain cloak
hi gh bl ack boots, and he wore a red sword belt bearing a long silvery saber
and cl asped with a ruby, and his high cloak collar round his head was |ined
with red and the trimmngs of his sleeves matched it. H s hands, thunbs hooked
behind his belt, were terribly strong and prom nent. A pair of black gl oves

jutted fromthe belt near his right hip. He it was, | was certain, that had
tried to kill ne on that day | had alnost died. | studied himand | feared him
sonewhat .

Then there was Benedict, tall and dour, thin, thin of body, thin of face,
wi de of m nd. He wore orange and yell ow and brown and rem nded nme of haystacks
and punpki ns and scarecrows and the Legend of Sl eepy Hollow He had a |ong
strong jaw and hazel eyes and brown hair that never curled. He stood beside a
tan horse and | eaned upon a | ance about which was twi ned a rope of flowers. He
sel dom | aughed. | |iked him

| paused when | uncovered the next card, and ny heart |eaped forward and
banged agai nst nmy sternum and asked to be let out.

It was ne.

I knew the ne | shaved and this was the guy behind the mrror. Geen eyes,
bl ack hair, dressed in black and silver, yes. | had on a cloak and it was
slightly furled as by a wind. |I had on black boots, like Eric's, and | too
wore a bl ade, only m ne was heavier, though not quite as long as his. | had ny
gl oves on and they were silver and scaled. The clasp at ny neck was cast in
the formof a silver rose

Me. Corwin.

And a big, powerful man regarded ne fromthe next card. He resenbled ne
quite strongly, save that his jaw was heavier. And | knew he was bi gger than
I, though slower. His strength was a thing out of |egend. He wore a dressing
gown of blue and gray clasped about the middle with a wi de, black belt, and he
stood | aughi ng. About his neck, on a heavy cord, there hung a silver bunting
horn. He wore a fringe heard and a |ight nmustache. In his right hand he held a

goblet of wine. | felt a sudden affection for him H's name then occurred to
me. He was GCerard.
Then came a fiery bearded, flane-crowned nman, dressed all in red and

orange, mainly of silk stuff, and he held a sword in his right hand and a
glass of wine in his left, and the devil hinself danced behind his eyes, as
blue as Flora's, or Eric's. His chin was slight, but the beard covered it. H's
sword was inlaid with an el aborate filigree of a golden color. He wore two
huge rings on his right hand and one on his left: an enmerald, a ruby, and a
sapphire, respectively. This, | knew, was Bl eys.

Then there was a figure both like Bleys and nyself. My features, though
smal ler, ny eyes, Bleys' hair, beardless. He wore a riding suit of green and
sat atop a white horse, heading toward the dexter side of the card. There was
a quality of both strength and weakness, questing and abandonnment about him |

bot h approved and di sapproved, l|iked and was repelled by, this one. H s nane
was Brand, | knew. As soon as | laid eyes upon him | knew
In fact, | realized that | knew themall well, renmenbered themall, with

their strengths, their weaknesses, their victories, their defeats.

For they were ny brothers.

| lit a cigarette I'd filched fromFlora's desk box, and | | eaned back and
considered the things | had recall ed.

They were my brothers, those eight strange nmen garbed in their strange
costumes. And | knew that it was right and fitting that they should dress in
what ever manner they chose, just as it was right for me to wear the black and
the silver. Then |I chuckled, as | realized what | was wearing, what | had



purchased in the little clothing store of that little town | had stopped in
after ny departure from G eenwood.

| had on bl ack slacks, and all three of the shirts |I had purchased had
been of a grayish, silvery color. And ny jacket, too, was bl ack

| returned to the cards, and there was Flora in a gown green as the sea,
just as 1'd remenbered her the previous evening; and then there was a
bl ack-haired girl with the sane blue eyes, and her hair hung | ong and she was
dressed all in black, with a girdle of silver about her waist. My eyes filled
with tears, why |I don't know. Her name was Deirdre. Then there was Fiona, with
hair |ike Bleys or Brand, ny eyes, and a conpl exion |ike mother of pearl.
hated her the second | turned over the card. Next was Llewella, whose hair
mat ched her jade-col ored eyes, dressed in shinmering gray and green with a
| avender belt, and | ooking nmoist and sad. For sone reason, | knew she was not
like the rest of us. But she, too, was my sister

| felt a terrible sense of distance and renoval fromall these people. Yet
somehow t hey seemed physically close.
The cards were so very cold on ny fingertips that | put them down again,
though with a certain sense of reluctance at having to relinquish their touch
There were no nore, though. All the rest were minor cards. And | knew,
somehow, that sonmehow, again - ah, sonehow! - that several were m ssing.

For the Iife of ne, however, | did not know what the m ssing Trunps
represent ed.

| was strangely saddened by this, and | picked up ny cigarette and nused.

Wiy did all these things rush back so easily when | viewed the cards -
rush back wi thout dragging their contexts along with then? I knew nore now
than 1'd known before, in the way of names and faces. But that was about all.

I couldn't figure the significance of the fact that we were all done up in

cards this way. | had a terribly strong desire to own a pack of them however.
If | picked up Flora's. though, I knew she'd spot in a hurry that they were
mssing, and I'd be in trouble. Therefore, | put themback in the little

drawer behind the big drawer and | ocked themin again. Then, God, how | racked
nmy brains! But to little avail

Until | recalled a nmagical word.
Anber .
| had been greatly upset by the word on the previous evening. | had been

sufficiently upset so that | had avoided thinking of it since then. But now
courted it. Now !l rolled it around nmy mnd and exani ned all the associations
that sprang up when it struck.

The word was charged with a nmighty |longing and a nassive nostalgia. It
had, wrapped up inside it, a sense of forsaken beauty, grand achi evenent. and
a feeling of power that was terrible and al nost ultimte. Sonmehow, the word

bel onged in ny vocabul ary. Sonehow, | was part of it and it was a part of ne.
It was a place nanme, | knew then. It was the name of a place | once had known.
There canme no pictures, though, only enotions.

How long | sat so, | do not know. Tinme had sonehow di vorced itself fromny
reveries.

| realized then, fromthe center of my thoughts, that there had cone a
gentl e rappi ng upon the door. Then the handle slowy turned and the maid,
whose nane was Carnella, entered and asked ne if | was interested in |unch

It seened like a good idea, so | followed her back to the kitchen and ate
hal f a chicken and drank a quart of mlKk.

| took a pot of coffee back to the library with ne, avoiding the dogs as |
went. | was into the second cup when the tel ephone rang.

| longed to pick it up, but | figured there must be extensions all over
t he house and Carnella woul d probably get it from sonewhere.

| was wong. It kept ringing.

Finally, | couldn't resist it any |onger

"Hello," | said, "this is the Flaunel residence."

"May | speak with Ms. Flaunel please?"

It was a man's voice, rapid and slightly nervous. He sounded out of breath



and his words were masked and surrounded by the faint ringing and the ghost
voi ces that indicate |ong distance.

"I"'msorry." | told him "She's not here right now My | take a nmessage
or have her call you back?"

"Who am | tal king to?" he demanded.

| hesitated, then, "Corwin's the nane,” | told him

"My God!" he said, and a long silence foll owed.

I was beginning to think he'd hung up. | said, "Hello?" again, just as he
started tal king.

"Is she still alive?" he asked.

"OfF course she's still alive. Wio the hell am1 talking to?"

"Don't you recognize the voice, Corwin? This is Random Listen. I'min
California and I"'min trouble. | was calling to ask Flora for sanctuary. Are
you wi th her?"

"Tenporarily," | said.

"I see. WII you give nme your protection, Corwi n?" Pause, then, "Please?"

"As much as | can," | said, "but I can't commit Flora to anything w thout

consulting her."
"WIl you protect ne against her?"

“Yes."

"Then you're good enough for nme, man. I'mgoing to try to nake it to New
York now. |I'll be comng by a rather circuitous route, so | don't know how
long it will take ne. If | can avoid the wong shadows, 1'll he seeing you
whenever. Wsh ne | uck."

"Luck," | said.

Then there was a click and | was listening to a distant ringing and the
voi ces of the ghosts.

So cocky little Randomwas in trouble! I had a feeling it shouldn't have
bot hered nme especially. But now, he was one of the keys to ny past, and quite
possibly nmy future also. So | would try to help him in any way |I could, unti
I'd learned all | wanted fromhim | knew that there wasn't much brotherly
| ove | ost between the two of us. But | knew that on the one hand he was
nobody's fool; he was resourceful, shrewd, strangely sentimental over the
dammedest things; and on the other hand, his word wasn't worth the spit behind
it, and he'd probably sell my corpse to the nmedical school of his choice if he

could get much for it. | remenbered the little fink all right, with only a
touch of affection, perhaps for a few pleasant tines it seened we had spent
together. But trust hinP Never. | decided | wouldn't tell Flora he was com ng

until the | ast possible nonent. He might be made to serve as an ace, or at
| east a knave, in the hole.
So | added some hot coffee to what remained in ny cup and sipped it

slow y.
VWho was he running fronf
Not Eric, certainly, or he wouldn't have been calling here. I wondered

t hen concerning his question as to whether Flora was dead, just because
happened to be present here. Was she really that strongly allied with the
brother | knew | hated that it was conmon knowl edge in the family that |'d do
her in, too, given the chance? It seened strange, but then he'd asked the
guesti on.

And what was it in which they were allied? What was the source of this
tension, this opposition? Wiy was it that Random was runni ng?

Anber .

That was the answer.

Anmber. Somehow, the key to everything lay in Anber, | knew. The secret of
the entire ness was in Arber, in sone event that had transpired in that place,
and fairly recently, 1'd judge. 1'd have to be on ny toes. |1'd have to pretend
to the know edge | didn't possess, while piece by piece | nmned it fromthose
who had it. | felt confident that | could do it. There was enough di strust
circulating for everyone to be cagey. |I'd play on that. 1'd get what | needed

and take what | wanted, and |I'd renenber those who hel ped ne and step on the



rest. For this, | knew, was the | aw by which our fanmly lived, and | was a
true son of ny father..

My headache came on agai n suddenly, throbbing to crack nmy skull.

Sonet hi ng about my father | thought, guessed, felt - was what had served
to set it off. But | wasn't sure why or how

After a time, it subsided and | slept, there in the chair. After a nuch
| onger time, the door opened and Flora entered. It was night outside, once
nor e.

She was dressed in a green silk blouse and a | ong wool en skirt that was
gray. She had on wal ki ng shoes and heavy stockings. Her hair was pulled back
behi nd her head and she | ooked slightly pale. She still wore her hound
whi st e.

"CGood evening," | said, rising.

But she did not reply. Instead, she wal ked across the roomto the bar
poured herself a shot of Jack Daniels, and tossed it off |like a man. Then she
poured another and took it with her to the big chair.

| lit a cigarette and handed it to her

She nodded, then said, "The Road to Anber... is difficult.”

"\Why 2"

She gave me a very puzzled | ook

"When is the last time you tried it?"

| shrugged.

"l don't renenber.”

"Be that way then," she said. "I just wondered how rmuch of it was your
doi ng. "

| didn't reply because | didn't know what she was tal king about. But then
| recalled that there was an easier way than the Road to get to the place
call ed Anber. bviously, she |acked it.

"You're mssing sone Trunps,” | said then suddenly, in a voice which was
al nost mi ne

She sprang to her feet, half her drink spilling over the back of her hand.

"G ve them back!" she cried, reaching for the whistle.

I moved forward and seized her shoul ders,

"I don't have them" | said. "I was just making an observation.”

She rel axed a bit, then began to cry, and | pushed her back down, gently,
into the chair.

"I thought you neant you'd taken the ones | had left," she said. "Rather
than just making a nasty and obvi ous conment."

| didn't apologize. It didn't seemright that | should have to.

"How far did you get?"

"Not far at all." Then she | aughed and regarded me with a new light in her
eyes.

"I see what you've done now, Corwin," she said, and | lit a cigarette in
order to cover any sort of need for a reply.

"Some of those things were yours, weren't they? You bl ocked ny way to
Anmber before you cane here, didn't you? You knew 1'd go to Eric. But | can't
now. |I'll have to wait till he cones to nme. Clever. You want to draw hi m here,
don't you? He'll send a messenger, though. He won't cone hinself."

There was a strange tone of admiration in the voice of this woman who was
admtting she'd just tried to sell me out to nmy eneny. And still would - given
hal f a chance - as she tal ked about something she thought I'd done which had
t hrown a nonkey wench into her plans. How could anyone be so admittedly
Machi avel lian in the presence of a proposed victin? The answer rang back
i mediately fromthe depths of nmy mind. It is the way of our kind. W don't
have to be subtle with each other. Though I thought she | acked sonmewhat the
finesse of a true professional

"Do you think I'mstupid, Flora?" | asked. "Do you think | cane here just
for purposes of waiting around for you to hand nme over to Erie? \Whatever you
ran into, it served you right."

"Al'l right | don't play in your |eague! But you're in exile, too! That



shows you weren't so smart!”

Sonehow her words burned and | knew they were w ong.

"Like hell I am™" | said.

She | aughed agai n.

"I knew that would get a rise out of you," she said. "Al right, you wal k
in the Shadows on purpose then. You're crazy."

| shrugged.
She said, "Wiat do you want? Why did you really cone here?"
"I was curious what you were up to," | said. "That's all. You can't keep

me here if | don't want to stay. Even Eric couldn't do that. Maybe | really
did just want to visit with you. Maybe I'mgetting sentimental in ny old age.
Whatever, I'mgoing to stay a little | onger now, and then probably go away for
good. If you hadn't been so quick to see what you could get for me, you m ght
have profited a ot nore, |lady. You asked ne to renenber you one day, if a
certain thing occurred..."

It took several seconds for what | thought I was inplying to sink in.

Then she said, "You're going to try! You're really going to try!"

"You're goddamm right I'mgoing to try," | said, knowi ng that | would,
what ever it was, "and you can tell that to Eric if you want, but renenber that
| mght nake it. Bear in mnd that if | do, it mght be nice to be ny friend."

| sure wished | knew what the hell | was tal king about, but 1'd picked up
enough terns and felt the inportance attached to them so that | could use
t hem properly wi thout knowi ng what they nmeant. But they felt right, so very
right...

Suddenl y, she was ki ssing ne.

"I won't tell him Really, I won't, Corwin! | think you can do it. Bl eys
will be difficult, but Gerard woul d probably help you, and naybe Benedi ct.
Then Cai ne woul d swi ng over, when he saw what was happening - "

"I can do ny own planning," | said.

Then she drew away. She poured two gl asses of wi ne and handed one to ne.

"To the future," she said.

“I'1l always drink to that."

And we did.

Then she refilled mine and studied ne.

"It had to be Eric, Bleys, or you," she said. "You're the only ones with
any guts or brains. But you'd rempved yourself fromthe picture for so |ong
that 1'd counted you out of the running."

"It just goes to show you never can tell."

| sipped ny drink and hoped she'd shut up for just a minute. It seened to
me she was being a bit too obvious in trying to play on every side avail abl e.
There was sonething bothering ne, and | wanted to think about it.

How ol d was |?

That question, | knew, was a part of the answer to the terrible sense of
di stance and renoval that | felt fromall the persons depicted on the playing
cards. | was older than | appeared to be. (Thirtyish, |I'd seenmed when | | ooked

at ne in the mrror - but now!l knew that it was because the shadows would lie
for me.) | was far, far older, and it had been a very long time since | had
seen nmy brothers and ny sisters, all together and friendly, existing side by
side as they did on the cards, with no tension, no friction anong them

We heard the sound of the bell, and Carnella nmoving to answer the door

"That woul d be brother Random" | said, knowing | was right. "He's under
nmy protection.”

Her eyes w dened, then she smiled, as though she appreciated sone cl ever
thing I had done.

| hadn't, of course, but | was glad to |l et her think so.

It made nme feel safer

N ne Princes |In Amber



Chapter 4

| felt safe for perhaps all of three mnutes. | beat Carnella to the door
and flung it open.

He staggered in and inredi ately pushed the door shut behind hinself and
shot the bolt. There were |ines under those |ight eyes and he wasn't wearing a
bri ght doubl et and | ong hose. He needed a shave and he had on a brown wool
suit. He carried a gabardi ne overcoat over one arm and wore dark suede shoes.
But he was Random all right - the Random| had seen on the card - only the
| aughi ng mouth | ooked tired and there was dirt beneath his fingernails.

"Corwinl" he said, and enbraced ne.

| squeezed his shoulder. "You |look as if you could use a drink," | said.

"Yes. Yes. Yes..." he agreed, and | steered himtoward the library.

About three minutes later, after he had seated hinself, with a drink in
one hand and a cigarette in the other, he said to ne, "They're after ne.
They' Il be here soon."

Flora let out alittle shriek, which we both ignored.

"Who?" | asked.

"Peopl e out of the shadows," he said. "I don't know who they are, or who
sent them There are four or five though, maybe even six. They were on the
plane with me. | took a jet. They occurred around Denver. | noved the plane
several times to subtract them but it didn't work - and | didn't want to get
too far off the track. | shook themin Manhattan, but it's only a matter of
time. | think they'll be here soon."

"And you've no idea at all who sent thenf"

He stalled for an instant.

"Well, | guess we'd he safe in limting it to the famly. Maybe Bl eys,
maybe Julian, maybe Cai ne. Maybe even you, to get ne here. Hope not, though
You didn't, did you?"

"'Fraid not," | said. "How tough do they | ook?"

He shrugged. "If it were only two or three, |1'd have tried to pull an
ambush. But not with that whole crowd."

He was a little guy, maybe five-six in height, weighing perhaps one
thirty-five. But he sounded as if he meant it when he said he'd take on two or
t hree bruisers, single-handed. | wondered suddenly about ny own physica
strength, being his brother. | felt confortably strong. | knew |l'd be willing
to take on any one man in a fair fight w thout any special fears. How strong
was | ?

Suddenly, | knew | would have a chance to find out.

There canme a knocking at the front door

"What shall we do?" asked Fl ora.

Random | aughed, undid his necktie, tossed it atop his coat on the desk. He
stripped off his suit jacket then and | ooked about the room H's eyes fel
upon the saber and he was across the roomin an instant and had it in his
hand. | felt the weight of the .32 within ny jacket pocket and thunbed off the
saf ety catch.

"Do?" Random asked. "There exists a probability that they will gain
entrance,” he said. "Therefore, they will enter. Wen is the last tinme you
stood to battle, sister?"

"It has been too long," she replied.

"Then you had better start remenbering fast," he told her, "because it is
only a matter of small time. They are guided, | can tell you. But there are
three of us and at nost only twi ce as many of them Wy worry?"

"We don't know what they are," she said.

The knocki ng cane agai n.

"What does it matter?"

"Nothing," | said. "Shall | go and let themin?" They both bl anched
slightly.

"W might as well wait"
"I mght call the cops." | said.



They both | aughed, al nost hysterically. "Or Eric," | said, suddenly
| ooki ng at her. But she shook her head.

"W just don't have the tine. W have the Trunp, but by the tinme he could
respond - if he chose to - it would be too late."

"And this nmight even be his doing, eh?" said Random

"I doubt it," she replied, "very much. It's not his style."

"True," | replied, just for the hell of it, and to let themknow | was
wi t h things.

The sound of knocki ng came once again, and rmuch nore | oudly.

"What about Carnella?" | asked, upon a sudden thought.

Fl ora shook her head.

"I have decided that it is inprobable that she will answer the door."

"But you don't know what you're up against," Random cried, and he was
suddenly gone fromthe room

| followed him along the hallway and into the foyer, in tine to stop
Carnel l a from opening the door

We sent her back to her own quarters with instructions to |ock herself in,
and Random observed, "That shows the strength of the opposition. \Were are we,
Corwi n?"

| shrugged.

“I'f I knew, I'd tell you. For the nonent at least, we're in this together
Step back!"

And | opened the door

The first man tried to push ne aside, and | stiff-arnmed him back

There were six, | could see that.

"What do you want?" | asked them

But never a word was spoken, and | saw guns.

| kicked out and slamred the door again and shot the bolt.

"Ckay, they're really there," | said. "But how do | know you're not
pul I'i ng sormet hi ng?"

"You don't," he said, "but | really wish | were. They |look wld."

| had to agree. The guys on the porch were heavily built and had hats
pull ed down to cover their eyes. Their faces had all been covered with
shadows.

"I wish | knew where we are,"” said Random | felt a hackl e-raising

vibration, in the vicinity of ny eardruns. | knew, in that nonment, that Flora
had bl own her whistle.
VWhen | heard a wi ndow break, somewhere off to ny right, | was not

surprised to hear a grow ed runbling and sonme bayi ng, somewhere off to ny
left.

"She's called her dogs," | said, "six mean and vicious brutes, which could
under ot her circunstances be after us."

Random nodded, and we both headed off in the direction of the shattering.

VWen we reached the living room two nen were already inside and both had
guns. | dropped the first and hit the floor, firing at the second. Random
| eaped above ne, brandi shing his blade, and | saw the second man's head depart
hi s shoul ders.

By then, two nore were through the window | enptied the automatic at
them and | heard the snarling of Flora' s hounds mi xed with gunfire that was
not ny own.

| saw three of the nen upon the floor and the sane number of Flora's dogs.
It nmade ne feel good to think we had gotten half them and as the rest cane
t hrough the window | killed another in a manner which surprised ne.

Suddenl y, and without thinking, | picked up a huge overstuffed chair and
hurled it perhaps thirty feet across the room It broke the back of the man it
struck.

| leaped toward the remaining two, but before | crossed the room Random
had pierced one of themw th the saber, |eaving himfor the dogs to finish
of f, and was turning toward the other

The ot her was pull ed down before he could act, however. He kill ed another



of the dogs before we could stop him but he never killed anything again after
t hat. Random strangl ed him

It turned out that two of the dogs were dead and one was badly hurt.
Random kil led the injured one with a quick thrust, and we turned our attention
to the nen.

There was sonet hi ng unusual about their appearance

Fl ora entered and hel ped us to deci de what.

For one thing, all six had uniformy bl oodshot eyes. Very, very bl oodshot
eyes. Wth them though, the condition seened nornmal.

For another, all had an extra joint to each finger and thunb, and sharp
forward-curving spurs on the backs of their hands.

Al of them had prom nent jaws, and when | forced one open, | counted
forty-four teeth, nost of them |l onger than human teeth, and several |ooking to
be much sharper. Their flesh was grayi sh and hard and shi ny.

There were undoubtedly other differences al so, but those were sufficient
to prove a point of some sort.

We took their weapons, and | hung onto three small, flat pistols.

"They crawl ed Qut of the Shadows, all right," said Random and | nodded.
"And | was lucky, too. It doesn't seemthey suspected I'd turn up with the
reinforcements | did - a mlitant brother and around half a ton of dogs."

He went and peered out the broken wi ndow, and | decided to et himdo it

hinsel f. "Nothing," he said, after a time. "I'msure we got themall,"” and he
drew t he heavy orange drapes closed and pushed a | ot of high-backed furniture
in front of them While he was doing that, | went through all their pockets.

| wasn't really surprised that | turned up nothing in the way of
i dentification

"Let's go back to the library," he said, "so | can finish ny drink."

He cl eaned off the blade, carefully, before he seated hinself, however,
and he replaced it on the pegs. | fetched Flora a drink while he did this.

"So it would seemI'mtenporarily safe," he said, "now that there are
three of us sharing the picture.”

"So it would seem " Flora agreed.

"God, | haven't eaten since yesterday!" he announced. So Flora went to
tell Carnmella it was safe to cone out now, so |long as she stayed clear of the
living room and to bring a lot of food to the library.

As soon as she left the room Randomturned to ne and asked, "Like, what's
it between you?"

"Don't turn your back on her."

"She's still Eric's?"

"So far as | can tell."

"Then what are you doi ng here?"

"I was trying to sucker Eric into com ng around after me hinself. He knows

it's the only way he'll really get me, and | wanted to see how badly he want ed
to."

Random shook hi s head.

"I don't think he'll do it. No percentage. So long as you're here and he's
t here, why bother sticking his neck out? He's still got the stronger position
If you want him you'll have to go after him™"

"I"ve just about come to the sanme conclusion.”

Hi s eyes gl eaned then, and his old snile appeared. He ran one hand through
his straw colored hair and wouldn't let go of mny eyes.

"Are you going to do it?" he asked.

"Maybe, " | said.

"Don't 'maybe' ne, baby. It's witten all over you. |I'd alnost be willing
to go along, you know O all ny relations, |I |like sex the best and Eric the
| east."

| lit a cigarette, while |I considered.

"You're thinking," he said while | thought, "'How far can | trust Random
this time? He is sneaky and nean and just like his name, and he will doubtl ess

sell ne out |If sonmeone offers hima better deal.' True?"



| nodded.

"However, brother Corwin, renenber that while |'ve never done you nuch
good, |'ve never done you any especial harmeither. Ch, a few pranks, ']
admt. But, all in all, you mght say we've gotten along best of all in the
famly - that is, we've stayed out of each other's ways. Think it over. |
believe I hear Flora or her woman coming now, so let's change the subject..
But quick - | don't suppose you have a deck of the famly's favorite playing
cards around, do you?"

I shook ny head.

Flora entered the roomand said, "Carnella will bring in sone food
shortly."

W drank to that, and he winked at nme behind her back

The foll owi ng norning, the bodies were gone fromthe living room there
were no stains upon the carpet, the wi ndow appeared to have been repaired, and
Random expl ai ned that he had "taken care of things." | did not see fit to
question himfurther.

We borrowed Flora's Mercedes and went for a drive. The countrysi de seened
strangely altered. | couldn't quite put ny finger on what it was that was
m ssing or new, but somehow things felt different. This, too, gave ne a
headache when | attenpted to consider it, so | decided to suspend such
t hi nki ng for the nonce.

| was at the wheel, Random at ny side. | observed that | would like to be
back in Amber again - just to see what sort of response it would obtain.

"I have been wondering," he replied, "whether you were out for vengeance,
pure and sinple, or something nore," thereby shifting the ball back to nme, to
answer or not to answer, as | saw fit.

| saw fit. | used the stock phrase:

"I'"ve been thinking about that, too," | said, "trying to figure ny
chances. You know, | just mght "try.""

He turned toward nme then (he had been staring out of the side w ndow) and
sai d:

"I suppose we've all had that anbition, or at |east that thought - | know
| have, though | dismissed ne early in the game - and the way | feel about it,
it's worth the attenpt. You're asking nme, | know, whether I'Il help you.

The answer is "Yes.' I'Il do it just to screw up the others.” Then, "Wuat do
you think of Flora? Wuld she be of any hel p?"
"I doubt it very much," | said. "She'd throwin if things were certain.

But, then, what's certain at this point?"
"Or any," he added.

"Or any," | repeated, so he'd think I knew what sort of response | would
obt ai n.

| was afraid to confide in himas to the condition of ny nmenory. | was
also afraid to tell him so | didn't. There were so very many things | wanted
to know, but | had no one to turn to. | thought about it a bit as we drove
al ong.

"Well, when do you want to start?" | asked.

"Whenever you're ready."

And there it was, right in ny lap, and | didn't know what to do with it.

"What about now?" | said.

He was silent. He lit a cigarette, | think to buy tine.

| did the sane.

"Ckay," he finally said. "Wen's the last tinme you' ve been back?"

"It's been so damm long," | told him "that I'mnot even sure | renenber
t he way."

"Al'l right," he said, "then we're going to have to go away before we can
cone back. How nuch gas have you got ?"

"Three-quarters of a tank."

"Then turn left at the next corner, and we'll see what happens."”

| did this thing, and as we drove along all the sidewal ks began to
spar kl e.



"Dam!" he said. "It's been around twenty years since |'ve taken the wal k.
" mrenmenbering the right things too soon."

We kept driving, and | kept wondering what the hell was happening. The sky
had grown a bit greenish, then shaded over into pink

| bit ny Iip against the asking of questions.

W passed beneath a bridge and when we energed on the other side the sky
was a normal color again, but there were windmlls all over the place, big
yel | ow ones.

"Don't worry," he said quickly, "it could be worse."” | noticed that the
peopl e we passed were dressed rather strangely, and the roadway was of brick.
"Turn right"
| did.
Purpl e clouds covered over the sun, and it began to rain. Lightning
stal ked the heavens and the skies grunbled above us. | had the w ndshield
wi pers going full speed, but they weren't doing a whole |ot of good. | turned

on
t he headlights and sl owed even nore.

I would have sworn |'d passed a horseman, racing in the other direction
dressed all in gray, collar turned high and head | owered agai nst the rain.

Then the cl ouds broke thensel ves apart and we were riding along a
seashore. The waves spl ashed high and enornous gulls swept | ow above them The
rain had stopped and | killed the lights and the w pers. Now the road was of
macadam but | didn't recognize the place at all. In the rear-viewnirror
there was no sign of the town we had just departed. My grip tightened upon the
wheel as we passed by a sudden gall ows where a skel eton was suspended by the
neck, pushed fromside to side by the w nd.

Random j ust kept snoking and staring out of the wi ndow as our road turned

away fromthe shore and curved round a hill. A grassy treeless plain swept
away to our right and a row of hills clinbed higher on our left. The sky by
now was a dark but brilliant blue, Iike a deep, clear pool, sheltered and
shaded. | did not recall having ever

seen a sky like that before.

Random opened his wi ndow to throw away the butt, and an icy breeze cane in
and swirled around inside the car until he closed the w ndow agai n. The breeze
had a sea scent to it, salty and sharp

"Al'l roads lead to Anber," he said, as though it were an axi om

Then | recalled what Flora had said the day before. | didn't want to sound
i ke a dunce or a w thholder of crucial information, but | had to tell him
for my sake as well as his own, when | realized what her statements inplied.

"You know," | began, "when you called the other day and | answered the
phone because Flora was out, |I've a strong feeling she was trying to nmake it
to Anber, and that she found the way bl ocked."

At this, he | aughed.

"The wonman has very little imgination," he replied. "OfF course it would

be blocked at a tine like this. Utimtely, we'll be reduced to wal king, |'m
sure, and it will doubtless take all of our strength and ingenuity to nake it,
if we make it at all. Did she think she could wal k back like a princess in

state, treading on flowers the whole way? She's a dunb bitch. She doesn't
really deserve to live, but that's not for ne to say, yet."

"Turn right at the crossroads,"” he deci ded.

VWhat was happening? | knew he was in sonme way responsi ble for the exotic
changes goi ng on about us, but | couldn't determ ne how he was doing it, where
he was getting us to. | knew | had to learn his secret, but | couldn't just
ask himor he'd know | didn't know. Then |I'd be at his nercy. He seenmed to do
not hi ng but snoke and stare, but coming up out of a dip in the road we entered
a blue desert and the sun was now pi nk above our heads wi thin the shimrering
sky. In the rear-viewmrror, mles and mles of desert stretched out behind
us, for as far as | could see. Neat trick, that.

Then the engi ne coughed, sputtered, steadied itself, repeated the
per f or mance.



The steering wheel changed shape beneath ny hands.

It becanme a crescent; and the seat seened further back, the car seened
closer to the road, and the wi ndshield had nore of a slant to it.

| said nothing, though, not even when the |avender sandstorm struck us.

But when it cleared away, | gasped.

There was a godawful line of cars all jamed up, about half a mle before
us. They were all standing still and I could hear their horns.

"Slow down," he said. "It's the first obstacle."”

| did, and another grist of sand swept over us.

Before | could switch on the lights, it was gone, and | blinked ny eyes
several tines.

Al the cars were gone and silent their horns. But the roadway sparkl ed
now as the sidewal ks had for a time, and | heard Random dami ng someone or
somet hi ng under his breath.

"I"'msure | shifted just the way he wanted us to, whoever set up that
bl ock," he said. "and it pisses ne off that | did what he expected - the
obvi ous. "

"Eric?" | asked,

"Probably. What do you think we should do? Stop and try it the hard way
for a while, or go on and see if there are nore bl ocks?"

"Let's go on a bit. After all, that was only the first."
"Ckay." he said, but added, "who knows what the second will be?"
The second was a thing - | don't know how el se to describe it.

It was a thing that | ooked |like a snelter with arns, squatting in the
m ddl e of the road, reaching down and picking up cars, eating them

I hit the brakes.

"What's the matter?" Random asked. "Keep goi ng. How el se can we get past
t hen®?"

"It shook ne a bit," | said, and he gave nme a strange, sidelong |ook as
anot her dust storm cane up
It had been the wong thing to say, | knew.

VWhen the dust cleared away, we were racing along an enpty road once nore.
And there were towers in the distance.

"I think I've screwed himup." said Random "I conbi ned several into one,
and | think it nay be one he hasn't anticipated. After all, no one can cover
all roads to Anber."

"True," | said, hoping to redeem nyself from whatever faux pas had drawn

t hat strange | ook

| considered Random A little, weak |ooking guy who could have died as
easily as | on the previous evening. What was his power? And what was all this
tal k of Shadows? Sonmething told nme that whatever Shadows were, we noved anong
t hem even now. How? It was sonet hing Random was doi ng, and since he seened at

rest physically, his hands in plain sight, | decided it was something he did
with his mnd. Again, how?
Well, 1'd heard hi mspeak of "adding" and "subtracting,"” as though the

uni verse in which he noved were a big equation

| decided - with a sudden certainty - that he was somehow addi ng and
subtracting items to and fromthe world that was visible about us to bring us
into closer and closer alignment with that strange place, Anber, for which he
was sol vi ng.

It was sonmething I'd once known how to do. And the key to it, | knewin a
flash, was renmenbering Anber. But | couldn't.

The road curved abruptly, the desert ended, to give way to fields of tall
bl ue, sharp-1ooking grass. After a while, the terrain becane a bit hilly, and
at the foot of the third hill the pavenent ended and we entered upon a narrow
dirt road. It was hard-packed, and it wound its way among greater hills upon
whi ch small shrubs and bayonet |ike thistle bushes now began to appear

After about half an hour of this, the hills went away, and we entered a
forest of squat, big-boled trees with dianond-shaped | eaves of autumm orange
and purpl e.



A light rain began to fall, and there were nany shadows. Pale nists arose
frommats of soggy |leaves. Of to the right somewhere, | heard a how .

The steering wheel changed shape three nore times, its |atest version
bei ng an octagonal wooden affair. The car was quite tall now, and we had
somewher e acquired a hood ornanent in the shape of a flamngo. | refrained
from comrenting on these things, but acconmpdated mysel f to whatever positions
t he seat assumed and new operating requirements the vehicle obtained. Random
however, gl anced at the steering wheel just as another how occurred, shook
hi s head, and suddenly the trees were much hi gher, though festooned wth
hangi ng vines and sonmething like a blue veiling of Spanish Mss, and the car
was al nbst normal again. | glanced at the fuel gauge and saw that we had hal f
a tank.

"We' re naking headway," my brother remarked, and | nodded.

The road wi dened abruptly and acquired a concrete surface. There were
canal s on both sides, full of rmuddy water. Leaves, snmall branches, and col ored
feathers glided along their surfaces.

| suddenly becane |ightheaded and a bit dizzy, but "Breathe slowy and
deeply," said Random before | could remark on it. "We're taking a short cut,

and the atnosphere and the gravitation will be a bit different for a tine. |
thi nk we' ve been pretty lucky so far, and I want to push it for all it's worth
- get as close as we can, as quickly as we can."

"Cood idea," | said.

"Maybe, maybe not," he replied, "but | think it's worth the garn - Look
out!"

W were clinbing a hill and a truck topped it and came barreling down
toward us. It was on the wong side of the road. | swerved to avoid it, but it
swerved, too. At the very last instant, | had to go off the road, onto the

soft shoulder to ny left, and head close to the edge of the canal in order to
avoid a collision.

To ny right, the truck screeched to a halt. | tried to pull off the
shoul der and back onto the road, but we were stuck in the soft soil

Then | heard a door slam and saw that the driver had clinbed down from
the right side of the cab, which neant that he probably was driving on the
proper side of the road after all, and we were in the wong. | was sure that
nowhere in the States did traffic flowin a British manner, but | was certain
by this tine that we had | ong ago left the Earth that | knew.

The truck was a tanker. It said ZUNOCO on the side in big, blood-red
letters, and beneath this was the notto "We covir the werld." The driver
covered me with abuse, as | stepped out, rounded the car, and began
apol ogi zing. He was as big as | was, and built like a beer barrel, and he
carried a jack handle in one hand.

"Look, | said I'msorry,” | told him "Wat do you want nme to do? Nobody
got hurt and there was no danmage."

"They shouldn't turn goddamm drivers |like you | oose on die road!" he
yelled. "You're a friggin nenace!"

Random got out of the car then and said, "Mster, you' d better nove
along!" and he had a gun in his hand.

"Put that away," | told him but he flipped the safety catch off and
poi nt ed.

The guy turned around and started to run, a | ook of fear wi dening his eyes
and | oosening his jaw

Random rai sed the pistol and took careful aimat the nman's back, and
managed to knock his armto the side just as he pulled the trigger

It scored the pavenment and ricocheted away.

Random turned toward ne and his face was al nost white.

"You bl oody fool!" he said. "That shot could have hit the tank!"

"It could al so have hit the guy you were aimng at."

"So who the hell cares? We'll never pass this way again, in this
generation. That bastard dared to insult a Prince of Amber! It was your honor
| was thinking about."



"I can take care of ny own honor," | told him and something cold and
power ful suddenly gripped ne and answered, "for he was mine to kill, not
yours, had | chosen,"” and a sense of outrage filled ne.

He bowed his head then, as the cab door slamed and the truck took off
down the road.

"I"'msorry, brother,” he said. "I did not nean to presune. But it offended
me to hear one of them speak to you in such a manner. | know | shoul d have
waited to let you dispose of himas you saw fit, or at |east have consulted
with you."

"Well, whatever,"” | told him "let's get back onto the road and get
nmoving, if we can."”

The rear wheels were sunken up to their hubcaps, and as | stared at them
trying to decide the best way to go about things, Random called out, "Okay,
I've got the front bunper. You take the rear and we'll carry it back to the
road - and we'd better deposit it in the left [ane."

He wasn't ki ddi ng.

He'd said sonething about |esser gravitation, but | didn't feel that

light. | knew | was strong, but | had my doubts about being able to raise the
rear end of a Mercedes.
But on the other hand, | had to try, since he seemed to expect it of ne,

and | couldn't tip himoff as to any gaps in ny nenory.

So | stooped, squatted, grasped, and started to straighten nmy legs. Wth a
sucki ng sound, the rear wheels freed thensel ves fromthe noist earth. | was
hol di ng ny end of the car about two feet above the ground! It was heavy, damm!
it was heavy! - but | could do it!

Wth each step that | took, | sank about six inches into the ground. But |
was carrying it. And Random was doing the same with his end.

We set it down on the roadway, with a slight jouncing of springs. Then
took off ny shoes and enptied them cleaned themw th swatches of grass, wung
out ny socks, brushed off the cuffs of ny trousers, threw ny footgear into the
rear seat and clinbed back into the front, bare footed.

Random j unped in, on the passenger's side, and said, "Look, | want to
apol ogi ze again - "

"Forget it," | said. "It's over and done with."

"Yes, but | don't want you to hold it against ne."

"I won't," | told him "Just curb your inpetuosity in the future, when it

i nvolves life-taking in ny presence.”

"I will," he pronised.

"Then let's get rolling,"” and we did.

We noved through a canyon of rocks, then passed through a city which
seened to be nmade entirely of glass, or glass-like substance, of tal
bui | di ngs, thin and fragil e-appearing, and of people through whomthe pink sun
shone, revealing their internal organs and the remains of their |ast neals.
They stared at us as we drove by. They nobbed the corners of their streets,
but no one attenpted to halt us or pass in front of us.

"The Charles Forts of this place will doubtless quote this happening for
many years," said nmy brother

| nodded.

Then there was no roadway what soever, and we were driving across what
seemed an eternal sheet of silicon. After a while it narrowed and becane our
road, and after another while there were marshes to our left and our right,
| ow, brown, and stinking. And | saw what |'d swear to be a Dipl odocus raise
its head and stare down upon us. Then, overhead, an enornous bat-w nged shape
passed by. The sky was now a royal blue, and the sun was of fallow gold
"We've now got |ess than a quarter tank of gas," | conmented.

"Ckay," said Random "stop the car."
| did this and waited.
For a long tine - |like maybe six mnutes - he was silent, then, "Drive
he sai d.
After about three mles we canme to a barricade of logs and | began driving

on,



around it. A gate occurred on one side, and Randomtold me, "Stop and bl ow
your horn."

| did so, and after a tine the wooden gate creaked upon its huge iron
hi nges and swung i nward.

"Go on in." he said. "It's safe."

| drove in, and off to my left were three bubbl e-headed Esso punps, the
smal I buil di ng behind them being one of the kind | had seen countless times

bef ore, under nore ordinary circunstances. | pulled up before one of the punps
and waited.
The guy who energed fromthe building was about five feet tall, of

enornous girth, with a strawberry-Ilike nose, and his shoul ders maybe a yard
acr oss.

"What' Il it be?" he asked. "Fill 'er up?"

| nodded. "Wth regular," | said.

"Pull it up a bit," he directed.

| did, and asked Random "Is ny noney any good here?"

"Look at it," he told nme, and | did.

My wall et was stuffed with orange and yellow billsl Roman nunerals in
their corners, followed by the letters "D.R"

He grinned at me as | exam ned the sheaf.

"See, |'ve taken care of everything," he said.

"Great. By the way, |'mgetting hungry."

We | ooked around us, and we saw a picture of a gent who sells Kentucky
Fried Chicken in another place, staring down at us froma big sign.

Strawberry Nose sloshed a little on the ground to nake it conme out even,
hung up the hose, approached, and said, "Ei ght Drachae Reguns."

I found an orange note with a "VD.R" on it and three more with "I D.R"
and passed themto him

"Thanks," he said, and stuffed themin his pocket. "Check your oil and
wat er ?"

"Yeah. "

He added a little water, told me the oil |evel was okay, and sneared the
wi ndshield a bit with a dirty rag. Then he waved and wal ked back into the
shack

We drove over to Kenni Roi's and got us a bucket full of Kentucki Fried
Li zzard Partes and anot her bucket of weak, salty tasting beer

Then we washed up in the outbuilding, beeped the horn at the gate, and
waited till a man with a hal berd hangi ng over his right shoul der cane and
opened it for us.

Then we hit the road again.

A tyrannosaurus | eaped before us, hesitated for a nmonment, then went on his
way, off to the left. Three nmore pterodactyls passed over head.

"I amloath to relinquish Anber's sky," said Random whatever that neant,
and | grunted back at him

"I"'mafraid to try it all at once, though," he continued. "W might be
torn to bits."

"Agreed," | agreed.

"But on the other hand, | don't like this place."

| nodded, so we drove on, till the silicon plain ended and bare rock |ay
all about us.

"What are you doi ng now?" | ventured.

"Now that 1've got the sky, I"'mgoing to try for the terrain," he said.

And the rock sheet becane rocks, as we drove al ong. There was bare, bl ack
earth between, After a while, there was nore earth and fewer rocks. Finally, |
saw splotches of green. First a bit of grass here and there. But it was a
very, very bright green, of a kind |like yet unlike that common on Earth as |
knew it

Soon there was nuch of it.

After a time there were trees, spotted occasionally along our way.

Then there was a forest.



And what a forest!

I had never seen trees such as this, mghty and majestic, of a deep, rich
green, slightly tinged with gold. They towered, they soared. They were
enor nous pi nes, oaks, maples, and many others which I could not distinguish.
Through them crept a breeze of fantastic and | ovely fragrance, when | cracked
the window a bit. | decided to open it all the way and leave it like that
after I'd had a few whiffs

"The Forest of Arden," said the man who was ny brother. and | knew he was
right, and sonehow | both | oved and envied himfor his wisdom his know edge.

"Brother," said |, "you're doing all right. Better than |I'd expected.
Thank you."

This seened to take hi msonewhat aback. It was as if he'd never received a
good word froma relative before

"I"'mdoing ny best," he said, "and I'Il do it all the way, | promnise. Look
at it! W've got the sky, and we've got the forest! It's alnost too good to be
true! W' ve passed the hal fway point, and nothing's bugged us especially. |
think we're very fortunate. WII you give ne a Regency?"

"Yes." | said, not knowi ng what it meant, but willing to grant it. if it
lay within ny powers.

He nodded then and said, "You' re okay."

He was a homicidal little fink, who | recalled had al ways been sort of a
rebel. Qur parents had tried to discipline himin the past, | knew, never very
successfully. And | realized. with that, that we had shared comobn parents,
whi ch | suddenly knew was not the case with me and Eric, ne and Flora, me and
Cai ne and Bl eys and Fiona. And probably others, but these I'd recalled, | knew
for sure.

We were driving on a bare, dirt roadway through a cathedral of enornous
trees. It seemed to go on forever and ever. | felt safe in the place.
Cccasionally, startled a deer, surprised a fox crossing or standing near the
road. In places, the way was narked with hoofprints. The sunlight was
sonmetines filtered through | eaves, angling like tight golden strings on sone
H ndu nusi cal instrument. The breeze was npoist and spoke of living things. It
cane to me that | knew this place, that | had ridden this road often in the

past. | had ridden through the Forest of Arden on horseback, wal ked through
it, hunted in it. lay on nmy back beneath sone of those great boughs, ny arms
beneat h ny head, staring upward. | had clinbed anong the branches of sone of
t hose gi ants and | ooked down upon a green world, constantly shifting.

"I love this place." | said, only half realizing | had said it aloud. and
Random replied. "You always did." and there m ght have been a trace of
anmusenent in his voice. | couldn't be sure.

Then off in the distance | heard a note which | knew to be the voice of a
hunti ng horn.
"Drive faster,'

sai d Random suddenly. "That sounds to be Julian's horn."

| obeyed.

The horn sounded agai n, nearer

"Those dam hounds of his will tear this car to pieces, and his birds wll
feed on our eyes!" he said. "I'd hate to neet himwhen he's this well
prepared. \Whatever he hunts, | know he'd willingly relinquish it for quarry
such as two of his brothers.”

"'‘Live and let live' is my philosophy these days," | renarked.

Random chuckl ed.

"What a quaint notion. I'lIl bet it will last all of five mnutes."

Then the horn sounded again, even nearer, and he remarked, "Dam!"

The speedometer said seventy-five, in quaint, runic numerals, and | was
afraid to go any faster on that road.

And the horn sounded again, much nearer now, three |ong notes, and | could
hear the baying of hounds, off to the left.

"W are now very near to the real Earth, though still far from Anmber,"
said my brother. "It will be futile to run through adjacent Shadows, for if it
is truly us that he follows. he will pursue us. O his shadow will."



"What shall we do!"

"Speed. and hope it is not us that be follows."

And the horn sounded once again, alnobst next to us this tine.

"What the hell is be riding, a |ocomptive?" | asked.

"I'd say he is riding the m ghty Mrgenstern, the fastest horse he has
ever created."

| let that last word roll around in my head for a while, wondering at it
and wondering at it. Yes, it was true, sone inner voice told nme. He did create
Mor genstern, out of Shadows, fusing into the beast the strength and speed of a
hurricane and a pile driver.

| renmenmbered that | had call to fear that animal, and then I saw him

Mor genstern was si x hands hi gher than any other horse |I'd ever seen. and
his eyes were the dead col or of a Weinaraner dog's and his coat was a |ight
gray and his hooves | ooked like polished steel. He raced along |ike the w nd,
paci ng the car, and Julian was crouched in his saddle - the Julian of the
pl ayi ng card, |ong black hair and bright blue eyes. And he had on his scal ed
white arnor.

Julian smiled at us and waved, and Mdrgenstern tossed his head and his
magni fi cent mane rippled in the wind, like a flag. H's |l egs were a blur

| recalled that Julian had once had a nan wear my castoff garnments and
tornment the beast. This was why it had tried to tranple me on the day of a
hunt, when |I'd dismunted to skin a buck before it.

I'"d rolled the wi ndow shut once nore. so | didn't think it could tell by
scent that | was inside the car. But Julian had spotted nme, and | thought |
knew what that nmeant. All about himran the Storm Hounds, with their tough
tough bodies and their teeth |like steel. They too had come CQut of Shadow, for
no normal dog could run like that. But | knew, for a certainty, that the word
"normal " did not really apply to anything in this place.

Julian signaled us to stop then, and | glanced at Random and he nodded.
"I'f we don't, he'll just run us down," he said. So | hit the brakes, sl owed,
st opped.

Morgenstern reared, pawed the air, struck the earth with all four hooves
and cantered over. The dogs m |l ed about, their tongues hangi ng out their
si des heaving. The horse was covered with a glistening sheen that | knew to be
perspiration.

"What a surprise!" said Julian, in his slow alnost inpeded way of
speaki ng and a great hawk that was black and green circled and settled upon
his | eft shoul der.

"Yes. isn't it," | replied. "How have you been?"

"Ch, capital," he decided, "as always. \Wat of yourself and brother
Randon®"

"I"'min good shape,"” | said, and Random nodded and remarked, "I thought

you' d be indulging in other sports at a time like this."

Julian tipped his head and regarded hi m crookedly, through the w ndshield.

"I enjoy slaughtering beasts," he said, "and | think of my relatives
constantly."

A slight coldness worked its way down nmy back

"I was distracted fromny hunt by the sound of your notor vehicle," he
said. "At the time, | did not expect it to contain two such as you. |'d assune
you are not sinply riding for pleasure, but have a destination in mind, such
as Anber. True?"

"True," | agreed. "May | inquire why you are here, rather than there?"

"Eric set ne to watching this road," be replied, and ny hand cane to rest
upon one of the pistols in my belt as he spoke. | had a feeling a bull et
couldn't breach that arnor, though. | considered shooting Mrgenstern

"Well, brothers," he said, smling, "I welcome you back and | w sh you a
good journey. |'ll doubtless see you
shortly in Anber. Good afternoon,” and with that he turned and rode toward the
woods.

"Let's get the hell out of here," said Random "He's probably planning an



anbush or a chase,"” and with this he drew a pistol fromhis belt and held it
in his |ap.

| drove on at a decent speed.

After about five minutes, when | was just beginning to breathe a bit
easily, | heard the horn. | pushed down on the gas pedal. Knowi ng that he'd
catch us anyhow, but trying to buy as rmuch tinme and gain as nuch distance as |
coul d. W skidded around corners and roared up hills and through dal es.
al nrost hit a deer at one point, but we nade it around the beast wi thout
cracki ng up or slow ng.

The horn sounded nearer now, and Random was nuttering obscenities.

I had the feeling that we still had quite a distance to go within the
forest, and this didn't hearten ne a bit.

We hit one long straight stretch, where | was able to floor it for al nost
a mnute. Julian's horn notes grew nore distant at that tine. But we then
entered a section where the road wound and twi sted and | had to sl ow down. He
began to gain on us at once again.

After about six mnutes, he appeared in the rear-view mrror, thundering
al ong the road, his pack all around him baying and sl avering.

Random rol | ed down his wi ndow, and after a nminute he | eaned out and began
to fire

"Damm that arnmor!" be said. "I'msure | hit himtw ce and nothing's
happened. "

"I hate the thought of killing that beast," | said, "but try for the
horse. "

"I already have, several times," he said, tossing his enpty pistol to the
floor and drawing the other, "and either I'ma lousier shot than | thought, or
it's true what they say: that it will take a silver bullet to kil
Mor genstern.”

He picked off six of the dogs with his remaining rounds, but there were
still about two dozen left.

| passed himone of my pistols, and he accounted for five nore of the
beast s.

"I"ll save the last round," he said, "for Julian's head, if he gets close
enough! "

They were perhaps fifty feet behind ne at that point, and gaining, so
slammed on the brakes. Sone of the dogs couldn't halt in time, but Julian was
suddenly gone and a dark shadow passed over head.

Mor genstern had | eaped over the car. He wheel ed then, and as horse and
rider turned to face us | gunned the engine and the car sped forward.

Wth a magnificent | eap, Mdrrgenstern got themout of the way. In the
rear-view mrror, | saw two dogs drop a fender they'd torn | oose and renew t he
pursuit. Some were lying in the road, and there were about fifteen or sixteen
gi vi ng chase.

"Good show," said Random "but you're lucky they didn't go for the tires.
They' ve probably never hunted a car before.™

| passed himny remaining pistol, and "Get nore dogs," | said.

He fired deliberately and with perfect accuracy, accounting for six.

And Julian was beside the car now, a sword in his right hand.

| blew the horn, hoping to spook Morgenstern, but it didn't work. |
swerved toward them but the horse danced away. Random crouched low in his
seat and ai ned past ne. his right hand hol ding the pistol and resting upon his
left forearm

"Don't fire yet," | said. "I'mgoing to try to take him™"

"You're crazy," he told nme, as | hit the brakes again.

He | owered his weapon, though

As soon as we cane to a halt, | flung open ny door and | eaped out -
baref ooted yet! Damm it.

| ducked beneath his blade, seized his arm and hurled himfromthe
saddl e. He struck ne one on the head with his mailed left fist, and there were
Roman candl es going off all around ne and a terrible pain.



He | ay where he had fallen, being groggy, and there were dogs all around

me, biting me, and Random ki cking them | snatched up Julian's blade from
where it lay and touched his throat with its point.
"Call themoff!" I cried. "O I'Il nail you to the ground!"

He screaned orders at the dogs and they drew back. Random was hol di ng
Morgenstern's bridle and struggling with the horse.

"Now, dear brother, what do you have to say for yourself?" | asked.

There was a cold blue fire within his eyes, and his face was w t hout
expr essi on.

"I'f you're going to kill me, be about it," he said.
“I'n ny owmn good tine," |I told him somehow enjoying the sight of dirt on
his inpeccable arnmor. "In the nmeantinme, what is your life worth to you?"

"Anything |'ve got, of course.™

| stepped back.

"CGet up and get into the back seat of the car", | told him

He did this thing, and | took away his dagger before he got in. Random
resumed his own seat, and kept his pistol with the single remaining round
ainmed at Julian's head.

"Why not just kill hinP" he asked.

"I think he'll he useful,"” |I said. "There is nuch that | w sh to know. And
there is still a long way to travel ."
| began to drive, | could see the dogs mlling around. Morgenstern began

cantering along after the car

"I"'mafraid I won't be worth nmuch to you as a prisoner," Julian observed.
"Al though you will torture me, | can only tell you what | know, and that isn't
nmuch. "

"Start with that then,"” | said.

"Eric |l ooks to have the strongest position," he told us, "having been
right there in Anber when the whole thing broke I oose. At least this is the
way | sawit, so | offered himmy support. Had it been one of you, I'd
probably have done the same thing. Eric charged ne with keeping guard in
Arden, since it's one of the main routes. Gerard controls the southern
seaways, and Caine is off in the
northern waters."

"What of Benedict?" Random asked.

"I don't know. | haven't heard anything. He mght be with Bleys. He m ght
be of f somewhere el se in Shadow and not even have heard of this thing yet. He
m ght even be dead. It's been years since we've heard fromhim"

"How many nen have you got in Arden?" asked Random

"Over a thousand," he said. "Sone are probably watching you right now "

"And if they want you to go on living, that's all they'll do," said
Random

"You are doubtless correct,"” he replied. "I have to admt, Corwin did a
shrewd thing in taking nme prisoner rather than killing me. You just night make
it through the forest this way."

"You're just saying that because you want to live," said Random

"OfF course | want to live. May |?"

" \Why 2"

"I'n paynent for the information |'ve given you."

Random | aughed.

"You' ve given us very little, and I'msure nore can be torn from you.

W'l see, as soon as we get a chance to stop. Eh, Corw n?"
"We'll see,” | said. "Wuere's Fiona?"
"Somewhere to the south, | think," Julian replied.

"How about Deirdre?"
"l don't know. "

"Ll ewnel | @?"
"In Rebra."
"Ckay," | said, "I think you' ve told ne everything you know. "

"1 have."



We drove on in silence, and finally the forest began to thin. 1'd | ost
sight of Mrgenstern |ong ago, though |I sometinmes saw Julian's fal con pacing
us. The road took a turn upward, and we were heading toward a pass between two
purpl e nountains. The gas tank was a little better than a quarter full. Wthin
an hour, we were passing between high shoul ders of stone.

"This would be a good place to set up a road bl ock," said Random

"That sounds likely," | said. "What about it, Julian?"

He si ghed.

"Yes." he agreed, "you should be coming upon one very soon. You know how
to get by it."

We did. When we canme to the gate, and the guard in green and brown
| eat her, sword unsheat hed, advanced upon us, | jerked my thunb toward the back

seat and said, "Get the picture?"

He did, and he recogni zed us, also.

He hastened to raise the gate, and he saluted us as we passed by.

There were two nore gates before we nade it through the pass, and
somewhere along the way it appeared we had | ost the hawk. We had gai ned
several thousand feet in elevation now, and | braked the car on a road that
craw ed along the face of a cliff. To our right hand, there was nothing other
than a [ ong way down.

"CGet out," | said. "You're going to take a wal k."

Julian pal ed.

"I won't grovel," he said. "I won't beg you for my life." And he got out.

"Hell," | said. "I haven't had a good grovel in weeks! Well... go stand by
the edge there. Alittle closer please.” And Random kept his pistol ained at
his head. "A while back," |I told him "you said that you woul d probably have
supported anyone who occupied Eric's position."

"That's right."

"Look down."

He did. It was al ong way.

"Ckay." | said, "renmenber that, should things undergo a sudden change. And

renenmber who it was who gave you your |ife where another would have taken it.

"Come on, Random Let's get nmoving."

We | eft himstanding there, breathing heavily, his brows woven together

We reached the top and were al nbost out of gas. | put it in neutral, killed
t he engi ne, and began the long roll down.

"I"ve been thinking," said Random "you've |ost none of your old guile.
I'd probably have killed him nyself, for what he tried. But | think you did

the right thing. | think he will throw us his support, if we can get an edge
on Eric. In the nmeantime, of course, he'll report what happened to Eric."
"Of course,” | said.
"And you have nore reason to want hi mdead than any of us."
| smled.

"Personal feelings don't make for good politics, |egal decisions, or
busi ness deal s. "

Random lit two cigarettes and handed nme one.

Staring downward through the snmoke, | caught my first glinpse of that sea
Beneath the deep blue, alnmpst night-tinme sky, with that gol den sun hangi ng up
there init, the sea was so rich - thick as paint, textured |ike a piece of
cloth, of royal blue, alnost purple - that it troubled ne to | ook upon it. |

found nyself speaking in a |language that | hadn't realized | knew. | was
reciting "The Ballad of the Water-Crossers,"” and Random|listened until | had
finished and asked ne, "It has often been said that you composed that. Is it
true?"

"It's been so long," | told him "that |I don't really remenber any nore."

And as the cliff curved further and further to the left, and as we swung
downward across its face, heading toward a wooded vall ey, nore and nore of the
sea cane within our range of vision

"The Lighthouse of Cabra," said Random gesturing toward an enornous gray
tower that rose fromthe waters, nuch out to sea. "I had all but forgotten



it."

"And I," | replied. "It is a very strange feeling, com ng back," and
realized then that we were no | onger speaking English, but the |anguage called
Thari .

After alnost half an hour, we reached the bottom | kept coasting for as
far as | could, then turned on the engine. At its sound, a flock of dark birds
heat its way into the air fromthe shrubbery off to the left. Sonething gray
and wol fi sh-1ooki ng broke from cover and dashed toward a nearby thicket; the
deer it had been stalking, invisible till then, bounded away. W were in a
[ ush vall ey, though not so thickly or massively wooded as the Forest of Arden
whi ch sl oped gently but steadily toward the distant sea.

Hi gh, and clinbing higher on the left, the nountains reared. The further
we advanced into the valley, the better came our view of the nature and ful
extent of that nmassive height of rock down one of whose |esser slopes we had
coasted. The mountains continued their march to the sea, growi ng |larger as
they did so, and taking upon their shoulders a shifting mantle tinged with
green, nmauve, purple, gold, and indigo. The face they turned to the sea was
invisible to us fromthe valley, but about the back of that final, highest
peak swirled the faintest veil of ghost clouds, and occasionally the gol den
sun touched it with fire. | judged we were about thirty-five mles fromthe
pl ace of light, and the fuel gauge read near enpty. | knew that the final peak
was our destination, and an eagerness began to grow up within nme. Random was
staring in the same direction

"It's still there,” | remarked.
"I'd al nost forgotten," he said.
And as | shifted gears, | noticed that ny trousers had taken on a certain

sheen whi ch they had not possessed before. Al so, they were tapered
consi derably as they reached toward ny ankles, and | noted that my cuffs had
vani shed. Then | noticed ny shirt.

It was nore like a jacket, and it was black and trimmed with silver, and
ny belt had w dened consi derably.

On cl oser inspection, | saw that there was a silver |line down the outer
seanms of ny pants | egs.
"I find myself garbed effectively," | observed, to see what that w ought.

Random chuckl ed, and | saw then that he had some where acquired brown
trousers streaked with red and a shirt of orange and brown. A brown cap with a
yel | ow border rested on the Seat beside him

"I was wondering when you'd notice," he said. "How do you feel ?"

"Quite good," | told him "and by the way, we're al most out of gas."

"Too late to do nuch about that," he said. "W are nowin the real world,
and it would be a horrible effort to play with Shadows. Also, it would not go
unnoticed. I'mafraid we'll have to hoof it when this gives out."

It gave out two and a half mles later. | coasted off to the side of the
road and stopped. The sun by now was westering farewell, and the shadows had
grown | ong i ndeed.

| reached into the back seat, where ny shoes had becone bl ack boots, and
something rattled as my hand groped after them

| drew forth a noderately heavy silver sword and scabbard. The scabbard
fit nmy belt perfectly. There was also a black cloak, with a clasp like a
silver rose.

"Had you thought them |l ost forever?" asked Random

"Damm near." said |

We clinbed out of the car and began wal ki ng. The eveni ng was cool and
briskly fragrant. There were stars in the east already, and the sun was diving
toward its rest.

We trudged al ong the road, and Random sai d:

"I don't feel right about this."

"What do you nean?"

"Thi ngs have gone too easily, thus far," he told me. "I don't like it. W
made it all the way through to the Forest of Arden with barely a hitch. True,



Julian tried to take care of us there - but | don't know .. W' ve made it so
very far so readily that 1'd al nost suspect we were permitted to do it."

"Thi s thought has also crossed ny nmind," | lied. "Wat do you think it
port ends?"
"I fear," said he, "that we are walking into a trap."

W wal ked on for several minutes in silence.

Then " Anmbush?" said |I. "These woods seem strangely still."

"l don't know. "

We nade maybe two miles, and then the sun was gone. The night was bl ack
and studded with brilliant stars.

"This is no way for two such as we to nove," Random sai d.

"True. "

"Yet | fear to fetch us steeds.”

"And |, also."

"What is your assessnent of the situation?" Random asked.

"Death and dreck," said |I. "I feel they may be upon us soon."

"Do you think we should abandon the roadway?"

"I"ve been thinking about it," |I lied again, "and | don't see that it
woul d hurt any for us to walk off to the side a bit."

So we did.

W passed anong trees, we noved past the dark shapes of rocks and bushes.
And the noon slowy rose, big, of silver, and lighting up the night.

"I amtaken by this feeling that we cannot do it," Randomtold ne.

"And what reliance can we give this feeling?" | asked.

"Mich. "

" \Why 2"

"Too far and too fast," he responded. "I don't like it at all. Now we're
inthe real world, it is too late to turn back. W cannot play with Shadows,
but must rely on our blades." (He wore a short, burnished one hinself.) "I
feel, therefore. that it is perhaps Eric's will that we have advanced to this
point. There is nothing nmuch to do about it now, but now we're here, | wish
we'd had to battle for every inch of the way.

We continued for another nile and paused for cigarettes, which we held
cupped in our hands.

"It's a lovely night," | said, to Random and the cool breeze. "I
suppose... What was that?"

There was a soft rustling of shrubbery a bit of a way behind us.

"Some ani mal, maybe."

H s bl ade was in his hand.

W& waited, several mnutes, but nothing nore was heard.

So he sheathed it and we started wal ki ng agai n.

There were no nore sounds from behind us, but after a tine |I heard
somet hi ng from up ahead.

He nodded when | gl anced at him and we began to nove nore cautiously.

There was a soft glow, as froma canpfire, away, far, in the distance.

We heard no nore sounds, but his shrug showed acqui escence to ny gesture
as | headed toward it, into the woods, to the right.

It was the better part of an hour before we struck the canp. There were
four men seated about the fire and two sleeping off in the shadows. The girl
who was bound to a stake had her head turned away fromus, but | felt ny heart
qui cken as | | ooked upon her form

"Coul d that be...?" | whispered.

"Yes." he replied. "I think it may."

Then she turned her head and | knew it was.

"Deirdre!"”

"I wonder what the bitch has been up to?" Random said. "Fromthose guys
colors, 1'd venture they're taking her back to Anber."

| saw that they wore black, red, and silver, which I remenbered fromthe
Trunps and from sonmewhere el se to be the colors of Eric.

"Since Eric wants her, he can't have her," | said.



"I never much cared for Deirdre," Random said, "but |I know you do, so.
and he unsheat hed his bl ade.

| did the same. "Get ready," | told him rising into a crouch. And we
rushed them Maybe two minutes, that's about what it took

She was wat ching us by then, the firelight making her face into a tw sted
mask. She cried and | aughed and said our nanes, in a |loud and frightened
voi ce, and | slashed her bonds and hel ped her to her feet.

"Greetings, sister. WIIl you join us on the Road to Anber?"

"No," she said. "Thanks for ny life, but I want to keep it. Wiy do you
wal k to Anber, as if | didn't know. "

"There is a throne to be won," said Random which was news to nme, "and we
are interested parties."

"I'f you're smart, you'll stay away and live |onger," she said, and God!
she was | ovely, though a bit tired-1ooking and dirty.

I took her into ny arms because | wanted to, and squeezed her. Random
found a skin of wine and we all had a drink.

"Eric is the only Prince in Anber," she said, "and the troops are loyal to
him"

"I"'mnot afraid of Eric," | replied, and | knew | wasn't certain about
that statenent.

"He'll never let you into Amber," she said. "I was a prisoner nyself, till
| made it out one of the secret ways two days ago. | thought | could walk in
Shadows till all things were done, but it is not easy to begin this close to
the real place. So his troops found ne this norning. They were taking ne back.
I think he might have killed nme, had | been returned - though |I'mnot sure. At
any rate, |1'd have remained a puppet in the city. | think Eric may be nmad, but
again, |I'mnot sure.”

"What of Bl eys?" Random i nquired.

"He sends things out of the Shadows, and Eric is greatly disturbed. But he
has never attacked with his real force, and so Eric is troubled, and the
di sposition of the Crown and Scepter remains uncertain, though Eric holds the
one in his right hand."

"I see. Has he ever spoken of us?"

"Not of you, Random - But of Corwin, yes. He still fears the return of
Corwin to Amber. There is relative safety for perhaps five nore mles - but
beyond that, every step of the way is studded with peril. Every tree and rock

is a booby trap and an anbush, because of Bleys and because of Corwi n. He
wanted you to get at least this far, so that you could not work wi th Shadows
nor easily escape his power. It is absolutely inpossible for either of you to
enter into Anber without falling into one of his traps."

"Yet you escaped..."

"That was different. | was trying to get out, not in. Perhaps he did not
guard me so carefully as he would one of you, because of nmy sex and ny | ack of
anbition. And neverthel ess, as you can see, | did not succeed."

"You have now, sister," | said, "so long as ny blade is free to swing on
your behal f," and she kissed nmy brow and squeezed ny hand. | was al ways a
sucker for that.

"I"'msure we're being followed," said Random and with a gesture the three
of us faded into the darkness.

We lay still beneath a bush, keeping watch on our trail

After a time, our whispers indicated that there was a decision for me to
make. The question was really quite sinple: Wat next?

The question was too basic, and | couldn't stall any nmore. | knew I
couldn't trust them even dear Deirdre, but if I had to | evel wth anybody,
Random was at least in this thing with me, up to his neck, and Deirdre was ny
favorite.

"Beloved relatives,” | told them "I've a confession to nmake," and
Random s hand was already on the hilt of his blade. That's how far we could
trust one another. | could already hear his nmind clicking: Corw n brought ne



here to betray me, he was saying to hinself.
"I'f you brought me here to betray ne," he said, "you won't take me back

alive."

"Are you kidding?" | asked. "I want your help, not your head. Wat | have
to say is just this: | don't know what the hell's going on. |'ve nade sone
guesses, but | don't really know where the devil we are, what Anber is, or why
we' re crouched here in the bushes hiding fromhis troops,"” |I told him "or for

that matter, who | am really."

There was an awfully long silence, and then Random whi spered, "Wat do you
mean?"

"Yes," said Deirdre.

"I mean," | said, "that | managed to fool you, Random Didn't you think it
strange that all | did on this trip was drive the car?"

"You were the boss," he told ne, "and | figured you were planning. You did
some pretty shrewd things along the way. | know that you're Corwin."

"Which is a thing I only found out a couple of days ago, nyself," | said.
"I know that I amthe one you call Corwin, but I was in an accident a while
back. | had head injuries - I'll show you the scars when we've got nore |ight
- and | amsuffering fromamesia. | don't dig all this talk about Shadows. |
don't even remenber nuch about Amber. Al | remenber is my relatives, and the

fact that | can't trust themmuch. That's ny story. Wat's to be done about
it?"

"Christ!" said Random "Yes, | can see it now | understand all the little
thi ngs that puzzled ne al ong the way.

How did you take Flora in so compl etel y?"

"Luck," | said, "and subconsci ous sneaki ness, | guess. No! That's not it!
She was stupid. Now | really need you, though."

"Do you think we can make it into the Shadows," said Deirdre, and she was
not speaking to ne.

"Yes," said Random "but I'mnot for it. 1'd [ike to see Corwin in Anber,
and I'd like to see Eric's head on a pole. I'mwilling to take a few chances
to see these things, so |'mnot turning back to the Shadows. You can if you
want. You all think I'ma weakling and a bluff. Now you're going to find out.
I'"mgoing to see this through."

"Thanks, brother,"” | said.
“I'l'l met by moonlight." said Deirdre.
"You could still be tied to a stake," said Random and she did not reply.

We lay there a while |longer and three nen entered the canpsite and | ooked
about. Then two of them bent down and sniffed at the ground.

Then they | ooked in our direction

"Weir," whispered Random as they noved in our direction

| saw it happen, though only in shadow. They dropped to all fours and the
nmoonl i ght played tricks with their gray garnments. Then there were the six
bl azi ng eyes of our stalkers.

| inpaled the first wolf on my silver blade and there was a human how .
Random beheaded one with a single blow, and to ny anazenment, | saw Deirdre
raise one in the air and break its back across her knee with a brittle,
shappi ng sound.

"Quick, your blade," said Random and | ran his victimthrough, and hers,
and there were nore cries.

"We'd better nove fast," said Random "This way!" and we foll owed.

"Where are we goi ng?" asked Deirdre, after perhaps an hour of furtive
noverent through the undergrow h.

"To the sea," he replied.

n W]y?ll
"It holds Corwin's nenory."
"Where? How?"

"Rebma, of course.”
"They'd kill you there and feed your brains to the fishes."
"I"'mnot going the full distance. You'll have to take over at the shore



and talk with your sister's sister.”

"You nmean for himto take the Pattern agai n?"

“Yes."

"It's risky."

"I know. Listen. Corwin," he said, "you've been decent enough with ne
recently. If by sone chance you're not really Corwin, you' re dead. You've got
to be, though. You can't be soneone else. Not fromthe way you' ve operated,

wi t hout nenory even. No, I'll bet your life on it. Take a chance and try the
thing called the Pattern. Odds are, it'll restore your nenory. Are you gane?"
"Probably," | said, "but what is the Pattern?"

"Rebma is the ghost city." be told me. "It is the reflection of Anber
within the sea. In it, everything in Anber is duplicated, as in a mrror.
Llewella's people live there, and dwell as though in Anber. They hate ne for a
few past peccadilloes, so | cannot venture there with you, but if you would
speak them fair and perhaps hint at your mssion, | feel they would let you
wal k the Pattern of Rebma, which, while it is the reverse of that in Anber,
shoul d have the same effect. That is, it gives to a son of our father the
power to wal k anong Shadows. "

"How wi | | this power help ne?"

"It should make you to know what you are."

"Then I'mgane.” | said

"Good man. In that case, we'll keep heading south. It will take several
days to reach the stairway... You will go with him Deirdre?"

"I will go with ny brother Corwin."

| knew she would say that, and | was glad. | was afraid, but | was gl ad.

We wal ked all that night. W avoided three parties of arned troops, and in
the norning we slept in a cave.

N ne Princes |In Amber
Chapter 5

We spent two eveni ngs naking our way to the pink and sable sands of the
great sea. It was on the nmorning of the third day that we arrived at the
beach, having successfully avoided a small party the sundown before. W were
loath to step out into the open until we had | ocated the precise spot,

Fai el l a-bionin, the Stairway to Rebma, and could cross quickly to it.

The rising sun cast billions of bright shards into the foam ng swell of
the waters, and our eyes were dazzled by their dance so that we could not see
beneath the surface. W had lived on fruit and water for two days and | was
ravenously hungry, but | forgot this as | regarded the w de, sloping tiger
beach with its sudden twi sts and rises of coral, orange, pink, and red, and
its abrupt caches of shells, driftwod, and small polished stones; and the sea
beyond: rising and falling, splashing softly, all gold and bl ue and royal
purple, and casting forth its |ifesong breezes |ike benedictions beneath
dawn' s viol et skies.

The nmountain that faces the dawn, Kolvir, which has held Anber like a
nmot her her child for all of time, stood perhaps twenty mles to our left, the
north, and the sun covered her with gold and nade rai nbow the veil above the
city. Random | ooked upon it and gnashed his teeth, then | ooked away. Maybe
did, too.

Deirdre touched ny hand, gestured with her head, and began to wal k toward
the north, parallel to the shore. Randomand | foll owed. She had apparently
spotted sone | andmar k

We' d advanced perhaps a quarter of a mile, when it seened that the earth
shook lightly.

"Hoof beat s! " hi ssed Random

"Look!" said Deirdre, and her head was tilted back and she was pointing
upwar d.



My eyes foll owed the gesture.

Over head a hawk circl ed.

"How nmuch farther is it?" | asked.

"That cairn of stones," she said, and | saw it perhaps a hundred yards
away, about eight feet in height, buil ded of head-sized, gray stones, worn by
the wind, the sand, the water, standing in the shape of a truncated pyranid

The hoof beats cane | ouder, and then there were the notes of a horn, not
Julian's call, though

"Run!" said Random and we did.

After perhaps twenty-five paces, the hawk descended. It swooped at Random
but he had his blade out and took a cut at it. Then it turned its attention to
Dei rdre.

I snatched ny own blade fromits sheath and tried a cut. Feathers flew It
rose and dropped again, and this time my blade bit sonething hard - and
think it fell, but I couldn't tell for sure, because | wasn't about to stop
and | ook back. The sound of hoofbeats was quite steady now, and |oud, and the
horn notes were near at hand.

We reached the cairn and Deirdre turned at right angles to it and headed
straight toward the sea.

| was not about to argue with someone who seened to know what she was
doing. | followed, and fromthe corner of ny eye | saw the horsenen.

They were still off in the distance, but they were thundering al ong the
beach, dogs barking and horns bl ow ng, and Randomand | ran like hell and
waded out into the surf after our sister

W were up to our waists when Randomsaid, "It's death if | stay and death
if I go on.
"One is iminent." | said, "and the other nay be open to negotiation

Let's nove!"
We did. W were on some sort of rocky surface which descended into the

sea. | didn't know how we woul d breathe while we wal ked it, but Deirdre didn't
seemworried about it, so |l tried not to be.

But | was.

VWhen the water swirled and swi shed about our heads, | was very worried.

Dei rdre wal ked strai ght ahead, though, descending, and | foll owed, and Random
foll owed. Each few feet there was a drop. We were descendi ng an enor nbus
staircase, and it was named Faiella-bionin, | knew

One nore step would bring the water above ny head, but Deirdre had al ready
dropped bel ow the water Iine.

So | drew a deep breath and took the plunge.

There were nore steps and | kept following them | wondered why ny body
was not naturally buoyed above them for | continued to remain erect and each
step bore me downward as though on a natural staircase, though my novenents

wer e somewhat slowed. | began wondering what 1'd do when | could hold ny
breath no | onger.
There were bubbl es about Randomis head, and Deirdre's. | tried to observe

what they were doing, but | couldn't figure it. Their breasts seened to be
rising and falling in a normal manner.

VWen we were about ten feet beneath the surface, Random gl anced at ne from
where he nmoved at ny left side, and | heard his voice. It was as though | had
nmy ear pressed against the bottom of a bathtub and each of his words cane as
t he sound of soneone kicki ng upon the side.

They were clear, though

"I don't think they'll persuade the dogs to follow, even if the horses
do," he said.

"How are you managing to breathe?" | tried saying, and | heard ny own
words distantly.

"Rel ax," he said quickly. "If you're holding your breath, let it out and
don't worry. You'll be able to breathe so long as you don't venture off the
stairway. "

"How can that be?" | asked.



"I'f we nmake it, you'll know," he said, and his voice had a ringing quality
toit, through the cold and passing green.

W& were about twenty feet beneath the surface by then, and | exhaled a
smal | amount of air and tried inhaling for perhaps a second.

There was not hi ng di sturbing about the sensation, so | protracted it.
There were nore bubbles, but beyond that | felt nothing unconfortable in the
transition.

There was no sense of increasing pressure during the next ten feet or so,
and | could see the staircase on which we noved as though through a greenish
fog. Down, down, down it led. Straight. Direct. And there was sone kind of
light conming from bel ow us.

"I'f we can nmake it through the archway, we'll be safe," said nmy sister

"You'll be safe,"” Random corrected, and | wondered what he had done to be
despised in the place called Rebna.

"I'f they ride horses which have never nmade the journey before, then

they'll have to follow on foot," said Random "In that case, we'll make it."

"So they might not follow- if that is the case,"” said Deirdre.

W hurri ed.

By the time we were perhaps fifty feet below the surface, the waters grew
quite dark and chill. But the glow before us and bel ow us increased, and after
another ten steps, | could make out the source:

There was a pillar rising to the right. At its top was sonething
gl obe-1i ke and gl owi ng. Perhaps fifteen steps |ower, another such fornmation
occurred to the left. Beyond that, it seemed there was another one on the
right, and so on.

VWen we entered the vicinity of the thing, the waters grew warner and the
stairway itself becane clear: it was white, shot through with pink and green
and resenbl ed marbl e but was not slippery despite the water. It was perhaps
fifty feet in width, and there was a wi de banister of the sane substance on
ei t her side.

Fi shes swam past us as we wal ked it. Wen | | ooked back over ny shoul der
there seened to be no sign of pursuit.

It became brighter. We entered the vicinity of the first light, and it
wasn't a globe on the top of a pillar. My mind nust have added that touch to
t he phenonenon, to try to rationalize it at least a bit. It appeared to be a
flame, about two feet in height, dancing there, as atop a huge torch.
decided to ask about it later, and saved ny - if you'll excuse the expression
- breath, for the rapid descent we were naking.

After we had entered the alley of light and had passed six nore of the
torches, Random said, "They're after us," and | |ooked back again and saw
di stant figures descending, four of them on horseback

It is a strange feeling to | augh under water and hear yourself.

"Let them™" | said, and | touched the hilt of mnmy blade, "for now we have
made it this far, | feel a power upon ne!"

We hurried though, and off to our left and to our right the water grew
black as ink. Only the stairway was illunmnated, in our mad flight down it,
and distantly | saw what appeared to be a m ghty arch

Deirdre was | eaping down the stairs two at a time, and there cane a
vi bration now, fromthe staccato beat of the horses' hooves behind us.

The band of arned men - filling the way from bani ster to banister - was
far behind and above. But the four horsenmen had gai ned on us. W foll owed
Deirdre as she rushed downward, and ny hand stayed upon ny bl ade.

Three, four, five. W passed that many lights before | | ooked back again
and saw that the horsemen were perhaps fifty feet above us. The footnen were
now al most out of sight. The archway | ooned ahead, perhaps two hundred feet
distant. Big, shining like alabaster, and carved with Tritons, sea nynphs,
nmer mai ds, and dol phins, it was. And there seened to be people on the other
side of it.

"They nmust wonder why we have cone there," said Random

"I't will be an acadenmic point if we don't nake it," | replied, hurrying,



as anot her gl ance reveal ed that the horsemen had gai ned ten feet on us.

| drew ny bl ade then, and it flashed in the torchlight. Random fol | owed
Suit.

After another twenty steps or so, the vibrations were terrible within the
green and we turned, so as not to be cut down as we ran.

They were al nost upon us. The gates lay a hundred feet to our back, and it
m ght have been a hundred miles, unless we could take the four horsenen.

| crouched, as the nan who was headed toward me swung his bl ade. There was
another rider to his right and slightly to his rear, so naturally | noved to

his left, near to the rail. This required that he strike cross-body, as he
held his blade in his right hand.
When he struck, | parried en quarte and riposted.

He was |l eaning far forward in the saddle, and the point of ny blade
entered his neck on the right side.

A great billow of blood, |ike crimnmson snoke, arose and swirled within the
greenish light. Crazily, | w shed Van Gogh were there to see it.
The horse continued past, and | | eaped at the second rider fromthe rear

He turned to parry the stroke, succeeded. But the force of his speed
t hrough the water and the strength of ny bl ow renmoved himfromthe saddle. As
he fell, | kicked, and he drifted. | struck at him hovering there above ne,
and he parried again, but this carried himbeyond the rail. | heard him scream
as the pressure of the waters came upon him Then he was silent.

| turned my attention then to Random who had slain both a horse and a man
and was dueling with a second man on foot. By the tine | reached them he had
slain the man and was | aughi ng. The bl ood bill owed above them and | suddenly
realized that | had known nad, sad, bad Vincent Van Gogh, and it was really
too bad that he couldn't have painted this.

The footmen were perhaps a hundred feet behind us, and we turned and
headed toward the arches. Deirdre had al ready passed through them

We ran and we nmade it. There were many swords at our sides, and the
footnmen turned back. Then we sheathed our bl ades, and Random said, "I've had
it," and we nmoved to join with the band of people who had stood to defend us.

Random was i mmedi ately ordered to surrender his blade, and he shrugged and
handed it over. Then two nen canme and stood on either side of himand a third
at his back, and we continued on down the stair.

| lost all sense of tine in that watery place, but |I feel that we wal ked
for sonewhere between a quarter of an hour and hal f an hour before we reached
our destination.

The gol den gates of Rebma stood before us. W passed through them W
entered the city.

Everything was to be seen through a green haze. There were buil dings, al
of themfragile and nost of them high, grouped in patterns and standing in
colors that entered ny eyes and tore through ny mnd, seeking after
remenbrance. They failed, the sole result of their digging being the now
fam | iar ache that acconpanies the half recalled, the unrecalled. | had wal ked
these streets before, however, that | knew, or ones very nmuch like them

Random had not said a single word since he had been taken into custody.
Deirdre's only conversation had been to inquire after our sister Llewella. She
had been informed that Llewella was in Rebna.

| exam ned our escort. They were nmen with green hair, purple hair, and
bl ack hair, and all of them had eyes of green, save for one fellow, whose were
of a hazel color. Al wore only scaled trunks and cl oaks, cross-braces on
their breasts, and short swords depending from sea-shell belts. Al were
pretty much | acking in body hair.

None of them spoke to ne, though sone stared and sone glared, | was allowed to
keep ny weapon
Inside the city, we were conducted up a wi de avenue, lighted by pillar

flames set at even closer intervals than on Faiella-bionin, and people stared
out at us from behind octagonal, tinted wi ndows, and bright-bellied fishes
swam by. There cane a cool current, |like a breeze, as we turned a corner; and



after a few steps, a warmone, |like a w nd.

We were taken to the palace in the center of the city, and I knew it as ny
hand knew the glove in ny belt. It was an i mage of the pal ace of Anmber,
obscured only by the green and confused by the nany strangely placed nirrors
whi ch had been set within its walls, inside and out. A woman sat upon the
throne in the glassite room| alnost recalled, and her hair was green, though
streaked with silver, and her eyes were round as noons of jade and her brows
rose like the wings of olive gulls. Her nouth was small, her chin was small;
her cheeks were high and wi de and rounded. A circlet of white gold crossed her
brow and there was a crystal necklace about her neck. At its tip there flashed
a sapphire between her sweet bare breasts, whose nipples were also a pale
green. She wore scal ed trunks of blue and a silver belt, and she held a
scepter of pink coral in her right hand and had a ring upon every finger, and
each ring had a stone of a different blue within it. She did not snile as she
spoke:

"What seek you here, outcasts of Anber?" she asked, and her voice was a
lisping, soft, flow ng thing.

Deirdre spoke in reply, saying: "W flee the wath of the prince who sits
inthe true city - Eric! To be frank, we wish to work his downfall. If he is
| oved here, we are |ost, and we have delivered ourselves into the hands of our
enemes. But | feel he is not loved here. So we cone asking aid, gentle Mire

"I will not give you troops to assault Anber.'
the chaos would be reflected within ny own realm"

"That is not what we woul d have of you, dear Mire," Deirdre continued,
"but only a small thing, to be achieved at no pain or cost to yourself or your
subj ects. "

"Name it! For as you know, Eric is alnpst as disliked here as this
recreant who stands at your left hand,"” and with this she gestured at ny
brother, who stared at her in frank and insolent appraisal, a small smle
pl ayi ng about the corners of his I|ips.

If he was going to pay - whatever the price - for whatever he had done, |
could see that he would pay it like a true prince of Amber - as our three dead
brot hers had done ages ago, | suddenly recalled. He would pay it, nocking them
the while, laughing though his mouth was filled with the bl ood of his body,
and as he died he would pronounce an irrevocabl e curse which would cone to

she replied. "As you know,

pass. |, too, had this power, | suddenly knew, and | would use it if
circunstances required its use.

"The thing | would ask," she said, "is for nmy brother Corwin, who is also
brother to the Lady Llewella, who dwells here with you. |I believe that he has

never given you offense..."

"That is true. But why does he not speak for hinself?"

"That is a part of the problem Lady. He cannot, for he does, not know
what to ask. Miuch of his nmenory has departed, from an accident which occurred
when he dwel |l ed anmong Shadows. It is to restore his renenbrance that we have
cone here, to bring back his recollection of the old days, that he m ght
oppose Eric in Anber."

"Continue," said the wonan on the throne, regardi ng ne through the shadows
of her | ashes on her eyes.

"In a place in this building," she said, "there is a roomwhere few would
go. In that room" she continued, "upon the floor, traced in fiery outline,
there lies a duplicate of the thing we call the Pattern. Only a son or
daughter of Amber's late liege may walk this Pattern and live; and it gives to
such a person a power over Shadow." Here Mire blinked several tines, and
specul ated as to the nunmber of her subjects she had sent upon that path, to
gai n sone control of this power for Rebma. OF course, she had failed. "To wal k
the Pattern," Deirdre went on, "should, we feel, restore to Corwin his nenory
of himself as a prince of Anmber. He cannot go to Anber to do it, and this is
the only place | know where it is duplicated, other than Tir-na Nog' th, where
of course we may not go at this tine."



Moire turned her gaze upon ny sister, swept it over Random returned it to

ne.
"I's Cormin willing to essay this thing?" she asked.
| bowed.
"WIlling, mlady," | said, and she smled then
"Very well, you have ny perm ssion. | can guarantee you no guarantees of

safety beyond ny realm however."

"As to that, your nmpjesty," said Deirdre, "we expect no boons, but wll
take care of it ourselves upon our departure.”

"Save for Random " she said, "who will be quite safe.”

"What mean you?" asked Deirdre, for Random would not. of course, speak for
hi nsel f under the circunstances.

"Surely you recall, she said, "that one tine Prince Random cane into ny
realmas a friend, and did thereafter depart in haste with ny daughter
Mor gant he. "

"I have heard this said. Lady Mire, but I amnot aware of the truth or
the baseness of the tale.”

"It is true," said Miire, "and a nonth thereafter was she returned to ne.
Her suicide cane sone nonths after the birth of her son Martin. What have you
to say to that, Prince Randon®"

"Not hi ng," sai d Random

"When Martin cane of age," said Mire, "because he was of the blood of
Anmber, he determined to walk the Pattern. He is the only one of ny people to
have succeeded. Thereafter, he wal ked in Shadow and | have not seen him since.
What have you to say to that, Lord Randon®?"

"Not hi ng, " Random repli ed.

"Therefore, | will punish thee," Mire continued. "You shall marry the
worman of my choice and remain with her in ny realmfor a year's tinme, or you
will forfeit your life. What say you to that, Randonf"

Random sai d not hi ng, but he nodded abruptly.

She stuck her scepter upon the arm of her turquoise throne.

"Very well," she said. "So be it"’

And so it was.

We repaired to the chanbers she had granted us, there to refresh
oursel ves. Subsequently she appeared at the door of mnmy own,

"Hail, Mire," | said.
"Lord Corwin of Anber," she told nme, "often have | w shed to neet thee."
"And | thee," | I|ied.

"Your exploits are |l egend."

"Thank you, but | barely recall the high points.”

"May | enter here?"

"Certainly," and | stepped aside.

She noved into the well-appointed suite she had granted me, She seated
hersel f upon the edge of the orange couch

"When woul d you like to essay the Pattern?”

"As soon as possible," | told her
She considered this, then said, "Were have you been, anong Shadows?"
"Very far fromhere," | said, "in a place that | learned to |ove."

"It is strange that a lord of Anber should have this capacity."

"What capacity?"

"To love," she replied.

"Perhaps | chose the wong word."

"I doubt it," she said, "for the ballads of Corwin do touch upon the
strings of the heart."

"The lady is kind."

"But not wong," she replied.

“I"1l give you a ballad one day."

"What did you do when you dwelled in Shadow?"

"It occurs to me that | was a professional soldier, madam | fought for
whoever would pay nme. Also. | conposed the words and nusic to many popul ar



songs. "
"Both these things occur to me as |ogical and natural."
"Pray tell me, what of ny brother Randon®"

"He will marry with a girl anong ny subjects who is named Vialle. She is
blind and has no wooers anobng our kind."

"Are you certain," said |, "that you do the best thing for her?"

"She will obtain good status in this manner," said Mire, "though he

depart after a year and never return.
For whatever else may be said of him be is a prince of Anber.”

"What if she comes to | ove hinP"

"Coul d anyone really do this thing?"

“In ny way, | love him as a brother."

"Then this is the first tine a son of Anber has ever said such a thing,
and | attribute it to your poetic tenperanent."

"Whatever," said |, "be very sure that it is the best thing for the girl."

"l have considered it," she told me, "and | amcertain. She will recover
fromwhatever pain he inflicts, and after his departure she will be a great
| ady of ny court.”

"So may it be," | said, and | ooked away, feeling a sadness cone over ne -
for the girl, of course

"What may | say to you?" | said. "Perhaps you do a good thing. | hope so."

And | took her hand and kissed it.

"You, Lord Corwin, are the only prince of Amber | m ght support,"” she told
me, "save possibly for Benedict. He is gone these twelve years and ten
however, and Lir knows where his bones may lie. Pity."

"I did not knew this," |I said. "My nenory is so screwed up. Please bear
with nme. | shall mss Benedict, an' he be dead. He was my Master of Arns and
taught me of all weapons. But he was gentle."

"As are you, Corwin," she told ne, taking ny band and draw ng ne toward

her .

"No, not really," | replied, as | seated nyself on the couch at her side.
Then she said, "W've nuch tinme till we dine." Then she | eaned against nme with
the front of her shoul der which was soft.

"When do we eat?" | asked.

"Whenever | declare It," she said, and she faced me nore fully.

So | drew her upon nme and found the catch to the buckle which covered the
softness of her belly. There was nore softness beneath, and her hair was
green.

Upon the couch, | gave her her ballad. Her lips replied w thout words.

After we had eaten - and | had |l earned the trick of eating under water,
which | mght detail later on if circunstances really warrant - we rose from
our places within the marble high hall, decorated with nets and ropes of red
and brown, and we made our way back al ong a narrow corridor, and down, down,
beneath the floor of the sea itself, first by nmeans of a spiral staircase that
screwed its way through absol ute darkness and gl owed. After about twenty
paces, ny brother said, "Screw" and stepped off the staircase and began
swi mmi ng downward al ongside it.

"It is faster that way," said Mire.

"And it is a long way down," said Deirdre, know ng the distance of the one
in Anber.

So we all stepped off and swam downward t hrough darkness, beside the
gl owi ng, twi sting thing.

It took perhaps ten minutes to reach the bottom but when our feet touched
the floor, we stood, with no tendency to drift. There was |ight about us then
froma few feeble flames set within niches in the wall.

"Why is this part of the ocean, within the double of Amber, so different
fromwaters el sewhere?" | asked.

"Because that is the way it is,"” said Deirdre, which irritated ne.

W were in an enornous cavern, and tunnels shot off fromit in al



directions. W noved toward one.

After walking along it for an awmfully long while, we began to encounter
si de passages, sone of which had doors or grilles before them and sone of
whi ch di d not.

At the seventh of these we stopped. It was a huge gray door of sone
slate-1i ke substance, bound in nmetal, towering to twi ce ny height.
renenber ed sonet hi ng about the size of Tritons as | regarded that doorway.
Then Mdire sniled, just at me, and produced a |l arge key froma ring upon her
belt and set it within the |ock.

She couldn't turn it, though. Perhaps the thing had been unused for too
| ong.

Random growl ed and his hand shot forward, knocking hers aside.

He seized the key in his right hand and tw sted.

There canme a click.

Then he pushed the door open with his foot and we stared within.

In a roomthe size of a ballroomthe Pattern was |aid. The floor was bl ack
and | ooked snooth as glass. And on the floor was the Pattern

It shinmered like the cold fire that it was, quivered, made the whol e room
seem sonmehow unsubstantial. It was an el aborate tracery of bright power,
conposed mainly of curves, though there were a few straight lines near its
mddle. It remnded me of a fantastically intricate, |life-scale version of one
of those maze things you do with a pencil (or ballpoint, as the case may be),
to get you into or out of sonething. Like, | could al nost see the words "Start
Here," somewhere way to the back. It was perhaps a hundred yards across at its
narrow m ddl e, and maybe a hundred and fifty | ong.

It nade bells ring within nmy head, and then cane the throbbing. My m nd
recoiled fromthe touch of it. But if | were a prince of Anber, then somewhere
within nmy blood, my nervous system nmy genes, this pattern was recorded
somehow, so that | would respond properly, so that | could wal k the bl oody
t hi ng.

"Sure wish | could have a cigarette,” | said, and the girls giggled,
though rather a little too rapidly and perhaps with a bit of a tw st of the
treble control

Random t ook nmy armand said, "lIt's an ordeal, but it's not inpossible or
we woul dn't be here. Take it very slowy and don't |let yourself he distracted.
Don't be alarnmed by the shower of sparks that will arise with each step. They
can't hurt you. You'll feel a mild current passing through you the whole tine,
and after a while you'll start feeling high. But keep concentrating, and don't
forget - keep wal king! Don't stop, whatever you do, and don't stray fromthe
path, or it'll probably kill you," and as he spoke, we wal ked. W wal ked cl ose

to the right-hand wall and rounded the Pattern, heading toward its far end.
The girls trailed behind us.

I whispered to him

"I tried to talk her out of this thing she's planned for you. No |uck."

"I figured you would," he said. "Don't worry about it. | can do a year
standi ng on ny head, and they m ght even let nme go sooner, if |I'm obnoxious
enough. "

"The girl she has lined up for you is named Vialle. She's blind."

"Great," he said. "G eat joke."

"Remenber that regency we spoke of ?"

"Yeah. "

"Be kind to her then, stay the full year, and | will be generous."

Not hi ng.

Then he squeezed ny arm

"Friend of yours, huh?" he chuckled. "Wat's she |ike?"

"Is it a deal?" | said, slowy.

"It's a deal ."

Then we stood at the place where the Pattern began, near to the corner of
the room

I moved forward and regarded the Iine of inlaid fires that started near to



the spot where | had placed ny right foot. The Pattern constituted the only
illumnation within the room The waters were chill about ne.

| strode forward, setting nmy left foot upon the path. It was outlined by
bl ue-white sparks. Then | set my right foot upon it, and | felt the current

Random had nentioned. | took another step

There was a crackle and | felt my hair beginning to rise. | took another
st ep.

Then the thing began to curve, abruptly, back upon itself. | took ten nore

paces, and a certain resistance seenmed to arise. It was as if a black barrier
had grown up before me, of sone substance which pushed back upon nme with each
effort that | made to pass forward

| fought it. It was the First Veil, | suddenly knew

To get beyond it would be an achi evenent, a good sign, showing that | was
i ndeed part of the Pattern. Each raising and | owering of my foot suddenly
required a terrible effort, and sparks shot forth fromny hair.

I concentrated on the fiery line. | walked it breathing heavily.

Suddenly the pressure was eased. The Veil had parted before ne, as
abruptly as it had occurred. | had passed beyond it and acquired sonething -

| had gained a piece of mnyself.

| saw t he paper skins and the knobby, stick-Iike bones of the dead of

Auschwitz. | had been present at Nurenberg, | knew. | heard the voice of
St ephen Spender reciting "Vienna," and | saw Mot her Courage cross the stage on
the night of a Brecht premiere. | saw the rockets |l eap up fromthe stained

hard pl aces, Peenenunde, Vandenberg, Kennedy, Kyzyl Kumin Kazakhstan, and
touched with ny hands the Wall of China. W were drinking beer and wi ne, and
Shaxpur said he was drunk and went off to puke. | entered the green forests of
the Western Reserve and took three scal ps one day. | humred a tune as we

mar ched al ong and it caught on. It became "Aupr,s de na Blonde." | renenbered,
| remenbered... ny life within the Shadow place its inhabitants had called the
Earth. Three nore steps, and | held a bl oody bl ade and saw three dead nen and
nmy horse, on which | had fled the revolution in France. And nore, so nuch
nore, back to -

| took another step.

Back to -

The dead. They were all about ne. There was a horrible stink - the snell
of decaying flesh - and | heard the how s of a dog who was being beaten to
death. Billows of black snoke filled the sky, and an icy wi nd swept around ne
bearing a few small drops of rain. My throat was parched and ny hands shook
and ny head was on fire. | staggered al one, seeing everything through the haze
of the fever that burned me. The gutters were filled with garbage and dead
cats and the enptyings of chamber pots. Wth a rattle and the ringing of a
bell, the death wagon thundered by, splashing me with nud and cold water.

How | ong | wandered, | do not know, before a woman seized ny armand | saw
a Death's Head ring upon her finger. She led me to her roons, but discovered
there that | had no noney and was i ncoherent. A |look of fear crossed her
pai ned face, erasing the smle on her bright lips, and she fled and
col | apsed upon her bed.

Later - again, how much later I do not know - a big man, the girl's Bl ack
Davy, cane and sl apped ne across the face and dragged ne to ny feet. | seized
his right biceps and hung on. He half carried, half pulled nme toward the door

VWen | realized that he was going to cast nme out into the cold,

tightened my grip to protest it. | squeezed with all my remaining strength,
munbl i ng hal f - coherent pl eas.
Then through sweat and tear-filled eyes, | saw his face break open and

heard a scream cone forth from between his stained teeth.
The bone in his arm had broken where |I'd squeezed it.

He pushed ne away with his left hand and fell to his knees, weeping. | sat
upon the floor, and ny head cleared for a nmoment.
"I... am.. staying here," | said, "until | feel better. Get out. If you

cone back - I'Il kill you."



"You' ve got the plague!" he cried. "They'l|l conme for your bones tonorrow "
and he spat then, got to his feet, and staggered out.

I made it to the door and barred it. Then |I craw ed back to the bed and
sl ept.

If they came for my bones the next day, they were disappointed. For
perhaps ten hours later, in the mddl e of the night, I awdke in a cold sweat
and realized my fever had broken. | was weak, but rational once nore.

| realized I had lived through the plague.

| took a man's cloak |I found in the wardrobe and took some noney | found
in a drawer.

Then | went forth into London and the night, in a year of the plague,
| ooki ng for sonething..

I had no recollection of who | was or what | was doing there.

That was how it had started.

I was well into the Pattern now, and the sparks flashed continually about
nmy feet, reaching to the height of nmy knees. | no | onger knew which direction
| faced, or where Random and Deirdre and Mdire stood. The currents swept
through me and it seemed ny eyeballs were vibrating. Then cane a
pi ns- and- needl es feeling in nmy cheeks and a col dness on the back of ny neck,
clenched ny teeth to keep themfrom chattering.

The auto accident had not given me ny ammesia. | had been w thout ful
menory since the reign of Elizabeth |I. Flora nust have concluded that the
recent accident had restored ne. She had known of ny condition. | was suddenly

struck by the thought that she was on that Shadow Earth mainly to keep tabs on
ne.

Since the sixteenth century, then?

That | couldn't say. 1'd find out, though

| took six nore rapid steps, reaching the end of an arc and coning to the
begi nning place of a straight |ine.

| set ny foot upon it, and with each step that | took, another barrier
began to rise against me. It was the Second Veil .

There was a right-angle turn, then another, then another.

I was a prince of Anber. It was true. There had been fifteen brothers and
six were dead. There had been eight Sisters, and two were dead, possibly four
W had spent rmuch of our tine in wandering in Shadow, or in our own universes.
It is an acadenic, though valid phil osophical question, as to whether one wth
power over Shadow could create his own universe. Wiatever the ultimte answer,
froma practical point we could.

Anot her curve began, and it was as though | were walking in glue as |
nmoved slowy along it.

One, two, three, four... | raised ny fiery boots and | et them down again.
My head t hrobbed and ny heart felt as though it were fibrillating to

pi eces.
Anber!!

The goi ng was suddenly easy once nore, as | remenbered Amber.

Amber was the greatest city that had ever existed or ever would exist.
Anmber had al ways been and al ways woul d be, and every other city, everywhere
every other city that existed was but a reflection of a shadow of sone phase
of Anber. Anber, Anber, Amber... | renmenber thee. | shall never forget thee
again. | guess, deep inside ne, | never really did, through all those
centuries | wandered the Shadow Earth, for often at night ny dreanms were
troubl ed by images of thy green and gol den spires and thy sweeping terraces. |
renmenber thy wi de pronenades and the decks of flowers, golden and red.
recall the sweetness of thy airs, and the tenples, palaces, and pl easances
t hou cont ai nest, contained, will always contain, Anber, immortal city from
whi ch every other city has taken its shape, | cannot forget thee, even now,
nor forget that day on the Pattern of
Rebma when | renmenbered thee within thy reflected walls, fresh froma neal
after starvation and the |oving of Mire, but nothing could conpare with the
pl easure and the | ove of renenbering thee; and even now, as | stand



contenmpl ating the Courts of Chaos, telling this story to the only one present

to hear, that perhaps he nmay repeat it, that it will not die after | have died
wi thin; even now, | renmenber thee with love, city that | was born to rule..
Ten paces, then a swirling filigree of fire confronted nme, | essayed it,

my sweat vanishing into the waters as fast as it sprang forth.

It was tricky, so devilish tricky, and it seenmed that the waters of the
room suddenly nmoved in great currents that threatened to sweep nme fromthe
Pattern. | struggled on, resisting them Instinctively, | knew that to | eave
the Pattern before I'd conpleted it would nmean ny death. | dared not raise ny
eyes fromthe places of light that lay before me, to see how far | had cone,
how far | had yet to go

The currents subsided and nore of my menories returned, menories of ny
life as a prince of Anber... No, they are not yours for the asking: they are
m ne, sone vicious and cruel, others perhaps noble - nenories going back to ny
childhood in the great palace of Anber, with the green banner of ny father
oeron flaring above it, white unicorn ranpant, facing to the dexter

Random had made it through the Pattern. Even Deirdre had made it
Therefore, 1, Corwin, would make it, no matter what the resistance.

| energed fromthe filigree and marched al ong the Grand Curve. The forces
t hat shape the universe fell upon me and beat nme into their inmage.

| had an advant age over any ot her person who attenpted the wal k, however.

I knew that | had done it before, so | knewthat | could do it. This hel ped ne
agai nst the unnatural fears that rose like black clouds and were gone agai n,

only to return, their strength redoubled. | wal ked the Pattern and
renenbered all, | remenbered all the days before my centuries on the Shadow
Earth and | renenbered other places of Shadow, many of them special and dear
to me, and one which | [oved above all, save for Anber.

| wal ked three nore curves, a straight line, and a series of sharp arcs,
and | held within me once again a consciousness of the things which | had
never really lost: mine was the power over Shadows.

Ten arcs which left nme dizzy, another short arc, a straight line, and the
Final Veil.

It was agony to nove. Everything tried to beat nme aside. The waters were
cold, then boiling. It seened that they constantly pushed agai nst ne. |
struggl ed, putting one foot before the other. The sparks reached as high as ny
wai st at this point, then nmy breast, ny shoulders. They were into ny eyes.
They were all about ne. | could barely see the Pattern itself.

Then a short arc, ending in blackness.

One, two... And to take the last step was like trying to push through a
concrete wall.

| didit.
Then | turned slowy and | ooked back over the course | had come. | would
not permt myself the luxury of sagging to ny knees. | was a prince of Anber,

and by God! nothing could hunble nme in the presence of ny peers. Not even the
Pat t er n!

| waved jauntily in what | thought to be the right direction. \Wether or
not | could be made out very clearly was another matter

Then | stood there a nonent and thought.

| knew the power of the Pattern now. Going back along it would be no trick
at all.

But why bot her ?

| lacked nmy deck of cards, but the power of the Pattern could serve ne
just as well...

They were waiting for ne, my brother and sister and Mdire with her thighs
like marble pillars.

Deirdre could take care of herself fromhere on out - after all, we'd
saved her life. | didn't feel obligated to go on protecting her on a
day- by-day basis. Random was stuck in Rebma for a year, unless he had guts
enough to leap forward and take the Pattern to this still center of power and

per haps escape. And as for Mire, it had been nice knowi ng her, and rmaybe |I'd



see her again sonme day, and like that. | closed ny eyes and bowed ny head.

Before | did so, though, | saw a fleeting shadow.

Randon®? Trying it? Watever, he wouldn't know where | was headed. No one
woul d.

| opened nmy eyes and | stood in the mddle of the same Pattern, in
reverse.

| was cold, and | was damm tired, but | was in Anber - in the real room
of which the one | had departed was but an imge. Fromthe Pattern, | could
transfer nyself to any point | w shed within Amrber.

Getting back woul d be a problem however.

So | stood there and dripped and consi dered.

If Eric had taken the royal suite, then | might find himthere. O perhaps
in the throne room But then, |'d have to make nmy own way back to the place of
power, |'d have to walk the Pattern again, in order to reach the escape point.

| transferred nyself to a hiding place | knew of within the palace. It was
a wi ndowl ess cubicle into which sone light trickled from observation slits

hi gh overhead. | bolted its one sliding panel fromthe inside, dusted off a
wooden bench set beside the wall, spread ny cloak upon it and stretched out
for a nap. If anyone canme groping his way down from above, |I'd hear him ]l ong
bef ore he reached ne.

| slept.

After a while, | awakened. So | arose, dusted off my cloak and donned it

once more. Then | began to negotiate the series of pegs which | addered their
way up into the pal ace.

I knew where it was, the third floor, by the markings on the walls.

I swung nyself over to a small |anding and searched for the peephole. |
found it and gazed through. Nothing. The library was enpty. So | slid back the
panel and entered.

Wthin, I was stricken by the nultitudes of books. They always do that to
me. | considered everything, including the display cases, and finally noved
toward the place where a crystal case contained everything that led up to a
fam |y banquet - private joke. It held four decks of the famly cards, and
sought about for a nmeans of obtaining one without setting off an al arm which
m ght keep nme fromusing it.

After maybe ten minutes, | succeeded in gimm cking the proper case. It was
tricky. Then, pack in hands, | found a confortable seat for the consideration
t her eof .

The cards were just like Flora's and they held us all under glass and were
cold to the touch. Now, too, | knew why.

So | shuffled and spread themall out before ne In the proper manner. Then
| read them and | saw that bad things were in store for the entire fanily;
and | gathered themall together then

Save for one.

It was the card depicting nmy brother Bleys. | replaced the others in their
case and tucked it into my belt. Then | considered Bl eys.

At about that tine there cane a scratching in the |ock of the great door

to the library. What could I do? | |oosened ny blade in its scabbard and
wai ted. | ducked | ow behind the desk, though
Peering out, | sawthat it was a guy named Di k, who had obviously come to

clean the place, as he set out enptying the ashtrays and wastebaskets and
dusting the shel ves.

Since it would be deneaning to be discovered, | exposed myself.

| rose and said, "Hello, D k. Remenber ne?"

He turned three kinds of pale, half bolted, and said:

"Of course, Lord. How could | forget?"

"l suppose it would be possible, after all this tine."

"Never, Lord Corwin," he replied.

"l suppose |I'm here without official sanction, and engaged in a bit of
illicit research,” | said "but if Eric doesn't like it when you tell himthat



you saw ne, please explain that | was sinply exercising ny rights, and he wll
be seeing nme personally - soon."

“I"l1l do that, mlord," he said, bow ng

"Come sit with ne a noment, friend Dik, and I'Il tell you nore."

And he did, so | did.

"There was a tine," | said, addressing this ancient visage, "when | was
consi dered gone for good and abandoned forever. Since | still live, however,
and since | maintain all ny faculties, | fear that | nust dispute Eric's claim
to the throne of Amber. Though it's not a thing to be settled sinply, as he is
not the first-born, nor do | feel he would enjoy popul ar support if another
were in sight. For these, anobng other reasons - nost of them personal - | am
about to oppose him | have not yet decided how, nor upon what grounds, but by
God! he deserves opposition! Tell himthat. If he wishes to seek nme, tell him
that I dwell anong Shadows, but different ones than before. He may know what |
mean by that. | will not be easily destroyed, for I will guard nyself at | east
as well as he does here. | will oppose himfromhell to eternity, and | wll
not cease until one of us is dead. What say you to this, old retainer?"

And he took my hand and kissed it.

"Hail to thee, Corwin, Lord of Anber," he said, and there was a tear in
his eye.

Then the door cracked a crack behind hi mand swung open

Eric entered.

"Hello," said |, Rising and putting a nost obnoxious twang to ny voice. "I
didn't expect to neet with you this early in the game. How go things in
Anber ?"

And his eyes were wide with amazenment and his voice heavy with that which
men call sarcasm and | can't think of a better word, as he replied:

"Well, when it comes to things, Corwin. Poorly, on other counts, however."

"Pity," said I, "and how shall we put things aright?"

"I know a way," he said, and then he glared at Dk, who pronmptly departed
and cl osed the door behind him | heard it snick shut.

Eric | oosened his blade in its scabbard.
"You want the throne," he said.

"Don't we all?" | told him
"l guess so," he said, with a sigh. "It's true, that uneasy-lies-the-head
bit. I don't know why we are driven to strive so for this ridicul ous position

But you nust recall that |'ve defeated you twice, nmercifully granting you your
life on a Shadow world the |ast occasion."

"I't wasn't that merciful,” | said. "You know where you left me, to die of
the plague. The first time, as | remenber, it was pretty nuch a draw. "

"Then it is between the two of us now, Corwin," he said. "I amyour elder
and your better. If you wish to try ne at arns, | find nyself suitably
attired. Slay me, and the throne will probably be yours. Try it. | don't think

you can succeed, however. And I1'd like to quit your claimright now So cone
at me. Let's see what you | earned on the Shadow Earth."

And his blade was in his hand and mine in mne

I nmoved around the desk

"What an enornous chut zpah you possess,” | told him "Wat nmakes you
better than the rest of us, and nore fit to rule?"

"The fact that | was able to occupy the throne,"’
it."

And | did.

| tried a headcut, which he parried; and | parried his riposte to ny heart
and cut at his wist.

He parried this and kicked a small stool between us. | set it aside,
hopefully in the direction of his face, with ny right toe, but it mssed and
he had at ne again.

| parried his attack, and he mine. Then | lunged, was parried, was
attacked, and parried again myself.

| tried a very fancy attack 1'd |l earned in France, which involved a beat,

he replied. "Try and take



a feint in quarte, a feint in sixte, and a lunge veering off into an attack on
his wist.

I nicked himand the bl ood fl owed.

"Ch, dammable brother!" he said, retreating. "Report has it Random
acconpani es thee. "

"This is true," said |I. "Mre than one of us are assenbl ed agai nst you."
And he lunged then and beat me back, and | felt suddenly that for all ny
work he was still my master. He was perhaps one of the greatest swordsnen |

had ever faced. | suddenly had the feeling that | couldn't take him and
parried like nad and retreated in the sane fashion as he beat me back, step by
step. W'd both had centuries under the greatest nasters of the blade in
busi ness. The greatest alive, | knew, was brother Benedict, and he wasn't
around to help, one way or the other. So | snatched things off the desk with
nmy left hand and threw them at Eric. But he dodged everything and came on
strong, and | circled to his left and all like that, but I couldn't draw the
point of his blade fromny left eye. And | was afraid. The man was
magni ficent. If | didn't hate himso, | would have appl auded hi s performance.

| kept backing away, and the fear and the know edge cane upon ne; | knew
still couldn't take him He was a better man than | was, when it canme to the
blade. | cursed this, but I couldn't get around it. | tried three nore
el aborate attacks and was defeated on each occasion. He parried me and nade ne
retreat before his own attacks.

Now don't get the wong idea. |'mdam good. It's just that he seened
better.

Then there were sone al arnms and excusions in the hall outside. Eric's
retainers were conming, and if he didn't kill ne before they arrived, then
was confident that they'd do the job - probably with a bolt froma crossbow.

There was bl ood dripping fromhis right wist. H's hand was still steady
but I had the feeling then that under other circunstances, by fighting a
defensive fight, | just might be able to wear himdown with that wist injury

goi ng agai nst him and perhaps | could get through his guard at the proper
nmonent when he began to sl ow

| cursed softly and he | aughed.

"You're a fool to have cone here," he said.

He didn't realize what | was doing until it was too late. (I'd been
retreating until the door was at mny back. It was risky, leaving nyself with no
roomfor retreat, but it was better than sure death.)

Wth ny left hand, | managed to drop the bar. It was a big, heavy door and
they'd have to knock it down now to get in. That gave me a few nore m nutes.

It al so gave ne a shoul der wound, froman attack | could only partly parry as
| dropped the bar. But it was ny left shoulder. My sword arm remai ned intact.

| smled, to put up a good front.

"Perhaps you were a fool, to enter here," | said. "You re slow ng, you
know," and | tried a hard, fast, vicious attack

He parried it, but he fell back two paces in doing so.

"That wound's getting to you," | added. "Your arm s weakening. You can
feel the strength leaving it - "

"Shut up!" he said, and | realized 1'd gotten through to him This
i ncreased ny chances by several percent, | decided, and | pressed himas hard
as | could, realizing | couldn't keep that pace up very | ong.

But Eric didn't realize it.

I'd planted the seeds of fear, and he fell back before nmy sudden
onsl aught .

There was a banging on the door but | didn't have to worry about that for
a whil e anyway.

"I"'mgoing to take you, Eric," | said. "lI'mtougher than | used to be, and
you've had it, brother."

| saw the fear begin in his eyes, and it spread over his face, and his
style shifted to follow suit. He began fighting a conpletely defensive battle,
backi ng away fromny attack. |I'msure he wasn't faking either. | felt | had



bluffed him for he had al ways been better than I. But what if it had been
partly psychol ogical on ny part too? Wat if | had al nost beaten nyself with
this attitude, which Eric had helped to foster? Wiat if | had bluffed nyself
all along? Maybe | was as good. Wth a strange sense of confidence, | tried
the sane attack | had used before and | scored, |eaving another trail of red
on his forearm
"That was rather stupid. Eric." | said, "to fall for the same trick
twi ce," and he backed around a wi de chair. W fought across it for a tine.
The bangi ng on the door stopped, and the voi ces whi ch had been shouting
inquiries through it fell silent.

"They' ve gone for axes," Eric panted. "They'll be in here in no tine."

| wouldn't drop ny smile. | held it and said: "It'll take a few m nutes -
which is more tine than I'lIl need to finish this. You can hardly keep your
guard now, and the bl ood keeps running - look at it!"

" Shut up!"

"By the tinme they get through, there will he only one prince in Anber, and
it won't be you!"

Then, with his left arm he swept a row of books froma shelf and they
struck nme and fell about ne.

He didn't seize the opportunity to attack, however. He dashed across the
room picking up a small chair, which he held in his |eft hand.

He wedged hinself into a corner and held the chair and his bl ade before
hi m

There were rapid footsteps in the hall outside, and then axes began to
ring upon the door.

"Come on!" he said. "Try and take me now "

"You're scared,” | said.
He | aughed.
"Academic," he replied. "You can't take me before that door falls, and

then it will be all over for you."

| had to agree. He could hold off ny blade with that setup, at |east for
quite a few m nutes.

| crossed the roomquickly, to the opposite wall

Wth ny left hand, | opened the panel through which | had entered.

"Ckay," | said. "It looks like you're going to live - for atinme. You're
lucky. Next time we neet, there won't be anyone to help you."

He spat and called ne a few traditional vile names, even putting down the
chair to add an obscene gesture, as | ducked through the panel and closed it
behi nd ne.

There came a thunk, and eight inches of steel gleamed on ny side of the
panel as | was fastening it. He had thrown his blade. Risky, if |I chose to
return. But he knew | wouldn't, for the door sounded about ready to fall.

| descended the pegs as rapidly as | could, to the place where | had sl ept
earlier. As | did, | considered my increased skill with the blade. At first,
in the battle, | had been awed by the man who had beaten me before. Now,

t hough, | wondered. Perhaps those centuries on the Shadow Earth were not a
waste. Maybe | had actually gotten better during that time. Now | felt that |
m ght be Eric's equal with the weapon. This made ne feel good. If we net
again, as | was sure we would, and there was no outside interference - who
knew? | woul d court the chance, however. Today's encounter had scared him |
was certain. That might serve to slow his hand, to cause the necessary
hesitation on the next occasion.

| let go and dropped the final fifteen feet, bending nmy knees as | | anded.
I was the proverbial five mnutes ahead of the posse, but | was sure | could
t ake advantage of it and escape. For | had the cards in ny belt.

| drew the card that was Bleys and stared at it. My shoulder hurt, but I
forgot it, as the col dness canme upon ne.

There were two ways to depart directly from Amber into Shadow. ..

One was the Pattern, seldomused for this purpose.

Anot her was the Trunps, if you could trust a brother



| considered Bleys. | could alnobst trust him He was ny brother, but he
was in trouble and could use my help.

| stared at him flame-crowned, dressed all in red and orange, with a
sword in his right hand and a glass of wine in his left. The devil danced in
his blue eyes, his beard blazed, and the tracery on his blade, | suddenly

realized, flared with a portion of the Pattern. His rings flashed. He seened
to nove.

The contact canme like an icy w nd.

The figure on the card seemed |ife-sized now and changed position into
what ever stance he presently held. H's eyes did not quite focus upon ne, and
his |ips noved.

"Who is it?" they said, and | heard the words.

"Corwin," said I, and he held forth his |l eft hand, which no | onger bore
t he gobl et .

"Then come to nme, if you would."

| reached forth and our fingers met. | took a step

I was still holding the card in ny left hand, but Bleys and | stood
together on a cliff and there was a chasmto our side and a high fortress to
our other side. The sky above us was the col or of flane.

"Hello, Bleys," | said, tucking the card into nmy belt with the others.
"Thanks for the assistance.”

| suddenly felt weak and realized the blood was still flowing fromny |eft
shoul der.

"You' re wounded!" he said, throwi ng an arm about mny shoul ders, and
started to nod but fainted instead.

Later that night, | sprawled in a big chair within the fortress and drank
whi skey. We snoked and passed the bottle and tal ked.

"So you were actually in Anber?"

"Yes, that's right."

"And you wounded Eric in your duel?"

“Yes."

"Dam! | wish you'd killed him" Then he reflected. "Well, maybe not. Then
you' d have held the throne. | night have a better chance against Eric than I'd
have had agai nst you. | don't know. Wat are your plans?"

| deci ded upon conpl ete honesty.

"We all want the throne," | said. "so there's no reason to lie to one
another. I"'mnot about to try killing you for it - that would be foolish - but
on the other hand. |I'm not about to renounce ny clai mbecause |'m enjoying
your hospitality. Randomwould like it, but he's pretty much out of the
pi cture.

No one has beard from Benedict for some time now. Cerard and Caine seemto he
supporting Eric, rather than pronoting their own clainms. The same goes for

Julian. That |eaves Brand and our sisters. | don't know what the hell Brand is
up to these days, but | do know that Deirdre is w thout power, unless she and
Ll ewel I a can raise something in Rebma, and Flora is Eric's creature. | don't

know what Fiona is up to."
"And so that |eaves us,'

sai d Bl eys, pouring us each another drink. "Yes,

you're right. |1 don't know what's going on in everyone's head right now, but I

can assess our relative strengths and | think I'min the best position. You

made a wi se choice in coning to ne. Support me, and |I'Il give you a regency."
"Bl ess your heart," | said. W'll see.™

We si pped our whi ski es.
"What else is there to do?" he asked, and | realized that the question was
i mportant.

"I mght raise an arny of ny own, to lay siege to Amber," | told him

"Where anmong Shadows |ies your arnmy?" he inquired.

"That, of course, is nmy affair.” | said. "I don't think I'd oppose you.
When it comes to nonarchs. I'd like to see either you, ne, Cerard, or Benedict

- if he still lives - upon the throne."



"Preferably you, of course.”

"Of course.”

"Then we understand one another. So |I think we can work together, for the
time being."

"And I," | agreed, "else | would not have delivered nyself into your
hands. "

He smiled within his heard.

"You needed soneone," he said, "and | was the |esser evil."

"True," | agreed,
"1 wish Benedict were here. | wish Gerard had not sold out."
"Wshes, wishes," | told him "Wsh in one hand and shit in the other

squeeze them both and see which cones true."

"Wl | taken," he said.

W snoked a while in silence.

"How far can | trust you?" he asked.

"As far as | can trust you."

"Then let's nmake a deal. Frankly, | had thought you dead for nany years. |
hadn't foreseen your showing up at a crucial time and pressing your own claim
But you're here, and that's that. Let's forman alliance, conbine our forces
and | ay siege to Anber. Wi chever of us lives through it winds up on top. If

we both do, well - hell! - W can always fight a duel!"
| thought about it. It sounded like the best deal |1'd get anywhere.
So | said, "I'd like to sleep onit. Tell you in the norning. Okay?"
"Ckay. "

We finished our drinks then and fell to rem niscing. My shoul der throbbed
a bit, but the whisky hel ped, and the salve which Bleys had supplied. After a
tinme, we were al nost maudlin.

It is strange, | guess, to have kin and to be w thout kinship, for as long
as our lives had |l ed us along our separate paths. Lord! W tal ked the noon out
of the heavens before either of us grew tired. Then he cl apped ne upon ny good
shoul der and told nme that he was beginning to feel his |Ioad and that a servant
woul d be by in the norning to bring my breakfast. | nodded, we enbraced, and
he retired.

Then | moved to the wi ndow, and fromthat vantage | could see down far
into the chasm

The canpfires bel ow burned |ike stars. There were thousands of them |
could tell that Bleys had assenbled a mighty force, and I was envious. But, on
the other hand, it was a good thing. If anyone could take Eric, it was
probably Bleys. He wouldn't he a bad thing in Arber; it was just that |
preferred me.

Then | watched a while longer, and | saw that strange shapes noved anong
the lights. | wondered then as to the nature of his arny.

VWhatever, it was nore than | possessed.

| made ny way back to the table and poured ne a final drink. Before

quaffed it, however, | lighted a taper. Inits light, | wthdrew the pack of
cards | had stolen
| spread them before me and | canme across the one depicting Eric. | laid

it inthe center of the table and put the rest away.
After atime, it cane to life; and | saw Eric in his sleeping garnents and
| heard the words, "Wio is it?" H's armwas bound.

“"Me," | said, "Corwin. How are you?"

He cursed then, and | |aughed. This was a dangerous game and naybe the
whi sky had contributed to It. but | continued: "I just felt like telling you
that all goes well with me. | also wanted to advise you that you were right

when you spoke of the uneasy head. You won't be wearing it |ong, though
So cheerio! Brother! The day | conme again to Amber is the day you die! Just
thought 1'd tell you, since that day is not too far off."
"Come ahead," he told me, "and I'lIl not want for grace in the matter of
your passing."
H s eyes focused on me then and we were cl ose.



| thumbed ny nose at him and passed ny pal mover the card.

It was like hanging up a tel ephone, and | shuffled Eric in with all the
rest.

I wondered though, as | approached sl eep, concerning those troops of Bleys
whi ch occupied the defile below, and | thought upon Eric's defenses.

It woul d not be easy.

N ne Princes |In Amber
Chapter 6

The | and was known as Avernus, and the assenbled troops were not quite
men. | reviewed themthe follow ng nmorning, wal king behind Bl eys. They were
all of them around seven feet in height, had very red skins and little hair,
catli ke eyes, and six-digited hands and feet. They wore garnments that | ooked
as light as silk, but were woven of sonething el se and were mainly gray or
blue in color. Each bore two short bl ades, hooked at the end. Their ears were
poi nted and their many fingers cl aned.

The climate was warm and the col ors bewi | dering, and everyone thought we
wer e gods.

Bl eys had found a place where the religion invol ved brother-gods who
| ooked like us and had their troubles. Invariably, in the terns of this
nmyt hos, an evil brother woul d seize power and seek to oppress the good
brothers. And of course there was the | egend of an Apocal ypse where they
t hensel ves woul d be call ed upon to stand on the side of the surviving good
br ot hers.

I wore ny left armin a black sling and consi dered those who were about to

di e.

| stood before a trooper and | ooked up at him | asked him "Do you know
who Eric is?"

"The Lord of Evil," he replied.

| nodded and said, "Very good," and passed on
Bl eys had custom made cannon fodder.

"How | arge is your arny?" | asked him
"Around fifty thousand,” he replied.
"I salute those who are about to Gve Their All," | told him "You can't

take Anber with fifty thousand men, even providing you can get themall to the
foot of Kolvir intact - and you can't It's silly even to consider using these
poor bastards against the imortal city, with their toy swords and all."

"I know," he said, "but they're not all 1've got."

"You'll need a lot nore.”

"Then how do three navies sound, half again the size of Caine's and
Cerard's fleets put together?"

"Not yet enough," said I, "and barely a beginning."
"I know. I'mstill building," he said.
"Well, we'd better build a lot nore. Eric will sit in Anber and kill us as

we march through Shadows. When the remaining forces finally reach the foot of
Kolvir, he'll decimate themthere. Then there will be the clinmb to Amber. How

many hundred do you think will remain when we reach the city? Enough to be
di spatched in five mnutes, at alnost no cost to Eric. If this is the best
you' ve got, brother Bleys, | have m sgivings concerning this expedition."

"Eric has announced his coronation in three nonths' time," he said. "I can
triple my forces by then - at |east. Perhaps | can even have a quarter of a
mllion Shadow troops to | ead agai nst Amber. There are other worlds like this
one, and | will penetrate them | wll raise nme such a force of holy crusaders
as has never been sent against Anber before."

"And Eric will have had the sanme time to intensify his defenses. | don't
know, Bleys... it's alnpst a suicide run. | didn't know the full situation
when | cane here - "



"And what have you brought with you?" be asked. "Nothing! It is runored
that you once commanded troops. Were are they?"
I turned away from him

"They are no nore," | said. "I amcertain.”

"Goul d you not find a Shadow of your Shadow?"

"I don't want to try," | said. "lI'msorry."

"Then what real good are you to ne?"

“I"1l go," I told him "if that's all you had in mnd, if that's all you
really wanted nme around for - nore bodies."

"Wait!" he cried out. "I spoke hastily. | don't want to | ose your counsel
if nothing else. Stay with me, please. | will even apol ogi ze."

"That is not necessary," | said, knowi ng what this thing means to a prince
of Anber. "I'Il stay. | think | can help you."

"CGood!" and he cl apped nme upon ny good shoul der.

"And 1'll get you nore troops,"” | added. "Never fear."

And | did.

| wal ked anong Shadows, and found a race of furry creatures, dark and
cl awed and fanged, reasonably manli ke, and about as intelligent as a freshman
in the high school of your choice - sorry, kids, but what | mean is they were
| oyal , devoted, honest, and too easily screwed by bastards |ike ne and ny
brother. | felt Iike the dee-jay of your choice.

Around a hundred t housand worshi ped us to the extent of taking up arns.

Bl eys was i npressed and shut up. After a week my shoul der was heal ed.
After two nmonths we had our quarter mllion and nore.

"Corwin, Corwin! You're still Corwin!" he said, and we took another drink

But | was feeling kind of funny. Mdst of these troops were destined to
die. I was the agent responsible for much of this. | felt sone renorse, though
| knew the difference between Shadow and Substance. Each death would be a rea
deat h; however, | knew that al so.

And sone nights |I dwelled upon the playing cards. The m ssing Trunps had
been restored to the pack I held. One of themwas a portrait of Amber itself,
and | knew it could bear me back into the city. The others were those of our
dead or missing relatives. And one was Dad's, and | skipped it over quickly.
He was gone.

| stared at each face for a long while to consider what m ght be gai ned
fromeach. | cast the cards several tines, and the same thing came up on each
occasi on.

H s name was Cai ne.

He wore satin that was green and bl ack, and a dark three-cornered hat wth
a green plume of feathers trailing down behind. At his belt there was an
ener al d- st udded dagger. He was dark

"Caine," | said.

After a time, there cane a reply.

"Who?" he asked.

"Corwin," said I.

"Corwin! Is this a joke?"

"No. "

"What do you want ?"

"What' ve you got?"

"You know that." and his eyes shifted and | ay upon me, but | watched his
hand, which was near to his dagger

"Where are you?"

"Wth Bl eys."

"There was a runor you'd shown up in Anber recently - and | wondered at
t he bandages on Eric's arm™

"You're | ooking at the reason,"” | said. "What's your price?"

"What do you nean?"

"Let us be frank and to the point. Do you think Bleys and |I can take
Eric?"

"No, that's why I"'mwith Eric. And | won't sell out ny arrmada either, if



that's what you're after - and 1'd inagine you are."
| smled.
"Perceptive brother,” | replied. "Well, it's been nice talking to you. See
you in Amber - maybe."
I moved ny hand, and he cried out.

"Vait!"

n W]y?ll

"I don't even know your offer."

"Yes, you do," | said. "You' ve guessed it, and you're not interested."

"I didn't say that. It's just that | know where the equities lie."

"You mean the power."

"Ckay, the power. \WWat've you got to offer?"

We tal ked for maybe an hour, after which tine the northern seaways were
open to the three phantom fleets of Bleys, which mght enter expecting
rei nforcenents

"I'f you fail, there'll be three beheadings in Anber," said he.

"But you don't really expect that, do you?" | asked.

"No. | think either you or Bleys will sit upon the throne before too very
long. 1'll be satisfied to serve the wi nner

That regency would be nice. 1'd still |ike Random s head as part of the
price, though."

"No deal ," | said. "Take it as you've heard it or forget it."

"Il take it."

| smled and placed ny pal mupon the card and he was gone.
Gerard was a matter I'd | eave for the norrow. Cai ne had exhausted ne.
| rolled into bed and sl ept.

CGerard, when be learned the score, agreed to lay off us. Mainly because it
was | who was asking, as he had considered Eric a | esser of potent evils.

I concluded the deal quickly, prom sing himeverything he asked, as no
heads were invol ved.

Then | reviewed the troops again and told them nore of Anmber. Strangely,
they got along like brothers, the big red guys and the little hairy ones.

It was sad and it was true.

We were their gods, and that was that.

| saw the fleet, sailing on a great ocean the color of blood. | wondered.
In the Shadow worl ds through which they sailed, many of them would be | ost.

| considered the troops of Avernus, and ny recruits fromthe place called
Ri'ik. Theirs was the task of nmarching to Earth and Amber.

| shuffled ny cards and cast them | picked up the one call ed Benedict.
For a long while | searched it, but there was nothing but the cold.

Then | seized upon Brand's. For another |ong while there was nothing but
the col d.

Then there canme a scream It was a horrible, tormented thing.

"Help me!" came the cry.

"How can | ?" | asked
"Who is that?" be asked, and | saw his body withe.
"Corwin."

"Deliver me fromthis place, brother Corw n! Anything you nane shall be
yours in return!”

"Where are you?"

Wy

And there came a swirling of things nmy mind refused to conceive of, and
anot her scream torn forth as though in agony and ending in silence.

Then the col dness cane in again.

I found that | was shaking. Fromwhat, | did not know.

| lit a cigarette and noved to the wi ndow to consider the night, |eaving
the cards where they had fallen upon the table-top of ny roomw thin the
garrison.



The stars were tiny and msted over. There were no constellations that |
could recogni ze. A snall blue nmoon dropped quickly through the darkness. The
ni ght had come on with a sudden, icy chill and | wapped my cloak cl ose about
me. | thought back to the winter of our disastrous canpaign in Russia. CGods!
I"d al most frozen to death! And where did it all |ead?

To the throne of Anmber, of course.

For that was sufficient justification for anything.

But what of Brand? Were was he? What was happeni ng about him and who had
done this thing to hinf

Answer s? None.

I wondered, though, as | stared up and out, tracing the path of that blue
disk in its descent. Was there sonething | was nissing in the whole picture,
some factor | didn't quite dig?

No answer.

| seated nyself at the table once nore, a small drink at ny hand.

| fingered ny way through the pack and found Dad's card.

oeron, Lord of Anber, stood before ne in his green and his gold. High
wi de, and thick, his beard black and shot with silver, his hair the sane.
Green rings in gold settings and a bl ade of golden color. It had once seened
to ne that nothing could ever displace the imortal |iege of Anber fromhis
t hrone. What had happened? | still didn't know. But he was gone. How had ny
father met with his end?

| stared and concentr at ed.

Not hi ng, nothing -

Sonet hi ng?

Sonet hi ng.

There came a respondi ng nmovenent, though ever so weak, and the figure on
the card turned in upon itself and shriveled to a shadow of the man he had
been.

"Fat her?" | asked.

Not hi ng.

" Fat her ?"

"Yes ..." Very faint and distant, as though through a seashell, imersed

in its nmonotone humm ng

"Where are you? \What has happened?"

" " Long pause.

"Yes? This is Corwin, your son. What cane to pass in Anber, that you are
gone?"

"My time," he said, sounding even further away.

"Do you mean that you abdi cated? None of ny brothers has given ne the
tale, and I do not trust themsufficiently to ask them Eric now holds the
city and Julian guards the Forest of Arden. Caine and Gerard maintain the
seas. Bleys would oppose all and | amallied with him Wat are your w shes in
this matter?"

"You are the only one-who-has asked," he gasped. "Yes..."

" 'Yes' what?"

"Yes, oppose-them.."

"What of you? How can | hel p you?"

"I am beyond hel p. Take the throne..

"I? O Bleys and | ?"

"You!" he said.

"Yes?"
"You have ny blessing... Take the throne - and be quick - about it!"
"Wy, Fat her?"

"I lack the breath - Take it!"

Then he, too, was gone.

So Dad lived. That was interesting. What to do now?

| sipped ny drink and thought about it.

He still lived, sonewhere, and he was king in Amber. Why had he left?
Where had he gone? What kind of, which, and how many? Li ke that.



VWho knew? Not |. So there was no nore to say, for now

However . .

| couldn't put the thing down. | want you to know that Dad and | never got
along very well. | didn't hate him |ike Random or some of the others. But I
sure as hell, had no reason to be especially fond of him He had been big, he

had been powerful, and he had been there. That was about it. He was al so npst
of the history of Anmber, as we knew it, and the history of Anber stretches
back for so many millennia that you may as well stop counting.

So what do you do?

As for me, | finished ny drink and went to bed.

The following norning | attended a neeting of Bleys' general staff. He had
four admrals, each in charge of roughly a quarter of his fleet, and a whol e
mess of arny officers. Altogether there were about thirty of the high-ranking
brass at the neeting, big and red or small and hairy, as the case m ght be.

The neeting | asted perhaps four hours, and then we all broke for lunch. It
was deci ded that we woul d nove three days hence. Since it would require one of
the blood to open the way to Anber, | was to lead the fleet aboard the
flagship, and Bleys would take his infantry through | ands of Shadow.

| was troubled by this, and | asked hi mwhat woul d have happened had | not
shown up to give this assistance. | was told two things in reply: one, if he
had had to go it alone, he would have led the fleet through and left themat a
great distance fromshore, returned in a single vessel to Avernus and led his
foot soldiers forward to rendezvous at a given tine; and two, he had purposely
sought for a Shadow i n which a brother woul d appear to give him aid.

| had sone m sgivings when | heard about the latter, though |I knew | was
really me. The forner smacked of being a bit unworkable, since the fleet would
be too far out to sea to receive any signals fromthe shore, and the chance of
m ssing the date - allowi ng for nmishaps when it cane to a body that large -
was too great, as | sawit, to encourage a whole big lot of faith in his
general plan

But as a tactician, | had always thought himbrilliant; and when he laid
out the maps of Anber and the outlying Country which he hinself had drawn, and
when he had explained the tactics to be enployed therein, | knew that he was a

prince of Amber, alnpbst matchless in his guile.

The only thing was, we were up agai nst another prince of Amber, one who
occupi ed what was definitely a stronger position. | was worried, but with the
i npendi ng Coronation, it seemed about the only course available to us, and
decided to go along for the whole ride. If we |lost, we were creaned, but he
hel d the biggest threat available and had a workable time schedul e, which
didn't.

So | wal ked the land called Avernus and considered its foggy valleys and
chasns, its smoking craters, its bright, bright sun against its crazy sky, its
icy nights and too hot days, its many rocks and carl oads of dark sand, its
tiny, though vicious and poi sonous beasts, and its big purple plants, like
spi nel ess cacti; and on the afternoon of the second day, as | stood on a cliff
over| ooki ng the sea, beneath a tower of massed vernilion clouds, | decided
that | rather liked the place for all that, and if its sons would perish in
the wars of the gods, | would immortalize themone day in song if | were able.

This mld balmin mnd for what | feared, | joined the fleet and took
command. |If we nade it, they would be feted forever in the halls of the
i mortals.

| was guide and opener of the way. | rejoiced.

So we set sail the following day, and | directed things fromthe | ead
ship. I led us into a storm and we energed that nuch nearer our destination
| led us past an enornous whirlpool, and we were so much to the good. | |ed us
t hrough a shall ow rocky place, and the shade of the waters deepened afterward.
Their colors began to approxi mate those of Anber. So | still knew how to do
it. I could influence our fate in time and place. | could take us honme. Hone

for nme, that is.



| led us past strange islands where green birds cawed and green apes hung
like fruit in the trees, swng, sonetimnmes gi bbered, and threw rocks into the
sea. Ai ned, doubtless, at us.

I took us far out to sea, and then nosed the fleet around back in the
direction of shore.

Bl eys by now was marchi ng across the plains of the worlds. Sonehow, | knew
he woul d make it, past whatever defenses Eric had set up. | kept in touch with
hi m by means of the cards, and | |earned of his encounters al ong the way.

Li ke, ten thousand nen dead in a plains battle with centaurs, five thousand
lost in an earthquake of frightening proportions. Fifteen hundred dead of a
whirlwi nd pl ague that swept the canps. N neteen thousand dead or nissing in
action as they passed through the jungles of a place | didn't recogni ze, when
the napalmfell upon themfromthe strange buzzing things that passed
overhead. Six thousand deserting in a place that |ooked |ike the heaven they
had been prom sed, five hundred unaccounted for as they crossed a sand fl at
where a nushroom cl oud burned and towered beside them E ghty-six hundred gone
as they nmoved through a valley of suddenly militant machines that rolled
forward on treads and fired fires, eight hundred sick and abandoned, two
hundred dead fromflash floods, fifty-four dying of duels anmong thensel ves,

t hree hundred dead from eati ng poi sonous native fruits, a thousand slain in a
massi ve stanpede of buffalo-like creatures, seventy-three gone when their
tents caught fire, fifteen hundred carried away by the floods, two thousand
slain by the winds that came down fromthe blue hills.

| was pleased that I'd lost only a hundred and ei ghty-six ships in that
tine.

To sl eep, perchance to dream..Yeah, there's a thing that rubs. Eric was
killing us by inches and hours. Hi s proposed coronation was only a few weeks
away, and he obviously knew we were comi ng agai nst him because we died and we
di ed.

Now, it is witten that only a prince of Anber may wal k anmong Shadows,

t hough of course he may lead or direct as many as he chooses al ong such
courses. W |ed our troops and saw them di e, but of Shadow | have this to say:
there is Shadow and there is Substance, and this is the root of all things. O
Substance, there is only Anber, the real city, upon the real Earth, which
contains everything. O Shadow, there is an infinitude of things. Every
possibility exists sonewhere as a Shadow of the real. Anmber, by its very

exi stence, has cast such in all directions. And what may one say of it beyond?
Shadow extends from Anber to Chaos, and all things are possible within it.
There are only three ways of traversing it, and each of themis difficult.

If one is a prince or princess of the bl ood, then one may wal k, crossing
t hrough Shadows, forcing one's environnent to change as one passes, until it
is finally in precisely the shape one desires it, and there stop. The Shadow
world is then one's own, save for famly intrusions, to do with as one woul d.
In such a place had | dwelled for centuries.

The second neans is the cards, cast by Dworkin, Mster of the Line, who
had created themin our inmage, to facilitate comunications between nenbers of
the royal famly. He was the ancient artist to whom space and perspective
meant not hing. He had made up the famly Trunps, which permitted the willer to
touch his brethren wherever they mght be. | had a feeling that these had not
been used in full accord with their author's intention

The third was the Pattern, also drawn by Dworkin, which could only be
wal ked by a menber of our famly. It initiated the walker into the system of
the cards, as it were, and at its ending gave its wal ker the power to stride
across Shadows.

The cards and the Pattern made for instant transport from Substance
t hrough Shadow. The ot her way, wal ki ng, was harder

| knew what Random had done in delivering nme into the true world. As we
had driven, he kept adding, fromnmenory, that which he recalled of Anber, and
subtracting that which did not agree. Wen everything corresponded, he knew we
had arrived. It was no real trick, for had he the know edge, any man coul d



reach his own Anber. Even now, Bleys and | could find Shadow Anbers where each
of us ruled, and spend all of time and eternity ruling there. But this would
not be the sane, for us. For none would be the true Anber, the city into which
we were born, the city fromwhich all others take their shapes.

So we were taking the hardest route, the wal k through Shadow, for our
i nvasi on of Anber itself. Anyone know ng this and possessing the power could
i nterpose obstacles. Eric had done so, and now we faced them as we di ed. \Wat
woul d conme of this? No one knew.

But if Eric were crowned king, it would be reflected and shadowed
ever ywher e.

Al'l the surviving brothers, we princes of Anber, | amsure, felt it nuch
better, each in his own sinple way, personally to achieve this status and
thereafter let the Shadows fall where they m ght.

We passed ghost fleets, the ships of Gerard, as we sailed - the Flying
Dut chmen of this world - that world, and we knew we were com ng near. | used
them as reference points.

On the eighth day of our voyaging we were near to Amber. That is when the
st or m br oke.

The sea turned dark, the clouds collected overhead, and the sails grew

slack within the still that followed. The sun hid its face - an enornous bl ue
one - and | felt that Eric had found us at |ast.

Then the winds arose, and - if you'll excuse the expression - broke - upon
t he vessel | rode.

W& were tenpest-tossed and stormtorn, as the poets say, or said. My guts
felt loose and watery as the first billows hit us. W were hurled fromside to
side like dice in a giant's hand. W were swept over the waters of the sea and
the waters fromthe sky. The sky turned bl ack, and there was sleet mixed in

with the glassy bell ropes that pulled the thunder. Everyone, |'msure, cried
out. I know !l did. | pulled ny way along the shifting deck to seize the
abandoned wheel. | strapped nyself in place and held it. Eric had cut |loose in

Anber, that was for dam sure

One, two, three, four, and there was no | etup. Five hours, then. How nany
men had we | ost? | dunno.

Then | felt and heard a tingling and a tinkling, and | saw Bl eys as
t hrough a | ong gray tunnel

"What's the matter?" he asked. "I've been trying to reach you."

"Life is full of vicissitudes," | replied. "W're riding out one of them"

"Storn?" he said.

"You bet your sweet ass. It's the granddaddy of themall. | think | see a
nmonster off to port. If he has any brains, he'll aimfor the bottom.. He just

did"

"W just had one ourselves," Bleys told ne.

"Monster or storn®"

"Storm" he replied. "Two hundred dead."

"Keep the faith," | said, "hold the fort, and talk to me later. Okay?"

He nodded, and there were |ightnings at his back

"Eric's got our nunber," he added, before he cut off.

| had to agree.

It was three nore hours before things let up, and many nore |l ater |
| earned that we had lost half of the fleet (and on ny vessel - the flagship -
we had lost forty of the crew of one hundred and twenty). It was a hard rain
that fell.

Sonehow, to the sea over Rebnma, we nade it.

| drew forth nmy cards and hel d Randomi s before ne.

VWen he realized who was tal king, the first thing he said was "Turn back,"
and | asked hi m why.

" ' Cause, according to Llewella, Eric can creamyou now. She says wait a
while, till he relaxes, and hit himthen - |like a year from now, naybe."

| shook ny head.

"Sorry," said |l. "Can't. Too many | osses involved in getting us this far



It's a nowor-never situation."

He shrugged, wearing a "Like, | warned you" expression

"Wy, though?" | asked him

"Mainly because | just |earned he can control the weather around here," he
sai d.

"We'll still have to chance it."

He shrugged agai n.

"Don't say | didn't tell you."

"He definitely knows we're com ng?"

"What do you think? Is he a cretin?"

"No. "

"Then he knows. If | could guess it in Rebma, then he knows in Anber - and
d guess, from a wavering of Shadow. "

"Unfortunately," | said, "I have sonme m sgivings about this expedition

but it's Bleys' show "

"You cop out and let himget axed."

"Sorry, but I can't take the chance. He might win. I'"'mbringing in the
fleet."”

"You' ve spoken with Caine, with Gerard?"

“Yes."

"Then you nust think you have a chance upon the waters. But listen, Eric
has figured a way to control the Jewel of Judgment, | gather, from court
gossi p about its double. He can use it to control the weather here. That's
definite. God knows what el se he mght be able to do with it."

| di

"Pity," | said. "W'll have to suffer it. Can't let a few storns
denoral i ze us."

"Corwin, I'Il confess. | spoke with Eric hinmself three days ago."

n W]y?ll

"He asked ne. | spoke with himout of boredom He went into great detai

concerning his defenses.”

"That's because he learned fromJulian that we came in together. He's sure
it'll get back to ne."

"Probably," he said. "But that doesn't change what he said."

"No," | agreed.

"Then let Bleys fight his own war,'

"He's about to be crowned in Anber."

"I know, | know. It's as easy to attack a king, though, as a prince, isn't
it? What difference does it make what he calls hinself at the tinme, so |long as
you take hin? It'Il still be Eric."

"True," | said, "but |I've comitted nyself."

"Then unconmt yoursel f," he said.

" 'Fraid | can't do that."

"Then you're crazy, Charlie.”

"Probably."

"Wl l, good |uck, anyhow. "

"Thanks. "

"See you around."

And that was that, and it troubled ne.

Was | heading into a trap?

Eric was no fool. Perhaps he had a real death-gig lined up. Finally, |

he told ne. "You can hit Eric later."

shrugged and | eaned out over the rail, the cards once again behind ny belt.
It is a proud and lonely thing to be a prince of Anmber, incapable of
trust. I wasn't real fond of it just then, but there | was.

Eric, of course, had controlled the stormwe'd just passed through, and it
seened in line with his being weather nmaster in Anber, as Random had told ne.

So | tried sonething nyself.

| headed us toward an Anmber |ousy with snow. It was the nost horrible
blizzard | could conjure up

The big fl akes began to fall, out there on the ocean

Let himstop then a normal enough Shadow offering, if he could.



And he did.
Wthin a half hour's time the blizzard had di ed, Anber was virtually

i mpervious - and it was really the only city. | didn't want to go off course,
so | let things be. Eric was master of the weather in Anber.
What to do?

We sailed on, of course. Into the jaws of death,

What can one say?

The second stormwas worse than the first, but |I held the wheel. It was
electrified, and focused only on the fleet. It drove us apart. It cost us
forty vessels nore

| was afraid to call Bleys to see what had been done to him

"Around two hundred thousand troops are left," he said. "Flash flood," and
| told himwhat Random had told ne.

“I'"1l buy it," he said. "But let's not dwell on it. Wather or no, we'll

beat him"
"I hope so."
| lit a cigarette and | eaned across the bow
Amber should be coming into sight soon, | knew the ways of Shadow now, and

| knew how to get there by wal ki ng.

But everyone had m sgi vi ngs.

There woul d never be a perfect day, though

So we sailed on, and the darkness cane upon us |ike a sudden wave, and the
wor st storm of themall struck.

We nmanaged to ride out its black Iashings, but I was scared. It was al
true, and we were in northern waters. If Caine had kept his word, all well and
good. If he was getting us out, he was in an excellent position

So | assuned he had sold us out. Why not? | prepared the fleet -
seventy-three vessels remaining - for battle, when | saw hi m approach. The
cards had lied - or else been very correct - when they'd pointed to himas the
key figure.

The | ead vessel headed toward ny own, and | noved forward to neet it. W
hove to, and side by side regarded one another. W coul d have conmuni cated via
the Trumps, but Caine didn't choose to; and he was in the stronger position
Therefore, famly etiquette required that he choose his own neans. He
obvi ously wanted to be on record as he called out, through an anplifier

"Corwi n! Kindly surrender command of your fleet! |'ve got you out nunbered.
You can't nake it through!"

| regarded himacross the waves and raised ny own anplifier to nmy |ips.

"What of our arrangenent?" | asked.

"Null and void," he said. "Your force is far too weak to hurt Anber, so
save |lives and surrender it now. "

| 1 ooked over ny left shoul der and regarded the sun

"Pray hear me, brother Caine," said I, "and grant ne this then: give ne
your |leave to confer with my captains till the sun stands in high heaven."
"Very well," he replied, without hesitation. "They appreciate their

positions, |I'msure."

| turned away then and ordered that the ship he turned about and headed
back in the direction of the main body of vessels.

If I tried to flee, Caine would pursue ne through the Shadows and destroy
t he ships, one by one. Gunpowder did not ignite on the real Earth, but if we
noved very far away, it too would he enmployed to our undoi ng. Caine would find
some, for it was probable, were | to depart, the fleet could not sail the
Shadow seas without ne, and would be left as sitting ducks upon the real
waters here. So the crews were either dead or prisoners, whatever | did.

Random had been ri ght.

| drew forth Bleys' Trump and concentrated till it noved.

"Yes?" he said, and his voice was agitated. | could al nost hear the sounds
of battle about him

"We're in trouble,"” | said. "Seventy-three ships made it through, and

Cai ne has called on us to surrender by noon."



"Dam his eyes!" said Bleys. "I haven't made it as far as you. W're in
the mddle of a fight now An enormous cavalry force is cutting us to pieces.
So | can't counsel you fairly. I've got my own problens. Do as you see fit.
They' re comi ng again!" And the contact was broken

| drew forth Gerard's, and sought contact.

VWen we spoke it seemed | could see a shore Iine behind him | seemed to
recognize it. If nmy guess was correct, he was in southern waters. | don't like
to remenber our conversation. | asked himif he could hel p me agai nst Caine,

and if he woul d.

"I only agreed to let you by," he said. "That is why | withdrew to the
south. | couldn't reach you in tine if | wanted to. | did not agree to help
you kill our brother."

And before |I could reply, he was gone. He was right, of course. He'd
agreed to give ne an opportunity, not to fight ny battle for ne.

What then did that | eave ne?

| lit a cigarette. | paced the deck. It was no |onger norning. The msts
had | ong vani shed and the sun warmed ny shoul ders. Soon it would be noon
Per haps two hours.

| fingered ny cards, weighed the deck in nmy hand. | could try a contest of
wills through them wth either Eric or Caine. There was that power present,
and perhaps even others of which | knew not hing. They had been so desi gned, at
t he command of Oberon, by the hand of the mad artist Dworkin Barinen, that
wi | d- eyed hunchback who had been a sorcerer, priest, or psychiatrist - the
stories conflicted on this point - fromsonme di stant Shadow where Dad had
saved himfrom a di sastrous fate he had brought upon hinself. The details were
unknown, but he had al ways been a bit off his rocker since that tine. Still
he was a great artist, and it was undeni abl e that he possessed sone strange
power. He had vani shed ages ago, after creating the cards and tracing the
Pattern in Amber. W had often specul ated about him but no one seened to know
hi s whereabouts. Perhaps Dad had done himin, to keep his secrets secret.

Cai ne woul d be ready for such an attack, and | probably couldn't break
him though | might be able to hold him Even then, though, his captains had
doubt| ess been given the order to attack

Eric would surely be ready for anything, but if there was nothing el se

left to do, | might as well try it. | had nothing to | ose but ny soul

Then there was the card for Amber itself. | could take nyself there with
it and try an assassination, but | figured the odds were about a mllion to
one against nmy living to effect it.

| was willing to die fighting, but it was senseless for all these nmen to
go down with me. Perhaps ny bl ood was tainted, despite ny power over the
Pattern. A true prince of Anber shoul d have had no such qual ns. | decided then

that nmy centuries on the Shadow Earth had changed me, softened me perhaps, had
done sonething to ne which made nme unlike ny brothers.

| decided to surrender the fleet and then transport nyself to Amber and
chall enge Eric to a final duel. He'd be foolish to accept. But what the hell -
I had nothing else left to do

| turned to make ny wi shes known to ny officers, and the power fell upon
me, and | was stricken speechl ess.

| felt the contact and | finally managed to mutter "Wo?" through cl enched
teeth. There was no reply, but a twisting thing bored slowy within ny nind
and | westled with it there.

After a time when he saw that | could not be broken w thout a |ong

struggle, | heard Eric's voice upon the w nd:

"How goes the world with thee, brother?" he inquired.

"Poorly," | said or thought, and he chuckl ed, though his voice seened
strained by the efforts of our striving.

"Too bad," be told nme. "Had you cone back and supported me, | would have
done well by you. Now, of course, it is too late. Now, | will only rejoice

when | have broken both you and Bl eys."
| did not reply at once, but fought himwth all the power | possessed. He



wi thdrew slightly before it, but he succeeded in holding nme where | stood.

If either of us dared divert his attention for an Instant, we could cone
i nto physical contact or one of us get the upper hand on the nental plane.
could see himnow, clearly, in his chanbers in the pal ace. Wi chever of us
made such a nove, though, he would fall beneath the other's control

So we glared at each other and struggled internally. Well, he had sol ved
one of ny problens, by attacking ne first. He held nmy Trunp in his left hand
and his brows were furrowed. | sought for an edge, but couldn't find one.

People were talking to me but | couldn't hear their words as | stood there
backed agai nst the rail

What time was it?

Al sense of time had departed since the begi nning of the struggle. Could
two hours have passed? Was that it? | couldn't be sure.

"I feel your troubled thought," said Eric. "Yes, | amcoordinated with
Cai ne. He contacted ne after your parley. | can hold you thus while your fleet
i s denolished around you and sent down to Rebna to rot. The fishes will eat
your nmen."

"Wait," | said. "They are guiltless. Bleys and | have msled them and
they think we are in the right. Their deaths woul d serve no purpose. | was
preparing to surrender the fleet."

"Then you shoul d not have taken so long," he replied, "for nowit is too
late. | cannot call Caine to countermand ny orders, w thout releasing you, and
the nonent | release you I will fall beneath your mental dom nation or suffer
physi cal assault. Qur nminds are too proxi mate."

"Supposing | give you ny word that I won't do this thing?"

"Any man woul d be forsworn to gain a kingdom" said Eric

"Can't you read the thought? Can't you feel it within nmy mind? I'll keep
nmy word!"

"I feel there is a strange conpassion for these men you have duped, and
know not what may have caused such a bond, but no. You know it yourself. Even
if you are sincere at this nmonent - as you well nmay be - the tenptation wll
be too great the instant the opportunity occurs. You know it yourself. | can't
risk it."

And | knew it. Anber burned too strongly in the blood of us.

"Your swordsmanshi p has increased remarkably," he comented. "I see that
your exile has done you some good in that respect. You are closer to being ny
equal now t han anyone save Benedict, who may well be dead."

"Don't flatter yourself,"” | said. "I know | can take you now. In fact -

"Don't bother. I won't duel with you at this late date," and he sml ed,
readi ng ny thought, which burned all too clearly.

"I nmore than half w sh you had stood by nme," he said. "I could have used
you nore than any of the others. Julian | spit upon. Caine is a coward. Cerard
is strong, but stupid.”

| decided to put in the only good word I might.

"Listen," | said. "I conned Randominto coning here with me. He wasn't hot
on the idea. | think he woul d have supported you, had you asked him"

"That bastard!" he said. "I wouldn't trust himto enpty chamber pots. One
day I'd find a piranha in nmine. No thanks. | mght have pardoned him save for

your present recomrendation. You'd like ne to clasp himto ny bosom and cal
hi m brot her now, wouldn't you? Ch no! You leap too quickly to his defense. It
reveals his true attitude, of which he has doubtless nade you aware. Let us
forget Randomin the courts of clenency."

| snmelled snoke then and heard the sounds of netal on netal. That woul d
mean that Caine had come upon us and was doi ng his job.

"CGood," said Eric, catching it fromny mnd.

"Stop them Please! My nen don't have a chance agai nst that many!"

"Not even were you to yield - " and he bit it off and cursed. | caught the
t hought, then. He could have asked me to yield in return for their lives, and
then let Caine continue with the slaughter. He would have |liked to have done
that, but he'd let those first words slip out in the heat of his passion



| chuckled at his irritation
“I"1l have you soon, anyhow," be said. "As soon as they take the

flagship."

"Until then,” | said, "try this!™ And | hit himw th everything | had,
boring into his nmind, hurting himwith nmy hatred. | felt his pain and it drove
me harder. For all the years of exile I'd spent, | lashed at him seeking at

| east this payment. For his putting nme through the plague, | beat at the
barriers of his sanity, seeking this vengeance. For the auto accident, for

whi ch | knew he had been responsible, | struck at him seeking sone neasure of
angui sh in return for my hurt.

Hi s control began to slip and my frenzy increased. | bore down upon him
and his hold upon ne began to sl acken

Finally, "You devil!" he cried, and noved his band to cover the card that
he hel d.

The contact was broken, and | stood there shaking.

I had done it. | had bested himin a contest of wills. No | onger would I
fear nmy tyrant brother in any formof single conbat. | was stronger than he.

| sucked in several deep breaths and stood erect, ready for the nonment the
col dness of a new nental attack occurred. | knew that it wouldn't, though, not
fromEric. | sense that he feared ny fury.

| |1 ooked about nme and there was fighting. There was already bl ood on the
decks. A ship had cone al ongsi de us and we were bei ng boarded. Another vesse
was attenpting the sanme maneuver on the opposite side. A bolt whistled by ny
head.

| drew ny bl ade and | eaped into the fray.

| don't know how many | slew that day. | |ost count sonewhere after nunber
twelve or thirteen. It was nmore than twice that, on that engagenent al one,

t hough. The strength with which a prince of Amber is naturally endowed, which
had allowed me to lift a Mercedes, served ne that day, so that | could raise a
man wi th one hand and hurl himover the rail.

W sl ew everyone aboard both boardi ng shi ps and opened their hatches and
sent them down to Rebrma where Random woul d be anmused by the carnage. My crew
had been cut in half in the battle, and | had suffered i nnunerabl e nicks and
scrat ches but nothing serious. W went to the aid of a sister vessel and
knocked off another of Caine's raiders.

The survivors of the rescued vessel cane aboard the flagship and I had a
full crew once nore.

"Blood!" | called out. "G ve ne blood and vengeance this day, my warriors,
and you will be renenbered in Anber forever!"

And as a man. they raised their weapons and cried out, "Blood!" And
gallons - no, rivers - of it were let that day. W destroyed two nore of
Cai ne's raiders, replenishing our nunbers fromthose of the survivors of our
own fleet. As we headed toward a sixth, | clinbed the mainmast and tried to
take a quick count.

W | ooked to be outnunbered three to one. There seened to be between
forty-five and fifty-five remaining of ny fleet.

W took the sixth, and we didn't have to | ook for the seventh and the
ei ghth. They cane to us. W took themtoo, but | received several wounds in
the fighting that again left me with half a crew M/ left shoul der and ny
right thigh had been cut deeply, and a slash along nmy right hip was hurting.

As we sent those ships to the bottom two nore nmoved toward us,

We fled and gained an ally in one of nmy own ships which had been
victorious in its own recent battle. W conbined crews once nore, this tine
transferring the standard to the other vessel, which had been | ess damaged
than my own, which had begun shi pping water badly and was beginning to list to
st ar board.

We were allowed no breathing space, as another vessel neared and the nen
attenpted to board

My men were tired, and | was getting that way. Fortunately the other crew
wasn't in such great shape either. Before the second of Caine's vessels cane



toits aid, we had overwhelned it, boarded, and transferred the standard
again. That ship had been in even better shape.

We took the next and | was left with a good ship, forty nen, and gaspi ng.
There was no one in sight to cone to our aid now All of ny surviving
shi ps were engaged by at |east one of Caine's. A raider was heading toward us

and we fl ed.

W gai ned perhaps twenty mnutes this way. | tried to sail into Shadow,
but it's a hard, slow thing that near to Anber. It's nuch easier to get this
close than it is to depart, because Anber is the center, the nexus. If I'd had

another ten minutes, | could have made it.
I didn't, though.
As the vessel hove nearer, | saw another one off in the distance turning

in our direction. It bore the black and green standard beneath Eric's colors
and the white unicorn. It was Caine's ship. He wanted to be there for the
kill.

We took the first one and didn't even have time to open its hatches before
Cai ne was upon us. | was left standing on the bl oody deck, with a dozen nen
about me, and Caine noved to the bow of his ship and called upon nme to
surrender.

"WIl you grant my nmen their lives if | do this thing?" | asked him

"Yes," he said. "I'd lose a few crewren nyself if | didn't, and there's no
need for that."
"On your word as a prince?" | asked.

He thought about it a nonent, then nodded.

"Very well." he said. "Have your nmen lay down their arnms and board ny
vessel when | cone al ongside. ™"

| sheat hed ny bl ade and nodded about ne.

"You have fought the good fight. and I love you for it," | said. "But we
have lost in this place." |I dried ny hands on ny cloak as | spoke and w ped
themcarefully, as I'd hate to smudge a work of art. "Lay down your arms and
know t hat your exploits of this day will never be forgotten. One day | will
prai se you before the court of Anber."

The nen, the nine big red ones and the three remaining hairy ones, wept as
they put down their arnmns.

"Do not fear that all is lost in the struggle for the city," | said. "W
have | ost only one engagenent and the battle still continues el sewhere. My
brot her Bl eys hacks his way toward Amber at this nmonent. Caine will keep his

word to spare your |ives when he sees that | have gone to join with Bl eys upon
the Iand, for he would not have know edge that he was forsworn cone into
Anber. | amsorry that | cannot take you with ne."

And with this, | drew Bleys' Trunp fromthe pack and held it |ow and
before me, out of sight of the other vessel.

Just as Cai ne cane al ongside, there was novenent beneath that cold, cold
sur f ace.

"Who?" Bl eys asked.

"Corwin," | said. "How fare you?"

"W won the battle, but |ost many troops. We're resting now before we
renew the march. How go things with you?"

"I think we've destroyed nearly half of Caine's fleet, but he's won the
day. He's about to board me now. G ve me escape.”

He held forth his hand and | touched it and collapsed into his arnmns.

"This is getting to be a habit," | muttered, and then | saw that he was
wounded too, about the head, and there was a bandage around his |eft hand.
"Had to grab the wong end of a saber,"” he remarked, as he saw ny eyes fal
upon it. "It smarts.”

| caught ny breath and then we wal ked to his tent, where he opened a
bottle of wi ne and gave ne bread, cheese, and sone dried neat. He still had
plenty of cigarettes and | snmoked one as a nedical officer dressed ny wounds.

He still had around a hundred and ei ghty thousand nmen behind him As I
stood on a hilltop and the evening began around nme, it seened as if | |ooked



out over every canp | had ever stood within, stretching on and on over the
mles and the centuries wi thout end. | suddenly felt tears cone into ny eyes,
for the men who are not like the |ords of Amber, living but a brief span and
passing into dust, that so many of them nust neet their ends upon the
battl efields of the world.

| returned to Bleys' tent and we finished the bottle of wine.

N ne Princes |In Amber
Chapter 7

That night there was a bad storm It hadn't |et up when dawn struggled to
cross the world's palmw th silver, and it continued on through the day's
mar ch.

It is a very denoralizing thing to tranp al ong and be rained on, a cold
rain at that. How I've always hated the nud, through which it seenms |'ve spent
centuries marching!

We sought after a shadow way that was free of rain, but nothing we did
seenmed to matter.

We could march to Anber, but we would do it with our clothing sticking to
us, to the drumbeat of the thunder, with the flashing of the |ightning at our
backs.

The next night the tenperature plumreted, and in the nmorning | stared past
the stiff flags and regarded a worl d gone white beneath a gray sky, filled
with flurries. My breath went back in plunes behind ne.

The troops were ill-equipped for this, save for the hairy ones, and we got
them all noving quickly, to prevent frostbite. The big red guys suffered.
Theirs had been a very warm worl d.

We were attacked by tiger, polar bear, and wolf that day. The tiger Bleys
killed nmeasured ever fourteen feet fromtail tip to nose.

We marched on well into the night, and the thaw began. Bl eys pushed the
troops to get themout of the cold Shadows. The Trunmp for Amber indicated that
a warm dry autumn prevailed there, and we were nearing the real Earth.

By m dni ght on that second night we'd marched through slush and sl eet,
cold rains, warmrains, and on into a dry world.

The orders were given to nake canp then, with triple security cordons.
Considering the tired condition of the nen we were ripe for an attack. But the
troops were staggering and coul dn't be pushed nuch further

The attack came several hours later, and Julian led it, |I learned |ater
fromthe description given by survivors.

He headed commando rai ds agai nst our nobst vul nerable canpsites on the
peri phery of the main body. Had | known it to be Julian, | would have used his
Trunp to try to hold him but | only knew it after the fact.

We' d | ost perhaps two thousand men in the abrupt winter, and | didn't yet
know how many Jul i an had accounted for

It seened the troops were beginning to get denoralized, but they foll owed
when we ordered them ahead.

The next day was one continuous anbush. A body of men the size of ours
could not be allowed to deviate sufficiently to try to deal with the harassing
raids Julian | ed against our flanks. W got some of his nen, but not enough
one for every ten of ours, perhaps.

By high noon we were crossing the valley that paralleled the seacoast. The
Forest of Arden was to the north and our left. Anber lay directly ahead. The
breezes were cool and filled with the odors of earth and its sweet grow ng
things. A few leaves fell. Anber lay eighty niles distant and was but a
shi mrer above the horizon

That afternoon, with a gathering of clouds and but the lightest of rains,
the bolts began to fall fromthe heavens. Then the storm ceased and the sun
cane forth to dry things off.



After a tine, we snelled the snoke.

After another tine, we sawit, flapping skyward all about us.

Then the sheets of flane began to rise and fall. They noved toward us,
with their crunching, constant footsteps; and as they came nearer, we began to
feel the heat, and sonmewhere, way back along the lines, a panic arose. There
were cries, and the colums swelled and wel | ed forward.

We began to run.

Fl akes of ash were falling about us now, and the snoke grew thicker. W
sprinted ahead and the flanmes rushed even closer. The sheets of |ight and heat
fl apped a steady, welling thunder as we ran, and the waves of warnth beat upon
us, washed over us. Soon they were right there al ongside us, and the trees
bl ackened and the | eaves fl aked down, and sonme of the smaller trees began to
sway. For as far ahead as we could see, our way was an alley of fires.

We ran faster, for soon things would be worse.

And we were not m staken

Big trees began to topple across our path. W | eaped over them we circled
around them At least, we were on a trail

The heat becane stifling and the breath came heavy in our lungs. Deer and
wol ves and foxes and rabbits darted past us, fleeing with us, ignoring our
presence and that of their natural enem es. The air above the snoke seened
filled with crying birds. Their droppings fell anmong us, went unnoticed.

To burn this ancient wood, as venerable as the Forest of Arden, seened
al nrost an act of sacrilege to me. But Eric was prince in Anber, and soon to be
king. | suppose | mght have, too.

My eyebrows and hair were singed. My throat felt |ike a chimmey. How many
woul d this assault cost us? | wondered.

Seventy miles of wooded valley |ay between us and Anmber, and over thirty
behi nd us, going back to the forest's end.

"Bleys!" | gasped. "Two or three miles ahead of us the trail forks! The
right branch comes nore quickly to the river G sen, which goes down to the
seal | think it's our one chance! The whole Valley of Garnath is going to be
burned! Qur only hope lies in reaching the water!"

He nodded.

We raced on, but the fires outpaced us.

We nade it to the fork, though, beating out flames on our snoldering
cl ot hi ng, w ping ashes fromour eyes, spitting such from our nouths, running
hands through our hair when the flanel ets nested there.

"Only about a quarter mile nore," | said.

| had been struck several times by falling boughs. Al the exposed areas
of my skin pulsed with a nmore than feverish pain, and many of the covered
areas as well. W ran through burning grasses, heading down a |ong sl ope, and
when we reached the bottom we saw the water, and our speed increased, though
we didn't think it possible. W plunged in and let the cold wetness enbrace
in.

Bleys and | contrived to float as near together as possible as the
currents took us and we were swept along the tw sting course of the G sen. The
i nterl ocked branches of the trees overhead had become as the beans in a
cat hedral of fire. As they broke apart and collapsed in places, we had to turn
onto our bellies and swimor dive for the deepest places, depending on how
near we were. The waters about us were filled with hissing and bl ackened
debris, and at our backs our surviving troops' heads in the river seened as a
strip of floating coconuts.

The waters were dark and cold and our wounds began to ache, and we
shivered and our teeth chattered.

It was several niles before we | eft the burning wood and reached the | ow,
flat, treeless place that led on to the sea. It would be a perfect place for
Julian to be waiting, with archers, | decided. | nentioned this to Bleys and
he agreed, but he didn't reckon there was nuch we could do about it. | was
forced to agree.

The woods burned all around us, and we swam and we drifted.



It seened |ike hours, but nust have been | ess, before ny fears began to
materialize and the first volley of arrows descended.

| dove, and | swam underwater for a long distance. Since | was going with
the current, | made it quite a way along the river before | had to surface
once nore.

As | did, nore arrows fell about ne.

The gods knew how | ong this gauntlet of death m ght be drawn, but | didn't
want to stick around and find out.

| gul ped air and dove once nore.

| touched bottom | felt ny way anong rocks.

I moved along for as far as | could, then headed toward the right bank
exhaling as | rose

| burst through the surface, gasped, took a deep breath and went down
again, without sticking around to get the lay of the | and,

I swamon till my lungs were bursting, and surfaced then

This time | wasn't quite so lucky. | took an arrow through ny biceps.
managed to dive and break off the shaft when |I struck bottom Then | pulled
out the head and continued on by nmeans of the frog kick and underbody sculling
with ny right hand. The next time up I'd be a sitting duck, | knew.

So | forced nyself on, till the red flashes crossed ny eyeballs and the
bl ackness crept into ny head. | nust have stayed down for three m nutes.

VWhen | surfaced this time, though, nothing happened, and | trod water and
gasped.

| made ny way to the left bank and grabbed hold of the trailing
under gr ow h.

| looked all around nme. We were running short on trees at this point, and
the fires hadn't gotten this far. Both banks seemed enpty, but so did the
river. Could | have been the only survivor? It didn't seem possible. After
all, there had been so nany of us when the |ast march began

| was half dead with fatigue and ny entire body was | aced with aches and
pai ns. Every inch of ny skin seened to have been burned, but the waters were

so cold that | was shaking and probably blue. I'd have to | eave the river
soon, if | wanted to live. | felt that | could nmanage a few nore underwater
expedi tions, and | decided to chance them before departing fromthe sheltering
dept hs.

Sonehow | managed four nore laps, and | felt then that | mght not cone up
again if | tried a fifth. So I hung onto a rock and caught my breath, then
crawl ed ashore.

I rolled onto ny back and | ooked all around. | didn't recognize the
| ocale. The fires hadn't reached it yet, though. There was a thick clunmp of
bushes off to my right and | crawled toward it, cramed into it, fell flat on
nmy face and went to sleep

VWen | awoke, | wished | hadn't. Every inch of nme ached, and | was sick.
lay there for hours, half delirious, and finally managed to stagger back to
the river for a long drink of water. Then | headed back for the thicket, made
it, and slept again.

I was still sore when consciousness cane once nore, but alittle bit
stronger. | walked to the river and back, and by neans of ny icy Trunp found
that Bleys was still alive.

"Where are you?" he asked, when | had made the contact.

"Damed if | know," | replied. "Lucky to be anywhere at all. Near the sea,
t hough. | can hear the waves and | know the snell."

"You're near the river?"

“Yes."

"Whi ch bank?"

"Left, as you'd face the sea. North."

"Then stay put,"” he told me, "and I'll send someone after you. I'm
assenbling our forces now. |'ve already got over two thousand together, and

Julian won't come near us. Mdre keep straggling in every mnute,"



"Ckay," | said, and that was it.
| stayed put. | slept as |I did so.

| heard them bashi ng about in the bushes and was alert, | pushed sone
fronds aside and peered forth.

It was three of the big red guys.

So | straightened ny gear and brushed all ny garments, ran a hand through
nmy hair, stood erect and swayed, took several deep breaths, and stepped forth,

"I am here,"” | announced.

Two of them did doubl e-takes, blades in their hands, as | said it.

But they recovered, smled, paid nme deference, and conducted ne back to
the canp. It was perhaps two mles distant. | made it wi thout | eaning.

Bl eys appeared and said, "W' ve got over three thousand now." Then he
called for a nedical officer to take care of ne again.

We were undi sturbed all through the night, and the rest of our troops
straggled in that night and the follow ng day.

We had perhaps five thousand by then. W could see Amber in the distance.

We sl ept another night and on the follow ng norning we set forth.

By afternoon we had nmade maybe fifteen miles. We marched al ong the beach,
and there was no sign of Julian anywhere.

The feeling of pain fromny burns began to subside. My thigh was healthy,
but nmy shoul der and armstill hurt fromhere to hell and back again.

We marched on, and soon we were within forty mles of Anber. The weat her
stayed clement and all of the wood to our left was a desol ate, blackened ruin.
The fire had destroyed npost of the tinber in the valley, so for once there was
a thing in our favor. Julian nor anybody el se could anmbush us. W'd see them
coming a mle off. W nmade another ten nmles ere the sun fell and we
bi vouacked on the beach

The next day, | remenbered that Eric's coronation was near at hand and
rem nded Bl eys. W had al nost | ost count of the days, but realized we stil
had a few remai ni ng.

We | ed a speed-march till noon, then rested. By then, we were twenty-five
mles away fromthe foot of Kolvir. By twilight, the distance was ten.

And we kept on. We narched till m dnight and we bivouacked once again. By
that time, | was beginning to feel fairly alive once nore. | practiced a few
cuts with ny blade and coul d al nbst manage them The next day, | felt even
better.

We marched until we cane to the foot of Kolvir, where we were net by al
of Julian's forces, conmbined with many from Caine's fleet who now stood as
foot soldiers.

Bl eys stood there and called things, |ike Robert E. Lee at
Chancel l orsville, and we took them

We had maybe three thousand men when we had fini shed off everything Julian
had to throw against us. Julian, of course, escaped.

But we had won. There was cel ebration that night. W had won.

| was very afraid by then, and | made ny fears known to Bl eys. Three
t housand nen agai nst Kol vir.

I had lost the fleet, and Bleys had | ost over ninety-eight percent of his
foot soldiers. | did not |ook upon these as rejoiceable itens.

| didn't like it.

But the next day we began the ascent. There was a stairway, allow ng for
the men to go two abreast along it. This would narrow soon, however, forcing
us to go single file.

We nade it a hundred yards up Kolvir, then two, then three.

Then the stormblew in fromthe sea, and we held tight and were | ashed by
it.

Afterward, a couple of hundred nmen were m ssing.

We struggled on and the rains cane down. The way grew steeper, nore
slippery. A quarter of the way up Kolvir we net with a colum of armed nen
descendi ng. The first of these traded blows with the | eaders of our vanguard,



and two men fell. Two steps were gai ned, and another man fell

This went on for over an hour, and by then we were about a third of the
way up and our line was wearing back toward Bl eys and nyself. It was good that
our big red warriors were stronger than Eric's troops. There would cone a
clash of arms, a cry, and a man woul d be brought by. Sonetimes he woul d be
red, occasionally furry, but nore often he wore Eric's colors.

We nade it to the halfway point, fighting for every step. Once we reached
the top, there would be the broad stair of which the one to Rebma had been but
an image. It would lead up to the Great Arch, which was the eastern
entranceway to Anber.

Perhaps fifty of our vanguard remained. Then forty, thirty, twenty...

We were about two-thirds of the way up by then, and the stair zigged and
zagged its way back and forth across the face of Kolvir. The eastern stair is
seldomused. It is alnost a decoration. Qur original plans had been to cut
t hrough the now bl ackened valley and then circle, clinmbing, and to take the
western way over the mountains and enter Anber from behind. The fire and
Julian had changed all this. W' d never have nmade it up and around. It was now
a frontal assault or nothing. And it wasn't going to be nothing.

Three nore of Eric's warriors fell and we gained four steps. Then our
front man made the | ong descent and we | ost one.

The breeze was sharp and cool fromoff the sea, and birds were collecting
at the foot of the nountain. The sun broke through the clouds, as Eric
apparently put aside his weather making now that we were engaged with his
force.

We gai ned six steps and | ost anot her man.

It was strange and sad and wild..

Bl eys stood before ne, and soon his turn would come. Then mne, should he
peri sh.

Si x of the vanguard remai ned,

Ten steps...

Then five remai ned.

We pushed on, slowy, and there was bl ood on every step for as far back as
| could see. There's a noral there, sonewhere.

The fifth man sl ew four before he fell hinself, so bringing us to another
zig, or zag, as the case may be.

Onward and upward, our third man fighting with a blade in either hand. It
was good that he fought in a holy war, for there was real zeal behind each
bl ow. He took three before he died.

The next wasn't as zeal ous, or as good with his blades. He fel
i medi ately, and then there were two.

Bl eys drew his long, filigreed blade, and its edge sparkled in the sun

"Soon, brother," he said, "we will see what they can do against a prince."

"Only one, | hope." | replied. and he chuckl ed.

I'd say we were three-quarters of the way there when Bleys' turn finally
cane.

He | eaped forward, i mediately dislodging the first man to face him The
poi nt of his blade found the throat of the second, and the flat of it fel
al ongsi de the head of the third, dislodging himalso. He dueled a nonent with
the fourth and di spatched him

My own bl ade was in nmy hand, ready, as | watched and advanced.

He was good, even better than | renenbered himto be. He advanced |ike a
whirlwi nd, and his blade was alive with light. They fell before it - how they
fell, ny friend! \Watever else you mght say of Bleys, on that day he
acquitted hinself as becane his rank. | wondered how | ong he coul d keep goi ng.

He'd a dagger in his left hand, which he used with brutal efficiency
whenever he could manage a corps ...corps. He left it in the throat of his
el eventh victim

I could see no end to the columm which opposed us. | decided that it rmnust
stretch all the way to the landing at the top. | hoped my turn wouldn't cone.
| alnost believed it.



Three nore nmen plumeted past ne and we canme to a small |anding and a
turn. He cleared the | anding and began the ascent. For half an hour | watched
him and they died and they died. | could hear the murmurs of awe fromthe nen
behind me. | al nost thought he could make it to the top

He used every trick available. He baffled bl ades and eyes with his cl oak
He tripped the warriors. He seized wists and twisted, with his full strength.

We nade it to another | anding. There was sone bl ood on his sleeve by then
but he sniled constantly, and the warriors behind the warriors he killed were
ashen. This hel ped him too. And perhaps the fact that | stood ready to fil
the gap also contributed to their fears and so slowed them worked on their
nerves. They'd heard of the naval engagenent, | |ater |earned.

Bl eys worked his way to the next landing, cleared it, turned again, began
to ascend. | hadn't thought he could rmake it that far, then. | didn't think I
could make it as far as he had. It was the nost phenonenal display of
swor dsmanshi p and endurance |1'd seen since Benedict had held the pass above
Arden agai nst the Monriders out of Ghenesh

He was tiring, though, | could see that, too. If only there were sone way
for me to relieve him to spell himfor a tine.

But there wasn't. So I followed, fearing every stroke might be his |ast.

| knew that he was weakening. W were within a hundred feet of the top at
t hat point.

| suddenly felt for him He was ny brother and he'd done well by ne. |
don't think he thought he'd nake it then, yet he was fighting on... in effect,
giving ne ny chance for the throne.

He killed three nore nen, and his bl ade noved nore slowy each tinme. He
fought with the fourth for perhaps five mnutes before he took him | was
certain the next would he his |ast.

He wasn't, though

As he slew that man, | transferred ny blade frommny right hand to ny left,
drew my dagger with ny right and threwit.

It went in up to the hilt, in the throat of the next man. Bl eys sprang
over two steps and hamstrung the man before him casting hi m downward.

Then he cut upward, ripping open the belly of the one behind that one.

| rushed to fill the gap, to be tight behind himand ready. He didn't need
me yet, though

He took the next two, with a new burst of energy. | called for another
dagger and one was passed to nme from sonewhere al ong the line.

| kept it ready till he slowed once nore, and | used it on the man he
f ought .

The man was lunging as it spun in, so the hilt rather than the bl ade
caught him It struck agai nst his head, though, and Bl eys pushed agai nst his
shoul der and he fell. But the next man | eaped forward, and though he inpal ed
hi nsel f, he struck Bl eys upon the shoul der and they went over the edge
t oget her.

By reflex, alnpbst w thout knowi ng what | was doing, yet knowing fully in
one of those mcrosecond decisions you justify after the fact, ny left hand
| eaped to ny belt, whipped out nmy pack of the Trunmps and cast them toward
Bl eys as he seened to hang there for an instant - so rapidly did ny nuscles
and perceptions respond - and | cried out, "Catch them you fool!"

And he did.

| didn't have tine to see what happened next, as | parried and thrust.
Then began the final |ap of our journey up Kolvir.

Let's just say | nmade it and was gasping, as ny troops came over the edge
to support me there on the | anding.

We consol i dated our forces and pressed ahead.

It took us an hour to reach the Geat Arch

We passed through. W entered Anber.

VWerever Eric was, |'msure he'd never guessed we'd make it this far

And | wondered where Bl eys was? Had he gotten a chance to grab a Tranmp and
use it, before he reached the botton? | guessed that |I'd never know.



We had underestimated, all the way around. W were outhunmbered now, and
the only thing left to do was to fight on for as long as we could hold out.
Why had | done such a foolish thing as throw Bleys nmy Trunps? | knew he had
none of his own and that's what had dictated ny response, conditioned perhaps
by my years on the Shadow Earth, But | might have used themto escape, if
t hi ngs went badly.

Thi ngs went badly.

We fought on until twilight, and by then there was only a small band of us
r emai ni ng.

W& were surrounded at a point a thousand yards within Amber, and still far
fromthe palace. W were fighting a defensive fight, and one by one we died.
W were overwhel ned

Llewella or Deirdre would have given ne sanctuary. Why had | done it?

| killed another man and put the question out of ny nind.

The sun went down and darkness filled the sky. W were down to a few
hundred by then, and not much closer to the pal ace.

Then | saw Eric and heard hi mshouting orders. If only | could reach himn

But | couldn't.

|'d probably have surrendered, to save ny remmining troops, who had served
me far too well

But there was no one to surrender to, no one asking for a surrender. Eric
couldn't even hear nme if | cried out. He was out of the way, directing. So we
fought on, and I was down to a hundred nen.

Let's be brief.

They killed everyone but ne.

At nme they threw nets and unl eashed bl unted arrows.

Finally, | fell and was clubbed and hog-tied, and then everything went
away but a nightmare which attached itself and wouldn't let go, no matter
what .

W had | ost.

| awoke in a dungeon far bel ow Anber, sorry that | had made it that far

The fact that | still lived neant that Eric had plans for me. | visualized
racks and braces, flanes and tongs. | foresaw nmy comi ng degradation as | |ay

there on the danp straw

How | ong had | been unconscious? | did not know.

| searched ny cell for a neans of committing suicide. | found nothing that
woul d serve this purpose.

Al my wounds bl azed like suns, and | was so very tired.

| lay ne down and sl ept once nore.

| awakened, and still no one came to nme. There was none to buy, none to
torture.

Al so, there was nothing for ne to eat.

| lay there, wapped in ny cloak, and | reviewed everything that had
happened since |'d awakened in Greenwood and refused ny hypo. Better, perhaps,
if | hadn't.

| knew despair.

Soon Eric would be crowned king in Anber. This thing night already have
occurr ed.

But sleep was so lovely a thing, and | so tired.

It was the first real chance I'd had to rest and forget ny wounds.

The cell was so dark arid snmelly and danp.

N ne Princes |In Amber
Chapter 8

How many times | awakened and returned to sleep, | do not know Tw ce
found bread and nmeat and water on a tray by the door. Both times, | enptied



the tray. My cell was alnost pitch dark and very chilly. | waited there, and
wai t ed.

Then they canme for ne.

The door swung open and a feeble light entered. | blinked at it as | was
called forth.

The corridor without was filled to overflowing with armed nen, so | wasn't
about to try anything.

| rubbed at the stubble on ny chin and went where they took ne.

After a long walk, we cane to the hall of the spiral stair and began to

ascend. | asked no questions as we nmoved, and no one offered ne any
i nformati on.
VWen we reached the top, | was conducted further into the pal ace proper

They took me to a warm clean roomand ordered ne to strip, which I did. Then
| entered a steami ng tub of water, and a servant cane forth and scrubbed ne
and shaved nme and trinmed ny hair.

VWen | was dry again, | was given fresh garnents, of black and of silver.

| donned them and a black cl oak was hung about ny shoul ders, its clasp a
silver rose.

"You are ready," said the sergeant of the guard. "Cone this way."

| followed him and the guard foll owed ne.

| was taken far to the back of the palace where a smth placed manacl es
about nmy wists, fetters on ny ankles, with chains upon themtoo heavy for ne
to break. Had | resisted, | knew | would have been beaten unconscious and the
result woul d have been the sane. | had no desire to be beaten unconsci ous
again, so | conplied

Then the chains were taken up by several of the guards, and | was | ed back
toward the front of the palace. | had no eyes for the magnificence that |ay
all about nme. | was a prisoner. | would probably soon be dead or on the rack
There was nothing | could do right now. A glance out of the w ndow showed ne
that it was early evening, and there was no place for nostalgia as | passed
t hrough roons where we had played as children

| was led up a long corridor and into the great dining room

There were tables all over the place, and people seated all about them
many of whom | knew

Al the fine gowns and suits of Amber burned about ne on the bodies of the
nobl es, and there was nusic beneath the torchlight and food al ready upon the
tabl es, though no one was eating yet.

| saw faces that | recognized, like Flora's, and sone strange faces. There
was the mnstrel. Lord Rein - yes, he had been knighted, by me - whom | had
not seen in centuries. He turned his eyes away when ny gaze fell upon him

| was taken to the foot of the huge center table and seated there.

The guards stayed and stood behind nme. They fastened the ends of ny chains
torings fresh - set in the floor. The seat at the head of ny table was as yet
unoccupi ed.

| did not recognize the woman to ny right, but the man to nmy left was

Julian. | ignored himand stared at the lady, a little wisp of a bl onde.
"Good evening," | said. "I don't believe we've been introduced. My nane is
Corwin."

She | ooked at the man at her right for support, a heavy, redheaded guy
with lots of freckles. He | ooked away and suddenly became engaged in an
ani mat ed conversation with the woman to his right.

"It's all right to talk with me, honest,"” | said. "It's not contagious.

She managed a weak smile and said, "I'mCarnmel. How are you, Prince
Corwi n?"

"That's a sweet nane," | replied, "and I'mjust fine. Wiat's a nice girl

like you doing in a place like this?"

She took a quick drink of water.

"Corwi n," said Julian, |ouder than necessary. "I think the lady finds you
of f ensi ve and obnoxi ous. "

"What's she said to you so far this evening?" and he didn't blush. He



whi t ened.

"That will be enough fromyou."

| stretched then, and rattled ny chains on purpose. Qutside of the effect
it produced, it also showed me how much slack | had. Not enough, of course.
Eri ¢ had been careful

"Come cl oser and whi sper nme your objections, brother," | said.

But he didn't.

| had been the last to be seated, so | knew the tinme was near at hand. And
it was.

There came five trunpet notes fromsix trunpets and Eric entered the hall.

Everybody st ood.

Except for ne.

The guards had to drag me to ny feet by means of the chains and hold ne
there.

Eric smled and descended the stair to ny right. | could barely see his
own col ors beneath the ermine robe that he wore.

He noved to the head of the table and stood before his chair. A servant
cane and stood behind him and the wi ne stewards made their rounds, pouring.

VWen all the glasses were filled, he raised his.

"May you dwell forever in Amber," he said, "which endureth forever," and
everyone raised his gl ass.

Except for ne.

"Pick it up!" said Julian.

"Shove it up," said I

He didn't, only glared. But | |eaned forward quickly then and raised ny
gl ass.

There were a coupl e hundred peopl e between us, but ny voice carried. And
Eric's eyes were upon ne all the while, as | said, "To Eric, who sits at the
foot of the table!"

No one nmoved to touch nme as Julian enptied his glass upon the floor. Al
the others did the sane, but | managed to quaff nost of mine, before it was
struck from ny hand.

Eric seated hinself then and the nobles followed suit, and | was rel eased
to fall into ny chair.

The serving began, and since | was hungry | ate as well as the rest of
them and better than nost.

There was constant nusic and the neal |asted for over two hours. No one
said a word to me during the whole tinme, and | said nothing nore nyself. But
nmy presence was felt, and our table was quieter than the others.

Cai ne sat farther up along the table. At Eric's right hand. | gathered
that Julian was out of favor. Neither Random nor Deirdre was present. There
were many ot her nobles whom | recogni zed, some of whom | had once counted as
friends, but none of these would return ny gl ances.

| gathered then that it only required a small formality for Eric to be
king in Anber.

And this foll owed shortly.

After dinner, there were no speeches - Eric sinply stood.

There canme another flash of trunpets and a raucous sound upon the air.

Then there was a procession, leading all the way to the throne room of
Anber .

| knew what was com ng next.

Eric stood before the throne and everybody bowed.

Except for me, that is, and | was forced to my knees anyway.

Today was the day of his coronation

There was silence. Then Caine bore in the cushion which held the crown,
the crown of Anber. He knelt and froze in that position, offering it.

Then | was jerked to ny feet and dragged forward. | knew what was about to
happen. It cane upon ne in a flash, and | fought. But | was beaten down and
brought to my knees at the foot of the stair before the throne.



The nusic rose up softly - it was "G eensl eeves" - and sonewhere at ny
back Julian said, "Behold the crowning of a new king in Anber!" Then to ne, in
a whi sper, "Take up the crown and hand it to Eric. He will crown hinself."

| stared at the crown of Amber upon the crinson cushi on Cai ne held.

It was wought of silver and had seven high points, each topped by a gem
stone. It was studded with eneralds, and there were two huge rubies at either
tenpl e.

I didn't nmove, thinking of the times | had seen the face of our father
beneath it.

"No," | said sinply, and | felt a blow upon ny |left check

"Take it and give it to Eric," he repeated.

| tried to strike at him but ny chains were drawn tight. | was struck
agai n.

| stared at the high sharp peaks.

"Very well," | finally said, and reached for it.

| held it in both hands for a nonent then quickly placed it on ny own head
and declared, "I crown ne, Corwin, king of Amber!"

It was renmoved i nmedi ately and repl aced upon the cushion. Several bl ows
fell upon my back. There came a nurnuring throughout the hall

"Now pick it up and try it again," said Julian. "Take it and hand it to
Eric."

Anot her blow fell.

"Ckay," | told him feeling nmy shirt grow wet.

This time | hurled it, hoping to put out one of Eric's eyes.

He caught it in his right hand and smled down at ne as | was beaten

"Thank you," he said. "Now hear me, all you present, and those of you who

listen in Shadow. | assune the crown and throne this day. | take into my hand
the scepter of the kingdom of Amber. | have won the throne fairly, and | take
it and hold it by the right of my blood."

"Liar!" | cried, and a hand was cl apped over ny nout h.

"I crown nyself Eric the First, King of Amber."

"Long live the King!" cried the nobles, three tines.

Then he | eaned forward and whi spered to nme, "Your eyes have | ooked upon
the fairest sight they will ever hold... Guards! Take Corwin away to the
smthy, and let his eyes be burnt fromout his head! Let himrenenber the
sights of this day as the |last he m ght ever see! Then cast himinto the
dar kness of the deepest dungeon beneath Anber, and let his name be forgotten!"

| spat and was beaten

I fought every step of the way, but was taken forth fromthe hall. No one
woul d | ook upon ne as | went, and the last thing | remenber was the sight of
Eric seated upon the throne, pronouncing his blessing upon the nobl es of
Anmber, and sniling.

That which he said was done to ne, and nercifully | fainted before it was
fini shed.

I have no idea how nmuch later it was that | awakened within absolute
bl ackness and felt the terrible pains within ny head. Perhaps it was then that
| pronounced the curse, or perhaps it had been at the tine that the white hot
irons had descended. | don't renenber. But | knew that Eric would never rest
easy upon the throne, for the curse of a prince of Anber, pronounced in a
full ness of fury, is always potent.

| clawed at the straw, in the absolute blackness of my cell, and no tears
cane. That was the horror of it. After atime - only you and I, gods, know how
long - sleep canme again.

VWen | awakened, there was still the pain. | rose to ny feet. | neasured
of f the dinensions of nmy cell. Four paces in width, five in length. There was
a lavatory hole in the floor and a strawtick mattress in a corner. The door
contained a small slot at the bottom and behind it there was a tray which
held a stale piece of bread and a bottle of water. | ate and | drank, but I
was not refreshed.



My head ached so, and there was nothing of peace w thin ne.

| slept as nuch as I could, and no one cane to see ne. | awakened and
crossed my cell and felt for food and ate it when | found it. | slept as much
as | coul d.

After seven sleeps, the pain was gone fromout ny eye sockets. | hated ny

brot her who was king in Amber. Better he had killed ne.

| wondered at the popul ar reaction, but could not guess.

When the darkness reached as far as Amber, however, | knew that Eric would
have his regrets. This much | knew, and this conforted ne.

Thus began ny days of darkness, and | had no way of neasuring their
passage. Even if | had had eyes, | could not have distingui shed day from ni ght
in that place.

Time went on its way, ignoring me. There were occasi ons when | broke into
a sweat over this and shivered. Had | been there nonths? Only hours? O weeks?
O had it been years?

| forgot all about time. | slept, | paced (I knew exactly where to place
nmy feet and when to turn), and | reflected upon things | had done and hadn't
done. Sometines | would sit cross-legged and breathe slowy and deeply, and
enpty nmy mind and keep it that way for as long as | could. This hel ped -

t hi nki ng of not hi ng.

Eric had been clever. Although the power lived within me, now it was
usel ess. A blind man cannot wal k anong Shadows.

My beard had grown down to ny chest and ny hair was long. | was al ways
hungry at first, but after a time ny appetite waned. Sonetimes | grew dizzy
when | stood up too rapidly.

| could still see, in ny nightmares, but this hurt ne even nore when
awakened.

Later, though, | felt sonewhat distant fromthe events which had led up to
this. It was al nost as though they had happened to a different person. And
this, too, was true.

| had lost a lot of weight. | could visualize nyself, pallid and thin.
couldn't even cry, though | felt like it a couple of tines. There was
somet hing wong with nmy tear ducts. It was a dreadful thing that any man
shoul d be brought to this.

Then one day there cane a |ight scratching upon the door. | ignored it.

It came again, and still | did not respond.

Then | heard nmy name whispered, in the interrogative.

| crossed the cell.

"Yes?" | replied.

"I't's me, Rein," he said. "How are you?"

| laughed at that.

"Fine! Ch just fine!" | said. "Steak and chanmpagne every night, and
dancing girls. God! You should nmake the scene sonetine!"

"I"'msorry," he said, "that there is nothing I can do for you," and
could feel the pain in his voice.

"I know, " | said.

"I would if | could,” he told ne.

"l know that, too."

"l brought you sonething. Here."

The little gate at the bottomof the cell door creaked slightly as it
swung i nward several tines

"What is it?" | asked.

"Sone clean clothes,” he said, "and three | oaves of fresh bread, a head of
cheese, sone beef, two bottles of wine, a carton of cigarettes, and a | ot of
mat ches. "

My voi ce caught in ny throat.

"Thanks, Rein. You're all right. How did you arrange this?"

"I know the guard who's standing duty this shift. He won't tal k. He owes
me too mnuch."”



"He mght try to cancel his debts by squealing,” | said. "So don't do it
again - much as | appreciate it. Needless to say, I'll dispose of the
evi dence. "

"I wish it had turned out different, Corwin."

"You and nme both. Thanks for thinking of me when you were ordered not to."

"That part was easy." he said.

"How | ong have | been in this place?"

"Four nonths and ten days," he said.

"So what's new in Anber?"

"BEric reigns. That's all."

"Where's Julian?"

"Back in the Forest of Arden with his guard."

" \Why 2"

"Some strange things made it through Shadow recently."

"l see. How about Caine?"

"He's still in Amber, enjoying hinmself. Wenching and drinking, nostly."
"And Gerard?"

"He's admiral of the entire fleet.”

| sighed with a bit of relief. | was afraid his withdrawal during the

naval engagenent mi ght have cost him something with Eric.

"And what of Randon®"

"He's up the hall aways."

"What ? He was taken?"

"Yes. He wal ked the Pattern in Rebma and showed up here, with a crossbow
He wounded Eric before he was taken."

"Real | y? Why wasn't he slain?"

"Well, runmor has it he's married a nobl ewoman of Rebma. Eric didn't want
to court an incident with Rebma at
this point. Mdire has quite a kingdom and there is talk that Eric is even
consi deri ng asking her to be his queen. Al gossip, of course. But
interesting.”

"Yes " | said

"She |iked you, didn't she?"

"Somewhat. How did you hear?"

"I was present when Random was sentenced. | got to speak with himfor a
monent. The Lady Vialle, who clains to be his wife, has asked to join himin
prison. Eric is not yet certain howto reply."

| thought upon the blind girl, who I had never met, and | wondered at
this.

"How | ong ago did all this happen?" | asked.

"Mn Thirty-four days," he replied. "That was when Random showed up. A
week later, Vialle made her request.”

"She must be a strange woman, |f she really | oves Random"

"Those were ny sentinents," he replied. "I can't think of a nore unusua
conbi nation. "

"I'f you should get to see himagain, give himny regards and ny regrets."

“Yes."

"How fare ny sisters?"

"Deirdre and Llewella remain in Rebma. The Lady Florinel has been enjoying
Eric's favors and stands high in the present court. | do not know where Fiona
is presently."”

"Has anything nore been heard of Bleys? | amsure that he died."

"He nust have died," said Rein, "H s body was never recovered, though."

"What of Benedict?"

"As absent as ever."

"How about Brand?"

"No word. "

"Then | guess that covers the whole famly tree, as it stands at present.
Have you written any new bal | ads?"

"No," he said. "I'mstill working on ' The Siege of Amber,' but it will be



an underground hit, if at all."
| reached ny hand out through the tiny gate at the bottom of the door
"I would clasp hands with thee," | said, and | felt his hand touch m ne
"It was good of thee to do this thing for ne. Don't do it again, though
It would he foolish to risk Eric's wath."
He squeezed ny hand, nuttered sonething, and was gone.
I found his CARE package and stuffed nyself with the nmeat, which was the

nost perishable item | ate a lot of the bread to accompany it, and | realized
that | had al nost forgotten how good food can taste. Then | grew drowsy and
slept. | don't think |I slept very |long, and when | awoke | opened one of the
bottl es of w ne.

It didn't take as much as usual, in my weakened condition, to get me kind
of high. | had a cigarette, sat down on ny mattress, |eaned back agai nst the
wal |, and nused.

I remenbered Rein as a child. | was already full grown by then and he was

a candidate for court jester. A thin, w se kid. People had kidded himtoo
much. Me included. But | wote rmusic, conposed ballads, and he'd picked up a
| ute sonmewhere and had taught hinself how to use it. Soon we were singing with
voi ces together raised and all like that, and before long | took a liking to
hi m and we worked together, practicing the martial arts. He was lousy at them
But | felt kind of sorry for the way | had treated himearlier, what with the
way he had dug ny stuff, so | forced the fake graces upon him and al so nmade
hi ma passabl e saber nman. |I'd never regretted it, and | guess he didn't
either. Before |ong, he becane mnstrel to the court of Amber. | had called
himmy page all that while, and when the wars beckoned, against the dark
t hi ngs out of Shadow called Wirnmonken, | made himny squire, and we had
ridden off to the wars together. | knighted himupon the battlefield, at Jones
Falls, and he had deserved it. After that, he had gone on to becone ny better
when it came to the ways of words and nmusic. His colors were crinson and his
words were golden. | loved him as one of nmy two or three friends in Anber. |
didn't think he'd take the risk he had to bring me a decent neal, though.
didn't think anyone would. | had another drink and snoked another cigarette,
in his name, to celebrate him He was a good nan. | wondered how | ong he woul d
survi ve.

| threw all the butts into the head and also - eventually - the enpty
bottle. I didn't want anything around to show that | had been "enjoying"
nmysel f, should a sudden inspection be held. | ate all the good food he had
brought nme, and | felt surfeited for the first time since | had been in
durance. | saved the last bottle for one massive spell of drunkenness and
forgetful ness.

And after that time had passed, | returned to ny cycle of recrimnations.

| hoped, mainly, that Eric had no nmeasure of our conplete powers. He was
king in Amber, granted, but he didn't know everything. Not yet. Not the way
Dad had known. There was a million-in-one shot that mght still work in ny
favor. So much so, and so different that at least it served to grant me ny
smal | purchase upon sanity, there in the grip of despair.

But maybe | did go mad for a time, | don't know There are days that are
great blanks to me now, as | stand here on the brink of Chaos. God knows what
they held, and I'll never see a shrink to find out.

There are none of you, good doctors, could cope with ny famly, anyway.

| lay there and | paced there, within the nunbing darkness. | grew quite
sensitive to sounds. | listened to the scurry of rats' feet through straw, the
di stant moani ng of other prisoners, the echoes of a guard s footsteps as he
approached with a tray of food. | began estimating di stances and direction
fromthings like this.

| suppose | becane nore sensitive to odors also, but | tried not to think
about themtoo nuch. Aside fromthe imagi nabl e nauseati ng ones there was, for
a long while, what | would swear to be the odor of decaying flesh. | wondered,
if 1 were to die, how long would it be before soneone took notice? How many



chunks of bread and bow s of slop would go uneaten before the guard thought to
check within after my continued exi stence?

The answer to that one could be very inportant.

The death odor was around for a long while. | tried to think in terms of
time again, and it seened that it persisted for over a week.

Though | rationed nyself carefully, resisting the conpul sion, the handy

tenmptation, for as long as | could, | finally found nyself down to ny fina
pack of cigarettes.

| tore it open and Iit one. | had had a carton of Salens and | had snoked
el even packs. That was two hundred and twenty cigarettes. | had once tined

nmyself with one, and it had taken ne seven mnutes to snmoke it. That nade for
a total of one thousand five hundred and forty m nutes spent snoking, or
twenty-five hours and forty mnutes. | was sure | had spent at |east an hour
bet ween cigarettes, nore like an hour and a half. Say an hour and a half. Now
figure that | was sleeping six to eight hours per day. That left sixteen to
ei ght een waki ng hours. | guessed | was smoking ten or twelve per day. So that
nmeant maybe three weeks had passed since Rein's visit. He had told ne it was
four nmonths and ten days since the coronation, which nmeant that it was now
around five nonths.

| nursed ny | ast pack, enjoying each one like a love affair. Wen they
were all gone, | felt depressed.

Then a ot nore time nmust have passed.

| got to wondering about Eric. How was he making out as |iege? Wat
probl ems was he encountering? What was he up to right now? Wiy hadn't he been
around to torment nme? Could | ever truly be forgotten in Anber, even by
i mperi al decree? Never, | decided.

And what of my brothers? Wiy had none of them contacted ne? It would be so
easy to draw forth nmy Trunp and break Eric's decree. None did, though

| thought for a long while upon Mire, the |ast womman | had | oved. What
was she doing? Did she think of nme ever? Probably not. Maybe she was Eric's
m stress by now, or his queen. Did she ever speak to himof nme? Again,
probably not.

And what of my sisters? Forget it. Bitches all, they.

| had been blinded once before, by a cannon flashback in the eighteenth
century on the Shadow Earth. But it had only lasted for around a nmonth and ny
sight had returned. Eric had had a permanent thing in mnd, however, when he
had given his order. | still perspired and shuddered, and soneti nes woke up
scream ng, whenever nenory of the white-hot irons returned to me - hung there
before nmy eyes - and then the contact!

| rmoaned softly and continued to pace.

There was absolutely nothing | could do. That was the nost horrible part
of the whole thing. | was as hel pless as an enbryo. To be born again into
sight and fury was a thing for which | would give my soul. Even for an hour
with a blade in ny band, to duel once again with ny brother.

| lay back on ny mat and slept. Wen | awakened, there was food, and | ate
once again and paced. My fingernails and ny toenails had grown |ong. My beard
was very long and ny hair fell across ny eyes, constantly. | felt filthy, and
| itched all the time. | wondered whether | had fl eas.

That a prince of Amber could be brought to this state drew a terrible
enotion fromthe center of ny being, wherever that may be. | had been reared
to think of us as invincible entities, clean and cool and di anond-hard, |ike
our pictures on the Trunps. Cbviously, we were not.

At | east, we were enough |like other nmen to have our resources.

| played nmental ganes, | told nyself stories, | reviewed pleasant nenories
- there were many of these. | recalled the elenments: wind, rain, snow, the
sumer's warnth, and the spring's cool breezes. | had had a small airplane on
t he Shadow Earth, and when | flew it | had enjoyed the sensation. | recalled

the glisteni ng panoramas of color and di stance, the niniaturization of cities,
t he broad bl ue sweep of sky, the herds of clouds (where were they now?) and
t he cl ean expanse of the ocean beneath nmy wings. | remenbered wonen | had



| oved, parties, nmilitary engagenents. And when all was done, and | could help
it no longer, | thought of Anber.

One time, when | did so, ny tear glands began to function again. | wept.
After an internminable tine, atine filled with bl ackness and many sl eeps,
| heard footsteps which paused before the door to nmy cell, and | heard the

sound of a key within the |ock
It was a tine so long after Rein's visit that | had forgotten the taste of

the wine and the cigarettes. | could not realty estinmate its span, but it had
been | ong.
There were two nmen in the corridor. |I could tell this fromtheir footsteps

even before | heard the sounds of their voices.
One of the voices | recognized.
The door swung open and Julian said ny nane.
| didn't answer right away, and he repeated it.
"Corwi n? Cone here."

Since | didn't have nuch choice in the nmatter, | drew nyself erect and
advanced. | stopped when | knew | was near him
"What do you want?" | asked.

"Come with me." And he took my arm

We wal ked al ong the corridor, and he said nothing and 1'd be damed if 1'd
ask hi many questions.

Fromthe echoes, | could tell when we entered the big hall. Soon after, he
guided ne up the stair.

Up, and into the pal ace proper we went.

I was taken to a roomand seated in a chair. A barber set to work cutting

nmy hair and ny beard. | didn't recognize his voice when he asked nme if |
wanted the beard trinmred or renoved

"Cut it off," | said, and a manicurist set to work on nny nails, all twenty
of them

Then | was bat hed, and soneone hel ped ne to dress in clean garnents. They
hung | oose on nme. | was |oused al so, but forget that.

Then | was led into another black place filled with nusic and the odors of
good food and the sounds of many voi ces and sone |aughter. | recognized it to

be the dining room

The voices subsided a bit as Julian led ne in and seated ne.

| sat there until the trunpet notes, to which | was forced to rise.

| heard the toast called out:

"To Eric the First, King of Anber! Long live the king!"

| didn't drink to that, but no one seened to notice. It was Caine's voice
that had called out the toast, fromfar up along the table.

| ate as nuch as | could, because it was the best neal | had been offered
since the coronation. | gathered from conversati on overheard that today was
t he anniversary of Eric's coronation, which neant | had spent an entire year
i n the dungeons.

No one spoke to ne, and | didn't nmake any overtures. | was present as a
ghost only. To humiliate me, and to serve as a remnder to my brothers, no
doubt, as to the price of defying our liege. And everyone had been ordered to
forget ne.

It went on well into the night. Someone kept nme well provided with wine,
whi ch was something, and | sat there and listened to the nmusic of all the
dances.

The tabl es had been renoved by this tine, and | was seated off sonewhere
in a corner.

| got stinking drunk and was half dragged, half carried back to ny cell in
t he norni ng, when the whole thing was over save for the cleaning up. My only
regret was that | hadn't gotten sick enough to dirty the floor or soneone's
pretty garnents.

Thus ended the first year of darkness.



N ne Princes |In Amber
Chapter 9

| shall not bore you with repetition. My second year was pretty nuch |ike
my first, with the sane finale. Ditto for the third. Rein came tw ce that
second year, with a basket of goodies and a nout hful of gossip. Both tines |
forbade himever to cone again. The third year he cane down six tines, every
ot her nonth, and each tinme |I forbade himanew and ate his food and heard what
he had to say.

Sonet hi ng was wong in Anber. Strange things wal ked t hrough Shadow and
presented thenselves, with violence, to all and sundry. They were destroyed,

of course. Eric was still trying to figure out how they had occurred. | did
not mention nmy curse, though | later rejoiced in the fact that it had cone to
pass.

Random I|ike nyself, was still a prisoner. H's wife had joined him The

positions of ny other brothers and sisters renai ned unchanged. This bol stered
me through the third anniversary of the coronation, and it nade ne feel al nost
al i ve again.

Li ght.

Light! One day it was there, and it nmade nme feel so good that |
i medi ately broke out the final bottle of wine Rein had brought ne and opened
the | ast pack of cigarettes, which | had been saving.

| snoked them and si pped and enjoyed the feeling that | had sonehow beaten
Eric. If he found this out, | felt it nmight be fatal. But | knew he didn't
know.

So | rejoiced, snmoking, drinking and reveling in the [ight of that which
had occurr ed.

Yes, the light.

I'"d discovered a tiny patch of brightness, off sonewhere to ny right.

Well, let's take it like this: | had awakened in a hospital bed and
| earned that | had recovered all too soon. Dig?

| heal faster than others who have been broken. Al the lords and | adies
of Anber have sonething of this capacity.

I'"d lived through the Plague, 1'd lived through the march on Mbscow.

| regenerate faster and better than anybody |'ve ever known.

Napol eon had once made a remark about it. So had General MacArt hur

Wth nerve tissue it takes ne a bit longer, that's all

My sight was returning to ne, that's what it neant - that |ovely patch of
bri ghtness, off somewhere to ny right.

After atime, | knewthat it was the little barren area in the door to ny
cell.

| had grown new eyes, ny fingers told ne. It had taken me over three
years, but | had done it. It was the mllion-to-one thing | spoke of earlier
the thing which even Eric could not properly assess, because of the variances
of powers anong the individual nenmbers of the famly. | had beaten himto this
extent: | had learned that | could grow new eyeballs. | had al ways known t hat
| could regenerate nerve tissues, given sufficient time. | had been left
parapl egic froma spine injury received during the Franco-Prussian wars. After
two years, it had gone away. | had had nmy hope - a wild one, I'll adnmit - that

| could do what | had done then, with ny burned-out orbs. And |I had been
right. They felt intact, and the sight was returning, slowy.

How long till the next anniversary of Eric's coronation? | stopped pacing
and ny heart beat faster. As soon as soneone saw that |'d recovered ny eyes,
I'"d | ose them agai n.

Therefore, |'d have to escape before the four years had passed.

How?

| hadn't thought about it rmuch up to this tinme, because even if | could
figure a way to get out of ny cell, 1'd never nake it out of Anber - or out of

the pal ace, for that matter - without eyes or aid, and neither were avail able



to ne.

Now, t hough. .

The door of ny cell was a big, heavy, brass-bound thing, with only a tiny
grille at a height of about five feet for purposes of looking in to see
whet her | was still alive, if anyone cared. Even if | succeeded in renoving
it, I could tell that | couldn't reach out far enough to touch the lock. There
was a little swinging gate at the bottom of the door, |arge enough to push ny
food through and that's about all. The hinges were either on the outside or in
bet ween the door and the janmb, | couldn't tell for sure. Either way, |
couldn't get at them There were no wi ndows and no ot her doors.

It was still alnost |ike being blind, save for that feeble reassuring
light through the grille. I knew ny sight hadn't returned fully. That was
still a long way off. But even if it had, it was nearly pitch dark in there. |
knew t hi s because | knew the dungeons under Amber.

| lit a cigarette, paced sone nore, and assessed ny possessions, seeking
anyt hing that mght be of aid. There was ny clothing, ny sleeping mat, and al
the danp straw | wanted. | also had matches, but | quickly rejected the notion
of setting fire to the straw. | doubted anyone woul d cone and open the door if
| did. Most likely the guard would cone and | augh, if he cane at all. | had a
spoon |'d picked up at the last banquet. I'd wanted a knife, really, but
Julian had caught nme trying to lift one and snatched it away. Wat he didn't
know, though, was that that was ny second attenpt. | already had the spoon
tucked inside my boot

So what good was it?

I'd heard these stories of guys digging their way out of cells with the
dammedest things - belt buckles (which I didn't have) - etc. But | didn't have
time to try the Count of Monte Cristo bit. | needed out in a matter of nonths,
or nmy new eyes woul dn't nean anyt hi ng.

The door was mainly wood. Oak. It was bound with four netal strips. One
went around it near the top, one near the bottom right above the gate, and
there were two which ran fromtop to bottom passing along either side of the
footwide grille. The door opened outward, | knew, and the |lock was to ny left.
My nenories told me the door was about two inches thick, and | recalled the
approxi mate position of the lock, which | verified by |eaning against the door
and feeling the tension at that point. | knew that the door was al so barred,
but | could worry about that later. | mght be able to raise it by sliding the
handl e of the spoon upward between the door's edge and the janb.

| knelt on ny sleeping mat and with the spoon | traced a box about that
area which contained the lock. |I worked until nmy hand was quite sore - nmaybe a
coupl e of hours. Then | ran ny fingernail over the surface of the wood. |
hadn't scarred it nuch, but it was a beginning. | switched the spoon to ny
| eft hand and continued until it, began to ache.

| kept hoping that Rein would show up. | was sure | could talk himinto
giving ne his dagger if | really pressed the matter. He didn't put in an
appear ance, though, so | just kept grinding away.

Day after day | worked, until | was perhaps half an inch into the wood.
Each time |'d hear a guard's footsteps |I'd nove the pallet back to the far
wall and lie down on it with ny back to the door. When he had passed, 1'd

resume work. Then | had to stop for a while, as nuch as | hated to. Even
t hough I had wapped themin cloth torn frommy garnments, ny hands had
blistered and the blisters had broken, and after a time the raw flesh

underneath began to bleed. So | took a break to et themheal. | decided to
devote the time to planning what |1'd do after | got out.
VWen |'d worked ny way far enough through the door, 1'd raise the bar. The

sound of it falling would probably bring a guard. By then, though, |'d be out.
A coupl e of good kicks would break out the piece |I was working on and the | ock
could stay right where it was if it wanted to. The door would swi ng open then
and | would face the guard. He would be arned and I wouldn't. |1'd have to take
hi m

He m ght be overconfident, thinking | couldn't see. On the other hand, he



mght be a bit afraid, if he recalled how | had entered into Anber. Either way
he would die and I would then be arned. | gripped ny right biceps with ny left
hand and ny fingertips touched. Gods'. | was enmci ated! \Watever, | was of the
bl ood of Anber, and | felt that even in that condition | could take any
ordi nary man. Maybe | was kidding nyself, but 1'd have to try it.

Then if | succeeded, with a blade in ny hand, nothing could keep ne from

reaching the Pattern. 1'd walk it, and when | nmade it to the center, | could
transport myself to any Shadow world | chose. There | would recuperate, and
this time | would not rush things. If it took me a century, I'd have
everything letter-perfect before | noved agai nst Anber again. After all, | was
technically its liege. Hadn't | crowned nyself in the presence of all, before

Eric had done the same? |'d make good ny claimto the throne!
If only it weren't inpossible to walk into Shadow from Anber itself! Then
| wouldn't have to fool around with the Pattern. But nmy Anber is the center of

all, and you just don't depart it that easily.

After, say, a nonth my hands had heal ed and | was devel opi ng | arge
calluses fromny scraping activities. | heard a guard's footsteps and renoved
nyself to the far side of the cell. There was a brief creak and ny neal was

sl i pped beneath the door. Then there were footsteps again, this tine
di m ni shing in the distance.

| returned to the door. Wthout |ooking, | knew what was on the tray: a
chunk of stale bread. a crock of water, and a piece of cheese if | was |ucky.
| positioned the mat, knelt on it and felt at the groove. | was about hal fway
t hr ough.

Then | heard the chuckle.

It canme from behind ne.

| turned, not needing ny eyes to tell ne that someone el se was present.
There was a man standing near the left wall, giggling.

"Who is it?" | asked. and ny voice sounded strange. | realized then that
these were the first words | had spoken in a long while.

"Escape,"” he said. "Trying to escape." And he chuckl ed agai n.

"How did you get in here?"

"Wl ked, " he replied.

"From wher e? How?"

| struck a match and it hurt ny eyes, but | held it.

He was a small man. Tiny, mght be an even better word. He was around five
feet tall and a hunchback. Hi s hair and beard were as heavy as ny own. The
only distinguishing features in that great mass of fur were his |ong, hook
nose and his al nost bl ack eyes, now squinted against the light.

"Dworkin!" | said.

He chuckl ed agai n.

"That's my nane. Wat's yours?"

"Don't you know me, Dworkin?" | struck another match and held it near ny
face. "Look hard. Forget the beard and the hair. Add a hundred pounds to ny
frame. You drew nme, in exquisite detail, on several packs of playing cards."

"Corwin," he said at last. "I renenber you. Yes."

"I had thought you were dead."

“I"'mnot, though. See?" and he pirouetted before ne.

"How i s your father? Have you seen himrecently? Did he put you here?"

"Cberon is no nore," | replied. "My brother Eric reigns in Arber, and |'m
his prisoner."

"Then | have seniority,"” he told me, "for | am Cberon's prisoner."

"Ch? None of us knew that Dad had | ocked you up."

I heard hi m weepi ng.

"Yes," he said after a tinme. "He didn't trust nme."

"\Why not ?"

"I told himl'd thought of a way to destroy Anber. | described it to him
and he | ocked ne up."

"That wasn't very nice," | said.

"I know," he agreed, "but he did give ne a pretty apartnent and | ots of



things to do research with. Only he stopped coming to visit ne after a tine.
He used to bring nmen who showed ne splotches of ink and made ne tell stories
about them That was fun, until | told a story I didn't Iike and turned the
man into a frog. The king was angry when | wouldn't turn himback, and it's
been so I ong since |I've seen anybody that I'd even turn himback now, if he
still wanted nme to. Once - "

"How did you get here, into ny cell?" | asked again,

"I told you. | walked."

"Through the wall ?"

"Of course not. Through the shadow wall."

"No man can wal k t hrough Shadows in Anber. There are no Shadows in Amber."

"Well, | cheated,” he admitted.

" How?"

"I designed a new Trunp and stepped through it, to see what was on this
side of the wall. Oh ny! | just remenbered... | can't get back without it.

I'"lI'l have to make another. Have you got anything to eat? And something to draw
wi th? And sonething to draw on?"

"Have a piece of bread," | said, and handed it to him "and here's a piece
of cheese to go along with it."

"Thank you, Corwin." and he wol fed them down and drank all my water

afterward. "Now, if you'll give me a pen and a piece of parchnent, 1'll be
returning to ny own roons. | want to finish a book I was reading. It's been
nice talking to you. Too bad about Eric. I'll stop back again sone tine and
we'll talk sonme nore. If you see your father, please tell himnot to he angry
with ne because |'1| "

"I don't have a pen, or parchnent," | observed.

"CGoodness," he said, "that's hardly civilized."

"I know. But then, Eric isn't very."

"Well, what have you got? | prefer nmy own apartnent to this place. At
least, it's better lighted.”

"You have dined with nme," | said, "and now | am going to ask you a favor.
If you will grant me this request, | promise that | will do everything | can
to make things right between you and Dad."

"What is it that you want?" he asked.

"Long have | admired your work," | said, "and there is something | have
al ways desired as a work of your hand. Do you recall the Lighthouse of Cabra?"

"Of course. |'ve been there many tinmes. | know the keeper, Jopin. | used
to play chess with him"

"More than anything else I can think of," | told him "for nost of ny
adult life. I have longed to see one of your magi cal sketches of that great

gray tower."
"A very sinple subject,"” he said, "and rather an appealing one, at that, |
did some prelimnary sketches in the past, but | never got beyond that point.

O her work kept getting in the way. I'lIl fetch you one, if you'd like."

"No," | said. "I'd like sonething nore enduring, to keep me conpany here
inm cell - to confort nme, and any others who may | ater occupy this place."

"Commendabl e, " he said. "What have you in mnd as the medium?"”

"I have a stylus here," | told him (the spoon was fairly sharp by then),
"and 1'd like to see it traced upon the far wall, so that | mght ook at it
as | take ny rest."

He was silent a nonent, then, "The illumination is quite poor." he
remar ked.

"I have several books of matches,” | replied. "I'Il light themand hold

them for you. W night even burn some of this strawif we run | ow "

"Those are hardly ideal working conditions."

"I know," | said, "and | apol ogize for them great Dworkin, but they are
the best | have to offer. A work of art by your hand woul d brighten ny hunble
exi stence beyond neasure."

He chuckl ed agai n.

"Very well. But you nust prom se nme that you will provide |ight



afterwards, so that | may sketch nyself a way back to my own chamnbers."
"Agreed." | said, and | felt in nmy pocket.
| had three full packages of matches and part of a fourth.
| pressed the spoon into his hand and led himto the wall.

"Do you have the feel of the instrument?" | asked him

"Yes, it's a sharpened spoon, isn't it?"

"Yes. I'll make a Iight as soon as you say you are ready. You'll have to
sketch rapidly, because ny supply of matches is limted. I'Il allot half for

the Iighthouse and the other half for your own business."

"Al'l right," he said, and | struck a match and he began to trace lines
upon the moist gray wall.

First he did an upright rectangle to frane and contain the thing. Then
with several deft strokes, the lighthouse began to appear. It was anazing,
daft as he was, his skill was intact. | held each match at its barest base
spat on ny left thunb and forefinger, and when | could hold it no longer in ny
right I took hold of the blackened end and inverted it, letting the match burn
away conpletely before |I struck another

VWen the first book of matches was gone, he had finished the tower and was
wor ki ng on the sea and the sky. | encouraged him | mnurmured appreciation at
every stroke.

"Great, really great," | said, when it appeared to be al nost fini shed.
Then he made nme waste another match while he signed it. | was al nost through
t he second book by then

"Now let's admire it," he said.
"I'f you want to get back to your own apartnents, you'll have to | eave the
admiring to ne." | told him "W're too | ow on natches to be art critics at

this point."

He pouted a bit, but noved to the other wall and began sketching as soon
as | struck a light.

He sketched a tiny study, a skull on the desk, a globe beside it, walls
full of books all around.

"Now that's good." he said, when | had finished the third pack and was
starting on the remaining partial pack.

It took himsix nore to finish up and one to sign it. He gazed at it while
the eighth match burned - there were only two remaining - then he took a step
forward and was gone.

The match was burning ny fingertips by then and | dropped it and it
sizzled when it hit the straw and went out.

| stood there shaking, full of mxed feelings, and then |I heard his voice
and felt his presence at ny side. He was back again.

"I just thought of sonething," he said. "How can you see the picture when
it's so dark in here?"

"Ch. | can see in the dark," | told him "I've lived with it so long that
it has becone ny friend."

"I see. | just wondered. Gve nme a light so | can go back now. "

"Very well," | agreed, considering ny second to | ast match. "But you'd
better bring your own illum nation next tine you stop around, 1'll be out of

mat ches after this."”

"Al'l right." And | struck a light and he considered his draw ng, wal ked
toward it, and vani shed once nore.

| turned quickly and considered the Lighthouse of Cabra before the match

failed. Yes, the power was there. | could feel it.
Wuld ny final match serve me, though?
No, | didn't think it would. A longer period of concentration than that

was required for nme to use a Trunp as a gateway.

VWhat could | burn? The straw was too danmp and m ght not take fire. It
woul d be horrible to have the gateway - ny road to freedom- right there with
me and not be able to use it.

| needed a flane that would | ast awhile.

My sleeping roll! It was a cloth liner stuffed with straw. That straw



woul d be drier, and the cloth would burn, too.

| cleared half the floor, down to the bare stone. Then | sought the
shar pened spoon. to use to cut the liner. | cursed then. Dwrkin had carried
it off wwth him

| twisted and tore at the thing.

Finally, it came open and | pulled out the dry straw fromthe m ddl e.
made a little heap of it and | set the liner nearby, to use as extra fuel if |
needed it. The | ess snoke the better, though. It would attract attention if a
guard passed this way. This wasn't too |likely, though, since | had just
recently been fed, and | got one neal a day.

| struck my last match, then used it to set fire to the cardboard book
that had contained it. Wen this got going, | used it on the straw

It alnmost didn't take. The straw was danper than |I'd thought, even though
it cane fromthe center of my mat. But finally there was a glow, and then a
flame. It took two of the other enpty matchbooks to achieve this, so | was
glad I hadn't thrown them down the john.

| tossed on the third, held the liner in nmy left hand, and stood and faced
t he draw ng.

The gl ow spread up the wall as the flanmes danced hi gher, and
concentrated on the tower and recalled it. | thought | heard the cry of a
gull. I sniffed sonmething Iike a salt breeze, and the place became nore rea
as | stared.

| tossed the liner onto the fire. and the flanmes subsided for a nonent,

then sprang higher. | didn't rempove ny eyes fromthe drawing as | did this.
The magic was still there, in Dwmrkin's hand, for soon the |ighthouse

seened as real to me as ny cell. Then it seenmed the only reality, and the cel

but a Shadow at ny back. | heard the splashing of the waves and felt sonething

like the afternoon sun upon ne.

| stepped forward, but my foot did not descend into the fire.

| stood upon the sandy, rock-strewn edge of the small island Cabra, which
held the great gray lighthouse that lit a path for the ships of Amber by
night. A flock of frightened gulls wheel ed and screanmed about nme, and ny
| aughter was one with the boomi ng of the surf and the free song of the wind.
Anmber lay forty-three niles behind ny left shoul der.

| had escaped.

N ne Princes |In Amber
Chapter 10

| made ny way to the |ighthouse and clinbed the stone stair that led to
the door on its western face. It was high, w de, heavy, and watertight. Also,
it was | ocked. There was a small quay about three hundred yards behind me. Two
boats were noored at it. One was a rowboat and the other was a sailboat with a
cabin. They swayed gently, and beneath the sun and water was m ca behind them
| paused for a noment to regard them It had been so long since | had seen
anything that for an instant they seened nore than real, and | caught a sob
within ny throat and swallowed it.

| turned and knocked on the door

After what seened too long a wait, | knocked again.

Finally, | heard a noise within and the door swung open, creaking on its
t hree dark hinges.

Jopi n, the keeper, regarded ne through bl oodshot eyes and | snelled whisky
upon his breath. He was about five and a half feet tail and so stooped that he
rem nded nme somewhat of Dworkin. H s beard was as |long as mne, so of course
it seemed |longer, and it was the color of snoke, save for a few yellow stains
near his dry-looking lips. Hs skin was as porous as an orange rind and the
el ements had darkened it to resenble a fine old piece of furniture. H's dark
eyes squinted, focused. As with many people who are hard of hearing, he spoke



rat her |oudly.
"Who are you? What do you want ?" he asked.

If | was that unrecognizable in ny emaci ated, hairy condition, | decided
that | might as well maintain nmy anonymity.
"I ama traveler fromthe south and I was shi pwecked recently,” | said.

"I clung to a piece of wood for many days and was finally washed ashore here.
| slept on the beach all norning. It was only recently that | recovered
sufficient strength to walk to your |ighthouse."

He nmoved forward and took ny arm He threw his other arm around ny
shoul ders.

"Cone in, cone in then,
way. "

He led me to his quarters, which were extraordinarily nessy, being strewn
wi th many ol d books, charts, maps, and pieces of nautical equipnment. He wasn't
any too steady hinself, so | didn't |ean too hard, just enough to maintain the
i mpressi on of weakness | had tried to convey as |I'd | eaned against his
doorfrane.

He led me to a daybed, suggested | lie down, and left to secure the door
and fetch ne sonething to eat.

| removed ny boots, but ny feet were so filthy that | put them back on
again. If 1'd been drifting about very long, | wouldn't be dirty. | didn't
want to give away ny story, so | drew a bl anket that was there over nme and
| eaned back, really resting.

Jopin returned shortly with a pitcher of water, a pitcher of beer, a great
slice of beef, and half a |oaf of bread upon a square wooden tray. He swept
clear the top of a small table, which he then kicked into a position beside
t he couch. Then he set the tray down on it and bade ne eat and drink

| did. | stuffed nmyself. | ate everything in sight. | enptied both
pi tchers.

Then | felt tremendously tired. Jopin nodded when he saw it cone over ne,
and he told ne to go to sleep. Before | knewit, | had.

VWhen | awakened, it was night tine and | felt considerably better than
had in many weeks. | got to ny feet and retraced nmy earlier route and departed
the building. It was chilly out there, but the sky was crystal clear and there
seened to be a mllion stars. The lens at the top of the tower blazed at ny
back, then went dark, blazed, then went dark. The water was cold, but | just
had to cl eanse nyself. | bathed and washed my clothing and wung it out. |
must have spent an hour doing that. Then | went back to the |ighthouse, hung
nmy cl othes over the back of an old chair to dry out, crawl ed beneath the
bl anket, slept again.

he said. "Lean on ne. Take it easy. Cone this

In the norning, when | awoke, Jopin was already up. He prepared ne a
hearty breakfast, and | treated it the same way as | had the dinner of the
previ ous evening. Then | borrowed a razor, a mrror, and a pair of scissors
and gave nyself a shave and a sort of haircut. | bathed again afterward, and
when | donned ny salty, stiff, clean garnents | felt al nost human agai n.

Jopin stared at ne when | returned fromthe sea and said, "You | ook kinda
famliar, fella," and | shrugged.

"Now tell ne about your wreck."

So | did. Qut of whole cloth. Wat a disaster | detailed! Down to the
snappi ng of the mai nnast, yet.

He patted ne on the shoul der and poured ne a drink. He lit the cigar he
had gi ven ne.

"You just rest easy here," he told me. "I'll take you ashore any tine you
like, or I'll signal you a passing ship if you see one you recognize."

| took himup on his offered hospitality. It was too nmuch of a |ifesaver
not to. I ate his food and drank his drinks and et himgive ne a clean shirt

whi ch was too big for him It had belonged to a friend of his who'd drowned at
sea.
| stayed with himfor three months, as | recovered ny strength. | hel ped



hi m around the place - tending the Iight on nights when he felt like getting
smashed, and cleaning up all the roons in the house - even to the extent of
painting two of them and replacing five cracked wi ndowpanes - and wat ching the
sea wWith himon storny nights

He was apolitical, | learned. He didn't care who reigned in Anber. So far
as he was concerned, the whole bl oody crew of us were rotten. So long as he
could tend his |ighthouse and eat and drink of good food and brew, and
consi der his nautical charts in peace, he didn't give half a dam what
happened ashore. | cane to be rather fond of him and since | knew sonething
of old charts and maps al so, we spent many a good evening correcting a few |
had sailed far into the north many years ago, and | gave hima new chart based
on nmy recollections of the voyage. This seened to please himimensely, as did
nmy description of those waters.

"Corey" (that was how I'd naned myself), "I'd like to sail with you one
day," he said. "I hadn't realized you were skipper of your own vessel one
tinme."

"Who knows?" | told him "You were once a captain yourself, weren't you?"

"How d you know?" he asked.

Actually, 1'd renenbered, but | gestured about me in reply.

"Al'l these things you've collected,” | said, "and your fondness for the
charts, Also, you bear yourself |ike a man who once held a conmand. "

He smil ed.

"Yes," he told ne, "that's true. | had a command for over a hundred years.
That seens |long ago... Let's have another drink."

| sipped mine and sort of put it aside. | nust have gained over forty
pounds in the months | had spent with him Any day now, | was expecting himto

recogni ze ne as a nenber of the famly. Maybe he would turn me in to Eric if
he did - and naybe not. Now that we'd established this much of camnaraderie,
had a feeling that he might not doit. |I didn't want to take the chance and
find out.

Sonetimes as | sat tending the light I wondered, "How |long should I stay
her e?"

Not too nuch |onger, | decided, adding a drop of grease to a sw ve
bearing. Not nuch longer at all. The time was drawi ng near when | shoul d take
to the road and wal k anong Shadows once agai n.

Then one day | felt the pressure, gentle and questing at first. | couldn't
tell for sure who it was.

I inmediately stood stock still, closed ny eyes and made nmy mind go bl ank

It was about five minutes before the questing presence wthdrew.

| paced then and wondered, and | smiled when | realized the shortness of
nmy course. Unconsciously, | had been pacing out the dinmensions of ny cell back
in Anber.

Soneone had just tried to reach me, via nmy Trunp. Was it Eric? Had he
finally becone aware of mnmy absence and decided to try locating ne in this

manner? | wasn't sure. | felt that he m ght fear nmental contact with ne again.
Julian, then? O Cerard? Caine? Woever it had been, | had cl osed hi m out
conpletely, |I knew that. And | would refuse such contact with any of ny
famly. | mght be mssing some inportant news or a helpful call, but I
couldn't afford to take the chance. The attenpted contact and ny bl ocking
efforts left me with a chill. | shuddered. | thought about the thing all the

rest of the day and decided that the tinme had cone for nme to nove on. It
woul dn't do for me to remain this close to Anrber while | was so vul nerabl e.
had recovered sufficiently to make nmy way anong Shadows, to seek for the place
where | had to go if Anber were ever to be mne. | had been lulled into
somet hing cl ose to peace by old Jopin's mnistrations. It would be a painto
leave him for in the nonths of our association | had cone to |ike the old
guy. So that evening, after we'd finished a gane of chess, | told himof ny
pl ans to depart.

He poured us two drinks then raised his and said, "Good luck to you,
Corwin. | hope to see you again one day."



| didn't question the fact that he had called ne by my proper nane, and he
smled as he realized that | hadn't let it slip by.

"You' ve been all right, Jopin,”" | told him "If | should succeed in what
I'"mabout to try, | won't forget what you did for ne."

He shook his head.

"I don't want anything," he said. "I'mhappy right where | am doing
exactly what 1'mdoing. | enjoy running this dammed tower. It's my whole life.
If you should succeed in whatever you' re about - no, don't tell me about it,
pl ease! |1 don't want to know - 1'll be hoping you'll stop around for a gane
of chess sonetine."

"I will,"” | prom sed.

"You can take the Butterfly in the nmorning, if you'd like."

"Thanks. "

The Butterfly was his sail boat.

"Before you go," he said, "l suggest you take my spyglass, clinb the
tower, and | ook back on the Vale of Garnath."

"What's there to see?"

He shrugged.

"You'll have to make up your own m nd about that"

| nodded.

"Ckay, | will."

We then proceeded to get pleasantly high and turned in for the night. 1'd
mss old Jopin. Wth the exception of Rein, he was the only friend I'd found
since ny return. | wondered vaguely about the valley which had been a sheet of

flame the last tine | had crossed it. What could it be that was so unusua
about it now, these four years later?

Troubl ed by dreans of werewol ves and Sabbats, | slept, and the full noon
rose above the world.

At the crack of dawn | did the sanme. Jopin was still sleeping, which was
good, because | don't really like to say good-by, and | had a funny feeling
that I woul d never see him again.

I clinbed the tower to the roomthat housed the big |ight, spyglass at ny

side. | nmoved to the wi ndow facing the shore and focused on the valley.
There was a ni st hangi ng above the wood. It was a cold, gray, wet-I|ooking
thing that clung to the tops of the small, gnarly trees. The trees were dark

and their branches tw sted together |like the fingers of westling hands. Dark
t hi ngs darted anmong them and fromthe patterns of their fight | knew they
were not birds. Bats. probably. There was sonmething evil present in that great
wood, | knew, and then | recognized it. It was myself.

| had done this thing with ny curse. | had transforned the peaceful Valley
of Garnath into what it now represented: it was a synbol of ny hate for Eric
and for all those others who had stood by and let himget away with his power
grab, let himblind ne. | didn't like the |ooks of that forest, and as |
stared at it | realized how ny hate had objectified itself. | knew it because
it was a part of ne.

| had created a new entranceway into the real world. Garnath was now a

pat hway t hrough Shadows. Shadows dark and grim Only the dangerous, the
mal i ci ous m ght wal k that pathway. This was the source of the things Rein had
mentioned, the things that troubled Eric. Good - in a way - if they kept him
occupi ed. But as | swung the glass, | couldn't escape the feeling that | had
done a very bad thing indeed. At the tine, I'd had no idea that |I'd ever see
the Iight of day's bright skies again. Now that | did, | realized that 1'd
unl eashed a thing that would take an awful | ot of undoing. Even now, strange
shapes seemed to nove within that place. | had done a thing which had never
been done before, not during the whole of Cberon's reign: | had opened a new
way to Anber. And | had opened it only to the worst. A day woul d cone when the
liege of Anber - whoever he might he - would be faced with the probl em of
closing that dreadful way. | knewthis as | stared, realizing the thing to be
a product of my own pain, anger, and hate. If | won out in Arber one day, |



nm ght have to cope with ny own handi work, which is always a devilish thing to
attenpt. | lowered the glass and sighed.

So be it, | decided. In the neantine, it would give Eric something to have
i nsomi a over.

| grabbed a quick bite to eat, outfitted the Butterfly as rapidly as |
coul d, hoi sted sone canvas, cast off, and set sail. Jopin was usually up by
that hour, but maybe he didn't |ike good-bys either

| headed her out to sea, knowi ng where | was going but not real certain
how to get there. I'd be sailing through Shadow and strange waters, but it
woul d be better than the overland route, what with ny handiwork abroad in the
realm

| had set sail for a land near as sparkling as Amber itself, an al npost
imortal place, a place that did not really exist, not any longer. It was a
pl ace whi ch had vani shed i nto Chaos ages ago, but of which a Shadow rust

somewhere survive. All | had to do was find it, recognize it, and make it mne
once again, as it had been in days |ong gone by. Then, with ny own forces to
back ne up, | would do another thing Amber had never known. | didn't know how

yet, but | pronised nmyself that guns would blaze within the imortal city on
the day of ny return.

As | sailed into Shadow, a white bird of ny desire came and sat upon ny
right shoulder, and | wote a note and tied It to its leg and sent It on Its
way. The note said, "I amcomng,"” and it was signed by ne.

I would never rest until | held vengeance and the throne wi thin nmy hand,
and good ni ght sweet prince to anybody who stood between nme and these things.

The sun hung low on ny left and the winds bellied the sails and propelled
me onward. | cursed once and then | aughed.

I was free and I was running, but | had made it this far. | now had the
chance I'd wanted all al ong.

A black bird of ny desire came and sat on ny left shoulder, and | wote a
note and tied it to its leg and sent it off into the west.

It said, "Eric - 1I'll be back," and it was signed: "Corwin, Lord of
Anber . "

A demon wi nd propelled me east of the sun.

[end, Nine Princes In Anber]



