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AN _INTRODUCTION TO
THE LAND OF NARNIA

Based on The Chronicles of Narnia by C.S.
Lewis, NarniaSolo Games™ invitethereader into
the magical ream of daring children, talking ani-
mals, evil witches, AsiantheLion, and noblekings
and queens. The enchanted land of Narnia, rich in
conflict and wonder, provides the perfect back-
ground for solo games. Welcometo thefantasy and
excitement of C.S. Lewis Narnia

THE FOUNDING OF NARNIA

Near the very beginning (but not quite exactly at
it), the Lion named Asian opened his mouth and
blew along, warm breath over the creatures who
good in a wide circle around him. There were
rabbitsand molesand badgers. Thereweredogsand
leopards and horses. There was even a pair of
elephants! The beasts swayed as though pushed by
astrong wind, and clear, silvery voicesfrom beyond
the sky (it was the stars) sang in chorus. A quick
flashlikelightning (that burnt nobody) madeevery
drop of blood in the animals bodies tingle. Then
Asian spokein adeep, wild voice.
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"Narnia, Narnia, Narnia, awake. Love. Think.
Speak. Be walking trees. Be talking beasts. Be
divine waters." Wild people stepped out from the
trees, gods and goddeses of the wood holding the
hands of Fauns and Dwarfs and Satyrs. The river
god and his Naiad daughters rose from the watery
depths of the river. All these and al the beasts
answered the Lion in their different voices, low or
high, thick or clear. "Hail, Aslan. We hear and obey.
We are awake. We love. We think. We speak. We
know."

Thus Narnia became the land of the Talking
Animals, wakingtrees, and living waters. It wasnot
acountry of men (as Trufflehunter the Badger later
told Prince Caspian), but it was acountry for aman
to be King of. At the Lion's order, the Dwarfs
forged two crowns from atree of true gold; they set
the one with rubies and the other with emeralds.
When the crowns had been cooled in the river,
Asian placed them on the heads of King Frank and
Queen Helen in solemn ritual.

"Rise up King and Queen of Narnia, father
and mother of many Kings that shall be in
Narnia and the Isles and Archenland. Bejust
and merciful and brave. The blessing is upon
you."

Theroyal pair and their children lived happily in
that pleasant land. The boys married nymphs and
the girls married wood-gods and river-gods. The
second son became King of Archenland, and his
descendants were always great friends to their
cousins in Narnia. And their subjects prospered in

joy and peace.



Many hundreds of years later, evil came to Nar-
nia. A wicked Witch brought the snow and ice of
everlasting winter: a winter that would last one
hundred years without Christmas or Spring. Four
children (named Peter, Susan, Edmund, and L ucy)
brought an end to her rule and took the four thrones
in Cair Paravel at Aslan's command.

ADVENTURE

IN NARNIA
Now, Asian will challenge
you to show honor, courage,
and courtesy during your
own adventures in Narnia.
But fear not — if you fail to
do the Lion's bidding, just
play again! And keep in
mind Prince Rilian's words
to Jill, Eustace, and Pud-
dleglum the Marshwiggle:

"Friends, when once a
man is launched on
such an adventure as
this, he must bidfare-
well to hopes andfears,
otherwise death or de-
liverance will both
come too late to save
his honor and reason.”

Go now, and seek the adventure that
Asian sends!
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USING THE GAMEBOOK

Thisgamebook describes hazards, situations, and
locations that may be encountered during your
adventures. Asyou read the text sections, you will
be given choices as to what actions you may take.
What section you read will depend on thedirections
and whether the actionsyou attempt succeed or fail.

THE GAMEBOOK

Text sections are labeled with three-digit numbers
(eg." 123"). Read each section only when told to do
0. Often text sectionswill direct your "movement”
in areas described by thetext. Inthesecases, it can
be very useful for you to keep track of what you
encounter andwhereyou go (i.e., you should record
and map your path of travel).

KEYS

In this gamebook, you may gain information and
take actions that may be important later on. So the
text will sometimes instruct you to: Check Key xx
("xx" is a number). When this occurs, check the
appropriate box on the"Key Sheet” found at the be-
ginning of the book. You should aso record the
information gained and note the text section num-
ber on the line next to the box. You may copy or
photocopy these sheets for your own use.



PICKING A NUMBER

Many times during your adventuresyou will need
to pick a number (between 2 and 12). There are
severd ways for you to do this:

1)

2),

3)

If you have two six-sided dice, roll them. The
result is the number which you have picked.
(You can aso roll one six-sided die twice and
add the results.) or

Flip to arandom pagein the book and look at the
small boxed number in the insde, bottom cor-
ner of the page. This number is the number
which you have picked, or

Turn to the Random Number Table at the end of
this gamebook, use apencil (or finger or pen or
smilar object), close your eyes, and touch the
Random Number Table with the pencil. The
number touched is the number which you have
picked. If your pencil falls on aline, try agan.

Whenever you are instructed to pick a number
and add a "bonus', treat results of more than 12 as
"12" and treat results of less than 2 as "2".




YOUR CHARACTER

CHOOSING A CHARACTER

There are two ways to choose a character:

1) You can use the completely created character
provided on the opposite page. If you choose
this option, read the "Background" sectionjust
before the "Prologue’, or

2) You can create your own character using the
blank Character Recordand the ssmplecharac-
ter development system included in the next
section of this book.

TREASURES AND EQUIPMENT
Whenever you acquire treasures and equipment,
record them on your Character Record in the pro-
vided spaces. Certain equipment may affect your
abilities; the text will show you how.

SKILL BONUSES
For each skill on your Character Record, you
have aBonusthat is used when you attempt certain
actions. When the text instructs you to "add your
bonus', itisreferring to these Skill Bonuses. For an
explanation of these skills refer to the Creating
Your Own Character section.

STARTING TO PLAY

After reading the rules above, begin your adven-
tures by reading the Prologue found after the rules
section. From this point on, read sections as indi-
cated by the text.
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CREATING YOUR OWN
CHARACTER

If you do not want to create your own character,
use the pre-created character found in the front of
this book. If you decide to create your own charac-
ter, follow thedirectionsgivenin thissection. Keep
track of your character on the blank Character
Record found in the front of this book. It isadvis-
able to enter information in pencil so that it can be
erased and updated. If necessary, you may copy or
photocopy this Character Recordfor your own use.

As you go through this character creation proc-
ess, refer to the pre-created character on the preced-
ing page as an example.

XKILLS
Thefollowing "Skill Areas' affect your chance of
undertaking asuccessful action during your adven-
tures.

1) Fighting Skill: Thisskill reflectsyour ability to
fight.

2) Trickery Skill: Use this skill when trying to
move without being seen or heard (i.e, snesk-
ing), trying to sted or take something, picking
a lock, escaping from bonds, etc.

3) Action Skill: Use this skill when directed to
perform certain physical activities by the text,
including: Running away, Swimming, Climb-
ing, Tracking, Hunting, and Riding.



4) Talking Skill: Thisskill reflects your ability to
talk with and gain information from intelligent
beings.

5) Perception Skill: This skill reflects how much
information you gather through observation
and exploration.

6) Inner Strength: Not realy askill, itisarepre-
sentation of your goodness and your resstance
totheforcesof evil. During an adventureit may
change due to your actions and reactions.

SKILL BONUSES

For each of these skills, you will have a Skill
Bonus that is used when you attempt certain ac-
tions. When the text indtructs you to "add your
bonus" itisreferring to these Skill Bonuses. Keep
in mind that these "bonuses' can be negative as well
aspositive.

When you start your character, you have six "+1
bonuses’ to assign to your skills.

Y ou may assgn more than one"+1 bonuses' to a
given skill, but no more than three to any one skill.
Thus, two "+1 bonuses' assigned to a skill will be
a"+2bonus', andthree"+1 bonuses' will bea"+3
bonus'. Each of these bonuses should be recorded
in the space next to the appropriate skill on your
Character Record.

If you do not assign any "+1 bonuses' to a skill,
you must record a -2 bonus' in that space.

During play you may acquire equipment or inju-
ries that may affect your bonuses. Record these
modifications in the "Bonus' spaces.



BACKGROUND

(Readthissectionifyou are using the Pre-created Character .)

You're in Mother's rose garden with Phoebe and little
Stephen (your younger sister and brother), rolling hoops. It's
aglorious afternoon; the roses are blooming, the sun shining,
abreeze blowing, and it's your birthday! At teatime Mother
will bring out sugar cookies, cherry tarts, butterscotch pud-
ding, raspberry jello, and lemon ices, as well as a luscious
plum cake covered with icing and candles. Y ou lick your lips
and turn to tickle Phoebe and Stephen. They both roll in
helpless laughter on the short, soft grass until you stop. Still
giggling, Phoebe taps your wrist and darts away shouting,
"Jesamy, you're it!" Y ou scramble to your feet, hoist Stephen
up to ride piggyback, and chase after her.

"I'll catch you long before the moon rised” you call, feet
pounding.

Stephen squealswith glee and clutchesyour hair in hisfists
as you draw closer to your sister's flying hedls. Faster and
faster you run. Now you're close enough to touch her shoul-
der. "Race you to the gate and back,” you shout.

Suddenly your vision goes black. Y ou gasp and fumblein
the darkness with nervous fingers. Where are you? What

happened?




Blankets, flannel sheets, a plump pillow and downy quilt
meet your touch; and it all comes flooding back. Summer
holidays are over, and you're at school once again. The rose
garden and your birthday werejust adream. But, oh, how you
wish you hadn't woken up!

Term-timeishorrible! Just becausethisisn'tyour firsttime
a boarding school (that was last term) doesn't make it any
better. Y ou miss Phoebe and Stephen (it's severa years before
they' Il be old enough to leavehome) and thegamesyou played
all summertogether. Y oumissMother and the stories sheused
to tell you at bedtime. And, most of all, you miss Father: his
deep, friendly voice; his wildly wonderful hugs, and the
exciting trips to the zoo or the fair or thecircus with him.

Blinking back tears, you stare into the shadows of your
dormitory room. If only your friend, Colin, would pay more
attention to you. It'snot that he doesn't likeyou (you know he
does, you were best buddies last term), but everyone dse
seems to like him just as much as you do. With the crowd of
boysand girlsthat gathersabout him after class, it'shard to get
him away to kick around a soccer ball with you, or watch the
thrush whose nest is just outside your window, or read
adventure stories together out of your favorite books.

"Maybel'm aped,” you murmur to the silence of the night.
"Maybe he doesn't want to be pals this term after al.”

Then you remember the time he showed you his secret
hideaway in an old, hollow oak tree in the woods behind the
playing fields. There were two stumps for stools and a curi-
ously carved wal nut box with Colin'streasuresinit: arobin's
egg, astonewith afishfossil, and astory hewaswriting. There
were some apples and a bag of toffees, too; there were even a
few old bottlesfrom the cherry pop he sometimesdrinksthere.
The bottlesmade it look like a smuggler's cave! Surely Colin
wouldn't have shared his secret place with you unless you
were gpecid too. Or would he?
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LEAPOFTHELION
by
Curtis Norris

PROLOGUE:

It is aperfectly dreadful day, and you are in afoul mood.
With the summer holidays over, and the new term beginning,
there's nothing to look forward to for months. What's worse,
theweather hastaken arather beastly turninthepast few days.
Why this morning the fog rolled so thickly up the Thames it
seemed to cover the entire city and even the schoolyard.

Y ou shouldn't be out on aday like today anyway. But after
all, your very best friend in the whole school did leave you
behindtogo play charadeswiththosetwonew girls, Lucy and
Susan Pevensie. What asilly gameand how nasty it wasof him
togointhefirst place. (Actually, you wereinvited along, but
you were certain you were just being humored.)

That'swhy you are outside, alone on such amiserableday,
pacingthroughthewet morning fog. Astheair growsbrisker,
you begin to wish you had brought along a scarf and start back
inthedirection of thedormitory. But thefog grows strangely
thicker. You cannot sse much beyond the length of your arm.
You have walked a good deal further than you think you
should have, when you suddenly see a pale light through the
mist. It must be alight in somebody's window. But you soon
discover that it's only a street lantern. That's odd. You
couldn't have wandered out of the schoolyard. Could you?
« Ifyou go to the lantern, turn to 309.

« Ifyou take another direction, turn to 129.
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No sooner have the words left your mouth, than the door
swings wide. Two beavers stand in the light. They seem
surprised to see a child on their doorstep (especially one in'
such odd clothing), but they usher you quickly into their
house. Insideitiscozy and acheerful fire blazesonthe hearth.
Before another word is said, you are seated at the low tablein
the center of the room. Mrs. Beaver serves you a bowl of
asparagus soup and spreads a quilt over your lap.

"l wish it could be more," she says, concerned. "But we're
lucky to have any vegetables at all left over these days.”

Mr. Beaver, who has lit hisbig black pipe, looksyou over
and asks, "You're not from these parts, are you?"'

"No, dr,” you say, looking up from your soup nervously.

"Don't be afraid, child,” he says. "There's no danger here.
[ just like to know about the people who sit at my table."

Encouraged by their friendliness, you retell your entire
adventure. Afteryou havefinished, Mr. Beaver puffsawhile
on hispipe, then says, "Mother, it seems| recall some ancient
stories about children from other worlds. | think this child
should be at the Gathering tonight.”

"l agree," says Mrs. Beaver stroking your hair. "But not on
an empty stomach. Have some more soup!”

You eagerly accept a second steaming bowl. Then the
Beavers put out the lights and secure the house. All of you
follow the orange glow of Mr. Beaver's pipe through the
woods. After a short hike, Mrs. Beaver pointsto the top of a
grassy hill whereafireburnsand whispers, "The Gathering."
Reaching the top, you discover many men and Talking Ani-
mals. Mr. Beaver tellsthem your story, and they welcomeyou
into the circle with warmth and a certain amount of awe (you
don't know why). They have important matters to discuss
amongst themselves, however, and for the moment you are
left alone, wondering. Turn to 111.
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"l don't know what to do,” you sputter. "How can | search
for aLion | don't even know?"

"Hmm, no, | don't blame you for being uncertain,” Daliar
mutters, stroking his beard. "How can you decide, when you
know nothing about the nature of what we are doing?'

"Perhaps | can help,” says the centaur. "1 would like to tell
thisyouth alittle something about who is at the heart of this
matter. Perhaps then the child can decide”

"Speak on," says the King.

Quietly the centaur moves to the middle of the ring. His
bearded head remai ns bowed for amoment before he goes on.
"I am older than any here, and even | was very young when
Asian was last seen in this land. It was not a great event, as
thosewho do not know or believeinthe Lion think of asgreat.”



"But the time of the year was autumn, and the people of
Narnia, the beasts and the folk, were gathered for the last
festival beforewinter. We danced, drank cider, and ate apples
as we had done for countless autumns before. Yet thistime
there was sadnessmixed inwith themerriment. No onecould
understand, but we all wished that Asian could be there.”

"The night had deepened with a hunter's moon sinking
toward the horizon, when Asian finally appeared. He did not
bound in, as he had times before, but padded amongst us
quietly, with a gentle kiss for each. When he came to me, |
remember thinking himthemost beautiful creatureinNarnia.
He was as large as ahorse, larger, in fact than my father. His
manewasfull and soft, and helooked asif he could be defeated
by nothing. And yet there was sorrow in hiseyes. Those eyes
seemed to ook far beyond meand all that | thought | wasinto
atime that was not the present. He kissed me then, and the
sweet perfume of his breath filled my nostrils. Perhaps only
that gave me the strength not to cry as he walked out of our
gathering never to be seen again.”

"That wasthefirst and last timethat | stood in the presence
of Asian. But the memory has always been with me, the sweet
smell of his breath, the living gold of his mane, and the
fathomless depth of hiseyes. All my peace and all that is good
inmeflowsfrom that event. | cannot express moreclearly the
specianessthat belongstotheLion. But, perhapsyou canfind
reason enough in my taleto search for this Asian, who means
s0 much to we Friends. Perhaps my child's heart of the past
can speak to yours, here and now."

With a silence (for silence is something, too) the centaur
ends histale. You stand motionless, and all about, the others
arejust as till, looking at you. Overhead, the stars are still,
straining to hear you answer the unuttered question.

» Ifyou decide tojoin the Friends, turn to 166.
* Ifyou still want to return home, turn to 112.
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"Not guilty,"you utter clearly. A profound silencefollows.

The Satyrlooksup unbelievingly. Thenasmilecomesover
hisface and he shouts, "Praise the child! Justice is done!"

A confused babble arises in the room. Some of the bolder
beastsand people shout, "hurrah!" until othersbegintojoinin.
Soon almost everyone is giving joyous praise for your judg-
ment. Happily, you look to Haadreh for his approval, but he
shows not the slightest trace of it. Rather, he is shaking with
rage.

"Watcherd" he shouts, when he has finally found hisvoice.
"Thischild hasbrokenthe Rules. Takeittothedungeon! And
kill any who dare try to defend the heretic!"

The guards are quick to act. The nearest of them advances,
while others st their spears to repel any heroes from the
crowd. There are many things you would like to tell Haadreh
to his face right now, but you'd better try to escape the grasp
of the Watchersor you'll land in the dungeon! Pick a number
and add your Action bonus:

o If 2-5, turn to 247.
* 1f6-10, turn to 233.
¢ 1f11-12, turn to204.

103

The Lion may be a terrible beast, as the Scribes, and
professors, and Watchers of the Temple seem to think, but
these Friends are much nicer than the Keepers of the Rules. "
want to help," you say.

"Fine" replies the King. "When we get back to our camp
inthewoods, I'll tell you more. But first we must escape from
this prison, and for that you must get the key. Now rest until
night fallsl" Turn to 227.
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"If you please, Sr," you answer quietly, "1 miss my home
very much, and..."

"Say nomore, child," repliestheKing." Thisisour respon-
sihility. As soon as we get out of thisprison, well seeyou get
back to your own world. Now get some rest."”

Quietly, you retire to a lonely corner to curl up. As the
others continue to whisper of their plans, you drift off to deep.
Seconds later aloud commoation brings you to your feet. All
the others, men and beagts dike, are rushing through the open
door into thecorridor where young lordsin cloth of gold greet
them. Full of joy, you follow &fter.

"Not that way, child," cals out adeep voice a your back.
Turning, you seethatitisalion. TheLion! Behindhhim stands
another open door with bright sunshine streaming through.
"Y ouwanted toreturn home. Y our way liesthrough thisdoor.
Go now. And when you are ready to return, | shall be here.
Farewdl."

With asad nod, you walk past the golden Lion and into the
schoolyard of your own world. The door shuts noisdesdy
behind, leaving only the hope of returning someday to theland
of Narnia

It'seasytoreturntoNarnia! Just turnto thePrologueand
beginagain!

105

"Is that a spider on thewall?' you say, pointing across the
corridor.

"Spider?' The guard turns about (just as you had hoped).

For abrief moment, the spare key on the back of the man's
belt comes within reach, and you make agrab for it. Pick a
number and addyour Trickery bonus:
* 1f2-4, turn to 107.
* 1f5-12, turn to 109.
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Surely, there must be some better way of getting down
indde thewell. If only you could find it! Pick a number and
addyour Perceptionbonus:
*1f2-4, turn to 183.
* 1f5-12, turn to 225.

107

"l don't s;.e a—Hey! What are you doing back there?'

Locks and Limpetd He's caught you in the act! Now
there's no choice, but to run away. And so it's off down the
corridor with the guard dose behind. As you fly down the
passageyou find yoursdlf shouting, "Adan! Helpme, Asan!"
Suddenly the hall is filled with adeep, resounding roar that
drops you to the stone floor, no, to the grassy lawn! You're
back in the schoolyard. The fog has lifted and the red brick
buildingsawaityourreturn. Relieved and dismayed, youwa k
indoors, wishingfortheday whenyoumightreturntoNarnia

It'seasytoreturntoNarnia! JustturntothePrologueand
begin again!

108

You are no warrior, but a lucky star hangs overhead.
Swinging your arms wildly, they become tangled in the
guards bowstrings. The wegpons are yanked from their
hands, and the two Watchers soon run up thelane to get help.
Y oudon't wait, but pead into the saf ety of thewoods. Pausing
by abush, you are gartled by avoice. Turn to 254.
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"l don't seeany spider," theguard says, scratching his head.

"Must have been a shadow," you smile and drag the gruel
bucket into the cell.

"Did you get the key?' asks the King eagerly.

Triumphantly, you pull it from your pocket and display it
with pride.

"Well, done! Now we must await the signal from our
Friendsoutside. Until then, let usstrengthen ourselveson this
gruel, and grant our little hero an extrahelping!"

Thegruel tastesterrible, but the extradollopis appreciated
none-the-less (you're hungry!). You sit down to wait for the
signal with afull stomach. At last, after hours of waiting, it
comes; a single horn blast from somewhere outside.

"This is it!" Daliar cries as everyone moves toward the
door. "Come, child! Bring the key and open thedoor whilethe
guards are distracted. There isn't amoment to lose."

Trembling all over with excitement and fear, you push
through the crowd with the key. It takes three tries, but at last
the key dlides into the lock and turnsit easily. Once the door
is open, the crowd sweeps you out and down the corridor and
through the large copper door at the far end into the open air
beyond, A fierce battleragestherewith several lordsfighting
from horseback and many other animals coming to their aid.
Theprisonersjoinin, asdoyou, until it seemstheworldisfull
of arms and legs and teeth mingling in the fray.

At first the guards inflict some terrible wounds on the
Friends, but when the King and the other prisoners rally for
battle, the Watchers soon turn tail and run howling up thehill.
"Bravely fought, Friends!" cries Ddiar to all. "Have we many
losses?!

"Shaketail has been wounded!" moans Grumblebelly with
the Squirrel in hisarms.



"Only a light wound to the shoulder, sire" the Squirrel
insists. "It's nothing, really."

"Well, then. Take to the horses and let us ride back to the
woodlands! Come, child, you shall ridewith me. Three cheers
for the Friends of Asian!"

Joining in on the cheers, you legp into the King's saddle to
take athrilling ride to his camp in the woods. Turn to 313.

110

As you creep as close to the hill as you dare, snatches of
conversation reach your ears.

"It is afine night for a Gathering!" says one voice.

"Here, Friend, let me help you with that," says another.

These and like phrases drift down from the warm fire,
mingled with soft laughter and whispers. They certainly do
not sound like dangerous people!
« Ifyou approach thefire, turn to 296.
« Ifyou return to the Lamp-post, turn to 122.
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Y ou arenot | eft alone long, before two animalscometo chat
withyou. Oneisalarge squirrel withabushy tail that twitches
excitedly from time to time. His companion is a large brown
bear, who appears rather sleepy.

"Hello," chirps the sguirrel. "My name is Shaketail, and
thisis Grumblebelly." The bear smiles warmly. "Y ou looked
ratherlost, so we decided to seeif there was anything we could
to do to help."

"Well," you reply, "you could tell me what thisisall about,
if you please.”

"Perhaps over dinner?' says the bear hopefully.

"Youjust ate," snaps Shaketail. Thento you he sayscalmly,
"There's not much time to explain, but we call ourselves the
Friends, and we're all searching for someone very important.”

"Who?' you ask.

"Adan the Lion," answers Grumblebelly in a lovely deep
voice.

"Yes," saysthesquirrd. "Noonehasseenhimforages, and
we must find him before it is too late. That's why we're all
here. To make a plan. Why, even the King will be herel""

"Good heavens, aKing!" you gasp.

"Indeed! And he'll be very interested to meet you, child!"

Just then, acentaur at the edge of the light putsahand to his
mouth and shouts, "The King approaches!" The thrilling
sound of hoofbeats rumbles in the darkness beyond the glow
of the fire. Turn to 255.




112

"I'm sorry," you mutter. "I just cannot do it."

"We understand,” says the King sadly. "This is not your
world, and we are not your responsibility. If you are ready,
then, we will escort you to the Lamp-post and wish you a safe
journey home."

Head bowed, you walk beside Ddliar toward the lamp-post.
The others, all the lords, ladies and Taking Animals of
Narnia, follow quietly behind, friends you will never get to
know. As you go, the King talks softly into the darkness.
"When | wasaboy," he says, "I used to dream of going to other
worlds where people didn't dress or live the way | did. How
wonderful theworld would be, | thought, and how wonderful
| would beinit..."

The King's words bring a painful sadness to your throat.
Then you notice something odd. Daliar's voice has been
getting steadily fainter and farther away. With astart, you look
up from the ground to see that the King has vanished along
with the others and the woods and everything! Y ou are back
in your own schoolyard with thered brick buildings not more
than three yards away. With a profound feeling of loss, you
enter thedormitory to dream of the day when you might return
to Narnia.

It's easy to return to Narnia. Just go to the Prologue and
begin again!



113

Likeafox before the hounds, you nimbly outmaneuver the
clumsy Watchers and escape to the safety of the woods
beyond. Still, youdonot stoprunninguntil itiscertain that the
guardsand the Scribes are far behind. For severd futile hours,
you search for the lamp-post that brought you herein the first
place. The sun goesdown, and itisnot until hourslater that the
comforting glow of the lantern can be seen through the trees.
Just then, however, a blazing fire appears on a nearby hill.
Dark figures encircle the flames and voices moan faintly
across the distance. The mystery beckons; but so does the
lantern...and home.
* Ifyou go to the lantern, turn to 122,
* Ifyou listen to the voices, turn to 110.
* Ifyou approach thefigures, turn to 296.
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114

"Oh, Norian!" you cry, grabbing onto the man's deeve.
"They're going to throw you in the dungeon. They think
you're dangerous!"

"Slowly, child," saysNorian. "What are you talking about?
Who's going to put me in the dungeon?’

As clearly as possible you tell him everything about what
you heard earlier.



Hisexpressongrowsvery serious(andratter sad) asyou
finish. "Dear me" he says quietly. "What could | have done
wrong? Oh, well. Tomorrow will be time- enough to worry
about that. Now you must be getting along. Peace be with you,
child."
« Ifyou leave Norian toface hisfate alone, turn to 145.
« Ifyou think Norian should come with you, turn to 118.

115
With adefiant shout, you jump out into the lane and rush at
the two guards. Theresult is less than could have been wished
for, however, asthemenjust laugh saying, "Careful, littleone!
We don't want to hurt you." And, of course, they do not. But
Rules are Rules. Turn to 175.

116
"Stop! Leave her donel” you cry, glaring at the boys.
While one of the boys grabs the mole'shands, the bully and
his companions surround you. The bully looks you over.
"Does there seem to be aproblem here?' he sneers.
Suddenly, your throat has gone dry, and it seems unlikely
that the boys are going to listen to reason. Pick a number and
add your Talking bonus:
* If2-5, turn to 200.
* If6-12, turn to 126.
17
"Ligten," you say, pushing aside their peculiar questions,
there's alion in the woods!"
This gets their attention; the Scribe who first spoke leans
closer and asks "Are you a Friend of the Lion?"
* Ifyou say yes, turn to 329.
* Ifyou say no, turn to 2609.
« Ifyou are not sure, turn to 228.



118

"I'm not leaving you here to go to the dungeons," you say.
"Come with me!"

"But there are children here who need my guidance,”
Norian argues.

"What good are you going to do them in prison? Can't you
seethat the Templeisbad? If you don't get out and tell people
the truth, soon everyone will be in the dungeon. Y ou don't
want that, do you?"'

"Certainly not!" he admits, though obviously struggling
with hischoices. Atlast hesays, "All right. Maybeitwoulddo
me good to get out and see some of the world. I'll escort you
to the lamp-post.”

"Good! Let's go!"

Together, you creep through dusty, unused corridors and
downempty stairwells. At last, you emergeintothefresh night
ar. There is very nearly an encounter with the guards at the
base of the hill but you get by safely. With alight heart you
walk a Norian's side toward the area known as Lantern
Waste. When your feet are sore and your destination draws
near and the lantern glowsjust ahead, afire suddenly appears
on thetop of anearby hill. Dark figures can be seen and their
voicescarry faintly acrossthedistance. Mystery beckons, but
S0 does the lantem...and home. Check Key 2.

* Ifyou go to the lantern, turn to 335.
* Ifyou listen to the people, turn to 323.
« Ifyou approach the people, turn to 333.

119
"I've seen it!" you cal out.
All eyesturn on you. King Ddliar, hisown eyes open wide
with surprise, says, "What wasthat? Did you speak, child?"
"Yes, dre" you stutter, feeling very uncomfortable. "l said
I've seen the lion. In the woods.”



A loud gasp rises from the crowd, and the light ssems to
grow brighter. Worse still, theKing strides over to whereyou
are standing and stares at you intently for what seems ages.
Had he put you under amicroscopeand painted you blue, you
couldnotfeel morestrange. Atlength, he strokeshisbeardand
says, "You do not come from here, do you, child?'

"Why, no," you answer. "At leadt, | do not think so. You
%2, I'm not too sure where | am either.”

At this, the King gives asmall laugh, resting his hand on
your shoulder warmly. "Why Narnia, of course! Oh, me! | see
thisneedssomeexplanation. Howtobegin?WeNarniansfind
ourselves imprisoned because of something we failed to do
towardsthat Lionyou saw inthewoodlands. Wefailedtolove
himwith our whol e hearts. Wefailed to love our neighborsas
ourselves, as he commanded. We have done much that we
ought not. And we have left much undone that we ought not."

"Adan the Lion isthe creator of Narniaand King above dll
High Kings. Yet, the chill of hatred and fear and doubt can
hold at bay even his power. Only the praise of aloving heart
may act as an open door to him, the son of the Emperor-
beyond-the-Sea. But our souls have grown cold and faithless.
And the Lion has not roamed our land for ageneration. In his
absence, Haadreh the Wise moved in and built this Temple.,"

"And ruined everybody's lives!" adds Grumblebelly.

"Inany casg," continues King Daliar, "those of us who till
believe have vowed to search the land for the Lion and declare
ourfaiththat hemight return. | mustadmitthat | wasbecoming
discouraged, but your presence here has given me new hope.
Other children have come to Narnia from another world and
done the land great service. And you! You say you have
actually seentheLion! Child, thereisnodoubtinmy mindthat
you are the hope of Narnia. Y ou must help ug"



"l will'" you cry, filled with a new strength. But as the
cautious cheers of the crowd rise, you wonder if you have not
made a very foolish misteke. Is the Lion what they say he is?
Or is he adangerous beast as others would have you believe?

"Of course,” says the King, restoring order, "we must still
get out of this dungeon. Now, as we planned earlier, those
Friends who are still free outside will be making an attack on
the Temple tonight. We must have the dungeon door open by
then, so that we can makefull use of the distraction and escape.
Whoever isassigned to get the gruel bucket this evening must
try to get the key from the guard. Child, as the newest arrival,
I'm afraid that job falls on you tonight. Will you do it?’

Seeing no other choice (and eager to help), you declare, "
will." Turn to 227.

120
Recklessly, you charge the guards. Pick a number and add
your Fighting bonus:
o [f2-9, turn to 221.
¢ [f10-12, turn to 270.

121

The guards are not monsters; they're men. Certainly, they
will listen to reason. If not, the dungeon may be your new
home. Good luck! Pick a number and add your Talking
bonus:

* [f2-6, turn to 243.
 |f7-12, turn to 201.



122
It iswith gladness that you walk to the lantern. But asyou
hug the warm iron and watch the fog settle in around it,
sadness tempers the joy of returning home. Something very
dear is slipping away until it seems al but logt, as the fog
chickensandyou know thatyour ownworld hasreturned. Now
that you are back, you have no greater wish than to return to
that land of wonder called Narnia. Slowly, you walk back to
school to await theday when it will be yoursto explore again.
It's easy to return to Narnia! Just go to the Prologue and
beginagain!
123
Turning away from the bonfire on the hill, you spy the
silhouette of the lamp-post against the half moon. Turn to 122

124

Not enough look in your leap! In your haste to escape you
runright over Haadreh. Together, thetwo of youroll down the
steps, stopping at the bottom with a loud thud. Then it's a
furious unfolding of robes as Haadreh untangles himself
angrily.

"Waicherd" he sputters. "Teke this beast away from mel
Lock it in the dungeon, and see that it doesn't escapel”

Too bruised to resist, you let the guards lead you out the
door and to the dungeon. Turn to 175.

125
Best to stay with themen, you think to yoursdlf, even if they
aredressed strangely. Three of them are draped in red sheets
gathered at the shoulder. The other four wear brown tunicsand
carry bows and spears. All of them arefair skinned, and rather
handsome, though they have disturbing expressions on their
faces. Turn to 134.



126

With as steady anerve aspossible, you look the bully in the
eye and say, "Look here. Why don't you |eave the mole alone?
It's four against one and she's smaller than any of you. And
she'sagirl! How isit going to make you feel beating on such
apoor creature? Beastly! That's how you'll feel. But if you
want to go on acting foolish, than you might aswell fight me
too, because | won't stand by and watch it happen.”

The boys seem to consider attack, but suddenly they let the
mole go and shuffle away in the din, looking sheepishly at
their feet. The freckled-faced boy glares a you evilly, but
daresnot fight abattle on hisown. After they haveal left, you
go over to the mole to make sure she isall right. Turn to 215.

127

"Fease, don't,” you whisper politely to the boy, but he
rewards your courtesy with apainful pull of your hair. You
find yourself shouting, "Leave me done"

All headsin the classroom turn at this sudden outburst. The
professor (who does not like to be interrupted) raises his
eyebrows unimaginably high and says, "You wished to say
something, child? How selfish of me to take up all the time
with my own rambling nonsense. Of course, you should have
aturn. | wasjust about to tell the class what the Golden Rule
is. Why don't you do that for me?'

Oh, bother! What is the use of travelling to another world
(even it was an accident) just to go to a school that is worse
than the one you left?

* Ifhis High-browness told you the Golden Rule
(checked Key 1), turn to 248.

* Otherwise:
« Ifyou think you know the Golden Rule, turn to 267.
* Ifyou do not know the Golden Rule, turn to 305.



128

Looking about in therubble uncovers nothing that might be
of usein finishing the tunnel. Still, you cannot go back. Not
now. So, you fall to your knees and begin to dig with your
hands. At first, it is very difficult to move the dirt and rocks
aside, but then it becomes easier until it is no harder than
building a sand castle. Suddenly a small hole opens up and
light poursin. Pushing your body through the tiny opening,
you comeoutin athick cluster of bushes. Standing up, you are
surprised and dismayed to discover that you have returned to
your London schoolyard. Sadly, you wander into the dormi-
tory to dream of the day when you might return to Narnia.

It's easy to return to Narnia! Just go to the Prologue and
beginagain!

Well, if you have gonein the wrong direction, thebest thing
todo would beto turn right round and head back to whereyou
garted. You follow what appear to be impressions your
galoshes made in the moist grass, but before fifty yards have
passed, another street lantern glimmers not ten feet ahead!
Could it be the same one you saw before?

« Ifyou go to the lantern, turn to 309.
« Ifyou take another direction , turn to 257.



130

"Do unto others asyou would have them do unto you," you
answer. (Correctly, | might add, in spite of what others might
say).
The old man sits back in his chair quickly, upsetting his
shiny hat. The Scribes shift nervously, and an excited murmur
flutters through the stands.

"What? What?' stammers the old man finally. "What did
you say? What did that child say?'

Before you can answer, the Head Scribe replies, "You see,
your Profundity. That isjust what | was talking about. The
child is very confused.”

"Confused?' says the old man, looking at you more directly
than is comfortable. "Bewitched is more like it. Tl mechild,
where did you learn to spesk this insane substitute for the
Golden Rule?

« Ifyou say you learned it at home, turn to 169.
* Ifyou say you learned it at school, turn to 338.
* Ifyou say you learned it at church, turn to 258.

131

As long as the guards don't turn around, you've made it
safely. Oh! They'vegone and doneit! They'veturned around!
Before you can say "What's dl thisthen?" the Watcher's have
made some frightful faces and are chasing after you. Blindly,
you fleeinto the woods, crying, "Adan! Aslan, helpme!” The
sound of adistant roar reaches your ears. Past the next tree you
can see daylight, and beyond the tree after that you can see
your old schoolyard. Turning about, there is nothing but the
red brick buildings of the schoal. A bit sadly, you go inside,
wondering about the land called Narnia and the Lion called
Asian.

Why not return to Narnia? Just go to the Prologue and
begin again!



132

Retracing your steps, you hope the hunters are still where
youleftthem. What if you must wander aloneinthisforest for
days?

As tears gather under your eyelids, you stumble into a
clearing among the pines. Three men, draped in red silk
gathered at the shoulder, stand watching four others (who
wear brown tunics and carry bows and spears). The four are
examining the lion'strail. All of them are fair-skinned and
rather handsome. Turn to 134.

133

Ducking under the professor's grasp, you dash out of the
room, up the corridor toward the open door beyond. Just then,
aman in brown robes stepsout and bringsyou gently to ahalt.
"Sow down, child," he says. "What's your hurry?"

"Oh, please help me" you manage to stammer. "I'm lost
and have to get back home!"

"I'll take care of that little rascd!" cries the professor
coming up from behind. "Tried to vandalize my chambers!"

"Now, now, professor,” says the man in brown. "I'm sure
thingsaren't asbad asthey must seem. Let me haveatalk with
thechild. Ifany harmwasintended, then |'m surewecanthink
something out. Besides, don't you have a class to teach just
now?"'

For amoment, the old manjust fumes and sputters (remind-
ing you of an angry teapot); then he says, "Very well. But let
me warn you child. There are Rules here in the Temple, and
you may be very sorry someday if you do not follow them."

With those words, the professor turnsin a swirl of purple
robes, and marches angrily away. "Well, now," says the man
inbrown. "Comeinto my room and wewill discussthismatter
further.” Turn to 171.



14

One of themen in red takes you gently by the arm and asks,
"What are you doing here, child?"

"I'm logt," you answer truthfully.

The man smiles at his companions and says, "We are all
lost, even those of us named Scribes of the Temple. But what
has brought you to this clearing?'

Goodness, you were hoping they could tell you that. "Who
are you?' you reply.

"Who are we, indeed? Who can say? But tell me, are you
a Friend of the Lion?"

* Ifyou say yes, turn to 329.
* Ifyou say no, turn to 269.
* Ifyou are not sure, turn to 228.
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: 135
Giving the problem considerable thought, you decide to try
to scare the guards away. Slipping behind a bush, you give
your best roar (a bit high for a lion, but deep enough for a
child). The guards seem convinced that alion is nearby. Only
they don't run away!



"The Lion!" shouts one, putting an arrow to his bow string.

"At last we have him!" saysthe other, eagerly drawing his
bow string all the way back to hisright ear.

Thisisnot at all what you had hoped for! Y ou spring away
from the bush and speed down the narrow lane. One of the
arrows cuts into the grass at your feet, while a second sparks
off of astone lessthan ayard ahead. Surely, all islost, for how
can the next arrow fail to miss?

Just as you are certain death is a hand some very
extraordinary things happen. Out of the dark ahead, some-
wherejust out of sight, a silver spear like a bolt of lightning
flies over your head. At the same time a high, piercing horn
soundstriumphantly. Turningabout, youfindtheguardshave
stopped in their tracks, the silver spear vibrating in theground
at their feet. The horn sounds a second time, and several horses
gallop out of the darkness. Their riders are al young men,
broad and handsome like the princes in your picture-books.
They wear cloth of gold, fine spun hose, and boots inlaid with
precious stones. One of them (a blonde youth with a beard)
rides toward you and says, "If you are a Friend, hop on!"

Without hesitation, you let the strong young man pull you
onto his horse. Then itsright about and a breathtaking charge
into the dark embrace of night. As the black stallion races
ahead, the young man says, "We are the Friends of Asian. We
ride toward a Gathering. Great things are about to happen,
child. Will youjoin us?'

"Yed" you shout into the wind.

Onward and still onward the horse gallops, until amighty
blaze appears on top of a hill in the distance. Reigning in the
horses by the light of the fire, you and the riders dismount to
join agroup of other lords and ladies (not to mention Talking
Animals, of which there are severa in attendance).



"Come! See our new Friend!" call the riders, and soon you
are the center of attention. All those terrible feelings of
lonelinessyou've borne all day vanish with the warm greet-
ings and hearty handshakes. Everyone wants to know your
story, and for the next few moments all ears are yours. They
are awed by your tale and show you agreat dedl of respect. So
much respect, infact, that you areleft alonefor awhiletogaze
into the flames of the bonfire. Turn to 111.

136
Being lost is better than being locked away in some strange
school any day! Gasping, you lunge for the woods. Pick a
number and add your Action bonus:
* If2-5, turn to 202.
* I1f6-12, turn to 113.

137

Y oucrawl upthesteep dope of the hill until youcanclearly
hear the voices of the figures concealed by the massive tree
trunk.

One of the voices is booming and deep. "Be you a Friend,
Shaketail. Climb up to that crack in yonder tree. | do believe
| can hear some honey bees in there.”

"I'll do nothing of the sort, Grumblebelly," comes another
voice, higher andfaster thanthefirst. "l'vehad alongjourney
getting here, as, no doubt, you have as well, and we're both
going to need plenty of rest for when the others get here. So
suggest you forget about your ever-hungry stomach and get
some rest.”

Had not so many odd things happened to you aready today,
you might havethought thisaninteresting conversation with
persons of such curiousname. Asit is, though, you find only
that you have become rather hungry. Perhaps Grumblebelly
might share some of that honey! Turn to 230.



At lagt, the Temple comes into sight on top ofalarge hill in
thedistance. Itisan immensebuilding, made all the larger by
its gaudy red and purple and green windows and countless
spires. At first you think it's a magnificent spectacle with the
sun shining from its copper roof, but the nearer you draw, the
more it seems to be grossly out of place in this land of smple,
hues and gentle contours. The Watchers escort you through a
crowded (and atrifle smelly) market filled with sellers and
their wares at the base of the hill, then up along flight of stairs
toward the main gates of the Temple.

Inside, thebuilding iseven morelavishly decorated. Garish
paintings of stern men in purple robes and elaborate carvings
run amok along the walls and ceiling. Intricate oriental rugs
spread haphazardly between the marble vases and pedestds
onthefloor.Inall, theplaceisrather frightening, with aheavy,
sinister feeling in its crowded rooms.

"Where are you taking me?' you demand to know.

"To the School," is all the Watcher says, leaving you to
wonder what schools in this land are like and how long you
will have to stay. Fortunately, an answer is soon to come, for
that massive door coming up ahead could be no other than the
entrance to the School. Turn to 319.



139

After saverd more miles of walking, the Temple finaly
comes into sight at the top of alarge hill. 1t looks something
like ajewd glittering in the distance with its flashing colors
and countless spires. "Magnificent!" you think to yoursdf at
first, but change your mind as the building draws neerer.
Something about its red and purple and green windows and
hundreds of domes and turrets makes it ssem wholly out of
place in this land of gentle hues and contours.

While walking through the crowded market filled with
slers and their wares at the base of the hill, the Scribes stop
and one says, "Well, here we suppose we are, child. Will you
be going on to the Schooal, or does some other divine errand
demand your perplexed attention?'

Not knowing of any other placeto go, you declare, "I think
I'd best go to schoal." Turn to 280.

140
In the next moment you do severd things which will ssem

hardly possble when you think about it later, but fortunately
thereisnotimetothink at al. Throwing asatin cushion across
the floor, you trip one of the Watchers, who fals into the
fountai n withatremendoussplash. Spinningrapidly, youpull
therug out from under the second Watcher and give thethird
anasty bump on the head when you throw the fruit platter at
him likeadiscus. Haadreh, in the meantime, has taken shelter
behind oneof the pillars, dlowing you enough time to dash out
the door and away. Turn to 163.

141
Something insde saysthat you are only being sdfish. The
mole does need your help, and right away. But how?
« Ifyou try to reason with the boys, turn to 116.
« If you decideto fight the boys, turn to 185.



142

"Heaing the Watchers?' echoes the little man, cocking his
heed to one sdeinquisitively (he sesemsto have forgotten his
anger). "Wdl, comein, my littleone! Y ou shdl enjoy sanctu-
ary hereinmy humblequarters. My nameisHaadreh. Come!”

So that's what that funny word was. How quickly he can
changemoodd Still, he seems friendly enough, and you enter
thegrand chamber quietly. Beforeanother wordisexchanged
Haadreh seets you upon a large green cushion besde the
fountain. With his smdl, monkey-like hands he daps for a
large platter of red grgpes and a pitcher of applejuice. The
servants appear asif from no where (they blended in with the
decorated walls).

As a third glass of juice is sarved, Haadreh leans doser,
stroking his thin beard, and asks, "Now tell me, child. Why
were you fleeing the Watchers?'

Wiping your mouth on your deeve (for there are no
napkins) you begin to tell your story. Turn to 264.

143

There must be abetter way down than swinging in an old
bucket! Asyou peer into the darkness, something takes shape
out of the shadows. What is it? Why, it's aladder! Aniron
ladder securely affixed to the Sde of thewdl! Recklesdy, you
swing thebucket back andforthacrossthegaping mouthof the
well. On thethird swing your fingersjust missthebarsand on
the fourth you've got it!

After that, the ladder seems as safe as walking on abroad
avenue, and you climb easily down into the damp darkness.
It'salong descent; the star-filled opening above has shrunk to
thesizeof aten shilling piecewhen your hand discoversahole
in the sde of the wall. Further exploration reveds thatitisa
tunnel of good size. Warily, you step ingde. Turn to 290.



144

A second thought does nothing to change your mind.
Norian would never feel at home in London. (And whatever
would Mother and Father say if you brought him home!) He'll
just haveto stay inthe Templeand face his problemsaone. So,
with one backward glance, you venture by yourself through
the maze of corridors and stairwells that lead to the outside.
Shutting the last door, you turn to take alungful of thefresh
air, but receive a terrible shock, instead. Five guards with
lowered spears are waiting for you on the grass!

"Sed" saysone. "l told you there was going to be trouble,
but don't ask me how | knew. Come on, child. Y ou've broken
curfew, and the Rules say it's off to prison."

Suddenly, you wish very much that Norian wasaong. Fear
shakesyour legsasthe men lead theway back into the Temple.
Somewhere in the far distance a lion roars. Turn to 175.

145
Wouldn't you like to reconsider? Pick a number and add
your Inner Strength bonus:
* If2-5, turn to 144.
* 1f6-12, turn to 118.



146

Aftermuch hesitation, youfinally decideon thered hatand
put thepointy coneof felt uponyour head. Thoughit must look
assilly asitfeels, noonelaughsor takesany unduenctice, and
you are allowed to take a seat near the back of the class.

The professor (whose glare, it seems, isapermanent part of
his expression) returns to the front and assumes that deadly
sort of posture teachers do when they are about to deliver a
lecture of an especialy dull nature.

"Now then, class" he begins slowly, "today | wish to
discuss with you a matter of great confusion, and, therefore,
great importance. Itisessential thatyou listen very closely, for
what | am about to explain can save you agood dedl of trouble
inthefuture. The subject of thisdiscussionisAsiantheLion."

Thelionagain! Perhapsnow everything will be cleared up
about the strange beast and all the trouble he seems to have
gotten you into.

"Some of you," continues the professor, frowning in your
direction, "have some unacceptable feelings concerning
myths of this — creature — and the disreputable beast that
prowlstheland clai ming to behim. Othersof you have parents
who have related stories from dim and ignorant times when
this Lion is thought to have lived and worked wonders.

"In those distant, unenlightened times it was easy for
peopleto believe that amere lion could have created thisland.
It was easy to believe that this Lion could have saved the land
from evil and destruction by giving hisown life, and that he
rose again from the dead. Believing all of these absurd tales,
people were wont to support the Lion blindly and follow his
commands to the best of their ability.



"But, of course, al thiswassilly. Nowhere in the universe
can we find powers such asthose the Lion claimed to possess.
Look whereyou will and you shall never find an example of
such fantastic magic. Why, only an insane person would say
he could come back from the dead. And indeed that'swhat the
Lionwas. Only the pitiful ignoranceof suchtimescanexplain
why the people and beasts ever followed the mad Asian.

"Today we know better. Since Haadreh the Wise has
brought us the Temple, we have been freed from ignorance
and superstition. Now the Rules guide our lives from day to
day, from onemoment tothe next. At last, we are happy. still,
thereisdanger. Anevil- minded Lion calling himself after that
Asian of a best-forgotten time roams the land, trying to turn
people against the Temple and drag the land back into its dark
ageof ignorance. Thatiswhy of all thethousandsof Rules, one
is put above all the rest and called Golden."

Up to this point, you have been listening intently to the
lecture, but now you arefaced with adistraction. Sitting onthe
stool to your right is a sturdy boy of about your age. Despite
arather friendly dash of freckles across his cheeks, his other
features make him look mean, and his behavior proves this
true. Now, just as the lecture is getting interesting, the bully
pulls at your deeve and pinches your arm. What a nuisance!
* Ifyou suffer the pinches and listenfurther, turn to 304.

» Ifyou decide to do something about the pest, turn to 127.

147

"Now then," saystheKing. "Wehave never been insidethe
Temple, and know of no easy way to the prison. However,
there once were others among uswho attempted to burrow in
fromtheoutside. Theentranceof thetunnel iswithintheGreat
Well near the base of Temple How. We don't know if they
ever finished their work for the men wereall captured and put
in the very prison which they were trying to invade!"



"What if | can't get in?' you ask.

"Then, of course, you are to come right back here. But let
us not expect the worst, child. Once you do get in, then the
other Friendswill helpyou get back out, and we shall never be
far away. Here, take this horn. The moment you get outside
with the prisoners, blow itjust as hard asyou are able, and we
shall ride in for the rescue. Understood?"

"Yes, dr," you mumble, taking the horn. Then, after a
number of tearful goodbyes and solemn handshakes, you steal
quietly into the night. Footsore, you finally arrive at the base
of TempleHow. Themany-tiered edificelooksfrightfully like
amonstrous birthday cakewith itscountlesstorches and sharp
gpires. Just ahead is the giant round wall of the Great Well.

The well is not guarded, and the short wall is easily
climbed. Inside, however, lurks adark and seemingly endless
drop. And you have no idea how to get down to the tunnel
entrance! A stout rope holds a huge bucket, but perhaps
climbing down the stones would be better. Check Key 3.

« Ifyou use the rope, turn to 229.
« Ifyou climb down the stones, turn to 197.
« Ifyou want to lookfor another way, turn to 106.



148
Before you get far enough away to make a proper escape,
one of the Scribes turns about and snaps, "Stay close, Friend
of Asian. The court wouldn't appreciate our losing you."
Oh, dear, there seems to be no way out! Only one thing
cheersyou: the guards return without the Mice. Turn to 236.

149

Butting your head into a Watcher's round stomach, you
knock the wind out of him and turn to your next foe. A smart
kick to the knee takes him out, while tossing your jacket over
yet a third's head defeats him. Grinning, you look around.
Your grin fades. The rest of your side isn't doing so well!

Then a few Friends rush from the woods and lend aid.
Gladly, you notice that Shaketail and Grumblebelly are
among them. Together, you manage to beet off the cowardly
Watcherswho run up the hill, wailing like dogs. Limping of f
into the woods, you head for the site of last night's Gathering.
There, you discover that the Squirrel received some bad
woundstothe shoulder. How do peopleand placesgetinsuch
a date? Turn to 293.

150

"l guess I'll dtay," you sy with reluctance, since there
doesn't seem to be any way to return home anyhow.

"Fing" Norian replies cheerfully. "I'll take you on as my
specid pupil. That should help. Now then, there's one thing
you could do for me."

"Anything."

"Return this book to the Dean of Enigma, please. Hisroom
is a the other end of the corridor. We'l plan your course of
study afterward.”



Eager to return his kindness, you take the heavy, leather-
bound tome and hurry out of the room. The blue and green
carpet in the corridor runs up to adoor with agiant question
mark carved into its yellow wood. Thinking this must be the
place, you prepare to knock, when the sounds of a serious
conversation reach your ears from the other side
* Ifyou pause to listen, turn to 205.

« Ifyou simply knack, turn to 316.

151

You've dipped! Back away from the wall you fall, tum-
bling over and over again. Isthishow Alicefelt? How awful!
What will it be like at the bottom! Suddenly thereisaterrific
jolt, and things go dark. No, they were dark before, so now
they must be light. Yes, it's light out, and there are some
familiar buildings here. Why, it'sthe schoolyard! Y ou'vere-
turned home! Picking yourself dazedly up off theground, you
wonder if Narniawill ever be yours to explore again.

It's easy to return to Narnia! Just go to the Prologue and
begin again!



152

The professor (as he calls himself) grabsyou painfully by
the ear and marches you out of the room.

"Luckily foryou," he says, "I have moreimportant matters
to attend to at the moment. So | am going toreturnyou to the
School for now. But don't think | shall forget about what you
tried to pull onthe old Professor! Beforetheday isout, you'll
know how it pays to get yourself into trouble.”

You feel some (just some) relief at hearing that your
punishment is to be delayed, but new fears creep into your
heart at the professor's mention of School. What are schools
likeinthisoddworld?Therewassomethingintheway theold
man smiled that spoke of a cruel, cold place — not school as
youknow it. Withashudderyoufollow the professorandyour
mistreated ear back down the winding corridor. There, he
turns you over to the grasp of a Watcher. Turn to 319.

153

With a hasty apology, you attempt to flee the professor.
Pick a number and add your Action bonus:

* 1f2-3, turn to224.
* If4-5, turn to 213.
* If6-12, turn to 133.
1%

Oddly enough, it is very easy to sneak away from the
preoccupied Scribes. Slipping into the woods, you wonder if
they will even remember you had been therein thefirst place!
Wandering aimlessly, you loseall sense of direction and soon
become hopelessly lost. Just then, someonecallsout from the
nearby bushes. "Over herel" says the voice.

It's the two Mice (Teekicheep and Peepileep), and they've
eluded the Watchers! They thank you profusely. Grateful for
thecompany, you tell them the whol e story of your adventure
so far, and how you want very badly to go home.



"Hmm...," saysTeekicheep, thoughtfully. "I don't know if
we can help, but one thing is certain. Y ou must come to our
Gathering tonight!"

Peepileep agrees, and before you can find out anything
further, they are leading you away by the hand. The sun
eventually sets, and there is only the moon to see by. Then
suddenly agreat fire comesinto view atop agrassy hill with
asingletreegrowing onitscrest. TheMicelead the way upthe
gentle dope a the top of which gathers a crowd of lords,
ladies, pages, squires, and Talking Animals. They treat you
with polite caution at first, until the Mice tell them of your
adventures. Then they are very warm, indeed, and welcome
you into their circle with a certain amount of awe. Still, it
seems they have some important matters to discuss amongst
themselves. So, for the moment you are left alone to drowse
by thewarm bonfirewith abit of bread and fresh clover honey
that they give you for refreshment. Turn to 111.

155

A silly-looking pink marble donkey kicking up its heels at
a butterfly provides excellent cover while you wait for the
Scribes to continue down the main corridor. When they don't
seem to noticeyou'remissing at all, you step out from behind
the statue and venture further down the passage.

After passing several strange sculptures of tigers and gi-
raffes and goats, you come to another passage that branches
off to the right and to the left. Peering down both ways, you
feel uncertain andfurther repelled by the unpleasantnessof the
place. It's like being lost in acircus in the dark. Which way
should you go?

« Ifyou wander down the right-hand passage, turn to 187.
« Ifyou explore up the left-hand way, turn to 237.



156
Angrily, you throw thehorn a theman, wholookslesslike
agenie now that heisupset. Then you run asfast as you can
to the other end of the corridor. Fortunately, he does not
follow. Erase the check on Key 3. Turn to 291.

157

A smalt sone about the Sze and color of abluebird's egg
lies on the ground by your feet Y ou throw it across the lane
into the darkness, where it rustles the bushes and startles the
guards. Neither onewantstoinvestigatethe noisea one (after
al, it could be a bear) and they decide to go together. Once
their backs are turned, you run through the opening and flee
intothecover of night Thefirst mileof freedomiswonderful,
but soon the rough path underfoot becomes unbearable, and
the night chill stsyou to shivering. What's that little house
nestled in a secluded hollow to your right? It's built low to the
ground out of stout logs and the roof is thatched with long
slvery grasses. A light shines through one of the windows,
and you think of food and friends. Still, it may be dangerous
to approach lonely homesin thisland.
« |f you. want to peekinthewindow, turn to 302.
* Ifyou knock on the door, turn to 251.
« If you pass by the house, turn to 340.

158

"I'm logt," you say, hoping to be let indde. But you are
disappointed.

First there is a sharp gasp from the other side of the door
followed by some frightened mumbling. Then abolt dides
homeandthelight goesoutingde. It'sodd, but no amount of
knocking or cdling out can make them open up. Shivering,
you leavethehouseand continuethe search for thelamp-post



After another hour of stumbling through the woods, the
lantern glows softly ahead of you. Y ou starttorun dl theway,
when suddenly a fire gopears on top of a nearby hill. Dark
figures stand about the blaze, and voices carry faintly across
the distance. Mystery beckons, but so does the lantern...and
home.

« Ifyougotothelantern, turnto 122.
« Ifyoulistentothe people, turn to 110.
« If you approachthe people, turn to 296.

159
"Thank you, but ..but.." you stutter, "but | really want togo
home."

"How dareyourefusethe hospitdity of Haadreh theWisa"
shoutsthelittleman, legping to hisfeet "Home, you say? Y ou
have to go home? Thereisno homeoutsde the Temple! But
there's till room in thedungeon for anungrateful wretch such
asyoursdf! Watcherd Take this child away!"

From out of nowhere, threemeninbrown tunicsappear and
advance, leaving you barely enough time to attempt escape.
Pick anumber and addyour Actionbonus:

* [f2-6, turn to 271.
* [f7-12, turn to 140.

160

After severd moments of chilly waiting, the chance to
sneek in presents itself. The copper doors open and acasud
changing of the guard takes place (with much chit-chat
amongst the bored Watchers). Without wasting a moment,
youinchyour way towardsthedoor. Pickanumber andadd
your Trickery bonus:
*|f2-7, turn to 131.
« |f8-12, turn to 256.



161
In a harsh world such as this one, it is best to think of
yourself. Or is it? Running to the door to tell the guards,
something makes you stop a moment and think. Pick a
number and add your Inner Strength bonus:
* If2-5, turn to 170.
* I1f6-12, turn to 181.
162
Turning right about, you close your eyesfor amoment. The
garish paint and profusion of ornament is giving you a head-
ache. Looking at the floor you retrace your steps, stopping
before two doors on the left wall. One stands gjar. The other
istightly closed.
"I've got to rest,” you mutter. "If | stay here, the Watchers
will discover me!" But which door leads to safety?
« Ifyou try the open door, turn to 326.
* Ifyou try the closed door, turn to 191.

163

Asin adream, you run breathlessly through the nightmar-
ish passages. Y ou pass horrible statues of two-headed mon-
sters and gargoyles breathing fire in dark acoves. Y ou imag-
ine guards at every corner. The pounding of footsteps seems
to grow nearer behind you.

At last (when it seemsyou can go no further and surrender
seems the only sensible thing left to do), you round a corner
and run straight into thearmsof aguard. Therée's no doubt that
it's aWatcher you've collided with. Nearly fainting with ex-
haustion and fear, you sink to the floor. The man's strong
hands hold you up, however, and his voice is gentle.

"Good heavens, child. Where's the dragon?' he asks.

"Dragon?' you repest, opening your eyes with surprise.
Now you can see that he isnot at all dressed like aguard, but
in a brown robe without any sort of weapon.



"Yes, dragon,” he says. "The way you were running, |
fancied you must be fleeing some terrible monster.”

"Yed" yougasp. "That is, no. Thereisno dragon, but the
Watchers are after me. Oh, please, you've got to help me
escape. | have to get home!"

The man's features are pleasant and concerned. "This
sounds serious. Quickly, now, comeinto my room so that we
can discuss this further.”

Somewhat relieved, you follow the man through anearby
door. Beyond thereisasmall room with abed on onewall and
awriting desk opposite. Except for the confusion of orange
and blue walls, the place is very tidy and holds a sense of
pesce. Turn to 171.

164

"Pardon me” you say. "l don't quite understand. Why
should we shun theLion?1 know heisalittle, well, frighten-
ing, but not in abad sort of way. He seemed the friendly sort.”

The professor looks as though he cannot believe what heis
hearing. He leans closer and tilts his head to hear better. "Are
you saying you are a Friend of the Lion?’

Until somebody gives agood reason for not being thelion's
friend, you aredetermined to answer astruthful ly asyou can.
"Why, yes, | guess| am."

The professor nearly falls over. "I was warned about you,
child! I suppose you want to cause a sensation with such
ridiculous talk. Well, if it'sattention you want, attention you
shall have! Take off that hat and put on the green dunce cap.”

Without knowing exactly why, you do asyou aretold. The
children laugh at the formless green cap, and the professor
doesnothing to stop them. "Now come, dunce,” he says. "You
know what happens next."

Of course, you don't, but what isthere to do? Turn to 222.



165

Smiling shyly, youlet Haadreh approach. Then, asfurther
praise soundsfrom al cornersof the room, hetakesyouby the
hand and leadsyou out the door, through the confusing maze
of corridors. Many rooms and hallways pass by unnoticed
while Haadreh chatters, and at length you arrive at his quar-
ters. Theroom isimmense, colorful, and filled with abundant
decoration. Rugs, cushions, tapestriesand vasessprawl across
the marble floor and climb the paneled walls. Haadreh offers
you aseat nexttoafountainthat splashesnoisily inthecenter
of the room. With a clap of his monkey-like hands, he has a
servant bring in aplatter of plump red grapes and ajug of cold
applejuice. You readily accept the refreshment and wonder
what delightsare next. Turn to 264.

166

A little thought, and you decide, "Yes, | will help!"

"Hurray for thechild!" cheersGrumblebelly, andtheentire
gathering chimesin.

The King claps you on the shoulders heartily, but soon he
quiets everybody down. He clears his throat and goes on.
"There isjust one more matter of great consequence indeed.
As you know, we Friends of Asian are considered outlaws in
our own land. Many of us have been taken prisoner in the past
few weeks and face desth a the hands of Haadreh' s Watchers.
Asianwould agreethat itisthese brothersand sisterswemust
attend to first. Tonight, one of uswill go tothe Temple and try
tofind the prison to set the othersfree. Those of uswho remain
behind will cause adistraction to cover the escape and provide
support in al cases. | would go myself, but those more
stubborn and wiser than | have made it clear that my respon-
sibility isto stay here and lead the search. It ismy grave duty
to ask for avolunteer for this perilous mission. Who among
you will risk his life for the others?'



Several hands go up at once. Everyone seems eager to
accept the dangerous mission. You are wondering whether or
not you should be volunteering aswell, when the old centaur
gpproaches the King and says, "Pardon me, sre. Something
occursto methat, but for the great importance of thismission,
| would not have the heart to mention.”

"What isit?" asks the King.

"Only this (and may my hooves split in two if any harm
comes of my words): Of all of us, the child is the one least
likely to be noticed in the Temple. We others are too familiar
totheWatchers."

At first, the King shakes his head, but givesin to the reason
of the centaur's argument. "Will you do it?"

« Ifyou accept the task, turn to 332.
* Ifyou refuse the mission, turn to 168.

167

Why should you get mixed up in someone else's affairs?
All youwanttodo isgo back home. Soyou do nothing asthe
boys catch up to the hepless mole andbdl up their fists.
Suddenly, amighty lion leapsover thewall andinto the yard.
It is the lion you remember from your first moments in the
forest. Now he seems so big and his angry visage so horrible
to look upon that you are quite beside yourself with fear.



The lion crouches before the boys (who have released the
mole) and growls, "I am Asian! King above all High Kings!
Harmtheleast of my children andyouharmme!" Theboysfall
ontheirfacesinterror. ThentheLionturnshisterriblegazeon
you."Y oufailedtogivethismoleaidwhen sheneededitmodt. ;
Y ouwantto go home; | do notwantyouinmy landasyou are.
So | am sending you back. Now. Andyou shall not witnessthe
falling of this Temple nor the return of happinessto Narnia."

Tearsfill youreyes, andyourushtowardtheLiontobeg his
forgiveness. But with your every step forward the Lion gets
farther away. Soon, he is miles away from you, and at last
vanishes altogether. You find yoursdlf alone in the school-
yard, your own schoolyard, back home. Sadly, you walk
toward the buildings, hoping someday to return to Narnia.

It's easy to return to Narnia! Just go to the Prologue and
start over!

168

"Pardon me," you say meekly. "But | don't think I'm up to
such amission. I'm sorry."

Disappointed mutterings pass through the gathering, but
King Daliar raises hishand and says, "No! The child isright.
Thistask isfor Narnians. Indeed, | will not send asingle one
of us alone to face the forces of the Temple. Follow me, and
we shall ride together!"
¢ If Norian left the Temple with you (checked Key 2),

turn to 263.
* Otherwise, turn to 179.



169

"Home, gir," you answer timidly.

"Home?" theold man echoes (abad habit many adultsseem
to have). "By the spire, child, wherever do you come from?"

A difficult question, to say the least! With an attentive
rustle, thepeopleinthestandslean forward (or rather upward)
to hear your response.
* Ifyou say you comefrom another world, turn to 328.
« Ifyou say you don't know, turn to 199.

170

Thisisprobably just adream, anyhow. Best to get yoursalf
out of italive. Pulling yourself uptothebarsin thedoor, you
say, "Psst! Say there! Guard!"

Looking about suspiciously, theguard amblesup and asks
what it isyou want.

"The prisoners are planning to escape! Let me out!"

Withasly wink, theguard fumblesfor hiskey. When the
doorfinally opensacrack, youpushthrough. Only,itisn'tthe
vaulted corridor that meets your gaze, but another darkened
cell.

A lion sits in the shadows and says, "Child, though you
thought to escape aprison, you have laid thefoundation to a
deeper and colder dungeon than those you have left behind
shall ever experience. Y et, you are young and need time to
earn. Go home now and dojust that. Perhaps, someday, you
will be ready to return to Narnia."

Withaclick,thecell door openstowarmsunshine. Turning
sadly, you walk back into your London schoolyard.

If you arereadytoreturnto Narnia, gotothe Prologueand

again!



171

"My name is Norian," says the man after you havefound a
sedt at the desk. "Why not tell me everything from the
beginning, and I'll see what there is to be done for you."

Slowly, youretell theeventsof theday fromthe strangefog
by the street lantern at your schoolyard to your disastrous
arrival attheTemple. Y ou expect Norian to disbelieve most of
the story (such hasbeen your experience of adultsbefore), but
helistens politely and with an amazed interestto all you have
to say. When you havefinished, he poursyou acup of water
from ared glass pitcher on the desk, then settles back on the
bed to think.

Itisnot until two glasses of water later that he rises to his
feetand says, "Clearly, sincethisisnot your home, you should
not be forced to stay here, though | daresay you would be a
wel comeaddition to our world. Now, the problem comeswith
getting you back. | must fully admit thisisaproblem which |
have never confronted before. However, one idea does occur
to me. Since it was the lantern that seemed to bring you here,
perhapsitisthelanternthat must takeyou back. At least it can
do no harm to go there and try."

"Will you go with me?' you ask hopefully.

"Alas, child, I cannot. Y ou see, | too have my place and my
responsibilities. Many children here in the Temple aso seek
my guidance. But fear not. The lands betwixt here and the
lantern are not dangerous. And if the attempt shouldfail, then
you may alwaysreturntothe Templeand find afriendin me."

Sadly, you agree, and the two of you lay plans for your
escape. Norianthinksit bestto leave after sunset, still acouple
of hours away. He passes the time by telling you of the world
you have stumbled into.



"Thisland," he begins, "iscalled Narnia. It has always had
kings and queens, and though one still reigns, the true power
now liesintheenlightened handsof theTempleand itsleader,
Haadreh the Wise. As you know, both people and Talking
Beasts live in the land of Narnia."

"Like the lion | met when | first arrived,” you point out.

"Well, yes" Norian says, frowning thoughtfully (what isit
about the lion that makes people react so strangely?).

Eventually the sun setsand it istime to leave the Temple.
Norian cautiously leads the way down abandoned passages
and at |ast to an unused wooden door. Outside, it is amazing
how bright the starsin the sky are (they are actually closer to
the ground than in your own world). Norian gives you the
directions to the Lantern one more time then kneels down to
giveyoualong hug. Y ou return the embrace warmly, and bid
him ateary good bye, before sliding off into the shadows.

After anexhaustingwal k throughthedark, bramble-filled
woods, the lanternfinally comesintoview in thedistance. At
last,homeisjust around the corner. Then suddenly afireleaps
to life on anearby hill. Several dark figures stand around it,
and their voices waft faintly acrossthe distance. The mystery
beckons, but so does the lantern...and home.

« Ifyou go to the lantern, turn to 122.
« Ifyou listen to the voices at a distance, turn to 110.
« Ifyou approach the people, turn to 296.




172

But, what about Norian? "l must explain before | go," you
mutter.

TheKing continues, "Now then, wehavenever beeninside
the Temple, and know of no easy way to get inside. However,
several moons ago -"

"Excuse me," interrupts Norian, stepping into the light. "1
am ateacher of the Temple. At least, | wasuntil now. Now my
teachings are regarded as heretical by Haadreh. | am curious
about Asian. And | would like to help." (You wink at your
friend to show you support his courage.)

"If you are a true Friend," replies Daliar, "then you are
welcome. Pray, speak on."

"Thereisasaferoute to the prison through the inside of the
Temple. You, child, could reach it without any problems as
long as you followed my directions precisely."

Startled at his sudden appearance, you still nod your head
to let Norian know that you are paying the greatest attention.

"Getting inside the Temple will be easy. Many children
pass in and out during the day. Once inside the main hall, you
must go down thefirst stairsyou come to. At the bottom of the
stairsisaroom with two doors. Y ou must go through the one
withtheblueyak'shead paintedonit. That door will lead you
toalongcorridor. Turnleftintothiscorridor. Attheend aman
will ask you for the password, and you must answer ‘Turkish
Delight." He will then let you pass to a much longer flight of
stairsthat lead to the underground prison. If and when you get
theprisonersout of thecell, you haveonly to leavethroughthe
large copper door at the base of the hill. Remember: the blue
door with theyak'shead and Turkish Delight.' That path will
take you past many dangerous places. A wrong turn could be
disastrous.”



"Thank you, Norian," says the King. Seeing your appre-
hension, he adds, "Do not worry, child. The prisonerswill see
you safely out of the Temple, and therest of uswill bewaiting
not far off to cometoyour aid. Take thishorn. Assoon you get
back outside, blow it as hard asyou are able, and we will ride
in to take you all away to safety. Understood?"'

Uncertainly, you take the horn from the King. The adven-
tureis swiftly assuming serious proportions. Do you remem-
ber everything Norian said? Will you have forgotten every-
thing by tomorrow?

After a deepless night,a subtle disguise of ashes is smeared
onyour face, and you set off for the Temple. Hours later, you
are standing once again outside its huge front doors. Fedling
atriflefoolish, and uncomfortably conspicuous, you enter the
smoky shade of the inner hall. Inside you find two ebony
staircases painted with white stripes. One goes up and the
other down. What wasit Norian said you were supposed to do
now? Check Key 3.

« If you go down the staircase, turn to 281.
« Ifyou go up, instead, turn to 299.

173

"You are a heretic spy!" cries the guard, drawing an ugly
curved sword.

With agasp, you dash back up the corridor crying, "Asian!
Helpme, Adan!" Asyou turn the next corner, adistant roaring
reachesyour ears; thereisaterrificjolt, and thenext thing you
know England and the schoolyard are around you. Relieved
and dismayed, you go inside, to dream about returning some-
day to the land of Narnia.

It's easy to return to Narnia! Just go to the Prologue and
begin again!



174

The yew tree is rather lovely, you think, even if it is all
black. Admiring the painting asyou open the door, you fail to
notice the little man sitting in the brocaded chamber beyond.

"How dareyou enter into the inner sanctum of Haadreh the
Wise," he shouts (you notice him now!). "No child entersthis
room and lives to tell the tale. Come back herel”

Of course, you haveno intention of going back! Asyouflee
theangry littleman, youfindyourself shouting, "Adan! Aslan
help me!" A distant roar reaches your ears and what you find
through the yew door isabig surprise. For you do not come out
intothe small triangular room, butinto your own school yard!
Bewildered, you walk into the familiar red brick buildingsto
wonder about a strange land called Narniaand the Lion called
Asian.

Why not return to Narnia? Just go to the Prologue and
begin again!

175

It's a rough tour of the Temple for those going to the
dungeons. At length, however, you arrive at a long arched
hallway with aheavy, barred, oak door intheright-hand wall.
Expressionless, the guard opens it a crack and shoves you
through. On the other side huddles a sad collection of prison-
ers, men and animals, who look sadder still now that you're a
prisoner  too.

Shuffling through the straw, you find aclear space near the
wall. You think of having to spend the rest of your life a
prisoner. But some sort of end must be near! Noticing your
sadness, a large squirrel comes to your side with a crust of
bread and says, "Don't be glum, little one. My name is
Shaketail. We'reall Friends here”



"Thank you," you answer, taking the stale crust politely.

"Besides," continues the squirrel, shaking his tail excit-
edly, "do you see those others there?"

Shaketail points to the center of the room where severd
men and animal s have gathered around a huge stone slab that
isbroken in the middle. "Those are the Friends of Asian, and
they are working on our escape right now! Won't you help?"

Escape! It sounds like dangerous business to you. But,
perhaps, there is another way out. If you were to warn the
guards that the other prisoners were going to try to break out,
theyjust mightletyougo. A slow second passesby, whileyou
try to make up your mind how to act.

« |f you want to help the others try to escape, turn to 289.
* Ifyou want to warn the guards, turn to 161.
* Ifyou just want to be left alone, turn to 337.

176
Judging by the circumference of their bellies (very round,
indeed!), you think there is a good chance of outrunning the
guards. With askip, you taketoyour heels. Picka number and
add your Action bonus:
« |f2-5, turn to 210.
* [f6-12, turn to 320.

177
The wind blows the cloud-lion's mane back from its
majestic brow. You blink and the lion has blown away
entirely. Turn to 451.

178
Walking to the man's side, you say, your voice trembling,
"Pease, dr, can you help me? I'm so logt." Turn to 171.



179

There does not appear to be any flaw in Haadreh's proposd,
and you accept his offer gladly. Leaping to histiny feet, he
grasps your handsin his(rather painfully), and dances across
the room, calling out servants from every corner. Within the
blink of an eye, along robe of yellow and pink silk is draped
around your shoulders and a large blue turban is placed on
(very nearly over) your head.

It isadelight to be receiving so much attention, especialy
after the miserable morning spent dlonein thefog, and you let
Haadreh dance you onward into the banquet hall. Itisalong,
high room with painted marble pillars and a wooden floor set
with smooth river stones. In a virtual fit of gaiety, Haadreh
seatsyou at one end of an unbelievably long table, then skips
his way down to the other end (nearly the distance of a good
sized rugby field, you guess). Afterarapidfiring of loud hand
claps, the table is laid with amagnificent, if somewhat bizarre
feast. Besides an entire mountain range of exotic nuts, berries
and other fruits, there is a baked peacock with all its feathers
still on, and aroast pig stuffed with larks wings. The servants
also offer what look suspiciously like spidersdipped in honey
and rolled in sugar, but you decline them politely.

After what seems a lifetime of eating, two burly servants
bring out the dessert. Between them on alarge silver platter is
the biggest tortoise shell you have ever seeninyour life. Why,
there must have been room enough for five normal tortoises
inside! But now it is being used as a huge bowl, and isfilled
to the pearly brim with a quivering yellow custard.

"Eat al you can!" Haadreh shouts down from his grest
distance at the other end of the table, and, of course, that'sjust
what you had intended. "Then get some deep. Tomorrow will
be a very busy day."



Haadreh leaves the room, and after you've swallowed as
much custard as possible, the servants take you to bed. Lying
in thedark on acloud of quilted satin, your newfound euphoria
suddenly seems to vanish. Uncomfortable thoughts threaten
your dleep. Pick a number and add your Inner Srength
bonus:

* [f2-6, turn to 189.
* |f7-12, turn to 190.

: 180
You consider it best not to get involved, and look on as the
Watchers lead the two Mice away at spear point. A nagging
feeling of guilt followsyou onward in your journey. The only
thing that keeps you going is the thought that, perhaps, once
you know more, you may be ableto right the wrongsyou have
Seen. Turn to 139.

181
How could you ruin the hopes of these friendly people?
Clearly you cannot! Turning back to the Squirrel, you hear
him repeat his question, "Will you help us?' Turn to 289.



182

A weak escape, child. So weak, in fact, that Haadreh takes
your hand easily and mistakes your efforts for eagerness.
"Patience, patience!" he laughs dryly. "We shall be free of this
court soon enough. Now follow me."

With a shrug, you accept the situation, and follow Haadreh
out the door. Asyou walk through the confusion of corridors
outside, he keeps up a steady stream of babble until you arrive
at alarge door with Haadreh's head carved on the front. Inside
is a spacious room lavishly (if somewhat garishly) decorated.
The floor smothers under a violent sea of multicolored rugs
and cushions, while on the walls paintings fight with tapestries
for space.

A three tiered fountain splashes noisily in the center of the
room; Haadreh bids you segt yourself next to it atop a precari-
ous pile of pillows. Once settled, he claps his small hands
loudly. Servants come out of nowhere, bringing grapes and
cold applejuice. Gratefully, you accept the refreshments, and,
settling back into the cushions, think it was not abad idea after
all to come along with Haadreh. Just then, with his eyes sharp
and bright, heleansin doseand commands, "Now then, child.
Tell me your story." Turn to 264.

183
Straining your eyes, you scan the well for another way to
descend. Alas, in this darkness an elephant could be sitting
beside you without your realizing it. After awhile, it becomes
apparent that there are only two ways down.
« Ifyou try the rope, turn to 229.
* If you attempt to climb down the side, turn to 197.



184

"He's avery odd bird, indeed,” says one of the voices.

Could they betalking about your friend? Just then another
voice says, "I've always thought that Norian had some dan-
gerous attitudes concerning the Lion. Why, just the other day
it seemed he was coming out in the beast's defense! How do
such confused people ever become teachers?'

So they are talking about your friend, and such hateful
things, too!

"Yes'" says a third voice, "but at least we'll be rid of him
by tomorrow night. I've brought the matter before Haadreh,
and he agrees that Norian is too dangerous to have walking
about in daylight. The dungeon will soon be his home."

How awful! Hurrying down the hall, you take the horrible
news with you into the dormitory. The room is filled with
bunks stacked twelve high. You must climb a precarious
ladder to reach an empty bed, where it is a long wait until
nightfall. The sun setsat last, however, and shortly thereafter
the Watcher at the door calls your name.

Norian iswaiting in the hall. "I've figured out the best route
away from the Temple. Listen closdly." Following some
simple directions, he adds, with a hug, "Peace be with you."
* Ifyou leave Norian now, turn to 253.

* Ifthere is something youfeel you must do first, turn to 114.

185
The idea is rather frightening, and you would just as soon
not fight, but it doesn't look as though the boys are ready to
listen to reason. So you ball up your fists and step up to the
bullies angrily. Pick a number and add your Fighting bonus:
* |f2-6, turn to 232.
* If7-12, turn to 186.



186
Though they have the greater numbers, the bullies are by
nature acowardly lot. Y ou, on the other hand, are filled with
the strength of one who fights selflessly for another in the
name of justice. The scuffle is furious and you bloody the
freckle- faced boy's nose. That putsaswift end to the fray. As
the bulliesflee, you go over to check on the mole. Turn to215.

187

Turning down the right hand corridor, you pass by tapes-
tries woven with unicorns and maidens, and striped panels of
gold embroidered threads. A few steps later, two doors come
into view onthe left hand wall. The nearest oneisclosed, while
the other stands slightly gar. Though another encounter with
the adults of the Temple is not to be desired, standing exposed
in the hallway is hazardous as well. You pause a moment
beside an orange pedestal, wondering what to do.
* Ifyou check the open door, turn to 326.
* Ifyou check the closed door, turn to 191.

183

The man in brown leads you to a quiet chamber. "My name
is Norian," he says. "Pray, tell me your misfortunes.”

Encouraged by hisgentle understanding, you tell your tale,
explaining al you can about your entry into thisworld in the
terrible fog and what a beastly place you think it is.

"Oh, but you're wrong," he says when you've finished.
"Narniais alovely place, full of good people and animals. |
know lifeinthe Templecan bedifficult, but that'sjust because
you're not familiar with the Rules. As long asyou are true to
yourself, then thereisno problem. | feel that thereis apurpose
behind most things, but if you think that you do not belong
here, then | will help you to return home. Which shall it be?'
* Ifyou decide to stay in Narnia, turn to 150.

* Ifyou want to return home, turn to 208.



189
Y our bothersome thoughts find you very nearly asleep and
depart unnoticed to leave your rest undisturbed. Turn to 195.

190

As the events of the day pass haphazardly through your
mind, some disturbing scenes return. Images of the less
fortunate folk of Narniapresent themselvesin the dark. Their
grim faces, as they work in the fields, stare out at you again.
So many seemed far less than happy, especialy thetwo little
Mice who were trying to gather alittle extragrain for their
children.

Suddenly, it doesn't seem quite right to be lying in such a
large comfortable bed, warm and full of custard while others
shiver a home with nothing. Haadreh has been very kind to
you, but it appears he hasn't given much thought to his people
even if he says he has). Obviously, you cannot stay on inthe
Temple, at least not likethis. The question is, how should you
leave?

* Ifyou leave the Temple now in the dark, turn to 192.
* Ifyou wait till morning to tell Haadreh, turn to 194.



191

A listen at the closed door reveal s nothing about what waits
beyond, nor is there a keyhole through which a rude peek
might be taken. So, with a shrug, you try the knob. Unfortu-
nately, itturnseasily (you had rather been hoping it would be
locked), and the door moves a trifle inward. With inheld
breath, you listen for any disturbance on the other side, but
hear nothing. After amoment, you push the door open wider,
and survey the room beyond.

It isasmall chamber (though its green and yellow walls
makeitappear |arger) with abed against onewal | andawriting
desk against theother. Other than that, it iscompl etely empty.
Orisit?

"Aha" cries a man in purple robes, leaping out from his
hiding place behind the door. " Thought you would do the old
Professor somemischief while hewasout, did you? Put afrog
between the sheets, perhaps, or spill the ink, eh? Well, this
time I've caught you in the act, and you shan't escape
punishment! We shall see what the Rules have to say about
truant little beasts like yourself. Come here!”

Y ou've been discovered! Will you be captured as well?
* Ifyou surrender to the Professor, turn to 152.

* Ifyou attempt to escape his clutches, turn to 153.



192

With brave resolve (for the bed is so,warm and the floor so
cold) you slide out from under the perfumed quiltsand hastily
put on your clothes. Using aquill and paper on the bedside
table, you leave a note for Haadreh, thanking him for his
hospitality. Then it's through the open window and a quiet
journey homeward.

It is only aguess, but you believe that if the street lantern
can be found again, it might return you to your own world.
Outside, the clear night sky isamarvel of bright stars (much
brighter than here) that light the way. For along while, you
walkon in wonder; at last (when your feet aretired and sore),
it seemsyou must be getting close to where the lantern stands.
Looking about the darkened countryside, you suddenly see a
firecometo life on top of around hill nearby. Several figures
can be seen around the blaze, and their voices can just be
caught floating across the distance between you. What avery
curiousthingto behappening at such alate hour! Themystery
beckons, but so does the lantern and home.

* Ifyou continue to searchfor the lantern, turn to 123.

« Ifyou try to listen to the peoplefrom a distance,
turn to 110.

« Ifyou approach the people, turn to 296.

193
A proper distraction is what's needed here! A thrown stone,
oerhaps. Or abird call from behind abush? Oh, well, I'm sure
You'llthink of something! Pick a number and add your
Trickerybonus:
* |f2-5, turn to 135.
* [f6-12, turn to 157.



14

Certainly, you cannot leave without first thanking Haadreh
and saying good bye (besides the bed isjust too cozy to leave
right now). Hoping he'll understand, youroll over and drift off
into perfumed sleep. Thenight lastslong and not eventherays
of the morning sun are able to pry open your lazy eyelids. In
fact, the servant at the door must pound (much to his embar-
rassment) very loudly on his copper gong before you return to
the world of the wakeful and get out of bed.

Once al the clothes have been pulled on and the silk robe
did over them (don't forget the turban) you are escorted to a
chamber modestly known as the breakfast room, (though it is
large enough to seat an army and more decorated than afir tree
at Christmas). Haadreh is not there, so you dine done on a
large breskfast of turtle eggs, fish eyes, and goat's milk
accompanied by the usual platter of fruit and nuts.

Finally, the little man does arrive, looking atrifle rumpled
from deep; but he still manages smile abit distantly, and asks
if you are ready for the busy day ahead.

"Actually," you stutter, "I need to talk to you about that."

"Go on, my child," Haadreh says, slurping his goat's milk
from a silver goblet.

"Waell," you stammer, "it's not that I'm not grateful for all
you've done. | am very much. Only, well, | don't think I
belong here. Especially when | think of the others who won't
be eating a fine breakfast like | have this morning.”

"Nonsense!" laughs Haadreh. "They eatjust as well as their
stations in life say they should. Look it up in the Rules!"

You think this over for a moment, but it still doesn't make
things right. "1 must go home. Right away. I'm sorry."

Haadreh stops in the middleof aloud slurp. A thick drop of
milk runsdown hisbeard asan angry look comesover hisface.



"Sorry?' he shouts. "You ungrateful little cur! How dare
you refuse the house of Haadreh! 1f you're not with me, you're
against me. There's no home outside the Temple, but there's
still muchroominitsdungeons. Guards! Takethislouseaway
and see that it walks among the blessed no more!”

Good heavens! Can you believe your ears? Can this be
right? Indeed yes, for two strong men in brown tunics have
already taken hold and are dragging you from theroom. Inthe
struggle your silk robe and turban fall away likethe last of a
pleasant dream turned nightmare. Turn to 175.

195

The night passes pleasantly with dreams of feast-laden
tables and silken servants gliding about at your command.
Only the sound of a copper gong at the bedroom door is able
to dissolve the fairy palace and bring you back into the rea
world. But you do not regret having to climb out of bed and
intoyour clothes, for thereare thefinerobesand theturban and
the promise of unexpected delights ahead.

After feasting alone on abreakfast of turtle eggsand small,
salty fishes, you are taken to a quiet chamber to meet with
Haadreh. Thetiny man sitsin animmensechair behind atable
piled ponderously high with books. He is scribbling busily in
one of them with an ostrich feather when the servant an-
nounces your arrival.

Haadreh stops his writing and says, "Good morning, child.
We have plenty to do today, so sit down and we shall get
started.” Sincethereisonly onechair in theroom and Haadreh
issitting in it, you remain standing. Haadreh takes no notice
of thisand continuesto speak. "Asl told you last night, you are
avery special sort of person. Very special, indeed, O, traveller
between worlds. And it is obvious to me that you have come
here for a very specia purpose.”



"l have?' you say, thinking it might be true, but not quite
wanting to believeit.

"Of course. Never doubt the word of Haadreh the Wise! |
have given the matter the benefit of my keen insight." Before
you can interrupt, the little man goes on. "The life of awise
man is acontinual journey. We are ever evolving to greater
heights, |eaving the lower realmsbehind us. I, too, am always
improving my magnificence, and someday it will be my
privilege to leave behind this world to ascend to still loftier
realms. Y et thisworld cannot bear to lose the influence of my
enlightened self. The Rules, of course, are eternal, and shall
remain so after | have cast off this mortal shell, but Narniawill
need someone to see that the Rules are adhered to. You, my
fortunate mite, are that someone. Y ou shall learn the Rulesand
ways of the Temple and carry on in my place after | am long
gone. Come. We shall begin your instruction right away."

And so your studies begin. Long hours are spent each day
learning the endless Rulesthat are detailed in the heavy tomes.
Some of them make no sense a al, and most of them seem
rather silly. For example, there is one Rule that on Haadreh
Day (which occurs on every full moon) people are required to
stay indoors and leave a hit of something sweet on the stoop.
It doesn't say, but you rather suspect Haadreh spends the day
sneaking from doorstep to doorstep.

Other Rules are rather frightening, and many of these have
to do with the Lion caled Asian. Absolutely everyone is
required to hunt the Lion and report any sightings of the beast.
There are dso some especialy gruesome Rules that apply to
those who befriend or help the Lion in any way. What a
mongter this Lion must be to atract such cruel attention!



After an exhausting week of study, Haadreh comes to the
study to say, "Well, child, you have worked hard. Now we
shall see what you have learned!"

Taking your hand, he leadsyou toalong hall full of lords,
ladies, and exotic animals unknown to England, (camels,
emus, and many more you don't recognize), as well as ahorde
of Watchers. At one end is a high platform with two ornate
chairs. Haadreh takes one (avery highone, indeed), and waves
for you to take the other, lower seat. Whispering, he says,
"Pay close attention, child." Then he shoutsto the general as-
sembly. "Be blessed, Narnians! Haadreh's court is now in
session. Bring on the first case and marvel at the wisdom!"

Two Watchers move forward up the center aisle with a
miserablelooking satyr held fast between them. Infront of the
platform, they meet a Scribe who says, "Y our Benevolence,
this Satyr is accused of the worst of crimes, namely, being a
Friend of the Lion!" A many-throated gasp rises in the hall.
"We caught him interfering with the Watchers' hunts, and he
does not deny being a Friend. The caseisclear!”

Haadreh rises to his feet in the chair, and says, "Inferiors!
Beforejudgment is passed, | have a surprise for you. Today,
| would like to introduce my pupil and very specid ward. And
since | expect you to treat this child with every bit of respect
due my superior self, | shall let the child pronounce this
Satyr's guilt or innocence!"

A weak cheer rises from the audience while Haadreh tugs
you to your feet. "So, child, which is it? Guilty, or not guilty?'

How should you answer? All eyesare onyou, including the
sad ones of the Satyr.

« Ifyou say the Satyr is guilty, turn to 295.
« Ifyou say he is not guilty, turn to 102.



196

Whatever they're saying is their own business. Without
stopping to listen in, you continue on to the dormitory. The
room is filled from floor to ceiling with tiny bunks stacked
twelve high. Y ou climb a precarious |adder to reach an empty
bed whereit'salong wait until nightfall. The sunfinally sets,
however, and the Watcher at the door calls out your name.

Norian is waiting in the corridor outside. "I've discovered
how you can get out of the Temple safely, but there may be
guards outside." He gives you specific directions on how to
get out, then adds, "Peace be with you child, and be careful!"

A warm hug is exchanged and then, aone, you must
navigate the complex corridors and stairs that will take you
safely outside the Temple. Norian's instructions were good
ones, and before long thenight air isfilling your lungsandthe
stars can be seen shining brightly in the heavens. The hill
seems unguarded, but when you sneak down to the bottom,
you find severd men with spears patrolling the narrow lanes
of the marketplace. A careful examination shows a point of
escape guarded by only two men with bows. Surely, some-
how, you can get past them.
* Ifyou try to sneak by the guards, turn to 193.
* Ifyou try tofight your way by, turn to 212.
* Ifyou think talking might work, turn to 121.

197

Perched on top of the wall, you take adeep breath and lower
yourself into the well. Not very far down, the rocks become
wet and slippery. Slimy mossgrows on them aswell, making
matters worse. While searching for ahandhold, you wonder if
other children haveever found themselvesin such asituation.
What if you dlip? Pick a number and add your Action bonus:
o If 2-7, turn to 151.
* 1f8-12, turn to 317.



198

"Splendid!" Haadreh declares when you say, "Yes"

The rest of the day whirls by like a dream. Servants drape
asilk robe around your shoulders and pile a heavy blue turban
ontoyour head. A magnificent feast fill sthelengthy evening,
and when the time comes to deep, you climb into a giant
feather-bed covered by quilts scented with rose petals. To-
morrow you start your new job in the Temple. Turn to 195.

199

After careful consideration, you have to admit to yourself
that you do not exactly know how to answer, and shrug your
shoulders to say as much.

"So, the Lion's got your tongue, has he?' replies the old
man toyour silence. "Well, then, | guesswe shall reach theend
of this charade. You can return to the School before any more
sense leaks out your ears than aready has. The Watchers will
take you there directly. Oh, and in case anyone asks, the
Golden Ruleisthis: Shun the Lion and follow the Rules. Now
off with you!"

Of course, what the old man said was wrong (at leest as far
asyou know the Golden Rule), but that doesn't keep you from
being led to the Temple School by the Watchers. Will the
confusion never cease? Check Key 1. Turn to 319.



200

Under the dark gaze of the bullies, you stutter, "I, well, |
don't think you should pick on themole. | mean, four against
one isn't far."

"You're right," says the freckled leader, winking & his
friendsdyly. "Fouragainst oneisn'tfair. Butfour againsttwo
sounds pretty square”

"Two?' you ask nervoudly.

"Two," echoestheboy. "Themoleandyou. That'stwo. Get
‘em boydl"

Now you'reredly inthemiddle of things. Oh, well, there's
nothingforit, but todo your best Picka number and addyour
Fighting bonus:

*|f2-5, turn t0232.
*|f6-12, turn to 186.
201

"Hat!" cries one of the guards as you approach out of the
shadows. "Who goes there and what is your business?'

"It'sonly me" you say. "I'm on my way home"

"Sorry," saysthe guard. "No oneisdlowed to go in or out
of the Temple after dark."

"What am | to do then?' you ask.

"Why, go back in, of course”

"Youjust said no one can go into the Temple after dark!"

Thisbringsaconfused look ontotheguard'sface. Heturns
to his companion for some advice and awhispered conference
follows. In afew momentsthefirst one says, "l guessyou're
right. Wecan'tletyougoin, sowelll havetoleaveyouonyour
own. Go now, and please don't come back; my head hurtd”

With aproud tilt of the head, you strut past theguards and
into thedarknessof thecountryside. Theplannow istoreturn
to the lamp-post, but suddenly you are stopped by avoice out
of thedarkness. Turn to 254.



202
The Watchers have been epecidly trained to chase chil-
dren, and have no problem catching you. Out of bresth and
hope, you go withthem to the Temple. Turn to 278.

203
Looking over the hats very carefully gives no clue asto
which oneto choose. The professor startstapping hisfoot and
indgts that you put one on right away.
« Ifyou put on the red hat, turn to 146.
« Ifyou put on the blue hat, turn to 297.
« If you put onthegreen hat, turn to 238.

204

"Over here, child! Jump!" cries the Satyr, nimbly applying
his horns to the stomach of an advancing Watcher.

With spear pointsat your back, you legpfromtheplatform.
All is mayhem on the floor, where the guards are franticdly
trying to control the excited crowd. From time to time, the
Satyr can be seen struggling with aguard, asyou draw nearer
and nearer to his sde At lagt, his andl, brown hand grabs
yoursand pullsyoutowardthedoor. Beforelongyouareboth
outside and fleeing into the cover of the woods.

Whenit seems safeenough to pause and catch somebregth,
the Satyr turnsto you and says, "Y ou are atrue Friend, Child
of Adam and Eve. Come, | must take you to the Gathering!"

Y ouwouldliketo ask the Satyr what heistaking about, but
he has too many questions of his own at the moment Passng
through thewoods at abrisk pace, hehasyoutdl everything
about your adventuresofar. Themoreyoutell him, themore
excited he becomes until he can contain himsdf no longer.
"Child, you shdl be an absolute blessng to the Gathering!"



By this time the sun has s, and there is nothing but a haf
moon to light the way. Stumbling over roots and brambles,
you walk and walk and walk. At last, a fire comes into view
atopahill. The Satyr leadsthe way to the crest wherethereare
several humans and animal s gathered around the blaze. The
Gathering! Everyone looks at you with curiosity (and some
with caution), but the Satyr is quick to tell your tale. Upon
hearing that you comefrom another world, they welcomeyou
intotheir circle. They seemvery busy, however, and soonyou
are left to your own devices. Turn to 111.

205

Placing your ear to the dot of the question mark, you hear
this curious conversation:

"You say the child is different?' says one high voice.

"Yes, your Intelligence," answers a deeper one. "And the
difference may be adangerous one. There is something very
alien about the child. | daresay it'sasif it came from another
world altogether!"

Good heavens! It almost sounds as if they were talking
about you. Next the high voice says, "I want to see the child
assoon aspossible. | do believeit could be very useful to me,
that is, to the Temple, heh, heh."

Odd talk, indeed. With the book under one arm, you knock
on the door, hoping to find out more. Turn to 316.



The hats cannot spesk (otherwise, they would surely tell
you which of them to put on), but the class may be able to give
you some clue. Looking over the group of students, you find
that the children near the front of the class are wearing blue
hats, while those further back have on the pointy red ones.
Nobody at all seems to have on agreen hat. Asyou examine
the class, the professor starts tapping his foot and insists that
you put on one of the hats right away.

« Ifyou put on the red hat, turn to 146.
* Ifyou put on the blue hat, turn to 297.
« Ifyou put on the green hat, turn to 238.

207

The professor, followed by hisgiggling students, drags you
to the center of the room. Upon seeing the green hat, others
join the procession until asmall army isin tow. Atthe room's
center isawooden platform with atall stool. With the crowd
gathering around it, the professor sitsyou atop the stool, and
announces, "Behold! What you see before you isno ordinary
dunce. Thischilddid notcometo wear the hat of green through
the usual slip of the tongue or forgotten Rule. No! Thischild
chose to become the dunce and seemsto be proud of it. Let the
Rite of Humiliation be performed, and may we &l lean
through the child's mistake!" Turn to 220.



208

"I'm sure Narniais agood place," you begin, "but |'ve had
a beastly time of things ever since | arrived. If there's any
chance at all of my returning home, then | must at least try."

"And | shall do my best to see you succeed,” assures
Norian. "Mindyou, | amnot at all well versed in such matters
astravelling to other worlds, but something does occur to me.
If it was the lamp-post that brought you here, then the lamp-
post must take you back."

"Yes. | suppose that might work," you agree.

"Good, then all we must do is get you out of the Temple. |
will call for you tonight on some pretext to get you out of the
deeping quarters. Sneaking past the guards may be more
difficult, but perhaps | can think of something. In the mean-
time, go to the dormitory and wait for me to call.”

Quietly, you leave the room and wander through the maze
of colorful corridors toward the dormitory. Along the way,
you pass adoor that is partially open. Voices come from the
other sde and you are positive you heard Norian's name.
Curious, you consider stopping to listen.

* Ifyou listen to the voices, turn to 184.
* Ifyou continue on to the dormitory, turn to 196.




209
Y ou decide to do as the extraordinary lion has asked and

follow him into the woods. He is very fast, however, and he
soon leaves you far behind. Out of breath, you are forced to
stop, more lost than ever, and wonder how you can possibly
find thelionagain. Then, looking down at theground, you see
a spot of blood. It could be from the wound in the lion's
shoulder and might lead you to where he is but he must be
miles away by now. And what good would it do to find him,
anyhow (even if heisaTalking Lion)?
« Ifyou return to the men, turn to 132.
« Ifyou want tofollow the blood trail, pick a number

and add your Perception bonus:

* [f2-5, turn to 325.

* [f6-12, turn to 330.

210
Goodness! They are much faster than you thought! Holding
you securely in their hairy arms, they lead the way back up
Temple How. Turn to 175.

211
It seems you are going to reach the safety of the shadows
when the strong hand of one of the Watchers grabs you by the
shoulder. He says nothing, but one of the Scribes mutters as
though to himself, "Mustn't lag behind!" Sighing deeply, you
let the Watcher lead you onward. Turn to 259.

212
It takes a brave soul to confront two guards with no
weapons other than your two young fistsl May Asian protect
you! Pick a number and add your Fighting bonus:
* [f2-6, turn to 115.
e [f7-12, turn to 262.



213

"Thought you could outrun the old Professor, eh?' the man
cackles as he grabs you by the collar. "Well, there's some
energy left in me yet; enough to take care of a young truant
suchasyourself, anyhow. Now then, I'll haveno moreof your
tricks. It's back to the School with you!"

With no further allowance for protest, you are hustled
forward, down amaze of corridors, towards the School. What
will it belike? If the Professor is any indication, you are not
at al sureitwill be pleasant. In any case, it will not be long
before everything is revealed, for that large, forboding door
ahead could be nothing but the entrance to the School. There,
the Professor turns you over to the firm grasp of a stern
Watcher. Turn to 319.

214

Y ou gtand first on one leg and then the other, waiting for the
Watchersto return from their hunt. After what seemslike an
eternity, they march back through the fields with red faces and
panting breath, but without the Mice. (At least your pleadid
that much!) The Watchers glare at you, and the Head Scribe
takes your arm and shakes you.

"Don't you know the Rules, child?' he hisses in your ear.
"No, don't answer me. Obviously, you do not. It'll be Schoal
for you when we get to Temple How!"

Releasing your arm to the grasp of a Watcher, he stalks
ahead of you. Turn to 278.
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"I'm all right," says the mole (her name is Furshine) with
a near-sighted look of appreciation. Together you wander
slowly back toward the animal quarter. Furshine asks many
guestions and soon knows everything about you and your
curioussituation.

At the line between the two quarters, she stops amoment,
deep in thought. Then she brightens and with wide eyes (by
mol e standards) exclaims, "l can helpyou! | can digatunnel
underthewall of theyardandyoucanleavewhenitgetsdark!"

"Oh, but you'll get into trouble," you protest.

"That's my affair," Furshine replies. "Besdes, | think I'd
like to return home to my parents, too."

With everything settled, you separate to await nightfall.
When darkness does come, you sneak out into the yard and
meet themoleby thewall." Thetunnel isabitclose" shesays,
"butit'sgood, cleandirt." I1t'saquick crawl underground, then
up and out on the other side. "My parents live south of here,"
states Furshine. "The lamp-post you're looking for is to the
west. | wish you weren't going, but | hopeyou makeitjust the
same. Good bye!"

One last hug is all either of you can bear. Then you part,
friends forever. After hours of hiking aone through the
darkened landscape, the lamp-post can finally be seen in the
distance. Home seemsto bejust around the corner, whena fire
appears suddenly &t the horizon on a nearby hilltop. Severd
shadowy figures stand around thefire, and the sound of their
voices drifts toward you. Mystery beckons, but so does the
lamp-post...and home.

« Ifyou go to the lamp-post, turn to 122.
« Ifyou listen to the peoplefrom a distance, turn to 110.
« If you approach the people, turn to 296.
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Certainly you knew it once, but with the old man staring at
you that way and everyone awaiting an answer, the Golden
Rule leaps right out of your mind. At last, you have to say, "I
don't know."

Upon hearing this, the old man sits back with a look of
disgust upon his wrinkled face. Then he turns to the Head
Scribe and says, "No wonder this child is confused. It has
obviously been neglected by those tottering tutors in the
School. See that it is returned at once and taught right this
time!"

"Please, your High-browness," says the Scribe, "do not be
too hard on the Teachers. For, indeed, what can anyone truly
know, and, therefore, truly teach? Isnot Truth aselusive asa
breeze in a tempest? Is not -"

"Enough!" rasps the old man. "I've made my judgement.
Now see that it is carried out. Oh, and child. Should your
teachersfail to teach you the Golden Ruleagain, itisthis: Shun
the Lion and follow the Rules. Good bye."

Inan instant, you are turned about and marched back down
the stairs. Asyou pass out of the curious chamber, the Golden
Ruleyou weretrying to remember comesback toyou: Do unto
othersasyouwould havethemdo untoyou. Butthatisn't what
theold man said, wasit?What afunny world. Deep in thought,
you follow aWatcher to the School. CheckKey 1. Turn to 319.
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"I come from another world," you answer truthfully.

Haadreh's eyes grow wide with excited interest. "How
wonderful," he chirps. "How absolutely wonderful. Y ou must
havegreat powersto havetravelled such along way. And there
must be a specia purpose behind all of this. Yes! | believeyou
were meant tojoin me here in the Temple and help to rule the
land. Why, | can offer you everything you have ever dreamed
of. Beautiful robes like mine, soft bedsto deep in, foods from
the furthest reaches of the universe. Will you join me?'

Something awful lights Haadreh's tiny eyes, but his offer
is very tempting.
* Ifyou accept Haadreh's offer, turn to 198.
* Ifyou reject his offer, turn to 242.

218

Y ou certainly do not want to go on alion hunt, so decide not
to mention the beest at all. Besides, there are more important
matters to attend to, like where you are, and how are you ever
going to get back home? The men have begun to gather up
their things, ready to move on, when the Scribe who first spoke
says, "If your path lies along ours, child, then you are welcome
tojoin us"

"Why not?' you ask yourself. And there seems to be no
good answer. Turn to 334.
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"But before we can continue in our quest," says the King,
"we must free oursel vesfrom this prison. Asyou know, those
Friends who are still outside, shall mount an attack on the
Templethisvery night. We must have the dungeon door open
by thetimethey arrivein order that we may escape during the
distraction. This meansthat whoever hasthejob of getting the
gruel bucket this evening must get the key from the guard.”

"That would bethechild, sire," chirrups Shaketail, much to
your surprise.

"Child?" says Dadliar, peering across a you. "Why, yes.
You're new here. In fact...you're not from here at al, are
you?'

"No, dr," you tremble. "I -I come from another world."

Everyone gasps with surprise, but the King says, "Ahal |
thought 0! Thisisagood sign. You are not the first, child.
Others like you have come before, and they've always done
thisland of Narniagreat service. Child, | will bebrief: Narnia
isin terrible danger. Asian the Lion, creator and King above
all High Kings, no longer roams Narnia. The chill of our own
doubting and faithless hearts bars him from our land and our
lives. In his absence,Haadreh the Exile moved in, built this
Temple, and created the abominable Rulesthat say nothing of
honour and courtesy and love."

The King pauses long enough for you to say, "Heavend"

"Now, before it is too late, we must find the Lion and
declare our faith to him. Perhaps then he can return life to
Narnia and rid us of Haadreh the Unbearable. This is what |
hope, child. And | think you arrived here to help us in our
search. | think that if anyone can, you can find the Lion. Will
you help us?'

* Ifyou want to help, turn to 103.
* Ifyoujust want to go home, turn to 104.



The professor seps down into the cheering crowd, and the
Rite begins. It starts with a terrible bout of hame-calling
followed by a barrage of paperwads and bits of rotten food
(which the meaner individual s must have carried around for
just such an occasion). You begin to cry, but the more you
weep, the more the crowd laughs.

What a horrible land this isl You wish you had never
arrived and hopethat it will all be over soon. Then aprofessor
in brown robes rushes up onto the platform. "Stop!" he says.
"Let us not shame ourselves more than we shame this child!"

"Down from therel" shouts a green-robed professor.
"These arethe Rules!™

Themaninbrown putshisarm protectively aroundyouand
answers, "The Rules say that adunce may be claimed by any
professor desiring his service. | claim this one."

Angry staresare shot at him, but it ssems no one can argue
against him, and the crowd slowly disperses. Though he has
just savedyoufromtheRite, you arenot suretheservicehehas
claimed you for will be any better. Trembling, you say,
"Please, gir. I'm lost.”

"Come with me" he replies, ashe gently wipesaway some
smeared fruit from your clothing. Turn to 188.
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These guards (a grumpy lot) do not find your hopeless
attack very amusing. Wielding their spears, they snarl and
give chase. Fleeing into the safety of the woods, you find
yourself crying, "Asian! Asian help mel" To your surprise, a
terrific roar fillsthe air. To your even greater surprise you run
out of the dark woods and into your lighted schoolyard.
Turning about, the forest is gone, replaced by the red brick
buildingsofyour school. Sadly, youwander inside, your head
full of questions about the wonderful land caled Narnia and
the mysterious Lion called Asian.

Why not return to Narnia? Just go to the Prologue and
begin again!

222

The professor, followed by hisgiggling students, dragsyou
to the center of the room. Upon seeing the green hat, others
jointhe procession until asmall army isin tow. At the center
of the room, atall stool rests on awooden platform. With the
crowd gathering around it, the professor sits you atop the
rickety stool and commands, "Let the Rite of Humiliation be
performed!™ Turn to 220.

223

Theinterior of the Temple isno lessgaudy than itsexterior.
Elaborate carvings of cherubs tangled in leafy vines are
draped around brightly painted columns that support the
ceiling. Andwhat aceiling! 1t almost makesyou dizzy to look
up at themural s of gods and angel sdancing amid the heavens.
Y ou pass through one cluttered room after another, down long
unlit passageways filled with statuary, paintings, and the faint
smell of woodsmoke.

But where are the Scribes taking you, and why? You fear
theworst. Their faceshave that adult look you've seen before.



Some sort of punishment (a the very least a scolding)
awaitsyou and you are wise enough in the ways of the world
to know that your ignorance of the crime will not prevent it
from happening.

Butwhy shouldyoutakeascoldingatall?Ifthey won'ttell
you what you've done (and they won't), then they have no
right to keep you. Besides, they could be very bad men
themselves without any sense of what's right or wrong. Of
course, they do havetheWatchersalongwiththem, andthat's
a very drong argument for not misbehaving. However,
they've all become rather inattentive since you entered the
Temple. Perhaps you could sneak away down a side passage?
* If you sneak away down the next side passage,

turn to 235.
* Ifyou continue along with the Scribes, turn to 259.
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You duck easily under the professor's outstretched arms
and run back up the corridor. Upon reaching the wider passage
to the left, you make aquick turn and run directly into aman
in abrown tunic. Oh, no, it's one of the Watchers! Without a
word (but afirm hold on your arm), the grim man leads you
back to the Scribes who continue forward as though you had
never escaped them. Turn to 259.

225

Y our eyes scan the well again and again without result. It
seemsthat there are only two waysdown: either in the bucket,
or down the rocky wall. But wait! What's that shape in the
darkness? Why, it'saladder, an iron ladder fixed securely into
the side of the wall. How silly to have missed it!

Carefully, one rung at atime, you descend into the dark
throat of the well. The bars are cold and wet. Could they be
rusty? Let's hope not! The opening above becomes increas-
ingly smaller. You imagine you must have reached some-
wherevery closeto the center of the earth, when all of asudden
your hand pushes against nothingness. Further investigation,
reveal s the nothingness to be part of a good sized tunnel. It
must be the one Daliar wastalking about, and you havefound
it! Cautioudly, you step inside. Turn to 290.

226
It only takes a moment to realize that greater Rules than the
ones in Haadreh's books are involved here, rules that cannot
be written down and may only be found in astrong heart. No
stretch of the imagination can convince you that the friendly
Satyr is guilty of anything. Your duty is clear. Turn to 102.
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After severd hours of tense waiting in the silence of the
cell, the guard appears at the door arid calls out, "Gruel!"

With every eye on your back, you walk slowly across the
room. Thedoor opensacrack allowingyoutoexit out intothe
corridor beyond. On the floor stands a large wooden bucket
filled to the brim with athin, green gruel. Looking nervously
at the spare key on the back of theguard'sbelt, you suddenly
notice something else, something you wish you hadn't. A
windblowsthroughthelargecopper door standingwideopen
at theend of the corridor. Beyond it isthe fresh outdoors with
enough dark cover to hidean army. Why, aquick child could
be out that door before anyone noticed!
« Ifyou run out the door, turn to 298.
« Ifyou try to get the key, turn to 105.

228

"Gosh! | don't know," you tell the Scribe "What do you
mean?"

"What do | mean?' he gasps, his eyes wide. "By the spire,
child, haven't you learned your Rules? What do they teach
children these days?' He exchanges exasperated glanceswith
the other Scribes before saying, "Such a silly child should
never be allowed outside. No, you had best return to the
Temple and learn your verses more thoroughly. What do |
mean, indeed. Why, I've never heard the likes of it! Youtwo
Watchers, there, take this child back to the Temple for good
keeping!"

The men in brown tunics approach, and you realize that
thereremain scant secondsbeforethey haveyouintheir grasp.
* Ifyou go along with them, turn to 278.

« Ifyou want to run away, turn to 136.
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The thick rope dangles far out in the very center of the well.
Only asickening lesp intothe air will let you reach it! Canyou
do it? Pick a number and add you Action bonus:

e If2-5, turn to 286.
* [f6-12, turn to 282.
230

Walking around to the far side of the tree on the knoll, you
are surprised tofind ahuge, brown bear and large gray squirrel
talking to each other. They, too, seem rather startled to find a
child sneaking up on them.

"What'sthis," chattersthe squirrel.

"A child, I think." answers the bear, slowly.

"l can see that, but who is it, and what's it doing here?'

Thebear isjust thinking upagood reply when you interrupt
by saying, "Please, have you seen the lion?"

At thistheir eyes open wide. "Have you?" asksthe squirrel
cautiously.

"Why, yes" you answer. "l wasjust following him along
thisway, when | logt histrail. Did he pass by?'

Neither of the two animals gives an answer. Instead, they
put their heads together and whisper excitedly. This goes on
for some time (until you have a good mind to leave them to
their secrets), when they finally approach you with broad
smiles on their faces.

"Child of Adam and Eve," squeaks the squirrel. "My name
is Shaketail, and this is Grumblebelly. We are Friends of the
Lion, and if what you say istrue, then you must stay here with
usuntil the Gathering. But, come, tell usmoreabout yourself."

Y ou try to remember that it is unwiseto let strangers know
all about you, but the squirrel soon makes you forget this. In
a very short time, you have explained all about how you
arrived in this strange land, and what has happened to you



since. In return, the animals answer some of your own ques-
tions. They say that the land you have arrived in is called
Narnia, and that the lion you saw may be the one they call
Asian. It ssemsthat no one in Narnia has seen Asian for very
many years, and that it isvery important that they should find
him beforeit istoo late. Why thisisall s, you are not able to
make out from the squirrel's report (especialy since Grum-
blebelly keeps interrupting with what Shaketail refersto as
"trivialities"). It all soundsrather bigand important, however,
and you have become a part of it.

"You seg" says Shaketail. "That iswhy we are having this
gatheringtonight. All the Friendsof Asianwill beshowingup
to make planson how tofind him. Why, even theKing will be
coming!"

King? This is serious! After enough information has been
exchanged to fill an afternoon, the animals seat you beneath
thetree. They giveyou wonderful fresh bread, honey and nuts
to eat as the sun begins to set. Over the next few hours other
men and animalsmake their way up the hill. Thereare dwarfs
with long red beards, satyrs with the hind legs and horns of a
goat, and a graying centaur who appears near evening fol-
lowed by two fairies in gossamer dresses made of butterfly
wings.

Shaketail and Grumblebelly compete for the privilege of
telling each new arrival about you and your adventure. Every-
one greets you warmly and with a certain amount of awe.
Soon, you have made several new friendsand asthenightfalls
and grows deeper, you become more and more comfortable in
your new surroundings. Then comesthe sound of agreat horn
fromthedistance; it sendsathrill of delight and nervousdread
down your spine.

The centaur goes to the edge of the firelight, listens a
moment, then declares, "The King approaches!" Turn to 255.
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As you lay into the nearest Watcher, he just laughs and
grabsyou by thecollar totossyou aside. "Y ou might get hurt,
little one," he advises. "You'd best stay out of this." Then he
returns to the fight,

With tearsin your eyes, you watch the guards subdue the
valiant Friends. Thebattleistost! Prisonersand guardsrunin
all directions. Oneof themisrunningat you! Dashingfor the
cover of the woods, you cry, "Asian! Asian help me" A
tremendous roar fills your ears, leaving you stunned for a
moment. When you recover, not the woods but the schoolyard
surroundsyou! Dazed and lonely, you wander into the famil-
iar dormitory to dream of the day when you might return to
Narnia.

It's easy to return to Narnia! Just go to the Prologue and
begin again!

232

Fortunately, the mole flees unhurt to the safety of the
animal quarter of the Yard. Alas, you do not fare aswell. All
four of the boys attack you in avery unsporting manner, and
do not leave until they have bloodied your nose. Alonein the
dirt, trying to hold back the tears, you cannot remember atime
when you felt more aone and miserable.

Y ou arejust wondering if there are any friendly people at
all inthisworld, whenagentlehand restsupon your shoulder.
A maninabrown robekneelsat your sideand says, "Rulesand
regulations, child! Who did thisto you?"

Where you come from it is considered very bad form to
snitch onothers (even bullies). So, instead, you wipeeyesand
say, "Please, Sr. I'mlost.”

The man seemsto consider your words carefully, then says,
"l want to help. Come with me." Turn to 188.
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"Over herel" shouts the Satyr, knocking his guards to the
floor with abump of his short horns.

Nimbly escaping thegrasp of the nearest Watcher, you leap
down from the platform and try to push your way to the Satyr.
There arejust too many excited people in the way, however,
and you cannot push through. Meanwhile, more guards are
advancing from this side of thecrowd and you areforced to run
in the only available direction, namely, away from the Satyr.

Itislessthan amerry chase out of the hall and through the
confusing corridors of the Temple, but at last you manage to
evade the Watchers and find away out of the building. Once
outside, you sneak from bush to bush for cover until thehill is
left far behind. Breathless, you pause beneath a small oak,
wishing only to return home. After some momentsto reflect,
it seemsthat the best way to get thereisto find the street lantern
and hope it takes you back. Sadly, you push onward as night
falls. Turn to 273.

234
You were right! The peg did hold the rope in place. Of
course, sometimes it isn't very pleasant being right. Now, for
instance, when the ropeisfreefrom the peg and the bucket you
are standing in flies merrily toward the bottom of the well.
Turn to 300.

235
Slowly, you work your way back to the rear of the group.
Ahead on the left, a shadowy side passage draws nearer. Just
asyou pass the archway you attempt to slip unnoticed into the
darkness. Pick a number and add your Trickery bonus:
o If2-4, turn to 211.
¢ 1f5-12, turn to 155.



Asagroup, you head east through thewoods. Nothing more
is said, and you are left to your own thoughts about what
awaits you at the Temple. Could you have made a terrible
blunder by claiming to be the lion's friend? Eventually, you
step onto a road that ambles around hills topped by pretty
green fields. Y ou are amazed to see squirrels and chipmunks
harvesting applesinto baskets, whileewesdraw water from a
well and doves sort grain into bins. As the miles pass, your
wonder turns to worry. Something must be very wrong if so
many creatures wear frowns on their faces After hours
walking, just before the sun has quite set, you spy the Temple
shining goldly atop abare hill. "Magnificent," you think, but
find yourself regretting the thought asyou draw nearer. There
issomething initshundredsof spiresand gaudy red and purple
and green windows that seemstotally out of placein thisland
of simple hues and contours. Turn to 223.
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A thick, blue rug cushions your footsteps as you proceed
slowly down the left hand corridor. It would not have seemed
possible, but the decor here is more elaborate than anywhere
ese in the Temple. The ceiling and walls are covered with
brightly painted carvings in wood and stone and you amost
miss a comparatively plain door at the end of the corridor. It
is large and bronze, but bears only a single ornament, an
engraved likeness of a bearded face (more ugly than funny,
really) wearing ahuge turban.

Approaching, you discover that the door is gjar. Distant
muttering reaches you from the other side and you are both
afraid and curious. You crouch a moment beside a spotted
vase to figure out what to do next; should you go in?

* Ifyou investigate the sounds behind the door, turn to 314.
* Ifyou turn back and head down the right corridor,
turn to 162.

238

Putting on the green hat evokes afit of laughter from the
children in the class. The professor, however, is not amused.
Shouting at the top of his lungs (very loudly indeed) he
silences his students, then turns hisfury on you.

"l don't tolerate clowns in my clasd" he fumes. "You had
best mean anything you do around me, child! Since you've
chosen the dunce cap, you'll suffer the consequences!”

Consequences? Suffer? Good heavens! Couldn't you just
put the hat back? Turn to 207.
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"You are a heretic spy!" cries the guard, drawing an ugly
curved sword.

With agasp, you dash back up the corridor crying, "Asian!
Helpme, Asian!" Asyouturnthenext corner, adistantroaring
reachesyour ears; thereisaterrificjolt, and thenext thing you
know England and the schoolyard are around you. Relieved
and dismayed, you go inside to dream about returning some-
day to the land of Narnia.

It's easy to return to Narnia! Just go to the Prologue and
begin again!

240

The mole can take care of herself, you think, turning away.
But the terrified cries of the tiny creature hurt your ears. What
to do? Pick a number and add your Inner Strength bonus:

* If2-5, turn to 167.
* I1f6-12, turn to 141.
241

"Yes" youanswer.

For a long, rather uncomfortable moment, the Lion seems
tolook insideyou. Then hisfacetakeson awildjoy that isboth
wonderful and frightening. Leaping to hisfeet, he shakes his
great mane and growls playfully, "Get on my back, child."

Afraid to do ashe says but wanting desperately to obey, you
climb onto the Lion's broad back and bury your hands in his
soft mane. He bounds away, thrilling as a locomotive or an
airplane, but alive and above all, well, Asian. Then you se
where he is going and are suddenly filled with fear. For he is
bounding directly for the cliff! Surely, he does not mean to
climb it, not with you on his back?

Oh, but he does! In the first leap he lands twenty feet up.
Your heart does aflip, yet there seems to be no real danger.



Higher and higher he climbs, bouncing from rock to pre-
cariousrock asonly avery special Lion can. At last you reach
the top of the waterfall where youtumbleonto the grassweak
withjoy and excitement.

"Oh, Asian!" you exclaim. "That was..."

Something makesyou stop suddenly. TheLion haslost his
playful look andissitting at theedgeof thecliff. He staresout
over the land solemnly (you can just see the ocean from up
here). "Asian, what isit?" you ask, going to his side.

"See them moving," he says in a deep voice. "The people
of Narnia. They have seen theriver returned tolife. They know
| am here. They are coming in faith and hope."

It seems there isagreatnessin all the Lion says. Looking
over Narnia, you too can see the dark patches of people and
animal smovingacrosstheland. Withinashortwhilethey will
be there at the base of the waterfall. All because of him. All
because of the Lion. In the midst of this you feel rather small
and confused and stupid, and you wish it was possible to just
fold up and be tucked away some where.

But look! They are already here! AH the creatures of
Narnia. There isKing Daliar. He is saying something. "Dear
Asian! We are ashamed of what we have become! And we
wishforyoutoknow thatourfaithisstill stronginyou. Please!
Return to Narnial"

Suddenly, all becomes still. Asian spesks. "You see the
river runandtell meof yourfaith. Only onepersonamongyou
was abletofind me. Thischild at the bottom of the Dry River.
Thischild found me. This child must take the leap of faith!"

Asthe Lion spesaks your stomach grows tight and queasy.
Is something terrible about to happen? Y ou were the only one
abletofind him? Y ou must take the leap of faith? What does
he mean?



Then Asian turnsto you, and in his loving eyes you se the
meaning of his words. He wishes you to leap with faith and
trust in him from the top of the waterfall! Good heavens! He
isaspecial Lion, yes! Butishe avery special Lion?

Below, the people of Narnia wait. Above, Asian the Lion
waits. And within you, something - afeeling or aquestion -
waits. How do you answer?

* Ifyou decide to leap, turn to 265.
* Ifyou refuse to leap, turn to 306.

242
"l am grateful for the offer," you mutter, looking down at
your shoes, "but | want to go home."
"Home?' shrieks Haadreh. "There is no home outside the
Temple, and no place for you except at my side. Guards! Take
this sand flea out of my sight and throw it in the dungeon!"



Of al the responses, that was the least expected. But how
you are glad to have refused his offer. Who would want to
work beside such a madman? Still,'as the guards lead you
away, you wonder if this is not too high a price to pay for
honor. Turn to 175.

243

"Halt! Hold! Stand fast!" cry the guards as you approach
out of the shadows. "Who are you and what's your business?"

"It'sjust me" you say rather flustered. "I'm going home."

Without turning their backsthe two guards put their heads
together and whisper. They confer for what seemsavery long
time, and often point rudely inyour direction. Finally, one of
them says, "There's acurfew, child. No one may go in or out
of the Temple after dark."

"Oh," you reply sadly. "I guess I'll go back inside then."

"But you can't," says the other. "Now that you're out, you
have to stay out."

"That's silly!"

"Yes, well, those are the Rules. There isn't anything wecan
do about it. Now come along with us quietly, please."

"Where?' you demand to know.

"Why to the prison, of course" they answer. "You've
broken curfew and the Rules say : to prison. Come on, then."

Suddenly, you've had all you can stand of the Temple and
its silly Rules. "Hang it all," you mutter. "I must escape!”
« Ifyou want tofight your way past the guards, turn to 321.
* Ifyou think you can simply run away, turn to 176.

244
The Yard isalarge, walled-in field of bare dirt without the.
slightest hint of vegetation. The children are very noisy and
rather rough asthey kick up great clouds of dust, playing such
vicious games as Sack the Lion and Pummel.



Walking away from themaingroup of children, you notice
asmdler section of the yard which is marked off by ablack
line. Beyond theline gather dl of the young animals of the
school, playing quieter games or talking amongst themselves.

Just then, arather small mole(though bigger than any mole
in your world) wanders across the black line into the section
of the yard you arein. She squintsin the bright daylight, and
feds about blindly with her pink hands. Is she log? You are
about to lend her ahand when the mean boy with thefreckles
runsover to the moleand says, "Say there, blinky. Don't you
know thissideisfor human children? Go back over therewith
the other beasts Go and dig a hole like ared animal."

The little mole is obvioudy too frightened by the bully to
move. Shejust standsthere, her squinty eyesfillingwithtears.

"Dontjust stand there blubbering," says the boy, fedling
rather full of himsalf. "Go crawl back in the dirt where you
belong, or I'll have my father make a soup out of you."

This sets the poor creature crying aoud, and she ssumbles
frantically in the wrong direction. Thebully gives chase and
cdlsto hisfriendstojoin in onthe crud fun. Asthree more
boys fall in behind him, you wonder what you should do.

« Ifyou go to the aid of the mole, turn to 336.
« Ifyou think it best not to get involved, turn to 240.
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A friendly young horse (whose name you can't begin to
pronounce) ecorts you to the edge of the Dry River, a deep,
ugly gash running through the heart of Narnia. Thecolt seems
fearful and anxiousto leave; hebidsyou awarm (if somewhat
hasty) farewell. Once again you areaone. And what adreary
place to bel Only the promise you made to Ddiar keegps you
from running al the way to the lamp-post and back home.

The bed of the Dry River holds shifting sand and sharp
gones that fill your shoes and bruise your feet. The bank is
little better, overgrown with dry, prickly weeds that thrive on
dust and heat. Worgt of dl is the deadly fedling of londliness
that rises from the dry earth. Strange thoughts swirl in your
head, tempting you to desperation. Memories of the morning
spent done in the foggy schoolyard come back to haunt you,
leaving you depressed and frightened.

One day goes by, and then two, maybe three. You are no
longer sure. Time seems to stand ill in the bed of the Dry
River, but not with a tillness of importance nor with pesce
The dillness is something quite different Y ou've been com-
ing very closeto it dl the time, or it has been coming dose to
you, but you redizeyou will never find out what itisuntil you
have stopped. Not until you have become as dill as the Dry
River will you understand.

Suddenly, you look up from the dusty sand, and thereit is,
ableak, gray cliff ahundred feet high. A glance showsthat it
is unclimbable. Y ou can go no further. Y ou are standing il
within the bed of the Dry River.

=



Dry River is filled with the
stillness of Death! A death that hasno life beyond! And that
iswhere you are, for how else could you recognize it? Dizzy,
you fall to the dead sand of the river bed.

Closing your eyes, you feel your last bit of life slipping into
the river of stillness. Then, just before everything ceases,
something stirswithin you. It'svery faint, and very far away,
but it isthere and it is important. A promise or a memory.

Y our mind playswith it, aswith abit of nothing. Whileit
plays, acuriousideacomesto life: animage of what the river
was like before it died. How the water looked coursing across
smooth stones, how it sounded leaping over the earth, what
animals lived in its pools and drank at its grassy banks. And,
oh, how the water must have tossed and tumbled over that high
cliff, catching the light in amultitude of drops and afan of
colorsl How wonderful it must have been! How alive!

Y ou imagine you can taste the water on your cracked and
dusty lips, imagine you can feel afine spray of mist on your
cheeks, and hear a distant roar of rapids.

Then, you look up at the cliff face and see a great, living
body of water fall from the precipice to land with a terrific
splash in the bed below.




Amazed, you leap to your feet and race for the bank as the
river fillsbefore your eyeswith rushing water. Itisacall toall
of Narnial Laughing, you turn, and 'there, no more than a
handspring away, a huge Lion sts regally on the grass. His
eyes gaze calmly into yours as though he is perfectly at peace,
waiting for you to do what you came for. Then you remember.
With the river stretching behind you, you remember.

"If you are Asian the Lion," you say weakly. "There is
something | haveto tell you. Thefolk of Narniastill havefaith
in you. The Talking Animals, too. All of them.”

The Lion raises his eyelids and says quietly, "Do you?'

Oh, dear. How awful those eyes arel How wonderful!
Whatever should you tell him?

* Ifyou say you believe in Asian, turn to 241.
* Ifyou say you do not believe, turn to 310.
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"I'mlog," you say.

Rather than showing any concern, the little man merely
rolls his eyes and says, "Yes, yes Very correct. You've
spoken well. Now run along. You're supposed to be in
school.” Then with a swish of hisrobes heis back to admiring
himself in the mirror.

A very confusing (and none too helpful) reply, that sug-
gests no definite action. Of course, he did say you were
supposed to be in school, but you already knew that. Bewil-
dered, you hang about inthedoorway alittlelonger, gathering
the courage to continue exploring the Temple. Turn to 162.

247
Ternsand turbans, you've been caught! Oh, if only you had
realized how evil Haadreh was beforeyou had gotten into such
amess! Held firmly between two of the Watchers, you are led
off to prison. Turn to 175.

248

Even though it doesn't make any sense, you know what the
professor wants to hear and you answer, "Follow the Rules
and Shun the Lion."

A dry smile creeps across his face and he says, "Well
spoken! At least there is someone who has paid the old
professor some attention. Please, child, put on ablue turban
and move to the front of the class"

It seems silly, but you do as he says. The boy with the
freckles gives you avery mean glance as you exchange hats,
anditisarelief to moveaway fromhim. Therest of the session
continuesunendingly with theexplanation of several confus-
ing and rather pointless Rules. At last the professor dismisses
the class with a scowl, and everyone files out into the Recrea-
tion Yard. Turn to 244.



249
Suddenly, it occurs to you what still needs to be done.
Certainly, you cannot leave without first telling Norian about
the danger he'sin! Turn to 114.

250
Pushing against the nose of the blue yak, you open the door
(it'snot locked!) and step through. On the other sideisalong
corridor running to theright and left. Ah! That soundscorrect.
Now which way did Norian say to go from here?
* Ifyou turn to the right, turn to 294.
* Ifyou head down to the left, turn to 291.

251

Stepping onto the earthen stoop, you knock timidly upon
the wooden door. Inside, chairs are pushed back rapidly,
followed by the sound of soft paws approaching the door.
"Who's there?' an old, yet burly voice calls out.
* Ifyou give your name, turn to 339.
* Ifyou say, "A friend," turn to 100.
* Ifyou say, "I'm lost," turn to 158.

252
Eventhough it might causetrouble, you decideit would be
better to tell the truth. Turn to 217.

253
Y outurntogo, but stop suddenly. Curious, but it seemsyou
have left something undone. Pick a number and add your
Inner Strength bonus:
* 1f2-6, turn to 266.
* If7-12, turn to 249.



24

"Well done" is all the voice says, but it might well have
been abattle cry for all thefright it causesyou. Fearsare laid
to rest, however, when the speaker moves out of the shadows,
Heisafriendly looking young man with fine blond hair and
awispy beard. His clothes are different from any you have
seen inthe land, finely cut, but simply colored and comfort-
able. When it is certain that you have recovered yourself, he
says, "My name is Rabian. You did well with the Temple
guards. My friends and | could use a smart child such as
yourself. Infact, wearegoingtoaGatheringright now. Would
you join us?'

Though you have come to suspect the motives of most of
the people in this world, the young man seems incapable of
deceit. "I'll go to the gathering," you say, "but then | must be
getting home."

"Good enough!" he replies merrily and starts to lead you
through the woods. Others can be heard moving in the trees
beside you, but they areasinvisible asthe wind. Rabian asks
many questions as the countryside passes by, and soon he has
learned all about you and your curious adventure. "My, this
must be agood omen!" he says, but does not explain what he
means.

After sometime walking, you arrive at agrassy hill ontop
of which there is a great fire burning. Men and animals are
gathered there, and you join them. Rabian gives everyone a
full account of your adventures, after which they welcomeyou
into their circle. It seems they have important matters to
discuss amongst themselves, however, and for the moment
you are left alone, in wonder. Turn to 111.



The sound of hoofbeats grows louder and everyone holds
their breath in expectation. All at once a black horse with
silver flecksprancesinto thefirelight. On her back sitsanoble,
elderly king with a straight back and firm chin. Long white
hair flowsfrom under hissimplegoldencirclet. Hiseyesflash
merrily in the firelight, but his brows show adeep solemnity.
Never haveyou had the chanceto bow beforeaking, but honor
comes naturally in front of this gentle monarch.



Asthekingdismounts, thecthersarequick totell himabout
you and your curious circumstances. Stroking his finely
trimmed beard, heligensintently, and when they tell thepart
about your coming from another world, his eyes grow wide
with surprise and wonder. Immediately, he srides over to
where you stand beside the big brown bear.

"My nameis Ddiar. | am King of thisland caled Narnia."
Y ou bow again, but he catches your chinin his hand saying,
"That isnot necessary. | welcomeyou asanequd. Though it
has been many years, other children have visted Narnia, and
done the land greet service. In fact, four such children once
reigned as the High Kings and Queens of Narnial"

It is awkward to be spoken of in the same breath with
royalty, but the Kingjust chucklesat your modesty, and says,
"Humility isagood thing at theright timeand in proper doses,
but do not doulbt that you have come herefor apurpose. These
are hard timeswefind oursaves in, child, and | suspect you
may be the key to getting us out of them."

Goodness, where could thisbeleading? "Hard times?" you
repedt inquisitively.

"St, and | shal tell you," repliesKing Ddiar. You stwith
theothersnear thefire. Daiar sandsand beginshistae. "l can
scarcdy remember it now, but there was atime when Narnia
wasaland of content and plenty. Each worked and harvested
according to hisneeds, and noneinterfered with the happiness
of his neighbor. Men and beasts knew how to live together
with afew bascrules. Y et that was along timeago. Now we
livein an age of endlesstoil and meagre rewards”

The words are smple, but their meaning is terrifying.
"What happened?' you ask.

Ddiar's brows come together angrily. "Haadreh die Wise
and his Temple, that is what happened! He's a small, sour
prune of a man, exiled from Cadormen in the south like a
scorpion from aden of vipers”



"Heeing to Narnia, heworked hisdy craft on our innocent
people, bending them to his own, greedy purposes. He has
built that ugly Temple and implemented the Rules to run our
lives into the ground!"

‘Temperance, gre” warns an old centaur gently, as he
moves to the King's Sde. There were those before Haadreh
who are to be blamed more for our condition. Have we not
agreed?’

"You are right, my friend," Ddiar concedes "You s
child. It is we Narnians, who are redly responsble for our
plight. We believe (or say we do) that one being is the cause
of our happiness in this land. From him we receive dl the
blessngsof theearth and thebenefitsof ajust heart. Thebeing
of whom | spesk is Agan the Lion."

TheLion! Coulditbethelionyou saw inthewoodswasthe
Soedid cresture they are talking about? But the King contin-
ues. "Long before | was bom, itis sad that Asan no longer
walkedthroughtheland. After awhile, peoplebegan todoubt
him. The doubts were not very strong, but weretheredl the
same. Haadreh worked upon these doubts, distracting con-
fused people a every turn with his colorful clothes and
flowery nonsense. Soon Haadreh taught them to believe in
their doubts and shun the Lion as evil!"



You are not sure you believe in the Lion either, but one
question needsto beasked. "If Asian isas powerful asyou say,
why doesn't hejust come and set things right again?'

"Ah, child," sighs the King. "The praise of a loving heart
acts as an open door to the Son of the Emperor-beyond-the-
sea Yet, thechill of hatred and fear and doubt can hold at bay
even the power of the Lion. If even one soul seeks him in
earnest, Asian will walk our lands again. That iswhat we do
here, now. We seek the only source of all ourjoy. And time
grows short. The number of the faithful grows smaller every
day. Will youjoin us? This could be the reason you came to
Narnia. This could be your purpose!”

Purpose? What aheavy word! Certainly, you would like to
help these people, but can you? Can you search for the Lion
when you don't even know that you believe in him?

* Ifyou want tojoin in the search, turn to 166.
* Ifyou are not sure, turn to 101.
* Ifyou do not want tojoin, turn to 112.




256

Praying that the guards will not turn around, you slip
through the crack in the copper door. Beyond isahigh domed
corridor that stretches away into the shadows between flick-
ering torches. On the left hand wall, you see a heavy oaken
door with barsfilling most of its upper half. On the other side
sitsafat, snoring Watcher in arocking chair.

Silently, fearfully, you creep up to the door and peer in.
Daliar and Grumblebelly are all within, looking worn and
miserable. When the King notices you, he rushes to the bars.

"You've come, child!" he whispers happily. "Be quick!
Get the keysfrom the guard sleeping in the chair. We haven't
a moment to waste!"

Swallowing hard, you tiptoe over to the Watcher and inch
your hand toward the keyson hisbelt. Pick a number andadd
your Trickery bonus:

o If 2-5, turn to 283.
¢ 1f6-12, turn to 318.

257

Asthefog seemsto gather moredensely than ever, you feel
alittle frightened. If you keep a steady course, arow of street
lamps must lead somewhere and you should be able to cut
across to the other side of them. But, isn't that the outline of
the school, over thereto theright? Uncertain, yet determined,
you headinthatdirection. Y our heart leapsat the sight of what
could be the light of your own room ahead, then sinks when
you find its only another of those confounded street lanterns.
Now it seems certain that you have been walking in circlesall
along, and may never hope to see your dear old school again.
Youwalk over tothelanterntowait for thefog to lift, almost
imagining that you can hear therumblingsof wildanimalsin
the mist. Turn to 309.
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"In church, gr," you answer meekly.

Eventhough thatisthetruth, it obviously wasnot what the
old man (or any of the others for that matter) wanted to hear.
A dangerously excited chatter rises from the stands asthe old
man leaps upon hisfeet in the chair. You would laugh at the
littlefigureif itweren'tfor thehorribly angry look on hisface.
At your back you can hear how the Watcher's have braced
themselves for violence.

"Just as | thought from the very beginning!" shoutsthe old
man, pointing hisfinger rudely in your direction. "This child
is nothing but arabble-rouser and a menace. To the dungeons
withthelittlebeast! Putitinwiththeother Friendsof theLion,
and let it share their fate!"

"Correct as always, your Sagacity," says the Scribe with a
short yawn. "Your judgement will be promptly carried out.
Come aong, child. It's to the dungeons with you."

Like abad dream, the faces of the crowd swim before your
gyes Mog of them are frightfully angry, but it seems that
some of them are ashamed, whil e others show signsof definite
sympathy. Can't they help? As if to answer, the door to the
chamber shuts with a bang and you find yourself back in the
gaudy corridor with the Watchers, Wrapped in gloomy
thought, you walk between them to the dungeons. Turn to
175.

259

Long after your feet have become sore from walking
through the Temple's endless corridors, you arrive in alarge
round room. An immense chandelier with tiers of smoky
candles reveas a very odd scene indeed. Rows of sedts rise
from the floor, not like in a stadium, but more like on a
wedding cake, so that every person sitting in a seet islooking
up at the person gtting in front of him.



Atthevery topisahigh desk at which sitsan old man with
atall red and green hat on hishead. Theroomisfilled withan
assortment of individuals: pages in vivid green costumes,
grizzled professors in purple, brown, blue, and yellow robes
and mortarboards, naiads draped in gauzy veils, dwarfswith
fierce red beards, moleswearing spectacles, badgersin bowler
hats, a Faun with a mournful look on his merry face, and a
Giant smoking ahuge pipe. Y oulook up and about you solong
your head spins, but already the Scribes are leading onward,
up the steps to the top.

"Pardon me, your Judiciousness' says the Head Scribe,
once you have al reached the top of the platform.

The old man looks up from his papersto blink at you with
red-veined eyes. "What is it?" he asks with a gravely voice.

"We seem to have stumbled upon a Friend of the Lion, and
think adecision is in order."

"Why do you bother me with such trivialities," whinesthe
old man. "You know what to do. To the dungeons with the
heretic!"

Heretic? Are they talking about you? And what could he
mean by 'to the dungeons? Things are taking a nasty tone.
Y ou are about to bolt down the stairs when the Scribe speaks.

"Yes, your Wisdomship," he says, "but, as you can see, we
thought that in thiscasethe age of theof fender should betaken
into account. Thechild seemsto betroubled by confusions of
the most unenlightened sort, and should perhaps be forgiven
for babbling things it does not understand."

The old man's bleary gaze falls upon you (there is some-
thing of thefish, aflounder perhaps, in hiswatery eyes). After
using several long momentstodeterminethat you are, indeed,
achild, he scowls and asks, "Do you know the Golden Rule?"
« Ifyou do know the Golden Rule, turn to 130.

* Otherwise, turn to 216.
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"Oh, stop! Please, don't harm them!" you find yourself
shouting at the Watchers.

For amoment, dl eyesareon you. Even theWatchershave
turned to see who has dared to contradict them. The Scribe
rases awarning finger "Stay out of this, child. You don't
want to asociate yourself with the likes of these two -"

Heisabout to say Mice, but when heturnsto point tothem,
they aregone, halfway acrossthefield, running asfast asthey
can go. "Run child!" you can hear one of them calling back to
you. "Run, Friend of Adan!”

The four Watchers chase across the field after the Mice,
while the three Scribes look on and talk excitedly amongst
themselves. The opportunity for escgpe seems to have pre-
sented itself. Should you take the Mouse's advice?

« Ifyou attempt to sneak, away, turn to 285.
* Ifyou decide to stay, turn to 214.

261

"I've got to get home," you remind the men.

"Watchers, take this child, and see that it gets back to the
Temple!" Two of the Watchers step toward you with open
hands. Being lost is Hill better than being locked up some-
where for who knows what! Y ou'd best make arun for the
woodd Pick anumber and addyour Action bonus:

* 1f2-5, turn to 202.
¢ 1f6-12, turn to 113.



Likean angry cat, you legp & the guards from out of the
darkness, wildly swinging legsand arms. Both of themen are
sosurprisad (they think you areademon) that they arenotable
to put an arrow to their bows before you have completely
tangled their weapons. With both of the bows wrapped about
your flailing limbs, you are an even more dangerous oppo-
nent. The guardsrun up the laneto get help.

Hardly believing what has happened, you cast the bows
addeandrunoutintothedark safety of thecountryside. Under
cover of the woods, you stop to take a breeth when a voice
comes out of nowhere. Turn to 254.

263

Suddenly, Norian geps into the cirdle of light around the
bonfire,

"Excuse me, but | would like to help,” declares the gentle
professor. | am ateacher at the Temple. At leedt, | was until
now. Now Haadreh regards my teachings as hereticd. | am
curious about Asian. Indeed, witnessing your hope and cour-
tesy, | am amost abdiever mysdlf. Let me help you free the
prisonerd”

"If you are a true Friend," replies Ddliar, "then you are
wedcome. Follow me as your King and your brother, and
Adan himsaf will bring us victory!" Turn to 279.



264

Asyour tale unfolds, Haadreh'seyes grow wider and wider
with excitement. He asksyou many questionsabout your own
world and how you got here. Y ou answer him as best you can,
considering the confusing nature of the situation. He showsa
keen interest in al you have to say and his eyes take on an
unusual brightnesswhen you describeyour encounter with the
lion in the woods.

In turn, Haadreh is able to put some answers to the many
questions that have troubled you since you | eft the schoolyard
s0 long ago. He says this land is caled Narnia (at last, a
name!), and that it is peopled not only by humans, but Talking
Beastsaswell. He goeson toexplain that in Narniathe greatest
institution isthe Templeand the highest law isitslist of Rules.
Asthe wisest man in Narnia, he is the head of the Temple and
ruler of the land. His people live long and happy lives under
his guidance, and are never given cause to complain.

He does admit, however, that there are afew evil individu-
asroaming theland who like nothing better than to disrupt the
peaceful lives of the Narnians. They are led, it seems by a
corrupt Talking Lion, who bullies people into his service.
(Well, that explainsalot!)

Y ou havethedistinct impression that Haadreh is hinting at
something elsewith hisstory. Finally (muchtoyourrelief), he
looks you straight in the eye.

"Now listen closely, child," he says. "What | am about to
say could change your lifeforever. You are avery specia sort
of person, and because you are so specid, | am going to make
you an offer the gods would be jealous of."

You dare not ask what he means, but swallow a growing
fear.



"Stay with me" he says. "Become my ward and pupil.
Why, you will have everything you ever dreamed of. Fine
clothing, rich foods, soft beds to deep in, and baths of
rosewater! Servants, friends, and the respect of all whose path
you cross shall be yours! Tell me, what do you say to this?'

How should you answer?

* Ifyou accept the offer, turn to 179.
* Ifyou reject the offer, turn to 159.

265

"I...I will leap," you say.

The Lion says nothing, neither congratulates you nor tries
totalk you out of your decision. He merely makesalittle room
for you at the edge. Dreamlike, you step toward the precipice.
Far below, the upturned faces of the Narnians are like small
pebbles, no larger than flecks of sand. Y ou wonder how you
must look to them, and how you will appear when...when you
reach the bottom. Then things start to go black, and it feels as
though you might faint.

The Lion growls. Not loudly, but deeply, filling your body
with an unknown strength. This is what waited inside!

You sep off the ledge. The sky falls away from you,
whipping through your hair as it goes. There is no sound but
that of a heart beating. Is it yours? Is it Asian's? There is no
sensation, but an irresistible force, pulling you downward,
pulling you upward. Then there is water, and a gasp from a
thousand throats. Are you dead, you wonder at the bottom of
the pool? The next moment there is light and sound and the
joyousoutburst of aworld cometo life. King Daliar pullsyou
from the water and laughs adeep andjoyful laugh. The others,
too, are laughing, and someoneisroaring. ItisAsian!



But al is not finished. Haadreh, the leader of the Temple,
strides furiously to the river bank on his short legs, his mad
robes waving in the wind. "Heretic! Heretic!" he shouts,
pointing at you with his boney little fingers. Then he spots
Asian, and beginsto quake. "The Lion! Kill it! Kill theLion!"

"The time of the Temple is over," growls Asian. "He who
stood by it shall fall with it." A last tremendous growl knocks
Haadreh into the river. The miserable little man bobs in the
violent current like aflower of silk and is washed away to the
A

Asyoujoinin the cheering, you notice Asian giving you a
curious look. "Must | go home now?" you ask.

"No!" says Asian with a mighty roar. "There is much for
youto seeyet. Come! Get on my back. Wemust go higher up!"

And so you do. Together you journey with the Lion to the
lands beyond the waterfall.

THE BEGINNING

266

On second thought, nothing important remains to be done
except escape. Following Norian's directions carefully, you
finally emerge from the Temple. Outside in the darkness,
AsiantheLionwaitsforyou. He seemsmuch larger than when
you last saw him, and hisfaceisalmost too angry to ook upon.

"Child," he says in a deep voice that makes the earth
tremble, "despite all of his help, you have left Norian alone
without telling him that he is to be thrown into the dungeon
tomorrow. Thisis not the behavior of one who calls himself a
friend of mine"

Suddenly, ahot wave of shamerisesin your cheeks and you
cry "Is it too late? Can he be saved?'



"Yes" says Asian. "By tomorrow this Temple will no
longer be standing, and he will be saved. But for you it istoo
late. | am sending you home with your shame. Perhaps
someday you will be worthy enough to return to Narniaand
cal yourself my friend. Until then, good bye"

Feeling sorry, not for yourself, but for your selfishness, you
sink to the ground and hide your facein the cool grass. A deep
rumbling shakes the earth as the Lion gives a terrific roar.
Lifting your head, you find that the schoolyard has returned.
The mysterious fog has lifted. Sadly, you wander off to the
buildings to await the day when you might return to Narnia.

It's easy to return to Narnia! Just go to the Prologue and
begin again!

267

Rising politely, you recite the Golden Rule for the class:
"Do unto others as you would have them do unto you."

The professor frowns tiredly. "No, no, no. Doesn't anyone
ever listen? The Golden Rule is this: Follow the Rules and
Shun the Lion."

Well, that isn't how you learned it! Anyhow, why should
anyone shun the Lion? He seemed friendly enough when you
met him in the woods and you have half amind to tell him so.
* Ifyou say that the lion is a decent sort, turn to 164.

« Ifyou say nothing, turn to 311.

268
Where's the horn? Oh, bother! You threw it at the guard
inside the Temple! Now you and the others are going to have
to fight your way out done! Turn to 322.



269

Thelion waslovely, but dso quitefrightening. Besides, is
alion something you can be afriend to? "No," you reply.

"Well, now, there'sasmartchild," hesays, touslingthehair
onyour head. "Y ou've learned your Ruleswell. Y our parents
can be proud of you. Now, then, if your path lies along ours,
you are welcome tojoin us"

"Why not?"' you ask yourself, and fall in behind the others.
Turn to 334.

27

A hot and furious skirmish takes place and then is over as
quickly as it began. With hardly abruise, you watch as the
frightened Watchersrun madly upthehill. Couldit bethereis
more to you than you think? With a good deal more confi-
dence, you stride through the copper door. Beyond is an
immense, domed corridor that stretchesout of sight. A snoring
Watcher isslumpedinanold chair against onewall (nomatch
for you, eh?). Opposite is an oaken barred door.

The prison! Rushing to the window, you are sad and
delighted tofind your friendswithin. Daliar rushestothebars
andwhispersloudly,"Y ou'vecome, child! Blessyou! Butbe
quick! Get the keys from the guard and let us out!"

Shaking violently, you inch toward the guard and attempt
to slip the keys from his belt. Pick a number and add your
Action bonus:

* |f 2-5, turn to 283.
* |f6-12, turn to 318.
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Bravely, you pull the rug out from under one of the
Watchers. With a surprised look on his face, the man flies
through the air and lands in the fountain with a tremendous
splash. This does not stop the other two from grabbing you,
however, and you are dragged from the room with Haadreh's
angry oaths still ringing in your ears. Turn to 175.

272
With a sudden burst of energy, you attempt to avoid
Haadreh's grasp. Pick a number and add your Action bonus:
* [f2-4, turn to 124.
* [f5-8, turn to 182.
¢ [f9-12, turn to 301.
273
Atlast, familiar woods spring up around you; the lamp-post
must be near. Hoping for a better view, you climb toward a
bare ridge. The silhouette of a street lantern looms against the
backdrop of stars in the sky. Y our heart leaps at the sight and
the hope of returning home singsapromise. Then alargefire
burgtsinto life on anearby hill. Several figures stand around
the blaze and their voices drift across the distance. The
mystery beckons, but so does the lantern...and home.
* Ifyou go to the lantern, turn to 122.
« Ifyou listenfrom a distance to the people on the hill,
turn to 110.
« Ifyou approach the people an the hill, turn to 296.




274

There's only one hope for winning this battle. Blow the
horn! Putting it to your lips, you give a mighty blast that
echoes into the woods with such force that the Watchers
crouch in fear. The battle rages for a few seconds more, and
then there is an answer to the horn's call - the sound of
pounding hoofbeats, followed by swift pawsand heavy claws.

In moments, the company of Friendsrushesinto themiddle
ofthefray, giving theguardstheir due punishmentinafairand
equa fight. Of course, such battles are not the kind the
Watchers are fond of waging. As soon as King Daliar lets
them, they all run up the hill or into the woods, howling like
frightened dogs.

"Wl sounded!" laughs the King, pointing to the horn.
"Have we any injuries?"

"Shaketail has been hurt!"cries Grumblebelly, carrying the
Squirrel in hisarms.

"It'sjust asmall wound to the shoulder, sire! Oh, do put me
down, Grumblebelly!"

"Well, then," Daliar says. "Let us return to the woods,
before these Watchers rally themselves. And three cheers for
the child! Hurrah!"

Everyone shakes your hand, and you ride on the King's
horse back to camp. Turn to 313.




275

Y ou dash through the trees, pushing breathlessy through
their soft, dewy branches. Y ou imagine every step to be your
last, and can amost feel the lion's hot breath on your back.

Finally, you break free from the trees and into another
clearing. Severa strange-looking men are gathered there (you
don't notice how strange at first), and one of them rushes over
to see what is the matter. You collgpse into his arms as the
others gather round with soft exclamations of "There, there"
and "Beat peace."

When you have caught your breath, and it has become clear
that the lion has not followed after all, you stand on your own
two feet and look at the men. Now you can see what peculiar
attire they have on. Three of the men (all of whom are fair-
skinned, with brown or blonde hair) wear what appear to be
large, red sheets that are draped about their bodies and clasped
at the shoulder with brooches of a shiny metal. The other four
men are dressed in long, brown tunics, and carry bows and
gears. Not a typical group of Englishmen this lot!

Itisslowly becoming clear that you have wandered further
astray than mere steps can account for, much further than you
could ever have thought possible. Fortunately, these men
seem friendly enough, and might be ableto helpyou get back.

"I'm logt," you say meekly.

One of the men in red smiles and says, "We are al lost,
child. Even those of us named Scribes of the Temple."

"Where am 17" you try.

"Where is anyone?' says another of the red-clothed
Scribes. "Am | here? Or am | there? Am | really anywhere at
al?

"Oh, stop this nonsense!" you shout, stomping afoot. "Just
tell me who you are”
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"Yes, indeed, who are we?' saysthethird Scribe, rolling his
eyes.

With a frustrated sigh, you give up your questioning, and
look to the men in the tunics, but their stony faces promise no
answers either. Their spears bring back images of the lion,
however, and you wonder if you should tell them of the danger
lurking in the woods.

* Ifyou tell them about the lion, turn to 117.
 Otherwise, turn to 218.

276
You are feding so lonely a the moment that you risk
disturbing the gentleman's peace. At the sound of your gentle
knock onthedoor, heturnsto ssewhoisthere. Finding arather
bedraggled-looking child, he putsdown hisquill and beckons
you to his side. With shy steps you enter the room. Turn to
178.

277
The less involved you get with the strange people in this
place, the better, you think to yourself. Overhead the cloud-
lion stretches into nothing very specia at all, and you walk
quietly away. Turn to 283.



278

It's a long and lonesome journey to the Temple for you,
now a prisoner. A pleasant countryside of yellow fields and
rolling hills passes by, but thereislittleroom left inyour heart
to enjoy the scenery. You feel some surprise to see squirrels
and chipmunks (who talk!) harvesting apples into baskets,
while ewes draw water from a well and doves sort grain into
bins. Yet, their industry does little to raise your spirits.
Something must be very wrong since so many of the creatures
wear frowns! Turn to 138.




279

With only enoughtimefor arousingcheer, thegathering of
Friends stealsinto thenight. Y ou areleft behind to await their
return, feeling rather ashamed and very lonely. An hour goes
by and you begin to worry. Two hours later, a proper bout of
panic beginstotakeover. At last, however, thereisarustling
inthebushes, and Shaketail, bleeding fromthe shoulder, falls
to the ground from a tree branch.

"Heavend!" you cry, rushing to the Squirrel's aid. "What
has happened to you? Where are the others?'

"I - | escaped,” he coughs weakly. "The others...all cap-
tured. Must...rescue...them.” Then he falls into merciful un-
CONSCi OUSNESS.

Suddenly (you are often surprised at how suddenly), you
arefilled with a sense of purpose. There isnothing to do now
but go to the Temple and st the others free. How isjust
something that will haveto work itself out later. Binding the
Squirrel's wounds with abit of cloth torn from your trousers,
you follow the path the others have made toward the Temple.
Y ou come to the base of the great hill atop of which sits the
spired building aglow with thefire of athousand torches. The
trail leadsaroundtotheback, endingat thethreshol d of ahuge
copper door guarded by four Watchers bearing spears. In front
of the door you s evidence of a great struggle. This must
have been where your friends were captured! And that door,
no doubt, leads to the prison.

Suddenly, you wish you had volunteered to go alone when
the chance presented itself. At least then the guards would
have been lesssuspicious. Oh, well, there'snothingforit now,
butto fight or snesk past. (The Watchersdo not look asthough
they fedl like talking).

* Ifyou try to sneak past, turn to 160.
* Ifyou decide tofight the guards, turn to 120.



280
"School?' exclaims the Scribe, with a frown. "Wadll, |
suppose you might learn something, even if only that there is
nothing at al to learn, eh? The guard will show you the way.
Wedon't want you to get anymore lost than you already are!”
Hoping to find someanswers, then, you follow the Watcher
into the forbidding interior of the Temple. Turn to 319.

281

Surely, Norian said to go down the airs, didn't he?
Nervously, you descend wondering what dangers might await
you. Fortunately, there is still time to wonder.

At the bottom of the dairs, you find a triangular room
painted in red and yellow splotches. On one wall (beside a
hideous bronze planter) is adoor with the head of a blue yak
painted on its surface. On the other wall, there is adoor with
the painting of a black yew tree.

Clearly, you were told to go through one of these doors, but
(bother!) which one?

« Ifyou go through the black yew door, turn to 174.
« Ifyou go through the blue yak door, turn to 250.

282

You land safely in the large bucket with a gasp. Unfortu-
nately, the rope does not go very far down into the well, and
no tunnel entrance is visible from here. Looking about, the
problem becomes apparent. A peg in the cylinder about which
the rope is coiled prevents it from going lower.

Y ou glance at the dark depths below again and shiver. Ugh!
What should you do?
« Ifyou remove the peg, turn to 234.
« Ifyou think the rope was a bad idea, turn to 143.



283

It seems success isamost at hand, when the keys suddenly
dlip off of the guard's belt and clatter loudly against the
flagstones.

Tm awake! 1'm awake!" the Watcher cries, jumping to his
feet unsteadily. Then, when he sees you standing before him,
he says, "So, you got out of the cell, did you? Well, | trust you
won't mind if | just toss you back in, en?

Of course, you do mind (very much) and run down the
corridor crying, "Asian! Asian help mel" Something very odd
happens then. A terrific roar fills the passage. Naturally, you
do not stop to see where it came from, but dash out through the
copper door. On the other Side is avery familiar sight, but one
that isaso baffling. It'syour old school yard back in your own
world! Wandering into the red brick buildings, you doubt very
much that you shall ever have as curious a day as today. But
you wish you could!

It's easy to return to Narnial Just turn to the Prologue and
begin again!

284

Asyou watch, the little man's dance becomes more and
more energetic. Holding onto his turban with one hand, he
does amazing leaps into the air. Left and right, forward and
backward, from foot to foot, he hops and bounces. There is
only one word to his song now, that single word "Haadreh!"

It is very amusing to watch the man dance (you have seen
monkeys that couldn't dance half so funnily as he), and you
find it hard to keep from laughing. In acomical grand finale,
he rolls himself up into a tight ball and spins about on the
polished floor. Wrapped in his colorful garb, with the large
round turban on hishead, heislike agiant Easter egg spinning
withavery dizzy chick crying "Haadreh! "frominside. At last,
you cannot help laughing, and do so very loudly.



Abruptly, the little man unfolds himself and jumps un-
steadily to hisfeet. "Who wasthat!" hecries, looking about the
chamber frantically. "Who dares to laugh at the wise and
mighty Haadreh?'

His sudden wrath is frightening, but his rumpled appear-
ance is so funny that you laugh again. Now, with hiseyes still
flashing, the angry little man spots you and snarls, "What are
you doing here?'

« If you tell him that you are lost, turn to 246.
* Ifyou tell him that you arefleeing the Watchers,
turn to 142.

285
With cautious steps you inch further away from the Scribes.
Pick a number and add your Trickery bonus.
e [f2-4, turn to 148.
* |f5-12, turn to 154.

286
Not far enough! Y our stomach lurches as you fall. Turn to
300.




287

Digging about in the loose dirt uncovers a pick and shovel
in good condition. Immediately, you set about moving the
rubbleaside. Severa minutesof exhaustingwork (andnolittle
amount of sweat) clears the passage to reveal arock wall. At
first thisis daunting, and it seems all the work has been for
nothing, but afew taps find a hollow echo. Perhapsthere'sa
chamber on the other side!

With no room for thoughts of turning back, you wield the
pick against the stone. A little holeopensat first, allowing but
athin shaft of light into the tunnel. Then the opening grows
bigger and bigger as the pick bites away more of the stone.
Finally, you are able to crawl through into the corridor
beyond. It is a spacious passage (just about big enough to
contain your joy) with a shadowy arched ceiling.

The hall isempty except for twodoors. Oneisat thefar end,
huge and made of copper. The otherisinthemiddleoftheright
Hand wall, oaken, with barsin its upper half. Y ou rush to the
oaken door and find on the other side a bedraggled collection
of prisoners, people, and animals.

"Who are you?' asks one of the men angrily.

"A friend," you answer, rightly.

The same man rushes to the bars with a smile on hisface.
"By theLion, | had never hoped tofind such ayoung and brave
Friend in this place. Bless you for coming! But be quick.
There, under the flagstone lies the key that unlocks this door.
Get it and free us, asit is your intent, good child!"

Sharing the man'sjoy, you lift the dirty flagstone and take
the iron key out from underneath. It turns easily in the lock,
and though the rusty hinges screech, loudly no guards come.
Then there is only time for afew hugs of celebration before
you al leave through the copper door at the end of the hall.



Outside, of course, stand severa Watchers to keep you
from escaping. But the prisoners, full of new strength and
hope, are more fearsome foes than the best armed warrior.
Still, thingsdo not look too even. Perhapsyou shouldjoinin?
* Ifyoujoin the combat, turn to 322.

« Ifyou want to do something elsefirst, turn to 274.

288
Y ou open your mouth to tell what promises to be avery
convincing story, but are forced to stop amoment by a queer
feeling welling up inside you. Pick a number and add your
Inner Srength bonus:
* If 2-5, turn to 307.
* 1f6-12, turn to 252.

289

"Yes | will help, if I can,” you tell the squirrel, whose tail
beginsto shake faster.

"Good," he says, then turnsto alarge shape in the darkness.
"Grumblebelly, leave that gruel be for amoment, and come
meet our new Friend!"

Out of the corner ambles alarge brown bear, licking afew
drops of porridge from the corners of hismouth. "Hello, little
Friend," he says, eyeing your crust of bread wistfully.

"Would you like this? I'm really not hungry," you say.

"Oh, well, er, why, yed" stammers the bear, drooling.
"But, let us listen to the council. The King is about to speak!"

Suddenly, you cannot move. "King?' you stutter.

"Yes yes'" answers Shaketail. "Daliar, rightful King of
Narnial"

Stunned at thethought of meeting areal kinginthisawful
dungeon, you allow the squirrel and bear to lead you to the
circle around the broken stone dab.



In the flickering candlelight, the faces of men and animals
appear worn and smudged with dirt, but still have alook of
hope. In their midst stands an ordinary old man with long
white hair and beard. But thereis something about the way he
stands, the way his brow isfurrowed just so, that makes you
think himrather special. Thenyourealizethat thismust bethe
King!

"Good citizens of Narnia," he begins, and his voice is like
aglint of silver. "Itisonly fitting that we should hold what may"
very well be our last meeting here before Asian's Table. The
monarch gestures at the great stone slab that liesin two pieces.
"Here Asian died that we might live. Here liesthe symbol of
ourfaithinhislove. Wemust not waiver now. Wemustnotfail
to give our whole hearts to the search for the Lion."

The lion! Could they mean the one you saw in the woods?
* Ifyou tell the King about the lion, turn to 119.

* Otherwise, turn to 219.




290

With your first gep, you stumble upon the stub of acandle
withaflintandtinder. It takesafew moments, but thewickiis
finally set alight and thedark tunnel becomesvisible, stretch-
ing away in a gentle curve as far as the light reaches. You
follow the passage for what seems hours, when finally it
narrows and becomes blocked by a heap of stone and dirt.

"A deadend!" you moan. Haveyou come all thisway, then,
just to turn back? Perhaps not! Pick a number and add your
Perception bonus:
o If 2-4, turn to 128.
* |f5-12, turn to 287.

291

Attheend of the corridor, you encounter asmall, yet strong
manwith afacelikeafox. Hewatchesyou slyly with hisdark
eyes. Before you can say hello, he has aready snapped,
" Password!™"

The sudden outburst so unnervesyou that you nearly forget
what the password is. Or did you completely forget it?
* Ifyou answer "Haadreh the Wise," turn to 239.
* Ifyou answer "Open Sesame,” turn to 173.
* Ifyou answer "Turkish Delight,” turn to 327.

292
Standing your ground as best you can, you feel your fear
being transformed into another feeling, one even more diffi-
cult to bear for it makes you just as weak in the knees, but
prevents you from running away. The only thing that keeps
you from fainting altogether isthedesireto look at the lordly
beast before you.



A rich smell, likecinnamon or frankincense, floatsfrom his
magnificently golden mane. And hisgreat, solemn eyes gaze
into yours with majesty, grace, and, strangely, with love.

"You are logt," the lion says suddenly.

Y our eyes open wide at hearing the lion spesk. Y ou must
have wandered farther than you ever imagined
possible. Surely, this can't be England!

"Follow me," says the lion, again to your amazement.

You are just deciding what to do, when there is a loud
commotion in the woods behind you. A voice shouts, "Don't
move, child! We'll have the beast off of you!"

Seven men in red and brown costumes rush into the
clearing. One of them fires an arrow at the lion. The lion,
whoselook invitesyoutofollow him, isstruck inthe shoulder
and turns to bound off through the woods. One of the men
hurries to your side.

* Ifyoufollow the lion, turn to 209.
« Ifyou stay with the men, turn to 125.

293

Asdawn flushesthe sky pink and gold above the topsof the
sighing pines, everyone bemoans the wounds of poor
Shaketail; but the Squirrel isonly interested in how you fared
and insists on being the first to cheer your successful adven-
ture.

The othersjoin in, but the King (being theKing) isthe first
to stop and say, "Friends! That cheer was well deserved, but
now we must turn to the most important part of our mission.
Itisat thistime, when we all would most like to be together,
that we must part. Each must turn toward adifferent corner of
Narniaand blaze a separate trail in the hopes that we may find
Adan!" Turn to 303.
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Turnright down the corridor. Isn't that what Norian said to
do? At thefar end, alarge man stands before asmall crimson
door. He wears baggy blue pants, no shirt and a large red
turban on hishead. Infact, helooks so much like agenie that
you half expect him to grant you awish.

"What are you doing here?' he bellows rudely.

"Turkish Delight?' you say, remembering the password.

"l don't want to play games!" roars the man. "Y ou're not
supposed to be here. So, now 1'm going to have to catch you,
and | don't want to!"

Oh, bother! Y ou seem to be in the wrong place. And if the
rudeman catchesyou, you'reboundtowind Upin aplaceeven
more wrong than this! Do something!.

* Ifyou throw the horn at the man, turn to 156.
* Ifyou simply run hack up the corridor, turn to 308.

295
Y ou know that the Rules clearly (if somewhat complexly)
date that any Friend of the Lion is guilty of heresy, but
something nags at you to reconsider. Pick a number and add
your Inner Strength bonus:
o If2-4, turn to 324.
* 1f5-12, turn to 226.

296

Climbing the hill, you can see that a collection of lords,
ladies, and animal sgather around thefire. They areall talking
(even the animals,,of course), and seem in good spirits. Their
clothes are abit worn, but they still appear simple, finefolk.

Asyou stepintothelight, one of thewomenturnsand says,
"Why, look here! It'sachild! Have you come for the Gather-
ing,too?"

Othersjoin her asyou answer, "l don't know. I'm logt, and
trying to get back home."



Thisodd statement encourages everyone in the group to ask
a number of questions. Before long, they have heard every
detail of your adventure so far. The tale causes a flurry of
excited chatter amongst the crowd. One knight declares, "We
do not know what forces have brought you here, child, but it
iscleartoall of usthat you belongat thisGathering tonight and
nowheredse”

With that most everyone goes back to what they were
doing, leaving you aone for the moment in your confusion.
Turn to 111.

297

After much consideration, the little blue turban seems best,
and you put it carefully on your head. A quiet murmuring
moves through the class. The professor gives a shocked gasp.
The old man in the white robe, his face twisted and angry,
marches over and yanks off the turban.

"Sol" he cries. "We think we're specid, do we? We think
weget to put on the blue turban right away, do we? Come, tell
the old professor. Have we gone alittle mad today? Have we
forgotten that there are Rules to be followed here in the
school ? Perhaps we have. Perhaps we need to pay a little visit
to the Master of Rituals, en?'

Y ou havenoideawhothe Master of Ritual sisor what avisit
to him is like, but the terrified look on the faces of the other
students gives you afair indication that it is not going to be
pleasant. Without aword more, the professor takesyou firmly
by the collar and marches you to another part of the hall.

The Master of Rituals is everything one might expect. His
pae gray hair has been worried thin, his steady eyes have
grown dry and sunken from the endless scanning of tomes.
Once the professor has returned to his class, the Master of
Ritualswalks over to you, his stiff, black robe crackling.
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"Discipling,” he rasps between thin lips. (You are not sure
ifitisagreeting or acurse and do not respond.) "Discipline is
that which the Temple and this land are founded upon.
Withoutit, thereischaosand utter destruction. EventheRules
are nothing without discipline to them work. Listening?"

Though it sounded more like a command than a question,
you start to nod your head, only to be cut off abruptly. "Thet,
then, is what you are going to learn. Discipline!"

A cold sort of fire comes into the Master's dull eyes
whenever he mentions that word, but there is little time to
worry about it.




Suddenly he isspeaking very rapidly and itisall you can
dotokeep up. "Tekealook at thesebricks," he says, pointing
to a large heap. "As you can see, there are blue bricks, red
bricks, yellow bricks and green bricks. Yourjobisto build
four walls out of these bricks. First you must build awall of
green bricks. Then you must take down the green wall and put
all thegreen bricksback inthepile. Thenyoumust build ared
wall. Takedowntheredwall andbuildabluewall. Takedown
thebluewall and build theyellow wall. Y ou may build only
onewall a atimeand only in that order. Doyou understand?'

Though your head givesaweak nod, you do not understand
atall. Itwould not have been so bad to have been asked to beat
erasrsorfill theink wells, but this seemsto serveno purpose.
Y et there the Master stands, his skull of a head beginning to
twitch with impatience. So you dart stacking the heavy bricks
one on top of the other, starting with thegreen ones. Whenyou
have completed a few rows, the Magter takes his leave.

By the time the green bricks have been stacked into awall
ashigh asamastiff's shoulder and about threeyardslong, your
arms begin to cramp and your hands become raw and blis-
tered. Things grow worse when, after having dismantled all
your pointlesswork, you cannot remember what col or thenext
wall is supposad to be. Alone, filled with a sense of hopeless-
ness, you slump onto the pile of bricks and begin to cry.

Before long, someone lays a hand on your shoulder. You
think it's the Master come to scold, but turn to see akindly-
looking gentleman in brown robes. "What's wrong, child?'

His concerned expression spesks of understanding, and
you venture to say, "Please, sir. I'm logt.”

He dares at you intently for a moment. Then, having
obvioudy made a decision, he answers, "Come with me."
Turn to 188.



298

Someone else can get the key. Freedom beckons, and every
step bringsyou closer to it. Far behind, the guard criesfor you
to stop, but, Hal Hal, you're already out! But, what's this
blocking your path into thewoods? A lion! TheLion! He'sas
largeasahorseandtooterribleto look upon. Y et, how canyou
take your eyes away?

"So, child!," he growls. "You would leave behind severa
friends to seek your own safety. Look well into your heart,
child. You must do better the next time!"

Desperately, you try to explain, "Oh, but I-"

"Goodbye!"

The words hit with a terrific force. When your senses
return, the Lion has disappeared, and the schoolyard is back.
Walking glumly into the dormitory, you wonder if you shall
ever return to that other world to prove yourself to the Lion.

It's easy to return to Narnia! Just turn to the Prologue and
begin again!

299

How quickly thoughts slip the mind! (Moments of consid-
eration have convinced you that Norian said to go up the
stairs.) Running breathlessly tothetop, youbumpinto oneof
the Scribes. "Ahal" he says, his blank eyes opening wide.
"Don't | know you? Do | really know anyone? Probably not!
But this | do know. You ran away! That's bad, oh, very bad
indeed! Now its off to the dungeons with you!"

Now you remember that you were supposed to go down-
stairs! Butitistoolate. The Scribein red isdetermined to catch
you and put you in prison (though he doesn't know why).
Turning, yourundown the stairsasfast asyou can, calling out,
"Adan! Aslan help mel" Thingsfade beforeyou; the sound as
of a distant roar reaches your ears.



When things become clear again, your old schoolyard has
returned. Sad and confused, you enter the buildings, wonder-
ing about the land called Narniaand the Lion called Asian.

Return to Narnia! Just go to the Prologue and begin again!

300

Oh, what will it be like to hit bottom? Splash! Why, very
much like hitting water! Only you are not the slightest bit wet!

Rubbing your eyesin disbelief, it is both agrand relief and
abitter disappointment to find yourself back in the schoolyard
in England. Wandering sadly intothered brick buildings, you
wonder if someday you might return to Narniaand find out
more about the mysterious Lion, Asian.

It's easy to return to Narnia! Just go to the Prologue and
begin again!

A few precious moments slip by before Haadreh realizes
you are escaping (who would have though it?). Asyou reach
the bottom of the steps, however, the order for the guards to
catch you is given. Their heavy footfalls can be heard stum-
bling down behind as you reach the door and hurry through.
Beyond lies the maze of unfamiliar corridors. Turn to 163.



302

The view through the smal windowpane is comforting.
Two beaverssit at atablein the middle of the oneroom house.
One of them wears brown trousers and smokes a big, black
pipe, while the other one has on aflowered gpron and isbusy
sarving somesoup from alargetureen. Their facesare serious,
but they do not look at dl dangerous. Certainly, it could not
hurt to knock at the door of such apeaceful home, or could it?
* Ifyou knock at the door, turn to 251.
« Ifyou pass by the house, turn to 340.

The King (being agood King) alows another cheer, then
continues. "My way leads eat towards Cair Paravel. From
there | shdl journey to the Lone Idands and dl the way to
Silver Saaif | must! Now then, for you others. Grumblebelly!
You shall cover the woods between here and Beaversdam.
Shaketall, you and your relatives shdl comb theland between
here and the northern border.”



"What about me?' you ask.

"I havenotforgottenyou, child," Ddiar replies. "Y ourway
liesalong thebanksof theDry River. Thegreat waterway that
onceflowed with thelife of Narnia."

"That washefore Haadreh came, and beforethe Great Well,
whosewater ishitter to thetaste and dry in the throat. Follow
itasfar asyouwill or asfar asyou can, andif you oy Asan,
lethimknow of our faithinhim. Can you do that, my child?'

"I can," you answer, meaning that you will try.

"Good. Now, wemust part. Theanimal swill takeyouasfar
asthe Dry River. Good bye, my child. I hope we shall meet
again soon, and if not, that you know nothing but happiness”

"Good bye, King Ddiar," you sy, hugging the graying
monarch. Y ou know then, that evenif the Lion should prove
tobefase, atleast you haveknown something genuinely good
in the King and people of Narnia. Turn to 245.

K0!

Gritting your teeth, you try to ignore the taunts of your
neighbor. The professor finisheshislecture, saying, "Andthe
GoldenRuleisthis; Follow theRulesand ShuntheLion. Any
questions?'

Severd quegtions cometo mind, but the professor doesnot
dlow timeforthem. Thedassisimmediately dismissedtothe
Recreation Yard. Turn to244.




305

It seems you knew the Golden Rule once, but now the
answer eludes you. Timidly, you reply, "I don't know."

Surprisingly, the professor does not fly into a rage, but
claps his hands together with delight. "Well spoken, child!
Very wise, indeed! | senseyou'll be wearing the red robes of
the Temple when you are older. Please, put on a blue turban
and move to the front of the dass"

Nothing seemsto make sense anymore, but you are glad not
to have gotten into trouble. While exchanging hats, the boy
with freckles gives you a very mean look, and it iswith great
relief that you take a seet in the front row. The rest of the
session continues with the endless explanation of severd
confusing and rather pointless Rules. After a while, however,
the professor dismisses the class with a scowl and everyone
files out into the Recreation Yard. Turn to 244.

306

“No! | can't jump! Not down therel" you cry, nearly
wailing. "Please, just let me go home."

"You said you had faith in me" Asian growls. “"No, you
cannotjump. Y ou must go home! But beforeyou go, thismuch
of your story | will tell you. Many trialsand much troublewill
you pass through before you return again to Narnial"

Before you can protest, the Lion gives a monstrous roar.
Thereisagresat wind, thenaterrificjolt, and thenext thing you
know, you are back in the schoolyard, in the fog, aone.

Asianforgives you. Turn to the Prologue to begin again!

307
Though you do feel asmall pang of guilt, you decidetotell
alieanyhow. "I comefrom the south. My father isafisherman,
and | goto seawith him for most of the year. Sometimes| find
things strange when | return.”



Haadreh's eyes become narrow ditsof scrutiny. It looksas
though he might have caught on- to the story, but then a
crooked smile breaks out over his face. "Ha, ha!" he laughs.
"You are perfect, child! | need someone like you to help me
run the Temple. Everything you need shall be yours for the
asking! Tomorrow you shall start work!"

It seems that your little lie has paid handsomely, but you
must wait until the end to be sure of that. In the meantime, a
brilliantly colorful robe is draped over your shoulders and a
heavy turban piled onto your head. That night you dine on a
baked peacock with all itsfeathers still on, aroast pig stuffed
with larks' wings, and braised tripe rolled in sesame oil and
paprika. Bowlsof nuts, berries, and strangefruitsfollow these
delicacies, while orange peel dipped in honey and rolled in
sugar finishes the feast. Y ou grow so heavy from eating that
two servants must hoist you up from the table and put you to
bed on a mountain of down. Turn to 195.

308
Whatever you do, you cannot risk losing the horn! So, you
turn and run asfast asyou can to the other end of the corridor.
The man in the turban was serious when he said he did not
want to chase you; he does not follow. Turn to 291.

309

Hugging the black metal of the lantern podt, you are
surprised to find that it is warm and dry as abone. When you
peer up through thelantern'sglobe, thechill leavesyour body
as the light seems to expand, to push back the fog with its
golden glow. This is turning into a very curious morning,
indeed! Y ou hold the post closer to see what will happen next.

The fog becomes thinner and thinner until vague shapes
begin to make themselves visible.



But they are not the shapes you think belong in your tidy
schoolyard. Y ou could almost swear you were standing in the
middle of aforest! Then all a once, the fog drops away, clean
asacurtain, leaving just a heavy dew on the ground.

At last, you can see where you are! But, oh! Y ou must have
wandered much farther than expected, for you redly are
standing in the middle of aforest! But there aren't any forests
in London. Withagrowing panic, you struggleto think of any
parks near the school where you might have wandered in the
fog. Not a single one comes to mind.

Y ou arejust wondering what alamp-post mightbedoing in
aforest and what you shoul d do next, when asound makesyou
freeze with fear. A low growl! rumbles behind your back, too
deep to be adog, too large to be anything but a...lion! Turning
about, you seit standing afew (but not nearly enough) yards
away on the other side of the clearing. It'sthe biggest lion you
have ever seen inyour life (though at this range, and without
bars in between, the beast might just seem larger than most).

Wherever intheworld haveyou gotten yoursel f? And what
to do about the lion?

* Ifyoufleefrom the lion, turn to 275.
« Ifyou stay still, turn to 292,
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Asiandoesnot roar ferociously at your answer, nor doeshe
bare histeeth and show hisclaws. Instead, solemn tears appear
in his eyes as he says, "You are an honest child; and that isa
wonderful and necessary thing. But, child! Look at me! Am |
not real ? Fe my breath! Oh, child! Y ou havemuchtolearn!”

Without quite understanding everything, you bury your
faceinthe Lion'smane. When you raise your head, he isgone.
And the red brick buildings of your school stand around you.

It's easy to return to Narnia! Just go to the Prologue and
begin again!

311
In this school questions have a nasty way of making one
more confused than when one started, so you sit back down.
The session continues with the explanation of severa confus-
ing and rather pointless Rules. After a while, however, the
professor dismisses the class with a scowl and everyone files
out into the Recreation Yard. Turn to 244.

312
"Don't be afraid!" you cal. "I'm afriend!" Turn to 100.

313

Asdawn flushes the sky pink and gold above the tops of the
sighing pines, the King's stallion gallops up to the embers of
the night's bonfire. Daliar legps from his mount's back, then
turns to help you down before declaring, "Friends! It is well
that none of us linger in the neglected dungeons of the Temple
any longer, but now we must turn to even graver concerns.
Unless we can find the source of al our hope, this joyous
rescue must be in vain! Each of us must travel through a
different corner of Narnia, blazing a lonely trail in the search
for Asian, the King over al kings." Turn to 303.
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After listening a moment, and judging the noises on the
other side to be of the harmless sort, you dare to investigate
further. Slowly, you inch the door wider open until your head
just fitsthrough. On the other side is a scene of such tasteless
splendor your head swims. Though the chamber isimmense,
every inch is adorned to an extravagant degree. Vases, urns
and planters of every shape and size squat about the floor or
on stands of overworked brass. Thick carpets spread one over
theother acrossthefloor, whileonthewall, tapestriesfight for
space with paintings of large-eyed dogs or of clowns with too
much make up. Multi-colored cushionsliein great, precarious
mounds around afountain splashing noisily in the center.

What attracts your attention most of all, however, is the
curiouslittleman at thefar end. He could not be over four feet
tall, yet arainbow colored turban risestwo feet above his head.
Hissilken robes arejust as colorful as his hat and trail severa
yards behind his pointed shoes.

Just as you peek into the room, hejumps into a curiousjig
before alarge mirror. With both handson hiships, he hopsfirst
totheright, and thento theleft, nodding hishead up and down
ashegoes. Listening closely, you catch abit of song that seems
to go with the dance:

Oh, you blow a little smoke into their eyes! Promise them
sunshine and moonbeam pies! Do alittle danceand tell afew
lied Then they throw up their hands and cal you wise!
Haadreh! Haadreh! Haadreh!

It isdifficult to make any sense out of the odd verse, and
what does Haadreh mean? Should you stay and find out?

« Ifyou stay a little longer, turn to 284.
* Ifyou leave to explore the right hand passage,
turn to 162.
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Themoreyou say, the worse things seem to become. On the
other side of the door, abolt slides home and the lights go out.
Giving up, you wander off aone into the darkness. The way
isrough and frightening, but eventually thereisan encourag-
ing sight. The lamp-post glows through the trees! It seems
home isjust around the corner. Then afire suddenly appears
onanearby hill. Several black figuresstand around the blaze,
and their voices echo faintly across the distance. Mystery
beckons, but so does the lamp-post... and home.
* Ifyou go to the lamp-post, turn to 122.
* Ifyou listen to the voices, turn to 110.
* Ifyou approach thefire, turn to 296.

316

"Come in," says a deep voice on the other side of the door.

Y ou enter a room with seven walls and a domed ceiling.
Aroundatriangulartableinthecenter sittwomen. Oneisatall
pale gentleman in a green robe, while the other is very short
and plump with atall turban on his head. Y ou place the book
on the table quietly as they seem to study your clothes,
particularly the short trousers you wear to school at home.

"Thisisthechild | wastelling you about," saysthemanin
green out of the corner of his mouth. Then to you he snaps,
"Don't you know to bow before Haadreh the Wise?'

Embarrassed, you bow to the little man, who jumps to his
feet and exclaims, "Yesl | see what you mean. Very different
indeed. Tell me, child. Where do you come from?"

Answering such questions has never done anything but
gotten you trouble. Perhaps a little fib is in order here?
* Ifyou make up a story, turn to 288.
* Ifyou tell the truth, turn to 217.
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There must be a bit of the treefrog in your blood for you to
hold on so long! Stone by stone, you measure the way down
the well until your hand encounters a hole in the side of the
wall. Further investigationrevealsittobeatunnel, no doubt
the one Daliar told you about (how many more could there
be?). Rubbing your tired eyes, you step inside. Turn to 290.

318

Notasinglebreathisallowedto passthroughyourlipsuntil
thekey issafely in thelock of the door. The hinges screech, but
theguard staysdeeply adeep. Like aband of shadowsyou and
all the prisoners of the Temple slip toward the door. The
guardsoutside areeasily overwhelmed andtied upto befound
in the morning. Y ou follow the victorious Friends back to the
embers of the bonfire. Turn to 293.

319

The Temple schoal (or Ingtitute of Enlightened Confusion
asthe ponderous sign above the door declares) is an immense
room about the size of a good trainyard, filled with children
and teachers. The noise within is almost deafening. Disorder
reigns among the boys and girls, who are loosdly divided here
and there into groups led by one or more professors in
differently colored robes. Some of the groups seem to be
caught up in heated debate, the professors exchanging loud
arguments with their students, while others act asiif they are
in the midst of an elaborate game. Only no one seems to be
enjoyingitvery much. Atfirstyouaresurprised nottofind.any
of the intelligent beasts you have come to expect in this land,
but then you discover that there is indeed such agroup on the
far side of the cavernous hall.



You take all this in while the guard talks to one of the
teachers. Soon they arethrough, and an old man inawhiterobe
approaches and speaks severely. "The guard tellsmethat you
are an exceptionally gifted child. Well, you'll have to prove
your confusion. There isto be no favoritism in this schoal.
Now come. | will show you to your group."

The Watcher leaves while the professor takes you across
the broad tile floor to aplace where several children are seated
on straight-backed chairs arranged in neat rows. Y ou begin to
take a seat in the back, when the professor snaps at you to
remain standing. "Y ouknow theRules! Y oumust putonahat
first!" His bony finger points at atable where there a severa
pilesof hats. Going quickly tothetable, you find the hatscome
in three styles and colors. There are pointy red hats, blue hats
that resemble turbans, and floppy green hats that do not
resemble much of anything at all. Y ou wonder which hat to
take and if it makes any difference to the grouchy professor.
Pick a number and add your Perception bonus:

o If 2-4, turn to 203.
* [f5-12, turn to 206.
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With heavy footfalls, the guards give chase. They run a
close race at first, but then the large dinners in their large
stomaches catch up with them, and they begin tofall behind.
Finally, they giveout altogether, content to cast cursesat your
vanishing heels.

Oncein the safety of the woods, you pause to take abreath.
A voice suddenly rises out of the darkness. Turn to 254.

321

Either one of the men could probably outrun you (though
their protruding stomaches do not spesk well of their prow-
e9). A battle seems unavoidable. You tighten up your fists.
Pick a number and add your Fighting bonus:

* 1f2-6, turn to 331.
* |f7-12, turn to 108.
32

Y ou want freedom, too! With both fiststight, youjoin the
fray. Pick a number and add your Fighting bonus:
e [f2-7, turn to 231.

* |[f8-12, turn to 149.
323

Turning to Norian, you put afinger to your lips and creep
closer to the bonfire. Pausing in adeep shadow at the base of
the hill, you hear snatches of conversation.

"Itisafinenight for aGathering," saysadesp, merry voice.

"Here, friend, let me help you with that," says another,
lighter, voice.

Soft laughter and whispers drift down from thefire along
with courteous phrases. They certainly do not sound like
dangerous people!

« Ifyou approach thefire, turn to 333.
« Ifyou return to the lamp-post, turn to 335.
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Something tells you that there is more involved here than
can be found in Haadreh's books, some rule higher than his,
butyouignoreyoufeelings. Afterall, yourjobistoupholdthe
Rules (and you certainly don't want to lose your status).
Besides, the Satyr knew the Rules and if he chose not to play
by them, he can very well suffer the consequences.

"| find the Satyr guilty!" you proclaim loudly.

"Well spoken!" cries Haadreh with an ugly smile on his
face. "Take the Satyr away. The child shall attend his execu-
tion at dawn tomorrow. Bring on the next case!"

Y ou avoid the look of betrayal on the Satyr's face as he is
led out of the hall by the Watchers and concentrate instead on
the feeling of satisfaction at Haadreh's praise. Then, sud-
denly, there is agreat commotion in the Temple and anoise
likethunder. With ahorribly nervouslook on hisface, Haad-
reh leaps onto his chair, shaking in every limb.

A dozen Watchersrun toward the double doors as the noise
grows louder. Suddenly both of the great bronze panels blow
inwardwith aterrificforcethat sendsthemrollingbackwards.
Theterrificrumblinggrowslouder until youcanscarcely hear
the people shouting, "Asian! Asian has come to free us!"

Y ou arejust wondering what they could mean by all this,
when amighty lion boundsinto the room. Heismuch larger
than ahorse, and hiseyesburn with afierce glow. Looking to
Haadreh for some sort of comfort, you find that the tiny man
has gone quite pale and his eyes are wide with fright.

Severd tall, strong men and anumber of animalsin armor
rush in behind the Lion (one of them looks like aking) and set
about casting off the prisoners' chains. Meanwhile, theLion
has not taken his gaze off of you and Haadreh.



At last, he opens his mouth and says in abooming voice,
"The time of the Temple has come to an end. Those who have
good by it shall fall with it. So be it."

Haadreh gives a miserable whimper asthe Lion opens his
greatjawsand letsforth an earth-shattering roar. The hot blast
of theLion'sbreath liftsyou off your feet toward theceiling.
Chairs, books, papers, and ostrich plumes rise with you,
swirlingintoawhirlwind of dust and rubbish.

Haadreh is somewhere in the tumult, wailing pitifully, but
the dust soon gets into your eyes and blinds you. Behind the
Lion's awful roar comes the sound of splitting wood and
crashing glass, asif the very ground was opening up; it seems
the end isnear at hand.

But the terrible sound begins to fade, and the fierce wind
startsto settle. Slowly you sink to earth; and when yourubthe
dust out of your eyes you find yourself once again in the
schoolyard with the fog just lifting and the edges of the sun
shining through.

Baffled, bruised, and more than a little ashamed, you
stumble back to your dormitory, hoping that someday you
might return to Narniato right thewrongsyou've committed.

It'seasy to return to Narnia! Just turn to the Prologue and
begin again!

325
Carefully, you scanthegroundfor any other dropsof blood,
butfindnone. Thelioncouldhavegoneanywhere! Shrugging
your shoulders, you decide to walk back to the men in the
clearing. Turn to 132.
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Quiet asamouse, you pass by the closed door to investigate
the open one further on. Shadows stir within, so it is with
exceptional caution that you peer around thejamb. The small
chamber beyond (heavens, are the walls really orange and
blue?) proves to be a very tidy bedroom. At a writing desk
against the far wall there sits aman in brown robes, scribing
neatly with a white plume on a piece of parchment. His
concentration seems to be so intense that you could probably
run in and bounce on his bed without his taking notice.
Actually, you would very much like to enter this man's
peaceful room, but should you disturb him?
* Ifyou enter the room, turn to 276.
* Ifyou leave to check the closed door, turn to 191.

327

"Ah! You are afavored one of Haadreh the Wisel" replies
the guard to your password. "Please, pass with the blessings
of no one in particular!”

Embarrassed (and a little confused), you pass through the
open door and down a long flight of stairs. At the bottom isa
corridor with a shadowy, arched ceiling. At itsfar end shines
alarge copper door, while on the right hand wall is an oaken
doorwithbarsinitsupperhalf. Norian'sdirectionswereright!
This certainly looks like a prison.

Cautiously, you approach the door and peer in. As ex-
pected, a group of prisoners huddle inside. One of the men
says angrily, "Who's there?'

"A friend!" you answer wisely.

The man'sanger changestojoy as he rushesto the bars. "A
Friend? Can it be? And so young! Well, may Asian blessyou,
child! But be quick! There, underneath the flagstone isakey
that unlocks this door."



Quickly, you lift the flagstone and remove the iron key
beneath. It turnseasily in the lock. The hinges screech but no
guards appear. After afew warm handshakes, you all exit out
the large copper door.

Several Watchers stand guard outside, and they do not
intend to let you escape. A rather unfair battle breaks out, and
you nervously wonder what you should do.

« Ifyou have the King's horn (Key 3 checked),
turn to 274.
* Otherwise, turn to 268.

328

"I come from another world,” you answer, feeling some
relief in admitting it out loud. "A world where there are buses
and planes, and people don't talk in riddles, and mice don't
wear clothes, and — oh, | just wish | could get back there!"

"You see?' says the Scribe triumphantly. "The child is
most unbecomingly confused. Or perhapsit isagenius. Who
can rightly say?'

"Humbug!" grumps the old man behind his desk. "The
child is nothing of the sort. It obviously wantsto play usfor
fools, sothat it might spout whatever dangerousdrivel comes
to mind. Well, | won't have it! The Rules have very special
instructionsfor the handling of mischievousrascals. Watch-
ers, take this child to the dungeonsfor now. | shall deal with
it personally later."

Y our stomach churnswith dread, but suddenly something
happensthat givesyou renewed hope. From the distant bottom
of the platform comes a commanding (if somewhat shrill)
voice: "Halt, Watchers! Leave the child in peacel”



An excited chatter rises from the crowd followed by a
sudden, profound hush. Aroundyou, the Scribesaswell asthe
Watchers and the old man at the desk bow deeply, touching
their chestsand foreheads with agrand flourish of their right
arms. Dazed, you too look down the steps. What youfind isa
small man (he cannot be more than four feet tall) dressed in
long, silken robesand avery high, rainbow colored turban. He
isascending the stairsas rapidly as his pointed shoes can take
him. Hisfeaturesaresharp, and hiseyesshinewithcunningas
he inspects your school uniform and once freshly shined
oxfords.

Without aword to the still bowing audience, he saysto the
old man behind the desk, "O, wise and benevolent Judge,
Haadreh blesses your graying pate! | entered the chamber at
the beginning of the child's trial, and have borne perfect
witness to the proceedings. Unfortunately, your decision
regarding this wayward cherub was incorrect and not in
keeping with the Rules. Yet curse yourself not overly, O,
noble servant, for thisisamatter outside the pinched limits of
your understanding. Only |, Haadreh the Enlightened, am able
todeal with thissituation adequately. So, call off my vigilant
hounds, and let them nip no more at the hedls of our special
ward. The child shall come with me."

"Haadreh has spoken! So beit!" uttersthe old man, hisface
upon the desk. In unison, everyone el se in the room repeststhe
solemn phrase. Then the little man turnsto you. Certainly you
aregrateful for hishaving intervened atjust the right moment,
yet thereissomething uncomfortable, something too friendly
about the eager smile in his eyes. Perhaps you should take to
your heels!

* Ifyou go with Haadreh, turn to 165.
* Ifyou attempt to escape, turn to 272.
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"Yes, | suppose | am afriend of the Lion," you stutter, for
you have no reason to consider yourself his enemy.

The Scribes stiffen at your words, and their leader says,
"Tsk, tsk! A Friend of the Lion! Well, you are young. Perhaps
you don't know what you're talking about. But we must take
you to Temple How in any case. Come along peacefully."

* Ifyou accompany the men, turn to 236.
* Ifyou would rather not go, turn to 261.

330

Ten feet from where you spied the first one, you see another
drop of blood soaking into the ground. Fearing to lose the trail ,
you hurry. There's a third drop! And a fourth! You move
faster, following thefading trail and the sweet scent that clings
to it. The trail leads you through a forest of heavy-boughed
trees that seem to whisper in your ears, urging you on.

You rush through deep ravines and over high ridges until
fatigue washes over you. The trail of blood vanishes near the
top of alonely hill that sports only one tree at its crest; you fall
to your knees. Lying on your back in the short grass, gasping
for breath, you wonder if you could ever become more lost
than you are now. The trail is gone, and you cannot return to
those men in the clearing, for you are not at all sure how you
got to be here. Staring up at the bright sky, you drift in and out
of ahalf-sleep asthe clouds roll by. Curiously, one group takes
the likeness of a lion's head, so real it might roar. Drowsily,
you imagine the cloud could even speak. Or could it?

Amazed, you stand again and shake yourself from deep
(though your legs are still weak and tired). Just then you hear
some voices coming from the top of the hill.

* Ifyou want to listen to the voices, turn to 137.
* Ifyou want to go to whoever is talking, turn to 230.
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Well, we both knew that there wasn't much chance of
winning, didn't we?When the guards have caught your small
fists in theirs, they lead you back up Temple How. Turn to
175.

332

"I think | should like to try to free the prisoners," you say,
hardly believingit.

"Bravely said!" replies the King. "My, what afine, noble
place your world must be, where the children have the hearts
of kings!"

* If Norian left the Temple with you (checked Key 2),
turn to 172.
» Otherwise, turn to 147.

333

"Let'sgo talk with them," you whisper to Norian. "Maybe
they can help you!"

"Child, these are Friends of Asian!" replies Norian. "As
s00n asthey see these robes of aTemple Professor that | wear,
they'll execute mefor heresy!"

"Il go aone, then,"you declare. "Once |'ve explained that
the Temple will throw you in the dungeon if they find you,
these people will surely help.”

Y ou scamper away before Norian can protest further. Turn
to 296.
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The men seem to be glad enough to-haveyou aong, but do
not engage you in conversation. The red-draped Scribes stare
at theground asthey walk, and the men in brown tunics (the
ones the Scribes call Watchers) gaze intently into the sur-
rounding woods.

Y ou continue onward for several minutes through the dark,
rustling trees, until you come upon anarrow road. The well
worn track slopes gently to the east into rolling hills topped
with fields. Occasionaly, you pass by aperson carrying ahoe
or pushing a wheel-barrow; all greet you with silence as
solemn as in the school room.

The question of where you are, of course, has never left
your mind for amoment, but you have long since given up
tryingtoget any information out of your puzzling hosts. Better
towaitand watch, youthink toyourself; something revealing
is bound to crop up.

Just then, something does occur; something that has you
doubting your senses once again. Ahead, walking along the
sde of the road, are what appear to be two sacks of grain,
talking nervously and bumping into each other from timeto
time. Removing their attention from their feet, the Scribes
approach the sacks with quick steps.

"What's this?" asks the one who seems to be the most
talkative of the lot. "Put down those sacks at once, and tell me
what thisisabout."

To your amazement, the sacks are placed on the ground to
revea two Mice (rather large ones), with burlap aprons tied
about their waists. Once again, London seems far away.
"Begging your pardon,” the Mice say, bowing low.

"Stop that silly scraping,” gripes the Scribe "Just tell me
where you think you're going with that grain.”
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"We're taking it home, gir, if it pleases” stammers the
larger of the pair. The other stands, head bowed, to one side.
"l assume you have aready given the Temple its half?"

"Well, to be perfectly honest, no. Y ou see, we gleaned these
kernels from a field that had aready been harvested. We
worked al day for these two small bags" The Mouse's voice
rises to a plaintive squeak. "My wife's hands are sore and
blistered from thelabor, and we need thefood for our children.
Certainly -"

"Silence!" the Scribe interrupts. "Y ou know the Rules, and
the Rules state, "...from every measure of grain let the half of
itbegiventothe Temple, for without the Templethefieldslie
waste, and the children go hungry."

The tiny Mouse nudges his wife close to him and replies
heatedly, "And Asian says that every man shall make the
fieldsfertileof hisown hand, and by hisown hand enjoy their
fruits! The grain is ourds"

"Insolencel" cries the Scribe, his eyebrows gathering in
angry pesks. "How dare you to mention the Lion's namel!
Watcher's take these Mice to the Temple and put them in the
prison to await further questioning!"



Thisisbecoming rather ugly! Of course, you know nothing
of the affairs of this land, but you find the conduct of the men
inredentirely unfair and rather beastly. Two of the Watchers
attempt to grab the Mouse who snaps at them with his sharp
teeth while hiswife scurries to the edge of the road. The men
aremuch bigger, however, and wiel d long spearsbesides. Y ou
e that other animal s are watching the scenefrom adistance
with sympatheticlookson their faces, but no onemovestothe
aid of the Mice. Perhaps, you should do something?

* Ifyou wish to protest, turn to 260.
* Otherwise, turn to 180.

335
BiddingNorianatearful farewell, youwatchhimclimbthe
hill wherethefireburnssobrightly."I hope he'll bealright,"
you murmur. "And | hope | get home alright!" Joy fillsyour
heart, and you grin. Turn to 122.

336
Oh, how you hatebullies! Seeing the cruel treatment of the
mole makes you want to give the boys a sound beating. Y ou
bounce toward them; but there are four of them and only one
of you. Perhaps it would be better to talk things out?
« Ifyou decide to talk with the boys, turn to 116.
« Ifyou would rather fight, turn to 185.
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"l simply want to go to deep!" you grumble at last. "l want
to go to deep, and | want thiswhole nasty businessto be over
when | wake up!"

With that you turn your back rudely to the Squirrel, huddle
inthecorner, and drift off to an uncomfortableslumber. A few
seconds later (or so it seems) you awake to the sound of
cheering. All the men and animal s are on their feet, rushing to
the open dungeon door. Handsome lordsin cloth of gold stand
outside, greeting their friends and loved ones with warm
embraces. Just as the last of the prisoners is passing through
the door, you scrambleto your feet andjoin them. Alasyou are
too late, and the door slams shut! Desperately, you best on the
door, and shout for them not to leave you behind.

"“They cannot hear you," says a deep voice behind you.

Turning about, you sse ahuge Lion sitting between the two
pieces of broken stone. "They've left me behind," you com-
plain weakly.

"No," growls the Lion. "It is you who have left them
behind. When they asked for help, you turned your back to
them. Now, as you have written that much of your story, so
have you written this particular ending. Y ou must go home."

Sad and ashamed, you run towards the Lion, but he blows
gently at you with hissweet breath. No amount of running can
protect you. Slowly, you are blown backwards faster and
faster until you are flying through the air, ever farther from the
Lion. Thingsgrow dark, until at last your feet touch the ground
once again, and afamiliar setting appears. It isthe schoolyard
in England with its red brick buildings and |onesome morn-
ings. Shouldersdrooping, you enter the dormitory to dream of
the day when you might return to the world of the Lion.

This game is over. Turn to the Prologue to begin the next
onel



"Schooal, sir," you answer.

"Ahal" cries the old man. "I've always suspected those
bumbling bookworms in the School. A den of conniving
vipersthey are, corrupting the minds of our youth! Why, this
borders on heresy!"

"Y our Prudentness, | beg of you," says the Scribe, "do not
be too harsh with the teachers of the Rule. Surely, they cannot
be altogether at fault in this case, for | very much doubt that
this child has ever attended the School. When we found it
wandering alone deep in the woods, it emitted such confused
babbling as would never be endorsed by the Temple."

"Hmm. Yes" mumblesthe old man, resting hishead on his
palm in contemplation. "Well, then, there isonly one thing to
be done. Return this child to the School, and see that it gets
taught correctly this time." Then he looks at you again, and
says, "Just in case no one ever tells you, the Golden Rule is
this: Shun the Lion and follow the Rules. Good bye."

Of course, that isn't right, but before you can open your
mouth to tell him so, aWatcher marches you down the stairs
and out the door through a complex maze of corridors. What
is this School going to be like? And how might you excape it?
Check Key 1. Turn to 319.



339

You introduce yourself and a muffled discussion takes
placeinsidethe house. A voicereturnsto say, "Wedon't know
you. What isit you want?"

It's getting cold outside! What do you say? Pick a number
and add your Talking bonus:
* 1f2-4, turn to 315.
* 1f5-12, turn to 312

340

Best to leave strange houses alone. Besides, all you realy
want to do is find the lamp-post and return home. So, you
journey onward, ignoring weary pains in feet and legs and
back. Finally, the lantern glows softly ahead of you. Rejoic-
ing, youwalk faster. Just then, afire appearson top of anearby
hill. Dark figures can be seen, and their voicesjust reach you
across the distance. Mystery beckons, but so does the
lantern...and home.
* Ifyou go to the lantern, turn to 122,
* Ifyou listen to the people, turn to 110.
* Ifyou approach the people, turn to 296.
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RANDOM NUMBER TABLE

11

8

8

7

10

12

10

4

10

#

12
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