Jewe) Quest

Bay 30686 (22 Rec 2003)

By the next morning at breakfast I have growing
concerns. The court is abuzz, and this small affair is
mushrooming into the event of the year, apparently. Merlin
has not had a major event since his rise to the throne, some six
months ago, I soon learn. As a relative unknown quantity,
every House in Chaos seems to be sending representatives to
try and feel out his views. And potentially put a knife in his
back.

I am irrelevant to the affair, yet tied inexorably to it. As
the presumptive reason for the gathering, I have a spotlight
upon me shed by Merlin’s favor. Is this why Flora sent me a
funeral dress — all white? This is getting worse and worse. |
only wonder if the other ‘ambassadors’ will be seated with me.
Possibly not. All the better for them, they will only be lesser
targets for potential manipulation. This becomes more and
more like the winter courts I remember of old from Xangzhu,
only much more... real.

I find Frederick, to speak with him for a while. Dermott
and Bethany are nowhere to be found. They are probably in
DermottWays, which I have no ability to find on my own.
They have not really spoken to me since before the incident
with Frakir resolved. I wonder now if they are avoiding me?
Perhaps wise for them...

“Greetings Frederick.”

“Surengiin.... How are you?”

“Fine.”

“How’s your neck?”

“Just fine.”

“What happened to the plan?”

“It went as I anticipated...”

“I thought you would wait for us.” His tone is slightly
accusatory. Not unexpected.

“No. I thought it less likely to lead to trouble this way. I
wanted you to be close, but out of harm’s way.”

“Julian told us what happened.”

“I expected so.”

Frederick excuses himself and leaves shortly thereafter. I
don’t blame him, I suppose. He seeks acquaintances he has
made here in Chaos with Dermott during the time they spent
here while I was resolving the Frakir issue. Apparently they
spent quite a while here, or close to here. I find myself in a
most disadvantageous position... I have manipulated them,
only to find that they know more about this place than I do.

With no one I know who wishes to speak with me, and no
real knowledge of what is going on, I set out to learn what I
can. Without knowledge I am blind and in great danger. I have
the favor of an untried king, and I find this does not suit me.
Before I can discover much, however, I am instead found. A
woman dressed in spare-looking armor, and with the easy
manor and well-kept sword that speaks of soldiering, comes
upon me, apparently purposefully.

She introduces herself as Gilva, of House Hendrake. She
claims to have been sent by Merlin to keep me company, and
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show me around. He sent her, she claims, because he feels we
might get along, and share interests...

As we speak, she offers to duel with me, a bit, which at
least seems like an honest offer. The one thing in her favor so
far, in my eyes, is that she has the bearing of a warrior. She
claims her House is of similar bearing, and they prefer the
honest edge of a sword to the twisted words of Court. I can
only politely nod. The Hendrake have a strange dueling
ground indeed, I find as she leads me there.

The room is a great sphere, entered at the bottom. As I
enter though, I find my stomach rising, and then my feet! Here
in this round chamber there is no ground, no up or down, and
one can fly like a bird! It is most disconcerting, but yet
strangely challenging. We politely salute, she in her manner,
more like that of Dermott and Frederick, and I in mine, and we
begin.

She claims to support Merlin totally, but admits it must
sound like a blatant attempt at manipulation to say so. But she
points out, in the idiom of Chaos I have heard more than once
“pick a side or pick a coffin.” She offers to me the shield of
House Hendrake, for the upcoming event, if I will cast my lot
with them.

She tries to compliment me by offering that she can see I
do not suffer fools and know the uses of a blade. She claims
that my manner is compatible with those of her clan, and I
might find common cause with them if I am willing to accept
their friends and enemies. ..

“It is the way of things.” I reply non-committally.

By the end I have had a hard fight, physically, much more
so than I had expected. She had the edge on me certainly, but
how much was the result of her skill, and how much due to my
spinning stomach and unfamiliarity with such a strange arena I
could not say. These of Chaos and Amber are much more
challenging than I had imagined. We part, I think, with mutual
respect. She is certainly the first I have met, ever that I can
recall, that can hope to be a match for my skill. Are all of them
this skillful with a blade? Surely not; Gilva has the bearing of
a lifelong soldier, like myself. Surely she was well chosen as
the one to approach me.

Mentally I have been attempting to dodge; I cannot make
an intelligent decision regarding matters of politics without
more information, but I acknowledge I must choose. As we
part she invites me to join the members of her House for
supper; ah here is the play. If I am to be polite, I must accept,
as I have no other excuse not to. I agree, but ask for a few
hours to clean up after our workout. She agrees to meet me
later, at the foot of the green tower at the base of
HendrakeWays.

It is now immediately imperative that I learn more about
the situation here. Forces are seeking me out, but I cannot
move without intelligence. I must try to settle the
disagreements between myself and my ‘cousins’. I try to
Trump Dermott, and then Bethany, but find them out of reach.
Probably in DermottWays. I then try to Trump Frederick, and
at last reach him. I ask him to please help me contact Dermott;
I have questions in need of quick answers. He agrees, and I
bring him through to me in my quarters.

As he is about to lead me out to DermottWays, I find I am
getting another Trump contact... It is Merlin. He calls because
he wishes me to know he sent Gilva to me, basically
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confirming her introduction. He is busy however, and cannot
speak at length...

Frederick leads me to DermottWays with little difficulty
(this place is truly strange), and we soon find Dermott and
Bethany, apparently engaged in some strange combat using
clubs against giant rodents. He claims it is a sport.

I get straight to the point. Things are becoming most
dangerous for me, I fear, and I need information. I ask him his
House affiliation, and he says Helgram. I ask him King
Merlin’s closest House affiliations, by blood. Dermott says
Amber, which is originally descended from House Barimen of
Chaos through Dworkin, on his father’s side, as he descends
from Corwin. Dara, who is of Helgram by blood and Sawall
by marriage, is his mother...

And whom does House Hendrake support, I inquire?
Where do they stand in regards to relations with Merlin?
Dermott says that Hendrake is a military House, and they
support whomever keeps the military strong. He claims no one
has truly fallen out one way or another in terms of supporting
Merlin because having only taken the throne six months ago,
he is still an unknown quantity; a wild card.

So Hendrake is an unknown quantity. I cannot be certain
yet if my supper tonight is a good idea or bad. I admit to them
they have contacted me, or at least Gilva has, and apparently
at Merlin’s request. At least, I think it was Merlin. But I find it
unlikely that anyone other than Merlin himself would have my
Trump.

Dermott then brings up that there may be those that feel 7
am a political threat... That I may be seeking favors of
Merlin... Sexual favors, perhaps even marriage! I am insulted
beyond words. I have made no such advances, nor would I!
When I turn upon Dermott, he stops me with his words. I am
chilled by the realization that being single, any female in the
favor of Merlin will be met with such accusations, true or not.

Frederick then drops a bombshell... There are those
among House Sawall, apparently including Dara, who feel I
am sleeping with, or trying to sleep with, Merlin! Dermott
looks at me with horror. He feels that having Dara, Merlin’s
mother, look at the situation thusly could spell my death.
Assassination? She has had many women killed before, that
she felt were too close to her son. Thank goodness I would not
wear the scandalous gown Flora sent! A proper kimono is
much less... provocative.

How could this be? Perception is reality in the political
arena. No one would believe the truth, though even Bethany
can see it plainly; I am celibate. Dermott suggests I have two
options. I must make it clear that I have no interest in Merlin,
or... I must make an honest bid for him, and convince his
mother I am worthy. This second suggestion offends me
beyond words, but again Dermott stops me. Do I not find
Merlin attractive? Would I not wed a king? I would wed no
man, king or no! But, he points out, these will be areas where
they will seek to attack me. I must be prepared for it.

He asks how we can make it plain then, that I have no
designs on Merlin. Aha! Now I can keep up. I say to Dermott,
you must be my consort for the evening, and he goes pale. I
consider Frederick instead, then, but realize Dermott is wiser
to the Courts of Chaos, and may be my best defense. He is not
happy with the arrangement, but admits its utility. Only by the
supposed attachment to another will I present a lack of
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attachment to Merlin. I remind him though, that any hand
which touches me, he will not get back.

Frederick then says, they are expected for supper with
House Helgram, to speak with Dara. I am not invited. I am
considered an upstart, and likely they will speak of me, and
my fate, there this night...

I admit then, that I also have dinner arrangements, with
House Hendrake. Dermott gives me a look that speaks of
caution, but I assure him that I could not politely refuse at this
point, and that the politics of my own upbringing were not so
different, only here I am at the disadvantage for lack of
information.

And so I continue my inquiries... Of which House is
Mandor, of whom I once caught a glimpse? Sawall. Dara is
married to the head of House Sawall, and therefore Mandor is
Merlin’s step-brother. The head of Sawall is bedridden, the
joke, Dermott says, is they don’t know whether from the sex
or the poison. I do not show my offense at the lewdness of his
words. I must inure myself to them; I shall certainly hear
worse in the next few nights.

Various comments then arise that Bethany has figured out
who her own parents through the line of Amber are, and I ask
her of them. She, although surprised at my inquiry, does
answer. Dermott has been helping the others with genealogical
research, by analyzing their blood and flesh, as kin share
blood. He explains it uses something called ‘DNA’, but I do
not really understand it.

I learn that Bethany is daughter to Deirdre, and Corwin’s
niece, and King Merlin’s first cousin. Frederick, I learn,
cannot determine whom he is descended from, but only who
he is not. The list of Amber candidates is narrowed by
removing the lines of Bleys, Fiona, Florimel, Corwin, Eric,
Deirdre, and Random from consideration.

Mindful of my appointment, I ask after the time
differential between here and Chaos. I learn I can spend a
good ten hours here, researching the politics of Chaos, without
missing my dinner appointment.

I then inquire if anyone could have done the same
figuring about my lines, and if anything could be determined
by the results... If someone else could know, then I should
know as well. Dermott says he could determine my lineage, at
least as well as Frederick’s... But no one else should be able
to. Unless I was healed there, and they had a chance to touch
my flesh and blood, points out Frederick. There is that, I
admit, rubbing my neck.

I ask Dermott, has he done such for me? He says he
would not without my consent, which I immediately give him,
much to his surprise. Knowledge is my lifeline now, and I
would have all I can. Even if he was lying, I no longer care.

While he sets out to find my bloodline, I sit down to a
crash course, as Bethany puts it, on the politics of Chaos...

I get the first information long before I can make sense of
the second. Like Frederick, my line is only narrowed down. I
am descended from Gérard, Julian, or Benedict, unless there
are others we do not know of. He can determine no closer than
that. Eliminated for certain are lines of Deirdre, Corwin, Eric,
Florimel, Brand, Fiona, Bleys, and Random.

Well, something is better than nothing, and such are the
plans of mice and men shattered, and the gods laugh. I had
thought to use the others to my goals, but instead find them
my only lifeline in a sea of sharks. There is a saying of my
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land that is most appropriate... ‘hang together, or hang
separately,” such is certainly the case in a literal sense here. It
is well that I grew up among politics in my own Shadow, or I
would swiftly find myself dead.

And all because of a cord.

Cay 30686 cont.(i2 Jan 2004)

In the end I decide that I must be escorted to the court
dinner by Frederick — going with Dermott would give the
impression of an alliance with House Helgram, of which
Dermott is technically a member. Frederick’s only true
alliance is to Amber, I hope, as he has stated no other.

I leave DermottWays with plenty of time to reach my
destination by the beginning of green-sky. In front of a large
fountain, I am met by Gilva. After brief greetings, she leads
me through the paths to HendrakeWays. First we pass through
a large manor house, then into an underwater tunnel seemingly
surrounded by a black abyss of water tenanted by weird
glowing fish. Finally we emerge onto a high plateau, from
which a steep precipice drops to the cloud-tops below.
Crowning this plateau is a great open-air temple. Among the
marble columns is a banquet table, set for six.

Gilva and I are the first to arrive, and we are seated, as
she indicates it is customary. She indicates the gathering will
be small, just those who have seats. There are a variety of
appetizers. She informs me her father and his sister, and her
cousin, will be joining us.

“How are you enjoying your trip to Chaos.”

“Very enlightening.”

“You have any questions about our local... culture?”

“Do you have any preferred method of address?”

“No, just the usual, Lord, Lady... But we’re pretty
straightforward and informal mostly.”

With the tinkling of bells, others arrive, and I rise, in an
attempt to be polite.

The first arrival is a man about 6’ tall, rather thin, with
long well-oiled ringlets of black hair, wearing a wide-brimmed
hat with a feather. He is wearing well-made brocaded clothing
in colors of orange, red and yellow. He has a goatee and long
pointy waxed moustache and wears a monocle. He sports a
rapier on his left hip, which has a unique flame-shaped hilt. He
wears the sword with the confidence of one used to its use.

I am introduced to Gilva’s cousin, Lord Archon
Hendrake.

He bows, twirling the immense hat, “Charmed, may you
leave as much happiness as you bring.”

“Indeed.”

“What brings you to this part of existence?”

“An errand.”

“Oh, of what sort, unless you’d rather not say.”

“Oh, politics, PR...”

“I understand... Say, you are from Amber. Are you a
Pattern walker, by chance?”

“Not at present,” I admit, as I can see no way to give a
roundabout answer to such a direct question.

“Ah, well, I had hoped to compare notes. I'm interested in
how the Pattern and Logrus compare. I’ve heard they can do
similar things, but in different ways.” he notices I travel
armed, and asks “you are familiar with the blade?”
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“Yes.” Ah, finally, something I can talk about. I finally
take a glass, and Archon pours wine.

Another tinkling announces the arrival of more attendees.
Again I rise. This time two people enter. The first is a man of
6’8”, with straight brown hair, a mustachio and goatee. His
clothes are simple, especially compared to the flamboyant
Archon. He wears a grey tunic and leggings, silver hawk’s
head buckle on a black belt, and over all a black fur coat
trimmed in ermine.

Accompanying him is a woman with an olive-tan
complexion, and curly black hair. She is dressed most
immodestly, with a low-cut blouse, and brightly colored
scarves and skirts. She has a gypsy look. All the immodesty
around me... I fear I may be starting to get used to it.

These two are introduced to me as Lord Kov Hendrake
and Lady Tessa Hendrake. I give a respectful bow.

“We hope this evening finds you well,” begins Lord Kov.

“It does.” I reply.

“If you have any questions or concerns, please don’t
hesitate to ask. We are happy to provide assistance.”

I give a nod of acknowledgement. I’ve heard this line a
number of times from those of this House already. It seems
they truly are... impolitic. To be so obvious... But they are at
least polite.

“We, of course have our own reasons and concerns, hence
our invitation...” he continues.

“Of course.”

“Have you heard of Lady Dara, of House Sawall?” he
asks, as we all seat ourselves again.

Here we go... “I have heard her name mentioned.”

“Ah, you’ve met my daughter, then?” says Lady Tessa.

“Not met, only heard of.”

“Ah well, she hasn’t been herself lately... Ever since that
Pattern incident, and the war... Anyhow, she seems to have
taken offense at you. She seems to think you’ve been sleeping
with Merlin, my grandson...”

“Yes, it’s come to our attention that she has been planning
something against you,” interjects Lord Kov.

“I am aware.”

“Like your death.”

“So I've heard.”

“Unfortunately, with someone like her, there really isn’t
anything you can say that would change her mind. She would
just assume you’re lying. While it is obvious you can take care
of yourself, you would be wise to surround yourself with
strength. As a favor to the monarch, we’ve agreed that you
may accompany us to the ball tomorrow, if you wish. We
could offer you some buffer against any... obvious
discourtesies by members of the House Sawall...” Kov
continues... “Not that we’re babysitting. We’re well aware
you can fend for yourself...”

“But, it is unknown at this point how many of the other
houses are influenced by Dara, after all,” says Tessa.

Another tinkling bell. Someone arriving after the head of
House Hendrake? Everyone rises, and I am quick to do so as
well...

In walks Merlin. Oh, great. The more time I spend in his
presence the larger the target on my back gets...

“Ah, grandmother, how nice of you to have me for dinner,
it’s been too long...” he greets Lady Tessa with a show of
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affection. “Surengiin, did they make you aware of the
problems my mom is having with you...”

“Yes, I’ve been made aware by at least six people.”

“Yes, well, there are some folks who really enjoy such
speculations.” Merlin throws a glance at the Hendrakes. ..

“I didn’t mean your family.”

“Ah... Well we all know it’s baseless, but such things
spread quickly, not that it’s an unpleasant thought.”

I frown slightly at this, and Merlin quickly continues.
“Not that I’m hitting on you.”

“The thought never crossed my mind,” I reply...

“Now I'm offended,” Merlin quips glibly...

Now this is at least a conversation I can deal with. My
response is automatic... “I had thought myself below the
consideration of one of your station.”

“Well, you can bullshit well.” Merlin seems rather
amused and perhaps slightly surprised.

“I was raised in an Imperial Court, after all.”

“So was I. Anyhow, well, my mother... isn’t exactly sane,
and she was damn meddlesome to start with. So who knows
what she’s going to do next. Since this is a big occasion, many
parties will be in attendance, every major House will be
sending some representative or other.”

“To make a long story, well shorter, at Gilva’s
recommendation I've asked House Hendrake to provide
security at the ball. I wanted to tell you myself, since if you’'re
smart you are paranoid, and will want to know this news is
reliable. One of the reasons I wanted you here is to inform you
of this.”

I nod acknowledgement.

“By the way, I know your companions are having dinner
with my mother tonight.”

“Yes, that’s true.”

“There’s no telling what she’s trying to accomplish by
that, but she’s certainly got something in mind. Regardless,
you’ll be seated at the head table along with the other favored
guests, but at the opposite end from me.”

My expression of relief at the arrangement is perhaps a bit
too obvious.

“You’ll be seated with the House of Hendrake, so it is
obvious that you are still in favor. But, this seating should help
dissuade those who would... cause unpleasantness. There will
be other important persons in attendance, some of which I am
not at liberty to discuss. Have you any questions?”

“Should I bring an escort, or have you arranged that as
well?” I try to keep my tone as polite as possible.

“Bring someone if you like, but I don’t think it
necessary...”

“I thought it might make me seem... less single, given the
circumstances.”

“As you will. I'm sure Archon would be happy to take
you... to the ball anyhow.” The looks are filled with humor...

“I had been planning to arrive with Frederick, actually.
No slight intended, Lord Archon,” I reply...

Merlin leaves shortly thereafter, and dinner proceeds with
the remainder of the Hendrake family.

Gilva speaks “Ah, Surengiin, there are some hostilities
between Hendrake and Helgram. That is probably why
Helgram invited your friends.”

“I am aware.”
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They ask about where my allegiances lie then, and I
declare allegiance to Amber. They ask if this is a formal oath
of fealty sworn to Random.

“There are Oath and oaths.” I reply. “I am happy to
continue to have cordial relations with the House of Hendrake,
as long as there is not a conflict of interest with Amber.”

They imply it is foolish to declare myself so, as they are
aware of my newness to the courts of Amber and Chaos. They
imply I should leave more options open. Of course, it is in
their interests to do so.

Dinner winds down. Dessert and brandy are served. Talk
drifts away from politics, thankfully. We speak of sword
techniques, and other topics amiable to fellow warriors. A
martial house, indeed. Archon shows me his blade, it appears
to be forged of frozen flame, hilt to tip. I spar with Gilva
again, in a friendly way, no real test of skill involved. Sparring
here is commonly done with combat-ready blades, quite
different than from where I grew up. But, easily adapted to. I
don’t really fear it, after all. Among others of such skill, there
is no real chance of unintended injury.

I eventually say my goodnights, and depart. I don’t trust
them, but at least they have been upfront with me regarding
the fact they are courting both my favor and that of Merlin.

I find the others in a parlor near our quarters, talking.

“Well, I see you survived your dinner.” Frederick quips.

“My dinner wasn’t the dangerous one.” I reply...

Well, at least they avoided making any firm commitments
to House Sawall/Helgram explicitly, they inform me... I
explain the seating arrangements as I understand them, along
with the fact we will be with House Hendrake, or at least
Frederick and I will be. And I also mention Dara and Merlin’s
link to House Hendrake.

Bethany seems bothered by the tangled family tree, so I
let her know that royal families and noble houses normally
marry among themselves, or marry cousins, as a matter of
course.

I also ask Dermott if there is a way to tell a shapeshifted
imposter from a real person, though I don’t tell him why I
wish to know. I am concerned regarding the number of times
the King of Chaos has seen fit to speak to me. Would a real
king really spare so much time for someone who is essentially
only a messenger?

Basically, Dermott informs me that if they are an initiate,
then time will force them to revert, but if they are advanced,
there really isn’t a way short of intrusive psychic probes to tell
if someone is who they claim to be. Unless you pull a Trump
and contact them to see if they are really them... Well, that at
least answers my question.

After a little more conversation, I retire for the night. Why
is so much of the humor lately directed at my sex life, or lack
thereof? At least I am becoming acclimated to it. Bethany
seems a little suspicious. She apparently felt insulted by
Mandor, but had the common sense to not show it.

I return to my quarters, and find myself overcome by
paranoia... Besides the frequency of his conversations with
me, the informality of it just makes me nervous. Talk with
royalty isn’t supposed to be so casual... After some
consideration, I attempt to briefly reach Merlin by Trump...
He gave me the card himself, after all... He does answer, and
seems distracted...

“Yes?”
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“That really was you, at the dinner at HendrakeWays
tonight, wasn’t it?” I ask, hopefully politely enough not to
upset him...

“No, it was my good twin Skippy... Of course it was.
Now what did you want?” I can’t tell if he is just tired, busy,
or very annoyed at me...

“That was it, call me paranoid... Goodnight, Sire.” I
break contact.

I sleep with my sword in my hand, my back to the wall. I
expect an assassination attempt, or worse.

Cay 30087 (19 January 2004)

I receive a missive, three hours before dinner.

“I recently had an interesting discussion with my
esteemed mother. She as a representative of House Helgram
was quite put out that there was no representative of House
Helgram at the head table. As a compromise I agreed that
there would be a representative of the House at the table...
Dermott. So please ask him to escort you instead of your
friend Frederick. Thank you for your cooperation in this
matter... -M.”

As soon as I finish reading the letter, it bursts into flame
and disappears. Well, that saves me tossing it in the fireplace.
Sorcerers. Sheesh. I Trump Dermott and tell him the news. He
seems less than thrilled, and also concerned about the sudden
disappearances of Bethany and Frederick. Come to think of it,
I haven’t seen Mordred in days... And where is Leonardo?

He agrees to pick me up in two hours. I get dressed. The
formal kimono I had asked for from Dermott arrived in time,
and it all seems in order. I Trump Frederick, Leonardo and
Bethany and inform them of the change of plans. At least I can
reach them via Trump, so some of my worries are laid to rest.

I rendezvous with Dermott and we make our way to our
appointed positions. Dermott shows up in demon form. Alien-
like black reptilian chitinous armor with rams horns and a
double set of feathered wings. Three-taloned claws and his
knees bend backwards. “So this is what you really look like,” I
quip. Dermott replies “Of course.”

He finds himself more attractive in this form although I
am uncomfortable with the strangeness. It seems large
numbers of attendees are non-human in appearance for this
function.

After milling about we eventually reach a line leading to
an archway. Two exquisitely dressed demons in the livery of
Chaos are taking names... Heralds.

Half an hour later we near the front of the line. A vaguely
reptilian brown and red demon is speaking. “And who might
you be.”

“Lady Surengiin of Amber and Lord Dermott of the
House of Helgram.”

“Excellent, I will announce you.”

We are announced with ear-splitting volume.

We walk into a banquet hall almost a quarter-mile long...
no wonder the herald yelled so. It’s a large vaulted chamber.
The ceiling is four or five hundred feet tall. Tables are
everywhere. At one end is a more resplendent table than the
others. Approximately thirty chairs surround it, on a large
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dais. The noise level is like a large auditorium. Most attendees
are non-human.

A page floats up to us, a kind of an amorphous ball
covered with eyes. It leads us down the hall to our seats.
Bethany and the others are seated about three-quarters the way
up the hall. They are seated at House Helgram’s table. They
have failed at maintaining neutrality. As for myself, I am cool,
collected, and calm, in my best unruffled manner.

We are seated at the head table, about halfway down.
Dermott pulls out my chair and I seat myself. A few minutes
later, Lord Kov, Archon and Lady Tessa are also seated a little
further up from us. I don’t recognize any of the other seated
folks. I would guess they are Hendrake by their dress.
Bodyguard demons are everywhere.

We make small talk, Dermott and I. Dermott informs me
Chaos lost a war to Amber not too long ago. Bethany
apparently also hates Random. She is so naive.

Lord Suhuy is announced and sits at the head table.
Dermott explains he is the Dworkin of Chaos, and I ask who is
Dworkin, and he describes the man I saw in the shattered
mirror. “Ah, him” I reply. Dermott gives me a slightly puzzled
look, I think, it’s hard to read his expressions in this form.

Lady Dara and Mandor are seated at the foot of the head
table. She seems upset and gives me a glare that I ignore.
Dermott makes polite hellos to them, though they ignore me
and imply I have no breeding in their greeting. I let it slide
without comment. After a little while longer, the head table is
filled except for the six headmost chairs.

Lady Jasra of Kashfa is next. She is wearing a low white
dress with lots of diamonds. Dermott informs me she was once
of Helgram.

Dalt is next. Aseric’s father, declares Dermott, look, look!
He hates Amber, heraldry of a lion rending the unicorn. Green
eyes, blond, and quite large. He wears green and black.
Dermott implies he is rude and hated by all of Amber.
Dermott says he should introduce Bethany to him.

Dalt asks who I am. We introduce ourselves. He says it is
unusual to meet anyone not in demon form, but then he figures
out I am a scion of Amber. I try to be cool and noncommittal.

King Rinaldo and Queen Coral of Kashfa. Where is
Kashfa, asks Dermott. Dalt says next to Begma, near Amber,
in the Golden Circle. Dermott and Dalt speak of past days
when Dalt raided Amber. Now he isn’t raiding, though. He is
helping Kashfa. We discover Jasra is the mother of Rinaldo.

Rinaldo is 6’0 with red hair, and a broken nose that adds
character, not ugliness. He is charismatic and speaks to
everyone. Coral is tall and well-built for a woman. She seems
reserved, more so than Rinaldo. She’s wearing green and
copper, of a masculine type cut, with a wide-brimmed hat. She
also has an eye patch.

Rinaldo approaches. He begins a friendly conversation
with Dalt. He introduces himself to me... It seems Merlin has
been talking about me, everyone says ‘“oh, I’'m the one Merlin
was talking about.” Why does this make me uncomfortable?
Rinaldo introduces himself as Luke.

They talk a bit and then he leaves. Coral comes up behind
Dermott while he is speaking of her. I smile slightly. She
speaks pleasantly to us for a time. She invites us to join her for
a meal sometime in the near future.

Finally, King Merlin of Chaos. Merlin shows up looking
very uncomfortable in the royal robes of state. His ‘crown’, if
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you could call it that, is made of a ring of floating gemstones.
He is, surprisingly, in human form. Accompanying him is a
female demon, Gilva, if I recognize the sword on her hip
correctly. Gilva sits on Merlin’s left, Luke on his right, Coral
on Luke’s right, etc. etc.

Merlin nods to me, I give a slight nod back. He hugs
Luke, like an old friend, shakes Dalt's hand, kisses Coral on
the cheek, and she gives him a funny look. He glances down
for a second then looks up again. Hmm... note that. Gilva is
constantly one step behind him... Bodyguard.

Dermott says “Ah old girlfriends, so protective.”

“Ah, bodyguards, so attentive.” I reply.

“Abh, if you believe that...”

Merlin steps up and addresses the hall, “Friends and
honored guests, thank you for allowing me to hold this event
for you this evening. Forgive me for not holding more such
events, but thank you.” Etc. “The reason that we are holding
this is to do honor to the new ambassadors of Amber...” We
are asked to stand, and he gives a lengthy speech with the
awarding of honorifics..

In the middle of the speech, several forms appear in
plumes of smoke and rush the dais. I immediately feel the urge
to draw my sword, but give the Hendrake security a few
seconds to react, but the smoky figures are unaffected as their
swords pass clear through. One form reaches into a guards
chest with insubstantial hands and the guard collapses. The
crowd panics. I call forth Clairvidere, as Gilva and the rest of
security grab Merlin and flee.

They are apparently chasing Merlin, so I move to
intervene. They look insubstantial, but I hope the magic will
be effective. Dermott apparently is moving to protect the rest
of our group, who are rushing forward as well. Bethany
Leonardo and Frederick move forward with weapons drawn.
They are trailed closely by several people wearing odd
uniforms that look like humans. I ignore those in favor of the
insubstantial ones.

Dalt is fighting ineffectively against one. Luke is wielding
a magical sword against another, apparently holding them at
bay. Some Hendrake retainers are rushing off Coral. The
others stop short of the grand melee and pull odd items that
they fire at Coral and her guards. Leonardo and Frederick leap
forward dispatching Hendrake guards, while Bethany grabs
Coral and leaves, surrounded by grey uniformed guards. I am
simply flabbergasted by the sight, but have no time to react to
1t.

I intercept one of the figures, I slash upward from behind
as my blade is called forth. It parries! My sword is thrust wide
but I barely parry its riposte. We both take a defensive stance.

He suddenly lunges forward so I drop and stab under him.
I meet some small resistance. As the blade enters I hear a
keening noise like a boiling kettle. It jumps back and
disappears. It disperses.

I move on to the next one. Dalt isn’t hurting his, only
holding off. Suddenly something cold, cold as the grave,
touches my back where my heart would be. I try to swing
backwards into it, but I am knocked onto my knees. I solidly
strike it, and turn to find it impaled on my blade. I try to pull
upward and kill it in a rainbow flash.

I see my breath, as I struggle to stand. Luke kills one, Dalt
still is holding his off. One of the two on Luke turns to me and
shoots past me towards Dermott. I also see Leonardo and
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Frederick cutting down Hendrake guards, etc... I try to use the
flower-petal cut as it passes me, but it evades my thrust.

There is still one on Dalt, so I turn my attention to it.
Dermott flips the table and rolls past away from the melee,
dodging the insubstantial form saying “Gee, I wish I brought
my sword.” As he goes.

Dalt falls back, touched by one and thrashing
ineffectively. As I move to intervene, he rallies and steps
forward, killing it with a great sweep. Instead I move to
intercept the one after Dermott.

Involee reacts before I can take a step. The ring forms a
gauntlet, and lashes out tendrils and destroys the shadow
being. These are thinner and darker, and more wire-like than
Involee’s normal tentacles. They seem to be of another power.
Is this Broken Pattern, that Dermott has spoken of before?

The others are nowhere to be seen. Explosions come from
down the hall, so I rush down the hallway to intercept them, as
I still suspect there are two more after Merlin. I see Merlin
with two of them transfixed in lightning, which collapses
inward and destroys them.

“Well that was terribly unamusing. Thank you for the
assistance.” Dalt comes up behind me. He offers his hand, and
I take it. Foolish, I.

In an instant, he grabs my throat and smashes me into the
wall, and darkness enfolds me.

Cay 30088 (26 Jdanuary 2004)

Consciousness returns slowly, and I cannot help but let
out a string of curses. My head pounds, and I realize this is
because the blood is rushing through it. Opening my eyes, 1
see nothing but a vast abyss. I realize I am hung over this
abyss, apparently clamped to a chair or harness of some kind.
My limbs are immobilized. I hear Dermott shouting, so
apparently he is here as well.

After 10 minutes or so, one clamp, on one of my legs,
releases. I tuck the freed foot up under the restrained leg, in
order to not have to fight against the dangling so much. As it
is, I feel my own weight pulling most heavily upon the
clamps, in a most uncomfortable manner. Dermott has
apparently been similarly handled, for his shouts and cries
redouble.

Another 10 minutes, or so, as it is hard to judge when all
one can see is darkness, and my other leg releases. Now the
hanging is quite strenuous, most of my weight on a strap about
my waist. I can no longer tuck my legs up, and have no
purchase. Dermott as well, I gather, as his wailing reaches a
crescendo, with cries of “T’ll tell you anything!”

Upon him words, the chairs move upward, and swing
around, such that we are raised into a small room, and brought
to a seated position, at which point my legs are once again
restrained. Ah, well. I am too bothered by the reception to
worry about it.

Merlin, Mandor, Dara, Gilva, Dalt, Lord Kov, and a man
completely shrouded in red robes face us. A pair of demons in
Hendrake livery flank the chairs.

“Oh, god, I'm dead!” shouts Dermott.

I just say nothing. I will not blubber, and I am not so
easily intimidated. If they really wanted us dead, we would
already be dead. And nothing I say will really change what is
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about to occur, I gather. With Dara in the room, certainly
nothing I say will be taken as I mean it, anyway.

Dara approaches Dermott and he cringes, as she strokes
his hair. “Dermott, dear Dermott, what happened, we trusted
you?”

“It was that bitch, we were set up!”

“Which bitch would that be?”

“Bethany! It was cunning, I didn’t think she had it in
her!”

And then she turns upon me. “And you, you little
strumpet, what do you have to say?”

I simply say nothing. There is nothing I could say to her
that would actually make any difference. She is not one to
listen to reason. Merlin himself only looks frustrated, and at
the end of his rope. But he isn’t the one questioning... Curious
that. And who is the robed man?

“Now, Dara, no need to be rude... yet...” Mandor says, as
he spins three metal globes loosely in one hand.

Dara continues, facing both of us, in an infuriatingly
sweet tone. “Needless to say we need to know exactly how
you two were involved in this scheme of your friends, or
yours, or whomever. Otherwise people get put out, and start
looking for scapegoats, and well, there you go.”

“Did you know anything?” shouts Dermott to me,
apparently desperate.

“Of course not. Though I can’t honestly believe it was
really them. I can’t give them the credit to scheme their way
out of a wet paper sack.” I reply blithely, pointedly not
looking at Dara, as far as that is possible.

“But the assassins from Frederick’s Shadow, and the
magic of Bethany’s? It all fits!” Dermott’s voice cracks as he
exclaims it.

My answer is short. “Bethany is too naively simple to do
such a thing.”

“But you’d have us believe that you were dupes, or cat’s-
paws?” Mandor counters.

“In the wrong place at the wrong time. Ignorance is not
the same as naivety, or as duplicity.”

Mandor turns his questions then to Dermott, and
discovers Bethany had some grudge against him. Apparently
Dermott had previously led him to believe she favored him.
He is most displeased with this apparent deception. Mandor
releases his steel balls, which fly from his hand to orbit
Dermott. “Let the doors of pain be opened.”

Dermott screams, for about 10 seconds. Whatever
Mandor did was either quite frightening, or painful, as was
implied. I am unimpressed by Dermott’s complete lack of
fortitude. Then Mandor turns to me again... “Now Surengiin,
tell us, what happened at the dinner, start right before the
things showed up...” Dermott is isolated from me, by the
descent of an opaque crystal dome, before I am to tell my tale.

I see no profit in holding back, although they probably
will gain little enlightenment from my story. After all, they
were all there as well, within feet of me. I tell an accurate,
from my point of view, rendition. I spare no facts, except for
the end where Dalt so rudely waylays me. I also make no
speculations, and add nothing that was not directly observed
by my own eyes. It seems that Dara, especially, is annoyed by
the fact that I only state the baldest facts, and make no
implications.
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“So you mean, you are saying you had nothing to do with
the attempted assassination of our king and the subsequent
kidnapping?” asks Mandor once more...

“Yes, that is precisely what I am saying.”

“Very well, now we will talking to your companion.”

I am enclosed in a dome of opaque crystal, cutting me off
from the sight and sound of others. I assume that now they
will speak to Dermott, in order to see if our tales match.
Unfortunately for me, I cannot foresee this going well.
Dermott is a self-admitted liar, and demonstrably without
fortitude or honor. I'm sure he will tell them whatever he
thinks they want to hear, rather than what he actually saw.

But before my speculations can do more than begin, the
dome is washed in strobing lights. I close my eyes but to no
avail, they penetrate my eyelids by virtue of sheer brightness.
The dome is filled with screeching, discordant dissonance.
The chair to which I am bound begins to spin, and my own
senses seem to assault me.

Well, it seems that they are still trying to break me. I
attempt to find some corner of my own thoughts where I can
achieve a state of meditative calm, but I cannot. This jarring
discordance of the senses leaves me spinning in my own mind.

I quickly lose any sense of time and space I once had. If I
could feel the rest of my body, I might even be ill. As it is, all
I can do is bite my own cheek, and focus on the pain. I will not
cry out.

Eventually, it slowly grinds to a stop. It’s hard to tell, it
seems that I felt I was spinning even as I came to be still
again. The lights still echo behind my closed eyelids, and my
ears ring. I feel sweat running down my back. I simply attempt
to sit in stillness, and not give them the satisfaction of being
ill.

The first thing I see, as my eyes clear is Dara, rubbing
Dermott’s head. She makes another rude comment in my
direction.

The figure in red robes steps forward. “Be silent, Dara of
Sawall. This is my jurisdiction.” Ah, so this one is a judge...
“Normally in situations like this the accused are cast into the
Abyss, but in this case, others have come forward on their
behalf. Since evidence is not clear enough to determine their
guilt or innocence beyond doubt, they shall face a trial. Their
guilt or innocence will be determined by trial of ordeal. The
defendants will be fitted with the proper restraints and sent to
hunt down their former compatriots and Queen Coral of
Kashfa. Upon retrieving these into the Courts of Chaos, their
debt to us will be considered cancelled, unless circumstances
demand a new trial.” The figure pauses.

“This verdict is to be carried out immediately. The
defendants have one year to accomplish this task. If it is not
accomplished in a year, they will be summarily executed. In
the name of the Serpent that lies in the center of the universe,
let it be done.” With this final pronouncement, the red-robed
figure, judge of Chaos as he seems, disappears in a puff of red
smoke.

Hmm. So we have a year to hunt down the others. If it
really is their doing, which I still can’t credit, I will certainly
kill them. But only a year... Well, that leaves Dermott out of
the planning. He took 20 years, subjectively, and still couldn’t
find Frakir, whom I found in three weeks. It looks like it is up
to me to solve this.
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King Merlin steps forward. “We have heard the judgment
of the court. It is to be done now. But, first I would speak to
them alone to tell them the nature of their tasks, and what they
need to know in order to carry them out. Sentence will be
carried out in 15 minutes. Mandor remain, everyone else
leave.”

Dara kisses Merlin, and then Dermott on the cheek. “I
know its all her fault. I'm glad you did the right thing and told
us.” She quips to Dermott. As a parting shot, she turns to me.
“See, it’s so much easier if you cooperate. We could have
been friends, but no, you wouldn’t have that... I'm so sorry
for you.” And then, haughtily, she departs.

My jaw is clenched so hard my teeth hurt, but I keep my
tongue. I can taste the blood in my mouth. The wrong word
now will not help me.

Everyone else leaves on Dara’s heels, except Mandor, of
course.

Merlin speaks. “I am horrified at what this has come to.
I'm sorry for what you have endured, and what you will
endure. But it was the best Luke and I could do in this case.
Many are those that wished you summarily executed. But, this
is more important than you can know. Before you go I must
entrust to you a great secret, which I hope you are worthy to
bear. If not, you will be executed. But there is nothing for it
now.”

During this time, it seems Dermott has found his tongue,
for he seems bent on making conciliatory comments about our
situation. Personally I just wish he would shut up.

Merlin just continues on. “We believe Queen Coral was
the primary target last night. You noticed she wore an eye
patch? Under that is a item, an artifact, the Jewel of
Judgment...”

Merlin proceeds to tell a tale of this Jewel, of what it is,
roughly, and the part it played in the last war between Chaos
and Amber. Between Chaos and Order. The poles of the
universe. It becomes apparent to me that our companions have
been implicated by Dermott, and that it sounds like there was
an implication that the Court of Amber was involved in the
planning of this kidnapping. Not good.

“After this, war will be difficult to avoid, unless you can
provide information, or take actions to prevent it. Your
primary objective is the safe return of the Queen of Kashfa
and the Jewel. Finding your companions is secondary. We
must find them all. Above all we must ascertain the location of
the Jewel.”

“Who is to get the Jewel if we recover it?” asks Dermott,
“Is this whole situation to remain a secret? What if Random
finds out.”

“Random already knows about the Jewel and Coral. If
you do find the Jewel, and Coral no longer possesses it, then
we will have to rendezvous at a neutral location, and it will
probably be returned to the King of Amber.”

Mandor nods in agreement and adds, “The universe as we
know it would come to an end if the Serpent were to actually
get his eye back.”

“For now, do you have any questions?”” Merlin turns to
us.

Dermott sums it up our goals succinctly. As I have
nothing to add, and cannot think of anything at the moment, I
remain silent. It is made plain to us, that if Chaos is left
lacking a scapegoat, we will be the scapegoat.
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“And now, comes the most unpleasant part...” Merlin
looks away, “Mandor, do it.”

Mandor approaches us... I wonder what sort of
‘restraints’ we are to be set with? Apparently painful ones, as
Merlin does not seem to care to watch. Mandor produces two
large, faceted domes of crystal. He places one next to each of
our chairs, and lowers the opaque crystal domes over us again.

Then there is a hissing noise. The crystal seems to fold
open into halves, and out of it comes a swarm of tiny
crystalline... insects is all I could call them. They buzz about
and then swarm me. I can feel them stabbing or stinging, or
biting me all about. A multitude of small pains. As each one
strikes, it falls off, apparently dead. A few moments after the
last one falls, the dome rises again.

Mandor is waiting. “What you have just experienced is
what I refer to as a shard swarm, something I have been
working on for a couple years. They home in on heat, and
inject their victims with something called monofilament
devitalizer. To make a long story short, the MDV works its
way through your body until it reaches your digestive tracts.
There it attaches itself and feeds from your body. At this stage
the only symptom you should see is an increase in appetite.”

“It grows as it feeds from the proteins and energy it takes
from you. It forms nerve bundles, and eventually, a full
nervous system. The thing should reach full growth in a few
weeks. After that you will act as transceivers, broadcasting all
you see and hear back to the main control unit. After a time,
you will also be subject to subconscious commands from the
control unit. If, after a year, it has not been removed or
neutralized, it will consume your entire nervous system and
brain, rendering you a mindless automaton, hence the time
limit on your mission. Any attempt to remove or neutralize
the... sentence... will be known to me and activate the
failsafe.”

Hmm... Definitely up to me. Dermott will likely be of
very little help at all.

“You will be taken care of this evening, and placed in the
quarters of an... honored... guest. Tomorrow you will begin
your search. Please let me know if you need anything, I am
interested to see how this works out, I haven’t had field trials
yet.”

Mandor leaves with an elegant bow and a grin I can best
describe as evil. Merlin then speaks one last time. “Sorry, but
at least you're still alive.” He leaves, and the chairs release.
Hendrake guards escort us ungently to our quarters to where
we are locked in and left...

Personally, I can only wonder if I will be able to sleep
tonight at all. I no longer worry about an assassination attempt
by Dara, at least not until this is over. But, every time I close
my eyes, I can still see the spinning afterimages of strobe
lights. Meditation seems nearly impossible, but I keep at it. I
myself am of little use if I cannot regain my center; my
balance both mental and physical. I must be sharp, to be on the
hunt. But stillness is hard come by.

Whoever’s plot this truly is, I swear death on them. I
swear it with all my heart.

Cay 30089 (8 March 2004)

Before dawn I am awake and ready to leave, though as yet
I have no idea as to where I will go or how I will get there. I

page 8 of 35, 1/25/07



only know the sooner this task is done, the better. The door is
still locked, so I meditate, and wait. No one comes, the door is
not unlocked even after the dawn is well past.

How long are we to be held before we can begin? It is
impossible to determine. I can feel hunger gnawing at me, so
eventually I knock at the locked door. A guard opens it, and
when I request breakfast, food is brought. At least I can make
requests. A small blessing. Though I am famished, as Mandor
warned, I force myself to eat only little. I am uncertain
whether a fast will slow the growth of this parasitical thing
Mandor has inflicted on us, but it certainly can’t hurt to try, by
my reckoning. The rest of breakfast I leave for lunch, and
possibly supper. I will see how long I can draw this out.

A day to rest is perhaps not a bad thing. I convert
Clairvidere into its book form and begin to add a Trump of
Amber into its array, so that I can give my actual card to
Dermott if he does not have one. I'm sure by now he’s figured
out I'm a Trump artist, as it seems everyone else has. Looking
through, I could in theory give him several others as well, but
we’ll see first.

Trump work eats the day away, and distracts me from
hunger pangs. My anger subsides a little as I work, and
acceptance begins. Things are what they are, and all I can do
is deal with this situation one day at a time. Eventually the sky
purples and dims, and I retire again. If no one comes
tomorrow, I shall attempt to leave by my own means.

Lay 30690 (8 March 2004)

Before dawn I am awake and ready to leave again, but
again no one comes, even after dawn. It seems we are not to
be allowed to wander the Chaos Court, but there seems to be
no reason we couldn’t leave Chaos by Trump, as my cards are
cold.

I spend the morning finishing the Trump of Amber in
Clairvidere and return it to the form of a tattoo. I prepare
myself for travel, and once again have a very light meal. I then
knock for the guards again, and request that they bring
Dermott to me. I half expect them to refuse, but they do not.

Dermott enters some minutes later, coolly angry in aspect,
and insulting the House of Hendrake while talking into his
hand. I wonder what he is up to. Has what remains of his mind
finally left him?

He is offended, and seems to think I’m stupid for wanting
to speak to him. He insists I don’t speak out loud. What
madness is this? When I insult him back, he grabs me, and
though I pull back from him, his form being malleable merely
goes with me.

I feel him speaking to me directly, mind to mind. This
confuses me greatly. He explains to me what a transceiver is,
and I understand now why he wants such direct contact,
though I still shrink from it. Mandor is listening in on us, but
perhaps not on a mental level. He says he has protections, and
he hopes I have mental protections as well. I do not
understand how he accomplishes this. He tries to explain, but
seems to think I am unintelligent and equate everything to
black magic.

He then seems to enter a meditation where he examines
the working of the transceiver, and then he ends telepathic
contact. He says it extends to our thoughts as well, so there is
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no point to such contact, and I am both relieved and disturbed.
Mandor can now read our thoughts?

Well, whether he is reading our minds or not, we still
have to get started somewhere. I list off those who to my
knowledge are suspects — those who knew about Coral’s
significance. Included are: Merlin, Mandor, Dara, Random,
Luke, Dalt, Dworkin, Coral herself, the Pattern, and possibly
the Logrus. I also state that I believe she would be found in the
least likely place; either here in Chaos or in her home realm of
Begma. Dermott doesn’t disagree, but suggests we start in
Amber, as it seems we are not to be allowed free run here in
Chaos, and Chaos being infinitely mutable would be virtually
impossible to search anyhow. I can only shrug and acquiesce,
as I don’t know anything that would contradict his statements,
or even narrow our search here.

Our conversation is in fact weird and quite disjointed. In
the course of trying to figure out all these new concepts of
Chaos and transceivers we have danced about many subjects
including philosophy. Eventually I have to stop the
conversation as it has gone too far from our starting point.

I bring up the more practical matter of method of travel. I
tell Dermott that I have Trump, but I cannot walk Shadow. He
says he can. That is a small relief to me. Trump is faster,
though. I ask him if he has a Trump of Amber, as I have a
spare. He says no, he only has Merlin, Martin, and Dara. I give
him the Amber Trump. I ask if he wants Trump of the others;
Bethany, Frederick, Aseric, or Kaliese... he declines these. He
says he can contact them through Involee. He then hands me a
black ring. I take it with a sigh, and immediately here a
cultured voice in my mind! Involee speaks!

Dermott again seems frustrated at what he sees as my
simplicity of thought. I am merely uneducated, not stupid!
Involee explains to me it is intelligent, and seems to think we
are related. I don’t press the issue, but tuck the ring into my
sash for safe keeping. I don’t want to get side-tracked again.

I ask Dermott if there is anything he needs to retrieve
from his quarters, and he says no. We decide, therefore, to
leave immediately for Amber, as I am ready to go as well.

Before we depart, I attempt to Trump Bethany, Leonardo,
and Frederick. I even try Aseric. I get no response, like my
signal simply disappears into a void with no answer. Ah, well,
I didn’t expect to actually reach them, but it doesn’t hurt to
eliminate the simple solutions first before moving on to the
more complex.

Dermott uses the card I gave him, and when he has
departed, I summon Clairvidere as a mirror, and follow. I feel
some slight resistance, like a barrier, that seems to dissipate
before me. If something was preventing our Trump departure
previously, it is no longer doing so. I assume that this would
tell whomever our keepers are that we have gone.

We both arrive outside Castle Amber without incident. It
seems to be around lunchtime here. We approach the castle
and are immediately stopped by the guards, who are
apparently watching for us. They ask us to follow, and begin
escorting us towards the audience chambers on the first floor.

I can clearly hear yelling from within the throne room.
Random is arguing with another man, who is yelling about his
daughter and mutual protection pacts. I can only gather it is
Coral’s father.

We are led to a sitting room off the main throne room.
Sitting at a sunny window, drinking tea, is a brown haired
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woman. As she turns, I can see immediately that it is Queen
Vialle.

“Who is this?” She politely inquires, and the guards
introduce us. She invites us to sit and take tea with her, which
we do. Before we begin to speak, though, she motions us to be
silent. She explains that she is aware of much of our situation
from Random, who apparently heard through a letter sent by
Dermott earlier. She then says there are some things that need
to be done before we can speak further. She has the guards
bring Princess Fiona.

Fiona enters with greetings for us, and obvious curiosity,
but Vialle tells her to wait until later. Fiona immediately
settles into casting some sort of spell, and I politely turn away.
A glow builds throughout the room for a few minutes, then
explodes, and fills the chamber. The whole room seems to
glow slightly. She then touches each of us on the forehead,
and seems to assess our situation. She has set a ward against
the transceiver, she informs us. It should last about an hour,
she suspects.

She turns to leave, dismissed by Vialle, and invites us to
visit her later. She wants to examine Mandor’s work. This
bothers me somehow, but I can’t place why. I would rather not
be interfered with any further than I already have, I suppose.
Interference could be dangerous, as well.

Once she is gone, we settle to serious discussion. Queen
Vialle explains what she knows, and Dermott adds a little to
this, but not much. This is the first time Queen Vialle has
actually spoken to us at length, and despite myself, I find I like
her. She is intelligent, and seems genuinely concerned about
the situation. Can I trust my own feelings on this matter?

Dermott asks her how to contact Dworkin. Vialle explains
the red-heads, Brand, Fiona, and Bleys, were always the
closest to Dworkin, and might know how to contact him.
Vialle also tells us Random believes we weren’t involved in
the whole plot because we were too ignorant of the relevant
information. He is concerned about getting the King of
Begma’s daughter, Coral, back and proving who was behind
it. The Begman King is suggesting that this is an act of war
from the Courts of Chaos and he might invoke the mutual
protection pact... which we heard them yelling about.

It is the highest order imperative that the Jewel be
retrieved and returned to Amber immediately. But we aren’t to
remove the Jewel from Coral if it is still implanted in her eye.
But if it has been removed, then we need to bring it to Amber.

The Court of Amber has been informed they have to
cooperate with us, but not why. That must gall the elders, I
think. Vialle gives me her signet ring as proof we work in the
name of the Crown. She says we can dine with the court, or
alone, but we should beware of our conversations with others,
since they do not know they are being overheard. We must
always remember this, and be vigilant.

She also makes a point of telling us not to use this license
to pay off petty vendettas. As if we would? I could not
comprehend of such a misuse of power. It would be so far
beyond honorless I could not do so.

Dermott and I agree we wish to begin our investigation
immediately, although Vialle assures us that our quarters are
still waiting for us, undisturbed. She quips that her state
prevents her taking part in much of the daily routine of the
court, much to the envy of Random.
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I can only respond that surely it must not be an
impediment to her grace.

She responds that it truly is no impediment, but a
convenient excuse to avoid boredom, which makes me smile
just a bit.

Finally, she says that I should feel free to make a Trump
of her, if I wish. She also asks to feel our faces, such that she
can get an idea of our features and appearance. I agree and
seat myself nearby easily, though again I cannot say why. I
usually hate being touched, but I cannot bring myself to refuse
her request. Her only comment is that I seem very tense, and
she hopes that I can learn to relax. She then excuses herself, as
she is sure we wish to make use of our remaining moments of
free conversation.

We decide to start looking for Aseric. He also reportedly
has encountered Dworkin, and might remember where to find
him. He was last heard from when he went to search Brand’s
room, weeks ago. I cannot believe he is still there, but we have
nowhere else to begin. Perhaps we can find a clue to his
whereabouts. We would both rather deal with Aseric than with
Fiona. Less dangerous. And to get Bleys to help us Dermott
thinks I would have to sleep with him! Inconceivable.

I state I would not want to try to draw a Trump of
Dworkin myself yet, as I have only spoken to him for a
moment or two. I fear it would not work correctly. Dermott
seems highly surprised at this comment, but I am sure I have
mentioned my encounter with Dworkin before. Perhaps it only
just sunk in for him.

But, finally there is nothing to do but begin. As we leave
the room the ward shatters. There is still yelling from the
throne room. It seems Random has had enough. Dermott leads
me quickly to Brand’s room. It seems he has served as a page
here in Amber, and knows his way around the castle quite
well.

He has never been into Brand’s room though. None of the
pages have, he explains. Brand was known for setting traps,
and fear keeps the servants away, even now, long after his
death. The door is unlocked, and Dermott swings it open.
There is dust everywhere.

I grab his shoulder before he enters. The rug before the
door has a familiar pattern. It takes me a moment to
remember, but then it clicks. The pattern in the rug. I saw it
the last time I managed to make contact with Aseric. It was
kaleidoscope-bright and I ended up in the mirror hall. I warn
Dermott not to step on the rug. This is probably some sort of
magical trap.

Other than around the rug itself, though, the room has
obviously lain undisturbed for a long time. The remains of an
uneaten meal rot on the table, the bed is unmade, everything is
dusty and molding. The trappings of magical practices are
everywhere, and Dermott collects some of the papers. I don’t
agree with robbing the dead, but my opinion doesn’t seem to
matter to him.

He summons forth Involee then, to test the rug. The black
construct creates a cloned form, female, that resolves into the
image of Kaliese. Hmm... So he can create duplicates. Oh
well. I am still me, so I don’t care. It is up to the others to
watch out for themselves. I may end up killing them anyhow,
if they are truly responsible.

Involee’s extension steps onto the rug, and disappears in a
kaleidoscopic flash. So what I experienced then was the rug.
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At least I correctly interpreted that. Point in my favor. Involee
can no longer reach or communicate with that piece of itself,
though it senses it is not destroyed. No help there. We cannot
tell where the rug leads.

With nothing gained, we must now go to speak to Fiona.
As we leave, Dermott tells Involee to gather what samples it
can find in the room for his genealogical research of
Amberites, and to catch up to us later. It flows into the form of
a snuffling animal and begins to consume any organic material
it can find, other than furniture... Disgusting. We leave it to its
task and move on.

Fiona herself was in her quarters waiting. Her chambers
are not what I expected. Most magicians I have met seem very
unkempt and messy. Fiona is the opposite. Her rooms are
spartan and extremely clean. I am impressed despite myself.
She sits upon a couch, reading.

Fiona welcomes us with a little too much courtesy. Both
Dermott and I are nervous about speaking with her, but Vialle
told us Fiona knows a little about what is going on, since she
had to have some knowledge to set the wards earlier. So, I
bring myself to speak, as silence will get us nowhere.

I ask her for help finding Dworkin. She explains that he
does not live in Amber Castle itself, but in a dungeon on the
plane of the Primal Pattern. Amber is only the first Shadow of
this Primal Pattern. Fascinating, but again I dare not dally in
philosophy. I ask for directions on how to reach Dworkin’s
dungeon, and Fiona tells us there is a way from the dungeons
in this castle that connects, near to the chamber of the Pattern.
I ask if there is another way, and she says yes, though upon
questioning admits the other ways are not accessible to us at
this time.

As we turn to go, she invites us to stay for lunch, but we
decline. She also asks for samples of our blood, to study this
infestation of ours set on us by Mandor. This request alarms
me somewhat, but I am long practiced at concealing such
feelings. Dermott hesitantly concedes to her wish, but
manages to convince her one sample should suffice, and none
is required of me. I am relieved, but I don’t know why
Dermott did this. It seems unlike him to be so openly helpful
to me. Ah, well, move on. The price of his help will be made
clear in time.

Day 30690 cont.3 May 2004)

We move on through the dungeon to the room indicated
by Fiona’s directions. We reach a cell door, Dark but for an oil
lamp, and a smell of old organic decay permeates that
indicates no one has been in here in a long time... Char marks,
empty wine bottles, other trash... Pictures of some sort on the
wall. I examine the pictures carefully, not wishing to disturb
the chalky scratched images. They are both cold, faintly, and
have the feel of Trump, which I inform Dermott of. I indicate
that the person whom I saw before that I believed was
Dworkin was in a library much like one that is depicted in one
of the two images, so I suspect that is the correct image.

After informing Dermott, I see no reason to dawdle. As he
is still examining the cell, I tell him it is time to move on, and
reach for the image. Contact comes easier than I expected
from such a sketchy form, and I find myself transported..

The room smells smoky & musty, and is lit dimly with
candles. Haphazard piles of books and plates of abandoned
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meals and empty glass are littered everywhere among all the
various piles magical equipment and other unidentifiable
debris.

I quickly find that Dermott doesn’t follow. So this is the
price of his diversion of Fiona? I am to face this ‘mad
magician’ Dworkin alone? Very well. I am not afraid to do so,
and I can Trump Dermott if I need to make a quick escape.
Calling out, I find no response, so he is perhaps not here, or
perhaps cannot hear me, or perhaps even just chooses not to
answer. In any case, it seems I must look for him.

Before setting out to find Dworkin, I carefully tuck Aseric
and Dermott’s Trumps in my sleeve — fast access if needed. In
but a few moments I believe I have explored this small
dungeon, and find no one in residence... odd... It is not large.
I find a privy, and a kitchen area, both as unclean as the main
room, or more so. I also soon find a tunnel that leads to
daylight, the walls of rough-hewn stone.

With no other obvious course, I follow the tunnel. Outside
it is a warm, bright spring day, clear and ideal in almost any
way. The sky is perhaps the bluest I have ever seen. The air is
purer than on a mountain peak, though I note I am indeed on a
mountain. The top of the mountain seems perfectly smooth, as
if shorn away by the gods. Upon this plateau is a Pattern, the
Primal Pattern, if Fiona is to be believed, etched in silver
flame. It hurts my head to look upon it too closely.

At the beginning of this Pattern, I then note is a large
stake... And tethered to this stake by a metal collar and long
chain is a strange beast! It is reptilian in aspect, 50’ long from
head to tail, if I judge correctly... It stands upon two long legs
that end in talons, and has the tail of a scorpion. It launches
itself into the air on huge bat-like wings as soon as it notes my
presence...

My first thought is to gauge the length of that chain! It
seems that if I stay here at the cave mouth, it might not be able
to reach me, but I cannot be entirely certain. Its posture seems
defensive, so I take no immediate action. The presence of a
chain indicates a guardian beast, perhaps? If it sees I do not
threaten, it may become calmer.

Looking around the plateau then, I try to see if anyone is
around this outside area, but I can see no one besides me and
the beast...I then realize, much to my own dismay, that
someone has walked up behind me, and I turn. How did I not
notice?

“Uh, may I help you? Have we met?” he says... He is an
older fellow, quite tall, with tailored clothing of a sort I have
not seen before. His clothes are grey, and quite neat and trim.
He has lace at the end of his sleeves, crisp and white, along
with white covers on shiny black leather shoes. He carries a
black cane topped with a silver eagle’s head. His eyes are
violet, and his hair quite gray, cut in a short, neat hairstyle
similar to others I’ve seen worn in Amber... This certainly
isn’t Dworkin. Who is it?

“I beg your pardon... I am Surengiin. I came here hoping
to speak to Dworkin.”

“Congratulations, you’ve found him.”

“Excellent.” I reply, though I find myself confused...
How can this be Dworkin? But they do say he is mad... Best
to tread carefully. If he is as ancient and powerful as others
have hinted, perhaps he is a shape-changer as well, which
would explain how my last encounter was so different.
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“Would you care to accompany me on a walk? It’s a fine
day today?”

“Certainly. It is indeed.” I say carefully. Best to humor
him.

“After you,” he replies, indicating a path leading path the
guard-beast...”Don’t mind Sammy, he’s mostly harmless...”

The beast, for its part, seems much calmer, as it hears the
voice of its master. Or is Dworkin its master? I couldn’t say.
But I take a few steps, careful to position myself to politely
accompany this strange fellow without presenting myself as a
vulnerable target...

He amiably explains he is feeling good today... Many
other days he is not himself, and the beast prevents him from
rash actions... I find it strange, he seems to admit he is
touched by madness openly. But if he can manage this
problem, then I suppose it is not all bad.

This was not what I expected Dworkin to be like. He’s
s0... Gentlemanly... Not the crazed old man I was led to
expect.

He suddenly seems almost to prick up his ears... “Were
you by chance accompanied?” he asks?

“Perhaps, I did have a companion but I thought he didn’t
follow me here.”

“Ah, I can sense someone else about... Shall we return?”’

Dworkin sets off to the cave again, and I follow a bit
behind him. Inside is Dermott, who also seems surprised at
Dworkin’s appearance and manner. Dermott promptly begins
to flatter him extensively.

Dermott proceeds after a moment or two to ask if
Dworkin knows the whereabouts of Aseric... It seems that at
this point, I am not to be given a word edgewise in the
conversation, so I simply listen carefully and keep my eye on
the old gentleman.

He responds that yes, he rescued him from Brand’s carpet
and tossed him elsewhere, but he can’t be sure where. Maybe
in the castle. Unicorn only knows... Hmm. He seems less
certain of himself than he did a few moments ago. Best to get
this conversation over quickly...

I interrupt as politely as I can... “While we do wish to
find Aseric, this isn’t what we came here to speak to you
about.” As I speak Dworkin gestures, and pulls wine and cut
crystal glasses out of thin air... “The matter is actually one of
great importance, the Jewel of Judgment has been stolen...” I
proceed to give him a brief explain of the assassination
attempts and circumstances. ..

This news seems to anger and upset Dworkin. He seems
quite disgusted as he begins gesturing and casting some spell,
tracing a complicated pattern of silver fire in the air. This
ephemeral mobile begins to spin, faster and faster... I cannot
keep my eyes upon it... until it forms a silver sphere so
flawless I cannot tell if it is still spinning or has gone still.

He gazes into this sphere for a few moments, apparently
attempting to scry out the Jewel, or at least I hope so... But it
is apparently to no avail. He dismisses the sphere with an
impatient gesture.

“Nope can’t find it. It’s being hidden. Sorry, you’re on
your own.” At prompting from Dermott and myself, he goes
on to explain several ways it could be hidden by other
powerful casters or artifacts. So it seems his help will not be
all that is hoped.
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He then gives us one good lead. He says the Hall of
Mirrors is a place to go to find what needs to be seen, and
found. When we ask how to get there, he says he gave one of
us the key already.. What key? He gave Aseric a mirror
Trump. Ah. Then our key is to find Aseric.

To our surprise, Dworkin then lashes out at thin air,
cursing birds that follow him, though we see nothing... Within
seconds his demeanor has changed, and I can see madness in
him. Perhaps brought out by the upset of the news, I cannot
say. But his mental acuity seems to have vanished in seconds,
and our position becomes precarious just as fast. I am already
pulling out Trumps, as is Dermott, as he snaps, and swings out
to attack us.

I can hear Dermott shouting ‘“Martin!”, over Dworkin’s
screams, as he disappears. Dworkin, for his part, is indeed a
shape-shifter, I note, as he morphs into a demonic creature
more fearsome than those I saw in the Courts of Chaos... He
has a wicked bladed device in his hands, as I too try to Trump
away. But the first card in my sleeve is Aseric’s! And I can
still get no response.

In a blind panic, I then grab the second card, which is
Dermott’s. To my great relief, I can immediately contact him,
and he pulls me through.

I find I have arrived in a bar, typical of those found by the
docks of many places. It is a shabby place, but not too rough.
The patrons, mostly sailors by their look, seem to notice our
arrival, but not to care. We must be near Amber then, I gather.

Before me is a table with the fixings of a lobster dinner.
At the table sits Martin.

“What in the name of Unicorn were you doing?” he asks?

“We were talking to Dworkin?” my only, and truthful
reply.

Dermott immediately launches into the tale of our whole
situation, and Martin invited us to join him somewhere quiet
to discuss it, but I cut Dermott off quickly. I am mindful that
this is still supposed to be kept somewhat secret, and that we
are being listened to by Mandor’s ‘transceiver’.

“Let’s go Dermott.”

Martin confirms for us that we are in the town just outside
Amber Castle, close to the docks. The restaurant is called
‘Bloody Bill’s’ and was recommended to Martin by Merlin.
Martin explains that he has been disturbed himself lately, as
his grandmother Queen Moiré of Rebma is apparently on her
deathbed. We give him our condolences, but I remind Dermott
again that time is of the essence.

Martin, in response to my obvious urging for speed, gives
us the use of his carriage to get back to the castle. It is
generally agreed that we owe him several nights on the town
for all the help he’s given us... But that’s fine. A royal liveried
carriage with 4-horses and livery and servants... It certainly
provides up with a fast ride back to the castle.

Once we reach the castle, Dermott seems to think finding
Aseric will be as simple as finding a Trump-dead room. I
don’t think it will be so simple; Dworkin wasn’t in the fittest
frame of mind, and I doubt anything he said could be much
trusted. Dermott still, however, suggests I start searching for
trump-dead areas.

Logic tells me that aside from private sanctuaries of the
Elders, the most likely spot would be the dungeons. Dermott
suggests splitting up, but I object; I don’t know my way
around the castle, he does. He seems incredulous that I don’t
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know my way, but I remind him that I’ve spent less than a full
day here, all told, while he has spent much longer. Eventually
I convince him to lead the way. As evening descends, we
search the dungeons again, but find no trace that Aseric was
ever there.

Dermott even queries the servants, who confirm that they
haven’t seen him in a long time, since before his fall into
Brand’s rug.

It is growing late in the day by now. I suggest he try to
use Involee to track Aseric, as Aseric has one of the black
rings... He concentrates silently for a long time as he speaks to
his construct. Finally he speaks aloud, “How the fuck did he
get out there?

“Dworkin?” I reply, testily.

“He’s out in shadow somewhere...
have a feeling. I hope you like Yeti...
matched luggage.”

The middle? Ah, between Amber and Chaos. “I don’t
carry luggage but I have a fast horse..”

“Oh no, you don’t want to do that. Bring lots of bug
repellent...” and Dermott starts ranting about yeti and beatings
and other random nightmarish catastrophes... Has Dworkin’s
madness rubbed off on him? No, he explains, it is the limit of
Broken Pattern. We can travel, but the road will be long,
rough and unpleasant.

As darkness falls I saddle Kaze and prepare to leave.
Dermott seems annoyed I insist upon bringing her, but I will
not relent. This is a long trip, and by horseback would be
easier, at least for me, since I cannot shape-shift. He will not
bring his horse, though. He seems not to care. I let the issue
drop, as I have to follow Dermott on his vector, and don’t
want to make things any more unpleasant than they have to be.

Though we don’t trust, or like each other, we have to
work together. It chafes, but there is nothing for it. I only hope
we find Aseric in time.

Lay 30728 (3 May 2004)

We have been on the road for almost a month, by my
reckoning... Only eleven months left in our ‘sentence’ by the
Courts of Chaos. And still no Aseric. To say this road has
unpleasant is an understatement of epic proportions.

We began our trek in Forest Arden, as we have several
times before, but it quickly veered darkly. The wood within a
day or two became dark and menacing. The trees seemed alive
and watchful. Finally, when Dermott began to sing of
woodcutters and vegetarians, I felt I needed to shut him up,
but too late... The trees heard, and uprooted themselves to
pursue us. Dermott, though I pulled him into the saddle,
launched himself to the air to fly away and escape. I suppose I
should have expected that. The great trees tried to grab and
crush us mercilessly. Kaze was swift enough to evade them,
luckily. Even long after, I swear I could hear the moans of
“Tree killer” on the wind.

The woods past, we then found ourselves on plains, and
the grass became taller and taller. Days passed and we found
ourselves among insects, ants as big as war-elephants! I had
never before realized the predatory nature of some insects
until that moment... For we were small and moving, and
became prey to them. More fleeing.

out in the middle... I
And don’t bring
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Dermott again flies off, but this time seems determined to
grab me from the saddle. I will not abandon Kaze to these
things, however. Finally, he summons Involee, and despite my
revulsion, I find I am encased in blackness. My only hope is
that it took Kaze as well. That would be more merciful, I hope,
than leaving her to the roaches and ants.

I feel almost immediately released then, confused and in
disarray. All is blackness around me, nighttime, but yet I can
see clearly. I find I am suspended in mid-air among the
blackness. It is then I realize how wrong things are. I am
engulfed by horror!

My body has been changed by that black creature of
Dermott’s! Cursed Involee!!! It has merged my form with that
of Kaze in some unspeakable melding! My waist ends in the
body of Kaze, and great bat-wings spring from
her...our...back. My fingers are talons. I am covered in some
thick dark substance like the chitin Dermott wears, like armor
or barding. The wings are beating by some instinctive action,
for I do not know how I do it. All I can do is scream in horror
and frustration, but that too is wrong. The scream comes out a
bird-like shriek, and I can feel fangs in my mouth.

There are other... misshapen things flying in the darkness
around us, and running beneath us. Like great dragons, and
giant cats. Dermott, again in a changed form, converses
amiably with them, and they seem concerned by my
displeasure. Dermott then, curse him forever, suggests that it
is ‘mating season for my species’ and the misshapen things go
about trying to find me a mate!

Finally in frustration I grab Dermott, and he is captured in
my grasp. I seize his throat and demand we move elsewhere
NOW. He cannot breathe, he gestures, but I do not care.

“If T can Trump while being strangled, you can shift
shadow the same! Now do it!”

But he does not, and then that blasted construct is once
again speaking to my mind... Would I please let go of master,
before I kill him?

Despite my anger, I cannot but do as it asks... I cannot
kill Dermott, for doing so will render me incapable of finding
Aseric, and of changing back to my true self, I would gather. I
doubt Involee would be kind enough to return my shape if I
killed its master. It asks if I do not enjoy my ‘improved’ form?
NO! I think at it, I prefer myself as I am! It replies it felt this
form was necessary to survive these circumstances.

So I release my grip, just a little. And Dermott can
breathe, and he tries to shift closer to Aseric.

Until we are blinded by a great flash of light. My eyes,
‘improved’ by Involee, quickly adjust, but Dermott’s do not.
He is blind, and can shift no more until they heal. Without
another word he cocoons himself with Involee, and I am
alone, flying in a storm the likes of none I have ever seen,
twisted into something hideous and infernal.

It is all T can do to keep flapping, crudely dodging
lightning bolts that seem as if they are aimed to hit us. What
cruel joke is this? What have I done in this life or any other to
deserve this?

It seems I fly for hours, the storm pushing me lower and
lower, and my wings eventually beginning to ache. I cannot do
this much longer. I can see mountains below me. Eventually I
find a large ledge, with a cave where I can try to land. I don’t
really know what I am doing, but I don’t have much choice.
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With an ungraceful and painful crash, I go to ground. At least
Dermott didn’t see that.

I limp into the cave, to wait out the storm. Will it ever
end? Or is this a shadow of eternal storm? A puddle on the
floor adds the last bit of horror. In the reflection of lightning-
flashes, I see my face. It is twisted into the visage of an oni,
like a mempo I cannot remove after battle. I feel like I might
sink down and weep. Or perhaps kill Dermott and destroy
Involee, if I could figure out how to do so, and find Aseric...

Eventually, I realize, I can speak directly to Involee.
Biting back both tears and anger, I politely ask it to change me
back to my normal form. And to return Kaze as well, if it is
possible. To my surprise, Involee agrees, and in a rush of
blackness, I find myself returned to my true form, and Kaze
stands beside me, confused, reproachful, and frightened by the
lightning.

Involee collapses itself into Dermott’s cocoon, and I can
do nothing but wait, and calm Kaze as the thunder and
lightning continues unabated outside. At least this cave I
found is untenanted. No bears or other mountain beasts have
claimed it. I move Kaze to the back so she is not so near the
entrance.

After a half and hour, or so, by my reckoning, the cocoon
collapses, revealing two forms; both appear to be Dermott.

“Why are there two of you, Dermott?”’

“Why not, two is better than one, isn’t it?”

One of the forms shifts into the shape of Merlin then,

“Is that better?”

I can only sigh... Here we go again.

It then assumes the shape of Kaliese. So, this must be
Involee, I gather. Dermott nods assent.

“What form would you want me to assume?” Involee
asks, to my surprise...

“Whatever form please you,” I sigh, “I don’t care.”

It then shifts to a mirror of myself!

“Not that form! I forbid it!”

Involee then retakes the shape to Merlin. Argh. I really
dislike seeing duplicates of people I know running about.

Dermott suggests that he thought I liked Merlin, with
innuendo in his voice, and I just sigh and ignore him. Nothing
I say will make a difference when he is like that. I see nothing
more constructive to do than set up camp and wait out the
storm.

Involee/Merlin then boldly walks out into the storm,
disappearing from sight within seconds. I ask why, and
Dermott replies that Involee will scout the way for us, and see
how much further we have to go until we reach Aseric.
Apparently Involee is not worried about being injured by the
lightning.

It seems to take several hours, or maybe days, for the
storm to pass, its hard to tell. Dermott produces a deck of
cards, and insists on teaching me a game called poker. I
quickly learn the rules, along with several variants, and
Dermott claims I am good at the game, as my stoic expression
gives no clues. I just go along with him, at least he isn’t
insulting me, and the time passes.

The darkness also gives me a chance to review my
Trumps. On the long ride here, I had little time to work on
Trumps, but did manage to complete two. One of Castle
Amber, on a card, that I intend to give to Aseric when we find
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him, and one in my sword; the Courts of Chaos, to facilitate
my eventual return there.

Finally, Involee/Merlin returns, as the storm seems to be
abating. I am shocked; though its physical form has seemingly
gone undamaged, all the clothing has been torn away by
lightning, wind and rain. I can only quickly avert my eyes, as |
have no wish to see this nude form of a foreign king...

Involee states that we are quite close to Aseric, and that
by morning we should be able to move about outside. It seems
quite confused that I will not look upon its current form, it
asks if do I not find the form pleasing? It thought that I
favored this male... I am so embarrassed I can make no
response. Finally Dermott chimes in that Involee has shamed
me, and there is nothing to do except retreat to an inert form,
which it does, to my relief. At least Dermott understands a
little... Though I don’t know why he explained it to Involee. I
can only hope future incidents of this nature can be avoided.

Day 30729 (3 May 2004

Morning comes, and Dermott seems used to my routine,
as he says nothing while I perform my katas and fix a meager
meal of rice for us. At least I packed something, though our
rations are scarce. I have lost some weight on this trek, and I
feel constantly hungry. Is this the parasite within? I cannot be
certain. I worry more for Kaze, she has not been able to graze
in several days, eating only a small amount of grain.

The sun blazes outside, the sky is a clear blue. The rocky
ground is a strange blue-grey. Involee directs Dermott down a
rocky trail outside the cave, and I follow, leading Kaze behind
me. As we travel, a mile or more, the ground becomes bluer,
and is studded by sky-blue crystals. Finally the land seems to
become entirely crystalline, and I fear for Kaze’s footing on
the slick surfaces.

We then reach a spot where a huge boulder of blue crystal
lies up against the mountainside, apparently blocking a cave.
Involee indicates that this is our destination.

After determining that we have to move the boulder to
gain access into the cave, Dermott and I try to grab handholds
on it and push it aside. Then we try to pull. Either way nets no
good result. We cannot gain enough purchase upon it to apply
our strength. It is too smooth and slick.

Dermott then asks Involee to form tentacles around the
boulder. This seems an interesting idea. Is there anything this
strange construct cannot do? And if so, why does Dermott
need me at all? Oh, yes, he needs me to walk into danger for
him. I forgot...

But Involee has formed a rope, woven of its own tentacles
cunningly wrapped and wriggled around this great stone. And
now, we have enough purchase to move the boulder, we hope.
I wonder if T should wrap one end on Kaze’s saddle horn to
have her aid as well, but dismiss the idea as unnecessary.

“Serpent damn him, he would get stuck in some difficult
place like this.” Dermott grumbles as we begin to pull...

At last the stone is away. We open the cave, and it seems
as if one last lightning bolt from the storm hits the mouth of
the cave, blowing the boulder 100 feet away and stunning us
all.

Eventually I return to my senses, to find myself lying on
the ground, feeling as if I have been hit with a giant fist. My
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ears ring, and I am covered in blue dust and bits of shattered
crystal. Dermott lies beside me, in a similar state. In the cave
mouth is the form of Aseric, seemingly more hurt than either
of us... He is bleeding for many little wounds, and his ears are
bleeding. But it is, at least, him...

We return to our camping cave, after Aseric gathers some
things from the crystal cave, and we all recuperate for a bit.
When we can all hear correctly again, Aseric tells us the story
of how he got there, trapped in the cave when he tried to use
the image of the lighthouse carved on the wall of the prison
cell in Amber.

From the cave he has retrieved many small packages,
which he reveals to be cunningly wrapped meals, which heat
themselves when opened. I am amazed, and grateful for the
hot food. He also retrieved a large round hunk of the blue
crystal, which he gives to me. He says since it blocks Trump
contacts, perhaps studying it would benefit me. I cannot argue,
and store the stone away in my pack.

After eating and listening to Aseric’s tale, we tell him a
bit of our own. How we have to find the Jewel of Judgment.
How our ‘cousins’ have been implicated in the theft of it. How
we have only eleven months remaining to find it...

And then I come around to asking him, does he still have
his Trumps? Yes, he replies...

Good. I let him know that Dworkin intimated our path
should take us through a mirrored trump he gave to Aseric,
and Aseric produces just such a card. I look at it with
apprehension...Something is not right about it, though neither
Aseric nor Dermott can sense anything wrong.

At any rate, I tell them, for all of us to travel thusly, I will
have to copy this improbable Trump. It will take me about 4
days, I guess, to complete two copies. Aseric eventually
agrees, reluctantly, to loan me the card to copy. I give him my
newest Trump of Amber, in order to recompense him
somewhat for his trouble, as I understand his reluctance to
give such a rare thing up even for a few days.

Lay 30736 (3 May 2004)

In the end, it takes me longer... A full week, to copy the
strange card twice. In order to find the mirror-sheen I need, I
have to hunt down mica in the mountains surrounding, and
break it thin, and work it into the making of the card. Nothing
else I try will render the card correctly. Even so, I wonder if
any of the cards will work at all, or if this is just another facet
of Dworkin’s madness. They all seem to fluctuate, like the
tide; cold, then warm, then frigid. I made both copies as
individual cards, neither in Clairvidere. With such an
unpredictable result, I would not jeopardize the blade.

Throughout all of this the others can detect nothing wrong
with the cards; perhaps I can because of my abilities and
attunement to them. They, for their part, just rest, and try to
figure out what has happened to us. I don’t blame them. At
least for the moment, we seem to be able to tolerate each
other. I know this moment of rest is fleeting. We are about to
step once again off the edge of a cliff, into the unknown. And
behind all of this, the plotting of elders. But which, and how
many? Will we find the others? Will they be involved? Will I
really have to kill them?

I find that I do not wish to kill them, at this moment. The
righteous anger of a month ago has faded. I am simply tired. I
dream now of the day I can rest. But now, at last, we are ready
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to go, and rest will have to wait. Ten months and three weeks
to go, one way or another.

Cay 30736 cont7 June 2004)

The thought has occurred to me, that the last time I
entered the mirror realm, Clairvidere did not go with me... If
this would happen again, I would be most put out. I won’t
leave, then, until I have a Trump of this place... Oh, wait, my
cards didn’t go with me in that case either. Damn. That won’t
work. Right. I guess I will just have to play it by ear, which
irks me greatly.

I figure Dermott will not follow immediately, he never
does, but I will go ahead anyway. “Sooner begun, sooner
done.” And I initiate contact.

I feel like a candle in a hurricane as contact is sudden and
intense. It is too powerful too ignore, and I find myself
instantly overwhelmed. All goes black.

Cay 307377 (T June 2004)

Ten months and 20 days, is the first thought to my mind
as I awaken... assuming I have only been unconscious briefly,
anyhow. Dermott and Aseric are both here, with me,
awakening as well. How, I don’t know. I expected to be
separated, though I’m not sure why.

I check myself over briefly. Clairvidere is still with me, as
are my Trumps, though Kaze is not here, despite my having a
hand on her bridle. And so I pick myself up and begin to look
about. Mirrors upon mirrors.

Stay together, I warn Aseric & Dermott, as some mirrors
are portals. Let’s start looking for Queen Coral, or the
others... I begin to look for a draconian mirror, thinking it
might lead me to the “Eye of the Serpent”, logically enough.

I find a mirror with a serpentine look to it after a while. I
see a strange mist of changing colors and a large shifting
maze. Dermott says no, that’s the Logrus... It just goes on and
on forever, constantly changing... It is hard to tear my eyes
away.

Dermott suggest we look for a mirror of coral, which
makes sense, but none is obvious. We eventually find one that
looks like clockwork parts and is heavily ornamented. We see
an ocean and a ship, and Frederick fighting, and diving into
the ocean. A shark approaches, and Dermott cheers. He swims
into the giant shark’s maw and then cuts his way out. He
quickly retreats through a portal-cave filled with glowing
light. The shark miraculously heals, and follows as the mirror
goes blank. Dermott tries to carry the mirror, but it seems
awkward. He thinks he might be able to summon Frederick in
it again, but I doubt this.

I see a large mirror made of green crystal, emeralds, and
in it is red smoke, and it clears to reveal Bethany. She is
slaughtering people. Killing and killing, with her bare hands,
and then with guns. I don’t believe that it can be her, really.
I’ve seen false mirrors before. Or maybe it is a Shadow of her.

Mandor is wearing a strange suit, and talking to her, and
then she shoots at him, before he runs into a door of light. She
crushes the skull of a huge pig man, and leaves through
another door of light. The pig-man heals miraculously as well,
and follows her. Dermott looks at carrying this mirror too, but
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it is very heavy. He leaves the clockwork mirror next to the
emerald one.

I move on... Aseric suggests breaking the mirrors, but
Dermott, he warns that the mirrors are trumps and doing so
could be catastrophic. I just roll my eyes... He is finally
figuring that out, I comment? I have felt weird fluctuations of
trump wash over me constantly. It is most unsettling thing,
and it is everywhere. Pure Trump energy; It is like standing on
the ocean shore as the tide washes around. How can they not
feel it?

Aseric finds a verdigris copper mirror. In it is a dimly lit
cave/library. Looks familiar... Dworkin’s library. Then it
mists over and becomes a waterfall out of which comes
Dworkin, naked, and then the mirror flips over, smacking
Dermott. Apparently Dworkin doesn’t like being spied on... I
just turn away and leave.

Dermott talks about mimicking what he saw. I continue,
not looking backwards... Dermott is shapeshifting again, and
it reflects over and over in the mirrors. Disgusting.

Another plain oval mirror clears to reveal the throne room
of Amber, with Random? I move on. I don’t need to waste
time spying on Random, as curious as I am...

As I round a bend, I see a bright light...coming from a
large ornate 10’ tall mirror, and the light turns red and starts to
dim. The mirror looks like a great clock... Dermott goes
forward as if to touch it, and taunts Aseric that he will touch it
if Aseric rescues him. Inside we see Leonardo. A red gloved
figure chokes him, crushing him and the mirror explodes,
showering us with shrapnel. Not good. All the shrapnel bits
are solid blood-red. Oddly, it isn’t from the blood.

I move on, plucking bits of glass from myself, though
Aseric thinks we should stay and put the mirror together to try
and help Leonardo. I don’t think it will work and urge them to
move on.

I see a blue-grey organic mirror. Odd lumps cover it and
the surface looks like still water. It swirls and clears to reveal a
large bed, made of the same mirror stuff, and in it is a woman
who is shriveled and green haired. Queen Moiré. She is dying.
Martin comes in to her, and we stop looking and turn away.
Such personal moments should not be intruded on.

I decide that since this place is filled with Trump energy,
that I will try to use it directly. I find a plain floor length
mirror, and step forward to face it. I try to summon the image
of Coral, with my mind, out of raw energy. I try to shape the
power around me. I focus with all my might, and an image
begins to form of her. It is the hardest thing I’ve ever done, but
it seems to slowly be working.

The outside world is lost to me as I focus totally, and it
seems like trying to juggle too many balls, while standing in a
hurricane. But it works and the image is forming. I am so
focused I can do nothing except concentrate on maintaining
and perfecting the image. I hope Aseric and Dermott are doing
something to accomplish our goals while I focus. I can’t move
or think, except to maintain the image for as long as I can...

It’s like trying to sail through a storm, pitching and
tossing. I can’t maintain it long. It begins to fall apart around
me, like juggling too many balls, and I feel something or
someone watching me... Maybe several somethings...
Ancient and terrible and alien.

I open my eyes as I feel it unravel, and see the mirror,
coral’s image almost perfect, but the mirror is cracking and
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coming apart. Gold light radiates in the cracks, and begins to
suck in the mirror. Dermott is in a heap. He then leaps into the
vortex of light, and Aseric follows.

The whole hall begins to get sucked into this maelstrom.
Dear god, I've destroyed the Hall of Mirrors. I hang on to a
large mirror with all my might. The mirror next to me made of
odd metal, large and riveted and polished steel, goes flat white
and glows. Out of the mirror steps a form, a short 5°6” figure
wearing a robe of beige brown tan and he stands untouched by
wind and storm. He touches the floor, and raises his arms
above his head. He has golden bracers. He strikes them
together, chiming loudly, above his head, and spreads his
fingers. When the fingers open the wind dies down a bit and
the cowl turns to me, I see only a flat beige screen, no face,
and a modulated voice speaks.

“Little fool, you know not in what you meddle, be gone
from here.”

The threads of power emanating from the vortex, jumps
from the mirror to him, and I feel like a reverse trump — a
dispelling power, and he reweaves the forces, throwing me
away... I spin into where?

Reality resolves around me and I hope I only blacked out
briefly. I see myself reflected endlessly. A flat surface, before
me a wall, and another some distance behind me, though it
feels curved. No corners, no seams, everything reflecting.
Nothing seems to make sense, and I can find no features.

I check my Trumps, and the cards are hot... Is this some
place where Trump is negative? Have I been imprisoned, or
exiled? Or is my power simply broken from the things I tried
to do? Clairvidere is hot on my back, like a sunburn, and does
not respond to my call. I am alone, and I can find nothing but
my own image. I wander for a time, but space and time itself
seem unknowable when I have no marker to judge them
against except the beating of my own heart.

My ring finger grows hot, and I look, only to find
Involee’s ring upon it, though I never placed it there. Am I
simply mad?

“Involee?”

“Yes.”

“Do you know where I am?”

“You are in a lot of trouble. I know that much. Let’s say
we make a deal. I help you get out of here, and you help me
with something I want.”

“What do you want?”

“I want you to go to the room of the Pattern, in Amber.
Take me there.”

“Why?”

“I want to study it.”

“You can’t get there yourself?”

“I’'m not quite as... flexible... as I used to be. So does
that sound like a fair deal?”

“How exactly are you going help me get out of here?”

“I’ll show you if you agree to help me.”

I sigh, deeply. “Well, if the choice is to help you, or be
stuck in limbo functionally forever, I'll help you.”

“Excellent. Well bargained and done. Now let’s see if we
can’t get out of this unpleasant situation...”

“It seems like an anti-trump zone,” I state.

“Or an inverse trump zone,” Involee responds. “If trump
won’t work, we’ll have to try something else...”
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“You have Dermott’s Broken Pattern, right?” I recall it
was able to manipulate that from the fight in the Chaos Court.

“Not really. I used to.”

“You don’t anymore?”

“I have it, but it isn’t broken, it is whole, infinity turned
upon itself...” Involee’s voice seems to drift away, and in a
fashion that makes we wonder what sort of mental state
Involee is in.

“You have the whole Pattern, then?”’

“Hmm, Perhaps.”

“Well, can you use it to bring me to where Dermott and
Aseric are? Or better yet, where Coral is?” I hear a cracking
noise from all around me.

“Ab, it’s beginning to give...”

“What’s beginning to give?!” I shout in alarm. The walls
and ceiling have black cracks appearing all over them like
spider webs. “Where exactly am I that you’re breaking?!”

“That’s a good question, we’ll find out. I'm going to
continue twisting and you should get your trump access back
in a second. Visualize a destination, but be quick. You don’t
have much time.”

“Coral!”

“No a person won’t work, a place...”

“Amber!”

Ray 307387 (7 June 2004

The world shatters and twists away. After a dizzying
unknowable lurch, I regain consciousness again... How often
am I to lose it like this? How much time is gone from my life?
Ten months and 19 days, I silently resolve. If I have been
unconscious less time than a day, I'll figure it out later. Best to
be cautious.

I open my eyes slowly and the world resolves into a
natural cavern, dimly lit. The floor is like black glass, and
everything glows softly silver. I stand up slowly. A silver line
stretches away from my feet in perfect geometric harmony. I
get a strange feeling. There is a large iron-bound door in the
far side of the room... This seems oddly familiar... It’s the
Pattern room of Amber, I realize. I step away from the silver
line and slowly back away.

“Do you want to be left here?” I ask Involee.

“Yes, thank you.”

I take off the ring and drop it to the floor. I am glad to be
rid of him. Leaving, I shut the door behind me. Time to take
stock of myself again. Clairvidere no longer burns, but I am
hesitant to call upon it. My Trumps seem mixed. Dermott’s
card is fluxing hot and cold. I'm not sure I dare contact him
yet. Have I lost my Trump ability? Are my cards damaged?

Who was that golden beige man? Have I gone insane?
What devil’s bargain have I made with Involee? I don’t know
anymore. How many universal forces have I offended without
trying?

Aseric’s card is cold, when I check that next, though
Bethany and Frederick and Leonardo’s flux like Dermott’s.
Martin’s is cold, as is Merlin’s, though more faintly so.
Perhaps it isn’t that the cards are damaged, but that Dermott
and Bethany and the others are somewhere too distant.

I decide to contact Aseric. His card is cold, and perhaps I
can gain some insight into what happened to us. I make
contact with little effort. At least so far that is a good sign.
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But then I feel sick. He is in the hall of the Logrus, and
wants to walk it. He says something about a Font of Power,
and he seems to think he is invincible. By the tone of his
voice, | gather that Involee made with him the same Devil’s
bargain it did with me, but to go to the Logrus. Damn.

Aseric breaks contact despite my warnings. His fate is
beyond my influence... But in a few moments he re-

“Can you bring me through?”’ he asks, but then he
appears! It is like reality bending, as a flat glowing line
expands into a giant card, that turns and grows into a three-
dimensional Aseric.

“AH!” I cannot hold back from exclaiming... “How did
you do that?!?!”

“What?”

“You just ...appeared!”

“No, you pulled me here.”

“No, I didn’t!”

“Really? Cool. Where’s Dermott and them?”

“I don’t know, I can’t reach them...”

“Lemme try...” he seems to look into space for a
moment. “Nah. What’s this gem we’re looking for?”

“We’re looking for Coral.”

“Coral? The woman you were drawing?”

“Yes.”

He stares again. “Mmm. Nope. Where are we, and how
did you get here?”

I give him an abbreviated telling, leaving out my deal
with Involee and the whole thing with the beige man...

“I can’t picture Coral, can you reach her?”

“Not without drawing a card the old-fashioned way.
That’ll take a couple days.”

“That’s fine. You’re the one on the time schedule.”

“I’m trying to decide what to do right now...” I head to
my room, with Aseric in tow. It seems he never found his
room, so I try to show him. I don’t know what to do, but I
definitely need to do something... I just don’t know what, but
I don’t want to tell Aseric that.

And then Aseric disappears as suddenly as he appeared.
Damn it! What by the Celestial Bureaucracy is going on? I
must be going insane, that’s it...

And the Aseric reappears, grabs me before I can react,
and I feel... stretched thin... like Trump travel, but more so.
And T am no longer in Amber Castle. In a purely reflexive
reaction, I break Aseric’s jaw as I throw him to the ground.
“Never touch me!”

A huge tree, like the world-tree of myth, stands before me
on a plain, mountains in the distance. It is pristine and too-
perfect. A Pattern lies carved into the rock before me, but it
isn’t Dworkin’s Pattern, nor it’s first reflection in Amber, it is
another. How many of these blasted things are there?

I suddenly notice Bethany is about to step on it.

“NO!” I shout.

And then I see Frederick is there as well, and he draws his
blade.

“Put that thing away boy, before I kill you. Bethany, that
thing will kill you, don’t!” And her foot touches down on the
Pattern.

Lay 30738 cont (14 Jun 2004)
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I watch as Bethany steps onto this strange other-Pattern. It
looks too primal here to be only a Shadow of Amber’s Pattern.
The energy here feels raw, and different somehow. Sparks
leap up and surround her growing higher with every step. I
hope she lives through this, though I’'m not sure I want her to
live because I like her, or I want to kill her. Perhaps because
she might have some inkling of what is going on... though I
doubt it.

Aseric simply folds away into nothing again, he seems to
be beyond reason or care. What happened to him? Is it really
him? I don’t know, perhaps I never did. I don’t know what is
going on anymore, and I feel nothing but anger and
frustration. No one will explain anything to me!

Dermott and the others stand by with me, watching out of
some curiosity. At least, other than Aseric, they aren’t fighting
or wandering away. Dermott says this Pattern was created by
Corwin during the Patternfall War. This tells me nothing. How
did everyone get here? Why are we here? How are we
supposed to find Coral? Maybe I should just take a couple
days and make a Trump card of her. It might be quicker and
more practical in the long run.

“And how did you get here, what was your little
adventure?” Frederick asks.

“Adventure? I’ve spent the past 2 months traipsing across
the universe looking for you and her and him, and Coral!”

Bethany is almost completely subsumed by the sparking
energy rising from the Pattern. Will it kill her? No. She makes
it to the center, and falls to her knees... She seems exhausted
beyond all reason, and crying. At least she survived. Now
what?

And then Kaliese appears with her in the center of the
Pattern...?!?!

Frederick asks, “What’s the matter?”’

“What’s Kaliese doing in the center with Bethany?” I
point, and they seem to notice for the first time...but then to
ignore it.

“Well I ended up in a Sargasso sea,” Frederick continues,
“and had to learn to swim! And he,” he points to Leonardo
“Ended up in a strange court of some kind where he caught
some weird disease, before Bethany cured him...”

I am only half paying attention to them at this point,
trying to watch Bethany, but then she suddenly winks away
from the center of the Pattern, appearing at the beginning next
tous...

Bethany informs us that to find Coral we have to go to an
“undershadow” What’s that? And how would she know? How
much time have they spent dawdling together this time while I
search? Years? Decades? I don’t say anything, since my
comments wouldn’t help the situation.

Dermott starts to froth and complain, urging her to lead
us, to get going, we don’t have much time! I can only silently
agree. At least he understands this dire situation.

Dermott then shapeshifts into a vision of Coral. He seems
to think it will help Bethany track her through Shadow... But
Frederick already took Amber’s Pattern... Couldn’t he find
her just as well? Apparently not, but I don’t understand why.
Perhaps it would take too long, though I don’t know why her
Pattern would be faster.

“Is this Coral?” Bethany asks me, indicating Dermott’s
new form...

“More or less,” I respond. Dermott doesn’t change back.
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Someone suggests hellriding, but I say no. We have no
horses, and I lost Kaze back on the shadow with the blue
crystal cave...

Dermott suggests we all join hands. I ask why, since it
wasn’t necessary on Frederick’s jaunts. But they contradict
this. Bethany is unsure of her new power, and no one wants to
get separated now that we are all gathered again, more or less.

I just go along with it. I don’t know what is happening
anymore. I wish I had time to figure it out, but I don’t. How
laughable! A supposed immortal, with only a year; correction,
10 months and 19 days; to live.

I grab Leonardo by the shoulder because no one else
seems willing to touch him, and in an awkward chain, we
prepare to depart.

“Oh so you found my cave?” A voice calls down from up
the world-tree suddenly. We all stop, and look upward.
Mistake that, I realize, it could have been a distraction, a trap
for enemies on the ground. But for once it doesn’t seem to be.

Red haired sits above us. Luke, if I recall, Coral’s
husband. Oh no, I think...

“Oh no,” says Dermott.

We then see Jurt in the tree as well, and an older man I
don’t recognize. They all jump out of the tree to join us on the
ground. The older man has black hair and fair skin, and wears
clothes of black and silver.

“Are you my uncle?” asks Bethany from nowhere... Why
would she ask that?

“In a manner of speaking...” says the man.

“Are you my mother Deirdre’s brother?” she asks again,
more specifically.

“Sort of. I suppose you could say I am a projection of
him. In some ways him, in others not.” Oh no. More debate.
Are these oni here to harry and distract us? If so it seems to be
working. We’ll never find the Jewel and Coral at this rate.

“Are you here to help us?” Bethany asks. I can only roll
my eyes. How simple-minded IS she?

“I guess you could say that.” Says the older man, “There
are 2 ways to go about this, the easy way and the hard way.
Oh, why don’t you tell them...” he waves to Luke.

Luke pulls out a flask. “My friends, it’s really quite
simple, you can all take a draft of this and wake up where you
need to be, or...” We all look at them incredulously. Right.

“Where we need to be? Not where we want to be?” asks
Bethany...

“Paranoia is a successful survival trait but unfortunately it
is counterproductive in this case,” says the man in black...

“Who sent you,” Bethany asks. They point to the Pattern,
but she doesn’t seem to understand.

I exclaim testily, “That Pattern, Amber’s Pattern, the
Logrus, the Trump Mirrors, all the major forces of the
universe are sentient, and seem to love to meddle with
people.” No enlightenment comes to her face. Lovely. At least
I tried to explain a little bit of something, which seems to be
more than anyone is willing to do for me.

“Right in one, give the girl a cookie,” says the man in
black. Now what was that supposed to mean?

They restate the choice. To get to where ‘we need to be’
we can drink their bespelled wine, and sleep, or they will
make certain we are unconscious. I certainly don’t trust them,
not an iota. Especially after the way I was treated the last time
I encountered Luke, and his friend Dalt.
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Leonardo seems willing to take the bottle and drink, and
immediately collapses into the ground. Dermott just shrugs
and enters a stasis-state, as good as sleep. Bethany just says
she will fall asleep on her own, thank you. How stupid are
these people? They’re going to trust these? At least Frederick
is with me. We refuse the drink, and the three square off
against us.

The older man, Pattern-ghost as I have come to
understand him, says “You two take him, I’ll handle her.” He
obviously underestimates me, if he things a woman an easy
match! He draws a silvery saber, etched with strange faint
runes. A magical blade? I answer by calling forth Clairvidere,
quicksilver-bright in the primal sun. I don’t trust these and
won’t go without a fight.

He salutes in an open style, with a grin. He thinks much
of himself, I can tell. I gauge carefully, in a practiced iajutsu
stance. I begin with focus, in the stare that leads to strike, but
he focuses not, simply taunting me. I can already tell he’s an
honorless one. I’ll have to watch for underhanded tricks.

Eventually he loses patience, as I thought he would, and
makes a full-out attack. His speed is amazing! Even against
Gilva of the Hendrakes I've never seen such speed. I sidestep
the first blow, and parry his riposte.

I begin with a defensive stance, hoping to see his abilities
more fully before attacking, but soon discover defense is all I
can manage. Blade a-blur, he forces me back, and back. I can’t
let him get too close, I can already tell he is the stronger of us
by the power of his swings. Perhaps he will tire, and I will find
an opening. But through all of this, he is still smirking! What
cheek!

Finally Bethany rises, apparently disturbed by the noise,
and apparently tries to sneak up on the man in black. She has a
rock, and intends to strike him with it. I try to give no
indication that would betray her. But she has apparently
betrayed herself. As she prepares to swing, I step in and strike,
hoping to give her a distraction, but to no avail. He blocks my
blow with ease and throws me backward, perhaps ten feet!

In one motion he disarms her as well, taking the rock, and
knocking her unconscious with one punch. I was right, he’s
too strong, I can’t let him touch me, I must be quicker.

But it is not to be. He hurls the rock at me, and I
automatically deflect it, a reflexive maneuver, and exactly the
opening he wanted. I curse myself silently as he is upon he in
an instant. I bring my blade forward with all the speed I can
muster, but he bats it aside.

I try to tumble with it, and take myself away from him,
but he grasps my sword arm with his left hand, and smashes
my jaw with the hilt in his right. All the while grinning — he
was playing the whole time... How can any man be that good?
All goes black. It only took about a minute.

Bay 30739 (14 Jun 2004

10 months and 18 days. I open my eyes on an inversed
world. The sun radiates darkness, and shadows glow with
light. Everything is black and white. I awaken because I am
nudged, and reflexively roll and grab up my blade from the
ground next to me... At least they didn’t take it. Where am 1?
Who are they?

4 others are with me, skin dark, hair light...Wait, it is
Bethany, Dermott, and Frederick. Leonardo woke me... I can
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hear Frederick swearing profusely, as he also apparently took
a beating. They look so strange. Do I look so strange as well?
It seems so. What manner of place is this? It almost makes me
ill.

“Well, we seem to arrived,” comments Leonardo, and I
just shrug.

Through a swollen jaw I say, “Have Bethany lead on, I
think I’m just along for the ride...” Nothing I’ve done so far
has had any positive effect on things yet, I think to myself
with disgust.

“Let me see that jaw.” Says Frederick.

“Don’t touch me, it’s not broken.” I respond.

“I’m a doctor.” He answers.

“Physician heal thyself, you don’t look any better than I
do.”

The others regroup, and begin moving off slowly, in their
typically disorganized fashion. They talk about anything that
comes to their minds as they do so. Yes, this does really seem
like them. Aside from my own disorientation, things seem
real enough...

I am more than a bit upset and short-tempered at these
turns of events. I just say nothing and stalk along. Bethany
explains our bruises to Dermott, and he is unsurprised.

“I don’t think that was my real uncle...” she says.

“It wasn’t,” I confirm. “It was a ghost, a spirit of someone
who walked the Pattern. Like a clone, like Involee makes.”

Dermott then insinuates he might be a clone, and I
comment we perhaps have never met the real Dermott, but that
I don’t care, move on.

I make a snow-blind against the weird anti-light that is so
hard to see in, and we all follow Bethany, as she has a
‘feeling’ this is the way we need to go.

Along the way we inform Dermott of what has befallen
Involee. We know it imprinted on Corwin’s Pattern, and
Amber’s Pattern, and the Logrus. It may not be his anymore...
It may be sentient and free-willed now.

I also learn that the man in black was an image of Corwin.
If the real Corwin is anything like his ghost, I shall have to
stay far away from him. If he is alive, anyhow. Can you have a
ghost when you are still alive? Jurt and Luke were alive last I
heard, but they had ghosts in that Pattern-realm... I suppose
the Pattern can create ghosts of the living as easily as the dead,
though are they really ghosts? Clones? Projections? I’'m not
sure I understand what ‘projection’ means in this sense.

We eventually reach an area where the path diverges.
There is a light path, a shadowed darker path, and a cave that
is as dark as night.

“What are you doing here?” a blazing white-haired black-
skinned woman steps out of nothing to confront us.

“Who are you?” Bethany asks

“My, you’ve grown.” she comments, looking over
Bethany.
“Deirdre?”

They make some strange conversation. It doesn’t much
make sense. Apparently this is some strange anti-version of
Bethany’s mother. But not really her. Another ghost? Spirits
and Oni. Metaphysics and philosophy.

Bethany asks this anti-Deirdre blatantly which way to go
to find Coral and the Jewel. Is she so dense and stupid? I
would strike her, but that wouldn’t help matters. What is said
is said. Is the whole universe to know this secret? Dermott
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even mentions Corwin’s Pattern to anti-Deirdre... I can only
sigh. So much for discretion. The banter is just infuriating to
me. All I can do is stand there, I don’t know what to do.

Then Clairvidere speaks! I quickly glance around, but no
one else seems to have heard anything. Is this mind-speech?

I think back to it.

“Clairvidere?”

It is... It explains to me it gained extra power here,
because this place is a metaphysical place where ideas are
stronger than matter and thoughts are the source of power. A
strange concept, but I suppose one no stranger than some
others.

A path is a choice, it tell me, and you have to figure out
what the path represents to get where you want to go. This is
both liberating and enlightening, as well as confusing. How do
I figure out what something means? Philosophers debate
endlessly on the meaning of things, and I don’t have eternity.

I try to express this thought to the others, to wait, that
thoughts are truth here, and we have to look for meaning, but
they don’t seem to understand. In truth I don’t understand
myself. Anti-Deirdre seems to have drifted away. Dermott has
gone into the cave. He thinks the paths outside are Logrus and
pattern, and wants to choose neither.

I don’t agree, but I follow, as my choice is to stay with the
group, and not abandon them.

Bethany then asks if we can destroy the jewel, once we
find it, and end the strife surrounding it.

“That wouldn’t be wise.” A light comes on revealing a
tall man in a crown...

“Do you not bow before your liege?”

“Grandfather!” says Bethany.

Dermott and Bethany bow, but I see this is another anti-
image. Another ghost? Oberon is dead. Anti-Oberon confirms
that paths are choices, and that by entering the cave we have
made ours. Dermott begins talking about the philosophy of
choice.

“And what IS your choice, he asks us?”

Bethany states her wish for a happy retired life. The rest
of us prefer to continue onward with Amberite life, we answer
variously, in that we can’t ignore what happens around us.

“Odd choices you’ve made, not all unwise, but odd.”

“I don’t even understand what I chose,” says Bethany.

“Do any of you understand?”” he asks.

“Truly no, partially yes...” says Leonardo.

I am confused beyond all understanding. Who is this
Anti-Oberon, and where is he leading us to? What choice have
we made. What is the meaning of this?

He leads us into a blinding white hall, filled with jet black
suits of armor. Each one is tailored, obviously intended for
one of us. Oberon expects us to don his armor... But I will
not, for I still do not understand. Are we to fight something?
The room is empty, and the entrance we came through has
vanished. Trapped.

I check, and Clairvidere is still cold, so Trump is
apparently not cut off... though it no longer speaks to me.

Oberon simply says that the cave is the “Darkest Path of
All”. T hang back and watch carefully. Apparently Dermott’s
choice was poor for us, but we don’t have a choice to leave.
We have to deal with it...
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The others apparently are examining their own abilities as
I have mine, as they seem quite disturbed by this place, and
this situation. Dermott and Bethany confirm that the armor
represents Chaos... So by donning it we accept Chaos.

“If this place means Chaos, why is Oberon here? Wasn’t
he King of Amber?” I query... I am so confused

“We aren’t going into history now,” replies Dermott.

But Oberon speaks again, all silver-tongued, mixing
compliments, temptations and threats. All becomes clear to
me. This being of Oberon is of the Logrus, a Logrus ghost, as
Corwin, Luke, and Jurt were before. Now I know I will not
touch the armor, though I fear what the ghost of legendary
Oberon will do if crossed...

Bethany seems to want to try and talk her way out of it.
The Logrus-ghost just turns her words against her. A
mismatched battle of wits on an epic scale.

“This is just a Logrus-ghost trying to twist your words

and make a devil’s bargain. I don’t make devil’s bargains with
oni.” I state loud enough for all to hear.
Frederick tries to focus his power and bring up the Pattern, but
can’t seem to succeed alone. The Logrus-ghost mocks his
attempt, but seems disturbed by it nonetheless. If Pattern can
drive off a Logrus-ghost, I will help him if I can.

I take Frederick’s arm, and try to give him a boost of
mental energy. I’ve never really tried this before, but don’t see
why it wouldn’t work. Pain shoots through my head, an
excruciating headache. A white crack appears in the
blackness, and Leonardo joins in, and the crack widens.

“Stop you fools, you know not what you do here
Oberon’s ghost seems quite alarmed.

Suddenly the ghost of Oberon is much more
accommodating. The Logrus-ghost agrees not to force us to
accept it. It offers to tell us where Coral is. We keep pushing
while Dermott negotiates. I can’t quite pay attention to
everything said, but at least get the basics. Try looking in the
place that Rebma should be, it says to Dermott.

The others pass out, then, and I barely hang to
consciousness by the skin of my teeth. The effort was
exhausting, but does not dissipate when the effort is ceased!
This alarms me greatly. The Pattern-crack is widening and
attempting to take over.

The ghost of Oberon opens an exit. We need to leave
now, I realize, and I drag the unconscious men while Dermott
carries Bethany. The light chases us, swift as lightning, a
bright crack in reality. I am falling behind, burdened by the
weight of two men.

A choice is needed, again. I cannot carry both and escape.
Both are only unconscious. But I know Frederick has already
accepted the power of the Pattern, so I feel it unlikely it will
harm him. The choice is made. I drop Frederick, hoist
Leonardo over my shoulder, and break into a run. Such is the
necessity of the moment.

The light swallows Frederick, and still surges after us. It
splits in two, like lightning branching, and overshoots us.
Surrounded by an ocean of light, we find ourselves on an
island of darkness. And the darkness becomes a void. And we
are falling.

How long we fall, seconds or minutes, seems impossible
to know. It seems we would fall for eternity. I do the only
thing I can. Clairvidere is with me, and I call upon it. A

12
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Trump, to Rebma. Clear connection! I disappear with
Leonardo.

And appear a moment later in the glowing-clean water.
Not anti-Rebma, but real Rebma. I am relieved. Freedom! But
I cannot reach the other three when I try to retrieve them. No
connection from Frederick at all, and no answer from Bethany
and Dermott. I am shouting into the void.

But I won’t give up easily. After several tries, I finally
reach Bethany. She confirms Dermott is with her, but not
Frederick, which is what I expected, though not what I hoped.
I bring her through. Dermott refuses to answer Trump contact
from me. I cannot bring him here if he won’t allow it. I can
just shake my head. Why does he behave this way? I try to
contact him again and again, with no response.

Finally he appears from a disk of silver-shot darkness.
Involee? If so, a new form, but it has much more power now.

We cannot reach Frederick, and when I tell them I lost
him in the light, Dermott seems to think he’s dead. So we are
in Rebma now, and that is at least somewhere, instead of
nowhere. But is it progress? That is yet to be seen.

Lay 30739 cont(i2 July 2004)

10 months and 18 days still... and back in Rebma, again.
And they want to know what happened to Frederick. I state
that he was lost to the light, and that hopefully since he
already took the Pattern before, that he would not be harmed
by this. Dermott then demands to know where the “real”
Surengiin is, as I am not normally naive... His pressing finally
leads me to admit that I dropped him intentionally — a choice
had to be made, otherwise all three of us, Leonardo, Frederick,
and I, would all have been lost. Dermott seems satisfied by
this, but the outburst coming from Bethany is different than
what I imagined.

Instead of railing against me for dropping Frederick, she
insists on an explanation of the entire situation so far, and how
all this came about. Finally we have to recap our journey for
her, along with explaining to her how we only have 10 months
to find Coral or we will die.

The possibility of cross-universe war is looming, Dermott
explains, and we are caught in the middle. They both get
frustrated and lose it, starting to babble, and I lose all track of
what they are saying, it makes no sense. Finally we tell her
about Mandor’s transceiver and how he spies on all we are
saying and doing. This greatly alarms Bethany, as apparently
in her mutual tirade with Dermott, she said what she really
thinks of him.

We eventually begin to swim down towards Castle
Rebma proper, and I suggest we not actually go to the castle.
We know Moiré is on her deathbed, and it would be rude, as
well as poor timing, to visit now. Besides, our mission is
technically a state secret, and I don’t want to explain the
situation. Suddenly, a long somber note echoes through the
deeps. A funeral note; Moiré has died. Dermott says I have the
bard’s tongue, and shouldn’t speak anymore.

Dermott is quite agitated and starts to rant again. Bethany
will go pay her respects, but I don’t want to go. I hear a voice,
Mandor’s. in my head, saying “My he needs to relax,”
obviously aimed at Dermott. Oh, now Mandor can speak back
to me? This is worse than Trump. I don’t like it at all. Perhaps
it is my imagination, and I am just going mad. But no, it
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probably is real, given all else I've seen lately. But I don’t say
anything, or even think a response. It wouldn’t accomplish
anything.

Then the Rebman palace guard swim up and intercept us.
They recognize us from our previous visit, and assume we
have arrived for the funeral. At this point, we can’t really
contradict them without raising questions, so we agree, and
they escort us to our quarters in Rebma Castle. Leonardo is
still unconscious, so they also summon healers to tend to him.
The castle is abuzz with funeral plans. People are arriving
from all over Amber and the Golden Circle...

We retire first to a sitting room, where we discuss some
matters briefly before going to separate quarters to clean up
and change. Dermott points out that Llewella and Martin are
the only heirs we know of. One or the other will likely be
named sovereign of Rebma. One can only hope that at a royal
funeral, politicking will be at a minimum. The guards inform
us that there will be an official dinner tonight, and that we are
expected, as the official diplomatic attaches from Amber to
Chaos. Lovely.

I retire to my quarters, and to be brought a proper change
of clothes for the occasion, as we arrived after a long road and
are not appropriately prepared. I then sit down to work on a
Trump of Coral for a while. I won’t finish it today, or even
tomorrow, likely, but I don’t have any better ideas at this
point. Bethany has insisted on remaining here for a few days
anyhow to reset her spells. I don’t like sitting for days, but
what else can I do? It is highly frustrating.

After a time, the Rebman attendants bring me a black
kimono. Black here is a funeral color? I was expecting white,
but I don’t say anything. At this point it is easier for me to
simply go with what is spinning around me. Thus far fighting
against the currents, so to speak, has gotten me nowhere.

A knock. Leonardo is awake, and has been brought to me
by the guards. The guards ask what attacked us, he spoke of
attack? I quickly cover by saying he was hit on the head by a
falling rock, and rendered unconscious, he must have been
confused. This placates the guard, but I can tell Leonardo
needs an explanation as well.

I gather Bethany and Leonardo in my quarters. After very
briefly going over the recent happenings for Leonardo’s
benefit, I inform them both of a few things... Firstly that our
mission is a state secret. They should not speak of it to
anyone, except at direst need. Secondly, that I am a
‘transceiver’ to Mandor, which Leonardo seems to understand,
and that nothing should be said before myself or Dermott that
they don’t want to get back to the Chaos Court. Thirdly, I
inform them of the suspicions surrounding them, and that we
are to bring them back for trial as well. Bethany is absolutely
incensed by the fact the Court would hold Dermott and I
responsible for the actions of others when we are obviously
innocent, but I can’t get through to her the political realities of
the situation.

I then seek to prepare them for the dinner tonight. I tell
them we are still considered diplomats. I tell them to expect
everyone they don’t want to see and to be prepared for the
worst. They too end up dressed in somber black garb, so at
least no one will present an inappropriate spectacle this
evening.

So we go to dinner. We get seated at the head table.
Martin sits at the head of the table, with Llewella at his right
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hand. On Martin’s left is Gérard. Across from Gérard is Flora.
Fiona is there, as is Vialle, also, Mandor, sitting next to Fiona,
and they converse a lot. He bows to Bethany and winks. She
looks distressed. Lady Gilva attends as well. We wave
acknowledgement to each other.

Dinner is thankfully uneventful. Somber but calm,
eulogies prevail. The announcement is also made of Martin’s
crowning as King of Rebma in three days. We are expected to
attend the coronation. Ah well, we were going to end up
staying a few days anyway. Dinner is brief, lasting only 2
hours, and I retire to my quarters.

It is hard to comprehend. A real night of rest? Is this too
good to be true? I decide to enjoy it while I can. Katas and
meditation, and I retire to bed.

Ray 30740 (12 July 2004

10 months and 17 days. I am bolted awake in the darkness
by Dermott screaming. I run to my door, and see Dermott
bolting down the hallway, apparently chased by a silver line,
like a Pattern line. He is screaming that the Logrus is coming
for him. It reminds me more of the Pattern from
undershadow... Will it follow us forever? Maybe I should just
stop running. I am tired of running.

It follows Dermott and takes no notice of me... It lays on
the floor, a twisting Pattern of lines. I am tempted to touch it,
but don’t wish to act foolishly.

I Trump Leonardo, but Bethany I cannot contact. Strange.
Have we lost more members to the Pattern? Frederick is still
beyond reach as well. Leonardo joins me, but he cannot find
Bethany either. I try to contact Dermott, but he seems
consumed by fear, and will not speak with me, just ranting and
cutting me off.

Finally on my second, or is it third?, attempt to contact
Dermott, he seems more calm. He has been able to determine
it isn’t the Pattern, or the Logrus, but rather a locating spell,
apparently aimed at him... Bethany? We know she has the
ability to make such spells... She must be in trouble.

The line stretches out from Dermott’s quarters, out the
window and to the horizon. What has she done now? Unsure
how far we will have to go, we quickly retrieve water-
breathing necklaces from the castle guard, one for each of us,
and one extra for Bethany. Dermott takes one even though he
doesn’t need it, you never can tell when an extra one would
become necessary.

And so we swim out following this line. After some time,
we pass the boundary out of Rebma and into the dark ocean...
and the line just stops. It doesn’t disappear or fade, it just...
ends. Perhaps a Shadow boundary? Dermott, in the form of a
giant shark, swims in large circles around the area, but can
find no change in Shadow.

I call forth Clairvidere, as a yari, begin to probe the sea
floor ahead of us. Perhaps there is a hidden cave or trap. And
then the tip of Clairvidere meets resistance in the water, and
disappears! Something invisible sits on the sea floor. And then
I feel Clairvidere being pulled, and I let go, unwilling to be
sucked into the nothingness... And I immediately regret
letting go, for now my blade is gone.

Leonardo begins tossing small stones, to determine the
boundaries of this... invisible snare. He works out it is roughly
a fifty foot cube.
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Dermott and Leonardo think we need to go back, to get
help, perhaps from Fiona, as this is some sort of powerful
magic, to be sure. I don’t like the idea, but don’t know what to
do about it. I agree to stay here, so they can relocate the spot,
as the locating spell has faded since Dermott followed us here.
But then I feel a poke, and find Clairvidere thrusting out from
the invisible nothing. Something sending it back? Bethany? I
grab the spear-shaft to pull it out, but find it jerked from my
grasp, and my hand is bleeding in the ocean. Damn! I try to
stifle it, and deduce what is going on here.

And the spear reappears again. I ask Leonardo to take my
hand; to help prevent me from being dragged into this strange
nothing, and he does, though with hesitation. He also grabs
Dermott’s fin, but I doubt it will do much good. I carefully
reach out for the spear-shaft, and this time it is not pulled
away, though I cannot pull it free either. A tug of war with
nothing.

Inspiration! I order Clairvidere to change, to come back to
me in it’s dormant form. I does so, released from whatever
was holding it. Then I change it to its primary katana form,
and move to the edge of the unseen box. Slowly, I reach out to
cut this boundary, and see if the power of my blade can open a
way.

I feel resistance, and it is like cutting heavy fabric.
Suddenly, the water rushes in, and I am sucked along with it! I
find I am in a chamber, and can see out, though I could not
detect it from the outside. Inside is Bethany, and Frederick!
The water is a torrent, and quickly fills the chamber, about as
big as Leonardo had determined it to be. Leonardo is sucked
in as well, though Dermott is not; his form is too large.
Bethany has a necklace, and can breathe, but Fr