The Hand OF Qberon

Chapter 1

A bright flash of insight, to match that peculiar sun..

There it was... Displayed within that light, a thing | had only seen
self-illum nated in darkness up until then: the Pattern, the great Pattern of

Anmber cast upon an oval shelf beneath/above a strange sky-sea.

...And | knew, perhaps by that within ne which bound us, that this had to
be the real one. Wich neant that the Pattern in Anber was but its first
shadow. Wi ch neant -

VWi ch neant that Amber itself was not carried over into places beyond the
real m of Anber, Rebma, and Tir-na Nog'th. Meaning, then, that this place to
whi ch we had conme was, by the | aw of precedence and configuration, the rea
Anber .

| turned to a snmiling Ganelon, his beard and wild hair nmolten in the
nmercil ess light.

"How di d you know?" | asked him

"You know | am a very good guesser, Corwin," he replied, "and | recal
everything you ever told ne about how things work in Amber: how its shadow and

t hose of your struggles are cast across the worlds. | often wondered, in
t hi nki ng of the black road, whether anything could have cast such a shadow
into Amber itself. And | imagined that such a sonething would have to be
extremely basic, powerful, and secret." He gestured at the scene before us.
"Li ke that."

"Continue," | said.

Hi s expression changed and he shrugged.

"So there had to be a layer of reality deeper than your Anber," he
expl ai ned, "where the dirty work was done. Your patron beast |ed us to what
seens to be such a place, and that blot on the Pattern | ooks to be the dirty
wor k. You agreed."

| nodded.

"It was your perceptiveness rather than the conclusion itself which
stunned nme so," | said.

"You beat nme to it," admtted Random off to ny right, "but the feeling
has found its way into ny intestines - to put it delicately. | do believe that
sonehow that is the basis of our world down there.”

"An outsider can sonetines see things better than one who is part of
them " Ganel on of f ered.

Random gl anced at ne and returned his attention to the spectacle.

"Do you think things will change any nore," he asked, "if we go down for a
cl oser | ook?"

"Only one way to find out," | said.

"Single file, then," Random agreed. "I'Il lead."

"Al'l right."

Random gui ded his nount to the right, the left, the right, in a long
series of swi tchbacks which zigged us and zagged us across nost of the face of
the wall. Continuing in the order we had naintained all day, | followed him
and Ganel on cane | ast.

"Seens stable enough now," Random cal | ed back

"So far," | said

"Some sort of opening in the rocks bel ow "

| leaned forward. There was a cave nouth back to the right, on level with
the oval plain. Its situation was such that it had been hidden from si ght when
we had occupi ed our higher position

"W pass fairly near it," | said.

" - quickly, cautiously, and silently," Random added, draw ng his bl ade.

| unsheat hed G ayswandir, and one turn back above me Ganel on drew his own
weapon.

We did not pass the opening, but turned | eftward once nore before we cane
toit. We noved within ten or fifteen feet of it, however, and | detected an



unpl easant odor which | could not identify. The horses must have done a better
job of it, though, or been pessinists by nature, because they flattened their
ears, widened their nostrils, and nmade al arnmed noi ses whil e turning against
the reins. They cal ned, however, as soon as we had made the turn and begun
novi ng away once again. They did not suffer a relapse until we reached the end
of our descent and noved to approach the damaged Pattern. They refused to go
near it.

Random di snount ed. He advanced to the edge of the design, paused and
stared. After a time, he spoke wi thout | ooking back

"It follows that the danage was deliberate,” he said, "from everything
el se that we know "

"It seens to follow, " | said.
"It is also obvious that we were brought here for a reason.”
"I'"d say so."

"Then it does not take too rmuch imagination to conclude that our purpose
for being here is to determ ne how the Pattern was damaged and what m ght be
done to repair it."

"Possibly. Wat is your diagnosis?"

"Not hi ng yet."

He moved al ong the perimeter of the figure, off to the right where the
snear - effect began. | resheathed ny bl ade and prepared to di smount. Ganel on
reached over and took hold of ny shoul der

"I can nmake it nyself - " | began.

But, "Corwin," he said, ignoring my words, "there does appear to be a
small irregularity out toward the mddle of the Pattern. It does not |ook |ike
somet hi ng that belongs..."

"Where?"

He pointed and | foll owed the gesture.

There was sone foreign object near the center. A stick? A stone? A stray
bit of paper...? It was inpossible to tell fromthis distance.

"I seeit," | said.

We di snount ed and headed toward Random who by then was crouched at the
extreme right of the figure, exam ning the discoloration

"CGanel on's spotted sonething out toward the center," | said.

Random nodded.

"I"ve noticed it," he replied. "I was just trying to decide on the best
way to head out for a better look. I do not relish the notion of walking a
broken Pattern. On the other hand, | was wondering what | would be | aying

nmyself open to if | tried heading in across the blackened area. Wat do you
t hi nk?"

"Wal ki ng what there is of the Pattern would take some time," | said, "if
the resistance is on par with what it is at hone. Al so, we have been taught
that it is death to stray fromit - and this setup would force nme to leave it
when | reach the blot. On the other hand, as you say, | might be alerting our
enem es by treading on the black. So - "

"So neither of you is going to do it," Ganelon interrupted. "I am"

Then, without waiting for a reply, he took a running leap into the black
sector, raced along it toward the center, paused | ong enough to pick up sone
smal | object, turned and headed back. Mnents |ater, he stood before us.

"That was a risky thing to do," Random sai d. He nodded

"But you two would still be debating it if | hadn't."

He raised his hand and extended it.

"Now, what do you nake of this?"

He was hol ding a dagger. Inpaled on it was a rectangle of stained

past eboard. | took them from him
"Looks like a Trunp," Random said.
“Yes."

| worked the card | oose, snoothed down the torn sections. The man |
regarded upon it was half famliar - neaning of course that he was al so hal f
strange. Light, straight hair, a trifle sharp-featured, a small snmile



somewhat slight of build.
I shook ny head.

"l do not know him" | said.
"Let nme see." Randomtook the card fromne, frowed at it.
"No," he said after a time. "I don't either. It alnpst seens as though

shoul d, but... No."

At that noment, the horses renewed their conplaints much nore forcefully.
And we needed but turn part way to learn the cause of their disconfort, in
that it had chosen that noment to energe fromthe cave.

"Dam, " said Random | agreed with him

Ganel on cleared his throat, took forth his bl ade.

"Anyone know what it is?" he asked quietly.

My first inpression of the beast was that it was snakelike, both fromits
nmoverent s and because of the fact that its long thick tail seemed nore a
continuation of its long thin body than a nere appendage. It noved on four
doubl e-jointed | egs, however, |arge-footed and wi ckedly clawed. Its narrow
head was beaked, and it swung fromside to side as it advanced, show ng us one
pal e blue eye and then the other. Large wings were fol ded against its sides,
purple and | eathery. It possessed neither hair nor feathers, though there were
scal ed areas across its breast, shoulders, back, and along the Iength of its
tail. From beak-bayonet to twisting tail-tip it seemed a little over three
nmeters. There was a small tinkling sound as it nmoved, and | caught a flash of
somet hing bright at its throat.

"Closest thing I know," said Random "is a heraldic beast - the griffin.
Only this one is bald and purple.™

"Definitely not our national bird," | added, drawi ng Grayswandir and
swinging its point intoline with the creature's head.

The beast darted a red, forked tongue. It raised its wings a few inches,
then let themfall. Wen its head swng to the right its tail noved to the
left, then left and right, right and |l eft - producing a near-hypnotic, flow ng
effect as it advanced.

It seemed nore concerned with the horses than with us, however, for its
course was directed well past us toward the spot where our nounts stood
qui vering and stanping. | noved to interpose nmyself. At that point, it reared.

Its wings went up and out, spreading like a pair of slack sails suddenly
caught by a gust of wind. It was back on its hind | egs and toweri ng above us,
seem ng to occupy at least four times the space it had previously. And then it
shri eked, a god-awful, hunting screamor challenge that left ny ears ringing.
Wth that, it snapped those wi ngs downward and sprang, becomng tenporarily
ai r bor ne.

The horses bolted and ran. The beast was beyond our reach. It was only
then that | realized what the bright flash and the tinkling had represented.
The thing was tethered, by means of a long chain running back into the cave.
The exact length of its |leash was i medi ately a question of nore than academc
i nterest.

| turned as it passed, hissing, flapping, and falling, beyond us. It had
not possessed sufficient nmonmentumto obtain true flight in that brief rush
upward. | saw that Star and Firedrake were retreating toward the far end of
the oval. Random s mount |ago, on the other hand, had bolted in the direction
of the Pattern

The beast touched ground again, turned, as if to pursue lago, appeared to
study us once nore, and froze. It was nuch nearer this tine - under four
meters - and it cocked its head, showing us its right eye, then opened its
beak and made a soft caw ng noi se

"What say we rush it now?" said Random

"No. Wait. There is something peculiar about its behavior."

It had dropped its head while | was speaking, spreading its w ngs
downward. It struck the ground three tines with its beak and | ooked up agai n.
Then it drew its wings part way back toward its body. Its tail twitched once,
then swing nore vigorously fromside to side. It opened its beak and repeated



t he cawi ng sound.

At that nmonent we were distracted.

| ago had entered the Pattern, well to the side of the darkened area. Five
or six neters into it, standing obliquely across the Iines of power, he was
caught near one of the Veil points like an insect on a piece of flypaper. He
cried loudly as the sparks came up about himand his mane rose and stood
erect.

| mredi ately, the sky began to darken directly overhead. But it was no
cl oud of water vapor which had begun to coal esce. Rather, it was a perfectly
circular formation which had appeared, red at the center, yellow nearer the
edges, turning in a clockw se direction. A sound like a single bell chine
followed by the grow of a bull-roarer suddenly came to our ears.

| ago continued his struggles, first freeing his right front foot, then
entangling it again as he freed the left, neighing wildly the while. The
sparks were up to his shoul ders by then, and he shook themlike raindrops from
his body and neck, his entire formtaking on a soft, buttery gl ow

The roaring increased in volume and small |ightnings began to play at the
heart of the red thing above us. A rattling noise caught my attention at that
monent, and | gl anced downward to discover that the purple griffin had
slithered past and noved to interpose itself between us and the |oud red
phenonenon. It crouched |ike a gargoyle, facing away fromus, watching the
spect acl e.

Just then, lago freed both front feet and reared. There was sonet hing
i nsubstantial about him by then, what with his brightness and the spark-shot
i ndi stinctness of his outline. He m ght have nei ghed at that nonment, but al
ot her sounds were subnerged by the incessant roar from above.

A funnel descended fromthe noisy formation - bright, flashing, wailing
now, and tremendously fast. It touched the rearing horse, and for a nmonment his
out | i ne expanded enornmously, becom ng increasingly tenuous in direct
proportion to this effect. And then he was gone. For a brief interval, the
funnel remained stationary, like a perfectly bal anced top. Then the sound
began to di m ni sh.

The trunk raised itself, slowy, to a point but a small distance - perhaps
t he height of a man - above the Pattern. Then it snapped upward as quickly as
it had descended.

The wailing ceased. The roaring began to subside. The mniature |ightnings
faded within the circle. The entire formati on began to pale and slow. A nonent
l[ater, it was but a bit of darkness; another noment and it was gone.

No trace of lago remai ned anywhere that | could see

"Don't ask ne," | said when Randomturned toward ne. "I don't know
either."”

He nodded, then directed his attention toward our purple conpanion, who
was just then rattling his chain.

"What about Charlie here?" he asked, fingering his blade.

"I had the distinct inpression he was trying to protect us," | said,
taking a step forward. "Cover ne. | want to try sonething."

"You sure you can nove fast enough?" he asked. "Wth that side..."

"Don't worry," | said, atrifle nmore heartily than necessary, and | kept

novi ng.

He was correct about ny left side, where the healing knife wound stil
ached dully and seenmed to exercise a drag on ny nmovenents. But G ayswandir was
still in ny right hand and this was one of those occasions when ny trust in ny
instincts was running high. | had relied on this feeling in the past wi th good
results. There are tines when such ganbles just seemto be in order

Random noved ahead and to the right. | turned sidew se and extended ny
left hand as you would in introducing yourself to a strange dog, slowy. Qur
heral di ¢ conpani on had risen fromits crouch and was turning.

It faced us again and studied Ganelon, off to ny left. Then it regarded ny
hand. It lowered its head and repeated the ground-striking novenent, cawed
very softly - a small, bubbling sound - raised its head and sl owy extended



it. It wagged its great tail, touched my fingers with its beak, then repeated
the performance. Carefully, | placed nmy hand on its head. The waggi ng

i ncreased; its head remmined notionless. | scratched it gently about the neck
and it turned its head slowy then, as if enjoying it. | withdrew ny hand and
dropped back a pace.

"I think we're friends," | said softly. "Now you try it. Random ™

"Are you ki ddi ng?"

"No, |"'msure you're safe. Try it."

"What will you do if you are wong?"

" Apol ogi ze. "

"Great."

He advanced and offered his hand. The beast remmined friendly.

"Al'l right," he said half a mnute or so later, still stroking its neck

"what have we proved?"

"That he is a watchdog."

"What is he watchi ng?"

"The Pattern, apparently."

"Off hand then," said Random noving back, "I would say that his work
| eaves sonmething to be desired.” He gestured at the dark area. "Wich is
understandable, if he is this friendly to anyone who doesn't eat oats and
whi nny. "

"My guess is that he is quite selective. It is also possible that he was
set here after the damage was done, to defend against further unappreciated
activity."

"Who set hinP"

"I"d I'ike to know nysel f. Sonmeone on our side, apparently.”

"You can now test your theory further by letting Ganel on approach him"

Ganel on did not nove.

"It may be you have a famly snell about you," he finally said, "and he
only favors Anberites. So | will pass, thank you."

"Al'l right. It is not that inportant. Your guesses have been good so far
How do you interpret events?"

"OfF the two factions out for the throne," he said, "that conposed of
Brand, Fiona, and Bleys was, as you said, nore aware of the nature of the
forces that play about Amber. Brand did not supply you with particulars -
unl ess you omitted sone incidents he m ght have related - but ny guess is that
this damage to the Pattern represents the nmeans by which their allies gained
access to your realm One or nmore of themdid that damage, which provided the
dark route. If the watchdog here responds to a famly snell or some ot her
identifying information you all possess, then he could actually have been here
all along and not seen fit to nove agai nst the despoilers.”

"Possi bly," Random observed. "Any idea how it was acconplished?"

"Perhaps,” he replied. "I will let you denonstrate it for ne, if you are
willing."

"What does it involve?"

"Come this way," he said, turning and heading over to the edge of the
Pattern.

| followed him Random did the sane. The watchgriffin slunk at my side.
Ganel on turned and extended his hand.

"Corwin, may | trouble you for that dagger | fetched us?"

"Here," | said, drawing it fromnmny belt and passing it over.

"I repeat, what does it involve?" Random i nquired.

"The bl ood of Anber," Ganel on replied.

"I amnot so sure | like this idea," Random sai d.

"Al'l you have to do is prick your finger with it,’
bl ade, "and let a drop fall upon the Pattern."

"What will happen?”

"Let's try it and see.”

Random | ooked at ne.

"What do you say?" he asked.

he said, extending the



"CGo ahead. Let's find out. I"'mintrigued."”

He nodded.

"Ckay. "

He received the blade from Ganel on and nicked the tip of his left little
finger. He squeezed the finger then, holding it above the Pattern. Atiny red
bead appeared, grew |larger, quivered, fell.

I mredi ately, a wi sp of snoke rose fromthe spot where it struck
acconpani ed by a tiny crackling noise.

"I"1l be damed!" said Random apparently fasci nated.

A tiny stain had cone into being, gradually spreading to about the size of
a half dollar.

"There you are," said Ganelon. "That is howit was done."

The stain was indeed a mniature counterpart of the massive blot further
to our right. The watchgrifiin gave forth a small shriek and drew back
rapidly turning his head fromone of us to the other

"Easy, fellow Easy," | said, reaching out and cal mi ng hi monce nore.

"But what coul d have caused such a large - " Random began, and then he
nodded sl owvy.

"What indeed?" said Ganelon. "I see no mark to show where your horse was
destroyed. "

"The bl ood of Anber,"” Random said. "You are just full of insights today,
aren't you?"

"Ask Corwin to tell you of Lorraine, the place where | dwelled for so
long," he said, "the place where the dark circle grew. | amalert to the
effects of those powers, though | knew themthen only at a distance. These
matters have becone clearer to me with each new thing | have | earned from you.
Yes, | have insights now that | know nmore of these workings. Ask Corwi n of the
m nd of his general."

"Corwi n," Random said, "give ne the pierced Trunp."

| withdrewit fromny pocket and snoothed it. The stains seenmed nore
om nous now. Another thing also struck ne. | did not believe that it had been
executed by Dworkin, sage, mage, artist, and one-tinme mentor to the children
of Cberon. It had not occurred to ne until that nmonent that anyone el se m ght
be capabl e of producing one. Wile the style of this one did seem sonehow
famliar, it was not his work. Were had | seen that deliberate |ine before,
| ess spontaneous than the naster's, as though every novenent had been totally
intellectualized before the pen touched the paper? And there was sonet hi ng
else wong with it - a quality of idealization of a different order fromthat
of our own Trunps, alnpst as if the artist had been working with old nenories,
glinpses, or descriptions rather than a |iving subject.

"The Trump, Corwin. If you please,” Random sai d.

There was that about the way in which he said it to nake ne hesitate. It
gave rise to the feeling that he was sonehow a junp ahead of me on sonet hi ng
important, a feeling which | did not like at all

"I"ve petted old ugly here for you, and |'ve just bled for the cause,
Corwin. Now let's have it."

| handed it over, mny uneasiness increasing as he held it in his hand and
furrowed his brow Wy was | suddenly the stupid one? Does a night in Tir-na
Nog'th sl ow cerebration? Wy -

Random began to curse, a string of profanities unsurpassed by anything
encountered in ny long mlitary career

Then, "What is it?" | said. "I don't understand."

"The bl ood of Anber," he finally said. "Wwoever did it wal ked the Pattern
first, you see. Then they stood there at the center and contacted himvia this
Trunp. Wen he responded and a firm contact was achi eved, they stabbed him
H s bl ood fl owed upon the Pattern, obliterating that part of it, as mne did
here.”

He was silent for the space of several deep breaths.

"It smacks of a ritual," | said.

"Damm rituals!" he said. "Dam all of themi One of themis going to die,



Corwin. | amgoing to kill him- or her."

"I still do not - "

"I ama fool," he said, "for not seeing it right away. Look! Look
cl osel y!"

He thrust the pierced Trunmp at nme. | stared. | still did not see.

"Now | ook at ne!" he said. "See ne!"

| did. Then | | ooked back at the card. | realized what he neant.

"I was never anything to himbut a whisper of life in the darkness. But
they used nmy son for this," he said.
"That has to be a picture of Martin."

The Hand O Qberon
Chapter 2

St andi ng there beside the broken Pattern, regarding a picture of the man
who may or may not have been Random s son, who may or may not have died of a

kni fe wound received froma point within the Pattern, | turned and took a
giant step back within ny mind for an instant replay of the events which had
brought nme to this point of peculiar revelation. | had | earned so many new

things recently that the occurrences of the past few years seenmed al npst to
constitute a different story than they had while | was living them Now this
new possibility and a nunber of things it inplied had just shifted the

per specti ve agai n.

I had not even been aware of nmy name when | had awakened in G eenwood,
that private hospital in upstate New York where | had spent two totally blank
weeks subsequent to my accident. It was only recently that | had been told
that the accident itself had been engi neered by ny brother Bleys, imediately

follow ng my escape fromthe Porter Sanitariumin Al bany. | got this story
fromnmy brother Brand, who had railroaded nme into Porter in the first place,
by means of fake psychiatric evidence. At Porter, | had been subjected to

el ectroshock therapy over the span of several days, results anbi guous but
presumably involving the return of a few nmenories. Apparently, this was what
had scared Bleys into making the attenpt on ny life at the tine of ny escape,
shooting out a couple of ny tires on a curve above a | ake. This doubtl ess
woul d have resulted in ny death, had Brand not been a step behind Bl eys and
out to protect his insurance investnent, nme. He said he had gotten word to the
cops, dragged me out of the |ake, and administered first aid until help
arrived. Shortly after that, he was captured by his forner partners - Bleys
and our sister Fiona - who confined himin a guarded tower in a distant place
i n Shadow.

There had been two cabals, plotting and counterplotting after the throne,
treadi ng on one another's heels, breathing down one another's necks, and doi ng
anything el se to one another that nmight suggest itself at that range. Qur
brother Eric, backed by brothers Julian and Cai ne, had been preparing to take
the throne, long left vacant by the unexpl ai ned absence of our father, Cberon.
Unexpl ained to Eric, Julian, and Caine, that is. To the other group
consi sting of Bleys, Fiona, and - fornmerly - Brand, it was not unexpl ai ned
because they were responsible for it. They had arranged for this state of
affairs to come into being in order to open the way for Bleys' accession to
the throne. But Brand had conmitted a tactical error in attenpting to obtain
Caine's assistance in their play for the throne, in that Caine decided a
better deal obtained in upholding Eric's part. This |left Brand under close
scrutiny, but did not inmrediately result in the betrayal of his partners
identities. At about that time, Bleys and Fiona decided to enploy their secret
allies against Eric. Brand had demurred in this, fearing the strength of those
forces, and as a result had been rejected by Bleys and Fiona. Wth everyone on
hi s back then, he had sought to upset the bal ance of powers conpletely by
journeying to the shadow Earth where Eric had left ne to die centuries before.
It was only later that Eric had |l earned that | had not died but was possessed



of total ammesia, which was al nost as good, had set sister Flora to watch over
nmy exile, and hoped that that was the last of it. Brand later told me he had
gotten ne conmitted to Porter in a desperate nove to restore ny nmenory as a
prelimnary to nmy return to Amber.

VWil e Fiona and Bl eys had been dealing with Brand, Eric had been in touch
with Flora. She had arranged for nmy transfer to G eenwood fromthe clinic to
whi ch the police had taken ne, with instructions to keep ne narcotized, while
Eri c began arrangenents for his coronation in Anber. Shortly thereafter, our
brot her Randomis idyllic existence in Texoram was broken when Brand nanaged
to send hima nessage outside the norrmal family channels - i.e., the Trunps -
requesting deliverance. Wile Random who was blissfully nonpartisan in the
power struggle, was about this business, | nmanaged to deliver nyself from
Greenwood, still relatively unmenoried. Having obtained Flora' s address from
Greenwood' s frightened director, | betook nyself to her place in Wstchester,
engaged in some el aborate bluffing, and noved in as a house guest. Random in
the neantime, had been | ess than successful in his attenpt to rescue Brand.

Sl ayi ng the snaky warden of the tower, he had had to flee its inner guards,
utilizing one of the region's strangely nobile rocks. The guards, a hardy band
of not quite human guys, had succeeded in pursuing himthrough Shadow,

however, a feat normally inpossible for nbst non-Anberites. Random had fl ed
then to the shadow Earth where | was guiding Flora along the paths of

m sunder standing while attenpting to | ocate the proper route to enlightennment
as to my own circunstances. Crossing the continent in response to ny assurance
that he woul d be under my protection. Random had come believing that his
pursuers were my own creatures. Wen | hel ped hi mdestroy them he was puzzl ed
but unwilling to raise the issue while | seenmed engaged in sone private
maneuver throneward. In fact, he had easily been tricked into conveying ne
back to Amber through Shadow.

This venture had proved beneficial in some respects while nuch | ess
satisfactory in others. When | had finally revealed the true state of ny
personal situation, Random and our sister Deirdre, whomwe had encountered
al ong the way, conducted me to Anber's mrror city within the sea, Rebma.
There | had wal ked the i mage of the Pattern and recovered the bul k of ny
menories as a result - thereby also settling the issue as to whether | was the
real Corwin or nerely one of his shadows. From Rebma | had traveled into
Anmber, utilizing the power of the Pattern to effect an instantaneous journey
hone. After fighting an inconclusive duel with Eric, | had fled via the Trunps
into the keeping of ny bel oved brother and woul d-be assassin, Bleys.

| joined with Bleys in an attack on Amber, a mi smanaged affair which we
had | ost. Bl eys vani shed during the final engagenent, under circunstances

whi ch | ooked likely to prove fatal but, the nore that | |earned and thought
about it, probably had not. This left me to beconme Eric's prisoner and an
unwi I ling party to his coronation, after which he had had me blinded and

| ocked away. A few years in the dungeons of Anber had seen a regeneration of
nmy eyes, in direct proportion to the deterioration of my state of mnd. It was
only the accidental appearance of Dad's ol d adviser Dworkin, worse off
mental ly than nyself, which had led to a way of escape.

After that, | set about recovering and | resolved to be nore prudent the
next time | went after Eric. | journeyed through Shadow toward an old I and
where | had once reigned - Avalon - with plans to obtain there a substance of
whi ch | al one anong Anberites was aware, a chenical unique in its ability to

undergo detonation in Arber. En route, | had passed through the | and of
Lorrai ne, there encountering nmy old exiled Aval oni an general Ganel on, or
someone very much like him 1 remai ned because of a wounded knight, a girl,

and a local nenace peculiarly simlar to a thing occurring in the vicinity of
Amber herself - a growing black circle sonmehow related to the black road our
enem es traveled, a thing for which I held nyself partly responsi bl e because
of a curse | had pronounced at the time of nmy blinding. I won the battle, |ost
the girl, and traveled on to Aval on with Ganel on

The Aval on we reached, we quickly | earned, was under the protection of ny



br ot her Benedi ct, who had been having troubles of his own with a situation
possibly akin to the black circle/black road nenaces. Benedict had lost his
right armin the final engagenent, but had been victorious in his battle with
the hell mai ds. He had warned me to keep ny intentions toward Amber and Eric
pure, and had then allowed us the hospitality of his nmanor while he remained
for a few days nore in the field. It was at his place that | net Dara.

Dara told ne she was Benedict's great-granddaughter, whose exi stence had
been kept secret from Anmber. She drew me out as far as she could on Anber, the
Pattern, the Trunps, and our ability to walk in Shadow. She was al so an
extremely skilled fencer. We indulged in a bit of casual |ovenaking on ny
return froma hellride to a place where | obtained a sufficient quantity of
rough di anonds to pay for the things | was going to need for ny assault on
Amber. The followi ng day, Ganelon and | picked up our supply of the necessary
chemical s and departed for the shadow Earth where | had spent ny exile, there
to obtain automatic weapons and anmuniti on manufactured to ny specifications.

En route, we had sone difficulties along the black road, which seened to
have extended its scope of influence anong the worlds of Shadow. W were equa
to the troubles it presented, but | alnost perished in a duel with Benedict,
who had pursued us through a wild hellride. Too angry for argunent, he had

fought me through a small wood - still a better man than I, even wielding his
bl ade | eft-handed. | had only managed to best himby neans of a trick
i nvol ving a property of the black road of which he was unaware. | had been

convi nced that he wanted ny bl ood because of the affair with Dara. But no. In
the few words that passed between us he deni ed any know edge of the existence
of such a person. Instead, he had cone after us convinced that | had mnurdered
his servants. Now, Ganelon had indeed | ocated sone fresh corpses in the wood
at Benedict's place, but we had agreed to forget about them having no idea as
to their identities and no desire to conplicate our existence any further

Leaving Benedict in the care of brother Gerard, whom| had sunmoned via
his Trunp from Anber, Ganelon and | proceeded to the shadow Earth, arned
ourselves, recruited a strike force in Shadow, and headed off to attack Anber.
But upon our arrival we discovered that Amnber was al ready under attack by
creatures which had come in along the black road. My new weapons qui ckly
turned the tide in Anber's favor, and ny brother Eric died in that battle,
| eaving nme his problens, his ill will, and the Jewel of Judgnment - a
weat her-control li ng weapon he had used agai nst me when Bl eys and | had
attacked Amber.

At that point, Dara showed up, swept on by us, rode into Amber, found her
way to the Pattern, and proceeded to walk it - prima-facie evidence that we
wer e i ndeed sonehow rel ated. During the course of this ordeal, however, she
had exhi bited what appeared to be peculiar physical transformations. Upon
conpl etion of the Pattern, she announced that Anber woul d be destroyed. Then
she had vani shed.

About a week later, brother Caine was nurdered, under conditions arranged
to show me as the culprit. The fact that | had slain his slayer was hardly
sati sfactory evidence of ny innocence, in that the guy was necessarily in no
condition to talk about it. Realizing, however, that | had seen his |ike
before, in the persons of those creatures who had pursued Randominto Flora's
hone, | finally found tine to sit down with Random and hear the story of his
unsuccessful attenpt to rescue Brand from his tower.

Random subsequent to my |eaving himin Rebma years before, when | had
journeyed to Amber to fight my duel with Eric, had been forced by Rebma's
gqueen, Mdire, to marry a worman of her court: Vialle, a lovely blind girl. This
was partly intended as a puni shment for Random who years before had |eft
Moire's | ate daughter Mrganthe pregnant with Martin, the apparent subject of
t he danaged Trunmp Random now held in his hands. Strangely, for Random he
appeared to have fallen in love with Vialle, and he now resided | egendary
uni corn of Amber.

After | left Random | fetched the Jewel of Judgment and took it down to
t he chamber of the Pattern. There, | followed the partial instructions | had



recei ved for purposes of attuning it to ny use. | underwent some unusua
sensations during the process and was successful in obtaining control of its
nost obvious function: the ability to direct neteorol ogi cal phenonena. After
that, | questioned Flora concerning ny exile. Her story seemed reasonabl e and
jibed with those facts |I did possess, although |I had the feeling she was
hol di ng back sonewhat on events at the time of ny accident. She did promise to
identify Caine's slayer as one of the sane sort as those individuals Random
and | had fought at her honme in Westchester, however, and she assured nme of
her support in anything | mght currently be about.

At the time | had heard Randomi s story, | was still unaware of the two
factions and their machinations. | decided then that if Brand were stil
living, his rescue was of first inportance, if for no other reason than the
fact that he obviously possessed information that soneone did not want
circulated. | hit on a schenme for achieving this, the trial of which was only
post poned for the time required by Gerard and mysel f for returning Caine's
body to Amber. Part of this time, however, was appropriated by Gerard for
pur poses of beating me unconscious, just in case | had forgotten he was
capable of the feat, to add weight to his words when he inforned nme that he
woul d personally kill me should it turn out that | was the author of Anber's
present woes. It was the nost exclusive closed circuit fight I knew of, viewed
by the famly via Gerard's Trunmp - an act of insurance should | actually be
the culprit and have a mnd to erase his name fromthe list of the living
because of his threat. W journeyed on to the Grove of the Unicorn then and
exhuned Caine. At that tinme, we actually caught a brief glinpse of the
| egendary uni corn of Anber

That evening we net in the library of the palace in Arber - we being
Random Gerard, Benedict, Julian, Deirdre, Fiona, Flora, Llewella, and myself.
There, we tested ny idea for finding Brand. It anmounted to all nine of us
simul taneously attenpting to reach himvia his Trunp. And we succeeded.

We contacted himand were successful in transporting himback to Amber. In
the midst of the excitenent, however, with all of us crowded about as Gerard
bore hi mthrough, sonmeone planted a dagger in Brand's side. Gerard i mediately
el ected hinself attendi ng physician and cleared the room

The rest of us nmoved to a downstairs sitting room there to backbite and
di scuss events. During this time, Fiona advised nme that the Jewel of Judgment
m ght represent a hazard in situations of prolonged exposure, suggesting the
possibility that it, rather than his wounds, m ght have been the cause of
Eric's death. One of the first signs, she believed, was a distortion of one's
ti me-sense - an apparent slowdown of tenporal sequence, actually representing
a speed-up of physiological events. | resolved to be nore cautious with it, in
that she was nore conversant with these matters than the rest of us, having
once been an advanced pupil of Dworkin's.

And per haps she was correct. Perhaps there was such an effect in operation
| ater that evening when | returned to my own quarters. At least, it seened as
if the person who attenpted to kill me was noving a trifle nore slowy than |
woul d have nyself under simlar circunstances. At that, the stroke was al npbst
successful. The bl ade caught me in the side and the world went away.

Leaking life, | awoke in my old bed in nmy old hone on the shadow Earth
where | had dwelled for so long as Carl Corey. How | had been returned, | had
no idea. | craw ed outside and into a blizzard. Cinging precariously to
consci ousness, | cached the Jewel of Judgnent in ny old conpost heap, for the
worl d did indeed seemto be slow ng down about nme. Then | made it to the road,
to try flaggi ng down a passing notorist.

It was a friend and former neighbor. Bill Roth, who found nme there and
drove me to the nearest clinic. There, | was treated by the same doctor who
had attended ne years before, at the time of ny accident. He suspected | m ght
be a psychiatric case, as the old record did reflect that faked state of
affairs.

Bill showed up later, however, and set a nunber of things right. An
attorney, he had grown curious at the time of ny disappearance and done sone



i nvestigating. He had | earned about ny fake certification and my successive
escapes. He even possessed details on these matters and on the acci dent
itself. He still felt there was sonething strange about ne, but it did not
really bother himthat nuch

Later, Random contacted ne via ny Trunp and advi sed me that Brand had cone
around and was asking for ne. Wth Random s assistance, | returned to Anber.
went to see Brand. It was then that | |earned of the nature of the power
struggl e whi ch had been going on about nme, and the identities of the
participants. Hs story, together with what Bill had told me back on the
shadow Earth, finally brought some sense and coherence to occurrences of the
past several years. He also told nme nore concerning the nature of the danger
we currently faced.

| did nothing the follow ng day, ostensibly for purposes of preparing
nmyself for a visit to Tir-na Nog'th, actually to buy additional tine in which
to recover fromny injury. This comm tnent nmade, however, it had to be kept. |
did journey to the city in the sky that night, encountering a confusing
collection of signs and portents, signifying perhaps nothing, and collecting a
pecul i ar mechani cal arm fromthe ghost of ny brother Benedict while | was
about it.

Returned fromthis excursion on high, | breakfasted with Random and
Ganel on before setting out across Kolvir to return hone. Slowy,
bewi | deringly, the trail began to change about us. It was as though we were
wal ki ng in Shadow, a well-nigh inpossible feat this near to Amber. \Wen we
reached this conclusion, we tried to alter our course, but neither Random nor
I was able to affect the changing scene. About that tine, the unicorn put in
an appearance. It seened to want us to followit. W did.

It had |l ed us through a kal ei doscopic series of changes, until finally we
arrived at this pace, where it abandoned us to our present devices.

Now, with this entire sequence of events tunbling through ny head, ny nind
nmoved about the peripheries, pushed its way forward, returned to the words
Random had just spoken. | felt that | was slightly ahead of himonce nore. For
how long this state of affairs mght last, | did not know, but | realized
where | had seen work by the same hand whi ch had executed the pierced Trunp.

Brand had often pai nted when he was entering one of his nelancholy
peri ods, and his favorite techniques cane to nmind as | recalled canvas after
canvas he had brightened or darkened. Add to this his campaign of years before
to obtain recollections and descriptions fromeveryone who had known Martin.
Whi | e Random had not recogni zed his style, | wondered how long it mght be
bef ore he began thinking as | just had about the possible ends of Brand's
i nformati on gathering. Even if his hand had not actually propelled the bl ade,
Brand was party to the act by providing the nmeans. | knew Random wel | enough
to know that he meant what he had said. He would try to kill Brand as soon as
he saw the connection. This was going to be nore than awkward.

It had nothing to do with the fact that Brand had probably saved ny life.
| figured | had squared accounts with himby getting himout of that damed
tower. No. It was neither indebtedness nor sentinent that caused me to cast
about for ways to nislead Random or slow himdown. It was the naked, frigid
fact that | needed Brand. He had seen to that. My reason for saving himwas no
nmore altruistic than his had been in dragging nme out of the |ake. He possessed
somet hing | needed now. information. He had realized this i mediately and he
was rationing it - his life's union dues.

"I do see the resenblance,” | said to Random "and you may well be right
about what happened. "

"Of course | amright."

"It is the card that was pierced,"” | said.

"Cbviously. | don't - "

"He was not brought through on the Trunp, then. The person who did it
t heref ore made contact, but was unable to persuade himto cone across."

"So? The contact had progressed to a point of sufficient solidity and
proximty that he was able to stab himanyway. He was probably even able to



achieve a nental |ock and hold himwhere he was while he bled. The kid
probably hadn't had rmuch experience with the Trunps."

"Maybe yes, maybe no," | said. "Llewella or Moire nmight be able to tell us
how much he knew about the Trumps. But what | was getting at was the
possibility that contact could have been broken before death. If he inherited
your regenerative abilities he m ght have survived."

"M ght have? | don't want guesses! | want answers!”
I commenced a bal ancing act within ny mind. | believed | knew somnething
that he did not, but then my source was not the best. Also, | wanted to keep

qui et about the possibility because | had not had a chance to discuss it with
Benedict. On the other hand, Martin was Random s son, and | did want to direct
his attention away from Brand.

"Random | may have sonething," | said.
"What ?"
"Right after Brand was stabbed,"” | said, "when we were tal king together in

the sitting room do you renenber when the conversation turned to the subject
of Martin?"

"Yes. Not hing new came up."

"I had something | mght have added at that time, but | restrained nyself
because everyone was there. Al so, because | wanted to pursue it in private
with the party concerned."

"Who?"

"Benedi ct . "

"Benedi ct ? What has he to do with Martin?"

"I do not know. That is why | wanted to keep it quiet until | found out.
And mmy source of information was a touchy one, at that"

"Co ahead."

"Dara. Benedict gets mad as hell whenever | nention her nane, but so far a
nunber of things she told ne have proved correct - things like the journey of
Julian and Cerard along the black road, their injury, their stay in Aval on
Benedi ct admitted these things had happened.”

"What did she say about Martin?"

I ndeed. How to phrase it w thout giving away the show on Brand...? Dara
had said that Brand had visited Benedict a nunber of times in Avalon, over a
span of years. The tinme differential between Anber and Aval on is such that it
seened likely, now that | thought about it, that the visits fell into the
peri od when Brand was so actively seeking information on Martin. | had
wonder ed what kept drawi ng hi m back there, since he and Benedi ct had never
been especially chumy.

"Only that Benedict had had a visitor nanmed Martin, whom she thought was
from Anber," | |ied.

"When?"

"Sone while back. I'mnot sure.”

"Why didn't you tell ne this before?"

"It is not really very nuch - and besides, you had never seened especially
interested in Martin."

Random shifted his gaze to the griffin, crouched and gurgling on ny right,
t hen nodded.

"I amnow," he said. "Things change. If he is still alive, I wuld like to
get to know him If he is not..."

"Ckay," | said. "The best way to be about either one is to start figuring
a way to get hone. | believe we have seen what we were supposed to see and

would like to clear out."

"I was thinking about that," he said, "and it occurred to ne that we could
probably use this Pattern for that purpose. Just head out to the center and
transfer back."

"CGoing in along the dark area?" | asked.
"Why not? Ganelon has already tried it and he's okay."
"A nmoment," said Ganelon. "I did not say that it was easy, and | am

positive you could not get the horses to go that route."



"What do you nean?" | said.
"Do you renenber that place where we crossed the black road - back when we
were fleeing Aval on?"

"Of course.”

"Well, the sensations | experienced in retrieving the card and the dagger
were not unlike the upset that came over us at that tine. It is one of the
reasons | was running so fast. | would favor trying the Trunps again first,
under the theory that this point is congruent wth Amber."

| nodded.

"All right. W might as well try making it as easy as we can. Let's
col lect the horses first."

We did this, learning the length of the griffin's |leash while we were
about it. He was drawn up short about thirty nmeters fromthe cave nouth, and
i mediately set up a bleating conplaint. This did not make the job of
paci fying the horses any easier, but it did give rise to a peculiar notion
which | decided to keep to nyself.

Once we had things under control. Random | ocated his Trunps and | brought
out ny own.

"Let's try for Benedict,'

"All right. Any tinme now "

| noticed inmediately that the cards felt cold again, a good sign.
shuffl ed out Benedict's and began the prelimnaries. Beside ne, Randomdid the
sane. Contact came al nost at once.

"What is the occasion?" Benedict asked, his eyes noving over Random
Ganel on, and the horses, then neeting with my own.

"WIl you bring us through?" | said.

"Horses, too?"

he sai d.

"The works."

"Come ahead."

He extended his hand and | touched it. We all noved toward him Monments
later, we stood with himin a high, rocky place, a chill wind ruffling our

garnments, the sun of Amber past midday in a sky full of clouds. Benedict wore
a stiff |leather jacket and buckskin | eggings. His shirt was a faded yell ow. An
orange cl oak conceal ed the stunmp of his right arm He tightened his |long jaw
and peered down at ne.

"Interesting spot you hie from" he said. "I glinpsed something of the
background. "

| nodded.

"Interesting view fromthis height, also,”" | said, noting the spyglass at

his belt at the sane tine that | realized we stood on the wi de | edge of rock
fromwhi ch Eric had conmanded battle on the day of his death and ny return. |
nmoved to regard the dark swath through Garnath, far bel ow and stretching off
to the horizon.

"Yes," he said. "The black road appears to have stabilized its boundaries
at nost points. At a few others though, it is still widening. It is alnost as
if it is nearing a final conformity with some - pattern... Now tell me, from
what poi nt have you journeyed?"

"I spent last night in Tir-na Nog'th," | said, "and this norning we went

astray in crossing Kolvir."

"Not an easy thing to do," he said. "Getting | ost on your own nountain.
You keep headi ng east, you know. That is the direction fromwhich the sun has
been known to take its course.”

I felt nmy face flush.

"There was an accident,"” | said, |ooking away. "W |ost a horse.™

"What sort of accident?"

"A serious one - for the horse.”

"Benedict," said Random suddenly looking up fromwhat | realized to be
the pierced Trunp, "what can you tell ne concerning ny son Martin?"

Benedi ct studied himfor several nmonents before he spoke. Then, "Wy the
sudden interest?" he asked.



"Because | have reason to believe he may be dead," he said. "If that is
the case, | want to avenge it. If it is not the case - well, the thought that
it mght be has caused ne some upset. If he is still living, | would like to
meet himand talk with him"

"What makes you think he mght be dead?"

Random gl anced at ne. | nodded.
"Start with breakfast," | said.
"While he is doing that, I'Il find us lunch,” said Ganel on, rummaging in

one of the bags.
"The unicorn showed us the way...

Random began

The Hand O Qberon
Chapter 3

We sat in silence. Random had fi ni shed speaki ng and Benedict was staring
skyward over Garnath. Hi s face betrayed nothing. | had | ong ago learned to
respect his silence.

At | ength, he nodded, once, sharply, and turned to regard Random

"I have long suspected something of this order,” he stated, "fromthings

that Dad and Dworkin let fall over the years. | had the inpression there was a
primal Pattern which they had either |ocated or created, situating our Anber
but a shadow away to draw upon its forces. | never obtained any notion as to

how one night travel to that place, however." He turned back toward Garnath,
gesturing with his chin. "And that, you tell nme, corresponds to what was done
t here?"

"It seens to," Randomreplied.

"...Brought about by the shedding of Martin's bl ood?"

"I think so"

Benedi ct raised the Trump Random had passed himduring his narration. At
that time, Benedict had nade no comment.

"Yes," he said now, "this is Martin. He cane to ne after he departed
Rebma. He stayed with ne a | ong while"

"Why did he go to you?" Random asked.

Benedict smiled faintly.

"He had to go somewhere, you know," he said. "He was sick of his position
i n Rebma, amnbival ent toward Anber, young, free, and just come into his power
through the Pattern. He wanted to get away, see new things, travel in Shadow -
as we all did. | had taken himto Aval on once when he was a small boy, to |et
himwal k on dry land of a sumer, to teach himto ride a horse, to have him
see a crop harvested. Wen he was suddenly in a position to go anywhere he
would in an instant, his choices were still restricted to the few pl aces of
whi ch he had knowl edge. True, he m ght have dreaned up a place in that instant
and gone there - creating it, as it were. But he was al so aware that he stil
had many things to learn, to ensure his safety in Shadow. So he elected to
cone to me, to ask me to teach him And | did. He spent the better part of a
year at ny place. | taught himto fight, taught himof the ways of the Trunps
and of Shadow, instructed himin those things an Anberite nust know if he is
to survive."

"Why did you do all these things?" Random asked.

"Soneone had to. It was ne that he came to, so it was mine to do,"
Benedict replied. "It was not as if | were not very fond of the boy, though,"
he added. Random nodded.

"You say that he was with you for alnost a year. \What becane of himafter
t hat ?"

"That wander| ust you know as well as |I. Once he had obtained sone
confidence in his abilities, he wanted to exercise them In the course of
instructing him | had taken himon journeys in Shadow nysel f, had introduced

himto people of ny acquai ntance at various places. But there cane a time when



he wanted to nake his own way. One day then, he bade ne good-by and fared
forth."

"Have you seen hi m since?" Random asked.

"Yes. He returned periodically, staying with ne for a tinme, to tell me of
his adventures, his discoveries. It was always clear that it was just a visit.
After a time, he would get restless and depart again."

"When was the last tine you saw hi n?"

"Several years ago, Avalon tinme, under the usual circunstances. He showed
up one norning, stayed for perhaps two weeks, told ne of the things he had
seen and done, talked of the many things he wanted to do. Later, he set off
once nore."

"And you never heard from hi magai n?"

"On the contrary. There were nmessages left with mutual friends when he
woul d pass their way. Cccasionally, he would even contact me via ny Trunp -

"He had a set of the Trunps?" | broke in.

"Yes, | made hima gift of one of ny extra decks."
"Did you have a Trump for hinP" He shook his head.
"I was not even aware that such a Trunp existed, until | saw this one," he

said, raising the card, glancing at it, and passing it back to Random "I
haven't the art to prepare one. Random have you tried reaching himwth this
Trunp?"

"Yes, any nunber of times since we cane across it. Just a few mnutes ago,
as a matter of fact. Nothing."

"Of course that proves nothing. If everything occurred as you guessed and
he did survive it, he may have resolved to block any future attenpts at
contact. He does know how to do that."

"Did it occur as | guessed? Do you know nore about it?"

"I have an idea," Benedict said. "You see, he did show up injured at a
friend s place - off in Shadow sone years ago. It was a body wound, caused by
the thrust of a blade. They said he cane to themin very bad shape and did not
go into details as to what had occurred. He remained for a few days - until he
was able to get around again - and departed before he was really fully
recovered. That was the last they heard of him The last that | did, also.”

"Weren't you curious?" Random asked. "Didn't you go |ooking for hinP"

"Of course | was curious. | still am But a man should have the right to
lead his own life without the meddling of relatives, no natter how
wel | -intentioned. He had pulled through the crisis and he did not attenpt to
contact me. He apparently knew what he wanted to do. He did | eave a nessage
for me with the Tecys, saying that when | |earned of what had happened | was
not to worry, that he knew what he was about."

"The Tecys?" | said.

"That's right. Friends of mne off in Shadow "

| refrained fromsaying the things that |I might. | had thought them just
anot her part of Dara's story, for she had so twisted the truth in other areas.
She had mentioned the Tecys to ne as if she knew them as if she had stayed
with them- all with Benedict's knowl edge. The nmonent did not seem
appropriate, however, to tell himof my previous night's vision in Tir-na
Nog'th and the things it had indicated concerning his relationship to the
girl. I had not yet had sufficient time to ponder the matter and all that it
i mpli ed.

Random st ood, paced, paused near the | edge, his back to us, fingers
knotted behind him After a noment, he turned and stal ked back

"How can we get in touch with the Tecys?" he asked Benedi ct.

"No way," said Benedict, "except to go and see them"

Random turned to ne.

"Corwin, | need a horse. You say that Star's been through a nunber of
hellrides..."

"He's had a busy norning."

"It wasn't that strenuous. It was nostly fright, and he seens okay now.
May | borrow hi n?"



Before | could answer, he turned toward Benedict.

"You'll take ne, won't you?" he said.

Benedi ct hesitated.

"I do not know what nore there is to learn - he began

"Anyt hi ng! Anything at all they m ght remenber - possibly something that
did not really seeminportant at the tine but is now, know ng what we know. "

Benedi ct [ ooked to nme. | nodded.
"He can ride Star, if you are willing to take him"
"Al'l right," Benedict said, getting to his feet. "I'll fetch ny mount."

He turned and headed off toward the place where the great striped beast
was tethered.

"Thanks, Corwi n," Random sai d.

“I"1l let you do me a favor in return.”

"What ?"

"Let me borrow Martin's Trunp."

"What for?"

"An idea just hit nme. It is too conplicated to get into if you want to get
nmovi ng. No harm should come of it, though."

He chewed his lip.

"Ckay. | want it back when you are done with it."
"Of course.”

"WIl it help find hin®"

"Maybe. "

He passed ne the card.

"You headi ng back to the pal ace now?" he asked.

“Yes."

"Wuld you tell Vialle what has happened and where | have gone? She
worries."

"Sure. 1'll do that."

"Il take good care of Star."

"I know that. Cood | uck."

"Thanks. "

| rode Firedrake. Ganelon wal ked. He had insisted. W followed the route
had taken in pursuing Dara on the day of the battle. Along with recent
devel opnents, that is probably what nade ne think of her again. | dusted off
nmy feelings and exami ned themcarefully. | realized then that despite the
ganes she had played with ne, the killings she had doubtl ess been privy or
party to, and her stated designs upon the realm | was still attracted to her
by sonething nore than curiosity. | was not really surprised to discover this.
Thi ngs had | ooked pretty nuch the sane the last time | had pulled a surprise
i nspection in the enotional barracks. | wondered then how nmuch of truth there
m ght have been to my final vision of the previous night, wherein her possible
line of descent from Benedict had been stated. There was i ndeed a physica
resenbl ance, and | was nore than half-convinced. In the ghost city, of course,
t he shade of Benedi ct had conceded as nuch, raising his new, strange armin
her defense...

"What's funny?" Ganel on asked, fromwhere he strode to ny left.

"The arm" | said, "that came to me fromTir-na Nog'th - | had worried
over sone hidden inport, some unforeseen force of destiny to the thing, coning
as it had into our world fromthat place of nystery and dream Yet it did not
even | ast the day. Nothing remained when the Pattern destroyed |ago. The
entire evening's visions cone to nothing."

Ganel on cleared his throat.

"Well, it wasn't exactly the way you seemto think," he said.

"What do you nean?"

"That arm device was not in lago's saddl ebag. Random stowed it in your
bag. That's where the food was, and after we had eaten he returned the
utensils to where they had been in his own bag, but not the arm There was no
space. "



"Ch," | said. "Then - "

Ganel on nodded. " - So he has it with himnow " he finished.
"The arm and Benedict both. Dam! |'ve small liking for that thing. It
tried to kill ne. No one has ever been attacked in Tir-na Nog' th before."

"But Benedict, Benedict's okay. He's on our side, even if you have sone
di fferences at the nonent. Right?"

I did not answer him

He reached up and took Firedrake's reins, drawing himto a halt. He stared
up then, studying nmy face.

"Corwi n, what happened up there, anyway? What did you | earn?"

| hesitated. In truth, what had | learned in the city in the sky? No one
was certain as to the nechani sm behind the visions of Tir-na Nog'th. It could
wel | be, as we have sonetinmes suspected, that the place sinply served to
objectify one's unspoken fears and desires, mxing them perhaps with
unconsci ous guesswor k. Sharing concl usi ons and reasonably based conjectures
was one thing. Suspicions engendered by sonething unknown were |ikely better

retai ned than given currency. Still, that armwas solid enough..

"I told you," | said, "that | had knocked that arm off the ghost of
Benedi ct. Cbviously, we were fighting."

"You see it then as an omen that you and Benedict will eventually be in
conflict?"

" Per haps. "

"You were shown a reason for it, weren't you?"

"Ckay," | said, finding a sigh without trying.

"Yes. It was indicated that Dara was indeed related to Benedict - a thing
which may well be correct. It is also quite possible, if it is true, that he
is unaware of it. Therefore, we keep quiet about it until we can verify it or
di scount it. Understood?"

"Of course. But how could this thing be?"

"Just as she said.”

"G eat - gr anddaught er ?"

| nodded.

"By whonf"

"The hell maid we knew only by reputation - Lintra, the |ady who cost him
his arm"

"But that battle was only a recent thing."

"Time flows differently in different real ms of Shadow, Ganelon. In the

farther reaches - It would not be inpossible.™
He shook his head and rel axed his grip on the reins.
"Corwin, | really think Benedict should know about this," he said. "If it

is true, you ought to give hima chance to prepare hinself rather than let him
di scover it of a sudden. You people are such an infertile ot that paternity
seens to hit you harder than it does others. Look at Random For years, he had
di sowned his son, and now - |'ve a feeling he'd risk his life for him"

"So do I," | said. "Now forget the first part but carry the second one a
step farther in the case of Benedict."

"You think he would take Dara's side agai nst Amber?"

"I would rather avoid presenting himw th the choice by not letting him
know that it exists - if it exists."

"I think you do hima disservice. He is hardly an emptional infant. GCet
hold of himon the Trunp and tell himyour suspicions. That way, at |east, he
can be thinking about it, rather than have himrisk some sudden confrontation
unprepared. "

"He woul d not believe me. You have seen how he gets whenever | nention
Dar a. "

"That in itself may say sonething. Possibly he suspects what night have
happened and rejects it so vehenmently because he woul d have it otherw se.™

"Right nowit would just widen a rift | amtrying to heal."

"Your hol di ng back on himnow rmay serve to rupture it conpletely when he
finds out."



"No. | believe I know ny brother better than you do."

He rel eased the reins.

"Very well," he said. "I hope you are right."

| did not answer, but started Firedrake to noving once nore. There was an
unspoken under st andi ng between us that Ganel on could ask me anythi ng he
wanted, and it also went wthout saying that | would listen to any advice he
had to offer ne. This was partly because his position was uni que. W were not
rel ated. He was no Amberite. The struggl es and probl ens of Amber were his only
by choice. W had been friends and then enem es |ong ago, and finally, nore
recently, friends again and allies in a battle in his adopted | and. That
matter concl uded, he had asked to come with me, to help ne deal with ny own
affairs and those of Amber. As | sawit, he owed ne nothing now, nor | him -
if one keeps a scoreboard tally on such matters. Therefore, it was friendship
al one that bound us, a stronger thing than bygone debts and points of honor
in other words, a thing which gave himthe right to bug ne on matters such as
this, where | mght have told even Randomto go to hell once | had rmade up ny
mnd. | realized | should not be irritated when everything that he said was
tendered in good faith. Mdst likely it was an old mlitary feeling, going back
to our earliest relationship as well as being tied in with the present state
of affairs: |I do not |ike having ny decisions and orders questioned. Probably,
| decided, | was irritated even nore by the fact that he had made sonme shrewd
guesses of late, and sone fairly sound suggestions based upon them - things I
felt 1 ought to have caught nyself. No one likes to admit to a resentnent
based on something like that. Still... was that all? A sinple projection of
di ssatisfaction over a few i nstances of personal inadequacy? An old arny
reflex as to the sanctity of ny decisions? O was it something deeper that had
been bot hering me and was just now com ng to the surface?

"Corwi n," Ganelon said, "I've been doing some thinking..."

| sighed.

"Yes?"

"...about Randomis son. The way your crowd heals, | suppose it is possible
that he m ght have survived and still be about."

"I would like to think so."

"Do not be too hasty."

"What do you nean?"

"I gather he had very little contact with Anber and the rest of the
fam ly, growing up in Rebma the way that he did."

"That is the way | understand it, too."

"In fact, outside of Benedict - and Llewella, back in Rebma - the only
ot her one he apparently had contact with would have been the one who stabbed
him- Bleys, Brand, or Fiona. It has occurred to me that he probably has a
pretty distorted view of the famly.'

"Distorted," | said, "but maybe not unwarranted, if | see what you are
getting at."

"I think you do. It seens conceivable that he is not only afraid of the
famly, but may have it in for the lot of you."

"It is possible,"” | said.

"Do you think he could have thrown in with the eneny?"

I shook ny head.

"Not if he knows they are the tools of the crowmd that tried to kill him™"

"But are they? | wonder...? You say Brand got scared and tried to back out
of whatever arrangenent they had with the black road gang. If they are that

strong, | wonder whet her Fiona and Bl eys nmight not have becone their tools? If
this were the case, | could see Martin angling for something which gave him
power over them"

"Too el aborate a structure of guesses," | said.

"The enemny seenms to know a | ot about you."

"True, but they had a couple traitors to give themlessons."
"Coul d they have given them everything you say Dara knew?"
"That is a good point," | said, "but it is hard to say."



Except for the business about the Tecys, which occurred to nme i mediately.
| decided to keep that to nyself for the nmonent though, to find out what he
was | eading up to, rather than going off on a tangent. So, "Martin was hardly
in a position to tell them nuch about Anmber," | said.

Ganel on was silent for a moment. Then, "Have you had a chance to check on
t he business | asked you about that night at your tonb?" he said.

"What busi ness?"

"\Whet her the Trunps coul d be bugged," he said. "Now that we know Martin
had a deck..."

It was nmy turn to be silent while a small famly of nonents crossed ny
path, single file, fromthe left, sticking their tongues out at ne.

"No," | said then. "I haven't had a chance."

We proceeded on for quite a distance before he said, "Corwi n, the night
you brought Brand back.. . ?"

"Yes?"

"You say you accounted for everyone later, in trying to figure out who it
was that stabbed you, and that any of them would have been hard put to pul
the stunt in the tine involved."

"Ch," | said, "and oh."

He nodded.

"Now you have another relative to think about. He may lack the famly
finesse only because he is young and unpracticed."

Sitting there in ny mnd, | gestured back at the silent parade of nonents
that crossed between Anber and then

The Hand O Qberon
Chapter 4

She asked who it was when | knocked and | told her

"Just a nonent"

| heard her footsteps and then the door swng in. Vialle is only alittle
over five feet tall and quite slim Brunette, fine-featured, very soft-spoken
She was wearing red. Her sightless eyes | ooked through ne, reni nding ne of
dar kness past, of pain.

"Random " | said, "asked me to tell you that he would be delayed a little
| onger, but that there was nothing to worry about."

"Pl ease cone in," she said, stepping aside and drawi ng the door the rest
of the way open

| did. | did not want to, but | did. | had not intended to take Random s
request literally - that | tell her what had happened and where he had gone. |
had meant sinply to tell her what | had already said, nothing nore. It was not
until we had ridden our separate ways that | realized exactly what Random s
request had anobunted to: He had just asked me to go tell his wife, to whoml
had never spoken nore than half a dozen words, that he had taken off to go
| ooking for his illegitimte son - the |lad whose not her, Morganthe, had
conmitted suicide, a thing for which Random had been puni shed by being forced
to marry Vialle. The fact that the marriage had somehow wor ked beautifully was
somet hing which still amazed nme. | had no desire to dispense a | oad of awkward
tidings, and as | noved into the room| sought alternatives.

| passed a bust of Random set on a high shelf on the wall to ny left. |
had actually gone by before it registered that nmy brother was indeed the

subj ect. Across the room | saw her workbench. Turning back, | studied the
bust .

"I did not realize that you scul pted,” | said.

“Yes."

Casting my gaze about the apartnent, | quickly |ocated other exanples of
her work. "Quite good," | said.

"Thank you. Wn't you sit down?"



| lowered nyself into a |large, high-arned chair, which proved nore
confortable than it had | ooked. She seated herself on a |low divan to ny right,
curling her |egs beneath her

"May | get you something to eat, or to drink?"

"No thanks. | can only stay a short while. What it is, is that Random
Ganelon, and | had gotten a bit sidetracked on the way home, and after that
delay we nmet with Benedict for a time. The upshot of it was that Random and

Benedi ct had to make another small journey."

"How long will he be away?"

"Probably overnight. Maybe a bit longer. If it is going to be rmuch | onger
he will probably call back on soneone's Trunp, and we'll let you know. "

My side began to throb and | rested ny hand upon it, massaging it gently.

"Random has told me many things about you," she said.

| chuckl ed.

"Are you certain you would not care for sonething to eat? It would be no
trouble."

"Did he tell you that | am always hungry?"

She | aughed.

"No. But if you have been as active as you say, | would guess that you did
not take time for lunch.”

"I'n that you would be only half-correct. Al right. If you' ve a spare
pi ece of bread |lying about it mght do me some good to gnaw on it."

"Fine. Just a nonent."

She rose and departed into the next room | took the opportunity to
scratch heartily all about ny wound where it was suddenly itching fit to kill.
| had accepted her hospitality partly for this reason and partly because of
the realization that | actually was hungry. Only a little later it struck ne
that she could not have seen nme attacking my side as | was. Her sure
nmoverent s, her confident manner, had rel axed ny awareness of her blindness.
Good. It pleased me that she was able to carry it so well.

| heard her hunming a tune: "The Ballad of the Water Crossers,” the song
of Anber's great nerchant navy. Amber is not noted for nmanufacture, and
agriculture has never been our forte. But our ships sail the shadows, plying
bet ween anywhere and anywhere, dealing in anything. Just about every male
Amberite, noble or otherw se, spends sone tinme in the fleet. Those of the
bl ood | aid down the trade routes |ong ago that other vessels mght follow the
seas of a double dozen worlds in every captain's head. | had assisted in this
in tinmes gone by, and though ny invol venent had never been so deep as Gerard's
or Caine's, | had been nmightily nmoved by the forces of the deep and the spirit
of the nen who crossed it.

After a while, Vialle cane in bearing a tray heavy with bread, neat,
cheese, fruit, and a flask of wine. She set it upon a table near at hand.

"You nean to feed a regi nent?" | asked.

"Best to be safe.”

"Thanks. Wn't you join ne?"

"A piece of fruit, perhaps," she said.

Her fingers sought for a second, |ocated an apple. She returned to the
di van.

"Randomtells me you wote that song," she said.

"That was a very long tine ago, Vialle."

"Have you conposed any recent|y?"

| began to shake ny head, caught nyself, said, "No. That part of ne is..
resting."

"Pity. It is lovely."

"Randomis the real nusician in the famly."

"Yes, he is very good. But performance and conposition are two different
t hi ngs."

"True. One day when things have eased up... Tell me, are you happy here in
Amber? |s everything to your liking? Is there anything that you need?"

She snmi | ed.



"Al'l that | need is Random He is a good man."
| was strangely noved to hear her speak of himin this fashion

"Then | am happy for you," | said. And, "Younger, smaller... he might have
had it a bit rougher than the rest of us," | went on. "Nothing quite as
usel ess as another prince when there is already a crowd of them about. | was

as guilty as the rest. Bleys and | once stranded him for two days on an i sl et
to the south of here..."

"...And Gerard went and got himwhen he | earned of it," she said. "Yes, he
told me. It nmust bother you if you renmenber it after all this tinme."

"It nust have made an inpression on him too."

"No, he forgave you long ago. He told it as a joke. Also, he drove a spike
t hrough the heel of your boot - pierced your foot when you put it on."

"Then it was Randoml 1'l|l be dammed! | had al ways bl aned Julian for that
"That one bothers Random "

"How | ong ago all of this was..." | said.

| shook ny head and conti nued eating. Hunger seized nme and she gave ne
several mnutes of silence in which to get the upper hand on it. Wen | had, |
felt conpelled to say somet hing.

"That is better. Mich better," | began. "It was a peculiar and trying
night that | spent in the skycity."

"Did you receive onens of a useful nature?"

"I do not know how useful they m ght prove. On the other hand, | suppose
I'd rather have had themthan not. Have there been any interesting happeni ngs
her eabout s?"

"A servant tells me your brother Brand continues to rally. He ate well
thi s nmorning, which is encouraging."

"True," | said. "True. It would seem he is out of danger."

"Likely. It - it is a terrible series of happenings to which you have al
been subjected. | amsorry. | was hoping you m ght obtain some indication of
an upturn in your affairs during the night you spent in Tir-na Nog'th."

"It does not matter," | said. "I amnot that sure of the value of the
t hi ng. "

"Then why - Oh."

| studied her with renewed interest. Her face still betrayed nothing, but
her right hand tw tched, tapping and plucking at the material of the divan.
Then, as with a sudden awareness of its el oquence, she stilled it. She was
obvi ously a person who had answered her own question and w shed now she had
done it in silence.

one.

"Yes," | said, "I was stalling. You are aware of ny injury."

She nodded.

"I amnot angry with Random for having told you," | said. "H s judgment
has al ways been acute and geared to defense. | see no reason not to rely on it
nmysel f. | nust inquire as to how nmuch he has told you, however, both for your
own safety and ny peace of mind. For there are things | suspect but have not
yet spoken."

"I understand. It is difficult to assess a negative - the things he m ght
have left out, | nmean - but he tells ne nost things. | know your story and
nost of the others. He keeps ne aware of events, suspicions, conjectures."

"Thank you," | said, taking a sip of the wine. "It makes it easier for ne
to speak then, seeing how things are with you. | amgoing to tell you
everyt hing that happened from breakfast till now .."

So | did.

She sm | ed occasionally as | spoke, but she did not interrupt. Wen | had
fini shed, she asked, "You thought that nmention of Martin would upset nme?"

"It seened possible," | told her

"No," she said. "You see, | knew Martin in Rebma, when he was but a snal
boy. | was there while he was growing up. | liked himthen. Even if he were
not Random s son he would still be dear to ne. | can only be pleased with

Random s concern and hope that it has conme in time to benefit them both."



I shook ny head.

"I do not neet people like you too often,” | said. "I amglad that |
finally have."

She | aughed, then said, "You were without sight for a long while."

“Yes."

"It can enbitter a person, or it can give hima greater joy in those
t hi ngs whi ch he does have."

| did not have to think back over ny feelings fromthose days of blindness
to know that | was a person of the first sort, even discounting the

ci rcunmst ances under which | had suffered it. | amsorry, but that is the way
that 1 am and | am sorry.
"True," | said. "You are fortunate."

"It isreally only a state of mind - a thing a Lord of Shadow can easily
appreci ate. "

She rose.

"I have al ways wondered as to your appearance," she said. "Random has
descri bed you, but that is different. May | ?"

"Of course.”

She approached and pl aced her finger tips upon ny face. Delicately, she
traced ny features.

"Yes," she said, "you are nuch as | had thought you would be. And | fee
the tension in you. It has been there for a long while, has it not?"

"In some formor other, | suppose, ever since ny return to Amber."

"I wonder," she said, "whether you might have been happi er before you
regai ned your nenory."

"It is one of those inpossible questions,” | said. "I mght also be dead
if I had not. But putting that part aside for a nonent, in those tinmes there
was still a thing that drove me, that troubled nme every day. | was constantly

| ooking for ways to discover who | really was, what | was."
"But were you happier, or |ess happy, than you are now?"

"Neither," | said. "Things balance out. It is, as you suggested, a state
of mind. And even if it were not so, | could never go back to that other life,
now that | know who I am now that | have found Anber."

"\Why not ?"

"Why do you ask ne these things?"
"I want to understand you," she said. "Ever since | first heard of you

back in Rebma, even before Randomtold ne stories, | wondered what it was that
drove you. Now |'ve the opportunity - no right, of course, just the
opportunity - | felt it worth speaking out of turn and order beyond ny station

simply to ask you."

A hal f -chuckl e caught ne.

"Fairly taken," | said. "I will see whether |I can be honest. Hatred drove
me at first - hatred for nmy brother Eric - and ny desire for the throne. Had
you asked me on ny return which was the stronger, | would have said that it
was the sumons of the throne. Now, though... now | would have to adnmit that
it was actually the other way around. | had not realized it until this noment,
but it is true. But Eric is dead and there is nothing left of what | felt
then. The throne remains, but now!l find that ny feelings toward it are m xed.
There is a possibility that none of us has a right to it under present
circunmst ances, and even if all famly objections were removed | would not take
it at this tine. | would have to see stability restored to the realmand a
nunber of questions answered first."

"Even if these things showed that you may not have the throne?"

"Even so."

"Then | begin to understand."”

"What ? What is there to understand?”

"Lord Corwi n, nmy know edge of the philosophical basis of these things is
limted, but it is my understanding that you are able to find anything you
wi sh within Shadow. This has troubled ne for a long while, and | never fully
under st ood Random s expl anations. If you wi shed, could not each of you walk in



Shadow and find yourself another Amber - like this one in all respects, save
that you ruled there or enjoyed whatever other status you m ght desire?"

"Yes, we can locate such places," | said.

"Then why is this not done, to have an end of strife?"

"It is because a place could be found which seened to be the sane - but
that would be all. W are a part of this Arber as surely as it is a part of
us. Any shadow of Amber woul d have to be popul ated wi th shadows of oursel ves
to seemworth while. W could even except the shadow of our own person shoul d
we choose to nove into a ready realm However, the shadow fol k woul d not be
exactly like the other people here. A shadow is never precisely like that
which casts it. These little differences add up. They are actually worse than
maj or ones. It would amount to entering a nation of strangers. The best
nmundane conpari son which occurs to nme is an encounter with a person who
strongly resenbl es another person you know. You keep expecting himto act |ike
your acquai ntance; worse yet, you have a tendency to act toward him as you
woul d toward that other. You face himwith a certain mask and his responses
are not appropriate. It is an unconfortable feeling. | never enjoy neeting
peopl e who rem nd ne of other people. Personality is the one thing we cannot
control in our manipul ations of Shadow. In fact, it is the means by which we
can tell one another from shadows of ourselves. This is why Flora could not
deci de about me for so long, back on the shadow Earth: ny new personality was
sufficiently different."

"I begin to understand," she said. "It is not just Amber for you. It is
t he place plus everything else.”
"The place plus everything else... That is Amber," | agreed.

"You say that your hate died with Eric and your desire for the throne has
been tenpered by the consideration of new things you have | earned."

"That is so."

"Then | think | do understand what it is that noves you."

"The desire for stability noves me," | said, "and something of curiosity -
and revenge on our enemes..."

"Duty," she said. "OF course.”

| snorted.

"I't would be conforting to put such a face on it," | said. "As it is,
however, | will not be a hypocrite. | amhardly a dutiful son of Anber or of
Qoeron. "

"Your voice nakes it plain that you do not wish to be considered one."

| closed nmy eyes, closed themto join her in darkness, to recall for a
brief while the world where other nessages than |ight waves took precedence. |
knew t hen that she had been right about ny voice. Way had | trodden so heavily
on the idea of duty as soon as it was suggested? | like credit for being good
and cl ean and nobl e and hi gh-m nded when | have it com ng, even sonetinmes when
| do not - the same as the next person. \Wat bothered ne about the notion of
duty to Amber? Not hing. What was it then? Dad.

I no longer owed himanything, |least of all duty. Utimately, he was
responsi ble for the present state of affairs. He had fathered a great brood of
us without providing for a proper succession, he had been | ess than kind to
all of our nothers and he then expected our devotion and support. He played
favorites and, in fact, it even seenmed he played us off agai nst one anot her
He then got suckered into something he could not handle and I eft the kingdom
in a ness. Sigmund Freud had | ong ago anesthetized nme to any nornal,
generalized feelings of resentment which mght operate within the famly unit.
| have no quarrel on those grounds. Facts are another matter. | did not
dislike my father sinply because he had given nme no reason to like hiny in
truth, it seemed that he had | abored in the other direction. Enough.
realized what it was that bothered nme about the notion of duty: its object

"You are right," | said, opening ny eyes, regarding her, "and | am gl ad
that you told nme of it."
| rose.

"G ve me your hand," | said.



She extended her right hand and | raised it to ny lips.

"Thank you," | said. "It was a good lunch."
| turned and made ny way to the door. Wen | | ooked back she had bl ushed
and was smling, her hand still partly raised, and | began to understand the

change i n Random
"Good luck to you," she said, the noment ny footsteps ceased.
"...And you," | said, and went out quickly.

| had been planning to see Brand next, but just could not bring nyself to
do it. For one thing, |I did not want to encounter himwith nmy wits dulled by
fatigue. For another, talking with Vialle was the first pleasant thing which
had happened to ne in sone tine, and just this once | was going to quit while
| was ahead.

I mounted the stairs and wal ked the corridor to nmy room thinking, of
course, of the night of the knifings as | fitted nmy new key to ny new |l ock. In
nmy bedchanber, | drew the drapes against the afternoon's |ight, undressed, and
got into bed. As on other occasions of rest after stress with nore stress
pendi ng, sleep eluded nme for a time. For a long while | tossed and tw sted,
reliving events of the past several days and some from even farther back. When

finally I slept, ny dreams were an amal gam of the sane material, including a
spell in ny old cell, scraping away at the door

It was dark when | awoke and | actually felt rested. The tension gone out
of me, ny reverie was much nore peaceful. In fact, there was a tiny charge of

pl easant excitenent dancing through the back of ny head. It was a
ti p-of-the-tongue inperative, a buried notion that - Yes!

| sat up. | reached for ny clothes, began to dress. | buckled on
Grayswandir. | folded a blanket and tucked it under ny arm O course..

My mind felt clear and ny side had stopped throbbing. | had no idea how
long | had slept, and it was hardly worth checking at this point. | had
something far nore inportant to | ook into, something which should have
occurred to ne a long while ago - had occurred, as a matter of fact. | had
actually been staring right at it once, but the crush of time and events had
ground it fromny mnd. Until now.

| locked nmy room behind nme and headed for the stairs. Candles flickered,
and the faded stag who had been dying for centuries on the tapestry to ny
right | ooked back on the faded dogs who had been pursuing himfor
approximately as long. Sometinmes nmy synpathies are with the stag; usually

t hough, | amall dog. Have to have the thing restored one of these days.

The stairs and down. No sounds from bel ow. Late, then. Good. Another day
and we're still alive. Maybe even a trifle wiser. Wse enough to realize there
are many nore things we still need to know. Hope, though. There's that. A
thing I |acked when | squatted in that dammed cell, hands pressed agai nst ny
ruined eyes, howing. Vialle... I wish | could have spoken with you for a few
nmonents in those days. But | |learned what | learned in a nasty school, and
even a mlder curriculumwould probably not have given ne your grace. Still..
hard to say. | have always felt | amnore dog than stag, nmore hunter than

victim you mght have taught ne sonething that would have bl unted the
bitterness, tenmpered the hate. But woul d that have been for the best? The hate
died with its object and the bitterness, too, has passed - but |ooking back, I
wonder whether | would have nmade it without themto sustain me. | amnot at

all certain that | would have survived ny internnment w thout ny ugly
conpanions to drag nme back to life and sanity time and again. Now | can afford
the luxury of an occasional stag thought, but then it m ght have been fatal. |
do not truly know, kind |lady, and | doubt that | ever wll.

Stillness on the second floor. A few noises frombelow Sleep well, |ady.
Around, and down again. | wondered whet her Random had uncovered anythi ng of
great nmoment. Probably not, or he or Benedict should have contacted ne by now
Unl ess there was trouble. But no. It is ridiculous to shop for worries. The
real thing makes itself felt in due course, and I'd nore than enough to go
around. The ground fl oor.



"WIIl," | said, and, "Rolf."

"Lord Corwin."

The two guards had assumed professional stances on hearing ny footsteps.
Their faces told me that all was well, but | asked for the sake of form

"Quiet, Lord. Qiet," replied the senior

"Very good," | said, and | continued on, entering and crossing the marble
di ning hall.

It would work, | was sure of that, if time and moisture had not totally

effaced it. And then..

| entered the long corridor, where the dusty walls pressed cl ose on either
si de. Darkness, shadows, ny footsteps..

| came to the door at the end, opened it, stepped out onto the platform
Then down once nore, that spiraling way, a light here, a light there, into the
caverns of Kolvir. Random had been right, | decided then. If you had gouged
out everything, down to the |level of that distant floor, there would be a
cl ose correspondence between what was |left and the place of that primal
Pattern we had visited this norning.

...0On down. Twisting and wi nding through the gloom The torch and
lantern-lit guard station was theatrically stark within it. | reached the
fl oor and headed that way.

"Good evening. Lord Corwin," said the | ean, cadaverous figure who rested
agai nst a storage rack, snmoking his pipe, grinning around it.

"Good eveni ng, Roger. How are things in the nether world?"

"Arat, a bat, a spider. Nothing nmuch else astir. Peaceful."

"You enjoy this duty?"

He nodded.

"I amwiting a philosophical romance shot through with el ements of horror
and norbidity. I work on those parts down here."

"Fitting, fitting," | said.

“I'1l be needing a lantern.”
He took one fromthe rack, brought it to flame from his candle.

"WIIl it have a happy endi ng?" | inquired.

He shrugged.

“I'"1l be happy."

"I mean, does good triunph and hero bed heroine? O do you kill everybody
of f ?"

"That's hardly fair," he said.

"Never mnd. Maybe 1'll read it one day."

"Maybe, " he said.

| took the lantern and turned away, heading in a direction | had not taken
inalong while. | discovered that | could still measure the echoes in ny
m nd.

Before too long, | neared the wall, sighted the proper corridor, entered
it. It was sinply a matter of counting ny paces then. My feet knew t he way.

The door to ny old cell stood partly ajar. | set down the | antern and used

both hands to open it fully. It gave way grudgi ngly, npbaning as it noved. Then
| raised the lantern, held it high, and entered.

My flesh tingled and ny stomach clenched itself within me. | began to
shiver. | had to fight down a strong inpulse to bolt and run. | had not
anticipated such a reaction. | did not want to step away fromthat heavy

brassbound door for fear that it would be slanmed and bolted behind nme. It was
an instant close to pure terror that the small dirty cell had aroused in nme. |
forced myself to dwell on particulars - the hole which had been ny latrine,

t he bl ackened spot where | had built ny fire on that final day. | ran ny left
hand over the inner surface of the door, finding and tracing there the grooves
I had worn while scraping away with my spoon. | renenbered what the activity
had done to ny hands. | stooped to exam ne the gouging. Not nearly so deep as
it had seened at the time, not when conpared to the total thickness of the
door. | realized how much | had exaggerated the effects of that feeble effort
toward freedom | stepped past it and regarded the wall.



Faint. Dust and noisture had worked to undo it. But | could still discern
the outlines of the Iighthouse of Cabra, bordered by four slashes of my old
spoon handle. The magic was still there, that force which had finally
transported ne to freedom | felt it without calling upon it.

| turned and faced the other wall

The sketch which I now regarded had fared I ess well than that of the
i ght house, but then it had been executed with extreme haste by the |ight of
my |last few matches. | could not even make out all of the details, though ny
menory furni shed a few of those which were hidden: It was a view of a den or
library, bookshelves lining the walls, a desk in the foreground, a gl obe
besi de the desk. | wondered whether | should risk wiping it clean

| set ny lantern on the floor, returned to the sketch on the other wall.
Wth a corner of ny blanket, | gently wi ped sone dust froma point near the
base of the lighthouse. The line grew clearer. | wiped it again, exerting a
little nore pressure. Unfortunate. | destroyed an inch or so of outline.

| stepped back and tore a wide strip fromthe edge of the bl anket.
fol ded what remained into a pad and seated nyself on it. Slowy, carefully
then, I set to work on the lighthouse. | had to get an exact feeling for the
work before | tried cleaning the other one.

Hal f an hour later | stood up and stretched, bent and massaged life back

into ny legs. What renained of the Iighthouse was clean. Unfortunately, | had
destroyed about 20 per cent of the sketch before | devel oped a sense of the
wal |'s texture and an appropriate stroke across it. | doubted that | was goi ng
to i nprove any further.

The lantern sputtered as | nmoved it. | unfol ded the bl anket, shook it out,
tore off a fresh strip. Making up a new pad, | knelt before the other sketch
and set to work.

A while later | had uncovered what remained of it. | had forgotten the
skull on the desk until a careful stroke revealed it once again - and the
angle of the far wall, and a tall candlestick... | drew back. It would be

risky to do any nore rubbing. Probably unnecessary, also. It seened about as
entire as it had been

The lantern was flickering once again. Cursing Roger for not checking the
kerosene level, | stood and held the |ight at shoul der level off to ny left. |
put everything fromnmy mnd but the scene before ne.

It gai ned somet hing of perspective as | stared. A nonment later and it was
totally three-di mensional and had expanded to fill my entire field of vision
| stepped forward then and rested the lantern on the edge of the desk.

| cast ny eyes about the place. There were bookshelves on all four walls.
No wi ndows. Two doors at the far end of the room right and left, across from
one anot her, one closed, the other partly ajar. There was a long, |low table
covered with books and papers beside the opened door. Bizarre curios occupied
open spaces on the shelves and odd niches and recesses in the walls - bones,
stones, pottery, inscribed tablets, |enses, wands, instrunents of unknown
function. The huge rug resenbled an Ardebil. | took a step toward that end of
the roomand the lantern sputtered again. | turned and reached for it. At that
nonment, it fail ed.

| growl ed an obscenity and | owered ny hand. Then | turned, slowy, to
check for any possible |ight sources. Something resenbling a branch of cora

shone faintly on a shelf across the roomand a pale Iine of illumination
occurred at the base of the closed door. | abandoned the |antern and crossed
the room

| opened the door as quietly as | could. The roomit |let upon was
deserted, a small, window ess living place faintly lit by the still snoldering

enbers in its single, recessed hearth. The roomis walls were of stone and they
arched above me. The fireplace was a possibly natural niche in the wall to ny
left. Alarge, arnored door was set in the far wall, a big key partly turned
inits |ock.

| entered, taking a candle froma nearby table, and noved toward the
fireplace to give it a light. As | knelt and sought a flane anong the enbers,



| heard a soft footfall in the vicinity of the doorway.

Turning, | saw himjust beyond the threshold. About five feet in height,
hunchbacked. Hi s hair and beard were even | onger than | renenbered. Dworkin
wore a nightshirt which reached to his ankles. He carried an oil lanp, his
dark eyes peering across its sooty chi mey.

"Cberon" he said, "is it finally tinme?"

"What time is that?" | asked softly.

He chuckl ed.

"What other? Tine to destroy the world, of course!"

The Hand O Qberon

Chapter 5
| kept the light away fromny face, kept ny voice | ow
"Not quite," | said. "Not quite."
He si ghed.

"You remain unconvi nced. "

He | ooked forward and cocked his head, peering down at ne.

"Why nust you spoil things?" he said.

"I'"ve spoiled nothing."

He |l owered the lanp. | turned my head again, but he finally got a good
| ook at ny face. He | aughed.

"Funny. Funny, funny, funny," he said. "you conme as the young Lord Corw n,
thinking to sway ne with famly sentinment. Wiy did you not choose Brand or
Bleys? It was Clarissa's |ot served us best."

I shrugged and stood.

"Yes and no," | said, determined nowto feed himanbiguities for so | ong
as he'd accept them and respond. Something of value mght emerge, and it
seened an easy way to keep himin a good hunor.

"And yoursel f?" | continued. "What face would you put on things?"

"Why, to win your good will "Il match you," he said, and then he began to
| augh.

He threw his head back, and as his laughter rang about me a change cane
over him Hi s stature seenmed to increase, and his face luffed Ilike a sail cut
too close to the wind. The hunmp on his back was di m ni shed as he strai ght ened
and stood taller. His features rearranged t hensel ves and his beard darkened.
By then it was obvious that he was sonmehow redistributing his body nass, for
the nightshirt which had reached his ankles was now m dway up his shins. He
breat hed deeply and his shoul ders wi dened. H s arns | engthened, his bul ging
abdonen narrowed, tapered. He reached shoul der height on ne, then higher. He
| ooked nme in the eye. H s garnent reached only to his knees. H s hunp was
totally resorbed. His face gave a final twist, his features steadied, were
reset. His laughter fell to a chuckle, faded, closed with a smrk
| regarded a slightly slinmer version of nyself.

"Sufficient?" he inquired.

"Not half bad," | said.

"Wait till | toss a couple logs on the fire."

"I will help you."

"That's all right."

| drew some wood froma rack to the right. Any stall served ne sonewhat,
buyi ng reactions for ny study. As | was about the work, he crossed to a chair
and seated hinmself. Wien |I glanced at him| saw that he was not | ooking at ne,
but staring into the shadows. | drew out the fire-building, hoping that he
woul d say sonet hi ng, anything. Eventually, he did.

"\What ever becane of the grand desi gn?" he asked.

| did not know whether he was speaking of the Pattern or of sone naster
pl an of Dad's to which he had been privy. So, "You tell ne," | said. He
chuckl ed agai n.



"Why not? You changed your mind, that is what happened,” he said.
"From what to what - as you see it?"
"Don't nock ne. Even you have no right to nock ne," he said. "Least of

all, you.

| got to ny feet.

"I was not nocking you," | said.

| crossed the roomto another chair and carried it over to a position near
the fire, across fromDwrkin. | seated myself.

"How di d you recogni ze ne?" | asked.

"My whereabouts are hardly conmon know edge. "

"That is true."”

"Do many in Anber think ne dead?"

"Yes, and others suppose you night be traveling off in Shadow. "
"I see."

"How have you been feeling?"

He gave ne an evil grin.

"Do you nean am | still nmad?"

"You put it nmore bluntly than | care to."

"There is a fading, there is an intensifying," he said. "It conmes to ne
and it departs again. For the moment | am al nost nyself - alnost, | say. The
shock of your visit, perhaps... Something is broken in my mnd. You know that.
It cannot be ot herw se, though. You know that, too."

"I suppose that | do," | said. "Wiy don't you tell me all about it, all

over agai n? Just the business of talking m ght nake you feel better, m ght
give me sonething |I've mssed. Tell me a story."

Anot her | augh.

"Anything you like. Have you any preferences? My flight from Chaos to this
smal | sudden island in the sea of night? My neditati ons upon the abyss? The
revel ation of the Pattern in a jewel hung round the neck of a unicorn? My
transcription of the design by lightning, blood, and lyre while our fathers
raged baffled, too late cone to call ne back while the poemof fire ran that

first route in my brain, infecting me with the will to forn? Too | ate! Too
|ate... Possessed of the abomi nations born of the disease, beyond their aid,
their power, | planned and built, captive of nmy new self. Is that the tale

you' d hear again? O rather | tell you of its cure?"

My mind spun at the inplications he had just scattered by the fistful. I
could not tell whether he spoke literally or netaphorically or was sinply
sharing paranoi d del usions, but the things that | wanted to hear, had to hear
were things closer to the nmoment. So, regarding the shadowy image of nyself
fromwhi ch that ancient voice energed, "Tell me of its cure,” | said.

He braced his finger tips together and spoke through them

"I amthe Pattern," he said, "in a very real sense. In passing through ny
mnd to achieve the formit now holds, the foundation of Anber, it marked ne
as surely as | marked it. | realized one day that | amboth the Pattern and
nmysel f, and it was forced to become Dworkin in the process of becoming itself.
There were nmutual nodifications in the birthing of this place and this tineg,
and therein |l ay our weakness as well as our strength. For it occurred to ne
that damage to the Pattern would be damage to nyself, and danage to nyself
woul d be reflected within the Pattern. Yet | could not be truly banned because
the Pattern protects nme, and who but | could harmthe Pattern? A beautiful
cl osed system it seenmed, its weakness totally shielded by its strength.™

He fell silent. I listened to the fire. I do not know what he |istened to.

Then, "I was wong," he said. "Such a sinple matter, too... My blood, with
which | drewit, could deface it. But it took ne ages to realize that the
bl ood of ny blood could also do this thing. You could use it, you could also
change it - yea, unto the third generation."

It did not come to ne as a surprise, learning that he was grandsire to us
all. Sonehow, it seened that | had known all al ong, had known but never voiced
it. Yet... if anything, this raised nore questions than it answered. Coll ect
one generation of ancestry. Proceed to confusion. | had | ess idea now than



ever before as to what Daorkin really was. Add to this the fact which even he
acknow edged: It was a tale told by a madman.

"But to repair it...?" | said.

He smirked, nmy own face tw sting before ne.

"Have you lost your taste to be a lord of the living void, a king of
chaos?" he asked.

“"Mayhap," | replied

"By the Unicorn, thy mother, | knew it would cone to this! The Pattern is
as strong in you as is the greater realm What then is your desire?"

"To preserve the realm"

He shook his/ny head.

" "Twoul d be sinpler to destroy everything and try a new start - as | have
told you so often before."

"“I'"'mstubborn. So tell ne again," | said, attenpting to sinulate Dad's
gr uf f ness.

He shrugged.

"Destroy the Pattern and we destroy Amber - and all of the shadows in
pol ar array about it. Gve ne |leave to destroy nyself in the mdst of the
Pattern and we will obliterate it. Gve ne | eave by giving ne your word that
you will then take the Jewel which contains the essence of order and use it to
create a new Pattern, bright and pure, untainted, draw ng upon the stuff of
your own being while the | egions of chaos attenpt to distract you on every
side. Promise ne that and let me end it, for broken as | am | would rather
die for order than live for it. Wat say you now?"

"Wuld it not be better to try nending the one we've got than to undo the
wor k of eons?"

"Coward!" he cried, leaping to his feet. "I knew you woul d say that
agai n!"

"Well, wouldn't it?"

He began to pace.

"How many tines have we been through this?" he asked. "Nothing has
changed! You are afraid to try it!"

"Perhaps,” | said. "But do you not feel that sonething for which you have
given so nmuch is worth some effort - sone additional sacrifice - if there is
even a possibility of saving it?"

"You still do not understand," he said. "I cannot but think that a danaged
thi ng shoul d be destroyed - and hopefully replaced. The nature of my persona
injury is such that I cannot envision repair. | amdanaged in just this
fashion. My feelings are foreordained."

"I'f the Jewel can create a new Pattern, why will it not serve to repair

the old one, end our troubles, heal your spirit?"

He approached and stood before ne.

"Where is your nenory?" he said. "You know that it would be infinitely
nmore difficult to repair the damage than it would be to start over again. Even
the Jewel could nore easily destroy it than repair it. Have your forgotten
what it is |ike out there?" He gestured toward the wall behind him "Do you
want to go and | ook at it again?"

"Yes," | said. "I would Iike that. Let's go."

I rose and | ooked down at him His control over his form had begun
sl i pping when he had grown angry. He had already |lost three or four inches in
hei ght, the inage of ny face was nelting back into his gnonelike features, and
a noticeabl e bul ge was growi ng between his shoul ders, had al ready been visible
when he had gestured.

H s eyes w dened and he studied ny face.

"You really nean it," he said after a noment. "All right, then. Let us

go.
He turned and noved toward the big netal door. | followed him He used
both hands to turn the key. Then he threw his weight against it. | noved to
help him but he brushed nme aside with extraordi nary strength before giving
the door a final shove. It made a grating noise and noved outward into a fully



opened position. | was imediately struck by a strange, sonehow faniliar odor

Dwor ki n st epped t hrough and paused. He | ocated what | ooked to be a I ong
staff | eaning against the wall off to his right. He struck it several tinmes
agai nst the ground and its upper end began to glow. It lit up the area fairly
wel |, revealing a narrow tunnel into which he now advanced. | followed hi mand
it widened before too long, so that | was able to come abreast of him The
odor grew stronger, and | could alnbst place it. It had been sonething fairly
recent. ..

It was close to eighty paces before our way took a turn to the left and
upward. We passed then through a little appendix like area. It was strewn with
br oken bones, and a large netal ring was set in the rock a couple of feet
above the floor. Affixed thereto was a glittering chain, which fell to the
floor and trailed on ahead like a line of nolten droplets cooling in the
gl oom

Qur way narrowed again after that and Dworkin took the | ead once nore.
After a brief tine, he turned an abrupt corner and | heard himnmnuttering. |
nearly ran into himwhen | made the turn myself. He was crouched down and
groping with his left hand inside a shadowy cleft. Wen | heard the soft
cawi ng noi se and saw that the chain vanished into the opening | realized what
it was and where we were.

"Good Wxer," | heard himsay. "I amnot going far. It is all right, good
W xer. Here is sonething to chew on."
From where he had fetched whatever he tossed the beast, | do not know. But

the purple griffin, which | had now advanced far enough to glinpse as it
stirred within its lair, accepted the offering with a toss of its head and a
series of crunching noises. Damrkin grinned up at ne.

"Surprised?" he asked.

"At what ?"

"You thought | was afraid of him You thought | would never make friends
with him You set himout here to keep ne in there - away fromthe Pattern.”

"Did | ever say that?"

"You did not have to. | amnot a fool."

"Have it your way," | said.

He chuckl ed, rose, and continued on al ong the passageway.

| followed and it grew | evel underfoot once again. The ceiling rose and
the way wi dened. At length, we cane to the cave mouth. Dworkin stood for a
nmonent sil houetted, staff raised before him It was night outside, and a cl ean
salt snell swept the musk fromny nostrils.

Anot her nonent, and he noved forward once nore, passing into a world of

sky-candl es and blue vel ours. Continuing after him | had gasped briefly at
that amazing view It was not sinply that the stars in the noonl ess, cloudless
sky blazed with a preternatural brilliance, nor that the distinction between

sky and sea had once again been totally obliterated. It was that the Pattern
gl owed an al nost acetyl ene blue by that skysea, and all of the stars above,
besi de, and bel ow were arrayed with a geonetric precision, fornmng a
fantastic, oblique latticework which, nore than anything el se, gave the
i npression that we hung in the mdst of a cosm c web where the Pattern was the
true center, the rest of the radiant meshwork a preci se consequence of its
exi stence, configuration, position.

Dwor ki n continued on down to the Pattern, right up to the edge beside the
dar kened area. He waved his staff over it and turned to | ook at me just as |
came near.

"There you are," he announced, "the hole in ny mnd. | can no |onger think
through it, only around it. | no | onger know what mnmust be done to repair
something I now lack. If you think that you can do it, you rmust be willing to

| ay yourself open to instant destruction each tine you depart the Pattern to
cross the break. Not destruction by the dark portion. Destruction by the
Pattern itself when you break the circuit. The Jewel may or may not sustain
you. | do not know. But it will not grow easier. It will beconme nore difficult
with each circuit, and your strength will be |lessening all the while. The | ast



time we discussed it you were afraid. Do you nmean to say you have grown bol der
si nce then?"

"Perhaps,” | said. "You see no other way?"
"I know it can be done starting with a clean slate, because once | did it
so. Beyond that, | see no other way. The |onger you wait the nore the

situation worsens. \Why not fetch the Jewel and I end ne your blade, son? | see
no better way."
"No," | said. "I must know nore. Tell nme again how the damage was done."
"I still do not know which of your children shed our blood on this spot,
if this is what you nean. It was done. Let it go at that. Qur darker natures
cane forth strongly in them It must be that they are too close to the chaos

fromwhi ch we sprang, growi ng without the exercises of will we endured in
defeating it. | had thought that the ritual of traveling the Pattern m ght
suffice for them | could think of nothing stronger. Yet it failed. They

stri ke out against everything. They seek to destroy the Pattern itself."

"I'f we succeed in making a fresh start, mght not these events sinply
repeat thensel ves?"

"l do not know. But what choice have we other than failure and a return to
chaos?"

"What will becone of themif we try for a new begi nni ng?"

He was silent for a long while. Then he shrugged. "I cannot tell."
"What woul d anot her generation have been |ike?"

He chuckl ed.

"How can such a question be answered? | have no idea."

| withdrew the nutilated Trunmp and passed it to him He regarded it near
the bl aze of his staff.

"I believe it is Randomis son Martin," | said, "he whose bl ood was spilled
here. | have no idea whether he still lives. Wat do you think he m ght have
anmount ed to?"

He | ooked back out over the Pattern

"So this is the object which decorated it," he said. "How did you fetch it
forth?"

"It was gotten," | said. "It is not your work, is it?"

"Of course not. | have never set eyes on the boy. But this answers your
guestion, does it not? If there is another generation, your children will
destroy it."

"As we woul d destroy then?"

He nmet ny eyes and peered.

"I's it that you are suddenly becom ng a doting father?" he asked.

"I'f you did not prepare that Trunp, who di d?"

He gl anced down and flicked it with his fingernail

"My best pupil. Your son Brand. That is his style. See what they do as
soon as they gain a little power? Wuld any of themoffer their lives to
preserve the realm to restore the Pattern?”

"Probably," | said. "Probably Benedict, Gerard, Random Corwin..."
"Benedi ct has the mark of doom upon him GCerard possesses the will but not
the wit, Random | acks courage and deternination. Corwin... |Is he not out of

favor and out of sight?"

My thoughts returned to our |ast meeting, when he had hel ped ne to escape
fromnmnmy cell to Cabra. It occurred to nme that he m ght have had second
t hought s concerning that, not having been aware of the circunstances whi ch had
put me there.

"I's that why you have taken his forn?" he went on. "Is this some manner of
rebuke? Are you testing me agai n?"
"He is neither out of favor nor sight," | said, "though he has enem es

anong the famly and el sewhere. He would attenpt anything to preserve the
realm How do you see his chances?"

"Has he not been away for a |ong while?"

“Yes."

"Then he m ght have changed. | do not know. "



"I believe he is changed. | know that he is willing to try."

He stared at ne again, and he kept staring.

"You are not Oberon," he said at |ength.

"No. "

"You are he whom | see before nme."

"No nore, no less.”

"I see... | did not realize that you knew of this place."

"I didn't, until recently. The first tine that | came here | was |ed by
the unicorn.”

H s eyes wi dened.

"That is - very - interesting,'

"What of ny question?”

"Eh? Question? What question?"

"My chances. Do you think | mght be able to repair the Pattern?"

He advanced slowy, and reaching up, placed his right hand on ny shoul der
The staff tilled in is other hand as he did so; its blue light flared within a
foot of nmy face, but | felt no heat. He | ooked into ny eyes.

"You have changed," he said, after a tine.

"Enough, " | asked, "to do the job?"

He | ooked away.

"Perhaps enough to nmake it worth trying,'
foredooned to failure.”

"WIl you help ne?"

"I do not know," he said, "that | will be able. This thing with ny npods,
my thoughts - it comes and it goes. Even now, | feel some of ny contro
slipping away. The excitenent, perhaps... We had best get back inside."

| heard a clinking noise at my back. When | turned, the griffin was there,
his head swinging slowy fromleft to right, his tail fromright to left, his
tongue darting. He began to circle us, halting when he cane to a position
bet ween Dworkin and the Pattern.

"He knows," Dworkin said. "He can sense it when | begin to change. He will
not let me near the Pattern then... Good Wxer. W are returning now. It is
all right... Conme, Corwin."

We headed back toward the cave nmouth and Wxer followed, a clink for every
pace.

he said. "It has been so long..."

he said, "even if we are

"The Jewel ," | said, "the Jewel of Judgnent... you say that it is
necessary for the repair of the Pattern?"
"Yes," he said. "It would have to be borne the entire distance through the

Pattern, reinscribing the original design in the places where it has been
broken. This could only be done by one who is attuned to the Jewel, though."

"I amattuned to the Jewel," | said

"How?" he asked, halting.

W xer made a cackling noi se behind us, and we resumed wal ki ng.

"I followed your witten instructions - and Eric's verbal ones,"” | said.
"I took it with me to the center of the Pattern and projected nyself through
it."

"I see," he said. "How did you obtain it?"

"From Eric, on his deathbed."

W entered the cave.

"You have it now?"

"I was forced to cache it in a place off in Shadow. "

"I woul d suggest you retrieve it quickly and bring it here or take it back
to the palace. It is best kept near the center of things."

"Way is that?"

"It tends to have a distorting effect on shadows if it lies too | ong anong

them™

"Di storting? In what fashion?"

"There is no way to tell, in advance. It depends entirely upon the
| ocal e.”

We rounded a corner, continued on back through the gl oom



"What does it nmean," | said, "when you are wearing the Jewel and
everything begins to sl ow down about you? Fiona warned ne that this was
danger ous, but she was not certain why."

"It neans that you have reached the bounds of your own existence, that
your energies will shortly be exhausted, that you will die unless you do
somet hi ng qui ckly."

"What is that?"

"Begin to draw power fromthe Pattern itself - the primal Pattern within
the Jewel ."

"How is this achieved?"

"You must surrender to it, release yourself, blot out your identity, erase
t he bounds whi ch separate you fromeverything else."

"It sounds easier said than done."

"But it can be done, and it is the only way."

| shook ny head. We nmoved on, coming at last to the big door. Dworkin

extingui shed the staff and |leaned it against the wall. W entered and he
secured the door. Wxer had stationed hinsel f just outside.
"You wi |l have to | eave now," Dworkin said.

"But there are nmany nore things that | nust ask you, and some that | would
like to tell you."

"My thoughts grow neani ngl ess, and your words woul d be wasted. Tonorrow
night, or the next, or the next. Hurry! Go!"

"Wy the rush?"

"I may harm you when the change cones over nme. | amholding it back by
main will now Depart!"
"I do not know how. | know how to get here, but - "

"There are all nmanner of special Trunps in the desk in the next room Take
the Iight! Go anywhere! Get out of herel™

| was about to protest that | hardly feared any physical viol ence he could
nmuster, when his features began to flow like nelting wax and he sonehow seened

much | arger and | onger-1linbed than he had been. Seizing the light, | fled the
room a sudden chill upon ne.

... To the desk. | tore open the drawer and snatched at sone Trunps which
lay scattered within it. | heard footsteps then, of sonething entering the
room behind me, com ng fromthe chanber | had just departed. They did not seem
like the footsteps of a man. | did not | ook back. Instead, | raised the cards

before nme and regarded the one on top. It was an unfam liar scene, but |
opened ny nmind i medi ately and reached for it. A nmountain crag, sonething

i ndi stinct beyond it, a strangely stippled sky, a scattering of stars to the
left

... The card was alternately hot and cold to nmy touch, and a heavy w nd
seened to cone blowi ng through it as | stared, sonehow rearranging the
pr ospect .

Fromright behind ne then, the heavily altered but still recognizable
voi ce of Dworkin spoke: "Fool! You have chosen the | and of your doom "

A great clawike hand - black, |leathery, gnarled - reached over ny
shoul der, as if to snatch the card away. But the vision seemed ready, and
rushed forward into it, turning the card fromme as soon as | realized | had
made ny escape. Then | halted and stood stockstill, to let ny senses adjust to
the new | ocal e.

I knew. From snatches of |egend, bits of famly gossip, and froma genera
feeling which came over nme, | knew the place to which | had come. It was with
full certainty as to identity that | raised ny eyes to | ook upon the Courts of
Chaos.

The Hand O Qberon
Chapter 6



VWere? The senses are such uncertain things, and now mine were strained
beyond their limts. The rock on which | stood... If | attenpted to fix ny
gaze upon it, it took on the aspect of a pavenent on a hot afternoon. It
seened to shift and waver, though my footing was undi sturbed. And it was
undeci ded as to the portion of the spectrumit mght call horme. It pul sated
and flashed |like the skin of an iguana. Looking upward, | beheld a sky such as
| had never before set eyes upon. At the nonent, it was split down the
m ddl e-hal f of it of deepest night-black, and the stars danced within it. Wen
| say danced, | do not mean twi nkled; they cavorted and they shifted
magni t udes; they darted and they circled; they flared to nova brilliance, then
faded to nothing. It was a frightening spectacle to behold, and ny stomach
tightened within ne as | experienced a profound acrophobia. Yet, shifting ny
gaze did little to inprove the situation. The other half of the sky was like a
bottl e of col ored sands, continuously shaken; belts of orange, yellow red,
bl ue, brown, and purple turned and tw sted; patches of green, mauve, gray, and
dead white came and went, sonetimes snaking into belthood, replacing or
joining the other withing entities. And these, too, shinmered and wavered,
creating inpossible sensations of distance and nearness. At tinmes, sone or al

seened literally sky-high, and then again they cane to fill the air before ne,
gauzy, transparent msts, translucent swaths or solid tentacles of color. It
was not until later that | realized that the |line which separated the bl ack

fromthe col or was advancing slowy fromny right while retreating to ny left.
It was as if the entire celestial mandal a were rotating about a point directly
overhead. As to the light source of the brighter half, it sinply could not be
determ ned. Standing there, | |ooked down upon what at first seemed a valley
filled with countl ess expl osi ons of color; but when the advanci ng darkness
faced this display away the stars danced and burned within its depths as well
as above, giving themthe inpression of a bottom ess chasm It was as if |
stood at the end of the world, the end of the universe, the end of everything.
But far, far out fromwhere | stood, something hovered on a nmount of sheerest
bl ack - a bl ackness itself, but edged and tenpered with barely perceptible
flashes of light. | could not guess at its size, for distance, depth,
perspective, were absent here. A single edifice? A group? Acity? O sinply a
pl ace? The outline varied each time that it fell upon my retina. Now faint and
m sty sheets drifted slowy between us, twisting, as if long strands of gauze
wer e buoyed by heated air. The mandal a ceased its turning when it had exactly
reversed itself. The colors were behind nme now, and inperceptible unless I
turned my head, an action | had no desire to take. It was pl easant standing
there, staring at the forn essness fromwhich all things eventually energed..
Before the Pattern, even, this thing was. | knew this, dinmy but purely, at
the very center of ny consciousness. | knew this, because | was certain that |
had been here before. Child of the man | had becone, it seemed that | had been
brought here in sone distant day - whether by Dad or Dwmorkin, | could not now
recall - and had stood or been held in this place or one very near to it,
| ooki ng out upon the same scene with, | amcertain, a simlar |ack of
conprehension, a simlar sense of apprehension. My pleasure was tinged with a
nervous excitement, a sense of the forbidden, a feeling of dubious
anticipation. Peculiarly, at that nonent, there rose in me a longing for the
Jewel | had had to abandon in ny conpost heap on the shadow Earth, the thing
Dwor ki n had made so much of. Could it be that sonme part of ne sought a defense
or at least a synbol of resistance agai nst whatever was out there? Probably.

As | continued to stare, fascinated, across the chasm it was as if ny
eyes adjusted or the prospect shifted once again, subtly. For now | discerned
tiny, ghostly forns noving within that place, |like slow notion neteors al ong
t he gauzy strands. | waited, regarding themcarefully, courting sone small
under standi ng of the actions in which they were engaged. At |ength, one of the
strands drifted very near. Shortly thereafter | had ny answer.

There was a novenent. One of the rushing forns grew larger, and | realized
that it was following the twisting way that led toward ne. In only a few
nmonents, it took on the proportions of a horseman. As it came on, it assunmed a



senbl ance of solidity without |osing that ghostly quality which seenmed to
cling to everything which lay before nme. A nonent later, | beheld a naked
rider on a hairless horse, both deathly pale, rushing in my direction. The
ri der brandi shed a bone-white bl ade; his eyes and the eyes of the horse both
flashed red. | did not really know whether he saw nme, whether we existed on
the sane plane of reality, so unnatural was his men. Yet | unsheathed
Grayswandir and took a step backward as he approached

Hs long white hair shed tiny sparkling notes, and when he turned his head
| knew that he was coming for ne, for then | felt his gaze like a cold
pressure across the front of ny body. | turned sidew se and raised ny blade to
guar d.

He continued, and | realized that both he and the horse were big, bigger
even than | had thought. They came on. Wen they reached the point nearest ne
- sone ten nmeters, perhaps - the horse reared as the rider drewit to a halt.
They regarded ne then, bobbing and swaying as if on a raft in a gently
swel ling sea

"Your name!" the rider demanded. "G ve ne your name, who comes to this

pl ace! "

Hi s voi ce produced a crackling sensation in ny ears. It was all of one
sound | evel, loud and wi thout inflection

I shook ny head.

"I give my name when | choose, not when | amordered to," |I said. "W are
you?"

He gave three short barks, which | took to be a |augh

"I will hale you dowmn and about, where you will cry it out forever."

| pointed Grayswandir at his eyes.

"Talk is cheap,” | said. "Wisky costs noney."

| felt a faint cool sensation just then, as if soneone were toying with ny
Trunp, thinking of ne. But it was dim weak, and | had no attention to spare,
for the rider had passed some signal to his nount and the beast reared. The
di stance is too great, | decided. But this thought bel onged to anot her shadow.
The beast plunged ahead toward me, departing the tenuous roadway that had been
its course.

Its leap bore it to a point far short of my position. But it did not fal
fromthere and vani sh, as | had hoped. It resuned the notions of gall oping,
and al though its progress was not fully conmensurate with the action, it
continued to advance across the abyss at about hal f-speed.

VWiile this was occurring, | saw that in the distance fromwhich it had
cone another figure appeared to be headed ny way. Nothing to do but stand ny
ground, fight, and hope that | could dispatch this attacker before the other
was upon ne.

As the rider advanced, his ruddy gaze flicked over ny person and halted
when it fell upon G ayswandir. Whatever the nature of the mad illum nation at
nmy back, it had tricked the delicate tracery on ny blade to |life once nore, so
that that portion of the Pattern it bore swam and sparkled along its | ength.
The horseman was very near by then, but he drew back on the reins and his eyes
| eaped upward, nmeeting my own. His nasty grin vani shed.

"I know you!" he said. "You are the one called Corw n!"

But we had him ne and ny ally nmonent um

H s mount's front hoofs fell upon the | edge and | rushed forward. The
beast's refl exes caused it to seek equal footing for its hind | egs despite the
drawn reins. The rider swng his blade into a guard position as | canme on, but
| cross-stepped and attacked fromhis left. As he noved his bl ade cross-body,
| was already lunging. Gayswandir sheared through his pale hide, entering
beneath the sternum and above the guts.

I wenched ny blade free and gouts of fire poured |ike blood fromhis
wound. Hi s sword arm sagged and his nmount uttered a shriek that was al nbst a
whi stle as the blazing streamfell upon its neck. | danced back as the rider
sl unped forward and the beast, now fully footed, plunged on toward ne,
kicking. | cut again, reflexively, defensively. My blade nicked its |eft



foreleg, and it, too, began to burn.

| side-stepped once again as it turned and nade for me a second tine. At
that nmoment, the rider erupted into a pillar of light. The beast bell owed,
wheel ed, and rushed away. W thout pausing, it plunged over the edge and
vani shed into the abyss, leaving ne with the menory of the snol dering head of
a cat which had addressed ne | ong ago and the chill which always acconpani ed
the recol | ection.

| was backed agai nst rock, panting. The wi spy road had drifted nearer -
ten feet, perhaps, fromthe [ edge. | had developed a cranp in ny |left side.
The second rider was rapidly approaching. He was not pale like the first. H's
hair was dark and there was color in his face. His nmount was a properly naned
sorrel. He bore a cocked and bolted crossbow. | gl anced behind ne and there
was no retreat, no crevice into which I mght back

| wiped ny palmon ny trousers and gri pped Grayswandir by the forte of the
bl ade. | turned sideways, so as to present the narrowest target possible. |
rai sed ny bl ade between us, hilt level with ny head, point toward the ground,
the only shield | possessed.

The rider cane abreast of me and halted at the nearest point on the gauzy
strip. He raised the crossbow slowy, knowing that if he did not drop ne
instantly with his single shot, I mght be able to hurl ny blade |like a spear
Qur eyes net.

He was beardless, slim Possibly light-eyed within the squint of his aim
He managed his nmount well, with just the pressure of his legs. H s hands were
bi g, steady. Capable. A peculiar feeling passed over ne as | beheld him

The nonent stretched beyond the point of action. He rocked backward and
| owered the weapon slightly, though none of the tension left his stance.

"You," he called out. "Is that the blade G ayswandir?"

"Yes," | answered, "it is."

He continued his appraisal, and sonething within me | ooked for words to
wear, failed, ran naked away through the night.

"What do you want here?" he asked.

"To depart,"” | said.

There was a chish-chd, as his bolt struck the rock far ahead and to the
left of ne.

"Go then," he said. "This is a dangerous place for you."

He turned his nmount back in the direction fromwhich he had cone.

I lowered G ayswandir.

"I won't forget you," | said.

"No, " he answered. "Do not."

Then he gal |l oped away, and nmoments |ater the gauze drifted off also.

| resheathed Grayswandir and took a step forward. The world was begi nni ng
to turn about ne again, the |ight advancing on ny right, the dark retreating
to ny left. | |ooked about for sone way to scal e the rocky prom nence at ny
back. It seemed to rise only thirty or forty feet higher, and I wanted the
view that mght be available fromits sunmt. My | edge extended to both ny
right and ny left. On inspection, the way to the right narrowed quickly,

however, w thout affording a suitable ascent. | turned and nmade ny way to the
left.

| came upon a rougher spot in a narrow place beyond a rocky shoul der
Runni ng ny gaze up its height, an ascent seenmed possible. | checked behind ne
after the approach of additional threats. The ghostly roadway had drifted
farther away; no new riders advanced. | comrenced cli nbing.

The going was not difficult, though the height proved greater than it had
seened from bel ow. Likely a synptom of the spatial distortion which seened to
have affected nmy sight of so nuch else in this place. After a tine, | haul ed
nmysel f up and stood erect at a point which afforded a better viewin the
direction opposite the abyss.

Once again, | beheld the chaotic colors. Fromny right, the darkness
herded them The |and they danced above was rock-cropped and cratered, no sign
of any life within it. Passing through its mdst, however, fromthe far



hori zon to a point in the nountains somewhere to the right, inky and
serpentine, ran what could only be the bl ack road.

Anot her ten mnutes of clinmbing and maneuvering, and | had positioned
nmyself to viewits terminus. It swept through a broad pass in the nountains
and ran right to the very edge of the abyss. There, its blackness nerged with
that which filled the place, noticeable now only by virtue of the fact that no
stars shone through it. Using this occlusion to gauge it, | obtained the
i npression that it continued on to the dark em nence about which the msty
strips drifted.

| stretched out on ny belly, so as to disturb the outline of the | ow crest
as little as possible to whatever unseen eyes might flick across it. Lying
there, | thought upon the opening of this way. The damage to the Pattern had
| ai d Amber open to this access, and | believed that nmy curse had provided the

precipitating element. | felt now that it would have come to pass wi thout ne,
but | was certain that | had done ny part. The guilt was still partly nine
t hough no longer entirely so, as | had once believed. |I thought then of Eric,

as he lay dying on Kolvir. He had said that as nuch as he hated nme, he was
saving his dying curse for the enem es of Amber. In other words, this, and
these. lronic. My efforts were now entirely directed toward naki ng good on ny
least - liked brother's dying wish. His curse to cancel ny curse, ne as the
agent. Fitting though, perhaps, in sone |arger sense.

| sought, and was pl eased not to discover, ranks of glowing riders setting
forth or assenbling upon that road. Unless another raiding party was already
under way Amber was still tenporarily safe. A nunber of things immediately
troubl ed ne, however. Mainly, if time did indeed behave as peculiarly in that
pl ace as Dara's possible origin indicated, then why had there not been anot her
attack? They had certainly had anple tine in which to recover and prepare for
anot her assault. Had sonething occurred recently, by Amber's tine, that is, to
alter the nature of their strategy? If so, what? My weapons? Brand's recovery?
O something el se? | wondered, too, how far Benedict's outposts reached.
Certainly not this far, or | should have been informed. Had he ever been to
this place? Had any of the others, within recent nenory, stood where | had
just stood, |ooking upon the Courts of Chaos, know ng sonething that | did not
know? | resolved to question Brand and Benedict in this regard as soon as |
ret ur ned.

Al of which led ne to wonder how time was behaving with ne, at that

nonent. Better not to spend any nore tine here than | had to, | decided. |
scanned the other Trunps | had renoved from Daorkin's desk. Wiile they were
all of theminteresting, | was famliar with none of the scenes depicted. |
slipped nmy own case then and riffled through to Random s Trunp. Perhaps he was
the one who had tried to contact ne earlier. | raised his card and regarded
it.

Shortly, it swam before my eyes and | | ooked upon a blurred kal ei doscope

of inmages, the inpression of Randomin their midst. Mtion, and tw sting
per spectives. ..

"Random " | said. "This is Corwin."

| felt his mnd, but there was no response fromit. It struck ne then that
he was in the mddle of a hellride, all his concentrati on bent on wapping the
stuff of Shadow about him He could not respond w thout |osing control. |
bl ocked the Trunmp with nmy hand, breaking the contact.

| cut to Gerard's card. Monents |ater, there was contact. | stood
"Corwi n, where are you?" he inquired.

"At the end of the world,"” | said. "I want to cone hone."

"Come ahead."

He extended his hand. | reached out and clasped it, stepped forward.

W& were on the ground floor of the palace in Anber, in the sitting roomto
whi ch we had all adjourned on the night of Brand's return. It seened to be
early nmorning. There was a fire going on the grate. No one el se was present.

"I tried to reach you earlier," he said. "I think Brand did, too. But I
can't be sure.”



"How | ong have | been away?"

"Ei ght days," he said.

"dad | hurried. Wat's happeni ng?"

"Not hi ng untoward," he said. "I do not know what Brand wants. He kept
asking for you, and I could not reach you. Finally, |I gave hima deck and told
himto see whether he could do any better. Apparently, he could not."

"I was distracted," | said, "and the time-flow differential was bad."

He nodded.

"I have been avoi ding himnow that he is out of danger. He is in one of
his bl ack nobods again, and he insists he can take care of hinself. He is
right, inthat, and it is just as well."

"Where is he now?"

"Back in his own quarters, and he was still there as of perhaps an hour
ago - brooding."

"Has he been out at all?"

"A few brief walks. But not for the past several days."

"I guess | had best go see himthen. Any word on Randon®"

"Yes," he said. "Benedict returned several days ago. He said they had
found a number of |eads concerning Random s son. He hel ped himcheck on a
couple of them One led further, but Benedict felt he had best not be away
from Anber for too long, things being as uncertain as they are. So he |left
Random to continue the search on his own. He gai ned sonething in the venture,
t hough. He came back sporting an artificial arm- a beautiful piece of work.
He can do anything with it that he could before."

"Real ly?" | said. "It sounds strangely famliar."

He smil ed, nodded.

"He told me you had brought it back for himfromTir-na Nog'th. In fact,
he wants to speak with you about it as soon as possible.”

“I'"Il bet," | said. "Were is he now?"

"At one of the outposts he has established al ong the black road. You would
have to reach himby Trunp."

"Thanks," | said. "Anything further on Julian or Fiona?"

He shook his head.

"AI'l right," | said, turning toward the door. "I guess | will go see Brand
first."

"I amcurious to know what it is that he wants," he sai d.

"I wll remenber that,” | told him | left the roomand headed for the
stairs.

The Hand O Qberon
Chapter 7

| rapped on Brand's door.

"Cone in, Corwin," he said

| did, deciding as | crossed the threshold that I would not ask hi mhow he
had known who it was. Hi s roomwas a gl oony place, candl es burning despite the
fact that it was daytine and he had four wi ndows. The shutters were cl osed on
three of them The fourth was only part way open. Brand stood beside this one,
staring out toward the sea. He was dressed all in black velvet with a silver
chain about his neck. His belt was also of silver - a fine, linked affair. He
played with a small dagger, and did not ook at ne as | entered. He was stil
pal e, but his beard was neatly trimmed and he | ooked well scrubbed and a bit
heavi er than he had when |l ast | had seen him

"You are | ooking better," |I said. "How are you feeling?"

He turned and regarded me, expressionless, his eyes half-closed.

"Where the hell have you been?" he said.

"Hi ther and yon. What did you want to see ne about ?"

"l asked you where you've been."



"And | heard you," | said, reopening the door behind ne. "Now | am going
to go out and come back in. Supposing we start this conversation over again?"

He si ghed.

"Wait a minute. | amsorry,"” he said. "Way are we all so thin-skinned?
do not know... Al right. It may be better if | do start over again."

He sheat hed his dagger and crossed to sit in a heavy chair of black wood
and | eat her.

"I got to worrying about all the things we had di scussed,” he said, "and
some that we had not. | waited what seemed an appropriate tinme for you to have
concl uded your business in Tir-na Nog'th and returned. | then inquired after
you and was told you had not yet cone back. | waited longer. First | was
i npatient, and then | grew concerned that you mi ght have been anmbushed by our
enem es. When | inquired again later, | |earned that you had been back only
| ong enough to speak with Randomis wife - it nust have been a conversation of
great nmoment - and then to take a nap. You then departed once nore. | was
irritated that you had not seen fit to keep nme posted as to events, but |
resolved to wait a bit longer. Finally, | asked Gerard to get hold of you with
your Trunp. Wen he failed, | was quite concerned. | tried it nyself then, and
while it seemed that | touched you on several occasions | could not get
through. | feared for you, and now | see that | had nothing to fear all along.
Hence, | was abrupt."

"I see," | said, taking a seat off to his right.

"Actually, time was running faster for ne than it was for you, so from
where | amsitting | have hardly been away. You are probably further
recuperated fromyour puncture than | amfrom nine."

He smiled faintly and nodded.

"That is sonething, anyway," he said, "for nmy pains."

"I have had a few pains nmyself," | said, "so don't give nme any nore. You
wanted nme for sonething. Let's have it."

"Somet hing is bothering you," he said. "Perhaps we ought to discuss that
first."”

"Al'l right," |I said. "Let's."

| turned and | ooked at the painting on the wall beside the door. An oil, a
rat her sonber rendering of the well at Mrata, two nmen standi ng beside their
hor ses nearby, talking.

"You've a distinctive style," | said.

“In all things," he replied.

"You stole ny next sentence,"” | said, locating Martin's Trunmp and passing
it to him

He renmai ned expressionl ess as he exanmined it, gave ne one brief, sidelong
| ook and then nodded.

"I cannot deny ny hand," he said.

"It executed nore than that card, your hand. Didn't it?"

He traced his upper lip with the tip of his tongue.

"Where did you find it?" he asked.

"Ri ght where you left it, at the heart of things - in the real Amber."

"So..." he said, rising fromthe chair and returning to the w ndow,
hol ding up the card as if to study it in a better light. "So," he repeated,
"you are aware of nore than | had guessed. How did you | earn of the prinal
Pattern?"

I shook ny head.

"You answer ny question first: Did you stab Martin?"

He turned toward nme once again, stared a nonent, then nodded sharply. Hs
eyes continued to search nmy face

"Why?" | asked.

" Soneone had to,"'
W drew straws.”

"And you won."

"Wn? Lost?" He shrugged. "Wat does any of this matter now? Things did
not come about as we had intended. | ama different person now than | was

he expl ained, "to open the way for the powers we needed.



then. "

"Did you kill hinP"

"What ?"

"Martin, Randomis son. Did he die as a result of the wound you inflicted?"

He turned his hands pal ms upward.

"l do not know," he said. "If he did not, it was not because | did not
try. You need | ook no further. You have found your guilty party. Now that you
have, what are you going to do?"

I shook ny head.

"I? Nothing. For all I know, the lad may still be living."

"Then let us nove on to matters of greater nmonent. For how | ong have you
known of the existence of the true Pattern?"

"Long enough," | said. "lIts origin, its functions, the effect of the bl ood
of Anber upon it - long enough. | paid nore attention to Dworkin than you
m ght have thought. | saw no gain to be had in damaging the fabric of
exi stence, though. So | let Rover lie sleeping for a long, long while. It did
not even occur to ne until | spoke with you recently that the black road m ght

have been connected with such foolishness. Wien | went to inspect the Pattern
| found Martin's Trunmp and all the rest."

"I was not aware that you were acquainted with Martin."

"I have never set eyes on him"

"Then how were you aware he was the subject of the Trunmp?"

"I was not alone in that place."

"Who was with you?"

| smled.

"No, Brand. It is still your turn. You told me when | ast we tal ked that
the enem es of Amber hied all the way fromthe Courts of Chaos, that they have
access to the realmvia the bl ack road because of sonething you and Bl eys and
Fi ona had done back when you were of one mnd as to the best way to take the
throne. Now | know what it is that you did. Yet Benedict has been watching the
bl ack road and | have just | ooked upon the Courts of Chaos. There is no new

massi ng of forces, no nmovenent toward us upon that road. | know that tinme
flows differently in that place. They should have had nore than enough tine to
ready a new assault. | want to know what is hol ding them back. Why have they

not nmoved? What are they waiting for, Brand?"

"You credit ne with nore know edge than | possess.”

"I don't think so. You are the resident expert on the subject. You have
dealt with them That Trunp is evidence that you have been hol di ng back on

other matters. Don't weasel, just talk."
"The Courts..." he said. "You have been busy. Eric was a fool not to have
killed you i mediately - if he was aware you had know edge of these things."
"Eric was a fool," | acknowl edged. "You are not. Now tal k."

"But | ama fool," he said, "a sentinental one, at that. Do you recall the
day of our l|ast argunent, here in Anber, so |ong ago?"

" Sonmewhat . "
"I was sitting on the edge of ny bed. You were standing by nmy witing
desk. As you turned away and headed toward the door, | resolved to kill you. |

reached beneath ny bed, where | keep a cocked crossbow with a bolt init. |
actually had my hand on it and was about to raise it when | realized sonething
whi ch st opped ne."

He paused.

"What was that?" | asked.

"Look over there by the door."

| looked, | saw nothing special. | began to shake ny head, just as he

said, "On the floor."

Then | realized what it was - russet and olive and brown and green, with a
smal | geonetric pattern. He nodded.

"You were standing on ny favorite rug. | did not want to get blood on it.
Later, ny anger passed. So |, too, ama victimof enotion and circunstance."

"Lovely story - " | began.



- but now you want nme to stop stalling. I was not stalling, however. |
was attenpting to make a point. We are all of us alive by one another's

suf ferance and an occasional fortunate accident. | am going to propose
suspendi ng that sufferance and elimnating the possibility of accident in a
coupl e of very inportant cases. First though, to answer your question, while
do not know for certain what is holding themback, | can venture a very good
guess. Bleys has assenbled a |l arge strike force for an attack on Anber. It
wi |l be nowhere near the scale of the one on which you acconpani ed him
however. You see, he will be counting on the nenory of that last attack to
have conditioned the response to this one. It will probably also be preceded
by attenpts to assassinate Benedict and yourself. The entire affair will be a
feint, though. | would guess that Fiona has contacted the Courts of Chaos -
may even be there right now - and has prepared themfor the real attack, which
m ght be expected any tine after Bleys' diversionary foray. Therefore - "

"You say this is a very good guess,"” | interrupted. "But we do not even
know for certain that Bleys is still living."
"Bleys is alive," he said. "I was able to ascertain his existence via his

Trunp - even a brief assessment of his current activities - before he becane
aware of ny presence and bl ocked nme out. He is very sensitive to such

surveillance. | found himin the field with troops he intends to enpl oy
agai nst Anber."
"And Fi ona?"
"No," he said, "I did no experinenting with her Trunmp, and | woul d advi se

you not to either. She is extrenely dangerous, and | did not want to lay ny
self open to her influence. My estimate of her current situation is based on
deduction rather than direct know edge. | would be willing to rely on it,

t hough. "

"I see," | said.

"I have a plan."

"Co ahead."

"The manner in which you retrieved nme fromdurance was quite inspired
conbi ning the forces of everyone's concentration as you did. The sane
principle could be utilized again, to a different end. A force such as that
woul d break through a person's defense fairly easily - even soneone |ike
Fiona, if the effort is properly directed."

"That is to say, directed by yoursel f?"

"Of course. | propose that we assenble the fanmily and force our way
t hrough to Bl eys and Fi ona, wherever they may be. We hold them 1ocked in the
full, in the flesh, just for a monent or so. Just |ong enough for nme to
strike."

"As you did Martin?"

"Better, | trust. Martin was able to break free at the |ast noment. That
shoul d not occur this time, with all of you hel ping. Even three or four would
probably be sufficient."

"You really think you can pull it off that easily?"
"I know we had better try. Tinme is running. You will be one of the ones
execut ed when they take Amber. So will |I. \Wat do you say?"

"I'f I becone convinced that it is necessary. Then | would have no choice
but to go along with it."

"It is necessary, believe ne. The next thing is that I will need the Jewel
of Judgrent."

"What for?"

"If Fiona is truly in the Courts of Chaos, the Trunp alone wll probably
be insufficient to reach her and hold her - even with all of us behind it. In
her case, | will require the Jewel to focus our energies."

"l suppose that could be arranged."

"Then the sooner we are about it the better. Can you set things up for
tonight? | amsufficiently recovered to handle ny end of it."

"Hell, no," | said, standing.

"What do you nmean?" He clenched the arnms of the chair, half-rising. "Wy



not ?"

"I said |l would go along with it if |I becane convinced that it was
necessary. You have admitted that a lot of this is conjecture. That alone is
sufficient to keep me from bei ng convi nced. "

"Forget about being convinced then. Can you afford to take the chance? The
next attack is going to be a |lot stronger than the last, Corwin. They are
aware of your new weapons. They are going to allow for this in their
pl anni ng. "

"Even if | agreed with you Brand, | amcertain | could not convince the
others that the executions are necessary."

"Convi nce then? Just tell them You' ve got themall by the throat, Corw n
You are on top right now You want to stay there, don't you?"

| smiled and noved toward the door

"I will, too," |I said, "by doing things my way. | will keep your
suggestion on file."

"Your way is going to get you dead. Sooner than you think."

"I am standing on your rug again," | said.

He | aughed.

"Very good. But | was not threatening you. You know what | meant. You are
responsi ble for all of Anber now. You have to do the right thing."

"And you know what | neant. | amnot going to kill a couple nore of us
because of your suspicions. | would need nore than that."

"When you get it, it nay be too late."

| shrugged.

"We'll see.” | reached toward the door

"What are you going to do now?"

I shook ny head.

"I don't tell anybody everything that | know, Brand. It is a kind of
i nsurance. "

"I can appreciate that. | only hope that you know enough."

"Or perhaps you fear that | know too nuch,” | said.

For a monent a wary | ook danced on the nuscles beneath his eyes. Then he
smled. "I amnot afraid of you, brother," he said.

"It is good to have nothing to fear," | said. | opened the door

"Wait," he said.

"Yes?"

"You neglected to tell ne who was with you when you discovered Martin's
Trunp, in the place where | had left it."

"Why, it was Random " | said.
"Ch. Is he aware of the particul ars?"
"I'f you mean, does he know that you stabbed his son,” | said, "the answer

is no, not yet."

"I see. And of Benedict's new arnf? | understand that you somehow got it
for himin Tir-na Nog'th. | would Iike to know nore about this."

"Not now," | said. "Let's save something for our next get-together. It
won't be all that long."

I went on out and closed the door, ny silent regards to the rug.

The Hand O Qberon

Chapter 8

After visiting the kitchens, comnpiling an enornous neal and denoli shing
it, | headed for the stables, where | |ocated a handsome young sorrel which
had once belonged to Eric. | nade friends with himin spite of this, and a

short while later we were noving toward the trail down Kolvir which would take
us to the canmp of ny Shadow forces. As | rode and digested, | tried to sort

out the events and revel ations of what, to nme, had been the past few hours. If
Anber had indeed arisen as the result of Dworkin's act of rebellion within the



Courts of Chaos, then it followed that we were all of us related to the very
forces which now threatened us. It was, of course, difficult to decide how far
anyt hi ng Dworkin said mght now be trusted. Yet, the black road did run to the
Courts of Chaos, apparently as a direct result of Brand's ritual, a thing

whi ch he had based on principles | earned from Dwnorkin. Fortunately, for now,
the parts of Dworkin's narrative which required the greatest credulity were

t hose things which were not of any great nonent, froman i medi ate, practica

standpoint. Still, | had m xed feelings about being descended froma unicorn
"Corwi n!"
| drewrein. | opened ny mind to the sending and the inage of Ganel on
appear ed.
"I amhere," | said. "Wiere did you get hold of a set of Trunps? And |earn

how to use thenP"

"I picked up a pack fromthe case in the library a while back. Thought it
a good idea to have a way of getting in touch with you in a hurry. As for
using them | just did what you and the others seemto do - study the Trunp,
t hi nk about it, concentrate on getting in touch with the person.”

"I should have gotten you a pack long ago," | said. "It was an oversight
on nmy part which I amglad you' ve renedied. Are you just testing them now, or
di d sonet hing cone up?"

"Somet hing," he said. "Where are you?"

"As chance would have it, | amon ny way down to see you."

"You are all right?"

“Yes."

"Fine. Conme ahead then. 1'd rather not try bringing you through this
thing, the way you people do. It is not that urgent. | will see you by and
by."

“Yes."

He broke the contact and | rustled the reins and continued on. For a
monent, | had been irritated that he had not sinply asked ne for a deck. Then

| recalled that | had been away for over a week, by Amber's tine. He had
probably been getting worried, didn't trust any of the others to do it for
him Perhaps rightly so.

The descent went quickly, as did the balance of the journey to the canp.
The horse - whose nane, by the way, was Drum - seenmed happy to be going
somewhere and had a tendency to pull away at the | east excuse. | gave himhis
head at one point to tire hima bit, and it was not too |long afterward that |
sighted the canp. | realized at about that time that | nissed Star

| was the subject of stares and salutes as | rode into canp. A silence
followed ne and all activity ceased as | passed. | wondered whet her they
believed | had cone to deliver a battle order

Ganel on enmerged fromhis tent before | had di smounted

"Fast," he observed, clasping ny hand as | cane down. "Pretty horse,
that."

"Yes," | agreed, turning the reins over to his orderly. "What news have
you?"

"Well..." he said. "I've been talking to Benedict..."

"Somet hing stirring on the black road?"

"No, no. Nothing like that. He came to see nme after he returned fromthose
friends of his - the Tecys - to tell me that Randomwas all right, that he was
following a lead as to Martin's whereabouts. W got to tal king of other
matters after that, and finally he asked nme to tell himeverything I knew
about Dara. Random had told hi mabout her wal king the Pattern, and he had
deci ded then that too many people other than yourself were aware of her
exi stence. "

"So what did you tell hinP"

"Everything."

"I'ncl udi ng the guesswork, the speculation after Tirna Nog'th?"

"Just so."



"l see. How did he take this?"

"He seened excited about it. Happy, |'d even say. Cone talk with him
yoursel f."

I nodded and he turned toward his tent. He pushed back the flap and
stepped aside. | entered.

Benedi ct was seated on a | ow stool beside a foot |ocker atop which a map
had been spread. He was tracing sonmething on the map with the [ong netal
finger of the glinting, skeletal hand attached to the deadly, silver-cabled,
firepinned nmechanical arm | had brought back fromthe city in the sky, the
entire device now attached to the stunp of his right arma little below the
poi nt where the sleeve had been cut away fromhis brown shirt, a
transformation which halted ne with a nomentary shudder, so nuch did he
resenbl e the ghost | had encountered. Hi s eyes rose to nmeet my own and he
rai sed the hand in greeting, a casual, perfectly executed gesture, and he
smled the broadest smile | had ever seen crease his face.

"Corwin!" he said, and then he rose and extended that hand.

| had to force nyself to clasp the device which had al nbst killed nme. But
Benedi ct | ooked nore kindly disposed toward nme than he had in a long while. |
shook the new hand and its pressures were perfect. | tried to disregard its
col dness and angul arity and al nost succeeded, in nmy amazenent at the contro
he had acquired over it in such a brief tine.

"I owe you an apol ogy," he said. "I have wonged you. | amvery sorry."

"It's all right," I said. "I understand."

He cl asped nme for a noment, and ny belief that things had apparently been
set right between us was darkened only by the grip of those precise and deadly
fingers on ny shoul der.

Ganel on chuckl ed and brought up another stool, which he set at the other
end of the locker. My irritation at his having aired the subject | had not
want ed nmenti oned, whatever the circunstances, was submerged by the sight of
its effects. | could not renenber having seen Benedict in better spirits;
Ganel on was obviously pleased at having effected the resol ution of our
di ff erences.

| smled nmyself and accepted a seat, unbuckling ny sword belt and hangi ng
Grayswandir on the tent pole. Ganelon produced three glasses and a bottle of
wi ne. As he set the gl asses before us and poured, he remarked, "To return the
hospitality of your tent, that night, back in Avalon."

Benedi ct took up his glass with but the faintest of clicks.

"There is nore ease in this tent," he said. "Is that not so, Corw n?"

| nodded and rai sed ny gl ass.

"To that ease. May it always prevail."

"I have had ny first opportunity in a |long while,
Random at some | ength. He has changed quite a bit."

"Yes," | agreed.

"I amnore inclined to trust himnow than | was in days gone by. W had
the tine to talk after we left the Tecys."

"Where were you headed?"

"Sonme comments Martin had made to his host seenmed to indicate that he was
going to a place I knew of further off in Shadow - the block city of Heerat.
W journeyed there and found this to be correct. He had passed that way."

"I amnot famliar with Heerat," | said.

"A place of adobe and stone - a conmercial center at the junction of
several trade routes. There, Random found news whi ch took hi meastward and
probably deeper into Shadow. W parted conpany at Heerat, for | did not want
to be away from Anber overlong. Al so, there was a personal matter | was
anxious to pursue. He told nme how he had seen Dara wal k the Pattern on the day
of the battle."”

' he said, "to talk with

"That's right," | said. "She did. | was there, too."
He nodded.
"As | said. Random had inmpressed me. | was inclined to believe he was

telling the truth. If this were so, then it was possible that you were al so.



Granting this, | had to pursue the matter of the girl's allegations. You were
not available, so | came to Ganelon - this was several days ago - and had him
tell me everything he knew about Dara."

| glanced at Ganel on, who inclined his head slightly.

"So you now believe you have uncovered a new relative," | said, "a
nmendaci ous one, to be sure, and quite possibly an eneny - but a relative,
nevert hel ess. What is your next nove?"

He took a sip of w ne.

"I would like to believe in the relationship,” he said. "The notion
somehow pleases me. So | would like to establish it or negate it to a
certainty. If it turns out that we are indeed related, then | would like to
understand the notives behind her actions. And | would like to | earn why she
never made her existence known to nme directly.”

He put down his glass, raised his new hand and fl exed the fingers.

"So | would like to begin," he continued, "by |earning of those things you
experienced in Tir-na Nog'th which apply to ne and to Dara. | am al so
extremely curious about this hand, which behaves as if it were nade for nme. |
have never heard of a physical object being obtained in the city in the sky."

He made a fist, unclenched it, rotated the wist, extended the arm raised
it, lonwered it gently to his knee.

"Random performed a very effective piece of surgery, don't you think?" he
concl uded.

"Very," | agreed.

"So, will you tell me the story?"

I nodded and took a sip of nmy wine.

"It was in the palace in the sky that it occurred,” | said. "The place was
filled with inky, shifting shadows. | felt inpelled to visit the throne room
| did this, and when the shadows moved aside, | saw you standing to the right
of the throne, wearing that arm When things cleared further, | saw Dara
seated upon the throne. | advanced and touched her with G ayswandir, which

made me visible to her. She declared ne dead these several centuries and bade
me return to ny grave. \When | demanded her |ineage, she said she was descended
of you and of the hellmid Lintra."

Benedi ct drew a deep breath but said nothing. | continued:

"Time, she said, nmoved at such a different rate in the place of her birth,
that several generations had passed there. She was the first of them possessed
of regular human attributes. She again bade ne depart. During this tinme, you
had been studyi ng Grayswandir. You struck then to renmove her from danger, and
we fought. My blade could reach you and your hand could reach ne. That was
all. Oherwise, it was a confrontation of ghosts. As the sun began to rise and
the city to fade, you had nme in a grip with that hand. | struck it free of the
armw th G ayswandir and escaped. It was returned with ne because it was stil
cl aspi ng ny shoul der."

"Curious," Benedict said. "I have known that place to render false
prophecies - the fears and hidden desires of the visitor, rather than a true
picture of what is to be. But then, it often reveals unknown truths as well.
And as in nost other things, it is difficult to separate the valid fromthe
spurious. How did you read it?"

"Benedict," | said, "I aminclined to believe the story of her origin. You
have never seen her, but | have. She does resenble you in some ways. As for
the rest... it is doubtless as you said - that which is left after the truth

has been separated out."

He nodded slowly, and | could tell that he was not convinced but did not
want to push the matter. He knew as well as | did what the rest inplied. If he
were to pursue his claimto the throne and succeed in achieving it, it was
possi bl e that he might one day step aside in favor of his only descendant.

"What are you going to do?" | asked him

"Do?" he said. "Wat is Random now doi ng about Martin? | shall seek her,
find her, have the story fromher own |lips, and then decide for nyself. This
will have to wait, however, until the matter of the black road is settl ed.



That is another matter | wish to discuss with you."

"Yes?"

"I'f time noves so differently in their stronghold, they have had nore than
they need in which to nount another attack. | do not want to keep waiting to
nmeet themin indecisive encounters. | amcontenplating follow ng the black
road back to its source and attacking themon their home ground. | would Iike
to do it with your concurrence.”

"Benedict," | said, "have you ever |ooked upon the Courts of Chaos?"

He raised his head and stared at the blank wall of the tent.

"Ages ago, when | was young," he said, "I hellrode as far as | m ght go,
to the end of everything. There, beneath a divided sky, | | ooked upon an
awesome abyss. | do not know if the place lies there or if the road runs that
far, but | amprepared to take that way again, if such is the case."

"Such is the case,"” | said.

"How can you be certain?"

"I amjust returned fromthat |land. A dark citadel hovers within it. The
road goes to it."

"How di fficult was the way?"

"Here," | said, taking out the Trunp and passing it to him
"This was Dmorkin's. | found it anmong his things. | only just tried it. It
took me there. Tine is already rapid at that point. | was attacked by a rider

on a drifting roadway, of a sort not shown on the card. Trunmp contact is
difficult there, perhaps because of the time differential. Gerard brought ne
back. "

He studied the card.

"It seens the place | sawthat time," he said at length. "This sol ves our
| ogistics problenms. Wth one of us on either end of a Trump connection we can
transport the troops right through, as we did that day fromKolvir to
Gamat h. "

| nodded.

"That is one of the reasons | showed it to you, to indicate nmy good faith.
There may be anot her way, involving less risk than running our forces into the
unknown. | want you to hold off on this venture until | have explored nmy way
further."

"I will have to hold off in any event, to obtain some intelligence
concerning that place. W do not even know whet her your automatic weapons wil |
function there, do we?"

"No, | did not have one along to test."

He pursed his lips.

"You really should have thought to take one and try it."

"The circunstances of mnmy departure did not permt this."

"G rcunst ances?"

"Another time. It is not relevant here. You spoke of follow ng the bl ack
road to its source..."

"Yes?"

"That is not its true source. Its real source lies in the true Anber, in
the defect in the primal Pattern.”

"Yes, | understand that. Both Random and Ganel on have descri bed your
journey to the place of the true Pattern, and the damage you di scovered there.
| see the anal ogy, the possible connection - "

"Do you recall ny flight from Aval on, and your pursuit?"

In answer, he only sniled faintly.

"There was a point where we crossed the black road," | said. "Do you
recall it?"

He narrowed his eyes.

"Yes," he said. "You cut a path through it. The world had returned to
normal at that point. | had forgotten."
"It was an effect of the Pattern upon it," | said, "one which | believe

can be enpl oyed upon a nmuch larger scale.”
"How much | arger?"



"To wi pe out the entire thing."

He | eaned back and studied ny face.

"Then why are you not about it?"

"There are a few prelimnaries | must undertake."

"How much time will they invol ve?"

"Not too nmuch. Possibly as little as a few days. Perhaps a few weeks."

"Why didn't you mention all of this sooner?"

"I only learned how to go about it recently."

"How do you go about it?"

"Basically, it ampunts to repairing the Pattern.”

"Al'l right," he said. "Say you succeed. The eneny will still be out
there."

He gestured toward Garnath and the bl ack road.

"Someone gave them passage once."

"The enemy has al ways been out there," |I said. "And it will be up to us to
see that they are not given passage again - by dealing properly with those who
provided it in the first place.”

"I go along with you on that," he said, "but that is not what | neant.
They require a lesson, Corwin. | want to teach them a proper respect for
Anmber, such a respect that even if the way is opened again they will fear to
use it. That is what | nmeant. It is necessary."

"You do not know what it would be like to carry a battle to that place,
Benedict. It is - literally - indescribable.”

He sniled and stood.

"Then | guess | had best go see for nyself,’
card for atine, if you don't nmind."

"I don't mind."

"Good. Then you be on with your business about the Pattern, Corw n, and
will be about nmy own. This will take ne sonme tinme, too. | nust go give ny
conmanders orders concerni ng nmy absence now. Let us agree that neither of us
commence anything of a final nature without checking first with the other."

he said. "I will keep this

"Agreed," | said.
We finished our w ne.
"I will be under way nyself, very soon now," | said. "So, good |uck."

"To you, also." He smled again. "Things are better," he said, and he
cl asped my shoul der as he passed to the entrance. W foll owed hi moutside.

"Bring Benedict's horse,"” Ganelon directed the orderly who stood beneath a
nearby tree; and turning, he offered Benedict his hand.

"I, too, want to wish you luck," he said.

Benedi ct nodded and shook his hand.

"Thank you, Ganelon. For many things."

Benedi ct wi t hdrew his Trunps.

"I can bring Gerard up to date," he said, "before ny horse arrives.

He riffled through them wthdrew one, studied it.

"How do you go about repairing the Pattern?' Ganel on asked ne.

"I have to get hold of the Jewel of Judgment again," | said. "Wth it, |
can reinscribe the danaged area.”

"I's this dangerous?"

“Yes."

"Where is the Jewel ?"

"Back on the shadow Earth, where | left it."

"Why did you abandon it?"

"I feared that it was killing ne."

He contorted his features into a near-inpossible grimace.

"I don't like the sound of this, Corwin. There nust be another way.

“I'f I knew a better way, 1'd take it."

"Supposi ng you just followed Benedict's plan and took themall on? You
said yourself that he could raise infinite |egions in Shadow. You also said
that he is the best man there is in the field."

"Yet the damage would remain in the Pattern, and something el se woul d cone



to fill it. Always. The eneny of the nonment is not as inportant as our own
i nner weakness. If this is not mended we are al ready defeated, though no
foreign conqueror stands within our walls."

He turned away.

"I cannot argue with you. You know your own realm" he said. "But | stil
feel you may be making a grave nistake by risking yourself on what rmay prove
unnecessary at a tine when you are very nuch needed."

I chuckled, for it was Vialle's word and | had not wanted to call it ny
own when she had said it.
"It is ny duty,” | told him

He did not reply.

Benedi ct, a dozen paces away, had apparently reached Gerard, for he would
nmutter somnething, then pause and listen. W stood there, waiting for himto
concl ude his conversation so that we could see himoff.

"...Yes, he is here now," | heard himsay. "No, | doubt that very nuch.
But - "

Benedi ct gl anced at nme several times and shook his head.

"No, | do not think so," he said. Then, "All right, come ahead."

He extended his new hand, and Gerard stepped into being, clasping it.
CGerard turned his head, saw ne, and i medi ately nmoved in ny direction.

He ran his eyes up and down and back and forth across my entire person, as
i f searching for sonething.

"What is the matter?" | said

"Brand," he replied. "He is no longer in his quarters. At |east, nost of
himisn't. He left sone bl ood behind. The place is also broken up enough to
show t here had been a fight."

| glanced down at ny shirt front and trousers.

"And you are | ooking for bloodstains? As you can see, these are the sane
things | had on earlier. They may be dirty and winkled, but that's all."

"That does not really prove anything," he said.

"I't was your idea to |ook. Not mine. Wat nakes you think I -

"You were the last one to see him" he said.

"Except for the person be had a fight with - if he really did."

"What do you nean by that?"

"You know his tenper, his npbods. W had a small argunent. He night have
started breaking things up after | left, nmaybe cut hinself, gotten disgusted,
trunped out for a change of scene - Wait! H's rug! Was there any bl ood on that
smal I, fancy rug before his door?"

"I amnot sure - no, | don't think so. Why?"

"Circunstantial evidence that he did it hinself. He was very fond of that
rug. He avoided nessing it."

"I don't buy it," Gerard said, "and Caine's death still |ooks peculiar -
and Benedict's servants, who coul d have found out you wanted gunpowder. Now
Brand - "

"This could well be another attenpt to frane ne," | said, "and Benedi ct
and | have come to better terns."

He turned toward Benedi ct, who had not noved from where he stood a dozen
paces away, regarding us w thout expression, |istening.

"Has he expl ai ned away those deat hs?" Gerard asked him

"Not directly," Benedict answered, "but much of the rest of the story now
stands in a better light. So rmuch so, that | aminclined to believe all of
it."

Gerard shook his head and gl ared down at ne again.

"Still unsettled,” he said. "Wat were you and Brand argui ng about ?"
"Gerard," | said, "that is our business, till Brand and | decide
ot herwi se. "

"I dragged himback to life and watched over him Corwin. | didn't do it
just to see himkilled in a squabble."

"Use your brains,” | told him "Wose idea was it to search for himthe
way that we did? To bring hi mback?"



"You wanted sonmething fromhim" he said. "You finally got it. Then he
becane an i npedi nent."

"No. But even if that were the case, do you think I would be so dammed
obvious about it? If he has been killed, then it is on the sane order as
Caine's death - an attenpt to frame ne."

"You used the obviousness excuse with Caine, too. It seens to nme it could
be a kind of subtlety - a thing you are good at."

"W have been through this before, Gerard..."

"...And you know what | told you then."

"I't would be difficult to have forgotten."

He reached forward and seized my right shoulder. | imediately drove ny
left hand into his stomach and pulled away. It occurred to ne then that
perhaps | should have told himwhat Brand and | had been tal ki ng about. But |
didn't like the way he had asked ne.

He cane at me again. | side-stepped and caught himwith a light |left near
the right eye. | kept jabbing after that, mainly to keep his head back. | was
in no real shape to fight himagain, and Grayswandir was back in the tent. |
had no ot her weapon with ne.

| kept circling him M side hurt if | kicked with ny left leg. | caught
hi m once on the thigh with my right, but I was slow and off-bal ance and coul d

not really follow through. | continued to jab.
Finally, he blocked ny left and nanaged to drop his hand on ny biceps. |
shoul d have pull ed away then, but he was open. | stepped in with a heavy right

to his stomach, all of my strength behind it. It bent himforward with a gasp,
but his grip tightened on ny arm He bl ocked ny attenpted uppercut with his
left, continuing its forward notion until the heel of his hand sl ammed agai nst
my chest, at the same tine jerking nmy left arm backward and to the side with
such force that | was thrown to the ground. If he cane down on nme, that was
it.

He dropped to one knee and reached for ny throat.

The Hand O Qberon
Chapter 9

I moved to bl ock his hand, but it halted in nmidreach. Turning ny head, |
saw t hat anot her hand had fallen upon Gerard's arm was now grasping it, was
hol ding it back.

I rolled away. Wien | | ooked up again, | saw that Ganel on had caught hold
of him Gerard jerked his armforward, but it did not come free.

"Stay out of this, Ganelon," he said.

"CGet going, Corwin!" Ganelon said. "Get the Jewel!"

Even as he called out, Gerard was beginning to rise. Ganelon crossed with
his left and connected with Gerard's jaw. GCerard sprawled at his feet. Ganelon
nmoved in and swng a kick toward his kidney, but Gerard caught his foot and
heaved hi m over backward. | scranbl ed back into a crouch, supporting nyself
wi th one hand.

Gerard canme up off the ground and rushed Ganel on, who was just recovering
his feet. As he was al nost upon him Ganelon came up with a double-fisted bl ow
to Guard's midsection, which halted himin his tracks. Instantly, Ganelon's
fists were noving |ike pistons against Gerard' s abdonen. For several nonents,
CGerard seened too dazed to protect hinself, and when he finally bent and
brought his arms in, Ganelon caught himwith a right to the jaw that staggered
hi m backward. Ganel on i medi ately rushed forward, throwi ng his arns about
CGerard as he slammed into himand hooking his right |eg behind Gerard's own.
Cerard toppled and Ganelon fell upon him He straddled Gerard then and drove
his right fist against his jaw. Wen CGerard' s head rolled back, Ganelon
crossed with his left.

Benedi ct suddenly noved to intervene, but Ganel on chose that noment to



rise to his feet. Gerard |lay unconscious, bleeding fromhis nmouth and nose. |
got shakily to ny own feet, dusted nyself off. Ganelon grinned at ne.

"Don't stay around," he said. "I don't know how | would do in a renmatch
Go find the trinket."

| glanced at Benedict and he nodded. | returned to the tent for
G ayswandi r.

VWen | energed, Cerard still had not noved, but Benedict stood before ne.

"Remenber," he said, "you' ve nmy Trunp and |'ve yours. Nothing fina
wi thout a conference.”

| nodded. | was going to ask himwhy he had seemed willing to help Gerard,
but not nme. But second thoughts had nme and | deci ded agai nst spoiling our
fresh-mnted amty.

"Ckay. "

| headed toward the horses. Ganel on cl apped ne on the shoul der as | cane
up to him

"Good luck," he said. "I'd go with you, but | am needed here - especially
wi th Benedict trunping off to Chaos."

"Good show," | said. "I shouldn't have any trouble. Don't worry."

I went off to the paddock. Shortly, | was nounted and novi ng. Ganel on

threw ne a salute as | passed and | returned it. Benedict was kneeling beside
Gerard.
| headed for the nearest trail into Arden. The sea lay at ny back, Garnath

and the black road to the left, Kolvir to ny right. |I had to gain sone
di stance before | could work with the stuff of Shadow. The day |ay cl ean once
Garnath was lost to sight, several rises and dips later. | struck the trai

and followed its long curve into the wood, where noi st shadows and di st ant
bird songs renmi nded me of the |ong periods of peace we had known of old and
the sil ken, gl eam ng presence of the maternal unicorn

My aches faded into the rhythmof the ride, and |I thought once again of
the encounter | had departed. It was not difficult to understand CGerard's
attitude, since he had already told me of his suspicions and issued ne a
warning. Still, it was such bad timng for whatever had happened w th Brand
that | could not but see it as another action intended either to slow nme or to
stop me entirely. It was fortunate that Ganel on had been on hand, in good
shape, and able to put his fists in the right places at the proper tinmes. |
wonder ed what Benedict woul d have done if there had only been the three of us
present. |'d a feeling he woul d have waited and intervened only at the very
| ast nonent, to stop Gerard fromkilling me. | was still not happy with our
accord, though it was certainly an inprovenent over the previous state of
affairs.

Al of which made nme wonder again what had become of Brand. Had Fiona or
Bleys finally gotten to hinf? Had he attenpted his proposed assassinations
si ngl ehanded and been net with a counterthrust, then dragged through his
i ntended victims Trunp? Had his old allies fromthe Courts of Chaos sonmehow
gotten through to hin? Had one of his horny-handed guardi ans fromthe tower
finally been able to reach hin? O had it been as | had suggested to Cerard -
an accidental self-injury in a fit of rage, followed by an ill tenpered flight
from Anber to do his brooding and plotting el sewhere?

VWhen that many questions arise froma single event the answer is sel dom

obt ai nabl e by pure logic. | had to sort out the possibilities though, to have
somet hing to reach for when nore facts did turn up. In the meantine, | thought
carefully over everything he had told nme, regarding his allegations in |ight

of those things which | now knew. Wth one exception, | did not doubt nost of

the facts. He had built too cleverly to have the edifice sinply toppled - but
then, he had had a lot of tinme to think these things over. No, it was in his
manner of presenting events that sonething had been hidden by nisdirection
H s recent proposal practically assured nme of that.

The old trail twi sted, w dened, narrowed again, swung to the northwest and
downward, into the thickening wood. The forest had changed very little. It
seened al nbst the sane trail a young man had ridden centuries before, riding



for the sheer pleasure of it, riding to explore that vast green real mwhich
ext ended over nost of the continent, if he did not stray into Shadow. It would
be good to be doing it again for no reason other than this.

After perhaps an hour, | had worked my way well back into the forest,
where the trees were great dark towers, what sunlight | glinpsed caught |ike
phoeni x nests in their highest branches, an always noist, twlight softness
snoot hing the outlines of stunps and bol es, [ogs and nossy rocks. A deer
bounded across ny path, not trusting to the excellent conceal nent of a thicket

at the right of the trail. Bird notes sounded about ne, never too near
Cccasionally, | crossed the tracks of other horsemen. Some of these were quite
fresh, but they did not stay long with the trail. Kolvir was well out of

sight, had been for sone tine.

The trail rose again, and | knew that | would shortly reach the top of a
smal | ridge, pass anong rocks, and head downward once nore. The trees thinned
somewhat as we clinbed, until finally I was afforded a partial view of the
sky. It was enlarged as | continued, and when | came to the sunmt | heard the
distant cry of a hunting bird.

d ancing upward, | saw a great dark shape, circling and circling, high
above me. | hurried past the boul ders and shook the reins for a burst of speed
as soon as the way was clear. W plunged downward, racing to get under cover
of the larger trees once again.

The bird cried out as we did this, but we won to the shade, to the
di mess, without incident. | slowed gradually after that and continued to
listen, but there were no untoward sounds on the air. This part of the forest
was pretty nuch the sane as that we had | eft beyond the ridge, save for a
smal | stream we picked up and paralleled for atine, finally crossing it at a
shal l ow ford. Beyond, the trail widened and a little nore |ight |eaked through
and flowed with us for half a | eague. W had al nbst come a sufficient distance
for me to begin those small mani pul ati ons of Shadow whi ch woul d bear nme to the
pat hway back to the shadow Earth of ny forner exile. Yet, it would be
difficult to begin here, easier farther along. | resolved to save the strain
on nyself and nmy nmount by continuing to a better begi nning. Nothing of a
threatening nature had really occurred. The bird could be a wild hunter
probably was.

Only one thought nagged at ne as | rode.

Julian. ..

Arden was Julian's preserve, patrolled by his rangers, sheltering severa
encanprents of his troops at all times - Anber's inland border guard, both
agai nst incursions natural and agai nst those things which night appear at the
boundari es of Shadow

VWere did Julian go when he had departed the pal ace so suddenly on the
ni ght of Brand's stabbing? If he wished sinply to hide, there was no necessity
for himto flee farther than this. Here he was strong, backed by his own nen,
moving in a realmhe knew far better than the rest of us. It was quite
possi bl e that he was not, right now, too far away. Also, he liked to hunt. He
had hi s hell hounds, he had his birds... A half mle, a mle..

Just then, | heard the sound that | feared nost. Piercing the green and
t he shade, there came the notes of a hunting horn. They cane from sone
di stance behind nme, and | think fromthe left of the trail.

| urged ny nount to a gallop and the trees rushed to a blur on either
side. The trail was straight and | evel here. W took advantage of this.

Then from behind, | heard a roar - a kind of deep-chested coughi ng,
grow i ng sound backed by a |l ot of resonant lung space. | did not know what it
was that had littered it, but it was no dog. Not even a hell hound sounded |ike
that. | glanced back, but there was no pursuit in sight. So | kept |ow and
talked to Druma bit.

After a time, | heard a crashing noise in the woods off to ny right, but
the roar was not repeated just then. | |ooked again, several tinmes, but | was

unable to nake out what it was that was causing the disturbance. Shortly
thereafter, | heard the horn once nore, nuch nearer, and this tinme it was



answered by the barks and the baying which | could not m stake. The hell hounds
were coming - swift, powerful, vicious beasts Julian had found in some shadow
and trained to the hunt.

It was time, | decided, to begin the shift. Amber was still strong about
me, but | laid hold of Shadow as best | could and started the novenent.

The trail began to curve to the left, and as we raced along it the trees
at either hand dimnished in size, fell back. Another curve, and the trail |ed
us through a clearing, perhaps two hundred nmeters across. | glanced up then
and saw that that dammed bird was still circling, nuch nearer now, close
enough to be dragged with ne through Shadow.

This was nore conplicated than | had intended. | wanted an open space in

whi ch to wheel ny nount and swing a blade freely if it cane to that. The
occurrence of such a place, however, revealed ny position quite clearly to the
bird, whomit was proving difficult to |ose.

Al right. We cane to a low hill, nmounted it, started downward, passing a
| one, lightning-blasted tree as we did. On its nearest branch sat a hawk of
gray and silver and black. | whistled to it as we passed, and it |eaped into
the air, shrieking a savage battle cry.

Hurrying on, | heard the individual voices of the dogs clearly now, and
the thud of the horses' hoofs. Mxed in with these sounds there was somet hing
el se, nmore a vibration, a shuddering of the ground. | |ooked back again, but
none of ny pursuit had yet topped the hill. | bent ny mnd toward the way away
and cl ouds occl uded the sun. Strange flowers appeared along the trail - green
and yellow and purple - and there cane a runble of distant thunders. The
cl earing wi dened, |engthened. It becane conpletely |evel

| heard once again the sound of the horn. | turned for another | ook

It bounded into view then, and | realized at that instant that | was not
the object of the hunt, that the riders, the dogs, the bird, were pursuing the
thing that ran behind ne. O course, this was a rather academ c distinction
inthat | was in front, and quite possibly the object of its hunt. | |eaned
forward, shouting to Drumand digging in with ny knees, realizing even as |
did that the abom nati on was noving faster than we could. It was a panic
reaction.
| was being pursued by a nanticora.

The last time | had seen its |like was on the day before the battle in
which Eric died. As | had led ny troops up the rearward slopes of Kolvir, it
had appeared to tear a man naned Rail in half. W had dispatched it with
aut omati ¢ weapons. The thing proved twelve feet in length, and like this one
it had worn a human face on the head and shoulders of a lion; it, too, had had
a pair of eaglelike wings folded against its sides and the |ong pointed tai
of a scorpion curving in the air above it. A nunber of them had sonehow
wandered in from Shadow to devil our steps as we headed for that battle. There
was no reason to believe all of them had been accounted for, save that none
had been reported since that time and no evidence of their continued existence
inthe vicinity of Arber had conme to light. Apparently, this one had wandered
down into Arden and been living in the forest since that tinme.

A final glance showed ne that | mght be pulled down in nmoments if | did
not make a stand. It al so showed nme a dark aval anche of dogs rushi ng down the
hill.
| did not know the intelligence or psychology of the manticora. Mst fleeing
beasts will not stop to attack something which is not bothering them
Self-preservation is generally forenost in their mnds. On the other hand,
was not certain that the manticora even realized that it was being pursued. It
m ght have started out on ny trail and only had its own picked up afterward.

It might have only the one thing on its mnd. It was hardly a tine to pause
and reflect on all the possibilities.

| drew Grayswandir and turned ny nount to the left, pulling back on the
reins i mediately as he nade the turn

Drum screaned and rose high onto his hind legs. | felt nyself sliding
backward, so |I junped to the ground and | eaped to the side.



But | had, for the nonent, forgotten the speed of the storm hounds, had
al so forgotten how easily they had once overtaken Random and nyself in Flora's
Mer cedes, had al so forgotten that unlike ordinary dogs chasing cars, they had
begun tearing the vehicle apart.

Suddenly, they were all over the manticora, a dozen or nore dogs, |eaping
and biting. The beast threw back its head and uttered another cry as they
struck at it. It swept that vicious tail through them sending one flying,
stunning or killing two others. It reared then and turned, striking out with
its forelegs as it descended.

But even as it did this, a hound attached itself to its left foreleg, two
nore were at its haunches and one had scranbled onto its back, biting at its
shoul der and neck. The others were circling it now As soon as it would go
after one, the others would dart in and slash at it.

It finally caught the one on its back with its scorpion sting and
di senbowel ed the one gnawing at its |leg. However, it was running blood froma
doubl e dozen wounds by then. Shortly, it became apparent that the |eg was
giving it trouble, both for striking purposes and for bearing its wei ght when
it struck with the others. In the neantine, another dog had nmounted its back
and was tearing at its neck. It seemed to be having a nore difficult tine
getting at this one. Another cane in fromits right and shredded its ear. Two
nore plied its haunches, and when it reared again one rushed in and tore at
its belly. Their barks and grow s al so seened to be confusing it sonewhat, and
it began striking wildly at the ever-noving gray shapes.

| had caught hold of Drums bridle and was trying to calmhimsufficiently
to remount and get the hell out of there. He kept trying to rear and pul
away, and it took considerabl e persuasion even to hold himin place.

In the nmeantime, the manticora let out a bitter, wailing cry. It had
struck wildly at the dog on its back and driven its sting into its own
shoul der. The dogs took advantage of this distraction and rushed in wherever
there was an openi ng, snapping and tearing.

| amcertain the dogs would have finished it, but at that noment the
riders topped the hill and descended. There were five of them Julian in the
| ead. He had on his scaled white arnmor and his hunting horn hung about his
neck. He rode his gigantic steed Mirgenstern, a beast which has al ways hated
me. He raised the long |ance that he bore and saluted with it in my direction
Then he lowered it and shouted orders to the dogs.

Grudgi ngly, they dropped away fromthe prey. Even the dog on the
manticora' s back | oosened its grip and | eaped to the ground. All of them drew
back as Julian couched the | ance and touched his spurs to Mdrgenstern's sides.

The beast turned toward him gave a final cry of defiance, and | eaped
ahead, fangs bared. They cane together, and for a nonent ny view was bl ocked
by Morgenstern's shoul der. Anot her nonent, however, and | knew fromthe
horse's behavior that the bl ow had been a true one.

A turning, and | saw the beast stretched out, great gouts of blood upon
its breast, flowering about the dark stem of the |ance.

Julian di smounted. He said something to the other riders which | did not
overhear. They remai ned mounted. He regarded the still-tw tching manticora,
then | ooked at me and smled. He crossed and placed his foot upon the beast,
seized the lance with one hand, and wenched it fromthe carcass. Then he
drove it into the ground and tethered Mirgenstern to its shaft. He reached up
and patted the horse's shoul der, |ooked back at me, turned, and headed in ny
direction.

VWhen he canme up before nme he said, "I wish you hadn't killed Bela."

"Bel a?" | repeated.

He gl anced at the sky. | followed his gaze. Neither bird was now in sight.

"He was one of ny favorites."

"I amsorry,"” | said. "I msunderstood what was going on."
He nodded.
"Al'l right. I've done something for you. Now you can tell ne what happened

after | left the palace. Did Brand make it?"



"Yes," | said, "and you're off the hook on that. He cl ai med Fi ona stabbed
him And she was not around to question either. She departed during the night,
also. It's a wonder you didn't bunp into one another."

He smil ed.

"I'"d have guessed as nuch," he said.

"Why did you flee under such suspicious circunstances?" | asked. "It nade
it ook bad for you."

He shrugged.

"I't would not be the first tinme |I've been fal sely accused, suspected. And
for that matter, if intent counts for anything, | amas guilty as our little
sister. I'd have done it nyself if | could. In fact, 1'd a blade ready the

ni ght we fetched himback. Only, | was crowded aside."

"But why?" | asked.

He | aughed.

"Why? | am afraid of the bastard, that's why. For a long while, | had
t hought he was dead, and certainly hoped so - finally claimed by the dark
powers he dealt with. How nuch do you really know about him Corw n?"

"W had a long talk."

"And...?"

"He admitted that he and Bl eys and Fiona had formed a plan to claimthe
throne. They woul d see Bl eys crowned, but each woul d share the real power.
They had used the forces you referred to, to assure Dad's absence. Brand said
that he had attenpted to win Caine to their cause, but that Caine had instead
gone to you and to Eric. The three of you then forned a sinilar cabal to seize
power before they could, by placing Eric on the throne."

He nodded.

"The events are in order, but the reason is not. W did not want the
throne, at least not that abruptly, nor at that tinme. W forned our group to
oppose their group, because it had to be opposed to protect the throne. At
first, the nost we could persuade Eric to do was to assume a Protectorship. He
was afraid he would quickly turn up dead if he saw hinmsel f crowned under those
conditions. Then you turned up, with your very legitimte claim W could not
afford to let you press it at that time, because Brand's crowd was threatening
out -and-out war. We felt they would be less inclined to make this nove if the
t hrone were already occupied. W could not have seated you, because you woul d
have refused to be a puppet, a role you would have had to play since the gane
was already in progress and you were ignorant on too many fronts. So we
persuaded Eric to take the risk and be crowned. That was how it happened."

"So when | did arrive he put out nmy eyes and threw me in the dungeon for
| aughs. "

Julian turned away and | ooked back at the dead manti cora.

"You are a fool," he finally said. "You were a tool fromthe very
begi nni ng. They used you to force our hand, and either way you lost. If that
hal f - assed attack of Bleys' had sonehow succeeded, you woul dn't have | asted
| ong enough to draw a deep breath. If it failed, as it did, Bleys disappeared,
as he did, leaving you with your life forfeit for attenpted usurpation. You
had served your purpose and you had to die. They left us small choice in the
matter. By rights, we should have killed you - and you know it."

| bit ny Iip. There were many things | might say. But if he was telling
somet hi ng approximating the truth, he did have a point. And | did want to hear
nor e.

"Eric," he said, "figured that your eyesight night eventually be restored
- knowi ng the way we regenerate - given tine. It was a very delicate
situation. If Dad were to return, Eric could step down and justify all of his
actions to anyone's satisfaction - except for killing you. That woul d have
been too patent a nove to ensure his own continued reign beyond the troubles
of the nonent. And | will tell you frankly that he sinmply wanted to inprison
you and forget you."

"Then whose idea was the blinding?"

He was silent again for a long while. Then he spoke very softly, alnobst a



whi sper: "Hear nme out, please. It was nmine, and it nmay have saved your life.
Any action taken agai nst you had to be tantamount to death, or their faction
woul d have tried for the real thing. You were no | onger of any use to them
but alive and about you possessed the potentiality of becom ng a danger at
some future tine. They could have used your Trump to contact you and kill you,
or they could have used it to free you in order to sacrifice you in yet

anot her nmove agai nst Eric. Blinded, however, there was no need to slay you and
you were of no use for anything else they might have in mnd. It saved you by
taki ng you out of the picture for a tinme, and it saved us froma nore

egregi ous act which m ght one day be held against us. As we saw it, there was
no choice. It was the only thing we could do. There could be no show of

| eni ency either, or we mght be suspected of having some use for you

oursel ves. The nonent you assumed any such senbl ance of val ue you woul d have
been a dead man. The npbst we could do was | ook the other way whenever Lord
Rein contrived to confort you. That was all that could be done."

"I see," | said.

"Yes," he agreed, "you saw too soon. No one had guessed you woul d recover
your sight that quickly, nor that you would be able to escape once you did.
How di d you nmanage it?"

"Does Macy's tell G nmbel's?" | said.

"Beg pardon?"

"I said - never mind. What do you know of Brand's inprisonnent, then?"

He regarded nme once nore.

"Al'l 1 knowis that there was some sort of falling out within his group.
| ack the particulars. For some reason, Bleys and Fiona were afraid to kill him
and afraid to let himrun | oose. Wen we freed himfromtheir conprom se -

i mprisonnent - Fiona was apparently nore afraid of having himfree."

"And you said you feared hi menough to have made ready to kill him Wy
now, after all this time, when all of this is history and the power has
shifted again? He was weak, virtually hel pl ess. Wiat harm coul d he do now?"

He si ghed.

"I do not understand the power that he possesses,” he said, "but it is
consi derable. | know that he can travel through Shadow with his mnd, that he
can sit in a chair, |locate what he seeks in Shadow, and then bring it to him
by an act of will without noving fromthe chair; and he can travel through
Shadow physically in a somewhat sinilar fashion. He lays his nmind upon the
pl ace he would visit, forms a kind of nmental doorway, and sinply steps
t hrough. For that matter, | believe he can sonetines tell what people are
thinking. It is alnost as if he has hinself become some sort of living Trunp.
I know these things because | have seen himdo them Near the end, when we had
hi m under surveillance in the pal ace he had el uded us once in this fashion
This was the time he traveled to the shadow Earth and had you placed in
Bedl am After his recapture, one of us remained with himat all tinmes. We did
not yet know that he could sunmon things through Shadow, however. When he
became aware that you had escaped your confinenment, he summoned a horrid beast
whi ch attacked Cai ne, who was then his bodyguard. Then he went to you once
again. Bleys and Fiona apparently got hold of himshortly after that, before
we could, and | did not see himagain until that night in the library when we

brought hi m back. | fear himbecause he has deadly powers which I do not
under stand. "
"I'n such a case, | wonder how they managed to confine himat all?"

"Fiona has simlar strengths, and | believe Bleys did al so. Between the
two of them they could apparently annul nost of Brand' s power while they
created a place where it would be inoperative."

"Not totally," |I said. "He got a message to Random In fact, he reached ne
once, weakly."

"Cbviously not totally, then," he said. "Sufficiently, however. Until we
br oke through the defenses."

"What do you know of all their byplay with me - confining ne, trying to
kill ne, saving nme."



"That | do not understand," he said, "except that it was part of the power
struggle within their own group. They had had a falling out anmpbngst
t hensel ves, and one side or the other had sonme use for you. So, naturally, one
side was trying to kill you while the other fought to preserve you.
Utimately, of course, Bleys got the npst nmileage out of you, in that attack
he | aunched. "

"But he was the one who tried to kill me, back on the shadow Earth," |
said. "He was the one who shot out ny tires."
" O,]?II

"Well, that is what Brand told ne, but it jibes with all sorts of
secondary evi dence."
He shrugged.

"I cannot help you on that," he said. "I sinply do not know what was goi ng
on anong themat that tine."

"Yet you countenance Fiona in Anber,"” | said. "In fact, you are nore than
alittle cordial to her whenever she is about."

"Of course," he said, smling. "I have always been very fond of Fiona. She
is certainly the loveliest, nmost civilized of us all. Pity Dad was al ways so

dead- set against brother-sister marriages, as well you know. It bothered ne
that we had to be adversaries for so long as we were. Things returned pretty
much to normal after Bleys' death, your inprisonnent, and Eric's coronation
t hough. She accepted their defeat gracefully, and that was that. She was
obviously as frightened at the prospect of Brand's return as | was."

"Brand told things differently," | said, "but then, of course, he would.
For one thing, he clains that Bleys is still living, that he hunted hi m down
with his Trunmp and knows that he is off in Shadow, training another force for
anot her strike at Anmber."

"l suppose this is possible,’
adequately prepared, are we not?"

"He clainms further that the strike will be a feint," | continued, "and
that the real attack will then conme direct fromthe Courts of Chaos, over the
bl ack road. He says that Fiona is off preparing the way for this right now "

He scow ed.

"I hope he was sinply lying," he said. "I would hate to see their group
resurrected and at us again, this time with help fromthe dark direction. And
I would hate to see Fiona involved."

"Brand cl ained he was out of it hinmself, that he had seen the error of his
ways - and suchlike penitent noises.”

"Ha! 1'd sooner trust that beast | just slew than take Brand at his word.
| hope you've had the sense to keep himwell guarded - though this m ght not
be of much avail if he has his old powers back."

"But what game coul d he be playing now?"

"Either he has revived the old triunvirate, a thought | Iike not at all
or he has a new plan all his own. But mark me, he has a plan. He has never
been satisfied to be a nere spectator at anything. He is always scheming. I'd
take an oath he even plots in his sleep.”

"Perhaps you are right," | said. "You see, there has been a new
devel opnent, whether for good or ill, | cannot yet tell. | just had a fight
with Gerard. He thinks | have done Brand some nischief. This is not the case,
but I was in no position to prove ny innocence. | was the |last person | know
of to see Brand, earlier today. Gerard visited his quarters a short tinme ago.
He says the place is broken up, there are blood snears here and there, and
Brand is missing. | don't know what to make of it."

"Neither do I. But | hope it means someone has done the job properly this

Julian said. "But we are nore than

tinme."
"Lord," | said, "it's tangled. | wish | had known all of these things
before. "

"There was never a proper tine to tell you," he said, "until now.
Certainly not when you were a prisoner and could still be reached, and after

that you were gone for a long while. Wen you returned with your troops and



your new weapons, | was uncertain as to your full intentions. Then things
happened qui ckly and Brand was back again. It was too late. | had to get out
to save nmy skin. | amstrong here in Arden. Here, | can take anything he can
throw at ne. | have been nmaintaining the patrols at full battle force and
awai ting word of Brand's death. | wanted to inquire of one of you whether he
was still around. But | could not decide whomto ask, thinking myself stil
suspect should he have died. As soon as | did get word, though, should it
prove he was still living, | was resolved to have a try at himnyself. Now
this... state of affairs... Wat are you going to do now, Corw n?"

"I amoff to fetch the Jewel of Judgnent froma place where | cached it in
Shadow. There is a way it can be used to destroy the black road. | intend to
try it."

"How can this be done?"

"That is too long a story, for a horrible thought has just occurred to
"What is that?"

"Brand wants the Jewel. He was asking about it, and now - This power of
his to find things in Shadow and fetch them back. How good is it?"

Julian | ooked thoughtful

"He is hardly omiscient, if that is what you nmean. You can find anything
you want in Shadow the normal way we go about it - by traveling to it.
According to Fiona, he just cuts out the footwork. It is therefore an object,
not a particular object that he summons. Besides, that Jewel is a very strange

ne.

itemfromeverything Eric told me about it. | think Brand would have to go
after it in person, once he finds out where it is."
"Then | must get on with ny hellride. | have to beat himto it."

"I see you are riding Drum" Julian observed. "He is a good beast, a
sturdy fellow Been through nany a hellride."

"dad to hear that," | said. "What are you going to do now?"

"CGet in touch with soneone in Anber and get up to date on everything we
haven't had a chance to tal k about - Benedict, probably."

"No good," | said. "You will not be able to reach him He is off to the
Courts of Chaos. Try Gerard, and convince himl am an honorable man while you
are about it."

"The redheads are the only magicians in this famly, but I will try... You
did say the Courts of Chaos?"

"Yes, but again, the tine is too val uable now. "

"OfF course. Get you gone. W will have our leisure later - | trust."

He reached out and clasped nmy arm | glanced at the manticora, at the dogs
seated in a circle about it.

"Thanks, Julian. | - You are a difficult nman to understand."

"Not so. | think the Corwin I hated nust have died centuries ago. Ride
now, man! |f Brand shows up around here, |I'Il nail his hide to a tree!"

He shouted an order to his dogs as | nounted, and they fell upon the
carcass of the manticora, lapping at its blood and tearing out huge chunks and
strips of flesh. As | rode past that strange, nassive, manlike face, | saw
that its eyes were still open, though glazed. They were blue, and death had
not robbed them of a certain preternatural innocence. Either that, or the | ook
was death's final gift - a senseless way of passing out ironies, if it was.

| took Drum back to the trail and began ny hellride.

The Hand O Qberon

Chapter 10

Movi ng along the trail at a gentle pace, clouds darkening the sky and
Drumi s whinny of menory or anticipation... Aturn to the left, and uphill...
The ground is brown, yellow, back to brown again... The trees squat down, draw

apart... Grasses wave between themin the cool and rising breeze... A quick



fire in the sky... A runble shakes | oose raindrops..

Steep and rocky now... The wind tugs at my cloak... Up... Up to where the
rocks are streaked with silver and the trees have drawn their line... The
grasses, green fires, die down in the rain... Up, to the craggy, sparkling,
rai n-washed hei ghts, where the clouds rush and boil |ike a nud-gorged river at
flood crest... The rain stings |ike buckshot and the wind clears its throat to
sing... W rise and rise and the crest cones into view, |like the head of a
startled bull, horns guarding the trail... Lightnings tw st about their tips,
dance between them .. The snell of ozone as we reach that place and rush on
t hrough, the rain suddenly bl ocked, the wi nd shunted away. .

Emerging on the farther side... There is no rain, the air is still, the
sky snoot hed and darkened to a proper star-filled black... Meteors cut and
burn, cut and burn, cauterizing to afterinmage scars, fading, fading... Moons,
cast like a handful of coins... Three bright dines, a dull quarter, a pair of
penni es, one of themtarni shed and scarred... Down then, that |ong, w nding
way... Hoof clops clear and netallic in the night air... Sonewhere, a catlike
cough... A dark shape crossing a | esser nmoon, ragged and swift...

Downward... The land drops away at either hand... Darkness bel ow... Moving
along the top of an infinitely high, curved wall, the way itself bright with
moonlight... The trail buckles, folds, grows transparent... Soon it drifts,
gauzy, filamentous, stars beneath as well as above... Stars bel ow on either
side... There is no land... There is only the night, night and the thin,
translucent trail | had to try to ride, to learn how it felt, against sone
future use..

It is absolutely silent now, and the illusion of slowness attaches to
every nmovenent... Shortly, the trail falls away, and we nove as if sw mm ng
underwat er at sonme enormous depth, the stars bright fish... It is freedom it
is the power of the hellride that brings an elation, |like yet unlike the
reckl essness that sonetines comes in battle, the boldness of a risky feat well
| earned, the rush of rightness follow ng the finding of the poem s proper
word... It is these and the prospect itself, riding, riding, riding, from
nowhere to nowhere perhaps, across and anong the minerals and fires of the
void, free of earth and air and water..

We race a great neteor, we touch upon its bulk... Speeding across its
pitted surface, down, around, then up again... It stretches into a great
plain, it lightens, it yellows...

It is sand, sand now beneath our novenent... The stars fade out as the
darkness is diluted to a morning full of sunrise... Swaths of shade ahead,
desert trees within them.. Ride for the dark... Crashing through... Bright
birds burst forth, conplain, resettle..

Among the thickening trees... Darker the ground, narrower the way... Palm
fronds shrink to hand size, barks darken... Atwist to the right, a w dening
of the way... Qur hoofs striking sparks from cobbl estones... The | ane
enl arges, becones a tree-lined street... Tiny row houses flash by... Bright
shutters, marble steps, painted screens, set back beyond fl agged wal ks. .

Passi ng, a horse-drawn cart, |loaded with fresh vegetables... Human pedestri ans
turning to stare... A small buzz of voices..

On... Passing beneath a bridge... Coursing the streamtill it widens to
river, taking it down to the sea..

Thuddi ng al ong the beach beneath a | enon sky, blue clouds scudding... The
salt, the wack, the shells, the smooth anatony of driftwood... Wite spray
off the Iime-colored sea..

Raci ng, to where the place of waters ends at a terrace... Munting, each
step crunmbling and roaring down behind, losing its identity, joined with the
boom of the surf... Up, up to the flattopped, tree-grown plain, a golden city
shi mering, mragelike, at its end..

The city grows, darkens beneath a shadowy unbrella, its gray towers
stretch upward, glass and nmetal flashing |ight through the murk... The towers
begin to sway...

The city falls in upon itself, soundlessly, as we pass... Towers topple,



dust boils, rises, is pinked by sone lower glow... A gentle noise, as of a
snuffed candle, drifting by..
A dust storm quickly falling, giving place to fog... Through it, the

sounds of autonobile horns... Adrift, a brief lift, a break in the
gray-white, pearlwhite, shifting... Qur hoofprints on a shoul der of highway...
To the right, endless rows of unnmoving vehicles... Pearl-white, gray-white,
drifting again..

Directionless shrieks and wailings... Random fl ashes of |ight..

Ri sing once nore... The fogs |ower and ebb... Gass, grass, grass... dear
now t he sky, and delicate blue... A sun racing to set... Birds... Acowin the
field, chewi ng, staring and chew ng..

Leapi ng a wooden fence to ride a country road... A sudden chill beyond the
hill... The grasses are dry and snow s on the ground... Tin-roofed farmhouse

atop a rise, curl of snoke above it...
On... The hills grow up, the sun rolls down, darkness dragged behind... A

sprinkle of stars... Here a house, set far back... There another, |ong
dri veway wound among old trees... Headlights..
Of to the side of the road... Drawrein and let it pass..

| wiped ny brow, dusted ny shirt front and sleeves. | patted Drum s neck
The oncoming vehicle slowed as it neared ne, and | could see the driver
staring. | gave the reins a gentle nmovenent and Drum began wal ki ng. The car
braked to a halt and the driver called sonmething after me, but | kept going.
Moments later, | heard himdrive off.

It was country road for a time after that. | traveled at an easy pace,
passing fam liar |andmarks, recalling other times. Afewmles later and
cane to another road, wi der and better. | turned there, staying off on the
shoul der to the right. The tenperature continued to drop, but the cold air had
a good clean taste to it. A sliced noon shone above the hills to ny left.
There were a few small cl ouds passi ng overhead, touched to the nobon's quarter
with a soft, dusty light. There was very little wi nd; an occasional stirring
of branches, no nore. After a time, | came to a series of dips in the road,
telling me | was al nost there.

A curve and a couple nore dips... | saw the boul der beside the driveway, |
read ny address upon it.

| drew rein then and | ooked up the hill. There was a station wagon in the
driveway and a light on inside the house. | guided Drumoff the road and
across a field into a stand of trees. | tethered himbehind a pair of
ever greens, rubbed his neck, and told himl would not be |ong.

| returned to the road. No cars in sight. | crossed over and wal ked up the
far side of the driveway, passing behind the station wagon. The only light in
the house was in the living room off to the right. | made ny way around the
left side of the house to the rear

| halted when | reached the patio, |ooking around. Something was w ong.

The back yard was changed. A pair of decaying | awn chairs which had been
| eani ng agai nst a dil api dated chi cken coop | had never bothered to renove were
gone. So, for that matter, was the chicken coop. They had been present the
last tinme | had passed this way. Al of the dead tree |inbs which had
previously been strewn about, as well as a rotting mass of them| had | ong ago
heaped to cut for firewdod, were al so gone.

The conmpost heap was m ssing.

I moved to the space where it had been. Al that was there was an
i rregul ar patch of bare earth of the approxi mate shape of the heap itself.

But | had discovered in attuning nyself to the Jewel that | could make
nmysel f feel its presence. |I closed nmy eyes for a nonent and tried to do so.
Not hi ng

| |1 ooked again, searching carefully, but there was no tell-tale glitter
anywhere in sight. Not that | had really expected to see anything, not if |
could not feel it nearby.

There had been no curtains in the lighted room Studying the house now, |
saw that none of the wi ndows had curtains, shades, shutters, or blinds.



Therefore. ..

| passed around the other end of the house. Approaching the first |ighted
wi ndow, | glanced in quickly. Dropcloths covered nmuch of the floor. A nman in
cap and coveralls was painting the far wall. O course.

| had asked Bill to sell the place. | had signed the necessary papers
while a patient in the local clinic, when | had been projected back to my old
hone - probably by sone action of the Jewel - on the occasion of my stabbing.
That woul d have been several weeks ago, local tinme, using the Anber to shadow
Earth conversion factor of approximately two and a half to one and all owi ng

for the eight days the Courts of Chaos had cost me in Anber. Bill, of course,
had gone ahead on ny request. But the place had been in bad shape, abandoned
as it had been for a nunber of years, vandalized... It needed sone new

wi ndowpanes, somne roofing work, new guttering, painting, sanding, buffing. And
there had been a lot of trash to haul away, outside as well as inside..

| turned away and wal ked down the front slope to the road, recalling ny
| ast passage this way, half delirious, on ny hands and knees, bl ood | eaking
fromny side. It had been much col der that night and there had been snow on

the ground and in the air. | passed near the rock where |I'd sat, trying to
flag down a car with a pillowase. The nmenory was slightly blurred, but I
still recalled the ones that had passed nme by.

| crossed the road, made nmy way through the field to the trees. Unhitching
Drum | nounted

"We've sonme nore riding ahead," | told him "Not too far this tine."

We headed back to the road and started along it, continuing on past ny
house. If | had not told Bill to go ahead and sell the place, the conpost heap
woul d still have been there, the Jewel would still have been there. | could be

on nmy way back to Anmber with the ruddy stone hung about my neck, ready to have
atry at what had to be done. Now, now | had to go |looking for it, when I'd a
feeling time was beginning to press once again. At least, | had a favorable
ratio here with respect to its passage in Anber. | clucked at Drum and shook
the reins. No sense wasting it, even so.

A half hour, and I was into town, riding down a quiet street in a

residential area, houses all about me. The lights were on at Bill's place.
turned up his driveway. | left Drumin his back yard.
Alice answered ny knock, stared a noment, then said. "My God! Carl!"
Mnutes later, | was seated in the living roomwth Bill, a drink on the

table to ny right. Alice was out in the kitchen, having nmade the m stake of
asking ne whether | wanted sonething to eat.
Bill studied ne as he Iit his pipe.

"Your ways of coming and going still tend to be colorful." he said.
smi | ed.

"Expediency is all," | said.

"That nurse at the clinic... scarcely anyone believed her story."

"Scarcely anyone?"

"The mnority | refer to is, of course, nyself."

"What was her story?"

"She claimed that you wal ked to the center of the room becane
t wo- di nensi onal, and just faded away, like the old soldier that you are, with
a rainbow | i ke acconpani nent."

"d aucona can cause the rai nbow synptom She ought to have her eyes
checked. "

"She did," he said. "Nothing wong."

"Ch. Too bad. The next thing that cones to mind is neurol ogical."

"Come on, Carl. She's all right. You know that."

| smled and took a sip of nmy drink

"And you," he said, "you look like a certain playing card | once comrented
on. Complete with sword. What's going on, Carl?"

"It's still conplicated,” | said. "Even nore than the last tine we
tal ked. "

"Whi ch neans you can't give nme that explanation yet?"



I shook ny head.

"You have won an all-expense tour of ny honel and, when this is over," |
said, "if | still have a honeland then. Right now, time is doing terrible
t hi ngs. "

"What can | do to help you?"

"Information, please. My old house. Who is the guy you have fixing the
pl ace up?"

"Ed Wellen. Local contractor. You know him | think. Didn't he put in a
shower for you, or sonething?"

"Yes, yes he did... | renenber."
"He's expanded quite a bit. Bought some heavy equi prent. Has a nunber of
fell ows working for himnow. | handled his incorporation.”

"Do you know who he's got working at ny place - now?"

"Offhand, no. But | can find out in just a mnute." He noved his hand to
rest on the tel ephone on the side table. "Shall | give hima ring?"

"Yes," | said, "but there is alittle nore to it than that. There is only
one thing in which | amreally interested. There was a conpost heap in the
back yard. It was there the last time | passed this way. It is gone now. |
have to find out what becanme of it."

He cocked his head to the right and grinned around his pipe.

"You serious?" he finally said.

"Sure as death," | said. "I hid sonething in that heap when | craw ed by,
decorating the snow with ny precious bodily fluids. I've got to have it back
now. '

"Just what is it?"

"A ruby pendant."

"Priceless, | suppose.”

"You're right."

He nodded, slowy.

"If it were anyone else, | would suspect a practical joke,'
treasure in a conpost heap... Famly heirl oonP"

"Yes. Forty or fifty carats. Sinple setting. Heavy chain."

He renoved his pipe and whistled softly.

"Mnd if | ask why you put it there?"

"I'd be dead now if | hadn't."

"Pretty good reason.”

He reached for the phone again.

"W've had sonme action on the house already,"” he remarked. "Pretty good,
since | haven't advertised yet. Fellow d heard from someone who'd heard from
someone else. | took himover this nmorning. He's thinking about it. W may
nmove it pretty quick."

He began to dial

"Wait," | said. "Tell me about him"

He cradl ed the phone, |ooked up

he said. "A

"Thin guy," he said. "Redhead. Had a beard. Said he was an artist. Wants a
pl ace in the country."
"Son of a bitch!"™ | said, just as Alice cane into the roomwith a tray.

She made a tsking sound and sniled as she delivered it to ne.

"Just a coupl e hanburgers and some | eftover salad," she said. "Nothing to
get excited about."

"Thank you. | was getting ready to eat ny horse. |I'd have felt bad
afterward. "

"I don't imagine he'd have been too happy about it hinself. Enjoy," she
said, and returned to the kitchen.

"Was the conpost heap still there when you took himover?" | asked.

He cl osed his eyes and furrowed his brow.

"No," he said after a nmoment. "The yard was already clear."

"That's sonething, anyway," | said, and | began eating.

He made the call, and he tal ked for several minutes. | got the drift of
things fromhis end of the conversation, but | listened to the entire thing



after he had hung up, while I finished the food and washed it down w th what
was left in ny glass.

"He hated to see good compost go to waste,"” Bill said. "So he pitched the
heap into his pickup just the other day and took it out to his farm He dunped
it next to a plot he intends to cultivate, and he has not had a chance to
spread it yet. Says he did not notice any jewelry, but then he could easily
have missed it."

| nodded.

“I'f I can borrow a flashlight, | had better get noving."

"Sure. | will drive you out," he said.

"I do not want to be parted fromny horse at this point."

"Well, you will probably want a rake, and a shovel or a pitchfork. | can
drive themout and neet you there, if you know where the place is."

"I know where Ed's place is. He nmust have tools, though."

Bill shrugged and smi | ed.

"Al'l right," | said. "Let ne use your bathroom and then we had better get
novi ng. "

"You seenmed as if you knew the prospective buyer."

| put the tray aside and rose to ny feet.

"You heard of himlast as Brandon Corey."

"The guy who pretended to be your brother and got you committed?"

"'Pretended, hell! He is ny brother. No fault of mne, though. Excuse

"He was there."”

"Where?"

"Ed's place, this afternoon. At |east a bearded redhead was."

"Doi ng what ?"

"Said he was an artist. Said he wanted pernission to set up his easel and
paint in one of the fields."

"And Ed let hin®"

"Yes, of course. Thought it was a great idea. That is why he told ne about
it. Wanted to brag."

"CGet the stuff. I will neet you there."
"Right."
The second thing | took out in the bathroomwas nmy Trunps. | had to reach

someone in Anber soonest, soneone strong enough to stop him But who? Benedi ct
was on his way to the Courts at Chaos, Random was off |ooking for his son,
had just parted with Gerard on somewhat |ess than anicable terns. | w shed
that | had a Trunmp for Ganelon. | decided that | would have to try CGerard

| drew forth his card, performed the proper nental maneuvers. Mnents
later, | had contact.

"Corwi nl'"

"Just listen, Cerard! Brand is alive, if that is any consolation. |I'm damm
sure of that. This is inportant. Life and death. You' ve got to do sonething
fast!™"

Hi s expressions had changed rapidly while | had spoken - anger, surprise,
interest...

"Co ahead," he said.

"Brand coul d be conming back very soon. In fact, he may already be in
Anmber. You haven't seen himyet, have you?"

"No. "

"He nust be stopped fromwal king the Pattern.”

"I do not understand. But | can post a guard outside the chanber of the
Pattern."

"Put the guard inside the chanber. He has strange ways of comi ng and goi ng
now. Terrible things nmay happen if he wal ks the Pattern.”

"I wll watch it personally then. \Wat is happening?"

"No time now. Here is the next thing: |Is Llewella back in Rebma?"

"Yes, she is."

"CGet hold of her with her Trunp. She's got to warn Mire that the Pattern



in Rebma has to be guarded al so."

"How serious is this, Corw n?"

"It could be the end of everything," | said. "I have to go now "

| broke the contact and headed for the kitchen and the back door, stopping
only I ong enough to thank Alice and say good night. If Brand had got hold of

the Jewel and attuned hinmself to it, | was not certain what he would do, but I
had a pretty strong hunch
I mounted Drum and turned himtoward the road. Bill was al ready backing

out of the driveway.

The Hand O Qberon
Chapter 11

| cut through fields in many places where Bill had to follow the roads, so
I was not all that far behind him Wen | drew up, he was talking with Ed, who
was gesturing toward the sout hwest.
As | disnmounted, Ed was studying Drum

"Ni ce horse, that," he said.

"Thanks. "

"You' ve been away."

"Yes."

W shook hands.

"Good to see you again. | was just telling Bill that | don't really know
how l ong that artist stayed around. | just figured he would go away when it
got dark, and | didn't pay too nuch attention. Now, if he was really | ooking
for sonething of yours and knew about the conpost heap, he could still be out
there for all | know |I'Il get my shotgun, if you like, and go with you."

"No," | said, "thanks. | think I know who it was. The gun will not be
necessary. We'll just walk over and do a little poking around.™

"Ckay," he said. "Let me conme along and give you a hand."

"You don't have to do that," | said.

"How about your horse, then? What say | give hima drink and sonething to
eat, clean himup a bit?"

"I"'msure he'd be grateful. | know | would."

"What's his nanme?"

"Drum'’

He approached Drum and began making friends with him

"Ckay," he said. "I'll be back in the barn for a while. If you need nme for
anyt hing, just holier."

"Thanks. "

| got the tools out of Bill's car and he carried the electric lantern
| eading ne off to the southwest where Ed had been pointing earlier

As we crossed the field, | followed the beamof Bill's light, searching
for the heap. Wien | saw what m ght be the remains of one, | drew a deep
breath, involuntarily. Someone nmust have been at it, the way the clods were
strewn about. The mass woul d not have been dunped froma truck to fall in such
a di spersed fashion.

Still... the fact that someone had | ooked did not mean he had | ocated what

he had been seeki ng.

"What do you think?" Bill said.

"I don't know," | told him lowering the tools to the ground and
approaching the |l argest aggregate in sight. "G ve ne sone |light here."

| scanned what remmined of the heap, then fetched a rake and began taking

it apart. | broke each clod and spread it upon the ground, running the tines
through it. After atine. Bill set the lantern at a good angle and noved to
hel p ne.

"I'"ve got a funny feeling..." he said.

"So do I."



"“...that we may be too late."
We kept pul verizing and spreading, pulverizing and spreading..

| felt the tingle of a fanmiliar presence. | straightened and waited.
Contact came nonents later.
"Corwi n!"

"Here, Cerard."

"What'd you say?" said Bill.

| raised my hand to silence himand gave nmy attention to Gerard. He stood
i n shadow at the bright beginning of the Pattern, |eaning upon his great
bl ade.

"You were right," he said. "Brand did show up here, just a nonent ago.
am not sure how he got in. He stepped out of the shadows off to the left,
there." He gestured. "He | ooked at me for a nonent, then turned around and
wal ked back. He did not answer when | hailed him So | turned up the lantern
but he was nowhere in sight. He just disappeared. Wat do you want nme to do
now?"

"Was he wearing the Jewel of Judgment?"

"I could not tell. | only had sight of himfor a nmoment, in this bad
light."

"Are they watching the Pattern in Rebma now?"

"Yes. Llewella's alerted them™

"Good. Stay on guard, then. | will be in touch again."

"Al'l right. Corwin - about what happened earlier..."

"Forget it."

"Thanks. That Ganelon is one tough fellow "

"I ndeed," | said. "Stay awake."

Hi s inage faded as | released the contact, but a strange thing happened
then. The sense of contact, the path, remained with ne, objectless, open, like
a switched on radio not tuned to anything. Bill was |ooking at ne peculiarly.

"Carl, what is happening?"

"l don't know. Wait a mnute.”

Suddenl y, there was contact again, though not with Gerard. She nust have
been trying to reach ne while my attention was diverted.

"Corwin, it is inportant..."

"Co ahead, Fi."

"You will not find what you are | ooking for there. Brand has it."

"I was beginning to suspect as nuch."

"W have to stop him | do not know how much you know - "

"Neither do I any nore," | said, "but | have the Pattern in Anber and the

one in Rebma under guard. Gerard just told nme that Brand appeared at the one
in Anber, but was scared off."

She nodded her small, fine-featured face. Her red tresses were unusually
di sarrayed. She | ooked tired.

"I amaware of this,” she said. "I have himunder surveillance. But you
have forgotten another possibility."

"No," | said. "According to ny calculations, Tir-na Nog'th should not be

attai nabl e yet -

"That is not what | was referring to. He is headed for the prinmal Pattern
itself."

"To attune the Jewel ?"

"The first tine through," she said.

"To walk it, he would have to pass through the damaged area. | gather that
is nore than a little difficult.”

"So you do know about it," she said. "Good. That saves time. The dark area
woul d not trouble himthe way it woul d another of us. He has come to terms
wi th that darkness. W must stop him now. "

"Do you know any short cuts to that place?"

"Yes. Come to nme. | will take you there."

"Just a mnute. | want Drumwith ne."

"What for?"



"No telling. That is why I want him"

"Very well. Then bring ne through. We can as easily depart fromthere as
fromhere.'

| extended ny hand. In a nonent, | held hers. She stepped forward.

"Lord!" said Bill, drawi ng back. "You were giving ne doubts about your

sanity, Carl. Nowit's mne | wonder about. She - she's on one of the cards,
too, isn't she?"

"Yes. Bill, this is ny sister Fiona. Fiona, this is Bill Roth, a very good
friend."

Fi extended her hand and smiled, and | left themthere while | went back
to fetch Drum A few minutes later, | led himforth.

"Bill," | said, "I amsorry to have wasted your tine. My brother has the

thing. We are going after himnow Thanks for hel ping ne."
I shook his hand.

He said, "Corwin." | smled

"Yes, that is nmy nane."

"W have been tal king, your sister and I. Not rmuch | could learn in a few
m nutes, but | know it is dangerous. So good luck. | still want the whole
story one day."

"Thanks," | said. "I will try to see that you get it."

| rmounted, | eaned down, and drew Fi ona up before ne.
"Good night, M. Roth," she said. Then, to nme, "Start riding, slowy,
across the field."

| did.

"Brand says you are the one who stabbed him" | said, as soon as we had
gone far enough to feel alone.

"That's right."

" \Npy 2"

"To avoid all this."

"I talked with himfor a long while. He clained it was originally you,
Bl eys, and hinself, together in a schene to seize power."

"That is correct.”

"He told me he had approached Caine, trying to win himto your side, but
t hat Cai ne woul d have none of it, that Caine had passed the word along to Eric
and Julian. And this led to their formng their own group, to block your way
to the throne."

"That is basically correct. Caine had anbitions of his own - long-term
ones - but anbitions nevertheless. He was in no position to pursue them
however. So he decided that if his lot was to be a | esser one, he would rather
serve it under Eric than under Bleys. | can see his point, too."

"He al so clainmed that the three of you had a deal going with the powers at
the end of the black road, in the Courts of Chaos."

"Yes," she said, "we did."

"You use the past tense.”

"For nyself and for Bleys, yes."

"That is not the way Brand tells it."

"He wouldn't."

"He said you and Bl eys wanted to continue exploiting that alliance, but
that he had had a change of heart. Because of this, he clainms you turned on
himand inprisoned himin that tower."

"Way didn't we just kill hin®"

"I give up. Tell ne."

"He was too dangerous to be allowed his freedom but we could not kill him
ei t her because he held sonmething vital."
"What ?"

"Wth Dworkin gone. Brand was the only one who knew how to undo t he damage
he had done to the primal Pattern."

"You had a long tine to get that information out of him™"

"He possesses unbelievabl e resources.”

"Then why did you stab hin®"



"I repeat, to avoid all this. If it became a question of his freedom or
his death, it were better he died. W would have to take our chances on
figuring the nmethod of repairing the Pattern.™

"This being the case, why did you consent to cooperate in bringing him
back?"

"First, I was not co-operating, | was trying to inpede the attenpt. But
there were too many trying too hard. You got through to himin spite of ne.
Second, | had to be on hand to try to kill himin the event you succeeded. Too

bad thi ngs worked out the way they did."

"You say that you and Bl eys had second thoughts about the alliance, but
that Brand did not?"

“Yes."

"How di d your second thoughts affect your desire for the throne?"

"W thought we could manage it wi thout any additional outside help."

"I see."

"Do you believe me?"

"I'"'mafraid that | am begi nning to.

"Turn here."

| entered a cleft in a hillside. The way was narrow and very dark, with
only a small band of stars above us. Fiona had been nanipul ati ng Shadow whil e
we had tal ked, leading us fromEd's field dowmward, into a m sty, noorlike
pl ace, then up again, to a clear and rocky trail anbng nountains. Now, as we

nmoved through the dark defile, |I felt her working with Shadow again. The air
was cool but not cold. The bl ackness to our left and our right was absol ute,
giving the illusion of enornous depths, rather than nearby rock cl oaked in
shadow. This inpression was reinforced, | suddenly realized, by the fact that

Drum s hoof beats were not produci ng any echoes, aftersounds, overtones.

"What can | do to gain your trust?" she said.

"That's asking quite a bit."

She | aughed.

"Let me rephrase it. What can | do to convince you | amtelling the
truth?"

"Just answer one question."

"What ?"

"Who shot out ny tires?"

She | aughed agai n.

"You' ve figured it out, haven't you?"

"Maybe. You tell ne."

"Brand," she said. "He had failed in his effort to destroy your nenory, so
he deci ded he had better do a nore thorough job."

"The version | had of the story was that Bleys had done the shooting and
left nme in the lake, that Brand had arrived in time to drag nme out and save ny
life. In fact, the police report seemed to indicate sonething to that
effect.”

"Who call ed the police?" she asked.

"They had it |isted as an anonymous call, but - "

"Bleys called them He couldn't reach you in tine to save you, once he
realized what was happeni ng. He hoped that they could. Fortunately, they
did"

"What do you nean?"

"Brand did not drag you out of the weck. You did it yourself. He waited
around to be certain you were dead, and you surfaced and pull ed yourself
ashore. He went down and was checki ng you over, to deci de whet her you woul d
die if he just left you there or whether he should throw you back in again.
The police arrived about then and he had to clear out. W caught up with him
shortly afterward and were able to subdue himand inprison himin the tower.
That took a lot of doing. Later, | contacted Eric and told himwhat had
happened. He then ordered Flora to put you in the other place and see that you
were held until after his coronation.”

"It fits," | said. "Thanks."



"What does it fit?"

"I was only a snmall-town GP in sinpler times than these, and | never had
much to do with psychiatric cases. But | do know that you don't give a person
el ectroshock therapy to restore menories. EST generally does just the
opposite. It destroys some of the short-term ones. My suspicions began to stir
when | |earned that that was what Brand had had done to me. So | cane up with
my own hypothesis. The auto weck did not restore ny nenories, and neither did
the EST. | had finally begun recovering themnaturally, not as the result of
any particular trauma. | nust have done sonething or said sonething to
indicate that this was occurring. Wrd of it somehow got to Brand and he
decided that this would not be a good thing to have happen at that tinme. So he
journeyed to ny shadow and managed to get ne comitted and subjected to
treat ment whi ch he hoped woul d wi pe out those things | had recently recovered.
This was just partly successful, in that its only lasting effect was to fuzz
me up for the few days surroundi ng the sessions. The accident may have
contributed, too. But when | escaped from Porter and lived through his attenpt
to kill me, the process of recovery continued after | regai ned consci ousness
in Geenwood and left the place. | was renmenbering nore and nore when | was
staying at Flora's. The recovery was accel erated by Randomis taking ne to
Rebrma, where | wal ked the Pattern. If this had not occurred, however, | am
convinced now that it would all have cone back, anyway. It mght have taken
somewhat | onger, but | had broken through and the renenberi ng was an ongoi ng
process, comng faster and faster near the end. So | concluded that Brand was
trying to sabotage ne, and that is what fits the things you just told ne."

The band of stars had narrowed, and it finally vani shed above us. W
advanced t hrough what seemed a totally black tunnel now, with perhaps the
tiniest flickering of light a great distance ahead of us.

"Yes," she said in the darkness before ne, "you guessed correctly. Brand
was afraid of you. He claimed he had seen your return one night in Tir-na
Nog'th, to the undoing of all our plans. | paid himno heed at the tinme, for |
was not even aware you still lived. It nust have been then that he set out to
find you. Wether he divined your whereabouts by some arcane means or sinply
saw it in Eric's mind, I do not know Probably the latter. He is occasionally
capabl e of such a feat. However he |ocated you, you now know the rest."

"It was Flora's presence in that place and her strange liaison with Eric
that first made himsuspicious. O so he said. Not that it matters, now \What
do you propose doing with himif we get our hands on hinP"

She chuckl ed.

"You are wearing your blade," she said.

"Brand told ne, not all that |ong ago, that Bleys is still alive. Is this
true?"

"Yes."

"Then why am | here, rather than Bl eys?"

"Bleys is not attuned to the Jewel. You are. You interact with it at near
di stances, and it will attenpt to preserve your life if you are in imm nent
danger of losing it. The risk, therefore, is not as great," she said.

Then, nonments later, "Don't take it for granted, though. A swift stroke

can still beat its reaction. You can die in its presence."
The Iight ahead grew larger, brighter, but there were no drafts, sounds,
or snells fromthat direction. Advancing, | thought of the |layers upon |ayers

of explanations | had received since nmy return, each with its own conpl ex of
nmotivations, justifications for what had happened while | was away, for what
had happened since, for what was happeni ng now. The enotions, the plans, the
feelings, the objectives | had seen swirled |ike floodwater through the city
of facts | was slowy erecting on the grave of ny other self, and though an
act is an act, in the best Steinian tradition, each wave of interpretation

t hat broke upon me shifted the position of one or nore things | had thought
safely anchored, and by this brought about an alteration of the whole, to the
extent that all of life seenmed al nost a shifting interplay of Shadow about the
Amber of sone never to be attained truth. Still, | could not deny that | knew



nmore now than | had several years earlier, that | was closer to the heart of
matters than | had been before, that the entire action in which | had been
caught up upon ny return seened now to be sweeping toward sone fina

resol ution. And what did | want? A chance to find out what was right and a

chance to act on it! | laughed. Wio is ever granted the first, let alone the
second of these? A workable approxi mation of truth, then. That woul d be
enough... And a chance to swing nmy blade a fewtimes in the right direction
The hi ghest conpensation | could receive froma one o' clock world for the
changes wrought since noon. | |aughed again and nmade sure ny bl ade was | oose
in the sheath.

"Brand said that Bleys had raised another army - " | began.

"Later," she said, "later. There is no nore tine."

And she was right. The light had grown | arge, become a circul ar opening.
It had approached at a rate out of proportion to our advance, as though the
tunnel itself were contracting. It seened to be daylight that was rushing in
t hrough what | chose to regard as the cave nouth.

"Al'l right," | said, and nmoments |ater we reached the opening and passed
through it.

I blinked ny eyes as we energed. To ny left was the sea, which seenmed to
nmerge with the sane-col ored sky. The gol den sun which fl oated/ hung
above/within it, bounced beans of brilliance fromall directions. Behind ne,
now, there was nothing but rock. Qur passage to this place had vani shed
wi thout a sign. Not too far bel ow and before me - perhaps a hundred feet
distant - lay the primal Pattern. A figure was negotiating the second of its
outer arcs, his attention so confined by this activity that he had apparently
not yet noted our presence. A flash of red as he took a turn: the Jewel,
hangi ng now fromhis neck as it had hung frommnine, fromEric's, fromDad's.
The figure, of course, was Brand's.

| dismounted. | |ooked up at Fiona, small and distraught, and | placed
Drumis reins in her hand.

"Any advice, other than to go after hinP" | whispered.

She shook her head.

Turning then, | drew Grayswandir and strode forward.

"CGood luck," she said softly.

As | wal ked toward the Pattern, | saw the long chain | eading fromthe cave
mouth to the now still formof the griffin Wxer. Wxer's head lay on the

ground several paces to the left of his body. Body and head both | eaked a
nor mal - col ored bl ood upon the stone.

As | approached the beginning of the Pattern, |I did a quick cal cul ation
Brand had al ready taken several turns about the general spiral of the design.
He was approximately two and a half laps intoit. If we were only separated by
one winding, | could reach himw th ny bl ade once | achieved a position
paral l eling his own. The going, however, got rougher the further one
penetrated the design. Consequently, Brand was noving at a steadily decreasing
pace. So it would be close. | did not have to catch him | just had to pick up
a lap and a half and obtain a position across fromhim

| placed nmy foot upon the Pattern and noved forward, as fast as | was
abl e. The bl ue sparks began about ny feet as | rushed through the first curve
agai nst the rising resistance. The sparks grew quickly. My hair was beginning

torise when | hit the First Veil, and the crackling of the sparks was quite
audi bl e now. | pushed on agai nst the pressure of the Veil, wondering whet her
Brand had noticed nme yet, unable to afford the distraction of a glance in his
direction just then. | net the resistance with increased force, and severa
steps later | was through the Veil and nmoving nore easily again.

| 1 ooked up. Brand was just emerging fromthe terrible Second Veil, blue

sparks as high as his waist. He was grinning a grin of resolve and triunph as
he pulled free and took a clear step forward. Then he saw ne.

The grin went away and he hesitated, a point in nmy favor. You never stop
on the Pattern if you can help it. If you do, it costs a |lot of extra energy
to get noving again.



"You are too |late!" he called out.

| did not answer him | just kept going. Blue fires fell fromthe Pattern
tracery along Grayswandir's | ength.

"You will not make it through the black," he said.

| kept going. The dark area was just ahead of ne now | was glad that it

had not occurred over one of the nore difficult portions of the Pattern this
time around. Brand noved forward and sl owy began his novement toward the

G and Curve. If | could catch himthere, it would be no contest. He woul d not
have the strength or the speed to defend hinself.

As | approached the danaged portion of the Pattern, | recalled the neans
by which Ganelon and | had cut the black road on our flight from Avalon. | had
succeeded in breaking the power of the road by holding the i mage of the
Pattern in ny nmind as we had gone across. Now, of course, | had the Pattern
itself all around ne, and the distance was not nearly so great. VWhile ny first
t hought had been that Brand was sinmply trying to rattle me with his threat, it
occurred to ne that the force of the dark place mght well be rmuch stronger
here at its source. As | cane up to it, Grayswandir blazed with a sudden
i ntensity which outshone its previous light. On an inmpulse, | touched its
point to the edge of the blackness, at the place where the Pattern ended.

Grayswandir clove to the blackness and could not be raised above it. |
continued forward, and ny blade sliced the area before ne, sliding ahead in
what seened an approxi mation of the original tracery. | followed. The sun
seened to darken as | trod the dark ground. | was suddenly consci ous of ny
heart beat, and perspiration formed on my brow. A grayish cast fell over
everything. The world seened to dim the Pattern to fade. It seemed it would
be easy to step amiss in this place, and | was not certain whether the result
woul d be the same as a misstep within the intact portions of the Pattern.

did not want to find out.

| kept nmy eyes low, following the line Gayswandir was inscribing before
me, the blade's blue fire nowthe only thing of color left to the world. R ght
foot, left foot..

Then suddenly | was out of it and Grayswandir swung free in ny hand once
again, the fires partly dinnished, whether by contrast with the reillum nated
prospect or for sone other reasons | did not know.

Looki ng about, | saw that Brand was approaching the Grand Curve. As for
me, | was working ny way toward the Second Veil. W would both be involved in
the strenuous efforts these entailed in a few nore minutes. The Gand Curve is
nmore difficult, nore prolonged than the Second Veil, however. | should be free
and noving nore quickly again before he worked his way through his barrier
Then | woul d have to cross the danaged area another time. He mght be free by
t hen, but he would be noving nore slowmy than | would, for he would be into
the area where the goi ng becomes even nore difficult.

A steady static arose with each step that | took, and a tingling sensation
permeated ny entire body. The sparks rose to midthigh as | noved. It was |ike
striding through a field of electric wheat. My hair was at |east partly risen
by then. | could feel its stirring. | glanced back once to see Fiona, stil
nmount ed, unnovi ng, wat chi ng.

| pressed ahead to the Second Vei l

Angl es... short, sharp turns... The force rose and rose against nme, so
that all of ny attention, all of ny strength, was now occupied in striving
against it. There cane again that fam liar sense of tinmelessness, as though

this was all | had ever done, all that | ever would do. And will... a focusing
of desire to such an intensity that everything el se was excluded... Brand,
Fi ona, Anber, ny own identity... The sparks rose to even greater heights as |

struggl ed, turned, |abored, each step requiring nore effort than the previous
one.

| pushed through. Right into the black area again.

Refl exi vely, | nmoved Grayswandir down and ahead once nore. Again, the
grayness, the nmonochrome fog, cut by the blue of nmy bl ade opening the way
before me |like a surgical incision



VWen | energed into normal light, | sought Brand. He was still in the
western quadrant, struggling with the Grand Curve, about two thirds of the way

through it. If | pushed hard, | mght be able to catch himjust as he was
coming out of it. I threwall of nmy strength into noving as quickly as
possi bl e.

As | made it to the north end of the Pattern and into the curve | eading
back, it struck ne suddenly what | was about to do.

I was rushing to spill more bl ood upon the Pattern
If it cane to a sinple choice between further damage to the Pattern and
Brand's destroying it utterly, then | knew what | had to do. Yet, | felt there

had to be another way. Yes..

| slowed nmy pace iust a trifle. It was going to be a matter of timng, his
passage was a | ot rougher than mine just then, so | had an edge in that
respect. My entire new strategy involved arrangi ng our encounter at just the
right point. Ironically, at that nmonment, | recalled Brand's concern for his
rug. The probl em of keeping this place clean was a lot trickier, though

He was nearing the end of the Grand Curve, and | paced himwhile
cal cul ating the distance to the bl ackness. | had decided to let himdo his
bl eedi ng over the area which had al ready been danmaged. The only di sadvant age
seened to possess was that | would be situated to Brand's right. To m ninmze
the benefit this would give himwhen we crossed bl ades, | would have to remain
sonewhat to the rear.

Brand struggl ed and advanced, all of his movenents in slow notion.
struggl ed too, but not as hard. | kept the pace. | wondered as | went, about
the Jewel, about the affinity we had shared since the attunenent. | could fee
its presence, there to ny |left and ahead, even though | could not see it now
upon Brand's breast. Wuld it really act to save nme across that distance
shoul d Brand gain the upper hand in our coming conflict? Feeling its presence,
| could alnost believe that it would. It had torn ne from one assail ant and
found, sonehow, within nmy mind, a traditional place of safety - nmy own bed -
and had transported ne there. Feeling it now, alnpbst seeing the way before
Brand through it, | felt sone assurance that it would attenpt to function on
nmy behal f once again. Recalling Fiona's words, however, | was deternined not
torely onit. Still, I considered its other functions, specul ated upon ny
ability to operate it w thout contact..

Brand had al nost conpleted the G and Curve. | reached out from sone |evel
of nmy being and nmade contact with the Jewel. Laying ny will upon it, | called
for a stormof the red tornado variety which had destroyed lago. | did not
know whet her | could control that particul ar phenomenon in this particular
pl ace, but | called for it nevertheless and directed it toward Brand. Nothing
happened i mredi ately, though | felt the Jewel functioning to achieve
somet hing. Brand cane to the end, offered a final exertion, and passed from
the Grand Curve.

| was right there behind him

He knew it, too - sonehow. Hi s blade was out the instant the pressure was
of f. He gained a couple feet faster than | thought he could, got his left foot
ahead of him turned his body, and met ny gaze over the lines of our bl ades.

"Damed if you didn't make it." he said, touching the tip of ny blade with
hi s own.

"You woul d never have gotten here this soon if it weren't for the bitch on
t he horse, though."

"Nice way to tal k about our sister,"” | said, feinting and watching him
nove to parry.

We were hanpered, in that neither of us could [unge w thout departing the
Pattern. | was further hanpered in not wanting to nmake himbleed, yet. | faked
a stop thrust and he drew back, sliding his left foot along the design to his
rear. He withdrew his right then, stanped it, and tried a head cut w thout
prelimnaries. Damm it! | parried and then riposted by pure reflex. | did not
want to catch himwth the chest cut | had thrown back at him but the tip of
Grayswandir traced an arc beneath his sternum | heard a humring in the air



above us. | could not afford to take ny eyes off Brand, though. He gl anced
downward and backed sonme nore. Good. A red |line now decorated his shirt front
where ny cut had taken him So far, the material seemed to be absorbing it. |
stanped, feinted, thrust, parried, stop thrust, bound, and unbound -
everything | could think of to keep himretreating. | had the psychol ogi ca
edge on himin that | had the greater reach and we both knew | could do nore
things with it, nmore quickly. Brand was nearing the dark area. Just a few nore
paces... | heard a sound like a single bell chime, followed by a great
roaring. A shadow suddenly fell upon us, as though a cloud had just occl uded
the sun.

Brand gl anced up. | think I could have gotten himjust then, but he was
still a couple of feet too far fromthe target area.

He recovered i mredi ately and gl ared at ne.

"Dam you, Corwin! That's yours, isn't it?" he cried, and then he

attacked, discarding what caution he still possessed.

Unfortunately, | was in a bad position, as | had been edging up on him
preparing to press himthe rest of the way back. | was exposed and slightly
of f-bal ance. Even as | parried, | realized it would not be sufficient, and
twi sted and fell back.

| struggled to keep my feet in place as | went down. | caught nyself with
my right elbow and ny left hand. | cursed, as the pain was too nmuch and ny

el bow slid to the side, dropping nme to ny right shoul der

But Brand's thrust had gone by me, and within blue halos nmy feet stil
touched the Iine. I was out of Brand's reach for a death thrust, though he
could still hamstring ne.

| raised nmy right arm still clutching Grayswandir, before ne. | began to
sit up. As | did, | saw that the red formation, yellow about the edges, was
now spi nning directly above Brand, crackling with sparks and small Iightnings,
its roar now changed to a wailing.

Brand took hold of his blade by the forte and raised it above his shoul der

like a spear, pointed in nmy direction. | knew that | could not parry it, that
| could not dodge it.

Wth ny mind, | reached out to the Jewel and up to the formation in the
sky. .

There came a bright flash as a small finger of Iightning reached down and
touched his bl ade..

The weapon fell fromhis hand and his hand flew to his nmouth. Wth his
| eft hand, he clutched at the Jewel of Judgnent, as if he realized what | was
doi ng and sought to nullify it by covering the stone. Sucking his fingers, he
| ooked upward, all of the anger draining fromhis face to be replaced by a
| ook of fear verging on terror.

The cone was begi nning to descend.

Turni ng then, he stepped onto the bl ackened area, faced south, raised both
his arms and cried out sonmething | could not hear above the wailing.

The cone fell toward him but he seened to grow two-di nensional as it
approached. Hi s outline wavered. He began to shrink - but it did not seema
function of actual size, so nuch as an effect of distancing. He dw ndl ed,
dwi ndl ed, was gone, a bare instant before the cone licked across the area he
had occupi ed.

Wth himwent the Jewel, so that | was left with no way of controlling the
thing above ne. | did not know whether it was better to maintain a | ow profile
or to resune a normal stance on the Pattern. | decided on the latter, because
the whirlwi nd seened to go for things which broke the nornmal sequence. | got
back into a sitting position and edged over to the Iine. Then | |eaned forward
into a crouch, by which tine the cone began to rise. The wailing retreated
down the scale as it withdrew. The blue fires about ny boots had subsided

conpletely. | turned and | ooked at Fiona. She notioned ne to get up and go on
So | rose slowy, seeing that the vortex above ne continued to dissipate
as | moved. Advanci ng upon the area where Brand had so recently stood, | once

again used Grayswandir to guide me through. The twi sted remains of Brand's



bl ade | ay near the far edge of the di mplace.

I wished there were sone easy way out of the Pattern. It seemed pointless
to conplete it now But there is no turning back once you have set foot upon
it, and | was extrenely leery of trying the dark route out. So | headed on
toward the G and Curve. To what place, | wondered, had Brand taken hinsel f? If
| knew, | could command the Pattern to send nme after him once | reached the
center. Perhaps Fiona had an idea. Still, he would probably head for a place
where he had allies. It would be sensel ess to pursue him al one.

At |l east | had stopped the attunenent, | consol ed nmysel f.

Then | entered the Grand Curve. The sparks shot up about ne.

The Hand O Qberon
Chapter 12

Late afternoon on a nountain: the westering sun shone full on the rocks to
my left, tailored | ong shadows for those to the right; it filtered through the
foliage about ny tonb; it countered to sone extent the chill w nds of Kolvir.
| released Randomis hand and turned to regard the man who sat on the bench
bef ore the mausol eum

It was the face of the youth on the pierced Trunp, |ines now drawn above
the nouth, brow heavier, a general weariness in eye novenent and set of jaw
whi ch had not been apparent on the card.

So | knew it before Randomsaid, "This is ny son Martin."

Martin rose as | approached him clasped nmy hand, said, "Uncle Corwn."

H s expression changed but slightly as he said it. He scrutinized ne.

He was several inches taller than Random but of the same light build. His
chin and cheekbones had the same general cut to them his hair was of a
simlar texture.

| smled.

"You have been away a long while," | said. "So was |."

He nodded.

"But | have never really been in Anber proper,’
Rebma - and ot her places."

"Then |l et nme wel cone you, nephew. You come at an interesting tinme. Random
nmust have told you about it."

"Yes," he said. "That is why | asked to neet you here, rather than
there."

I glanced at Random

"The | ast uncle he nmet was Brand," Random said, "and under very nasty
ci rcunstances. Do you bl ame hi n®?"

"Hardly. | ran into himmyself a bit earlier. Can't say it was the npst
rewar di ng encounter."

"Ran into hin?" said Random "You've l[ost ne."

"He has left Amber and he has the Jewel of Judgnent with him If | had
known earlier what | know now, he would still be in the tower. He is our nan,
and he is very dangerous."

Random nodded.

"I know," he said. "Martin confirmed all our suspicions on the stabbing -
and it was Brand. But what is this about the Jewel ?"

"He beat me to the place where | had left it on the shadow Earth. He has
to walk the Pattern with it and project hinmself through it, though, to attune
it to his use. | just stopped himfromdoing that on the primal Pattern in the
real Amber. He escaped, however. | was just over the hill with Gerard, sending
a squad of guards through to Fiona in that place, to prevent his returning and
trying again. Qur own Pattern and that in Rebma are al so under guard because
of him"

"Why does he want so badly to attune it? So he can raise a few storns?
Hell, he could take a wal k in Shadow and nmake all the weather he wants."

he said. "I grewup in



"A person attuned to the Jewel could use it to erase the Pattern."

"Ch? What happens then?"

"The world as we know it conmes to an end."

"Ch," Random sai d again. Then, "How the hell do you know?"

"It is along story and | haven't the time, but | had it from Dworkin and
| believe that much of what he said.”

"He's still around?"

"Later," | said.

"Ckay. But Brand would have to be nad to do sonething like that."
| nodded.

"I believe he thinks he could then cast a new Pattern, redesign the
universe with hinself as chief executive."

"Could this be done?"

"Theoretically, perhaps. But even Dwmorkin has certain doubts that the feat
could be repeated effectively now. The conbination of factors was unique..
Yes, | believe Brand is sonewhat mad. Looking back over the years, recalling
his personality changes, his cycles of nmoods, it seens there was sonething of
a schizoid pattern there. | do not know whether the deal he made with the
eneny pushed himover the edge or not. It does not really matter. | w sh he
were back in his tower. | w sh Gerard were a worse physician."

"Do you know who stabbed hin®"

"Fiona. You can get the story from her, though."

He | eaned agai nst ny epitaph and shook his head.

"Brand," he said. "Damm him Any one of us might have killed himon a

nunber of occasions - in the old days. Just when he would get you nmad enough
t hough, he woul d change. After a while, you would get to thinking he wasn't
such a bad guy after all. Too bad he didn't push one of us just a little

harder at the wong tine..."

"Then | take it he is now fair ganme?" said Martin.

| looked at him The rmuscles in his jaws had tightened and his eyes
narrowed. For a nonent, all of our faces fled across his, like a riffling of
the famly cards. Al of our egoism hatred, envy, pride, and abuse seened to
flow by in that instant - and he had not even set foot in Anber yet. Sonething
snapped inside me and | reached out and seized himby the shoul ders.

"You have good reason to hate him" | said, "and the answer to your
question is 'yes.' The hunting season is open. | see no way to deal with him
other than to destroy him | hated himnyself for so |ong as he renai ned an
abstraction. But - now - it is different. Yes, he nust be killed. But do not
l et that hatred be your baptisminto our conpany. There has been too nuch of
it among us. | look at your face - | don't know .. | amsorry, Martin. Too
much is going on right now. You are young. | have seen nore things. Some of

them bother ne - differently. That's all."
| released ny grip and stepped back

"Tell me about yourself,"” | said.

"I was afraid of Anber for a long while," he began, "and | guess that |
still am Ever since he attacked ne, | have been wondering whet her Brand m ght
catch up with me again. | have been | ooki ng over ny shoul der for years. | have
been afraid of all of you, | suppose. | knew nost of you as pictures on cards

- with bad reputations attached. | told Random- Dad - that | did not want to
meet you all at once, and he suggested that | see you first. Neither of us
realized at the tine that you would be particularly interested in certain
things that | know After | nentioned themthough. Dad said | had to see you
as soon as possible. He has been telling ne all about what has been going on

and - you see, | know sonething about it."

"I had a feeling that you nmight - when a certain name cropped up not too
| ong ago."

"The Tecys?" Random sai d.

"The sane."

"It is difficult, deciding where to start..." Martin said.

"I know that you grew up in Rebma, wal ked the Pattern, and then used your



power over Shadow to visit Benedict in Avalon," | said. "Benedict told you
nore about Amber and Shadow, taught you the use of the Trunps, coached you in
weaponry. Later, you departed to wal k in Shadow by yourself. And | know what
Brand did to you. That is the sumof nmy know edge."

He nodded, stared off into the west.

"After | left Benedict's, | traveled for years in Shadow," he said. "Those
were the happiest tinmes | have known. Adventure, excitenment, new things to
see, to do... In the back of nmy mind, |I always had it that one day when | was
smarter and tougher - nore experienced - | would journey to Amber and neet ny
other relatives. Then Brand caught up with nme. | was canped on a little
hillside, just resting froma long ride and taking ny lunch, on ny way to
visit nmy friends the Tecys. Brand contacted nme then. | had reached Benedi ct

with his Trump, when he was teaching me how to use them and other tinmes when
| had travel ed. He had even transported ne through occasionally, so | knew
what it felt like, knew what it was all about. This felt the same way, and for
a nonent, | thought that sonmehow it was Benedict calling me. But no. It was
Brand - | recognized himfromhis picture in the deck. He was standing in the
m dst of what seemed to be the Pattern. | was curious. | did not know how he
had reached nme. So far as | knew, there was no Trunp for me. He talked for a
mnute - | forget what he said - and when everything was firmand clear, he -
he stabbed me. | pushed himand pulled away then. He held the contact sonehow.
It was hard for ne to break it - and when | did, he tried to reach ne again.
But | was able to block him Benedict had taught nme that. He tried again,

several times, but | kept blocking. Finally, he stopped. | was near to the
Tecys. | nmanaged to get onto ny horse and nmake it to their place. | thought I
was going to die, because | had never been hurt that badly before. But after a
time, | began to recover. Then | grew afraid once again, afraid that Brand
woul d find ne and finish what he had begun."

"Why didn't you contact Benedict," | asked him "and tell himwhat had

happened, tell him of your fears?"

"I thought of that," he said, "and | also thought of the possibility that
Brand believed he had succeeded, that | was indeed dead. | did not know what
sort of power struggle was going on in Arber, but | decided that the attenpt
on ny life was probably part of such a thing. Benedict had told nme enough
about the famly that this was one of the first things to cone to mnd. So
deci ded that perhaps it would be better to remain dead. | |left the Tecys
before | was conpletely recovered and rode off to |ose nyself in Shadow.

"I happened upon a strange thing then," he continued, "a thing |I had never
bef ore encountered, but which now seened virtually omipresent: In nearly al
of the shadows through which | passed, there was a peculiar black road
existing in some formor other. | did not understand it, but since it was the
only thing | had conme across which seened to traverse Shadow itself, ny
curiosity was aroused. | resolved to followit and |learn nore about it. It was
dangerous. | learned very quickly not to tread the thing. Strange shapes
seened to travel it at night. Natural creatures which ventured upon it
sickened and died. So | was careful. | went no nearer than was necessary to
keep it in sight. |I followed it through many places. | quickly |earned that
everywhere it ran there was death, desolation, or trouble nearby. | did not
know what to nake of it.

"I was still weak fromny wound,"” he went on, "and | nmade the m stake of
pressing nyself, of riding too far, too fast, in a day's tine. That evening, |
fell ill and | lay shivering in nmy blanket through the night and nuch of the
next day. | was into and out of deliriumduring this time, so | do not know
exactly when she appeared. She seened like part of my dream nuch of the while.
A young girl. Pretty. She took care of me while |I recovered. Her nane was
Dara. We talked intermnably. It was very pleasant. Having someone to talk
with like that... | must have told her ny whole life story. Then she told ne
somet hing of herself. She was not a native of the area in which | had
col | apsed. She said that she had travel ed there through Shadow. She coul d not
yet wal k through it as we do, though she felt she could learn to do this, as



she cl ai med descent fromthe House of Amber through Benedict. In fact, she
wanted very badly to learn how it was done. Her neans of travel then was the
bl ack road itself. She was inmmune to its noxious effects, she said, because
she was also related to the dwellers at its farther end, in the Courts of
Chaos. She wanted to | earn our ways though, so I did ny best to instruct her
in those things that | did know. | told her of the Pattern, even sketched it
for her. | showed her ny Trunps - Benedict had given me a deck - to show her
t he appearance of her other relatives. She was particularly interested in
yours."

"I begin to understand,” | said. "Go on."

"She told ne that Anmber, in the fullness of its corruption and
presunption, had upset a kind of metaphysical bal ance between itself and the
Courts of Chaos. Her people now had the job of redressing the matter by | aying
waste to Amber. Their own place is not a shadow of Amber, but a solid entity
inits own right. In the nmeantinme, all of the intervening shadows are
suffering because of the black road. My know edge of Anber being what it was,
| could only listen. At first, | accepted everything that she said. Brand, to
me, certainly fit her description of evil in Anber. But when |I mentioned him
she said no. He was sone sort of hero back where she hied from She was
uncertain as to the particulars, but it did not trouble her all that nuch. It
was then that | realized how oversure she seened about everything - there was
aring of the fanatic when she tal ked. Alnmost unwillingly, | found nyself
trying to defend Amber. | thought of Llewella and of Benedict - and of Gerard,
whom | had net a few tinmes. She was eager to learn of Benedict, | discovered.
That proved the soft spot in her arnmor. Here | could speak with sone
know edge, and here she was willing to believe the good things | had to say.
So, | do not know what the ultinmate effect of all this talk was, except that
she seemed sonewhat |ess sure of herself near the end..."

"The end?" | said. "What do you mean? How | ong was she with you?"

"Alnost a week," he replied. "She had said she would take care of ne unti
| was recovered, and she did. Actually, she remained several days |onger. She
said that was just to be sure, but | think it was really that she wanted to
continue our conversations. Finally though, she said that she had to be noving

on. | asked her to stay with nme, but she said no. | offered to go with her

but she said no to that, too. She nust have realized that | planned to foll ow
her then, because she slipped away during the night. | could not ride the

bl ack road, and | had no i dea what shadow she would travel to next on her way
to Anber. Wien | awoke in the norning and realized she had gone, | thought for
atine of visiting Anber nyself. But | was still afraid. Perhaps sonme of the

t hi ngs she had said had reinforced ny own fears. Watever, | decided to remin

in Shadow. And so | traveled on, seeing things, trying to learn things - unti
Random found ne and told nme he wanted ne to cone hone. He brought nme here
first though, to neet you, because he wanted you to hear ny story before any
of the others. He said that you knew Dara, that you wanted to | earn nore about
her. | hope that | have hel ped."

"Yes," | said. "Thank you."

"I understand that she did finally walk the Pattern."

"Yes, she succeeded in that."

"And afterward decl ared herself an eneny of Anber."

"That, too."

"I hope," he said, "that she cones to no harmfromall this. She was kind
to ne."

"She seems quite able to take care of herself,"” | said. "But... yes, she
is alikable girl. I cannot prom se you anything concerning her safety,
because | still know so little about her, so little of her part in everything
that is going on. Yet, what you have told nme has been hel pful. It makes her
someone | would still like to grant doubt's benefit, as far as |I can."”

He smil ed.

"I amglad to hear that."
| shrugged.



"What are you going to do now?" | asked.

"I amtaking himto see Vialle," Random said, "and then to neet the
others, as time and opportunity permit. Unless, of course, sonething new has
devel oped and you need nme now. "

"There have been new devel opnents,” | said, "but | do not really need you
now. | had better bring you up to date, though. | still have a little tine."
As | filled Randomin on events since his departure, | thought about
Martin. He was still an unknown quantity so far as | was concerned. His story
m ght be perfectly true. In fact, |I felt that it was. On the other hand, | had

a feeling that it was not conplete, that he was intentionally |eaving
somet hi ng out. Maybe sonet hi ng harm ess. Then again, maybe not. He had no rea
reason to love us. Quite the contrary. And Random coul d be bringing hone a
Troj an Horse. Probably though, it was nothing like that. It is just that |
never trust anyone if there is an alternative avail abl e.

Still, nothing that | was telling Random could really be used agai nst us,
and | strongly doubted that Martin could do us nuch damage if that was his
intention. No, nore likely he was being as cagey as the rest of us, and for
pretty much the sane reasons: fear and self preservation. On a sudden
inspiration, | asked him "Did you ever run into Dara again after that?"

He flushed.

"No," he said, too quickly.

"Just that time. That's all."

"I see," | said, and Random was too good a poker player not to have
noticed; so | had just bought us a piece of instant insurance at the small
price of putting a father on guard against his |long-lost son

I quickly shifted our talk back to Brand. It was while we were conparing
notes on psychopathology that | felt the tiny tingle and the sense of presence

whi ch heralds a Trunp contact. | raised nmy hand and turned aside.
In a moment the contact was clear and Ganel on and | regarded one anot her
"Corwin," he said, "I decided it was tine to check. By now, you have the
Jewel, Brand has the Jewel, or you are both still |ooking. Wich one is it?"
"Brand has the Jewel," | said.
"Mre's the pity," he said. "Tell ne about it."
So | did.

"Then Cerard had the story right," he said.

"He's already told you all this?"

"Not in such detail,"” Ganelon replied, "and | wanted to be sure | was
getting it straight. | just finished speaking with him"

He gl anced upward.

"I't would seem you had best be noving then, if ny nenories of noonrise
serve me right."

| nodded.

"Yes, | will be heading for the stairway shortly. It is not all that far
fromhere.'

"Good. Now here is what you nust be ready to do - "

"I know what | have to do," | said. "I have to get up to Tir-na Nog'th
bef ore Brand does and bl ock his way to the Pattern. Failing that, | have to

chase himthrough it again."

"That is not the way to go about it," he said.

"You have a better idea?"

"Yes, | do. You have your Trunps with you?"

“Yes."

"Good. First, you would not be able to get up there in time to block his
way to the Pattern - "

"\Why not ?"

"You have to make the ascension, then you have to wal k to the pal ace and
make your way down to the Pattern. That takes tine, even in Tir-na Nog'th -
especially in Tir-na Nog'th, where time tends to play tricks anyway. For al
you know, you may have a hi dden death w sh slow ng you down. | don't know.
What ever the case, he would have comenced wal king the Pattern by the tinme you



arrived. It my well be that he would be too far into it for you to reach him
this tine."

"He will probably be tired. That should sl ow himsone."

"No. Put yourself in his place. If you were Brand, woul dn't you have
headed for some shadow where the tinme flow was different? Instead of an
aft ernoon, he could well have taken several days to rest up for this evening's
ordeal. It is safest to assune that he will be in good shape.”

"You are right," | said. "I can't count on it. Ckay. An alternative | had
entertained but would rather not try if it could be avoided, would be to kil
himat a distance. Take along a crossbow or one of our rifles and sinply shoot
himin the mdst of the Pattern. The thing that bothers ne about it is the
ef fect of our blood on the Pattern. It may be that it is only the prinal
Pattern that suffers fromit, but |I don't know "

"That's right. You do not know," he said. "Also, | would not want you to
rely on normal weapons up there. That is a peculiar place. You said yourself
it is like a strange piece of Shadow drifting in the sky. Wile you figured
how to make a rifle fire in Anber, the same rules may not apply up there.™

"It is arisk," | acknow edged.

"As for the crossbow - supposing a sudden gust of wi nd deflected the bolt
each tine you shot one?"

"I amafraid | do not foll ow you."

"The Jewel . He wal ked it part way through the primal Pattern, and he has
had some time to experiment with it since then. Do you think it possible that
he is partly attuned to it now?"

"I do not know. | amnot at all that sure how the process works."

"I just wanted to point out that if it does work that way, he nmay be able
to use it to defend hinself. The Jewel may even have ot her properties you are
not aware of. So what | amsaying is that | would not want you to count on
being able to kill himat a distance. And | would not even want you to rely on
being able to pull the trick you did with the Jewel again - not if he may have
gai ned sonme neasure of control over it."

"You do make things look a little bleaker than I had them"

"But possibly nore realistic," he said.

"Conceded. Go on. You said you had a plan.”

"That is correct. My thinking is that Brand nust not be allowed to reach
the Pattern at all, that once he sets foot upon it the probability of disaster
goes way up."

"And you do not think | can get there in time to bl ock hinP"

"Not if he can really transport hinself around al nost instantaneously
whil e you have to take a long walk. My bet is that he is just waiting for
nmoonri se, and as soon as the city takes formhe will be inside, right next to
the Pattern.”

"I see the point, but not the answer."

"The answer is that you are not going to set foot in Tir-na Nog'th

toni ght."

"Hold on a minute!"

"Hold on, hell! You inported a naster strategist, you' d better listen to
what he has to say."

"Ckay, | amlistening."

"You have agreed that you probably cannot reach the place in tine. But
soneone el se can.”

"Who and how?"

"Al'l right. I have been in touch with Benedict. He has returned. At this
nmonent, he is in Anber, down in the chanmber of the Pattern. By now, he should
have finished wal king it and be standing there at its center, waiting. You
proceed to the foot of the stairs to the sky-city. There you await the rising
of the nobon. As soon as Tir-na Nog'th takes form you will contact Benedi ct
via his Trunp. You tell himthat all is ready, and he will use the power of
the Pattern in Amber to transport hinself to the place of the Pattern in
Tir-na Nog'th. No matter how fast Brand travels, he cannot gain rmuch on that."



"I see the advantages," | said. "That is the fastest way to get a nman up
there and Benedict is certainly a good man. He should have no troubl e dealing
with Brand."

"Do you really think Brand will make no other preparations?" Ganel on
sai d.

"Fromeverything |'ve heard about the man, he's smart even if he is daft.
He just may anticipate sonething like this."

"Possibly. Any idea what he m ght do?"

He made a sweepi ng gesture with one hand, slapped his neck and snil ed.

"A bug," he said. "Pardon ne. Pesky little things."

"You still think - "

"I think you had better remain in contact with Benedict the entire tine he
is up there, that is what |I think. If Brand gets the upper hand, you nmay need
to pull Benedict back imrediately to save his life."

"Of course. But then - "

"But then we would have |l ost a round. Admitted. But not the gane. Even
with the Jewel fully attuned, he would have to get to the primal Pattern to do
his real damage with it - and you have that under guard."

"Yes," | said. "You seemto have everything figured. You surprised ne,
nmovi ng so fast."

"I"'ve had a lot of time on ny hands recently, which can be a bad thing
unl ess you use it for thinking. So | did. What | think nowis that you had
best nove fast. The day isn't getting any |onger."

"Agreed," | said. "Thanks for the good counsel."

"Save your thanks till we see what comes of it," he said, and then he
br oke the contact.

"That one sounded i nmportant,” Random said. "What's up?"

"Appropriate question," | answered, "but I amall out of time now You
will have to wait till morning for the story."

"I's there anything | can do to hel p?"

"As a matter of fact," | said, "yes, if you'll either ride double or go

back to Anmber on a Trunp. | need Star."

"Sure,"” Randomsaid. "No trouble. Is that all?"

"Yes. Haste is all."

W noved toward the horses.

| patted Star a few tines and then nounted.

"We'| | see you in Anmber," Random said. "Good |uck."

"In Anber," | said. "Thanks."

| turned and headed toward the place of the stairway, treading nmy tonb's
| engt heni ng shadow east war d.

The Hand O Qberon
Chapter 13

On the highest ridge of Kolvir there is a formati on which resenbles three
steps. | sat on the I owest of these and waited for nmore to occur above ne. It
t akes ni ght and moonlight to do this, so half of the requirenents had been
nmet .

There were clouds to the west and northeast. | was |leery of those clouds.
If they nmassed sufficiently to block all moonlight, Tir-na Nog'th faded back
to not hi ngness. This was one reason why it was al ways advi sable to have a
backup man on the ground, to Trunp you to safety should the city vani sh about
you.

The sky overhead was cl ear, however, and filled with famliar stars. Wen
the nmoon cane up and its light fell upon the stone at which | rested, the
stairway in the sky would cone into being, sweeping upward to a great height,
taking its way to Tir-na Nog'th, the imge of Anber that rode the night's
mddle air.



| was weary. Too much had occurred in too brief a time. Suddenly to be at
rest, to remove ny boots and rub ny feet, to | ean back and rest ny head, even
agai nst stone, was a luxury, a pure aninmal pleasure. | drew ny cloak together
before nme against the growing chill. A hot bath, a full neal, a bed would be
very good things. But these assuned an al nost nythic quality fromthat
vantage. It was nore than sufficient sinply to rest as | was, to let ny
t houghts nove nore slowy, drifting, spectatorlike, back over the day's

happeni ngs.

So much... but now, at least, | had sonme answers to some of mnmy questions.
Not all of them certainly. But enough to slake my mind' s thirst for the
monent... | now had sonme idea as to what had been going on during ny absence,

a better understandi ng of what was happeni ng now, a knowl edge of sone of the
things that had to be done, of what | had to do... And | felt, sonehow, that I
knew nore than | realized, consciously, that | already possessed pieces that
would fit the growing picture before me, if I were only to jiggle them flip
them rotate them properly. The pace of recent events, particularly today's,
had not allowed nme a nonent's reflection. Now, though, some of the pieces
seened to be turning at odd angles..

| was distracted by a stirring above ny shoul der, a tiny effect of
brightening in the higher air. Turning, then standing, | regarded the horizon
A prelimnary glow had occurred out over the sea at the point where the noon
woul d ascend. As | watched, a mnute arc of light came into view The clouds
had shifted slightly also, though not enough to cause concern. | glanced up
t hen, but the overhead phenonenon had not yet begun. | w thdrew ny Trunps,
however, riffled them and cut out Benedict's.

Lethargy forgotten, | stared, watching the nobon expand above the water,
casting a trail of light over the waves. A faint formwas suddenly hovering on
the threshold of visibility high overhead. As the light grew, a spark |imed
it here and there. The first lines, faint as spider webbing, appeared above
the rock. | studied Benedict's card, | reached for contact..

Hi s cold image canme alive. | saw himin the chanber of the Pattern
standing at the designs' center. Alighted lantern gl owed beside his left
foot. He became aware of ny presence.

"Corwin," he said, "is it tinme?"
"Not quite," | told him "The nmoon is rising. The city is just beginning
to take form So it will only be alittle longer. | wanted to be certain you

were ready."

"I amready," he said.

"It is good that you cane back when you did. Did you | earn anything of
i nterest?"

"CGanel on call ed nme back," he said, "as soon as he | earned what had
happened. Hi s plan seenmed a good one, which is why | amhere. As for the
Courts of Chaos, yes. | believe | have learned a few things - "

"A nonent," | said.

The nobonbeam strands had assumed a nore tangi bl e appearance. The city
overhead was now clear in outline. The stairway was visible inits entirety,

t hough fainter in sonme places than in others. | stretched forth enough to
slake ny mind' s thirst for the nonent..

Cool, soft, | encountered the fourth stair. It seened to give sonewhat
beneat h ny push, however.

"Alnost," | said to Benedict. "I amgoing to try the stairs. Be ready."

He nodded.

| mounted the stone stairs, one, two, three. | raised ny foot then and
lowered it upon the fourth, ghostly one. It yielded gently to my weight. | was
afraid to raise ny other foot, so | waited, watching the nmoon. | breathed the
cool air as the brightness increased, as the path in the waters w dened.
@ ancing upward, | saw Tir-na Nog'th | ose sonething of its transparency. The
stars behind it grew dimrer. As this occurred, the stair becane firner beneath
my foot. Al resiliency went out of it. I felt that it mght bear ny ful

wei ght. Casting ny eyes along its length, | nowsaw it in its entirety, here



translucent, there transparent, sparkling, but continuous all the way up to
the silent city that drifted above the sea. | raised my other foot and stood
on the fourth stair. If 1'd the mnd, a few nore steps would send ne al ong
that cel estial escalator into the place of dreanms made real, wal ki ng neuroses
and dubi ous prophecy, into a moonlit city of anbiguous wish fulfillment,

twisted time, and pallid beauty. | stepped back down and gl anced at the noon,
now bal anced on the world's wet rim | regarded Benedict's Trunmp in its
silvery gl ow

"The stair is solid, the noon is up," | said.

"Al'l right. | amgoing."

| watched himthere at the center of the Pattern. He raised the lantern in
his left hand and for a nonent stood unnmoving. An instant |ater he was gone,
and so was Pattern. Another instant, and he stood within a simlar chanber,
this time outside the Pattern, next to the point where it begins. He raised
the Iantern high and | ooked all around the room He was al one.

He turned, walked to the wall, set the lantern beside it. H s shadow
stretched toward the Pattern, changed shape as he turned on his heel, noved
back to his first position

This Pattern, | noted, glowed with a paler light than the one in Anber -
silvery white, without the hint of blue with which I - was famliar. Its
configuration was the same, but the ghost city played strange tricks with
perspective. There were distortions - narrow ngs, w denings - which seened to
shift for no particular reason across its surface, as though | viewed the
entire tableau through an irregular |ens rather than Benedict's Trunp.

| retreated down the stairs, settled once again on the | owest step. |
continued to observe.

Benedi ct | oosened his blade in its scabbard.

"You know about the possible effect of blood on the Pattern?" | asked.

"Yes. CGanelon told ne."

"Did you ever suspect - any of this?"

"l never trusted Brand," he told ne.

"What of your journey to the Courts of Chaos? Wiat did you | earn?"

"Later, Corwin. He could come any time now. "

"I hope no distracting visions show up,” | said, recalling my own journey
to Tir-na Nog'th and his own part in nmy final adventure there.
He shrugged.

"One gives them power by paying themheed. My attention is reserved for
one matter tonight."

He turned through a full circle, regarding every part of the chanber,
hal ted when he had fi ni shed.

"I wonder if he knows you are there?" | said.

"Perhaps. It does not matter."

| nodded. If Brand did not show up, we had gai ned a day. The guards woul d
ward the other Patterns, Fiona would have a chance to denpnstrate her own
skill in matters arcane by locating Brand for us. W would then pursue him
She and Bl eys had been able to stop himonce before. Could she do it al one
now? O would we have to find Bleys and try to convince himto hel p? Had Brand
found Bl eys? What the hell did Brand want this kind of power for anyhow? A
desire for the throne |I could understand. Yet... The man was nmad, |eave it at
that. Too bad, but that's the way it was. Heredity or environment? | wondered
wyly. W were all of us, to some degree, nmad after his fashion. To be honest,
it had to be a formof madness, to have so much and to strive so bitterly for
just alittle nore, for a bit of an edge over the others. He carried this
tendency to its extrene, that is all. He was a caricature of this mania in al
of us. In this sense, did it really matter which of us was the traitor?

Yes, it did. He was the one who had acted. Mad or not, he had gone too
far. He had done things Eric, Julian, and | would not have done. Bleys and
Fiona had finally backed away from his thickening plot. Gerard and Benedi ct
were a notch above the rest of us - noral, nmature, whatever - for they had
exenpted thensel ves fromthe zero-sum power gane. Random had changed, quite a



bit, in recent years. Could it be that the children of the unicorn took ages
in which to mature, that it was slowy happening to the rest of us but had
somehow passed Brand by? Or could it be that by his actions Brand was causing
it inthe rest of us? Like nmpbst such questions, the benefit of these was in
t he aski ng, not the answering. W were enough |like Brand that | knew a
particul ar species of fear nothing el se could so provoke. But yes, it did
matter. \Watever the reason, he was the one who had acted.

The noon was hi gher now, its vision superinposed upon ny inward view ng of
the chanmber of the Pattern. The clouds continued to shift, to boil nearer the

moon. | thought of advising Benedict, but it would serve no other end than
di straction. Above nme, Tir-na Nog'th rode |ike sonme supernatural ark upon the
seas of night... And suddenly Brand was there.

Ref | exi vely, ny hand went to Grayswandir's hilt, despite the fact that a
part of nme realized fromthe very first that he stood across the Pattern from
Benedict in a dark chanber high in the sky.

My hand fell again. Benedict had becone aware of the intruding presence
i medi ately, and he turned to face him He nade no nove toward his weapon, but
simply stared across the Pattern at our brother

My earliest fear had been that Brand would contrive to arrive directly
behi nd Benedict and stab himin the back. | would not have tried that though
because even in death, Benedict's refl exes night have been sufficient to
di spatch his assailant. Apparently, Brand wasn't that crazy either

Brand smi | ed.

"Benedict," he said. "Fancy... You... Here."

The Jewel of Judgnent hung fiery upon his breast.

"Brand," Benedict said, "don't try it."

Still smling. Brand uncl asped his sword belt and | et his weapon fall to
the floor. Wen the echoes died, he said, "I amnot a fool, Benedict. The man
hasn't been born who can go up against you with a bl ade."

"l don't need the blade, Brand."

Brand began wal ki ng, slowly, about the edge of the Pattern

"Yet you wear it as a servant of the throne, when you could have been

king."

"That has never been high on ny list of anbitions.”

"That is right." He paused, only part way about the Pattern

"Loyal, self-effacing. You have not changed at all. Pity Dad conditi oned
you so well. You could have gone so nuch further."

"I have everything that | want," Benedict said.

"...To have been stifled, cut off, so early."

"You cannot tal k your way past ne either, Brand. Do not make ne hurt you."

The smile still on his face. Brand began noving again, slowy. \Wat was it
he was trying to do? I could not figure his strategy.

"You know | can do certain things the others cannot,"” Brand said. "If
there is anything at all that you want and think that you cannot have, now is
your chance to name it and | earn how wong you were. | have | earned things you

woul d scarcely believe."

Benedict smled one of his rare smiles.

"You have chosen the wong line," he said. "I can walk to anything that I
want . "

"Shadows!" Brand snorted, halting again. "Any of the others can clutch a
phantom | amtalking of reality! Anmber! Power! Chaos! Not daydreans made
solid! Not second best!"

"If I had wanted nore than | have, | knew what to do. | did not do it."

Brand | aughed, began wal ki ng agai n. He had cone a quarter of the way about
the Pattern's periphery. The Jewel burned nore brightly. H's voice rang.

"You are a fool, to wear your chains willingly! But if things do not cal
out to you to possess themand if power holds no attraction, what of
know edge? | learned the last of Dworkin's lore. | have gone on since then and

paid dark prices for greater insight into the workings of the universe. This
you could have w thout that price tag."



"There would be a price," Benedict said, "one that | will not pay."

Brand shook his head and tossed his hair. The image of the Pattern wavered
for a noment then, as a wisp of cloud crossed the moon. Tir-na Nog'th faded
slightly, returned to normal focus.

"You nmean it, you really mean it," Brand said, apparently not aware of the
monent of fading.

"I shan't test you further then. | had to try."

He halted again, staring.

"You are too good a nman to waste yourself on that ness in Anber, defending

somet hing that is obviously falling apart. | amgoing to win, Benedict. | am
going to erase Anber and build it anew. | amgoing to rub out the old Pattern
and draw ny own. You can be with me. | want you on nmy side. | amgoing to
raise up a perfect world, one with nore direct access to and from Shadow. | am
going to nerge Amber with the Courts of Chaos. | amgoing to extend this real m
directly through all of Shadow. You will command our | egions, the nightiest

mlitary forces ever assenbled. You -

"I'f your new world would be as perfect as you say, Brand, there would be
no need for legions. If, on the other hand, it is to reflect the mind of its
creator, then | see it as sonething | ess than an i nprovenment over the present
state of affairs. Thank you for your offer, but I hold with the Anber which
al ready exists."

"You are a fool, Benedict. A well-neaning one, but a fool nevertheless."

He began to nove again, casually. He was within forty feet of Benedict.
Thirty... He kept nmoving. He finally paused about twenty feet away, hooked his
t hunbs behind his belt, and sinply stared. Benedict net his gaze. | checked
the clouds again. A long nass of them continued a moonward slide. | could pul
Benedi ct out at any tinme, though. It was hardly worth di sturbing himat the
nonent .

"Why don't you cone and cut ne down then?" Brand finally said. "Unarned as
| am it should not be difficult. The fact that the sane blood flows in both
our veins makes no difference, does it? What are you waiting for?"

"I already told you that | do not wish to hurt you," Benedict said.

"Yet you stand ready to, if | attenpt to pass your way."

Benedi ct sinply nodded.

"Admit that you fear nme, Benedict. Al of you are afraid of me. Even when
| approach you weaponl ess like this, something nmast be tw sting your guts. You
see ny confidence and you do not understand it. You nust be afraid."

Benedi ct did not reply.

"...And you fear ny blood on your hands," Brand went on, "you fear ny
death curse.”

"Did you fear Martin's bl ood on your own?" Benedict asked.

"That bastard puppy!" Brand said. "He was not truly one of us. He was only
a tool."

"Brand, | have no desire to kill a brother. Gve me that trinket you wear
about your neck and come back with me nowto Anber. It is not too late to set
matters right."

Brand t hrew back his head and | aughed.

"Ch, nobly spoken! Nobly spoken, Benedict! Like a true lord of the real n
You woul d shame me with your excessive virtue! And what is the sticking point
of this all?"

He reached down and stroked the Jewel of Judgnent.

"Thi s?"

He | aughed agai n and strode forward.

"This bauble? Wwuld its surrender buy us peace, amity, order? Wuld it
ransomny |ife?"

He halted once nore, ten feet from Benedict now He raised the Jewel
between his fingers and | ooked down at it.

"Do you realize the full powers of this thing?" he asked.

"Enough of th - " Benedict began, and his voice cracked in his throat.

Brand hurriedly took another step forward. The Jewel was bright before



hi m Benedict's hand had begun to nove toward his blade, but it did not reach
it. He stood stiffly now, as if suddenly transformed into a statue. Then
began to understand, but by then it was too |late.

Not hi ng that Brand had been saying had really mattered. It had sinply been
a running line of patter, a distraction thrown up before himwhile he sought
cautiously after the proper range. He was indeed partly attuned to the Jewel,
and the limted control this gave himwas still sufficient to enable himto
produce effects with it, effects which | was unaware it could produce, but of
whi ch he had known all al ong.

Brand had carefully contrived his arrival a good di stance from Benedi ct,
tried the Jewel, noved a little nearer, tried again, kept up this novenent,
this testing, until he found the point where it could affect Benedict's
nervous system

"Benedict," | said, "you had better come to ne now," and | exerted ny
will, but he did not budge nor did he reply.
Hs Trunmp was still functioning, | felt his presence, | observed events

because of it, but | could not reach him The Jewel was obviously affecting
nore than his notor system

| looked to the clouds again. They were still grow ng, they were reaching
for the moon. It seened they m ght come across it soon. If | could not pul
Benedi ct out when it happened, he would fall to the sea as soon as the I|ight
was fully blocked, the city disrupted. Brand! If he becane aware of it, he
m ght be able to use the Jewel to dissipate the clouds. But to do that, he

woul d probably have to rel ease Benedict. | did not think he would do it.
Still... The clouds seened to be slowing now This entire |line of reasoning
coul d becone unnecessary. | thunbed out Brand's Trump though, and set it

asi de.

"Benedi ct, Benedict," said Brand, smiling, "of what use is the finest
swordsnman alive if he cannot nove to take up his blade? | told you that you
were a fool. Did you think I would walk willingly to nmy slaughter? You should
have trusted the fear you nust have felt. You should have known that | would
not enter this place helpless. | nmeant it when | said that | was going to win.
You were a good choice though, because you are the best. | really w sh that
you had accepted nmy offer. But it is not that inmportant now. | cannot be
stopped. None of the others has a chance, and with you gone things are going
to be nuch easier.”

He reached beneath his cloak and produced a dagger

"Bring ne through, Benedict!" | cried, but it was no use. There was no
response, no strength to trunp nme up there.

| seized Brand's Trunp. | recalled ny Trunp battle with Eric. If | could
hit Brand through his Trunp, | might be able to break his concentration
sufficiently for Benedict to cone free. | turned all of my faculties upon the
card, preparing for a massive nmental assault. But nothing. The way was frozen
and dar k.

It had to be that his concentration on the task at hand, his nental
i nvol venment with the Jewel, was so conplete that | sinply could not reach him
I was bl ocked at every turn

Suddenl y, the stairway grew paler above nme and | cast a quick gl ance at
the moon. A linb of cunulus now covered a portion of its face. Dam!

| returned ny attention to Benedict's Trunp. It seened slow, but | did
recover the contact, indicating that somewhere, inside it all, Benedict was
still conscious. Brand had noved a pace nearer and was still taunting him The
Jewel on its heavy chain burned with the light of its use. They stood perhaps
t hree paces apart now. Brand toyed with the dagger

"...Yes, Benedict," he was saying, "you probably would have preferred to
die in battle. On the other hand, you mght |ook upon this as a kind of honor
- a signal honor. In a way, your death will allow the birth of a new order

For a monent, the Pattern faded behind them | could not tear my eyes from
the scene to examni ne the noon, however. There, within the shadows and the



flickering light, his back to the Pattern, Brand did not seemto notice. He
t ook anot her step forward.

"But enough of this,"” he said. "There are things to be done, and the night
grows no younger."

He stepped nearer and | owered the bl ade.

"Good night, sweet Prince," he said, and he nmoved to close with him

At that instant, Benedict's strange mechanical right arm torn fromthis
pl ace of shadow and silver and nmoonlight, noved with the speed of a striking
snake. Thing of glinting, metallic planes like the facets of a gem wist a
wondr ous weave of silver cable, pinned with flecks of fire, stylized,
skeletal, a Swiss toy, a nechanical insect, functional, deadly, beautiful in
its way, it shot forward with a speed that | could not follow, while the rest
of his body remai ned steady, a statue.

The nechani cal fingers caught the Jewel's chain about Brand's neck
| mredi ately, the arm noved upward, raising Brand hi gh above the floor. Brand
dropped the dagger and clutched at his throat with both hands.

Behind him the Pattern faded once again. It returned with a nuch paler
glow. Brand's face in the lantern |ight was a ghastly, tw sted apparition
Benedi ct remai ned frozen, hol ding himon high, unnmoving, a human gall ows.

The Pattern grew di mer. Above ne, the steps began to recede. The noon was
hal f - occl uded.

Withing, Brand raised his arnms above his head, catching at the chain on
either side of the nmetal hand that held it. He was strong, as all of us are. |
saw hi s muscl es bunch and harden. By then, his face was dark and his neck a
mass of straining cables. He bit his lip; the blood ran into his beard as he
drew upon the chain.

Wth a sharp snap followed by a rattling, the chain parted and Brand fel
to the floor gasping. He rolled over once, clutching at his throat with both
hands.

Slowmy, very slowy, Benedict |owered his strange arm He still held the
chain and the Jewel. He flexed his other arm He sighed deeply.

The Pattern grew even di mer. Above ne, Tir-na Nog'th became transparent.
The noon was al nbst gone.

"Benedict!" | cried. "Can you hear ne?"

"Yes," he said, very softly, and he began to sink through the floor

"The city is fading! You' ve got to cone to nme right away!"

| extended ny hand.

"Brand..." he said, turning.

But Brand was sinking also, and | saw that Benedict could not reach him |
cl asped Benedict's left hand and jerked. Both of us fell to the ground beside
t he hi gh outcrop

| helped himto his feet. Then we both seated ourselves on the stone. For
a long while, we did not say anything. | |ooked again and Tir-na Nog'th was
gone.

| thought back over everything that had happened, so fast, so sudden, that
day. A great weight of weariness lay upon ne now, and | felt that ny energies

must be at their end, that shortly | nust sleep. | could scarcely think
straight. Life had sinply been too crowded recently. | |eaned ny back agai nst
t he stone once nore, regarding cloud and star. The pieces... the pieces which
it seemed should fit, if only the proper jiggle, twist, or flip were
applied... They were jiggling, twisting, and flipping now, alnost of their own
accord. ..

"I's he dead, do you think?" Benedict asked, pulling me back froma half -
dream of energi ng forns.

"Probably," | said. "He was in bad shape when things fell apart."

"It was a long way down. He m ght have had tine to work sone escape al ong
the lines of his arrival."

"Right nowit, does not really matter," | said. "You ve drawn his fangs."

Benedi ct grunted. He was still holding the Jewel, a rmuch di nmer red than
it had been so recently.



"True," he finally said. "The Pattern is safe now. | wish... | w sh that
some time, |long ago, sonething had not been said that was said, or sonething
done that was not done. Sonething, had we known, which m ght have | et him grow
differently, sonething which woul d have seen hi m become another man than the
bitter, bent thing | saw up there. It is best nowif he is dead. But it is a
wast e of sonething that m ght have been."

| did not answer him What he had said might or mght not be right. It did
not matter. Brand m ght have been borderline psychotic, whatever that neans,
and then again maybe not. There is always a reason. \Wenever anything has been
mucked up, whenever anything outrageous happens, there is a reason for it. You
still have a mucked-up, outrageous situation on your hands, however, and
explaining it does not alleviate it one bit. If soneone does sonething really
rotten, there is a reason for it. Learn it, if you care, and you |l earn why he
is a son of a bitch. The fact is the thing that remains, though. Brand had
acted. It changed nothing to run a posthunous psychoanal ysis. Acts and their
consequences are the things by which our fell ows judge us. Anything el se, and
all that you get is a cheap feeling of noral superiority by thinking how you
woul d have done sonmething nicer if it had been you. So as for the rest, |eave
it to heaven. I'mnot qualified.

"W had best get back to Anber," Benedict said, "There are a great nunber
of things that nmust be done."

"Wait," | said.

" \Nhy 2"

"I'"ve been thinking."

VWen | did not elaborate, he finally said, "And...?"

| riffled slowy through ny Trunps, replacing his, replacing Brand's.

"Haven't you wondered yet about the new armyou wear?" | asked him

"Of course. You brought it fromTir-na Nog'th, under unusua
circunmstances. It fits. It works. It proved itself tonight."

"Exactly. Isn't the last a |lot of weight to dunp on poor coincidence? The
one weapon that gave you a chance up there, against the Jewel. And it just
happened to be a part of you - and you just happened to be the person who was
up there, to use it? Trace things back and trace them forward again. Isn't
there an extraordinary - no, preposterous - chain of coincidences involved?"

"When you put it that way..." he said.

"I do. And you nust realize as well as | do that there has to be nore to
it than that."

"Al'l right. Say that. But how? How was it done?"

"I have no idea," | said, withdrawing the card | had not |ooked upon in a
long, long while, feeling its col dness beneath ny finger tips, "but the nethod
is not inportant. You asked the wong question."

"What should | have asked?"

"Not ' How?' but 'wo?" "

"You think that a human agency arranged that entire chain of events, up
t hrough the recovery of the Jewel ?"

"l don't know about that. Wat's human? But | do think that someone we
both know has returned and is behind it all."

"Al'l right. Who?"

| showed himthe Trunp that | held.

"Dad? That is ridicul ous? He nust be dead. It's been so long."

"You know he coul d have engineered it. He's that devious. W never
understood all of his powers."

Benedict rose to his feet. He stretched. He shook his head.
"I think you have been out in the cold too long, Corwin. Let's go hone
now. "

"Wthout testing nmy guess? Cone on! That is hardly sporting. Sit down and
give me a mnute. Let's try his Trunp."

"He woul d have contacted soneone by now "

"I don't think so. In fact - Cone on. Hunor me. \Wat have we got to
| ose?"



"Al'l right. Why not?"

He sat down beside ne. | held the Trunp where both of us could nmake it
out. We stared at it. | relaxed my mind, | reached for contact. It cane al npst
i medi at el y.

He was smiling as he regarded as.

"Good evening. That was a fine piece of work," Ganelon said. "I am pl eased
that you brought back ny trinket. 1'Il be needing it soon."

[end, The Hand of beron]



