


AMBUSH IN AMBER 

Corwin. Brand. Bleys. Benedict. Caine. Julian. The 
Princes have vanished, without a trace, from Amber, 
Chaos, and the Shadow~worlds alike. Newly crowned 
King Random must find them-for Amber's magic is 
failing; the real world, of which all others" are but 
reflections, is in danger. 
~ Random's only clues to his brothers' whereabouts 
are a set of mysterious paintings-canvases of twist­
ing illusion and visual paradox; paintfogs that draw 
viewers into them. Literally. And to save the.Princes, 
to stop the conspiracy that threatens his throne, 
Random must search in the shadows of Shadows-

By entering the worlds within the pictures ... 

CROSSROADS TM ADVENTURES are authorized in­
teractive novels highly compatible with the most 
popular role-playing systems. Constructed · by the 
masters of modem gaming, CROSSROADS TM feature 
complete rules; full use of gaming values-strength, 
intelligence, wisdom/luck, constitution, dexterity, 
charisma, ·and hit points; and multiple pathways for 
each option; for the most complete experience in 
gaming books, as fully realized, motivated heroes 
quest through the most famous worlds of fantasy! 

With an all~new introduction by 
. - Roger Zelazny. 

ENTER THE ADVENTL!RE 
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INTRODUCTION 
by Roger Zelazny 

FASCINATING. SEEING ONE'S own characters disposed 
and propelled by the will of another. When I began 
writing Nine Princes in Amber I had no idea that it 
was to be the beginning of a series, let alone a series 
which would. produce spinoffs such as the computer 
game, the board game, and a book such as this. 

When the arrangements were made for the creation 
of this volume I did stand still mentally for a time and 
attempt to assess the problems its author would face. I 
was certain it would not be easy, dealing with some­
one else's characters, themes, and settings this closely 
and at this length. It would have to involve consider­
able thought with regard to the original author's 
intent in all of these areas-preserving the characters' 
integrity by means of behavior consistent with what 
had gone before-and it could not produce any major 
upheavals or discordant departures from the preexist­
ing story Jine. In other words, it would pretty much 
require a smallish but significant incident apart from 
the general flow of narrative I've been running. 
· And I know this sort of thing isn ~t easy because I 

have myself written stories set in other authors' 
universes-such as that of Fred Saberhagen's berserk­
ers or Larry Niven's carefully wrought world of The 
Magic Goes Away. Still, there is a difference between 
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using the same background and premises as another 
writer and actually using that person's characters. 
This sort of enterprise is also different from a collabo­
ration, in that the characters in a collaborative effort 
are yours as well as the other party's while they are in 
the process of development, their behavior subject to 
discussion and mutual modification. There was no 
such joint endeavor with this book; there wa~ no 
communication at all between the author and myself 
during its composition. 

All of these thoughts must have passed through Neil 
Randall's mind as well as my own, however, because 
he was obviously determined to do it right. Also, I feel 
that he likes my characters, which must help a lot. For 
I a:f.11 pleased with what he has done, and in reading 
his "Afterword" I came to feel that he had done even 
more than duty required in the amount of thought he 
had given to the project. And for this I am grateful. 

It is impossible to guess whether people reading this 
book will be familiar with my original series, so I'd 
better talk about it a bit. Amber is the real world from 
which all others take their form. These other worlds­
contemporary Earth included-are referred to by the 
Amberites as "Shadows." The palace of Amber is set 
atop a mountain called Kolvir, overlooking the city 
known as Amber and facing an ocean to the south. A 
forest called Arden lies largely to the north of Kolvir; 
there is considerable farmland to the east and north­
east, as well as to the west; there are numerous seaside 
communities in both directions as well as inland 
cities, The entire kingdom is referred to as Amber. 

Since time out of mind Amber had been ruled by a 
king named Oberon-a lusty, near-immortal magi­
cian and warrior, said to be descended from Amber's 
founder, Dworkin, a half-mad exile from the Courts 
of Chaos, the other pole of universal existence. 
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Oberon had had niany wives over the centuries, arid 
numerous children. Nine of his sons and four of his 
daughters figure in the original Amber series, which 
-consisted of five books: Nine Princes in Amber, The 
Guns of Avalon, Sign of the Unic9rn, The Hand of 
Oberon, and The Courts of Chaos. Oberon's son 
Corwin is the story's narrator. Corwin had been living 
on the "Shadow Earth" (i.e., our world) for several 
centuries; suffering from amnesia, employed mainly 
in the military with occasional interludes as a song­
writer. It was when a head injury suffered in an auto 
accident began the restoration of his memory that his 
troubles started. His sister Flora had also ·been. living 
in this world to keep an eye on him for their brother 
Eric. Corwin and Eric had never.gotten along well. (It 
was in a fight with Eric that Cor\vin had suffered his 
original injury, which had caused the amnesia.) When 
my story opens Oberon had been missing for some 
time and Eric was preparing to take the throne. Now, · 
of all times, he least wanted Corwin to recover and 
return. Corwin and Eric · actually have a lot in com­
mon. They're both big, tough, intelligent, ambitious 
warriors. 

Corwin, his memory still impaired, manages to fool 
Flora and their younger brother Random_.:_an ·itiner­
ant musician totally lacking in political ambitions­
into believing he has recovered his memory entirely. 
He per~uades Random to take him home to Amber. 
On their journey through Shadow, Corwin encounters 
his brother Julian, the warden of Arden, and his 
vicious hunting dogs, the hellhounds. 

Later, <;orwin meets his other brothers and sisters: 
There is Gerard-a very .big fellow, and incredibly 
strong-.,...who is in command of Amber's naval forces. 
Gerard , is · the most honest, straightforward, and 
friendly member of the entire family. Yet he is on very 
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good terms with their swarthy, somewhat sillister 
brother Caine, possibly having something to do with 
Caine's love of the sea and the fact that he is also a 
highly ranked officer in Amber's navy. Then there are 
the three redheads in the · family-Bleys, ·Fiona, and 
Brand. Bleys is a mercurial, highly talented individual 
who, with his sister Fiona, seems given to political 
intrigues. The same .applies to · their (then) missing 
brother, Brand. Brand is the most enigmatic of the 

, lot, ambitious, brilliant in his way, and also a student 
of dark magic. And then there is Benedict-tall, 
lanky, straight~haired, lantern-jawed-a military gen­
ius and a master of weapons and hand-tQ-hand com­
bat. Benedict seems completely loyal to the throne, no 
matter who might occupy it. He also seems without 
ambition beyond his command of Amber's military 
forces, and mainly desirous of defending the realm at 
any price. 

In addition to Fiona and Flora, there are the sisters 
Deirdre and Llewella. Deirdre seems particularly at­
tached to Corwin. Llewella-of a greener than olive 
complexion, with green highlights to her hair­
spends considerable time in the undersea kingdom of 
Rebma, a mirror-image of Amber beneath the ocean. 

There you have the cast of characters. I am not 
about to summarize the somewhat complicated plot 
they experience, but a few other features of the story 
may be. in order: First, . the Pattern. In a great stone 
grotto far beneath ·the palace of Amber there is a 
glowing, swirling design set within the floor. Only a 
person of the blood of Amber can walk its entire 
length. Anyone else attempting it will be destroyed by 
the forces which are unleashed when one sets foot 
upon it. But even a person of the royal blood will be 
destroyed by doing . it incorrectly. Once one steps 
upon this design one must follow it to completion; 
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and it is death to leave the .line one is following. It is a 
difficult thing to do because one meets increasing 
resistance .in passing along its ways. There are certain 
attractive benefits to be gained from doing it, howev­
er. Walking the Pattern to its completion is what gives 
the Amberites their power over Shadow. 

An initiate of the Pattern can walk among the 
shadow worlds at will, passing from one reality to 
another. (A . very fast passage on horseback from one 
such place to -another is referred to as a "helhjde. ") 
Also, one can be transported even more speedily to 
any point in the universe one desires immediately 
upon completion of the Pattern, when standing at its 
center. All that is required is imagination and an -act _ 
of will. It is the Pattern, Random decides correctly, 
which might restore Corwin's memory fully, and he 
takes him to walk it shortly after their return to the 
kingdom. But it is not the Pattern in Amber to which 
he conducts him-for there are two others. The 
Pattern is imitated in Rebma, the image of Amber 
beneath the sea, and also in Tir-na Nog'th, a city 
floating in the heavens, which only appears upon 
occasion. (Tir-na Nog'th is a very strange place, 
peopled with spirits and random psychic forces which . 

. may as easily deceive as enlighten one who comes 
seeking knowledge or power.) Corwin walks the one 
in Rebma. 

Then there are the Trumps. These are magical 
decks of cards, created by Dworkin, depicting the -
family members and " certain selected Jocations. To 
concentrate on any one card will ordinarily activate it, 
putting one in ~ontact with the _person or place 
depicted. The cards are normally used fo.r communi­
cation among the highly mobile family members, and 
they can also be used to transport a person. physically 
into the presence of another. -
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These are some of the special features of the world 
of Amber. There are others, but they do not really 
figure in the present narrative. · 

None of the family members is overly trustful of the 
others, ahd an external enemy emerges as well as an 
enemy in their midst. This promotes an unwilling 
alliance among the Amberites, on the one hand, and 
an increased suspicion on the other. These family 
tensions carry over into the present story. 

If I were doing a book of this sort I believe that my 
greatest problem would not lie so much in the plotting 
as it would in attempting to approximate the original 
author's tone-that is, his attitude toward the materi­
al. It is, therefore, another signal of conscientiousness 
to me that, in addition to learning and playing a 
variation on a large body of material, Neil Randall 
has also worked to achieve a state of sentiment similar 
to my own in dealing with it. For this I can only say, 
Good show. 



INTRODUCTION 
AND RULES 

TO CROSSROADS TM 

ADVENTURES 
by Bili Fawcett 

FoR THE MANY of us who have enjoyed the stories upon 
which this adventure is based, it may seem a bit 
strange to find an introduction this long at the start of 
a book. What you are holding is both a game and an 
adventure. Have you ever read a book and then told 
yourself you would have been able to think more 
clearly or seen a way out of the hero's dilemma? In a 
Crossroads TM adventure you have the opportunity to 
do just that . .You make the key decisions. By means of 
a few easily followed steps you ~re able to see the 
results of your choices. 

A Crossroads TM adventure is as much fun to read as 
it is to play. It is more than just a game or a book. It is 
a chance to enjoy once more a familiar and treasured 
story. The excitement of adventuring in a beloved 
universe is neatly blended into a story which stands 
well on its own inerit, a story in which you will 
encounter many familiar characters and places and 

7 
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discover more than a few new ones as well .. Each 
adventure is a thrilling tale, with the extra suspense 
and satisfaction of knowing that you will succeed or 
fail by your own endeavors. 

THE ADVENTURE 

Throughout the story you will have the opportunity 
to make decisions. Each of these decisions will affect 
whether the hero succeeds in the quest, or even 
survives. In some cases you will actually be fighting 
battles; other times you will use your knowledge and 
instincts to choose the best path to follow. In many 
cases there will be clues in the story or illustrations. 

A Crossroads™ adventure is divided .into sections. 
The length of a section may be a few lines or many 
pages. The section numbers are shown at the top of a 
page to make it easier for you to follow. Each section 
ends when you must make a decision, or fight. The 
next section you turn to will show the results of your 
decision. At least one six-sided die and a pencil are 
needed to "play" this book. 

The words "six-sided dice" are often abbreviated as. 
"06." If more than one is needed a number will 
precede the term. "Roll three six-sided dice" will be 
written as "Roll 3 D6." Virtually all the die rolls in 
these rules do involve rolling three six-sided dice (or 
rolling one six-sided die three times) and totaling 
what is rolled. 

If you are an experienced role-play gamer, you may 
also wish to convert the values given in this novel to 
those you can µse with any fantasy role-playing game 
you are now playing with. All of the adventures have 
been constructed so that they also can be easily 
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adapted in this manner; The values for the hero may 
transfer directly. While fantasy games are much more 
complicated, doing this will allow you to be the Game 
Master for other players. Important values for the 
hero's opponents will be given to aid you in this 
conversion and to give those playing by the Cross­
roads™ rules a better idea_ of what they are facing. 

THE HERO 

Seven values are used to describe the hero in 
gaming terms. These are strength, intelligence, 
wisdom/luck, constitution, dexterity, charisma, and 
hit points. These values measure all of a character's 
abilities. At the end of these rules is a record sheet. On 
it are given all of the . values for the hero of this 
adventure and any equilpment or supplies they begin 
the adventure with. While you adventure, this record 
can be used to keep track of damage received a.nd any 
new equipment or magical items acquired. You may 

. find it advisable to make a · photocopy of that ·page. 
Permission to do so, for your own use only, is given by 
the publisher of this game/novel. You may wish to 
consult this record sheet as we . discuss what each of 
the values represents. 

STRENGTH 

This is the measure of how physically powerful your 
hero is. It compares the hero to others in how much 
the character can lift, how hard he can punch, and just 
how brawny he is. The strongest a normal human can 
be is to have a strength value of 18. The weakest a 
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child would "have is a 3. Here is a table giving 
compara~le strel).gths: ~-

Strength 
3 
6 
8 

10 
13 
15 
17 
18 

Example 
A 5-year-old child 
An elderly man 
Out of shape and over 40 
An average 20-year-old man 
In good shape and works out 
A top athlete or football running back 
Changes auto tires without a jack 
Arm wrestles Arnold Schwarzenegger 

and wins 

A Tolkien-style troll, being magical, might have a 
strength of 19 or 20. A full-grown elephant has a 
strenght of 23. A fifty-foot dragon would have a 
strength of 30. 

INTELLIGENCE . 

Being intelligent is not just a measure of native 
brain power. It is also an indication of the ability to 
use .that intelligence. The value for intelligence also 
measures how aware the character is, and so how 
likely they are to notice a subtle clue. Intelligence can 
be used to measur~ how resistant a mind is to hypno­
sis or mental attack. A really sharp baboon would 
have an intelligence of 3. Most humans (we all know 
exceptions) begin at about 5. The highest value possi­
ble is an 18. Here is a table of relative intelligence: 

Intelligence 
3 

Example 
My dog 



5 
6 
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IO 
13 
15 
17 
18 
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Lassie 
Curly (the third Stooge) 
Somewhat slow 
Average person 
College professor/good quarterback 
Indiana Jones/Carl Sagan 
Doc Savage/Mr. Spock_ 
Leonardo da Vinci (Isaac Asimov?) 

Brainiac of comic-book fame would have a value of 
21. 

WISDOM/LUCK 

Wisdom is the ability to make correct judgments, 
often with less than complete facts. Wisdom is know­
ing what to do and when to do it. Attacking, when 
running will earn you a spear in the back, is the best 
part of wisdom. Being in the right place at the right 
time can be called luck or wisdom. Not being discov­
ered when hiding can be luck, if it is because you 
knew enough not to hide in the poison oak, wisdom is 
also a factor. Activities which are based more on 

-instinCt, the intuitive leap, than analysis are decided 
by wisdom. -

In many ways both wisdom and luck are further 
connected, especially as wisdom also measures how 
friendly the ruling powers of the universe (not the 
author, the fates) are to the hero. A hero may be 
favored by fate _ or luck because he is reverent or for no 
discernible reason at all. This will give them -a high 
wisdom value. Everyone knows those "lucky" indi­
viduals who can fall in the mud and find a gold coin. 
Here is a table measuring relative wisdom/luck: 
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Wisdom 
Under 3 
5 
7 
9 

11 
13 
15 
17 

18 

Example 
Cursed or totally unthinking 
Never plans, just reacts 
Some cunning, "street smarts" 
Average thinking person 
Skillful planner, good gambler 
Successful businessman/Lee Iacocca 
Captain Kirk (wisdom)/Conan (luck) 
Sherlock Holmes (wisdom)/Luke 

Skywalker (luck) · 
Lazarus Long 

CONSTITUTION 

The more you can endure, the higher your constitu­
tion. If you have a high constitution you are better 
able to survive physical damage, emotional stress, and 
poisons. The higher your value for constitution, the 
longer you are able to continue functioning in a 
difficult situation. A ·character with a high constitu­
tion can run farther (though not necessarily faster) ·or 
hang by one hand longer than the average person. A 
high constitution means you also have more stamina, 
and recover more quickly from injuries. A compari­
son of values for constitution: 

Constitution 
3 
6 
8 

10 
14 . 
.16 
18 

Example 
A terminal invalid 
A 10-year-old child 
Your stereotyped "98-pound 

weakling" · 
Average ·person 
Olympic athlete/Sam Spade 
Marathon runner/Rocky 
Rasputin/Batman 
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A whale would have a constitution of 20. Superman's 
must be about 50. 

DEXTERITY 

The value for dexterity measures not only how fast 
a character can move, but how well-coordinated those 
movements are. A surgeon, a pianist, and.a juggler all 
need a high value for dexterity. If you have a high 
value for dexterity you can react quickly (though not 
necessarily correctly), duck well, and·perform sleight­
of-hand magic (if you are bright enough to learn how)~ 
Conversely, a low dexterity means you react slowly 
and drop thillgs frequently. All ·other things being 
equal, the character with the highest dexterity will 
have the advantage of the first attack in a combat. 
Here are some comp~rative examples of dexterity: 

Dexterity 
3 or less 
5 
6 

8 
10 
13 
15 
16 
17 
18 

Example 
Complete klutz 
. Inspector Clousseau 
Can walk and chew gum, most of the 

time 
Barney Fife 
Average person 
Good fencer/Walter Payton 
Brain surgeon/Houdini 
Flying Karamazov Brothers 
Movie ninja/Cyrano de Bergerac 
Bruce Lee 

Batman, Robin, Daredevil and The Shadow all have a 
dexterhy of 19. At a dexterity of 20 you don't even see 
the man move before he has taken your wallet and 
underwear and has left the room {the Waco Kid). 
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CHARISMA 

Charisma is more than just good looks, though they 
certainly don't hurt. It is a measure of how· persuasive 
a hero is and how willing others are to do what he 
wants. You can have average looks yet be very persua­
sive, and have a high charisma. If your value for 
charisma is high, you are better able to talk yourself 
out of trouble or obtain information from a stranger. 
If your charisma is low, you may be ignored or even · 
mocked, even when you are right. A high charisma 
value is vital to entertainers of any sort, and leaders. 
A different type of charisma is just as important to 
spies. In the final measure a high value . for charisma 
means people will react to you in the. way you desire. 
Here are some comparative: values for charisma: 

Charisma 
3 
5 
7 

10 
12 
14 
16 
18 

Example 
Hunchback, of Notre Dame 
An-ugly used-car salesman 
Richard Nixon today 
Average person 
Team coach 
Magnum, P .I. 
Henry Kissinger/Jim DiGriz 
Dr. Who/Prof. Harold Hill (Centauri) 

HIT POINTS 

Hit points represent the total amount of damage a 
hero can take before he is killed or knocked out. You 
can receive damage from being wounded in a battle, 
through starvation, or even through a mental attack. 
Hit points measure more than just how many times 
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the hero can be battered over the head before he is 
knocked out. They also represent the _ability to keep 
striving toward a goal. A poorly paid mercenary may 
have only a few hit points, even though he is a hulking 
brute of a man, because the first time he receives even 
a slight wound he will withdraw from the fight. A 
blacksmith's apprentice who won't accept defeat will 
have a higher number of hit points. 

A character's hit points can be lost through a wound 
to a specific part of the body or through general 
damage to the body itself. This general damage can be 
caused by a poison, a bad fall, or even exhaustion and 
starvation. Pushing your body too far beyond its 
limits may result in a successful action at the price of 
the loss of a few hit points. All these losses are treated · 
in the same manner. 

Hit points lost are subtracted from the total on the 
hero's record sheet. When a hero has lost all of his hit 
points, then that character has failed. When this 
happens you ·will be told to which section to turn. 
Here you will often · find a description of the failure 
and its consequences for the hero. · 

The hit points for the opponents the hero meets in 
combat are given in the adventure. You should keep 
track of these hit points on a piece of scrap paper. 
When a monstef or opponent has lost all of their hit 
points, they have lost the fight. If a character is 
fighting more than one opponent, then you should 
keep track_ of each of their hit . points. Each will 
continue to ·fight until it has 0 hit points. When 
everyone on one side of the battle has no hit points 
left, the combat is over. 

Even the besf:played_character can lose all of his hit 
points when you roll too many bad dice -during a 
combat. If the hero loses all of his hit points, the 
adventure may have ended in failure. You will be told 
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so in the next section you are instructed to turn to. In · 
this case you can turn back to the first section and 
begin again. This time you will have the advantage of 
having learned some of t~e hazards the hero will face. 

TAKING CHANCES 

There will be occasions where you will have to 
decide whether the hero should attempt to perform 
some action which involves risk. This might be to 
climb a steep cliff, jump a pit, or juggle three daggers. 
There will be other cases whei:e .it might benefit the 
hero to notice something subtle or remember an 
ancient ballad perfectly. In all of these cases you will 
be asked to roll three six-sided dice (3 06) and 
compare the total of all three dice to the hero's value 
for the appropriate ability. . 

For example, if the hero is attempting _to juggle 
three balls, then for him to do so successfully you 
would have to roll a total equal to or less than the 
hero's value for dexterity. If your total wasJess than 
this dexterity value, then you would -be directed to a 
sectiop describing how the balls looked as they were 
skillfully juggled. If you rolled a higher value than 
that for dexterity, then you would be told to read a 
section which .describes the embarrassment of drop­
ping the balls,_ and .being laughed at by the audience. 

Where the .decision is a judgment call, such as 
whether to take the left or right staircase, it is left 
entirely to you. Somewhere in the adventure or in the 
original novels there will be some piece -of informa­
tion which would indicate that the left staircase leads 
to a trap and the right to your goal. No die roll will be 
needed for a judgment decision. 
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In all cases you will be guided at the end of each 
section as to exactly what you need do. If you have 
any questions you should refer back to these rules. 

MAGICAL ITEMS AND SPECIAL 
EQUIPMENT 

There are many unusual items which appear in the 
pages of this adventure. When it is possible for them 
to be taken by the hero, you will be given the option of 
doing so. One or more of these items may be neces­
sary to the successful completion of the adventure. 
You will be given the option of taking these at the end 
of a section. If you choose to pick up an item and 
succeed in getting it, you should list ~that item ori the 
hero's record sheet. There is no guarantee that decid­
ing to take an item means you will actually obtain it. 
If someone owns it already they are quite likely to 
resent your efforts to take it. In some cases things may 
not even be all they appear to be or the item may be 
trapped or cursed. Having it may prove a detriment 
rather than a benefit. 

All magical items give the hero a bonus (or penalty) 
on certain die rolls. You will be told when this applies, 
and of~en given the option of whether or not to use the 
item. You will be instructed at the end of the section 
on how many points to add to or subtract from your 
die roll. If you choose to use an item which can 
fl!-nction only once, such as a magic potion or hand 
grenade, then you will also be instructed to remove 
the item from your record sheet. Certain items, such 
as a magic sword, can be used many times. In this case 
you wiH !Je told when you obtain the item when you 
can apply the bonus. The bonus for a magic sword 
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could be added every time a character is in hand-to­
hand combat. 

Other special items may allow a character to fly, 
walk through fire, summon magical warriors, or many 
other things. How and when they affect play will again 
be told to you in the paragraphs at the end of the 
sections where you have the choice of using them. 

Those things which_ restore lost hit points are a 
special case. You may choose to use these at any time 
during the adventure. If you have a magical healing 
potion which returns 1 06 of lost hit points, you may 
add these points when you think it is best to. This can 
even be during a combat in the place of a round of 
attack. No matter how many healing items you use, a 
character can never have more hit points than he 
begins the adventure with. -

There is a limit to the number of special items any 
character may carry. In any CrossroadsTM adventure 
the limit is four items. If you already have four special 
items listed on your record sheet, then one of these 
must be discarded in order to take the new item. Any 
time you erase an item off the record sheet, whether 
because it was used or because you wish to add a new 
item, whatever is erased is permanently lost. It can 
never be "found" again, even if you return to the 
same location later in the adventure. 

Except for items which restore hit points, the hero 
can only use an item in combat or when given the 
option to do so. The opportunity will be listed in the 
instructions. 

In the case of an item which can be used in every 
combat, the bonus can be added or subtracted as the 
description of the item indicates. A + 2 sword would 
add two points to any total rolled in combat. This 
bonus would be used each and every time the hero 
attacks. Only one attack bonus can be used at a time. 
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Just because a hero has both a + l and a + 2 sword 
doesn't mean he knows how to fight with both at once. 
Only the better bonus would apply. 

If a total of 12 is needed to hit an attacking monster 
and the hero has a + 2 sword, then you will only need 
to roll-a total of l 0 on the three dice to successfully 
strike the creature. · 

You could also find an item, perhaps enchanted 
armor, which could be worn in all combat and would 
have the effect of subtracting its bonus from the total 
of any opponent's attack on its wearer. (Bad guys can 
wear magic armor, too.) If a monster normally would 
need .a 13 to hit a character who has obtained a set of 
+ 2 armor, then the monster would now need a total 
of 15 to score a hit. An enchanted shield would 
operate in the same way, but could never be used 
when the character was using a weapon which needed 
both hands, such as a pike, longbow, or two-handed 
sword. 

COMBAT 

There will be many situations where the hero will 
be forced,_ or you may choose, to meet an opponent in 
combat. The opponents can vary from a wild beast, to 
a human thief, o~ an unearthly monster. In all cases 
the same steps are followed. 

The hero will attack first in most combats unless 
you are told otherwise. This may happen when there 
is an ambush, other special situations, or because the 
opponent simply has a much higher dexterity. 

At the beginning of a combat section you will be 
given the name or type of opponent involved. For 
each combat five values are given. The first of these is 
the total on three six-sided dice needed for the attack-
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er to hit the-hero. Next' to this value is the value the 
hero needs to hit these opponents. After these two 
values is list_ed the hit points of the opponent. If there 
is more than one opponent, each one will have the 
same number. (See the Hit Points section included 
earlier if you are unclear as to what these do.) Under 
the value needed to be hit by the· opponent is the hit 
points of damage that it will do to the hero when it 
attacks successfully. Finally, under .the total needed 
for the hero to successfully hit an opponent is the 
damage he will do with the different weapons he 
might have. Unlike a check for completing a daring 
action (where you wish to roll under a value), in a 
combat you have to roll the value given or higher on 
three six-sided dice to successfully hit an opponent. 

For example: 
Here is how a combat between the hero armed with 

a sword and three brigands armed only with daggers is 
written: · 

BRIGANDS 
To hit the hero: 14 To be hit: 12 Hit points: 4 
Damage with Damage with 
daggers: 1 D6 sword: 2 D6 
(used by the brigands) (used by the h,ero) 
There are three brigands. If two are killed (taken to 0 
hit points) the third will flee in panic. 

If the hero wins, turn to section 85. 

If he is defeated, turn to section 67. 
. I 

RUNNING· AWAY 

Running rather than fighting, while often desirable, 
is not always possible. The option to run away is 
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. available only when listed in the choices. Even when 
this option is given, there is no guarantee the hero can 
get away safely. 

THE COMBAT SEQUENCE 

Any combat is divided into alternating· rounds. In 
most cases the hero will attack first. Next, surviving 
oppol)ents will have the chance to fight back. When 
both have attacked, one round will have been com- -
pleted. A combat can have any number of rounds and 
continues until "the hero or his opponents are de­
feated. Each round is the equivalent of six seconds.· 
During this time all the parties in the combat may 
actually take more than one swing at one another. 

The steps in resolving a combat in which the hero 
attacks first · are as follows: 

1. Roll three six-sided dice. Total the numbers show­
ing on all three and add any bonuses from weap­
ons or special circumstances. If this total is the 
same or greater than the second value given, "to 
hit the opponent," then the heto has successfully 
attacked. 

2. If the hero attacks successfully, the next step is to 
determine how many hit points of damage he did 
to the opponent. The die roll for this will be given 
below the "to hit opponent" information. 

3. Subtract apy hit points of damage· done from the 
opponent's total. 

4. If any of the enemy have one or more hit points . 
left, then the remaining opponent or opponents 
now can attack. Roll three six-sided dice for each 
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attacker. Add up each of these sets of three dice. If 
the total is the same as, or greater than the value 
listed after "to hit the hero" in the section de­
scribing the combat, the attack was successful. 

5. For each hit, roll the number of dice listed for 
damage. Subtract the total from the number of hit 
points-the hero has at that time. Enter the new, 
lower total on the hero's record sheet. 

If both the hero and one or more opponents have 
hit points left, the combat continues. Start again at 
step one. The battle ends only when the hero is killed, 
all the opponents are killed, or all of one side has run 
away. A hero cannot, except through a healing potion 
or spells or when specifically told to during the 
adventure, regain lost hit points. A number of small 
wounds from several opponents will kill a character as 
thoroughly as one titanic, unsuccessful combat with a 
hill giant. 

DAMAGE 

The combat continues, following the sequence 
given below, until either the hero or his opponents 
have no hit points. In the case of multiple opponents, 
subtract hit points from one opponent until the total 
reaches 0 or less. Extra hit points of damage done on 
the round when each opponent is defeated are lost. 
They do not carry over to the next enemy in the 
group. To win the combat, you must eliminate all of 
an opponent's hit points. - _ 

The damage done by a weapon will vary depending 
on who is using it. A club in the hands of a child will 
do far less damage than the same club wielded by a 
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hill giant. The maximum damage is given as a number 
of six-sided dice. In some cases the maximum will be 

. less than a whole die. This is abbreviated by a minus 
sign · followed by a number. For example, 06-2, 
meaning one roH of a six-sided die, minus two. The 
total damage can never be less than zero, meaQing no 
damage done. 2 D6- l means that you should roll two 
.six-sided dice and then subtract one from the totar of 
.them both. 

A combat may, because of the opponent involved, 
have one or more special circumstances. It may be 
that the enemy will surrender or flee when its hit point 
total falls below a certain level, or ev~n that reinforce­
ments will arrive to help the bad guys after so many 
rounds. You will be told of these special situations in 
the lines directly under the combat values. 

Now you may tum to section l. 



RECORD SHEET 
,RANDOM King of Amber 

Strength: 11 . 
Intelligence: 13 
Wisdom/Luck: 9 
Constitution: 14 
Dexterity: 13 
Charisma: 11 

Hit Points: 23 

Special Equipment: Trumps, Sword 

Speci~l Events 
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* 1 * 
So how many of us are there? Other than me, that is? 
Eric? Dead. The only other one I'm sure of. And 
Gerard, because he's never left my side, much as I'd 
like him to sometimes. Corwin? No one knows where 
he is. Brand? Well, who knows what really happened 
to him. Caine, somewhere off in Shadowis, leading a 
navy or something. Julian, Bleys, and Benedict are all 
off in their own Shadows as well. 

Not counting me, because I know where I am, or 
Eric, because he's dead, that leaves seven brothers. A 
nice number, seven. Very mystical. 

Just what I need. More mystery. 
I've often wondered what prompted the Unicorn to 

choose me as King of Amber. Of all of us, why me? 
Corwin was the logical choice, first because he'd been 
ruling. in Dad's absence, and second because he's 
brighter than I am. Benedict is probably brighter still. 
Neither of them wanted the crown, to be sure, but so 
what? I didn't, either. At least, I'd never thought 
about it. So why me? What did I do? 

The crown of Amber. King of the First Shadow. 
Ruler of all Shadows, if it comes to that. What a lofty 
post I've managed to land, after such a totally irre­
sponsible life. Funny how these things go. I mean, 
even my sister Flora-good God!-was more decent 
than I was, and she's never had a whole lot going for 
her. And Gerard has always been more loyal than any 
of us. Even Julian, at the end, came through with as 
much maturity as any of us has ever shown. So, I 
repeat, why me? 
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All this aside, though, there is only one really 
important question. Why isn't anyone else here, and 
why can't I contact them wherever they've gone. It's 
almost as if they've ceased to exist, no traces whatso­
ever. Where have they gone, and who has sent them? 
Who wants them out of the way? 

A little while ago, Amber was crawling with princes 
and princesses. Now there's nobody. Apart from the 
fact that I miss them, it's a wonderful time for an 
enemy attack. Is that what this is all about? Is Amber 
being set up? Maybe Corwin 's behind it. Maybe he's 
finally sided with Chaos. Maybe ... but I just can't 
believe it. 

I need advice, and from someone with more brains 
than Gerard. Fiona's ,still here, but I can't get her 
interested in anything. And Llewella-well, Llewella 
is Llewella. · 

I wish Deirdre was still alive. 
Even Eric. 
If only I could find Corwin. I can't help thinking 

that he'd have better control of the situation, that he'd 
have been able to find out what happened. He always 
did, toward the end at least. He could piece things 
together, figure them out, just by sitting back and 
listening. Or so it seemed, anyway. I don't have his 
abilities, but I wish I did. I could use them now. I 
think I'm desperate. 

I don't know where my brothers are, but I must find 
them, and I must find them now. Every bone in my 
body tells me Amber is about to die. I need their help. 
I can't defend Amber alone. 

I open the top drawer of my desk and take out a 
deck of cards. Each card bears on one side the sign of 
Amber, the white Unicom on a green field. The very 
Unicom that crowned me. I tum the cards over and 
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search through them. _Tarot cards, they are called on 
one Shadow. But there they don't have the Greater 
Trumps. 

No matter how often I see these cards, I am still 
amazed at the beauty of the Greater Trumps: Each 

· card bears the picture of one of my siblings, and those 
pictures are more lifelike than any painting, any 
photograph, any motion picture. I touch the surf ace 
of each Trump, expecting (as I do-every time) to feel 
the faces pictured on them. But I don't, of course. 
They're brilliant pictures, but they're only pictures 
after all, even if Dworkin did throw his entire being 
into creating them. 

The cards are cold, as they should be. 
The first is Eric. I don't know why I keep his Trump. 

He's dead, and every, time I see his picture I miss 
him dearly. That's strange, considering I spent most 
of my life hating him, but that's the nature ·of 
brotherly love, I guess. I miss him, his handsome 
face, -his blue-black hair, his bearded, smiling mouth. 
But he's dead. I put his card at the bottom ·of the 
deck. 

The next card is a picture of me. Random, King of 
Amber. My costume is red, brown, orange, 
Renaissance-style, with doublet and hose. The card 
display~, with eerie accuracy, my dark, almost blue­
black hair, and my black beard and moustache, which 
last week Fiona said was . getting a touch of grey. I 
hope not. I hate grey. 

Benedict comes next. He looks thinner than ever, 
even in his picture, and just as tall and angry. Long, 
straight brown hair, and that powerful jaw. Hazel eyes 
staring at you, piercing you. He has always scared me, 
but he's brilliant. 

The next card has another strong jaw, and his 
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enormous strength is obvious. Gerard is a big man, 
and his small, well-trimmed beard and moustache 
show off his square face to perfection. His hunting 
horn hang& on a cord around his neck. Of all of us, 
Gerard is surely the most loyal to Amber. He remains 
with me. 

After Gerard comes Flora in her green gown. 
Dressed in black to show off her fong, black hair. Her 
blue eyes smiling, mocking, filled with mischief ever 
·since she was small. She's been acting strange lately, 

· distracted and disinterested. But she's done that be­
fore, and it usually means she is about to leave for a 
Shadow and establish a life of wine, men, and song. 
Especially men. I won't miss her. 

Llewella's beautiful, jade-colored eyes stare at me 
from the next card. She's a peculiar one, she is. More 
forgiving than any of us, even Gerard, but less inti­
mate as well. It seems she thinks herself above the rest 
of us-above our old, petty squabbles and our contin­
uing distrust-and she may be right. She's a poet, 
quite renowned on some Shadows. 

Turning over the next card, I see my sister Fiona, 
her green eyes setting off her perfect complexion; wry 
smile, flaming hair. Every man's dream. Corwin has 
warned me against her, saying s_he's about as trustwor­
thy as a wounded cobra. I've no reason to disbelieve , 
him. 

Back to the men. At Flora's request-insistence, . 
actually-I've looked into why Amber's succession is 
a male one, but I haven't found any answers. Corwin 
might know, but he had gone before I began to 
investigate. I suppose, as king, that I could change this 
law, but doing so would tamper with tradition and 
make even my own claim more difficult. Besides, I 
intend to have sons, and I want them on the throne. 
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Once on the Shadow Earth I met Machiavelli. He 
· taught me well. 

If I could choose one brother to be standing beside 
me at this moment, I would choose Corwin. The man 
is truly one qf a kind. As striking as he looks in his 
black and silver clothes, his cloak clasped by a brooch 

, in the form of a silver rose, his looks have nothing on 
his brains. I don't think he's as smart as Benedict, and 
Tm sure he's nowhere near Brand, ·but he has a 
practical knowledge that is second to none. He would 
have made a great king. 

What motivates Julian, whose card I now hold, I'll 
never understand. Once he was my worst enemy, but 
during the fight against. Chaos he became a trusted 
ally. He even grew to like Corwin then, and that's 
something I was sure would never happen. It's almost 
as if he changed, all of a sudden, from an immature, 
self-serving idiot to a ~an concerned for the good of 
all. I didn't believe it then, and I don't think I do now, 
but the new Julian is a whole lot easier to put up with. 
Still, I'm glad he's away in Shadow. He's beginning to 
get self-righteous. · 
_ And now Caine. The dark one. Swarthy in all senses 

of the word. ~earing clothes as black as his hair and 
as green as his eyes, and always that stony expression. 
I don't think, over the past ten years, I ever heard him 
laugh. We thought he was dead once; even had a 
funeral for him. When he turned up alive, I wasn't 
entirely glad. 

I've never known much about Bleys. I thought I 
did, when we were younger, but then I learned about 
his plot to take the crown, and I wasn't sure anymore. 
That incident really affected me; It took me some 
time to trust anyone after that. I still don't trust 
anyone completely. His blue eyes, his brilliant red 
hair, his thick red beard, that knowing, sardonic 

_ j 
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smile-just the sight of him makes me shudder. 
Maybe he's behind all this. 

Or maybe it's Brand. He was the _villain of the last 
piece, but Corwin finally defeated him. We've 
counted him dead twice now, but he's always shown 
up again. And his card is still in the deck, even though 
it hasn't chang~d for years. Still the red hair, still the 
blue eyes, still the green rider on the white horse. I 
don't like him. I never have. 

That's it: All of us. Even the three sisters. Deirdre's 
card is the only one I've removed, because I liked her 
more than any of the others. When she died, some­
thing happened to us. Even though we settled the 

· succession issue, we seemed to lose another bond. I 
think we all liked Deirdre, and I wish she was here 
now. 

· I hold each Trump before me and concentrate. For 
a time I just stare, but then I feel a click in my brain 
and the art begins to turn to reality. At least, that's 
what's supposed to happen. It's not happening now, 
though. One by one, l contact my sisters, but of my 
brothers only Gerard i;esponds. 

"Who?" he asks, apparently surprised. 
"It's Random," I reply. "I'm just admiring the 

family portraits." Thep I pass my hand over the card 
and the connection is broken. 

I wish the cards would turn warm. Then I . would 
know they aren't working. But they're still cold, still 
smooth and cool to the touch. I don't know what's 
wrong. I've asked Gerard to help me find out, but he's 
discovered nothing so Jar. I'm not surprised. 

Well, what now? What do I do? Dad would have 
been decisive, forcing something to happen. Corwin 
would have thought and thought until a course of 
action came to him. Brand would have destroyed 
everything and started over: maybe not a great solu-
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tion, but at least it's a solution. Even Eric would have 
done more than just sit around and meditate. 

I feel like Prince Hamlet. · 
Maybe Dad's ghost will walk in and tell me what 

has to be done. That's what happened to Hamlet. I'm 
going to close my eyes, and think about Dad. Come 
on, ghost. Come .and tell me what to do. Make my 
decision for me. · - · 

Nothing. , 
Not even a rush of cold air. 
I remember talking to a psychology student when I 

was on Corwin's Shadow Earth. He was extremely 
boring, prattling on about not very much as psycholo­
gists normally do, especially students, but he caught 
my attention when he used my name. 

"Random," he said, and I spun around. "You have 
a random personality. Random concrete." 

"What are you talking ab_out?" I asked. 
"It's obvious from the way you talk," he went on. 

"You never organize anything, not even what you 're 
going to say. That's one sign of a random personality. 
Ordered people organize." 

I nodded. "Obviously," I said. "And what about 
concreter' 

"Well, I'm not as sure about that. But it's got 
something to do with thinking in concrete terms. Not 
abstractions." · 

"You mean I don't think aboµt Good and Evil, and · 
metaphysics, that sort of thing." 

"Sort of," he said. ·"But more than that, you do 
think about the· details necessary to get things done. 
The problem is, your randomness often gets in the 
way of doing them. You're not very efficient." 

"Maybe. But so what? That's the way I am." 
"Do you want an assessment of your personality 
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efficiency? I can put it in black and white.'' He was 
determined to carry this thing through. 

"Sure," I replied. "But let's not use black and 
white. Let's use"-and I gazed out the window at a 
traffic light-"oh, red and green." 

He smiled. "See, that's what I mean by concrete. 
But the way you selected the colors was random." 

"Fine," I said, getting annoyed. "Just get on with 
it." 

"Okay," he replied. "Red and green. Like that 
traffic light out there, right?" Again he smiled, and I 
wanted to punch his face. 

"Yeah, like that traffic light out there." 
"Well." He thought for a moment. "You're certain­

ly not red, because red would be abstract random. 
And you 're not green, since that would suggest con­
crete ordered." 

I shuddered. "But there are only three colors on a 
traffic light," I said. "That just leaves . . . " 

"Right," he said. "Amber." 
"Of course," I said, and I leff. 
But now, as I think about the incident, I realize that 

I might gain something from it. Granted, the man was 
a bit of an idiot, and if there really was a random­
ordered, concrete-abstract theory of personality he 
oversimplified it to death, but he was right about one 
thing. I know nothing about ordering. I wake up every 
day and take things as they -come. I move from issue 
to issue without planning very much, and I always 
seem to be reacting rather than acting. Maybe I should 
order myself a bit. 

Oh, God! I'm analyzing myself. And cheaply. At 
least Hamlet was profound about it. 

Okay, King Random. Order yourself. Do some­
thing. 
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First, call in Gerard. He's not much, but he might 
help. Finding his Trump, I summon him to my side. 

A few minutes later, Gerard comes in, smiles, and 
sits down. "Thanks fo"r coming," I say. "I want you to 
work with me on this. Have you found out anything?" 

"Not really,~' he answers. "Fiona's looked all over 
Arden, hoping to find Julian, but he's not there. And 
Flora did a hellride into Shadow Earth to see if 
Corwin is there, but if he is, he's not up to beirig 
found." 

"Flora did that?" I ask, surprised. 
"Yeah. Didn't even complain about it. I asked her if 

she'd do it, before she headed off to wherever she's 
going, and she ·agreed. I don't know how thorough she 
was, though." 

"It doesn't matter," I reply. "I'm just amazed she 
did it. I'd have had a heart attack if she'd actually 
found him." . 

Gerard laughs. ·I like him, even if he isn't very 
bright. But then, we always like people who laugh at 
our jokes. · 

Gerard speaks again. ·"What do you want ~e to 
do?" 

"I'm not sure," I answer, risking honesty. "I was 
hoping you'd have some suggestion." 

My brother looks puzzled. "Me?" he asks. "But 
you're the king, Random." 

'~I know." I smile. "But I'm not Dad. I don't have a 
solution for everything. Not yet, anyway. Maybe when 
I'm older." 

Gerard smiles. "I think this is an honor." 
. "Hardly. I'm merely picking your brains. I have 
some ideas, but I wai;it to hear yours first." This last 
bit sounds forced, and even Gerard realizes it's not 
sincere. 
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"Well," he begins, pausing to think, "why don't we 
bring one of the girls in? Fiona. Or Llewella." 

"Why?" I ask. 
"They're pretty smart. They might have some 

ideas." 
I think about this for a moment. Then I respond. 

"No. I don't want them involved." 
"But, Random, they're already involved. You asked 

me to start looking into the matter, and I've got them 
helping me. I've already explained that." He. looks 
disappointed. 

"Have you told them why you want their help?" I 
ask. I'm suddenly afraid that they might use this 
knowledge against me. Somehow. 

Uneasy lies the head that wears the crown. 
There's something rotten in the state of Amber. 

Where the hell did I learn all this Shakespeare? 
From Corwin, of course. And Flora. They've always 
been good at that. 

For a while, I'm silent. Over and over again, I 
berate myself for not knowing what to do, but it 
doesn't help. I've spent so much time lately deprecat­
ing myself that I haven't had any time to make plans. 
It's a great' way of getting out of doing things. 

Then I look at Gerard, who is staring at the floor, 
and I wonder. Could he be behind all this? Maybe he's 
taking me for a fool, and maybe I'm falling for · it. 
Maybe it's Gerard, and all ·three of the women. 

Oh, . for Christ's sake! Enough of this. Do some­
thing. 

"All right," I say. "Let's try it. I'll call them on their 
Trumps." I feel a sudden elation, just from having 
acted. I must do tbis more often. 
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I pull Fiona's card first. Concentrating, I feel the 
click in my brain as picture turns to reality, and 
suddenly I hear my sister's voice. 

"Who?" she asks, irritated. Obviously I've inter­
rupted her. 

"I'd like to talk to you in person. You, Gerard, 
Llewella, and Flora, if I can get them. Can you come 
now?" I'm trying to sound authoritative. There's a 
knack to it that I haven't quite mastered. 

"Sure," Fiona replies, actually sounding interested. 
"Give me ten minutes, and then I'll Trump in." She 
breaks contact from her end. 

A little flippant, I think to myself. I am the king, 
after all. 

·uewella next. She agrees to come immediately. She 
reaches through the Trump to my hand, and instantly 
she is standing before me. She kisses me. "Nice to see 
you, brother," she says. ''I was hoping we'd get 
involved in this." Seeing the smile on her face, I 
wonder if I've bitten off more than I can chew. 

Flora refuses, albeit very politely. She is on her way 
to Shadow, and wants to spend some time away. I try 
my best to sound as if I'm granting her permission to 
go, and I think Gerard, at least, buys it. She assures 
me she will search diligently for the missing princes­
our brothers-wherever she goes. She's lying, and we 
both know it, but it sounds very officiaL 

That's it. The die, as they· say, is cast. At least I've 
done something. 

Turn to section 2. 
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* 2 * 
"I meant tp keep it secret, and I tried to for a long · 
time," I begin. "But after a while you began to figure 
it out for yourselves. Our brothers are missing. All of 
them; And we don't know where they are." 

I sit on the throne, because it seems to be the right 
place to sit. In . a semicircle in front of me, on green 
plush chairs, with golden trim, sit the others. Llewella 
is to my right, and she stares at the wall behind me. 
Fiona is to my left, abs·ently picking at her fingers and 
mnning her hands through her hair. In the center is 
Gerard, who fiddles with his sword. The women made 
a great joke of putting him between them, but I think 
it was wise. It keeps them from snapping ·at one 
another. 

"Has any· of you tried to reach one of them via the 
Trumps?" I ask. A stupid question, I realize, since the 
answer is obvious. But at least it will get them talking. 

"Yes," says Fiona. "rve tried to get Julian. And 
Bleys." Of course, I think. She would say that. "They 
didn't answer~" 

"What about you?" I ask Gerard. He's already told 
me, but maybe he hasn't told the girls . 
. "At some point," he replies, "I've tried to reach all 
of them. Even Brand." At Brand's name Llewella 
starts. I ignore it. 

"Any luck?" I ask, already knowing the answer. 
"No," he says.- "But something interesting hap­

pened yesterday." Now it's my turn to start. He hasn't 
mentioned this to me. 
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"What's that?" I ask calmly. 
"Well, l told you I tried to reach Julian," he says. 

"But I didn't have a chance to mention what hap­
pened. I didn't get him, but I got some strange-
what?-vibrations?" -

Fiona laughs. "Vibrations? You sound like 
Llewella." The latter glares. 

"I don't know how else to describe it,'' Gerard 
continues. His ability to ignore taunts is stunning. Is 
he that unaware, or that mature? "I felt something. 
Something like water. A.nd I thought I heard water.'' 

I think for a moment. "Well," I admit, again risking 
honesty, "that's more than I've managed. Llewella, , 
what about you?" -

"Nothing," she says. "Nothing at all." 
"Have you tried," I say. 
"Yes," she replies; "I've tried to reach Bleys, and 

Caine, and Corwin. In fact, I've tried for Corwin just 
about every day for the past couple months. There's 
something I want to talk to him about." 

"We'd all like to talk to Corwin," I say. "Any luck?" 
"None," she replies, still staring ahead. At last, she 

shrugs. "No luck. It's as if they've disappeared, Ran­
dom, and I'm getting very worried." 

Then she looks at me, her eyes filling with tears. 
"Why has it taken you so long to do something about 
it?" she asks. At that moment, my heart goes out to 
her. , 

"I don't know," I say. "For one thing, they've 
disappeared before, although not all at once. We've 
got a secretive family, you ·- all know that. When we 
want to be left alone, we arrange to have it done. Look 
how long Corwin stayed lost. And Brand." 

"Yes," says Fiona. "But they were special cases. 
And if all six of them are now special cases, then we're 
in serious trouble. Why are they all away from Amber 



Section 2 

at orice anyway?" Her tone accuses me, but I manage 
to ignore it. 

"No idea,'' I say. "They didn't ask permission to 
leave, and they didn't tell me why they wanted to. I 
don't run that kind of ship. I'd like everyone to let me 
know where they are, and what they're doing, but 
they're not going to do that. Besides, that's why we 
have Trumps. To keep tabs on each other at all times. 
For the defense of Amber." 

Each of us knows that the Trumps ~ave been used 
for our own deferise as much as for Amber's, but the 
cards really were meant for the defense of the city. 
We've always needed a way to contact one another 
instantly, in case of collective danger. Dworkin de­
signed the Trumps to allow just that. 

"I think it's more important," says Gerard, "that 
we figure out what to do now, not what we should 
have done before." All of us look at him, surprised. 
Again he has displayed more astuteness than we 
would ever have credited him with. 

"Yes," I reply. "That'~ why we're here. And I'd like -
to suggest an idea." 

"Why suggest itT' asks Fiona, seemingly _sincere. 
"Why not just order it?" 

"I've already told you, I don't run that kind of ship. 
Besides, this is something we've always vowed never 
to do." I pause. 

They all look up at me, waiting for me to speak. 
Sometimes, power can be fun. -

"I want to search their rooms." 
Gerard gasps, Llewella shakes her head, and Fiona 

laughs. 
"You can't!" says my brother. 
"No, you can't," agrees Llewella. . 
Again Fiona laughs. ''You mean to tell me, Ran-

dom, that you ha~e hone~tly held to that bit of 
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stupidity? That you've never yet searched their 
rooms?" 

I wait for her to stop laughing. "That's what I mean 
to tell you," I say. "Not even yours." 

"Eric," she informs me, "did it all the time. It 
taught him a great deal.'' 

"Eric," I reply, "is dead. That, too, taught him a 
great deal. Now please don't stir up the past." One 
thing about power is that you can get away with being 
self-righteous. Ethics can be a great weapon, Machia­
velli used to tell me. 

Fiona glowers at me. I'd best placate her. "I'm 
sorry, sister. But you must know where I stand on 
these things. Now please, let's not have this get in our 
way. I need your help." At least half of this is sincere. I 
really do need her. She seems genuinely shocked at 
my words. 

"You''re right," she says. Then she smiles. "You do 
need me." I smile back. 

I continue. "All right. Now about those rooms." 
Gerard breaks _in. "You can't do it, Random. It's 

been the one thing always considered untouchable. 
Except by Dad, of course. We've always agreed not to 
invade each other's rooms. That's been the one priva­
cy we have in Amber. If it goes, no one will ever 
return." 

''But, dear brother," Fiona says, with a touch of her 
most annoying tone, "I've already told you that Eric 
visited each of our rooms. I caught him in mine. 
That'S how I know." 

"Did he take you into the others?" asks Llewella, 
"after you fourid him out?" She looks at her sister 
disapprovingly. 

Fiona smiles. "Of course. That's why you never 
knew. And I found some interesting things, too." 
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"I'm sure you did," I say. Like all meetings of the 
Amber royal family, this one is becoming charged 
with distrust and dislike. I'd best change the course of 
the conversation. "I've already asked that we don't 
stir up the past. Change your room if you want, 
Llewella. No one will get in it again. But I repeat my 
request. May I ente( your brothers' rooms? My vote 
counts, and I vote yes." 

Nobody replies quickly. Gerard clasps his hands 
together and looks down between them to the floor. 
Llewella resumes her stare at the wall behind me. 
Fiona picks her nails, as once in a while a smile-a 
smirk, perhaps-crosses her lips. 

"No," says Llewella at last. "It's not right." 
"I don't agree," says Fiona. "If it's that important, 

the king should be allowed to do it. At least he's let us 
know about it.·~ 

That leaves Gerard. If he votes no, I don't know 
what I'll do. I can just use my authority to enter the 
rooms anyway, and I could do so secretly, but I really 
meant it when I told Fiona I don't run that kind of 
ship. But it might be necessary. This time. Is this how 
monarchs nurture hatred? 

At last Gerard speaks, slowly and with obvious 
forethought. "I don't like it, Random," he begins. "I 
don't like it at all." A pause. "But in one way I agree 
with Fiona. At least you've asked, which is more than 
Eric did, and more than Dad did. Somehow that 
means a lot." 

He pauses again, then says, "All right. I vote yes. 
Don't disappoint me." ' 

He has no right to say this last to his king, of course, 
but every right to say it to his brother. I acknowledge 
this, and Gerard merely nods. I glance at the women, 
and they are looking down. As if they haven't noticed. 
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"Thank you," I say. "But I won't force any of you to 
do something you don't want to. Llewella, I'd like 
your help, but I understand your position. Fiona,_ I 
assume you '11 help, since you voted yes immediately. 
Gerard, you'll have to make up your mind. I give you 
the night to do so. Meet me back here-all three of 
you-first thing in the morning. I want to start 

, immediately." 
After they leave, I sit back, contented. I did some­

thing. Not only that, but I thought of it myself. It's a 
good f ~eling. 

But it's been tiring, all that diplomacy. Weighing 
each person's wants_, and making sure you express 
your understanding, takes more concentration than 
Trumping to a distant Shadow. I don't enjoy conver­
sations like that, especially with people who know me 
as well as my brothers and sisters do. Promotions 
from within always create the problem of gaining 
respect. Becoming king over your peers is no differ­
ent. 

And then I wonder. How Machiavellian have I 
been? I greatly enjoyed the talks I had with Machia­
velli, but I often wondered if his advice was useful. 
Perhaps for Renaissance politics, I thought, but not 
for modem governments; and certainly not for the 
court of Amber. But maybe he wasn't so far off, I now 
think. Maybe that's how Dad kept us in line all these 
years. And isn't that what I've just done? Haven't I 
just taken great pains to acknowledge the wishes of 
Fiona, Llewella, and Gerard, not for their sakes but 
for mine? Or was my respect genuine? 

I do not know. Maybe I never will. But thinking 
about all this, which I seem to do more and more · 
often, gives me a headache. I take two aspirins and 
wait for the morning. 

* * * 
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. When it comes, my headache is even stronger. 
There's nothing worse than starting a day with a 

· throbbing head, but I've managed to do it. Not a good 
thing, but I'll have to live with it. I just hope it doesn't 
destroy what I've set up so far. I tend to get ornery 
when my head hurts. 

Llewella and Gerard are waiting for me when I 
reach the dining room. Fiona, as always, is late. We 
begin breakfast without her, and when she appears 
she, looks shocked that we would have done so. I invite 
her to sit down. She does, and devours whatever we 
haven't already eaten. Business, among Amberites, is 
never discussed at mealtime, so we talk about very 
little. My headache seems under control, but is still 

. far from gone. 
We move to the throne room, where we sit in the 

same positions as the night before. Nobody speaks. 
Everyone is waiting for me, and I am reluctant to say 
anything. Invading the others' privacy . suddenly 
seems not such a brilliant idea. Maybe it's the head­
ache. 

It is Gerard who breaks the silence. "May I say 
something?" he asks. Relieved, I assent. 

"I've been thinking about last night, and I want to 
say that I'm more firmly convinced we're doing the 
right thing." He pauses, perhaps expecting my thanks, 
but I simply nod. He continues. "But what are we 
hoping to find in the rooms?" 

I shrug. "Who knows? Most of us, though, keep 
things in our rooms we wouldn't show to anyone else. 
I know I do. Those are the things we're looking for. 
Anything that might give us a clue to their wherea­
bouts." 

Then I look at Llewella. "Have you decided yet? 
Are you in this with us?" 

She sits awhile without speaking. How she can be so 
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quiet, so motionless, with people watching her has 
always perplexed me. I tend to get flustered under that 
sort of pressure. Llewella is a rock. 

"I've decided," she says at last, "that I cannot go 
with you into our brothers' rooms." A pause, then she 
continues. "But I do want to help you. So I'm asking 
you, Random, to let me do something else. Give me 
some task, and I'll fulfill it.'' 

I can't help thinking her speech is a little forced, but 
with Llewella you can never tell. She often gets on a 
high horse, and I don't believe it's intentional. It's just . 
the way she is. _ 

''Good," I say. "That will help." 
I wait for several seconds. Then, "So three of us will 

go into the rooms. Fine. Let's get started." 
"Wait," Llewella says. "What do you want me to 

do?" · 
"I don't know yet," I reply. "If we find something, 

I'll let you know. I'm sure there'll be something." 
"But what do I do in the meantime?" she asks. Her 

voice is beginning to whine, and my head reacts with 
a new level of throbbing. But this is no time to turn 
negative. 

I think for a moment, then suggest, "How about 
keeping tabs on us with your Trumps? If we leave, it'll 
be up to you to make sure nothing happens to us on 
the way. As a matter o~ fact, it would be best for only 
one of us to go, leaving the Trump open. The rest of us 
will pool our concentration to keep contact with the 
traveler. That way, th~re's less chance oflosing anoth­
er of us. Agreed?" 

"Agreed," says Llewella. 
"Good idea," says Gerard. 
"It is a good idea, Random," chimes in Fiona. 

"You're improving, brother." She says this last with a 
smile. I return it as best I can. 





































































































































































































































































































































































































Section 105 

* 1_05 * 
As the boot descends, I throw myself to one sid~. But 
as fast as I am, the boot still grazes the side of my 
head, which now throbs uncontrollably. 

Once out of the way, I spring to my feet. The line of 
monks has stopped behind us, but nobody has spo­
ken. I have no idea if fights are common or never 
before seen here. Nobody acts as if anything unusua~ 
is happening. 

_The young monk kicks again, and he grazes me in 
my left rib cage. He attacks once more, and then 
another time. But this last time I am ready, and I 
counter his blow with a punch to the back of his leg. 
The leg stops swinging for a brief second, and that is 
all the time I need. 

I strike his stomach, and then his head. He reels 
and, finally, falls. I wait for his counterattack. 

It comes, in the form of a flurry of kicks and 
punches, a flurry against which I can form no defense. 
Twice my stomach muscles feel torn as his foot strikes 
them, and then I feel the air knocked out of me. 
Clutchipg my stomach, I fall to my knees, opening my 
eyes in time to see a heel about to strike my forehead. 
I collapse on the stairs, where blow after blow brings 
pain, then numbness, then nothing at all. 

Turn to section 28. 
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* 106 * 
From out of the blackness comes a woman's voice. 
Soft, angelic, tender beyond belief, it tears through 
the pain in my head until it forces me to listen. Barely 
conscious, I tum my last energies toward it. 

"Random," it says, '~touch my hand." 
Before me, I see Llewella, but only in faint image. 

Somehow, she has managed to contact me, and now I 
must touch her. But my strength is so low, my 
determination so weak, that I can barely respond to 
her command. 

To demonstrate how weak Random has become, he has 
a straight 50-50 chance of obeying his sister. Roll one 
die. On a result of 1, 2, or 3, turn to section 107. 

On a result of 4, 5, or 6, turn .to section 28. 

* 107 * 
Through the throbbing of my head and the aching of 
my body, I somehow manage to lift my hand. Shak­
ing, my arm slowly stretches toward Llewella's wait­
ing hand. Shaken as I ani, the wait seems like hours. 

But finally, just as Llewella's image begins to fade, I 
make the connection. My fingers touch her palm, and 
I feel myself floating. My head throbs one last time, 
and then I collapse. 
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Fitfully I sleep, opening my eyes to blurred, unreal 
images of women walking back and forth, carrying 
water, and bandages, and hot, steaming beverages in 
small bowls. Their voices make no sense, their pur­
pose is vague. I sleep often, but I do not sleep well. 

Finally, I am no longer in pain. Falling onto the 
pillow, I sleep the sleep of the dead. 

Turn to section 22. 

* 108 * 
"I know about him," I say. "I know what he's done to 
his town, how he's terrified his people. And I'm afraid 
I was forced to kill him." 

"What?" says my startled brother. 
"I had no choice; he was trying to choke me," I say 

regretfully. 
"In that case, brother, we have a job to do." 
"No need," I say. "Brand's people are already 

setting to rights his dirty work. They needed a lot of 
convincing, but I don't think they'll need any help." 

"That's good," Caine replies, "but it's not what I 
meant. There is something left of Brand's dirty work 
that you can't possibly know about. Something that I 
could do nothing abo-ut because I had to stay here to 
guard this town against him. He was constantly com­
ing here, talking trade and diplomacy, but I always 
knew he wanted the town itself. He admires its 
perfection. That's why I asked the people here to set 
me up as Escalitan, which means the person who 
watches over the Cali tan, to make sure he doesn't 
screw up. I convinced them of the need to defend 
against Brand, who is, to them at least, an alien being. 
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So am I, but I try hard not to seem alien. I adopt their 
practices, and I resp t everything they do. Not that 
it's hard work." 

"But what about Brand's 'dirty work'? What has he 
done?" 

"What hasn't he done, Random? We're talking here 
of a man who wanted to redraw the Pattern, to 
re-create the world in his own image. He keeps 
convincing people-I'm just the latest-that he's 
reformed, but then he comes back with another 
whopper. When I think about it, I still can't believe 
Corwin beat him. I know I couldn't have. 

"But this time he's beaten all odds. He's simply 
managed to change nature, that's all. Our slimy son­
of-a-bitch brother has used his power in this world­
and it is considerable-to divert the course of the 
river. Little by little. Within a couple of days, the far 
town in the drawing will be completely swept away by 
the river's enormous force." 

"Why did he do it?" I ask. "And how?" 
"The people wouldn't surrender to him. A woman 

there, their leader, distrusted Brand's intentions right 
from the start. He claimed he would lead them out of 
poverty and into prosperity, and all he wanted in 
return was trade and shared prosperity with his own 
town. He suggested an emblem in his honor would be 
nice to show their gratitude. The people loved him­
everyone loves him at first-and the woman almost 
succumbed to his charm. But she didn't. She held 
back and asked him to leave. Fin~lly she had to throw 
him out. He vowed to return in true villain style. 

"No one knows where she is now, but before she 
disappeared she convinced the people not to listen to 
Brand. They held true, but it wasn't easy. Finally 
Brand gave up, and he decided to wipe them out. 
That's the kind of person he is." 

"What do you want us to do?" I asked at last. 
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"First," Caine replies, "we have to use our own 
power to undivert the river .. We've got to restore 
things to what they were. And then we have to find the 
woman. No matter what." 

"No matter whatT' 
"Yes," he says. "This is no ordinary woman, Ran­

dom." 
"Who is she?" 
"She's the leader of the town, the people's spiritual 

guide. She's also my wife." 

Write "Caine" in the Special Events box of the charac­
ter record, then turn to section 45. 

* 109 * 
Brand is safely ensconced in a suite here in Cas­
tle Amber and I finally begin to feel as if we can re­
lax. Still, something feels wrong, a loose end some­
where that I'm just too .tired to recall. I actually 
have about ten minutes of -comparative peace in 
my own rooms when Caine appears. My brother 
doesn't look happy; his face is drawn and his black 
hair looks dishevelled and hangs partially out of 
the leather band he normally gathers it in with. He 
has even forgotten his nearly everpresent riding 
gloves. 

In a few brisk words Caine explains that his wife is 
still in trouble at the far town. I don't even let him get 
to asking for my help, but start in discussing what 
we'll need. Fifteen minutes later we're in the kitchen 
panicking the help and preparing our own provisions, 
all the time talking strategies. 
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We'll be ready to go within an hour. I'm still 
battered and tired, but this has to be dorie. 

Turn to section 45. 

* 110 * 
I wander for hours, recalling every incident and 
wondering if I could have saved Brand. There had to 
be a way, and frustration wars with depression. Final­
ly sleep toxins begin to affect even niy coordination 
and I stumble over a shadow, the ordinary sunlight 
and shade kind. 

Returning to Amber I begin to feel as if we can 
relax. Still something feels wrong, a loqse end some­
where that I'm just too tired to recall. I actually have 
about four hours of sleep in my own rooms when 
Caine appears. I wake up quickly and feel my pulse 
race. 

My brother doesn't look good; his face is drawn and 
his black hair looks dishevelled and hangs partially 
out of the leather band he normally gathers it in with. 
He has even forgotten his nearly ever-present riding 
gloves. 

In a few brisk words Caine explains his wife is still 
in trouble at the far town. I don't even let him get to 
asking for my help, but start in discussing what we'll 
need. I call for a servant and we send the kitchen a list 
of provisions to be hurriedly readied. We'll be leaving 
within an hour. I'm still bat.tered and dead-tired, but 
there is no question about our having to act now. · 

Turn to section 45. 



AFTERWORD 

ROGER ZELAZNY'S AMBER is not an easy world to 
understand. It seems easy enough-a hierarchical 
system of Shadows, the truth of Amber, and the 
greater truth of the Pattern-but the concept of the 
Shadows presents a whole host of difficulties. Zelazny, 
of course, wants us to have trouble determining 
precisely what the Shadows are; that's one of the 
intriguing things about his world. But the word "shad­
own has so many connotations, so many associations 
with things literary, philosophical, theological, and 
psychological that writing about Amber means noth­
ing less than cross-referencing everything you've ever 
learned. When adding-to the world of Amber, as I've 
tried to do in Seven No-Trump, it becomes necessary 
not only to try to understand Amber, but also to 
decide exactly how much of that understanding you 
will finally use. Writing, someone once said, is know­
ing what to leave out. 

My greatest difficulty in writing Seven No-Trump 
was in coming up with a story and an idea that I felt 
would please Roger Zelazny. Almost as great was the 
problem of pleasing his legion of fans. To get past 
these problems, I read the books through, in little over 
a weekend, all the while trying to assess Zelazny's 
intentions and appeal. It wasn't hard. Zelazny's writ­
ing is strong, direct, forceful. His characters are 
fascinating and believable. The concept of Amber and 
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its Shadows is brilliant. And the first-person narration 
is superbly handled. Furthermore, the books reflect a 
wealth of Zelazny's artistic concerns, with references 
to (and even discussions about) art, literature, and 
philosophy. Fascinating stuff, and scary as hell-for me 
to try to capture. 

The first hurdle was jumped for me. I was assigned 
a story about Random. Fine. I liked Random from 
the first time I met him, way back at the beginning of 
Nine Princes in Amber. His selection as King of 
Amber (in Courts of Chaos), while surprising, was 
something I approved of, and I felt that as king he 
deserved a series of his own. 

But what is he really like? This was foss easy to 
determine, primarily because the Amber series (up till 
Trumps of Doom) is told through the eyes of Corwin, 
and Corwin, like all first-person narrators, knows a lot 
about himself but less about everybody else. Immedi­
ately, then, I cleared the second hurdle. I would 
maintain the first-person technique, because the en­
tire series had been done this way. The narrator 
would become Random rather than Corwin, but the 
story would still be told from the "I" point of view. 
This had the further advantage of answering another 
difficulty about the, notion of Shadows; it reminded 
me of the subjectivity of the individual perceptions of 
Amber itself. Corwin saw Amber his way. The others, 
presumably, saw it theirs. 

Random, as I've developed him, is hesitant and 
self-questioning, not quite sure he belongs in the -
position he occupies. I think this portrait conforms 
fairly well to the one we see at the end of Courts of 
Chaos and in his short appearances in Trumps of 
Doom. But throughout Seven No-Trump he grows (I 
hope) to become at least a little more sure of himself. 
He is caught in a bizarre situation, but with the 



248 SEVEN No-TRUMP 

reader's help he takes whatever charge is necessary to 
effect a workable conclusion. 

The third hurdle (to continue my belabored meta­
phor) was to present to the reader the same sort of 
intellectual challenge Zelazny gives us in the original 
series. I had decided early in my rereading of the 
books to work with the idea of the visual arts, as 
Zelazny does in all the books. As it happens, I had 
been reading Douglas Hofstadter's brilliant Godel, 
Escher, Bach just before beginning Seven No-Trump, 
and Zelazny's mention of Escher, late in the series, 
turned my thoughts toward that artist's work. Escher 
concentrates, like Hofstadter and (I think) Zelazny, 
on the seemingly paradoxical, so I figured I could 
build this into the story. Dworkin's means of helping 
Corwin escape, in Nine Princes, provided both the 
focus for my book and gave me a ready-made villain. 
Dworkin's art, like all great art, draws the viewer 
inside, trapping and refusing to release. If you've ever 
fallen under the enchantment of a truly wonderful 
work of art, from the "Mona Lisa" to The Lord of the 
Rings to Bruce Springsteen's "Jungleland," you'll 
understand what I mean. 

In the end, the effect I . ~trove for in writing Seven 
No-Trump was the effect of Courts of Chaos. That 
novel, the last (so far?) about Corwin, seems different 
to me from the others, more introspective and more 
intensely Corwin's. It is a strange novel, always skirt­
ing the edge of complete chaos, both in concept and in 
style. But more than any of the others it continues to 
draw me, and I find myself thinking about Corwin's 
hellride along the Black Road almost as much as I 
think about Frodo's walk through the barrens of 
Mordor. If Seven No-Trump succeeds, it does so only 
because Courts of Chaos has established an excellent 
precedent. Amber is unforgettable. 
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